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Chapter 1

Adrian hesitated as he reached for the door that led from the street to the restaurant.

The polished brass handle gleamed under the soft amber glow of the streetlights, cold and heavy in his palm. Behind him, he heard the crisp, sharp click of Leah’s high heels against the pavement—measured, purposeful, almost taunting in their rhythm. Each step she took seemed to echo his own heartbeat, steady but charged, like a countdown. He could smell her perfume now—something expensive, dark, and sweet—curling around him like a promise he wasn’t sure he was ready to accept.

He knew that once he opened that door, it would be like opening Pandora's box. Not just a threshold to a dimly lit dining room or a romantic evening—but a point of no return. A step into something raw and primal and real. Opening it was opening the door to him being cuckolded.

‘Cuckold.’

The word didn’t just drift through his mind—it collided. It smashed against the walls of everything he thought he was: a husband, a man, someone in control. It clashed with reason, pride, and fear, demanding to be acknowledged. This was madness, wasn’t it? Dangerous, humiliating, selfish. A really terrible idea. And yet, the more the word battered at him, the more familiar it began to feel. Almost seductive.

Eventually, it settled—not in the rational part of his mind, but in that shadowy corner where desire lived. The place where shame and lust blurred, where control gave way to craving. The place that had whispered to him in the dark months ago, daring him to say the words to his wife. To admit he wanted this. Female domination. Humiliation. Cuckolding. All of it.

"Well? What are you waiting for, boy? Come on, make your decision. Yes or No?" Leah asked from a couple of steps behind him.

Her voice was teasing, bright with amusement, but underneath it was a note of command. She was goading him, yes—but also reciting a line from Paradise By the Dashboard Light. The old Meatloaf song had become a kind of inside joke between them ever since they’d begun to peel back the layers of their marriage and explore the darker, kinkier parts of themselves. But tonight, the joke didn’t feel quite so light anymore. Tonight, it was a dare wrapped in nostalgia, sharpened by expectation.

Adrian took a deep breath and composed himself before he felt his hand reach out and pull the door open.

A rush of warm air hit him instantly, carrying with it the mingled scents of grilled meat, garlic, and something rich and smoky. The low murmur of voices, clinking glasses, and soft jazz floated toward him, momentarily disorienting after the quiet tension of the street. He stepped aside, letting Leah move past him. The gesture looked gentlemanly, even deferential, and in part, it was—but beneath the surface, it was also a small surrender. She was the one leading tonight. She was the one in control. And only Leah knew who they were here to meet.

Only she had seen the man who would be sitting across from them—whose name he only vaguely remembered, whose face he hadn’t dared to imagine too vividly. Somehow that made it worse. Or better. He wasn’t sure anymore.

They paused briefly at the hostess stand. Leah glanced around, composed and confident, her presence seeming to draw attention without effort. Then, with a flicker of recognition, she raised her arm and waved high above her head.

Adrian followed the path of her wave and saw him—tall, striking, and unmistakably self-assured. The man stood from his booth near the window, a towering Black figure who seemed to radiate calm authority. Adrian barely registered the subtle shift in his own breathing before his eyes drifted back to Leah.

As she lifted her arm, the hem of her short dress climbed even higher, baring the sheer black tops of her stockings. It was deliberate. It had to be. Anyone watching would have caught the flash of thigh, the hint of garter, the knowing smirk that played at her lips. Adrian felt the blood rush behind his eyes and down between his legs in equal measure. He exhaled slowly, trying to regain control—of his pulse, his expression, his pride.

And then he smiled. The best smile he could summon—the polite, practiced, “Hi there, happy to meet you. I hope you really enjoy fucking my wife” smile.

He followed her across the room like a man walking a tightrope.

As they reached the table, Leah leaned in close, rising onto the balls of her feet to kiss the man on the cheek. Adrian watched as the man’s arm slid easily around her waist, fingers brushing the curve of her ass like he already owned it. Leah didn’t flinch. If anything, she leaned into the touch, basking in it.

Then she turned toward Adrian, her eyes gleaming, and gave him the briefest arch of her brows—quick, playful, but unmistakable.

“Adrian, this is Benjamin. Benjamin, this is my husband, Adrian.”

Adrian leaned in and shook Benjamin's hand, or rather had his hand shaken by Benjamin as he felt his enormous black hand envelope his own.

The grip was firm, warm, and effortless—commanding in a way that wasn’t aggressive, but impossible to ignore. Adrian couldn’t help but notice how small his own hand felt inside Benjamin’s, how easily it was engulfed. There was a strange comfort in the confidence of the gesture. Nothing threatening, nothing forced. Just calm, grounded power.

"It's great to finally meet you, Adrian. Leah has told me so much about you. All good, honestly," Benjamin said, his deep voice smooth and steady, with a casual warmth that felt disarming.

Adrian let out a quiet breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. There was a flicker of genuine relief, something loosening in his chest as the tension gave way to something else. He even managed a small, appreciative smile as Benjamin gestured toward the booth. The three of them slid into place—Leah and Adrian on one side, Benjamin alone on the other, a dynamic that felt balanced on the surface but already hinted at something unspoken beneath it.

Leah leaned forward, her posture open and relaxed, her attention locked on Benjamin. She spoke to him with a familiarity that made Adrian blink. Her voice was animated, light, intimate—as if they were picking up an ongoing conversation rather than starting a new one. Old school friends, maybe. Except they weren’t.

Adrian knew exactly how recently their connection had begun—and how quickly it had deepened. He’d seen the messages, heard the laughter in her voice during late-night calls, watched her body language change when his name lit up her phone. She wasn’t hiding it. And that was the most thrilling, terrifying part. It was all happening right in front of him, and he was supposed to sit still and watch it unfold.

He tried to follow along, nodding at the right moments, even laughing once or twice when something landed, but more and more he felt like an outsider looking in. A spectator at a tennis match, his gaze swinging from one face to the other, trying to keep pace with the volley of words and inside jokes that he hadn’t been there to witness.

Then Leah’s hand dropped to his thigh.

It was subtle, reassuring—her fingers sliding across the fabric of his pants before finding his hand and curling into it. She gave it a gentle squeeze, and when he turned to glance at her, her eyes were shining. There was something unmistakable in her expression: excitement, pleasure, anticipation. She was thrilled to be here. And she wanted him to feel that too.

Adrian swallowed again, the knot in his throat still present but shifting. He straightened in his seat and leaned slightly forward, trying to find a way back into the rhythm of the conversation. He knew how much this moment meant to Leah. He owed it to her to be present. To be strong. To be supportive.

Still, his mind started to drift.

It had been almost six months ago when Adrian and Leah had taken a test online called "Yes No or Maybe." It was a test that had become quite popular online after being mentioned by a podcast called Sex with Jessie.

At the time, their sex life had been... functional, at best. Routine. Predictable. There hadn’t been a fight or any dramatic falling out of intimacy—just a slow fade, a gradual retreat into comfort zones and unspoken frustrations. Adrian had started quietly craving more—more intensity, more novelty, more honesty. So he began poking around online, looking for ways to revive the spark without pushing Leah too hard, and stumbled across a few podcasts that tackled sexual exploration from a modern, open-minded lens.

What he hadn’t realized was that anything linked to his Amazon account—including the podcasts—was auto-synced across their smart devices. So one day, Leah turned on the TV, and the Amazon Fire Stick just loaded everything up for her to see. There it was, right there on the home screen: Sex with Jessie, alongside a handful of other podcast titles she’d never seen before.

She didn’t say anything at first. She just filed it away. But a few weeks later, while they were curled up in bed on a quiet Friday night, she brought it up.

“So,” she said casually, “should I be concerned that you're listening to a show called Sex with Jessie?”

Adrian had blushed, genuinely caught off guard, stumbling to explain that it wasn’t porn, that it wasn’t something he was jerking off to—it was educational, really. About relationships. Kinks. Communication. He expected skepticism, maybe even a lecture. But to his surprise, Leah didn’t shut it down. She listened. She asked questions. And eventually, she got curious enough to queue up a few episodes herself.

That was how this whole situation started.

At the prompting of Jessie, Leah found the “Yes, No, or Maybe” test on the show’s website—a worksheet designed to help couples explore their boundaries and desires. They agreed to take it separately, answer honestly, and compare notes afterward. Adrian didn’t think much of it at first. He assumed his answers would be a long list of “Yes” and “Maybe,” while Leah’s would skew toward “No.” And to an extent, he was right.

But not completely.

What surprised him was where Leah had said “Maybe.” Things he had assumed were strictly off-limits—roleplay, spanking, even exhibitionism—were suddenly on the table, at least in theory. And there was one flat-out “Yes” from her that floored him: “Would you ever consider taking sexual control away from your partner?” He read it three times just to make sure.

There were surprises for Leah, too. She hadn’t known about the sheer depth of Adrian’s fantasies—things he’d quietly harbored for years but never voiced. He’d clicked “Yes” to things like pegging, orgasm denial, and even public humiliation. That one had made her blink, look over at him, and raise her eyebrows.

“Really?” she’d asked, somewhere between fascinated and amused.

He’d nodded, sheepish but honest.

The test itself was just a prompt, really—it didn’t go into much detail. But what followed was an hours-long conversation that stretched late into the night. Leah, ever the skilled attorney, started working her magic—asking questions with warmth and precision, drawing Adrian out bit by bit. And before long, he was telling her everything. The fantasies he’d never dared to say out loud. The websites he browsed in private. His fascination with dominant women, with submission, with the idea of giving up control entirely.

He admitted his curiosity about BDSM, about being spanked, even lightly tortured. He confessed to nights spent reading about male chastity devices, and the erotic thrill he got from imagining Leah holding the key to his pleasure. And then, when he thought he’d gone as far as he could, he said it. The word that had been growing louder in his mind, the one that terrified and thrilled him most.

Cuckold.

Adrian sipped his drink, realizing he had completely lost the pace of the conversation. He could hear Leah telling Benjamin a story about a complete disaster of a wedding reception they had been to a few months before, and his mind drifted back.

The 'Yes, No, or Maybe' test didn't really go into anything specific. It was more like a guide, and it certainly guided their conversation after they had completed it. Leah, who is a very good attorney and knows how to get someone to speak, began working her magic on Adrian, and it wasn't long before he started to spill it all. Adrian was interested in what can be called a female-dominant relationship. He had always had a fantasy about it and often surfed the internet looking for websites, forums, and articles on this sort of subject, including things like BDSM, male humiliation, spanking, and even some mild cock and ball torture, and of course, one of his favorites, the idea of chastity. It was his exploration of chastity topics that led him on to the subject of teasing and denial and, finally, the concept of a cuckold. And that was what led him to this point.

Adrian felt the silence at the table.

A strange weight had settled into the space between the three of them, heavy and expectant. As he looked up, he could tell someone had just asked him a question—but the words had been lost in the fog of his thoughts. His pulse thudded dully in his ears. He cleared his throat, blinking, and glanced at Leah for help. She met his gaze with a knowing smile and stifled a soft laugh, her eyes dancing.

Benjamin stepped in smoothly, his voice low and steady. “Sorry, man. You look like you’re a million miles away. I asked if this was your idea—letting Leah explore with other guys.”

Adrian felt the heat rise in his face almost instantly. His mouth went dry. He swallowed hard, as if clearing his throat could somehow bring clarity to his voice. “No, urm… well… urm… actually, it was her idea. I urm… I introduced some of the ideas I was interested in, and she… urm… well, like the good prosecutorial attorney that she is, she took the idea and took me further along with it until we settled on the topic of…”

Benjamin glanced casually around the restaurant, scanning for eavesdroppers. Then he leaned in, his voice dipping just above a whisper.

“…cuckolding.”

The word landed like a quiet strike of thunder.

“That’s really interesting,” Benjamin said, nodding slowly. “With most of the couples I’ve been with, it’s the husband who’s brought up cuckolding first.”

Adrian blinked. Most of the couples?

“I’m sorry—wow, did you say, ‘most of the couples’?”

Benjamin offered a slightly sheepish, slightly amused smile, his eyebrows lifting at Adrian’s surprise. “Yeah. Sorry, did Leah not explain it? I’m a bull. I mean, I like to play with wives and cuckolds. Did you not understand that?”

Adrian turned sharply toward Leah, his stomach fluttering with something between embarrassment and disbelief.

“Honey, I’m sorry,” she said, her tone warm, unbothered. “I thought you knew. I told you I found Benjamin on a cuckold match site, didn’t I? It wasn’t Tinder. We talked about it.”

Adrian wracked his brain. He remembered the conversations, the usernames, the profiles she’d showed him. He remembered her excitement, her careful transparency. But in that moment, the name of the site slipped through his mental fingers. He had forgotten. Or maybe, deep down, he hadn’t really wanted to remember.

Benjamin’s voice came again—gentler this time, almost empathetic. “Oh hey, shit, man, I’m sorry. But you knew what you were coming here tonight for, right?”

“I did,” Adrian replied. “Sorry. I urm did. I just thought something else.”

"Okay, man. Listen, I apologize. This is my thing. I get that; I know from talking to Leah that you have your thing,” Benjamin said with a relaxed smile.

As he spoke, he nodded toward the delicate key hanging from Leah’s necklace—a glint of gold nestled just above the swell of her breasts. Adrian’s chastity key. So small, and yet it felt like the entire room was staring at it.

Adrian’s face turned a deep, flushed red. The kind of red you can’t fake or hide. His throat tightened, and he instinctively shifted in his seat, the locked pressure between his legs suddenly more present than ever.

Benjamin’s tone remained calm, but respectful. “I just wanted to make sure we’re all on the same page. I’ll head over to the bar, grab us some drinks. I think you two should talk first—make sure this is still the road you both want to go down.”

He stood, gave a quick nod, and headed toward the bar with quiet confidence.

As soon as he was out of earshot, Leah turned to Adrian, her voice low but direct. “Babe… seriously? You really didn’t know?”

Adrian blinked. “I—no, I mean… I knew he was… someone. I just didn’t realize he was that someone.”

Leah cocked her head slightly, her eyes narrowing—not with anger, but with amused disbelief. “We literally talked about this. Cuckolding. Finding someone with experience. Someone who wouldn’t get clingy or make things messy.”

Adrian looked down at the table. “I guess I just didn’t connect all the dots.”

“We spent an entire night talking about how important it was that our first bull be someone who respected boundaries, who knew how to handle the dynamic,” she said. “And I told you—I liked that Benjamin had done this before. That he was calm, respectful, and not looking for anything emotional.”

“You did,” Adrian said softly. “I remember now. I’m sorry.”

Leah’s tone softened, and she reached out, brushing her fingers lightly over the back of his hand. “Look, I’m not mad. But this isn’t something I’m springing on you. I was clear about what I wanted.”

“You were,” he admitted. “It was just… the way he said it. So matter-of-fact. Like, ‘yeah, I’ve cuckolded a bunch of husbands.’”

She smiled at that, her voice low and teasing. “What, you thought you were going to be his first?”

He gave a half-laugh, half-groan. “No, I guess not. I just… wasn’t expecting to feel like the new kid on the playground, you know?”

She squeezed his hand. “That’s fair. But you’re not behind, Adrian. You’re here. That’s what matters. And you’re doing better than you think.”

Adrian exhaled slowly. “Thanks. I mean it. He actually seems really nice. Really grounded. I just… I feel like I’m five steps behind everyone else right now.”

"Okay, honey, I get it. I'm sorry," Leah replied.

She gave Adrian’s hand a quick, reassuring squeeze before turning with a warm smile to wave Benjamin back over to the table.

As he approached, Leah sat up a little straighter, her voice calm but clear. “So Benjamin—just so there’s no confusion—I want to be really upfront. We’re not going to rush into anything, and we’re definitely not doing anything tonight. Adrian and I still need to talk and make sure we’re fully on the same page. I hope that’s okay.”

Benjamin didn’t miss a beat. He nodded, completely at ease. “No, listen—I get it, I really do.”

He turned slightly toward Adrian, his tone genuine. “Like I said, I’ve done this a bunch of times before, and trust me, the only way it works is if both of you are all-in and communicating. There’s no pressure. You’ve got to figure it out together first. If it’s something you want to explore later, great—we’ll talk. If not, no hard feelings.”

He paused, smiling. “But man, you’re seriously lucky. Leah’s not just beautiful—she’s smart, confident, and clearly knows what she wants. Whatever direction you two decide to go, I respect it. Honestly, I’m just glad you showed up. A lot of couples don’t even make it this far. Some set up a meeting and then ghost me entirely. No explanation, nothing. So, I appreciate that you’re here. It means something.”

His words landed with surprising warmth, disarming Adrian a little. There was no ego in the way Benjamin spoke—just honesty.

Then, sensing the shift in mood, Benjamin pivoted smoothly. “So, Adrian, what do you do for work again?”

The conversation flowed easily from there. They talked about careers, swapped sports stories, joked about terrible bosses and even worse traffic. Adrian found himself loosening up, actually laughing along with Leah and Benjamin. And with every minute that passed, it became a little more obvious why Leah had been drawn to him.

Benjamin wasn’t just confident—he was charming, relaxed, and self-aware. He didn’t posture or push. He listened. He joked. He made space for Adrian without patronizing him, and Adrian could feel his earlier defensiveness softening.

As the evening started to wind down, Benjamin and Adrian exchanged numbers, a quiet show of mutual respect. Then Benjamin signaled the waiter for the check, and before Adrian could say a word, he’d already covered the whole thing.

He stood, leaning in to give Leah a kiss on the cheek, then turned and shook Adrian’s hand—firm, steady, and without a hint of condescension—before taking his leave.

"Why don't we go get some coffee?" Leah suggested to Adrian as they walked out of the restaurant.

The night air was crisp and still, and they walked together in silence for a few blocks, the tension of the evening slowly unwinding with each step. The coffee shop they ducked into was one of their favorites—low lighting, soft jazz, a few tucked-away booths that offered just enough privacy for real conversation.

Over warm drinks, they replayed the night.

Leah was the first to speak. “I should’ve told you more, I know,” she said softly, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. “I just… I didn’t realize how much I’d assumed you remembered.”

Adrian nodded, sipping his espresso. “No, you’re right. We did talk about it. I just wasn’t expecting to actually meet someone like him so soon. It threw me.”

“But you’re not upset?” she asked, her tone careful.

“No,” he said after a beat. “I mean… it was intense. But I get it. And I like that he was direct. I just need to process it all. I’ll give it some serious thought.”

He remembered Benjamin’s words echoing in his mind. I’m a bull, not a boyfriend.

That clarity had unsettled him at first—but now, in retrospect, there was something almost… reassuring about it.

After coffee, they returned home, curling up on the couch together for the rest of the night in a warm, comforting silence. No roles, no play—just the quiet kind of intimacy that had always been their foundation. The weekend passed without incident: a few chores around the house, some light gardening, nothing particularly noteworthy. But underneath it all, something had shifted.

By Sunday night, as Adrian was preparing for the week ahead, he found himself alone at his desk, staring at his phone.

It was irrational, the way it seemed to pull at him—like the number was glowing, asking to be touched. He hesitated, thumb hovering. And then he gave in.

He scrolled to Benjamin’s contact and opened WhatsApp.

Hey, thanks again for the drinks Friday night. It was good meeting you.

The reply came back almost instantly.

Anytime, man. It was great to meet both of you. Hope you’re feeling better about everything.

From there, the messages kept flowing. Casual at first—sports talk, weekend plans. Benjamin mentioned the Tigers’ spectacular collapse earlier that afternoon, and Adrian fired back with a laughing emoji and some light trash talk.

But eventually, the conversation shifted.

By the way, Benjamin wrote, your wife is stunning. And sharp as hell, too. You’re a lucky man.

Adrian stared at the screen for a moment, unsure how to respond. A strange thrill buzzed in his chest. He typed out a simple Thanks, then watched as the “typing…” indicator flickered and disappeared.

Benjamin had signed off for the night.

That night, as Adrian and Leah got ready for bed, he lingered in the doorway of their bedroom, towel slung low around his hips.

“So,” he said, feigning casualness, “have you… heard anything from Miss Leah lately?”

Leah looked up from her moisturizer, eyebrow arching in amusement. “Miss Leah, huh? Are you sure?”

He smiled, saying nothing, waiting.

She turned slowly, took a step toward him, and let the pause stretch just long enough to make him squirm.

“It’s getting a little late for Miss Leah to make an appearance tonight,” she said smoothly. “But… she did tell me to let you know that she’s decided your chastity period is going to last until at least the end of the month.”

Adrian could feel himself start to harden in the unforgiving confines of his steel cage.

“And,” Leah continued, her voice velvet-smooth, “if you play your cards right, Miss Leah might just swing by for a little visit later this week.”

She met his eyes, that wicked smile curling on her lips like the promise of a storm.

“Oh—and by play your cards right,” she added, voice dipping, “I mean it’s time for you to put that very talented tongue of yours to work.”

The cage felt like it was shrinking around him as his cock swelled helplessly, pressing against cold, unyielding steel. The ache was sharp, delicious, maddening. Leah turned away with a sway in her hips, disappearing into the bathroom without another word.

Adrian stood frozen in place, breathing heavily, still throbbing in his cage as the burn of anticipation sizzled in his gut. A few minutes later, Leah returned, serene and glowing, slipping back beneath the covers. She didn’t acknowledge him. Just settled in with the blankets pulled neatly up to her chest, as if nothing unusual had been said at all.

Adrian waited, unsure. Then—

Snap. Snap.

Two sharp, unmistakable finger snaps cut through the quiet.

He obeyed without hesitation.

The towel dropped. He stepped out of it, sinking to his knees in one smooth, practiced motion. Naked but for the small glinting cage locked between his legs, Adrian knelt at the foot of the bed, eyes respectfully lowered, his breath shallow and controlled.

Leah studied him from above, one elbow resting on her pillow. Her voice was soft, almost affectionate.

“Just look at you… in your tiny little cage.”

She stretched the phrase, dragging it out like honey.

“A tiny little cage… for a tiny little willy.”

She chuckled darkly, letting the words hang in the air like perfume.

“Isn’t it cute?” she asked, cocking her head. “You know, if that pathetic little thing between your legs were even close to what I really crave—longer, wider, useful—I might be the one on my knees right now. But alas…”

She let the silence speak for her.

“I married you for a lot of reasons, my love,” she added with a smirk, “but your little willy was never one of them.”

Adrian felt the sting of her words hit him like a wave—humiliating, emasculating, and yet… electric. He took a breath, centered himself, and replied the only way he knew how.

“No, Miss Leah. My tiny penis is best locked away.”

He looked up, voice trembling with need.

“Would you like me to get the strap-on so you can feel what a real, man-sized cock is supposed to feel like?”

Leah chuckled. “Oh no, I’m not in the mood for the strap-on. In fact…” She paused, her smile growing slow and sultry, “I think I’m done with plastic toys, dear. I think I’m ready to move on to the real thing.”

Adrian’s heart stuttered.

“But for now,” she added, waving the moment away with practiced ease, “you can take that tongue of yours—and those very nimble fingers—and get to work.”

Snap. Snap.

He responded instantly, standing in one fluid motion and lifting the covers like a man obeying a sacred command. Then he practically dove in, eager, trembling with need.

As the sheets rustled above him, his breath caught.

Leah was completely bare from the waist down. Smooth, glowing, freshly shaved. The scent of her arousal drifted up to greet him, intoxicating, unmistakable. She hadn’t shaved in weeks—he knew that. So the sudden bareness struck him like a whisper in the dark. Had she done it for him? Or was it… for Benjamin?

The thought slipped into his mind like a drop of ink in clear water. He didn’t know. He couldn’t know. And that uncertainty made his hunger more intense, his need to please her even more desperate.

He began with reverence, pressing soft, open-mouthed kisses to her toes, then slowly working his way up—ankles, calves, the soft hollows behind her knees. His lips traced gentle patterns along her thighs, each kiss a silent offering. His hands moved with equal care, caressing the smooth expanse of her upper legs, gliding over the flat plane of her stomach.

He deliberately avoided her pussy—for now. She hadn’t told him to go there yet.

When he looked up, he saw her watching him, half-lidded, her body already shifting with anticipation.

Her heat drew him in like a flame. He moved closer, letting his mouth linger just above her inner thighs, breathing her in. Then he kissed her again, this time just at the edge of her lips, tasting the faintest trace of arousal.

Her pussy was already glistening.

He began to lick—slow, teasing strokes along the soft folds of her labia. Gentle kisses, careful flicks of his tongue, never quite touching her clit. Not yet. He wanted to build her need, to feel her squirm. His fingers slid up between her thighs, first one pressing in, then two, then three—coaxing her open, stretching her slowly as his mouth continued its dance just below her peak.

When the fourth finger slid in, her hips bucked. A soft moan escaped her lips, unbidden.

And Adrian knew he was exactly where he belonged.

Seconds later, Leah’s hand reached down and grabbed a fistful of Adrian’s hair, pulling his face firmly into her pussy.

“Right there,” she breathed. “Now suck.”

Adrian took a deep breath through his nose, then sealed his lips tightly around her clit, drawing it in with gentle suction. He worked his mouth rhythmically—sucking and pulsing, creating steady pressure around the base of her clit while his tongue flicked and teased the sensitive tip. All the while, his fingers never stopped moving inside her, curling expertly against her G-spot, stroking in time with his mouth.

Leah gasped.

Then, suddenly, both of her hands were in his hair, and she yanked him tighter against her, grinding her hips up to meet his face as her orgasm overtook her.

Adrian’s lungs began to burn. Panic fluttered in his chest—her grip was iron, and his nose was completely buried. He tried to hold still, to stay present, to ride it out. Just when it became too much, Leah finally let go, collapsing back onto the pillows, exhaling in long, satisfied breaths.

Adrian stayed where he was for a beat longer, letting her ride the aftershocks.

Then, slowly, reverently, he began to lick the wetness that coated her thighs and folds—his tongue soft and slow now, savoring every drop of her release. Only when he was certain she was finished did he quietly slide out from under the covers and return to his place: kneeling at the side of the bed, caged, naked, waiting.

He kept his eyes downcast, listening to the slow rhythm of Leah’s breathing as it gradually returned to normal. Minutes passed. Neither of them spoke.

Finally, Leah’s voice floated down from the pillows, calm and satisfied. “Thank you, my dear. You really are so kind and caring to me.”

She paused, letting the power hang in the silence.

“You are excused.”

Adrian’s chest fluttered with quiet pride. “Thank you, Miss Leah… thank you for letting me lick your pussy.”

He stood, retrieved a pair of boxer briefs, and slipped them on. As he climbed into his side of the bed, he noticed the wet patch already soaking through the front of the fabric—his own pre-cum leaking from his cage uncontrollably.

He slid in behind her, wrapping himself around her warmth, still humming from the experience.

Moments later, Leah shifted slightly and frowned.

“You know,” she said casually, “you leaked all over the bed while you were going down on me. I can feel my feet swimming in your pre-cum.”

Adrian froze.

“We really are going to have to figure out something to stop that from happening in the future,” she added, sighing with light annoyance. “It’s so annoying.”

“So what exactly did you tell Benjamin about us?” Adrian asked. “I mean, he already knew about the chastity key on your necklace when we met him the other night… so I know that bit wasn’t a surprise.”

Leah shrugged casually, not looking up from her phone. “Oh, I just told him we’ve been doing male chastity for the past couple of months—and a little bit of humiliation play, too.”

She paused, then added, “I also told him about Miss Leah.”

Adrian’s eyes widened. “And what did he think about Miss Leah?”

Leah smiled slightly, her voice softening. “He asked a few questions, sure. But I think he understood pretty quickly that Miss Leah is for you. Not for him. I’m pretty sure he’s used to being the one in charge.”

There was a beat of silence.

“Have you seen pictures of his cock?” Adrian asked quietly. “I mean… is it big?”

Leah gave a long, almost theatrical sigh. “Yes, dear. I’ve seen some pictures. And yes… it’s pretty big.”

She gave him a teasing glance, her lips curling. “I mean, he’s a big guy. It would be kind of silly if he had a little willy like you, wouldn’t it?” She giggled, clearly enjoying herself.

Adrian flushed but said nothing.

Leah grew more serious for a moment. “But listen, here’s the thing with Benjamin. He’s not just some one-night stand. He’s a bull. So if we get involved with him, it wouldn’t just be about him and me. It would need to be the three of us. He’d expect involvement from both of us.”

Adrian’s eyes widened. “Wait—there’s no fucking way I’m having sex with Benjamin.”

Leah laughed. “Oh, don’t be silly. I’m not talking about that. I know that’s not your thing.”

She leaned back slightly, her voice calm and deliberate. “It’s just that… well, you’d have a role. That’s how it works with someone like Benjamin. It’s not just ‘he fucks, you watch.’ The first time we do anything, he might expect you to ask him to cuckold you. Invite it. He may even want you to help facilitate it.”

Adrian blinked. “What does that even mean?”

“You’ve read the stories,” she said, eyes gleaming. “You know exactly what I mean. You might have to hold my legs open for him. Or get me ready with your mouth before he takes over. Things like that. Nothing extreme… just participation.”

Adrian swallowed hard.

“Every time?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” Leah said, her tone light but honest. “I hope there’s more than one time. But we’ll just have to see what happens. I mean… I like Benjamin. And yeah, he’s hot as hell. But we don’t really know him yet, so there’s no way to predict how this will play out.”

She paused before adding, “If it does happen more than once, though… I think he’ll want something more exclusive eventually. Just him and me. You wouldn’t be there.”

Adrian swallowed hard. “Okay. So… urm… okay. What else?”

Leah shrugged. “I don’t really know. Benjamin and I didn’t go into that much detail.”

“Okay,” Adrian said slowly, “but there’s no way I’m going down on him.”

Leah smirked and shook her head. “Yeah, I know that. I know you’re not into guys, and I told him that right from the start. He said some couples are into that, but most aren’t. He’s done it a few times, but that’s not really his focus.”

She rolled onto her side a bit to face Adrian more directly.

“He’s a bull, babe. His main thing is the woman. With the man, it’s more about control. He likes knowing he can humiliate the husband just by how much pleasure he gives the wife. You know, using the woman to dominate the man—that sort of dynamic. He said once he finds a good fit with a couple, he’s careful. He doesn’t push too far. He doesn’t want to screw it up.”

She let that sink in, then added, “So there. Now you know. Now can we get some sleep?”

“Wait—” Adrian sat up slightly, his voice laced with worry. “I don’t get it. How will Benjamin know how not to screw things up?”

Leah gave a soft sigh and reached out to stroke his arm gently.

“Listen, baby… if you’re really okay with all of this, then that’s something the three of us will need to talk through. Together. But not tonight, okay?”

She kissed him, lingering for just a second.

“I’m exhausted,” she murmured. “Let’s talk more tomorrow.”

Then she turned, curled into her pillow, and within moments, her breathing had deepened, slow and steady.

Adrian didn’t follow Leah in drifting off to sleep. In fact, he lay there for at least an hour, eyes open in the dark, thoughts spinning, replaying every word of their conversation. Every look. Every possibility. Eventually, exhaustion overtook him, and sleep crept in like a tide.

The next morning, Adrian got up as usual and headed off to work, catching the train into the city.

He sat stiffly in the uncomfortable train seat, the dull hum of the tracks beneath him doing little to quiet his mind. He pulled out his phone and opened WhatsApp, his eyes settling on the last message Benjamin had sent. It was still there, waiting, like a door left ajar.

Adrian glanced around, making sure no one nearby could see his screen. Then he slowly began to type:

Hey Benjamin. So I’ve done a lot of thinking, and I’m on board. I know I can’t provide her with what she needs, and I need someone else to. So… I’d like you to be the one.

He paused, thumb hovering over the send button. His chest felt tight. The words on the screen were stark—final. But somehow, they felt right.

He took a deep breath, then hit send, watching the message disappear into the digital ether. He slipped his phone back into his pocket and leaned back in the seat, exhaling slowly. A strange mix of emotions swirled through him—nervousness, relief, acceptance. It was like a weight had lifted the moment his finger touched that screen.

As the train began to slow, pulling into the station, Adrian felt the familiar vibration in his pocket. A message. He resisted the urge to read it right away, choosing instead to wait. He wanted to be focused. Present. So he stepped off the train, walked through the terminal, and began the three-block walk to his office.

But curiosity had a gravity of its own.

Halfway down the block, he caved, pulling out his phone and opening the message from Benjamin:

Hey Adrian. Good to hear from you—and I’m glad you’ve made a decision. But there’s a slight problem.

Adrian’s heart skipped a beat.

You don’t ask someone to cuckold you by WhatsApp. This is a serious decision, and it deserves more respect than a text. If you’re serious, you’ll say it to my face. Like I said—I’m a bull, not a boyfriend. Have Leah reach out, and we’ll set up another meeting. Have a good week.

Adrian read the message twice.

Then a third time.

He slipped his phone back into his jacket pocket, his mind buzzing. He was standing at the entrance to his office building now, his hand on the door handle. But for a moment, he didn’t move.

His mind flashed back to Friday night. That first door. The restaurant. The moment everything shifted.

And then to the night before. Leah, calm and in control. The things she’d said. The way she’d looked at him.

He just stood there, fingers curled around the handle, frozen.

Then a voice behind him cut through the fog.

“Well? Are you going to just stand there, or are you going to open the door?”

Adrian turned and saw a tall, dark-haired woman with a coffee in one hand and a sleek attaché case in the other. She raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed.

Snapping back to the present, Adrian pulled the door open and stepped aside, offering a polite nod.

She rolled her eyes and strode through without another word.


Chapter 2

Adrian sat in the restaurant booth, anxiously fidgeting in his seat.

His fingers tapped against the edge of the table, then moved to his phone, then to his drink. He checked his watch again. Still early. He knew he was early—but that didn’t stop the restless flutter in his chest. This was the same booth where he and Leah had sat just a week earlier, laughing awkwardly and sipping cocktails when they first met Benjamin. But this time, he was alone. And this time… it was real.

He’d made his decision.

He was going to look Benjamin in the eye and ask him—formally, directly—to be Leah’s bull. To officially make him a cuckold.

The word still didn’t sit easily on Adrian’s tongue. Cuckold. It sounded foreign and ancient and filthy all at once. When he and Leah first started experimenting—back when the “Yes, No, or Maybe” test had cracked their bedroom wide open—cuckolding had barely been a passing thought. His real curiosity had always been male chastity, and especially female-led dynamics.

But the deeper they went into chastity, the more everything else began to connect. Submission. Teasing. Denial. And yes… humiliation.

SPH—small penis humiliation—had started as playful dirty talk. A joke, almost. Adrian knew he wasn’t tiny. Not unusually small. Just… average. But once they’d unlocked that door, something inside him had changed. Leah’s teasing sharpened. Her words grew more brazen, more precise. She’d mock his size while he was locked up. She’d tell him how little he could satisfy her. Or any woman, for that matter.

And the more she said it, the more it worked.

Soon she was replacing him entirely—with a strap-on. Seven inches long. Two more than him. Girthier, too. He remembered the first time he looked down and saw it strapped to his body, jutting out where his own cock would’ve been. It had made him feel ridiculous… but the way Leah moaned when she rode it had pushed the humiliation into something electric.

And now here he was.

Waiting. Nervous. Caged.

Leah had told him Benjamin was much bigger than he was. Bigger than the strap-on, even. She hadn’t made a secret of it. And while she was clear that size wasn’t the only thing that interested her—Adrian knew it mattered. It was part of the appeal. Part of the thrill.

He shifted slightly in his seat, his mind swirling with everything that had brought him here. His cage felt tighter now. He could feel the start of an erection pressing against the unforgiving steel. A dull ache, restrained and throbbing.

He reached down to discreetly adjust himself, trying to ease the pressure—when he heard footsteps.

Benjamin was approaching the table.

“Adrian. You got here early,” Benjamin said as he approached the table, his voice deep and easy. “Wow, man. I really didn’t expect that. It’s good to see you again.”

Adrian quickly rose, reaching out to shake his hand, but stumbled slightly—his chastity cage catching awkwardly against the inside of his pants. He winced and tried to recover, but Benjamin raised a hand.

“No, don’t worry, man. Sit down,” he said, casually taking the bench across from him.

They exchanged a few pleasantries, a bit of small talk. But as the conversation began to thin, a silence settled over the table—tight and unfamiliar. Adrian suddenly realized how much Leah had carried things during their last meeting. She was always the social one, always able to steer a conversation—whether at parties, weddings, or awkward family dinners. Without her, the quiet felt heavier.

A pretty redheaded waitress arrived and set Benjamin’s drink down with a smile. They clinked glasses—an almost ceremonial gesture—and Benjamin held Adrian’s gaze.

“So,” he said, breaking the silence. “Do you have something to ask me?”

His tone was direct. Not unkind, but purposeful. “We might as well start as we mean to go on.”

Adrian took a breath. Then another. He could feel his heart hammering against his chest.

“Benjamin…” he began, his voice low, uncertain. “I’d like to ask you to take Leah as a lover.”

Benjamin said nothing.

Adrian continued, the words slowly gaining weight as they left his mouth. “I’d like you to take Leah as your lover… and as her Bull. I want you to cuckold me.”

There was another long pause.

Then Benjamin leaned back slightly. “And why exactly should I do that?” he asked, his voice calm, unreadable.

Adrian hesitated, feeling the flush creep up his neck. “Because Leah is genuinely intrigued by you. She’s excited by you. And… I’m convinced you could be a much better lover to her than I ever could.”

Benjamin tilted his head slightly. “And what makes you so sure of that?”

Adrian met his eyes, forcing himself not to look away. “Because… while Leah and I love each other deeply—and we want to stay together—I’ve realized I can’t satisfy her the way she deserves. Not physically. I… I have a small penis.”

Benjamin didn’t flinch. “I’m sure that’s true. But there are plenty of guys with small dicks. Why does that mean you need to be cuckolded?”

Adrian reached for his drink, taking a steadying sip, using the moment to collect himself.

“Because over the last couple of months, I’ve come to understand what I am good at. I can give Leah orgasms—amazing ones—orally. But that’s not enough. I can’t give her the full experience. Not the kind of sex she wants. The kind that leaves her completely satisfied.”

He set the glass down, looked Benjamin straight in the eye.

“Please, Benjamin. I’m asking you to become my wife’s Bull.”

Benjamin sat back and smiled. “Okay. That sounded sincere. And I think you’ve got a pretty solid understanding of what you’re actually asking for.”

He paused, letting the silence linger just long enough to make sure Adrian felt it.

“I hope you understand now why I said this had to be done in person. First of all, it shows respect—to me. And more importantly, it shows respect to your beautiful wife.”

Adrian nodded quickly, his posture stiff but attentive. “Yeah. I get that.”

Benjamin leaned forward slightly, folding his hands on the table. “Alright, then. Before we go any further, I want to lay a few things out. Some of this Leah and I already talked about, but I think it’s important that you hear it directly from me.”

Adrian nodded again, silent, waiting.

“You remember when I told you the first time we met that I’m a bull, not a boyfriend?”

“Yes,” Adrian replied quietly.

“Well, I meant that. It’s not just a label—I live by that. Being a bull means I have a particular way of doing things, and I don’t compromise on it.”

Benjamin’s tone was calm but firm now—measured, serious.

“First: I play safe. That means I only get involved with couples who are committed to being monogamous with me. Leah got tested last week—clear, as I’m sure you already know. I get tested regularly too. If I play with anyone else, it’s only with another committed cuckold couple, and only if I know they’re also playing safe.”

Adrian nodded slowly, trying to keep up with the weight of each word.

“The reason I do things this way,” Benjamin went on, “is because, in my experience, the best sex is bareback sex. Condoms kill the mood, kill the sensation—and if I’m going to commit to a couple, I want the full experience. That said, I never play unless I know I won’t end up being someone’s baby daddy. Leah told me she’s on birth control, so we’re covered there.”

Adrian blinked, trying to process all of it. Benjamin was so matter-of-fact, so grounded. This wasn’t fantasy talk—it was structure. Rules. Reality.

Benjamin gave him a measured look.

“So now I need to know something from you. Do you want to be involved in what Leah and I do?”

Adrian tilted his head, uncertain. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Benjamin said smoothly, “some cuckolds like to be more than just observers. I’ve met husbands who wanted to suck me off. I’ve had a few who wanted to be fucked by me.”

He held Adrian’s gaze, totally unbothered, like he was asking if he wanted cream in his coffee.

“Is that something you’re into?”

Adrian’s mouth opened before he could stop himself.

“Oh fuck no!”

Benjamin laughed softly as he took another sip of his drink. “Didn’t think so. Leah said you definitely weren’t into that—and based on your reaction, I can see she was right.”

He leaned back slightly, his tone calm but firm.

“I just needed to hear it directly from you. No surprises down the line. Let me be clear: I’m very interested in your wife—but I’m straight. I’m not interested in anything physical with you. That said, what we’re going to do will still involve all three of us, in different ways. So we all need to be on the same page.”

Adrian nodded, grateful for the clarity. “Okay… so, if I wanted to be there—like, to watch—would that be okay?”

Benjamin gave a small nod. “Yeah. Actually, in the beginning, I’d want you there. Especially the first time.”

He paused to let that settle.

“It’s important, Adrian. That first experience—when I take your wife—it’s going to be intense. Emotionally, mentally, physically. For you. For Leah. Even for me. Nothing really prepares a couple for what that moment feels like.”

He leaned forward a bit, voice lowering just slightly.

“And there’s always a chance Leah might get cold feet. It happens. More often than you’d think. If that happens, I’ll step away. But you’ll need to be there to help her through it. That’s part of your job in all this. She needs to feel supported, not judged.”

Adrian nodded again, slower this time.

Benjamin watched him a moment longer, making sure the weight of it all had landed, then continued.

“Now, if things go well and you both want to keep going, we’ll figure out what your role looks like moving forward. I’m hoping there comes a point where I get to spend a night with your wife. Maybe even a full weekend. If or when that happens, I want you to know—I'll look out for her. I’ll treat her well. And above all, I’ll make sure she’s safe.”

Adrian’s voice was quiet but steady. “Thank you. I’ve read a few stories about bulls wanting to share the wives they’re seeing, and I’m not…”

Benjamin cut him off smoothly. “Okay, Adrian—let me stop you right there. That’s porn. What you’ve read? It’s fantasy. I don’t do that.”

He locked eyes with him, voice hardening just slightly.

“This is my real life. This is about trust. Like I said—I play safe. I’m serious about it. I don’t share women around. If things don’t work out between me and Leah—if we’re not a good fit—that’s different. In that case, I might refer her to another bull I know, someone I trust. But that’s a big if and a big maybe. And I’d rather not even think about that unless we have to.”

Adrian nodded again, absorbing every word.

“Okay,” he said, voice quieter now. “So… what do we do next step?”

Benjamin nodded thoughtfully, acknowledging the question. “How about we meet at my place tomorrow night? I’ll message you later with the address.”

He leaned back slightly, his tone measured and relaxed.

“I’ll reach out separately to Leah tonight and invite you both. I’ll give her a few instructions—what to wear, how to prepare, that kind of thing. Don’t plan on staying over. This is just… getting to know each other a little better. Face to face. No pressure.”

Adrian nodded slowly, then asked, “What about me?”

Benjamin gave a small smile. “Well, I know you and Leah are into some chastity play,” he said. “So I’m going to tell her to unlock you before you come over tomorrow night.”

Adrian blinked. “Okay… but why? I mean, it’s not like I’m going to be…”

He trailed off awkwardly. Benjamin raised a hand, quieting him with a simple gesture.

“No, you’re right,” he said plainly. “You’re not going to be having sex with your wife tomorrow night. That’s not on the table. But I do want you there, uncaged. Because it’s important we establish roles clearly. Yours. Mine. Hers. Trust me—you’ll understand why by the end of the night.”

Adrian still wasn’t sure what that meant—but something about Benjamin’s confidence left little room for doubt. He just nodded.

It had been a couple of weeks since he’d been uncaged. The thought of release—even without release—was tempting enough.

Benjamin finished the last of his drink, then set the glass down and looked Adrian squarely in the eyes.

“Oh—and one more thing. When we’re together, not like this,” he said, gesturing around the restaurant, “but in private, in a sexual setting—I’ll be referring to you as ‘cuck,’ or ‘cucky,’ or ‘cuck boy.’”

Adrian swallowed hard.

“Leah told me you’re into humiliation, and I’m willing to incorporate that—within limits. I’m not going to be cruel. But I’m not going to sugarcoat what this is, either. You’re a cuckold. And when we’re in that space, I’ll treat you like one.”

He paused.

“But I also know you’re her husband. At the end of the night, she goes home with you. So this only works if you keep your connection with her strong. I’m playing a role in your dynamic. But you’re the one holding the rest of the relationship together. Understood?”

Adrian nodded again. “Thanks. Yeah… I get it.”

Benjamin gave a small smile. “Good.”

Then he stood, tossing a few bills on the table to cover his tab.

“Oh—and one last thing,” he added, turning back as he gathered his jacket. “Tomorrow night, before you come over, you’re going to help your wife get ready for me. She’ll ask for your help, and you’re going to say yes.”

He met Adrian’s eyes again.

“That means you’ll help her bathe. Help her pick out her outfit. Help her prepare her body for my pleasure. That’s part of your role now—as a cuckold. And the sooner you get used to that, the better.”

When Adrian got home later that evening, Leah was waiting for him.

She was standing in the hallway with a faint smile, arms crossed loosely, her energy calm but expectant. Her hair had been freshly styled—soft waves that framed her face perfectly—and her nails gleamed with a glossy, polished finish. She looked elegant, confident, and effortlessly sexy. The kind of woman who turned heads without trying.

“I take it you and Benjamin had a good talk?” she asked, her voice light as she stepped toward him.

Adrian nodded, setting down his bag. “Yeah. We did.”

“I just finished talking to him,” she said. “We’re going over to his place tomorrow night. Eight o’clock. He said you’d know where we’re going.”

She paused, arching a brow as she added, “And he told me you’d be helping me get ready.”

Adrian gave a small smile. “Yeah. He mentioned that.”

He hesitated for a beat, then added, “He really knows what he’s doing, Leah. I mean, really knows. It wasn’t exactly the most comfortable conversation I’ve ever had, but… I get it now. He’s not just in this for the thrill. He understands what it means to be a bull. And… he clearly cares about you. That came through.”

He looked up at her, his voice softer now. “Honestly… I’m starting to get excited just thinking about it.”

Leah’s eyes sparkled as she smiled. “Oh? And what exactly are you getting excited thinking about, baby?”

Adrian paused, searching for the words. Then he exhaled slowly and said, “I’m excited about seeing you happy. Satisfied. I’m looking forward to hearing you cum with another man—someone who can give you something I know I can’t. I’m looking forward to us taking this whole experience to the next level… together.”

Leah smiled and nodded, her expression one of quiet approval. “That’s a very good answer, babe. A really good answer, indeed.”

She stepped closer, reaching into her pocket. “So, I guess Benjamin told you he wants me to unlock you for tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Adrian replied. “That kind of threw me a little.”

“Yeah, me too,” Leah admitted. “But I think tomorrow’s going to be about Benjamin really establishing his place in our dynamic. And here’s what I found interesting—he told me to unlock you, but he also said to bring the cage and the key with us.”

Her smile deepened just a touch.

“So I think he has some kind of plan for you.”

Adrian’s eyes flicked toward her, uncertain.

“Oh,” she added, almost as an afterthought, “and he said neither of us is allowed to cum tonight.”

She watched the disappointment flicker across Adrian’s face, but her tone remained light—teasing but firm.

“Here’s the key, baby,” she said, handing it to him. “Go ahead and unlock the cage. Get your little willy out, clean yourself up thoroughly, and have a nice shave. When you’re done, come back for inspection.”

She tilted her head.

“And I mean it—no playing in the shower. Leave the door open so I can check on you.”

Adrian took the key and turned toward the bathroom, swallowing his quiet frustration. He’d been hoping for a little more freedom. He’d even thought about asking for permission to shave soon, but the tone in Leah’s voice left no room for negotiation. Still… he couldn’t help the brief flash of arousal at her control.

The hot water felt amazing after the long day. He lathered himself slowly, shaving with extra care around his cock and balls until everything was smooth and clean. Then a quick rinse. It felt good. Refreshing. Exposed. By the time he stepped out of the shower, towel around his waist, he did feel like a new man.

He entered the bedroom, rubbing his hair dry with the towel—and paused.

Leah was seated in a dining chair she’d pulled into the room, legs crossed, still scrolling through something on her phone. She looked up at him and smiled, her presence completely composed.

“Put the towel on the bed and sit on it,” she instructed, her voice casual but commanding. “We’re going to try something. And yes—I cleared it with Benjamin first.”

Adrian raised an eyebrow, a flicker of nerves dancing through him. He set the towel down and sat as instructed, placing his disassembled and freshly cleaned cage beside him on the bed.

He handed her the key.

Leah accepted it without a word and, in return, passed him a small bottle of lube.

“Do you remember when we took that sex quiz?” Leah asked, her voice casual, almost amused. “There was a box in the Yes, No, or Maybe list for ‘Edging,’ wasn’t there?”

Adrian nodded, curious.

“I think we both ticked ‘Maybe,’ right?” she continued, tapping a finger against her thigh. “Because we weren’t really sure what it meant. Well, we know now.”

She gave a small, wicked smile.

“So tonight, we’re going to do a little edge play.”

Adrian’s breath caught slightly. “So… I can stroke, but I can’t cum?”

“Exactly,” Leah said, the word sharp and delicious. “You get to stroke your little willy. Because frankly, I can’t be bothered to play with that tiny thing tonight. But I will watch. Closely.”

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly, her eyes locked on him now.

“You’re going to edge yourself tonight. Not once. Seven times.”

“Seven?” Adrian blinked.

She nodded. “One for every year we’ve been married. I thought it was fitting.”

Her smile deepened.

“And just to be crystal clear, edging means you take yourself right to the very edge of orgasm. You ride the edge of release… but you don’t go over it. As soon as you feel that point—you stop. Completely. No exceptions.”

Adrian took a breath. “I’ve got it. And… yeah. You know, it’s been a few weeks since I’ve even been out of the cage. So I don’t think getting to the edge is going to be a problem.”

He uncapped the bottle of lube she’d given him and poured a little into his palm. It felt cool against his skin, slick and smooth. His cock was already semi-hard, twitching from the weight of anticipation, and with just a few strokes, he was fully hard—aching and pulsing with weeks of denied release.

Leah didn’t move. She sat in her chair, one leg crossed over the other, watching him with cool detachment, like she was inspecting something small and amusing.

Leah sat comfortably across from him, legs elegantly crossed, her expression cool and amused as she watched Adrian stroke himself.

She tilted her head slightly and smirked. “Oh, honey… it’s been so long since I’ve seen your little willy out of its cage, I almost forgot what it looked like.”

Adrian’s hand slowed slightly. He looked up at her, already breathing heavier.

“I used to think it was the cage that made your little willy look so small,” Leah went on, her tone soft and mocking. “But now that it’s out… I guess it wasn’t the cage, after all. You’ve just got a tiny little willy.”

The words struck him like a spark. His cock twitched pathetically in his hand.

There was something about her calling it willy—not cock, not dick, not even penis. Willy. The childishness of it. The dismissal in her voice. It reduced him, stripped away any illusion of masculinity. She had never used that word before chastity. But now, it seemed to fit exactly how she saw him.

And how he saw himself.

Leah saw the way it affected him—how his cheeks flushed, how his breathing quickened—and smiled knowingly.

“Maybe it’s just me,” she mused, tapping her finger to her lips. “Maybe I’ve just been looking at too many of the pictures the bulls have sent me. After a while, you start to forget what average even is.”

She let that linger for a beat, then added with a wicked glint in her eyes, “But is it really too much to expect that my husband would have a normal-sized cock… and not that tiny little willy?”

Adrian’s hand froze. His thighs tensed. He pulled away quickly, just in time.

His cock twitched violently in the air, slick with lube and pre-cum, trembling from how close he’d come.

Leah didn’t look surprised. She simply reached for the water bottle beside her chair and handed it to him like a coach mid-training session. “Breathe,” she said calmly. “That was only edge number one.”

Adrian sipped the water, grateful for the pause, his chest rising and falling. They waited silently until the urgency faded just enough.

Then she nodded. “Again.”

And again he began.

Each time he got close, Leah pushed him further with her words.

“You really do get off on this, don’t you, cucky? Stroking your little willy while I talk about real cocks.”

“You wouldn’t last with a real woman, baby. You can barely edge yourself without losing it.”

After the third edge, she changed the rules.

“This time, just your thumb and pointer finger,” she said casually. “That’s all it needs, right? Since it’s so little?”

Adrian obeyed, reduced to stroking his cock with a motion that felt more like he was pinching it than pleasuring it. The humiliation made it worse. And more intense. His other hand gripped the sheets just to keep control.

Each time he stopped, his cock twitched in open frustration, dribbling more pre-cum down his shaft. His hand was a slick mess by the sixth edge, and he was shaking slightly by the seventh. His legs ached. His balls throbbed. His mind was a blur of denial and need.

Then came the eighth.

By now, Adrian was biting his lip to keep from moaning. His whole body was alive with unbearable pressure, the need to cum pulsing through his bloodstream like electricity.

Leah didn’t say anything at first. She just watched, silently amused, until he finally stopped again—barely catching himself before going over the edge.

Then she let out a low, devilish giggle and stood.

He looked up, dazed, just in time to see her walk over to him. She leaned down, took his face in her hands, and kissed him deeply. Her tongue teased his lips as she pressed her body lightly against his chest.

It was enough to make him twitch all over again.

She pulled back and whispered into his ear, her voice syrupy and smug.

“Now… can I trust you not to touch your little willy tonight if we don’t put the cage back on?”

Adrian swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “Yes, Miss Leah. You can trust me.”

She smiled and stepped back. “Good boy.”

He stood on trembling legs and walked over to the dresser, picking out a pair of boxer briefs and slipping them on carefully. His cock was still rock-hard, trapped against the fabric, the damp patch already forming at the tip.

Needing to cool down, Adrian headed downstairs to grab a glass of water, double-check the locks, and turn off the lights. He moved slowly, still buzzing with endorphins, every step a reminder of just how close he’d come—again and again.

When he finally returned to the bedroom, Leah was already in bed, tucked beneath the sheets.

She had her back to his side of the bed, her body curved gently away from him—a quiet signal.

There would be no more contact tonight.

And that, somehow, made the ache even worse.


Chapter 3 


By the time Saturday morning came around, Adrian woke to the strange and unfamiliar sensation of freedom between his legs.

For a moment, he lay still, just breathing, taking in the feeling of air against his bare, uncaged cock. It stirred under the covers, thickening slightly with every breath he took. His hand twitched with the temptation to reach down, to finally stroke himself after so many denied days—but he stopped. He remembered the promise he’d made to Leah. No touching. Not without permission.

The ache settled in again, quietly pulsing as he sat up and started his day.

The morning passed in the usual rhythm of weekend chores. Leah cleaned the windows while Adrian repaired a piece of trim on the back door that had worked itself loose. The routine helped distract him, but every now and then, he’d catch a glimpse of her—bending over, wiping glass, humming to herself—and his cock would twitch uselessly, a prisoner to the rules they’d agreed on.

Later in the afternoon, Leah stepped out to do a bit of shopping. When she returned, she leaned in and kissed Adrian gently on the lips.

“Time to get cleaned up,” she said with a soft smile. “It’s almost time for you to get me ready for our date.”

Adrian swallowed and nodded, a flutter of excitement moving through his chest. He ordered some food from their favorite local takeout—nothing too heavy, just enough to hold them over—then made his way upstairs to the bedroom.

He could hear the shower running behind the bathroom door, the gentle hiss of water echoing against tile. As he walked in and started to undress, his eyes fell on the bed—and his breath caught.

Laid out neatly on the comforter were the clothes Leah had chosen.

A little black dress with a daringly scooped back. Elegant, understated, but unmistakably sexual. Next to it: black thigh-high stockings and a dark burgundy thong. There was no bra in sight—and judging by the neckline and back of the dress, it was clear she wouldn’t be wearing one.

And next to it all, sitting like a quiet threat wrapped in soft luxury, was his cage.

Still nestled in its black velvet bag—the one it had arrived in when they ordered it online. It looked almost innocent that way. Almost.

Adrian stared at it for a moment, that now-familiar mix of dread and arousal tightening in his gut.

“Baby? Are you there?” Leah’s voice called from behind the door, the shower still running. “I need to teach you how to shave my legs…”

She paused—then added, sweetly:

“And, well… you know. No time like the present.”

Adrian hurried into the bathroom, stripping off the last of his clothes as he went.

Steam filled the space, warm and fragrant, and Leah stood in the shower with one leg propped on the edge of the tub, her skin glistening beneath the water. She gave him a quick, efficient rundown of what to do, and Adrian dropped to his knees on the tile, razor in hand, and began to carefully work his way along her leg.

He moved slowly, deliberately, shaving in smooth strokes while the water cascaded over her. His touch was precise—he was determined not to nick her. Leah looked down and smiled at his concentration.

“You’re doing well,” she murmured. “Not bad for a first-timer.”

She took the razor from him after a while and adjusted her stance slightly. “Now… I’ll take over here.”

She ran the blade across her mound in practiced strokes, expertly touching up the area Adrian wasn’t permitted to touch. “Benjamin prefers me completely smooth,” she said casually, not looking down. “He really doesn’t like hair down here.”

Adrian remained kneeling, silently watching as she shaved her pussy clean—his eyes locked on the space that had become forbidden territory. Each stroke of the razor across her delicate skin made his breath catch, his cock swelling rapidly despite the warning bells in his head. But he remembered the rules. He remembered his promise. No touching. No cumming.

Respect Leah. Respect Benjamin’s wishes.

Finally, Leah turned off the water and stepped out, drying herself with a towel. Adrian stood and took a quick shower of his own, just long enough to wash the day off and reset his head. The heat of his arousal lingered under the surface, taut and relentless.

When he stepped out into the bedroom, Leah was already seated at her vanity.

She wore only a short robe, the fabric draped over her freshly dried skin. Her hair had been straightened and styled, falling softly around her shoulders with the faintest curl at the ends. She was focused on her makeup, applying her eyeliner with steady, practiced hands.

Without turning to look at him, she gave her instructions.

“Get dressed, baby. The slacks and the button-down I picked are on the bed. Oh—and don’t bother with underwear. I don’t think you’ll be needing that tonight.”

Adrian swallowed and did as he was told. The absence of the cage—or even underwear—made him feel exposed in a way that was strangely thrilling. The fabric of the slacks slid over his bare skin, smooth and cool, and he felt every brush of movement. Every twitch.

A few seconds later, his phone buzzed. The takeout had arrived.

He went downstairs to meet the driver, and when he returned, Leah joined him in the kitchen, still wearing her robe. They shared a quick meal—something about the simplicity of it made the moment feel even more loaded with anticipation.

While Adrian cleared the leftovers and rinsed the dishes, Leah disappeared upstairs. When he followed her back into the bedroom, his breath caught.

She was standing in the center of the room, hands on her hips, wearing nothing but that mischievous smile.

“Down,” she said. “On your knees.”

He obeyed instantly.

“Now,” she continued, lifting one foot slightly, “let me show you how to put my stockings on properly.”

She guided him through the process—how to roll them down first, how to smooth them up without twisting or pulling. Adrian worked slowly, reverently, his hands trembling just a little.

Then she pointed toward the bed. “Bring me the panties.”

He retrieved them and returned to his knees. She lifted each leg with practiced grace as he pulled the dark burgundy thong up, sliding it gently past the tops of her stockings. His fingers brushed against her inner thigh, and the scent of her freshly showered skin made his pulse pound.

Leah let the robe fall from her shoulders. It dropped silently to the floor.

Without needing instruction, Adrian picked it up, walked it over to the door, and hung it with care. When he turned back, Leah was waiting patiently.

He retrieved the dress from the bed and slipped it carefully over her head, being especially mindful not to disturb her makeup or lashes. The soft fabric hugged her body as it settled into place.

She looked stunning.

And he was aching.

Leah gave herself a final glance in the mirror before turning to Adrian and gesturing toward the door.

“Alright, babe. Go get the car ready. I’ll be down in a few—just need to finish my makeup.”

Adrian nodded and stepped out, his heart already starting to race. He walked out to the driveway, climbed into the car, and started the engine, the quiet hum doing little to calm the nerves building in his stomach.

A few minutes later, the front door opened—and Leah stepped outside looking flawless.

But instead of walking to the passenger seat like usual, she opened the back door and slid into the rear seat.

Adrian blinked.

She didn’t explain. She didn’t need to.

It was all part of the plan Benjamin had laid out. The backseat was more than just a location—it was a signal. A shift. A small but meaningful distance being placed between husband and wife. Between husband and woman about to become lover. The shaving, the dressing, the service... all of it had been calculated.

Adrian was preparing and delivering her to another man. And he knew it.

The drive was quiet. Tense. Sacred.

He pulled into the visitor lot outside Benjamin’s building and parked the car with careful hands. Together, they stepped inside and rode the elevator to the fourth floor. Adrian stood just slightly behind her as she knocked.

Benjamin opened the door with a confident smile and greeted them both—his handshake to Adrian was firm and controlled, while Leah received a hug and a slow kiss on the cheek.

Then, without a word, he leaned in again and kissed her mouth—deep, slow, and unmistakably intimate. Adrian stood just feet away as Benjamin slid a hand behind her neck, inhaling the scent of her skin.

“Leah…” Benjamin murmured, pulling back. “You really don’t disappoint.”

He turned to Adrian with a nod, his voice smooth. “She’s the complete package. Truly. And I have to thank you for bringing her to me tonight.”

Adrian nodded, swallowing the tight lump in his throat.

Benjamin stepped aside and ushered them into the living room. He poured drinks for them both while they settled in—Adrian in a single swivel chair near the coffee table, Leah nestled beside Benjamin on the sofa, his arm draped easily across her shoulders.

They chatted briefly. Small talk, polite smiles. But there was a charge in the room now—thick and unspoken.

Then Benjamin shifted forward slightly and turned to Adrian.

“So, Adrian,” he said, his tone calm but expectant. “I need you to do something for me. I want you to repeat what you said to me at the restaurant.”

Adrian knew it was coming. He’d rehearsed the words in his mind all day. But saying them now—here, in front of Leah, while she sat with another man’s arm around her—was different.

He took a slow, steadying breath.

“Benjamin… I’d be very happy—and ever so grateful—if you would make me a cuckold by becoming my wife’s lover.”

He looked directly at him.

“I know I’m not able to satisfy her fully. And I definitely can’t satisfy her in the ways I’m sure you can. And because I love Leah so much… I want her to be entirely satisfied.”

Benjamin turned toward the stunning woman seated beside him, his voice low and smooth. “Leah… why don’t you tell me what you want?”

Leah didn’t hesitate. She had clearly thought about this moment—savored it, maybe even rehearsed it in her mind.

“Adrian,” she said, her voice calm but deliberate, “Benjamin is going to take me tonight. He’s going to make me beg for his big, beautiful cock… and he’s going to use me in any way he wants.”

She let the words hang in the air for a moment, then added with a slow, devastating smile, “And as he does that, he’s going to make you a cuckold.”

She looked him directly in the eyes.

“If tonight goes the way I hope it does… I may never need to rely on your pathetic little willy ever again.”

The words hit Adrian like a jolt—humiliating, degrading… and impossibly arousing. His cock swelled immediately in his slacks, painfully hard, and with no underwear to contain it, the outline was clearly visible.

Both Leah and Benjamin noticed.

Benjamin smirked, then said casually, “Adrian… why don’t you stand up and take off those pants?”

He paused. “Actually, take the shirt off, too. Let’s see what Leah’s been working with these last seven years.”

Adrian stood slowly, a flush of embarrassment already creeping up his neck. He started with the shirt, undoing each button with shaking hands. He was in decent shape—fit, lean—but standing in front of Benjamin, who radiated power even fully clothed, made Adrian feel small. Average. Outclassed.

As he stripped off the slacks, his erection sprang free, bobbing slightly in the cool air, glistening with pre-cum. He stood naked before them—exposed, vulnerable, his cock stiff and red, yet undeniably small.

Leah leaned in close to Benjamin and whispered something in his ear. Whatever it was made Benjamin smile. He nodded, then whispered something back to her, and Leah's eyes gleamed.

Her hands moved to Benjamin’s belt, and she began to undo it with practiced ease. Benjamin stood, letting her work. She opened his pants, and with a flick of her fingers, slid his boxer briefs down his thighs.

Adrian’s breath caught.

Even soft, Benjamin’s cock was thick, long, and heavy. It hung low between his legs, swinging slightly as he stepped forward. Adrian couldn’t help but stare. Benjamin’s cock—flaccid—was already larger than Adrian had ever been when fully hard.

Leah walked over to her purse and retrieved her phone.

As she did, Benjamin stepped closer to Adrian, standing just to the side—close enough that the comparison became unavoidable. Stark. Humiliating. Adrian couldn’t look away.

Benjamin started stroking himself slowly, casually, and his cock began to swell, thickening and lengthening right in front of Adrian’s eyes.

Leah returned, opened her camera app, and without hesitation began taking a series of photos. She moved around them, snapping from different angles, framing them side by side—the contrast undeniable.

“I’m going to keep at least one of these in my favorites,” she said sweetly, not looking up from her screen. “So I can always remind myself what I’ve been missing.”

Adrian recoiled slightly, a subtle but involuntary reaction to the sting of raw humiliation. He’d always known other men—especially someone like Benjamin—would be bigger. But seeing it like this, side by side, documented with photos, reduced to nothing more than a physical contrast... it hit harder than he’d expected. Deeper.

He felt exposed. Small. Visibly outmatched.

Benjamin, ever attuned to the shifts in energy, glanced at Adrian and gave a quiet nod. “Go ahead and sit back down, Adrian.”

The calmness in his voice didn’t soften the command.

Adrian turned and sank into the swivel chair, still painfully aware of his nudity, of the sticky dampness clinging to the underside of his cock. He watched as Benjamin turned his full attention to Leah—who, notably, was the only one in the room still wearing clothes.

Benjamin stepped in close and began to kiss her, slow and possessive, as his hands explored her body. He glided them along her lower back, up the curves of her sides, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Leah leaned into his touch, sighing softly.

Then, with deliberate ease, Benjamin reached for the hem of her dress and lifted it up and over her head in one smooth motion.

She stood before them now in just the burgundy panties and black thigh-high stockings, her body lithe, poised, and completely stunning.

Benjamin took a step back to admire her, holding her dress in one hand.

Without even looking at Adrian, he extended it toward him.

“Adrian, take this beautiful dress and hang it in the bedroom closet. Oh—and while you’re there, fold your own clothes and place them neatly in the front hallway.”

There was no question in the tone. Only instruction.

Adrian jumped to his feet and took the dress carefully, his hands still trembling. He disappeared into the bedroom, heart pounding in his chest as he followed orders. He hung Leah’s dress carefully, smoothing out the fabric on the hanger. Then he folded his shirt and pants with as much precision as he could manage, laying them neatly near the front entrance like a good servant returning his tools.

When he stepped back into the living room, the air had thickened.

Benjamin and Leah were locked in a full-body embrace now, kissing deeply, their hands roaming freely across each other’s skin. Her arms draped around his neck as his large hands slid down to her hips, gripping her possessively.

With a quiet shift, Benjamin turned her around so she was facing away from him—and directly toward Adrian.

Their eyes met.

Leah’s lips parted slightly, her expression dreamy, and then she moaned—low and breathy—as Benjamin kissed down her neck. His hands continued moving, tracing the outlines of her ribs, then her waist, then back to her breasts. Adrian watched her shudder with pleasure.

Then Leah reached behind her and slid her fingers around Benjamin’s cock. She took her time, her touch slow and deliberate, as if savoring the weight of it in her hand.

Adrian sat frozen.

Benjamin moved again—this time bending Leah over the arm of the sofa, guiding her body with practiced ease. His hips pressed against her ass as one hand came around and dove between her legs. Leah gasped at the sudden contact, her body arching into his hand.

Benjamin didn’t even glance at Adrian when he spoke next—his voice deep and direct.

“Go into the bedroom. Lie back against the headboard. And wait for us.”

He paused, then added without emotion, “Oh—and make sure you put a towel down under you.”

Adrian nearly stumbled in his haste as he rushed into the master bathroom, grabbing a freshly folded towel from the shelf. He returned to the bedroom, his breath quick and shallow, and carefully placed the towel on the bed—right where he’d be sitting—then settled himself against the headboard, exactly as instructed.

His skin tingled. His cock, still aching and untouched, pulsed with every heartbeat. He folded his hands in his lap, trying to calm himself, trying to be still.

A moment later, Leah and Benjamin entered the room.

There was a shift in the air, like a curtain being pulled aside.

At Benjamin’s direction, Leah moved toward the bed and lay back gently—her head resting on Adrian’s chest, her hair brushing the skin of his shoulder. Without a word, she reached for his hands and intertwined her fingers with his.

Then, slowly, gracefully, she opened her legs.

Adrian’s heart nearly stopped.

Benjamin stood at the foot of the bed, admiring the scene. Leah—laid out for him, her body bared, waiting—supported by the man who had brought her here and now held her in his arms. She looked up toward the ceiling, lips parted, body already humming with anticipation.

It was a breathtaking sight.

Benjamin looked up and met Adrian’s gaze. His voice, when he spoke, was deep and deliberate.

“Alright, Adrian. A few things you need to know.”

He stepped forward, slowly.

“First… this is the last time I’ll call you that. From now on, when we’re alone like this, you’re cuck, cuckboy, or cucky. That’s your role now. Learn it.”

Adrian swallowed hard, feeling Leah’s fingers tighten slightly around his own.

“Second,” Benjamin continued, “this is the closest you’ll ever be to me while I’m taking your wife. Enjoy it. Memorize it. Because next time, and every time after, you won’t be on the bed.”

He paused.

“And finally—this part is important—I want you to focus. Pay attention to the way your wife sounds. The way she moves. The way her body vibrates when she cums. That’s what you asked for, isn’t it? For her to be satisfied? To be taken?”

Adrian could barely breathe. His chest rose and fell beneath Leah’s head, and every subtle movement of her against him made his cock throb.

He nodded at first—mute, overwhelmed.

But then he realized something: he wanted to say it. He needed to say it.

He cleared his throat, his voice a whisper at first, then steadier.

“Benjamin… please take my wife.”

Benjamin needed no further invitation.

He climbed onto the bed with slow, deliberate confidence, positioning himself between Leah’s open thighs. Adrian couldn’t move. He couldn’t speak. He could only hold her hands, his palms already slick with sweat, as he stared down at the moment that would change everything.

Benjamin took hold of his cock in one hand—his thick, heavy, impossibly dark cock—and lined it up with Leah’s entrance. Adrian could barely breathe. Leah’s pussy glistened in the soft light, already soaked and twitching with anticipation.

Benjamin didn’t rush.

He pressed the swollen, glistening head of his cock against her, and for a moment there was stillness—then, slowly, he began to push inside.

Adrian felt Leah’s entire body stiffen. Her back arched slightly, her hands tightening in his. Her mouth opened, but no sound came—just a sharp intake of breath.

Adrian could feel it. Not just her fingers gripping his, but the tremble in her hips, the way her muscles clenched and fluttered around Benjamin’s slow, steady intrusion. It was like her whole body was trying to adjust, trying to take him in.

And then, after a moment, she exhaled—and he felt her relax. Not completely. Just enough.

Benjamin kept going.

Inch after thick, pulsing inch, he slid into her. Her slick heat welcomed him, stretched for him, yielded to him. Adrian couldn’t stop staring. Benjamin’s cock seemed endless, and the contrast against Leah’s soft, pale skin made it all the more overwhelming.

Leah moaned—loud, unfiltered—and her body shifted against Adrian’s chest. He felt her thighs tremble, her glutes flex, her entire frame vibrating as Benjamin bottomed out inside her.

And then he started to move.

Benjamin’s hands found her hips, gripping her firmly as he began to thrust—slowly at first, with the kind of control only a man completely sure of himself possesses. Each stroke pulled a guttural noise from Leah’s throat—half-pain, half-desperate pleasure.

Adrian held her hands like a lifeline, but it felt like trying to anchor a storm. Her whole body rocked with Benjamin’s rhythm. Her breathing turned into gasps, her legs tensed, then quivered. Every movement of Benjamin’s hips sent a chain reaction through Leah—and Adrian felt all of it. Every tremor. Every moan. Every twitch of muscle and surge of heat.

He was completely still beneath her, naked, aching, his own untouched cock resting against his belly like a useless ornament. And yet, he was more aroused than he could ever remember being in his life.

Benjamin didn’t slow down. He built a rhythm—steady, deep, relentless—and Leah lost herself in it. She cried out as he drove into her, the sound raw, broken, shameless. At one point, her body bucked so hard Adrian had to tighten his grip just to keep holding her.

It was like holding someone mid-possession.

After what felt like forever, Benjamin pulled out with a slick, wet sound, leaving Leah gasping on Adrian’s chest—her body trembling, her skin flushed, her thighs still twitching from the waves of pleasure rippling through her. Adrian was dazed. Overwhelmed. Every nerve in his body felt raw, exposed, humming with arousal and shame.

Then Benjamin moved.

He shifted up the bed with practiced ease, looming above Leah. His cock—thick, dark, glistening with her arousal—hung heavy and proud. Without needing to be told, Leah turned toward him, lifting herself onto one elbow, her breathing still shallow and broken.

She looked up at him.

And then, slowly… deliberately… opened her mouth.

Adrian watched, frozen.

Leah extended her tongue first, licking the underside of Benjamin’s shaft—slow, reverent. She cleaned her own wetness from his skin like it was sacred. Adrian’s heart pounded. His mouth was dry. His cock, neglected and achingly hard, pulsed against his stomach with every beat of his heart.

Then she wrapped her lips around the head and slid him into her mouth.

Adrian was inches away.

He could see her cheeks hollowing, see the strain in her jaw as she tried to take him deeper. Her hand moved to stroke the thick base of his cock—what her mouth couldn’t reach—while the other braced against his thigh for support.

Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room.

Benjamin groaned above her, his abs flexing, his hips starting to move in slow, shallow thrusts. Leah responded eagerly, moaning softly around him, her head bobbing rhythmically, lips stretched wide around his massive girth.

Adrian could only stare.

She was enthusiastic. Focused. Hungry in a way Adrian had never seen before. This wasn’t a reluctant favor to a husband—this was desire, pure and carnal. Worshipful.

Her hand twisted slightly as she stroked the base, saliva running down her chin, her movements building in speed and confidence. She pulled off only to swirl her tongue around the tip, licking and kissing it like she was savoring the taste of him, then plunged her mouth back down, taking him deeper.

Adrian had to fight the urge to moan.

He could feel the tension in Benjamin’s thighs, could see the way his body responded—grunting low, rocking forward slightly, pushing deeper into Leah’s mouth.

Leah didn’t gag. She just groaned again, eyes fluttering closed.

Her cheeks hollowed, her rhythm smooth and relentless. Adrian’s face was so close he could see the strands of saliva connecting her lips to Benjamin’s cock, could hear every slick stroke, every breath through her nose.

This wasn’t just a blowjob.

It was a performance.

A declaration.

Her wedding ring flashed briefly under the bedroom light as she stroked the base of another man’s cock—his cock. The man who had just fucked her in ways Adrian never could. And now, she was pleasing him. Milking him. Owning the moment.

Finally, Leah pulled back, letting Benjamin’s cock slip from her lips with a slick, wet pop. Her lips were swollen, glistening. Her breath came in soft pants.

Benjamin looked down at her and nodded.

Then he moved again.

He slid down the bed, hands strong and sure, and took hold of Leah’s hips. With one smooth motion, he rolled her over onto her stomach, then guided her up onto her hands and knees.

Leah obeyed without hesitation, arching her back, presenting herself without shame.

Her face was directly in front of Adrian now—her flushed cheeks, her wild eyes, her swollen lips still shiny with spit and arousal. She looked wrecked. Blissful. Owned.

Adrian didn’t speak.

He couldn’t.

Benjamin knelt behind her, guiding the head of his cock back to her entrance, and with a single slow thrust, he sank inside her again.

Leah cried out—a sound full of heat and helplessness—as her body took him in a second time.

And Adrian—helpless, humiliated, and completely hard—watched every second.

Every twitch of her brow. Every moan that turned into a gasp. Every time her eyes rolled back or fluttered shut from another deep thrust.

Adrian couldn’t take his eyes off her. It was as if her pleasure had its own gravitational pull, dragging him in—helpless to resist.

Benjamin’s pace picked up.

The sound of his hips slamming into Leah’s body echoed through the room, obscene and final. The wet slap of skin-on-skin, over and over. The mattress rocked beneath them, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge—and pushing Adrian further down a path he hadn’t fully understood until now.

He was watching another man take his wife.

Not just physically. Claim her. Fill her.

And then it happened.

Benjamin let out a deep, guttural grunt—almost a growl—and slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His entire body tensed, shoulders locked, thighs tight.

He was cumming.

Inside her.

Adrian froze. Something inside him twisted.

He felt it through Leah—her whole body jolted, her back arched, and she let out a sound Adrian had never heard from her before. A moan that wasn’t just pleasure. It was surrender. Completion. Ecstasy so total it seemed to pull her out of herself.

Another orgasm ripped through her—violent, unfiltered—and this one was different. Deeper. Wilder.

Adrian felt it echo through her back, into his chest, through their joined hands. Wave after wave crashing through her as Benjamin emptied himself inside her pussy. No condom. No barrier. Just bare, thick cock and the raw finality of release.

Adrian had lost count of how many times Leah had cum tonight.

But he was certain—absolutely certain—this had pushed her into the double digits.

And yet… as she shook with aftershocks, as Benjamin leaned over her and groaned into the curve of her spine, Adrian’s stomach churned with something he hadn’t expected.

It wasn’t just arousal.

It was real now.

No fantasy. No cage. No control. Benjamin had just bred his wife—raw. Had filled her in a way Adrian never had, never could.

And Adrian had asked for it.

He had invited this.

His cock throbbed, leaking onto the towel beneath him, hard as steel, but his chest felt tight. He didn’t know if he wanted to cry or cum or crawl away and hide. He loved Leah. And he was watching another man seed her.

Something in him broke—and he wasn’t sure if it was the part that wanted to be her husband… or the part that wanted to be her cuckold.

When Benjamin finally pulled his cock out, there was a lewd, wet sound that echoed in the quiet, sweat-heavy air. Leah didn’t release Adrian’s hands. She held them tightly, her fingers trembling as the last waves of orgasm rolled through her. Her body shifted—just slightly—as she knelt up a little to adjust herself.

And that’s when Adrian felt it.

A slow, warm trickle.

The thick blend of her wetness and Benjamin’s cum, seeping out of her freshly fucked pussy and dripping down onto his stomach. Onto the towel. Onto the sheets. His throat tightened. The heat of it, the mess of it—it made everything feel even more real. More final.

Leah leaned forward. Her hair brushed his cheek. And then, softly, she kissed him—gentle, intimate, her lips trembling slightly.

"Thank you," she whispered, almost tearful. "Thank you for letting me feel that… for letting me have him."

Her voice was raw with emotion. Fulfilled. Changed.

Adrian didn’t speak.

He couldn’t.

Then Benjamin stepped away from the bed.

Adrian’s eyes followed him—and what he saw next hit harder than he could have prepared for.

Benjamin’s cock, now completely soft, swung heavily between his legs as he walked across the room. It bounced, pendulous, still glistening. And even soft, it was… huge. Thick. Heavy. Black. It looked obscene in the most primal, masculine way.

Adrian’s breath caught.

That cock—deflated, relaxed—was still bigger than Adrian’s had ever been at full, straining erection.

The shame hit like a wave.

It wasn’t just a size comparison anymore. It was a visual, visceral confirmation of what Adrian had always feared. There was no coming back from this. No reclaiming what had just happened. This was Benjamin’s domain now.

Benjamin turned back to the bed and reached for Leah’s hand, helping her up. She rose, slowly, limbs still loose with pleasure. And just like that, they walked away together—leaving Adrian behind, still naked, still stunned, still soaking in the fluids of their pleasure.

Now he understood the towel.

“Cuck boy,” Benjamin called over his shoulder, voice calm but commanding. “I’m going to get your sexy little wife something to drink to help her recover.”

He paused briefly, then added: “You need to get some fresh sheets from the hallway closet and change the bedding before we get back.”

And then he was gone, leading Leah out with a hand at the small of her back.

Adrian sat there for a long second.

The bed was soaked—the sheets rumpled and stained, the towel beneath him drenched. The smell of sex hung thick in the air, and his own skin was sticky with sweat… and something else.

He looked down.

A puddle of pre-cum glistened across his stomach.

He blinked.

He hadn’t even noticed himself leaking—but clearly, he had been. His cock must have been dripping the entire time, involuntarily spilling itself as he watched Benjamin claim Leah.

But something else hit him even harder.

He wasn’t hard anymore.

Not even slightly.

At some point—somewhere between the moment Leah moaned into Benjamin’s mouth and the moment she whispered “thank you”—his arousal had collapsed.

And now his tiny penis sat there, soft and shrunken, shriveled from shame and the cooling air. Smaller than ever. Pathetic.

And the worst part?

It felt… right.

Because he wasn’t Adrian anymore.

He was Cuck.

And that realization didn’t bring afterglow.

It brought silence.

And a deep, heavy ache.

Adrian stood up from the edge of the bed, stretching briefly, the muscles in his back stiff from lying still for so long. The sheets beneath him were damp and tangled, stained with the evidence of everything that had happened just minutes earlier. He moved with quiet purpose—gathering the ruined linens, stepping into the hallway to find a laundry basket in the closet, and depositing them inside.

He paused for a moment.

Then, almost methodically, he returned to the bedroom and retrieved a clean set of sheets. He smoothed them over the mattress with care, tucking the corners just right, adjusting the pillows. It was… strange, the small flicker of satisfaction he felt in making the bed fresh and perfect again. A servant’s pride. Quiet. Unspoken.

He had just finished when he heard footsteps.

Leah and Benjamin re-entered the room, their energy soft and private now, the air between them thick with afterglow. They barely looked at Adrian. Leah simply tossed a small black velvet bag across the room toward him.

“Put your cage back on,” she said casually, as though reminding him to take out the trash.

Adrian caught the bag midair and clutched it in his palm like it weighed a thousand pounds.

“I’ll just get cleaned up first,” he murmured.

He disappeared into the bathroom and washed himself—rinsing away the stickiness of their cum, the sweat on his chest, the puddle of his own uncontrollable leaking. Then, with practiced hands, he slid the cold metal device over his shrunken cock, securing it snugly. He fastened the ring, then returned to the bedroom—chastity cage locked firmly in place.

Benjamin and Leah were embracing by the window, whispering intimately, their bodies half-turned toward each other. Adrian felt invisible.

Leah sensed his presence. Without looking, she reached behind her and passed him the small brass lock. He took it silently. She removed the key from the hasp and placed it on the nightstand, a gesture now so casual, so practiced, it felt routine.

“You were such a leaky little mess while Benjamin was fucking me,” she said with a soft, scolding laugh. “I think you should go put on some underwear so you don’t ruin your pants again.”

“I… I didn’t bring any underwear,” Adrian replied, quietly embarrassed.

“Well,” Leah said, turning and raising her eyebrows. “That’s unfortunate. I guess you’ll just have to wear mine. God knows I won’t need them tonight.”

She laughed again—light, amused, unbothered.

Adrian hesitated, unsure whether to protest further.

Benjamin spoke up then, his voice firm but almost amused. “Oh, and close the door behind you, Cuck. If we need something, I’ll shout.”

He paused, then added with casual kindness, “There are snacks in the cupboard next to the fridge. Help yourself to a beer.”

And that was that.

Dismissed.

Adrian nodded and turned to leave, the lock on his cage clicking softly as he stepped out and pulled the bedroom door shut behind him.

He found Leah’s panties folded neatly in the laundry basket and stepped into them—stretching the soft black lace over his hips. They felt strange against his skin, both emasculating and strangely fitting. Then he walked to the kitchen and opened the fridge.

He ate a few crackers. Found some hummus. Poured himself a beer.

The living room felt eerily normal. The TV was off. The lights were low. It was quiet… at first.

Then he heard it.

The rhythm.

The soft creak of the bed frame.

And then Leah’s moan.

It wasn’t loud—not at first—but it was different. Raw. Guttural. The kind of sound she didn’t make with Adrian. The kind of sound that didn’t ask permission.

Then came Benjamin’s voice—low, deep, commanding. Muffled words. A chuckle.

And then Leah again—louder. Her breathing now unsteady, broken by gasps and laughter. The kind of laughter that came from being completely fucked out. Carefree. Shameless.

Adrian sat on the couch, unmoving. One hand holding a half-drunk beer, the other resting on his thigh. The metal cage pressed tight against his skin, already too snug. He hadn’t touched himself. He hadn’t needed to.

He was throbbing.

His cock strained uselessly against its prison, dripping slowly again as Leah’s cries filtered through the wall. Every moan, every bounce of the bed frame, every squeal of pleasure from his wife twisted the knife deeper. It was unbearable. And it was everything he’d asked for.

It had been five weeks since he’d last cum.

Five weeks of denial. Of ache. Of edging. Of watching. Of serving.

And now, he sat alone, wearing her underwear, sipping beer and trying to act like this wasn’t destroying him… while on the other side of the door, Leah was getting the fucking of a lifetime.

His cage pulsed. His thighs tensed. His stomach fluttered.

And still… he didn’t touch.

He just sat. Listened.

And leaked.

He closed his eyes, the beer still half-finished on the table beside him, and let his mind drift back.

He could still see her.

The way her face had looked earlier—in his arms, but being taken by another man. Her expression had twisted and unraveled into something he’d never seen before. Not with him. A wild mix of joy, pain, shock, hunger… her mouth open in a silent cry, her eyes wide and unseeing as Benjamin’s massive cock stretched her open for the first time.

It wasn’t just lust. It was revelation.

Adrian’s chest ached as he remembered that expression, but there was something else there too—pride. They’d done this together. As impossible as it had seemed at the start, they’d walked through it, and that look in Leah’s eyes… it was theirs. A shared experience, etched forever in his memory.

And then—he heard his name.

No. Not his name.

“Hey, Cuck. Cuck boy. Come on in here,” Benjamin called from behind the closed bedroom door.

Adrian stood, smoothed Leah’s panties over his hips, and opened the door.

Inside, Benjamin was hopping off the bed, his huge, soft cock swinging slightly as he moved toward the bathroom. He gave Adrian a nod that somehow felt both approving and dismissive.

“Listen,” Benjamin said, already stretching. “I’m gonna jump in the shower and then grab something in the kitchen. Why don’t you get in there with your beautiful wife and help her out a bit?”

Adrian didn’t hesitate.

He crossed the room quickly and slipped under the covers with Leah, careful not to disturb the sweat-dampened sheets or the heat that still radiated from her skin.

She was glowing.

Her breathing was deep and slow, but every few seconds, a faint shudder moved through her body, like her nerves hadn’t fully caught up with the orgasmic aftermath. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair stuck to her temples, and her body was still humming.

Adrian spooned in behind her, wrapping his arm around her waist. She reached back, blindly, and grabbed his hand, pulling it across her chest, holding it tight.

“Closer,” she murmured.

He pressed his body against hers. Through the thin fabric of her panties, now stretched tight over his smaller frame, he could feel the soft, sticky warmth between her thighs—evidence of everything she had just experienced. He could feel the slickness seeping into the fabric, could smell the heavy scent of sex rising from the sheets.

Leah was still glowing.

After a few quiet minutes, she giggled.

“Are you… still wearing my panties?”

Adrian laughed, his face flushing. “Yeah. I am.”

She chuckled softly, her tone playful but teasing. “You’re going to ruin them if you stay in them much longer. I’m going to need those for the ride home. You won’t be needing them anymore tonight.”

He smiled, letting the shame and the intimacy blur together. “Next time we do this, I really need to be better prepared.”

They laughed quietly together, lying there tangled in sweat and silk and the faint rhythm of the bed still creaking from before. For a moment, Adrian felt like he belonged—not as her lover, but as her devoted support, her partner in submission. And maybe that was enough.

Eventually, the laughter faded.

There was silence—comfortable, but charged.

Then Adrian whispered, hesitating slightly before he asked:

“Would you like me to go down on you?”

“Holy fuck, no!” Leah said, turning her head slightly on the pillow to look back at him, her tone half-laughing, half-exhausted. “I’m a complete mess down there. I mean, I appreciate the enthusiasm, baby, I do—but there’s no way I’m ready for that.”

She exhaled, her breath still heavy. “Let’s hold off on that idea until tomorrow, okay? What I need right now is a hot shower… and then sleep. Lots of sleep.”

Adrian nodded quickly, understanding.

He leaned in to kiss her shoulder, then let his lips trail lightly up her neck—and that’s when he saw them. Faint but unmistakable. Bite marks. Hickeys. A scattered collection of red, darkening bruises left by Benjamin.

He paused for just a second. Then kissed her neck anyway.

Leah shifted, gently pushing him back as she sat up and slid her legs over the side of the bed. She winced slightly, her thighs pressing together.

“Panties, please,” she said over her shoulder, already standing, already stretching. “And could you grab my purse? I think I’m going to need a pad.”

Adrian got up quickly—still naked except for his chastity cage—and padded into the living room to find her purse. He considered just retrieving the pad for her, but something about the request made him think better of it. He picked up the whole purse and turned to go.

That’s when he heard Benjamin’s voice behind him.

“Hey, cuck. So, how’d that go?”

Adrian blinked, then cleared his throat. “Oh, hey. Urm… yeah. Good, I think. She’s cleaning up now. But, uh… thanks. For bringing me in after you… well, you know.”

Benjamin chuckled softly. “Yeah,” he said, nodding. “Listen, man. That’s one really special lady you’ve got there.”

He paused, looking Adrian dead in the eyes.

“You’re a lucky guy to have found her. I’m totally jealous of that.”

Adrian nodded, a little caught off guard. “Thanks,” he said, voice uncertain.

Benjamin smiled and headed toward the kitchen, leaving Adrian standing there holding Leah’s purse, head spinning.

Jealous? That was… not what he’d expected to hear from a man who had just fucked his wife into exhaustion. Benjamin, with his confidence, his power, his cock—and he was calling Adrian lucky?

The thought lingered as Adrian knocked lightly on the bathroom door and opened it just enough to set the purse on the vanity.

“Here you go,” he said softly.

He caught a glimpse of Leah in the mirror—naked, her back to him as she stood under the warm stream of the handheld spray wand. She was rinsing her stomach, her inner thighs, her legs… slow, almost meditative movements.

“Oh, hey,” she said brightly. “Thanks, baby! I’ll be out in a few.”

Adrian nodded, though she didn’t see him, and closed the door.

Back in the bedroom, he noticed the sheets again—completely wrecked. If anything, they were more of a mess than before. The center of the mattress was soaked with sweat, and a large, unmistakable puddle of cum glistened near the pillows.

Jesus.

Without being asked, he went to the hallway closet and retrieved the third set of sheets, figuring it was the least he could do. Maybe even… a nice gesture. For Benjamin.

As he moved around the room, stripping the ruined bedding and replacing it with fresh sheets, something caught his eye—a glint of light on the nightstand.

He looked closer.

It was the key.

The tiny brass key to his chastity cage, lying there beside a water glass and Leah’s phone, forgotten.

Adrian stared at it for a moment, then made a quiet mental note to remind Leah before they left. He wasn’t sure if she’d meant to leave it behind… or if she was just that relaxed.

Behind him, he heard the bathroom door open.

Leah stepped out, her hair damp, a towel wrapped around her torso as she crossed to the closet. She reached inside and retrieved the little black dress from earlier that night.

She didn’t say anything.

She didn’t have to.

Adrian turned back to finish tucking in the corner of the bed, quietly making sure every line was smooth.

“Oh my God, these stockings are completely ruined,” Leah said with a laugh, holding one up as she emerged from the closet. “I went to put them back on, but they’re so laddered I’d look like a total slut if I wore them out.”

She tossed them into the laundry hamper with a giggle, not even realizing the beautiful irony of her words.

Adrian did.

She had been stretched open by another man’s cock minutes ago—fucked raw, filled twice over—and now she was worried about looking slutty because of laddered tights?

He didn’t say anything. He just smiled to himself.

Leah slipped her dress back on, smoothing it over her hips, and walked barefoot into the kitchen for a glass of water. The hem danced lightly against the backs of her thighs, and Adrian couldn't help but notice she hadn’t bothered with panties. She wasn’t just satisfied—she was sated. Soft. Radiant.

While she sipped her water and chatted with Benjamin, Adrian finished making the bed, again taking quiet pride in the crisp corners, the tucked-in lines, the clean sheet that would welcome someone else after his wife had been taken on it. That was his role now, and oddly… it felt grounding.

When he stepped into the living room, Leah and Benjamin were seated close on the couch, speaking in hushed, familiar tones. She looked over at Adrian and smiled softly.

“Hey, we’re going to head home,” she said, standing and slipping on her heels with practiced ease. She picked up her purse, checked for her phone, and ran her fingers through her hair.

Adrian dressed quickly—still wearing her panties under his pants, now slightly damp and clinging to him. He didn’t mention it.

Benjamin walked them to the door. He gave Leah a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek, his hand resting for just a second on the small of her back. Then he turned to Adrian and extended a hand.

“Take care, man.”

Adrian nodded as they shook hands. “Thanks again.”

It wasn’t clear whether he was thanking him for the hospitality… or for the night as a whole.

Once home, Leah went straight upstairs and into the shower. Adrian heard the water turn on as he moved through the familiar motions—locking up the house, setting the alarm, putting out some food for the cat.

The normalcy felt almost surreal.

When he finally climbed into bed, Leah was already asleep. Her damp hair fanned over the pillow, one arm draped loosely across her stomach, her breathing soft and slow.

Adrian lay beside her in silence.

He stared at the ceiling, his body exhausted, his cock still aching in its cage, his mind spinning. He thought about the kiss she’d given him. About the sound of her moans behind that closed bedroom door. About the look in her eyes when she whispered, “Thank you.”

He thought about the key still sitting on her nightstand.

And about how small he’d felt standing next to Benjamin.

And then—despite the ache, the cage, and the storm of thoughts—he finally drifted off to sleep.

Not as her lover.

But as her cuck.

And maybe, just maybe, that was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 4

The next morning, Adrian was up before Leah.

He padded quietly into the kitchen, still feeling the weight of the night before humming in his chest. He brewed a pot of coffee, then pulled berries and yogurt from the fridge, carefully assembling Leah’s favorite breakfast. It felt good to do something for her. Grounding.

She hadn’t come down yet, so he took a seat at the kitchen table and opened WhatsApp to scroll through a few overnight messages and emails, though his attention wandered constantly. His mind kept returning to the look on her face, the sounds she made, the mess they'd left behind.

A few minutes later, he heard soft footsteps on the stairs.

Leah appeared in the doorway—barefoot, still flushed, her hair messy and wild around her shoulders. She wore one of Adrian’s t-shirts, long enough to brush her thighs, but not enough to hide the way she moved gingerly as she crossed the floor.

She didn’t say a word at first. She just went straight for the coffee pot, poured herself a mug, then reached into the cabinet and retrieved the ibuprofen.

“Sore,” she muttered, before downing two tablets with a deep sip of coffee.

Adrian smiled to himself. She hadn’t been drunk last night, but she was walking like she’d been hit by a truck.

She shuffled over to the table and sat down in front of the yogurt and berries.

“Thank you for getting my favorite,” she said, smiling at him before carefully spooning some blueberries onto the top.

He watched her eat for a few moments in comfortable silence.

Then, between mouthfuls, Leah spoke.

“Oh my God. My head is still spinning like mad from last night.”

“Right?” Adrian echoed, his voice light.

“Fucking hell, baby,” she said, shaking her head. “I can’t tell you how many times I came last night. Like, I genuinely don’t have any fucking idea. And I still can’t get the thought of looking you in the eye as Benjamin fucked me from behind that first time out of my head. You were so sweet to be there for me. Thank you so much.”

Adrian blushed slightly.

“So come on, tell me more. I could hear you from the living room, and it sounded like you were having a hell of a lot of fun in there.”

“Honestly, baby… I can barely remember it,” Leah said softly, spoon still in her hand, hovering over her now half-eaten yogurt. “I think I might’ve blacked out at one point or something because it’s all just a blur.”

She laughed, breathless at the memory. “Benjamin was relentless. I don’t know how he did it. After that first time—when you were in the room—he just became… insatiable. Like the Energizer Bunny. He just kept going and going and going.”

She looked over at him, eyes wide with disbelief. “Could you hear us from the living room?”

Adrian smiled, already blushing. “Baby… I think everyone in the entire apartment block could hear you last night. You were making so much noise. And you were saying some really naughty things. Stuff I’ve never heard you say before.”

Leah let out a small, guilty giggle, then shook her head, a little stunned at herself. “I… yeah. I don’t even know what came over me. It was like… like Benjamin flipped some kind of switch, opened a valve or something, and once it was open, I couldn’t stop. I just—God, I couldn’t get enough.”

She paused then, her voice catching in her throat.

Her hand reached out and gently touched Adrian’s arm. “I’m so grateful you gave me that gift, baby.”

Her voice cracked slightly as her eyes filled with tears.

“What you gave me last night…” she whispered. “It was amazing. Truly. And I don’t know if I can ever thank you enough.”

Adrian looked down for a second, smiling with quiet pride and flushing deep red. “Well… I promised I’d make your dreams come true, didn’t I?”

Leah nodded, blinking away the wetness in her eyes.

“So,” Adrian asked gently, “what would you like to do today?”

Leah looked up at him, her expression softening into something tender and open.

“I want you to make love to me,” she said. “Benjamin called it ‘reclaiming me’ last night. He said it was really important.”

Her hand instinctively reached for the necklace around her neck, fingers brushing the chain, moving toward the small loop where the key usually hung.

Then she froze.

Her breath caught.

Her eyes went wide.

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Your KEY—it’s not here. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.”

Adrian’s eyes widened for a second, then he remembered.

“The key,” he said quickly, already moving toward the freezer. “It’s alright.”

He opened the freezer door and reached all the way to the back, pulling out a small, frosted-over plastic cup. Inside, suspended in cloudy ice, was a tiny brass key.

“Don’t worry about it, babe,” he said, holding it up. “Remember? We froze the spare. It’s all good.”

Leah stood there, momentarily stunned. Then her face crumpled.

“No,” she whispered. “No, it’s really not alright.” Her voice cracked as fresh tears welled in her eyes. “I was only thinking about me. That’s so inconsiderate of me…”

She stepped forward and gently took the cup from his hands. “Here—give it to me. I’ll thaw it.”

Adrian didn’t argue.

Leah turned to the sink, flipping on the hot tap. She held the plastic cup under the stream, watching as the ice around the key slowly melted away. She stared into the cup, her brows knit together with guilt and focus, as if the whole morning hinged on this one tiny key.

After a moment, she glanced over her shoulder.

“Why don’t you keep an eye on this?” she said softly. “Once you can get the key out, bring it up to the bedroom, okay?”

Adrian nodded.

“I’m gonna go get myself together.”

She gave him a small smile—still fragile—and left the kitchen.

Adrian turned back to the sink and cradled the cup under the water, watching the little swirl of ice soften around the brass. As he waited, he began clearing the breakfast plates and wiping down the table. The act felt strangely meditative.

Just as he was drying his hands, his phone buzzed on the countertop.

Benjamin.

Adrian hesitated, then picked it up and answered.

“Hey, Cuck,” Benjamin said with a low chuckle. “How you feeling this morning?”

The word still stung, still made his chest tighten—but Adrian swallowed it down. He wasn’t deterred.

“Hey, Benjamin,” he said. “Yeah, I’m pretty good. Just cleaning up breakfast now. Thank you again for last night. You really made it special for both of us.”

There was a pause. A smile in Benjamin’s voice.

“Yeah, no worries. Listen, Cuck—I think you guys left something behind at my place.”

Adrian let out a breath through his nose. “Yeah… we just realized that. I’m about to get the spare key.”

“Okay, good,” Benjamin said. “If I’m honest, I was a little confused when I found it. I didn’t know if it was an accident or if Leah left it on purpose. We never talked about me keeping your key, so… yeah. It struck me as a little odd.”

“No, I get it,” Adrian replied, eyes flicking to the cup in the sink. The ice had melted enough now that the frozen block slid out easily into his palm. He dumped it into the basin and let the hot water continue to run over it, watching as the layers thinned away. “We’ve got it covered. But thanks for the call.”

Benjamin’s tone shifted slightly—still casual, but now with something more deliberate behind it.

“So listen,” he said, “I’m going to be out of town this week for work. Some meetings I can’t reschedule. So if you two are thinking about getting together again, it’s going to have to wait till next week.”

Adrian nodded silently, the warm water lapping around the ice.

“I actually think that’s a good thing,” Benjamin continued. “Gives you both some time to sit with what happened. Really think it over. Make sure it felt good—not just hot, but right. But just so you know… from my side, I’d really like to see both of you again.”

There was a pause.

Adrian furrowed his brow slightly. “Both of us? Sorry, I’m a little confused.”

Benjamin chuckled softly. “Yeah, sure. Look—remember when we first met, and I told you this was my thing?”

“Yeah.”

“I meant that,” Benjamin said. “Obviously, I love fucking beautiful women like your wife. I mean, that part’s obvious. But the cuckolding part? That’s a huge part of the appeal for me. Cuckolding guys like you—guys who really lean in—it turns me on. Not in a cruel way, not like humiliation for its own sake. But like… when you left the room last night and changed the sheets without me asking? That told me everything. It showed me you get it. You respect the dynamic. And when I was fucking Leah—knowing you were out there, listening, not interfering—it made everything hotter.”

Adrian listened silently, his chest tight but not uncomfortable.

“Not all cucks are like that,” Benjamin went on. “Some guys want to be in the middle of it, always needing to be involved. But you? You let go. That’s rare. And honestly? I can see how much you love your wife. What you gave her… what you gave me... that’s special.”

There was a pause. Then Benjamin added, “Anyway, I’ve gotta run. Want me to swing by and drop the key off, or are you guys good using the spare for now?”

Adrian smiled faintly, watching the final edge of the ice split under the water, the brass key slipping loose into his hand.

“I think we’re good with the spare,” he said. “But thanks. It’ll give us a reason to see you again soon, hopefully. And thanks for calling, Benjamin.”

“Take care, Cuck.”

Adrian ended the call and looked down at the tiny key in his hand—cool, golden, glinting faintly in the light.

He wiped it dry, then turned and headed toward the bedroom.

As he stepped inside, Leah looked up from the bed.

“Who were you talking to on the phone, baby?” she asked, stretching slightly beneath the sheets.

Adrian walked over and gently placed the key on the nightstand.

“Oh—Benjamin called,” he said. “He just wanted to tell us he found the key. He wanted to know whether you left it there on purpose.”

They both laughed a little, the tension from the lost key melting away into something warmer. Softer.

It wasn’t until a few seconds later that Adrian really saw her.

Leah was sitting up on the bed, legs folded beneath her, wearing his favorite lingerie—the red and black basque he hadn’t seen in months. The tight corset frame pushed her gorgeous breasts high and full, the intricate lace barely containing them. Beneath it, a matching pair of crotchless panties, the red satin gleaming under the morning light.

His breath caught.

She looked incredible.

Leah caught the way his eyes widened and smiled, teasing. “I would’ve put on the stockings for you, baby,” she said sweetly, “but the pair that goes with this outfit kind of got ruined last night.”

That little reminder—so casual, so devastating—snapped Adrian out of his daze.

He blinked, focused, and stepped forward, extending the key in his hand.

Leah sat up straighter, her eyes never leaving his, and reached for it slowly. She took the key, and Adrian stood still, barely breathing, as she began to unlock the device. First, she removed the small brass lock, her fingers delicate and deliberate. Then, with a firm slide, she removed the clear tube from his cock. His shaft twitched as the cool air hit it. Adrian reached down and gently maneuvered himself out of the oval ring, his fingers brushing her hand as he did.

He began to stroke himself slowly, coaxing sensation back into his skin, his blood beginning to surge. It was strange, being free again. Exposed.

Leah didn’t rush him.

She lay back on the bed, propping herself up just slightly on one elbow, her eyes still locked on his. Her free hand drifted down between her thighs and slipped between the open panels of her panties. Her fingers circled slowly… then pressed inward.

She gasped softly.

Then her eyes fluttered half shut as her back arched, her hips tilting forward as her fingers found the rhythm her body had clearly been aching for. And when she slid one finger out, glistening and wet, she lifted it to her lips and sucked it clean.

Adrian’s cock jumped.

He moved onto the bed, climbing between her legs. His left hand stroked up her side, fingers trailing over the smooth satin of the basque, then over the curve of her breast. She was warm, fragrant—intoxicating—her scent a blend of lingering perfume and the unmistakable heat of her pussy.

He leaned forward, his cock pressing against her entrance, and paused.

He wanted this to last.

Slowly, carefully, he pushed forward. Her warmth enveloped him immediately, hot and slick and soaked—a body still thoroughly used, and yet still eager to welcome him in.

Leah let out a breathy whimper, her arms rising to wrap around his shoulders, pulling him in close as their hips met and he bottomed out inside her.

Adrian’s head dropped to her shoulder as he fought for control, barely able to breathe.

So warm. So tight. So impossibly wet.

It had been weeks since he’d been inside her.

He whispered, his voice tight with emotion, “Is this still alright, baby?”

Leah closed her eyes and smiled, her hands stroking gently over Adrian’s back as he held himself still, buried deep inside her.

“I love having you in me,” she whispered. “Sure, it’s… different from last night, but it’s so comforting to feel you on top of me. To feel your body pressed against mine.”

She kissed his cheek, then added softly, “Come on, baby. Fuck me.”

Adrian obeyed, starting to move his hips in long, slow strokes, savoring the heat and slickness that still lingered inside her. He thrust deeper, gradually building a rhythm, doing his best to ignore how quickly the pressure was already rising in his balls. Every breath she took, every soft sound from her lips—it made him want to give her everything.

But something gnawed at him.

He looked down at her. “Does it… still feel good, baby? I mean me. My cock. Does it still feel good after… everything last night?”

Leah opened her eyes but didn’t answer at first. She ran her fingers through his hair. Smiled.

But didn’t answer.

Adrian’s heart beat faster. He kept moving inside her, but the question hung between them like a thick fog.

“Leah,” he said again, voice lower now, more urgent. “I need you to tell me. Does it still feel good?”

She finally met his eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes, baby. It does feel good. I promise. It’s just… it’s not the same kind of good. It’s not last night. It’s you. It’s soft. Comforting. Familiar.”

That wasn’t quite what he wanted.

“So… will you cum this way?” he asked, a little too quickly. “From me. From my cock.”

Leah hesitated again.

Her eyes dropped.

Adrian stopped moving, buried fully inside her, and waited.

Finally, she sighed and spoke—softly, kindly, but honestly.

“No, baby. Not this time.”

He swallowed hard. “Why not?”

She gave him a gentle kiss, then whispered, “I’m still sore. And… honestly, I’m still stretched out. I can feel you, but not like I usually do. Not enough. Not to cum. Not from this.”

Adrian felt the shame mix with arousal and devotion, making his chest ache.

“But,” Leah continued, pulling him into a kiss, “if you really want to make me cum tonight, you know what you’ll have to do.”

Adrian didn’t need her to finish the thought. He already knew.

But she said it anyway, with that wicked little smile curling on her lips.

“You’re going to have to clean me out with that tongue of yours. Like my good little cuckold.”

Adrian groaned softly, his thrusts becoming erratic as she kissed his neck and whispered again.

“Come on, baby. Fill me up. Give me your cum. And then you’re going to make me cum with your mouth. That’s how this works now, isn’t it?”

He nodded helplessly, moaning as the pressure overwhelmed him.

Hearing Leah whisper those filthy words—“Fill me up, baby… and then you’re going to make me cum while you clean me out like my good little cuckold”—was too much.

Adrian couldn’t hold back any longer.

His entire body seized as his cock erupted deep inside her, weeks of aching, denied release flooding into the warm, wet space he hadn’t touched in what felt like forever. He moaned helplessly into her neck, clinging to her as if he could somehow slow the orgasm down, stretch it out, stop it from ending.

It felt endless. Violent. He shook beneath her as wave after wave tore through him, until at last, he lay panting, drained.

He opened his eyes, still trembling.

Leah was already smiling down at him. That smile—so satisfied, so wicked. It made his heart skip.

Without a word, she slowly pushed her hips back, letting his softening cock slide free from her slick, used pussy. He could feel their combined fluids spill out in a warm trickle across his balls and thighs.

But she wasn’t done.

Before he could even process what was happening, Leah was sliding up the bed, one knee on each side of his head, her swollen, dripping pussy descending toward his face.

Adrian’s breath caught in his throat.

“Now,” Leah said sweetly, running a hand through his hair. “You offered to do this last night, didn’t you, baby?”

She lowered herself another inch. He could see everything—her glistening folds, flushed and stretched, coated in the thick remnants of his cum. It dripped slowly, shamelessly, stringing between her lips and falling onto his chest.

“I think we’ll get there someday,” she whispered, her voice tinged with dark amusement. “But this should be good practice for now.”

And then she settled onto his mouth.

Adrian was instantly overwhelmed.

The smell hit him first—strong, musky, intimate in a way that made his stomach twist. Then the taste. His own cum. Warm, bitter, sour. It coated her pussy lips and dribbled onto his tongue as he instinctively began to lick. It wasn’t like licking her when she was fresh and clean and slick with her own arousal. This was different. This was filthy.

And he hated it.

His body recoiled at the flavor, the texture, the rawness of it. He had to fight his gag reflex more than once, especially when a new glob of cum oozed out from deeper inside her. Every time he thought he was done, another drip would slide across his tongue.

And yet…

He couldn’t stop.

He didn’t want to stop.

The shame of it, the humiliation of licking his own release from her body—it made his heart pound with something dangerously close to arousal. He wasn’t hard anymore, not physically. But his brain was lit up. Every nerve on fire. Every second he spent buried under her was a reminder of what he was.

Her cuckold.

Her cleanup boy.

He licked deeper, pressing his tongue between her lips, trying to ignore the taste, focusing only on her gasps, her little moans as she started to rock her hips on his face.

And then the thought hit him.

A shameful, terrifying thought.

What if this wasn’t mine?

What if the flavor in his mouth, the heat on his tongue… what if it wasn’t his cum?

What if next time, it was Benjamin’s?

The thought made him groan into her pussy, and Leah responded with a whimper of her own as she ground harder against him.

She began to ride his face in earnest now, her moans growing louder. Her fingers found his hair, tangled in it, pulling him tight against her as she used him. Her clit was swollen and sensitive, and every flick of his tongue made her body twitch.

She came once. Then again. And then a third time—shaking and gasping, her thighs clenching tight around his ears—before she finally collapsed beside him, completely spent.

Adrian’s face was soaked.

His mouth was coated in the aftermath of their sex.

And despite the shame and the taste and the trembling in his limbs… he felt more devoted to her than he ever had in his life.

They lay there, tangled in silence, the last of the daylight filtering through the curtains.

And as sleep began to tug at them, Adrian closed his eyes, his head still buzzing with that same, awful, beautiful thought.

What if next time, it wasn’t mine?

Adrian woke slowly, his body still aching in all the best ways. The sheets were tangled around his legs, the early morning light pouring through the slats of the blinds—and Leah was already awake.

She was curled beside him, her hand between his legs.

He stirred slightly, and she smiled, noticing his eyes open.

“Morning, baby,” she said sweetly, then leaned in to kiss his cheek. Her hand gave his cock a gentle stroke. “I love your little willy. It’s so cute. Last night, it was actually kind of comforting having this little guy back inside me.”

Adrian groaned softly, his cock twitching in her hand.

And then the words came out.

It wasn’t deliberate. He wasn’t even sure why he said it. But it tumbled out of him before he could stop it—almost like his mouth belonged to someone else.

“How did Benjamin’s cock feel?” he asked, barely above a whisper.

Leah raised an eyebrow. For a moment, she seemed surprised. And then, slowly, a wicked smile curved across her lips.

“Oh, baby,” she said, drawing out the syllables as she continued stroking him lazily. “I can’t even begin to describe it. You want to know the truth?”

Adrian gave the slightest nod. His stomach tightened. His cock throbbed harder.

“It wasn’t just the length,” she whispered. “It’s the girth. Holy fuck, Adrian. It felt like he was splitting me in two. And when I went down on him…” She paused, chuckling darkly. “I couldn’t even fit the whole head in my mouth. Not comfortably, anyway. It was that thick.”

Adrian’s gut twisted. Shame and arousal tangled together in a way that made his head spin. He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t look away.

And Leah noticed.

“Oh my God,” she teased, holding his cock up with just her fingers—forefinger and thumb encircling the base. “You really are a little thing, aren’t you?”

She looked at it curiously, as if examining a novelty item.

Then she reached across to the nightstand and grabbed her phone. She pulled up a photo and held it out.

“Here,” she said. “Look.”

It was a picture she’d taken the night of the encounter—Benjamin standing next to the bed, holding his cock at full hardness. Leah swiped to another photo, this one with her hand around it for scale.

“Now,” she said, glancing back at Adrian, “just for fun…”

She held Adrian’s cock in one hand, then pointed to the photo with the other, showing exactly where Benjamin’s cock extended far beyond the point her fingers now reached.

“He comes this much farther,” she said, tracing an invisible line from Adrian’s tip halfway up her own forearm. “Isn’t that crazy? I mean… you barely hit the halfway point.”

Adrian flushed crimson, humiliated—and somehow even harder.

Leah gave him a mocking pout. “Aww, don’t be embarrassed. Your little willy tries so hard.”

She gave him a few faster strokes, then slowed again. “But he’s so tiny. So desperate.”

Then, without warning, she gripped him tight and jerked him with quick, practiced strokes—building him up fast.

Adrian gasped, his hips bucking.

“Fuck—Leah, I—”

Just as he hit the edge, she let go.

Completely.

Adrian nearly cried out.

His cock twitched wildly in open air, dripping with pre-cum, as Leah laughed and propped herself up on one elbow to look down at him.

“Oh my God, look at you. That little thing was about to blow just from a few strokes. How pathetic is that?”

He groaned, eyes squeezing shut.

And then her hand was back.

She did it again—quick, tight strokes, just enough to make his balls tighten, his legs tense.

And again—she let go.

He actually whimpered this time.

Leah giggled, brushing her fingers across his leaking head.

“You poor baby. I don’t even need a cage to control you right now, do I? You’d cum all over yourself the second I let you.”

She leaned in close, her lips near his ear.

“Are you starting to understand your place, baby? You're not here to cum. You're here to serve. You're here to be teased, denied, and used.”

Adrian’s whole body was trembling.

Once more, she grabbed his cock and pumped it expertly, watching his thighs clench, his breath turn ragged, his eyes flutter half-shut.

He was right there.

And then—release. Not for him, but of her grip.

He cried out in frustration as his cock throbbed uselessly in the air.

“Nope!” Leah said cheerfully, hopping off the bed. “Not for you. You’ll get to clean up again later if you’re lucky.”

She walked to the dresser and began slipping into her gym leggings.

Adrian lay there, panting, hard as a rock, his cock twitching with every heartbeat.

Leah pulled her sports bra over her chest, then turned and smirked at him as she pulled her ponytail tight.

“I think I need to up my cardio,” she said casually. “If I’m going to keep up with you and Benjamin.”

Adrian let out a dry, breathless laugh, still aching for release.

Leah leaned over him, gave him a soft kiss on the forehead, and whispered, “Try not to make a mess while I’m gone, Cucky.”

Then she grabbed her keys and was out the door, leaving Adrian naked, throbbing, and humiliated… and utterly hers.


Chapter 5

The next few weeks didn’t just pass—they transformed them.

What had begun as a fantasy explored in whispers and tests had now become a rhythm. A routine. A new normal.

Most Friday or Saturday nights, Adrian and Leah would head over to Benjamin’s apartment, where the Black bull welcomed his newly claimed couple like a man taking ownership of a prized possession—one that obeyed, served, and offered itself willingly.

Benjamin had quietly put the other couples he’d been toying with on hold. There was no need for distraction. With Leah and Adrian, he had something rare: not just obedience, but chemistry. Not just submission, but hunger. And more importantly—consistency.

Leah had evolved.

In only a few weeks, she’d gone from being an intrigued wife, cautiously exploring a taboo fantasy, to something altogether different. She was Benjamin’s cock-hungry little slut, and she had embraced that role with a shocking eagerness. It wasn’t just sex anymore—it was devotion. She craved him. His voice. His body. His approval.

And Benjamin? He didn’t push. He didn’t need to.

She followed.

He’d trained other wives before, and he could already see the signs: the way Leah flushed when he gave her a command, how quickly she responded to his messages, how deeply she blushed when he praised her in front of her husband. She was on her way to becoming exactly what he loved most—an obedient, insatiable, well-used cockslut who lived for her Bull’s attention.

But it wasn’t just behind closed doors.

There was the car blowjob.

One Friday night, Benjamin had told them to meet him in the parking garage beneath his apartment. Adrian parked their car a few rows away and watched as Leah got out and walked over to Benjamin’s waiting SUV. She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t even look back.

She opened his passenger door, knelt on the seat, and leaned over him.

Adrian watched from the shadows of their own car as Benjamin’s hand guided her head down, and Leah began to suck his cock like her life depended on it. Her head bobbed steadily, her long brunette hair bouncing with every movement. Even from a distance, Adrian could see the devotion in her rhythm—the way she worked him, took him deeper, like it was something she practiced.

And then, when Benjamin tensed and came in her mouth, Leah swallowed without breaking rhythm.

Adrian sat in stunned silence as she wiped her lips, exited the SUV like nothing had happened, and strolled back to their car, heels clicking across the concrete.

She slid into the passenger seat and leaned over, giving Adrian a soft kiss on the mouth.

“Drive me home, baby,” she whispered, her voice still thick with arousal. “I want your tongue.”

And he had obeyed.

Once home, she lay back on the bed, legs open, the taste of her Bull still lingering as Adrian licked and worshipped her pussy for the rest of the night.

Then there was the afternoon fuck.

It was a random Tuesday.

Benjamin messaged them both: “Driving past your place in 30. Anyone home?”

Before Adrian could even reply, Leah sent a photo.

She was naked, bent over the bed, legs spread, back arched, her pussy and ass fully exposed to the camera.

The caption read simply: “I’m ready.”

Benjamin was at their door twenty-eight minutes later.

Adrian answered it in silence and watched as Benjamin walked past him like he didn’t exist.

He went straight to the bedroom, where Leah was already on all fours, waiting for him.

Adrian stood at the doorway and watched—powerless—as Benjamin mounted his wife and began fucking her hard and deep, her cries echoing through the room as she pushed back eagerly onto his cock.

It didn’t take long. Ten minutes, maybe twelve.

Benjamin grunted, held her tight, and came inside her. Then he zipped up, smacked her ass, and left without saying a word.

The front door closed.

Adrian walked back into the room in a daze. Leah was lying on her back now, legs still parted, cum leaking from her used hole.

She reached for him lazily, wrapped one hand around his cock, and gave him a few slow strokes.

He was so hard, so desperate. It had only taken three pumps before he exploded in her hand.

“Wow,” she said with a smirk, letting the warm mess drip from her fingers. “Not even ten seconds. You are so easy, baby.”

She teased him about it for weeks—casually mentioning it at the most inappropriate times, like when they were in the checkout line or walking the dog.

“Careful,” she’d whisper, brushing her fingers over his cage. “Wouldn’t want you cumming in your pants like last time.”

Through it all, Adrian only became more devoted. More obedient. More eager to serve. Watching Leah transform into Benjamin’s personal toy only made Adrian feel more connected to her—more in love, even as she drifted further into the role of submissive lover to someone else.

And Benjamin?

He admired Adrian for it.

He’d been with cuckolds before, but few were like this. Adrian wasn’t weak. He wasn’t pathetic. He was strong enough to watch his wife taken, used, and bred—and still treat her like royalty. Still worship her. Still love her.

Benjamin respected that.

He knew most Bulls didn’t. They liked breaking weak men. But Benjamin preferred strong ones. Confident ones. It made the domination that much more real.

And as for Leah?

She was already his. And Benjamin knew—just as clearly as Adrian did—that he could make her do anything.

The only question now was: what next?

Tonight was going to be different, thought Benjamin, watching Leah's head bob up and down on his cock. Her lipstick was smudged, her eyeliner streaked from watery eyes, and her mouth was slick with spit as she gagged again and again, desperately trying to take more of his thick cock.

"Come on, you little slut," he growled, grabbing a fistful of her brunette hair and pushing her further down. "Work that cock deeper."

She tried. God, she tried. Her lips stretched wide around his girth, her eyes already glossy as she choked. Drool poured down her chin, soaking into her chest as she fought to please him.

And through it all, her phone buzzed every few minutes.

Not with messages—sent messages.

Because tonight wasn’t just about sex.

It was Leah and Benjamin’s first overnight.

The first time Adrian had dropped her off, kissed her goodbye, and then driven home alone—not knowing exactly when she’d return. Benjamin had been deliberately vague about her pickup time, and Adrian had only made a half-hearted attempt at pretending he didn’t care. Benjamin knew better. He counted on Adrian’s cuckold angst. And tonight, that tension was going to be fed—frame by frame, message by message.

“Hold still,” Benjamin ordered, sliding his phone from the nightstand. “Let’s make sure your little husband’s enjoying his evening.”

Leah pulled off his cock with a wet gasp, spit trailing from her lips to the shaft. She was flushed, disheveled, and beautiful.

Benjamin held up the camera. Leah knew exactly what to do.

She looked straight into the lens and opened her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue to let a thick glob of saliva drip onto the head of his cock. She winked, then slowly took him back in—deeper this time, working her throat like a trained whore.

Click.

The photo went off. Then another. Then a short video clip as Leah made slurping, obscene noises with each bob of her head.

Benjamin sent them all to Adrian’s WhatsApp.

Within seconds, Adrian had seen them—three blue ticks told them he was watching, probably already hard, alone in bed, wishing he was the one getting her attention.

Benjamin smirked. “Let’s send him a nice update every ten minutes.”

He pulled her off his cock and let her breathe. Her face was a wreck—mascara running, her cheeks blotched, her mouth glossy and red.

Another click.

This time, a picture of Leah grinning drunkenly into the lens, her tits in full view, Benjamin’s massive black hand gripping both of them, squeezing hard.

That one got a reply from Adrian: a single emoji—🔥.

Benjamin tossed the phone onto the bed. “That should keep him going.”

He leaned back, groaning as Leah returned to work, her lips sliding down again, slurping hungrily.

Later, when Benjamin pulled her up onto the bed, he paused long enough to let her send a short video—her lying back, legs spread, his thick cock rubbing along her soaking slit.

Adrian received it with a caption: “Look at what you’re missing, baby.”

Another photo followed, taken seconds before Benjamin pushed inside her.

“Just the tip… for now 😉”

Leah giggled as she hit send.

Then Benjamin slammed into her, hard.

They didn’t stop.

And neither did the messages.

Another photo: Leah’s mouth open in a silent scream, her hands gripping the sheets, Benjamin’s dark body looming behind her.

Then a video: shaky, but clear—Benjamin's hips pounding into her from behind as Leah, on all fours, looked into the camera and moaned his name.

The final picture came hours later.

Leah, naked and sweaty, curled up in Benjamin’s arms, a lazy, satisfied smile on her face. His cum visibly leaking from between her thighs.

The caption?

“Goodnight, cuckboy ❤️”

Adrian stared at the image for a long time, his cock aching in its cage. There was no reply. There didn’t need to be.

Back in Benjamin’s apartment, the real show continued.

He eventually pulled Leah off the bed and stood her in front of the mirror. Her makeup was ruined, her body marked with his fingerprints, and her pussy swollen and pink from hours of use.

Benjamin’s hand trailed over her ass as he whispered, “Go clean up, babygirl.”

She smiled, flushed with pride.

“Yes, Sir.”

Leah padded to the bathroom, still wobbly on her legs, and let out a surprised yelp when she saw herself.

“Jesus,” she muttered, running a finger under her eyes to wipe away the black streaks. “I look like one of those slutty porno girls.”

But that didn’t stop her from taking a quick selfie—one last photo of her messy face and dripping thighs—just for Adrian.

She sent it with no caption this time.

He’d know.

She turned sideways and looked at herself in the mirror again, pausing for a moment of vanity that didn’t feel vain at all—more like acknowledgment.

Since she had started seeing Benjamin, she’d been spending a lot more time at the gym. The workouts, especially the lifting, had become her new ritual. Her body had changed—tightened, strengthened, sharpened—and the reflection staring back at her now was undeniably different. Her shoulders were more defined, her arms toned and lean, and there, just below her ribs, she could almost see the first signs of abs beginning to show through.

Leah smiled.

She liked what she saw. She felt strong. Desired. Empowered.

And she wasn’t the only one who’d noticed. The looks she’d started getting from other guys at the gym had become more frequent—and less subtle. Just a few days ago, a college-age guy had offered to help her with some free weights. He was maybe 22, built, a little cocky but charming. She’d caught him staring at her ass more than once, and she didn’t mind at all. If anything, it gave her a little rush. She hadn’t flirted—yet—but she hadn’t exactly shut it down either.

Her mind wandered, imagining what might happen if she gave him a little encouragement next time. Would he be bold enough to ask for her number? What would he think if he knew how she spent her weekends? Would he care?

A knock on the bathroom door pulled her gently from the thought.

“You might want to use the bathroom now if you think you need to,” Benjamin said through the door. His tone was low, calm, but it carried an unmistakable edge of control. Like he was laying the final brick in something she didn’t yet see.

Leah didn’t ask questions. She didn’t need to.

She picked up her phone, screen still lit from earlier. A new WhatsApp notification from Adrian glowed at the top.

It was in response to the photo she’d sent about forty-five minutes ago—her kneeling between Benjamin’s legs, her mascara already smudging, lips stretched wide around the thick girth of his cock, tears just beginning to brim in the corners of her eyes. The lighting had been perfect. Her mouth glistening. Her expression pure, raw need.

Jesus, Leah… I’m shaking. I can’t stop looking at these. You look incredible. I’m so hard it hurts. I love you so much. Please keep sending them. Please.

She smiled.

So desperate. So obedient. So hers.

Her thumb hovered over the reply button. She almost told him she loved him too. Almost reminded him she’d be home soon. Almost offered a crumb of reassurance.

But she didn’t.

Benjamin had told her this night had to be different. That Adrian’s craving, his submission, would deepen if she let silence do the work. If she left him hanging—aching, imagining, yearning for what he couldn’t see or hear.

"Let him ache," Benjamin had said. "Let him feel the distance. He needs it."

She locked the phone without replying and set it gently on the counter.

A final glance at herself in the mirror—face flushed, lips swollen, skin still kissed by the last round of rough hands and rougher kisses. She dabbed a cool towel over her cheeks, reapplied a touch of lip gloss, and ran her fingers through her hair to give it just the right tousled, post-fuck look.

When she opened the bathroom door, she immediately sensed the change in the air.

The bedroom had been transformed.

Benjamin had pulled the ottoman in from the living room and positioned it dead center. The bedposts now bore leather cuffs, and hanging from a brass hook on the wall were a pair of blindfolds and a thick, neatly coiled rope.

She took one step forward, and then—without warning—a warm hand touched her shoulder.

She jumped slightly.

“Easy,” Benjamin murmured from behind her. “It’s just me.”

She hadn’t realized he’d been waiting behind the door, silent. Watching. Calculating.

He reached up and slid something over her head.

A mask.

It settled gently over her eyes, snug but soft. The outside felt like firm leather, but the interior was velvety, luxuriously lined. It blocked everything out, wrapping her in shadow. Her breath caught in her throat.

She touched the edges with her fingertips—and then felt the first leather cuff snap into place around her wrist.

Then the other.

Then her ankles.

Click. Click.

Benjamin said nothing.

He didn’t need to.

Her heart pounded. Her chest rose and fell faster. Her thighs tingled with anticipation. She had no idea what was coming, but that was part of the surrender. The not knowing. The trust.

He took her hand and led her toward the center of the room, toward the ottoman, toward whatever came next.

And somewhere across town, in a quiet bedroom lit only by the soft glow of a phone screen, Adrian sat alone—hard, aching, and completely at her mercy.

There would be more photos.

More videos.

More silence.

And Adrian would drink down every second of it, one trembling message at a time.

"Tonight, since you're staying," Benjamin said, his voice low and deliberate, "we're going to explore a little more of the power dynamic between us. You told me about 'Mistress Leah'—how you used to dominate Cucky. Well, tonight… we’re going to find out if you’re really Mistress Leah, or just Leah—the submissive little slut you’ve always wanted to be.”

Leah’s breath caught. Just hearing him say it out loud made her pulse throb in her ears. Her thighs clenched instinctively, and she could already feel the heat rising between them. Adrian had always loved playing the submissive, and Leah had loved indulging him. But the truth? The truth was that something deep inside her craved this—craved being overpowered, claimed, used.

She’d never said it aloud. Never had to. Benjamin knew. He read her body better than she read herself.

"Strip, then kneel,” he said simply.

She obeyed, her hands slightly trembling as she unhooked her bra and let her panties fall to the floor. She knelt on the plush carpet, eyes lowered, skin humming with anticipation. Benjamin circled her like a lion, then snapped a quick photo with her phone—nude, kneeling, head bowed in total submission.

“You won’t be messaging Adrian tonight,” he said, smirking. “I will. I think he should see what kind of woman his wife really is.”

The implication landed like a jolt. Leah felt her stomach tighten—shame and arousal mixing so intensely she couldn’t tell them apart. Benjamin sent the photo with a simple caption:

Your mistress?
Or my little whore?

Then he guided her over to the ottoman.

“Face down.”

She stretched her body over it, her wrists instinctively moving to the sides, already anticipating the cuffs. Benjamin secured them to the feet of the ottoman, then moved to her ankles. She was bound, exposed, and unable to move.

He didn’t ask if she was ready.

Instead, he reached down and gently slipped a ball gag between her lips, fastening it firmly around the back of her head. Her jaw ached almost instantly, and she could already feel saliva beginning to build at the corners of her mouth.

Then came the squash ball.

Benjamin placed it in her left hand.

“This is your safe word now,” he said, firm but kind. “If anything’s too much, just let it fall.”

She nodded once, gagged but understanding.

Benjamin stepped back to admire her. She was stretched and vulnerable, trembling slightly, her breathing quick but steady. He reached down and ran his hand slowly across the arch of her back, down over the curve of her ass. The sensation sent goosebumps dancing across her skin.

He walked to the dresser and retrieved a black leather flogger. It wasn’t heavy—nothing brutal—but it would sting. It would wake her up. And more importantly, it would mark her. Not in blood or bruises, but in a different way. A way that would stay in her mind. In Adrian’s mind too, once he saw the evidence.

The first few strokes were light. Testing. Letting her adjust. He worked up and down her back, then moved to her thighs, alternating rhythm and intensity. Occasionally, he’d pause just long enough for her body to relax—and then strike harder, with no warning.

She gasped against the gag, her body jerking involuntarily.

Benjamin paused to take another photo—her tied down, back arched, the red lines beginning to form beautifully across her skin. Then another close-up of her ass, right before he picked up the leather paddle.

It was black, solid, and on one side, the word SLUT was embossed backward.

He smiled as he ran his fingers over the letters. Leah couldn’t see it, but she knew the feel of it when it landed. The first few spanks came from the blank side—just to warm her, to keep her guessing.

But then he flipped it.

And thwack—the first blow from the lettered side made her whole body jump.

Her eyes began to tear, not from pain but from intensity. From the feeling of being taken, possessed. He continued, slow and methodical, branding her in invisible ink that only the two of them—and later, Adrian—would ever know was there.

After a few more strikes, he crouched beside her, brushed her hair from her face, and whispered against her ear.

“You’re not Mistress Leah anymore.”

She moaned behind the gag, and her fingers clenched tightly around the squash ball—but she didn’t drop it.

Benjamin grinned.

She wasn’t going anywhere.

And Adrian?

Adrian would be sitting at home, phone buzzing again.

New message from Leah.

A photo of her bound to the ottoman, the word SLUT faintly visible in red on her right cheek.

You said she was in control.
You were wrong.
She’s mine now.

Benjamin wanted her trembling. On the edge of tears, broken open just enough to let the submission seep in. But not shattered. Not yet.

Tonight wasn’t about pushing Leah past her limits. It was about giving her a taste. Planting the seed of true surrender. Showing her how far she could fall—and how good it would feel when she did.

He delivered a few final strikes with the paddle, each one landing with a satisfying crack against her now flaming red ass. The sound echoed off the walls. Her moans had gone quiet, replaced with fast, shallow breaths. Her shoulders trembled slightly with each impact, but still—no dropped squash ball.

She was holding.

Then suddenly, it stopped.

Leah gasped for air, her breath hitching like someone surfacing from deep underwater. Her heart pounded in her chest. Her lips ached from the gag. Her entire backside throbbed with heat.

And yet, despite it all, her pussy was soaking wet.

She couldn't see what Benjamin was doing behind her, but she knew the rhythm had shifted. The silence made it worse—made her body tense in anticipation.

Benjamin, calm and collected, had reached for his phone. He flipped the paddle over so that the word SLUT was facing out. The letters were bold, blocky, reversed—perfectly designed to imprint across her skin.

He lined up the shot.

And whack—one last punishing blow landed square on her left cheek.

Leah’s entire body jolted from the force. A muffled cry escaped her throat as the pain bloomed instantly and the letters began to rise, searing themselves into her skin in hot pink.

Click.

Benjamin snapped the photo as the word emerged, proud and sharp across her ass.

She was panting now, almost hyperventilating. The sweat that coated her lower back and thighs had soaked into the leather of the ottoman, making it slick beneath her. The gag pulled at the corners of her mouth, drool slipping down her chin. But still, she held the squash ball. She wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of stopping.

Benjamin leaned forward and ran his hand slowly—reverently—over her back, down her sides, and finally across her blazing ass, fingertips grazing the swollen outline of the word he’d just branded her with.

“Holy fuck…” he murmured under his breath. “That’s a gorgeous sight.”

Then, louder, for her to hear clearly:

“By the end of the night, Leah, I want you to focus on one thing.”

He paused, letting her catch the cadence of his voice—low, commanding, intimate.

“I want you to think about how next time—when you walk through that door—you’ll get on your knees and beg me to take that sexy ass of yours.”

Leah let out a soft, whimpering moan through the gag, a sound she didn’t even recognize as her own. Not pain. Not protest. Something deeper. Something darker. Arousal tangled with shame, pride laced with submission. She didn’t know if she was horrified… or turned on beyond anything she’d ever felt.

Benjamin reached for her phone again.

He angled the camera just right—capturing her bound body draped over the ottoman, the faint glisten of sweat on her lower back, the unmistakable SLUT printed in angry red across her ass cheek.

And he sent it.

Not to her.

To Adrian.

Your wife is learning to submit the right way.
I think you’re going to be proud of her.

Leah gasped behind the gag. That was a truly terrifying thought. Her body tensed involuntarily—her heart pounding not just from the paddling, but from what Benjamin had just said.

Anal.

She had only tried it once in her life. Years ago. It was with an ex-boyfriend, long before Adrian, back when she was still trying to figure out who she was sexually. She’d been drunk—very drunk—and he’d pestered her into it after a long night out. He hadn’t been particularly big, certainly smaller than Adrian, and even then it had hurt. Badly. There was no preparation. No care. Just awkward pressure, followed by a dull, burning discomfort that didn’t get better. She gritted her teeth and let him continue for a couple of minutes before telling him to stop. They never spoke of it again. And she swore she'd never try it again either.

So why, now, was the thought of Benjamin—of his cock—doing that to her making her lightheaded with arousal?

It wasn’t the physical act. Not at all. She knew it would hurt. She knew it wouldn’t bring her pleasure in the traditional sense. It wasn’t about the sensation—it was about the surrender.

The idea that she could be bent over… helpless… used—that she could give up that final piece of herself to Benjamin—not because she wanted the feeling, but because he wanted the power over her... that drove her wild.

She couldn’t believe how wet she was just thinking about it.

It wasn’t just the idea of anal. It was the idea of him taking her ass. Of giving herself to him that fully. Of handing over that last sliver of control and letting him do something to her that, in any other context, would have been completely off-limits.

And she knew Benjamin didn’t just want to do it. He wanted her to beg for it. That was what he was building toward. He didn’t want to coerce her into anything—he wanted her to fall to her knees, look up at him, and ask for it. Plead for it. Not in the heat of the moment, not under duress—but willingly, desperately.

She didn’t know if she could ever bring herself to say those words. But God help her… she could already feel them forming in the back of her throat.

As the thoughts spun in her mind, Benjamin moved behind her silently and unhooked the cuffs from the ottoman. Her arms dropped to her sides, drained, her body slack with exhaustion, arousal, and something else—release.

He reached out and helped her rise to her feet. Her legs trembled slightly, but he held her steady. Then, he wrapped his arms around her back, pulling her into him.

He nuzzled her neck. His palms slid down the curves of her hips and cupped her ass, now hot to the touch, red and raw and tingling.

“That’s right, my little married slut,” he murmured, voice low and intoxicating. “You’re going to give up that ass to me. And not only that... you’re going to be proud to do it.”

Leah let her forehead rest against his chest.

She didn’t speak. She couldn’t. But inside, she knew he was right.

And that terrified her more than anything.

Benjamin guided her over to the bed, his hands firm but patient. Leah's legs wobbled slightly beneath her—between the flogging, the gag, and the overwhelming emotional charge of the night, she could barely stand. But Benjamin steadied her, moving with a calm, almost ritualistic precision.

He laid her down gently, her back pressing into the cool sheets. Before she could fully process what was happening, he reached to the corners of the bed and pulled out straps already tucked beneath the mattress—clearly prepared in advance. He worked quickly, securing her wrists to the bedposts and buckling her ankle cuffs into place.

Then, with a low grunt of satisfaction, he pulled her legs apart—wide. Wider than she expected. Wide enough that she felt a sudden rush of self-awareness, of how open and helpless she was. Her knees trembled slightly in the restraints, but the tension in the straps held them firm.

Benjamin placed the squash ball back in her left hand and leaned over her, his lips close to her ear. “You can always drop it if you need me to stop. But I have a feeling…” His fingers traced lightly down her sternum. “You don’t like to give up. Do you?”

Leah shook her head, her eyes wide, locked on his.

Benjamin smiled.

“Good girl.”

He stepped away for a moment and returned with a length of soft, dark nylon cord. Leah watched, mesmerized, as he worked the cord around the base of her breasts—wrapping and looping with clinical precision. As the tension tightened, her chest rose sharply with each breath, and the pressure pushed her breasts up and out. Her nipples swelled quickly, flushed pink and throbbing as blood rushed into them. She could feel them pulse with every beat of her heart.


Chapter 6

Benjamin stood at the foot of the bed, admiring her. Tied, stretched, exposed… she looked almost ceremonial. Like an offering.

“You look fucking divine like this,” he murmured.

He climbed onto the mattress, settling between her legs.

Leah jolted as his fingers grazed over her slick folds—already soaked. She hated how wet she was. Or maybe she loved it. She didn’t know anymore. The shame blended with the excitement in a haze that was impossible to separate.

Benjamin slid one thick finger inside her. Then another. He curled them slowly, deliberately, his thumb brushing along her clit in lazy, circular strokes. Leah’s moans were soft at first, stuttered around her gag, but they quickly grew louder.

Then he added a third finger. Her body tensed.

A fourth.

Leah’s eyes snapped open, her mind catching up to what was happening just as she felt his knuckles stretching her.

No. No way.

Her heartbeat spiked. Her breath hitched. She looked down her body—saw his massive hand, saw the slow, steady way he worked it, easing her open.

She panicked.

Not because it hurt—yet—but because she knew what came next.

She shook her head, her body writhing slightly in the restraints.

Benjamin didn’t stop. But he did slow.

He looked up, eyes locking with hers.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said calmly. “You think you can’t take it. But your body’s telling me something else.”

She whimpered around the gag, her hips betraying her as they subtly pushed down into his hand.

Benjamin grinned.

“You’re already halfway there, Leah.”

He didn’t force anything. He gave her a moment, letting her feel the weight of his fingers inside her, letting her acclimate to the fullness.

“You think you’re not ready?” he said, stroking her clit again with maddening softness. “But look how wet you are. Look at how badly your pussy wants this.”

He withdrew briefly, then held up his hand—slick, glistening, and spread wide.

“You’re not scared of the pain,” he whispered. “You’re scared of what it means to let someone have this kind of control.”

Leah whimpered again. Not in protest this time.

He reached for her phone on the nightstand. Snapped a photo—her bound, legs spread wide, face flushed and helpless, breasts swollen and bound, pussy wet and glistening.

She's about to learn what surrender really means, he typed. Then sent it to Adrian.

He climbed back between her legs and leaned down, placing a single, featherlight kiss just above her clit.

“We’re not there yet,” he said gently. “Not tonight. But soon.”

And Leah—despite the trembling in her limbs and the ache in her chest—felt a fresh wave of arousal surge through her at the thought of soon.

Because something inside her already knew: when he finally did take her that way…

She’d ask for it.

Benjamin pressed his hand slowly—deliberately—up into Leah’s slick, trembling pussy. Not fast. Not aggressive. Just firm, measured pressure. The base of his fist pushed against the soft resistance of her pelvic muscles, and she felt her entire body tense around it. Her thighs quivered in the restraints. Her breathing became ragged, eyes wide with fear and wonder and want.

She thought he might try to push all the way in. He was big—massive—and even the idea made her body clench with instinctive panic. But he didn’t.

Not this time.

Instead, Benjamin held that pressure right at the brink. Just enough to make her feel it. To make her realize how far her body had already surrendered. To remind her that if he wanted to—if he gave the command and she obeyed—he could.

And she’d take it.

She’d try, anyway.

Then, slowly, he relented. His fingers withdrew with a delicious tension that made her shudder, until only two thick digits remained. They slid deep again, curving up and in—searching.

Leah’s eyes rolled back.

There.

He found it.

Her body arched as his fingertips massaged her G-spot with practiced rhythm, coaxing her toward the edge once more. But he wasn’t done. With his free hand, he reached up and traced the back of his knuckles lightly along her bound, blood-swollen breasts.

The contrast was staggering.

The deep, relentless pressure inside her—the heat and stretch and fullness—was perfectly matched by the almost whisper-soft touch on her tits. Her nipples were hypersensitive from the rope binding; even the lightest brush sent sparks flying across her skin.

Benjamin leaned forward, lowering his mouth to her chest. He didn’t kiss. He blew—a delicate stream of cool air that hit her wet, raw nipples and made her cry out into the gag.

The combination was too much.

Her orgasm took her like a wave. A full-body quake that surged through her tied limbs and hit every nerve ending in a violent, glorious flood. Her legs tried to close, but the restraints kept her open. Exposed. Shaking. Helpless.

Benjamin didn’t stop. He kept the pressure steady—fingers stroking, mouth teasing. Her moans became high-pitched, the sound muffled by the gag, but they were unmistakable.

She was cumming again.

And again.

It wasn’t like before. Not with Adrian. Not even with Benjamin previously. This was something else. This was raw and animal and uncontrolled.

Benjamin watched her convulse beneath him, sweat slicking her skin, her hair clinging to her face. Her body was lit from within, flushed and shining, each movement involuntary, instinctual. She couldn’t think. Couldn’t form a single coherent thought. There was only sensation.

As her orgasm finally began to crest and fade, Benjamin slid his fingers out slowly, letting her catch her breath.

But then came the pain.

He reached up to the knots at the base of her breasts and began to undo the rope bindings. It took a moment. And when the pressure finally released, the blood surged back into her tender flesh all at once.

She screamed into the gag.

The sharp, aching burn of circulation returning to numbed, sensitive skin made her buck wildly against the straps. It felt like fire, like her chest was being crushed and licked by invisible flames. Her back arched, teeth clenched, sweat dripping from her temples.

And still—still—the squash ball remained gripped tight in her hand.

Benjamin was grinning now, the calm, predatory grin of a man who knew he had just carved out new territory in a woman’s body and mind.

“You’re unbelievable,” he whispered. “Still holding it. You really don’t want to stop, do you?”

Leah shook her head weakly, her eyes glassy with tears and bliss and exhaustion.

Satisfied, Benjamin reached up and gently unbuckled the ball gag from behind her head. He pulled it away slowly, giving her jaw time to relax.

As the rubber popped out from between her lips, Leah gasped—drool running down her chin, chest heaving, her voice hoarse.

He offered her a sip of water from a bottle he’d placed beside the bed earlier, holding it to her lips with surprising gentleness. She drank greedily, swallowing as much as she could, trying to find her voice.

“That was…” she panted, voice still trembling, “...fucking insane…”

Benjamin leaned over her again and nuzzled his face into the curve of her neck, kissing her softly—almost lovingly—before brushing her hair back from her face.

“That,” he whispered into her ear, “was just the warm-up.”

Then, as she lay dazed and drenched in sweat and arousal, Benjamin picked up her phone from the nightstand. He turned it sideways and captured her body tied wide open, her pussy slick and flushed, her tits mottled and raw, her face half ruined with tears and pleasure.

He typed out a message to Adrian.

She held the ball the whole time. And came twice. I'm just getting started.

Send.

Then he looked down at Leah again, admiring her wrecked but radiant body.

“You’re mine tonight, baby,” he murmured. “And when I’m done with you, you’ll beg me to take you again tomorrow.”

Leah didn’t respond.

She couldn’t.

She was too busy trying to catch her breath—and wondering how the hell she was going to survive the rest of the night.

Benjamin ran his hand slowly down Leah’s side, tracing the curve of her waist, the slick heat of her thigh, until his fingers hovered just above the place he’d filled and emptied moments before. She was soaked—his cum leaking from her, her own arousal still pooling beneath her. Her skin glistened with sweat, the faint red marks of the restraints still ghosting her wrists and ankles.

"And how’s my little submissive slut doing?" he asked, his voice low, casual, almost amused.

Leah let out a shaky breath. "I'm fine. Oh my fucking God, that was intense."

Benjamin chuckled, brushing a strand of damp hair from her cheek. “Yeah, I wasn’t totally sure for a second there. You were moaning like you loved it, but your eyes were saying ‘holy shit, I might die.’”

“I think both were true,” Leah admitted, half laughing, half gasping, still barely holding herself together.

Benjamin tilted his head, studied her for a beat, then smiled a smile that chilled her to the core.

"Good. Now that I have your full attention," he said, standing over her like a shadow, “I’m going to fuck you.”

Leah’s mouth parted. The words hadn’t shocked her, not exactly, but the certainty behind them sent a fresh wave of arousal through her already-ravaged body.

“I’m going to fuck that sexy little pussy of yours, just like this,” he continued, positioning himself between her thighs again. “I’m going to take it hard, and fast, and deep. And when I’m done filling you again, I’m going to get up, go grab a beer, rinse off, maybe scroll through my phone—whatever I feel like.”

He leaned down, his breath hot on her face.

“And when I’m ready… I’ll come back in here and fuck you again. You’re going to spend this entire night as nothing more than a receptacle for my cum. You don’t cum unless I say so. You don’t move unless I tell you. You don’t even breathe unless it’s for me.”

Leah whimpered—part arousal, part disbelief. But her hips shifted upward, her body already betraying her.

Benjamin wasn’t done.

“And after every single round,” he said, “I’m going to give you a little bit of time. Time to think. Time to beg. Because eventually, you’re going to beg me to take your ass. You’re going to be desperate for it, Leah. I don’t want to take it by force—I want you to give it to me. I want to hear you whisper it, scream it, plead for it. I want to see you on your knees, so ruined that the only thing left is your hunger for me inside you... everywhere.”

He paused, brushing the inside of her thigh with his fingertips.

"Because when I finally do take your ass," he said softly, “you’ll be mine forever. Not Adrian’s. Mine. My little ass slut.”

Leah’s entire body trembled. She couldn’t speak. Her mouth was dry, her eyes wide, her brain a mess of resistance and submission and aching, white-hot lust. She didn’t want it. She wanted to not want it. But something about the way he said it made it feel like a destination—a place she was inevitably headed, whether she knew it or not.

Benjamin straightened. "Now," he said, "what are you?"

She didn’t hesitate. “I’m your little slut.”

His smile was pure satisfaction. “That’s right. You’re my little slut.”

And then he was on her—in her—plunging deep and fast, one relentless thrust after another. Her restraints held her open, her legs spread wide, her hips helpless as he slammed into her over and over, the sound of wet, punishing contact echoing off the walls. She cried out—words forgotten, cries unintelligible—as he fucked her like no one ever had.

His pace was brutal. Measured. Designed not just to make her cum, but to break her. Her hands clenched the sheets, her nails scraping fabric she couldn’t reach, and her head rolled back, lips parted in helpless moans.

She came again—violently, unexpectedly. Her body convulsed beneath him, her breath caught in her throat. And still, he didn’t stop.

Benjamin held out until she was completely wrecked—until her moans turned to gasps, her gasps to whimpers. Only then did he groan, a deep, growling sound from his chest as he buried himself one final time and unleashed inside her.

It was raw. Commanding. Territorial.

When he finally pulled out, Leah could feel his cum already leaking from her, hot and wet between her thighs.

Benjamin stood tall at the edge of the bed, staring down at her sweat-slicked, spent form. Her hair was a wild halo across the pillows, her makeup smeared, her body marked and glowing.

And yet—still beautiful.

"Do you have anything you want to ask me?" he said, his voice softer now, but still holding that edge of steel.

Leah blinked, tears and sweat still clouding her vision. Her lips parted.

She thought of asking him to stay. Of thanking him. Of begging for more.

But in the end, all she said was, “No, Benjamin. You’ve given me so much.”

He nodded slowly, approving. Then turned without a word and left the room, leaving her stretched and open in the dark, her body dripping with proof of what she’d become.

And she knew, deep in her bones—

It wasn’t over.

It had only just begun.

Benjamin laughed low in his throat as he turned away from the bed, her legs still splayed open in the restraints, her body limp and glistening under the low light. Leah listened to his footsteps as they echoed down the hall, then the sound of the bathroom door creaking open. Water running. Then silence.

After a few minutes, she heard the fridge open, a bottle cap pop, the quiet clink of glass. He wasn’t rushing. He was letting her wait. Making her sit in what she’d become—his slut, his toy, his possession.

And still, the squash ball never left her hand.

Twenty minutes later, the bedroom door opened again. Benjamin stepped inside, bare-chested and casual, holding the beer in one hand. He took a slow sip and placed it on the dresser. His gaze scanned Leah’s body—now damp with sweat, breasts marked from the earlier bondage, her pussy red and raw from use. Her mascara had long since bled down her cheeks, and her lips were parted in a slack, exhausted gasp.

But she still looked beautiful.

“Good girl,” he murmured as he noticed the squash ball, still held tightly in her trembling hand.

He climbed onto the bed, knees spreading to either side of her head, and guided his soft cock to her lips.

“Suck me hard,” he said. “You know what I want.”

Leah didn’t hesitate.

She opened her mouth and let him slide in. He tasted of sweat and sex, faintly metallic and thick with his last orgasm. She gagged a little, but he ignored it, gripping the back of her head and moving her in rhythm, mouth slick and wet as he grew hard again in her throat. Her jaw ached, her lips bruised, but she never stopped.

When he was fully hard, he pulled back with a grunt, wiped the corners of her mouth with his thumb, and moved down between her thighs. Without ceremony, without a word, he shoved back into her raw, swollen pussy and began to fuck.

No tenderness. No play.

Just taking.

Leah cried out, her body lurching with each thrust. He was relentless. Ruthless. The rhythm was brutal, a constant pounding that pushed all thought from her mind. He wasn't trying to make her cum. He wasn't trying to give her anything this time.

He was simply using her. Just like he’d said.

When he was close, he leaned back, pulled out, and then stroked himself fast and hard. He grunted as thick ropes of cum splattered across her face—across her cheek, her lips, her chin. He wiped the head of his cock across her cheek, smearing the rest of it in.

Then he stood up and looked down at her, chest rising and falling.

“So, slut… do you have anything you want to ask me?”

Leah blinked through the blur of sweat and cum. Her voice was hoarse. Her jaw ached.

But her answer was steady. “No, Benjamin. You’ve given me so much.”

Benjamin stared at her for a long moment.

And then, to her surprise, he laughed.

First a snort. Then a full, amused, genuine laugh that echoed through the room as he turned and walked out.

Leah lay there, her face burning, her body sore and used and dripping, but still holding the squash ball in her left hand.

This time, he was gone longer.

When he finally returned—another 30 minutes later, fresh and composed—he didn’t say a word. He set down his drink, walked over to the bed, and began the same ritual again. The same steps. The same position. Her mouth. His cock. Her body, ready and open.

But this time, as he fucked her, he didn’t even pretend to build toward anything for her. He used her pussy like a hole. When he neared the edge, he pulled out again and painted her breasts and neck with his cum, more brutal this time, as if claiming new territory.

“So, slut…” he asked, voice calm, hand still wrapped around his softening cock. “Anything to ask me?”

Leah blinked, licking the salty smear off her lip.

“No, Benjamin,” she whispered. “You’ve given me so much.”

He grinned. Not with joy—but with pride. She was still holding out.

So he left again.

She didn’t know how long she waited. Ten minutes? Forty? An hour?

But when he returned, it was clear this was now a game. A test. A conditioning.

And when he climbed on top of her again, she didn’t flinch.

She just opened her mouth.

And let him begin again.

Leah's arms ached from the tension in her shoulders, her joints stiff from being stretched and restrained for so long. Her thighs trembled from the repeated use, and her skin was marked—red and sticky from dried cum, sweat, and hours of physical contact. Every inch of her body felt bruised or swollen, but she refused to give in. In her entire life, she had never been treated like this—used, claimed, and broken down—but somehow, the experience was intoxicating. Whether it was the flood of endorphins or something deeper, more psychological, Leah couldn't deny the way it made her feel. Stripped of control. Reduced to raw, aching want.

Benjamin had been gone longer this time.

She imagined him out there, drinking water, catching his breath, letting time stretch between them like a leash she couldn’t see but could feel tugging on her sanity. Each time he came back, he pushed her further. And each time, she’d endured. Taken it. Swallowed it. Worn it.

She was determined. Fiercely so.

Leah had told herself that no matter how far this went, she would never beg him to take her ass. That line—that—was still too far. She clung to it like a raft, the last sliver of control left to her.

In the kitchen, Benjamin leaned back against the counter, finishing off another glass of water. He shook his head slowly in disbelief. She was giving him the toughest run he'd had in years. He’d played this exact game before—more than once—and most women would’ve folded by now. Some had begged for it after just the second or third round. But Leah… Leah was proving to be something else entirely.

She hadn’t begged. Not once. And he was beginning to wonder if she ever would.

For the first time that night, he looked down at himself and realized he was completely soft. The image of her—tied down, marked, used—was still hot as hell, but his body had hit a wall. He smiled. Maybe she’d finally outlasted him.

He let the moment sit, catching his breath, appreciating the strange respect growing in his chest. Then, when he felt ready, he headed back into the bedroom.

As soon as he stepped inside, he knew something had changed.

Leah looked wrecked. Not just used—but emptied. Her head hung forward, her hair matted and clinging to her damp face. Her body was limp, her limbs slack in the restraints. Her breathing was shallow, and her skin shone with a mix of sweat and smeared, drying cum. She didn’t even look up right away.

But her hand…

Her hand still clutched the squash ball.

Tightly.

Benjamin’s eyes narrowed slightly as he walked around the bed to face her. When she finally looked up, their eyes met—and in that moment, something passed between them. Not pain. Not defiance.

Surrender.

Then, without a word, Leah let her fingers go slack.

The squash ball dropped to the floor and bounced once, then twice, before rolling across the hardwood and coming to a quiet stop against the dresser.

Benjamin stood over her, arms crossed. His voice, when it came, was calm and deep.

"Do you have something to say to me, slut?"

Leah’s lips parted. Her throat was dry. Her body was trembling.

But she knew exactly what he was asking.

And she knew the answer was coming.

"I do," Leah said, her voice raw but unwavering. "Please, Benjamin. Please… I want you to take my ass. I want you to make it yours. I want it to belong to you and only you."

Benjamin stepped forward, watching her closely, then brought the cool glass of water to her lips. Leah drank greedily, eyes locked on his. The chilled water shocked her system, but she welcomed it. She felt depleted, trembling from the inside out, but still burning.

“Do you want out of this bondage, my little slut queen?” he asked.

She nodded, wordless.

He undid her wrist restraints first, gently massaging her arms to get the circulation going again, watching the color slowly return to her fingers. Then her ankles. Then, he helped her up to a kneeling position on the bed. Leah swayed slightly, but steadied herself, still naked and marked, eyes wide and glassy.

He looked her over, admiring the bruises blooming on her hips, the raw flush across her breasts, the welts on her ass. She was wrecked—but radiant.

“Now,” Benjamin said, “I want you to beg again. This time, I want to see your soul in it.”

Leah’s voice cracked as it escaped her throat—but she didn’t hold back.

“Please, Benjamin,” she whispered, desperate and breathless. “Please. I’m begging you to take my ass. I want to give you something I’ve never given to anyone before. I want to feel your cock in my ass. I want to give you that part of me. I want it to be yours. Use me—make it yours, and use it as often as you want.”

Benjamin nodded, dark satisfaction in his expression. “That’s much better, slut. I knew you’d eventually see it my way.”

Then he turned to the dresser, picked up his phone, and unlocked it.

Leah blinked. “What are you doing?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

“We’re not quite done yet,” he said. “There’s someone who deserves to be here for this moment.”

He tapped Adrian’s name and hit video call.

On the sixth ring, Adrian picked up. His expression was instantly anxious when he saw Benjamin’s face up close.

“What’s up, Benjamin? Is something wrong? Is Leah okay?”

"Hey, cuck boy. Yes, Leah is absolutely fine. In fact, she's more than fine." Benjamin smirked into the camera. "Here, let me turn the camera around so you can see."

With a tap of his thumb, the view shifted. Adrian’s breath caught as the screen filled with Leah’s image—naked, kneeling on the bed, her hair a disheveled mess, her face streaked with smudged mascara and drying tears. Her chest and stomach glistened with the remnants of Benjamin’s cum, dried and smeared across her flushed skin. The way she knelt—shoulders back, spine straight, eyes glazed but focused—she looked like a woman broken open and remade entirely for him.

Benjamin deliberately panned the camera down her body, giving Adrian a slow, humiliating tour of his wife’s ruined state. Adrian swallowed hard. There was nothing soft or romantic in what he was seeing. She wasn’t radiant from lovemaking—she looked used. Devoted. Devastated. And it made his cock twitch painfully inside the cage.

Benjamin’s voice came again, calm but commanding. “Cuck, she’s got something she needs to say. While you’re listening. Go ahead, girl. Say it exactly like you said it before.”

Leah’s voice was hoarse but unwavering, her eyes fixed straight into the camera, into her husband.

“Benjamin, I want to give you my entire body. I’ve given you my mouth… my throat… my tits… and my pussy.” She paused just enough to let the words linger like smoke. “Now I’m begging you to take the last thing I have left to give to anyone. My ass. I’m begging you, please, Benjamin, to take my ass like you own it. Please take my ass… and take my last virginity.”

Adrian sat frozen, the words echoing in his skull.

Benjamin turned the camera back on himself, his smug grin curling with wicked delight. “Well, how about that? She gave it up just like that.” He snapped his fingers for emphasis. “And you've been married to her for what, seven years? And she never gave it up to you?”

Adrian’s voice cracked. “No. She didn’t. Fuck… is she— is she sure?”

“Oh, she’s sure,” Benjamin said. “She’s said it three times now. Look at her. You think that’s a woman who’s unsure of what she wants?” He gave a low, mocking chuckle. “And you know what, cuck boy? If she gave that up this easily… imagine what else she’d give up. I mean, if I asked her for the spare key to your little chastity cage, do you really think she’d say no?”

Adrian blinked hard. “Urm… I… urm…”

“Yeah,” Benjamin said flatly, his tone now a little sharper. “Didn’t think you’d like that one little bit. That would be a real problem for you, wouldn’t it? Both keys in my possession… That’d really drive home just how much of you belongs to her. And how much she belongs to me.”

He leaned in slightly toward the phone, his grin returning.

“But relax, cuck. I’m not asking for that. Not yet, anyway.” He looked past the camera, clearly addressing Leah now. “And she’s not begging me to take it just yet, either.”

Benjamin paused—long enough for the tension to settle like a weight across Adrian’s chest.

Benjamin smirked into the camera as Adrian stared, stunned and silent on the screen. The line had gone quiet after Leah’s raw, humiliating declaration, and Benjamin relished it for a beat longer before saying casually, “Alright, cuck boy. I think that’s enough for tonight.”

He tilted the phone so Adrian got one last view of Leah’s cum-smeared, kneeling body, her ass already glistening with lube, her lips parted in anticipation and exhaustion.

“Sleep tight,” Benjamin said with a wink. Then he ended the video call.

He tossed Leah’s phone onto the nightstand, the soft clack of it landing on wood breaking the silence. For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing—his steady, hers ragged.

Then Benjamin’s gaze returned to Leah, still kneeling, still waiting. The weight of what was about to happen hung in the air like static.

“Now,” he said, stepping closer, “let’s take what you’ve begged for.”

Leah's breath came in shallow gasps, her body a canvas of raw sensations. The room was dimly lit, shadows dancing across the walls, creating an intimate cocoon around them. Her skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, evidence of the night's relentless activities. She knelt on the bed, her limbs trembling from a mix of exhaustion and anticipation.

Benjamin stood before her, his presence dominating the space. His eyes bore into hers, a predatory gleam reflecting his triumph. He had broken down her defenses, peeled away her reservations, and now stood at the precipice of claiming the last vestige of her sexual innocence.

"Do you truly want this, Leah?" His voice was a low rumble, vibrating through the charged air. "Do you want to give me what you've denied every man, including your husband?"

A shiver ran down her spine, not solely from fear but from the intoxicating blend of humiliation and arousal. She had never imagined herself in this position—begging another man, outside her marriage, to take her in the most intimate way possible. The weight of her actions pressed down on her, yet beneath that weight was a burgeoning excitement, a dark thrill she couldn't deny.

"Yes, Benjamin," she whispered, her voice trembling yet resolute. "I want you to take my ass. Make it yours."

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her flushed face, the touch both tender and possessive.

"Good girl," he murmured. "But we're going to do this right. I want you to feel every moment."

He moved with deliberate calm, retrieving a bottle of high-quality lubricant from the bedside drawer. The subtle scent of almonds filled the space as he poured a generous amount onto his fingers, warming it between his hands. Leah's heart pounded in her chest, each beat echoing louder in her ears.

"Relax," he instructed, his voice soothing yet commanding. "Breathe deeply."

She nodded, inhaling through her nose, exhaling through her mouth, trying to steady the whirlwind of emotions swirling within her. Benjamin's lubricated fingers traced a path down her spine, leaving a trail of coolness in their wake. When he reached the cleft of her buttocks, he paused, his touch light, almost teasing.

"I'm going to prepare you," he said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. "If at any point it's too much, you tell me. Understood?"

"Yes," she replied, her voice barely more than a breath.

His finger circled her tight entrance, the sensation foreign and electrifying. She tensed instinctively, a gasp escaping her lips.

"Relax," he reminded her, his free hand massaging her lower back. "Let me in."

With conscious effort, Leah willed her muscles to unclench, focusing on the rhythm of her breathing. Slowly, inexorably, his finger breached her, the initial intrusion sending a jolt through her system. It was uncomfortable, a burning stretch that made her want to pull away, but she held her position, determined to see this through.

"That's it," Benjamin praised, his voice a dark caress. "You're doing so well."

He moved with agonizing slowness, allowing her body to adjust to the intrusion. The discomfort began to ebb, replaced by a peculiar fullness. He added more lubricant, ensuring she was slick and ready. His finger explored her depths, curling and stretching, coaxing her body to accept more.

"How does that feel?" he asked, his breath warm against her ear.

"It's... different," she admitted, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "But not as bad as I thought."

He chuckled softly. "We'll take it slow. I want you to enjoy this."

He introduced a second finger, the stretch more pronounced this time. Leah bit her lip, a whimper escaping despite her efforts to remain silent. The dual sensation of discomfort and burgeoning pleasure warred within her, creating a heady cocktail that left her dizzy.

"You're so tight," Benjamin groaned, his arousal evident in his voice. "I can't wait to feel you around my cock."

The crude imagery sent a pulse of heat straight to her core. She had never considered anal sex as something she could derive pleasure from, yet here she was, her body responding in ways she hadn't anticipated.

After what felt like an eternity of preparation, Benjamin withdrew his fingers, leaving her feeling oddly empty. She heard the rustle of foil, the snap of latex, and then the unmistakable sound of him slicking himself with lubricant.

"Are you ready, Leah?" he asked, positioning himself behind her.

She swallowed hard, nodding. "Yes. Please, Benjamin. I want this."

He guided the head of his cock to her prepared entrance, the blunt pressure eliciting a sharp intake of breath from her. He paused, allowing her a moment to adjust to the sensation.

"Push back against me," he instructed. "It'll help."

Summoning her courage, Leah did as he said, pressing her hips backward. The motion caused the head of his cock to slip past the tight ring of muscle, embedding itself within her. She cried out, the stretch intense, bordering on painful.

"Easy," Benjamin soothed, rubbing her lower back. "Just breathe. You're doing so well."

He held himself still, giving her time to acclimate to the intrusion. Gradually, the sharp sting dulled, morphing into a sensation of fullness that was both foreign and strangely satisfying.

"More," she whispered, surprising herself with the plea.

Benjamin's grip on her hips tightened, his control evident in the way he restrained himself. He pushed forward incrementally, each movement deliberate, allowing her body to accommodate him inch by inch. The process was torturously slow, but Leah appreciated his patience, the care he took not to overwhelm her.

When he was fully seated within her, they both paused, the gravity of the moment settling over them. Leah couldn't believe she had taken him entirely, that she was experiencing something she had once vowed never to try again.

"You're incredible," Benjamin murmured, his voice thick with desire. "You feel so fucking good."

A flush of pride warmed her cheeks at his words. She had done this—for him, for herself. The realization was empowering, a heady rush that made her feel invincible.

"Move," she urged, her voice stronger now. "I need you to move."

He complied, withdrawing slowly before sliding back in, the friction igniting nerve endings she hadn't known existed. The discomfort had ebbed, replaced by a building pleasure that coiled tightly in her abdomen.

Benjamin set a gentle rhythm, his thrusts measured, allowing her to savor each sensation. Leah's breaths came in soft pants, her body attuned to his every movement. She rocked back against him, meeting his thrusts, the sound of their coupling filling the room.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, his voice strained. "I want you to cum while I fuck your ass."

The explicitness of his demand sent a thrill through her. She reached between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, slick and swollen. As she circled the sensitive nub, a jolt of pleasure shot through her, intensifying the sensations coursing from where Benjamin filled her so completely. The dual stimulation created a symphony of feelings, each amplifying the other, building her arousal to unprecedented heights.

Benjamin's thrusts remained measured, each movement deliberate, allowing her to acclimate and find pleasure in this uncharted territory. The initial discomfort had transformed into a profound fullness, a sensation that was both foreign and exhilarating. Her body responded instinctively, pushing back to meet his rhythm, her fingers maintaining a steady cadence on her clit.

"Look at you," Benjamin murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Taking me so well. Such a good little slut."

His words, laced with dominance and praise, sent a shiver down her spine. The humiliation she had anticipated was overshadowed by a burgeoning pride and arousal. She was doing this—embracing her desires, surrendering completely, and finding an unexpected liberation in her submission.

As his pace gradually increased, the friction within her intensified. Each thrust sent ripples of pleasure radiating from her core, converging with the sensations she was eliciting with her own touch. The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of their shared passion.

Leah's breathing became erratic, her moans escalating in volume. The coil of pleasure tightened within her, winding tighter with each passing second. She was teetering on the precipice, the edge of an abyss she had never dared to approach.

"I'm close," she gasped, her voice barely more than a breath. "Oh God, Benjamin, I'm so close."

"Cum for me," he commanded, his grip on her hips tightening possessively. "Let go, Leah. Show me how much you love being my slut."

His words were the catalyst that sent her tumbling over the edge. Her body convulsed as an intense orgasm ripped through her, originating from the depths where he claimed her. It was unlike any climax she had ever experienced—raw, consuming, and utterly shattering. Her vision blurred, stars dancing behind her eyelids as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her.

Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically around him, drawing a guttural groan from Benjamin. He maintained his relentless pace, prolonging her pleasure, driving her higher than she thought possible. The sensations were almost too much, teetering on the edge of pain, yet she craved every second.

"Fuck, Leah," he growled, his rhythm becoming erratic. "You're squeezing me so tight. I'm going to cum."

The declaration sent a fresh surge of arousal through her. The thought of him finding his release within her, claiming her so completely, was a potent aphrodisiac. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with equal fervor, her fingers still working her oversensitive clit.

With a final, deep thrust, Benjamin buried himself fully within her, his body tensing as he found his release. She felt the warmth of his climax filling her, marking her in the most intimate way. The sensation triggered another, smaller orgasm within her, her body milking him for every drop.

They remained locked together for a moment, their breaths mingling, bodies slick with sweat. Slowly, Benjamin withdrew, leaving her feeling both empty and profoundly satisfied. She collapsed onto the bed, her limbs heavy, her mind a haze of lingering pleasure.

As she lay there, basking in the afterglow, she heard the subtle click of a camera. She turned her head sluggishly to see Benjamin holding his phone, capturing an image of her exposed, used body. A thrill of humiliation and excitement coursed through her at the realization.

"Perfect," he muttered, more to himself than to her. He tapped on his phone, and she knew he was sending the picture to Adrian.

A moment later, her phone buzzed with an incoming message. She reached for it with a trembling hand, unlocking the screen to see the image of her gaping, cum-filled ass accompanied by a text: "Did you know your wife can cum from her ass? Took it like the slut she is."

In reply Adrian had just sent a single word. “FUCK.”

A complex mix of emotions swirled within her—humiliation, pride, and a lingering arousal. She had crossed a threshold she never thought possible, and in doing so, had discovered facets of her sexuality she had never dared to explore.

As she drifted into an exhausted sleep, one thought lingered in her mind: she had given herself completely, and in that surrender, found an unexpected freedom.


Chapter 7 


The morning light filtered softly through the blinds, casting pale streaks of gold across the bed where Leah stirred, still nestled beside Benjamin. Her body ached in delicious ways, reminders of the night before lingering like fingerprints on her skin. She rolled onto her side, eyes already drifting down to the dark, sleeping form next to her.

Benjamin lay sprawled on his back, the sheet only half-covering his frame. He looked powerful even in rest, his sculpted chest rising and falling slowly, and just beneath the sheet, the thick outline of his cock already beginning to stir.

Leah smiled. She pushed herself closer, kissed his shoulder, then his chest, letting her lips linger just long enough to stir him from sleep. As she moved lower, brushing kisses across his abs and down toward the edge of the sheet, Benjamin stirred with a low, satisfied groan.

"Morning already?" he muttered, voice rough from sleep.

"Mmhmm," Leah purred, her tongue now tracing a line along the ridge of his V. "But I’m not ready to get up just yet."

Benjamin reached lazily toward the nightstand, grabbed Leah’s phone, and with a casual swipe, opened WhatsApp. He tapped on Adrian’s name and hit the video call icon.

The screen blinked to life.

Adrian appeared, still groggy, blinking at the camera. "Hello?"

"Morning, cuck boy," Benjamin said, his tone light but loaded with implication. "Hope you’re rested. Thought you might like to see how your wife wakes me up."

Benjamin angled the phone carefully so Adrian had a perfect view: Leah, already lowering the sheet, her mouth hovering over Benjamin’s now fully erect cock. She didn’t hesitate. Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth slowly, lovingly, with the kind of care and devotion that hit Adrian like a punch to the chest.

"Goddamn," Benjamin muttered, watching her with pride. "Look at her go. You ever get this kind of treatment in the morning, cuck? No, I didn't think so."

Leah didn’t even look away from Benjamin’s cock. She kept eye contact with the camera as she sank deeper, her cheeks hollowing slightly with suction, the obscene sounds of her devotion echoing in the quiet room.

Benjamin tilted the phone slightly as Leah pulled back and began to lick slowly, her tongue tracing a slow line from his balls to the tip.

"You ever get that, cuck boy? Does she ever lick your little willy like that? Or is she afraid she’ll miss it?"

Leah smirked around his cock, clearly relishing the moment. She swirled her tongue around his head, then kissed it softly before going back down again.

"Look at her. She’s happy. You should be proud," Benjamin added, chuckling. "She’s found her calling. And you? You get to watch."

Leah’s pace slowed as she sucked, her lips gliding smoothly over Benjamin’s thick shaft, wet and glistening with saliva. Each time she descended, her throat took more of him, and each time she pulled back, a wet pop echoed in the quiet room. Her cheeks were flushed now, her breathing heavy through her nose, strands of hair clinging to her damp forehead.

Benjamin’s hand moved to the back of her head, not to force her down, but to rest there—possessively.

“Fuck,” he groaned, “she’s such a good little cocksucker in the morning, isn’t she, cuck?”

Adrian didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His mouth had gone dry. His cock was straining in its cage, the pressure near unbearable. All he could do was watch, completely captivated and helpless as Leah’s mouth continued to worship Benjamin’s cock.

Wet slurping sounds filled the room—lewd, messy, intimate. Leah pulled off briefly, a string of spit still connecting her lips to the tip, then she licked up the shaft slowly, deliberately, and whispered, “He tastes so good in the morning.” Then she slid him back into her mouth without breaking eye contact with the camera.

Benjamin groaned louder this time, his abs tightening, his hips twitching.

“I’m gonna cum,” he announced, not to Leah, but to the phone, to Adrian. “She knows it. She’s not stopping. Look at her. She wants it.”

And Leah did. She bobbed her head faster now, her tongue working in perfect rhythm, her eyes locked on the camera, on Adrian. Then, with a deep moan from Benjamin and a final thrust of his hips, it happened.

Adrian watched as Benjamin’s body tensed, and Leah took every last drop.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t pull away.

She moaned.

And kept sucking.

Her throat worked rhythmically as she swallowed, and only once Benjamin’s cock stopped pulsing in her mouth did she gently pull back and begin to lick him clean. Long, slow strokes of her tongue, tracing around the head and down the shaft, collecting every trace of his cum.

Benjamin leaned his head back and exhaled, then looked back at the phone.

“When’s the last time she did that for you, cuck?”

Adrian fumbled. “Urm… I… urm… I don’t know…”

Benjamin laughed, then with a quick tap, ended the call.

Twenty minutes later, Adrian’s phone buzzed. A simple message from Benjamin’s number:

You can come and pick your little slut wife up now.

Adrian didn’t even reply. He was already halfway to the door.

The twenty-minute drive felt like both a blur and an eternity. His mind raced. What would she look like when he saw her? Would she be dressed? Would she still smell like sex? Would she be able to meet his eyes? Would he?

He pulled up outside Benjamin’s condo and parked on the driveway. He took a breath to steady himself. His hands trembled slightly on the steering wheel as he reached to undo his seatbelt. Heart pounding in his chest, cock aching in its cage, Adrian stepped out of the car and made his way up to the front door—nervous, anxious, and so wildly aroused he could barely breathe.

He raised his hand to knock.

And stopped, just for a moment, frozen in anticipation.

The door swung open, and there he was.

Benjamin. Completely naked.

His tall, muscular frame filled the doorway, his skin still glistening faintly with sweat. But what caught Adrian’s eye—what held it like a magnet—was Benjamin’s cock. Semi-hard, hanging low and heavy, the dark shaft still wet with a sheen of saliva and something else. A thick droplet of cum clung stubbornly to the tip before slowly starting its descent.

Benjamin didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. He just smiled.

Then, wordlessly, he stepped back and tilted his head toward the hallway, silently inviting Adrian inside.

Adrian hesitated at the threshold. Not out of politeness or fear—he simply couldn’t look away. He wasn’t shocked by the size anymore. He knew what Benjamin had between his legs. He had seen it, photographed next to his own, watched it inside his wife. But this was different. This was fresh. This cock had just been inside Leah. It still was her.

He stepped inside slowly, as if crossing some invisible boundary. The air smelled faintly of sweat and sex and something else—Leah’s perfume, maybe, or just her skin.

Benjamin closed the door behind him, then turned and caught Adrian’s eye with a smirk.

“Your wife is in the living room,” he said, with a pointed emphasis on the word.

Adrian felt it land hard in his chest. Wife. Not Leah. Not she. Your wife. The words, said so casually, cut like a blade.

Adrian turned toward the living room, his feet moving almost without his permission.

And then he saw her.

Leah.

Naked.

Reclined on the sofa in a way that could only be described as completely, unapologetically open. One leg half bent, the other hanging slightly off the couch. Her pussy, swollen, red, lips parted and gaping shamelessly. A glistening sheen of slick and cum coated her thighs, and even from across the room, he could see the slow, lazy trickle leaking out of her.

She shifted slightly, adjusting herself as she noticed him—and then it happened.

A loud, unmistakable queef echoed from between her legs.

Leah winced slightly, her cheeks flushing pink.

“Hi babe,” she said, her voice soft and tired. “Sorry… that was…”

She trailed off, embarrassed.

But Adrian didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

He just stood there, staring, breath caught in his throat, utterly stunned. He had imagined her looking well-fucked before—but this… this was something else. This was raw. This was ruined.

And it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

Adrian took a slow step forward. Then another. He couldn’t describe the feeling rising inside him—something raw, something primal. It wasn’t just arousal. It wasn’t even jealousy. It was something deeper than either. Something feral. A need. The visceral, unexplainable urge to reclaim.

To take back.

He didn’t even realize he was holding his breath until it caught in his throat.

Leah hadn’t moved. She still lay there, sprawled open on the sofa, painted in sweat and cum and exhaustion. But her eyes tracked him as he crossed the room. Calm. Knowing. Daring.

Behind him, Benjamin reappeared in the doorway, still gloriously, unashamedly naked. His thick, glistening cock swung lazily between his thighs with each step as he crossed toward the hall.

“I’m gonna take a shower,” he announced casually, as if they were all just roommates sharing a Sunday morning.

Then he disappeared without another word, the sound of his footsteps fading down the hall.

And then it was just Adrian and Leah.

Adrian stopped in front of her, only inches away. His eyes devoured the sight: her slick, flushed body, her puffy, gaping pussy still leaking the remnants of another man’s cum. She smelled like sex. Looked like sex. She was sex.

Leah lifted her head slightly, meeting his stunned gaze.

Then, with a lazy smirk curling at the edge of her mouth, she said, “Well? Are you gonna fuck me or just stand there like a good little cuck?”

And as she said it—timed almost cruelly perfectly—her pussy let out another long, wet, disgusting queef.

The noise was obscene. Sloppy. Vile.

She didn’t flinch. She just smiled.

Adrian stripped quickly but nervously, his hands trembling slightly as he peeled off his shirt and dropped his pants. His cock was already rock hard, pointing upward with desperation, as though his body was trying to will itself into something more than it was. He stepped forward, toward Leah, who hadn’t moved from her position on the couch. Her body glistened faintly from sweat and leftover cum, her pussy red and gaping slightly, an unmistakable sign of the abuse it had taken.

He climbed onto the couch, positioning himself between her legs. He guided his cock down, but missed the mark entirely, sliding up along her slit and bumping her clit. Leah gasped slightly, not from pleasure but from surprise, and then smiled indulgently.

"You’re not in, babe," she murmured with a gentle laugh.

Flushed with embarrassment, Adrian adjusted and tried again, this time managing to slide himself inside. Her pussy was warm and slick, still full of Benjamin’s cum, and his cock was instantly engulfed. He let out a shaky moan and began to move his hips.

He started slow, then faster. He gave it everything he had. For minutes he thrust into her, angling differently, trying to go deeper, harder, pounding her as hard as he could manage. He gritted his teeth. He moaned. He whispered her name. He kissed her neck, her chest, her mouth. He pinned her wrists, pushed her legs higher, anything to get a better angle.

Leah lay there. Her eyes were half-lidded. She moaned occasionally, a soft, indulgent sound, but there was no urgency in it. No desperation. Just politeness.

"Am I… is it okay?" Adrian asked breathlessly. "Can you feel me?"

Leah hesitated, her hands stroking along his arms. She kissed his shoulder, avoided eye contact for a moment, and said, "It’s nice, babe. I mean… it’s just... you feel really… small. I’m just not very sensitive right now."

Adrian's heart plummeted, but he kept thrusting. She moaned again, and for a moment he felt a flicker of hope, until she let out a loud, wet queef beneath him. She giggled softly, brushing his cheek. "Sorry, I guess I’m still full of him."

Adrian swallowed. He looked into her eyes. "You don’t have to lie, Leah. You can tell me."

She hesitated, then sighed. "Okay. It's… not very good. I'm sorry, babe. It's not you, it's just—"

"Because my dick is small?" he offered, bitterly.

Leah winced. "No. I mean… kind of. But it's not your fault. You didn’t choose that, and you know I love you. You do so much for me. You make me feel safe and loved."

But the words didn’t help. Adrian could feel himself deflating inside her. His cock began to soften. His rhythm faltered. Leah noticed.

She leaned up slightly and kissed his forehead. "It's okay. Don't beat yourself up. But if you want to make me cum..."

He looked up at her, hopeful.

"You're going to have to get that tongue of yours back to work," she said with a teasing smile.

Adrian blinked.

Leah smiled wider. "Yeah, babe. You're not going to fuck a cum-filled pussy like this to orgasm. But maybe… maybe that talented tongue could do the trick."

He hesitated, eyes flicking down between her legs, at the messy, ruined hole still leaking Benjamin’s cum. He swallowed hard.

"You said you wanted to make me cum," she added, her voice softer, more coaxing now.

He nodded slowly.

"Then there's only one way that's going to happen," she whispered. Another massive queef erupted from her pussy, almost on cue, as she spread her legs a little wider and ran a finger lazily down her soaked slit.

Adrian, humiliated and overwhelmed with conflicted arousal, started to lower himself between her thighs, his breath shaking as he knelt down before his wife.

Adrian knelt between her legs, the couch cushions sinking beneath him, the scent hitting him instantly. It was potent—musky, sweaty, deeply sexual—and unmistakably filled with the remnants of another man. Her pussy, still red and stretched wide, glistened with a mix of juices, some hers, most not. His stomach twisted with disgust, humiliation… and something else. That same magnetic pull that had kept him from looking away when Benjamin first slid inside her. That same masochistic heat that now drove him to lean in.

Leah watched him with amusement and fondness, one leg lazily draped over the back of the sofa, the other slightly bent to the side. Her fingers idly played with her clit, slick with arousal and cum. “You’re such a good boy for me,” she murmured, voice low, almost mocking. “I knew you’d end up here.”

Adrian’s breath trembled as he pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. Then another. He buried his shame and disgust as best he could. The closer he got, the more he could see her pussy visibly gaping, still oozing the thick remnants of Benjamin’s final load. It clung to her lips, dripping slowly in globs. He had to close his eyes for a second and just breathe through it.

Then he leaned in.

His first lick was hesitant, tentative. He dragged the flat of his tongue from the very bottom of her slit up to her clit, tasting the mix of her arousal and the slick saltiness of semen. The texture, the flavor—it made his stomach twist—but the moan Leah let out pushed him further.

He licked again, slower this time, using the tip of his tongue to trace the edges of her stretched entrance. A sticky trail of cum met his lips, and he forced himself to swallow it down.

“Oh my God,” Leah moaned, her voice thick with satisfaction. “I can still feel him inside me… and now you’re cleaning up the mess like the good little cuck you are.”

Adrian groaned softly into her pussy. His shame surged, his cage tightening uncomfortably. His tongue worked more intently now, circling her clit, then plunging back down to gather more of the cum that leaked out of her. Each time his tongue dipped inside her, he felt the slick give of her stretched walls, and each time he tasted more of what Benjamin had left behind.

Leah started to rock her hips slowly, rhythmically against his face. She let out a soft, long queef that echoed in the room, making Adrian flinch.

“Oops,” she giggled. “Guess there’s still some air in there. You really are licking a pussy that got completely destroyed, huh?”

He didn’t stop. He couldn’t. His humiliation had become his arousal, and the shame only made him more desperate to please her.

He switched up the pace, pressing his mouth over her clit and starting to suck gently, letting his tongue flick rapidly against the swollen nub. Leah gasped. Her hips jerked up, and her fingers slid into his hair, gripping tight.

“Fuck—just like that,” she hissed. “Oh my God… keep going. Don’t you fucking stop, cuck.”

Adrian moaned into her, the vibrations only heightening her pleasure. He used one hand to spread her lips wider and drove his tongue deeper inside her, scooping and swirling, cleaning her like a man starving.

Another wet queef pushed out into his face, and Leah burst into laughter. “Jesus, Adrian! You’re such a mess. You’re licking a pussy that’s queefing all over you.”

He didn't stop. His tongue danced between her clit and her entrance, working her higher and higher. He could feel it in her thighs, the way they trembled. He could hear it in her breath, the way it hitched. Her moans became louder, sharper, her grip on his hair nearly painful.

Then her whole body tensed.

“Oh fuck—fuck, fuck, fuck!” she cried out. Her thighs clamped around his head, her back arched, and her entire body spasmed. Adrian felt it first—her pussy clenched around nothing, and then a sudden, hot burst of fluid flooded against his tongue.

She came hard. Uncontrollably. Her orgasm rippled through her, and with it came a gush of cum that spilled out of her and onto his face, his mouth, down his chin.

Adrian held on, kept licking, kept sucking as her body writhed and her screams filled the room.

Only when her hips began to twitch and jerk involuntarily, oversensitive and overwhelmed, did he finally slow down.

Her hand on his head weakened into a soft stroke. “Fucking hell,” she breathed, eyes closed, chest heaving. “I think I blacked out for a second.”

Adrian stayed where he was, lips pressed against the inside of her thigh, his face soaked with her orgasm and Benjamin’s leftovers, his heart pounding, his mind spinning.

She was still trembling as she began to come down from the high.

Leah stretched like a cat coming down from the heights of ecstasy, her muscles slow to respond, her breathing still uneven. Her body shimmered faintly in the soft morning light that poured through the partially open curtains, the golden rays cutting across her naked form. Adrian remained kneeling on the floor between her legs, hands limp by his sides, lips wet with her juices, chest rising and falling with anxious energy. Her taste still coated his tongue—faintly sour, unmistakably his own defeat.

For a few long moments, they simply existed in that fragile space. Leah recovering, Adrian suspended in uncertainty. Then, without a word, Leah rose onto her hands and knees, her hips lifting, her thighs spreading. She turned and crawled slowly, almost deliberately, to the end of the sofa. The movement alone was enough to hypnotize him. And then she stopped.

Positioned perfectly.

Legs wide.

Back arched.

Pussy swollen and gaping, dripping down her inner thighs.

And just above it, her asshole—red, puffy, faintly glistening from the previous night’s brutal use. She tilted her head back just enough to look at him over her shoulder, her eyes cool and unreadable.

Adrian, still half-kneeling, rose slowly to his feet. His cock had grown hard again—aching, twitching, desperate. His hands trembled as he stepped forward, every cell in his body screaming for connection, for reclamation. His hands reached out, instinctively, grasping her hips.

And just as the head of his cock pressed forward—barely brushing the lips of her slick, wrecked pussy—

She spoke.

“Oh… no, baby.”

Her voice was low. Commanding. Almost pitying.

Adrian paused, stunned, his body still, cock pressing helplessly against her.

“You’re not going to fuck me.”

The words landed like a slap.

“I… what?” he managed, blinking rapidly.

She looked back again, smirking. That same glint in her eye, the one that always meant something was coming—and not the kind of thing he ever felt prepared for.

“You didn’t really think I bent over for your little willy, did you?”

The air seemed to leave the room.

Adrian instinctively took a small step back, his grip loosening on her hips.

“I mean, really,” she continued, her tone amused, cruel in its softness. “After last night? After Benjamin’s cock was inside me— and inside here again this morning—” she reached back with two fingers, parting her own cheeks as she tilted her hips higher “—you think I’m going to let that tiny little thing anywhere near my pussy?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it again. He didn’t have the words.

“I got into this position so you could finish your job, darling. You cleaned my pussy. Now it’s time to clean my ass.”

She said it so matter-of-factly, so casually obscene, it didn’t even sound like a suggestion. It was simply what was going to happen.

Adrian’s mouth went dry.

“No,” he breathed, a whisper, a protest that even he didn’t believe.

Leah let out a breathy laugh, the kind that chilled his spine.

“What’s the matter? A little squeamish?” She turned her body slightly so he could see more. The angle gave him a perfect view—her asshole still visibly used, the faint gleam of leftover lube or cum, the deep, obscene gape that had been opened by Benjamin’s cock. “Scared of where he’s been? Because I’m not. I loved it.”

She looked over her shoulder again. Her smile had shifted—no longer playful. Now it was mocking. Devastating.

“And let’s be honest, Adrian. What exactly are you going to do with that little thing back here? Tickle me?”

He flinched.

She was on a roll now, and she knew it.

“You never made me cum earlier and from behind has always been more challenging, hasn’t it? You always tried so hard, bless you. But your little willy just won’t reach anything after last night.”

She laughed.

“I couldn’t feel you in me earlier if I wanted to. I was doing my best to look interested, but babe… I’ve been stretched open. You’re not even close.”

Adrian’s heart pounded painfully in his chest. His cock throbbed, humiliated and hardened all at once.

A loud, wet queef erupted from Leah as she adjusted her position slightly. She didn’t even blink.

“Still full of him,” she said flatly. “Still leaking his cum. So maybe you should show me you’re good for something. Get down there and clean me out.”

Adrian stood frozen, paralyzed with shame, arousal, confusion, humiliation. The image of her spread open like that—used, ruined, and utterly calm—burned itself into his memory. His cock twitched, betraying him.

“And if you do a good job,” she added, lifting herself a little higher, “I might—might—consider giving you permission to cum today.”

The silence stretched.

“I mean, it’s only fair, right?” she went on. “You just spent the morning watching me suck another man’s cock. You didn’t get anything. You’ve earned a little something, haven’t you?”

She wiggled her hips. “So what’s it going to be, cuck boy?”

Adrian’s eyes locked on the sight before him. Her used pussy. Her gaping ass. Her voice in his head.

He stepped forward, trembling.

And began to kneel.

Leah didn’t move at first. She stayed where she was—leaning over the back of the couch, her body still glowing from the brutal fucking Benjamin had given her and the intense orgasm from Adrian’s tongue. Her thighs were slick with his cum, her pussy used and emptied, and the air in the room still reeked of sex. Her breathing was slowing, but her eyes stayed sharp, fixed on Adrian like a cat watching something squirm.

He slid to his knees, flushed and trembling, the taste of Benjamin’s release still thick on his tongue after licking it from her pussy. His cock was stiff and aching, bobbing uselessly in the air, desperate for relief he hadn’t earned.

Leah looked back at him over her shoulder, and the slow, sadistic smile that spread across her lips made his stomach twist.

“Still hard?” she asked, tilting her head like she was amused. “God, you’re pathetic.”

She shifted her weight and reached back, spreading herself open with two fingers. Her ass—still slick, slightly parted from Benjamin’s rough use—was streaked with the mess of him. The faintest trace of cum oozed down from her hole, and Adrian’s eyes locked on it, horrified.

“You’re not done,” she said simply. “Come finish the job.”

Adrian’s breath caught in his throat. He stared at her exposed hole, raw and used, shining in the low light. His heart pounded in his ears. He’d never done this before—not even close. The thought of licking her ass, especially like this, filled him with revulsion and something deeper—an ache that he couldn’t name.

She glanced back, her eyes narrowing.

“Don’t make me say it twice.”

He crawled forward, his arms trembling. Every inch felt like a mile. His knees burned against the hardwood. When he was close enough to smell her—really smell her, the sweat, the cum, the undeniable filth—his stomach churned.

He hesitated, just a moment. That was all she needed.

Leah turned her head slightly, her voice low and dangerous now. “Do it, Adrian. Get your fucking tongue in there. You wanted to see what it means to be mine. You were the one that wanted to see more of Miss Leah—well, this is it. This is what’s left for you.”

With a broken breath, he leaned in and dragged his tongue across the slick crease of her ass. The taste hit him instantly—sweat, cum, lube, the bitter tang of what Benjamin had left behind. His whole body recoiled, but he kept going. Shame curled hot in his chest, worse than anything he'd felt before.

Leah moaned softly—not from pleasure at first, but from satisfaction. From knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

“There you go,” she purred. “Good little sissy. Lick it. Get in there. Clean me properly.”

Adrian swallowed hard and pressed in again, running his tongue more firmly between her cheeks, trying not to think, trying not to gag. His face was burning. He hated the way it felt, hated the taste, hated himself for obeying—and yet his cock throbbed, twitching with helpless arousal.

Leah laughed—sharp and cruel. “You really are disgusting. Look at you. You’re licking my ass while it’s still sloppy with his cum. Can you even taste it? Of course you can.”

She rocked back slightly, forcing his face tighter against her.

“Stick your tongue inside,” she ordered. “I want you to feel just how stretched I am. That was his cock in there, Adrian. His thick, perfect cock. And now you get to tongue the hole he used.”

Adrian whimpered, the sound muffled by her flesh, and pushed his tongue forward. The sensation made his skin crawl—warm, slick, degrading in every possible way. He felt like nothing. Not a man, not even a person. Just a mouth. Just a tool to be used.

She let out a soft gasp. Her hips twitched.

“Ohhh... there it is,” she sighed. “God, you’re such a good little freak. I knew you’d be good at this. All that bottled-up need and shame—turns out it makes for a really obedient little rimjob bitch.”

He couldn’t reply. He didn’t want to. His tongue worked deeper, slower, tracing her every fold, every slippery, used edge, swallowing his pride with every movement. His eyes stung. His stomach turned. And still, his cock throbbed between his legs like it was grateful for the humiliation.

Leah’s breath started to hitch. Her taunting grew slower, heavier, blurred with the beginning of pleasure.

“Oh fuck…” she groaned, gripping the back of the couch now. “Don’t stop. Right there. I’m going to cum on your tongue. I’m going to cum with your face buried in my filthy, used ass.”

She shoved back against him harder, grinding her hole against his mouth as her moans got sharper, rougher.

“God, you’re nothing,” she gasped. “Nothing but a nasty little cum cleaner. My fucking rimjob toy. You don’t even get to fuck me until I’ve used you to cum again.”

Her whole body tightened. A shudder rolled through her hips. Then she came—loud, raw, violent. Her legs trembled. Her cries broke into breathless laughter as her orgasm tore through her, long and messy and overwhelming.

When it was over, she sagged forward onto the couch, hair hanging in her face, her skin glowing with sweat. She stayed there for a moment, just breathing.

Then, slowly, she turned onto her back and looked down at him—his face slick, his eyes wide and empty.

She smiled, soft and vicious.

“Right,” she said. “I guess now you can cum. Fuck me and make your little willy cum.”

Leah stretched her legs out slowly, still sprawled on her back across the couch, her body radiating satisfaction. Her red hair was a wild halo, her skin glowing, her lips still curled in the soft echo of a smirk.

She glanced down between her thighs, expecting to see Adrian hard and ready, finally about to get the one thing he’d been so pathetically desperate for.

Instead, she blinked.

Then she laughed.

“Oh my god,” she said, sitting up slightly. “Are you serious?”

Adrian froze. His face was already red—but it deepened instantly, mortified.

Leah leaned forward, staring at his cock.

It was completely soft.

Utterly limp.

A glistening strand of cum still clung to the tip, twitching slightly with his shallow breathing. A slow drip fell to the floor between his knees, thick and glistening.

Then she looked past him—to the couch cushion.

There, just beneath where Leah had been bent over moments ago, was a massive puddle of cum. A warm, sticky sprawl of milky-white that had leaked from Adrian as he knelt there, untouched.

“No fucking way,” she whispered, eyes wide with mock delight. Then the laughter returned, sharp and cruel. “You came?”

She dragged out the word like it was the dirtiest insult imaginable.

“You came. Without being touched. While licking my ass.”

Adrian didn’t speak. He couldn’t. His lips parted, but no sound came out—only a low, strangled gasp as his humiliation turned volcanic. His cock twitched once, soft and useless, and another drop spilled out of him.

Leah let out a deep, theatrical sigh. “Jesus, that is pathetic.”

She stood slowly, stepping around him, the heat of her body still radiant. Her bare feet padded through the space between his knees and the sofa, her eyes never leaving the mess.

“You didn’t even need to fuck me,” she said, voice low and cutting. “Just being told to. Just licking my used, filthy ass was enough to make your little willy explode all over the furniture.”

She knelt slightly and tapped the cum-soaked cushion with one finger, holding it up like she’d just touched something revolting.

“You ruined the fucking couch.”

Adrian was still frozen. Breathing hard. Face on fire. His hands trembled at his sides, helpless.

Leah turned her head toward him, her smile tightening.

“Well?” she said sweetly. “You know what to do.”

He looked up, stricken.

She raised an eyebrow. “Clean it. With your mouth.”

She took a slow, deliberate step back, her hands on her hips now, watching him like he was something beneath her. Her voice dropped a note lower—calm, cruel, inevitable.

“Lick up your own pathetic little mess, and maybe I’ll let you jerk off later. Though honestly? I don’t know if you even deserve that.”

Adrian had just finished lapping up the last drops of his own cum from the couch cushion, his cheeks burning, his lips sticky with shame. He was still on his knees, his cock soft and glistening, when he heard footsteps on the stairs.

Benjamin strolled back into the living room, still naked, towel slung casually over his shoulder. His tall, muscular frame looked completely at ease, like this was just another Saturday afternoon. In his hand, he held a small object between two fingers—metal, unmistakable.

The key.

He tossed it to Leah, who caught it without breaking her gaze from Adrian.

Benjamin looked at her, raising a brow. “Did he actually do it?”

Leah smiled.

“Oh, he did,” she said sweetly, slipping the key into her purse. “Cleaned me like a good little maid. Pussy, thighs, everything.”

Benjamin chuckled. “Even your ass?”

She turned to him, grinning. “Every inch.”

Benjamin blinked. Then burst out laughing. “No fucking way.”

Adrian flushed deeper, lowering his eyes as both of them laughed—genuinely amused by his complete and utter degradation. The worst part was that it didn’t even feel cruel. They were just... amused. Relaxed. Like this was all perfectly normal now.

Leah stretched lazily, then reached for her panties and slipped them on, followed by her bra and dress. Benjamin took his time getting dressed, watching her with easy admiration. Adrian stayed quiet, pulling his boxers off the floor, desperate to cover himself, to escape this moment and pretend it hadn’t happened.

But just as he was about to lift them over his hips, Leah turned.

“Uh-uh,” she said sharply, stepping toward him. “Hold it.”

Adrian froze.

She reached out and gave the head of his cock a light, teasing slap with her fingers. He flinched instinctively.

“Where’s your cage?” she asked, smiling sweetly.

He hesitated, cheeks burning. “It’s... in the car.”

She beamed. “Perfect. Let’s go put it on then. We wouldn’t want any more accidents, would we?”

Benjamin smirked and shook his head, amused.

Leah leaned up to kiss him, full and slow. Adrian watched, still holding his boxers like they might protect him from something. She ran a hand through Benjamin’s hair, then pulled back and whispered, “I can’t wait for next time.”

With that, she slipped her heels on and gestured to Adrian. “Come on.”

The cool air outside hit hard after the heat of the living room. The parking area behind Benjamin’s condo was empty and quiet, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the pavement.

Leah stopped next to the car, unlocked it, and then turned to Adrian. “Drop them.”

He looked around nervously, heart pounding. “Leah, out here—”

She tilted her head. “Now.”

He obeyed, his hands trembling as he pushed his pants and boxers down. The breeze kissed his bare skin as he stood there, humiliated and exposed, next to the car. She reached into the glove compartment, retrieved the small black case, and opened it.

With practiced ease, she slipped the cage over his soft, useless cock and locked it in place with a click. The key went right back into her purse.

“There,” she said brightly, like she’d just finished tying his shoes. “Much better.”

Adrian pulled his pants up quickly, face flushed, hands fumbling. Neither of them said anything as they got into the car. He started the engine, hands tight on the wheel, and pulled away from the condo.

For a long minute, the silence sat heavy between them.

Then, Leah leaned back in her seat, sighed softly, and smiled. “You know,” she said, “I really enjoyed that.”

Adrian nodded slowly, staring at the road. His mind was spinning, trying to make sense of it all, trying to stitch together some illusion of normal life again.

“Want to go out for dinner?” he offered, voice thin, too casual.

Leah turned her head toward him, eyes soft, still glowing with satisfaction. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Her lips were warm and sticky. The faint scent of cum still clung to her breath.

“I’d like that,” she murmured.

And just like that, they drove on. No more words about what had happened. No apology. No denial. Just the quiet hum of the road beneath them, and the knowledge that everything had changed.

The End.
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Taken: A White Wife Surrenders to her BBC Fantasy

I knew I should have put a stop to it then and there. I should have said that was a nice little fantasy, a harmless bit of fun. I should have made her apologize to Edward for leading him on. But I didn't. I just sat there helplessly, watching as the next message came through.

I'm going to come to your apartment in fifteen minutes. If the door is unlocked, I will come in, and I expect to find you naked on the bed. And I expect to find your husband waiting in the living room to lead me to you!

But now I'm sitting in the living room waiting for the door to open.

I'm about to watch my wife get taken by our big black neighbor. And all I have to do to stop it is get up and lock that door.

Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

It was at that moment I knew the damage had been done. As my husband Steve climbed on top of me I had to actually think about it. For the first time in my life, I had to ask myself the question.

Was it in yet?

I hated myself for even thinking it. I know how rude it is. I know how disrespectful it is. Although I can't really make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this, and it was Caleb and his big black cock that had stretched me out only an hour before.

No, the only person to blame for this was me. I chose to suck black cock, I chose to cheat on my husband. Although my friend Lauren can probably take a tiny bit of the blame, but that's another story entirely.

But however I try to explain it, one thing is for sure. After what Caleb did to me, now my pussy is ruined.

Taken While He Watches: A Cuckold's Fantasy Becomes A Brutal Reality

In that moment, Laura knew the damage had been done. She knew she would never be entirely satisfied with James’s cock again.

As she knelt down in front of him, all she could think about was Jordan—Jordan’s muscular black body, Jordan’s big black cock, how she had just given him head and enjoyed it more than she had ever enjoyed sucking James’s cock.

She hated herself for even thinking it, but as she looked up, she wished it was Jordan’s cock in front of her face. She knew how rude it was, how disrespectful it was. And yet, she couldn't make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this. Well—it was mostly her fault. Although, Jordan and his big black cock had to take a little bit of the blame too.

But as her lips closed around her boyfriend's very average white cock, it hit her. Jordan wasn't to blame. No—the only person to blame for this was her. She chose to suck black cock. She chose to cheat on her boyfriend. She opened her mouth and sucked his friend’s cock while he was in the shower.

No matter how she tried to explain it, she knew one thing for certain.

After what Jordan had just given her, things would never be the same.

And now, only one question lingered in her mind.

What would his cock feel like inside her?

Well—that and the other question nagging at the back of her mind.

She knew James liked interracial porn. She had seen what he watched.

But that was just porn, right? That wasn’t something he wanted her to actually do.

Was it? But as she started sucking she started wondering. Would he actually do what the guys in those videos he liked to watch had done. Would he get on his knees and lick her clean after Jordan had finished with her? Surely he wouldn't?
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