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		Megan found the first key in the freezer, wedged between the ice trays like a secret someone wanted forgotten. It was small, brass, the kind that looked older than their marriage. Tyler was at the reference desk, sleeves rolled high, glasses slipping down his nose while he helped a freshman find primary sources on the Gilded Age. She texted him a photo of the key resting on her bare palm, nothing else. No words. His reply took four minutes: a single sweating emoji and the word please.

		She left it there all day.

		That night he came home flushed, the way he used to get when they first dated and she’d make him wait until after dinner to touch her. She cooked nothing. She sat on the kitchen island in one of his white button-downs, legs crossed, the key on a thin silver chain between her breasts. Tyler dropped his messenger bag the second the door shut. He didn’t speak. He knelt. The linoleum was cold; she watched his knees spread for balance, watched the tremor in his thighs. She let the silence stretch until it felt like a third person in the room.

		“Hands behind your back,” she said.

		He obeyed instantly. She walked slow circles around him, the chain brushing his cheek when she passed. His breath hitched every time the metal grazed his skin. She stopped behind him, pressed the sole of her bare foot between his shoulder blades, and pushed until his forehead touched the floor.

		“You want it off tonight?”

		His answer was a broken whisper against tile. “Yes, Megan.”

		She crouched, gathered his hair in one fist, tugged his head back so he had to look up at her. “You don’t get to want. You get to beg.”

		He begged. Beautifully. Voice cracking, eyes wet, words tumbling over each other until she was the one trembling. She let him kiss the key still resting warm between her breasts. Then she stood, walked away, left him there on the floor with the taste of metal and her skin on his tongue.

		The cage stayed on.

		Rashawn started appearing in her Instagram stories the next week. Not posed shots (never that obvious), just glimpses: the edge of his forearm as he reached past her for a book on the top shelf, the reflection of his smile in the break-room microwave door, the way his thumb brushed hers when he handed over a stack of interlibrary loans. Tyler saw every one. She made sure of it. She posted from her private account, the one he wasn’t supposed to have the password to, but of course he did. He watched on his phone in the bathroom at work, door locked, hand pressed hard over the front of his slacks because even that small pressure made him leak.

		She began staying late.

		First it was “cataloging overtime.” Then it was “helping Rashawn with the new digital archive.” Tyler cooked dinner alone, ate in front of the television with the volume off, eyes flicking to his phone every thirty seconds. When she finally came home, her lipstick gone, hair loose from its bun, she smelled like someone else’s cologne and the faint metallic trace of library dust. She kissed Tyler on the forehead like he was a child, tasted the salt of his unshed tears, and went to shower.

		He waited on the bathroom rug, naked, cage straining, until she told him he could come in and kneel by the tub. She let him wash her back, let him soap between her legs where she was swollen and slick and not from him. He whimpered when his fingers found the evidence of another man’s mouth on her. She gripped his wet hair and held his face an inch from her pussy, close enough to smell Rashawn on her, not close enough to taste.

		“You’ll get yours when I say,” she whispered, water streaming down her breasts. “And only after he’s had his.”

		The first time she let Rashawn touch her at work, it was in the rare-books cage, door locked, lights dimmed to preservation levels. He pressed her against the glass case that held a first-edition Baldwin, palms flat on either side of her head, and kissed her like he was translating every filthy thing she’d ever whispered about in group chats with her locked husband. She came standing up, skirt rucked to her waist, his fingers curled hard inside her, her own hand clamped over her mouth to keep from screaming. When he pulled away, his lips were wet with her. He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, gentle as any lover, and said, “Tell Tyler I said hi.”

		She did. That night. She straddled Tyler’s chest while he lay flat on the bedroom floor, wrists tied to the foot of the bed with two of his own neckties. She fed him the taste of her orgasm on the same fingers that had been inside her hours earlier. He licked them clean, eyes rolling back, hips jerking uselessly in the cage. She rocked against his chest, smearing wetness across his skin, and told him every detail: how big Rashawn’s hand felt spanning her throat, how easily he lifted her onto the reading table, how he’d made her count the seconds between thrusts just to watch her lose the numbers.

		Tyler sobbed when he came without being touched, a ruined dribble that leaked through the bars and puddled on his stomach. She scooped it up with two fingers and painted it across his lips like gloss.

		The grooming stretched across weeks that felt like foreplay on a planetary scale. Every day she pushed the line a little further. She sent Tyler photos mid-day: her thighs spread on Rashawn’s lap in the staff lounge, his dark hand disappearing under her skirt. Audio clips of her moaning another man’s name while Tyler graded papers in the quiet third-floor carrel. Once, she FaceTimed him from the passenger seat of Rashawn’s car, camera angled down so Tyler could watch Rashawn’s fingers working in and out of her while they idled at a red light. She came twice before the light turned green, breath fogging the lens, then ended the call without saying goodbye.

		Tyler stopped wearing underwear. The cage rubbed constantly now, skin raw, precum a near-permanent shine at the tip. At night she locked his wrists to the headboard and rode his face until she was dripping, until his jaw ached and his lashes were soaked with her. She never let him inside her anymore. She said her pussy was saving itself for someone who could actually fill it.

		The night it finally happened, she prepared like a ritual.

		She shaved herself smooth in the shower while Tyler knelt outside the curtain holding the towel. She lotioned every inch of skin until it gleamed. She chose the black silk wrist cuffs she’d ordered months ago and never used, laid them on the bed next to the new spreader bar still in its discreet brown box. She dressed in a crimson lace bodysuit that left her breasts bare, nipples already hard, and the matching garter belt. No panties. She wanted nothing in the way.

		She made Tyler set up the camera himself, a discreet little 4K thing on a tripod in the corner of their bedroom. He angled it exactly as she instructed: wide enough to catch the whole bed, high enough to see faces. When he finished, she clipped a leash to the ring on his cage and led him to the upholstered chair she’d placed at the foot of the bed. She bound his ankles to the legs, wrists behind the chair back with the silk cuffs. She gagged him with the panties she’d worn all day, still damp from anticipation. Then she kissed his forehead again, soft as forgiveness.

		“Watch closely, baby. This is what stamina looks like.”

		Rashawn arrived at 8:17 p.m.

		He filled the doorway the way some men fill entire rooms, tall and broad, skin a deep burnished brown that made the crimson of her lingerie look like fresh blood. He wore a black T-shirt stretched across his chest and gray sweatpants that did nothing to hide the heavy swing of his cock. He didn’t speak to Tyler. He didn’t even look at him yet. He walked straight to Megan, cupped her face in both massive hands, and kissed her slow and deep until her knees buckled.

		Tyler made a sound behind the gag. A wounded animal noise that turned into a moan when Rashawn broke the kiss and finally glanced his way.

		“Evenin’, man,” Rashawn said, voice low, amused. “Heard you been waitin’ a long time for this.”

		Megan’s laugh was shaky with want. She took Rashawn’s hand and led him to the bed. They didn’t rush. She wanted Tyler to see every second, to burn it into memory.

		She started on her knees.

		Rashawn stood at the edge of the mattress, sweatpants pushed down just enough to free his cock. It was thick, darker than the rest of him, flushed almost purple at the head, a single bead of precum trembling at the slit. Megan looked up the length of his body, eyes shining, and opened her mouth. She took her time: long, slow licks from base to tip, tracing every vein, swirling her tongue around the head until Rashawn’s hand settled heavy in her hair. Only then did she sink down, lips stretching wide, throat relaxing to take more and more until her nose pressed against his pelvis and she held there, humming.

		Tyler thrashed in the chair, ropes creaking, cage bobbing with every futile jerk of his hips.

		Rashawn fucked her mouth steady and relentless, hips rolling, guiding her with that hand tangled in her hair. Saliva dripped down her chin, onto her breasts, made the crimson lace dark and clinging. When he pulled out, a string of spit connected her lips to his cock for one obscene second before it broke. She gasped, chest heaving, eyes watering, and smiled like she’d won something.

		He lifted her easily, turned her, pushed her face-down on the bed with her knees on the floor. The spreader bar came next. She’d left it within reach; he knew exactly what it was for. He fastened the leather cuffs around her ankles, clicked the bar into place so her legs were forced wide, pussy exposed and glistening. Then the wrist cuffs, clipped together behind her back. She was helpless, ass in the air, breasts pressed into the duvet, completely open.

		He didn’t enter her yet.

		He knelt behind her instead, spread her with both thumbs, and licked her from clit to asshole in one long, filthy stripe. Megan cried out, tried to push back, but the bar held her still. He did it again. And again. Long, slow laps that made wet sounds loud enough for the camera to catch. When he finally sealed his mouth over her clit and sucked, she came hard, thighs shaking, voice breaking on his name. He didn’t stop. He slid two fingers into her spasming pussy, curled them, worked her through it until she was sobbing into the sheets, begging in broken pieces.

		Only then did he stand.

		He rubbed the head of his cock through her wetness, coating himself, teasing her entrance until she was babbling please please please. When he pushed in, it was slow, relentless, one continuous thrust that didn’t stop until his hips met her ass and she was stretched impossibly full. He held there, letting her feel every inch, letting Tyler see the way her back arched and her bound hands flexed uselessly.

		Then he fucked her.

		Not gentle. Not polite. Deep, punishing strokes that rocked the bed, skin slapping skin, her moans turning to screams on every inward thrust. He gripped the chain between her cuffs for leverage, pulled her back onto him, used her like something owned. She came again, sudden and sharp, pussy clamping down so hard he groaned and had to still for a moment or lose it.

		He didn’t want to come yet.

		He pulled out, flipped her onto her back, the spreader bar forcing her legs obscenely wide. He dragged her to the edge of the bed, hooked her bound wrists above her head to the headboard with a spare carabiner she’d left on the nightstand. Then he crawled over her, cock dragging up her belly, leaving a wet trail, until he straddled her chest. He fed himself into her mouth again, deeper this time, fucking her throat while she gagged and drooled and stared up at him with worship in her eyes.

		When he pulled out the second time, he was close. Veins standing out on his forearms, jaw clenched. He moved down her body, shoved back inside her pussy in one brutal thrust, and set a pace that had the headboard banging the wall. Megan’s third orgasm hit like a seizure, back bowing off the bed, a high keening sound that didn’t even sound human. Rashawn followed seconds later, buried to the hilt, cock pulsing as he filled her, hot and thick and endless.

		He stayed inside her while they both caught their breath, kissing her slow and lazy, one hand stroking her hair like she was something precious even after he’d wrecked her.

		Eventually he pulled out. A flood of cum followed, dripping from her swollen pussy onto the sheets. He looked over at Tyler, who was crying silently, cage dripping, face wrecked.

		Rashawn smiled, almost kindly. “Your turn, man.”

		He unclipped Megan’s wrists, helped her sit up though her legs were still locked wide by the bar. She crawled to the foot of the bed on shaky limbs, cum running down her thighs, and knelt between Tyler’s spread knees. She unlocked the cage with fingers that trembled from aftershocks. Tyler’s cock sprang free, small and angry red, already leaking. She didn’t touch it.

		She looked up at him, eyes soft for the first time all night.

		“Open,” she said.

		He opened his mouth, still gagged with her panties. She removed them gently, let them fall to the floor soaked with his saliva. Then she climbed into his lap, thighs bracketing his, and sank down onto his cock in one slick motion. He was inside her for the first time in months, surrounded by another man’s cum, stretched loose and sloppy and perfect. He lasted four thrusts. Maybe five. He came with a broken sob, hips jerking, filling her with what little he had left.

		Megan kissed him through it, tasting salt and surrender, and whispered against his lips, “Good boy.”

		She stayed there a long time, holding him while he shook apart, Rashawn watching from the bed with lazy satisfaction. When she finally climbed off, she left Tyler bound to the chair, cock soft and shining with both their releases.

		She curled up against Rashawn instead, head on his chest, one leg thrown over his. He stroked her back in slow circles while Tyler watched them fall asleep tangled together.

		In the morning she unlocked Tyler’s ankles, massaged the red marks on his wrists, fed him breakfast from her fingers like he was something fragile and beloved. She kissed him soft and sweet and told him he’d been perfect.

		The cage went back on before he left for work.

		Some nights Rashawn came over. Some nights he didn’t. But the camera stayed in the corner, red light blinking, and Tyler’s key stayed on its chain between Megan’s breasts where it belonged.

		Megan kept the camera rolling even when Rashawn wasn’t there. She wanted the archive. She wanted Tyler to know there would always be proof.

		Some evenings she came home alone, kicked off her heels in the foyer, and found Tyler already waiting on his knees by the couch, palms up on his thighs the way she had trained him. She would stand over him, still in her work skirt and blouse, and unbutton just enough for the key to glint against her sternum. She never spoke first. She let the silence do the work until his breathing went shallow and the cage twitched against his zipper.

		Only then did she reach down, thread her fingers through his hair, and pull his face against the front of her thigh. He always inhaled like a drowning man breaking the surface. Sometimes she was wet from nothing more than the day itself (the power of knowing what she could do, what she had done, what she would do again). Sometimes she still carried Rashawn inside her, thick and cooling, and she would drag Tyler’s mouth higher until his tongue found the evidence and he groaned like it hurt.

		She never let him come on those nights. She edged him with her stockinged foot until his thighs shook, until tears soaked the blindfold she sometimes tied, until he begged in that cracked voice that made her stomach flip. Then she locked the blindfold in place, zipped him back up, and sent him to sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed with only a thin blanket and the taste of another man on his tongue.

		Rashawn learned the rhythms quickly.

		He would text her mid-morning (simple things: a peach emoji when he knew Tyler was sitting two cubicles away pretending to shelve returns; a single drop of water when he wanted her in the staff bathroom, door locked, skirt over her hips, his palm sealed over her mouth while he took her from behind against the sink). She always went. She always came back to the circulation desk with her lips swollen and her thighs trembling and Tyler’s eyes tracking every flush on her skin.

		One Thursday the library closed early for staff development. Rashawn drove her to his apartment instead of theirs. Tyler knew. She had kissed him goodbye that morning with particular sweetness, slipped a new silicone plug into his ass while he was still half-asleep, and whispered, “Hold this for me all day, baby. I’ll want it warm when I come home.”

		Rashawn’s place was high-ceilinged, sunlight pouring over bare brick walls and a bed big enough for what they planned. He didn’t bother with pleasantries. He stripped her in the living room, left her clothes in a trail like breadcrumbs, and carried her to the bedroom where restraints already dangled from the wrought-iron headboard. Thick leather, padded, serious. He buckled her wrists high above her head, spread her legs with his knees, and spent what felt like hours doing nothing but tasting her.

		He licked her open slowly, lazily, like a man enjoying an expensive meal he didn’t have to rush. When she started trying to rock against his mouth he pinned her hips flat and made her take it at his pace. He brought her to the edge four times (five?) and every time she got close he stopped, blew cool air over her clit, and waited for her to come back down. She was sobbing by the end, wrists jerking in the cuffs, voice shredded from pleading.

		When he finally let her come it was with three fingers deep inside her and his tongue flicking mercilessly. She squirted (something she had never done with Tyler) and the humiliation of it sent her over again immediately. Rashawn laughed softly, wiped his face on her thigh, and slid up her body to kiss her so she could taste herself sharp and musky on his tongue.

		He fucked her twice like that, wrists still bound, legs wrapped high around his waist, the headboard knocking the wall in a steady rhythm that probably annoyed the neighbors. The second time he pulled out just before he came and painted thick stripes across her stomach and breasts. He scooped it up with two fingers and fed it to her while she was still twitching with aftershocks. She sucked him clean, eyes locked on his, then licked her lips like she wanted more.

		He took a photo (close-up of her bound wrists, her flushed chest streaked white, her mouth open and shining) and sent it to Tyler with no caption.

		Tyler’s reply was instant: a voice memo, just his ragged breathing and one broken “please.”

		Megan came again from the sound alone.

		They stayed at Rashawn’s until dusk. He showered with her, washed her hair with deliberate care, traced soap across every bruise blooming on her hips and thighs. When he dropped her off at home he kissed her goodbye on the sidewalk in full view of the neighbors’ Ring cameras, one hand possessive on her ass, and told her he’d see her tomorrow.

		Tyler was waiting exactly where she had left him that morning: on his knees in the bedroom, plug still in place, cage dripping, eyes red from crying or arousal or both. The room smelled faintly of his desperation.

		She didn’t speak. She walked straight to him, hiked up her skirt, and sat on his face. He ate her like a starving thing (Rashawn’s cum still inside her, mixed with her own, hours old and thick). She rode his tongue until she came twice, grinding hard enough to leave his face shiny and swollen. Only then did she reach back, ease the plug out slowly, and replace it with three of her own fingers. Tyler moaned into her pussy, hips jerking helplessly.

		She edged him for an hour. Fingers in his ass, slow strokes over the cage, her mouth hovering an inch from the tip so he could feel every hot breath but never the relief of contact. When he started babbling (incoherent promises, worship, degradation, anything she wanted to hear) she finally took pity.

		She unlocked the cage.

		His cock sprang up small and angry, veins bulging, precum strung like spider silk. She didn’t touch it. She straddled his thighs instead, lined him up with her soaked entrance, and sank down in one slick glide. He was inside her bare for the first time in months, surrounded by another man’s spend, and the sound he made was inhuman.

		She fucked him slow. Cruelly slow. Lifting until just the head was inside her, then dropping down hard enough that their bodies slapped. She watched his face the entire time (every twitch, every tear, every desperate plea behind clenched teeth). When he got close she stopped completely, sat still with him buried to the hilt, and waited until his hips stopped trying to chase friction.

		She did it four times.

		On the fifth she leaned forward, bit his earlobe, and whispered, “Come inside me, baby. Add your little mess to his.”

		He came so hard his vision whited out. She felt every pulse, every weak spurt, and it made her laugh softly against his neck. When he was finished she stayed on him, letting him soften inside the swamp of their combined release, then lifted off and pushed two fingers into herself. She brought them out dripping (white mixed with thicker white) and painted his lips, his cheeks, the tip of his nose.

		“Leave it,” she said when he tried to lick it away. “I want you to smell us both when you fall asleep.”

		She re-locked the cage while he was still floating, kissed the tears from his temples, and curled up behind him on the floor with her arm around his waist like they were any normal couple.

		The next morning she woke him with her mouth on the cage, licking through the bars until he was hard and aching again. She made him cook breakfast wearing nothing but an apron, cum still flaking on his face. When Rashawn texted that he was outside, she opened the door naked, pulled him inside by his belt, and let him bend her over the kitchen island while Tyler plated eggs with shaking hands.

		Rashawn fucked her hard and fast, one hand fisted in her hair, the other reaching around to rub her clit in tight circles. She came screaming, nails scraping the granite, and Rashawn followed with a deep groan, pumping her full again. When he pulled out he slapped her ass once, sharp and proprietary, and told Tyler, “Coffee, two sugars.”

		Tyler served it with both hands trembling so badly the cup rattled in the saucer.

		They developed rituals.

		Sunday nights became inspection nights. Megan would lay out every toy on the bed (plugs in ascending sizes, the leather cuffs, the new metal spreader bar with ankle and wrist attachments, the sounding rods she hadn’t worked up to yet) and make Tyler kiss each one before she decided what mood she was in. Some nights she locked him in the chastity cage with the built-in plug and made him sleep that way. Others she bound him spread-eagle on the bed and rode Rashawn reverse cowgirl so Tyler had the perfect view of another man’s thick cock splitting her open, of the way her pussy stretched and gripped and dripped.

		Rashawn liked to hold her throat when he came. Not squeezing hard, just owning. She would go limp in his arms, eyes rolling back, and Tyler would watch from whatever corner she had tethered him to, watch Rashawn mark her inside and out.

		One night she surprised them both.

		She texted Rashawn to come over, told Tyler to set up the camera and wait in the chair. When Rashawn arrived she greeted him at the door on her knees, mouth open, hands already behind her back. He stepped inside, closed the door with his foot, and fed her his cock right there in the foyer, one hand on the back of her head, the other holding his phone filming down at her tear-streaked face. She swallowed him to the root over and over until he came down her throat with a guttural curse.

		Then she stood, took his hand, and led him past Tyler (who was already leaking through his slacks) into the bedroom.

		She had prepared something new.

		In the center of the bed lay a wide leather bench, padded, with attachment points at every corner. She stripped Rashawn slowly, kissing every inch of skin she revealed, then turned to Tyler.

		“Undress,” she said.

		He did, hands fumbling, cage bobbing.

		She pointed to the bench. “Lie down. On your back.”

		He obeyed, trembling. She bound him carefully (wrists to the upper corners, ankles to the lower, spread wide, completely vulnerable). His cage pointed straight up, already glistening at the tip.

		Rashawn watched with lazy interest, stroking himself back to hardness.

		Megan climbed onto the bench, straddled Tyler’s face facing his feet, and lowered herself onto his waiting tongue. She rocked slowly, savoring the way he licked her clean from the day (because of course she had let Rashawn fuck her in the library bathroom at lunch), then looked over her shoulder at Rashawn.

		“Your turn,” she said.

		Rashawn moved behind her, gripped her hips, and slid into her pussy in one smooth thrust. Tyler felt it (the shift of her weight, the sudden flood of wetness as another man filled her right above his mouth). Rashawn started slow, letting Tyler feel every stroke through her body, letting him taste the slick that dripped down.

		Then he sped up.

		The bench rocked. Megan braced her hands on Tyler’s chest, nails digging in, and rode the dual sensation (Rashawn’s cock pounding her, Tyler’s tongue frantic beneath). She came hard, grinding down so hard Tyler struggled to breathe, and Rashawn laughed and fucked her through it until she was shaking.

		When Rashawn came he pulled out at the last second and shot across Tyler’s caged cock and balls, thick ropes that mixed with Tyler’s own helpless dribbles. Megan immediately slid down, took Tyler into her mouth through the bars, and sucked gently while he writhed and sobbed and came in weak pulses that she swallowed like communion.

		Afterward she untied him, massaged the marks on his wrists, and let him curl between them on the bed (Rashawn on one side, her on the other) while they stroked his hair and told him how good he had been.

		Some nights she denied him for weeks.

		She would come home smelling of sex, throw her soaked panties at his face, and make him wear them over his head while he cooked dinner. She would tie him to the dining room chair and feed him from her fingers (pieces of steak Rashawn had grilled, bites of dessert she had shared from Rashawn’s mouth) while his caged cock strained and dripped onto the floor beneath the table.

		She kept a tally on the refrigerator: tiny tally marks in red marker for every day he stayed locked, every orgasm she had with Rashawn, every load Tyler cleaned from her body. When it reached one hundred she promised him something special.

		The hundredth mark fell on a Friday.

		She blindfolded him at sunset, buckled him into the car, and drove. He had no idea where they were going until the engine cut off and he heard the familiar jingle of Rashawn’s keys.

		Inside Rashawn’s apartment again, but different this time. Music low and thrumming. Candles. The smell of massage oil and sex already in the air.

		She stripped Tyler slowly, kissed every inch of skin as it appeared, whispered praise and filth in equal measure. When he was naked she led him to the bedroom and laid him face-down on the bench again. This time the restraints were silk rope, soft but unforgiving. She bound him tight, chest to the padding, knees spread and locked to the legs, ass high.

		Rashawn entered then, naked and already hard, carrying a bottle of lube and a thick black silicone cock that made Tyler’s breath hitch behind the blindfold.

		Megan kissed the back of Tyler’s neck. “You’ve been so good,” she murmured. “Tonight you get to feel what I feel.”

		They took their time.

		Fingers first (one, then two, then three) slick and relentless, scissoring inside him until he was pushing back without shame, moaning into the padding. Rashawn’s mouth joined, tongue licking around her fingers, then replacing them, wet and obscene. Tyler came the first time just from that (untouched, cage dripping onto the floor, body shaking so hard the bench creaked).

		They didn’t stop.

		Megan moved to his head, removed the blindfold, and fed him her pussy while Rashawn worked him open with the silicone cock (slow, thick thrusts that made Tyler’s eyes roll back and his moans vibrate against her clit). She came twice watching Rashawn fuck her husband with the toy, watching Tyler take it deeper and deeper until his body went loose and accepting.

		Then Rashawn replaced silicone with flesh.

		He entered Tyler carefully, one hand stroking his back, the other reaching beneath to hold the cage like comfort. Tyler sobbed (pain, pleasure, surrender, all of it tangled). Megan held his face between her breasts, let him bite and suck and cry against her skin while Rashawn took him apart with long, deep strokes.

		When Rashawn came inside him it felt endless. Hot pulses that Tyler felt in his spine. Megan came again just from the sight, grinding against Tyler’s tear-streaked face.

		Afterward they untied him, carried him to the bed, sandwiched him between their warm bodies. Rashawn’s cum leaked slow and steady from Tyler’s stretched hole; Megan reached back and pushed it deeper with gentle fingers, claiming him in a new way.

		They fell asleep like that (Tyler in the middle, held and used and cherished).

		In the morning Megan unlocked the cage for good.

		Not because the game was over.

		Because the cage was inside him now.

		She kissed the tiny scar where the ring had rubbed for months, slipped a thin platinum band onto his cock instead (snug, permanent, hers), and clicked a tiny lock through it that only she had the key to.

		Tyler cried when she did it.

		Rashawn kissed his tears away, then kissed Megan over Tyler’s bowed head, and the three of them stayed in bed until noon, lazy and sated, planning the next hundred marks.
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		Click the button below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever John Lundgren publishes a new book. There's no charge and no obligation.
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		Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

		

	
		 

		Did you love Chastity Chronicles: Wife's Slow-Burn Bull Conquest? Then you should read Gangbang Gateway: Hotwife's Club Initiation by John Lundgren!
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		A single silver line on a black card was all it took to shatter their routine: You've been watching long enough.

		For Emma and Ryan, a boring Thursday night in Brooklyn transforms into a Breathtaking descent into their darkest fantasies when a mysterious invitation summons them to a hidden SoHo loft. They aren't just going to dinner; they are stepping into a world of Forbidden pleasure where the only rule is absolute surrender.

		Behind a steel door and under the glow of a red bulb, five masked strangers wait. They are Relentless, Sinful, and ready to take what belongs to Ryan while he is forced to watch from the shadows. This is the moment Emma has craved for two years—a Scandalous performance of Lust and submission that will push her boundaries and leave her Breathless.

		From the touch of cold silk to the heat of Uncensored passion, this story explores the intoxicating power of a Shared Wife fantasy. It is a Mind-blowing journey into the Taboo, where jealousy is replaced by the Provocative thrill of seeing the woman you love become Shameless for an audience.

		Prepare for a Steamy, Explicit encounter that redefines ownership. This is a Wild, Tantalizing tale of a marriage strengthened by the Depraved acts of a single night. Surrender to the urge.
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			Yoga Retreat Yield: Guru's Hotwife Enlightenment
		

		
			Beachside Betrayal: Vacation Villa Voyeur Vortex
		

		
			Femdom Festival: Music Fest Wife's Wild Encore
		

		
			Taboo Tutor: Daughter's Lesson in Hubby Humiliation
		

		Chastity Chronicles: Wife's Slow-Burn Bull Conquest

		
			Cleanup King: The Cuck's Throne of Shame
		

		
			Gangbang Gateway: Hotwife's Club Initiation
		

		
			Interracial Inheritance: Cuck's Family Legacy
		

		

	cover.jpeg
BHASTITY’ CHRONICLES: WIFE'S
SLOW-BURN BULL CONQUEST
w N





OEBPS/Images/image-SFS09976.png
Sign Me Up!





OEBPS/Images/image-CJFF87GQ.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/Images/image-NYY8WGHY.jpg
GANGBANG GATEWAY: HOTWIFE'S'
CLUB INITIATION





