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		Chapter 1: How It All Began

		

		Rebecca and James had what most people would call a picture-perfect marriage. They had been together for over ten years, living in a comfortable apartment in Queens, New York. On the surface, everything looked stable: James worked as a day trader on Wall Street, Rebecca kept the household running smoothly, and they shared the quiet routines of everyday city life. But behind closed doors, the spark had faded. While James always enjoyed sex with Rebecca, his short stamina and even shorter penis had made sex less enjoyable than Rebecca had expected. On top of that, sex was predictable, infrequent, and ultimately unsatisfying for Rebecca.

		

		It started innocently enough during the long months of the pandemic lockdown. Bored and restless, Rebecca began exploring online with her best friend Allison Bloom. Allison, already living the hotwife lifestyle, introduced Rebecca to hotwife and interracial cuckold videos. She loved the visual contrast of thick, powerful BBC stretching and pleasing women in ways she had never experienced as well as the power dynamic the hotwives had over their cuckold husbands. The more she watched, the more she wondered how a big black cock would actually feel. One day, while James was at work, she ordered a large BBC dildo. When it arrived, she wasted no time. As soon as she slid the thick, heavy toy inside her, her eyes rolled back and a deep moan escaped her lips. The stretch was incredible, far more intense and satisfying than anything James had ever given her. She rode it slowly at first, then harder, losing herself in the fullness and the way it hit spots she didn’t even know existed. She came harder than she had in years, her legs shaking, her body trembling with pleasure she hadn’t felt before. She used the big black cock dildo again and again over the following weeks, each time fantasizing about the real thing. That first session left her addicted. That was the moment she truly understood she was a size queen. She craved the real thing, a thick, long, powerful BBC, more than anything.

		

		That was when their journey truly began.

		

		Rebecca is a confident woman in her early thirties with a striking and memorable appearance. She has noticeable vitiligo only on her pussy, which creates beautiful contrasting patches of lighter and darker skin across her labia. She has a fit, athletic-yet-curvy build: toned legs, a tight waist, full natural breasts, and a firm, spankable ass that reddens easily from play and looks incredible when arched or spread. Her hair is dirty blonde. It is naturally very curly but she occasionally wears it straight, giving her versatile looks from wild and bouncy to sleek and polished. With expressive eyes and a teasing, wicked smile, she carries herself with natural confidence and dominance.

		

		James is her devoted husband in his forties. He has a noticeably balding hairline with short hair remaining on the sides and back, giving him an everyday, unassuming “average guy” look. His build is average also, which made him less sexually appealing to Rebecca as her cravings grew. His cock was only four-and-a-half inches long when fully hard, making the contrast with the thick BBC she now desired even more stark and frustrating for her.

		

		Their progression was surprisingly fast once Rebecca decided she wanted more. They started with soft fantasies and light role-play using the large big black cock dildo. Soon they moved to their first real MFM experience with a vanilla friend who was decently hung but still nowhere near what Rebecca now needed. Within months Rebecca was dating regularly. She quickly built a rotation of well-endowed BBC bulls, beginning with Rex, Ro, and Sam for solo and occasional group sessions. These three quickly became favorites, especially Sam. Over time, she began filming teasing clips of herself riding them enthusiastically and eventually started making James lick her clean after.

		

		Rebecca’s best friend, Allison, entered the picture a bit later and added a whole new layer of excitement. Allison is a fiery, playful PAWG redhead hotwife also in her early thirties. She has bright red/auburn hair (often in a high ponytail), fair freckled skin, and a voluptuous thick PAWG body: wide hips, a round jiggly ass, thick thighs, and large natural breasts. Allison loves joining sessions with bratty, enthusiastic energy. She helps guide Rebecca during intense moments, films, or joins in on the fun. Her presence turns many nights into what felt like a wicked girls’ night.

		

		It was Allison who first brought Big Badman into their circle. One evening she introduced him during a joint session, and the chemistry was immediate. Rebecca rode him with raw enthusiasm while Allison assisted, and the footage quickly became some of her hottest teasers. Big Badman’s size and stamina stood out even among her regular bulls, leaving Rebecca unbelievably addicted after that first night.

		

		By the time they reached the point shown in Rebecca’s recent X teasers, the lifestyle had become their new normal. Rebecca had fully embraced her role as a confident, addicted hotwife and cuckoldress, while James had fully accepted his role as her devoted cuckold husband. Viewers saw high-production bedroom clips: Rebecca in fishnet bodysuits with a reddened, spanked ass riding powerful BBC bulls (including her first anal scene with Big Badman while Allison guided her), her vocal dirty talk about superior cocks, and James performing his cleanup duties, often with her grinding on his face while she recounted how much better the bulls felt. The full explicit scenes, longer sessions, visible creampies, and deeper cuck participation lived on OnlyFans.

		

		Lately, however, Rebecca had been feeling the need to take things further. The current videos were hot, but she wanted to spice them up even more to push the boundaries. She wanted new layers of intensity and to make the experience significantly hotter for both her and James. She craved fresh scenarios that would heighten the humiliation, deepen James’ submission, and give her fans something even more addictive to watch. James, fully conditioned to his role, was both nervous and undeniably excited by the idea. That shared craving for something darker and more intense is exactly where this story begins.

		

	
		Chapter 2: The First Lock

		

		Their anniversary fell on a quiet Friday evening. Rebecca had been planning this night for weeks. James came home from the trading floor a little after six, loosening his tie as he stepped through the door of their Queens apartment. The lights were already dimmed to a warm glow. Soft R&B played from the bedroom speakers. James noticed the air smelled faintly of Rebecca’s favorite vanilla-scented candles.

		

		When he walked into the living room, Rebecca was waiting for him wearing a black garter belt and stockings with only a semi-sheer black robe covering her, the silky material barely covering the tops of her thighs. Her dirty blonde hair was down in loose curls, and that familiar teasing smile played on her lips.

		

		James stopped in his tracks, eyes widening. It had been months, maybe longer, since Rebecca had dressed up like this for him. His mind immediately went to one place.

		

		“Wow! Happy anniversary,” he said, a hopeful smile spreading across his face as he stepped closer. “You look incredible. I guess you want to celebrate properly tonight?”

		

		Rebecca’s smile deepened, but there was something else in her eyes. She let the robe slip open just enough to reveal the black lace thong and bra underneath, giving him a little teasing glimpse of her body.

		

		“I dressed like this because tonight is a very special night” she stated, tilting her head. “It will be special for both of us, baby. Come with me.”

		

		She took his hand and led him straight to the bedroom. James’ heart was already racing. His mind jumped to how he would finally get to fuck his wife again. It had been months of only being allowed to watch her fuck her bulls. He sat on the edge of the bed as Rebecca stood in front of him. She slowly untied the robe and let it fall to the floor.

		

		“Strip,” she commanded gently.

		

		James obeyed quickly, his cock already stirring as he pulled off his shirt and pants. When he was completely naked, Rebecca picked up the remote and turned on the large TV mounted on the wall.

		

		“I want you to watch something with me first,” she said, settling beside him. “A video you’ll remember very well.”

		

		The video started playing. It was one James had been present for just two weeks earlier. It was with Sam, her favorite bull, in their own bedroom. James’ stomach dropped as the memory flooded back. He had been kneeling right beside the bed the entire time, holding Rebecca’s left hand while Sam fucked her. Her wedding rings were sparkling right in front of his face.

		

		On screen, Rebecca was riding Sam in the reverse cowgirl position. Her dirty blonde curls were bouncing wildly as she slammed down onto his thick shaft. Her voice filled the room, loud and mercilessly filthy. It was the most humiliating verbal takedown she had ever given him in front of a bull.

		

		“Look at my husband, Sam,” she moaned loudly, staring straight at James in the video. “Look at his pathetic little dick just sitting there, hard and leaking while he watches you stretch me open. He’s never made me feel close to how you’re making me feel in ten years of marriage. Never. This is how a real man fucks, James.”

		

		He remembered every word. He had been kneeling there, cheeks burning, as Rebecca continued without mercy.

		

		“Tell him, James. Tell Sam how much better his cock fucks me than yours,” she had demanded right in front of her bull.

		

		In the video, James’ shaky voice could be heard. “His cock fucks you so much better,” he said completely humiliated.

		

		Rebecca had laughed cruelly on camera. “Louder, cuck. Tell him your tiny white dick could never satisfy me. Tell him you’re just here to watch and clean up after a superior man.”

		

		James had repeated it louder, voice cracking with humiliation while Sam grinned and pounded Rebecca harder.

		

		Now, watching it again with Rebecca beside him, James felt the same wave of shame wash over him. His cock was rock hard in his lap from the humiliating feeling that was returning as he watched that night replay.

		

		Rebecca wrapped James’ own hand around his cock and began to stroke him with it slowly. “That’s right, baby. You remember this one, don’t you? This was the most humiliating night so far. Keep stroking that little thing while you watch what a real man does to your wife.”

		

		His hand continued after she removed hers, moving up and down his shaft as the video continued. Rebecca’s recorded voice grew even filthier. “I can’t believe my useless husband is right here watching, Sam. He knows I’m never going to feel him again. And that’s if I even allow him to fuck me after this. His pathetic little cock is worthless. This pussy belongs to big black cock now.”

		

		Rebecca leaned in close to James’ ear, her breath hot against his skin. “Look at how happy I look getting fucked by a real cock while you kneel there like a loser. Keep stroking. I want you right on the edge.”

		

		She reached under the pillow and pulled out the small black box. She opened it, and inside lay the custom steel chastity cage, tinted pink just to make it even more emasculating.

		

		James’ stroking faltered, his eyes widening in shock. “Rebecca? What… what is that?”

		

		Rebecca smiled sweetly, holding the cage up so he could see it clearly. “This is your anniversary present, baby. I’m going to lock you up tonight. But first, I want you to cum one last time as a free man.”

		

		James’ hand slowed, a mix of fear and arousal washing over him. “Wait, you’re really going to—”

		

		“Keep stroking,” she cut him off, her voice turning firmer as she started to rub her pussy. “Don’t you dare stop! I’ll throw this key away after I lock you up if you don’t do what I say. I want you to jerk that pathetic little cock while I tell you exactly what’s going to happen after you cum.”

		

		James reluctantly resumed stroking, though his grip was shaky. Rebecca’s dirty talk became even more relentless and cruel.

		

		“That’s it, cuck, stroke that tiny four inch dick for me while you watch Sam’s big cock ruin me. Once you cum, I’m sliding this cage on you and locking it shut. Your little cock is going to be put on hold until I decide it comes out. From now on, the only thing you get to do with that worthless thing is leak and throb while I get properly fucked by real men.”

		

		James tried desperately to hold back, slowing his strokes, but Rebecca grabbed his wrist and forced his hand to keep moving.

		

		“Don’t stop, cuck! I want you to cum knowing I’m locking you up right after you shoot your load. Imagine me coming home tomorrow night after Sam destroys my pussy again. You’ll be waiting here on your knees locked up tight. You’ll be so desperate and leaking, that you’ll be begging to lick every drop of his thick cum out of me. That’s your new role, baby. You don’t get to fuck me anymore. You only get to watch and clean.”

		

		James was panting, fighting the orgasm with everything he had, but Rebecca kept pushing harder.

		

		“Faster. Stroke it thinking about the pathetic locked cuck you’re going to become. Think about how you’ll have to be careful changing clothes at the health club. You wouldn’t want anyone to see you wearing that cage, I bet. Do you know how good it’s going to feel when I grind my used, cum-filled pussy all over your face while you’re trapped in steel and denied. You’re going to thank me for every drop you swallow while your tiny cock strains uselessly in its cage.”

		

		The combination of the humiliating video, her cruel words, and the sight of the cage dangling in front of him was too much. James tried one last time to hold back, but Rebecca leaned in and whispered the final push:

		

		“Cum for me, little cuck. Cum knowing I’m locking your worthless dick away tonight. Cum for me while you watch a real man take your wife on camera.”

		

		With a broken, humiliated moan, James came hard. Thick ropes of cum shot up onto his stomach and over his hand as his body shuddered.

		

		Rebecca watched with hungry satisfaction, cooing softly. “Good boy,” she said, smiling, “such a big load for such a useless little cock. Look at that mess.”

		

		She wiped the cum from his stomach and hand with a towel, then picked up the cage again. “Now it’s time.”

		

		James was still panting as Rebecca carefully slid the base ring behind his balls. Even though he had just cum, his cock was already trying to twitch. She pushed the soft shaft firmly into the short steel cage. The curved metal was designed so his cock could not extend longer than two inches. Any attempt to get hard would be painfully restricted and completely prevented.

		

		She pressed it down until the cage clicked shut with a final, decisive snap. She turned the tiny key to lock it in place and draped the chain holding the key around her neck to dangle between her breasts.

		

		“There we go,” she whispered, giving the locked cage a possessive tug. “All mine now. Locked up tight for your slutty wife. How does it feel knowing that every time I go out with one of my big black bulls, you’ll be caged, aching, and waiting to clean my pussy?”

		

		James let out a shaky breath, the steel already biting into him as his body tried but failed to react. Rebecca straddled his chest again, grinding her soaked thong against the hard cage.

		

		“Tomorrow night I’m seeing Sam again,” she continued, voice dripping with lust. “You’re going to help me pick out the sluttiest outfit, watch me get ready, and then stay home like a good locked cuck while he stretches me open. When I come back, you’ll drop to your knees and lick every drop of his cum out of me while I tell you exactly how much better he felt than you ever could.”

		

		She leaned down and kissed his forehead with mock tenderness. “Say thank you for locking you up, baby.”

		

		James’ voice was barely a whisper, thick with humiliation and arousal. “Thank you… for locking me up.”

		

		Rebecca smiled, curling up beside him and resting the keys between her breasts like a trophy. “Very good, locked hubby. This is only the beginning. Tomorrow the real fun starts.”

		

		She reached over to James and traced a finger along a steel bar of his locked cage. “Mmm, look at you already throbbing in there. But we’re not done with tonight yet.” She smiled down at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Go get ready and put on something sharp. You’re taking your hotwife out for a proper anniversary dinner. I want to sit right beside you in a short dress, teasing you, so you can feel that cage between your legs every time you shift in your seat. You’ll have to try not to wince when your little clitty tries to get hard.”

		

		James swallowed hard, the steel already biting into him with every futile twitch. The weight of the new reality settled over him as he stood up on shaky legs as he moved to get ready.

		

	
		Chapter 3: Training

		

		A couple of weeks after the cage went on, Rebecca decided it was time to take James’ submission to the next level. He had stopped whining about the cage after Rebecca threatened that she would make him stay in it longer if he didn’t stop.

		

		She had spent the day texting with Rex, setting up a mid-week session. When James got home from the trading floor, Rebecca was already in a playful mood. She greeted him at the door wearing a sheer black babydoll that barely covered her ass, her dirty blonde hair loose and curly.

		

		“Rex is coming over tonight,” she told him casually as she kissed his cheek. “I want you naked and waiting in the bedroom when he gets here. Kneel by the bed.”

		

		James’ locked cock gave a helpless throb inside its tight steel prison. He knew better than to ask questions. He showered quickly, stripped, and knelt on the floor beside the bed as instructed, the pink steel chastity cage locked firmly in place, his cock unable to extend beyond its two-inch limit.

		

		At exactly eight o’clock the doorbell rang. Rebecca answered it, and James heard her warm, flirty laugh as she welcomed Rex inside. A minute later both of them walked into the bedroom.

		

		Rex was tall, muscular, and already grinning when he saw James kneeling naked and caged on the floor.

		

		“Well, well,” Rex said, chuckling. “Look at the little locked cuck waiting patiently.”

		

		Rebecca smiled and kissed Rex deeply, pressing her body against his. “He’s been such a good boy since I locked him up. Tonight he’s going to learn a new skill.”

		

		She climbed onto the bed on all fours, arching her back so her ass and pussy were presented perfectly. The beautiful vitiligo patches on her pussy lips stood out clearly against her skin.

		

		Rebecca looked back over her shoulder at James. “Come here, baby.”

		

		James crawled forward on his knees until he was right beside the bed.

		

		Rebecca’s voice turned sweet but commanding. “Rex’s cock is still soft. I want you to get him nice and hard for me. Use your mouth. No hands unless I say so.”

		

		James froze for a second, staring at Rex’s heavy, soft cock hanging between his legs.

		

		Rebecca’s tone sharpened. “Don’t make me repeat myself. Suck his cock, fluffer. Get him ready to fuck your wife.”

		

		Rex laughed and stepped closer, presenting his thick shaft to James’ face. “You heard her, cuck. Open up.”

		

		James leaned in, cheeks burning with shame, and took the head of Rex’s cock into his mouth. The taste was musky and warm. He began to suck gently, his tongue swirling around the head.

		

		Within moments, Rex’s cock started to swell and harden in James’ mouth. But instead of letting James stop, Rex placed a heavy hand on the back of his head and kept him in place.

		

		“Not bad for the first few seconds,” Rex said with a mocking chuckle, “but you’re not done yet, cuck. Keep sucking. I want to see how much better you can get before I fuck your wife.”

		

		James continued working, trying to improve his technique as Rex’s cock grew fully hard. Rex, however, wasn’t satisfied. He kept James’ mouth on him, using the moment purely for humiliation.

		

		“Deeper,” Rex ordered. “Use more tongue. You’re sucking like you’ve never seen a real cock before. My dick is already hard, but you’re still going to keep working it until I say you’re done. Show your wife you can at least be a decent fluffer.”

		

		Rebecca watched with obvious delight, one hand lazily rubbing her clit. “Listen to him, baby. He’s already hard and you’re still sucking. Keep going. Make him feel good.”

		

		Rex’s tone grew more demanding. “Yeah, that’s a little better, but still sloppy. Suck the head harder, cuck. Swirl your tongue around it like you mean it. Come on! Put some real effort in. This cock is about to stretch your wife open while you watch and leak like a pathetic little bitch.”

		

		James’ locked cock was already leaking steadily, clear precum dripping from the end of the cage onto the hardwood floor. The humiliation only made it worse.

		

		Rex finally grew impatient. He grabbed the back of James’ head with both hands and pushed forward, forcing more of his thick shaft deeper than James was ready for.

		

		“Too slow,” Rex growled. “You need to learn how to take it properly.”

		

		James gagged hard as the head of Rex’s cock hit the back of his throat. His eyes watered instantly, and he tried to pull back, but Rex held him firmly in place for several long seconds before letting him gasp for air.

		

		“That’s more like it,” Rex said with a dark chuckle. “Keep going, cuck. I’m not stopping until you can handle a real man’s cock without choking like a little bitch.”

		

		Rex pushed in again, deliberately gagging James with slow, deep thrusts. Each time the thick head pressed against the back of his throat, James’ body convulsed, tears running down his cheeks. His locked cock leaked profusely now, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping from the end of the cage onto the floor, forming a visible puddle beneath him.

		

		Rebecca laughed softly, clearly enjoying the show. “Look at you gagging on his cock, baby. You’re leaking all over the floor just from getting your throat used. Keep sucking. This is what a good fluffer does.”

		

		Rex continued to use James’ mouth roughly, pushing deeper every few strokes and forcing wet, gagging sounds from the cuck’s throat. “Yeah, that’s better. Take it deeper, locked boy. This is the cock that’s about to fuck your wife while you watch and leak like a desperate slut.”

		

		James’ face was a mess. Tears, saliva, and precum coated his lips and dripped from his chin. His caged cock continued leaking heavily, the denial and humiliation making him drip even more.

		

		Only when Rex was fully satisfied did he finally pull out of James’ mouth with a wet pop and give him one last mocking comment.

		

		“Not bad for a first try, cuck. But next time I expect you to take it all without gagging so much. Now move aside so I can fuck your wife properly.”

		

		Rebecca beckoned Rex forward. “Good boy,” she praised James, patting his head like a pet. “Now hold my ass open for him.”

		

		James knelt behind Rebecca, using both hands to spread her cheeks as Rex lined up and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. Rebecca moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch.

		

		“Fuck, that’s so much better,” she gasped. “See that, James? See how easily he slides in? Your tiny dick could never open me up like this.”

		

		Rex started thrusting harder, the wet sounds of skin slapping skin filling the room. Rebecca kept talking the entire time, her voice breathy and cruel.

		

		“Look at my husband holding my ass open for you, Rex. He’s such a good little fluffer now. Keep sucking him clean between rounds, baby. I want your mouth on his cock every time he pulls out. Taste how wet I get for real dick.”

		

		James obeyed, leaning in whenever Rex pulled back. The first time Rex withdrew, his thick cock was coated with Rebecca’s creamy juices. James took it into his mouth without hesitation. The taste was intense — a mix of Rebecca’s arousal and Rex’s precum. His own caged cock immediately began leaking even more profusely, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping from the end of the cage onto the floor in a small puddle.

		

		Rebecca noticed and laughed softly. “Look at that. Your little locked dick is leaking like a faucet just from tasting my pussy on his cock. Keep sucking, fluffer. Clean every inch.”

		

		Rex thrust back into Rebecca, fucked her through another orgasm, then pulled out again. This time his cock was even wetter. James took him deeper, sucking and licking obediently while his own cage continued to leak heavily, the clear fluid now running down his thigh.

		

		Rex looked down at James with a smirk. “You’re leaking all over the floor, cuck. Pathetic. But at least you’re doing a decent job cleaning my cock now. Keep it up.”

		

		Rebecca came hard a second time, her body shaking as she cried out. “Yes! Right there! Fill me deeper than my husband ever could!”

		

		After Rex finally pulled out for the last time and came across Rebecca’s tits, she looked down at James with a satisfied smirk.

		

		“Clean him one more time, baby. Every drop.”

		

		James leaned in and sucked Rex’s spent cock clean while his own caged cock continued to soak the floor beneath him.

		

		By the end of the night, James’ jaw ached, his face was covered in a mix of sweat, precum, and Rebecca’s arousal, and the floor beneath him was wet with his own constant leaking.

		

		Rebecca finally pulled James up by the collar and kissed his forehead, her voice soft but dripping with dominance.

		

		“You did so well tonight, my little fluffer. This is going to be your regular job from now on. Every time a bull comes over, you get him ready for me… and you clean up after. How does it feel knowing your mouth is more useful to me than your caged little cock ever was? And it has to be so humiliating that you leaked like a desperate slut the whole time.”

		

		James could only whisper, voice hoarse, “Yes, ma'am. It's very humiliating.”

		

		Rebecca smiled and gave the cage a gentle flick with her finger, watching another bead of precum drip out.

		

		“Good boy. Now go run a bath for me. Tomorrow we’re doing this again. Next time I want you begging even louder while you leak all over the floor.”

		

	
		Chapter 4: The Full Service Night

		

		The bedroom was quiet except for the low hum of anticipation. Rebecca rested on all fours in the middle of the bed, dressed in her black fishnet bodysuit. Her legs were slightly spread. Rex, Ro, and Sam stood around her, slowly stroking their thick cocks. Allison stood at the foot of the bed wearing nothing but a harness with a massive black strap-on dildo jutting out in front of her.

		

		James knelt on the floor beside the bed, naked except for the pink steel cage locked around his cock. His heart hammered as he waited for whatever Rebecca had planned.

		

		Allison stepped closer to him, the heavy dildo swaying with each movement. She looked down at James with a wicked smile and ran her fingers along the thick shaft of the strap-on.

		

		“You see this, cuck?” she said. “Tonight you’re going to feel exactly what your wife feels. I’m going to fuck you at the same pace the bulls fuck her. Every thrust she gets, you get, every deep stroke, every hard slam. You’re going to be fucked in perfect time with her.”

		

		James’ caged cock twitched helplessly. Rebecca smiled from the bed and nodded. “You heard her. Get on the bed, ass up.”

		

		James climbed onto the mattress and got on all fours. Allison moved behind him and pressed the thick, lubed head of the strap-on against his ass. At the same moment, Rex stepped between Rebecca’s spread thighs and lined himself up.

		

		“Ready?” Allison asked, her voice low and mocking, knowing that James had never taken a dildo this large.

		

		The moment Rex pushed forward and sank deep into Rebecca with a wet sound, Allison thrust at the exact same speed, driving the massive dildo into James. He gasped sharply as the thick toy stretched him open further than he'd ever been before.

		

		The rhythm was mercilessly synchronized. Every time Rex drove into Rebecca, Allison drove into him. Every time Rex pulled back, Allison pulled back. James could feel every powerful stroke as if the Black men were fucking home directly while he watched his wife get fucked right in front of him.

		

		Rebecca moaned loudly, her back arching as Rex fucked her harder. Her dirty blonde curls bounced with each thrust. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she gasped. “Keep going, just like that.”

		

		Allison slammed the strap-on deeper into James, matching Rex perfectly. “Feel that, you worthless cuck?” she hissed, gripping his hips. “That’s what a real cock does. Those Black men are superior in every way. Your tiny locked dick could never give her this. You’re just a pathetic white boy who exists to watch and leak.”

		

		James’ locked cock leaked steadily, clear fluid running down his thigh. The strap-on kept pounding him in perfect sync with Rex’s thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming as he felt the deep, stretching fullness inside him in a constant rhythm. The sight of Rebecca’s face twisted in pleasure only inches away just increased his arousal. His own caged cock throbbed uselessly against the steel, unable to grow beyond its two-inch limit.

		

		Ro and Sam stood on either side of the bed, silently stroking themselves as they watched the synchronized fucking, waiting for their turns.

		

		Allison never let up on the talk. “You’re so fucking useless compared to them. Those black cocks own your wife now. You’re nothing but a hole for me to fuck while they take her. Leak for me, cuck. Show us how much you love being inferior.”

		

		When each bull had taken his turn and left fresh loads deep inside Rebecca, they finally stepped back. Cum poured from between Rebecca’s fingers as she used her hand to hold their semen inside her used pussy. Allison pulled the strap-on out of James and gave his ass a sharp slap.

		

		“On your back, cuck,” she ordered.

		

		James rolled over, chest heaving. Allison climbed on top of him in missionary position and pushed the thick dildo back into his ass in one smooth stroke. At the same time, Rebecca crawled over his face, straddling him.

		

		Rebecca lowered her dripping pussy right over his mouth. “Open up, baby. Clean your hotwife.”

		

		She removed her hand and her pussy drooled a thick strand of the bulls’ mixed cum straight into his open mouth. James swallowed it down as she ground herself against his face, smearing the heavy seed across his lips and chin.

		

		Allison started fucking him hard in missionary, the strap-on slamming deep with every thrust. At the same time she reached down, grabbed the loose leather strap from the harness, and brought it down hard across his exposed balls.

		

		The first slap landed with a loud crack. James cried out sharply into Rebecca’s pussy, the sudden stinging pain shooting through him like fire. His hips jerked involuntarily.

		

		Allison laughed and slapped his balls again. The second strike was just as sharp, making him whimper. Then she switched and whipped the strap across the steel cage. The impact rang against the metal with a dull thud. It stung on the parts of skin that it made contact with, but there was also a spark of pleasure from the vibration it created on the metal.

		

		Rebecca ground down harder, feeding him more cum. “How does that cum taste, cuck? Tell me how good those superior Black cocks taste. Is it better than anything your worthless little dick could ever give me?”

		

		Allison slapped his balls again. James winced and cried out, the pain making his eyes water.

		

		“It tastes… so good,” he managed between licks. “Their cocks fuck you so much better than I ever could.”

		

		Allison kept the strap moving, alternating between his sensitive balls and the caged shaft. Each slap to his balls drew a sharp grunt of real pain from James. Each slap to the cage sent a jolt that was only a little painful at first, but carried an increasing undercurrent of pleasure as the impacts continued to vibrate through the steel and into his trapped cock.

		

		As the slapping continued, something shifted. The pain in his balls began to dull and blur into a hot, throbbing ache that felt strangely good. The strikes to the cage became even more pleasurable, each one sending warm waves through his locked cock. James’ moans grew deeper and less pained, sounding more desperate than before.

		

		Rebecca kept grinding, her voice breathy and cruel. “Louder, cuck. Tell us how much better those Black cocks are. Tell us why your tiny locked dick will never satisfy me again.”

		

		Allison brought the strap down harder on his balls. James cried out, but this time the sound was mixed with a moan. The pain was fading, replaced by a building, humiliating pleasure. When the strap landed on the cage it sent sharp, addictive jolts straight through him. His locked cock pulsed uselessly, leaking more with every strike.

		

		“Listen to him,” Rebecca laughed. “He’s starting to like it. Slap those balls harder, Allison. Make him feel how useless he is.”

		

		Allison did exactly that, whipping the strap across his balls again and again. Each successive slap hurt less. The leather cracked against his reddened skin, turning the pain into stinging pleasure that made him moan loudly into Rebecca’s pussy. The strikes to the cage were almost purely pleasurable now, each one vibrating through the steel and driving him closer to the edge.

		

		James’ voice cracked as he tried to speak between desperate licks. “Their cocks are superior. They fuck you so much better. I’m just a pathetic cleanup boy…”

		

		The constant slapping grew faster and harder. The leather cracked against his balls again and again, each strike now sending waves of hot pleasure through him. When the strap landed on the cage it made his trapped cock throb and leak even more. The pain had almost completely melted away, leaving only intense sensations of pleasure touched with humiliation.

		

		Rebecca laughed and pressed down harder. “Look at him moaning. Slap those balls again, Allison. Make him cum in his cage like the desperate little cuck he is.”

		

		Allison kept the strap flying, alternating between his balls and the cage with sharp, rhythmic cracks. James’ whole body trembled. The pleasure built higher and higher until, with a broken moan into Rebecca’s pussy, he came hard inside the cage. His locked cock pulsed uselessly, shooting weak spurts that leaked out around the bars and ran down over his sore, swollen balls as Allison continued to slap them.

		

		Rebecca laughed and ground down one last time. “Look at that. He just came in his cage from getting fucked and slapped while cleaning superior cum — what a pathetic little cuck.”

		

		Allison gave his balls one final hard slap and pulled the strap-on out. “Good boy. That’s exactly where you belong.”

		

		James lay there panting. His face was covered in cum. His own seed dripping from the pink cage and  balls stinging and red. He had never felt more broken.

		

		Rebecca stroked his hair almost tenderly. “You’re learning fast, baby. This is only the beginning.”

		

		Allison lowered the camera she had been filming with and smiled. “That’s going to make one hell of a video.”

		

	
		Chapter 5: Locked & Listening

		

		James lay on his back in the guest room bed, heart hammering against his ribs. Rebecca had spent the last ten minutes methodically cuffing his wrists and ankles to the four corners of the frame with thick leather straps. Wide belts across his chest and thighs pinned him down until he could barely twitch. The pink steel cage felt heavier than ever between his legs, his cock already straining painfully inside its two-inch prison.

		

		Rebecca stood beside the bed in a short silk robe, looking down at him with that familiar teasing smile. “You’ve been such a good boy since I locked you,” she said softly. “I think you deserve a reward tonight.”

		

		James’s breath caught. A reward? After everything, she was finally going to let him out. His mind raced with desperate hope. Maybe she would stroke him. Maybe she would even climb on top and fuck him. God, he would give anything for that.

		

		Rebecca leaned down and unlocked the cage with a quiet click. The steel tube slid off, and his cock sprang free, already half-hard and aching. James let out a shaky sigh of relief.

		

		“I’m going to let you cum tonight,” she whispered, her fingers brushing lightly along his shaft. “As many times as you need.”

		

		His pulse spiked. This was it. She was finally going to touch him. He nodded eagerly, unable to hide the desperate hope in his eyes.

		

		Rebecca smiled wider and reached into the drawer beside the bed. She pulled out a sleek black automatic masturbator, a sucking and spinning device with a soft silicone sleeve. James’s stomach dropped.

		

		“No,” he whispered, but she ignored him.

		

		She slipped the sleeve over his cock, pressing the opening tight against his skin. The machine hummed to life with a low, wet suction. It pulled him in completely, sealing around his full length. The spinning beads inside began to massage and stroke him in tight, rhythmic circles.

		

		“There,” Rebecca said, patting the device. “It’s locked on until I come back. You’re going to cum for me while I’m in the other room getting fucked by real men.”

		

		She leaned down and kissed his forehead, then turned and walked out of the room. The door clicked shut behind her.

		

		James lay there, completely immobilized, the machine already working him with relentless suction and spinning. A baby monitor on the nightstand crackled to life. He could hear everything.

		

		Rebecca’s voice came through first, low and sultry. “Hey boys. I’ve got my little cuck strapped down next door with a milking machine on his tiny dick. He’s going to cum over and over while he listens to you destroy me.”

		

		Rex’s deep laugh rumbled through the speaker. Then came the unmistakable sounds of bodies moving on the bed, skin slapping skin, and Rebecca’s first loud moan as one of them entered her.

		

		James’s cock jerked hard inside the sleeve. The machine changed its pattern, sucking tighter and spinning faster. He came within the first two minutes, a sudden, helpless spurt that the device greedily milked out of him. His hips tried to buck against the straps, but he could barely move.

		

		The moans from the other room grew louder. Rebecca was getting fucked hard now. He could hear the wet rhythmic sounds and her breathy cries. “Yes, fuck me deeper… just like that…”

		

		The machine never stopped. It kept sucking and spinning, forcing him straight into a second orgasm only minutes later. This one hit harder, his oversensitive cock twitching violently as the pleasure twisted into something sharper.

		

		By the fourth orgasm, his body was trembling. The pleasure had started turning into a burning overstimulation that made his toes curl and his breath come in short, desperate gasps. Still the machine continued, pulling and spinning without mercy while Rebecca’s voice rose higher through the monitor.

		

		“God, your cocks are so much better than his. Stretch me. Fill me.”

		

		James lost count somewhere after the seventh. Each new climax hurt more than the last, his cock raw and his balls aching, yet the device kept going. Every spasm left him shuddering and whimpering.

		

		Finally the sounds in the other room quieted. James lay there panting, drenched in sweat, his cock still trapped in the merciless machine as it continued to suck and spin on his spent length.

		

		The door to the guest room opened. Rebecca stepped in, flushed and glowing, cum still glistening on her thighs and dripping down her legs. She looked down at him with a satisfied smile.

		

		“Still going?” she asked softly. “Good boy.”

		

		She didn’t turn the machine off. Instead, she climbed onto the bed, straddled his face, and lowered her freshly fucked pussy right over his mouth.

		

		“Clean me,” she ordered, grinding down. “Lick every drop of their cum out of me while that machine keeps milking you.”

		

		Thick, warm cum flooded James’s mouth as Rebecca rode his face. He licked desperately, swallowing as she smeared herself across his tongue. At the same time the machine continued its relentless suction and spinning on his raw cock.

		

		The next orgasm hit him like a freight train. His whole body convulsed against the straps as he came again, a painful, twitching spurt that the machine swirled around his cock. The combination of Rebecca’s cum-filled pussy on his tongue and the merciless milking pushed him into total, broken overload.

		

		Rebecca moaned softly above him, grinding harder. “That’s it, baby. Keep cleaning. This is what you are now.”

		

		James could only whimper into her, his body shaking, the machine still running, as Rebecca took her time making him lick her completely clean.

		

	
		Chapter 6: Extended Multi-Bull Humiliation

		

		The evening started slowly. Rebecca had invited Rex, Ro, and Sam over for a long night along with her friend, Allison. She made sure James knew his place from the moment they arrived.

		

		She had James prepare mixed drinks for everyone before ordering him to start making dinner for her bulls. Being the good cuckold, James did everything Rebecca commanded. He didn't even eat anything himself. Rebecca hadn't told him to, so he just waited.

		

		After the bulls had been properly fed, Rebecca and Allison sat on their laps, kissing them and stroking the muscles bulging from the men.

		

		“Look at how muscular these men are, baby,” Rebecca began. “They're so much fitter than you. This is what a real man's body looks like.”

		

		“Yes, dear,” James responded.

		

		“You aren't a real man, are you?”

		

		“No, dear. I'm not a real man.”

		

		“I deserve real men tonight,” Rebecca continued, her voice turning wicked, “and I think you need to help me prove it.”

		

		She stood up, grasping Rex's hand, and invited everyone to the bedroom.

		

		“All right. Strip and on your knees, cuck,” Rebecca said, handing her phone to Allison. “Get some good video tonight. I think this one is going on my OnlyFans site. Make sure cucky's face is clear. I'm hoping some of his work buddies see what a loser cuck he is.”

		

		Allison giggled. Aside from being the biggest free use BBC slut she could be, there was nothing she enjoyed more than humiliating a worthless cuck.

		

		After James had stripped completely and knelt naked beside the bed, the pink steel cage still locked tight around his cock. His only jobs were to hold her legs open and verbally praise the bulls on camera. Then he was to clean her thoroughly after every load was dumped in his wife's pussy.

		

		Rebecca lay on her back in the center of the bed, legs spread wide as she pulled Rex in between them. Rebecca lifted her legs up higher. James, kneeling at the edge of the bed, reached up, gripping her thighs and pulling them apart so Rex could sink deep into her. Allison made sure the camera caught every angle.

		

		As Rex pushed inside with a long, slow stroke, Rebecca let out a deep moan that filled the room. Her body arched, her dirty blonde curls spilling across the pillow as she took every inch.

		

		“Tell him how much better he is,” she ordered, voice already breathy.

		

		James swallowed hard. “Your cock is so much better than mine,” he said, voice shaky. “You fuck her so much deeper than I ever could.”

		

		Rex laughed and picked up speed, his hips slapping against Rebecca’s ass with a wet rhythm. Each thrust made her full breasts bounce and her vitiligo marked pussy stretch visibly around him. Rebecca’s moans grew louder, raw and needy, as Rex drove into her harder.

		

		James watched every stroke, his locked cock leaking steadily onto the floor.

		

		Rex pumped faster, building to a crescendo. Rebecca’s pussy started clenching harder around him as waves of heat flooded her core. Her thighs trembled and her breath came in short, desperate gasps as she balanced on that perfect shimmering edge.

		

		Then it hit.

		

		The orgasm crashed over her with shattering force. Her entire body seized, powerful contractions pulsing deep inside as a broken moan tore from her throat. Her pussy fluttered and squeezed rhythmically around Rex’s thick cock, pleasure exploding outward in blinding bursts until her vision blurred and her legs shook uncontrollably.

		

		For several long, blissful seconds she was completely lost in it, drowning in the overwhelming release. Her grasping pussy pushed Rex over the edge as he came deep inside Rebecca with a low groan, pumping a heavy load into her married pussy.

		

		When Rex had finished, he pulled out and stepped back. Rebecca spun around and grabbed James by the neck and pulled his face between her legs.

		

		“Clean it all,” she said. “Every drop.”

		

		James licked and sucked, swallowing the thick semen. The warm, salty taste of Rex’s load mixed with Rebecca’s juices coated his tongue. This is what my marriage has become, he thought bitterly as the bulls watched and made low, mocking comments.

		

		Allison zoomed the camera in close on James’ face buried between Rebecca’s legs.

		

		“Oh my god, look at this pathetic shit,” Allison laughed. “His wife just got railed by a real cock and here he is, lapping up cum like a starving puppy. Smile for the camera, cucky. Your coworkers are gonna love this.”

		

		Ro moved in next. James held Rebecca’s legs again, repeating the humiliating praise on camera as Ro fucked her hard. Ro took his time, long deep strokes that made Rebecca’s toes curl and her moans grow louder.

		

		When Ro finished and pulled out, James buried his face deeper this time, his nose pressed against her slick folds as he sucked out Ro’s load. His locked cock throbbed painfully in its tight pink cage, leaking a steady drip onto the floor. The humiliating comments increased now. Allison, standing behind the camera, hit him with the worst of it.

		

		“God, you’re so fucking embarrassing. A real husband would be fucking her. Instead you’re on your knees like a desperate little cuck, sucking cum from the pussy you’re supposed to please,” she mocked. “Look at his little locked dick leaking while he eats cum from his own wife’s pussy. Pathetic. You’re literally married to her and this is the closest you get to being inside her anymore.”

		

		His caged cock leaked even more.

		

		Sam pushed James’ head out of the way to take his turn. He took his time, making Rebecca moan loudly. James scrambled to the other side to hold her legs open.

		

		“Tell him, baby. Tell Sam how much bigger and better his cock is than your pathetic little four-and-a-half-inch dick,” Rebecca chided. “Tell him how grateful you are that a real man is taking care of your wife’s needs since you’re clearly incapable.”

		

		James looked down at his wife first, and then at Sam. “Your cock is so much bigger and better than my four-and-a-half-inch dick. I’m happy that you’re here to take care of my wife since I can’t.”

		

		Allison smirked behind the camera. “Listen to him. ‘Thank you for fucking my wife because I can’t.’ Jesus Christ, James. You’re actually thanking him on camera. Your little four-and-a-half-inch dick must be screaming in that cage right now.”

		

		Sam increased his pounding, his balls smacking Rebecca’s asshole that was open from her legs being pulled back by her husband. She came again as Sam began to fill her with his creamy semen.

		

		After Sam came, James cleaned her again, tongue working thoroughly while the bulls chuckled at how eagerly he lapped up their cum.

		

		“Look at that, James. That’s a real man’s load dripping out of your wife. Lick it up like the good little cleanup bitch you are. Don’t miss a drop,” Sam said, not even disguising his feelings for James.

		

		By the time all three had finished and James had cleaned every creampie, Rebecca was glowing and breathing hard. But she wasn’t done.

		

		“Let’s go again,” she announced. “Ro, you first this time.”

		

		Ro stepped up and slid back into her. James moved to hold her legs open again, but Rebecca wanted her own time with the bulls. While Ro fucked Rebecca with long, powerful strokes, Rex moved in front of James and commanded him to kneel.

		

		James immediately obeyed and looked up to Rex. Rex just smiled, grabbing the back of his head.

		

		“Open up, fluffer,” Rex said. “You’re going to suck me while they take their second turns with that wife you can’t satisfy.”

		

		James opened his mouth, flashing back to the last time Rex’s cock was in his mouth.

		

		James’ eyes watered instantly as the thick head forced its way past his gag reflex. The musky, salty taste flooded his mouth while Rex’s thick shaft stretched his lips. He could hear Rebecca’s moans growing louder in the background, each one a fresh stab of humiliation.

		

		Finally, Rex released him briefly. James gasped desperately, strings of spit connecting his lips to Rex’s glistening cock. His throat burned and his jaw ached, but the worst part was the way his own caged dick throbbed harder with every degrading thrust.

		

		Then Rex pushed again.

		

		Deeper.

		

		Rex kept his hand on the back of James’ head, preventing his escape. His eyes closed feeling James’ throat contract around his cock as he gagged and struggled for air. After several more seconds, he released James again, repeating the process several more times.

		

		“Fuck yes,” Allison cheered. “Choke on it, fluffer. Rebecca’s getting her pussy pounded and you’re over here gagging on cock like the worthless side piece you are. Keep those tears coming. They look great on video.”

		

		The sounds of Ro fucking Rebecca filled the room, mixed with Rebecca’s loud moans and the wet slap of skin. Sam stood slowly stroking himself back to hardness watching the debauchery around the room.

		

		Rex used James’ mouth without mercy, fucking his throat until he was close. Then he suddenly pulled back so only the tip of his cock rested on James’ tongue.

		

		“Keep it right there, cuck,” Rex growled. “I want you to taste what your wife locked you up for.”

		

		James felt the first powerful spurt hit his tongue, then another, and another. Rex pumped a thick river of cum straight into his open mouth. James swallowed as fast as he could, trying desperately to keep up, but some still dribbled down his chin and onto his chest. Rex held the head there until he was finished, then patted James’ cheek mockingly.

		

		“Fuck, James. You’re officially a better cum dumpster than you are a husband. Tell me how my load tastes while it’s sliding down your throat,” Rex sneered.

		

		Allison laughed loudly. “Swallowed it all? Good little cum dumpster. Rebecca, your husband is officially better at taking loads in his throat than he ever was at satisfying you.”

		

		Ro began grunting as Rebecca locked her legs behind his back, thrusting up to meet him. James turned just in time to see Ro’s taint pulse hard as he pumped more bull seed into his wife’s pussy.

		

		When he pulled out, Rebecca ordered James to lie on the bed. She straddled his face, watching the thick semen drool from her gaped pussy into her husband’s cum-guzzling mouth.

		

		Sam climbed onto the bed, lining up behind Rebecca as he straddled James’ chest, trapping James under them. Rebecca remained right where she was, her freshly cleaned pussy hovering only inches above James’ mouth. Sam grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them, and pushed inside her again, his thick cock sliding in and out right above James’ eyes.

		

		Each thrust made Rebecca’s pussy lips part and close. The heat radiating from their joined bodies was intense. James could smell the raw mix of Rebecca’s arousal and the bulls’ cum. Every time Sam drove deep, a fresh droplet of her juices mixed with leftover semen landed on James’ lips and tongue as he licked frantically at her clit.

		

		Rebecca ground herself lightly against James’ mouth as Sam fucked her. “Keep licking my clit while he fucks me,” she ordered. “Stay right there and taste how wet a superior cock makes me.”

		

		James licked desperately, his tongue brushing her clit and occasionally the shaft of Sam's cock as it moved in and out next to his lips. The taste of fresh arousal mixed with the lingering cum from the earlier loads. Sam fucked her harder, the wet slapping sounds filling James’ ears.

		

		James’ world narrowed to the slick, pounding sight just inches above his face. The wet slap of Sam’s cock stretched his wife as her pussy gripped and creamed around the thick shaft, providing a constant drip onto his already messy face.

		

		As Sam’s climax became imminent, he suddenly pulled out of Rebecca. He aimed his cock at James’ face, trapped under them... and sprayed.

		

		Several thick ropes landed on his cheeks and lips. One shot across his nose and landed between his eyes across the bridge. Several more pulses sprayed onto James’ lips and as the spurts decreased in intensity, landed on his chin.

		

		Rebecca laughed softly, grinding her pussy against James’ messy face one last time. “Look at you. Covered in their cum. This is exactly where you belong... being a cum dumpster for my bulls and all the cum they dump into my pussy.”

		

		“Holy shit, look at his face,” Allison cackled, getting a close-up. “Absolutely painted. Covered in bull cum while his wife grinds her used pussy on him. This is peak cuck life, James. You’re not even a man anymore. You’re just a warm, wet towel for superior cock.”

		

		The bulls stood around the bed, watching and taunting him with low chuckles as James continued licking. His locked cock leaked steadily the entire time, the cage dripping onto his thighs and the sheets beneath him.

		

		By the end of the long night, James was exhausted. His face was coated in Sam’s cum, his mouth holding the silky texture and musky taste of Rex’s seed and the aftertaste of his wife’s pussy mixed with the other cum he swallowed from her well fucked pussy. His body trembled from arousal and the constant humiliation. Rebecca stroked his hair almost tenderly while the bulls got dressed.

		

		“You did so well tonight,” she whispered. “My bulls destroyed my pussy, and you get to clean up the mess, swallow their loads, and wear the rest. This is your sex life now, James. How does it feel knowing they own me and you just get the leftovers?”

		

		“Aww, he’s still hard in his cage,” Allison said sweetly. “Even after swallowing loads, getting his throat fucked, and wearing cum on his face like a glazed donut. You love this, don’t you, loser?”

		

		James blinked through the drying cum on his eyelashes, breathing heavily: “It feels degrading, baby. Knowing they wrecked your pussy, filled you up, used my throat, and marked my face, and all I get is the mess. They own you now. I’m just the pathetic cuck who gets the leftovers, and I’m so fucking hard from it.”

		

		Rebecca smiled down at him, slowly smearing Sam’s cum across his cheek with her thumb. “Good boy. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

		

	
		Chapter 7: The House Party

		

		The next Friday night, Rebecca told James they were going out. Allison had mentioned a house party in Connecticut that sounded like it would be exactly the kind of night she was craving.

		

		Rebecca slipped into a slinky black sequined dress that hugged every curve and stopped high on her thighs. The thin spaghetti straps left no room for a bra, and she skipped panties entirely. She wanted easy access if the right man caught her eye.

		

		James had just finished showering when Rebecca met him with the pink steel cage in her hand. “All right, cuck. There’s no way you’re walking into a swinger party with that pathetic little thing poking out,” she said, kneeling in front of him. She pulled his balls through the ring and locked the short tube over his soft cock with a decisive click. “There. Now let’s go. I want to get there before all the good ones are taken.”

		

		She’s dressing like a slut for other men and locking me up before we even leave the house, James thought bitterly as the steel cage clicked shut. And I’m already leaking like an idiot.

		

		When they arrived, heads turned immediately toward Rebecca. Men and women alike drank in the sight of the confident, curly-haired beauty in the tight black dress. James might as well have been invisible. No one spared the meek-looking man in the background a second glance. Clearly the woman leading him was way out of his league.

		

		Everyone can can see the fucking cage bulging in my pants, he thought, cheeks burning. They know I’m not even a real man here.

		

		The theme of the party became obvious fast. There were very few women, all of them white. Many had a quiet white husband trailing behind them. The rest of the room was filled with powerful, muscular Black men who carried themselves with natural dominance. Rebecca felt a thrill run through her. She had no reason to worry about the good ones being taken tonight.

		

		She spotted Allison across the room talking to two men and headed over. The two women hugged warmly. Allison glanced at James and wrinkled her nose. “Ugh, you brought him.”

		

		Rebecca laughed. “You know I like my cuck watching when I get fucked by superior cock. Someone has to make sure he remembers his place.”

		

		God, she says it so casually now, James thought, stomach twisting. Like it’s normal for her husband to just stand there while she hunts for better dick.

		

		Allison smirked. “Well, go work the room and find yourself a stud. These two are mine tonight,” she said, possessively wrapping her arms around the men on either side of her.

		

		Rebecca grabbed a drink from the bar and began circulating. She was halfway across the room when she glanced outside toward the pool deck. That’s when she saw him.

		

		He towered over everyone else. He was easily six-eight, with broad shoulders and a tight shirt stretched across powerful biceps and a wide chest. She could tell by the rapt attention of the audience gathered around him that he was pure alpha.

		

		The moment he turned and their eyes met, Rebecca felt it like a punch to the gut. This was the sexiest man she had ever seen.

		

		As she stepped through the open door onto the patio, he excused himself from the group surrounding him and walked straight toward her with long, confident strides.

		

		“Hello, beautiful,” his deep voice rumbled. “I’m Damon. And what would you like me to call you?”

		

		Rebecca’s cheeks flushed. “You can call me ‘anytime,’” she joked, immediately regretting how lame it sounded.

		

		Damon let out a rich, booming laugh that somehow made her relax. “I like it,” he said, smiling.

		

		They chatted for a moment, the chemistry crackling between them. Rebecca found herself staring at his full lips, imagining how they would feel on her skin, then at his huge hands, picturing them gripping her hips or slapping her ass. She could already feel herself getting wet, her pussy lips sliding against each other with every small movement.

		

		“Let me introduce you to some friends,” Damon said, sliding a strong arm around her waist. As he guided her across the deck, he noticed James trailing behind them.

		

		He stopped and turned, looking down at James. “Can I help you, little man?”

		

		James froze.

		

		Rebecca answered for him, voice smooth. “Oh, that’s just my husband, James. You can ignore him.”

		

		Damon’s eyebrows rose. “If he’s your husband, then I definitely need to introduce myself.” His voice carried across the patio, drawing eyes from every direction.

		

		James awkwardly stuck out his hand. Damon ignored it completely.

		

		“This woman is your wife?” Damon asked.

		

		James nodded silently.

		

		Damon’s next words cut through the night air loud enough for everyone nearby to hear. “You should know that I’m going to be fucking her whenever I want. You have no say in it.”

		

		Everyone is staring, James realized, his face burning with shame. They all know. My wife is going to get fucked by this god while I just stand here like a loser.

		

		James opened his mouth, but nothing came out. The intensity in Damon’s eyes killed any protest before it started.

		

		“Now get down on your knees,” Damon commanded.

		

		James hesitated, heart pounding. This wasn’t a private bedroom. They were still standing in the middle of a crowded party. But the look on Damon’s face left no room for debate.

		

		“Did I stutter?” Damon’s voice thundered.

		

		James dropped to his knees on the deck.

		

		Damon looked down at him. “I want you to acknowledge that I am a superior man, and that your wife deserves a superior man — not you and your inferior dicklet.”

		

		James’s face burned crimson as every eye on the patio turned toward them. His voice came out small and shaky. “You… you are superior, Sir. My wife deserves a man like you… not me and my inferior dicklet.”

		

		They’re laughing. All of them. This man is making me kneel and admit I’m inferior while strangers watch.

		

		Rebecca felt a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs. Watching her husband grovel on his knees in front of this towering, dominant man sent a powerful thrill through her body. She stepped closer to Damon, placing a hand on his muscular shoulder and looking up to whisper something to him.

		

		Damon smiled. “Take off your clothes, cuck.”

		

		James stripped under the watching eyes of the entire patio, his caged cock on full display. Damon didn’t wait. He pulled Rebecca into a deep kiss, his hands roaming possessively over her naked body.

		

		He unzipped his pants, hauling out the biggest cock Rebecca had ever seen. It was more than three times the size of her husband in length and width. His cock was beautiful. It was a dark brown color, straight with bulging veins and a thick ridged head that promised to scrape her g-spot until she was squirting. She knew there was no way she would be able to fit all of it tonight, but she wanted nothing more than to try.

		

		She had only had a few seconds to appreciate his cock before Damon bent her forward, gripping her hips and rubbed the fat head against her already dripping pussy.

		

		I’m naked in front of strangers while my wife stands there dripping for another man. This is what I’ve become.

		

		Rebecca cried out in pleasure as Damon began pushing it into her right there on the patio in front of everyone, including her kneeling husband. James could only watch, locked and leaking, as the superior man claimed his wife in public.

		

		This can’t be real, James thought, shame flooding through him. My wife is getting fucked by a stranger in front of all these people, and I’m naked on my knees with my useless caged dick leaking like a faucet. Everyone can see what a pathetic husband I am.

		

		Damon thrust deeper, but Rebecca was right, there was no way everything was getting in tonight. He was able to pound her with three quarters of his cock as it slammed into her cervix on each thrust. Rebecca’s moans grew louder, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

		

		Rebecca pushed back on him, crying out sharply as he stretched her open. “Oh my god… he’s so fucking big,” she gasped, staring straight into James’s eyes. “I can feel him in my stomach already. This is what a real cock feels like, baby.”

		

		James could only kneel there, inches away, watching Damon’s thick shaft disappear into his wife. Every brutal thrust made her tits bounce and forced broken moans from her throat.

		

		She’s never made those sounds for me, James thought, shame burning through him. She’s getting fucked better than I’ve ever managed in our entire marriage, and everyone is watching.

		

		“Tell him,” Damon growled, slamming into her harder. “Tell your husband how much better I fuck you.”

		

		“He’s ruining me,” Rebecca moaned, never breaking eye contact with James. “His cock is so much thicker… so much deeper… I’m going to cum already and he’s barely started…”

		

		“Fuck,” she gasped, eyes locked on James. “He’s so fucking big… stretching me so deep… so much better than you…”

		

		She’s saying it in front of everyone, James thought, the humiliation cutting deeper with every word. My own wife is telling the whole party how much better he fucks her than me.

		

		Damon didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through her first orgasm, then suddenly pulled out, spun her around, and pushed her down onto her knees right next to James.

		

		“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

		

		Rebecca obeyed instantly, tongue out. Damon stroked his massive cock twice and erupted, shooting thick, powerful ropes of cum across her face, tits, and open mouth. Some landed on James’s cheek and chest as well.

		

		When he was finished, Damon looked down at both of them with a satisfied smirk.

		

		“Clean her up, cuck,” he said coldly. “Use your tongue. Show everyone what a good little cleanup husband you are.”

		

		Rebecca turned toward James, cum dripping from her chin and running in thick rivulets down her tits and stomach. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled his face forcefully into her cum-covered chest.

		

		“Lick it all off me, husband,” she purred, voice thick with lust. “Taste a real man’s load while everyone watches what you’ve become.”

		

		James obeyed, dragging his tongue across her skin. The taste was thick, salty, and overwhelming. Every swipe forced more of Damon’s cum into his mouth. I’m licking another man’s cum off my own wife’s body in front of all these strangers, he thought, shame burning through him like acid. This is my wife. The woman I married. And I’m on my knees cleaning up after a better man while they all watch.

		

		Rebecca moaned softly, guiding his head lower. “That’s it, baby. Get every drop. Show them what a devoted husband you are, knowing your place is cleaning up superior Black men’s cum.”

		

		Damon watched with a cruel smile. “Open your mouth, cuck. Let everyone see what a real man sprayed on your wife.”

		

		James parted his lips, showing a portion of the thick load pooled on his tongue. Damon leaned over and spit directly into his mouth.

		

		“Now swallow, loser.”

		

		James did as he was told, gulping it down while the crowd murmured and laughed. Rebecca stroked his head like a pet, her voice sweet and vicious at the same time.

		

		“Good boy. This is exactly where you belong — on your knees, cleaning up after a man who actually knows how to fuck me.”

		

	
		Chapter 8: The Ride Home

		

		By the time they left the party, Rebecca was glowing. She couldn’t sit still in the passenger seat, practically vibrating with excited energy, her thighs pressed tightly together as if she were still feeling the aftershocks.

		

		“That was the best party ever,” she said, turning to James with bright, hungry eyes.

		

		“Yeah, um… it was okay,” James replied, unsure what else to say. Okay. The word felt ridiculous even as he said it. He had been humiliated more deeply than ever before. The fact that so many strangers had witnessed it made the whole night feel like it had happened in the middle of a crowded shopping mall.

		

		Rebecca laughed softly. “Okay? Fuck, the way Damon kept making you clean my pussy between each guy… God, it made me so wet. My favorite was when you didn’t move quickly enough and he grabbed the back of your neck and pulled you straight to my cunt. He didn’t even have to stand up. He must have moved you two feet with just one hand!”

		

		James’s hands tightened on the steering wheel. The memory hit him hard. Damon’s powerful fingers had dug into the back of his neck, forcing his face between Rebecca’s legs while the entire party watched. He could still taste the thick, salty mix of cum on his tongue.

		

		Everyone saw it, he thought, shame burning hot in his chest. They watched a man I’d never met treat me like a rag to wipe his friends’ loads out of my wife.

		

		After cleaning Damon’s cock, James had watched as Rebecca slowly worshipped his big black balls. Her tongue slid over the massive orbs, swiping away any trace of cum but continuing even after, as though she was making love to the man’s balls.

		

		But Rebecca went beyond even that. Once his balls were thoroughly soaked in her spit, she lifted them and moved lower, pressing her tongue against his asshole. She made out with Damon’s ass like it was her lover, licking around the rim before diving inside as far as her tongue could reach. Her lips pressed firmly to the opening, kissing and rimming him with shameless passion.

		

		Damon made sure to loudly command Rebecca to kiss James right after. Everyone on the patio turned to watch as she grabbed James’s face and kissed him deeply, her tongue still tasting of Damon’s asshole. The crowd laughed and cheered as she forced the taste into her husband’s mouth.

		

		James knew the passion wasn’t for him. Rebecca’s intensity came from the fact that she was thoroughly humiliating her husband to please this new bull. She was getting off on it more than he’d ever seen before.

		

		She tasted like his ass, James thought, the memory burning. My wife kissed me with another man’s asshole still fresh on her tongue while everyone watched and laughed.

		

		“The most humiliating part, though,” Rebecca continued, her voice dropping with wicked delight, “was when Damon ordered us to worship him together.”

		

		James’s stomach twisted. Rebecca had made a show of really working Damon’s cock and balls like it was the best thing in the world. James had tried to keep up, but his hesitancy earned him punishment. Rebecca had grabbed what little hair he had left and shoved his face down onto Damon’s massive cock.

		

		After he had choked and gagged to her satisfaction, thick strings of spit drooled down his chin and onto Damon’s heavy balls. Then Rebecca had pushed his face into those balls, rubbing his lips and nose into the spit-soaked sack, forcing him to slobber all over them.

		

		“Suck,” she had commanded. James had opened his mouth, sucking one of the heavy balls inside, bathing it gently with his tongue while the party watched and laughed.

		

		James heard more laughs as he felt his cock tighten against the cage as it attempted to harden. He could feel precum dripping onto his leg as his cock leaked through its pink bars.

		

		Rebecca’s hand slid over to his lap, fingers gently wiggling the cage through his pants. “You’re getting turned on thinking about it. You’re leaking right now, aren’t you?”

		

		It wasn’t really a question. She knew her husband.

		

		Of course I’m leaking, James thought bitterly. I’ve been dripping the whole drive just remembering how thoroughly they used me.

		

		“I’m texting him right now,” Rebecca said, already tapping on her phone with a wicked smile. “There’s no way I’m waiting long to feel that big black cock stretching me again.”

		

		She read the incoming messages and let out a soft, throaty laugh. “Mmm, he’s already replying. He says he can’t stop thinking about how tight I felt around him.”

		

		James’s caged cock throbbed painfully.

		

		Rebecca continued reading aloud, her voice dripping with excitement. “He wants to come to our place tomorrow night. He says he wants to fuck me in the bed I share with my husband. He wants you there watching the whole time.” She glanced over at James, eyes sparkling. “Isn’t that sweet? Your new bull wants to christen our marital bed.”

		

		James swallowed hard, shame and arousal twisting together in his gut.

		

		Rebecca kept texting, biting her lip. “I just told him yes. I told him to come over around eight. He says he’s going to take his time with me. He wants to fuck me properly in our bed while you sit in the corner and watch like a good little cuck.”

		

		She let out a delighted moan and squeezed the cage harder. “God, just thinking about it is making me wet again. Damon’s big black cock stretching me open in the same bed you sleep in every night… while you sit there locked and useless.”

		

		James’s voice came out hoarse. “Rebecca…”

		

		She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “Don’t worry, baby. I told him you’ll be on cleanup duty the entire time. Every creampie, every drop. You’re going to lick his cum out of me while he watches. Maybe I’ll even make you thank him for fucking your wife better than you ever could.”

		

		She laughed softly at his silence and went back to her phone. “Mmm, he just sent a picture of his cock. Fuck, even in a photo it looks massive. I’m going to be sore for days after tomorrow night.”

		

		Rebecca slid her hand up James’s thigh and gave the cage one last possessive squeeze. Then she started slowly wiggling it, her fingers playing with the steel prison as she leaned closer.

		

		“You were such a good little cuck tonight,” she purred, her voice low and filthy. “Kneeling there naked in front of everyone while Damon fucked me right over your shoulders. Did you like hearing all those people laugh at you? Watching your wife get stretched and used by a real man while your tiny locked dick just leaked all over the floor?”

		

		James’s breath hitched. The cage felt tighter than ever as Rebecca kept wiggling it, causing his sensitive glans to rub back and forth against the bars.

		

		“And tomorrow night…” she continued, her tone turning even darker and more excited, “Damon is coming here. To our apartment. He’s going to take me in every room while you watch like a pathetic shadow. Maybe you can even help me take him deeper inside me.”

		

		Her fingers moved faster, relentlessly wiggling and tugging at the cage. James’s hips jerked involuntarily. The combination of her words, the memories from the party, and the constant teasing pressure on his denied cock pushed him over the edge.

		

		With a broken, humiliated groan, James came hard right there in the driver’s seat. His locked cock pulsed inside the steel tube, shooting pent-up spurts of cum that squirted out around the bars and soaked into his pants. His whole body shuddered as the orgasm tore through him, hands gripping the steering wheel tightly to keep the car steady.

		

		Rebecca laughed softly, clearly delighted. She gave the dripping cage one final shake before pulling her hand away.

		

		“Good boy,” she whispered. “Look at you… coming in your cage just from thinking about tomorrow night. This is going to be so much fun.”

		

	
		Chapter 9: Home Visit

		

		The next evening, Rebecca treated the Damon’s visit like a real date.

		

		She spent over two hours getting ready. After a long, careful shower, she shaved everything smooth and rubbed scented lotion over her entire body. She took her time on her makeup — smoky eyes, glossy lips, the kind of look that said she wanted to be admired and taken. She curled her dirty blonde hair into soft, sexy waves that fell over her shoulders.

		

		Then she put on the dress.

		

		It was a tight, black, low-cut cocktail dress that hugged every curve. The hem stopped mid-thigh, showing off her smooth legs. She paired it with black strappy heels and a delicate necklace. As she smoothed the dress over her hips in front of the mirror, her wedding ring caught the light and sparkled on her finger. She looked at it for a moment, twisting it slightly with her thumb, before letting her hand fall away. She wanted to look perfect for Damon tonight.

		

		When she walked into the living room, James was still in the kitchen finishing dinner. He stopped what he was doing and stared.

		

		Rebecca smiled at him, doing a slow turn. “Well? Do I look good enough for him?”

		

		James swallowed hard. “You look… incredible.”

		

		She stepped closer and adjusted the front of her dress, making sure her cleavage looked perfect. “Good. I want him to see me like this and know I put in the effort. I want him to feel special tonight.”

		

		She had James set the table with the good dishes and light a couple of candles. James had spent most of the day cleaning the apartment as Rebecca had instructed. Everything was spotless. The kitchen smelled like the steak and roasted vegetables he had been cooking. Everything looked polished and intentional.

		

		At exactly eight o’clock, the doorbell rang.

		

		Rebecca’s face lit up. She smoothed her dress one last time, checked her reflection in the hallway mirror, and walked to the door with a confident sway in her hips.

		

		When she opened it, Damon stood there in a dark button-down and jeans. His eyes immediately dragged down her body.

		

		“Damn,” he said with a slow smile. “You look sexy as fuck.”

		

		Rebecca didn’t hold back. She stepped right into him, rose up on her toes in her heels, and kissed him deeply in the open doorway. Her arms slid around his neck as she pressed her body against his. She moaned softly into the kiss, clearly not caring who might see.

		

		James stood a few feet behind her, watching his wife greet another man like she was on a real date.

		

		When they finally broke the kiss, Rebecca was smiling and a little breathless. She took Damon’s hand and led him inside.

		

		“I had James make us dinner,” she said sweetly, glancing back at her husband.

		

		“That’s great. I’m hungry, baby,” Damon said without even looking at James.

		

		Rebecca guided Damon to the table and sat right beside him instead of across from him. Throughout dinner, she was affectionately touching his arm, leaning in close when she spoke, and occasionally reaching over to wipe a bit of sauce from the corner of his mouth with her thumb. She looked at him with genuine excitement in her eyes, like she was genuinely thrilled to be spending the evening with him.

		

		James stood at the end of the table, mostly ignored.

		

		Halfway through the meal, Damon looked at James and said, “Go grab me another glass of wine.”

		

		It wasn’t a request.

		

		James moved without argument. As he walked away, Damon added, “And clear my plate too, cuck.”

		

		Rebecca smiled at Damon like the casual dominance turned her on. She rested her hand on his thigh under the table and gave it a gentle squeeze.

		

		After dinner, Rebecca stood up, took Damon’s hand, and looked at him with clear desire.

		

		“Come on,” she said softly. “I want to show you our bedroom.”

		

		She led him down the hallway as James followed nervously behind them.

		

		When they stepped into the master bedroom, Rebecca turned to face Damon and kissed him again, slower and deeper this time. Her hands slid up his chest and began unbuttoning his shirt.

		

		“This is the bed I share with my husband,” she whispered against his lips, loud enough for James to hear. “The same bed we sleep in together every night, the same bed when slept in the first time we had sex… but tonight it’s for me and you.”

		

		Damon smirked and glanced over at James, who was standing awkwardly near the dresser.

		

		“Strip,” Damon ordered. “Get on your knees in the corner. You’re going to watch what happens in your own marital bed.”

		

		James obeyed. He removed his clothes, revealing the pink steel cage still locked around his cock, and knelt in the corner as instructed.

		

		Rebecca smiled at her husband for a moment, then turned all of her attention back to Damon. She pushed his shirt off his shoulders and ran her hands over his broad chest like she couldn’t get enough of touching him.

		

		“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she breathed. “About you fucking me right here… in the bed I share with my husband.”

		

		She dropped to her knees and unbuckled his belt. When she freed his cock, it was already heavy and growing. Rebecca moaned at the sight of it and immediately took him into her mouth, sucking him with clear enthusiasm. Damon’s cock quickly hardened to its full, thick size. Rebecca could only manage about half of it before she started gagging softly, but she kept going, eyes watering as she worshipped him.

		

		After a few minutes, Damon pulled her up and pushed her onto the bed on her back. He reached under her dress, hooked his fingers into her thong, and dragged it down her legs before tossing it aside. He pushed the hem of her dress up around her waist and spread her thighs wide.

		

		He rubbed the fat head of his cock against her already wet pussy, teasing her entrance.

		

		“Tell him what you want,” Damon said, looking at James.

		

		Rebecca turned her head on the pillow and looked straight at her husband, her voice soft but clear.

		

		“I want him to fuck me in our marital bed,” she said. “I want him to stretch your wife’s pussy on the same sheets you sleep on every night.”

		

		Damon pushed forward.

		

		Rebecca gasped loudly as the thick head stretched her open. He took his time, feeding inch after inch into her until his heavy balls were pressed against her ass. Rebecca’s legs were already shaking.

		

		“Fuck… he’s so big,” she moaned. “Baby, he’s so much deeper than you ever get.”

		

		Damon started fucking her with long, powerful strokes. The bed creaked under them. Every time he pulled back, his cock glistened with her wetness. Every time he thrust back in, Rebecca moaned louder.

		

		James knelt in the corner, his caged cock already leaking precum onto the floor.

		

		Rebecca kept talking, her voice getting breathier.

		

		“This feels so much better than anything you’ve ever given me,” she told James. “He’s ruining me. He’s going to leave me sore for days.”

		

		Damon flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up, fucking her from behind in deep, relentless strokes. Rebecca’s face was buried in the pillow, but she still managed to look back at James.

		

		“He’s going to cum inside me,” she panted. “Right here in our bed. In the pussy you’re supposed to be taking care of.”

		

		Damon groaned and slammed deep one final time. His cock pulsed hard as he started cumming. Thick ropes of semen flooded Rebecca’s pussy — heavy, powerful spurts that seemed to go on for a long time. When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of cum immediately began leaking out of her stretched hole and onto the sheets.

		

		Rebecca reached back and spread herself open with two fingers, letting more of Damon’s load drip out while she looked at James.

		

		“Clean it,” she ordered. “Get over here and clean his cum out of your wife’s pussy.”

		

		James crawled forward.

		

		He pressed his face between Rebecca’s thighs and started licking. The taste was thick and overwhelming. Damon’s cum kept leaking out in heavy globs as James tried to swallow it all. Rebecca moaned and pushed back against his tongue.

		

		While James cleaned her, Damon stood beside the bed, slowly stroking his still-hard cock. It was shiny with their mixed juices and still leaking precum.

		

		Rebecca looked up at him with open adoration.

		

		“Stay the night,” she whispered. “Please. I want you to fuck me again later. I want to wake up with your cock inside me.”

		

		Damon nodded.

		

		James kept licking, swallowing the thick load that continued to leak from Rebecca’s stretched pussy. The taste was heavy and overwhelming. Every time he thought he had cleaned her, more of Damon’s cum would seep out onto his tongue.

		

		While he worked, Rebecca looked up at Damon with a soft, adoring expression.

		

		“Stay the night,” she said quietly. “I want you in our bed. I want to fall asleep next to you and wake up with your cock inside me.”

		

		Damon smirked and nodded.

		

		Rebecca reached down and gently stroked James’s hair as he continued cleaning her. After another minute, she spoke again, her voice calm but firm.

		

		“That’s enough,” she said.

		

		James pulled back, his face wet and glistening. He looked up at her from between her thighs.

		

		Rebecca met his eyes and gave him a small, almost pitying smile.

		

		“Go sleep in the guest room tonight,” she told him. “I want Damon to have our bed. I don’t want my husband in here while a real man is sleeping next to me.”

		

		James felt the words hit him like a slap. He stayed on his knees for a second, processing what she had just said.

		

		Rebecca continued stroking his hair like she was soothing a pet.

		

		“Go on,” she said softly. “Be a good boy and sleep in the guest room. This bed is for Damon tonight.”

		

		James slowly got to his feet. He could feel both of them watching him as he gathered his clothes. Without another word, he walked out of the master bedroom and down the hall to the guest room, closing the door behind him.

		

		Back in the master bedroom, Rebecca turned onto her side and cuddled up against Damon’s broad chest. She kissed his shoulder and let out a satisfied sigh as he wrapped an arm around her.

		

		James lay awake in the guest room for a long time, staring at the ceiling while he listened to the occasional low murmur of their voices and the occasional creak of the marital bed down the hall.

		

	
		Chapter 10: Release

		

		The next morning, James stirred awake to the familiar creak of bedsprings and the unmistakable sound of his wife moaning another man’s name. He lay there in the guest room, cock straining uselessly in its pink steel cage, already knowing this time felt different.

		

		Rebecca wasn’t thinking about her husband at all. Every ounce of her attention belonged to Damon.

		

		She couldn’t get enough of him. His massive cock stretched and filled her in ways no one else ever had, but it was more than that. Damon was simply the best lover she’d ever experienced. His fingers, his tongue, his thick shaft — whatever he used, he played her body like an instrument, drawing orgasm after shattering orgasm from her with effortless skill.

		

		What drove her wildest was the contrast. One moment he was kissing her deeply, slowly rolling his hips as he made tender, passionate love to her. The next, he was pinning her down, slapping her ass hard, or wrapping his strong hand around her throat while he pounded her soaked pussy into the mattress like he owned it.

		

		James could hear everything. Every wet slap of skin, every filthy moan, every time Rebecca cried out Damon’s name. His locked cock throbbed painfully as he reached down and began frantically wiggling the cage, trying to grind out a desperate orgasm before they finished. He knew there would be punishment if Rebecca caught him, but he couldn’t stop himself.

		

		“Yes! Fuck me, Damon. God, you’re so fucking amazing,” Rebecca moaned loudly, her voice raw with pleasure.

		

		Damon was relentless. His powerful thrusts never faltered. Every time Rebecca’s body tensed and she started to squirt, he’d pull out at the perfect moment and slap his heavy cock against her gushing pussy, making her spray even harder and longer. She had no control left. Her body belonged to him now.

		

		Finally, Damon buried himself to the hilt. With a deep, guttural groan, he held Rebecca down and flooded her womb with thick, powerful ropes of hot cum, pumping her full until it overflowed.

		

		At the same moment, James’ weak load spurted pathetically from the tip of his caged dick. The thin streams landed on his dick and dripped back down over his aching balls as the sounds of his wife’s satisfied moans echoed from the master bedroom.

		

		James’s heart pounded as he hurried to clean up the mess on his cage and balls. He wiped frantically with tissues, knowing Rebecca could walk in at any second. He had no idea what fresh punishment she’d invent if she caught him, but he wasn’t about to risk finding out.

		

		He had just gotten into the bathroom to wash his hands when he heard the master bedroom door open. Soft voices drifted down the hallway. Rebecca and Damon were murmuring tenderly to each other, punctuated by the unmistakable sounds of slow, affectionate kisses. The contrast hit him like a gut punch. This was the same woman who had moaned like a whore for Damon’s cock. Now she was giggling sweetly like a lovesick girlfriend.

		

		James stood frozen for a moment, then quickly sat down on the toilet to pee. The cage made standing impossible now. The first time he’d tried it after being locked, piss had sprayed everywhere, soaking his legs and the floor. Lesson learned. These days he always sat like a good little cuck, no matter how humiliating it felt.

		

		He winced at the familiar thought of work. The strange looks he got from coworkers when he went into a stall, clearly just peeing. Another quiet reminder of how thoroughly his wife had stripped him of his masculinity. And God help him, he didn’t know why, but he loved it.

		

		“Cuck!” Rebecca yelled from the hallway.

		

		James flushed the toilet and hurried out of the bathroom. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I need to be cleaned. Get on the bed,” she commanded.

		

		James quickly lay down on his back. Rebecca wasted no time straddling his face, lowering her freshly-fucked pussy onto his mouth. She ground herself against him deliberately, smearing her slick folds and Damon’s thick cum across his lips, nose, and chin. Every few seconds she dropped her full weight onto him, smothering him completely and cutting off his air until his lungs burned.

		

		“Breathe in the scent of that superior Black seed,” she purred. “When you’re done, you’re going to thank Damon properly for letting you slurp up his cum.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” James tried to reply. The words came out as nothing more than pathetic, muffled vibrations against her pussy.

		

		Damon stood nearby, casually getting dressed while James performed his cleanup duty. Once he was ready, he leaned over the bed and kissed Rebecca deeply, their tongues intertwining right above James’s trapped, cum-smeared face.

		

		“Mmmm, I can’t wait for tonight,” Rebecca murmured against Damon’s lips. “It’s been so long since I’ve been on a proper date… with a real man.”

		

		Date?

		

		The word hit James like ice water. With every other bull, it had always been just sex. They fucked Rebecca senseless, filled her up, and left. No dates. No romance. This was new — and it made his stomach twist with a sick, jealous heat.

		

		“Tell him, cuck,” Rebecca ordered, still grinding slowly on his face.

		

		James struggled to form the words beneath her. “Thank you… for letting me swallow… your superior cum,” he managed, the phrase coming out garbled and wet, barely intelligible. But they both understood.

		

		Rebecca laughed softly. “Good boy.”

		

		Later that night, James sat on the edge of the bed and watched with growing trepidation as Rebecca prepared for her date. This was uncharted territory for them. With all the other bulls it had always been just sex in their house. A date felt far more intimate, like something reserved for someone more permanent.

		

		Rebecca barely noticed him. Her mind was entirely on Damon. She wanted tonight to be perfect.

		

		She carefully shaved her mound until her vitiligo-marked pussy was smooth and prominently displayed, then smoothed perfumed lotion over every inch of her skin. James’s throat tightened as she walked to the back of the closet and pulled out a long-forgotten box.

		

		He recognized it immediately. When she opened the lid on the bed, the sight hit him like a punch to the gut.

		

		It was the lingerie she had worn on their wedding night.

		

		Pure white. Delicate lace thong. A demi-cup bra that let her nipples peek teasingly above the fabric. Stockings and a matching garter belt. The exact set he had only seen once — the night he’d slowly peeled her wedding gown off her.

		

		Rebecca flashed him a wicked, knowing grin. “I always wanted to wear this for the man who would completely own me,” she said softly. “Tonight I finally get to.”

		

		James’s mouth went dry. His caged cock strained painfully against the pink steel as Rebecca slipped into the lingerie. She looked breathtaking, more beautiful and sensual than she had on their actual wedding night. The sight made his stomach twist with jealousy even as his locked dick throbbed harder at the thought of her giving herself to Damon in the very outfit meant only for him.

		

		She pulled a shimmering white dress over her head, the fabric hugging her curves perfectly. Then she knelt in front of James, dangling the small key to his cage.

		

		“I’m letting you out tonight, baby,” she cooed, unlocking him and sliding the cage off. His cock sprang free, rock-hard but, pathetically, even smaller after weeks of denial, no longer even reaching four inches. Rebecca gave it one slow, teasing stroke. “I want you to stroke yourself while you think about your wife giving herself completely to a better man.”

		

		James shuddered at her touch. It had been so long since he felt her hand directly on his bare cock. A confusing mix of relief, arousal, and deep humiliation washed over him.

		

		“Don’t wait up, cucky,” she added as she stood and slipped on her heels. “I’m not sure what time I’ll be home… or if I’ll be home tonight at all.”

		

		The sound of a car pulling up outside made James’s heart sink. Rebecca gave him one last naughty smile, blew him a kiss, and walked out the door to meet Damon.

		

	
		Chapter 11: The Date

		

		Rebecca stepped into the cool night air, practically running toward Damon as he stood beside his sleek black SUV. She had missed him even though it had only been hours since she was last kissing him while straddling her husband’s face.

		

		She threw herself into his arms and kissed him with desperate hunger, their tongues tangling urgently. When they finally pulled apart, she was breathless. “Where are we going tonight?”

		

		Damon grinned, his strong hand sliding down to squeeze her ass possessively. “Somewhere nice. You deserve to be shown off properly, baby.”

		

		The drive crackled with tension. Damon’s hand rested high on her thigh, fingers slowly tracing the garter straps hidden beneath her dress. Every touch sent sparks through her body. Rebecca felt alive, desired, and utterly wanted in a way she hadn’t experienced in years.

		

		They arrived at an upscale rooftop restaurant with stunning city views. The hostess seated them at a private table overlooking the glittering skyline. Damon ordered an expensive bottle of wine and the chef’s tasting menu with effortless confidence.

		

		Their conversation flowed effortlessly. Damon was charming and attentive, but, at the same time, deliciously dominant. He fed her bites of food, his thumb brushing slowly across her lower lip to catch a stray crumb. He leaned in close and whispered filthy promises of exactly what he planned to do to her later. Under the table, Rebecca slipped off her heel and rubbed her foot teasingly against his growing bulge, both of them smiling like any other couple on a romantic date.

		

		Just after they ordered dessert, Damon reached into his pocket with a wicked smirk and pulled out James’s credit card. He held it up, letting the light catch it.

		

		Rebecca’s eyes widened in delighted surprise. “Wait… how did you get that?”

		

		Damon chuckled. “Slipped it right out of his wallet while you were grinding your cum-filled pussy on his mouth. He was too busy licking and muffled to notice a thing.”

		

		A rush of heat flooded between Rebecca’s legs. She let out a thrilled laugh. “Oh my god, that’s so fucking hot. You robbed my cuck husband while he was cleaning your load out of me.” She leaned forward, biting her lip. “Use it. Pay for everything tonight. I love that he’s literally buying our date.”

		

		When the waiter brought the check, Damon handed over James’s card without hesitation. Rebecca watched with pure arousal as the transaction processed, her husband’s money funding this romantic evening with her bull.

		

		After the waiter returned the card, Damon handed the card to Rebecca. She took it for a moment, then slid it back into Damon’s hand. “Keep it,” she purred, her voice dripping with excitement. “Use it for all our future dates. Dinners, hotels, whatever you want. James can fund every time you take me out and fuck me senseless. It’s only right.”

		

		By the time they left the restaurant, Rebecca was soaked and throbbing with need.

		

		Damon drove them to his upscale downtown apartment. The second the door closed behind them, the romantic energy shifted into something darker and hungrier. Damon pulled her close and kissed her possessively, but Rebecca placed a hand on his chest, stopping him with a mischievous smile.

		

		“Wait. I have something special for you tonight,” she purred. “Something sacred I’ve never shared with anyone but my husband… until now.”

		

		She stepped back, turning slowly so he could admire the shimmering white dress. Then she reached behind herself and slowly unzipped it. The fabric slid down her body like liquid, pooling at her feet.

		

		Damon’s eyes darkened with raw lust.

		

		Rebecca stood before him in the exact white lingerie she had worn on her wedding night. The delicate lace thong, already visibly wet in the crotch, gave teasing glimpses of her pussy. Her nipples peeked seductively above the demi-cup bra, and her legs looked incredible in the sheer stockings clipped to the garter belt. Pure, innocent white — the very same outfit James had only ever seen once, on the night he married her.

		

		“I wore this for James on our wedding night,” she whispered, turning in a slow, deliberate circle so he could drink in every detail. “He thought it meant I was his forever. Tonight… I’m wearing it for you. The man I’m giving my married pussy to.”

		

		Damon let out a deep, hungry groan. “Fuck, Rebecca. You’re giving me what was supposed to be only his. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

		

		He stalked toward her like a predator, running his hands reverently over the sacred white lace. “This is what you wore when you promised to be his… and now you’re giving that sweet pussy to me.” He hooked a finger under the thong and pulled it aside, exposing her vitiligo-marked pussy. “You’re mine tonight, baby. Completely.”

		

		Damon took his time worshipping her in the lingerie. His fingers tweaked her exposed nipples before his thick lips closed around them, sucking just hard enough to make her gasp. He alternated between gentle flicks of his tongue and intense suction that sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core. Two thick fingers slid into her soaked pussy as he moved between her breasts.

		

		Then he dropped lower, swiping the flat of his tongue over her labia and across her swollen clit. His fingers curled expertly against her g-spot while he ate her with devastating skill. Rebecca writhed, chasing his tongue, desperate for more pressure. When he finally locked on, fingers curled tight, tongue lashing her clit in perfect rhythm, she shattered. She squirted hard, soaking his chin and splashing across the pristine white lace and stockings.

		

		After she begged for his cock, Damon bent Rebecca over the couch. He fucked her from behind while she still wore the garter belt and stockings, alternating between slow, deep lovemaking and brutal, choking, ass-slapping pounds that left her screaming his name.

		

		He spun her around, lifted her effortlessly, and impaled her on his massive cock, carrying her to the bedroom while fucking her every step of the way. On the bed, he slowed down, giving her long, steady strokes as he kissed her tenderly. The passion quickly overwhelmed them again. Rebecca wrapped her legs around him, desperately working her hips to take more of his length.

		

		She came again and again, until she finally broke the kiss. “Fuck me harder,” she gasped, then immediately crushed her lips back to his.

		

		Damon pounded into her with controlled power. As he neared the edge, he buried himself to the hilt. With the white bra pushed down and the thong pulled aside, he flooded her womb with thick, heavy ropes of cum, claiming her completely in the very lingerie meant to symbolize her marriage.

		

		Rebecca came harder than she had in her life, her body shaking violently as she clung to him.

		

		Back at the house, James had been edging for hours. His cock was raw and leaking as he stroked slowly, stopping every time he got close. He kept checking his phone, desperate for any word from Rebecca.

		

		A single photo finally arrived: Rebecca’s face flushed with pleasure, hair messy, lips swollen. A thick trail of semen ran from her well-fucked pussy down across her asshole. The message attached wasn’t from her.

		

		Thanks for giving up your wife for me, cuck. She’s mine now.

		

		James’s cock erupted instantly. He came hard at the realization that his wife had given herself completely to another man in the sacred white lingerie from their wedding night.

		

	
		Chapter 12: The Double Date

		

		The next day, Rebecca didn’t return home until almost noon. James had spent the morning pacing anxiously, replaying every possible scenario from the night before and wondering if something had gone wrong.

		

		His face lit up the moment she walked through the door. Her hair was tousled, her white dress wrinkled from being left on the floor all night, yet she looked absolutely radiant, glowing with satisfaction.

		

		“Haha, cucky,” she said with a playful smirk, “you might not like where this thing with Damon is headed.”

		

		James froze, his stomach dropping. “W-What do you mean? You’re not leaving me, are you?”

		

		Rebecca laughed, the sound light and unbothered. “No, nothing that drastic. But I hope you enjoyed being free last night, because you’re probably pussy-free from now on… and about to be locked up for the foreseeable future.”

		

		James stared nervously at his feet. “Did… did you have a good time?”

		

		She smiled dreamily. “Babe, I had an amazing night… and morning. We fucked three times last night and twice this morning. He’s incredible. I’ll still play with other bulls, but Damon is my regular from now on.”

		

		“That good, huh?”

		

		“You have no idea,” Rebecca said, her eyes half-closing as she relived it. “He’s so dominant and commanding. My pussy is getting wet again just thinking about him.”

		

		She pulled her dress over her head as she walked into the bedroom. James followed hopefully, expecting her to order him onto his back for cleanup, but she wasn’t in the mood.

		

		“Sorry, babe,” she said, noticing his disappointed expression. “I know you love cleaning me up, but I just want to shower and relax today.”

		

		Before stripping off the stained wedding lingerie, she reached into the nightstand and pulled out the pink steel cage. She knelt in front of James, locked him back up with a soft click, then gave the cage a condescending little pat. “Hopefully you’ll get out of this again someday,” she teased, draping the keys on the chain around her neck before heading to the shower.

		

		Once she had freshened up, Rebecca lounged on the couch with a satisfied, dreamy look in her eyes. All day she replayed memories of Damon and tender kisses that would turn into rough, possessive fucking. James barely existed in those thoughts. A flicker of guilt passed through her. She knew she should include her husband more, but her growing feelings for Damon overshadowed everything. After all, this lifestyle had started because of James’s kink. Still, she had no intention of getting rid of James. She still loved him, and most of the thrill for her had always come from humiliating James. She didn’t want to lose that aspect of their play.

		

		Grabbing her phone, she texted Damon:

		

		Let’s go out again tonight. We can bring Allison. She’ll love messing with hubby.

		

		Damon replied almost instantly:

		

		Sounds great. 8? I’ll bring his card. 😂

		

		Rebecca confirmed the time and messaged Allison, who enthusiastically agreed to join and help torment James. The double date was set.

		

		“Cucky, we’re going out tonight on a double date!” Rebecca called out.

		

		James poked his head around the corner. “Who’s the other couple?”

		

		“You and Allison,” Rebecca said, laughing at his assumption that he and Rebecca were one of the “couples”.

		

		“Oh,” was all James could manage. If Allison was coming, he knew he was in for a long, humiliating night.

		

		By 8 p.m., Rebecca looked stunning as she headed to the front door with James trailing behind. Damon was already waiting outside. Rebecca practically melted into his arms, kissing him deeply right there in the driveway. James glanced around nervously, praying the neighbors weren’t watching.

		

		Damon opened the passenger door for Rebecca like a perfect gentleman, then turned to James. “Get in the back, cuck, if you’re coming.”

		

		James quickly opened the door to the back and climbed in. They stopped to pick up Allison, then headed to the restaurant.

		

		When they arrived, Damon and Rebecca led the way arm-in-arm to the hostess stand.

		

		“Reservation for two?” the hostess asked.

		

		“Four,” Damon corrected with a smile.

		

		“Oh, okay. Double date?” she asked, glancing at the group while grabbing menus.

		

		“Something like that,” Rebecca replied with a sly grin at Damon.

		

		The hostess seated them in a cozy booth near the windows. Damon and Rebecca slid into one side immediately, pressing close together. Damon draped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her in for a lingering kiss.

		

		As they settled in, the hostess turned to Allison with a friendly smile. “I like your husband’s shirt. Mine has one just like it.”

		

		“Husband? Eww, gross — no,” Allison said dramatically, wrinkling her nose in disgust. “That’s her husband.”

		

		The hostess looked back and forth between the two “couples,” her confusion turning to realization. Her face flushed bright red as she mumbled an apology and hurried away.

		

		James’s cheeks burned with fresh humiliation — first from Allison’s visceral reaction, and again from the very public reminder that his wife was on a date with another man while he sat across from them like a spare part.

		

		Rebecca and Damon, however, were completely unfazed. They stayed glued together like lovesick teenagers. Damon’s hand rested high on Rebecca’s thigh under the table while she held his upper arm possessively and stole kisses between sentences. Every affectionate touch and whispered word made James’s cock swell in its confined space.

		

		Allison leaned toward James with a wicked smirk. “Look at you, cucky. Sitting here while your wife makes out with her boyfriend in public. Does that little pink cage feel extra tight yet?”

		

		She wasn’t finished. “God, you’re pathetic. Your wife is still glowing from getting railed all night and morning by a real man, and here you are locked up and paying for their romantic dinner. Smile, loser. This is your life now.”

		

		Rebecca finally glanced over, catching the last part of Allison’s comment. She laughed softly and corrected her with a wicked grin.

		

		“Actually, Allison, Damon is paying tonight,” Rebecca said, squeezing Damon’s thigh. “And price is no object, so order whatever your heart desires. Spoil yourself.”

		

		Rebecca had told her about Damon taking the credit card, but being reminded, Allison’s eyes lit up with delight. “Oh, even better,” she purred, picking up the menu. “In that case, I’m getting the filet and the most expensive bottle of wine on the list.”

		

		Damon chuckled and kissed Rebecca’s temple while James sat silently across from them, the weight of the evening pressing down on him as the two women openly enjoyed his humiliation.

		

	
		Chapter 13: Dinner

		

		The waiter arrived to get their drink order, and just James’ luck, the waiter was a handsome young Black man. He asked them what they wanted to drink, starting with Rebecca.

		

		“Oh, I think you’re supposed to start with ladies first,” she suggested, pointing to James. “Why don’t you start with my husband? He’s the beta at this table.”

		

		James’ cheeks went crimson. She wasn’t even trying to be quiet, causing at least two people from nearby tables to turn and look. And those were just the ones James noticed.

		

		The waiter held back a laugh, but his restrained smile showed he understood the joke perfectly. “What would you like to drink, sweetie?” he asked James, piling on the humiliation. “Something pink, I would guess.”

		

		Allison immediately leaned in with a wicked grin. “Aww, listen to that. Even the waiter knows what a pathetic little beta you are. How does it feel having your wife announce to the whole restaurant that you’re the cuck at the table?”

		

		Damon whispered something filthy into Rebecca’s ear. She smiled and leaned forward, deliberately letting the front of her dress gape open to give the waiter a generous view of her breasts as she ordered a fancy prosecco for them to start.

		

		When the waiter returned, he placed a very pink drink in a tall glass in front of James. It was decorated with flowers and had a delicate lace doily wrapped around the base. The others received elegant champagne glasses. The loud pop of the expensive bottle drew even more eyes, with several people staring openly at the frilly pink concoction in front of James.

		

		Allison laughed softly. “Look at that pretty drink they brought the beta. It matches your cage perfectly, doesn’t it, James? Everyone’s staring at you now. They all know exactly what kind of husband you are.”

		

		Rebecca flirted heavily with the waiter at Damon’s direction as he poured their drinks. She made sure to let him have another long look down the top of her dress while reaching over and touching the side of his thigh. The waiter smiled knowingly and gave an up-nod to Damon before leaving to put in their appetizers.

		

		As the dinner progressed, Rebecca and Damon became even more affectionate. Damon’s hand had advanced further up Rebecca’s thigh, sliding against her soaked panties and keeping her constantly on edge. Her pussy was wet simply because she was with him, but his touching made her absolutely drenched.

		

		Damon whispered something else to Rebecca before she excused herself to freshen up. James stood up to let Allison out so she could go with her. When he sat back down, he realized Damon was looking right at him.

		

		“What?” James asked nervously.

		

		“Your wife is amazing,” Damon taunted. “You’re such a wimp for letting her cuck you, but now that she has, you should know that she will do anything for me. Don’t worry, though. She’ll stay married to you. You just might never get the chance to fuck her again. That beautiful pussy is mine now. I get to say who fucks her and when.”

		

		Allison returned just in time to hear the last part. She slid back into the booth and grinned. “Damon owns your wife’s pussy now? That’s so fucking hot. How does it feel knowing a real man decides if you ever get to fuck her again? Pathetic.”

		

		Rebecca and Allison returned from the bathroom as the waiter arrived with a bowl of steamed mussels and a plate with two crab cakes atop a swirled red cream sauce that decorated the plate.

		

		As Rebecca sat, she stuck her hand out to the waiter. He opened his palm and she dropped her wet panties into it. The waiter looked at James first, then turned to Rebecca as he brought the freshly worn panties to his nose. “Beautiful,” he said simply, smiling broadly, before tucking them into his pocket as he turned to get back to work.

		

		Allison let out a delighted laugh. “Holy shit, you just handed your dirty panties to the waiter right in front of your husband. Look at James’s face — he’s dying in that cage. This is the best double date ever.”

		

		They enjoyed their food and continued tormenting James with extra affection and cutting comments, mostly from Allison. Rebecca kept flirting with and working up the handsome Black waiter at Damon’s direction.

		

		When the waiter returned to offer dessert, Damon took Rebecca’s hand and offered it to the waiter. “I think she has a special dessert in mind.”

		

		The waiter, obviously interested, looked around for his manager to make sure he wouldn’t get fired, before taking Rebecca’s offered left hand and helping her stand.

		

		Allison saw the rings sparkle and commented to James, “See cucky, even the hand wearing that expensive ring you bought her is going to be wrapped around that waiter’s big cock shortly.”

		

		“Maybe you could show me where the restrooms are,” Rebecca offered as an excuse to the waiter.

		

		“Certainly,” he responded. “Right this way.”

		

		He led Rebecca back to the hallway that led to the restrooms. When they arrived there, however, he passed the restrooms and took her into a back storage room filled with extra chairs and other odds and ends.

		

		Rebecca was horny. All the teasing from Damon, the flirting with the waiter, and James’ constant blushing from their humiliating comments had her pussy drenched.

		

		She immediately fell to her knees, her hands fumbling with the waiter’s belt as she opened his pants.

		

		“Damn woman. You clearly already have a Black boyfriend, but you’re still thirsty for more cock,” he commented.

		

		Rebecca hauled his rapidly hardening cock out. He was around nine inches long. “Damon said I needed to reward you for your excellent service,” she said before taking the head into her mouth.

		

		She sucked him eagerly, bobbing her head and working her tongue along the underside of his shaft. The waiter groaned, gripping her hair as she took him deeper, her wedding rings glinting every time her hand stroked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. It didn’t take long before he tensed and flooded her mouth with thick, hot spurts of cum. Rebecca swallowed most of it but kept a generous amount on her tongue.

		

		She stood up, straightened her dress, and returned to the table with a satisfied smile. When she arrived back at the booth, she cupped James’s face in both hands, and kissed him deeply.

		

		James’s eyes widened as he tasted the stranger’s thick, salty cum on her tongue. Rebecca pushed it into his mouth with a slow, deliberate swirl, making sure he got every drop she had left. She held the kiss as Allison and Damon chuckled, realizing what she was doing.

		

		Allison laughed loudly. “That’s it, cucky. Clean up after the waiter like the good little cum eater you are. How does another man’s load taste while your wife is on her date with her real man?”

		

		Rebecca finally pulled back, licking her lips. “Good boy,” she whispered, patting his cheek before sitting down next to Damon with a wicked, satisfied smile.

		

	
		Chapter 14: The Bar

		

		After returning to the restroom to use the mouthwash, Rebecca arrived back at the table and slipped back in next to Damon. She finished the last of her prosecco and flagged the waiter down for another round. James was still stuck with the same frilly pink cocktail he’d barely touched. No one had even asked if he wanted something different.

		

		When the waiter returned with the fresh bottle, he poured for the ladies and then Damon before politely asking if anyone wanted dessert.

		

		“I already shared my last dessert with my hubby,” Rebecca announced loudly, pointing straight at James with a wicked smile. “He got a nice, warm, creamy taste I had left in my mouth.”

		

		James’s cheeks burned bright red. The waiter’s knowing smirk made it clear he understood exactly what she meant.

		

		“But we should probably get something from the kitchen too,” Rebecca added casually. “First, let’s have a toast.”

		

		They all raised their glasses. James’s tall, overly feminine pink drink stood out embarrassingly against the elegant champagne flutes. Rebecca’s voice rang out clearly across the tables, “To my husband eating other men’s seed from every hole in my body.”

		

		Damon and Allison clinked their glasses enthusiastically. “Here, here!” they cheered. James barely had time to react before they clinked against his glass too, forcing him to participate in his own humiliation. Several nearby diners turned to stare, some whispering.

		

		Allison leaned in close to James, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Aww, poor cucky. Everyone in this restaurant knows you’re a cum-eating beta now. Does that pretty pink drink taste better after that toast?”

		

		The desserts arrived quickly. There was a rich chocolate torte for Rebecca and Damon to share, and a fancy crème brûlée for Allison — Rebecca and Damon fed each other bites, kissing between every taste. Damon’s hand stayed high on Rebecca’s thigh under the table, occasionally making her breath hitch.

		

		Allison wasn’t done tormenting James. “Look at them. So perfect together. You’re just sitting there locked up while your wife is practically dripping for her boyfriend in public. I bet that little cage is aching. Are you leaking yet, beta?”

		

		James could only sit there silently, face burning, as the group enjoyed the rest of the meal. The combination of public teasing, Rebecca’s open affection with Damon, and Allison’s relentless commentary left him deeply humiliated and painfully hard in his cage.

		

		When the waiter finally brought the check, Damon casually pulled out James’s credit card and handed it over. James’s eyes widened in shock as he recognized it immediately.

		

		“Wait… that’s my card,” he muttered, his voice trailing off.

		

		Rebecca smiled sweetly and patted his hand. “Yes it is, baby. I told Damon he could keep it for all our future dates. Dinners, weekends away, hotels… whatever we want. It’s only fair that you help fund the nights when he fucks me so much better than you ever could.”

		

		Allison burst out laughing. “That’s perfect. Cucky’s credit card is now the official bull fund. Every time Damon takes your wife out and fills her up, you get to pay for it. God, you’re such a perfect little wallet.”

		

		Damon signed the receipt with a satisfied grin and slid the card back into his own wallet. “Thanks for dinner, cuck. Ready to head out?”

		

		James was stunned as the group stood up. Rebecca gave Damon one last deep kiss right there in the middle of the restaurant before they all headed for the door, leaving James to trail behind them like the humiliated spare part he had become.

		

		As the group began making their way toward the exit, Rebecca suddenly paused near the bar area. A mischievous smile spread across her face.

		

		“Oh my god, James, look who’s here,” she said brightly.

		

		Mark and Tyler, two of James’s coworkers, were sitting at the bar. They hadn’t noticed the group until now. Rebecca immediately tightened her grip on Damon’s arm, pressing her body against his side and looking up at him with open adoration. Damon responded by sliding a possessive hand around her waist.

		

		The two men spotted James and waved him over. The group stopped, and an awkward five-minute conversation ensued.

		

		“Hey James! Didn’t expect to see you here,” Mark said, glancing curiously at Rebecca and Damon. “You guys having a night out?”

		

		Rebecca smiled sweetly and leaned into Damon even more. “We are. Damon’s been treating me so well lately. He knows exactly how to show a woman a good time.”

		

		Tyler raised an eyebrow, noticing how comfortably Rebecca’s hand rested on Damon’s chest. “Nice to meet you, man. You all… out together tonight?”

		

		Damon gave a confident nod and pulled Rebecca closer. “Just enjoying a nice evening with my girl. James was kind enough to come along.”

		

		Allison grinned beside James. “James is such a supportive husband, isn’t he? Always willing to tag along and watch Rebecca have fun.”

		

		Mark and Tyler exchanged a quick, knowing look. The body language between Rebecca and Damon was unmistakable. The way she touched him, the way he held her, the casual “my girl” comment, it was clear something was going on. And the fact that James was right there, silent and red-faced, only made the situation more obvious.

		

		“Well, good seeing you, James,” Tyler said awkwardly after a few more minutes of small talk. “Have a good rest of your night.”

		

		As they turned to leave, Rebecca suddenly pulled Damon in for a deep, passionate kiss right there in full view of the bar. She pressed her body against his, moaning softly into his mouth while her wedding rings sparkled on the hand cupping his face. Damon’s hand slid down to squeeze her ass possessively as they kissed.

		

		Mark and Tyler were still watching. Their stunned expressions said everything.

		

		Allison laughed under her breath as they finally walked out. “They definitely figured it out now. Your coworkers just watched your wife make out with her bull like a horny teenager while you stood there like a good little cuck. This night keeps getting better.”

		

		After leaving the restaurant, the group drove to a casual neighborhood bar just a few miles from James and Rebecca’s house. It was a laid-back spot with dim lighting, live music on weekends, and a mix of locals unwinding. The kind of place where everyone knew everyone’s face, even if not their names.

		

		As they pulled into the parking lot, Allison suddenly spoke up from the back seat. “Hey, why don’t you two go in and grab us a spot at the bar? I need to talk to Damon about something real quick. We’ll be right behind you.”

		

		Rebecca raised an eyebrow, clearly confused, but she trusted her friend. “Okay… sure. We’ll be at the bar.”

		

		James followed Rebecca inside. They found seats at the bar and ordered drinks. After ten minutes with no sign of the others, they fell into their familiar couple rhythm — chatting with the bartender, laughing with a few regulars, and catching up with neighbors they recognized from the area. Everyone who spoke to them quickly learned they were married. Several neighbors waved or stopped by, clearly recognizing the couple.

		

		Thirty minutes passed. Rebecca checked her phone occasionally but stayed relaxed, enjoying the casual conversation.

		

		Then the door opened.

		

		Damon and Allison walked in together. Damon scanned the room. His eyes landed on Rebecca. He strode over with a confident grin and leaned against the bar right beside her, acting as if he’d never seen her before.

		

		“Excuse me,” he said smoothly, his deep voice carrying. “I couldn’t help noticing you from across the room. You are absolutely stunning. Mind if I buy you a drink?”

		

		Rebecca paused for half a second, then caught on. She glanced quickly at James before turning back to Damon with a flirty smile, playing along as though this was an impromptu encounter. “Oh… wow, thank you. That’s very sweet. But I’m married,” she said, holding up her left hand to show her rings, her tone suggesting she was trying to politely deter him even as a smile played on her lips.

		

		“Oh… wow, thank you. That’s very sweet. But I’m married,” she said, holding up her left hand to show her rings while subtly nodding toward James.

		

		Damon’s gaze flicked briefly to James, then back to Rebecca with a charming, predatory smile. “Married, huh? Well, that’s a shame… for him.” He leaned in a little closer, his voice low and confident. “A woman like you deserves to be spoiled properly. Tell me, does he treat you the way you deserve?”

		

		Rebecca let out a soft, flirty laugh, clearly enjoying the attention but keeping up the act of a loyal wife. “He’s a good man… but you’re very bold, aren’t you?”

		

		Damon grinned, undeterred. “Bold enough to say that if you were mine, you wouldn’t be sitting at a bar wondering what real attention feels like.” His hand lightly brushed her arm as he spoke. “One drink. No harm in that, right? Your husband can watch and make sure I behave… mostly.”

		

		The flirting stayed gradual and teasing — compliments on her smile, light touches on her arm or lower back, and confident innuendos about “showing her what she’s been missing.” Rebecca played along perfectly, blushing and laughing while occasionally glancing at James as if checking to see if he was comfortable. James sat there stiffly, trying to look like a supportive but slightly uneasy husband.

		

		On the small dance floor nearby, Damon eventually offered his hand. “Come on. Just one dance. Let me show you what a real man feels like on the floor. Your husband can watch if he wants.”

		

		Rebecca turned to James, biting her lip as if seeking permission. “I’m going to dance with him, okay baby? Just one dance…”

		

		James hesitated, his face burning with humiliation, but he grudgingly nodded his head.

		

		Rebecca smiled and took Damon’s hand. “Just one dance…”

		

		By the time they reached the small dance floor, the entire bar seemed to be watching. The chemistry between them was electric. What started as relatively innocent dancing quickly escalated. Damon pulled Rebecca in closer, his hands sliding down to her hips as he ground against her. Rebecca’s resistance melted little by little — her body pressing back against him, her breathing growing heavier. Damon’s hands boldly groped her ass, squeezing firmly as they moved together through three or four increasingly sexual songs.

		

		Rebecca still tried to maintain the facade of a married woman whose boundaries were being pushed. She would occasionally glance back toward James with a flushed, guilty look, but she never fully pulled away. The longer they danced, the more she gave in — grinding back against Damon, tilting her head as he kissed along her neck.

		

		Allison, who had taken a seat nearby, acted like a random bystander. She leaned toward the people next to her and spoke loud enough for others to hear.

		

		“Oh my god, look at that. His wife is all over that guy while he just sits there watching. She told him she was married and everything, but she’s still letting him grind all over her like that… Poor husband is right there.”

		

		On the dance floor, Damon spun Rebecca and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. She melted into it completely, moaning softly into his mouth while everyone watched. Her wedding rings sparkled under the lights as she wrapped her arms around his neck.

		

		James kept facing the bar, too humiliated to turn around and watch. Allison leaned over to him and a few nearby patrons.

		

		“Look at her… she’s falling hard for that Black stranger right in front of her husband. I bet she’s never kissed her husband like that. This is wild.”

		

		After the intense set of songs, Rebecca finally returned to the bar, flushed and breathing heavily. She stood next to James briefly. “I need to use the restroom, baby,” she said sweetly. “I’ll be right back.”

		

		Everyone watched as she walked toward the restroom hallway. Halfway there, she glanced back and subtly motioned for Damon to follow. Damon stood up with a smirk and followed her down the hallway.

		

		They were gone for about fifteen minutes.

		

		When Rebecca finally returned, her hair was slightly messier and her cheeks were flushed. Damon slipped out a side exit without coming back to the bar.

		

		Rebecca slid back onto the stool beside James, cupped his face, and pressed her lips to his in a long, passionate kiss.

		

		When she finally pulled back, she smiled sweetly at him. “We need to go home now, baby. I want those ‘special kisses’ from you tonight.”

		

		The implication was crystal clear to everyone within earshot. Several neighbors and patrons exchanged knowing looks.

		

		As James and Rebecca stood up and headed toward the door, Allison’s voice carried loudly across the bar, speaking to no one in particular:

		

		“Jesus Christ… that wife just got railed by a Black stranger in the bathroom, and now she’s dragging her pathetic husband home to eat the cum out of her freshly fucked pussy. What a fucking loser. He was sitting here the whole time like a good little cuck while another man used his wife. What a fucking cuck.”

		

		The entire bar fell into stunned silence as James and Rebecca walked out.

		

		Outside in the parking lot, Allison caught up to the group at the car and immediately burst out laughing.

		

		“Oh my god, did you see their faces?” she cackled. “Those neighbors you always see walking their dogs? They’re never going to look at you the same again, James. They just watched your wife get felt up and kissed by a big Black guy on the dance floor, then disappear into the back with him for fifteen minutes. Everyone in that bar knows she just got fucked and is making you clean it up.”

		

		Rebecca grinned and leaned against Damon. “They’ll definitely recognize us around the neighborhood now. Every time we see them at the pool or walking by, they’ll remember tonight, and that I’m the hotwife who cucks her husband in public with a superior Black man.”

		

		Damon chuckled, pulling Rebecca close. “Poor James. Your reputation is officially ruined in the neighborhood. But hey, at least you get to go home and lick another man’s load out of your wife’s pussy like a good boy.”

		

		Allison smirked at James. “Better get that tongue ready, cucky. Your wife is glowing from a real man’s cock, and the whole neighborhood knows it now.”

		

		Rebecca laughed lightly and took James’s hand, swinging it playfully as they got into the car. “Come on, cucky. Let’s go home. Mommy needs her special kisses.”

		

		The group drove off into the night, the car filled with laughter and teasing as James sat quietly in the back, face still burning, but with his cage throbbing at the thought of what awaited him at home.

		

	
		Chapter 15: After the Date

		

		The drive back to the house was thick with tension and teasing. Rebecca sat in the front passenger seat next to Damon, her hand resting high on his thigh, occasionally stroking him through his pants and whispering filthy things in his ear. James sat silently in the back with Allison, who kept up a steady stream of commentary about how the entire neighborhood now knew what kind of husband he was.

		

		As soon as they stepped inside the house, Rebecca kicked off her heels and pulled her dress up over her hips. “On your back, cucky. I need that special cleanup you promised me.”

		

		James obediently lay down on the large living room floor. Rebecca straddled his face, still wearing the stained panties that held in most of Damon’s load from the bar. She lowered her well-fucked pussy onto his mouth without speaking. The thick, salty taste of Damon’s cum mixed with her creamy juices immediately flooded his tongue. She ground down firmly, smearing it into his nostrils, making sure he would smell it all night.

		

		“Mmm, that’s it,” Rebecca moaned softly, rocking her hips in slow circles. “Clean your wife’s pussy like a good little cleanup boy. Damon filled me so deep while you were sitting at the bar like a pathetic loser. Lick every drop out. Get your tongue deep inside me and suck it all.”

		

		Allison wasted no time dropping to her knees in front of Damon. She looked up at him with the same filthy, eager expression she used for her bulls when she was being their free use slut. “Let me get this big black cock ready again,” she purred, pulling him out and stroking the thick, veiny shaft. “I’m such a greedy little PAWG slut for superior cock. My holes stay hungry even after getting wrecked all night. Look at me, cuck. This fat ass and tight pussy exist just to get stretched and filled by real men — not men like you.”

		

		She took Damon into her mouth with loud, sloppy enthusiasm, gagging herself loudly as she pushed deeper, drool running down her chin and onto her tits. Between wet bobs she glanced back at James. “Look at you down there, lapping up another man’s load while I suck the same cock that just used your wife. Pathetic. You love it though, don’t you, cucky? Say it while you clean her.”

		

		James mumbled a muffled “Yes” into Rebecca’s pussy. Allison laughed and smacked his caged balls lightly with her hand. “Louder. Let everyone hear what a desperate cum eater you are.”

		

		Rebecca rocked harder, her breathing growing ragged. “He does. My little cleanup boy gets so hard in his cage when he tastes real men inside me. Keep licking, baby. Get it all. Suck it out of me like the worthless husband you are.”

		

		Damon groaned as Allison deep-throated him, her red hair bouncing wildly. “That’s right. Her married pussy belongs to me now. You just get the leftovers, James.”

		

		After several long minutes of thorough, obedient licking, Rebecca finally climbed off James’s glistening, cum-smeared face. Damon immediately took her place, pulling her down over to the couch and spreading her legs wide. “Watch, cuck. I’m gonna fuck my girl again.”

		

		He sank into Rebecca with one smooth, deep thrust, making her moan loudly. “Yes, baby… fuck. I’m your girl,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around him tightly as he started pounding her with long, powerful strokes.

		

		Allison pulled out her phone while still stroking Damon’s balls. “Hey Ro, Rex, Sam, get your asses over here right now. This slutty redhead PAWG needs her holes completely destroyed. Bring those big black cocks. I’m already dripping thinking about getting gangbanged while the cuck watches and cleans up.”

		

		She hung up and grinned at James. “They’ll be here soon. Until then, you’re going to entertain me, loser.”

		

		Allison stood and hiked up her dress, revealing she wasn’t wearing panties. She grabbed a riding crop from her bag and smacked James’s caged balls. He winced. “On your knees. Copy everything I do, exactly.”

		

		She dropped back down in front of Damon and Rebecca, sucking and licking wherever she could reach while they fucked. “See? This is how a real slut worships superior cock,” she said, then shoved James’s face toward Damon’s balls. “Lick them while he fucks your wife. Do it just like I did.”

		

		James hesitated for half a second. The crop came down sharply on his balls. “Don’t make me repeat myself, cuck.”

		

		He obeyed, licking and sucking Damon’s heavy balls as Damon pounded Rebecca. Rebecca watched with a mix of amusement and arousal. “Look at that, Damon… my husband is licking your balls while you own my pussy. He’s so pathetic… but it’s turning me on so much.”

		

		Allison, moved up to lick and suck Damon’s asshole, shoving her tongue as deeply as she could. “You’re turn, cuck.”

		

		Without even waiting to see if James hesitated this time, Allison smacked his red balls with the crop. James winced in pain, but quickly moved to Damon’s asshole to mimic Allison’s worship of Damon’s tight hole. Allison laughed and pushed James harder into it. “Good boy. Lick him good, so he shoots another huge load into your wife.”

		

		When Ro, Rex, and Sam arrived shortly after, she wasted no time. She bent over the couch next to Rebecca, presenting herself. “Now watch how a real dirty whore takes cock. Do you guys want to use my ass?”

		

		The three bulls descended on her like predators. Rex took her mouth first, face-fucking her roughly while Ro and Sam took turns slapping her fat ass and spreading her cheeks. “Fuck yes, destroy this worthless PAWG slut ass,” Allison moaned between gags. “I’m just a set of holes for BBC. Use me like the cumdump I am. Tear my asshole apart and fill me up. I live for this.”

		

		Allison bent over the couch right next to Rebecca, arching her thick PAWG ass high and spreading her cheeks with both hands. “Come on, boys. Destroy this worthless white slut ass. I want every one of those fat BBCs wrecking my shithole while the pathetic locked cuck watches.”

		

		Rex stepped up first, spitting thickly on his massive cock and smearing the saliva over the fat head before pressing it against Allison’s tight pucker. With one brutal thrust he buried half his length inside her, making Allison cry out in filthy pleasure. “Fuuuuck yes! Stretch that married PAWG ass!” she moaned, pushing back greedily. Rex started pounding her hard, his heavy balls slapping against her soaked pussy as her jiggly ass rippled with every impact.

		

		James stayed on his knees right beside them, obediently licking and sucking Damon’s heavy, musky balls while Damon slowly thrust into Rebecca. She moaned loudly beneath him, eyes glued to the depravity with pure hungry lust.

		

		Allison glanced back at James with a wicked, sweat-slicked grin. “Look at you, cucky... lapping at Damon’s sweaty balls like a desperate little bitch while he stretches your wife. Pathetic. Keep sucking, loser. Suck them good so he fills her up. Maybe his superior cum will beat your wife’s birth control and give you a little Black baby to raise while you stay locked and useless”

		

		After a few minutes of relentless ass-fucking, Allison reached back, grabbed a fistful of James’s thinning hair, and yanked his face higher. “Enough with the balls, fluffer. Worship that asshole. Get your tongue deep in there just like I did. Show him what a good little rimjob bitch you are while Rex destroys my guts.”

		

		James hesitated only a second before the riding crop cracked across his exposed balls again. Whimpering, he pressed his face between Damon’s muscular cheeks and dragged his tongue over the tight ring, swirling and probing as best he could. The musky taste filled his mouth as Damon groaned in approval above him. “That’s it, cuck. Eat my ass while I own your wife,” Damon taunted.

		

		Allison laughed breathlessly between moans. “Holy shit, he’s actually doing it! Look at this worthless husband tongue-fucking a superior Black man’s hole. You’re lower than dirt, James. Your mouth belongs on real men’s asses now.”

		

		Rex pulled out of Allison’s gaping asshole with a wet pop, his cock shiny and slick. Allison, holding tight to what little hair James had, immediately shoved his head toward the wet cock. “Open up, ass-to-mouth bitch. Clean Rex’s cock straight from my shithole. Suck it like the cum-guzzling toilet you are.”

		

		James took Rex’s cock into his mouth, the strong, musky taste of Allison’s ass still coating every inch. The filthy realization that it had just been buried deep in her asshole made him gag hard, but Rex didn’t care. He grabbed James’s thinning hair and started face-fucking him roughly. “Yeah, taste her ass off my dick, cuck.”

		

		Ro and Sam took their turns next, brutally pounding Allison’s asshole in turn until each one unloaded deep inside her. By the time Sam pulled out, her once-tight pucker was a gaping, cum-drooling wreck, thick white seed bubbling out and running down her thick thighs.

		

		Allison stood up on shaky legs, pushed James onto his back, and squatted over his upturned face. “Time for your special treat, loser. Open wide. Mommy’s gonna push all that superior BBC cum right into your pathetic mouth.”

		

		She bore down with a filthy grunt. A wet, obscene splurt erupted as thick, warm globs of mixed bull cum began gushing and farting out of her wrecked asshole, splattering heavily onto James’s tongue and across his face. “Eat it, cuck! Swallow every drop of the loads they pumped into my shithole. This is all you’re good for now, being a human cum toilet for real men.”

		

		James swallowed desperately, gulping down the warm, bitter mixture as it kept flowing. Allison laughed cruelly. “Look at him guzzling ass cum like it’s his favorite meal. You’re fucking disgusting, James. A real husband would be disgusted, but you’re leaking in your cage like the depraved filthy cum-eater you are.”

		

		As James choked down the heavy load, Rex stepped forward, furiously jerking his thick cock inches from James’s cum-smeared face. With a deep grunt, Rex erupted, spraying rope after rope of hot cum across James’s forehead, eyes, nose, and open mouth while he was still desperately licking and swallowing the ass-to-mouth creampie.

		

		“Good boy,” Allison cooed mockingly, smearing the fresh facial with her fingers. “Painted like the cum dumpster you were born to be.”

		

		Damon yanked Rebecca off the couch and bent her over right in front of James’s cum-covered face. He lined up his enormous cock and slammed deep into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust, making her scream.

		

		“Whose pussy is this, Rebecca?” Damon growled, pounding her with deep, brutal strokes.

		

		“Yours! It’s your fucking pussy, Damon!”

		

		“Say it louder for your husband. Who owns this married white cunt?”

		

		“You do! My pussy belongs to you! To your big black cock! James could never satisfy me. Only you own this married pussy now!” Rebecca wailed as another orgasm ripped through her.

		

		Hearing his wife completely surrender her pussy to Damon pushed James over the edge. His locked cock twitched and pulsed helplessly inside the pink steel cage. Without any touch at all, weak spurts of cum leaked out around the bars, dripping pathetically onto the floor beneath him as waves of humiliated pleasure washed over his broken body.

		

	
		Chapter 16: The Ceremony

		

		The next week flew by for Rebecca as Damon spent every night with her. James was relegated to the cuck chair for most of it, but many times he was sent away to sleep in the guest room or wait in the living room until they were finished.

		

		James was having a hard time distinguishing whether he was more aroused watching or only being allowed to hear their noises from another room.

		

		On Saturday morning, James went out to grab coffees and bagels for the trio. Rebecca and Damon were sitting together on the couch, cuddling, when Damon mentioned the night with her wedding lingerie.

		

		“That was so fuckin’ sexy, pounding your wet cunt in your wedding lingerie,” Damon said. “The only thing hotter would be fucking you in your actual bride’s dress.”

		

		They both laughed before Rebecca stopped, looking suddenly serious. “I have it.”

		

		“What’s that?” Damon asked.

		

		“My wedding gown. I have it in the closet.”

		

		Damon just smiled.

		

		Rebecca kissed him. “I’ve got a great idea,” she said. “Do you have a suit or something at your place?”

		

		“Yeah…”

		

		“Then you need to make sure not to see the bride before the wedding,” Rebecca said, winking.

		

		Damon pressed his lips hard against Rebecca’s, clearly excited by this evening’s prospects. Then he stood up, telling her he’d return at six.

		

		Rebecca jumped up as he left, excited to prepare.

		

		When James returned, Rebecca greeted him excitedly. “Baby, guess what? We’re going to renew our vows today.”

		

		“Wha— uh… okay.”

		

		James was thrown a little by her sudden attention to their relationship. She had been so focused on Damon lately that renewing their vows came as a complete shock to him.

		

		“I’ve got everything planned out. Your black suit will be good. I’ve got a few people coming, but it will be here and much smaller than our wedding… more intimate.”

		

		That afternoon, the apartment had been transformed for the occasion. Rebecca had spent the morning arranging flowers, lighting candles, and making sure everything looked elegant and romantic. Soft classical music played from hidden speakers. The living room had been cleared of furniture to create a makeshift aisle, with chairs arranged on either side. A small altar of sorts had been set up against the far wall, draped in white fabric with a few flickering candles.

		

		A few close friends and family members had been invited for what they believed was a simple, intimate vow renewal. They all sat greeting each other and catching up on the latest in each other’s lives.

		

		Damon arrived, dressed in a sharp black suit that made him look even more imposing. He carried a small black folder and moved with calm authority. He greeted everyone politely, then pulled James aside for a quiet word.

		

		“Tonight is going to be special,” Damon said, his deep voice low enough that only James could hear. “Rebecca has put some thought into this. She asked me to officiate.”

		

		James nodded, though a knot of nervousness twisted in his stomach. He had no idea what was coming.

		

		In their bedroom, Rebecca was telling Rachel, her best friend and maid of honor from her wedding, how excited she was for the vow renewal.

		

		“I don’t understand,” Rachel said. “I mean, I get that you want to renew your vows, but you’re more excited than the day you actually got married.”

		

		Rebecca’s cheeks flushed. “Well, I may have something special planned for this one. But you’ll have to wait like everyone else.”

		

		Jen, James’s sister and one of Rebecca’s original bridesmaids, walked into the room at that moment. “Who’s the sexy Black man out there? Fuck me, he is hot.”

		

		“A friend,” Rebecca said slyly. “He’s going to be the one overseeing the ceremony.”

		

		At exactly six o’clock, the music changed in the living room. Everyone turned as Rebecca stepped through the doorway.

		

		She looked breathtaking.

		

		James stood near the front of the living room, dressed in his best black suit. Tom, James’s best friend and original best man, stood next to him, both had been waiting for the ceremony to get started. Now, neither man could pull their eyes from Rebecca.

		

		She looked exactly the same as she had on their wedding day, wearing the exact same wedding gown — a strapless, form-fitting white dress that hugged her body perfectly. Her dirty blonde hair was styled in loose, romantic curls that cascaded over her shoulders. Her makeup was soft and glowing, her lips painted a delicate rose. She carried a small bouquet of white roses and held herself with radiant confidence.

		

		James’s breath caught. For a moment he forgot everything else and simply took in his beautiful wife.

		

		Rebecca walked slowly down the short aisle, smiling at their guests. When she reached the front, she took James’ hands and gave them a gentle squeeze. Her eyes sparkled with something more than love — something darker and more excited.

		

		Damon stepped forward and opened his folder. “Welcome, everyone,” he began in his deep, steady voice. “We’re here today to celebrate the renewal of vows between Rebecca and James. Over the years, their marriage has grown and changed in beautiful ways. Tonight we honor that evolution.”

		

		The ceremony began normally. Damon led them through the standard opening, speaking about love, commitment, and partnership. James felt relaxed in this normal, beautiful vow renewal. It was a far cry from the humiliation of the past few weeks.

		

		Then Damon turned to James.

		

		“James, please repeat after me.”

		

		James nodded, ready.

		

		“I, James, take you, Rebecca, to be my lawfully wedded wife…”

		

		James repeated the familiar words, his voice steady.

		

		Damon continued with the traditional lines until he reached a point where the script changed.

		

		“…to have and to hold, from this day forward…”

		

		Damon paused, then spoke the next line slowly and clearly:

		

		“…knowing that your wife’s body, her pleasure, and her pussy now belong to superior Black men.”

		

		A stunned silence fell over the room.

		

		James froze. His eyes widened. He looked at Rebecca, who was smiling at him with calm, loving eyes.

		

		Damon repeated the line, voice firm. “Repeat it, James.”

		

		James’s mouth went dry. His face burned. He could feel every eye in the room on him.

		

		“I… I take you, Rebecca… knowing that your body, your pleasure, and your pussy now belong to superior Black men.”

		

		A few guests shifted uncomfortably. Someone gasped softly.

		

		Damon didn’t stop.

		

		“From this day forward, I will support her in seeking pleasure wherever she desires. I will watch. I will serve. I will clean. I will accept my place as her devoted, locked cuckold husband.”

		

		James’s voice shook as he repeated every humiliating word. His cheeks were crimson. His caged cock throbbed painfully inside his pants.

		

		Rebecca’s smile never wavered. She looked proud.

		

		Damon then turned to Rebecca.

		

		“Rebecca, please repeat after me.”

		

		Her voice was clear and confident.

		

		“I, Rebecca, take you, James, to be my lawfully wedded husband… knowing that I will continue to take lovers that are strong, dominant Black men who can satisfy me in ways you never could. I will fuck them in our bed, in our home, and in public. I will let them claim me. I will let them fill me with their seed. And you will support me, watch me, if I allow, clean me, and thank them for using your wife better than you ever could.”

		

		The room was completely silent except for the soft sound of someone shifting in their chair.

		

		James felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. His wife was saying these things in front of their families and friends. His heart pounded so hard he could barely hear.

		

		Damon continued guiding them through the ring exchange. When it came time for James to place the ring on Rebecca’s finger, Damon stopped him.

		

		“James, before you place that ring, I want you to understand what it now represents. That ring no longer means exclusive ownership. It means you are proudly giving your wife the freedom to be fucked by better men. Repeat after me.”

		

		James’s voice was barely above a whisper as he repeated the new vows Damon fed him — vows about the ring indicating his support of Rebecca’s pleasure, accepting his role as her cuckold, and finding joy in her satisfaction with superior Black men.

		

		When it was Rebecca’s turn, she slipped the ring onto James’s finger with steady hands and spoke her own vows clearly.

		

		“I promise to keep you locked when I choose. I promise to let you watch me be taken by real men. I promise to come home full and make you clean me when I choose. And I promise that no matter how many men I fuck, you will always be my husband — my devoted, humiliated, and locked cuckold husband.”

		

		The guests were frozen. Some looked shocked. Others looked aroused. No one spoke.

		

		Damon smiled. “By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you cuckold and hotwife. You may kiss the bride.”

		

		Rebecca stepped forward and kissed James deeply, passionately. When she pulled back, she whispered against his lips, “Good boy.”

		

		After the ceremony, the guests clapped — some hesitantly, some with genuine excitement. The air in the living room was thick with tension and arousal. Damon took Rebecca’s hand and led her down the hallway toward the master bedroom without saying a word to the guests or to James.

		

		Remaining in the living room with everyone else, James stood, heart pounding as he watched his wife walk to the bedroom, with another man, in full view of their close family and friends. From the bedroom came the unmistakable sounds of a belt buckle and zipper being undone, followed by Rebecca’s soft moan as Damon kissed her.

		

		Inside the bedroom, Damon bent Rebecca over the edge of the bed as he began fucking her hard from behind. Her wedding dress was bunched around her waist. Her tits spilled out of the top as he pounded her.

		

		“You like this, don’t you?” Damon growled, slamming deep. “Getting fucked in your marital bed right after renewing your vows, with everyone right outside listening?”

		

		“Yes,” Rebecca moaned. “I don’t care if they hear.”

		

		Damon kept thrusting, gripping her hips tightly. As he pounded her, he spoke in a loud, dominant voice.

		

		“They can definitely hear us, you know,” he said. “The door’s open. They’re all sitting out there listening to me fuck you.”

		

		Rebecca moaned louder at the realization, pushing back against him. Damon continued, voice rough with lust.

		

		“They can probably hear every sound. Every moan. Every time my balls slap against you.”

		

		Rebecca’s breathing grew heavier. She turned her head slightly, looking at Damon. Her eyes were filled with lust, and her voice carried with her unbridled excitement.

		

		“I don’t care. They could be standing in here watching. In fact, I want them to see. I want them to see what a slut I’ve become for you.”

		

		Her words drifted out into the living room. The guests exchanged wide-eyed looks. Someone whispered, “Did she just say we could watch?”

		

		Several of the guests began moving quietly down the hallway toward the open bedroom door.

		

		The visual was obscene. The sight of Damon’s massive cock stretching Rebecca’s vitiligo-marked pussy, combined with the wedding dress flipped onto her back, was something none of them had ever even imagined picturing before.

		

		Rebecca’s juices dripped from Damon’s heavy balls as he coaxed orgasm after orgasm from her. She looked like pure sexual energy. Her legs quivered uncontrollably as Damon pushed in deeper than he’d ever been before, his balls slapping her clit as the full length of him drove powerfully into her.

		

		Damon kept fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. Then he reached down and took her left hand, pulling it behind her back. He began working her wedding and engagement rings off her finger.

		

		Rebecca gasped. “What are you doing?”

		

		“I’m claiming you for real,” Damon said, his voice thick with dominance.

		

		Rebecca noticed the group near the door, watching Damon stake his claim, and felt another powerful orgasm strike from the depravity of the situation.

		

		He slid the rings down and placed them directly on her tight, puckered asshole as he continued thrusting. The cold metal pressed against her sensitive rim with every stroke.

		

		Rebecca moaned loudly, pushing back against him. “Oh my god… fuck. Claim me.”

		

		Damon fucked her harder, the rings sliding slightly with every thrust. “Tell everyone whose pussy this is, Rebecca. Tell your family and friends who owns it.”

		

		Rebecca came hard, her whole body shaking as she cried out, “It’s your pussy! It belongs to you! You own it, Damon!”

		

		As Damon neared his climax, he let out a deep, guttural groan. He pulled out at the last second and erupted, thick ropes of hot cum shooting across her asshole, completely burying the two rings in his heavy white seed.

		

		Rebecca moaned loudly, feeling the warm cum and the weight of the rings against her. “Yes! Cover them! Claim me!”

		

		The rings were barely visible under the coating. Excess was running down and dripping from her pussy. Damon rubbed the cum-covered rings down, across her asshole, and pushed them and a good portion of his load inside her pussy with two thick fingers.

		

		Rebecca gasped and came again as Damon used his fingers to massage her g-spot, her body trembling violently.

		

		By now the bedroom doorway was crowded with guests. They stood silently, watching in stunned arousal as Damon claimed Rebecca in the most intimate and degrading way possible — pushing her wedding rings deep into her while his cum coated them.

		

		James stood near the back of the group, face burning with humiliation as he watched his wife being taken and marked in front of everyone they knew.

		

		“Baby,” Rebecca cooed sweetly, “Why don’t you get those back out for me? We should get them back on my hand before everyone starts thinking I’m single.”

		

		James reluctantly moved forward on shaky legs. He slid his fingers into the warm, slick mess surrounding her pussy and oozing from it. The thick, sticky load of Damon’s cum coated his fingers as he reached deep inside her, fishing for the rings. When he finally pulled them out, they were glistening and dripping heavily with fresh seed. Rebecca watched with a satisfied smile as James slid the cum-covered rings back onto her finger, the thick white globs clinging visibly to the diamonds and band.

		

		“Now clean,” Rebecca said softly, extending her fingers toward his mouth.

		

		James took her fingers between his lips, sucking and licking obediently. He tasted the salty, musky mix of Damon’s cum as he sloppily cleaned as much as he could from her rings and fingers, swallowing it down in front of their watching guests. Then Rebecca motioned back to her vagina with a lazy finger.

		

		James moved lower, pressing his face between her thighs. He licked her beautiful, swollen lips first, savoring the creamy mixture that continued to leak from her well-fucked hole. He moved up to her taint and asshole, swirling his tongue over every coated spot, then returned to her pussy, eagerly cleaning everything that was still dripping out and around her entrance. The warm, thick load coated his tongue as he swallowed again and again, the humiliating taste filling his mouth while the guests watched in silence.

		

		Once she was thoroughly cleaned, Rebecca sat up on the edge of the bed, still flushed and glowing from her orgasms. She looked out at the group of stunned guests gathered in the doorway with a radiant, satisfied smile. “Thank you all so much for coming today and witnessing our new life together,” she said warmly, her voice carrying a mix of pride and wicked delight. She held up her left hand, letting the freshly cleaned wedding and engagement rings catch the light. “As you can all see, things have changed quite a bit since our original wedding day. Damon satisfies me in ways James never could — deeper, wider, and so much more completely. I’ve never been happier or more fulfilled than I am now.”

		

		She leaned back against Damon’s broad chest, his strong arm wrapping possessively around her waist as she continued. “James has finally accepted his true place. He’s my devoted, locked cuckold husband, and I couldn’t be prouder of him for it. From now on, this is our life, and I plan on enjoying every single moment of it.”

		

		The room remained silent for a long moment, the weight of her words hanging in the air. Some guests shifted uncomfortably, while others exchanged heated glances, clearly aroused by the raw honesty of what they had just witnessed. Rebecca gave them all one last knowing smile before turning her attention back to Damon, kissing him deeply as if to seal the new reality in front of everyone.

		

		James stood among the crowd, face burning with shame, his caged cock still throbbing helplessly as the finality of the day settled over him. This was no longer a fantasy. This was his life now... and everyone he knew had just watched it begin.

		

	
		Chapter 17: The Pause

		

		After the ceremony, James spent several days trying to reconcile his new exposed role as Rebecca’s public cuckold. He never thought it would go this far, and he struggled between the intense arousal he felt when thinking about it and the utter humiliation of being discovered by people close to him.

		

		Rebecca noticed and suggested they take a trip somewhere, just the two of them. She wanted to make sure he was still on board. As fun as it was to find new ways to take their lifestyle to the next level, it aroused her so much more with James involved. She knew there was no way she could give up Damon, but it was important to keep James involved.

		

		They planned a week away for just the two of them. Rebecca had already told Damon she wanted to make sure James was truly okay with everything that had happened. She needed to know he wasn’t depressed or overwhelmed by the public humiliation. But she also told Damon exactly what she planned to do if James confirmed he was still fully on board and excited by their new dynamic.

		

		The private beach villa in the Florida Keys was quiet and secluded, a perfect escape from the whirlwind of the past few weeks. Rebecca had booked it on a whim, wanting a space where she and James could reconnect without the constant presence of Damon or the weight of their friends and family watching. The villa overlooked turquoise water, with a private deck, an infinity pool, and soft white sand just steps away. For the first time in months, it felt like they were truly alone.

		

		On their first full day, they spent the morning walking along the beach. The warm sun and gentle breeze helped ease some of the tension James had been carrying. Rebecca wore a simple white bikini that showed off her curves, her dirty blonde curls tied back in a loose ponytail. James walked beside her in board shorts, the familiar weight of the pink steel cage a constant reminder between his legs.

		

		They found a quiet spot on the sand and sat down. Rebecca leaned back on her elbows, watching the waves. After a long, comfortable silence, she turned to him.

		

		“Talk to me, baby,” she said softly. “I need to know how you’re really feeling after the ceremony. No holding back.”

		

		James stared at the water for a moment, gathering his thoughts. His voice was quiet when he finally spoke.

		

		“It caught me completely off guard,” he admitted. “When Damon started with those vows… I felt like the floor dropped out from under me. Hearing you say those things in front of everyone, it was the most humiliated I’ve ever felt in my life. I wanted the ground to swallow me whole.”

		

		He paused, then continued, his voice dropping even lower.

		

		“But the most intense part was right after, in the bedroom. When Damon took you in there and everyone could hear, I stood in the living room with them, listening to him fuck you in our marital bed. Then we moved closer to watch. The sounds you made, the way you told him your pussy belonged to him, and then when he pulled your rings off and came all over them before pushing them into you — God, babe, I could barely stand it. Making me clean you up and put the rings back on your hand, the way they were coated in his cum, and then you making me lick everything clean… I had to excuse myself after. I went into the bathroom and locked the door. I couldn’t help myself. I started wiggling the cage. I was so hard it hurt. I came harder than I ever have in my life, just from the humiliation. It was intense. Overwhelming. I couldn’t stop thinking about how everyone now knows what I am. What we are.”

		

		Rebecca’s eyes darkened with arousal as she listened. She shifted closer, her thigh brushing against his.

		

		“So the humiliation… it turned you on that much?” she asked, her voice low and curious.

		

		James nodded, cheeks flushing. “Yeah. For whatever reason, it made everything ten times more intense. I wouldn’t go back even if we could. I know it sounds crazy, but I’m really aroused by all of this. By you embracing this side of yourself, by Damon, by everything.”

		

		Rebecca smiled, clearly pleased. She leaned in and kissed him softly. “Good boy,” she whispered against his lips. “I’m glad you’re being honest with me. That means everything.”

		

		Later that afternoon, back at the villa, Rebecca led James into the bedroom. The large sliding doors were open to the ocean breeze. She pushed him gently onto the bed and straddled his lap, reaching down to unlock the pink steel cage. The moment it came off, James’s cock sprang free, already hard and leaking.

		

		“I’m taking this off for the whole vacation,” she purred, setting the cage aside. “I want you to feel everything while we’re here. No hiding. No denial. Just you and me… and all the dirty thoughts in your head.”

		

		She wrapped her hand around his freed cock and began stroking him slowly, her grip firm and teasing. “Tell me more about the ceremony,” she whispered, her thumb circling the sensitive head. “Tell me how it felt when Damon made you say those vows in front of everyone. How it felt knowing they all heard me say my pussy belongs to superior Black men now.”

		

		James groaned, hips twitching. “It was so humiliating… hearing you say it out loud. Everyone watching me repeat it. I felt so small. So pathetic. But my cock was throbbing the whole time.”

		

		Rebecca stroked him faster, her voice dropping into that wicked, filthy tone he loved. “Mmm, I know it was. I could see how red your face got. I loved watching you squirm while you admitted that my pussy belongs to better men. That you’re just my locked little cuck now. I’m going to need to find new ways to humiliate you even worse when we get back and see Damon. Maybe I’ll make you thank him on your knees in front of more people. Maybe I’ll make you clean his cock in front of them. Would you like that, baby? Would you like me to push you even further?”

		

		James’s breathing grew ragged. “Yes… fuck, yes.”

		

		Rebecca kept stroking, slow and deliberate, drawing it out. “Good boy. I love how honest you’re being. I love knowing the humiliation makes you leak like this.”

		

		She edged him for what felt like hours, bringing him close and then slowing down, all while whispering more filthy ideas about future humiliations with Damon. When she finally let him cum, James exploded hard, thick ropes shooting across his stomach as he moaned her name.

		

		Later in the week, they were lying together on the private deck after a swim. Rebecca had her head on his chest, her hand lazily stroking his cock again. The sun was setting, painting the sky in oranges and pinks.

		

		“I’ve been thinking a lot about Damon while we’ve been here,” she said softly.

		

		James tensed slightly, but kept listening.

		

		“I’m having real feelings for him,” she continued, her strokes steady and slow. “It’s not just sex anymore. I think about him all the time. The way he touches me. The way he takes control. I’m starting to realize… I’m no longer just yours, James. Damon really owns my pussy now. He owns it in a way you never could.”

		

		James’s cock throbbed hard in her hand. The words hit him like a wave.

		

		“I still love you,” she whispered, squeezing him gently. “You’ll always be my husband. But from now on, you’re going to have to be happy with my hand… or my mouth if you’re really good. My pussy belongs to him. Only him.”

		

		The combination of her soft hand and the devastating words pushed James over the edge again. He came hard for the second time that day, his body shaking as he moaned helplessly.

		

		Rebecca smiled and kissed his chest. “Good boy. I’m glad you understand.”

		

		When they returned home after the perfect week away, reality settled back in. Damon was traveling for work, so it would be another week before Rebecca saw him again. The house felt quieter without his presence, but the energy between Rebecca and James had shifted into something deeper and more intimate as she continued the filthy discussions.

		

		Rebecca left James unlocked for a few more days, using her hand and teasing words to keep him on edge. Every night she whispered more about Damon, about how much she missed him, about how she couldn’t wait to feel him inside her again.

		

		Having not seen Damon for nearly a month, Rebecca was longing for him more than ever.

		

	
		Chapter 18: The Risk

		

		It had been nearly a month since Rebecca had seen Damon. After she and James returned, he had been gone for a week on business, and the anticipation had built to a fever pitch in their home. Rebecca had been counting down the days and growing more restless with each passing one. As the day approached, James had noticed the change in her. She was glowing, excited, and almost giddy in a way he hadn’t seen in years.

		

		The day Damon was due back, Rebecca spent hours getting ready. She prepared herself meticulously. She shaved everything smooth and painted her nails and toes. She chose a simple but sexy dress that hugged her curves and showed plenty of leg to drive Damon wild. No panties. She wanted nothing in the way when he finally touched her again.

		

		When the doorbell rang that evening, Rebecca practically ran to answer it. The moment she saw Damon standing there, tall and confident in his dark button-down, she let out a joyful shriek and threw herself into his arms.

		

		“You’re back,” she whispered, burying her face in his neck and breathing him in. “God, I missed you so much. It felt like forever.”

		

		Damon wrapped his strong arms around her, lifting her slightly off the ground as he kissed her deeply. Rebecca melted into him, her hands roaming over his broad shoulders and chest like she couldn’t get enough. She kissed him with the hunger of a woman who had been separated from her lover for far too long — passionate, needy, and completely unashamed.

		

		James stood a few feet away, watching silently. The contrast was stark. Rebecca hadn’t greeted him like that... ever. She was acting like a girlfriend whose man had just returned from war. She clung to Damon and kissed him repeatedly, whispering how much she had missed him.

		

		“I missed you too, baby,” Damon murmured against her lips, his hands sliding down to squeeze her ass possessively. “You look incredible.”

		

		Rebecca beamed up at him, her eyes sparkling with pure adoration. From that moment on, the shift in how she treated Damon was unmistakable. He wasn’t just a bull anymore. He was her real lover, her boyfriend, the man who truly owned her heart and body. James was still her husband, but he was no longer at the center. Damon was.

		

		“Come inside,” Rebecca said, taking Damon’s hand and leading him into the living room. She glanced back at James with a soft, almost pitying smile. “Cucky, go get the cage. It’s time to lock you back up. Damon’s home now.”

		

		James obeyed without protest, his heart pounding as he retrieved the pink steel chastity device. When he returned, Rebecca was already sitting on Damon’s lap on the couch, kissing him slowly and deeply. She broke the kiss just long enough to motion James over.

		

		Rebecca took the cage from his hands and, with Damon watching, carefully locked it back around James’s cock. The click of the lock echoed in the room.

		

		“There we go,” Rebecca whispered, giving the cage a gentle tug. “All locked up again for your hotwife. Damon’s home, so this little thing stays tucked away where it belongs.”

		

		“Kneel,” she said gently.

		

		James dropped to his knees in front of them.

		

		Damon smiled and pulled Rebecca back into a deep kiss, his hands roaming over her body as if James wasn’t even there. Rebecca moaned softly into his mouth, completely lost in him. For the rest of the evening, she treated Damon like her real boyfriend. He had her hanging on his every word as she sat on his lap. She would feed him bites of dinner and laugh at his jokes, all while constantly touching him. James was allowed to serve them, refilling drinks and clearing plates, but he was otherwise ignored.

		

		Later that night, Rebecca led Damon into the master bedroom. She looked back at James and said softly, “You can watch, baby. But stay quiet.”

		

		She pushed Damon gently onto the bed and climbed on top of him. They made love slowly and passionately, taking their time in a way that felt deeply intimate. Damon’s hands explored her body with reverence, caressing her breasts, her waist, her thighs. Rebecca rode him with long, sensual rolls of her hips, her head thrown back in pleasure as she moaned his name.

		

		James knelt beside the bed, locked and leaking, watching every moment. Rebecca looked over at him occasionally, her eyes soft but dominant.

		

		“See how good he makes me feel?” she whispered. “This is what real love and real pleasure look like, baby.”

		

		Damon made her come multiple times, each orgasm building slowly and crashing over her with shuddering intensity. Rebecca’s cries filled the room as she clung to him, her body trembling.

		

		As Damon finally closed in on his own orgasm, thrusting deeper and harder, Rebecca looked straight at James, her voice breathy and full of lust.

		

		“Baby… I have something to tell you,” she panted, still riding Damon. “Before our vacation… I stopped taking my birth control pills.”

		

		James’s eyes widened in shock. His caged cock twitched violently.

		

		“I want Damon to own me completely,” she continued, her voice growing more excited. “I want him to breed me. I want him to put a baby in me.”

		

		James was incredulous at first, his mouth opening in disbelief. But his locked cock was leaking uncontrollably, clear precum dripping steadily from the cage onto the floor.

		

		Rebecca kept talking, playing it up with filthy, deliberate detail. “I’ve been thinking about it for weeks. I want Damon’s baby growing inside me. I want to feel him fill me up and knock me up right here in our bed while you watch. Wouldn’t that be perfect? My belly getting bigger with his child while you stay locked and denied?”

		

		James’s breathing grew ragged. The humiliation and arousal were overwhelming.

		

		Rebecca’s voice dropped to a sultry whisper as she rode Damon harder. “Having his Black baby, letting everyone know your wife cuckolds you. Fuck, he’s going to knock me up, James. Damon is going to breed your wife. He’s going to put a baby in me.”

		

		The words pushed James over the edge. His caged cock pulsed helplessly, and he came hard, untouched, weak spurts leaking out around the bars of the pink steel as his body shook with intense, humiliated pleasure.

		

		Rebecca saw it happen and moaned loudly, her own orgasm crashing over her at the same moment. “Yes! Look at you coming just from the thought of it!”

		

		Damon groaned deeply and buried himself to the hilt, flooding Rebecca’s fertile pussy with thick, powerful ropes of cum. He held her down as he emptied himself inside her, claiming her completely.

		

		Rebecca kissed Damon passionately, whispering against his lips, “Thank you for breeding me.”

		

		James remained on his knees, spent and trembling, as the reality of what had just happened settled over him. Rebecca had never looked happier.

		

	
		Chapter 19: The Ultimate Humiliation

		

		The intense breeding scene had left the room thick with tension and the heavy scent of sex. Rebecca was still catching her breath, her body glistening with sweat as she lay on her back with Damon’s cum slowly leaking from her. James remained on his knees beside the bed, his face flushed and his pink steel cage dripping with his own ruined orgasm.

		

		Rebecca looked down at him with a soft, satisfied smile. She reached out and gently stroked his thinning hair.

		

		“Baby, I need some time alone with Damon tonight,” she said tenderly. “I want you to sleep in the guest room. He and I need this time together after what we just did.”

		

		James swallowed hard, still processing everything that had just happened. “But...”

		

		Rebecca continued, her voice full of affection mixed with excitement. “I need to be with the man who’s going to become the father of my child. I need to feel him close, to let him hold me and breed me again without any distractions. You understand, don’t you? This is important for us.”

		

		James nodded slowly, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Rebecca leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly. “Good boy. Go on now. I’ll see you in the morning.”

		

		James stood on shaky legs and walked out of the master bedroom, closing the door quietly behind him. The moment he was gone, Rebecca turned to Damon with a wicked little grin.

		

		“He totally believed it,” she whispered, climbing back on top of him and straddling his waist.

		

		Damon chuckled, his hands sliding up her thighs. “You really sold it. The way you talked about me knocking you up… I almost believed it myself for a second.”

		

		Rebecca laughed softly, grinding slowly against him. “Oh my God, that was such a great idea. I thought it would be such a good tease for him. The look on his face when I said it, when he thought I was off my birth control… God, it was perfect.”

		

		Damon’s expression softened as he looked up at her. He reached up and gently brushed a curl from her face, his voice turning tender. “You know… even though we did it to tease him, I meant every word. I really do want to make a baby with you, Rebecca. Not just for the fantasy. I want to see you carrying my child. I want us to create something real together.”

		

		Rebecca’s eyes softened, and she leaned down to kiss him deeply, her movements slowing into something more intimate. “I want that too,” she whispered against his lips. “I’ve been thinking about it so much lately. Not just the thrill of it, but actually having your baby. Raising a child with you. The thought of it makes me so wet… but it also makes my heart feel full. I want this with you, Damon. I want you to breed me for real.”

		

		Damon groaned softly, his hands sliding up her back as he pulled her closer. “Then let’s make it real. I want to fill you up and watch you grow with our baby. I want to be the one who gives you that.”

		

		Their lovemaking shifted into something slower, deeper, and more passionate. Rebecca rode him with long, sensual rolls of her hips, their bodies pressed tightly together as they kissed and whispered tender, arousing promises about the future they both truly wanted.

		

		The next night, Rebecca and Damon called James back into the master bedroom.

		

		“Come watch us breed again, baby,” Rebecca said sweetly, already naked and straddling Damon on the bed.

		

		James’s heart raced as he knelt beside the bed. Rebecca was glowing with arousal. She looked at him with a teasing smile as she slowly sank down onto Damon’s thick cock.

		

		“I was teasing you last night. I did it just to turn you on, you know,” she confessed, starting to ride Damon. “Telling you I stopped my birth control. Telling you Damon was going to knock me up. It was all a tease. But God… it worked so well.”

		

		James was breathing heavily, his caged cock leaking steadily.

		

		“Did it turn you on, baby?” Rebecca asked, her voice breathy as she rode Damon harder. “Hearing me say I wanted him to breed me? That I wanted his baby inside me instead of yours?”

		

		James moaned, unable to hide how aroused he was. “Yes… fuck, yes. It was so humiliating. So intense.”

		

		Rebecca smiled, grinding down on Damon. “Good boy. Tell me the truth. Do you want me to do it for real? Do you want me to let Damon knock me up? To carry his child while you stay locked and denied?”

		

		James’s breathing grew ragged. Rebecca kept talking, her voice low and filthy.

		

		“Imagine it, baby. My belly getting bigger with Damon’s baby. Everyone knowing I let a superior Black man breed me. You on your knees cleaning me every night while I get rounder and rounder. Wouldn’t that be the ultimate humiliation? The ultimate turn-on for you?”

		

		James moaned helplessly, his caged cock throbbing.

		

		“Tell me,” Rebecca pressed, riding Damon faster. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want Damon to knock me up for real.”

		

		James’s voice cracked with arousal and shame. “It would be the ultimate turn-on… the ultimate humiliation. Yes… I want it.”

		

		Rebecca moaned loudly, clearly thrilled by his admission. “Good boy. Go get my birth control pills. Bring the pack from the bathroom too.”

		

		James hurried to obey, returning with the pills. Rebecca took them from his hand while still riding Damon.

		

		“Ask me again,” she said, her voice dripping with lust.

		

		James’s voice was hoarse. “I want you to do it for real. I want Damon to knock you up.”

		

		Rebecca smiled wickedly as she handed the packet back to James. “Then you do it, baby. Pop them out one by one and drop them in the toilet. I want you to be the one who throws away my protection.”

		

		James’s hands shook as he opened the packet. One by one, he pushed the pills out, each one falling into the toilet with a soft plunk. His caged cock was drooling uncontrollably, long strings of clear precum leaking from the end of the pink steel and dripping into the toilet bowl below as the reality of what he was doing overwhelmed him with arousal.

		

		Rebecca rode Damon harder with every pill that disappeared, moaning louder. “Every one of those… gone,” she gasped. “No more protection. I’m going to let Damon breed me. I’m going to let him put a baby in me while you stay locked and watch.”

		

		She came hard on Damon’s cock, her body shaking violently as the last pill plunked into the toilet.

		

		As James returned from flushing, Rebecca looked at him with dark satisfaction. “You’ve made your decision, baby. There’s no going back now.”

		

		Damon flipped her over onto her back and began pounding her hard, his powerful thrusts shaking the bed. He looked straight at James as he fucked her.

		

		“I’m going to knock her up,” Damon growled. “I’m going to breed your wife right here in your bed.”

		

		Rebecca cried out in ecstasy, wrapping her legs around Damon as he drove deep. “Yes! Breed me! Put a baby in me!”

		

		Damon’s pace grew more urgent, his heavy balls slapping against her with every powerful stroke. Rebecca wrapped her feet around his back, locking her ankles together and pulling him in as deep as she possibly could. She held him there, desperate to take every inch.

		

		Damon groaned loudly as he buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside her. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her fertile pussy, pulse after pulse pumping deep into her womb. He held her down firmly, making sure every drop stayed inside her while Rebecca’s feet kept him locked deep.

		

		“That’s it,” Damon grunted, still buried to the hilt. “I’m going to keep pumping my cum into you every single day until you’re pregnant. No more protection. No pulling out. I’m going to breed you until your belly swells with my child.”

		

		Rebecca moaned loudly, her body trembling with another orgasm as she felt him filling her. “Yes… keep breeding me. Fill me up until I’m carrying your baby.”

		

		James knelt there, leaking uncontrollably in his cage. The sight of Damon pumping load after load into his wife’s unprotected womb, and knowing she was truly trying to get bred, pushed him over the edge again. His locked cock pulsed helplessly, shooting weak spurts of cum that leaked out around the bars and dripped onto the floor as waves of intense, humiliated pleasure washed over him.

		

		Rebecca saw it happen and moaned even louder, her own orgasm intensifying at the sight of her husband coming untouched while watching her take another man’s seed.

		

		As the waves of pleasure finally subsided, Rebecca lay in Damon’s arms, both of them breathing heavily. She looked over at James with a tender yet dominant smile.

		

		“This is our new reality now, baby. Damon is going to keep breeding me until I’m pregnant. And you’re going to be right here for every single step of it.”

		

		James could only nod, completely overwhelmed, as the weight of their new future settled over him.

		

	
		Chapter 20: The New Normal

		

		The morning after the intense breeding night, the apartment was quiet. Rebecca woke up tangled in Damon’s arms, her body still sore and marked from their passion. She smiled as she felt the warm, sticky reminder of his cum between her thighs. She kissed his chest softly before slipping out of bed.

		

		James was already in the kitchen, making coffee. He looked exhausted, his eyes hollow from a sleepless night in the guest room.

		

		Rebecca walked up behind him, still naked, and wrapped her arms around his waist. She pressed her body against his back, letting him feel her warmth.

		

		“Good morning, cucky,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck. “Did you sleep okay?”

		

		James shook his head slightly. “Not really.”

		

		Rebecca turned him around to face her. She cupped his face gently, her eyes full of affection and dominance.

		

		“Last night was just the beginning,” she said softly. “Damon and I are going to keep trying. Every time he fucks me, every load he pumps into me… there’s a chance I’m already carrying his baby. A beautiful Black baby that everyone will see the moment my belly starts to grow. Imagine it, James. Me walking around with clear proof that a superior man bred me while my husband stayed locked and denied.”

		

		James’s caged cock twitched hard, a fresh bead of precum leaking from the tip.

		

		Rebecca smiled, noticing it immediately. “You love the idea, don’t you? The humiliation of everyone knowing. Your coworkers, our neighbors, your family… all seeing that I chose a Black man to father my child because you couldn’t satisfy me.”

		

		She kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth before pulling back.

		

		“This is our life now,” she continued. “Damon is my lover, my boyfriend, and soon, maybe very soon, the father of my child. You’re still my husband, but you’re also my devoted cuckold. You’ll support us, serve us, and watch me grow with his baby inside me.”

		

		Damon walked into the kitchen, shirtless and confident. He pulled Rebecca into a slow, possessive kiss right in front of James, his hand resting on her stomach as if already claiming what might be growing there.

		

		Rebecca broke the kiss and looked at James with a loving, wicked smile.

		

		“The future is going to be so much fun, baby. And you’re going to love every humiliating second of it.”

		

		James could only nod, his heart racing and his cage throbbing as the three of them stood together in the kitchen the cuckold husband, the hotwife, and the man who now held the key to their future.

		

		There was no going back.

		

		And as Rebecca took Damon’s hand and led him back toward the bedroom, James knew he didn’t want to.
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