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        Chapter One

Nate's fingers traced the edges of his chessboard, arranging and rearranging the pieces in a silent, pointless game against himself. The living room darkened with dusk, but he didn't bother turning on more lights. His attention kept drifting to the sounds of his mother upstairs—drawers opening and closing, the occasional clack of heels on hardwood, the unmistakable spritz of perfume. She was preparing for her date with a thoroughness that made his stomach twist into an uncomfortable knot.

When Brenda finally descended the stairs, Nate's discomfort deepened. The fitted black dress hugged curves he didn't want to acknowledge his mother possessed. She twirled once in the living room doorway, the hem riding high enough on her thighs to make him avert his eyes back to the chess pieces.

"How do I look, honey?" she asked, her voice tinged with girlish excitement that felt wildly inappropriate for a woman in her forties.

"Fine," Nate mumbled, moving a bishop without purpose. "You're really going all out for this guy."

Brenda crossed to the mirror by the entryway, dabbing another coat of lipstick that made her mouth look swollen and ready. "Ron's special, Nate. He's a finance executive—very successful. And so charming!" She met his eyes in the mirror's reflection. "I think you'll really like him."

Nate doubted that very much. His mother had been dating sporadically since the divorce three years ago, but this was the first one she'd invited home, the first one she'd primped for like a teenager. The first black man she'd dated, though neither of them acknowledged that particular elephant stomping through their suburban living room.

"I'm sure he's great," he said flatly, rearranging his knights in perfect symmetry.

The doorbell rang precisely at seven. Brenda's hand flew to her hair, patting invisible strands into place before taking a deep breath and opening the door. Nate watched from his peripheral vision, trying to appear disinterested while cataloging every detail of the man who stood at their threshold.

Ron filled the doorway, tall and broad-shouldered in a tailored charcoal suit that screamed money. His dark skin contrasted with the crisp white of his dress shirt, and his salt-and-pepper beard was trimmed to precision. When he smiled at Brenda, his teeth gleamed perfect and white.

"You look absolutely stunning," Ron told her, his voice deep and smooth like expensive bourbon. His large hand rested at the small of Brenda's back as she guided him into the living room.

"And you must be Nate," Ron said, extending his hand. "Your mother talks about you constantly."

Nate reluctantly stood, his lanky frame unfolding awkwardly as he accepted the handshake. Ron's grip was firm but not crushing—the calculated handshake of a man who knew exactly how much strength to apply. Up close, Nate noticed the man's eyes behind stylish glasses—hazel, intelligent, and disturbingly warm.

"Nice to meet you," Nate managed, his voice cracking slightly. He gestured vaguely toward the chessboard. "Just playing a little chess."

Something lit in Ron's eyes. "Chess? Now there's a game of strategy. I played competitively in college. You on the school team?"

Nate nodded, surprised by the genuine interest. "Yeah. Chess club. We're, uh, heading to regionals next month."

"What's your opening? I was always partial to the Sicilian Defense, though my coach pushed for more aggressive gambits."

The conversation flowed unexpectedly easily, with Ron asking insightful questions about tournament play and strategy. Nate found himself reluctantly engaged, his answers evolving from stammered monosyllables to actual sentences. All the while, his brain raced with confusion—this man was nothing like he'd expected, nothing like the crude caricature he'd constructed in his mind.

Brenda hovered at Ron's elbow, touching his arm repeatedly, her fingers lingering on his bicep. Her eyes shone with pride and something else—a hunger that made Nate's cheeks burn when he recognized it.

"He's just wonderful, Nate—give him a chance," she whispered during a moment when Ron excused himself to take a call. Her voice carried that same breathless quality he'd heard when she'd talked about her high school prom date decades ago. It was simultaneously endearing and mortifying.

Dinner was a torturous affair of his mother laughing too loudly at Ron's jokes, feeding him bites from her plate, and staring at him with such naked desire that Nate wanted to crawl under the table. Ron, for his part, maintained an air of respectful attention, complimenting the meal and asking Nate about his college plans between tender glances at Brenda.

As soon as he could politely escape, Nate retreated to his bedroom, closing the door firmly behind him. The muffled sounds of conversation and laughter drifted up from downstairs, occasionally punctuated by his mother's high, delighted giggles—a sound he hadn't heard since before the divorce. Despite his discomfort, there was something undeniably nice about hearing her happy again.

That thought lasted precisely until the laughter transformed into something else.

The first moan caught him off guard as he sat at his desk, attempting to focus on calculus homework. It was low and throaty—definitely his mother—and followed by a deep male chuckle that made Nate freeze, pencil suspended mid-equation.

"You like that, don't you?" Ron's voice carried through the thin walls, suddenly losing all its cultivated polish. "Tell me how much you like this big black cock."

"Yes," Brenda whimpered, loud enough that Nate dropped his pencil. "God, it's so fucking huge."

Nate slammed his textbook closed, fumbling for his headphones, but they weren't on his desk. Or his nightstand. Or hanging from his bedpost where he sometimes left them. Of all the nights to misplace them, this was cosmic cruelty.

The rhythmic thumping against the wall began, accompanied by the unmistakable sounds of flesh meeting flesh. His mother's voice rose in pitch and volume, shedding any pretense of maternal dignity.

"Fuck my slutty white pussy harder!" she cried out, the words slicing through Nate's consciousness like a hot blade. "Make me your whore!"

Horror flooded through him—hot, suffocating waves of it. This was his mother, for Christ's sake. The woman who packed his lunches and nagged him about college applications. Yet here she was, reduced to animalistic grunts and explicit racial epithets that made his skin crawl with embarrassment.

Ron's deep grunts punctuated every thrust, his voice commanding and degrading in turns. "That's it, take it all. Your white pussy belongs to me now."

Nate pressed his pillow over his head, but it did little to muffle the sounds. Worse, his body was responding in ways that filled him with disgust. His cock hardened against his will, throbbing in time with the thumps against the wall.

"No," he whispered to himself, but his hand was already sliding beneath his covers, gripping himself through his boxers. Self-loathing washed over him, but it didn't stop his fingers from wrapping around his shaft, stroking in rhythm with the sounds from the next room.

When his mother screamed her climax, Nate came too, his release spattering hot and shameful across his stomach. Afterward, he lay in the dark, sticky and disgusted, listening to the murmured aftermath of their coupling, wondering what kind of twisted person gets off on hearing his own mother being degraded.

Sleep eluded him for hours, his mind replaying the sounds, his body's betrayal, and the sickening knowledge that this was only the beginning of Ron's presence in their lives.

***

The band room smelled of valve oil and disinfectant spray, an institutional cocktail that always clung to Sharla's hair and uniform after practice. Nate leaned against the doorframe, watching her methodically disassemble her clarinet, her small fingers working with practiced precision. The last stragglers from afternoon band practice had already filtered out, leaving them in the cavernous space where every movement echoed slightly against the tiled walls.

"Hey," he said, finally stepping fully into the room. "You looked good out there today."

Sharla smiled without looking up, continuing to clean the mouthpiece with a small cloth. "You weren't even watching practice. You were in the library all afternoon."

"Fine. You always look good, then." He moved closer, setting his backpack on a nearby chair. It had been three days since Ron had stayed overnight, three days of awkward breakfasts and knowing glances between his mother and her new boyfriend, three days of Nate avoiding eye contact with both of them.

"Something's bugging you," Sharla said, placing the clarinet parts carefully into their velvet-lined case. She finally looked up at him, her big blue eyes narrowing slightly. The fluorescent lights caught in her blonde ponytail as she tilted her head. "You've been weird all week."

Nate glanced toward the door, ensuring they were truly alone before lowering his voice. "My mom's new boyfriend stayed over the other night."

"The finance guy? Ron, right?" Sharla closed the case with a soft click. "Is he nice at least?"

"He's..." Nate struggled to find the words. "Actually kind of cool. Knows chess. Seems smart." He ran a hand through his hair, his discomfort visible. "But it's weird, you know? He's like, way older than her. And, um..."

"Black?" Sharla supplied, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Is that what you're having trouble saying?"

Nate's face heated. "I'm not racist or anything. It's just different, I guess. My mom never dated a black guy before."

Sharla hopped up to sit on the edge of the instrument storage cabinet, her legs dangling. The movement caused her band uniform skirt to ride up slightly on her thighs. "My cousin dated a black football player last year. My uncle practically had an aneurysm." She giggled. "But she said the rumors are true, you know, about size."

"Jesus, Sharla," Nate muttered, his blush deepening.

"What?" She feigned innocence. "I'm just saying what everyone thinks. Is he hot? Your mom's boyfriend?"

"I don't know. I guess some women would think so." The memory of his mother's flushed face and eager touches flashed unwelcomely in his mind. "It's just embarrassing because... I can hear them."

Sharla's eyes widened, her interest visibly piqued. "No way. Like, everything?"

"The walls are thin," he admitted, studying the scuffed linoleum floor. "And they're not exactly... quiet."

"Oh my god." Sharla leaned forward, dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper that somehow felt more intimate than her normal tone. "What do they say? Is he rough with her?"

The directness of her question caught him off guard. Nate shifted his weight, suddenly aware of the tightening in his jeans as memories of that night's sounds rushed back. "I don't want to talk about it. It's my mom, for fuck's sake."

But Sharla had already slid off the cabinet and moved closer to him. Her small hand landed on his thigh, a deliberate touch that sent electricity through his body. "Come on, Nate. I'm just curious." Her fingers inched higher, a knowing look in her eyes. "Does she call him daddy? Or is it more... racial?"

Nate swallowed hard. "She called herself his... his white whore." The words felt dirty coming out of his mouth, but Sharla's eyes darkened with interest.

"That's so hot," she whispered, her hand now dangerously close to the bulge in his pants. "Does it turn you on a little, hearing your mom get railed?"

Her breath was hot against his ear, the question simultaneously the most humiliating and arousing thing anyone had ever asked him. His cock responded instantly, hardening fully beneath her palm.

"No," he lied, but his body betrayed him. "That's fucked up."

"Is it?" Sharla pressed herself against him, her petite body suddenly feeling scorching hot through the layers of their clothing. "Because it seems like part of you disagrees."

Before he could defend himself, her mouth was on his, hungry and insistent. He responded automatically, his hands finding her waist as she pushed him back against the instrument shelves. A saxophone case dug into his back, but he barely noticed as Sharla's tongue slid against his. Her hand cupped him through his jeans, squeezing with surprising boldness.

"Tell me what they sound like," she murmured against his lips. "What does your mom say when he's fucking her?"

The question snapped something in Nate. He pulled away abruptly, his breathing ragged and his mind a storm of conflicting emotions. Desire warred with disgust, arousal with shame. He stared at Sharla's flushed face, her lips swollen from their kisses, and felt suddenly like he didn't know her at all.

"I should go," he said, adjusting himself awkwardly. "I've got that calc test tomorrow."

Confusion and frustration flashed across Sharla's face. "Seriously? You're just going to leave me like this?"

"I'm sorry. I just... I need to think." He grabbed his backpack, slinging it low to hide his persistent erection. "I'll call you later."

He didn't call. Instead, he lay in his bed that night, staring at the ceiling and replaying Sharla's words in his head. The darkness of his room seemed to amplify his shame, but it did nothing to diminish the throbbing between his legs. The house was quiet—his mother out on another date with Ron—leaving him alone with his twisted thoughts.

"Fuck," he whispered to the empty room, his hand sliding beneath his sheets. He tried to think of normal things—Sharla in her cheerleading uniform, the curve of her small breasts, the softness of her lips. But his mind betrayed him, conjuring instead the image of Ron's large hands on his mother's body, then shifting to Ron with Sharla, her petite frame dominated by his imposing presence.

The taboo nature of the fantasy made his stomach churn even as his hand moved faster. He imagined Sharla asking Ron about his mother, comparing notes on what they both liked, sharing a laugh at Nate's expense. The humiliation burned hot in his veins, somehow intensifying his pleasure rather than diminishing it.

When he came, it was with a strangled gasp, his release hitting his stomach with shocking intensity. The aftermath was immediate—a wave of self-disgust that left him feeling hollow and pathetic. He cleaned himself mechanically, unable to meet his own eyes in the bathroom mirror afterward.

What kind of person gets off on this? What was wrong with him? The questions echoed in his mind as he crawled back into bed, but no answers came, only the unsettling knowledge that something fundamental had shifted inside him—something he couldn't control and didn't fully understand.

***

The weeks following Ron's first overnight stay established a rhythm Nate hadn't asked for but couldn't escape. Ron appeared with increasing frequency—first weekends, then random weeknights, until his toiletries claimed permanent residence in the master bathroom. Nate had taken to wearing earbuds to bed, blasting music to drown out the nightly soundtrack of his mother's submission. But tonight, he'd forgotten them at school, a realization that hit him as he turned his key in the front door and heard the low murmur of voices from within.

He hesitated on the threshold, contemplating whether to retreat to the library for a few more hours. His moment of indecision cost him; the door swung open under his hand, and he stepped into the dimly lit living room.

The scene before him froze Nate mid-stride. His mother and Ron occupied the couch, not in the midst of sex as he'd feared, but in a tableau of obvious intimacy that was somehow equally intrusive. Ron's large frame took up most of the space, his arm draped along the back of the sofa, his other hand resting possessively on Brenda's knee. The coffee table held two half-empty wine glasses and an open bottle beside a plate of abandoned cheese and crackers. The overhead lights were off, with only a single lamp casting long shadows across the room.

"Nate!" His mother's voice carried a slight slur that matched her flushed cheeks. She made no move to shift away from Ron's touch. "We didn't hear you come in."

"Sorry," Nate mumbled, though he wasn't sure what he was apologizing for. Existing, maybe. Interrupting their foreplay, definitely.

"No need to apologize, son," Ron said, his deep voice somehow both warm and authoritative. The term 'son' sent an uncomfortable shiver down Nate's spine. "Come sit. Your mother was just telling me about your chess tournament this weekend."

Nate reluctantly perched on the edge of the armchair across from them, his backpack still slung over one shoulder like an escape plan. Up close, the signs of interrupted intimacy were impossible to ignore. His mother's lipstick was smudged at the corner, her blouse askew with one more button undone than was decent. The small hickey at the base of her throat made his stomach clench.

"How was school?" Ron asked, seeming genuinely interested despite the circumstances. His thumb traced small circles on Brenda's knee, inching higher with each rotation.

"Fine. Normal." Nate couldn't help but notice how his mother leaned into Ron's touch, her body angled toward him like a flower seeking sun. "Just a lot of homework and stuff."

"Any developments with that chess strategy we discussed? The Sicilian variation?"

The question surprised Nate—not just that Ron remembered their chess conversation from weeks ago, but that he seemed to care amid what was clearly a romantic evening with Brenda. "Actually, yeah. I tried it against Thompson last week. He didn't know how to counter."

Ron nodded approvingly. "Excellent. Unexpected moves often yield the best results." As he spoke, his hand slid further up Brenda's thigh, disappearing beneath the hem of her skirt. She inhaled sharply but didn't move away or acknowledge the increasingly intimate touch.

"Ron's been helping me understand your chess obsession," Brenda said, her words slightly breathless. "He's quite the player himself."

"So you've said," Nate replied, unable to keep the edge from his voice. He stood abruptly, hoisting his backpack higher. "I should go study. Big calc test tomorrow."

"Don't work too hard," Ron advised with an easy smile that didn't match the predatory gleam in his eyes. "Balance is important in all things."

Nate nodded mutely and retreated upstairs, closing his bedroom door with perhaps more force than necessary. He dropped his backpack and sat at his desk, opening his calculus textbook to a random page he couldn't focus on. Below, he could hear the muffled resumption of conversation, punctuated by his mother's occasional laughter—that new, girlish sound that had emerged since Ron's arrival in their lives.

He tried to concentrate on derivatives and functions, but the numbers blurred before his eyes. The house fell silent for a while, then footsteps sounded on the stairs—two sets, moving unhurriedly toward the master bedroom. Nate glanced at his clock: barely 8:30 PM. They weren't even pretending to wait until he might be asleep.

The bedroom door closed with a soft click that echoed in Nate's heightened awareness. For several minutes, there was only the soft murmur of voices, too indistinct to make out words. Then came the unmistakable sounds of passion beginning—his mother's high-pitched sigh, a masculine grunt, the soft thud of a body being pushed against a wall.

Nate stared harder at his textbook, the pencil in his hand pressing so hard against the paper that the lead snapped. He should turn on music, or the TV, or anything to drown out what was coming. Instead, he found himself setting the pencil down and tilting his head slightly, listening.

A sharp crack split the air—the distinctive sound of flesh striking flesh—followed by his mother's surprised yelp that melted into a moan.

"You like that, don't you, white slut?" Ron's voice carried clearly through the wall. "Tell me how much you love being spanked by a real man."

"Yes," Brenda gasped, her voice higher and needier than Nate had ever heard it. "God, yes. Spank me harder."

Another crack, louder this time. Another moan.

Nate should have been disgusted. He should have been angry. He should have stormed next door and demanded they stop degrading his mother. Instead, he found himself rising from his chair, moving silently across his room until his ear pressed directly against the shared wall between their bedrooms.

The sounds were clearer here—the rhythmic thuds of the headboard against the wall, the wet slapping of bodies meeting, his mother's breathless pleas for more.

"Your white whore pussy belongs to my black cock now," Ron growled. "Say it."

"My white pussy belongs to your black cock," Brenda repeated, her voice breaking on each word as the pace of the thudding increased. "Oh god, it's so big. It's stretching me so much."

Nate's hand moved to his crotch without conscious decision, palming the hardness that had formed despite his mental protests. Shame flooded him even as arousal built. What kind of son gets hard listening to his mother being fucked and degraded?

The kind who couldn't stop himself from unzipping his jeans and taking his cock in hand, apparently.

"That's right," Ron continued, his voice dropping even lower. "This black cock owns you now. Owns this whole house. Owns your white boy son too, doesn't it?"

The unexpected reference to him sent a shock wave through Nate's body. His hand froze momentarily on his shaft, his breath catching in his throat. Had they discussed him during sex before? The thought was horrifying and yet, somehow, his cock twitched harder in his grip.

"Yes," his mother moaned. "Everything's yours. We're both yours."

Nate's hand resumed its motion, faster now, his breath coming in short pants that he tried to muffle against his forearm. The headboard's pace became frantic, the slapping sounds more intense. His mother's cries rose in pitch until she was nearly screaming, a sound that would have mortified Nate if he weren't so close to his own release.

"Take it, white bitch," Ron commanded. "Take every fucking inch."

The crude language, the racial component, the utter degradation of his mother—all of it should have repulsed him. Instead, he found himself stroking frantically, his orgasm building with unexpected speed.

When it hit, it was simultaneous with his mother's climactic scream. His cum spurted over his hand in hot pulses, his body shuddering with an intensity that frightened him. He bit his lip hard enough to taste blood, preventing any sound from escaping.

In the aftermath, the familiar disgust washed over him, stronger than ever before. He cleaned himself mechanically with tissues from his nightstand, unable to process the implications of what had just happened. His mother's soft, satisfied murmurs filtered through the wall, along with Ron's deeper, possessive rumble.

Nate crawled into bed fully clothed, curling onto his side and staring at the wall. His family dynamic wasn't just changing—it had already transformed into something unrecognizable. Worse, he was changing too, becoming someone he didn't understand and wasn't sure he wanted to be.

His last thought before falling into troubled sleep was the sickening realization that part of him—a growing, insistent part—was starting to crave these moments of voyeuristic shame. What did that say about him? What kind of man was he becoming under Ron's dominating influence over their home?

Chapter Two

Weeks passed like a parade of shame, and every day brought some new evidence that Ron had completed his hostile takeover of the Castle Household. What started with a spare toothbrush in the upstairs bathroom metastasized into his shoes in the mudroom, his coffee mug left conspicuously on the counter, and his offhanded comments about "this being our home now." Sometimes, when Nate sat at the kitchen table doing calculus, Ron would stroll in and squeeze Brenda’s ass right in front of him, as if to say: Yes, I fuck your mother, and no, I’m not going to pretend otherwise.

The ultimate indignity came on a Friday night. Nate returned from chess club to find the kitchen table set like Thanksgiving at a sitcom family’s house: candles in the good holders, wine glasses for everyone (even him, which meant Brenda was really feeling festive), and a main course that looked suspiciously like the kind of roast you only made for company. Brenda flitted around in a new dress—blue, with a neckline that drew the eye downward and demanded you notice what Ron got to enjoy nightly. She made a show of fussing over the vegetables and fluffing napkins, her movements giddy and girlish in a way Nate found both unfamiliar and horrifying.

"Go ahead and sit, honey," she called, voice rising an octave with excitement.

Ron materialized behind her, looking infuriatingly comfortable in what passed for business casual—tailored slacks, crisp dress shirt, and his ever-present wristwatch that probably cost more than their entire dining set. He poured three glasses of white wine, distributing them with the same deliberate showmanship he applied to everything. He even gave Nate a little conspiratorial wink as he passed him the glass.

"So," Brenda said, hovering at the head of the table, hands fidgeting with the stem of her wine glass, "I know this is a little sudden, but we wanted to tell you in person. Together."

Ron’s hand found the small of her back. Brenda radiated anticipation. Nate felt his stomach knot.

"We’re engaged," she blurted, holding up her left hand in a tremulous display. The ring caught the kitchen light and stabbed it into Nate’s retinas, an ostentatious chunk of diamond designed for maximum visibility.

Nate stared at her for a beat, then at Ron, whose wide smile had an undertone of triumph. Brenda’s eyes begged him to respond.

"Wow," Nate said, voice cracking like a thirteen-year-old. He took a gulp of wine. "That’s…congratulations."

"Thank you, honey!" Brenda came around the table and hugged him, enveloping him in a cloud of expensive perfume and maternal affection. He could smell Ron on her skin, some combination of his aftershave and another, more primal scent that Nate had come to recognize in the weeks since Ron began spending the night.

"We know this is a big adjustment," Ron said, his tone perfectly calibrated between compassion and command, "but I want you to know I’ll always be here for you. As a friend, a mentor, and eventually, your stepdad."

Brenda positively glowed. "Isn’t that wonderful, Nate? You’ll love having a stepdad!"

"Yeah," Nate said, unable to summon an appropriate facial expression. He settled for a rictus grin and another swallow of wine. The booze hit his empty stomach hard, and for a moment, he felt untethered from his own body. It was like watching the scene from above—a sitcom family, but the punchline was his life imploding.

Dinner passed in a blur of small talk and forced laughter. Ron regaled them with stories from his job in finance, each tale ending with a lesson about hard work or making smart choices. Brenda ate it up, nodding along like she’d found religion and was now worshipping at the altar of Ron. Nate nodded too, less out of agreement and more to keep himself from stabbing the tablecloth with his fork.

After dessert, Brenda insisted they FaceTime her sister to share the news. Ron helped clear the table, his strong hands moving efficiently as he stacked plates and wiped crumbs from the surface. Nate lingered in his seat, watching them work together in a seamless domestic ballet that made him feel obsolete. At one point, Ron caught his gaze and held it for a beat longer than was comfortable.

"We’ll take care of your mom," he said quietly, a private aside meant just for Nate. "She deserves the best. And so do you."

Nate nodded, unsure how to respond. Every interaction with Ron felt like a chess match where he’d already lost, and now they were just playing out the endgame.

***

The wedding was a blur. Brenda planned it in under three weeks, claiming she wanted something "simple and intimate." In reality, it was more like an elopement with paperwork. The ceremony took place in the living room, officiated by a woman in a pantsuit who brought her own folding chair. Only three other people attended: Brenda’s best friend from work, a neighbor who supplied the flowers, and Nate, who wore a button-up shirt that Brenda ironed for him. He stood by Brenda’s side, numb and vaguely nauseated, as she promised to "love, honor, and obey" Ron for the rest of her life.

Ron beamed the entire time, squeezing Brenda’s hand so tightly her knuckles turned white. After the vows, he kissed her with open hunger, uncaring that half the room was staring. Nate looked away, focusing instead on the officiant’s shoes, which were sensible and brown, and probably didn’t cost more than fifty bucks.

Afterward, they took awkward family photos by the fireplace. Ron’s arm draped over Nate’s shoulders, anchoring him in place with inescapable gravity.

"Smile for the camera, son," Ron said. Nate managed a thin, corpse-like smile that Brenda later described as "adorably shy."

That night, Ron moved in for good. His boxes dominated the entryway, stacked like fortifications that would never be breached. He unpacked with military efficiency, colonizing the master bedroom, the bathroom, even the garage. Nate’s old video game console vanished from the living room, replaced by Ron’s Bluetooth speakers and an array of workout equipment.

There was no escaping the man now. Even the refrigerator had bent to his will: the top shelf was reserved for Ron’s protein shakes and prepped chicken breasts, labeled with Sharpie in block letters.

***

The first night of their married life, Nate lay in his room, headphones squeezed tight over his ears. He tried to focus on a YouTube video about advanced chess openings, but even at full volume, it couldn’t drown out the sounds from the master bedroom.

Ron was louder now—emboldened, perhaps, by legal right. His deep voice rumbled through the drywall, sometimes punctuated by words that made Nate want to crawl out of his own skin.

"Beg for it," Ron demanded, his voice carrying with unnatural clarity. "Beg for this big black dick."

Nate froze, the chess video forgotten. Brenda’s response was immediate and desperate, her voice rising in the same pitch he’d heard so many times before.

"Please," she whimpered, the word a plea and a prayer. "Please fuck me, Ron. Fill me up with your huge cock."

The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, brutal rhythm. Brenda’s moans came in gasping bursts, broken by words she would never say in daylight: "Yes, Daddy. More. Fuck me like your slut."

Nate pressed the pillow over his head, but it was futile. The noises drilled into him, each thrust and cry branding itself into his memory. His hand slid beneath his waistband, unbidden, and he hated himself for it even as his cock stiffened in his palm.

He imagined Ron, towering over his mother, sweat gleaming on his muscles, that smug, victorious grin splitting his face. He imagined Brenda, her hair tangled and wild, begging for more as her body surrendered completely. The mental images mixed with the sounds in the air, forming a loop of humiliation and arousal that he couldn’t escape.

He jerked himself with furious shame, biting his lip to keep from making a sound. He came fast, faster than he ever had, his release soaking the front of his boxers and leaving him hollow and raw inside.

As the echoes of his mother’s orgasm faded, Nate rolled onto his side, staring at the wall. He wondered if he’d ever get used to this—if the humiliation would eventually numb him, or if he’d always feel like this: humiliated, ashamed, and impossibly, undeniably aroused.

Down the hall, Ron and Brenda laughed and murmured, the language of their new marriage spoken in the dialect of dominance and submission.

Nate lay there, alone, the sticky evidence of his own twisted need cooling against his skin.

Tomorrow, he’d wake up to find Ron drinking coffee in his robe, Brenda humming as she made eggs, and the world would keep spinning, oblivious to the secrets it forced him to swallow.

But for now, in the dark, Nate allowed himself a single truth: he was changing, being shaped and carved by the relentless will of the man who now ruled his house—and, in some perverse way, his mind.

And the worst part was, part of him wanted it.

***

Sharla arrived for their study date smelling like raspberry body spray and fresh notebook paper. Her hair was yanked into a high ponytail that exposed the pale slope of her neck, and she wore a band T-shirt that clung to her small, perky frame. Nate barely had time to clear the dirty laundry off his chair before she threw herself onto his bed, scattering textbooks and highlighters in a miniature explosion.

"You are such a slob," she teased, propping her socked feet on the headboard. "No wonder your mom married up."

Nate rolled his eyes, trying to ignore the flash of discomfort the comment gave him. "She did not marry up," he said, settling next to Sharla and pulling his calculus notes onto his lap. "She married fast. There's a difference."

Sharla smirked and stretched her arms over her head, arching her back in a way that made Nate’s thoughts scatter. "Whatever. At least she’s getting some, unlike certain chess club dorks I could name."

Nate jabbed her side with a capped pen. "Fuck you," he muttered, but there was no heat behind it. If he was being honest, he liked how Sharla poked at him—liked it even more when she poked with her body instead of her mouth. He opened his notebook, determined to focus.

For twenty minutes, they pretended to study. Sharla doodled spirals in the margins of her trig homework; Nate’s mind wandered to last night’s sounds, the raw, animal noises that still echoed through his skull like a curse.

He snapped his pencil in half without meaning to. The pieces clattered to the floor.

Sharla stopped drawing. "Damn, Nate, relax. It's just math."

"It's not the math," he said, too quickly. "It's—" He almost said "Ron" but stopped himself.

Sharla, of course, pounced on the omission. "It's what?" she pressed, twisting on the bed so their faces were close. "Still weirded out by your mom getting dicked down?"

Nate blushed, hating how quickly he colored. "Can you not say it like that?"

Sharla's eyes gleamed. "What, ‘dicked down’? Want me to say ‘ravished’ instead?" She poked his thigh with her toes. "C’mon, it’s kind of hot, admit it."

He tried to laugh it off, but the flush of heat in his cheeks and groin betrayed him. "It’s not hot. It’s disturbing. Ron is—he’s not even subtle about it. He leaves the door open. They moan and scream like animals."

"That’s so gross." Sharla’s nose wrinkled, but her eyes stayed bright and hungry for more. "Wait. You can hear everything?"

"Literally everything," he said. "It’s like living in a porn set with your mom as the star."

Sharla covered her mouth and snorted. "Oh my god, that’s so fucked up." She paused. "But also kind of funny?"

Nate tried to muster indignation, but the memory of the night before—of his own traitorous erection, his hand moving almost in sync with the pounding from down the hall—overrode any sense of righteousness. Instead, he sank back against the wall and covered his face with a forearm.

"I can’t even jerk off anymore," he said quietly. "Because every time I do, all I can hear is—"

"Your mom?" Sharla finished, delighting in his misery. "You’re saying you can’t cum without thinking about your mom getting railed by your stepdad?"

"Don’t say it like that," Nate groaned, but it was too late. The idea took root, blossoming into humiliation.

"That’s fucked," Sharla said, but now her hand crept onto his thigh, fingers kneading absently. "But also kind of hot. You want to make out?"

Before Nate could answer, her lips were on his. She kissed with the directness of a girl who had decided she was ready and didn’t care about technique or build-up. Their tongues met, and Sharla pressed her body to his, grinding gently while her hand moved up to his crotch.

Nate’s cock was already hard—pathetically, embarrassingly hard. She rubbed him through the jeans, her hand greedy and confident.

He pulled away, gasping, "My mom—she’s home—"

Sharla’s grin was wolfish. "So what? You said they never stop fucking, right? She probably doesn’t care if you’re up here getting some, too."

Nate moaned as Sharla’s hand found the zipper and fished him out, her palm rough from years of clarinet but warm and insistent. She stroked him while their mouths found each other again. He kissed her with increasing desperation, his hands shaking as they clung to her waist.

She broke off just long enough to whisper, "Bet Ron’s got a huge dick, huh? That’s why your mom screams like that."

The words detonated inside Nate’s brain. His hips jerked involuntarily; he came in a sudden, humiliating rush, splattering his boxers and the inside of his jeans.

Sharla burst out laughing, not meanly, but with open delight. "Holy shit, did you just cum? From that?"

Nate’s face burned so hot he thought he might faint. "I—no, I—" He tried to cover himself, but she stopped him, gently prying his hand away.

"Hey, it’s fine. You’re cute when you’re all flustered," Sharla said, voice softer now. She grabbed a fistful of tissues from his nightstand and dabbed at the mess, still giggling. "You’re such a perv."

He slumped against the wall, mortified but also tingling with an afterglow he didn’t want to admit felt good.

"Sorry," he muttered.

Sharla just grinned and kissed his cheek. "Don’t be. I like you, Nate. Even if you’re a weird little cuck."

He froze at the word. She used it lightly, like a joke, but it stuck in his head, ringing like a bell.

After she left, Nate lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling. The hum of the washing machine downstairs mingled with echoes of Sharla’s laughter and the words she’d whispered at the peak of his shame.

He knew he should feel worse. But instead, he closed his eyes, and replayed it over and over, until his cock was hard again and his thoughts were just as dirty as the ones he’d tried to banish.

There was no escape, not anymore. It was in his blood, now—a poison, or maybe just his truest self, unlocked by the black man who’d taken everything, even his fantasies.

Nate gripped his cock and finished again, shuddering with both disgust and relief. He cleaned himself up, then checked his phone for messages. There was nothing, but he already knew what his dreams would be tonight.

And he knew, somehow, that Sharla would keep coming back for more—because she loved watching him squirm. And because, deep down, so did he.

***

Dinner that night was straight out of a family sitcom, if you ignored the silent undercurrent of sexual conquest radiating from the head of the table. The dining room was still cluttered with unpacked boxes, but Brenda had set out her best tablecloth and the "good" silverware, as if to prove that they were all one big happy family now.

A roast glistened on a platter, surrounded by roasted potatoes and vegetables that steamed in the late afternoon light. Brenda beamed at her culinary achievement, bustling back and forth with serving spoons and a fresh basket of garlic bread.

Ron sat at the head of the table, arms crossed loosely over his chest, posture so relaxed it might as well have been a throne. He wore a pullover that clung to his wide shoulders and made his skin look even darker by comparison, and he seemed perfectly at ease lording over the domestic spread before him.

Nate sat at his usual spot, picking at his food, his mind still spinning from the humiliation with Sharla earlier that day. Every now and then, he glanced at Ron, wondering if the man could sense the afterglow of defeat on him—if he could tell just by looking that Nate had cum in his pants thinking about his mother’s new husband.

Ron was in a talkative mood, dominating the conversation with stories about his coworkers and the "exciting" things happening at the office. Every anecdote turned into a lesson about leadership, discipline, or "taking what you want in life." Brenda hung on every word, her eyes shining with unfiltered adoration.

"So, Nate," Ron said, after Brenda topped off his wine glass, "how’s the chess team coming along? Regionals soon, right?"

"Yeah," Nate mumbled. "We’re seeded second. If we beat Central, we make state."

Ron nodded, a slow, approving gesture. "That’s what I like to hear. Go in with confidence—no one remembers second place." He took a massive bite of roast, chewed thoughtfully. "You see that, Brenda? Kid’s got drive."

"Just like his father," Brenda cooed, then caught herself and amended, "I mean, you’re like a father to him now. Isn’t that right, honey?"

Nate forced a smile. "Sure."

Ron leaned forward, elbows on the table. "You seeing that cute blonde lately? The band girl?"

"Sharla," Brenda supplied, beaming. "She’s lovely. So polite."

Ron’s gaze never left Nate. "She your girlfriend or what?"

Nate squirmed, knowing there was no good answer. "Yeah. I mean, sort of."

Ron chuckled, the sound deep and resonant. "You gotta stake your claim, son. Don’t let a girl like that slip away."

Nate nearly choked on his bread.

"Speaking of girls," Ron continued, "you know what’s funny? Brenda says you study with Sharla a lot in your room." He smiled, teeth flashing. "A little privacy is important. That’s how you build trust in a relationship, right, Brenda?"

Brenda blushed. "We try to respect Nate’s space. He’s a teenager. They need boundaries."

Ron grinned. "Just don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, okay?"

Nate’s cheeks burned. "Uh, yeah."

The rest of the meal was mercifully uneventful. After dessert, Brenda and Ron excused themselves to "take a shower," leaving Nate alone with the dishes and a hard pit of anxiety in his gut.

He washed the plates in hot, soapy water, methodically scrubbing until the silverware gleamed. Above him, the floorboards creaked—footsteps, muffled voices. He couldn’t make out the words, but he recognized the cadence of foreplay: the playful laughter, the squeal as Brenda was scooped into Ron’s arms, the thump of a bedroom door closing.

He tried to block it out, but soon the soundtrack began anew: the low rumble of Ron’s voice, the escalating gasps from Brenda, the bedframe beginning its familiar rhythm against the wall. Nate stood in the hallway, hands still damp from the sink, listening as his mother’s moans filled the house.

"God, yes, Ron. More. Harder," she panted, each word punctuated by a loud slap—either skin or headboard, Nate couldn’t tell anymore.

"Say you want it," Ron commanded. "Say you want this big black cock in your white whore pussy."

"I want it," Brenda sobbed. "I want your big black cock, I want to be your slut, please, please, don’t stop—"

Nate’s knees trembled. He ducked into his room, but it didn’t help. The walls were paper-thin, and he could hear every filthy, degrading syllable.

"Take it, bitch," Ron roared, the words echoing in Nate’s skull. "Take all of it. This is what you need, isn’t it?"

Brenda’s cries reached a fever pitch. "Yes, I need it, I need your cock, make me your cum dump—"

Nate slumped onto his bed, fingers digging into the mattress. His cock strained against his jeans, hard and insistent. He tried to resist, tried to think of anything else—chess, homework, a bucket of cold water—but the images wouldn’t leave him alone.

He remembered what Sharla had said: Bet Ron’s got a huge dick, huh? That’s why your mom screams like that.

He imagined Ron’s cock, massive and dark, splitting his mother open. He imagined her face contorted with lust, her body writhing as she begged for more. He imagined himself watching, powerless, a spectator to his own humiliation.

His hand was already inside his pants before he realized it, stroking desperately as the pounding from the bedroom reached a crescendo. He heard Brenda scream, a long, wordless sound that ended in a broken gasp.

Nate came with a strangled moan, hot and thick and utterly shameful. He lay there, breathless, heart hammering in his chest, the echo of his orgasm mingling with the fading sounds of Ron and Brenda’s afterglow.

The house fell silent, except for the soft, contented laughter drifting down the hall.

Nate wiped himself off and stared at the ceiling, wondering if this was what the rest of his life would be—a cycle of humiliation and release, his every thought co-opted by the man who now owned his family.

He doubted it would ever stop. And, worse, he wasn’t sure he even wanted it to.

Chapter Three

The smell of reed cork grease and fast food wrappers clung to the air, thick enough to sting the inside of Nate's nose every time he inhaled. Sharla’s car, an ancient Toyota sedan with a colony of plush ducks suspended from the rearview, rattled in the otherwise empty lot behind the middle school. It was the unofficial make-out spot for the band kids: close enough for plausible deniability, far enough from the main road to be ignored by faculty or cops unless you were especially unlucky.

Nate closed the passenger door behind him and immediately had to fight for legroom; Sharla’s clarinet case was wedged under his feet, and three overflowing binders threatened to crush his knees against the glovebox. Sharla didn’t seem to notice—she twisted in her seat to face him, her skirt already hiked dangerously high. Her lips were stained purple from the off-brand grape soda she’d pounded after rehearsal.

"So," she said, "how’d you survive the torture chamber today?"

He smiled. "Just lost two decibels of hearing in the left ear. Pretty standard."

She made a face and drew her legs up, tucking them under her butt so her knees pointed right at him. The movement pulled her T-shirt taut, and Nate’s eyes locked in on the slice of pale skin exposed above the waistband of her skirt. For a second, he could almost forget the rest of his life and just exist in this tiny, messy universe with Sharla.

Then she grinned, sharp and hungry, and ruined the moment.

"Bet you had a real hard time focusing after last night’s house concert," she teased, and she didn’t mean the kind with woodwinds. Nate’s cheeks flushed instantly.

"Shut up," he said, but it came out feeble. "Like you didn’t make it weird with your Ron commentary."

She giggled, the sound both mean and inviting. "You came in your pants, Nate. Just from thinking about it. Kinda says a lot."

Nate looked away, out the windshield at the harsh wash of streetlights painting the asphalt. "Maybe you shouldn’t say stuff like that," he said, half-heartedly. "It’s not—normal."

Sharla reached over and threaded her fingers through his hair, tugging hard enough to make his scalp sting. She kissed him then, hard and wet, her tongue probing his mouth with no regard for finesse. The grape flavor was overpowering. Nate groaned, hands fumbling for her waist, but she was already clambering over the center console, straddling his lap.

Her ass fit perfectly in the well of his thighs, and the heat from her body radiated through his jeans. He felt instantly, humiliatingly hard.

"You love it," she said into his ear, grinding her hips so the friction made him twitch. "You fucking love being a perv."

He wanted to protest, to salvage some dignity, but she rocked against him and all he could do was gasp. Her hands unzipped his fly with the brutal confidence of a girl who’d memorized the sequence, freeing his cock in three practiced moves.

"God, you’re so easy," she whispered, stroking him with rough, dry fingers. "If I just said 'Ron' right now, I bet you’d cum before we even got started."

"Don’t—" He meant it, this time, but she bit his lip and giggled.

"Relax," she said, and reached under her own skirt. A flick of her wrist and her panties dropped to the floor, bunched around her ankles.

She lined herself up and sank onto him in a single motion, the sudden wet heat stealing his breath. He moaned, forehead dropping to her shoulder, as she started riding him in quick, eager thrusts. The car’s suspension whined in protest. Somewhere in the distance, a train horn wailed, but all Nate could focus on was the perfect clutch of Sharla’s cunt and the sticky friction as she bounced on his lap.

She put her mouth right up to his ear and said, "You know, I bet Ron’s cock is, like, twice as big as yours. That’s why your mom can’t stop screaming for him."

Nate’s whole body jolted. "Stop," he hissed, but she just smiled and rolled her hips faster.

"Do you think about it when you jerk off?" she taunted, squeezing his cock inside her. "Your mom, on her knees, gagging on that huge black dick? Bet you wish you could watch, huh?"

He whimpered. There was no other word for it. His hands tightened around her waist, desperate for leverage, but it was like trying to hold back an avalanche with a beach umbrella.

She was merciless now, fucking him so hard the car windows fogged up. "You’re getting close, aren’t you? Are you gonna cum in me just from thinking about your stepdad’s dick?"

The words crashed over him, a tsunami of humiliation and animal want. His orgasm hit with no warning, so sudden he almost blacked out. He buried his face in the soft hollow of Sharla’s neck and came inside her, pulse after pulse, every muscle in his body seizing with shame and relief.

He heard her laugh—a soft, wicked sound—as she slowed her pace, milking every drop from him before she stilled, resting her weight on his chest.

"Jesus, Nate," she said, brushing a lock of hair from his sweaty forehead. "You really are a quick little cuck."

The word sliced through him, raw and bright. He wanted to sink through the floor, to apologize, to disappear, but Sharla just patted his cheek and kissed him again, her tongue slow and languid this time. She didn’t seem disappointed. If anything, she looked pleased, maybe even proud of herself.

They sat in silence for a minute, catching their breath. Outside, the parking lot was still empty.

Nate’s cock was already softening inside her, which made the clean-up process even more awkward. Sharla climbed off him with a grunt, hitching up her skirt and using the edge of her band shirt to dab away the mess between her legs. Nate scrambled for tissues from the glove box, mortified.

She caught him glancing at her thighs—glistening, a smear of white trailing down one—and smirked. "Told you so," she said. "You’re hopeless."

He didn’t have a comeback, so he just zipped himself up and tried to tidy the wreckage of his composure.

When they were both decent, Sharla put the car in gear and started the drive home. The radio was broken, so the only sound was the hum of the engine and the soft thunk of her turn signal as she navigated empty suburban streets.

Nate stared out the window, trying to think of anything but the sticky heat in his pants or the aftertaste of Sharla’s words.

She broke the silence at a red light. "You don’t have to be ashamed, you know. I like it." Her voice was gentle, for once. "It’s messed up, but so is everything else. Why not just enjoy it?"

He shrugged, unable to trust himself to speak. There was a storm inside him—a tangle of lust and shame and need—and he was starting to suspect that fighting it only made it stronger.

They pulled up to Sharla’s house and she leaned over for one last kiss, brief and sweet. "Text me when you get home safe, okay?"

He nodded, watching her walk up the steps, her skirt still rumpled from their tryst.

As he drove away, he gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles ached. His mind raced with images: Sharla, laughing at him; his mother, screaming for Ron; his own desperate, helpless arousal.

He was losing himself, one humiliating orgasm at a time. And, deep down, he was starting to understand why.

***

Sharla showed up the next afternoon with a backpack loaded to bursting and an energy drink in each hand. She kicked off her shoes in the foyer and made a beeline for the stairs, calling, "Hi, Brenda!" in a singsong voice that made Nate's mother light up with pride from the kitchen. Nate trailed behind, feeling like a child being led to a dentist appointment.

His room was an immaculate cube of order: shelves lined with chess trophies and participation medals, textbooks stacked by subject, a single astronaut poster the only splash of color. Even his bed was made with military precision, the sheets tucked tight enough to drum on.

Sharla surveyed the space, then tossed her bag onto the foot of the bed and flopped beside it, cracking open her energy drink with a hiss.

"God, it always smells so... clean in here," she said. "Like you vacuum for fun."

"Maybe I do," Nate said, perching awkwardly on his desk chair. "Some people like having a non-toxic environment."

She grinned and patted the mattress. "Come here, nerd. We’re supposed to be studying together, right?"

He joined her on the bed, cross-legged, and pulled out his math notes. They went through three calculus problems before Sharla lost interest. She leaned into him, breath hot against his ear, and whispered, "Is she home?"

"Yeah," Nate said, voice low. "Ron works late, so..."

Sharla sucked in her lower lip. "Think they’ll fuck before dinner?"

He didn’t answer, but his cock twitched under the table anyway.

She giggled, then reached into his lap, palming the bulge growing there. "You know, most guys would get jealous," she said, stroking through the fabric. "But you? I think you like it when Ron ruins your mom."

Nate recoiled on instinct, but Sharla’s hand just followed him, squeezing tighter.

"That's not—" He broke off, but there was no conviction in his protest.

Sharla licked her lips, then wormed her hand under his waistband, finding his bare cock and stroking it with slow, lazy pulls. "You think Brenda likes it?" she mused, feigning casual. "Getting manhandled by someone who doesn’t even pretend to care about her dignity?"

Nate’s hips jerked against her grip, unbidden. "Stop," he said, but it came out strangled, a whimper instead of a command.

She scooted closer, blue eyes locked on his. "Maybe I should tell her about us. Maybe we could all have dinner together, then watch Ron take her upstairs and fuck her brains out while you sit here jerking off. Is that what you want?"

He shook his head, but his body betrayed him. He was so hard it hurt.

Sharla leaned in and kissed him, but her hand never stopped stroking. The world shrank to the bed, the springs squealing under their shifting weight, the dry friction of her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

She squeezed harder, tempo increasing, and said, "Bet he’s stretching her cunt right now. Think she screams like that for your dad?"

That word, that thought, hit Nate like a punch in the gut. "Please, Sharla," he begged, voice cracking with desperation.

She smiled, slow and mean, and whispered, "Maybe you wish you could watch. Maybe you want to join in, be their little bitch boy."

The humiliation detonated in his bloodstream, white-hot and consuming. He came all over her hand, spattering his shirt and her wrist, pulse thundering in his ears. She didn’t let up until he was twitching with aftershocks, then held her sticky hand up, admiring the mess.

"Look at you," she said, almost tender. "Such a good boy."

He lay back, panting, unable to meet her gaze. Sharla took her time licking his cum off her palm, her eyes never leaving his face. When she finished, she wiped her mouth and gave him a sly, satisfied grin.

"You know, you could have just told me you liked being humiliated," she teased. "Would’ve saved us both a lot of trouble."

He groaned, burying his face in the crook of his elbow. Shame curdled in his gut, but so did something darker, a need he could no longer pretend didn’t exist.

Sharla packed her things with methodical indifference, pausing only to toss him a wad of tissues. "I’ve got band practice," she said, slinging her bag over her shoulder. "Later, cuckboy."

She winked and was gone, her footsteps already echoing down the hall.

Nate lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling, his chest rising and falling with ragged breaths. He knew he should feel awful. He did feel awful.

But the memory of Sharla’s hand stroking him, the words she whispered—he knew he’d be replaying it for weeks.

He closed his eyes, already half-hard again, and let the shame wash over him.

He wanted more.

***

The house was an architectural study in silence at midnight. Every tick of the HVAC vent, every settling groan of drywall, every distant snore from the neighbor’s dog: Nate catalogued them all as he lay in bed, cocooned in the artificial brightness of his phone screen. He scrolled through his group chat, liked a meme, opened a chess app, closed it again. His heart was jittery and unfocused, but his cock throbbed with a single-minded purpose that wouldn’t let him rest.

He tried not to listen. He really did.

But the house carried sound like a confession booth, and the regular, rhythmic thumping from the master bedroom was impossible to ignore.

He checked the clock: 1:12 AM. It had been going for at least half an hour, Brenda’s gasps and Ron’s grunting crescendos leaking through the vent and echoing down the hall. He felt it in his teeth, a low-frequency pulse that vibrated under his skin.

He pulled his pillow over his head, but it did nothing to muffle the moans. If anything, it seemed to make them louder, closer, like the house was bent on humiliating him into submission.

He lay there, trying to fight the urge, until finally his curiosity overpowered his shame.

He got up, careful not to let the bedsprings squeak, and tiptoed into the dark hallway. The floor was cold against his bare feet. The nightlight by the bathroom cast everything in blue shadows, and he crept down the corridor, adrenaline thundering in his blood.

The master bedroom door was open a crack. Nate paused, heart in his throat, and then pressed his eye to the sliver of light.

He saw everything.

Brenda was on all fours on the mattress, hair wild and damp with sweat, ass high and thighs spread wide. Ron knelt behind her, massive hands wrapped around her hips, pulling her onto his cock in relentless, piston-like thrusts. His back gleamed with sweat, muscles bunching and rolling with every movement. Brenda’s breasts bounced with each impact, nipples flushed and hard. She braced herself on the headboard, the wood groaning with the force.

"You love this, don’t you, slut?" Ron barked, punctuating it with a brutal slap to her ass. The sound made Nate jump, but Brenda only moaned louder, her face twisted in animal need.

"Yes, please—more," she sobbed, voice raw and desperate. "Degrade my white pussy. Use me."

Ron obliged, fucking her harder, the wet slap of their bodies filling the air. He gripped her hair, yanking her head back so she had to look at the mirror. Nate saw her face reflected: eyes glazed, mouth open, tongue lolling. She looked utterly transformed, ruined and elated all at once.

Nate’s cock was rock-hard. He pressed a hand to his crotch, then under the waistband of his boxers, and started stroking almost before he realized what he was doing.

He watched, unable to look away, as Ron reached around and rubbed Brenda’s clit with cruel efficiency. She shrieked, voice hitting a register Nate had never heard, and collapsed onto the sheets. Ron never slowed, just shifted his grip and kept pounding, sweat flying from his body with the effort.

Brenda screamed again, clutching the mattress so hard her knuckles went white. "Oh fuck—fuck me, ruin me—" she babbled, and Nate saw her come apart, legs trembling and collapsing under her.

Ron didn’t stop until he finished, roaring his release as he buried himself deep inside her, body shuddering. He stayed like that for a long moment, panting, before finally letting her collapse onto the bed.

Nate’s hand was a blur. He barely lasted a minute before he came, the orgasm ripping through him so violently he almost cried out. He had to clamp his free hand over his mouth to keep from making a sound.

He stumbled back to his room on shaky legs, breathing hard, cum already cooling on his stomach. He collapsed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling, mind racing.

He knew it was wrong, every cell in his body told him so.

But all he could see was Brenda’s ruined face, all he could hear was the word "degrade," all he could feel was the afterglow of shame and ecstasy mixing together in his blood.

He lay there for a long time, listening to the house settle back into silence.

Eventually, he drifted off to sleep, dreaming of blue shadows and echoing moans, and woke with a hard-on so fierce it hurt.

He didn’t bother fighting it anymore.

He was a pervert. A cuck. A voyeur.

And he was finally, deeply, completely alive.

Chapter Four

The fluorescent lights of the high school chess club flickered overhead as Nate packed his board and pieces into his backpack. Coach Winters had ended practice early, something about a dental emergency, and Nate found himself with an unexpected hour of freedom before dinner. The house would be empty—his mother worked late on Thursdays, and Ron usually hit the gym after work. He could get some actual studying done without Sharla's distracting hands or his mother's giggles drifting through the walls. As he turned his key in the lock, the silence of the house welcomed him like an old friend, but that silence wasn't quite complete. Something was off—a subtle disruption in the air, like the house was holding its breath.

Nate stepped inside, dropping his keys into the ceramic bowl by the door. He listened. The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. The old grandfather clock that had survived the divorce ticked steadily in the living room. But underneath those familiar sounds was something else—a rhythm, muffled but unmistakable.

His shoulders tensed as he climbed the stairs, each step calculated to minimize creaking. The sound grew clearer. A wet, rhythmic slurping. A deep masculine groan. Both coming from the direction of his bedroom.

No. It couldn't be.

He crept down the hallway, his body moving on autopilot while his brain screamed at him to turn around. The door to his bedroom stood slightly ajar, a thin slice of light escaping into the dim hallway. Another groan, followed by a whispered command: "Deeper, slut."

Nate froze, his hand suspended inches from the door. He knew that voice. Knew it from dinner table lectures about financial responsibility, from chess strategy discussions, from the sounds that penetrated his walls at night.

Ron.

Nate's fingers trembled as he inched closer, his eye finding the crack in the door. What he saw branded itself into his brain like a hot iron.

Sharla knelt on his bedroom floor, her blonde ponytail clutched in Ron's massive fist like a leash. Her pink lips stretched obscenely around Ron's cock—thicker than Nate's wrist, veined and dark against her pale skin. She worked it enthusiastically, making greedy little noises as Ron guided her head back and forth.

"That's it," Ron growled, his wedding ring glinting as he tightened his grip on her hair. "That's it, you little white whore. Better than your boyfriend's tiny prick, isn't it?"

Sharla moaned in agreement, her eyes watering as she took him deeper. Ron's head tilted back, eyes closed in pleasure, entirely unconcerned about being discovered.

They were in his room. On his floor. Using his private space to humiliate him in absentia.

Something cracked inside Nate's chest—a physical sensation, like a bone splintering under pressure. He couldn't breathe. His vision tunneled, darkness creeping in from the edges. But even as his heart shattered, his treacherous body responded. His cock hardened painfully against his jeans, throbbing in time with each of Sharla's eager movements.

Nate's hand covered his mouth, stifling whatever sound might have escaped—a sob, a moan, he couldn't tell which. Ron's eyes remained closed, lost in the pleasure Sharla's mouth provided. Nate backed away, heel to toe, careful to distribute his weight evenly across the floorboards.

"You're going to swallow every drop," Ron instructed, his voice low but carrying clearly through the gap. "Then I'm going to bend you over that chess nerd's bed and fuck you properly."

Nate's retreat became more urgent. He navigated the stairs backward, keeping his eyes on the landing, terrified that at any moment Ron would appear and catch him. The front door seemed miles away. When his hand finally closed around the knob, he slipped out as silently as a ghost, not even daring to exhale until he was safely inside his car.

The key shook violently in his hand as he tried to start the engine. It took three attempts before the car roared to life, and he peeled away from the curb, driving blindly, directionless. Tears blurred his vision, hot and stinging. He blinked furiously, trying to clear them, but they kept coming.

He drove for twenty minutes before pulling into an empty church parking lot. His knuckles were white from gripping the steering wheel. When he finally released it, his fingers cramped in protest.

"Fuck," he whispered into the silence of the car. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

His mind replayed the scene on an endless loop: Sharla's enthusiastic submission, Ron's casual dominance, the utter betrayal of it happening in his own bedroom. And through it all, the sickening knowledge that his body had responded—was still responding. His erection hadn't subsided, straining against his jeans like some kind of twisted tribute to his own humiliation.

What was he supposed to do now? Confront them? The thought of facing Ron made his stomach turn. The man would probably laugh in his face, point out how Nate's mother screamed for him every night while Nate listened through the walls. And Sharla—how could he even look at her again? How long had this been going on?

Maybe he should tell his mother. But the words formed a knot in his throat. How do you tell your mom that her new husband is fucking your girlfriend? How do you admit that you stood there watching, getting hard at the sight?

Nate pressed his forehead against the steering wheel. The truth was, part of him didn't want them to stop. That realization hit him like a physical blow. Some sick, twisted corner of his psyche wanted to know more, to see more. To watch. To suffer.

The shame of his arousal settled over him like a second skin, both foreign and somehow inevitable. It had been building for weeks, hadn't it? Every night listening to his mother submit to Ron. Every taunting comment from Sharla. Every humiliating orgasm triggered by his own degradation.

He slipped his hand into his pants, finding himself hard and leaking. He stroked once, twice, disgusted but unable to stop. In his mind, the scene expanded: Ron bending Sharla over his bed, taking her from behind while she moaned and begged. Ron making her scream the way he made Brenda scream. Ron conquering everything Nate thought was his.

He came with a strangled cry, spattering his hand and the inside of his boxers with hot shame. The relief was momentary, immediately swallowed by self-loathing so intense it made him gag.

"What the fuck is wrong with me?" he whispered to the empty car, but no answer came.

The sun began to set as he sat there, paralyzed by indecision. Eventually, he'd have to go home. Eventually, he'd have to face them both. But for now, he drove aimlessly through the darkening streets, tears drying on his cheeks, trying to outrun a truth he carried inside himself.

***

The morning bell shrieked through the hallways of East Ridge High, a sound Nate normally barely registered. Today, it pierced his skull like an ice pick. He'd barely slept, his mind replaying the scene in his bedroom on an endless, torturous loop: Sharla on her knees, Ron's thick cock stretching her lips, that sickening mixture of betrayal and arousal that had kept him hard and aching all night. He leaned against his locker, scanning the crowded hallway for a blonde ponytail, his stomach clenching at the thought of facing her. How was he supposed to look at her without seeing her mouth wrapped around Ron's shaft? How was he supposed to pretend he didn't know?

And then she was there, materializing from the crowd like a ghost made flesh. Sharla bounced toward him, her band uniform crisp and neat, her smile as bright and uncomplicated as it had always been. No shadows under her eyes, no guilt in her expression—nothing to suggest she'd spent yesterday afternoon sucking his stepfather's cock.

"Hey, chess nerd," she chirped, rising on tiptoes to plant a kiss on his lips. Her mouth, the same mouth that had been wrapped around Ron's massive cock less than twenty-four hours ago, pressed against his. Nate felt himself respond automatically, even as revulsion and desire twisted in his gut.

"Hey," he managed, his voice cracking. He cleared his throat. "How was, uh, band practice yesterday?"

She shrugged, adjusting her backpack strap. "Boring. Mr. Delaney spent the whole time yelling at the tubas. I thought about texting you after, but my mom made me help with dinner." The lie rolled off her tongue with practiced ease, her blue eyes clear and direct.

Nate searched her face for some tell, some flicker of awareness that he knew what she'd done. But there was nothing—just Sharla, the same girl who cheered at his chess tournaments and let him finger her in the back row of movie theaters.

"Are you okay?" she asked, tilting her head. "You look kind of sick."

"Just tired," he lied back. "Stayed up late studying."

The lockers slammed around them, a percussion of metal and teenage chaos as students rushed to first period. Sharla tugged at his sleeve.

"See you at lunch? I've got that quiz in bio, but after..."

"Yeah," Nate said, his gaze sliding away from hers. "After."

All day, he moved through classes in a fog, replaying the moment of discovery, searching for some sign he'd misinterpreted what he'd seen. But there was no ambiguity in Ron's command to "swallow every drop," no mistaking Sharla's eager compliance. By the time the final bell rang, Nate's head throbbed with tension and unasked questions.

Sharla waited for him in the senior parking lot, leaning against her beat-up Toyota. Her skirt had inched higher during the day, exposing the pale curve of her thighs as she twirled her keys around her finger.

"Wanna go somewhere?" she asked, voice dropping to the low, suggestive tone he'd once found irresistible.

Ten minutes later, they were parked behind the abandoned gas station on Route 9, the windows already fogging despite the cool air outside. Sharla had shifted into his lap the moment he killed the engine, her mouth hot and insistent on his. Her small hands worked their way under his shirt, nails scratching lightly at his chest, then migrating south to fumble with his belt.

"Missed you," she murmured against his neck, and he had to fight the urge to laugh or scream or both. How could she miss him when she'd been busy with Ron? When she'd used his own bedroom for their betrayal?

But his body responded anyway, his cock hardening as her hand slipped inside his jeans. She stroked him with familiar expertise, her palm warm and slightly rough from years of clarinet practice.

"God, you're so hard already," she breathed, sounding pleased. "Thinking about something naughty?"

Nate closed his eyes, unable to look at her. "Just you," he lied.

She giggled, a sound so innocent it made his chest ache. Then she leaned close, her breath tickling his ear, and whispered, "Curious about Ron's fat dick now?"

Nate's eyes flew open. His heart hammered against his ribs as ice flooded his veins. Did she know he'd seen them? Was this some cruel game they were playing together?

But Sharla's expression held no malice, just the same teasing hunger she always showed when tormenting him about his stepfather. It was just another installment in her ongoing campaign to humiliate him with references to Ron—except now, the humiliation cut infinitely deeper because she knew exactly what she was talking about.

"Bet you wonder how it feels," she continued, her hand working faster, "getting stretched by something that big. Bet your mom's pussy is ruined for anyone else."

Nate's hips bucked involuntarily. The image of Ron's cock, thick and veined and dark against Sharla's pale skin, flashed in his mind. He heard again Ron's deep voice: "Better than your boyfriend's tiny prick, isn't it?"

He came suddenly, violently, spilling over Sharla's fingers as a broken moan escaped his lips. His vision went white at the edges, body convulsing with each pulse of his release. Shame burned through him, scorching everything in its path, but it didn't stop the pleasure—somehow, horrifically, it enhanced it.

"Jesus, that was fast," Sharla laughed, wiping her hand on a fast food napkin from the glove compartment. "Getting quicker every time, cuckboy."

The nickname, once just a cruel joke, now carried the weight of prophecy. Nate fumbled to tuck himself away, head turned toward the window, unable to meet her gaze. His silence felt like complicity, like acceptance of something he should be raging against.

"I should get home," he mumbled. "Calc test tomorrow."

Sharla rolled her eyes but slid back into the driver's seat. "Always with the calculus excuse. Fine, but you owe me."

She drove him home, chattering about band gossip and weekend plans as if nothing had changed. As if she hadn't been on her knees for his stepfather. As if he hadn't just cum at the mere mention of it.

Later, alone in his bedroom—the same bedroom where he'd witnessed their betrayal—Nate sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his phone. He should tell his mother. She deserved to know what kind of man she'd married.

He started a text: "Mom, I need to tell you something about Ron..."

Then deleted it.

Started again: "Yesterday I came home early and saw..."

Deleted.

"Ron is cheating on you with..."

His fingers hovered over the screen, then dropped away. What would telling her accomplish? She'd be devastated. The marriage would implode. And he'd have to admit what he'd seen—and worse, how he'd reacted to it.

Nate set the phone down and lay back on his bed, staring at the ceiling. His hand drifted to his crotch, finding himself already half-hard again. The memory of Sharla's mouth stretched around Ron's cock filled his mind, but now the fantasy shifted: Ron was aware of his presence, making eye contact over Sharla's bobbing head, smirking at Nate's obvious arousal.

"You like watching, don't you, cuckboy?" Fantasy Ron taunted. "Watching me take what's yours."

Nate's hand moved faster, his breath coming in short gasps. He hated himself for it, hated the way his cock leaked pre-cum at the thought of Ron dominating Sharla, dominating him by extension. But he couldn't stop the mounting pleasure, couldn't fight the dark tide of arousal that surged through him.

He came for the second time that day, his mother's husband's name a silent curse on his lips.

The phone remained untouched on his nightstand, the message unwritten, the secret intact. Some part of him knew then that he would never tell—that his silence was the price of admission to this perverse new reality where his humiliation had become his addiction.

***

The television cast blue shadows across the living room, the volume set low enough that Nate could hear the soft sounds of his mother's breathing as she curled against Ron's side. Family movie night. The concept itself felt like a cruel joke now, a Norman Rockwell painting defaced with pornographic graffiti. Nate perched on the edge of the armchair, pretending to watch the screen while his peripheral vision catalogued every casual touch between them: Ron's thick fingers tracing idle patterns on Brenda's shoulder, her head nestled in the crook of his neck, their bodies fitting together with the easy intimacy of longtime lovers rather than newlyweds of just a few months.

"Pass the popcorn, honey?" Brenda's voice broke through Nate's thoughts. He reached for the bowl on the coffee table, careful to avoid eye contact with either of them as he handed it over. His mother's fingers brushed his, warm and familiar, utterly oblivious to the secret rotting inside him.

"Thanks," she murmured, settling back against Ron. "Isn't this nice? All of us together?"

Ron's arm draped possessively over her shoulders, his wedding band catching the television's glow. "Best part of my day," he agreed, his deep voice rumbling through the room. "Nothing like family time."

The casual hypocrisy of it made Nate's stomach turn. Less than forty-eight hours ago, this man had been fucking Nate's girlfriend in Nate's own bedroom, and now he sat here playing devoted husband and stepfather. The cognitive dissonance was almost physically painful.

Nate forced himself to look at the screen, but the action movie blurred into meaningless noise and color. Instead, his mind superimposed other images: Ron gripping Sharla's ponytail, her pink lips stretched around his cock, that look of animal satisfaction on Ron's face as he used her mouth.

"You okay over there, son?" Ron's voice cut through the flashback. "You seem distracted."

Nate's head jerked up. Ron was watching him, one eyebrow raised, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. There was something in his eyes—a gleam, a knowing light—that made Nate's breath catch in his throat.

He knows, Nate thought with sudden, horrifying clarity. He knows that I saw them.

"Fine," Nate managed. "Just thinking about that calc test."

"All work and no play," Ron chuckled, but his gaze lingered, assessing. "You should relax more. Take a page from your mother's book." His hand squeezed Brenda's shoulder, and she nestled closer with a contented sigh.

Nate's eyes met Ron's directly for the first time that evening, and what he saw there confirmed his suspicion. There was amusement in that gaze, and triumph, and something darker—a challenge, perhaps. A dare.

Look away first, boy, those eyes seemed to say. We both know who owns this house now.

Nate dropped his gaze, heat crawling up his neck. The submission was instinctual, immediate, and accompanied by that now-familiar twist of shame and arousal in his gut.

"I should probably go study," he mumbled, rising from the chair. "Big test tomorrow."

"But the movie's just getting to the good part," Brenda protested, gesturing to the screen where a car chase was underway.

"Let him go," Ron said, his voice smooth as oil. "The boy needs his privacy. Don't you, Nate?"

The double meaning hung in the air between them. Nate nodded stiffly and retreated upstairs, feeling Ron's eyes on his back the entire way.

In his room, Nate sat at his desk and opened his calculus textbook, staring blindly at derivatives and integrals that might as well have been written in Sanskrit. An hour passed in this fugue state, his mind cycling through memories and fantasies that left him hard and aching.

Then it started.

The first moan filtered through the wall—his mother's high, breathy gasps that signaled the beginning of their nightly ritual. The headboard began its familiar rhythm against the shared wall, the tempo increasing as Ron's deep voice joined the chorus.

"Take it," Ron commanded, loud enough that Nate knew it was deliberate. "Take all of it, you hungry slut."

Brenda's response was unintelligible, but her tone was clear: desperate, pleading, lost in pleasure.

Nate pressed his palms against his ears, but it did nothing to block the sounds. Worse, his traitorous mind began to replace his mother's voice with Sharla's, imagining her small body pinned beneath Ron's powerful frame, her blonde hair splayed across the pillows as he mounted her.

His hand moved to his crotch, squeezing through his jeans. Self-loathing washed over him in waves, but it didn't stop his fingers from unzipping, didn't prevent him from taking himself in hand as the sounds next door reached a crescendo.

"Mine," Ron growled, the single word penetrating the wall with perfect clarity. "Say it. Say whose you are."

"Yours," came the breathless reply—his mother's voice, but in Nate's mind, it was Sharla's lips forming the word. "I'm yours, Ron."

Nate stroked himself furiously, hating every second of his weakness but unable to stop. He imagined walking in on them again, but this time Ron would look up, acknowledge him, even invite him to watch as he claimed what Nate had once thought belonged to him.

The orgasm hit him like a freight train, his cum spattering across his stomach and chest as his body convulsed. He bit his lip to keep from making a sound, tasting copper as his teeth broke skin.

In the aftermath, the shame was so thick he could barely breathe. He cleaned himself mechanically, wiping away the physical evidence of his depravity, but the stain on his soul felt permanent. What kind of man gets off on hearing his girlfriend being fucked by his stepfather? What kind of son uses his mother's violation as masturbation material?

Yet even as these thoughts tormented him, another, darker idea took root. He could have this again. Not by accident, not as a passive recipient of humiliation, but as an active participant in his own degradation.

He could watch them. Deliberately. Repeatedly.

Nate sat on the edge of his bed, mind racing. Ron worked from home on Tuesdays. Sharla had a free period before lunch. His mother would be at work. If he told the chess coach he was sick, left his car in the school parking lot and walked back...

The plan formed with frightening ease, each component slotting into place like a well-designed chess strategy. He could pretend to leave the house, then sneak back in through the garage entrance his mother always forgot to lock. He could hide in the hall closet, the one with the slated doors that offered a perfect view of his bedroom.

Nate's breathing quickened as he mapped it out. This was insanity. This was surrender. This was crossing a line he could never uncross.

But the humiliation had become his addiction—a dark, twisting need that consumed him from the inside out. Each degradation only fed his hunger for more, each shame-filled orgasm more intense than the last.

Down the hall, the sounds had quieted to soft murmurs and satisfied sighs. Soon, Ron and his mother would be asleep, unaware of the transformation occurring just meters away.

Nate opened his phone's calendar and marked next Tuesday with a single word: "Watch."

The decision should have filled him with disgust. Instead, he felt a perverse sense of clarity, even purpose. He was no longer fighting against the current of his darkest desires—he was surrendering to them completely, letting them carry him wherever they would.

And part of him, the part he was only now beginning to truly understand, couldn't wait to drown.

Chapter Five

Nate waited in the dark of his own closet, knees pulled tight to his chest, every muscle buzzing like he’d mainlined three Red Bulls. The air in there tasted like dust, plastic, and the faint residue of old sneakers—plus, now, the sharp funk of his own sweat. He’d left for chess practice with the usual slamming of the front door, then circled back around the side of the house and entered through the basement laundry window, just like he’d planned. The move was desperate, maybe, but desperate was his new state of being.

Through the closet’s slatted door, he could see the broad rectangle of his bed, the desk, the scattered stacks of textbooks—his domain, his safe zone, about to be invaded. His phone, screen dim, sat silent in his lap. He thumbed the home button, checked the time: 11:07 a.m. Theoretically, Sharla had gym first period, then a “free study” slot. Ron worked from home, but his mother’s schedule meant she’d be gone until at least four.

Nate had done the math, plotted the moves. All that was left was to see if he’d bet right.

The first sign was the creak of the front steps—two sets of footfalls, one lighter than the other, both moving quick and careless. Nate’s pulse crashed in his ears as the bedroom door banged open, light flooding in. He shrank deeper into shadow, hands shaking, barely breathing.

Sharla’s voice, breathless: “Hurry, before someone gets home.” And then a giggle, higher and filthier than any sound she’d ever made for Nate.

Ron’s voice, calm but rumbling with command: “Don’t worry, babe. We’ve got plenty of time.”

She peeled off her windbreaker first, flinging it onto Nate’s computer chair, then her shirt and bra in a single practiced motion. Her tits bounced as she laughed and shook her head, blond ponytail swinging side to side. Nate’s gut twisted at how brazen she looked, how little she seemed to care about being seen. Ron, already unbuttoning his shirt, stepped up behind her and cupped both of her breasts, squeezing until her nipples stood up in tight pink points. He kissed the side of her neck, and she arched back into him, eyes fluttering closed.

Ron’s hands slid down to Sharla’s skirt, yanked it over her hips, and dropped it to her ankles. She stepped out of it with a ballerina’s grace, ass on full display. Ron wasted no time on foreplay; his pants hit the floor with a clatter of belt and keys, and there it was, his cock, already half-hard and swinging between his thighs like an extra limb.

Even from the closet, Nate could see the difference. Ron’s was absurd—longer and much thicker than any of the ones Nate had seen in porn, and certainly more than the slim, unremarkable dick currently pressed to Nate’s own thigh in the dark. The disparity was cartoonish, humiliating, and that was before Sharla dropped to her knees and reached up with both hands to grab at Ron’s cock.

She licked the tip, circled it with her tongue, made a show of pretending she couldn’t fit it all in her mouth. Ron watched her, hand on the top of her head, guiding her just a little. Sharla’s eyes flicked up, and for a moment Nate thought she might look straight into his hiding place, but then she squeezed her eyes shut and sucked harder, making loud slurping noises that echoed off the bedroom walls.

“Fuck, you’re so much better than your little boyfriend,” Ron said, looking down at her. “Bet you don’t even remember how small his dick is.”

Sharla giggled, taking him out long enough to answer: “I could barely even find it last time. He came in, like, thirty seconds.”

Ron barked a laugh, then shoved his cock back into her mouth, choking her slightly. “Good girl. Open wide. I want you to get it nice and wet—gonna need all the help you can get with this tight little pussy.”

A jolt of something icy and electric ran up Nate’s spine. He hated this. Hated every second. But his dick throbbed so hard it hurt, and he found himself rubbing it through his jeans, just to relieve the pressure.

Ron finished getting hard—Sharla using both hands to stroke what she couldn’t fit—and then pulled her up onto the bed, tossing her facedown onto Nate’s pillow. She giggled again, wiggling her ass in the air. Ron spat in his hand, rubbed it on his cock, then lined up with her cunt and pressed in slowly, like he was enjoying every fraction of resistance.

“Jesus, you’re huge,” Sharla gasped, her face mashed against the pillow. “Oh my god—fuck—more, please, more—”

Ron obliged, burying himself to the hilt in a single brutal push. Sharla screamed, not in pain, but in wild, ecstatic shock. Nate watched through the slats as her back arched, her arms clawing at the comforter. Ron’s hands gripped her hips, leaving white indentations, then bruises as he began to fuck her with long, pounding strokes.

The sight was obscene—Sharla’s small, pale frame barely able to take Ron’s cock, her body shuddering each time he slammed into her. The difference in their size was comical, monstrous. Ron could have snapped her in half if he wanted, and maybe that was the point.

Nate’s hand found its way into his underwear, stroking slowly as the scene unfolded. He was crying now—he couldn’t help it, tears leaking out of the corners of his eyes and running down his cheeks—but he didn’t stop, just kept watching and stroking, lost in the sick spiral of humiliation and lust.

Sharla reached back, grabbing at Ron’s wrist as he slammed into her. “Harder,” she begged, her voice barely a whisper. “Please. Fuck me like I’m nothing. Like I’m just your hole.”

Ron grinned, and picked up the pace, fucking her so hard the bed frame rattled against the wall. “Say what you said last time,” he ordered, his voice dark and amused.

Sharla hesitated, then turned her head to the side, eyes glazing as she repeated, “Fuck my tight cunt, Ron. Nate’s dick is nothing. I can’t even feel it anymore.”

Ron rewarded her with a slap on the ass, the sound sharp and echoing. “Good slut. You love this, don’t you? Love cheating on your little loser boyfriend with a real man’s cock?”

Sharla didn’t answer, just sobbed and moaned and pressed her face deeper into Nate’s pillow. The sheets bunched in her fists, her whole body shivering. Ron grabbed her hair and pulled her up, forcing her to look at herself in the mirror above the dresser.

“Look at you,” Ron said, still pumping in and out of her. “Look at how ruined you are. You’re gonna go back to him, let him kiss you, like he’s still your boyfriend. But you’re my bitch now. My cum dump.”

“Yours,” Sharla whimpered, and something broke inside Nate. His hand sped up, desperate and jerky, and he came in thick, hot spurts all over his fist, a sob escaping him as he pressed his forehead to his knees.

He wiped his face on the sleeve of his hoodie, ashamed, but unable to look away as Ron finished. He gripped Sharla’s hips, slammed into her a final few times, and then groaned as he filled her up. Sharla arched her back, eyes rolling up, mouth open in a silent scream.

For a long minute, they just stayed there—Ron buried in her, Sharla collapsed on the bed, both of them catching their breath.

Then Ron pulled out, his cock slick with cum. Sharla reached down, scooped some of it out, and licked it off her fingers, giggling. “Bet you wish you could share this with your little boyfriend,” she said, and the cruelty of it made Nate shudder.

Ron kissed her on the cheek, then stood up and started dressing. “We’ll give it a few minutes, babe,” he said. “Wouldn’t want to run into your nerd at the front door.”

“Like he’d ever say anything if he saw us,” Sharla said, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs, admiring the way she’d been stretched open. “He’s such a little bitch. He’d probably watch the whole thing and then thank us for the privilege.”

Ron laughed, zipped up, and left the room. Sharla lay on the bed a minute longer, then got up, wiped herself with the corner of Nate’s sheet, and redressed. She took a selfie in the mirror—hair tousled, mascara smeared, cum dripping down her thigh—and sent it to someone before tucking her phone away.

When the house was quiet again, Nate crawled out of the closet. His legs were pins and needles, his hands sticky, his chest hollow. He stood in the wreckage of his own room, taking in the smell—sex, sweat, his own tears.

He didn’t bother cleaning up. He just collapsed onto the bed, face pressed to the same pillow where Sharla’s scent still lingered. He jerked himself off again, raw and desperate, choking back tears as he remembered every word, every humiliating detail.

Afterward, he lay staring at the ceiling, body shivering, mind racing. He knew it was destroying him. He knew he should tell someone—his mother, the world, anyone. But all he could think about was the next time. The next show. The next taste of humiliation.

He was hooked, addicted to the pain, the sick thrill, the way it felt to be less than nothing.

He was already planning how to make it happen again.

***

Sharla showed up at Nate’s door that evening wearing the same hoodie she’d worn to school, her hair still in that perfect, high ponytail. She let herself in without knocking—like always—and flopped onto his bed, landing facedown in the same spot where Ron had bent her over just hours ago.

Nate was at his desk, pretending to work through a set of calculus problems, but his mind kept circling back to the closet, the mirror, the bed. His hands shook when he tried to write, and the shame clung to him like a fever.

“Hey, chess nerd,” Sharla called, voice muffled by his pillow. “You alive over there?”

He forced himself to answer. “Yeah. Homework.”

She rolled onto her back, arms splayed overhead, and looked at him with a crooked smile. “You should take a break. You’ll burn out that tiny brain.”

He closed his textbook, more for show than anything, and slid into the space next to her. She scooted closer, tucking her head into his shoulder, wrapping one arm around his torso. The feeling was so normal, so routine, it almost made him cry again.

“How was practice?” she asked, twisting a strand of his hair in her fingers.

Nate’s mouth was dry. “Coach let us out early. I just… came home and crashed.”

She snuggled into him, her nose brushing his collarbone. “I missed you.”

He doubted that. He doubted she’d even thought of him between the time Ron finished inside her and the moment she took the selfie in his mirror. But Sharla was a master at being whatever she needed to be, and now she was in full girlfriend mode, soft and needy and dangerous.

He tried to match her energy, draping his arm around her and resting his cheek on the top of her head. Her shampoo smelled like strawberries, sweet and chemical. She sighed, and her hand slid down to the waistband of his sweatpants.

The touch was so casual, so practiced, it took Nate a second to realize what she was doing. She cupped his crotch, feeling him through the thin cotton, and gave him a slow, deliberate squeeze.

“Were you thinking about me?” she whispered, mouth right at his ear. “Or were you thinking about something else?”

Nate shook his head, unable to speak.

Her fingers crept under the elastic, finding him already half-hard. “You’re so sensitive lately,” she murmured, stroking him with slow, lazy pulls. “You get hard the second I touch you. Is it because of Ron?”

He stiffened, every muscle in his body going rigid.

Sharla giggled, her breath hot on his cheek. “Don’t pretend. You love it when I talk about him. Want me to do it now?”

He closed his eyes, face burning. “No.”

She ignored him, picking up the pace. “Do you want to watch me suck Ron’s cock? Or do you want to see him turn me into a sopping fuck hole right in front of you?”

Nate tried to pull away, but her grip tightened. She twisted just enough to look up at him, blue eyes sharp and bright in the lamplight. “Tell me, Nate. What turns you on more?”

He couldn’t answer. His jaw clenched, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

She laughed and stroked him faster, her hand a blur. “God, you’re pathetic,” she whispered, voice so soft he almost missed it. “You get off on being humiliated. On being nothing.”

He bit his lip, hard. His body betrayed him anyway, hips bucking into her fist, breath coming in shallow little gasps.

Sharla shifted her position, putting her face right in front of his, her ponytail tickling his jaw. “Maybe I should let Ron do me on your bed again. Would you like that? You could hide and jerk off while he ruins me.”

She didn’t wait for his answer. She leaned in and kissed him, tongue darting between his lips, all the while never breaking rhythm with her hand. The kiss was cruel and possessive, her mouth hard and hungry.

He came suddenly, with no warning, his cock spurting into her palm. He moaned into her mouth, the sound muffled and desperate. Sharla milked every last twitch, then pulled her hand free and wiped it on his shirt.

She kissed him once more, softer this time, and then rolled away, grabbing her phone and scrolling like nothing had happened.

Nate lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, his whole body trembling.

After a while, Sharla glanced over at him, a smirk curling her lips. “You want to hang out tomorrow?” she asked, as if they were just any other couple.

He nodded, but he was already replaying the afternoon in his mind—Ron’s cock stretching her open, the way she’d looked in the mirror, the sound of her voice as she begged for more. He wanted to tell her no, to end it, to scream until she left and never came back.

But he couldn’t. He wouldn’t.

When she finally left, closing the door behind her with a soft click, Nate rolled over and pressed his face into the pillow. He lay there, hollowed out, listening to his own heart stutter in his chest.

He was complicit now. He was addicted. And he wanted more.

He wanted to see it again, and again, and again.

He would do whatever it took to make that happen.

***

The kitchen was unnaturally bright, late afternoon sunlight glaring off the marble counters and stainless steel appliances. Ron was waiting for him, leaning with his back against the sink, arms crossed over a chest that seemed wider than the fridge behind him. On the counter, a spread of snacks—chips, trail mix, a bowl of those little cutie oranges—gave the illusion of domestic normalcy.

Nate stopped in the doorway, instantly wary. He’d hoped to make a quiet trip to the fridge, then disappear back upstairs before Brenda came home from her shopping run. Instead, he found himself locked in place by Ron’s flat, appraising stare.

"Hey, Nate," Ron said, voice perfectly even. "Grab a seat. I want to talk for a sec."

Every cell in Nate’s body screamed at him to run, but his legs carried him to the barstool opposite Ron’s anyway. He perched on the edge, heart hammering, hands curled into fists in his lap.

Ron pushed the bowl of oranges closer. "Help yourself," he said. "You look like you could use a vitamin C boost."

Nate forced a laugh. "I’m good. What’s up?"

Ron’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. "How’s everything with you and Sharla?"

The name hit like a punch to the sternum. Nate shrugged. "Fine. She’s busy with band stuff."

"She’s a sweet girl," Ron continued, peeling an orange with careful precision. "I hope you’re treating her right."

Nate nodded, unable to speak.

Ron set the peeled orange on a napkin and fixed him with a look that was both amused and deadly serious. "You ever think about telling your mom about me and Sharla?"

Nate’s blood went ice-cold. He shook his head, mute.

Ron laughed, low and soft. "Good. That’s smart." He popped a wedge of orange in his mouth, chewed, then spoke around it. "Because if you did, your mom would be devastated. Sharla’s parents would lose their minds. It’d fuck up a lot of lives, including yours. You get me?"

Nate nodded again, eyes burning.

Ron leaned in, elbows on the island. "I know you watch us, Nate. You think you’re slick, but I’ve seen you. You leave your little hiding spots messy." He smiled, all teeth. "I bet you’re hard right now just talking about it."

Nate’s face went crimson. His ears burned. He tried to deny it, to say something, but his throat locked up.

Ron’s gaze traveled slowly down Nate’s body, then back to his face. "Listen up," he said, voice dropping. "We’re gonna set a few rules. You keep your mouth shut, don’t mess up what I’ve got going with Brenda, and in exchange? You get to watch. You get to see your girlfriend turn into a full-on BBC slut."

Nate’s cock twitched at the phrase, equal parts horror and excitement.

"But," Ron continued, "there’s a catch. No more pussy for you. No more hand jobs, no more jerking off under the covers while you think about me fucking your mom or your girl. You’re done, boy."

Nate’s jaw dropped. "What—how—"

Ron cut him off with a flick of his hand. "You know what a chastity cage is?"

Nate shook his head, but of course he knew. He’d seen them online, usually as a punchline or in some kink meme. The thought of actually wearing one—of being locked up, denied any pleasure—made him dizzy.

Ron reached into his pocket and produced a small black pouch, tossing it onto the counter. "That’s for you," he said. "We’re gonna make this official. I’m in charge now, Nate. You do what I say, or I’ll make your life hell."

Nate stared at the pouch, then at Ron. "You’re kidding," he said, voice barely above a whisper.

Ron’s eyes narrowed. "Am I?"

He slid the pouch closer. "You want to watch, don’t you? You want to see what a real man does to your girl. But you’re not allowed to touch. Not even once. If you cheat, I’ll know. Sharla will know. She’ll tell me everything."

Nate’s heart thudded so hard he thought he might pass out. But he couldn’t stop looking at the pouch, the way it sat there like a challenge or a dare.

Ron came around the counter, his bulk filling the space between them. He put a hand on Nate’s shoulder, squeezing just enough to make his bones creak. "Let’s put it on," he said.

Nate should have fought, should have screamed, should have run. Instead, he stood up, let Ron march him down the hall to the downstairs bathroom, and closed the door behind them.

"Drop your pants," Ron ordered. Nate obeyed, his hands shaking so hard he could barely work the button. His cock was already half-hard, a traitor to the rest of his body.

Ron opened the pouch, took out a gleaming metal cage, and held it up for inspection. "It’s a perfect fit," he said, voice almost gentle. "This is what you need, Nate. To be reminded of your place."

He lubed the cage with a glob of lotion from the counter, then fitted it over Nate’s cock, pushing the head through the tip with a practiced motion. The cold metal made Nate gasp. Ron clicked the lock shut, then spun the key on his finger.

"How’s that feel?" Ron asked, looking down at the tiny cage, then up at Nate’s face.

Nate didn’t answer. He was too busy trembling, his whole body a riot of shame and something like relief.

Ron patted his shoulder, then pulled him into a rough, unexpected hug. "You’re a good kid," he said. "You just need some discipline."

He stepped back, surveying his work. "Go clean up. Your mom will be home soon, and we don’t want her to see you like this."

Nate tucked himself back into his pants, the cage already pinching, already beginning to hurt.

He washed his hands, splashed cold water on his face, and stared at himself in the mirror. He looked the same as he always did, but inside, something had shifted, snapped into place.

He was locked in now, in every sense. Helpless, humiliated, desperate for more.

And as much as he hated himself, he knew he wouldn’t do anything to stop it.

When he came back out, Ron was on the couch, TV blaring, feet up. He tossed Nate the remote and said, "You pick tonight."

Nate sat down, wincing at the pressure of the cage against his cock, and pretended to focus on the screen. Brenda came in a few minutes later, arms full of shopping bags, and kissed Ron on the cheek. She smiled at Nate, oblivious, and went to start dinner.

Nate watched her go, his chest tight, his mind already spinning with thoughts of what Sharla and Ron would do to him next.

He was ready to drown in it, to let it wash over him completely.

He never wanted it to stop.

Chapter Six

The cock cage was the first thing Nate thought of in the morning, before he even opened his eyes. It was the last thing he thought about at night, lying on his side to ease the pinch where the metal pressed against his balls, feeling the ache and the dull throb of an erection that had nowhere to go. It had been three weeks, give or take a day, since Ron had fitted it on him. Three weeks with no release except the tiny, humiliating dribble when he pissed, the hot piss trickling around the cage’s tip and splashing against his thighs. Sometimes, in the humid dark of his bedroom, the thing would catch on a stray pubic hair and send a jolt up his spine. The skin underneath was always raw now, tender and pink, with a ring of irritation that felt weirdly like a brand.

Ron had said he would get used to it. Nate had, sort of. He’d gotten used to waking up every morning with his dick mashed against the steel like a hostage pounding on a cell door, desperate for freedom that would never come. He’d gotten used to the way he walked now—slower, legs a little wider apart, so the metal wouldn’t saw into him with every step. Sometimes, late at night, he’d catch himself absentmindedly adjusting the bulge, like the other boys at school who just wanted to be comfortable. But there was no comfortable. Not for Nate. There was only the cage, and the knowledge that he’d agreed to this, begged for it, in a moment of weakness that had felt like surrender and mercy at the same time.

The one thing he hadn’t gotten used to was the noise.

Ron and Brenda fucked like they were trying to repopulate the world, and their bedroom was barely ten feet down the hall from Nate’s. Some nights he’d hear them before he was even in bed: the clatter of the headboard against drywall, his mother’s breathless squeals, Ron’s heavy, rolling laugh as he called her dirty names. Other nights, Brenda would try to be quiet—maybe she thought Nate was asleep, or that a pillow pressed over her mouth could muffle the sounds of her getting railed into submission—but it never worked. The walls were too thin, and Ron was too much man for any house to contain.

Sometimes, as he lay in bed, Nate would feel his cage swell and pulse in sync with the pounding next door. He would wrap his hands around the bars of the headboard, squeezing tight until his knuckles went white, but it didn’t matter: he could never make himself stop listening. The noises—his mother begging, sobbing, coming over and over—wormed their way into his dreams. He would wake up gasping, the cage biting into him, his own face wet with tears or spit or both.

Today was Saturday, which meant the fucking started early.

He’d tried to distract himself with chess puzzles, working through the hardest sets on his phone, but every time Brenda moaned, he lost count and had to start over. By noon, he’d thrown his phone across the bed and just sat there in boxer shorts and an ancient SpaceX t-shirt, staring at the wall, willing the sounds to stop. They didn’t. They just got louder.

He didn’t hear Sharla come in. She’d stopped knocking weeks ago. She caught him off-guard, hunched over on the bed with both hands cupping his caged dick like he was praying for it to shrivel up and die.

“Hey, perv,” she said, voice bright and mean. “Jerking it again?”

Nate yanked his hands away, heat flooding his cheeks. “I can’t jerk it,” he muttered, glancing at the closet, the door, anywhere but her. “You know that.”

Sharla pounced on the bed, the springs squealing under her weight. She wore a denim skirt that was basically a belt, a tank top that said “DADDY’S SLUT” in hot pink letters, and a pair of high-top sneakers with purple laces. Her ponytail was extra tight today, her makeup a little darker around the eyes, and her skin was tanned from the first real week of spring sun.

She crawled across the mattress and straddled his lap, not caring at all that her skirt hiked up and bared the pale meat of her ass. “Maybe you should be more grateful,” she said, smirking. “Ron says you’re the best-behaved little freak he’s ever owned.”

The word stuck in his brain: owned.

He tried to lean back, but she followed, pinning him with her thighs. She ground her hips down, trapping the cage between them, the sharp pressure making him gasp.

“You know what he did to me last night?” she whispered, leaning in so close her hair tickled his chin. “He made me blow him in the garage. Then he took me in the laundry room, bent over the dryer. Your mom was in the kitchen. We could hear her clattering dishes.”

Nate’s cock surged uselessly in its cage. “Stop,” he said, but it came out as a whine.

Sharla giggled and grabbed the bottom of her tank top, pulling it up and over her head in a single move. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were pink and hard, dotted with goosebumps. She pawed at her own breasts, squeezing them together. “Maybe you want to watch instead?” she said, then twisted around to grab her phone from her backpack on the floor. “We got it on video.”

Nate’s pulse doubled. “You… recorded it?”

She unlocked her phone, scrolling through the gallery with her thumb. “Ron said you’d like it. Said it’s your kind of thing, being a little cuck. I mean, you watched us last time, right?”

He couldn’t answer. He just stared at the phone, at her finger scrolling past thumbnails: shots of her in lingerie, clips of Ron’s cock held up next to a can of Monster, and then, finally, a video titled “Laundry Room Bitch.”

Sharla hit play. The audio was immediately humiliating—her own voice, moaning, begging for more, punctuated by Ron’s grunts and taunts. The camera jerked around but mostly kept a steady focus on the action: Ron’s hands spreading her ass cheeks, his thick cock pumping in and out, her back arching with every thrust. The whole thing looked violent and hungry and perfect. Sharla looked directly into the camera at one point and stuck her tongue out, crossing her eyes as Ron slapped her ass.

Nate tried to look away, but he couldn’t. The cage throbbed, and the ache was so intense it made his vision blur.

Sharla watched his face, her lips curled in a smirk. “You like this, don’t you?” she said, hitting pause. “You like being locked up, knowing you’ll never get to fuck me again.”

He shook his head, but it was a lie. His cock strained against the metal, desperate for even a fraction of release.

She reached down and traced the outline of the cage through his boxers. “God, you’re leaking already,” she laughed. “You’re such a mess, Nate. Bet you’d cry if I touched it for real.”

He bit his lip. “Please, Sharla. Please don’t.”

“Don’t what?” she said, sliding her hand inside the waistband. She found the cage and wrapped her fingers around it, squeezing just hard enough to hurt. “Don’t make you admit it? Or don’t stop?”

He trembled under her. “I don’t know,” he said, and his voice was so small it sounded like it belonged to someone else.

Sharla leaned forward, her tits brushing his chest, her breath hot in his ear. “Wanna see something cool?” she whispered. “I got a present for you.”

She stood up, shoving him back so he was sitting upright on the bed. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall, then hooked her thumbs into her panties and dragged them down slow, like she was peeling the skin off a fruit. Her pussy was shaved bare now, except for a tiny, neat landing strip. But what drew his eye was the tattoo, fresh and angry and inked just above her hip bone: in bold black letters, it said “BBC ONLY,” the O stylized as a cartoon heart.

She put her hands on her hips and struck a pose. “You like it?” she said. “Ron paid for it. He said it was your idea, but I don’t think you’re that clever.”

Nate couldn’t breathe. The tattoo, the words, the red skin around them—it was like a flare gun shot right at his groin.

Sharla stepped closer and shoved his boxers down to his knees, exposing the cage in all its humiliating glory. The tip was slick with pre-cum, the shaft angry and swollen behind the bars. She traced the metal with her nails, then tugged on it, making him whimper.

“Go on, Nate,” she said. “Admit it. Tell me you’re a little cuck.”

His cheeks burned. He shook his head, then nodded, then shook it again. He wanted to say anything, everything, but the words wouldn’t come out.

She put her mouth right up to his ear, her tongue flicking the lobe. “Say it,” she commanded. “Say you love watching. Say you love it when real men fuck your mom and your girlfriend.”

He closed his eyes, tears spilling over. “I love it,” he whispered. “I love it when you… when you’re with him. I love watching you get ruined.”

Sharla’s hand moved to the base of the cage, squeezing even tighter. “You love being locked up for us, don’t you?” she said, voice low and mean. “You love knowing you’ll never get out.”

He nodded, the words caught in his throat. “Please,” he said. “Please, just—”

She shushed him, pressing a finger to his lips. “That’s enough for today, bitch,” she said. “You don’t get to cum. Not now. Not ever. But you can watch me if you want.”

She climbed onto the bed beside him, propped herself up on pillows, and spread her legs wide. She rubbed at her tattoo, then slipped two fingers inside herself, moaning louder than she ever had with him. Her eyes never left his face.

Nate sat there, caged and throbbing, tears running down his cheeks, watching as she pleasured herself to thoughts of Ron and the tattoo and all the ways he would never touch her again. The noise from his mother’s bedroom got louder, drowning out the TV downstairs. The whole house was filled with the sounds of sex and laughter and dominance, and Nate was trapped at the center, reduced to nothing more than a spectator and a punchline.

He wanted to hate them all. He wanted to smash the cage and run away and start a new life somewhere else, a life where he didn’t dream every night about being humiliated and ruined and used.

But he didn’t.

He just watched.

He watched until Sharla finished, gasping and shuddering with one hand jammed against her cunt and the other clinging to the sheets. She let the aftershocks roll through her, then looked at him with a lazy, content smile.

“Good boy,” she said, voice slurred with pleasure. “We’re gonna make such a freak out of you.”

She put her tank top back on, then kissed him on the forehead, like a mother kissing a toddler goodnight. She left without saying goodbye.

Nate sat on the edge of the bed, shivering, the cage still throbbing, the ache settling in like a second heartbeat.

He stayed that way for a long time, staring at the door she’d left open behind her, listening to the sounds from down the hall, feeling the weight of his own submission crush him in place.

Eventually, he crawled under the covers and cried himself to sleep, dreaming of metal, ink, and the never-ending ache that would always be with him, no matter what.

***

The next stage of Nate’s humiliation unfolded not in the darkness of his room or the privacy of the closet, but under the relentless glare of the living room’s track lighting, every bulb turned up full. Ron had arranged it that way: Saturday night, a mini “guys’ night” for himself and two of his old finance buddies, Josh and Marcus. They sat on the sectional with legs sprawled and bottles of beer cradled in their hands, the air thick with the smell of hops, cologne, and the sharp tang of Ron’s cigar.

Nate hovered in the kitchen, just out of sight. He pretended to load the dishwasher, but really, he just wanted to hear the conversation, to measure the threat level. Brenda was off at a book club sleepover, which meant he was on his own—no motherly buffer if things got out of control.

“Man, this place is nice,” Josh said, taking in the open-concept layout with a slow sweep of his head. He was short and thick, with a shiny bald scalp and a gold chain tucked under his polo. “You did good, Ron. Upgrade from that old apartment.”

“Upgrade in more ways than one,” Marcus said, pointing at the whiskey bottle on the coffee table. He was taller and lighter-skinned, with tight dreadlocks and a tattoo sleeve crawling up his arm. “You got the house, the money, and the stepfamily. How long till the wife’s knocked up?”

Ron grinned, baring all his teeth. “I’m working on it,” he said, then tipped his bottle toward the kitchen, where he knew Nate was lurking. “You want a drink, Nate?”

Nate hesitated, then shook his head. “I’m good, thanks.”

Josh laughed. “You still in high school, right? Shit, I forget how young white kids look these days.”

Ron shrugged. “He’s a senior. Smart as hell. Runs chess club. Brenda says he’s got a real future.”

“Future’s now,” Marcus said, winking at Ron. “How’s he handling your—uh—discipline plan?”

Ron’s grin widened. “Let’s just say he’s adjusting to a new lifestyle. Ain’t that right, Nate?”

Nate’s face burned. He ducked into the pantry, grabbing a bag of chips just to have something in his hands. He listened to the sound of beer bottles clinking, the low rumble of the men’s laughter, the way they spoke about him like he was a dog learning new tricks.

He knew what was coming. Sharla had texted earlier: be there in twenty, wear something “cute.” Ron’s idea, obviously. She didn’t mind. If anything, she seemed to feed off the spectacle, off the chance to show off in front of a new crowd.

At 9:04, the doorbell rang. Ron got up to answer it, his stride slow and deliberate. Nate peered out just in time to see Sharla step inside, her smile bright and calculated. She wore a red micro-miniskirt and a matching halter top that barely contained her tits. She’d added fake lashes and a thick line of black eyeliner, giving her a cartoonish, slutty edge. Her shoes were five-inch heels, the kind she’d never worn before meeting Ron.

Josh and Marcus straightened on the couch, their eyes glued to her as she strutted into the living room.

“Damn,” Josh said, not even bothering to hide his stare. “That’s your girl?”

Ron put an arm around Sharla’s waist, pulling her in tight. “This is Sharla,” he said, making a production of introducing her. “She’s dating Nate, but she likes to hang with the grown-ups sometimes.”

Marcus’s eyes traveled up and down her body, lingering on her thighs, then her chest, then her face. “She legal?” he said, grinning.

Ron laughed. “Eighteen last week. Don’t worry, bro.”

Sharla batted her lashes and blew Marcus a kiss. “You want to see my new tattoo?” she said, and before anyone could answer, she tugged down the waistband of her skirt, exposing the “BBC ONLY” mark on her hip.

Josh whistled. “Holy shit. You’re not playing around, Ron.”

Sharla twirled, making her skirt flare, then hopped onto the empty spot on the couch between Josh and Marcus. “What are we drinking?” she said, already reaching for the whiskey.

Ron sat back and watched, his face split in a satisfied, predatory smile.

For the next half hour, they drank and talked, the conversation growing louder and dirtier as the bottles emptied. Sharla perched on the edge of the cushion, crossing and uncrossing her legs, flashing her panties whenever she laughed. She didn’t act nervous or shy. If anything, she seemed more alive than ever, basking in the men’s attention.

Every time Nate caught her eye from the kitchen, she gave him a little wave or a wink. Like she was letting him in on the joke.

At ten, Ron clapped his hands together. “Alright, let’s get this party started,” he said. “You ready, babe?”

Sharla jumped up, straightened her skirt, and sashayed over to Ron. He stood, pulled her in for a deep, showy kiss, then whispered something in her ear. She giggled, turned to Josh and Marcus, and said, “Who wants to go first?”

Josh raised his hand. “Ladies first, right?”

Ron laughed. “Nah, man. Sharla’s all about efficiency. Nate, come in here and watch.”

Nate’s heart skipped. His feet moved him into the living room before his brain could protest.

Ron grabbed Sharla’s arm and steered her toward the ottoman in front of the sectional. “Kneel,” he said, his voice harder now, no trace of play. Sharla obeyed instantly, settling on her knees and arching her back so her ass stuck out behind her.

Josh unzipped his pants, pulling out a thick, circumcised cock that made Nate’s stomach flip. He stepped in front of Sharla and slapped it against her lips. She opened up, eyes wide and hungry, and took him down in a single, practiced gulp.

Ron whipped out his phone and started recording. “Look at the camera, baby,” he said. Sharla did, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth.

Marcus circled behind her, palming her ass with both hands. “This is a tight little ass,” he said. “Nate, you ever hit this from the back?”

Nate shook his head, mouth suddenly dry.

Marcus spit on his fingers, rubbed them between Sharla’s cheeks, then knelt down and started tonguing her asshole. She moaned around Josh’s cock, wiggling her hips, hands clutching at the ottoman for balance.

Josh started face-fucking her, holding her head steady with both hands. Sharla made little choking noises, but her eyes stayed locked on Ron’s phone the whole time.

After a few minutes, Ron handed his phone to Nate. “Here,” he said, voice low and amused. “Get a good shot of your girl.”

Nate held the phone, hands trembling. He aimed the camera at Sharla, at the way her lips stretched around Josh’s shaft, the way Marcus’s tongue worked between her cheeks. His cock tried to get hard, but the cage made it impossible. He felt it strain and pulse anyway, the pain exquisite.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Josh said, groaning. He pulled out, leaving a trail of spit on her chin. “Where you want it, baby?”

Sharla gasped for air, then smiled up at him. “In my mouth. I want to taste it.”

Josh didn’t wait. He stroked himself, shooting a thick stream of cum across her tongue and onto her lips. Sharla swallowed every drop, then licked the tip clean, making a show of it for the camera.

Ron patted her head. “Good girl,” he said. “Marcus, you’re up.”

Marcus didn’t hesitate. He pulled off his jeans, kicked them aside, and lined up behind Sharla. His cock was slimmer than Ron’s but long and dark, with a thick vein running up the side. He pressed it against her ass, spit again, and shoved it in with a single, brutal thrust.

Sharla yelped, then melted, her body rocking back against him. She looked over her shoulder at Nate, eyes glazed with pleasure.

“Watch, cuck,” Marcus said, voice thick with arousal. “Watch your little slut take it in the ass like a champ.”

He fucked her hard, hands gripping her hips so tight the skin blanched under his fingers. Ron took the phone back from Nate and moved in close, filming the action from every angle: the wet slap of skin, the bounce of her ass, the way her pussy dripped onto the ottoman with every thrust.

Josh stood to the side, stroking himself, still hard despite having just cum. He slapped Sharla’s face with it, smearing her lips with spit and precum. She opened her mouth and sucked him in again, working him with her tongue while Marcus pounded her from behind.

Ron barked orders throughout, never putting the phone down. “Look at the camera, baby. Tell everyone how much you love black cock. Tell them you’re a BBC whore now.”

Sharla moaned, voice muffled by Josh’s cock. “I love it. I love being your whore. Use me, all of you. Ruin me.”

The words made Nate dizzy. His cock jerked in the cage, leaking pre-cum that dampened the front of his boxers. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. Every sound, every motion burned itself into his memory.

After a few more minutes, Marcus pulled out and came all over Sharla’s lower back, the dark lines of cum contrasting with her pale skin and the still-angry tattoo. He wiped the tip on her ass, then stepped back, breathing hard.

“Fuck, that was good,” he said, collapsing onto the couch.

Ron set the phone on the coffee table, propped up to keep filming. He unzipped and pulled out his cock, thick and already dripping. “You know what to do, slut,” he said.

Sharla crawled over to him on all fours. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and started jerking, rubbing the head against her cheek, her tongue tracing the underside.

Ron let her work for a minute, then grabbed her by the hair and forced her head down. He fucked her mouth with slow, punishing strokes, making her gag and choke. The noises were obscene, wet and desperate.

He switched positions, dragging her onto his lap and pushing her down onto his cock. Sharla’s body tensed, then relaxed as he filled her. She rode him, bouncing up and down, tits jiggling with every motion.

Ron smacked her ass. “Tell Nate what you are,” he said.

She turned to face the camera. “I’m a BBC slut,” she panted. “A white whore for black cock. I don’t even want Nate’s tiny dick anymore.”

Ron laughed and fucked her harder, sweat shining on his forehead. “You hear that, Nate? This pussy’s mine now.”

Nate could only nod, eyes blurring with tears. The pain in his cage was constant, but the shame in his chest was worse.

Sharla started to come, her body shaking, mouth wide in a silent scream. Ron grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, then groaned as he emptied himself inside. They stayed locked together for a long moment, both panting and spent.

When it was over, Ron slid Sharla off his lap and onto the ottoman. She sprawled there, legs splayed, cum dripping from both holes.

Josh and Marcus pulled their pants on, still laughing and joking. Ron stopped the video and handed the phone back to Nate.

“Save that one,” he said. “Might come in handy later.”

Nate took the phone, his hands sticky with sweat and trembling. He fled upstairs, locking himself in his room, the taste of humiliation sour in his mouth.

He played the video again. Watched every second. Over and over, until his eyes ached and his cock throbbed with the cruel ache of denial.

He hated them for doing this to him. Hated himself for loving it even more.

***

On Mondays, the house fell into a kind of slow-motion dread. Brenda worked late, Sharla didn’t come by, and Ron had started what he called “Weekly Performance Reviews” with Nate—one-on-one, in the study. The first time, it was about grades and “personal goals.” The second time, it was about “sexual health,” which meant an hour of Ron making Nate read aloud from an online article about male chastity, then quizzing him on the history of cock cages. Now, it was ritual.

Ron’s study looked different after dark. The walls, lined with books and weird African masks, seemed to close in tighter. The big leather chair at the desk was positioned to catch every scrap of light from the glowing monitor. On the wall, the only real decoration was a giant, framed poster of Bobby Fischer, staring down with cold, hollow eyes. The whole space smelled of pipe tobacco, sweat, and the slightly sweet odor of old wood.

Nate knelt on the floor, waiting.

His knees pressed into the expensive rug, and he tried to arrange his hands in some way that didn’t make him feel like a medieval supplicant. Ron was scrolling through his phone, barely acknowledging him, sipping at a glass of something that smelled like vanilla and fire.

After a while, Ron set down the glass and looked at Nate, his eyes going lazy and hooded. “You ready for your weekly treat?” he said, voice a notch above a whisper.

Nate nodded.

“Say it, so I know you want it.”

“I’m ready,” Nate said, wishing the floor would swallow him.

Ron grinned, then reached into the drawer and took out the little brass key. He held it up, spinning it between thumb and forefinger. “You’ve been a good boy,” he said. “No cheating?”

Nate shook his head. “No cheating.”

Ron set the key on the desk, next to the monitor, and unlocked the browser. Nate’s pulse spiked when he saw the thumbnail: the video from Saturday night, Sharla on her knees, three men in a half-circle around her, cum gleaming on her chin.

He didn’t even want to watch it, but his eyes couldn’t look away. The moment Ron hit play, the room filled with the sound of Sharla gagging on cock, of Ron’s deep, rhythmic grunts, of Josh and Marcus yelling encouragement from the couch.

Ron watched the screen for a minute, then leaned back and spread his legs wide. “Crawl up here,” he said. “Let’s get that little cage off.”

Nate moved on hands and knees to the desk. Ron pushed his head down, like petting a dog, then slid the key into the lock. The click was deafening. Nate felt the pressure ease, the metal loosening around his shaft. For the first time in a week, his cock was free.

It swelled instantly, red and angry, leaking pre-cum in a steady trickle.

“Take it off,” Ron said, not bothering to use a gentle tone. “Then show me what you’ve learned.”

Nate unclipped the cage, his fingers trembling, and set it on the rug. He stayed crouched at Ron’s feet, unsure if he was supposed to stand, kneel, jerk off, or just die of embarrassment.

On the monitor, the video looped. Sharla bent over, Marcus’s cock in her ass, Josh jerking off in her mouth. Ron’s voice boomed over the others: “You love this, don’t you, slut? Tell the camera.”

She did, over and over. “I’m a BBC cumslut. I only want black cock. Fuck Nate, he can’t do shit for me.”

Ron muted the audio, then turned to Nate. “You know what to do,” he said, voice lower now, almost bored.

Nate nodded. He reached down and started to jerk off, his cock already slick and hypersensitive. The head was purple and swollen, every stroke sending sparks of pain and pleasure up his spine. After a week of nothing, it was almost too much.

Ron didn’t watch the screen anymore. He just stared at Nate’s face, sipping his drink, eyes unblinking.

“Tell me why you love this,” Ron said. “Tell me what you are.”

Nate bit his lip. He wanted to disappear, to vanish into the rug, but the words came out anyway.

“I’m a cuck,” he whispered. “I love seeing Sharla get fucked by you. I love… I love it when you use her.”

“Louder,” Ron said.

Nate obeyed. “I love watching you fuck my girlfriend,” he said, voice shaking. “I love knowing she’ll never want me again.”

Ron smiled, slow and satisfied. “And you don’t even need pussy anymore, do you?”

Nate shook his head, his hand still moving. “No. I just want to jerk off to you fucking her. I just want to watch.”

Ron nodded, then went back to his phone, scrolling as if bored. On the screen, Sharla was caked in cum, sucking every last drop from Marcus’s cock.

Nate’s balls tightened. He felt the orgasm building, rushing up with terrifying speed.

“Can I—” he started, but Ron cut him off.

“Do it. Cum for me, bitch.”

Nate gasped. He stroked harder, his body jerking with the effort. When the orgasm hit, it was like an electric shock—white heat, his vision going spotty, his whole body collapsing forward as he shot ropes of cum onto the rug. His hand was a blur, milking every last drop, until he slumped onto the floor, dizzy and empty.

For a moment, the only sound in the room was Ron’s slow, steady breathing.

“Clean up your mess,” Ron said, tossing a box of tissues down at him.

Nate wiped his stomach, his hands shaking. He cleaned the floor, then put the cage back on without being told. He felt the pinch as he snapped it closed, locking himself in again.

Ron stood, towering over him, and patted his head. “You’re learning,” he said. “Keep it up, and maybe we’ll let you watch for real next time.”

He left Nate kneeling on the rug, the cage already starting to ache, his mind blank and humming with a kind of sick relief.

He didn’t know how long he stayed there. Eventually, he got up and stumbled to his bedroom, not bothering to turn on the lights. He stripped down, crawled under the covers, and closed his eyes.

He dreamed of nothing. He woke up hard and aching, the cage digging in deeper than ever.

The cycle would start again next Monday. He wanted it to stop.

He knew it never would.

Chapter Seven

The night before graduation was supposed to be sacred—a last bastion of adolescence, a twenty-four-hour free-for-all of Netflix, nostalgia, and nerves. Instead, it was this: Nate’s bedroom, dim except for the sickly blue halo from his desk lamp, and Sharla sitting cross-legged on his bed like a conquering general. The air was thick with summer heat and the medicinal reek of rubbing alcohol, which still clung to Sharla’s skin from her latest tattoo appointment. She’d pulled her band tee over one shoulder, exposing the fresh, shiny “BBC ONLY” ink, the skin still angry and raised.

Nate lay on his back beside her, arms splayed in defeat, legs open just wide enough for Sharla to nest comfortably between them. His cock was, as always, locked in a steel cage—Ron’s end-of-year “gift,” one size smaller than the last. Tonight, Sharla was using it like a fidget toy, rolling the cold metal between her thumb and forefinger, making it clink softly every time she let it go.

Neither of them spoke for a while. The silence pulsed with everything they refused to say.

Sharla was first to break. “You ever wonder what it would feel like if I just snapped it off?” she mused, twisting the cage until it bit into the underside of Nate’s shaft. “Like, if I took a hammer and gave it one good tap. You think it would hurt as much as getting a tattoo down there?”

Nate’s body spasmed; his mind recoiled. “Probably less,” he said, because what else was there? “It’d at least be over quick.”

She grinned, leaning over him so her hair fell in a blonde curtain. “Don’t be such a drama queen. You know you’d miss it.” She let the cage go and dragged her nail in a lazy spiral around his thigh. Nate’s skin prickled where she touched him, every nerve in his body wired to her presence. The humiliation had gone from acute to chronic—no longer a shock to the system, just a part of daily life, like his bad eyesight or lactose intolerance.

Sharla’s hand crept up and cupped his balls, rolling them gently. She could be so soft when she wanted; it was the unpredictability that killed him. She flicked the cage, watched it wobble, then said, “I’m pregnant.”

The words detonated in his chest, flattening everything else. For a few seconds, his brain just buzzed with white noise, like an untuned TV.

He sat up so fast he nearly headbutted her. “You’re what?”

Sharla smirked, the left side of her mouth curling up. “Pregnant. Bun in the oven. Expecting. Not sure how many different ways I need to say it for it to stick, babe.”

A thousand questions jostled for exit, but only one managed to get out: “Is it… mine?”

She laughed—a real, sharp, delighted laugh. “Are you serious? Unless Ron’s been fucking you on the side, it’s not like your little friend here is much of a contender.” She rapped her knuckles against the cage for emphasis, then squeezed his thigh until her nails left crescents. “It’s his. Of course it’s his.”

Nate’s mouth opened, then closed. His heart banged against the walls of his chest, panic and something darker mixing into a nausea he couldn’t swallow. He should have felt anger, or betrayal, or even relief. Instead, all he felt was a weird, electric jolt in his groin—pain and arousal fusing until he couldn’t tell one from the other.

Sharla was watching him. She knew. She always knew.

“I thought you were on birth control,” he said, voice shaky.

She shrugged, all indifference. “Maybe it got lost in the mail. Maybe I just wanted something to remember you by when I’m off at college.” She dipped her hand back to his crotch, rubbing the caged cock in slow, taunting circles. “Don’t pout. It’s kind of hot, right? Your stepdad breeds your girlfriend before you even finish high school.”

Nate shuddered. He didn’t want it to be hot, but the evidence was undeniable. His cock strained against the bars, pre-cum leaking around the edges in a sticky web. His face flushed with shame.

“God, look at you,” Sharla whispered, her voice suddenly tender. She bent down and kissed him, lips soft and slow. “You’re such a perfect little cuck. I knew you’d be happy for me.”

She kissed him again, deeper, her tongue sliding past his lips. Nate kissed back, helpless to do anything else. The taste of her—grape soda and smoke—sent a dizzy rush through his head. She pushed his boxers down, exposing the full extent of his humiliation. The cage gleamed in the lamplight, every notch and curve pressed hard against his swollen flesh.

She pulled away, smiling at the sight. “I should probably let Ron know you’re taking the news so well. Want to send him a selfie?” She grabbed her phone off the pillow and held it up, framing Nate’s face with her hand, her thumb tracing his jaw.

He shook his head, but she took the photo anyway, his cheeks bright red, his caged cock front and center.

Sharla tapped away for a minute, probably texting it straight to Ron. Nate watched her thumb blur across the screen and felt another surge of humiliation. It was infinite, bottomless. He wanted to cry, or throw up, or crawl under the bed and suffocate on old dust bunnies.

Instead, he just lay back and stared at the ceiling.

Sharla finished texting, then turned to him with a softer expression. “Hey,” she said, voice lower, “do you want to, I don’t know, do something about this? I mean, just because you can’t get me pregnant doesn’t mean you can’t have some fun.”

He shook his head, but his body disagreed. His hips bucked, the cage scraping painfully against his skin. The urge to touch himself was overwhelming, but the cage made it impossible. Every time he tried, the metal just bit harder, turning pleasure into a sick, addictive pain.

Sharla climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Her pussy pressed warm and wet against the top of the cage, soaking it in seconds. She moved slowly, grinding her hips, rolling her clit over the metal with practiced ease. The friction was maddening, enough to drive Nate crazy but never enough to let him finish.

He groaned, grabbing her hips, guiding her even as he wanted to shove her off. The smell of her arousal filled the room, overpowering the chemical stench of alcohol and sweat.

“You want it so bad, don’t you?” she breathed, grinding harder. “You want to fuck me, but you can’t. You’re never going to fuck me again. It’s all his now. I’m his breeding bitch. And you’re just gonna watch.”

Nate’s whole body tensed. He could feel the orgasm building, pressure mounting in his balls and chest and brain, but the cage kept it locked inside. He convulsed, desperate, hips thrusting as if he could somehow force his cock through the steel. Tears ran down his face, hot and humiliating.

Sharla rode him for another minute, then stopped. She leaned down and kissed the tears off his cheeks, her tongue salty and sweet. “It’s okay,” she whispered, “you don’t have to pretend. You’re perfect just like this.”

She climbed off, pulling her skirt back down, smoothing her hair. She looked immaculate, like nothing had happened. Nate curled up on the bed, hugging his knees, the aftershocks of denial still pulsing through him.

Sharla stood by the door, fixing her lipstick in the reflection of his closet mirror. She caught his gaze and smiled.

“See you at the ceremony,” she said, then blew him a kiss. “Don’t forget to tell your mom the good news. We’re all family, right?”

The door clicked shut behind her.

Nate lay there, the cage digging into his flesh, his mind numb and blank. Eventually, he rolled onto his side and hugged his pillow, wishing he could just sleep until fall. But sleep wouldn’t come, not with the ache in his groin and the knowledge gnawing at his insides.

He was a cuck. He was a freak. And worst of all, he loved it.

He pressed his face to the pillow and let the shame soak in, wondering how much more it could hurt before he stopped caring at all.

***

The next morning, the kitchen was a sunlit diorama of suburban bliss: Brenda stood at the stove in a faded “World’s Best Mom” apron, flipping pancakes while humming along to the AM oldies station. The room was warm with the smell of butter and vanilla, sunlight streaming through the east-facing window and catching the flour dusted up her forearms. The sight would have been comforting, even nostalgic, if Nate’s brain weren’t still running like a stuck metronome on the news from last night: Sharla, pregnant by Ron, his own dick shriveled and useless inside its little chrome prison.

He shuffled in, hair greasy and eyes ringed with shadow, the weight of the cage making every step feel like an act of penance. Brenda glanced over her shoulder and gave him her best “bright-eyed and bushy-tailed” smile.

“Good morning, honey! Big day ahead, huh?”

Nate grunted and sank into a chair at the breakfast bar, shifting awkwardly as the cage dug into the seam of his jeans. He folded his hands in his lap, hoping she wouldn’t notice how much he was squirming.

Brenda set a plate in front of him, the pancakes stacked high and flecked with chocolate chips, just like when he was little. “Eat up,” she chirped, fetching the syrup. “You’ll need your energy for graduation rehearsal.”

He poured syrup until the pancakes sagged and the pool on the plate reached the rim. He cut a bite, chewed, and swallowed, barely tasting anything.

Brenda watched him eat, elbows propped on the counter, chin cupped in her hands. Her hair was up in a messy bun, auburn strands escaping in corkscrews and catching the light. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat of the stove, but there was another kind of glow about her—something deeper, almost feverish.

She let him eat in silence for a few minutes before sliding onto the stool next to him, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “You’re a million miles away today,” she said, voice soft and coaxing. “Everything okay?”

Nate’s brain replayed Sharla’s words. It’s Ron’s. Of course it’s his. He forced a smile. “Yeah. Just tired, I guess.”

Brenda reached over and squeezed his shoulder. “Don’t worry so much, sweetie. You’re going to knock them dead tonight. I can’t wait to see you in your cap and gown.”

He nodded, picking at the pancakes. Each chew felt like it took a hundred years.

There was a long silence. Brenda looked out the window, then back at him, her fingers drumming an irregular rhythm on the countertop. She was building up to something.

Finally, she said, “Can I tell you a secret?”

Nate’s heart thumped. He steeled himself, bracing for any number of dark possibilities.

Brenda smiled, her eyes soft and luminous. “I’m pregnant.”

For a moment, the universe shrank to a single, buzzing point. Nate’s fork slipped from his hand and clattered onto the plate, syrup splashing onto his wrist. His mind refused to process the words.

“Pregnant?” he echoed, as if she’d spoken in a foreign language.

Brenda laughed—a light, musical sound, full of genuine happiness. “Surprise! I know it’s a little nuts at my age, but Ron and I are over the moon. We wanted to wait until after graduation to tell you, but… well, you’re my only baby, and I didn’t want you to feel left out.”

She reached across the counter and grabbed his hand, squeezing tight. “You’re going to have a little brother or sister!” she said, voice trembling with excitement. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

Nate’s whole body went numb. The irony was so thick he nearly choked on it. Two women in his life, both knocked up by the same man, both radiant with pride, both utterly oblivious to the fact that he was nothing more than a prop in this bizarre, ongoing fertility cult.

He managed a weak smile. “Wow, Mom. That’s… that’s great. I’m really happy for you.”

Brenda beamed. “Thank you, sweetie. Ron is so excited. He’s already picking out names. I swear, he’s like a little kid himself.” She laughed, squeezing his hand again before letting go.

Nate wiped the syrup from his wrist and tried to will his face back to a neutral color. He could feel the cage pressing against the zipper of his jeans, the constant, low-grade ache reminding him that he was barely even a man in this house anymore.

They finished breakfast in relative silence, Brenda humming and tapping her foot, Nate staring into the abyss of his pancakes. Every so often, she’d glance over at him with that same radiant, maternal pride, as if he were a little kid learning to ride a bike for the first time.

When the plates were empty, Brenda cleared the table and gave him a gentle hug from behind. He tensed, expecting to feel nothing, but her arms were warm and real, the kind of hug she used to give him when he scraped his knees or lost a chess tournament. For a second, he almost felt safe.

“Big things ahead,” she whispered into his ear. “I’m so proud of you, Nate.”

He nodded, swallowing a lump in his throat. “Thanks, Mom.”

She left him at the table, humming her way back to the stove, already cleaning up.

Nate sat for a long time, staring at his hands, tracing the lines on his palm as if searching for a hidden message.

When he finally stood, the cage caught again, a sharp, electric reminder that he would never measure up, not here, not anywhere.

He went to his room, shut the door, and leaned against it, eyes closed.

He thought about Sharla, her belly swelling with Ron’s baby. He thought about Brenda, glowing with the same secret, already crowning Ron as the king of their tiny universe.

He should have felt anger. Instead, he just felt empty. A container for other people’s happiness. A vessel for humiliation and secondhand pride.

The cage throbbed in time with his heartbeat. He realized, in a moment of perfect clarity, that this was who he was now.

He was the one who watched, and wanted, and could never have.

And, God help him, he couldn’t wait to see what came next.

***

Graduation eve and the house was a carnival: fifty bodies jammed into the living room, music slapping off the walls, the smell of cologne, sweat, and supermarket vodka thick enough to chew. Nate posted up at the fringe of the action, a glass of ginger ale (no ice) sweating in his hand, his name barely registering on the party’s guest list. The house was supposed to be his, but it was Ron’s work friends who filled the place, loud and slick in their business casual, clapping each other on the back and talking IPOs in voices that boomed over the speakers. Brenda, in her element, floated between clusters of conversation with a plate of store-bought cookies and a maternal smile, pausing to fuss over anyone who looked underfed or underloved.

Sharla arrived fashionably late, as always, and Nate heard her before he saw her—a bubble of high, flute-like laughter from the front hall, then the slam of the door as she entered with Ron’s hand pressed firmly to the small of her back. She’d gone full throttle for the occasion: hair straightened and parted in the middle, a red crop top tight enough to highlight her ribcage, a denim mini-skirt barely clinging to her hips, and a pair of white pumps that made her calves pop. The “BBC ONLY” tattoo above her groin was just visible where the top rode up, a fresh black line still glossy with healing balm.

Nate tried to look away, but it was impossible; Sharla commanded attention like a sinkhole. She drifted through the room, accepting congratulations and fake smiles from people who’d never learned her last name. Ron hovered a step behind her, surveying the crowd like a bouncer at his own club, sometimes squeezing her waist, sometimes just letting his presence do the work.

At one point, Sharla found Nate in his corner. She glided over, her mouth stained pink from the solo cup she carried, and sat next to him on the edge of the radiator, legs crossed so high the skirt bunched around her hips.

“Hey, grad,” she purred, nudging him with her knee. “You look like you’re at a wake.”

Nate shrugged, eyes fixed on the floor. “Just tired.”

Sharla smirked and leaned in close. “You see who I came with?”

He nodded. Of course he did.

She dropped her voice to a whisper, just for him. “You should have seen the look on your mom’s face when I told her. She actually hugged me.” A giggle. “She thinks it’s yours, by the way. Or at least, she pretends to.”

Nate’s jaw tightened, but his body reacted on cue: the cage compressed painfully against his groin, a dull ache radiating up into his stomach. He shifted in his seat, hoping she wouldn’t notice. Of course, she noticed everything.

Sharla’s smile widened. “You’re such a mess,” she said, her hand sliding along his thigh, nails grazing the denim above the cage. “Maybe you’ll get to babysit sometime. Would you like that?”

Nate couldn’t answer, but Sharla didn’t need him to. She stood, wiped the condensation from her cup onto his shoulder, and sashayed back to the center of the room. Ron was waiting; as she passed, his arm circled her waist and pulled her in. For the rest of the night, they were inseparable—Ron talking shop with his buddies, Sharla perched on his lap or clinging to his arm, laughing at jokes that didn’t require a punchline.

Around midnight, Brenda made a show of calling everyone to the kitchen for a toast. She stood on a chair, a little drunk, a lot pregnant, and raised her glass.

“To Nate,” she said, beaming. “To my little chess champion, soon to be college man, and the best son any mother could ask for.”

There were scattered cheers, someone blew a party horn, and Brenda gestured for Nate to join her at the front. He shuffled over, cheeks burning, aware of every set of eyes on him—and of the cage, chafing and tight under his khakis, its weight a secret anchor pulling him toward the floor.

Brenda hugged him, harder than usual, and whispered in his ear, “So proud of you, honey.”

He managed a smile for the room, but his gaze drifted to Ron, who stood at the edge of the crowd, his arm wrapped around Sharla’s hips, eyes fixed on Nate with a half-smirk. Sharla lifted her glass in salute, her expression unreadable.

The rest of the party passed in a blur. People cycled through the kitchen, raided the pantry, spilled out onto the back porch where they smoked and flirted under strings of cheap fairy lights. Nate faded into the background, refilling ginger ale and letting the noise wash over him. Every time he glanced at Sharla, she was with Ron—sitting on his knee, sharing bites of cake, leaning in close to whisper secrets, her hand always, always resting somewhere on his body. Every now and then, Sharla would look over at Nate and stick her tongue out, or lick the rim of her cup, or wink. He hated how much it worked on him. Hated the way the cage responded instantly, how the ache of denial turned into a sick, helpless hunger.

At two in the morning, the last of the guests had left and the house was quiet. Nate helped Brenda scrape plates and toss red cups, the two of them moving in silent, exhausted rhythm. She was still glowing from the night, humming softly as she wiped down the counters.

“You sure you’re okay, honey?” she asked, not looking up. “I know it’s a lot, all these changes.”

Nate nodded, stacking the last plate in the dishwasher. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

She squeezed his shoulder, then drifted off to bed, humming to herself.

Nate stood in the empty kitchen, heart pounding, and stared at the black window. For a second, he caught his own reflection: pale, gaunt, eyes hollowed by months of humiliation and sleep deprivation. He looked like a stranger, or maybe like the person he was always meant to be.

He turned off the lights and walked upstairs. His bedroom was exactly as he’d left it—bed unmade, clothes on the floor, the blue glow of his computer monitor pulsing softly. On the pillow was a USB drive, a little pink sticky note attached: For when you’re ready to admit it.

He picked it up, hands trembling, and locked his door. He slipped the drive into his laptop, opened the folder, and found a single video file: “GRAD_GIFT.mp4.”

He hit play.

It was Sharla, naked except for the cage she dangled from one finger, sitting on the edge of what was obviously Ron’s bed. Her thighs were parted, her pussy glistening and freshly fucked, the “BBC ONLY” tattoo front and center. Ron’s hand entered the frame, petting her head, stroking her cheek. His voice, low and smug:

“Say it for him.”

Sharla looked straight into the camera. “I’m pregnant with Ron’s baby,” she said, voice soft. “Because his cock is the only one I’ll ever want. I don’t even remember what yours feels like. I don’t care if you watch this. I hope you do.”

She licked her lips, then opened her mouth. Ron’s cock entered from the right, thick and dark, already glistening with pre-cum. Sharla swallowed it to the base, moaning around the shaft, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. Ron’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, and she took every inch without complaint.

Nate watched, motionless, as Ron pulled out and painted Sharla’s face with cum. She smiled, wiped the mess with a finger, and sucked it clean, never breaking eye contact with the camera.

“Happy graduation, Nate,” she said, blowing him a kiss.

The screen went black.

Nate sat there for a long time, staring at his own reflection in the monitor. He touched the cage through his pants, feeling it heavy and merciless, the pressure building and building until it felt like it might crack him open.

He unzipped, pulled down his underwear, and stroked himself through the bars, slow and careful. The pain was unbearable, the pleasure even worse.

He stared at the blank screen and whispered, “I don’t need pussy. I just need to watch.” He stroked harder, the words repeating in his head like a mantra: I just need to watch. I just need to watch. I just need to—

The orgasm hit dry, a full-body spasm that left him gasping for air, clutching his caged cock until his knuckles went white. The relief was fleeting; the shame lasted much, much longer.

He wiped the tears from his face and lay back on the bed, the USB drive still clutched in his hand.

Down the hall, Brenda and Ron’s bedroom was quiet for now. In a few months, the house would be twice as loud, two new babies crying for attention, two women radiant and full with Ron’s children.

And Nate would be here, exactly where he belonged: watching, aching, wanting, and never, ever getting what he craved.

He smiled, small and secret, and drifted off to sleep.

Tomorrow was a new beginning.

He hoped it would hurt.
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