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Author’s Note

If you've read my stories before, you already know I’m not just here for the teasing or the filth (though I do  love those). I’m here for the truth  buried under the kink, the emotional rhythms that make these dynamics last.

This story, like many I write, dives deep into a side of cuckolding that isn’t explored nearly enough in erotica: the aftermath. The aftercare. The reclaiming. 
 Not just the sex, but the softness that comes after. The way a couple, a real couple , comes back together once the scene ends and the heels come off.

Because here’s something I’ve learned, both through living this lifestyle and through knowing others who’ve stayed in it for decades: without that part, most cuckold relationships break. 
 Not overnight. But slowly… through confusion, resentment, silence. That’s what happens when communication is missing. When aftercare becomes an afterthought.

What keeps these relationships strong isn’t the cage. Or the bull. Or even the sex. 
 It’s what happens after. 
It’s the forehead kiss. The checking in. The laughter under the sheets. The "thank you" whispered through tears. It’s knowing that no matter how hard she got used, she still comes home to him. And he still reaches for her.

That’s what I wanted to write here. A story where the filth is hot, the ritual is tight, and the love underneath it all is undeniable.

And yes, this is fiction. But if you ever want to explore this in real life, remember:

There’s no one-size-fits-all. 
 

Every dynamic is different. Every boundary is sacred. 
What matters most is that you talk. You check in. You stay soft even when the scene gets hard. Because at the end of the day, she’s still his. And he’s still hers.

And that love? That’s the real kink.

~ Emily Felix 💋


The city lights outside threw his outline back at him… bare, trembling, the cage gleaming faintly at the base of his cock. His breathing was shallow, uneven, each inhale scraping against his chest as though his lungs were half-locked too. He adjusted his position on the cold floor, palms pressed on top of his thighs, back straight. The chill from the tiles crept upward, a punishment and a comfort both, but it couldn’t touch the burn sitting heavy in his groin.

The cage brushed lightly against his thigh as he shifted. The contact was enough to make him leak again – thick, useless, a steady reminder of his own surrender. It trailed slowly down the metal, cooling before it reached his skin. He could smell himself faintly already, faint salt and want. And over that memory came another scent that was more sharper and filthier, the faint ghost of her perfume that still lingered on the sheets from the last time she’d come home like this, which had been a little over a couple of weeks now.

He still remembered that first night from a few years ago in flashes: the sound of the key clicking in the lock for the first time, the smirk curling on her lips as she’d slid the cage into place. Her voice had been low, almost kind, when she leaned close, her breath warm against his ear.

“You’ll cum when I say you can,” she’d whispered. “Not before.” Then, after a pause, she'd added with a filthier smile, "It makes me wetter, knowing you’re locked up and leaking while I’m getting stuffed full of someone else’s cock."

The words had rooted themselves deep inside him. Even now, all this while later, they pulsed there, as real as the ache of the metal biting against him. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to stay still, to wait, to be ready.

Then it finally came... the sharp, deliberate tick tick  rhythm of her heels against the hallway tile, followed by the low scrape of the key turning in the lock.

The sound hit like a spark to his nerves; sharp, jarring, erotic. They’d been married five years. The first two had been quiet, faithful, polite. It was the kind of love that looked steady and 'normal' from the outside. Then one drunken confession from him had cracked something open between them that never closed again.

He checked his reflection one last time in the darkened window. It was after midnight. The living room held its breath, the only sounds the low hum of the ceiling fan and the soft patter of rain against the glass. He didn’t move. Didn’t twitch. Just knelt on the cold floor, exactly where she expected to find him after a night like this – naked, locked, and already leaking. She always called him with an ETA when she was done  with the date . It  wasn't completely out of kindness; it was also to give him just enough heads up to get into position, to make sure he was clean, still caged and freshly leaking, while properly waiting for the woman of his life. That was part of it, too – the ritual. The wait. The knowing. The helpless, slow build toward whatever she decided to bring home to him.

His every shallow breath teased his aching cock inside the cage, already leaking from the hours of denial, from every filthy thought he hadn’t been able to stop himself from picturing. He had spent the whole evening imagining her – how she might've looked slipping out of their car and walking into that hotel suite, wearing nothing beneath her overcoat but the sheer black body stocking she’d chosen. No panties. No bra. Just a hungry, practiced confidence and the kind of beauty that turned necks and made other women jealous.

The lock jiggled. A second later, the door opened.

And there she was.

She stepped inside with the unhurried grace of someone who had already been worshipped tonight, who had already been used, who had already come – hard and more than once. Her coat was now only half buttoned, swaying open with every step, revealing glimpses of what lay beneath: the gleaming stretch of black mesh hugging her hips, the open pattern between her thighs, the bare curve of her ass peeking through where the fabric thinned. Her heels tapped against the floor like a countdown he couldn’t stop.

But this time, she paused.

Her gaze landed on him – naked, kneeling, caged – and for a moment, she simply stared. As much as she loved getting dicked down by a nice fat cock, she certainly enjoyed walking into home to this sight. She now had one brow lifted, just slightly. Then the corner of her mouth curved in the faintest smirk, like she’d walked into a perfectly set trap of her own making. She took a single step closer, the sharp heel of one shoe clicking loudly against the floor, and lifted her foot to rest the toe against his chest, the thin glint of his chastity key winking from the anklet wrapped around that ankle.

She didn’t press hard. Just enough to make him tip back slightly, to make him feel the shift in balance, the reminder that this was the life he said he used to jerk off to when he confessed to her.

It hadn’t always been this way. The first time she told him to kneel for her, he’d laughed... nervous, unsure, half-hard already. But she didn’t laugh with him. She just stood there in her heels and told him to stay put, that she had a date, and that she wanted to find him waiting when she came home. And hours later, when she returned smelling like someone else, her lipstick faded and her cunt swollen, he was still right there: on his knees, cock throbbing and leaking. That was the night something shifted between them. Not just roles. Not just sex. Marriage, rewritten.

It was a new phase in this cucking journey for them both that was much more raw, and irreversible, and hotter than either of them had expected.

There were still no words.

She dropped her foot and kept walking.

She didn’t need to speak. She didn’t need to.

Her hair was tousled and wild in a way that only sex could do. Mascara smudged faintly beneath one eye. Her lips were glossy, parted slightly. She looked like she had just stepped out of a man’s hands, his mouth, his bed... and she smelled like it, too. A deep, thick cloud of sweat and cologne and raw, unfiltered fucking surrounded her. The room was already filling with it, and he hadn’t even breathed yet.

She walked past him then, making it look like no longer acknowledging him.

The air shifted in her wake. Now it hit him in waves... the scent of her freshly fucked body moving through the room like heat off pavement. There was no escaping it. Every breath now finally filled his lungs with it: the sharp sting of sweat dried against warm skin, the expensive cologne that didn’t belong to him but already felt carved into her pores, the faint, synthetic tang of latex, and underneath it all, thick and unmistakable, the scent of her own musky slick, still sticky and laced with the remnants of another man’s cum.

Each inhale was a quiet humiliation that was turning him on beyond what the chastity allowed him to. The air was heavy with it now, with his cologne, her sweat, their sex. He imagined her bent over the sink at the hotel suite's bathroom, one hand braced on the mirror while the other held her open for someone else's cock. It didn’t matter if it actually happened that way. It was real enough in his mind. Each breath tasted like a secret he wasn’t supposed to know, but couldn’t stop craving.

Her heels slowed only for a moment as she walked, just long enough for her to shrug her coat off her shoulders and let it fall. No drama. No performance. Just a silent, casual declaration: You already know what I’ve done.

The coat pooled onto the floor in a heap of fabric, and for the first time since she left a few hours ago, he saw all of her.

The body stocking wasn’t just tight; it was sculpted to her like sin, sheer black mesh hugging a frame that was all toned muscle and shameless curves. They were both regular gym rats, the kind of couple who hit the weights together midweek and did uphill treks on weekends, but her body told a dirtier story now. Her abs were faintly cut, her thighs sculpted and strong, her arms tight from years of pull-ups and fucking with purpose. But it was the mix of strength and softness that made her impossible to look away from... the way her ass jutted proudly beneath the mesh, round and heavy, the kind of ass you could anchor your hands into. Her nipples, stiff and swollen from too much attention, jutted sharply through the fabric, visibly pinched and suckled. The faint shimmer of sweat across her chest caught the hallway light, highlighting the outline of her pierced navel, the bar glinting just above the waistband where the mesh curved into a sharp V.

Between her thighs, the open crotch of the stocking framed her perfectly – puffy, glistening lips parting slightly, as though still welcoming the ghost of a cock that had just been inside her. Wetness clung to her inner thighs, catching the light in thick, obscene streaks. And when she turned to walk toward the kitchen, he saw it – the seam of the fabric running straight up the crack of her ass, swallowed by the way her cheeks bounced with each step. And on her cheeks, the faint red imprints of a pair of palms were still pressed into her skin, a mark left by the hand that had groped and spanked and held her as she moaned and asked for more.

His eyes burned taking her in. His cock throbbed painfully in the cage, twitching against the metal, leaking freely now with no control. His thighs clenched involuntarily. The cage dug in with every heartbeat, pressing back against the swelling like it might split him open.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

He’d watched her pull this same style of stocking up before, one slow inch at a time, letting it slide over her thighs while he knelt and stared – hard then too, but unallowed, untouched. Outfits like this had always been his favorite, and she knew it. That was the cruelty of it. That she chose this one not for him, but for someone else.

Near the kitchen island, she bent to unbuckle her heels slowly, one after the other, letting the tension in her body show just a little in the way she stretched, the way she exhaled. As she stood barefoot, minus the stocking, she toed the shoes aside, then reached down behind to pick at the small clutch from the loop on her coat, tossing it onto the island with a dull thud. Then she padded into the kitchen without a single glance back.

He was still on his knees, head turned around, trying to still keep her in his view while being breathless.

His chest rose and fell in shallow bursts. His mouth was dry. His hands were twitching, useless in his lap. He knew better than to speak. Knew better than to touch. He was locked. Denied. He would be used when she was ready and not a second before.

From the kitchen came the soft clink of glass. A pour. Ice dropping into a tumbler. She was fixing herself a drink. Relaxing. Cooling off.

Letting him stew.

She returned a minute later, sipping her drink slowly, hips rolling as she walked slowly and deliberately with the sensual tinge of an absolute seductress. She still hadn’t said a word.

She stopped in front of him, finally. Her thighs were inches from his face.

He looked up.

Her eyes met his. Cool. Knowing.

She reached down, trailed her fingers across his jaw, then let them wander lower, drifting along the line of his chest and down to the cage that imprisoned his cock. Her touch was light, almost thoughtful, as she ran her fingertips over the metal, catching a fresh bead of his precum as it welled up against the curve of the ring. She brought it up and then popped those fingers between her lips and sucked it clean while still looking him in his eyes with that mischievous look that said everything he needed to know.

There were still no words.

Just that look.

And he understood: the night was just beginning.

She turned, drink still in hand, and walked toward the bedroom. Not a command. Not an invitation. A fact. A path.

He quickly followed on his knees, his cage aching, the floor cold against his skin, his heart thudding with need and humiliation and anticipation.

Whatever she gave him tonight, he knew he would beg for it.

And he would thank her for the leftovers.

His knees burned with every crawl. His cock throbbed with each heartbeat. He could feel the slick trail of precum smearing between his thighs, untouched, unsatisfied, but obedient, while his only reward tonight so far was the heat of her scent in the hallway and the promise of something filthier still to come.

The bedroom lights were already dimmed when he followed her in, though he didn’t remember doing it. He stayed on his knees even after she reached the foot of the bed, clutching her drink with the ease of a woman who had been serviced to satisfaction – and then some. Her bare feet padded against the hardwood softly, the wet glisten between her thighs catching what little light spilled from the hallway. She didn’t turn around.

She had paused at the foot of the bed, taking a long sip of her drink, letting it roll over her tongue. Then she looked down at him... naked, caged, breathless –like a queen surveying her devoted pet.

She just climbed onto the bed.

First, she lay back into the pillows, stretching luxuriously, her legs falling open in a slow, almost lazy sprawl. The body stocking clung to her parted thighs, the sticky evidence of another man's cock still gleaming at her entrance, glistening under the soft bedroom lights. This was their bed... their marriage bed. And she was now ruined across it. Marked. Spread. Used.

He could hardly breathe. The sight of her like that, so casual, so satisfied, so unapologetically drenched in someone else's cum made his heart stutter and his cock strain helplessly inside it's cage. No shame. No hesitation. She looked like she belonged there, like this was the only way their bed had ever meant anything.

She reached for the remote, pressed play and a low ambient music filled the space immediately and then she turned her head and finally looked at him.

That look again.

She crooked a finger.

He instantly crawled forward, wordless. The carpet burned beneath his knees now, friction raw and earned. When he reached the edge of the bed, she nodded toward the mattress.

"On your back baby," she murmured, finally speaking.

His heart stuttered at the sound. He hesitated only a second, but it was enough to feel the cage dig in again, enough to taste the shame. His breath hitched as he crawled onto the mattress, heart racing, cock twitching uselessly behind steel. His arms folded beside him, eyes to the ceiling, legs slightly apart, he was fully exposed, waiting.

She rose to her knees beside him. She set her glass down with a soft clink on the nightstand. And then she climbed on top.

The mesh of her body stocking brushed against his skin, soft in some places, rougher in others. It was still warm and damp in places, the scent of sweat and sex clinging to the fibers. When it dragged across his chest, it left a trail that felt like fire and permission and punishment all in one. She straddled his face with easy confidence, adjusting her weight until her thighs framed his vision and her slick cunt hovered just above his mouth.

“Don’t make me guide you,” she said, her voice low, drowsy, still warm from the hours of being used.

He didn’t.

His tongue reached for her, tentative at first and then firmer, licking slowly up her slit, tasting the salt, the latex, the man finally. Her hips sank down in response, grinding faintly against his face until he was smothered. Her thighs sealed him in fully, the heat of her cunt pressing over his mouth, slick and pulsing with someone else’s cum. He knew she let this one finish inside her now; he was a regular, after all, one of her trusted favorites. That filthy privilege had been earned over time, and she never hesitated to let him finish inside her anymore. That knowledge alone made the taste hit harder, made the ache in his cage throb like a second heartbeat. His world narrowed to wetness and scent, to the weight of her pleasure grinding down on him while he gasped through his nose and kept licking.

“That’s better,” she cooed.

She let him work in silence for a moment, riding his tongue slowly, softly, just enough friction to tease herself back to life. His arms twitched beside him, fists clenched with the ache of his cock still pinned behind steel, but he didn’t stop. Couldn’t.

Then she began.

“It started two nights ago,” she said, lifting slightly off his mouth to speak, just enough for her words to glide through the dark.

“That text from him. Just three words. 'In town. Friday.' That’s all it takes from him. You know that, right? He doesn’t even need to ask. I knew the moment I saw it… I was going to be wrecked.”

She ground her hips again.

“And you… My sweet, sweet baby, you knew it too. Didn’t even argue when I brought out the cage. Just nodded and held still while I locked you up.”

She giggled softly. “It’s our ritual now, isn’t it? Every time I go out to get stretched by another man’s cock, you stay right here; caged, aching, obedient. That little lock between your legs tells me I’m free to be fucked, and baby, nothing gets me wetter than knowing you want me exactly like this. A total slut. I get to be your Madonna and your whore, don't I?”

She dipped back down, the wet heat of her pussy smearing across his lips as she rolled her hips gently over his face.

“Lick deeper,” she whispered.

He obeyed.

Her breath caught. She exhaled with a soft, pleased sigh.

“I wore this for him,” she said, dragging one hand down her thigh, tracing the line of the stocking. “Same one you love. I put it on right in front of you, remember? While you sat there locked up and aching, I bent over in front of the mirror, tits out, ass on display, pulling this skanky little thing over my body like a good girl getting ready to be ruined. You watched me do my makeup, watched me choose which heels would look best while I got railed. And I thought about you the whole time I saw myself in the mirror when I got railed baby. Thought about you leaking while I made myself pretty for someone else’s cock.”

She giggled.

“Fuck, I was already wet walking into that hotel lobby. Coat buttoned, heels clicking, nothing underneath. And the doorman, that poor guy couldn’t stop looking. He opened the door for me twice. Once when I walked in… and again when I left with my hair ruined, thighs shaking. Poor man probably jerked off thinking about it. I should’ve smiled at him more.”

She adjusted her angle, sitting down harder now, grinding with purpose. He moaned against her, and she asked.

“Quiet. You know the rules.”

He stilled his throat, his mouth still working.

“He was waiting for me upstairs. Room 1416. You remember it? Of course you do. You looked it up after the first time, didn’t you? You always do. Can’t help yourself.”

Her voice dropped to a slow purr.

“You just had to know what room your wife was getting her guts rearranged in… what bed she was moaning in while your cock stayed locked and dripping. I think it’s sweet, honestly. Obsessive. Loyal. So fucking filthy.”

She smiled down at him, grinding just a little harder.

“You want all the details, don’t you? That’s why I keep telling them.”

He gave his answer the only way he could... by licking harder, deeper, finding that perfect spot just under her clit and pressing in again and again until her hips jolted. A moan tore from her throat, low and needy, her thighs clenching tighter around his face. She rode the wave, grinding down harder, gasping as his tongue worked like a man possessed. That was his Yes. His Thank You. His Prayer.

“Alright, Alright, my tiger, I'll go on.” She giggled, before she continued her retelling, “I knocked. He opened the door. And his face… he didn’t even say hi. Just smiled. Big. Slow. And then he stepped back and said, ‘Take the coat off…’ That's all it took, sweety," she grinded herself more on his open mouth.

"I didn’t rush. Just slipped each button open with slow little clicks. Watched his eyes follow every inch of skin. When I let it fall? He actually exhaled, like he’d been holding his breath since I texted him from the lobby.”

She smirked as she said it, then added, “And you know what he did next? Stripped right there. Shirt, pants, briefs, all gone in seconds. Like he’d waited days just to get his cock inside me again.”

She lifted off his mouth just slightly and ran her fingers down to her clit, circling while she spoke.

“And when I stood there in front of him in nothing but this outfit and heels… baby, he got hard so  fast. It was already huge, but fuck, watching it swell when he saw me in this… You’d have loved it. Or maybe envied it.”

She looked down at him.

“I thought about you while I did it,” she added, her voice turning smug. “Wondered if you'd be squirming, seeing me on my knees for someone thicker, darker, better. I bet you'd have begged to come closer to watch.”

“You leaking for me again?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

“I dropped to my knees for him, just like you do for me, love. I sucked him nice and slow. I maintained eye contact the whole time. He tried to guide my head... took a fistful of my hair like they always do. I let him think he was in charge for a while, then pulled off with a pop and said, 'Let me enjoy him how I want.' You know I don’t like to be rushed. He tasted like travel and sweat and power. Big, heavy balls. The kind that slaps against you loud enough to echo. He made me gag a little, and I loved it.”

She moaned, riding him faster now, the wet sounds of her cunt against his face obscene and loud.

“He didn’t even let me take my heels off. Said he liked how they looked while I got fucked. Told me to keep them on.”

Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging.

“I did look good, though. I had him take a picture on my phone. I’ll show you later… if you’re good.”

She slowed again, just slightly.

“Now keep that tongue going. Yes. Like that. Good fucking boy.”

A low moan escaped him under her, his eyes fluttering, every muscle straining from denial. His hips bucked up once, involuntarily, the metal of the cage digging cruelly into his skin. She felt it, the twitch of frustration, the muffled plea trembling in his throat.

But this time, he couldn’t hold it in.

His eyes flicked to her ankle… the thin gold anklet glinting in the light, his chastity key swaying with every grind of her hips. So close. So fucking far.

He broke contact from her dripping slit just long enough to gasp, “Please… unlock me, baby. I need to feel you.”

His voice was hoarse, wrecked, and trembling with submission. The confession spilled out like a prayer, desperate and soaked in want.

She blinked down at him, grinning like a satisfied goddess perched on her altar.

Then she lowered herself back onto his mouth and rolled her hips with slow, punishing satisfaction before continuing.

“No, darling,” she purred, smiling as she pressed her hips down harder, grinding her soaked cunt into his face until he had no choice but to take it. “Not yet. You haven’t earned it yet. Right now, your tongue’s the only part of you I want working.”

The cage dug in tighter. His mouth flooded with the mess of another man’s cum stirred back up by her movement.

“You’re not done getting me clean,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

She dragged her clit along his upper lip, moaning low in her throat, then shifted again, grinding into his face with raw, slippery rhythm.

“He didn’t let me cum for the first twenty minutes,” she murmured, circling her hips as she rode the edge again. “He made me work for it. Made me ride him slow, deep, grinding on every inch of that fat cock while he just lay there, hands behind his head, watching my tits bounce. Said he loved how needy I looked on top of him.”

She paused to catch her breath, then moaned softly. “And baby, I was  needy. He knew exactly how to edge me on his cock, how to fuck me slow and cruel until I was begging… really  begging to cum. I said everything. I promised anything. And you should’ve heard the things he made me say.”

She rolled her hips harder, gasping through a laugh. “He spoke so dirty, too. Called me his cum slut. Told me I was tighter than he remembered. Made me tell him how many cocks I'd taken lately. And I answered… while still riding him like a whore.”

She groaned, dragging her nails across his scalp. “I begged, baby. Just like you are now.”

She looked down between his legs and snorted softly, the corner of her lip curling.

“Don’t stop until I say,” she gasped, trembling. “Good boys know their job.”

She clutched his head tighter, hips jerking as she crested the edge, her moans sharp and ragged as she came across his tongue, thighs clamping around his ears.

This was what they were now. A cock cage. A faceful of cum. Her stories dripping down his throat. And he’d never been more turned on.

The moment her orgasm pulsed across his tongue, her thighs clamping down and her moans rising in sharp, guttural waves, he thought it was over. That maybe, just maybe, she'd give him his release too. But when she finally lifted herself off his soaked face, her pussy glistening and pink, the streaks of another man's cum now mixed with her own pleasure, she didn't offer mercy. She simply reached for her drink again, casually sipping as if she hadn't just reduced him to a desperate, aching mess beneath her.

His face was slick with her climax. His nose, his chin, even the hollow of his cheeks were wet with the proof of her pleasure. He could still taste it... bitter, sweet, musky, the tang of latex lingering faintly behind it, and somewhere deeper still, the unmistakable salt of another man’s release. His lips were parted, his breath uneven, and the air he took in was still thick with the scent of her cunt. He didn’t wipe it away. Didn’t dare.

His cock throbbed in its prison, swollen to the point of pain, the cage biting into his skin with every twitch. He was panting, his cheeks wet with slick, his mouth slack from effort. His chest rose and fell in ragged bursts, every nerve alight, every part of him vibrating with unspent need. And still, he didn’t move. He didn’t speak. He waited.

She slid off the bed slowly, her body stocking still clinging to every curve like it had been poured onto her. The material was shiny now, wet in patches from his mouth, from her own climax, from the man who'd been inside her just hours ago. She padded over to the nightstand, lifting her foot and placing it atop, and the anklet that held his cock's freedom shone; a delicate, almost dainty gold chain that glinted under the low bedside light.

He stared.

Not just at the key. At everything.

At the faint red fingerprint still visible on her inner thigh just below the anklet and too large to be his. At the glossy sheen still clinging to her skin. At the fact that she hadn’t cleaned herself at all. That she hadn’t even thought to. That she wanted him to see her like this. Used. Claimed. Unbothered.

The key.

His breath hitched.

He remembered earlier that evening, when she’d stood at the mirror in nothing but her bodystocking and heels just like now – but only fresh and primed for a railing – clipping the anklet on. She’d looked at him through the reflection and said, "Be good tonight." And he’d knelt, kissed her ankle, and whispered, "Always."

She didn’t say a word now. Just walked back toward him, dangling the anklet in one hand, the key swaying gently like it weighed more than gold ever could. Her smile was soft now, but laced with something naughty, something teasing. She didn’t climb back onto the bed. Not yet.

Instead, she brought the key to her lips.

She opened her mouth and slid the key in, sucking it between her lips until the key disappeared, letting it rest on her tongue while she tilted her head and met his eyes. It was slow. Purposeful. Filthy. The same mouth that had moaned around another man's cock was now tasting his key.

She gave a low, taunting hum as she swirled the key in her mouth, then pulled it back out, wet and glistening. "You know where this’s been, don’t you?" she said softly, dragging the key across his lips. "Brushing against my ankle while he stretched me wide. Your freedom swinging with every thrust."

She crawled onto the bed on all fours, hovering above him like a lioness stalking her exhausted prey. Her hair was wild, her lips glistening with saliva and mischief. She lowered herself until her face was just inches above his, the key brushing against his chin as it dangled wet and shining between them.

Then she spoke.

"You’ve been good tonight, baby. You’ve been patient. Devoted. Desperate." She paused, her eyes scanning his face. "So I’m going to let my  cock here out. Because I’m a kind wife, ain’t I? Still leaking from one man, and already thinking about giving my hubby a chance to feel what his wife feels like after being stuffed full and stretched wide."

His throat tightened with a sound he couldn’t hold back.. A broken sound.

She kissed his cheek, then pulled back slightly. With a delicate, almost ceremonial grace, she went for the key, wrapped her fingers around the little chain, and then she moved lower, her body trailing over his until she knelt between his spread thighs, her eyes locked on the metal cage that was swollen with denied need.

Her fingers brushed over the curve of his balls first, soft, teasing. He twitched. Moaned. She smiled wider.

"So swollen," she murmured. "So angry." Her voice dropped into something huskier, more intimate. "Poor thing’s been locked up while I got railed like a pornstar. Must’ve felt every thrust through your chest, huh?"

He nodded frantically.

"Shhh," she whispered, her lips brushing the underside of his cock through the bars. "I’ll take care of it. But only if you keep being a good boy. No cumming. Not unless I say."

"Yes," he gasped. "Yes, baby. Anything."

She hummed approvingly.

The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot in the room. The cage creaked slightly as her fingers worked the mechanism, but it didn’t slide free all at once. He was too hard... too swollen. His cock throbbed against the unyielding metal, fighting for freedom as she gently tugged and tilted the cage with care. Every shift bulged against oversensitive skin, and he hissed, trembling. She gave him a knowing look, not stopping, just moving slower. The base ring clung to his shaft, reluctant to let go of the pressure it had held so long. Finally, with a wet sound and a full-body flinch, the device released him. His cock sprang forward, thick and flushed and pulsing, veins engorged, a drop of precum already glistening at the tip.

She let her lips hover just above the head, close enough for him to feel her breath—then let a slow string of spit fall directly onto the tip, watching it smear the precum into a slick mess that pooled at the crown. Then she blew a soft breath across the head. He bucked.

"Sensitive," she cooed. "I love it like this. All red and angry."

She didn’t grip it fully. Just used her fingertips to stroke up the shaft, barely touching, feather-light. His thighs trembled. His hands balled into fists beside him.

Then, with the same hand she’d just used to unlock him, she cupped his cock gently and gave it a single, slow stroke – all the way from base to tip – before leaning forward and licking the bead of precum from his slit. She swirled it on her tongue like wine, the same motion she used to reward him once, back when that mouth belonged to him alone. Now it tasted like surrender. Then she let it trickle from her mouth back onto his shaft.

"Mmm," she said, licking her lips. "Oh, baby, there's no other mouth like yours. Go on and make sure your wife is free of another man’s spill."

And just like that, she moved up and turned around and lowered herself onto his face again, this time facing his cock. Reverse. Her back arched, He watched the muscles in her back flex, the slick sheen between her thighs catching the light as she hovered just inches from his mouth. The thick, glistening slick between her thighs still carried the remnants of her juice, his saliva and another man’s cum—and it was about to be smeared across his lips all over again. He didn’t even flinch. If anything, his tongue twitched in anticipation. He opened his mouth without hesitation, licking the first drop that touched his tongue like it was sacred. She moaned, then reached between his thighs to stroke his cock again, this time with a little more pressure. His cock jerked in her hand like it had been waiting years for this touch, the slick from her spit and his precum making it too sensitive to bear. Every stroke felt like a promise that would never be kept.

He was going to lose it.

She edged him slowly, her grip firm but never fast, her thumb dragging over the head just enough to send shudders through his whole body. She’d stroke him for a few seconds, then stop. Let him throb. Then start again.

"He came twice tonight," she murmured, grinding slowly against his tongue. "First time in my mouth. I swallowed it, of course. You would’ve loved that... me kneeling between his legs, holding his thighs, milking him until he groaned and came down my throat. Then I looked up and asked, 'Ready for the real thing now?' He groaned like he hadn’t touched himself in weeks, baby. His cock pulsed so hard in my mouth I felt it in my jaw. The first one was the thickest load I’ve had in months. I don’t even know how much he gave me the second time… I was already too fucked out to care from the back-to-back orgasms by the time he finished, you might know how it was now, don't you? I bet it was way more than you ever gave me, and you know I don’t say that to be mean – I say it to remind you what a lucky little husband you are to taste  this pussy even after that."

He went again deep with his tongue now, listening to her talk all dirty, and she moaned again, her voice shaking just a little. Not for show. For memory. His stomach twisted. He used to think a moment like this would wreck him... the image of her on her knees for another man, swallowing his cum like it was hers to keep. He thought it would be the end of them. But instead, it became their fire. What was once fear had become worship. And after three years of living this way, they both knew – this was the most thrilling, most raw, most connected they'd ever been.

"The second time," she whispered, her hand stroking him again, "was deeper. Messier. Legs up, me begging, him not stopping. Said I was made to take it. Said I was tighter than any of the others. Said I knew how to make a man want to ruin his life." She shifted her weight slightly, hips rolling, mimicking the angle she’d taken for that second round – legs up, back arched, pussy wide open while he slammed into her. Her body remembered it before she even said the words.

Her pace quickened. Then stopped.

She tightened her grip, twisting just enough to make him jerk. “Look at you… leaking like a faucet. Bet you think you’ve earned something just for listening like a good little cuck. Poor baby.”

“You want to cum now, baby?”

He moaned against her pussy, tongue working furiously, every part of him clenched and aching.

"Not yet," she whispered, reaching down with her slick fingers and smearing his precum across her chest, circling her nipples lazily as she rode his face. "The night is still young baby..."

Her strokes began again… slow, torturous, always stopping right before the edge. She never let him tip over. His cock was red, veiny, twitching like it had a mind of its own. She laughed softly, grinding herself harder into his mouth.

He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. Just licked and moaned and twitched, his whole body trembling under the weight of denial and the filthy, perfect rhythm of her control.

And still, she didn’t stop.

He bucked hard once... too hard. A strangled whimper escaped his throat, and his cock throbbed wildly in her grip, right at the edge of no return.

"No," she said sharply, pulling her hand away. "You don’t get to decide when this ends."

The denial hit like ice water. He gasped, his whole body twitching, helpless again.

She edged him again and again, his precum now smeared across her tits, her belly, her thighs, every inch of her glistening with his want.

Her thighs were streaked, her breasts sticky, the sheets beneath them damp from sweat and slick. His own belly was smeared now, his cock glistening with every ruined drop she teased from him. He wasn’t leaking anymore; he was weeping.

And he was still caged, in a way. Not by metal anymore. But by her will.

By her voice.

By the promise of what might come next.

"And if you’re lucky, baby..." she whispered, dragging her slick fingers down his chest, "I might let you watch while I finish myself off... on your cock; on my  cock."

Her words echoed in the room, as heavy and intimate as the slick on her thighs. He lay beneath her, face soaked, lips tingling from the force of her orgasm and the taste of her filth. His cock, finally free, stood rigid and untouched between them, angry and twitching, glistening from the trail of spit, precum, and her teasing strokes. She lingered there a beat longer... knees framing his head, her cunt just inches from his mouth, his cock between her palms, before slowly lifting herself off him, her thighs leaving streaks of heat across his cheeks.

She didn’t say another word.

She simply moved down his body, unhurried, dragging the ruined slick of her stocking across his trembling skin like a slow desecration. Her thigh smeared wetness across his ribs – thick, sticky, unmistakably laced with the residue of another man’s finish. Her and his juices had soaked through the mesh entirely, and now it was painting a glistening trail straight down his chest. As she slithered lower, her mesh-covered nipples skimmed his sternum, dragging heat and damp through the trail she left behind. He gasped as her scent wrapped around him again, sharp and familiar, but deeper now, more fermented, more owned. He could taste her just from the contact. Not her mouth, not her pussy. Just her body pressed into his, used and dripping, as she slowly claimed every inch of him with what someone else had left behind. Every inch she trailed left a smear. Her scent was everywhere now... on his mouth, on his skin, soaked into the sheets. His arms ached to reach for her, but he didn’t. He knew better. He’d earned only the privilege of waiting.

When she straddled him again, this time at his hips, he gasped. He knew what was about to come, and he didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold it back. She could feel how hard he was against her. The head of his cock brushed the slick seam of her gaping opening, and the sensation nearly undid him. He could feel the heat, the open wetness, the slipperiness of her folds parting just slightly as they dragged across his swollen tip. There was nothing tight or shy about it. She was soaked, soft, shameless; a pussy stretched wide and used hard. She wasn’t giving it to him. She was letting him feel  it. Letting him know how thoroughly she'd already been taken, how little was left for him except the mess. She rocked her hips forward, dragging herself across him with deliberate pressure.

He sobbed. He whimpered like a kicked dog, breath hitching on every grind of her hips, mouth hanging open in shame and need.

She smiled.

"I said might ," she whispered, glancing down at him. Her fingers grazed his throbbing cock, not to stroke, but to smear the precum back down toward his base. She leaned forward slightly, and he felt the wet heat of her against his length again, this time with more intention. She lined herself up, hovering.

"You want to feel it, don’t you, baby?" she said softly. "Want to feel what your wife’s pussy feels like after he’s finished inside me? After he's dumped it deep and left it dripping?"

He nodded... and it was a helpless, trembling nod.

She didn’t need his answer. She rubbed her folds against the tip first, coating him in her slick. “Feel that?” she whispered. “Even after all that talented tongue of yours, there's still some left in there, baby. Still leaking out of me. And now your cute cock gets to fight for space.”

She hovered there, circling her hips, letting just the crown press in, dragging it slowly around her open folds like a toy she wasn't sure he deserved. He moaned, legs trembling, breath caught halfway up his throat. His chest rose in ragged bursts, a whimper tumbling free before he could swallow it down. It sounded broken. Raw.

“So cute,” she whispered, grinding down another inch. “So desperate to be let in. But you’ll take what’s left, won’t you, my love?”

He tried to answer, but the words spilled out as a shaky moan, his voice cracking around it. "Y-yes... please... I'll take anything... anything you give me..."

"Good Boy!"

Only then did she begin to sink lower, her pussy parting around the tip of his cock, her slick heat swallowing him inch by aching inch. She was so wet. So impossibly wet. So used . And still tight.

He cried out... loud, desperate, somewhere between a gasp and a sob. His moans turned to gasps, then to soft, shaking cries as her walls gripped him.

She didn’t move.

She sat fully seated on his cock, her hands braced on his chest, her thighs tensed. She looked down at him and smiled that same lazy, post-fuck smile she’d worn when she walked in.

His lip trembled. It wasn’t just physical now. This was her turning the knife. Letting him feel what another man had earned before him. He felt like he was drowning in her, in him, in the mess they made together without him.

"Say it," she murmured. "Say what it feels like."

He tried to speak, but all that came out was a broken moan. "Ahh… hnnnng… fuck, baby…"

She clenched around him, once. Hard.

" Say it. "

He took a ragged breath, his body twitching under the weight of her grip around him. The scent of her, the heat, the stretch of her pussy still slick from another man, it all spun inside his mind like a fever dream. He was dizzy with it. Drowning. And when he finally spoke, it came out in a reverent, broken whisper.

"I-it’s… It’s warm. Slick. So full… you’re so full, baby. I can feel it… him. You’re still full of him."

She exhaled slowly through her nose, the satisfaction of his words washing over her like a second climax.

“That’s right. That’s exactly what my pussy feels like now... stretched, dripping, filled. And I love  bringing it home to you, baby. Letting you feel and indulge in the leftovers.”

He thrust once, instinctively.

She slapped his chest.

"No. Not yet. This is mine. You get to be inside. You don’t get to fuck until I say so."

He moaned, his cock pulsing inside her, surrounded by everything he wasn’t allowed to have. The heat. The slick. The mess. Her.

Then, slowly – finally  – she began to move. Her walls flexed tight around him first, a slow, pulsing grip that made his cock throb helplessly. She hadn’t even moved yet, and he already felt like he was being swallowed whole... by her heat, by her slick, by the ghost of the man who’d owned her just hours ago.

“He was so deep,” she murmured, picking up rhythm. “Pressed me into the mattress and just kept going. Didn’t ask. Didn’t beg. Just took  me, over and over, until I couldn’t close my legs. And now you’re inside, drowning in what he gave me. Moaning like you’re the one who earned it.”

He whimpered under her breathlessly, a wanton, high sound pulled straight from the back of his throat. The shame only made it louder.

The first roll of her hips was slow, precise. Her inner walls clutched him tight, dragging along every nerve ending. Every thrust felt like she was wringing him through the imprint of another man’s cock... she was so wet, so loose and sticky it was like sliding through a memory. He could feel how deep the bull had been. How long he’d stayed. How thoroughly he’d stretched her. He gasped, fists clutching the sheets beside him. Another slow grind. Then another. She wasn’t fucking him. She was reminding  him. Of what it felt like. Of who it belonged to.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear.

"Say whose cum you’re fucking your wife in."

He sobbed. "His. It’s his. I’m fucking my wife in his cum."

She moaned low in her throat and clenched again, riding him now in slow, controlled rhythm. Her nails dragged across his chest, then his shoulders. She clawed at him... not violently, but with possessive, intentional marks.

“That’s right,” she purred. “This pussy’s already been opened up… ruined just right. And now you’re in it... soaking in what’s his, staying in because it’s mine. I decide who gets to feel me like this, and I'll always want you to be the one, love.”

Then she leaned forward and kissed him... deep and wet, her mouth claiming his just like her pussy did. Her hips kept moving in slow, deliberate grinds as she devoured his mouth. He kissed her back without hesitation, pouring every ounce of surrender and gratitude into it, lips parting for her, tongue chasing her like his cock chased every clench of her cunt.

She slowed, grinding in deep and staying there, her chest heaving, her breath warm on his cheek. Then, with slow intention, she leaned back and pulled his head upward – guiding him against her tits.

“Come here,” she murmured, wrapping one arm behind his head and pressing him gently into the soft weight of her full breasts. “There’s more than one way to worship.”

He buried his face between them, eyes fluttering shut, his moans spilling freely now. She shifted her position, letting one hard nipple brush his lips until he opened obediently and sucked it in. Her other hand slid down his chest, her nails grazing his skin until she found his nipple – and pinched it.

He gasped.

“Ohh,” she cooed, her voice a low purr near his ear. “You’re such a sensitive little thing. Look at you, nursing like a good slut while I play with yours. You like when I do this, don’t you?”

A low moan escaped him into her flesh, his hips barely moving under her, his cock pulsing inside her with every soft groan.

“You want to cum just from this, don’t you?” she whispered, her teeth grazing his earlobe. “Wrapped in my tits, nipples aching, pussy still full of him.”

She rocked her hips again, slow and deep, and he let out a sharp cry.

He thrust upward this time, not from rebellion, but because his body was gone; it was now nothing but desperation and instinct and helpless hunger. He moaned and howled openly now, too far gone to be ashamed, the sounds breaking past his lips like a prayer he couldn't hold back.

She let him. For a moment.

Then she wrapped her legs around his hips and locked him in.

She sank down hard and deep, her thighs clenching, her cunt squeezing him with each grind.

"You wanna cum, baby? Huh? You wanna fill me up on top of his  load?”

She could feel it... his cock twitching inside her, trying to unload. She held him down by the throat and whispered, “Say it. Say you're thankful he finished in me first. Say it while you cum.”

He sobbed, choked out the words. “Thank you… thank you for letting me clean up what he left…”

Only then did she let her hips slam down, grinding deep to milk him mercilessly.

"Please, please, please…"

He nodded, sobbing.

"Do it. Do it now. Fucking give it to me. Show me how grateful you are."

“That’s it,” she continued to purr. “Cum for me, baby. Let it mix with his. Let your little load drown in the mess he left behind.”

He shattered. His cock jerked violently inside her, his whole body bucking beneath her as he came... hard, loud, desperate. His moan broke halfway through, turning into a whimper as his cum spilled into her already soaked cunt.

She didn’t stop moving.

She milked every drop from him, grinding and squeezing, using him until she could feel the warmth mixing deep inside her. When he was done, when he twitched and gasped and sagged beneath her, she still held him there. Still clenched. Still full.

She looked down at him.

"You came so hard for me," she whispered, almost sweetly. "See what a good little clean-up slut gets when he listens?"

He nodded, glassy-eyed, mouth open. His cock still twitched inside her, spent and drained. He could feel it inside her – their  cum, thick and mingling, still warm. And he wasn’t sure which part turned him on more: that he had finally been allowed inside her, or that everything he left behind would always be second to what she had already taken.

She leaned forward, kissed his cheek, and didn’t move. She stayed like that, straddling him, her cunt still clenching gently around his softening cock, as if coaxing one last drop just to remind him she could. Her fingers ran down his chest, nails tracing the path of possession. Mine , she didn’t say – but he heard it anyway.

She held him there. Inside her. So he could feel it all.

All of it.

She shifted slightly, and he felt it again... the mess still inside her, still wrapped around him, and the faint, slow throb of her pussy reminding him it wasn’t done claiming him yet. Maybe it never would be.

They lay there for a while, just breathing. The air was thick with sex, sweat, and silence. Her body still hovered above his, her pussy still gently clenched around his softening cock, as if she wasn’t ready to let go of the hold she had of his body, of his heart, of his surrender. Neither of them moved. There was no urgency now. Just the weight of everything they’d just done... and everything it had meant.

Eventually, she exhaled softly and shifted her hips, letting him slip out of her with a wet sound that made him flinch and groan low in his throat. She looked down at the glistening trail coating his cock, at the mess smeared between their thighs, and gave a soft, satisfied hum. Her fingers ran idly over his shaft, spreading the wetness just to feel how soaked he'd gotten by the time she finally let him have her. She stayed astride him, straddling his waist with that same lazy, ruined power, her body stocking still stretched across her sweat-slick skin, the crotch soaked through and pushed to the side, her thighs gleaming.

She leaned forward and kissed his forehead: slow, lingering, her lips soft and damp. Then she kissed his temple. His cheek. His jaw. Not with the hunger of before, but with something quieter. Deeper. Possessive in a different way.

"Good boy," she whispered.

His eyes were glassy, still dazed. His mouth was slightly parted, and he looked wrecked in the most beautiful way. She reached up and stroked his hair, brushing the damp curls back from his forehead, then her hand slid gently down to cup his jaw. He nuzzled into it without thinking.

“You always make me feel like the luckiest man alive,” he murmured.

She smiled and slid off of him, curling beside him now, her body half-draped over his, their skin sticking where they touched. Her hand trailed down his chest and belly, then lower, pausing to gently cradle his spent cock in her palm, still twitching, still wet with the aftermath of both men.

She said nothing, just held it for a moment, then let it go and reached to the nightstand, grabbing a few tissues. She sat up on one elbow and gently wiped his face clean – his cheeks, his lips, his chin, slow and careful, as if undoing the mess in layers. “Such a messy boy,” she whispered, her voice sweet and filthy. “You know I love seeing you like this... soaked in what I gave you... and what those bulls give me.” She tossed the used tissue away, then kissed his mouth softly.

Then she moved to the drawer, and he knew what she was reaching for. He waited, breathing deeply, and when she came back, she held a small towel, still warm from the bathroom heater. She opened it and began gently cleaning between his thighs, wiping away the thick, cooling mess that had leaked down from where they'd been connected. She didn’t rush. Her strokes were reverent.

When she was done, she returned the towel, came back, and curled into his side. Her lips brushed his ear, her voice low and warm.

“Only good boys get to reclaim me,” she whispered. “And you’ve been such a goody good boy for me tonight, baby.”

He moaned softly, chest shuddering with the weight of those words. He turned to her, pulled her close, burying his face in her neck.

“Thank you,” he breathed.

She giggled, sweet and teasing, and pulled his hand up to her chest, guiding it under the sheer stretch of her body stocking, placing his palm over her breast. He groaned, low and broken, his fingers trembling as they molded over her heat. The softness, the weight, the way her nipple pebbled beneath his palm... it made his cock twitch again, weak and sensitive but still needy. He squeezed it gently, reverently, as if he couldn’t believe she was letting him touch her like this.

“You gonna behave until the next time?” she murmured.

He nodded against her throat. “Yes. You know whatever you say goes here baby.”

Her body curved into his perfectly, the warmth of her thigh draped over his, their legs tangled beneath the sheets now. She kissed him again, this time softer, and nestled into the crook of his shoulder, her hand playing lazily with his chest hair.

Then he felt her reach behind him on the nightstand.

She was checking her phone.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just stared at the screen, the faint glow illuminating her satisfied, flushed face.

Then she smirked.

“What is it?” he asked softly.

She didn’t answer. Just turned the phone toward him for a second. The message glowed.

Hey. Will be in town midweek for a conference. Think we could meet up? ;)

His breath hitched. His cock twitched. And she saw it.

“Ohhh, baby,” she purred. The message was from another one of her regulars; one of the men who knew exactly how she liked it, and how to leave her dripping just right. “Might be time to get that cage back on soon, huh?”

He leaned in first this time, grabbing her face with both hands, pulling her to him like a man about to lose his breath. “Lock me up tonight,” he whispered against her lips, breath ragged. “Before I beg.” And then he closed that almost non-existent gap between them with the same lip that spoke this, this kiss wasn’t soft or teasing. It was hungry. Deep. Claiming.

And she let him take it... let him pour his desperation into her mouth before kissing him back with matching heat, their tongues tangling, her body curling into his like she’d been waiting for this exact moment to be devoured all over again.

He’d lost count of how many nights ended like this. The cage. The stories. The cleanup. But somehow, each time she kissed him back, it still felt like the first time she chose him. And maybe that was the magic: that even after three years of filth and control, she was still his everything. And he, hers to ruin.

She laughed into the kiss, pulling him in deeper, her legs wrapping around him once more, already knowing: this night was over – but the next one had already begun.

***
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