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Chapter 1

The gym in Nashville’s Gulch smelled of cold iron, rubber mats, and the faint citrus bite of hourly cleaner. It was nearly ten at night — the hour when only the devoted remained, chasing the burn that made sleep possible.

Ethan Brooks lay flat on the bench, arms extended, driving a heavy dumbbell through his third set of pullovers. His mind still lingered on the misrun conduit at the new corporate campus project in Cool Springs. He exhaled slowly, lowered the weight behind his head, then powered it back up.

He never saw her coming.

Alexandra Kane had just finished a brutal set of Romanian deadlifts. Her long auburn ponytail swung like a pendulum, damp with sweat. Black high-waisted leggings clung to the powerful sweep of her thighs and the firm, rounded curve of her ass. The cropped tank top rode up just enough to reveal a tantalizing strip of toned midriff as she stepped backward, eyes on the mirror out of habit.

One step too many.

Her foot caught the edge of Ethan’s bench. Balance vanished. She dropped — full weight, no warning — straight onto his face.

The world went dark, warm, and soft.

Ethan’s nose and mouth were suddenly buried between the cheeks of a perfect, sweat-damp ass. The thin stretchy fabric of her leggings offered almost no barrier. Firm muscle yielded slightly under her weight, the seam pressing right against his lips. The scent flooded him: clean woman mixed with the sharp, intoxicating tang of a hard leg-day workout.

One… two… three long, mortifying heartbeats.

A low, throaty laugh cut through the music.

“Oh my God,” Alex said, voice rich with amusement rather than embarrassment. She didn’t scramble off. She stayed planted another half-second — testing, savoring — before lifting her hips just enough to look down at him over her shoulder.

“Well… that’s one hell of a way to break the ice.” Her green eyes sparkled with wicked delight. “You okay down there, handsome? Or did I just knock you out with my ass?”

Ethan’s face burned crimson. His chest heaved. His cock, traitor that it was, had already thickened painfully inside his shorts.

“I—I’m fine,” he managed, voice rough. “Sorry, I didn’t… I should’ve moved the bench—”

“Don’t apologize.” She cut him off smoothly, effortless command in her tone. She offered a hand, manicured nails a deep wine red. “If anything, I owe you a protein shake for using your face as a bench. Come on, sit up before you pass out from more than just lack of oxygen.”

He took her hand. Her grip was firm, warm, confident. When he sat up, the world tilted — not from the near-suffocation, but from the way her scent still clung to his skin like a brand.

She didn’t release his hand immediately. Instead she studied him, head tilted, a slow smile curving her full lips.

“Most guys would’ve freaked out and run. You just turned the prettiest shade of red I’ve seen all week.” Her smile turned playful. “Should I be worried you liked it?”

Ethan’s mouth opened, closed, then opened again. “I… maybe? God, I don’t know.”

Alex threw her head back and laughed — warm, unfiltered, intoxicating. “Honest. I like that.” She steered him toward the smoothie bar with a gentle hand on his lower back. “Come on. Hazard pay — my treat.”

They settled at a high-top near the window. Alex ordered a berry protein shake with extra spinach. Ethan picked vanilla because his brain had temporarily shut down. She paid before he could reach for his wallet.

Only when they both had cold cups in hand did she lean forward, green eyes locking onto his.

“Proper introductions now that I’ve already marked you with my ass,” she grinned. “I’m Alex Kane.”

“Ethan. Ethan Brooks.”

“Ethan Brooks,” she repeated, tasting the name. “You looked somewhere else when I landed on you. Rough day?”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “Just work. I manage network infrastructure installs — fiber, server rooms, that kind of thing. Today the electricians drilled in the wrong spot and we lost half a day.”

Alex’s eyebrows lifted with genuine interest. “Network guy. I like that. I’m a lawyer — family law, high-net-worth divorces. We both spend our days putting out fires… just with different kinds of screaming.”

Conversation flowed effortlessly. She teased him gently when he flustered, asked real questions, and steered every topic so smoothly he never felt the weight. Every so often her knee brushed his under the table, sending sparks straight to his groin.

When she stretched her arms overhead and caught him looking, she smirked instead of calling him out.

“Like what you see, Ethan?”

He flushed darker. “You’re… really fit.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she teased, then added more seriously, “Life’s too short to settle for anything less than exactly what you want.”

They talked for nearly forty minutes. When they finally stood to leave, Ethan’s legs felt unsteady for reasons that had nothing to do with his workout.

Alex pulled out her phone. “Give me your number. We should do this again — minus the accidental smothering… unless you’re secretly into that.”

He gave her his digits. She texted him immediately: Alex Kane — professional bench warmer.

Outside in the cool Nashville night, she turned to him one last time.

“Night, Ethan. Try not to let any more bossy lawyers sit on your face.”

He watched her walk to her sleek black SUV, hips rolling with confident grace. Only when her taillights disappeared did he exhale.

All the way home to his quiet apartment on Charlotte Ave, he replayed the sudden, overwhelming heat and softness of her body on his face… the low laugh… the effortless way she had taken control.

His cock stayed half-hard the entire drive.

For the first time in longer than he cared to admit, Ethan Brooks fell asleep thinking about a woman who hadn’t ghosted him — a woman who had literally sat on his face, laughed about it, and decided she wanted more.

A woman who clearly took exactly what she wanted.

And somehow, that thought didn’t scare him nearly as much as it should have.


Chapter 2

Three days later, Ethan sat across from Alex at a tiny indie coffee shop in 12 South. Exposed brick, mismatched mugs, and a playlist that made every conversation feel dangerously intimate.

He had spent seventy-two hours failing to stop replaying the gym incident. The heat. The laugh. The effortless control. Every memory made his cock twitch and his face burn.

Now she was here in real life — auburn waves loose instead of a ponytail, crisp white blouse and dark jeans that somehow still looked lethal. Success and sex wrapped in one intimidatingly beautiful package.

Alex took a slow sip of her flat white, green eyes watching him over the rim.

“You’re nervous,” she said, not a question.

Ethan laughed, embarrassed, and rubbed the back of his neck. “Is it that obvious?”

“Adorably obvious.” She set her cup down and leaned forward. “Relax, Ethan. I already sat on your face. The hard part’s over.”

He nearly choked on his latte.

Alex laughed, warm and unapologetic. “There it is — that pretty shade of red. I could get used to making you blush.”

Conversation started easy. She asked about his latest hospital network upgrade. He asked about her week in court. She told a sharp, funny story about a billionaire trying to hide assets, and Ethan laughed harder than he had in months.

Then, between her second refill and his third failed attempt not to stare at her lips, Alex leaned back, stretched like a cat, and dropped the line so casually it felt like weather talk.

“You know, I have two things I refuse to live without these days.” A slow, knowing smile. “Great coffee… and great sex. And right now, thank God, I’m getting plenty of both.”

Ethan’s stomach flipped.

The words landed like a velvet punch. Heat rushed to his face, then straight to his groin. His cock thickened so fast it was embarrassing.

She watched him closely, eyes bright with amusement and something sharper.

“Too much?” she asked, not sounding sorry at all.

“No,” he managed, voice hoarse. “Just… unexpected.”

Alex shrugged one elegant shoulder. “I’ve done the whole ‘pretend I don’t have needs’ thing. Didn’t suit me. I’m thirty-nine, divorced two years, and done shrinking myself. If I want great sex, I go get it. No games. No guilt.”

She took another sip, then added almost as an afterthought, “The guys I’ve been seeing lately are… enthusiastic. Stamina for days. But most of them disappear the second the condom comes off. It’s like they think great dick is a personality.”

Ethan’s mind supplied the images too clearly: this stunning woman in some downtown loft, legs wrapped around another man, moaning while he fucked her senseless. The vision tightened his chest with jealousy… and made his cock throb harder.

He shifted, trying to hide the growing bulge.

Alex noticed. Of course she did.

Her smile softened but kept its edge. “You’re getting hard just hearing about it, aren’t you?”

“I—” His voice cracked. “I don’t…”

“It’s okay, baby.” The endearment slipped out so naturally his heart stuttered. “Most men get weird when I’m honest. You’re not running. That’s… refreshing.”

She reached across the table and brushed her fingers over the back of his hand. The touch was electric.

“I like you, Ethan. You’re sweet. Steady. You listen like you actually give a damn. Most of the guys I fuck couldn’t tell you my last name. But you… I bet you’d remember.”

He could only nod, throat dry.

Alex leaned back, clearly enjoying the effect she had on him. “So tell me — when’s the last time someone was this honest with you about what they want?”

“Never.”

“Good.” Her eyes sparkled. “Then we’re even. You gave me your face as a bench. I’m giving you the unfiltered version of me.”

They stayed another hour. The conversation drifted to safer topics, but the undercurrent never faded. Every laugh, every casual touch on his arm, settled that new, confusing ache deeper in his chest.

When they finally stepped outside into the late afternoon sun, Alex turned to him.

“Same time next week? Or are you scared I’ll corrupt you completely?”

Ethan managed a weak smile. “I think I’m already in trouble.”

She stepped closer, rose onto her toes, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek.

“Good,” she whispered against his skin. “I like trouble.”

Then she walked away, hips swaying, leaving Ethan on the sidewalk with a raging hard-on and the terrifying realization that he was already falling for a woman who had zero intention of giving up the kind of sex she needed.

And the worst part?

He wasn’t sure he wanted her to.


Chapter 3

Alex

Tuesday night after their workout, Alex suggested they skip the gym’s smoothie bar and grab coffee at the little independent spot just around the corner in the Gulch. The late September air was still warm, carrying the low hum of traffic and distant music from somewhere farther down toward Broadway.

She liked walking beside Ethan. He didn’t try to fill every silence or steer the conversation. He simply matched her pace, content to let her set the rhythm. That quiet surrender was already doing dangerous things to her pulse.

They claimed a corner table inside the cozy café. Alex ordered her usual flat white; Ethan stuck with a vanilla latte. When the drinks arrived, he stared into his cup for a long moment before letting out a frustrated little sigh.

“Rough day?” she asked, genuinely curious.

“Not exactly rough,” he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “Just… embarrassing.”

Alex leaned in, green eyes bright with interest. “Now you’ve got my attention.”

Ethan hesitated, then told her. “I had a Tinder date lined up for last Friday. Girl seemed normal—funny, cute profile. Then the night before, she texted asking for three hundred dollars. Said it was for ‘date prep’—hair, nails, outfit. Wanted to look good for me.”

He gave a short, self-deprecating laugh. “I mean… you’re a lawyer. Isn’t that basically prostitution? Or at least right up against the line?”

Alex felt an unexpected little tug low in her belly. Not judgment. Something warmer. More possessive. She kept her voice light, almost teasing. “Legally it’s a gray area. Hard to prove solicitation. But more importantly…” She tilted her head, studying him. “You canceled, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. Politely. Told her I wasn’t comfortable and wished her luck.” His cheeks flushed a pretty shade of pink. “Felt like a weight off my shoulders. I hate that kind of transaction.”

Alex took a slow sip of her coffee, hiding the small, surprised smile that wanted to break free.

Good boy.

The thought arrived uninvited and settled warmly in her chest, spreading heat between her thighs. She wasn’t used to feeling protective over a man she barely knew. Yet here she was—quietly thrilled that this sweet, steady guy had walked away instead of paying just to get laid.

She reached across the table and gave his forearm a gentle squeeze, letting her fingers linger on the warm skin, feeling the faint tremor beneath her touch.

“You did the right thing,” she said softly, voice rich with approval. “You deserve someone who wants to sit across from you because they’re excited about you—not because your wallet’s open.”

Ethan’s hazel eyes met hers, grateful and a little shy. “Thanks. Most people would’ve told me I’m overthinking it.”

“I’m not most people.” Her voice dropped just a touch, laced with quiet promise. “And I like that you’re not either.”

The conversation moved on easily after that—lighter, warmer. She told him about a ridiculous motion hearing that morning; he described the nightmare of coordinating three different crews on his current hospital install. They laughed at the same stupid jokes. Every time their eyes caught, the air between them felt thicker, charged.

But underneath her easy smile, that quiet possessive spark kept flickering brighter.

He turned her down. Without hesitation.

When they finally stood to leave, Alex stepped closer than necessary and brushed an imaginary piece of lint from his shirt, letting her fingers graze his chest.

“Same time next week?” she asked.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Ethan replied, voice quiet but warm.

She rose onto her toes and pressed a quick, soft kiss to his cheek—nothing scandalous, but enough to feel him hold his breath.

“Good,” she murmured against his skin, lips brushing the shell of his ear. “I like knowing you’re not out there letting people take advantage of that big, generous heart of yours.”


Chapter 4

Friday evening, Ethan stood outside Alex’s sleek condo building in the Gulch, toolbox in one hand and a bag of Cat6 cable in the other.

She’d texted mid-week: “My home office Wi-Fi has been driving me insane. Any chance my favorite network guy can save me?”

He’d said yes before he even thought about it.

When the elevator doors opened on the eighth floor, she was waiting in the doorway wearing black yoga pants and a soft gray tank top, hair loose and still slightly damp from a shower. She looked relaxed, domestic… and somehow even more dangerous.

“Hero arrives,” she teased, stepping aside. “Come in. I promise I won’t sit on your face this time — unless you ask nicely.”

Ethan’s cheeks heated, but he laughed. “Noted.”

Her condo was clean lines, warm lighting, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. She led him to the home office. It took him ten minutes to replace the cheap splitter killing her signal.

“God, that’s so much better,” Alex breathed, genuinely impressed. “You just saved me hours of frustration. Thank you.”

She disappeared into the kitchen and returned with two glasses of chilled white wine. “Payment. Sit. Stay a while.”

They ended up on the big sectional. After the second glass, Alex shifted closer.

“You know,” she said, swirling her wine, “I went out last Saturday after our coffee. Met this guy at a rooftop bar. Tall. Confident. Hands that knew exactly what they were doing.” She let out a low, satisfied hum. “Took me back to his place and fucked me so hard I had bruises on my hips for two days. Came three times before he even finished. It was… exactly what I needed.”

She glanced at him, green eyes steady. “You’re not freaking out.”

It wasn’t a question.

Ethan swallowed, throat dry. His cock was already half-hard. The jealousy was sharp, almost painful — but underneath it burned something darker and far more addictive.

“I’m… trying not to,” he admitted quietly.

Alex smiled, slow and warm. “Good. Because I’m not going to apologize for liking sex, Ethan. I like it rough. I like it often. And right now, I like that I can tell you about it without you running for the door.”

She rested her hand on his thigh, high enough that his breath caught.

“You’re becoming my safe place,” she murmured. “The one person I don’t have to perform for. The one who listens.”

Her thumb brushed back and forth. “Most men want to be the one doing the fucking. You… you seem to like hearing about it. Am I wrong?”

“You’re not wrong.”

Alex’s smile deepened, something almost tender flickering behind the heat.

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss just below his ear.

“Then keep listening, baby,” she whispered. “Because I have a feeling I’m going to have a lot more stories for you.”


Chapter 5

Friday night, Ethan’s apartment on Charlotte Ave felt smaller than usual.

Alex had texted: “Long week. Bringing Thai. Be there in twenty. Unlock the door for me, baby.”

When the knock came, she stepped inside holding two big paper bags, smelling like rain and vanilla. “Cute place. Smells like you.”

They ate on the couch with paper plates and red wine. After they cleared the containers, Alex curled her legs beneath her and turned toward him, wine glass dangling from her fingers.

“I need to tell you about last night,” she said, voice low and warm. “The guy I met at the bar in Printer’s Alley.”

She described everything slowly, deliberately.

“He was older. Built like he lived in the gym. The second the door closed he had me against the wall, hand around my throat just tight enough to make me wet. Ripped my dress off like it offended him. Fucked me standing up first — hard, deep, no warmup. Then bent me over the couch and went even harder. I came so loud the neighbors probably heard. Then he flipped me onto my back, pinned my wrists, and fucked me until I was shaking and begging. Filled me up twice before he was done.”

She paused, eyes locked on Ethan’s face, watching every micro-expression.

“I was still dripping when I left at 2 a.m.,” she added softly. “Could barely walk straight to my car.”

The room felt ten degrees hotter. Ethan’s cock was rock-hard, straining against his jeans. The jealousy was vicious — but so was the arousal.

Alex reached over and rested her hand on his thigh, inches from the obvious bulge.

“You’re throbbing,” she murmured. “Does it hurt, hearing how another man wrecked me?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear. “Because I loved every second of it. And I love that you’re sitting here aching because of it.”

She didn’t touch him further. Just kept her hand on his thigh, thumb stroking lazy circles while she finished her wine.

When she stood to leave, she cupped his burning cheek with one hand and looked down at him with something almost tender.

“You’re becoming exactly what I need, Ethan. My safe place. The one who listens while I get what my body craves.” She kissed his forehead, soft and lingering. Then her other hand slid down, palm pressing firmly over the aching bulge in his jeans, and she gave his cock one slow, deliberate squeeze.

“Don’t touch yourself tonight,” she whispered against his skin. “I want you thinking about it.”

Then she was gone, leaving behind the faint scent of her perfume and two empty Thai containers.

Ethan

Long after the door clicked shut, Ethan sat in the dark, heart hammering, cock still painfully hard under the ghost of her hand.

He could hear her voice describing being pinned, filled, used. Another man’s cum inside her.

And all he could do was sit there, aching, obedient, already counting the days until he saw her again.

He didn’t touch himself.

He just sat there, breathing her lingering scent, and let the beautiful, terrible ache settle deeper into his bones.

Alex

Later that night, as she lay in her own bed replaying the evening, Alex smiled at the ceiling.

She could still feel the way Ethan had looked at her when she described the hookup — that perfect mix of jealousy, hunger, and helpless devotion.

He was already so beautifully broken in.

And she was only getting started.


Chapter 6

Saturday morning at the farmers market on Charlotte Ave was alive with color and noise. Alex had texted the night before: “Meet me at the farmers market on Charlotte at 10. Wear something cute. And bring coffee.”

He showed up right on time carrying two to-go cups. The moment he spotted her browsing heirloom tomatoes, his whole face lit up.

“Morning, handsome.” Alex took the cup, brushed a quick kiss to his cheek, and let her hand rest on his chest for a beat. “Perfect. You’re already spoiling me.”

They wandered the stalls together, Alex keeping her arm looped through his, brushing against him with small, deliberate touches that kept the air humming.

After they’d filled a couple of bags with fresh produce, Alex leaned into his side.

“Come back to my place,” she said softly. “I want you to help me pick an outfit for tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“Mmm-hmm.” She gave his arm a gentle squeeze. “I have a date. Tall, cocky finance guy. He’s taking me to dinner at The 404. I want to look… edible.”

Back at her condo, Alex led him into her bedroom and pointed to the small upholstered chair near the window.

“Sit right there,” she told him with a playful smile. “And behave.”

She left the walk-in closet door wide open. No pretending. She wanted him to see everything.

Ethan tried not to stare. But there was no missing the smooth line of her bare back, the sway of her breasts as she reached for the emerald green slip dress, the curve of her ass as she smoothed the fabric over her hips. She turned slowly in front of the full-length mirror, completely aware of his eyes.

She stepped out in the short emerald dress, turning so he could see every angle.

“What do you think?” she asked, voice innocent. “Would this make him want to rip it off me before dessert?”

Ethan’s voice came out rough. “Yeah… it would.”

Alex smiled, slow and satisfied. She stepped between his knees, looking down at him.

“I like that you’re honest with me,” she murmured. “Most men would lie and say I look fine in anything.” She cupped his jaw, thumb brushing his lower lip. “But you… you tell me the truth even when it makes you hard.”

She let the words settle, then continued, voice warm and inviting.

“I’m going out tonight… and I’d love it if you stayed home thinking about me. Just stay in, maybe keep your hands to yourself, and let me live in your head a little while I’m gone. Can you do that for me, baby?”

Ethan’s breathing had gone shallow. “Yes.”

Alex leaned down and kissed his forehead, soft and lingering.

“Good boy,” she whispered against his skin. “That makes me very happy.”

She straightened, eyes sparkling with affection and quiet hunger.

“Now help me choose the shoes.”

Ethan

The rest of the afternoon passed in a warm, aching haze.

He helped her pick the strappy black heels. He watched her do her makeup. He even zipped her up when she asked.

When she finally walked him to the door, she was breathtaking.

At the threshold she turned and gave him one last soft kiss on the cheek.

“Be good tonight,” she whispered. “I’ll text you when I’m on my way home. Maybe even tell you how wet I got thinking about you waiting for me.”

Then she closed the door, leaving Ethan standing in the hallway with a painful erection and the quiet, terrifying realization that he was already saying yes to everything she asked.

And the scariest part?

He wanted to say yes to more.


Chapter 7

Sunday brunch at a sunny patio in Germantown felt almost dangerously normal.

Alex looked relaxed in a soft white sundress, hair loose and still slightly tousled from sleep. Ethan felt like he was vibrating out of his skin.

He hadn’t slept much. Every time he closed his eyes he saw emerald fabric sliding over her skin, the curve of her hip, the teasing smile she’d given him before her date.

Alex reached across the table and brushed her fingers over the back of his hand.

“You’re quiet this morning,” she said gently.

Ethan let out a shaky breath. “Just… thinking about last night.”

A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. “Good thinking or bad thinking?”

“Both.”

She turned his palm up and traced lazy circles on his wrist with her thumb.

“The finance guy was… enthusiastic,” she said, voice low enough that only he could hear. “Took me back to his place after dinner. Had me bent over the balcony railing with the city lights below us. Fucked me so hard I had to bite my own arm to keep from screaming. Came twice before he even finished inside me.”

Ethan’s cock twitched hard under the table. The jealousy was sharp, almost nauseating, but it was tangled with something warmer.

Alex watched his face carefully, her expression softening.

“You know that’s just physical, right, baby?” she murmured, squeezing his hand. “It’s what my body needs. You… you give me what I really crave.”

The words landed like a warm blanket over the sharp edges of his jealousy.

“What do I give you?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Alex leaned forward, her sundress dipping just enough to show the soft swell of her breasts.

“You give me safety,” she said simply. “You listen. You remember how I take my coffee. You let me be exactly who I am without trying to change me or compete with me. Most men can’t handle that. You can. That’s rare, Ethan. That’s precious.”

She brought his hand to her lips and kissed his knuckles, slow and tender.

“I had another man’s cum inside me less than twelve hours ago,” she continued quietly, “and right now all I want is to be sitting here with you, holding your hand, watching you blush because you can’t stop thinking about it. That’s what you do to me.”

Ethan’s throat felt tight. The shame was still there, but Alex’s words made it feel smaller. Manageable.

“Tell me what you’re feeling right now,” she said softly. “No filtering. Just the truth.”

“Jealous. Turned on. Scared I’m… broken for liking it.”

“You’re not broken,” she said immediately, voice warm and sure. “You’re just honest. And that honesty turns me on more than any cocky finance guy ever could.”

She leaned across the table and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his lips — their first real kiss. It tasted like coffee and sunlight and something deeper.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with promise.

“Finish your breakfast, baby,” she murmured. “Then take me home. I want to spend the rest of the day in bed with the only man who actually makes me feel seen.”

Alex

Later that afternoon, tangled in Ethan’s sheets, Alex lay with her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat slowly settle.

She had ridden him slowly, tenderly, whispering how good he felt, how much she needed this softness after the roughness of the night before. He had come with her name on his lips, trembling beneath her.

Now she traced idle patterns on his stomach, feeling the way he still shivered at her touch.

She meant every word she’d said at brunch.

Ethan gave her something no bull ever could: unconditional acceptance. The freedom to be greedy, sexual, powerful — without judgment.

And the way he surrendered… God, it made her wet all over again.

She pressed a kiss just above his heart.

“You’re mine, Ethan Brooks,” she whispered, too quietly for him to hear.

“And I’m never letting you go.”


Chapter 8

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator.

Ethan had barely slept since Sunday. The images from her date kept crashing in — another man’s hands on her, another man inside her.

Alex had come over after work, sensing something was off. She was in one of his old t-shirts and nothing else, curled up on his couch with a glass of wine.

“Talk to me,” she said softly, patting the cushion beside her. “You’ve been in your head all week.”

Ethan sat down, hands clasped tightly between his knees. His voice came out small.

“I think there’s something wrong with me.”

Alex tilted her head, patient and attentive.

“I… I get hard when you tell me about other men fucking you,” he admitted, cheeks burning. “I lie awake thinking about it. And I hate myself for it. Society says cuckolds are weak. Pathetic. Losers who can’t satisfy their woman. I feel ashamed, Alex. Like I’m broken.”

The words hung heavy in the air.

Alex set her wine down and turned toward him fully. She didn’t laugh. She didn’t dismiss him. She reached out and took both of his hands in hers, squeezing gently.

“Baby… look at me.”

When he finally met her eyes, her expression was soft but steady.

“There is nothing wrong with you,” she said, voice warm and sure. “Nothing to be ashamed of. The sooner you admit what you really want, the sooner you can stop fighting yourself and actually be happy.”

She lifted one of his hands and pressed a kiss to his palm.

“Cuckolds aren’t weak, Ethan. They’re some of the strongest men I’ve ever known. It takes real courage to surrender that kind of control. To put my pleasure above your pride. Most men are too fragile, too insecure to do that.”

Her thumb stroked the back of his hand as her voice dropped into something darker, more dominant.

“And I love that you can do it. Your submission turns me on more than any bull ever could. The way you blush… the way you ache… the way you listen and obey even when it hurts. That’s not weakness, baby. That’s power. My power. And it makes me wet just thinking about it.”

Ethan’s breath caught. The shame was shifting — softening under the weight of her words and the heat in her eyes.

Alex leaned in closer, her forehead resting against his.

“I want all of you,” she whispered. “The sweet, devoted man who fixes my Wi-Fi and brings me coffee… and the aching, submissive boy who gets hard when I tell him another man fucked me senseless. Both parts are mine. And I’m never going to be ashamed of wanting them.”

She kissed him then — slow, deep, claiming. When she pulled back, her voice was husky.

“So stop fighting it, Ethan. Admit it. You’re a cuckold. My cuckold. And that makes me happier than you can imagine.”

Ethan’s eyes stung. The relief was overwhelming. He nodded, voice cracking. “I… I think I am.”

Alex’s smile was radiant — gentle and possessive all at once.

“Good boy,” she purred, pulling him into her arms. “My perfect, strong, submissive boy. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

Alex

Later that night, as Ethan slept with his head on her chest, Alex stroked his hair and smiled into the darkness.

She could feel his submission settling into place like a key turning in a lock.

He was hers now — truly hers — in every way that mattered.

And she was going to take such good care of him… while she took everything else she wanted.


Chapter 9

Friday night at her condo felt charged with anticipation.

Alex had dimmed the lights, put on a sultry playlist, and poured them both glasses of red wine. She wore a short black silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, nothing underneath. Ethan sat on the edge of her bed in just his boxer briefs, looking equal parts excited and terrified.

She climbed onto the bed behind him, pressing her breasts against his back as she wrapped her arms around his waist.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said,” she murmured against his ear. “About surrendering. About not being ashamed.”

Her hand slid down his stomach, fingertips teasing the waistband of his underwear.

“So I got us a little game,” she said, voice playful. “Something to make it fun. Something to help you get used to letting go.”

She reached over to the nightstand and picked up the sleek wooden spinner — elegant dark walnut with gold lettering. The wheel was divided into colorful segments.

“Alex’s Wheel of Denial,” she announced with a wicked little grin. “Whatever it lands on, we do. No backing out.”

Ethan’s eyes widened as he read the options: Locked 24 hours, Locked 3 days, Tease & Denial, Ruined Orgasm, Full Release, Alex’s Choice.

She edged him slowly with her hand and mouth, bringing him right to the brink three times while whispering praise.

“You’re so hard for me… so honest… so brave…”

When he was leaking and trembling, she reached for the small velvet box and lifted out the shiny new stainless-steel cage.

Ethan’s eyes went wide.

“Is that…?” His voice cracked. “That’s smaller than I thought it would be.”

Alex smiled softly, stroking his thigh. “It’s going to feel snug, baby. That’s the point. But I’ll be gentle. And I’ll be right here the whole time.”

She locked him in with gentle, careful fingers — kissing the cage once it clicked shut, then kissing his lips.

“My sweet boy,” she whispered. “Now let’s see what the wheel says.”

She gave the spinner a playful flick.

The wheel whirred… slowed… and landed on:

Locked for 3 days

Alex’s face lit up with delight. “Three days! That’s perfect for our first time. Not too scary, but long enough for you to really feel it.”

She crawled into his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck, and kissed him deeply, grinding her bare pussy against the cool metal of the cage.

“Does it feel strange?” she asked between kisses. “Knowing I hold the only key?”

Ethan nodded, voice hoarse. “Yeah… but it also feels… right.”

Alex beamed.

“Good boy. That’s exactly how I want you to feel.” She nipped his bottom lip. “Three days locked for me. No touching, no coming. Just thinking about me every time it gets tight. And when the three days are up… we’ll spin again.”

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her expression softening with real affection.

“Thank you for trusting me, Ethan. I’m so wet right now knowing you’re locked because I asked you to be.”

She kissed him once more, slow and sweet.

“Welcome to the game, baby.”

Ethan

Later that night, lying in Alex’s bed with the steel cage snug and heavy between his legs, Ethan stared at the ceiling.

Three days.

It already felt tighter than he expected.

But every time the discomfort flared, he remembered the way Alex had looked at him — excited, proud, turned on.

He was locked because she wanted him that way.

And somehow… that made it feel less like punishment and more like belonging.

He was already counting the hours.


Chapter 10

Day three of the lock was pure torture wrapped in steel.

Ethan paced his apartment, the cage feeling tighter every hour. He had been leaking so much that the inside of the tube was slick and uncomfortable.

His phone buzzed.

Alex: Just got the most beautiful surprise at the office ❤️ A dozen white roses with lavender tucked in. The note made me smile all afternoon. “Thinking about you every second. Thank you for letting me be yours. — Your good boy.”

A photo followed — the bouquet on her desk.

Alex: You’re making me so wet at work, baby. Everyone keeps asking who they’re from. I told them they’re from someone very special who knows how to take care of me even when he’s locked up tight.

Ethan’s face burned. Pride and humiliation twisted together. His caged cock gave a helpless throb.

Then, just after ten, another text:

Alex: Dinner was delicious. He’s taking me back to his place now. Stay locked and be good for me.

A short voice recording arrived.

Ethan hit play with shaking hands.

Soft, wet slapping skin. Alex’s breathy moans growing louder. A deep male voice groaning, “Fuck… your pussy feels amazing…”

Alex’s voice, shaky and desperate: “Oh god… you’re so big… yes, just like that…”

More rhythmic thrusting, the bed creaking, Alex’s moans turning into sharp, needy cries.

“I’m coming… fuck, I’m coming so hard…”

The recording captured her orgasm in raw, broken gasps — her voice cracking on a long, throaty moan as she fell apart for another man.

Ethan sat frozen, cock straining painfully against the steel, pre-cum dripping steadily.

Another text:

Alex: Just came all over his cock. Thinking about my locked boy listening to it makes it even better. Only one more night, baby. Then we spin the wheel again.

Alex

Later that night, sprawled across her date’s bed with fresh bite marks on her shoulder and his cum still leaking down her thigh, Alex smiled at her phone.

The roses were waiting for her at home.

Her sweet, aching, locked boy had sent her flowers on day three.

She typed one last text before turning her phone to silent:

Alex: You’re making this Queen very, very happy. Sleep well, my good boy. Dream about me.


Chapter 11

Ethan

Ethan’s phone lit up while he was still wiping sweat from his face in the gym locker room, the metallic clang of weights still ringing in his ears.

Alex: Change of plans tonight, baby. I’m bringing him to your place instead. Stay at the gym until I text you it’s safe to come home. Be a good boy for me.

At 9:42 p.m. his phone buzzed again.

Alex: All clear, baby. Come home. Door’s unlocked. I left you a little present.

Ethan stepped inside his apartment. The air felt warmer, heavier, scented with Alex’s perfume and something unmistakably masculine.

He walked slowly to his bedroom.

In the center of his bed lay a pair of black lace panties.

They were unmistakably Alex’s… and unmistakably used.

The crotch was visibly stained — thick, creamy white streaks mixed with the sheen of her arousal. The fabric was still slightly warm.

Ethan picked them up. He brought the soaked lace to his nose and inhaled deeply, eyes fluttering shut as the overwhelming scent of her and another man flooded his senses.

A low, throaty laugh came from the bathroom doorway.

“You have no idea how unbelievably wet that just made me,” Alex purred.

She stepped out wearing nothing but one of his button-down shirts, unbuttoned just enough to show the curve of her breasts and the faint red marks on her neck. Her green eyes were dark with heat and wicked delight.

“Surprise, baby,” she said softly, walking over. “I slipped those on right after he pulled out. Wanted you to have them warm and fresh… and I wanted to watch you smell them like the perfect little cuck you’re becoming.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson. His cage throbbed painfully.

Alex cupped his burning cheek with one hand, then gently took the ruined panties from his fingers and held them up between them.

“Smell them again,” she whispered, voice low and commanding. “Go on. I want you to know exactly what I smelled like when he finished inside me.”

She watched him do it, eyes sparkling with possessive hunger.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured, stepping closer until her body pressed against his. “My sweet, locked cuck in training… letting me use your apartment, your bed, your everything. Does it scare you how much you like it?”

Ethan nodded, voice barely there. “A little.”

“Good,” she whispered, kissing him softly, then deeper. “Because I loved it. And I think we’re going to do it again sometime.”

She took the panties from his hand and draped them over the headboard like a trophy.

“Come to bed, baby,” she said, pulling him toward the sheets that still carried the faint scent of sex. “I want to hold my good boy while I tell you every detail… and then I want you to fall asleep with your face between my legs so you can taste what he left behind. You’re going to sleep right in the wet spot he made for you tonight. Doesn’t that sound perfect?”


Chapter 12

The apartment was dark except for the soft glow of the bedside lamp when Alex finally came home a little after midnight. She was still wearing the deep crimson dress, now slightly wrinkled, one strap slipped off her shoulder. Her hair was tousled, lips a little swollen, and there was a faint flush across her chest that told Ethan everything.

She walked straight to the bed where he was sitting, still locked.

Alex climbed onto his lap, straddling him, and cupped his face with both hands. For a long moment she just looked at him, green eyes soft and searching.

Then she kissed him — slow, deep, and full of possession.

When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against his.

“I love that you let me have both worlds,” she whispered. “I love that you’re brave enough to wait for me… to ache for me… to still want me like this even when I come home smelling like someone else.”

Ethan’s throat tightened. The words rose up before he could stop them.

“I love you,” he breathed, voice cracking. “God, Alex… I love you so much.”

The confession hung between them, naked and honest.

Alex’s eyes shimmered. She smiled — slow, radiant, and deeply moved — then kissed him again, softer this time.

“I know, baby,” she murmured against his lips. “I know you do. And I love you too. All of you.”

She reached down and ran her fingers over the steel cage, feeling how tightly he was straining inside it.

“You’ve been such a good boy these three days,” she whispered. “I know it’s been hard. I know you’ve been leaking and aching every time I sent you those recordings.”

She rocked her hips slowly, grinding her bare, still-wet pussy against the cool metal, letting him feel how slick and warm she was from her date.

“Tonight I want to feel you like this,” she said softly, kissing the corner of his mouth. “Locked. Desperate. All mine. Can you give me that?”

Ethan groaned, hips twitching uselessly beneath her.

Alex kept moving, slow and deliberate, riding the cage while she kissed him and whispered praise.

“You feel so good even when you can’t fuck me,” she breathed. “My perfect, locked boy… leaking for me while I’m still full of someone else.”

Only then did she reach for the key on the nightstand.

“Tomorrow morning we’ll spin the wheel again,” she whispered. “But right now… I want all of you.”

She unlocked the cage and set it aside. His cock sprang free, painfully hard and slick.

Alex sank down onto him slowly, taking every inch with a soft, satisfied sigh.

“There you are,” she murmured, starting to move. “This is what I come home for.”

She rode him with tender, rolling waves, eyes locked on his the entire time.

“Come for me, baby,” she breathed. “Fill me up. Remind me why I always come back to you.”

Ethan came with a broken groan, spilling deep inside her while she held him close and whispered how much she loved him.

Afterward, Alex stayed on top of him, stroking his hair, kissing his forehead, his cheeks, his lips.

“You’re my safe place,” she murmured. “The only one who makes me feel like I can have everything I want and still be loved for it.”

Alex

She felt him relax beneath her, the last of the tension draining from his body as he drifted toward sleep.

Alex smiled into the darkness, still wrapped around him, still full of him.

This was what she had been missing all along.

She pressed one last kiss to his temple and whispered, so quietly it was almost only for herself:

“My Ethan… you’re going to make such a beautiful husband one day.”


Chapter 13

Morning light filtered through the blinds of Alex’s bedroom, soft and golden.

Ethan lay on his back, still half-asleep, the faint ache between his legs reminding him that last night had been real.

Alex was already awake, propped on one elbow beside him, watching him with that soft, possessive smile.

“Good morning, my sweet boy,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “Sleep well?”

“Yeah… mostly,” he said, voice still rough with sleep. “Best night I’ve had in three days.”

Alex burst out laughing — bright, delighted. She swatted his chest playfully.

“Cheeky,” she teased, but her eyes were sparkling with affection. “Though I’m pretty sure the cage had something to do with how memorable it was.”

She trailed her fingers down his chest, stopping just above where his cock lay soft and spent against his thigh.

“Today’s the day,” she said, voice bright with excitement. “We spin the wheel again. Are you ready?”

Ethan’s stomach flipped.

Alex slipped out of bed, naked and unselfconscious, and retrieved the elegant wooden Wheel of Denial. She set it on the bed between them.

“Same rules,” she said playfully. “Whatever it lands on, we do. No backing out. Ready?”

Ethan swallowed hard and nodded.

Alex gave the wheel a firm flick.

It spun fast, the segments blurring… and finally clicked to a stop.

Locked for 1 week

Alex’s eyes lit up with pure delight. “One week! Oh, baby… that’s perfect. Not too cruel for our second time, but long enough that you’ll really feel me owning you.”

She crawled over to straddle his waist again. “I’m going to love knowing you’re locked for seven whole days. Every morning when you wake up aching… every night when you go to bed leaking… you’ll be thinking about me. About how I get to go out and get fucked whenever I want, while my sweet boy stays home, denied and devoted.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. One week. The reality settled over him like warm, heavy velvet — scary, thrilling, and strangely comforting all at once.

Alex noticed the flicker of nerves and softened her tone, stroking his cheek.

“Hey,” she said gently. “I know it feels like a lot. But this is us now. I want you focused on me. On us. No distractions. Just your submission and my pleasure. And I promise I’ll take such good care of my locked boy.”

She kissed him again, slower this time, full of affection.

“Besides,” she added with a wicked little smile, “I already have plans for how I’m going to tease you during that week. And on day seven… we’ll spin again. Who knows what we’ll get next time?”

Ethan let out a shaky laugh, half nerves, half surrender.

Alex beamed.

“Good boy,” she purred, nipping his bottom lip. “Now come help me pick what I’m going to wear on my date tomorrow night. I want you to choose the lingerie I’ll be wearing when another man takes it off me.”

She climbed off him and headed toward the closet, leaving the Wheel of Denial sitting proudly on the bed like a promise.

Ethan stared at it for a long moment, heart pounding.

One week.

He was already counting the hours… and already dreading how much he was going to love every single one of them.


Chapter 14

The evening sun was just beginning to dip behind the Nashville skyline when Alex led Ethan back into her bedroom.

She had spent the day in court, sharp and commanding as always, but the moment she walked through her front door she felt the shift. The wheel had spoken this morning — one full week locked — and now she wanted to mark the occasion in a way that felt intimate, sensual, and unmistakably theirs.

“Strip for me, baby,” she said gently, voice warm but leaving no room for hesitation. “Then come sit on the edge of the bed.”

He obeyed without a word. When he was naked, he sat on the edge of the mattress, hands resting on his thighs, already half-hard despite the nerves.

Alex stepped between his knees, still fully dressed in her tailored blouse and pencil skirt from work. She ran her fingers through his hair, tilting his head up so he had to look at her.

“Tonight we’re doing something new,” she murmured. “I want you to get me ready for my date tomorrow. I want you to make my pussy smooth and perfect… so when he spreads my legs and tastes me, he’ll know someone took the time to prepare me just for him.”

Ethan’s breath caught. His cock twitched visibly, a bead of pre-cum already forming at the tip.

Alex smiled, soft and affectionate.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, stroking his cheek. “This isn’t punishment. This is inclusion. I want you involved in every part of my pleasure — even the parts that make you ache. Especially those parts.”

She stepped back, slowly unbuttoning her blouse and letting it fall. Then the skirt. Until she stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and heels.

She sat on the edge of the bed, leaned back on her elbows, and gracefully opened her legs, presenting herself to him completely.

“Bring the kit from the bathroom,” she said softly. “And the warm towel. Then kneel for me.”

Ethan did as he was told. When he returned, he knelt between her spread thighs, the shaving cream, fresh razor, and small bowl of warm water on the floor beside him.

Alex watched him with dark, hungry eyes as he carefully lathered her mound, his hands trembling just slightly.

“Easy, baby,” she coached gently. “Nice, slow strokes. I want it perfectly smooth.”

The first pass of the razor was tentative. Alex let out a soft sigh of pleasure at the cool glide against her skin.

“That’s it,” she praised, voice husky. “Look how careful you are… making me pretty for another man. Does that make you ache?”

Ethan nodded, eyes fixed on his task. “Yes.”

“Good boy,” she murmured, reaching down to stroke his hair. “I love that you’re doing this for me. I love that you’re the one getting me ready to be fucked by someone else.”

She grew visibly wetter as he worked. Every time he leaned in to check his work, she could feel the warmth of his exhale against her clit.

When he finally finished, her pussy was silky smooth, glistening, and flushed with arousal.

Alex sat up slightly, running her fingers over the freshly shaved skin with obvious satisfaction.

“Feel,” she said, taking his hand and guiding it between her legs. “So smooth… just the way he’ll like it.”

Ethan’s fingers trembled as they brushed over her bare mound.

Alex leaned forward and kissed him deeply, tasting the mixture of nervousness and devotion on his tongue.

“Thank you, baby,” she whispered against his lips. “This is one of my favorite things we do now. You preparing me… knowing exactly what I’m going to do with this pretty pussy tonight… it makes me so wet for you.”

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her voice dropping into that perfect blend of affection and dominance.

“Tomorrow night, when he’s buried inside me, I want you to remember that you’re the one who made me this smooth for him. And when I come home… I’ll let you taste how much he appreciated your work.”

She kissed the tip of his nose, then stood, still gloriously naked.

“Now go put the kit away, my good boy. And then come back here. I want to edge my locked cuck while I tell him exactly what I’m going to wear for my date tomorrow.”

Ethan rose on shaky legs, eyes dark with arousal and surrender.

Alex watched him go, a slow, satisfied smile curving her lips.

This was only the beginning.

And she was going to enjoy every single step of turning her sweet, devoted man into the perfect cuck she knew he could be.


Chapter 15

The first full week of the new lock stretched into an exquisite, merciless torment.

It was only day four, and Ethan already felt like he was quietly losing his mind.

Every morning he woke to the steel cage tight and unforgiving between his legs, his cock straining desperately against the unyielding metal, unable to harden, unable to find relief. Every night he crawled into bed leaking, aching, replaying on an endless loop the voice recording Alex had sent him the very first night—the raw, wet slap of skin, her breathy moans climbing higher, the deep male growl of “Fuck… your pussy feels amazing…”

He had started carrying a small bottle of lotion in his work bag to soothe the constant chafing, but nothing could touch the deeper, low-level throb of pure need that lived inside him now.

Alex, of course, was thriving.

She texted him every single day—sometimes sweet, sometimes devastatingly filthy.

Day 1 Alex: Good morning, my locked boy. Slept like a queen after he fucked me senseless last night. How’s my favorite little cage holding up this morning? 😘

Day 2 Alex: Just left the office. Can’t stop thinking about how pretty and smooth my pussy looks now that you keep it perfect for me. Can’t wait to let someone else enjoy all your hard work tonight.

Day 3 Alex: At the gym right now. Every time I squat I feel how empty I am without a thick cock stretching me. Poor baby… you still have four more days before you even get to touch what’s mine.

On the evening of day four, alone in his quiet apartment and already in bed, his phone buzzed with a new voice message.

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs as he hit play.

The sounds hit him like a fist to the gut.

Wet, rhythmic slapping of skin. Alex’s breathy moans quickly turning into shameless cries. A deep, masculine voice groaning low: “Fuck… your pussy feels so fucking good…”

Alex’s voice, shaky and desperate: “Oh god… you’re so big… yes, just like that—don’t stop—”

The bed creaked harder. Her moans sharpened into broken, needy gasps. “I’m coming… fuck, I’m coming so hard—”

The recording captured every second of her orgasm—her voice cracking on a long, throaty wail as she fell apart for another man.

Then, right at the end, Alex spoke directly to him, voice low and satisfied, still slightly breathless:

“Mmm… that was for you, baby. Listen to how loud I moan when I’m getting properly fucked. Be a good boy and stay locked for your Queen.”

The message ended.

Ethan lay frozen in the dark, panting, his caged cock straining violently against the steel. Thick drops of pre-cum leaked steadily down his balls and onto the sheets. His hands fisted the bedding so tightly his knuckles went white.

He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t dare.

He simply lay there, aching, leaking, and completely, helplessly in love with the woman who was slowly, deliberately, beautifully ruining him.

Later that night

Freshly showered and glowing with satisfaction, Alex lounged in her bed, the bouquet of white roses Ethan had sent her still proudly displayed on the nightstand. She replayed the voice recording she’d sent him and smiled up at the ceiling, a slow, wicked curve of her lips.

Her sweet, locked boy was enduring so beautifully for her.

She picked up her phone one last time and typed:

Alex: Thank you for being such a good boy this week. Alex: Only three more days until we spin the wheel again. Alex: I can’t wait to see what fresh torment it has in store for my perfect little cuck.

She set the phone down, still smiling softly into the darkness.

This was only week one.

And she was already addicted to how exquisite it felt to own him so completely.


Chapter 16

The second grooming ritual had quickly become one of Alex’s favorite new traditions.

It was early evening, the light in her bedroom soft and golden. She had just stepped out of the shower, skin still warm and damp, wearing only a short silk robe that barely brushed the tops of her thighs.

Ethan was already waiting, kneeling on the thick rug beside the bed like she had instructed. The steel cage was snug between his legs, a constant reminder of the one-week lock they were now four days into.

Alex sat on the edge of the bed and opened her robe, letting it fall to her sides. She spread her legs slowly, presenting her pussy to him.

“Time to get me ready again, baby,” she said softly, voice warm with affection. “Come here.”

Ethan moved forward on his knees. His hands trembled slightly as he warmed the cream between his palms and began to lather her mound with careful, reverent strokes.

Alex watched him with dark, hungry eyes, one hand gently stroking his hair.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So focused… so gentle. You’re making me so pretty for another man tonight. Does that make your poor locked cock ache?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy,” she praised, her voice husky. “I love that you do this for me. I love that you’re the one who gets me smooth and perfect so he can bury his face between my legs and taste every inch of what you prepared.”

The razor glided slowly over her skin. Alex let out a soft sigh of pleasure each time the cool blade passed, her pussy growing visibly wetter under his careful attention. Every few strokes she would guide his head closer, letting his warm breath ghost over her clit.

When he finished, her mound was silky smooth, glistening with a mix of shaving cream residue and her own arousal.

Alex ran her fingers over the freshly shaved skin, clearly pleased.

“Feel how smooth you made me,” she whispered, taking his hand and pressing it against her. “He’s going to love this tonight.”

She kept his hand there for a moment, then gently guided his face forward.

“Kiss it,” she said softly. “Taste how ready I am for him.”

Ethan leaned in and pressed soft, worshipful kisses along her smooth lips, then let his tongue trace gently over her clit. Alex moaned quietly, fingers tightening in his hair.

“That’s it, baby… taste what you prepared for another cock. This is us now. I want you involved in every single part of my pleasure.”

She let him worship her for a long, sensual minute — not enough to make her come, just enough to leave his lips and tongue coated with her taste — before she finally pulled him back.

“Look at me,” she said, cupping his flushed face. “You did such a good job. I’m so proud of you.”

She leaned down and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his tongue.

“Now go get dressed for bed,” she whispered against his lips. “I’m going out to let him enjoy what you just made perfect for him. And when I come home… I’ll tell you every detail while you’re still locked and aching.”

She stood, letting the robe fall completely away, and began to dress for her date while Ethan watched, still on his knees, cock straining helplessly in its cage.

Before she left, she paused at the door and looked back at him with a soft, wicked smile.

“Be good for your Queen tonight, baby. Dream about me.”

Then she was gone, leaving Ethan alone in the quiet condo with the taste of her still on his tongue and the cage tighter than ever.

Ethan

He stayed on his knees for a long time after she left, heart pounding, mind spinning with the image of another man enjoying the smooth pussy he had just prepared.

The ache was deeper now.

But so was the devotion.

And somehow, that made it all feel… right.


Chapter 17

The text came at 8:42 p.m., while Ethan was trying (and failing) to focus on a documentary.

Alex: Change of plans tonight, baby. I’m bringing him back to your place. Make sure the sheets are fresh and the bed is made. Then go to the guest bedroom, turn the lights off, and leave the door slightly open. I want you close enough to hear how loud I moan for him… but far enough that you remember who you belong to. Be my good boy and stay quiet. I’ll come get you when we’re done.

Ethan’s hands shook as he changed the sheets on his own bed. When everything was ready, he went to the guest bedroom, turned off the lights, and left the door cracked open just as she’d instructed.

He sat on the edge of the guest bed in the dark, locked, aching, waiting.

Twenty minutes later he heard the front door open. Laughter. Alex’s low, throaty voice mixed with a deeper male one. Footsteps moved down the hallway toward his bedroom.

Then the sounds began.

The wet slide of kisses. Clothes hitting the floor. The unmistakable creak of his own bed as they fell onto it.

Through the narrow crack in the door, Ethan could just barely see the outline of them — two silhouettes moving together in the low light. The man’s broad back. Alex’s legs wrapping around his waist. The rhythmic motion of their bodies as he pushed inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so wet already,” the man growled.

Alex moaned softly. “That’s because I’ve been thinking about this all day…”

The rhythm started slow, then built — skin slapping skin, the wet sounds of him fucking her, Alex’s breathy gasps turning into full, shameless moans.

“Oh god… you’re so big… yes, just like that…”

Through the crack, Ethan watched the shadowy outline of the man’s hips driving forward, Alex’s back arching, her hands gripping the sheets on his bed.

Then the bull’s voice got rougher, deeper, losing control.

“Fuck… this pussy feels too good… I’m gonna fill you up… gonna breed this tight little cunt…”

Alex’s moan turned into a broken sob of pleasure.

“Yes… fuck, yes… breed me… fill me deep…”

The sounds grew frantic — harder thrusts, the bed slamming, Alex coming with a loud, shattered cry as the man growled and emptied inside her.

Silence fell for a few moments, broken only by heavy breathing.

Then the front door opened and closed. The bull was gone.

Soft footsteps approached the guest bedroom.

Alex pushed the door open gently. She was still flushed, hair messy, wearing nothing but one of his button-down shirts, unbuttoned. There were faint red marks on her neck and thighs.

She stepped inside, closed the door behind her, and walked straight to him.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered, pulling him into her arms.

She held him tight, stroking his hair, kissing his temple.

“I know that was a lot,” she said softly. “He got carried away… started talking about breeding me. Filling me up. I came so hard when he said it.”

She tilted his chin up so he could see her eyes.

“But remember what I told you? I had an IUD put in right after the divorce. Can’t get pregnant while it’s in. It was just dirty talk… It made me come harder, but it doesn’t change anything between us.”

She brushed her thumb across his lower lip, green eyes soft but fiercely possessive.

“You’re the only one I would ever let get that close, baby.”

She kissed him gently, then deeper, letting him taste the faint salt of her exertion.

“You were such a good boy for me tonight,” she murmured against his lips. “Waiting in the dark, listening to another man fuck me in your bed… I’m so proud of you.”

Her hand slid down to cup the cage, feeling how desperately he was straining.

“Still locked and aching for your Queen,” she whispered, voice turning teasing and affectionate. “That’s exactly how I want you.”

Ethan stayed quiet for a long moment, heart still racing, body trembling against hers. Then, in a small, hoarse voice, he whispered:

“I think… I’m becoming addicted to it.”

Alex stilled, then pulled back just enough to look at him, her fingers gently stroking his cheek.

“Addicted to what, baby?”

He swallowed hard, eyes glassy with emotion.

“The angst. The jealousy. Hearing you with someone else… knowing you let him fuck me in my bed… and then you come back to me like this. The way it hurts and turns me on at the same time. The reclaiming. All of it. I hate how much I love it.”

Alex’s expression softened into something tender and fiercely possessive. She kissed him slowly, deeply, tasting the vulnerability on his tongue.

“Oh, my sweet boy,” she murmured against his lips. “There’s nothing wrong with that. That ache you feel? That’s me owning you. And the fact that you’re starting to crave it… that’s one of the most beautiful things you could ever give me.”

She pulled him tighter against her chest, letting him feel her heartbeat.

“You’re allowed to be addicted to it,” she whispered. “Because I’m addicted to you — to the way you surrender, to the way you wait, to the way you love me even when it hurts. We’re going to keep exploring this together. Slowly. Safely. And I’m never going to let you feel ashamed for wanting it.”

She kissed the top of his head, voice dropping into that warm, dominant purr he was learning to crave.

“Now close your eyes, baby. Dream about me while you’re still locked and full of everything you just heard. Tomorrow we spin the wheel again… and see how much deeper we can go.”

Alex

As Ethan drifted off in her arms, still locked, still trembling from everything he’d heard and glimpsed, Alex smiled into the darkness.

He was getting so beautifully broken in.

And she was falling harder for him with every surrender.

She kissed the top of his head and whispered, too quietly for him to hear:

“My perfect boy… you’re going to look so good belonging to me.”


Chapter 18

Friday night felt different in the best and worst ways.

Alex had agreed to join him and a few of his work friends for drinks at a casual rooftop bar downtown. It was supposed to be low-key.

But nothing felt low-key anymore.

When she walked in, she looked like sin in a little black dress that hugged every curve. Her auburn hair was down in loose waves.

She spotted him immediately and her eyes lit up with that familiar mix of affection and mischief.

“There’s my favorite network guy,” she said, sliding onto the stool beside him and pressing a soft kiss to his cheek — just long enough for his friends to notice and grin.

No one knew he was locked in a steel cage under his slacks. No one knew he had spent the morning carefully shaving Alex smooth so she could feel every inch of whatever happened later tonight. No one knew he was already half-hard just from the way her thigh brushed his under the high-top table.

About an hour in, her hand slid under the table and rested high on his thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles dangerously close to the cage.

She leaned in while his friends were laughing at one of Derek’s stories, voice low enough that only he could hear.

“Having fun, baby?”

Ethan swallowed hard. “Trying to.”

Alex’s smile turned wicked. She gave his thigh a gentle squeeze.

“Good. Because I’m having a lot of fun knowing you’re sitting here locked and aching while you’re out with your friends. No one has any idea what a perfect, obedient cuck you’re being for me right now.”

Her fingers drifted higher, brushing the hard edge of the cage through his pants. Ethan’s breath hitched.

She pulled her hand back just as Mike asked her a question about divorce law, seamlessly rejoining the conversation like nothing had happened.

Over the next hour she sent him two texts under the table:

Alex: Feel how wet I am just from knowing you’re suffering so beautifully for me in front of your friends. Alex: If you’re very good, maybe I’ll let you taste me later… after someone else has had me.

When the group finally started to break up around midnight, Alex lingered behind with him.

She waited until his friends were out of earshot, then stepped close, pressing her body against his.

“Such a good boy tonight,” she whispered, brushing her lips against his ear. “Sitting here locked and quiet while I enjoyed myself with your friends. I’m so proud of you.”

She kissed his cheek, then added softly, “Go home, baby. Get the bed ready. I’ll be there soon… and I might have a few stories for you.”

She gave his cage one last teasing pat through his pants and walked away toward her car, hips swaying with that confident grace that always left him breathless.

Ethan stood on the sidewalk for a long moment, watching her go, the night air cool against his flushed skin.

He was becoming addicted to this — the waiting, the teasing, the quiet humiliation mixed with her affection.

And the scariest part?

He didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter 19

Saturday morning in Alex’s bedroom felt charged with a different kind of electricity.

The one-week lock was officially over, but the Wheel of Denial still sat on the nightstand like a quiet promise.

Alex stood before him wearing nothing but a short silk robe the color of midnight.

She reached for the elegant wooden spinner, gave it a playful flick with her fingertip, and watched it whirl for a moment. Then, with calm certainty, she caught it in her palm before it could land and set it gently aside.

“Actually… no,” she said softly, her voice warm but decisive. “The wheel stays silent this weekend.”

Ethan’s breath caught. His caged cock twitched visibly between his thighs. “What… what does that mean?”

Alex stepped closer, the silk whispering against her skin. She cupped his jaw with one hand, thumb brushing slowly across his lower lip as she looked down at him with those vivid green eyes — affectionate, possessive, and utterly sure.

“It means I’ve decided what I want,” she murmured. “No spinning. No chance. Just my choice.”

She let the silence stretch, savoring the way his breathing shallowed.

“We’re going away, baby. Just you and me. A little cabin I rented in the Smokies. No work. No distractions. No bulls. No denial schedule. I’m unlocking you for the entire weekend… but don’t get too excited.” Her smile turned wicked, though her gaze stayed soft. “I still own every inch of you. This is my risk. My gift. My way of showing you how much I want all of you — not just the parts that ache and obey.”

Ethan blinked up at her, surprise and nervous excitement warring across his face. “Unlocked… the whole weekend?”

Alex nodded, leaning down until her forehead rested lightly against his. “Yes. And there’s one more thing.” She kissed him softly, then pulled back just enough to hold his gaze. “I want you to move in with me when we get back. No more separate apartments. No more nights wondering whose bed we’ll end up in. I want to wake up next to you. I want you there when I’m getting ready for a date… and I want you there when I come home, still locked and aching for your Queen. I want this to be real. Messy. Ours.”

Her voice dropped to that low, velvet purr he had come to crave. “So I’m asking you to take a risk with me, Ethan. Say yes, and this weekend becomes the beginning of something deeper. Say yes, and you become mine in every way that matters.”

Ethan’s throat worked visibly. His hazel eyes were glassy with emotion, but there was no hesitation when he finally answered.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice rough with feeling. “God, yes. I want that. I want all of it… with you.”

Alex’s smile bloomed, radiant and fierce. She pulled him to his feet, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him deeply — slow, claiming, full of promise. When she finally drew back, her fingers were already working the tiny key at her throat.

“Good boy,” she breathed against his lips as the lock clicked open. “Pack light. We leave in two hours.”


Chapter 20

The fire in the stone hearth had burned down to glowing embers, casting the cabin’s loft bedroom in soft, flickering gold. Outside the tall windows, the Smoky Mountains slept under a blanket of stars, the night air cool and pine-scented against the glass.

She didn’t rush.

Alex undressed him with deliberate patience, as if unwrapping something precious she had no intention of sharing with the world tonight. Her fingers traced every ridge of muscle, every shallow breath he took, while the distant call of an owl drifted through the open crack of the window.

When they were both bare, she pushed him gently back onto the wide couch that faced the hearth and climbed over him, straddling his hips. She sank down onto his cock with a long, satisfied sigh — not the frantic bounce of a woman chasing release, but a slow, rolling glide that let her feel every inch of him settling home.

This wasn’t the rough, bruising fucking she craved from other men on her nights out.

This was something sweeter. Tender. Almost reverent.

She rode him with unhurried waves of her hips, eyes never leaving his. Her hands braced on his chest, fingers tracing lazy patterns over his skin as if memorizing him all over again in this quiet mountain sanctuary that was now theirs.

“You feel so perfect like this,” she breathed, voice husky with affection. “After someone else has used me… after I’ve been stretched and filled and marked… you still feel like home.”

Ethan’s hands gripped her hips, trembling. The contrast hit him like a drug — the raw, animal nights she spent with bulls versus this gentle, loving connection that only existed between them. His eyes stung with emotion.

Alex leaned down, brushing her lips against his ear while her hips continued their slow, hypnotic rhythm.

“I love you,” she whispered, the words sinking into his skin like the warmth of the dying fire. “I love every part of you — the man who waits so beautifully for me, the boy who aches so sweetly, the one who’s learning to crave this life we’re building together.”

She kissed him deeply, her movements never speeding up, never turning frantic. This was lovemaking in its purest form — slow, claiming, and utterly possessive. Every roll of her hips said the same thing: You are mine. Even when I’m not yours alone.

When Ethan finally came, it was with a broken, quiet groan that seemed to rise from the deepest part of him. He spilled inside her in long, pulsing waves while Alex held him close, forehead pressed to his, whispering how much she loved him, how proud she was, how perfectly he completed her right here in the heart of the mountains.

Afterward, she stayed on top of him, stroking his damp hair, pressing soft kisses to his forehead, his closed eyelids, the corner of his mouth.

“You’re my safe place,” she murmured against his skin. “The only one who makes me feel like I can have everything I want — the fire, the freedom, the rough hands of other men — and still come back to this. Still be loved for exactly who I am. Don’t ever doubt how much that means to me.”

Ethan looked up at her, eyes glassy, voice thick. “I love being owned by you.”

The words hung between them, raw and honest and beautiful.

Alex’s breath caught. Her smile was radiant — tender and fiercely possessive all at once. She leaned down and kissed him slowly, deeply, tasting the surrender and the love on his tongue.

“Oh, my sweet boy,” she whispered. “That might be the most beautiful thing you’ve ever said to me.”

She rested her forehead against his, breathing him in, the firelight painting their joined bodies in warm gold and the mountain night pressing gently against the windows.

“Let’s do this,” she said softly. “Let’s stop pretending we’re just dating. Let’s make this real. Messy. Ours.”

Ethan nodded, arms tightening around her. “Yes. I’m yours.”

Alex smiled against his skin, holding him tighter than ever.

“My perfect Ethan,” she murmured. “We’re going to build something beautiful together.”


Chapter 21

Six months had passed since the cabin in the Smokies, and their life together had settled into a rhythm that felt both dangerously comfortable and exquisitely torturous.

Ethan now lived full-time in Alex’s sleek Gulch condo. His networking textbooks shared shelf space with her case files. Every Friday evening, like clockwork, he knelt on the thick rug in their bedroom with the shaving kit laid out beside him, preparing her for whatever the weekend had in store.

Tonight was no different.

Alex stood fresh from the shower, skin still dewy, wearing nothing but the short midnight silk robe she knew drove him crazy. She sat on the edge of their king-sized bed, leaned back on her elbows, and opened her legs with that effortless confidence that never failed to make his stomach flip.

“Careful tonight, baby,” she murmured, voice low and warm. “I’m seeing Marcus again. The architect. He told me last time he wants to bend me over the balcony of his loft and fuck me while the whole city watches from twenty floors below.”

Ethan’s hands trembled only slightly as he warmed the shaving cream between his palms and began to lather her mound with slow, reverent strokes. The titanium cage — a custom piece they’d upgraded to two months ago — felt heavier than usual between his thighs. He had been locked for ten days this time. Ten long, leaking, aching days.

Alex watched him with dark, affectionate eyes, one hand idly stroking his hair as the razor glided carefully over her skin.

“Mmm… that’s it. Make me perfectly smooth for him. I want him to bury his face between my legs and taste how well my husband takes care of me.” She let out a soft, pleased sigh when he leaned in to check his work, his warm breath ghosting across her clit. “He’s so thick, Ethan. Last time he stretched me so good I felt it for two days. And you… you just stayed home, locked and leaking, thinking about it. My perfect boy.”

The words landed like velvet-wrapped lightning. Ethan’s cock strained violently inside the cage, a fresh bead of pre-cum already dripping down the inside of the tube. He finished the last careful pass, wiped her clean with the warm towel, and then, because she expected it now, leaned forward and pressed a slow, worshipful kiss to her smooth, glistening pussy.

Alex’s fingers tightened gently in his hair.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “You always make me so pretty for them.”

She tugged him up until he was standing between her spread thighs. For a long moment she simply looked at him — hazel eyes glassy with need, cheeks flushed that beautiful shade of crimson she still loved to tease.

Then she reached for the delicate silver chain around her neck and pulled the tiny key free.

“Tonight,” she said softly, “I want something different.”

Ethan’s breath caught as she unlocked the cage with practiced fingers. The titanium fell away, and his cock sprang free — painfully hard, flushed dark, already leaking steadily. Alex wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, slow and possessive.

“On the bed, baby. On your back.”

He obeyed without hesitation. Alex shed the silk robe and climbed over him, straddling his hips. She didn’t sink down immediately. Instead she hovered, letting the slick heat of her bare pussy brush teasingly against the head of his cock while she reached into the nightstand drawer.

When she turned back, she held a small black velvet box in one hand.

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs.

Alex opened the box slowly, revealing two things nestled inside: a sleek, masculine titanium wedding band — simple, elegant, with a faint brushed finish — and, resting beside it on a delicate platinum chain, the tiny key to his new permanent chastity device.

She took the ring first and slid it onto his left ring finger, then fastened the chain around her own neck so the key rested warm between her breasts.

“Marry me, Ethan Kane,” she said, voice husky but steady, green eyes locked on his. “Be my husband. The man who fixes my Wi-Fi, brings me coffee, keeps me smooth for other men, and waits so beautifully while I get exactly what my body needs. I want your name on the door next to mine. I want to wake up next to you every morning knowing you’re mine in every way that matters. And I want this—” she tapped the key between her breasts “—to stay right here. Forever.”

Ethan’s throat worked, eyes stinging with sudden emotion. The weight of the ring felt heavier than the cage ever had. He reached up, hands trembling as they settled on her hips.

“I love you,” he breathed, voice cracking. “God, Alex… I love you so much. Yes. Yes to all of it.”

Alex’s smile bloomed — radiant, fierce, and deeply moved. She sank down onto him in one slow, claiming glide, taking every inch until she was seated fully, their bodies locked together.

“Then come for me, fiancé,” she whispered against his lips as she began to ride him with those unhurried, rolling waves she saved only for him. “Fill your future wife while I’m still thinking about how another man is going to fuck me tonight.”

Ethan lasted only a handful of strokes. The combination of her words, the ring on his finger, the key resting against her skin, and six months of deepening surrender crashed over him. He came with a broken groan, spilling deep inside her while she held him close, kissing him through every pulse, every shudder.

When the last tremor faded, Alex stayed on top of him, stroking his damp hair, pressing soft kisses to his forehead, his closed eyelids, the new ring on his finger.

“My sweet, strong, submissive husband-to-be,” she murmured, voice thick with affection. “We’ll keep it small. Rooftop in the Gulch, close friends only. And on our wedding night…” She smiled against his skin, wicked and tender all at once. “I already have the perfect best man in mind. Tall. Married. Very gifted. You’ll help me pick the lingerie I wear for him, won’t you, baby? You’ll make sure I’m perfectly smooth and ready before he takes me apart… and then you’ll wait so beautifully while I come home dripping for you.”

Ethan let out a shaky, helpless laugh that sounded half like a sob.

“Yes,” he whispered, arms tightening around her. “Anything. Everything. I’m yours.”

Alex kissed him deeply, slow and claiming, the taste of surrender and love mingling on their tongues.

“Good boy,” she purred against his lips. “My perfect Ethan. We’re going to have it all.”

She rested her forehead against his, the key warm between her breasts, the new ring glinting on his finger, and whispered the words that sealed everything they had built:

“And I’m never letting you go.”


Chapter 22

The rooftop ceremony had been perfect — small, intimate, bathed in that soft Nashville twilight that made the Gulch look like it was glowing just for them. Only thirty people. Close friends, a few colleagues who suspected but would never dare ask, and one very tall, very married architect named Marcus who had smiled at Ethan with quiet, knowing amusement when Alex introduced him as “our best man.”

Alex had looked devastating in a backless ivory silk dress that clung to every curve. Ethan had barely been able to breathe when she walked toward him. The titanium band on his left hand had felt heavier than the custom cage she’d locked him back into the night before their rehearsal dinner.

Now the reception was winding down. String lights twinkled overhead. Laughter floated on the warm September air. And Alex had already slipped her hand into Ethan’s, squeezing once — their private signal.

They left early.

The penthouse suite at the Thompson Hotel waited for them, booked under Mr. and Mrs. Kane.

When the elevator doors opened on the top floor, Marcus was already there, leaning against the marble console with a glass of whiskey in hand.

Alex didn’t waste time on small talk.

She turned to Ethan first, cupped his face with both hands, and kissed him slow and deep — claiming him in front of the other man.

“Be a good boy tonight, husband,” she whispered against his lips. “Sit right there and watch how your wife gets fucked on our wedding night… Mr. Kane.”

She pointed to the wide upholstered chair near the floor-to-ceiling windows. Ethan’s legs felt unsteady as he obeyed, lowering himself into the seat still wearing his tuxedo shirt and slacks, the titanium cage tight and unforgiving beneath the fine fabric.

Alex turned to Marcus with that wicked, effortless smile.

“Strip me,” she said simply.

Marcus moved behind her, sliding the thin straps of her wedding dress off her shoulders. The silk pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but strappy ivory heels and the delicate platinum chain around her neck — the tiny key to Ethan’s cage resting warm between her breasts like a trophy.

Marcus’s hands roamed over her body with open hunger. He cupped her breasts, thumbed her nipples until she sighed, then slid one hand down between her legs.

“Already so wet,” he murmured against her neck. “Your husband does good work.”

“He does,” Alex agreed, voice husky. She locked eyes with Ethan across the room. “He shaved me smooth this morning. Made sure I’d be perfect for you… Mr. Kane.”

Marcus guided her to the king-sized bed. He took his time at first — spreading her open, burying his face between her thighs while she moaned low and throaty, fingers tangled in his dark hair. Ethan watched every lick, every flick of Marcus’s tongue, every time Alex’s hips rolled up to chase more pleasure. The sounds were obscene and beautiful: wet, hungry, unashamed.

When Marcus finally rose, cock thick and hard, he flipped Alex onto her hands and knees so she faced her husband.

“Watch,” she breathed, eyes never leaving Ethan’s. “Watch him fuck your wife… Mr. Kane.”

Marcus pushed inside her in one long, steady thrust. Alex’s mouth fell open on a broken moan. The bed began to move. Skin slapped skin. Her breasts swayed with every deep stroke. Marcus fucked her harder, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangled in her auburn hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp.

“God, you feel so good,” he growled. “So tight… even after your sweet husband keeps you ready for me.”

Alex’s moans grew louder, filthier. “Harder… fuck me like you own it tonight.” Her eyes stayed locked on Ethan, glassy with pleasure and love. “He does, baby. He owns this pussy right now… and you own my heart, Mr. Kane.”

The words hit Ethan like lightning. His caged cock throbbed painfully, leaking steadily into the titanium tube. He gripped the arms of the chair, breathing ragged, unable to look away.

Marcus drove into her relentlessly until Alex came with a shattered cry, back arching, fingers twisting in the sheets. Marcus followed seconds later, burying himself deep and groaning as he filled her — long, pulsing thrusts that left her dripping when he finally pulled out.

For a moment the only sound was heavy breathing.

Then Alex rolled onto her back, legs still spread, cum already beginning to leak from her well-fucked pussy. She beckoned Ethan with two fingers.

“Come here, husband.”

He crossed the room on shaky legs. Alex guided him down between her thighs, one hand gentle in his hair.

“Clean me,” she whispered, voice soft but commanding. “Taste what he left inside your wife on our wedding night… Mr. Kane.”

Ethan leaned in. The taste was overwhelming — her familiar sweetness mixed with the thick, salty evidence of another man. He licked her slowly, reverently, savoring every drop while Alex stroked his hair and murmured praise.

“That’s it… good boy… such a perfect husband. Look at you, cleaning up after him like you were born for it, Mr. Kane.”

When she was satisfied, she tugged him up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself and Marcus on his tongue.

Marcus dressed quietly, offered a respectful nod to Ethan, and slipped out with a final, “Congratulations again, Mr. Kane.”

The door clicked shut.

Alex pulled Ethan onto the bed with her, straddling him in one fluid motion. She reached behind her neck, unfastened the platinum chain, and held the tiny key between them.

“Tonight,” she said, eyes shining, “I want my husband inside me.”

She unlocked the cage. His cock sprang free, aching and desperate. Alex sank down onto him slowly, enveloping him in slick, cum-warmed heat. She rode him with those same unhurried, rolling waves she had used in the cabin — tender, possessive, intimate.

“I love you,” she breathed against his lips, hips moving in slow, claiming circles. “My sweet, devoted, beautifully broken husband. I love how you wait. I love how you ache. I love that you let me have everything I need and still come home to you… Mr. Kane.”

Ethan’s hands gripped her hips, the new wedding band glinting on his finger. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

“I love you too,” he whispered, voice raw. “More than anything… Mrs. Kane.”

Alex smiled — radiant, fierce, and deeply moved — and kissed him through his climax, holding him close as he spilled deep inside her, mixing with what Marcus had left. She followed moments later, trembling around him, whispering his name like a prayer.

Afterward, they lay tangled together, sweat cooling on their skin, city lights sparkling beyond the windows. Alex traced the titanium band on his finger with her thumb, the key now resting on the nightstand beside them.

“This is us,” she murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his chest. “Messy. Hot. Completely ours. And I’m never letting you go… Mr. Kane.”

Ethan pulled her tighter against him, heart still racing.

“Never,” he agreed.

In the quiet that followed, Alex smiled against his skin — that low, throaty laugh he loved vibrating through her chest.

“Welcome to forever, Mr. Kane.”


Epilogue

Eighteen months after the wedding

The late afternoon light poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows of their Gulch condo, warm and golden, catching on the gentle swell of Alex’s belly.

She was six months pregnant — glowing, powerful, and still unmistakably the Queen.

Ethan knelt on the thick rug in front of her, hands steady as he carefully lathered and shaved her smooth. The titanium cage between his thighs felt heavier than ever; she had kept him locked almost continuously since she had the IUD removed ten months earlier.

Alex watched him in the mirror, one hand resting protectively on her rounded stomach, the other gently stroking his hair.

“You were so patient while I healed,” she murmured, voice low and velvet. “I had the IUD taken out quietly… just for us. For you. I wanted to feel what it was like to let my husband breed me after years of taking everything else from other men.”

She smiled at the memory, green eyes darkening.

“Remember the weekend I unlocked you after the doctor gave the all-clear? I rode you for hours in the cabin, whispering every filthy breeding fantasy I’d ever had. Told you I wanted you to fill me until it took. You came so deep, so many times… and two months later the test turned positive. Bulls can stretch me, fuck me senseless, pump me full… but only my sweet, locked, devoted husband got to put a baby in me.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The cage throbbed. He leaned in and pressed a slow, worshipful kiss to her freshly shaved mound, just above where their daughter was growing.

Alex sighed softly, fingers tightening in his hair.

“That’s it, baby. Kiss the belly you filled.”

She tugged him gently to his feet, turned them both toward the mirror, and cupped his face with both hands. Her voice dropped to that intimate, throaty whisper he lived for.

“Thank you, Mr. Kane… for fulfilling my true breeding fantasy.”

The words landed like warm velvet. Ethan’s eyes stung with emotion. For a moment he couldn’t speak — only feel the weight of the titanium band on his finger, the collar at his throat, and the life growing inside the woman who still owned him completely.

Alex kissed him deeply, slow and claiming, then rested her forehead against his.

“I kept my freedom. I still date. I still come home dripping from Marcus or whoever else I choose. But I chose to have the IUD removed… so you could breed your wife while she stays your Queen.”

She tapped the titanium cage with one manicured nail, smiling wickedly.

“Locked until our daughter is here… and maybe longer. I like knowing my husband stays desperate and aching while I grow the life only he was allowed to give me.”

Alex rested both hands on her swollen belly, eyes soft yet fiercely possessive.

“I wanted it all — the fire, the freedom, the rough hands of other men… and the man who would kneel, wait, and still breed me when I decided the time was right.”

She kissed him once more, that low, throaty laugh vibrating against his mouth.

“Now finish getting me ready, Mr. Kane. Marcus will be here soon. And tonight, when he’s inside me, I want you thinking about how only you got to knock up your wife.”

Ethan dropped back to his knees without hesitation, heart hammering, already aching in the exact way she loved best.

Because Alex Kane had it all.

And Ethan Kane was the lucky man who got to give it to her — forever.


Bonus Scene – Late-Night Cravings

Eight months pregnant, Alex lay sprawled across their bed, naked and radiant under the low lamplight. Her belly was a lush, heavy curve that rose and fell with every breath. Her breasts had grown fuller, nipples dark and hypersensitive, the platinum chain with the tiny key resting warm between them like a promise. She stretched languidly, one hand cradling the swell where their daughter kicked.

“Oil me, Mr. Kane,” she commanded softly, voice husky with that pregnancy-thick need that never seemed to fade.

Ethan knelt beside the bed, titanium cage straining between his thighs. Six weeks locked this time — her new favorite baseline since she had the IUD removed. He warmed the oil between his palms and began at her ankles, working upward with reverent strokes. When he reached her belly, Alex moaned low and throaty, guiding his hands in slow circles over the taut skin.

“Mmm… that’s it, baby. Feel how full I am. How round you made me.” She smirked down at him, green eyes sparkling with wicked delight. “Marcus says my pregnant pussy feels even tighter now. Wetter. Like it’s gripping him harder because it knows it already got what it needed from you.”

Later that night, after Marcus had arrived and taken her with careful but powerful thrusts — fucking her on her side while she moaned loud enough for the whole building to hear, one hand on her belly, eyes locked on Ethan the entire time — Alex lay flushed and dripping on the sheets.

Ethan cleaned her thoroughly, tongue gentle and devoted, savoring the thick, salty mix of her arousal and another man’s release while she stroked his hair and whispered praise.

When the bull had gone, Alex pulled Ethan up and straddled him, sinking down to grind slowly against the hard, unyielding cage. She rolled her hips in those unhurried waves she saved only for him, her pregnant belly pressed warmly to his chest, the key swaying between her breasts.

She reached for the chain, dangling the tiny key teasingly above his lips, then leaned down until her mouth brushed his ear.

“Thank you, Mr. Kane… for fulfilling my true breeding fantasy,” she whispered, voice husky and tender. “You gave me the baby I wanted… while still letting me have everything else I crave.”

Ethan groaned helplessly, hips twitching against the cage.

Alex smiled against his skin, then kissed him slow and deep.

“But I’m not done wanting, baby. Once she’s here… I might want another. And who knows? Maybe I’ll let you breed me again… or maybe I’ll find a bull who wants to roleplay knocking up an already-pregnant hotwife.” She nipped his bottom lip. “Either way, you’ll stay right here — locked, collared, and aching for your Queen.”

She fastened the key back around her neck and rolled her hips once more, laughing softly as he trembled beneath her.

“Get some rest, Mr. Kane. The real fun starts after the delivery… and I already have the perfect bull in mind for my postpartum welcome-home fuck.”

To Be Continued
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