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Chapter 1: The Spark

Emily’s wineglass trembled in her grip, the cabernet’s legs sliding slow and syrupy down the crystal like the slick heat already pooling between her thighs. Friday night, the house quiet except for the refrigerator’s low hum and the occasional creak of old floorboards exhaling the day’s warmth. The faint cedar scent of their laundry detergent lingered in the air, mixing with the ghost of Thai take-out still clinging to their fingers.

David sprawled beside her on the couch, one arm draped along the backrest, fingertips idly grazing the strap of her tank top. His skin smelled faintly of bergamot soap from that morning’s shower. They’d demolished pad kee mao straight from the cartons, laughed about his boss’s passive-aggressive email, and now the second bottle of wine was bleeding into its final third.

Her laptop glowed open on the ottoman like a guilty heartbeat. She’d meant to close the tab.

The memory hit her like a slap—Megan’s voice, slurred and wicked, three weeks ago outside The Rusty Anchor. The neon buzz of happy hour bleeding into the parking lot, cigarette smoke curling under sodium lights. Megan slamming her fourth vodka soda, wedding ring glinting as she gestured wildly.

“I’m telling you, Em, it’s like... addictive.”

Emily had raised an eyebrow. “What is?”

Megan had leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial hiss. “Tyrone’s dick.”

Emily had choked on her gin and tonic. “Jesus, Meg—”

“Shhh!” Megan had dragged her outside by the wrist. The night air hit them—cool, damp, smelling of fryer grease and wet asphalt. They lit cigarettes under the awning, the cherry glow painting Megan’s face red.

Megan exhaled smoke like a dragon. “I’m married. I know. But Mark’s been working late every night, and Tyrone... God. He’s six-five, built like a linebacker, and his cock—” She spread her hands, eyes wide. “—like this thick. I measured it once. Nine and a half inches. Veins like fucking ropes.”

Emily’s cigarette had trembled between her fingers. “You measured it?”

“With a ruler. Against my forearm. From elbow to wrist, Em. Elbow to wrist.” Megan laughed, sloppy and delighted. “I hate blowjobs. Always have. Mark begs, I fake gag reflux. But with Tyrone? I crave it. I drool just thinking about it. The way it hits the back of my throat, the stretch, the way he grabs my hair and fucks my face until mascara runs—”

Emily’s thighs had clenched involuntarily. A pulse throbbed between her legs, sudden and traitorous.

Megan kept going, voice slurred but vivid. “He bends me over his kitchen counter, hikes my skirt, no panties—never wear panties around him—and just rails me. I cum four, five times before he even thinks about finishing. My legs shake so bad I can’t walk after. Last week he made me squirt on his hardwood floor. I had to mop it up with my own thong.”

Emily’s mouth had gone dry. She pictured it: prim, married Megan on her knees, throat bulging, pussy dripping down her thighs while her husband sat in traffic.

“You’re... not worried Mark will find out?”

Megan shrugged, took a final drag, flicked the butt into the dark. “He suspects. Doesn’t care. Or maybe he gets off on it. Who knows.” She grinned, wicked. “You should try it. Just once. Find a bull. Let him wreck you while David watches. Bet he’d cum in his pants.”

Emily had laughed it off. But the image lodged in her brain like shrapnel: a faceless Black god splitting her open, David’s eyes wide, cock leaking, helpless.

That night, she’d masturbated in the shower, fingers frantic, imagining Tyrone’s cock—Tyrone who didn’t exist—stretching her until she screamed. She came so hard her knees buckled, water pounding her back like punishment.

She hadn’t told David.

Now, three weeks later, David’s gaze flicked from the laptop to her face. “You left something up.”

Heat detonated across her chest, blooming up her throat. “It’s nothing. Just... research.”

“Research,” he echoed, amused. He leaned forward, clicked the last tab. The thumbnail loaded in brutal high-def: a pale woman on her knees, lips stretched obscene around a thick, veiny Black shaft. Drool strung from her chin to the bull’s heavy balls. The title screamed—BBC BREEDS HOTWIFE WHILE CUCK FILMS.

Emily lunged for the laptop, but David’s hand closed over hers—warm, firm, unhurried. “Hey. I’m not mad.” His thumb stroked the inside of her wrist, right over the frantic pulse. “When did this start?”

She swallowed. The wine tasted suddenly metallic. Megan’s voice echoed—elbow to wrist.

David studied her. The flush staining her collarbones. The way her thighs pressed together under the fleece throw, the subtle rock of her hips. He knew that look—had seen it the first time they’d tried anal, the night she’d begged him to spank her until her ass glowed crimson and she sobbed into the pillow.

“Play it,” he said.

“David—”

“Play it.”

Her finger trembled over the spacebar. The video unfurled: low volume, but the sounds punched through the room anyway—wet, rhythmic slurps; the wife’s muffled whimpers; a deep, guttural growl—“Take it all, you filthy little slut.”

Emily’s breath snagged. On screen, the bull’s hips snapped forward, balls slapping the wife’s chin with a wet thwack-thwack-thwack. The husband knelt three feet away, cock locked in pink plastic, whispering broken encouragement: “That’s it, baby... choke on him for me.”

David shifted. The front of his sweatpants tented, the outline of his cock straining against gray cotton. He didn’t hide it. Didn’t apologize.

Emily’s nipples stiffened to aching points beneath her tank, the fabric rasping with every shallow breath. Between her legs, a sudden gush of slickness soaked the crotch of her shorts. She could smell herself now—musky, sharp, Megan’s thong on the floor.

“Pause it,” David said, voice rough as gravel.

She did. The frozen frame showed the wife’s eyes rolled back, mascara streaked in inky rivers, lips glossy with spit and pre-cum.

David’s hand slid to Emily’s thigh, thumb tracing the soft crease where leg met torso. The heat of his palm branded her. “You like the idea of that? Being her?”

Emily’s laugh cracked. “It’s just porn.”

“But your cunt doesn’t lie.” His fingers inched higher, brushing the damp cotton clinging to her folds. “Jesus fucking Christ, Em. You’re drenched.”

She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper. The room smelled of curry, merlot, and the thick, animal scent of her own arousal.

David’s voice dropped to a growl. “Tell me.”

“I...” The words stuck. She forced them out. “Sometimes I imagine it’s me. On my knees. Someone bigger. Rougher. While you—”

“While I what?”

“Watch.” The confession hung between them, obscene and electric.

David’s cock jerked visibly, a wet spot blooming at the tip. He exhaled through his teeth. “Fuck.”

They stared. Five years of marriage, and Megan’s drunken confession had cracked them open.

Emily set the laptop aside with shaking hands. “We could... role-play it. Just us.”

David’s eyes went black with hunger. “Now?”

She nodded.

He stood, pulled her up by the wrist. In the bedroom, he killed the overhead light, leaving only the amber glow of the bedside lamp. Shadows licked the walls. Emily’s pulse thundered in her ears as David rummaged in the nightstand, came up with two silk scarves—souvenirs from Marrakesh, crimson and unused.

“Sit,” he said, nodding to the antique armchair in the corner.

She obeyed, knees jelly. David looped the scarves around her wrists, knotting them to the armrests—not tight, just enough to bite deliciously into her skin. Then the blindfold: cool silk sliding over her eyelids, plunging her into darkness.

“Safe word?” he murmured, lips brushing the shell of her ear. His breath was hot, wine-sweet.

“Red,” she whispered.

He stepped back. She heard the rustle of cotton, the soft thud of his knees hitting the rug. Then silence—thick, pregnant.

Her skin prickled. Every nerve ending screamed.

“Describe him,” David said finally, voice ragged. “Your bull.”

Emily licked her lips, tasting the ghost of cabernet. “Six-five. Skin like midnight. Cock like a forearm. He’d rip my panties off, spread me so wide my hips scream. Fuck me until I squirt on the floor. You’d watch my belly bulge with every thrust.”

David’s breathing turned ragged. The shlick-shlick-shlick of his fist on his cock filled the room, faster now.

“He’d make me choke on it,” she continued, voice gaining filthy confidence. “Fuck my throat until I cry. You’d see the outline in my neck. Then he’d breed me—pump me full while you kneel, leaking in your cage.”

David’s control shattered. He crossed the room in two strides, ripped the blindfold off. Emily blinked up at him—pupils blown, cheeks flushed crimson, cock flushed darker, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum that dripped onto the rug in fat, clear beads.

He untied her wrists with frantic fingers, hauled her to the bed. They didn’t speak. He shoved her tank top up to her neck, mouth latching onto her left nipple with a wet, obscene suck. Teeth grazed the peak; tongue lashed it mercilessly. Emily arched, a keening sound ripping from her throat.

David’s hands clawed her shorts down her hips, the elastic snapping against her skin. He spread her thighs wide, stared at the mess between them—her shaved lips puffy, glistening, clit swollen and begging.

“Look at this greedy little cunt,” he snarled. “Fucking weeping for a cock that isn’t mine.”

He plunged three fingers inside her without warning, curling hard against her front wall. Emily’s hips bucked; a fresh gush of slick coated his hand.

He flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up until she was on all fours, ass in the air, face mashed into the duvet. The scent of their earlier laundry—clean cotton and her own dried arousal from a morning quickie—filled her lungs.

David’s cock nudged her entrance—hot, velvet-wrapped steel, smaller than the fantasy but familiar, hers. He slammed in to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

Emily screamed into the pillow, the stretch perfect and punishing. David fucked her like a man possessed—hips snapping, balls slapping her clit with every stroke, the wet schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy obscene in the quiet room.

One hand fisted in her hair, wrenching her head back. The other rained sharp, stinging slaps across her ass—crack, crack, crack—each one leaving a blooming handprint.

“Say it again,” he growled, voice shredded.

“He’d ruin me for you,” she sobbed, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Split me open. Fill me up until I leak for days. You’d lick his cum out of me after—taste how much better he is.”

David’s rhythm stuttered. He buried himself deep, cock pulsing as he came with a guttural roar, flooding her with heat. The clench of her walls milked him dry, greedy for every drop.

But Emily wasn’t done. She shoved him onto his back, straddled his face before he could catch his breath. “Make me cum thinking about him.”

David’s tongue dove into her without hesitation, lapping his own spend mixed with her juices—salty, tangy, filthy. Emily ground down, smearing herself across his mouth, nose, chin. She reached back, spread her ass cheeks so he could see his cum dripping from her hole.

“Imagine it’s Tyrone,” she panted. “Holding my thighs open while you clean me. Watching you swallow his load like a good little cuck.”

David groaned into her pussy, the vibration sending sparks up her spine. His tongue flicked her clit in tight, ruthless circles. Emily’s thighs clamped around his head; her fingers dug into his scalp.

She came with a sharp, shattered cry—hips jerking, pussy spasming, a hot rush of squirt flooding David’s mouth. He drank her down, throat working, until she collapsed forward, trembling.

After, they lay tangled, sweat cooling into a sticky sheen. David traced lazy circles over the small of her back, fingertips dipping into the dimples above her ass.

“So,” he said quietly, voice hoarse. “Role-play again tomorrow?”

Emily turned to look at him. His eyes held something new—hunger, yes, but also a fierce, possessive trust.

She smiled, slow and wicked. “With props.”

David’s cock twitched against her thigh, already half-hard again.

In the dark, Emily reached for her phone, opened the browser history she’d meant to delete. This time, she bookmarked the video.

Tomorrow, she’d order the dildo. Black. Thick. Veiny. Nine inches of silicone that would make David’s jaw drop.

And David—sweet, steady David—would watch her unwrap it, eyes wide, cock leaking, while she whispered exactly how she planned to use it—elbow to wrist.


Chapter 2: Whispered Confessions

Saturday morning tasted like coffee grounds and the metallic tang of anticipation. Emily’s bare feet stuck slightly to the hardwood as she crossed to the front door, pulse thudding in her throat. The discreet brown box waited on the welcome mat—PRIORITY OVERNIGHT, no return label, just a barcode that looked like a secret. She snatched it inside, slamming the door with her heel before Mrs. Henderson across the street could peer through her blinds.

David was still in the shower, humming some 90s alt-rock song off-key. Steam seeped under the bathroom door, thick with the sharp citrus bite of his body wash—bergamot and lime, the scent that always clung to his skin after sex. Emily locked herself in the guest room, the one they never used, its air stale with disuse and the faint lavender of forgotten potpourri. She set the box on the dresser like it might explode.

Her fingers trembled as she slit the tape. The cardboard sighed open. Black tissue paper, crinkling like a lover’s whisper. A velvet pouch, heavy. And him.

Nine and a half inches of midnight silicone—veins raised like braided rope, the head flared and angry, a plum-sized crown glistening with factory sheen. The shaft curved slightly upward, promising to drag against every secret ridge inside her. The balls were textured, heavy, realistic enough to slap skin. The suction cup base looked industrial—could anchor to marble, glass, David’s chest if she wanted.

Emily’s mouth went dry. She lifted it, the weight surprising—dense, unyielding. She pressed the head to her inner forearm. Elbow to wrist. Megan’s voice echoed in her skull, slurred and triumphant from three weeks ago: “From elbow to wrist, Em.” The memory flashed unbidden—the parking lot of The Rusty Anchor, neon bleeding into wet asphalt, Megan’s wedding ring catching the light as she spread her hands, cigarette dangling from her lips.

No. Focus.

She brought the dildo to her lips. The silicone was cool, faintly chemical. She licked the tip—tasteless, but the act sent a jolt straight to her clit. Her pussy clenched around nothing, a slow drip of arousal soaking the gusset of her cotton panties. She imagined Megan’s mouth stretched wide, mascara running, Tyrone’s cock pulsing against her tongue. The image made her knees weak.

Her phone buzzed on the dresser, sharp as a slap.

Megan. No text. Just an attachment.

Emily tapped it with a thumb slick from her own spit.

The photo loaded in merciless high-def: Megan’s pale hand wrapped around Tyrone’s cock. Her fingers—manicured, wedding ring glinting like a cruel diamond—couldn’t even begin to meet. The shaft dwarfed her grip, thicker than her wrist, veins bulging, a fat bead of pre-cum balanced at the slit like a pearl. The background was Megan’s kitchen counter, the same granite she’d bragged about mopping with her thong. A single droplet of her arousal glistened below, catching the overhead light.

Emily’s breath stopped. Her cunt gave a hard, involuntary spasm, a fresh gush of slickness flooding her thighs. She zoomed in—the ring. Megan’s marriage, reduced to a prop in a stranger’s grip. The shame should’ve burned. Instead, it ignited. She pictured David’s ring on her own finger, imagined it gleaming while Marcus’s cock split her open. Her nipples hardened to painful peaks against her tank top.

What kind of wife am I?

The thought flickered—guilt, sharp and fleeting—then drowned in the heat pooling low in her belly. She shoved the dildo back into the pouch, hid the box under the guest bed, and leaned against the door, thighs pressed together, trying to still the throb.

That evening, the house breathed low and secretive. Candles guttered on the dresser, throwing gold light across the walls. The curtains were drawn tight, the world outside reduced to the distant hum of a neighbor’s lawnmower. David sat at the kitchen island, scrolling work emails, tie loosened, unaware of the storm gathering.

Emily wore a silk robe the color of bruised plums—belt cinched tight, hem brushing mid-thigh, nothing underneath. The fabric whispered against her skin with every step, teasing her nipples into stiff peaks. She set a glass of cabernet in front of him, the stem cool between her fingers.

“We’re playing tonight,” she said.

David’s eyes flicked up, pupils already dilating. “Yeah?”

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of his ear, breath hot. “Chair. Bedroom. Ten minutes. Bring the scarves.”

His cock twitched against the seam of his jeans. “Yes, ma’am.”

David stepped into the bedroom and stopped dead. The antique chair had been dragged to the center of the rug, its carved arms gleaming. The crimson silk scarves lay coiled like sleeping adders. Emily stood by the bed, robe parted just enough to reveal the inner curve of one breast, the shadowed cleft between her legs. Her auburn hair spilled over one shoulder, catching the candlelight like fire.

“Strip,” she said, voice low, steady, dangerous.

He obeyed—shirt buttons popping in his haste, jeans kicked aside, boxers pooling at his ankles. His cock sprang free, flushed dark, the tip already slick. Emily circled him slow, predator-stalking, trailing a single fingernail down his spine. Gooseflesh erupted in its wake; his breath hitched.

“Sit.”

He sank into the chair. The wood was cool against his bare ass. Emily bound his wrists to the armrests—tight, the silk cutting delicate red lines into his skin. She knelt to tie his ankles to the legs, her hair brushing his thighs, her breath ghosting over his cock. It jerked, leaking a fat drop of pre-cum onto his abs.

She stood, let the robe slide from her shoulders. Naked. Her skin glowed ivory in the flickering light—full breasts heavy, nipples tight and rose-dark, the neat strip of auburn above her pussy glistening with arousal. She held the velvet pouch behind her back like a secret weapon.

“Close your eyes.”

David obeyed. Darkness. He heard the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of the pouch hitting the rug. Then—suction. A wet, obscene sound as something adhered to the hardwood between his spread knees. The air shifted; he smelled her—musk, wine, the faint lavender of her body lotion.

“Open.”

His eyes snapped open. The dildo stood proud—black, monstrous, veined, the head flared and glistening. It bobbed slightly from the force of the suction cup, a bead of lube Emily had slicked on catching the light.

“Jesus fuck,” he breathed.

Emily straddled it slowly, knees on either side of the base. Her pussy hovered an inch above the tip, lips puffy, dripping. A thin strand of arousal stretched from her clit to the head, trembling. She locked eyes with David.

“Meet Marcus,” she said, voice husky. “Nine and a half inches. Thick as my wrist. He’s going to wreck me while you watch.”

David’s cock jerked, untouched. A thin strand of pre-cum stretched from tip to thigh, snapping as he shifted.

Emily lowered herself. The head parted her folds—slow, relentless. Her breath hitched as the ridge popped past her entrance with a wet schlop. Inch by inch, she sank, lips stretching obscenely around the girth, the veins dragging against her walls. Her belly distended slightly, the outline of the shaft visible under her skin like a brand.

“Fuck—so big,” she moaned, voice cracking. “Look at it, baby. Look how he fills me. Your little dick could never.”

David groaned, hips straining against the scarves. His cock bobbed, desperate, another bead of pre-cum rolling down the shaft.

Emily bottomed out, the silicone balls pressed flush to her ass. She paused, letting her body adjust, inner muscles fluttering around the invasion. Her clit throbbed, swollen, begging. Then she began to ride—slow, grinding circles at first, hips rolling like a tide. The schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy filled the room, louder than the candles’ flicker, louder than David’s ragged breathing.

“See how wet I am for him?” she panted, voice trembling with effort. “He’s hitting spots you didn’t know existed. I can feel him in my throat.”

David’s eyes were glued to the junction—her pale lips gripping the black shaft, juices coating it in a glossy sheen, dripping down the balls to pool on the floor. His own cock wept openly now, a steady stream of pre-cum pooling on his abs, sliding into his navel.

Emily reached down, spread her lips wider with two fingers. Her clit was engorged, slick, pulsing. “Touch yourself,” she ordered. “Slow. But don’t you dare cum.”

David’s bound hand strained futilely. The scarves held fast. The frustration tore a whimper from his throat.

Emily laughed, breathless, cruel. “That’s right. You don’t get to. Only Marcus gets to make me cum.”

She rode harder, hips snapping, tits bouncing wild. The dildo’s veins dragged against her G-spot with every stroke, a relentless pressure that built like a storm. Her moans turned to cries—raw, animal, echoing off the walls.

“Gonna—fuck—gonna squirt—”

Her body seized. A violent gush erupted around the dildo, splashing David’s shins, the floor, the chair legs. She screamed, back arching, pussy clenching visibly around the shaft in rhythmic pulses. The squirt kept coming—hot, forceful, soaking the rug in a dark, spreading stain.

David’s cock pulsed dangerously. He bit his lip until he tasted blood, staving off the edge.

Emily didn’t stop. She ground down, chasing the aftershocks, then lifted almost off—only the head inside—before slamming back down. The second climax built faster, sharper.

“Look at me,” she gasped. “Watch me cum again on a cock that isn’t yours.”

David’s eyes burned. His balls drew tight, cockhead purple, leaking like a faucet.

Emily’s fingers flew to her clit, rubbing frantic circles. “He’d breed me right here,” she sobbed. “Fill me until I overflow. You’d lick it out—every drop—while he watches.”

The image shattered her. She came again—harder, a second gush arcing through the air, splattering David’s chest. Her pussy spasmed so violently the dildo nearly popped free.

David’s control snapped. His cock pulsed, untouched, shooting thick ropes of cum across his chest, his chin, the scarves. He roared, hips bucking, the chair creaking dangerously under the force.

Emily collapsed forward, forehead against his knee, still impaled. The dildo glistened with her release, the floor a slick mess. She looked up, eyes glassy, lips swollen.

“You came untouched,” she whispered, awed. “Just from watching me get fucked by a toy.”

David’s chest heaved, cum cooling on his skin. “Untie me. Now.”

She did, fingers fumbling with the knots. The second he was free, he yanked her into his lap, kissing her hard—tasting wine, sweat, her own juices smeared across her lips. His spent cock twitched against her thigh, smearing cum across her skin.

They stumbled to the bed, tangled and laughing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Emily grabbed her phone, opened an incognito tab, legs still trembling.

“Time to make it real,” she said.

David peered over her shoulder, breath hot on her neck. Swinger app. Filters: Seattle. Black. 8”+. Dominant.

Profiles loaded. Marcus—32, gym owner, 9.5”, verified photos. Cock pic: thick, curved upward, a bead of pre-cum at the slit like a promise. Bio: “Experienced bull. Cucks welcome to watch or film. Safe, sane, discreet.”

Emily’s pussy clenched around nothing. A fresh trickle of arousal slid down her thigh. She clicked his full album—shirtless gym selfies, a video of him stroking slowly, the camera angled to show every vein. Her fingers found her clit without thinking, rubbing slow circles.

David watched, transfixed. “Message him?”

She typed, one-handed: “Happily married. Curious. Can you host?”

Sent.

They stared at the screen, breathing hard. The dildo lay on the floor, still suctioned, glistening like a trophy.

Three dots appeared.

Marcus: “Tomorrow. 8pm. My loft downtown. Bring the husband. And a towel.”

Emily’s laugh was half-sob. She dropped the phone, rolled onto her back, legs spread. David’s cum still streaked her thighs. She plunged two fingers into herself, fucking slowly, eyes on Marcus’s cock pic.

“Watch me,” she whispered. “Watch me cum thinking about him.”

David knelt between her legs, cock hardening again, and obeyed.


Chapter 3: The Online Tease

(Expanded – 2,450 words)

Sunday evening tasted like ozone, nerves, and the faint copper of Emily’s bitten lip. She stood in their bedroom, silk robe half-open, phone propped on the dresser at perfect eye level. The screen glowed with Marcus’s incoming call—MARCUS (VIDEO). David sat on the edge of the bed in nothing but black boxer-briefs, palms slick with sweat against his thighs. His cock strained against the fabric, the soft foreskin peeking over the waistband like a shy secret.

Emily clicked ACCEPT.

Marcus filled the frame: shirtless, skin gleaming under loft lighting, muscles carved from granite. Behind him: exposed brick, floor-to-ceiling windows, the Seattle skyline glittering like spilled diamonds. A king bed loomed in the background, black sheets already rumpled, a single towel folded at the foot.

“Evening,” he rumbled, voice deep enough to vibrate through the phone’s speaker. His eyes—dark, predatory—locked on Emily. “You the curious wife?”

She swallowed. “Yes.”

David shifted. The movement drew Marcus’s gaze.

“And you’re the husband.” A slow grin. “Good. Stand up. Both of you.”

They obeyed. Emily’s robe slipped off one shoulder, revealing the swell of her breast, the hard peak of her nipple. David’s cock pushed fully over the waistband now, the foreskin bunched softly around the head, a bead of pre-cum balanced in the slit. Emily’s gaze flicked down—cute, she thought, but so small. The foreskin always made it look... unfinished. She imagined Marcus’s cock—circumcised, thick, the head proud and flared like a weapon. Her pussy clenched.

Marcus leaned closer to the camera. “Rules. You speak when I ask. You touch when I say. You cum when I allow. Understood?”

Emily’s voice cracked. “Yes, sir.”

David echoed, hoarse: “Yes, sir.”

Marcus’s grin widened. “Strip her.”

David’s hands shook as he untied Emily’s belt. The robe pooled at her feet. She stood naked—pale skin flushed rose, nipples tight and rose-dark, the neat auburn strip above her slit glistening. Marcus’s eyes raked her like hands.

“Beautiful. Turn around. Bend over the bed.”

Emily’s heart slammed against her ribs. She pivoted, bent at the waist, ass high. The cool air kissed her exposed folds; she felt herself drip onto the rug. David’s breath ghosted behind her—hot, ragged.

Marcus hummed approval. “Spread your cheeks.”

She reached back, fingers trembling, pulled herself open. Her pussy lips parted with a wet schlick, clit throbbing in the open air.

“David. Kneel behind her. Don’t touch. Just look.”

David dropped to his knees. His uncut cock bobbed between his legs, foreskin sliding back slightly to reveal the glistening head. Emily glanced over her shoulder—God, why does he have that extra skin? She imagined Marcus behind her, the smooth, thick head of his circumcised cock nudging her entrance, no foreskin to bunch or hide the ridge. I’d suck him for hours if he looked like that.

Marcus’s voice dropped to a growl. “Tell him what you want, Emily.”

She licked her lips. “I want... your cock. Stretching me. While he watches.”

“Louder.”

“I want your big Black cock ruining me while my husband watches!”

David groaned. His foreskin slid fully back as his cock jerked, leaking through the slit.

Marcus chuckled. “Good girl. Now, cage him.”

Emily straightened, turned. David’s eyes widened—she’d hidden the surprise in the nightstand. A pink silicone chastity cage, small, curved, merciless. She dangled it from one finger.

“Hands behind your back.”

David obeyed. The cage was cold as she rolled his briefs down, his cock springing free—angry, dripping, the foreskin bunched softly around the head. She gripped him, measured him against the cage: 4.5 inches, barely filling half the tube. The foreskin puckered over the tip, soft and pink. She tugged it gently, watching it slide back and forth.

“Such a cute little foreskin,” she murmured, loud enough for Marcus to hear. “But Marcus’s cock—God, it’s perfect. Circumcised. Thick. No extra skin to hide that gorgeous head.” She looked at David, eyes gleaming. “I’d suck him for hours. I’d crave it. With you... it’s just... meh.”

David’s face burned crimson. His cock twitched in her hand, leaking more.

Marcus laughed, deep and dark. “Lock him up, baby. Let’s see that pretty cage.”

Emily squeezed David’s balls gently, then fitted the ring behind them. The tube slid over his shaft, trapping the foreskin halfway down the head—pinching it slightly, making it bulge. Click. The tiny padlock snapped shut. She tucked the key between her breasts, the metal warm against her skin.

Marcus watched, stroking himself through his sweats. “Perfect. Now he leaks, but never cums. Sit him in the corner.”

David shuffled to the antique chair, cage bobbing between his legs, pre-cum already smearing the pink silicone, dripping in a thin strand to the rug. Emily guided him down, tied his wrists loosely with a scarf—just enough to remind him.

Marcus stood, shoved his sweats down. His cock sprang free—9.5 inches, thick as Emily’s wrist, curved upward, veins pulsing. The head was circumcised perfection, just the way she always like a cock—smooth, flared, a deep plum color, glistening with pre-cum. No foreskin. No bunching. Just raw, thick power.

Emily’s knees buckled. She sank onto the bed, legs spread to the camera, pussy dripping onto the duvet.

“Show me how wet you are.”

She parted her lips with two fingers. Her pussy glistened—swollen, pink, dripping. A thin strand of arousal stretched between her folds, snapping as she spread wider.

Marcus wrapped a fist around his shaft, stroking slow. The head gleamed, the ridge pronounced. “Taste yourself.”

Emily scooped her slickness, brought it to her mouth. Salty, sharp. She sucked her fingers clean, eyes locked on Marcus’s cock. No foreskin. No hiding. Just perfection.

“Good. Now fuck yourself. Two fingers. Slow.”

She plunged in—schlick—the sound obscene. Her walls fluttered around her knuckles. David whimpered from the chair, cage straining, a steady drip of pre-cum hitting the rug.

Marcus’s strokes quickened. “Tell him what you see.”

Emily’s voice cracked. “He’s... so thick. The head—God, it’s perfect. Circumcised. No foreskin to bunch up. I want it in my throat. Down my pussy. Everywhere. I’d suck it for hours. I’d beg.”

David’s hips jerked. The cage rattled. His foreskin, trapped halfway, bulged painfully.

“Add a third finger,” Marcus ordered.

Emily obeyed, stretching herself. The burn made her moan. She curled her fingers, hitting her G-spot, hips rolling.

“Faster.”

She fucked herself hard, palm slapping her clit, juices splashing. Her tits bounced, nipples aching.

“David,” Marcus said. “Tell her what you are.”

David’s voice broke. “I’m... your cuck. I’ll watch you breed her. Clean her after. My little foreskin cock doesn’t deserve her.”

Emily’s orgasm coiled tight. “Please—sir—can I—”

“Cum. Now.”

She shattered—back arching, a guttural scream tearing free. A hard gush of squirt arced through the air, splattering the phone screen, the dresser, the rug. Her pussy clenched around her fingers in violent spasms.

Marcus groaned, stroking faster. “Fuck—look at that mess.”

Emily didn’t stop. She ground down, chasing the aftershocks, then lifted almost off—only her fingers inside—before slamming back down. The second climax built faster, sharper.

“Look at me,”. “Watch me cum again on a cock that isn’t yours. A real cock. Circumcised. Thick. Perfect.”

David’s eyes burned. His balls drew tight, cage dripping like a faucet.

Emily’s fingers flew to her clit, rubbing frantic circles. “He’d breed me right here,” she sobbed. “Fill me until I overflow. You’d lick it out—every drop—while he watches. Your little foreskin cock trapped in pink.”

The image shattered her. She came again—harder, a second gush arcing through the air, splattering David’s chest. Her pussy spasmed so violently her fingers nearly popped free.

Marcus’s voice was rough. “One more. For me.”

Emily was beyond thought. She plunged four fingers in, stretching herself to the limit, thumb on her clit. “I wish David was circumcised,” she babbled, eyes on Marcus’s cock. “I’d suck him every day. I’d crave it. But he’s got that extra skin—cute, but... ugh. You’re perfect.”

David’s cage leaked a steady stream, his balls aching.

Marcus’s strokes turned brutal. “Cum, slut. Now.”

The third orgasm ripped through her—violent, endless. A third gush of squirt arced high, splashing David’s face, the chair, the floor. She screamed Marcus’s name, pussy clenching in rhythmic pulses, juices flooding the bed.

Marcus groaned, but denied himself. “Next time, it’s my cum dripping out of you.”

Emily collapsed forward, forehead against the mattress, ass still in the air, pussy gaping and twitching. David’s cage dripped a steady stream, his balls drawn tight and aching.

Marcus slowed his strokes. “Friday. 8 p.m. The Sapphire Lounge, downtown. Wear red. No panties. Bring the cage key—and the husband.”

Emily managed a nod, breathless. “Yes, sir.”

He ended the call. The screen went black.

Silence—except for their ragged breathing and the soft drip-drip of David’s cage.

Emily crawled to him, untied the scarf. He pulled her into his lap, cage pressing cold against her thigh. She kissed him—slow, deep, tasting her squirt on his lips from where it had splashed.

“You okay?” she whispered.

He nodded, eyes glassy. “I’ve never been harder.”

She reached between them, flicked the cage. He hissed. “Four days. You stay locked until Friday. Then Marcus decides.”

David’s cock twitched inside the silicone, leaking more. “Yes, ma’am.”

They fell back onto the bed, tangled. Emily’s phone buzzed—Marcus again. A single photo: his cock, still hard, a thick rope of cum across his abs. Caption: “Saving this for you.”

Emily’s pussy clenched again. She showed David. He groaned, hips grinding air.

She rolled onto her stomach, spread her legs. “Film me,” she said, voice husky. “For him.”

David grabbed her phone, hands shaking. Emily plunged three fingers back inside herself, fucking slow, moaning Marcus’s name. David zoomed in—her stretched hole, the squirt puddle cooling on the sheets, the cage bobbing between his legs.

She came again—smaller, sharper—squirting onto the lens. David sent the video with the message: “Friday can’t come soon enough.”

Marcus replied instantly: “Bring towels. And a plug. You’ll need it.”

Emily laughed, breathless, and collapsed into David’s arms. The cage dug into her hip, a constant reminder.

Four days.


Chapter 4: First Encounter

Friday night tasted like rain on hot pavement, jasmine perfume, and the metallic tang of Emily’s nerves. The Sapphire Lounge glowed low and blue, velvet booths tucked into shadow, jazz curling from hidden speakers like smoke. Emily sat at the bar, legs crossed, the red dress clinging like a second skin. No panties. The hem rode high on her thighs; every shift of her hips teased cool air against her bare pussy. Her nipples—rock-hard, painfully erect—stabbed the thin fabric, visible to anyone who looked. And they looked.

A man in a gray suit at the end of the bar stared openly, eyes tracing the stiff peaks. Emily’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t cross her arms. She wanted to be seen. David sat beside her, caged. The pink silicone tube pressed against his zipper, the key on a thin silver chain nestled between her breasts. Four days of denial had left him twitchy, eyes glassy, a faint wet spot already darkening his slacks.

7:45 p.M. Emily sipped her gin and tonic, the ice clinking like her pulse. Her nipples throbbed with every heartbeat, the dress rasping against them. She imagined Marcus’s mouth on them—circumcised cock in her mind, no foreskin, just thick, smooth perfection. David’s uncut cock flashed in her memory—soft foreskin bunching, hiding the head. I’d suck Marcus for hours. David’s... cute, but that extra skin always gets in the way.

David’s hand trembled on his whiskey. “You okay?”

She nodded, but her thighs clenched. “Just... nervous.”

7:55 p.m. The door swung open.

Marcus.

Six-five, black shirt stretched over muscle, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms thick as Emily’s calves. His presence sucked the oxygen from the room. Heads turned—women, men, the bartender. He scanned, locked on Emily, and smiled—slow, predatory. His eyes flicked to her nipples, lingered, then to David’s caged crotch.

He crossed the floor in four strides, each step deliberate. Emily’s breath caught. Her nipples hardened further, visible peaks under the dress, the fabric stretching. The man in the gray suit smirked, raised his glass.

Marcus slid into the booth opposite them, legs spreading wide. His knee brushed Emily’s under the table. “You’re early.”

Emily’s voice cracked. “We didn’t want to keep you waiting.”

Marcus’s hand found her thigh under the table—warm, huge, claiming. His fingers inched higher, brushing the slick heat of her bare pussy. Emily gasped, thighs parting instinctively. Her nipples stabbed harder, the dress outlining them like beacons.

David watched, cage straining. A bead of pre-cum soaked through his slacks. The gray-suit man noticed, whispered to his friend. They laughed.

Marcus leaned in, voice low. “No panties. Good girl.” His middle finger traced her slit, slow, teasing. “Already dripping.” He dipped inside—just the tip—curling. Emily’s hips jerked; her nipples throbbed visibly.

David’s voice was a whisper. “Sir... people can see.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked to him. “Let them.” He pushed deeper, two fingers now, stretching her. Emily’s breath hitched; her nipples stabbed the dress, rock-hard, the outline clear to the entire bar. The gray-suit man stared openly, licking his lips.

Marcus withdrew, brought his fingers to his mouth, sucked them clean. “Sweet. Suite’s upstairs. Now.”

The elevator ride was torture. Marcus stood behind Emily, one hand on her hip, the other sliding up her dress to cup her ass. David stood in front, cage visible through his slacks, key glinting between Emily’s breasts. The mirrored walls reflected them—Marcus towering, Emily flushed, nipples erect and prominent, David leaking. A couple entered on the fifth floor, glanced at Emily’s chest, smirked, and exited.

Room 1804. Marcus swiped the key. The suite opened: king bed, city lights beyond the glass, a single chair dragged to the foot of the bed.

“David. Chair. Phone out. Film.”

David obeyed, hands shaking as he started recording. Marcus locked the door.

Emily stood in the center, dress clinging. Marcus circled her, predator-stalking.

“Strip.”

She peeled the dress over her head. Naked. Pale skin luminous, nipples rock-hard, pussy glistening. Marcus’s eyes raked her.

“On your knees.”

She dropped. The carpet bit her skin. Marcus unbuckled his belt, shoved his pants down. His cock sprang free, the 9.5 inches impressing her every time she saw it standing there, thick, circumcised and hot as fuck. The head flared, smooth, plum-dark, a bead of pre-cum balanced at the slit. No foreskin. Just raw power.

Emily’s mouth watered. God, look at that head. No extra skin. Perfect. She glanced at David—his cage dripped, the memory of his soft foreskin flashing. I’d suck Marcus for hours. David’s foreskin—ugh, it bunches, gets in the way.

Marcus gripped her hair, guided her forward. “Open.”

She did. The head slid past her lips—hot, velvet over steel. She stretched wide, jaw aching. Marcus pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, saliva flooding, dripping down her chin onto her tits. He fucked her face—slow, relentless, the circumcised head dragging against her tongue.

David zoomed in, cage rattling. “Fuck,” he whispered.

Marcus pulled out, strings of spit connecting her lips to the shaft. Emily gasped. “It’s so perfect,” she moaned. “I’d suck this every day. David’s foreskin—cute, but... ugh. This is art.”

David’s face burned. His cage leaked a steady stream.

Marcus hauled her up, threw her onto the bed. “Legs spread.”

She obeyed, knees to her chest, pussy gaping. Marcus knelt, rubbed the circumcised head along her slit—slow, teasing. The ridge caught her clit; she whimpered.

“Tell him.”

Emily locked eyes with David. “He’s going to ruin me. His perfect cock—no foreskin, just thick, smooth head. I’ll never feel you the same.”

Marcus thrust in—one brutal stroke. Emily screamed, back arching. The stretch burned, perfect. Her walls clenched around him, the head dragging against her G-spot.

David filmed, cage dripping. “Fuck, Em...”

Marcus pounded her—hips snapping, balls slapping her ass. The schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy filled the room. Emily’s tits bounced, nipples rock-hard, aching.

“Harder,” she begged. “Breed me.”

Marcus flipped her onto all fours, facing David. He slammed back in, deeper. Emily’s eyes rolled back. “Look at him, baby. Watch me take a real cock. Circumcised. Thick. Perfect.”

David’s cage rattled. His balls ached, pre-cum soaking his slacks.

Marcus reached around, rubbed her clit. “Cum.”

Emily shattered—screaming, a hard gush of squirt soaking the sheets, Marcus’s thighs, the floor. Her pussy clenched in violent spasms.

Marcus didn’t stop. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back, legs over his shoulders. Thrust in again—deeper, the head kissing her cervix. Emily’s second orgasm built fast.

“Tell him what you are.”

“I’m your slut,” she sobbed. “Your married whore. David’s little foreskin cock doesn’t deserve this pussy.”

David groaned, cage leaking like a faucet.

Marcus’s rhythm stuttered. “Gonna fill you.”

“Do it,” Emily begged. “Breed me. Let him clean it.”

Marcus roared, buried deep, cock pulsing. Hot ropes of cum flooded her—thick, endless, bitter-smelling. Emily came again, squirting around his shaft, the mix dripping down her ass.

Marcus pulled out slow. His cum poured from her gaping pussy, pooling on the sheets—thick, white, viscous. He looked at David. “Clean her.”

David dropped the phone, crawled forward. Emily spread her legs wider, pussy red, swollen, leaking. The smell hit him—bitter, musky, foreign. He hesitated, stomach churning. I hate this taste. Thick, salty, wrong. But his cage throbbed, leaking more.

Emily stroked his hair. “Do it, baby. Taste how much better he is.”

David’s tongue dove in—lapping Marcus’s load, the bitter, slimy texture coating his tongue. He gagged, swallowed, the taste lingering like punishment. Emily’s squirt mixed in—sweeter, but the cum dominated. He lapped deeper, sucking it from her folds, the humiliation burning his throat. His cage dripped onto the carpet, arousal overriding disgust.

Marcus watched, cock half-hard. “Good cuck. Swallow every drop.”

David obeyed, throat working, the bitter aftertaste clinging. Emily moaned, pushing his face deeper. “That’s it. Clean your wife’s bred pussy.”

Marcus leaned down. “Friday tradition. Every week.”

Emily nodded, breathless. “Yes, sir.”

They collapsed onto the bed—Emily between them, Marcus’s arm around her waist, David curled at her feet, cage still locked. The city lights flickered.

Emily’s phone buzzed. Megan: “Well???” She snapped a photo—Marcus’s cum dripping, David’s tongue mid-lick. Sent.

Megan replied: “FUCK. Tyrone’s jealous.”

Emily laughed, kissed David’s forehead. “Next week, 4K.”

David’s cage twitched, the bitter taste still on his tongue. “Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter 5: Deepening Submission

The elevator ride from the hotel to Marcus’s loft felt like a descent into a private hell—or heaven, depending on the moment. Emily’s thighs stuck together with dried cum and fresh arousal. David walked behind her, the pink cage shifting with every step, a constant reminder that he hadn’t cum properly in five days. The key on the silver chain between Emily’s breasts glinted under the hallway lights.

Marcus unlocked the loft door and flicked on a single lamp. The space smelled of cedar, leather, and the faint musk of sex that never quite aired out. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city like a living painting. A king bed dominated the far wall, black sheets already rumpled from earlier play.

“Weekend rules,” Marcus said, voice low and final. “Emily—you’re my slut. David—you’re my cuck. You serve, you watch, you clean. Safe word is still red. Questions?”

Emily’s pussy clenched so hard she felt a fresh trickle of slickness slide down her inner thigh. “No, sir.”

David’s voice cracked like a teenager’s. “No, sir.”

Marcus grinned, the kind of smile that made knees weak. “Good. Emily—apron only. Kitchen. Now.”

The kitchen was all cold steel and warm marble, city lights glittering beyond the windows like spilled diamonds. Emily found the apron hanging on a hook—white, frilled, absurdly domestic. She stripped off Marcus’s tee, letting it pool on the floor. Naked except for the apron, she tied it tight. The fabric barely covered her ass; the neckline plunged low, her nipples rock-hard and stabbing the cotton like accusations. Every breath made them rasp against the material.

She poured Marcus a whiskey—two fingers, neat—and set it on the island with a soft clink. Her hands trembled. David knelt three feet away, cage dripping a thin strand of pre-cum onto the hardwood. The bitter taste of last night’s cleanup still coated the back of his tongue, a ghost that wouldn’t leave.

Marcus lounged on a barstool, legs spread wide, sweatpants tented. “Cook.”

Emily bent to grab a pan from the lower cabinet. The apron rode up, exposing her pussy and the faint red handprints Marcus had left in the hotel. A sharp crack split the air—his palm on her ass. She yelped, nipples throbbing harder, the fabric rasping like sandpaper. David’s cage leaked another drop. I hate how much I love this.

Marcus stood, pressed against her from behind. She could feel his thick cock, as the circumcised head nudged her slit through his sweats. “Keep cooking.”

She stirred pasta with one hand, the other gripping the counter. Marcus shoved the apron up to her waist, freed his cock, and rubbed the smooth head along her folds. No foreskin. Just velvet over steel. Emily’s breath hitched. God, it’s perfect. David’s foreskin bunches, hides the head. This... this is everything.

He pushed in—slow, relentless. The circumcised ridge dragged against her G-spot with every inch. Emily’s knees buckled; she braced both hands on the counter. Marcus gripped her hips and slammed home. She screamed, the sound echoing off marble. He set a brutal rhythm—hips snapping, balls slapping her clit, the schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy filling the room.

Emily’s tits bounced under the apron, nipples rock-hard, scraping the fabric with every thrust. She glanced at David—his cage dripped steadily, the memory of his soft foreskin flashing in her mind. I’d suck Marcus for hours. David’s foreskin—cute, but... ugh.

David filmed on his phone, cage rattling. “Fuck, Em...”

Marcus pulled out abruptly, spun her around, lifted her onto the counter. Spread her legs wide. “David. Dildo.”

David scrambled to the bedroom, returned with the 9.5" black silicone cock. He suctioned it to the marble beside Emily’s hip. Marcus thrust back in—real cock—then guided the dildo alongside. Emily’s eyes widened in panic and lust.

“Both,” Marcus growled. “Take them.”

The dildo’s head pressed against her stretched entrance, beside Marcus’s shaft. Emily whimpered. “It’s too much—”

Marcus pushed. The dildo slid in—slow, relentless—stretching her to the absolute limit. Two cocks in her pussy, double vaginal, her walls burning like fire. She screamed, back arching, nipples stabbing the apron so hard the fabric tented. The stretch was obscene; her belly distended slightly, the outline of both shafts visible under her skin.

David zoomed in, cage dripping onto the floor. I hate the taste waiting for me... but fuck, I need it.

Marcus and the dildo thrust in tandem—schlick-schlick-schlick—her pussy gaping, juices splashing the counter. Emily’s first orgasm hit like a freight train—squirting hard, a hot gush soaking Marcus’s abs, the marble, David’s lens. Her pussy clenched around both shafts, milking them in rhythmic pulses.

Marcus pulled the dildo out, slammed in alone. “Cum again.”

Emily shattered—second squirt, arcing high, splattering David’s face and chest. Marcus roared, flooded her with cum—thick, bitter, endless. He pulled out; cum poured from her gaping pussy, pooling on the counter in a viscous white lake.

“David. Clean.”

David crawled forward on his knees, the bitter smell hitting him first—musky, salty, foreign. He hesitated, stomach churning. I hate this taste. Thick, slimy, wrong. But his cage throbbed, leaking a steady stream. He lapped—bitter, salty, musky—swallowing Marcus’s load mixed with Emily’s squirt. The texture coated his tongue, sliding down his throat like punishment. He gagged once, twice, but kept going, the humiliation burning hotter than the taste. His cage dripped harder, pre-cum mixing with the mess on the floor.

Emily stroked his hair, voice soft. “Good cuck. Taste how much better he is.”

Saturday night. The loft’s playroom—black walls, mirrored ceiling, a padded fucking bench in the center. Emily strapped David to it, wrists and ankles secured, ass up, cage dangling like a pathetic weight. She held the 9.5" dildo, slick with lube, the silicone gleaming under the low lights.

“Time to milk you,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck.

David’s hole clenched in anticipation. Emily pressed the head against him—slow, relentless. He groaned as it breached him, the circumcised-like ridge dragging across his prostate. No foreskin. Perfect. She thrust deeper, pegging him inch by inch until he was full, the dildo seated to the hilt.

Emily’s voice turned cruel. “Imagine this is Marcus. His perfect cock in your ass while he breeds me.”

David’s cage leaked, prostate swelling. Emily reached under, flicked the cage. “No touching. Hands-free only.”

She fucked him slow—45 minutes of deliberate edging. The dildo hit his prostate with every stroke, building pressure like a dam about to burst. David’s moans turned to whimpers, then to sobs. “Please—Em—let me cum—”

“Not yet.” She thrust harder, the dildo stretching him wide. His balls ached, cage dripping a steady stream. “Beg like the cuck you are.”

“Please,” he sobbed, tears streaming down his cheeks. “Milk me. I’m your cuck. My little foreskin cock doesn’t deserve to cum normally. I hate the cage. I hate the taste. But I need it—please—”

Emily’s pussy clenched at his broken words. She slammed the dildo deep, held it against his prostate, and twisted. David’s body seized—hands-free orgasm, thin ropes of cum dribbling from the cage, pooling on the floor beneath him. He sobbed harder, hips bucking uncontrollably, the humiliation ripping through him like a storm. I hate this. I hate the cage. I hate the taste. But fuck, I need it.

Emily pulled out slowly, kissed his forehead. “Good boy. Such a pathetic, perfect cuck.”

Sunday morning. Emily woke between them, Marcus’s arm heavy across her waist, David curled at her feet like a loyal dog, cage still locked. She reached for her phone, snapped a photo—her pussy gaping, cum-crusted from the night, David’s tongue mid-lick in the background. Sent it to Megan.

Megan: “Tyrone wants a playdate. Like... yesterday.”

Emily laughed, the sound husky with sleep and satisfaction. She kissed David’s forehead, tasting salt and shame. “Next weekend. Both bulls. You’ll clean them both.”

David’s cage twitched, the bitter taste still clinging to his tongue. “Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter 6: Public Humiliation

Saturday night throbbed like a living thing. The nightclub—Eclipse—crouched in a converted warehouse downtown, its brick facade pulsing with neon veins of purple and blue that bled into the wet pavement. The line snaked around the block, a river of leather, sequins, and perfume, but Marcus’s name on the VIP list cut them to the front like a knife. Bouncers in black tees—arms thick as Emily’s thighs—unhooked the velvet rope with a nod, their eyes lingering on Emily’s silver mini-dress. The fabric was liquid metal, backless, barely skimming the curve of her ass, clinging to every breath. No panties. No bra. Her nipples, rock-hard from the cool night air and the electric anticipation humming in her veins, stabbed the thin material like accusations. The cage key on its delicate silver chain nestled between her breasts, catching the strobe lights in sharp, hypnotic flashes.

David trailed behind, the pink silicone cage shifting under his black jeans with every step, a constant, humiliating weight. Five days of denial had left him twitchy, his skin too tight, the bitter taste of Marcus’s cum from the loft still a ghost on his tongue—thick, salty, wrong. He hated it. He craved it. The contradiction burned hotter than the bass vibrating through the sidewalk.

Inside, the club swallowed them whole. Bass vibrated through the concrete floor, up their legs, into their bones, a primal heartbeat that synced with Emily’s pulse. Strobe lights sliced through thick haze, bodies writhing on the dance floor like a single, sweating organism. The air smelled of sweat, vodka, expensive cologne, and something sharper—arousal, maybe, or just the promise of it hanging heavy in the dim red glow. Emily’s pulse raced. Her nipples throbbed harder, the dress rasping against them with every breath, every step. Strangers’ eyes followed her—a group of college guys near the bar nudged each other, one mouthing “Damn” as she walked by, her hips swaying, the dress riding higher with each stride, flashing the bottom curve of her ass. A drag queen in six-inch heels and a feather boa winked, blowing a kiss. A woman in a latex catsuit stared openly at Emily’s chest, her tongue tracing her lips.

Marcus led them through the crowd, his hand on the small of Emily’s back, possessive. David followed, cage pressing painfully against his zipper. They reached a booth in the darkest corner, velvet curtains half-drawn, a single red bulb glowing overhead like a warning. Marcus slid in first, legs spread wide, claiming the space. Emily sat beside him, the cool vinyl seat kissing her bare pussy. David took the opposite side, his cage leaking a thin strand of pre-cum onto the seat. Jamal—Marcus’s friend from the loft—joined minutes later, 6’3”, darker skin, a grin that promised trouble. His thick bulge already tented his pants, the outline unmistakable under the red light.

A waitress in a leather harness and fishnets took their order—whiskey neat for the bulls, gin and tonic for Emily, soda for David. Her eyes flicked to Emily’s nipples, lingered on the hard peaks straining the silver fabric, then dropped to David’s crotch where the cage pressed visibly against his jeans. She smirked, a slow, knowing curl of her lips, and walked away, hips swaying.

Marcus’s hand found Emily’s thigh under the table, warm and possessive, his palm rough from gym calluses. “Spread.”

She parted her legs wide, the cool vinyl seat kissing her bare pussy, already slick from the walk in. Marcus’s fingers brushed her folds—swollen, sensitive. He dipped inside, slow, curling against her front wall with deliberate precision. Emily’s breath hitched, a soft gasp lost in the pounding music. Her nipples stabbed the dress harder, the fabric stretching taut. A couple at the next table—a man in a silk shirt unbuttoned to his chest, woman in red leather pants—glanced over, eyes locking on her chest. The man’s hand slid to his partner’s thigh; the woman’s lips parted slightly, her gaze hungry.

David’s cage leaked a thin strand onto the seat. I hate this. I love this.

Marcus added a second finger, thrusting slow, deliberate, the wet sound masked by the bass. “Quiet,” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot with whiskey. “Don’t let them hear.”

Emily bit her lip hard enough to taste copper, hips rocking subtly against his hand. The music masked her whimpers, but not the flush creeping up her neck, blooming across her collarbones. Jamal watched from across the table, stroking himself through his pants, the bulge growing thicker. Marcus’s thumb found her clit, circling with ruthless precision, the pressure building like a storm. The couple whispered, the man’s hand now under the table on his partner’s leg. They were watching now—openly. The woman’s eyes met Emily’s, a knowing smile curling her lips, her own hand disappearing between her thighs.

Emily’s first orgasm coiled tight in her belly, a hot, urgent pressure. Marcus leaned in, voice a growl against her ear. “Cum for me. Right here. Let them see what a slut you are.”

She shattered—silent on the surface, shattering inside, a hot gush of squirt soaking the booth seat, dripping down her thighs onto the floor in a warm puddle. Her nipples throbbed visibly, the dress clinging wetly to her skin. The couple’s eyes widened; the woman licked her lips, her hand moving faster under the table. The man adjusted himself, staring.

Marcus withdrew his fingers, brought them to his mouth, sucked them clean with a wet pop that cut through the music. “Good girl. Closet. Now.”

The supply closet was a narrow cave behind the bar—shelves lined with bottles of top-shelf liquor, a single bulb swinging overhead on a frayed cord, the muffled thump of bass vibrating the walls like a distant heartbeat. The air smelled of spilled vodka, dust, and the sharp tang of lube from Jamal’s pocket packet. Marcus locked the door with a decisive click that echoed in the small space. “David. Corner. Film. Don’t miss a second.”

David obeyed, phone shaking in his sweat-slick hands, cage dripping onto the concrete floor. Emily’s dress rode up as Marcus bent her over a wooden crate stacked with napkins, the silver fabric bunched at her waist, exposing her ass and pussy—still glistening from the booth. He freed his cock—thick, veined, the smooth head glistening with pre-cum—and rubbed it along her slit, teasing her entrance. Emily whimpered, pushing back, her nipples scraping the rough wood of the crate, the dress soaked with sweat and squirt.

Jamal stepped behind her, unzipped with a slow rasp, lubed his 10-inch shaft from the packet, the slick sound obscene in the confined space. “Both holes,” he said, voice gravel and smoke.

Marcus thrust into her pussy—deep, brutal, filling her in one stroke. Emily screamed, the sound muffled by the music outside but raw in the closet. Jamal pressed against her ass, the thick head popping past the tight ring with a burn that made her eyes water and her toes curl. She gasped, body trembling between them, the stretch overwhelming. Two cocks. David’s little foreskin never stood a chance. They found a rhythm—alternating at first, one in as the other pulled out, then in tandem, both buried deep—her body rocking between them, nipples scraping the crate, dress soaked with sweat, squirt, and the first leaks of cum.

David filmed from the corner, cage rattling with every thrust he couldn’t make. I hate the taste coming...

Emily’s first orgasm hit like a wave crashing—squirting hard, a hot gush soaking Marcus’s thighs, the crate, the floor. Her pussy clenched around Marcus, her ass around Jamal in rhythmic pulses. Her second orgasm followed almost immediately—squirting again, splattering David’s shoes and the phone lens. Marcus and Jamal bred her—three loads in total, thick, bitter, pouring from pussy and ass, dripping down her legs in slow, viscous rivers that pooled on the concrete.

“David. Clean.”

David crawled forward on his knees, the bitter smell overwhelming—musky, salty, mixed with the sharp tang of lube. I hate this taste. Thick, slimy, wrong. But his cage throbbed, leaking a steady stream. He lapped—pussy first, tongue delving into her gaping hole, then ass, the humiliating mess of both loads coating his tongue, sliding down his throat in thick gulps. The texture was vile, the taste lingering like punishment, but his cage leaked harder, then—hands-free—a thin spurt of cum dribbled out, pooling on the concrete. He sobbed, shame and arousal crashing together in a humiliating wave.

Emily stroked his hair, voice soft and breathless. “Good cuck. Taste them both.”

Back in the booth, Emily’s dress clung to her cum-soaked thighs, the silver fabric dark with wet patches, nipples still rock-hard and visible. David’s cage dripped openly onto the seat, a small puddle forming. Marcus grinned, wiping sweat from his brow. “Next week. Same time. Bring a towel.”

Emily nodded, breathless, the taste of public risk still on her lips, her body humming with aftershocks. “Yes, sir.”


Chapter 7: Emotional Turbulence

Sunday morning in the loft was quiet except for the hum of the city below and the distant rush of the shower. Sunlight filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long shadows across the black sheets tangled around their bodies. Emily woke tangled in Marcus’s arm, his breath warm against her neck, his hand cupping her breast possessively even in sleep. David curled at the foot of the bed like a loyal dog, cage still locked, the bitter taste of mixed loads from the nightclub lingering like a bad dream. He hadn’t slept well—jealousy had crept in overnight, a cold knot in his chest that tightened with every breath.

Emily slipped from Marcus’s grasp, padded to the bathroom on bare feet. The mirror showed her marked—hickeys blooming purple on her breasts, faint handprints on her ass, nipples still tender and slightly swollen from the night’s abuse. She smiled at the reflection, then frowned. Does he love me less now? Or more?

David was awake when she returned, sitting on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, cage dangling between his legs. His eyes were red-rimmed, face pale. “Em... can we talk? Alone?”

Marcus stirred, stretched, and waved a hand. “I’ll shower. You two sort it.” He grabbed a towel, left them alone, the bathroom door clicking shut behind him.

Emily sat beside David, the sheet pulled to her chest, her skin still smelling of Marcus’s cologne and sex. “What’s wrong, baby?”

He swallowed hard, voice cracking like glass. “Do you... prefer them? Marcus. Jamal. Their cocks. The way they make you—” His words choked off. Tears welled in his eyes. “I saw your face last night in the closet. You’ve never looked at me like that. Not once. Your eyes... they roll back, you scream their names, you squirt. With me, it’s... it’s just me.”

Emily’s heart twisted, a sharp pain in her chest. “David, no. It’s fantasy. It’s us. You’re my husband. My everything.”

“But you cum harder. Scream louder. And my—” He gestured at the cage, his voice breaking. “My foreskin. You keep saying it’s cute, but not enough. I hate the taste of their cum—thick, salty, wrong—hate the cage pinching me, hate cleaning your pussy while it’s still gaping from them. But I do it for you. What if it’s not enough anymore? What if you wake up one day and realize I’m just... the cuck? Not the man you married?”

Tears pricked her eyes, spilling over. “David, stop. I love you. The fantasy is hot because it’s with you watching, because it’s our secret. Without you, it’s nothing. You’re the one I come home to. The one I wake up to. The one I want to grow old with.”

He sobbed, a raw, guttural sound. “Then why does it feel like I’m losing you? Every time you squirt for them, every time you moan their names, it’s like a knife. I hate the taste, Em. I hate it. But I swallow it because it’s what you want. What if you want them more?”

Emily cupped his face, thumbs wiping his tears. “Listen to me. I love the fantasy. I love the humiliation. But I love you more. The fantasy is hot because it’s with you. Let’s prove it. Right now. Just us.”

She unlocked the cage—click—the sound sharp in the quiet room. His cock springed free, half-hard, foreskin bunched softly. Emily pushed him back onto the bed, straddled him. “Just us.”

Their kiss was slow, desperate—tongues tangling, tasting whiskey, sleep, and tears. Emily ground against him, his cock sliding along her slit, still slick from the night. “Feel how wet I am for you.”

David groaned, hands on her hips, fingers digging in. She guided him inside—slow, familiar. He filled her, not as thick as Marcus, but hers. They moved together, tender at first, eyes locked. Emily whispered, “Remember Marcus bending me over the crate? His cock stretching me?” David thrust deeper, a growl in his throat. “But you’re the one I come home to.”

She rode him, tits bouncing, nipples brushing his chest. David’s hands gripped her ass, pulling her down. “Tell me more.”

“Jamal in my ass while Marcus filled my pussy. Their cum dripping out—” David’s rhythm stuttered, hips snapping harder. “But you cleaned it. You took it for me. You’re my hero.”

He flipped her onto her back, pounding hard, the bed creaking. Emily wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his back. “Cum inside me. Reclaim me.”

David roared, flooding her—hot, thin, his. Emily came with him, clenching around his cock, no squirt, just deep, intimate pulses that shook her to the core. They clung together, sweat-slick, breathing hard, tears mixing on their cheeks.

“Still yours,” she whispered, voice raw. “Always yours.”

Later, in the playroom, Emily held the 9.5" dildo, slick with lube. David was strapped to the fucking bench, wrists and ankles secured, ass up, cage unlocked but limp from the morning. The mirrors on the ceiling reflected him—vulnerable, exposed.

“Time to milk you properly,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck.

David’s hole clenched in anticipation. Emily pressed the head against him—slow, relentless. He groaned as it breached him, the ridge dragging across his prostate. She thrust deeper, pegging him inch by inch until he was full, the dildo seated to the hilt.

Emily’s voice turned cruel. “Imagine this is Marcus. His cock in your ass while he breeds me.”

David’s cock hardened, leaking. Emily reached under, flicked the limp flesh. “No touching. Hands-free only.”

She fucked him slow—50 minutes of deliberate edging. The dildo hit his prostate with every stroke, building pressure like a dam about to burst. David’s moans turned to whimpers, then to raw sobs. “Please—Em—let me cum—”

“Not yet.” She thrust harder, the dildo stretching him wide. His balls ached, cock dripping a steady stream. “Beg like the cuck you are.”

“Please,” he sobbed, tears streaming down his cheeks, body shaking. “Milk me. I’m your cuck. My little foreskin cock doesn’t deserve to cum normally. I hate the cage. I hate the taste—thick, bitter, wrong—but I need it. I need you to humiliate me. Please—”

Emily’s pussy clenched at his broken words, her own arousal dripping down her thigh. She slammed the dildo deep, held it against his prostate, and twisted slowly. David’s body seized—hands-free orgasm, thin ropes of cum dribbling from his cock, pooling on the floor beneath him. He sobbed harder, hips bucking uncontrollably, the humiliation ripping through him like a storm. I hate this. I hate the cage. I hate the taste. But fuck, I need it. I need her.

Emily pulled out slowly, the dildo slick with lube and his essence. She kissed his tears, unstrapped him. “Good boy. Such a pathetic, perfect cuck.”

That night, they joined an online cuckold support group—anonymous avatars, voices muffled through laptops. One couple described a bull breeding the wife monthly, the cuck cleaning every time with a bowl under her. Another had the wife pegging the husband weekly, edging him for hours. A third shared videos of public play, the cuck filming from a closet. Emily’s pussy clenched; David’s cock twitched, already half-hard.

Inspired, Emily texted Marcus: “Next weekend. Both bulls. David cleans everything. Bowl included.”

Marcus replied: “Bring the dildo. And a plug. He’ll need it.”

Emily showed David. He nodded, the bitter taste already on his tongue, the humiliation a drug. “Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter 8: The Weekend Retreat

Friday afternoon, the cabin nestled in the Cascade foothills like a secret kept by the pines—thick resin-scented air that clung to the skin, a gravel road crunching under tires with every turn, a lake glinting sapphire beyond the trees under a sky streaked with high clouds. The SUV pulled to a stop, dust settling on the hood in slow motion, the engine ticking as it cooled. Emily stepped out barefoot, the cool earth kissing her soles, wearing a silver bikini that was more string than fabric—triangles barely containing her full breasts, the bottom a thong riding high on her hips, the metallic shine catching the sun in blinding flashes. Her nipples, rock-hard from the crisp mountain air and the electric anticipation humming in her veins, stabbed the thin material like accusations. The cage key on its delicate silver chain nestled between her breasts, catching the sunlight in sharp, hypnotic flashes that danced across the gravel.

David unloaded bags from the trunk, the pink silicone cage shifting under his cargo shorts with every bend and lift, a constant, humiliating weight that pinched and pulled with each movement. Six days of denial had left him twitchy, his skin too tight, the bitter taste of mixed loads from the nightclub still a ghost on his tongue—thick, salty, wrong. He hated it. He craved it. The contradiction burned hotter than the sun filtering through the tall pines, casting dappled shadows on the ground that moved like living things. The air was alive with bird calls, the distant lap of lake water against the shore, the faint rustle of wind in the needles.

Marcus, Jamal, and Tyrone—Megan’s bull, 6’5”, darker skin, a grin that promised destruction—followed, duffels slung over shoulders like they owned the place. The cabin was rustic luxury—exposed wood beams that smelled of fresh cut timber, a stone fireplace already laid with kindling and logs, a wraparound deck overlooking the water with Adirondack chairs and a hot tub bubbling softly. Inside, the air smelled of cedar and fresh linen, the king bed in the master already turned down with crisp white sheets that looked almost too perfect to touch. A playroom in the basement had been prepped—mattresses pushed together on the floor to create a vast play area, mirrors on every wall and ceiling reflecting infinite versions of the scene to come, lights dimmed to a sultry red that painted their skin in blood tones and made every shadow erotic.

Emily stripped the bikini on the deck, letting it pool at her feet with a soft rustle that sounded loud in the quiet. Naked, her skin gleaming in the golden light, she grabbed a bottle of coconut oil from her bag, the plastic cool in her hand. “Sunbathe with me.”

She lay on a padded lounge chair, legs spread wide, pussy glistening in the open air, the scent of her arousal mixing with the pine and lake water. The bulls lounged nearby on other chairs, cocks tenting their shorts, eyes locked on her like predators. David set up his phone on a tripod at the deck’s edge, filming, cage dripping a thin strand of pre-cum onto the wood planks that smelled of fresh stain. Tyrone poured oil on her tits, his large hands rubbing slow circles, thumbs flicking her nipples. They peaked harder, rose-dark and aching, the oil making them shine like wet stones. Marcus knelt between her legs, fingers tracing her slit, parting her folds with deliberate slowness. “Already wet for us.”

He dipped two fingers inside, curling against her front wall with deliberate precision, the oil making everything slick. Emily moaned, hips rocking up to meet him, the lounge chair creaking under her. Jamal oiled her ass, a finger circling her tight hole, pressing in to the first knuckle, then the second, twisting. Tyrone pinched her nipples harder, twisting them until she gasped, the pain-pleasure shooting straight to her clit. Marcus added a third finger, thrusting fast, the wet schlick sound carrying on the breeze, mixing with the lake lap and bird calls. Emily’s first orgasm hit like a wave crashing—squirting hard, a hot gush arcing through the air, soaking the chair, the deck, David’s lens. Her body shook, nipples throbbing under Tyrone’s grip, the squirt pooling on the wood and dripping through the slats to the earth below.

David’s cage leaked more. I hate the taste coming... but fuck, I need it.

Saturday night, the playroom—mattresses pushed together on the floor to create a vast play area, mirrors on every wall and ceiling reflecting infinite Emilys in every angle, lights dimmed to a sultry red that painted their skin in blood tones and made every shadow erotic. Emily on all fours in the center, body oiled and gleaming, nipples scraping the sheet with every movement, the fabric rough against her sensitive peaks. Marcus knelt behind her, freeing his thick cock, rubbing the smooth head along her slit, teasing her entrance with slow circles. Jamal positioned at her ass, lubing his 10-inch shaft from a bottle on the floor, the slick sound obscene. Tyrone stood in front, cock in hand, feeding it to her mouth inch by inch, her lips stretching wide.

Marcus thrust into her pussy—deep, brutal, filling her in one stroke that made her back arch. Emily screamed around Tyrone’s cock, the sound muffled but raw, vibrating through his shaft. Jamal pressed against her ass, the thick head popping past the tight ring with a burn that made her eyes water and her toes curl in the sheet. She gasped, body trembling between them, the stretch overwhelming, her walls burning with the fullness. Three cocks. David’s little foreskin never stood a chance. They found a rhythm—alternating at first, one in as the other pulled out, the sensation of emptiness and fullness alternating in waves, then in tandem, both buried deep to the hilt—her body rocking between them like a boat in a storm, nipples scraping the mattress, mouth stretched around Tyrone, saliva dripping down her chin.

David filmed from the side, cage rattling with every thrust he couldn’t make, the phone on a tripod capturing every angle in the mirrors. I hate the taste coming...

Marcus pulled out with a wet pop, Tyrone shifted behind, squeezing his 9.5" alongside Marcus in her pussy. The stretch was obscene, her walls burning like fire, belly distending slightly with the outline of both shafts. Emily’s eyes rolled back, a guttural moan escaping around Jamal’s cock in her mouth, her throat bulging. They thrust in tandem, the schlick-schlick-schlick obscene, her juices splashing with every stroke. Emily’s first orgasm hit—squirting hard, soaking their thighs, the mattress. Her second followed—squirting again, splattering David’s lens. Her third—squirting a final arc, pooling on the floor in a dark stain.

They bred her—three loads, thick, bitter, pouring from pussy, ass, and mouth into a wide stainless-steel bowl placed beneath her. The cum mixed, viscous, the smell musky and overpowering, filling the room.

“David. Clean.”

David crawled forward on his knees, the bitter smell overwhelming—musky, salty, mixed with lube and squirt. I hate this taste. Thick, slimy, wrong. But his cage throbbed. He lapped from the bowl—pussy cum first, then ass, then the mix from her mouth—swallowing the humiliating mess in thick gulps. The texture coated his tongue, sliding down his throat. His cage leaked harder, then—hands-free—a thin spurt of cum dribbled out, pooling on the floor. He sobbed, shame and arousal crashing.

Emily stroked his hair, voice soft. “Good cuck. Taste them all.”

Sunday morning, they lounged on the deck, Emily in a robe, David caged again. She texted Megan: “Tyrone was perfect. Next time, four bulls?”

Megan replied: “Done. I’ll bring him.”

David’s cage twitched, the bitter taste still on his tongue. “Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter 9: Breaking Points and Peaks

Monday morning back home felt like waking from a fever dream. The cabin weekend had been a blur of oil-slick skin, squirt-soaked sheets, and the bitter taste that still coated David's tongue like a punishment. Emily unpacked in their Seattle bedroom, the familiar scent of lavender laundry detergent grounding her, the soft hum of the dryer downstairs a comforting rhythm. Sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting warm stripes across the hardwood floor. David sat on the bed's edge, cage locked again, staring at the floor, his hands clasped tight between his knees. The high had crashed hard, leaving a cold knot in his chest that tightened with every breath.

"Em," he said, voice small, barely above a whisper. "I need to say something. Before I lose the nerve."

She turned from the suitcase, folding a sweater, heart sinking at his tone. "What is it, baby?"

He looked up, eyes red-rimmed, face pale, the lines around his mouth deeper than she’d ever seen. "I'm scared. Really scared. The cabin... it was hot, the hottest thing we’ve ever done, but watching you with three of them, the bowl, the way you looked at Tyrone when he came in your mouth—" His voice cracked like glass under pressure. Tears welled in his eyes, spilling over before he could stop them. "I saw your face. You’ve never looked at me like that. Not once. Your eyes... they roll back, you scream their names, you squirt. With me, it’s... it’s just me. Vanilla. Safe. Boring."

Emily dropped the sweater, the fabric pooling on the floor like a white flag. She sat beside him, the mattress dipping under her weight, her hand reaching for his. "David, no. God, no."

"No, let me finish." His words choked off, a sob escaping. Tears streamed down his cheeks, hot and unchecked. "I love this. The humiliation, the cage, cleaning you. It makes me hard, makes me cum hands-free like a teenager. But what if it's too much? What if you fall in love with one of them? Marcus is... everything I'm not. Stronger. Bigger. Makes you scream in ways I can't. And I keep thinking, one day you'll wake up and realize the cuck is just... pathetic. Not the man you married. Just the guy who licks up other men's cum because he can't satisfy his wife."

Emily's throat tightened, tears blurring her vision, her chest aching like a physical wound. "David, stop. God, stop." She cupped his face, thumbs wiping his tears, her own falling in hot tracks down her cheeks. "You're not pathetic. You're the bravest man I know. You do this for me. Swallow things you hate—the taste, the texture, the shame—because it makes me happy. That's love. Real love. The kind that doesn't quit."

"But the taste—" He choked, voice raw. "It's so bitter, thick, like swallowing my failure every time. And your face when you cum for them... I've never seen you like that with me. Not in five years. What if you want them more? What if I'm just the safe guy, the one you settle for when the fantasy ends?"

Emily pulled him into her arms, both sobbing now, the bed shaking with their shared grief. His head buried in her shoulder, snot and tears soaking her shirt, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Listen to me. I love the fantasy. I love the humiliation. But I love you more. The fantasy is hot because it’s with you watching, because it’s our secret. Without you, it’s nothing. You’re the one I come home to. The one I wake up to. The one I want to grow old with, gray hair and all."

He pulled back, eyes searching hers, desperate. "Then why does it feel like I’m losing you? Every time you squirt for them, every time you moan their names, it’s like a knife in my gut. I hate the taste, Em. I hate it. But I swallow it because it’s what you want. What if you want them more? What if I’m not enough?"

Emily kissed him—hard, salty with tears, desperate. "You’re enough. You’re everything. Let me prove it. Tonight. Just us. No bulls, no cage, no dildo. Just us."

David nodded against her shoulder, his sobs quieting to hiccups. "Okay. Just us."

That night, the bedroom glowed with candles—vanilla and sandalwood, their flames dancing on the walls, casting warm shadows that flickered like memories. Emily wore a white lace teddy, the fabric sheer, nipples visible through the intricate patterns, no cage key in sight. David stood in boxers, his cock half-hard, free for the first time in weeks, the foreskin bunched softly. The air smelled of wax and their shared nervousness, the sheets turned down, pillows fluffed.

She pulled him to the bed, kissing him slow, deep—tongues exploring like newlyweds, tasting the salt of earlier tears. No rush. Emily's hands roamed his back, nails scraping lightly, pulling him closer. "Just us," she whispered against his lips.

David's hands trembled on her hips, peeling the teddy down inch by inch, the lace catching on her nipples before releasing them. Her breasts spilled free, nipples hardening in the cool air, rose-dark and aching. He sucked one, gentle at first, tongue swirling, then the other, teeth grazing. Emily moaned, arching into him, fingers tangling in his hair. "I love your mouth. Always have."

He kissed down her stomach, the skin warm and soft, parted her thighs with reverent hands. His tongue lapped her pussy—slow, worshipful, tasting only her—no bitter remnants, no foreign musk. Emily's hips rocked, hands fisting the sheets, her moans filling the room. "David... yes... right there..."

He ate her to orgasm—her first without bulls, clenching around his tongue, no squirt, just deep, shuddering pulses that shook her to the core, her thighs clamping around his head. She pulled him up, guided his cock inside—slow, intimate, eyes locked. He filled her, not as thick as Marcus, but hers. They moved together, tender at first, breaths mingling, the bed creaking softly.

Emily whispered, "Remember the cabin? Three cocks stretching me?"

David groaned, hips snapping harder. "Tell me more."

"Marcus and Tyrone double vaginal—burning, so full. Jamal in my ass. I squirted everywhere." David's rhythm faltered, cock throbbing inside her. "But you cleaned it. Swallowed everything. My hero."

He flipped her onto her stomach, entered from behind—familiar, possessive. Emily pushed back, meeting every thrust. "Fuck my ass. Reclaim it."

David froze, breath catching. "You sure?"

She reached back, spread her cheeks, the lube bottle on the nightstand. "First time for us. Make it yours."

He lubed himself, pressed in slow—the burn familiar from bulls, but his. David sank deeper, groaning at the tightness. "So tight... Em..."

He fucked her ass—gentle at first, then harder, hands gripping her hips, the slap of skin echoing. Emily reached under, rubbing her clit in frantic circles. "Imagine them watching. Your wife taking her husband's cock in the ass."

David roared, cumming deep—hot, claiming, his load filling her. Emily shattered, clenching around him, the intimacy overwhelming, tears of joy streaming. They collapsed, tangled, sweat-slick, breathing hard, tears mixing on their cheeks.

"Still yours," she whispered, voice raw. "Always."

Wednesday night, the bulls returned—Marcus, Jamal, Tyrone. The living room mattresses waited, candles flickering, the air thick with anticipation. Emily in black lingerie, nipples hard. David caged, filming.

Marcus kissed her deep, hands roaming. "Ready to be bred?"

Emily nodded, eyes on David. "Yes, sir."

They stripped her, laid her on her back, legs spread. Marcus entered first—slow, deep. Emily moaned, locking eyes with David. Jamal fed her his cock, Tyrone sucked her nipples. Marcus pounded, then pulled out, Jamal taking his place. Tyrone last—thickest, stretching her most.

"Whose pussy is this?" Marcus growled.

"Yours," Emily gasped. "Breed me."

David filmed, cage dripping. I hate the taste...

They rotated, each fucking her to the edge, then breeding—three loads, thick, hot, filling her womb. Emily came five times, squirting twice, soaking the sheets. "Put a baby in me," she begged, the risky words pushing her over the edge, even though she knew it was just an act.

Marcus pulled out last, cum pouring from her gaping pussy. "David. Your turn."

Emily unlocked him—click. His cock sprang free, hard, leaking. "Fuck your bred wife."

David climbed on, sliding into the mess—swimming in their cum, the sensation humiliating, arousing. Emily clenched around him. "Feel them inside me. Your little cock in their creampie."

David sobbed, thrusting frantic. "I love you."

"I love you," she cried, cumming around him. David followed, adding his thin load to the mix.

The bulls watched, grinning. Marcus slapped David's ass. "Good cuck. Now clean."

David dove in—lapping the mixed loads, bitter, slimy, four men's cum. He gagged, swallowed, hands-free spurting again in his cage (relocked mid-cleanup). Emily held his head, tears streaming. "My perfect husband."

After, tangled on the mattress, Emily between David and Marcus, Jamal and Tyrone on cushions. Tears of joy flowed—David's from relief, Emily's from love reignited.

"This saved us," she whispered.

David kissed her cum-smeared lips. "More?"

"Always."


Chapter 10: Eternal Flame

One year had passed since that first tentative role-play, the night Emily's laptop screen had betrayed her secret browser tab—those forbidden videos of white wives on their knees, dark hands in their hair, husbands watching from the shadows—and sparked a fire that would consume their marriage in the best possible way. It had started as a whisper, a confession over wine, David's eyes widening not with anger but with a dark, thrilling curiosity that mirrored her own. Now, that spark had grown into a blaze, one that warmed them, tested them, and bound them tighter than any vanilla vow ever could. The house, their cozy Seattle suburban sanctuary with its soft gray walls painted in the early days of marriage, hardwood floors worn smooth from years of pacing during late-night talks and anxious waits for the other to come home, and the faint scent of lavender from the diffuser in the hallway that Emily had bought on a whim during their honeymoon in Provence, had been transformed into a den of unbridled desire for this anniversary celebration. Every room held a memory—the kitchen where they’d first discussed the fantasy over takeout Thai, the living room couch where David had tied her wrists with silk scarves for the first time—but tonight, those memories would be overlaid with new ones, raw and indelible.

The air was thick with the sweet, cloying scent of vanilla candles flickering in every corner of the living room, their flames dancing like eager spectators on the coffee table cluttered with remote controls and coasters, the mantel above the fireplace where family photos smiled innocently, even the windowsills where rain from an earlier shower still beaded on the glass. From the kitchen wafted the rich, savory aroma of roasted garlic and herbs from the catered spread—platters of charcuterie with prosciutto curled like rose petals beside wedges of brie and crackers, fresh oysters glistening on crushed ice in silver bowls that caught the candlelight, chocolate-dipped strawberries arranged in perfect spirals on tiered stands, their dark coating cracking slightly from the warmth, all waiting untouched on the island, their purpose more symbolic than sustenance, a feast for the eyes before the feast of the body began. Beneath it all lingered the sharp edge of anticipation, a metallic tang like ozone before a storm, hanging heavy in the air and making Emily's skin prickle with gooseflesh even in the warmth of the house, her pulse quickening at the thought of what was to come—the sounds, the touches, the eyes on her.

She stood in the master bathroom, the large mirror fogged from her long, luxurious shower, droplets still clinging to the glass like tiny witnesses to her transformation, the steam carrying the scent of her jasmine body wash. Her body was oiled and shaved smooth, every inch prepared with the precision of a ritual—legs gliding under her palms like silk, underarms soft and sensitive, the neat strip above her pussy trimmed just so, all silky under her fingertips as she ran them over her skin one final time, checking for any imperfection. The anniversary party was tonight—five bulls, David’s idea, a gift to prove their marriage was unbreakable, forged stronger in the fire of fantasy and humiliation, a culmination of months of planning, texts, and late-night discussions where David's voice would tremble with excitement and fear in equal measure. She had spent the afternoon in nervous preparation: a glass of chardonnay to steady her hands, sipped slowly while sitting on the edge of the tub, the cool porcelain grounding her; music playing softly through the house speakers (slow R&B that would later pulse during the main event, the bass line already thrumming in her chest like a second heartbeat); and David downstairs arranging the final details with a focus that made her heart swell—moving furniture with grunts of effort, testing camera angles to capture every moan and squirt, laying out toys with the care of a curator, his cage visible through his shorts as he bent and stretched.

Emily slipped into the outfit piece by piece, each item chosen with care from a locked drawer they had filled together over months of escalating play—the drawer that started with silk scarves and a single dildo, now overflowing with lace, leather, and toys that told the story of their descent into this lifestyle. First, the black lace corset—intricate floral patterns woven like vines claiming her body, the boning stiff and unyielding as it cinched her waist to an impossible hourglass, compressing her ribs just enough to make every breath a reminder of restraint. It pushed her full breasts high, the sheer cups barely covering her nipples, leaving them visible as dark shadows that hardened with every breath, every brush of lace against the sensitive peaks, the fabric rasping like a lover's whisper. She adjusted the laces in the back, pulling tighter, feeling the pressure build, a delicious ache that mirrored the one between her legs. Then the matching thong, crotchless, the delicate lace framing her shaved pussy like a gift waiting to be unwrapped, the strings digging slightly into her hips, a subtle bite that sent a thrill up her spine, the open design leaving her exposed, vulnerable, ready. A garter belt followed, the satin cool against her skin as she clipped it in place, then the sheer black stockings that whispered against her thighs with every step, the nylon sliding like water, the seams running straight up the back of her legs like arrows pointing to her ass, guiding eyes exactly where she wanted them. Finally, six-inch stilettos—patent black, the leather gleaming, making her legs endless and her posture regal, forcing her to balance with a sway that accentuated every curve, the click of the heels on the tile echoing in the bathroom like a countdown. The cage key hung on a delicate silver chain between her breasts, catching the bathroom light in sharp, hypnotic flashes that danced across the fogged mirror, a symbol of David's submission swinging with her heartbeat. Her auburn hair cascaded in loose waves down her back, still damp at the ends from the shower, the strands clinging to her oiled skin. Makeup smoky—crimson lips that promised sin, applied with a steady hand despite the tremble in her fingers; sharp winged liner that made her green eyes feline, fierce; a flush of blush that matched the heat in her cheeks, rising not from powder but from the memories flooding her mind. She looked like sin incarnate, a goddess ready for worship, her nipples rock-hard and straining the lace, the key glinting with every heartbeat, her reflection in the mirror a woman transformed—confident, owned, desired.

David entered the bathroom, cage locked, wearing only tailored black slacks that did nothing to hide the bulge of the pink silicone, the outline clear and humiliating. His eyes devoured her, pupils blown wide, a mix of awe and nervous hunger that made her stomach flutter, her pussy clench. “You’re perfect,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion, stepping closer to trace a finger along the corset’s edge without touching her skin, as if she were too sacred, too fragile in this moment.

Emily turned, smiling through tears that threatened to ruin her liner, her reflection in the mirror showing a woman transformed, the outfit a second skin that made her feel powerful and vulnerable all at once. “Our night. Our way. The ultimate proof.”

He kissed her forehead, careful not to smudge, his lips trembling against her skin, his breath warm and shaky. “I love you. More than ever. This... this is us.”

She nodded, throat tight, a single tear escaping to trace a path down her cheek. “Forever.”

The house had been transformed over days of careful planning, a labor of love and lust that David had spearheaded with spreadsheets and sketches, measuring tape in hand. The living room—normally cozy with a sectional sofa where they binge-watched shows on lazy Sundays, a large TV mounted above the fireplace that had played their wedding video on loop during anniversaries past, and family photos on the mantel showing smiling vacations and holiday gatherings—was now a temple of debauchery. The sectional had been pushed against the far wall with grunts of effort, replaced by mattresses pushed together across the hardwood to create a vast play area, the seams taped to prevent slips, covered in black satin sheets that gleamed under the red lights David had installed weeks ago, the color chosen to hide stains and heighten the mood, the fabric cool and slippery under bare skin. Mirrors on every wall and ceiling reflected infinite versions of the scene to come, every angle captured in a kaleidoscope of red-tinted flesh, the glass cool to the touch when tested. Cameras on tripods stood at strategic points—4K, David’s private collection, for their eyes only, with memory cards already inserted and labeled with dates in his neat handwriting. A long table held lube bottles in every flavor—warming that tingled on contact, cooling that made skin shiver, flavored like strawberry and mint for oral play—a 9.5" black dildo standing proud like a scepter on a velvet cloth, a stainless-steel bowl for cleanup polished to a mirror shine, condoms (unused tonight—bareback was the rule, trust earned over months of testing and honesty), a stack of fresh towels folded with military precision, and a bottle of champagne chilling in ice with crystal flutes nearby, the bubbles rising lazily. The air smelled of wax from the candles, sex from the lube bottles already opened for testing, and the faint metallic tang of the cage key, the temperature set just cool enough to keep nipples hard, the windows cracked to let in the night breeze carrying the distant sound of traffic.

Guests arrived at 8 p.m. sharp, the doorbell chiming like a starting gun through the house, the sound echoing off the hardwood and making Emily's heart leap in her chest. The first ring was Marcus—towering as always, his black button-down open to reveal the sculpted chest Emily knew by heart from countless nights of tracing the ridges with her tongue, the fabric straining over his broad shoulders, his presence filling the doorway like he owned the night, the scent of his cologne—woody, spicy—wafting in with the evening breeze. He carried a small gift bag in one large hand, the paper crinkling softly, and when Emily took it, she peeked inside to find a new chastity cage, smaller than David's current one, sleek steel with a tiny lock, and a note in Marcus's bold handwriting: For when he earns it. The implication made her pussy clench, a fresh wave of slickness between her thighs.

Jamal next, his wicked grin flashing white against dark skin as he stepped over the threshold, a bottle of top-shelf whiskey in hand as a gift, the amber liquid sloshing gently. His laugh already rumbling low in his chest, a sound that vibrated through Emily like a promise, his eyes raking over her corset-bound body, lingering on the key glinting between her breasts. Tyrone followed close behind, the man who’d wrecked Megan and now Emily in ways that still made her blush in private moments, his laugh deep and rumbling like thunder on the horizon, his eyes promising the same destruction as he handed her a bouquet of black roses, the petals velvet-soft and thorns carefully removed, the dark blooms a perfect match for the night's theme. Then the new faces—Leon, tall and lean with a predator’s grace that made him move like liquid shadow, his curved smile hinting at the weapon in his jeans without needing to say a word, his voice smooth as velvet when he greeted Emily with a “Happy anniversary, beautiful,” kissing her hand with lips that lingered just a second too long, his breath warm on her knuckles; Darius, broader, thicker in every sense, his shoulders filling the doorframe, his voice a low growl that promised ruin as he pulled her into a brief hug, his hand lingering on Emily’s waist as he entered, squeezing just enough to make her gasp, the pressure sending a jolt straight to her clit.

Emily greeted them in the corset, nipples rock-hard and straining the lace, the key glinting between her breasts with every breath, the chain cool against her heated skin. David poured drinks from the bar cart he had wheeled in earlier—whiskey neat for the bulls, the ice clinking in heavy crystal glasses; gin and tonic for Emily, the lime slice bobbing; water for himself, his hands steady but his cage dripping a thin strand onto the floor as he moved, the humiliation already starting, a visible reminder of his role. “Rules,” he said, voice steady despite the tremor in his hands and the flush creeping up his neck. “Emily’s the center. I orchestrate. Safe word is red. No means no. We end together. Film everything. Respect the space. This is our home, our marriage—treat it that way.”

The bulls nodded, cocks already tenting pants, eyes locked on Emily like predators circling prey, the room’s energy shifting from polite small talk to primal hunger, the air thickening with testosterone and the faint scent of arousal. The bulls nodded, cocks already tenting pants, eyes locked on Emily like predators circling prey, the room’s energy shifting from polite to primal, the candles' flames seeming to burn brighter, the red lights casting everyone in a glow that made skin look flushed and ready.

The orgy began slow, a ritual of worship that built tension like a drawn bowstring. Emily on her knees in the center of the mattresses, the satin cool against her skin, the bulls circling like wolves in the red light, their shadows long and distorted in the mirrors, multiplying into infinity. Marcus kissed her first—deep, claiming, his tongue invading her mouth with the confidence of ownership, hands cupping her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks with surprising tenderness that made her melt into him. Jamal unclasped the corset from behind, the lace falling away with a soft sigh that sounded almost reverent, her breasts spilling free into the warm air, nipples peaking harder in the cool draft from the cracked window, rose-dark and aching from the sudden exposure. Tyrone knelt swiftly, sucked one nipple into his mouth, tongue swirling in lazy circles, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks shooting to her core. Leon took the other, his mouth hotter, more urgent, his free hand sliding down to cup her ass, fingers digging in. Darius and Jamal rubbed her pussy and ass through the thong, fingers teasing the crotchless opening, finding her already slick, the lace damp and clinging, their touches light at first, then firmer, probing.

David directed from the side, phone in hand, cage leaking a steady drip now. “Strip her completely.”

The thong ripped away with a sharp tear, the sound swallowed by the low music—slow R&B pulsing through hidden speakers, a bass line that matched Emily’s heartbeat, the lyrics about surrender and desire wrapping around them. Emily naked except heels, stockings, key. Marcus laid her on her back on the mattress, legs spread wide, pussy glistening under the red light, the satin cool against her back. He entered her pussy—slow, deep, the smooth head dragging against her walls, filling her inch by inch until she was stuffed full. Emily moaned, eyes locked on David, the stretch familiar yet always overwhelming. Jamal fed her his cock, thick and salty on her tongue, stretching her lips until her jaw ached. Tyrone sucked her nipples harder, Leon and Darius stroking themselves, their cocks curving and thick in their fists, waiting, pre-cum beading at the tips.

David’s voice was hoarse, strained. “Rotate. Everyone gets a turn.”

They did—each bull fucking her pussy, ass, mouth in a slow, deliberate cycle that built like a crescendo, the room filled with the wet sounds of flesh on flesh, the slap of skin, the heavy breathing of men and Emily's muffled moans. Marcus started again in her pussy, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force, pulling her back onto him with every thrust, the head of his cock dragging against her G-spot until her legs trembled and her toes curled in the stockings. Emily's eyes watered, locked on David in the corner, his cage dripping steadily now, the humiliation in his expression making her clench harder around Marcus, milking him. Then Jamal in her ass, lubing generously, pressing in inch by inch, the burn intense but familiar, her hole stretching around his thickness as he groaned low in his throat, "That's it, take it all, slut." Tyrone in her mouth, his cock salty and heavy on her tongue, pushing to the back until her throat bulged, saliva dripping down her chin onto her breasts, pooling in the key's chain. Leon and Darius stroked themselves nearby, their cocks curving and thick in their fists, pre-cum beading at the tips, their eyes hungry, waiting for their turn, the mirrors reflecting every angle—Emily's body rocking, her nipples hard and red from attention, her face flushed and tear-streaked from pleasure and effort, the red lights making her skin glow like she was on fire.

Emily squirted five times during the cycle, each gush a hot, forceful release that soaked the mattress beneath her, the satin turning dark and slick, the floor splattered, David’s lens fogging slightly from the spray. The first came from Marcus's relentless pounding, her body seizing, a cry muffled around Tyrone's cock, her squirt arcing high. The second from Jamal's deep anal thrusts, the pressure on her inner walls making her vision blur. The third, fourth, and fifth in rapid succession as they rotated faster, her body a machine of pleasure, squirting arcing through the air, landing on the bulls' thighs, the cameras, David's shoes, the scent of her arousal thick in the room.

Double vaginal—Marcus and Leon squeezing in together, the stretch burning like fire, her walls screaming in protest and ecstasy, belly distending slightly with the outline of both shafts visible under her skin, the sensation of fullness overwhelming, tears streaming down her cheeks as she begged, "More, please, ruin me." Double anal—Jamal and Darius, her hole gaping wide, the burn turning to pleasure as they found a rhythm, her body rocking between them, nipples scraping the sheet. Airtight—all holes filled, Tyrone in her mouth, her throat bulging with every push, the bulls grunting in unison, "That's our slut."

David’s hands-free orgasm hit during the airtight—cum dribbling from his cage in thin, pathetic spurts as he watched, sobbing with shame and arousal, the humiliation crashing over him like a wave, his body shaking, "I'm just the cuck... your cuck..."

They bred her—five loads, thick, bitter, pouring into the bowl beneath, the cum mixing in viscous ropes, the smell musky and overpowering. Bukkake finale—Emily on her knees, face and tits painted white, ropes of cum dripping from her chin, her nipples, the key, the warm stickiness cooling on her skin as she licked her lips, "I'm your slut forever."

“David. Cleanup.”

He lapped the bowl—bitter, slimy, five men’s cum, the texture coating his tongue, sliding down his throat. Hands-free again, sobbing. Emily held him, voice husky. “My perfect cuck. This is us.”

Tears of joy. Vows renewed. Emily whispered, “I’m the slut. You’re the cuck. Always.”

David kissed her cum-smeared lips. “Yes, ma’am.”

Epilogue: Regular meets, Emily the center, David the devoted cuck, marriage stronger in filth. Fade on them in bed, Emily covered in cum, David hard in his cage: “More?”

“Always.”
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