

The Wicked Hotwife

Evan Cooper


Copyright © 2026 Evan Cooper

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Contents

Chapter 1: The Journal

Chapter 2: The First Confession

Chapter 3: Cage and Cologne

Chapter 4: The Hotel Bar

Chapter 5: The Breeding

Chapter 6: Guiding Gloves

Chapter 7: Post-Breeding Ruin

Chapter 8: The Punishment

Chapter 9: The Daily Duty

Chapter 10: The Scent

Chapter 11: Twerk for Me

Chapter 12: The Wicked Beginning


Chapter 1: The Journal

Ben stared at his laptop screen, the Zoom meeting droning on endlessly. It was mid-2020, and the lockdown seemed to stretch into infinity, confining him and Claire to their Oakwood Heights home. In the next room, Claire's laughter filtered through the walls as she participated in her own virtual calls, her voice bright and engaging despite the isolation. He minimized the meeting window, his attention waning, and reached into his desk drawer to pull out the leather-bound journal. His hand trembled slightly as he opened it, the blank pages inviting his deepest secrets.

Claire in that red dress, the one from our high school prom. She's at the bar, flirting with a stranger. Tall, confident. Not like me. He touches her arm. She smiles. Back home, she tells me every detail. Makes me watch. I beg her to stop. She doesn't. She loves me more for it.

The words flowed from his pen, each sentence laced with a mix of shame and forbidden excitement. His cheeks burned with embarrassment, yet arousal pulsed through him, undeniable and insistent. He pictured her green eyes locked onto his, her voice a sultry whisper as she described how much better the other man felt, how his own inadequacies could never truly satisfy her. Ben's breath quickened, his body responding to the vivid imagery. He shifted in his chair, glancing nervously at the door. Claire's voice rose in the adjacent room, discussing a client pitch with enthusiasm. Spurred on, he wrote faster, delving deeper into the fantasy.

She comes home smelling like him. Pushes me down. Sits on my face. 'Clean me up, baby. Taste what a real man left inside your wife.' I do it. Hating it. Loving it. Loving her.

A ping from his laptop snapped him back to reality—the meeting demanding his attention. He slammed the journal shut and stuffed it back into the drawer, his heart pounding wildly. What if Claire found it? She would think he was some kind of freak, twisted by the isolation. But the fantasy lingered, twisting his insides with a jealous fire that both terrified and thrilled him.

Fast forward to the present, their anniversary celebration. The world had begun to reopen, the post-lockdown haze lifting from Oakwood Heights, allowing life to feel somewhat normal again. Ben and Claire, high school sweethearts who had built a life together as a suburban power couple, were marking ten years of marriage. She was the sharp-witted marketing executive with curves that still made his knees weak, and he was the steady software engineer, outwardly composed but secretly unraveling inside.

They had planned a quiet night in, the dining table adorned with flickering candles and the aroma of sizzling steak filling the air. Claire wore that very red dress from his fantasies, the one that hugged her figure perfectly. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her green eyes sparkled with warmth as she clinked her wine glass against his. "Happy ten years, babe," she said, her smile genuine and affectionate.

Ben returned the smile, but his mind raced back to the journal, hidden away in his home office and untouched for months. Why hadn't he destroyed it? Those lockdown days had warped his thoughts, the endless isolation and forced proximity amplifying every insecurity. He had turned to porn for release while she napped, then channeled the resulting shame into the pages of that journal. Fantasies of her with other men, of breeding, of humiliation—all because his love for her was so profound, so consuming.

The dinner passed in a blur, the wine flowing freely as they reminisced about their shared past. Eventually, they moved to the bedroom, shedding clothes along the way. Claire straddled him, grinding slowly, her heat enveloping him completely. "God, Ben, you feel good," she moaned, her voice husky with desire. But he knew the truth; she had faked it before, the cracks in their intimacy exposed during the lockdown. Her eyes had wandered during movie nights, and his stamina had proven lacking time and again.

Desperate to please her, he thrust upward, matching her rhythm as her breasts bounced enticingly. Then, she paused, reaching toward the nightstand. "What's this?" Her fingers brushed against the leather edge of the journal. How had it ended up there? In his haste during anniversary preparations, he must have rummaged through drawers and forgotten to put it away.

Claire's eyes widened as she flipped it open, still perched atop him. Ben froze, panic surging through him like ice water. "Claire, wait—"

She scanned a page, and a slow, intrigued smile spread across her lips. "Oh, Ben." Her voice was like dripping honey, sweet and intoxicating. Instead of pulling away, she clenched around him, rocking gently. "This is... you wrote this? About me?"

Shame flooded him, his face burning with embarrassment. He tried to grab the journal, but she held it high, laughing softly. "No, baby. Let me read. It's our anniversary. Share everything."

He went limp inside her, not from fear alone, but from the twisted thrill that coursed through him. Jealousy gnawed at his insides, even though it was merely his own words being exposed. "Claire, please. It's stupid. Just a lockdown fever dream."

Ignoring his plea, she cleared her throat and began reading aloud, her voice sultry and commanding. "Claire comes home from her date. Her pussy's full of his cum. She makes me kneel. 'Lick it out, my little cuck. Taste how he bred your wife.' I do. She watches, eyes full of love. Tells me I'm her perfect husband for it."

Ben's cock twitched back to life, the betrayal stinging as his secrets were laid bare. But her words, delivered with such sweet viciousness, ignited something primal within him. She continued reading, grinding down harder. "She laughs at my tiny dick. Says it's why she needs real men. But she kisses me after, whispers she loves me more than ever."

Claire's breath hitched, her arousal evident. She tossed the journal aside and leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. "Is this what you want, baby? Me with another man? Filling me up while you watch?"

Denial choked him. "No... I mean... it was just fantasy." It was a lie, and the shame crushed him, yet his arousal throbbed more intensely. Her green eyes locked onto his, a mix of love and newfound power shining in their depths.

She rode him faster, her movements deliberate. "Tell me the truth, Ben. You wrote pages of this. During lockdown, while I was in the next room faking smiles on Zoom. You were dreaming of me cuckolding you." Her voice turned loving, humiliating. "My sweet, pathetic husband. Jerking off to me getting fucked better."

Jealousy ripped through him, the image of her with someone else vivid and painful. Shame boiled within, but his hips bucked upward, desperate for more. "Claire... God."

She cupped his face, staring deep into his eyes. "Admit it, baby. You want me to be your wicked hotwife. Make all these fantasies real." Her dirty talk wrapped around him like silk chains, sweet, loving, and cutting. "I'd do it for you. Because I love my little dreamer so much."

He came then, sudden and shameful, spilling inside her without warning. She gasped, then giggled, continuing to ride through his release. "Already? Oh, Ben. So quick. No wonder you fantasize about real men."

Humiliation peaked, and he wanted nothing more than to hide from her gaze. But she pulled him into her arms, their bodies still connected, kissing his forehead repeatedly and stroking his hair. "Shh, my love. That was beautiful. Your secrets? They turn me on. We're going to explore this. Together."

Tears pricked his eyes as shame ebbed into an aching love. Her tenderness anchored him, a safe harbor amid the storm of emotions. But arousal lingered, the jealous flames not fully extinguished. What had he unleashed in sharing this part of himself?

She whispered, her words filthy yet adoring. "I love you more for this, Ben. My perfect, broken boy." They lay there, her body warm against his, the journal forgotten on the floor for the moment. But in his mind, the fantasies stirred, now teetering on the edge of reality, terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.

As the night deepened, Ben reflected on how the lockdown had changed them. The isolation had forced them to confront unspoken desires, and now, with the journal's revelations, their marriage was evolving into something new. Claire's acceptance, her enthusiasm even, made him feel seen in a way he never had before. Yet doubt lingered—could they navigate this path without losing themselves?

The next morning, Claire woke him with a soft kiss, her eyes gleaming. "Last night was just the beginning, babe. We've got so much to discover." Ben nodded, his heart racing with a mix of fear and anticipation. The journal had opened a door, and there was no closing it now.

Throughout the day, snippets of the fantasy replayed in his mind, intertwined with memories of their shared history. From high school dances to wedding vows, every moment seemed infused with new meaning. By evening, as they prepared dinner together, Claire teased him gently about the journal, her words laced with affection. "You know, I might just have to read more of those entries. Who knew my steady Ben had such a wild imagination?"

He blushed, but the shame was tempered by her loving gaze. As they ate, the conversation turned deeper, touching on the strains of lockdown and how it had tested their bond. "We made it through that," Claire said, reaching for his hand. "This? It's going to make us even stronger."

Ben agreed, though uncertainty gnawed at him. The fantasies were one thing, but making them real? That was a leap into the unknown. Yet with Claire by his side, guiding him with her mix of tenderness and dominance, he felt ready to explore.


Chapter 2: The First Confession

Ben's heart hammered in his chest, the anniversary dinner forgotten on the kitchen table, plates still half-full of cooling food. Claire sat across from him on the couch, the leather-bound journal clutched tightly in her hands. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears, reflecting the soft lamp light in their living room. He couldn't breathe; the room felt smaller than their lockdown bubble ever had, the walls closing in with memories of those endless months of isolation. Scribbling his filthy secrets while she conducted Zoom calls with clients in the next room, oblivious to his turmoil. Now, she knew everything.

"Ben," she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. "How long? How long have you been hiding this from me?"

He swallowed hard, shame burning his cheeks like a fever. "Since... since the pandemic started. I was going crazy, Claire. Stuck here, watching you all day. My mind just... wandered to dark places."

She wiped a tear away, her lips trembling. Then, something shifted in her expression. Her gaze hardened, not with anger, but with a fierce, burning fire. "Wandered to me fucking other men? To you watching? Cleaning up after?" She leaned forward, the journal pages rustling as she flipped through them. "You wrote about me begging some stranger to breed me. While you jerk off in the corner like a pathetic little boy."

His cock twitched despite the humiliation—or perhaps because of it. "Claire, please. It was just fantasy. I love you. You're my high-school sweetheart. My everything. We've built a life together, with the kids and all."

She stood up abruptly, tossing the journal aside with a soft thud. Her sundress hugged her curves, the same body he'd worshipped since prom night all those years ago. "Fantasy? Ben, I've been faking it. For years." The words hit like a gut punch, knocking the air from his lungs. Tears spilled down her cheeks now, but she didn't look away, her green eyes piercing. "Our sex? It's sweet. It's loving. But it hasn't made me come—really come—since before the kids. Before lockdown turned us into roommates, co-parenting from separate home offices."

Jealousy twisted in his gut, not at her confession, but at the implication. Someone else could satisfy her in ways he couldn't. His fantasies flashed through his mind—her with a real man, moaning in ecstasy like she never did for him. Shame flooded him, overwhelming and hot. He was hard, achingly so. "Claire... I'm sorry. I didn't know. I thought we were okay."

She stepped closer, straddling his lap with deliberate grace. Her heat pressed against him, sending sparks through his body. "Don't be sorry, baby. This journal? It's the hottest thing you've ever done." Her hands cupped his face, thumbs stroking his jawline tenderly. Tears still wet on her cheeks, she leaned in. "You've been my good boy since high school. Remember prom? You were so nervous, fumbling with my dress in the back of your dad's Chevy. I had to guide your hand. Just like in your stories."

He groaned, arousal spiking sharply. Her words cut deep, drawing from their shared history, twisting sweet memories into something humiliating and erotic. "Claire..."

"Shh." She ground against him slowly, her movements teasing and insistent. "Let's roleplay it. Right now. Pretend I'm with that big, strong bull from your journal. And you're watching. Locked up. Useless." Her voice dripped with honeyed poison, sweet yet biting. "You'd love that, wouldn't you? My sweet, pathetic husband. High-school Ben, still fumbling while a real man takes what's his."

His mind reeled, the jealous fire licking at his insides. But love surged too—deeper than ever before. She was doing this for him, with him, embracing his darkness. He nodded, his voice hoarse. "Yes. God, yes."

She smiled through her tears, wicked and adoring. "Good boy." She slipped off his lap, pulling him toward the bedroom—their lockdown sanctuary, where they'd binge-watched shows, argued over takeout, and navigated the stresses of parenting young children remotely. Now, the room felt charged with electricity. She pushed him onto the bed, stripping off her dress to reveal her naked, glorious form. "Sit there. Hands to yourself. You're the cuck now."

He obeyed, his cock straining against his pants. She climbed over him, not touching, her fingers dipping between her legs to circle her clit. Her eyes locked onto his. "Imagine him, Ben. Marcus, from the journal. That doctor down the street. He's here. Fucking me hard. While you watch from the closet, like in your little stories."

Shame crashed over him like a tidal wave. He'd written that exact scene during a boring Zoom call, headphones in while she worked next door, oblivious. Now, she was weaponizing it against him. "Claire, I..."

"Quiet, baby." Her breath hitched, fingers moving faster. "He's so big. Stretching me. Remember our first time? You came in thirty seconds. Apologized for days." She laughed softly, the sound loving and cruel. "But him? He'd last. Make me scream. Breed me, just like you fantasized."

Arousal throbbed in his veins, hot and unrelenting. He wanted to touch her, to beg for mercy. Jealousy clawed at him—imagining her with Marcus, that charismatic neighbor they'd chatted with during socially distanced walks. But her eyes held his, full of unwavering love. "You're mine," he whispered, desperate to reclaim some ground.

"Oh, sweetie." She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. "I'm yours. But tonight, I'm his. And you're going to love every second. My devoted little high-school hubby, all grown up and still so inadequate." Her words stung like sweet candy, humiliating yet affectionate. She moaned, her body arching in real pleasure, not the faked performances of the past. His heart swelled even as shame crushed him.

She came hard, gasping, her eyes never leaving his. "That's what a real orgasm looks like, Ben. Not the ones I've pretended for you."

He nearly broke then, tears pricking his eyes as arousal mixed with raw hurt. But she saw it, her expression softening immediately. She pulled him into her arms, kissing his forehead repeatedly. "My perfect, pathetic little husband. I love you so much. More than ever."

He melted into her embrace, love anchoring the emotional storm. "I love you too. God, Claire."

She stroked his hair, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're my everything, baby. This makes us stronger. Remember lockdown? We survived that hell together, with the kids driving us nuts and the world falling apart. Now, we're going to survive this—thrive in it." Her lips pressed to his temple. "My good boy. My cuck."

They lay there, tangled in each other, his erection pressing against her thigh, ignored for the moment. The aftercare soothed the edges of his shame, rebuilding him piece by piece. But her words lingered, hinting at more. "What if we make it real?" she'd suggested earlier. Now, in the quiet, she murmured, "Tomorrow, we talk about cages. And dates."

His stomach flipped, jealousy reigniting. But so did the addiction. He was hooked, drawn deeper into this web of desire.

The night deepened, Claire's breathing evening out as she fell asleep. Ben stared at the ceiling, flashbacks assaulting him—scribbling in that journal while she laughed on a call, completely unaware. Now she knew everything, using it against him. For him. It was terrifying and exhilarating.

Morning light filtered through the curtains. Claire stirred, stretching like a contented cat. "Morning, my love." She kissed him softly. "Ready for more confession time?"

He nodded, throat tight. "What do you mean?"

She sat up, eyes sparkling with excitement. "I've been thinking. Your fantasies are so detailed. High-school memories twisted into humiliation. Like that time you got jealous of my prom date before you asked me out." She traced his chest with her finger. "Imagine me telling a bull about that. While he fucks me."

Shame flooded back, hot and insistent. His cock stirred. "Claire..."

"Shh." She grinned, loving and merciless. "But first, admit it. You've been faking too. Pretending you're enough for me."

The words sliced deep, true in a way he'd always feared. Since high school. "Yeah," he admitted, voice small. "I have."

Her tears returned, but they were joyful now. "Oh, baby. That's why this is perfect." She pulled him close again, aftercare weaving seamlessly into the moment. Forehead kisses. Hair strokes. "I love my inadequate little high-school sweetheart. You're going to be the best cuck ever."

They roleplayed again that afternoon, in the home office where lockdown had trapped them. She bent over the desk, pretending to take a call. "Yes, client, one second." Then, to him: "Crawl under here, Ben. Lick me while I imagine Marcus on the line."

He did, on his knees, tongue working diligently. Her moans filled the room—real, earth-shattering. "That's it, my pathetic Zoom cuck. Remember when you'd jerk off in here during my meetings? Now, you're serving."

Jealousy burned. Arousal dripped. Love bound it all. She came on his face, then yanked him up for kisses. "My good boy. I adore you."

By evening, exhaustion hit, but the emotional high lingered. Claire curled against him on the couch, ice cream bowls in hand—a lockdown ritual revived. "This is us, Ben. Deeper now. Thanks to your journal."

He fed her a spoonful, heart full. Shame ebbed into acceptance. "I love you."

"I love you more." She whispered, "Because you're mine to humiliate."

The words thrilled him. Terrified him. Their marriage felt unbreakable, filthier, and more alive than ever.

But as they drifted to sleep, her final whisper hung in the air: "Soon, baby. Real soon."


Chapter 3: Cage and Cologne

Ben stared at the small metal cage in Claire's hand, its gleaming surface catching the kitchen light in their Oakwood Heights home. The familiar walls, which had confined them during the lockdown, now seemed to close in with a different kind of tension, charged with anticipation and dread. His heart hammered wildly, shame burning his cheeks, but his cock twitched betrayingly, responding to the power she held.

Claire smiled, as sweet as ever, her green eyes locking onto his. "Look what I ordered last night, baby. After you confessed everything in that journal." She stepped closer, her fingers tracing his chest lightly. "It's time to make your fantasies real. Just like you wrote about during those isolated days."

He swallowed hard, the journal's memories flooding back—those lockdown nights when he'd hidden in the home office, scribbling filthy dreams about her with other men while she managed kids and work calls. Now she held the key—literally—to his submission. "Claire, I... I don't know if—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to his lips, her gaze full of aching love. "You do know. You want this. Remember what you wrote? 'Claire locks me away, owns me completely.' Well, here we are, high-school sweethearts turning wicked." Her voice dipped, loving and vicious. "Drop your pants, my pathetic little dreamer."

Jealousy twisted in his gut. It wasn't real yet, but the promise scorched him like fire. He obeyed, fumbling with his belt, his cock springing free, already half-hard from her commanding words. Shame flooded him—how could he desire this level of control? But arousal throbbed, hot and desperate. She was his wife, his everything, the mother of their children.

Claire knelt, efficient and tender, the cage cold against his skin as she slid it on, clicking the lock shut with a finality that echoed in the room. The weight pulled at him, a constant reminder. "There," she whispered, kissing the tip through the bars. "My locked-up hubby. So small and safe. I love how you need this to feel owned."

He groaned, the confinement squeezing him uncomfortably. "It hurts already."

"Good." She stood, dangling the key on a chain around her neck. "Pain reminds you who's in charge. Now, repeat after me: 'Claire owns my tiny clit. I submit to her wicked desires.' Say it fifty times, baby. Like a mantra from your journal."

His voice shook as he began. "Claire owns my tiny clit. I submit to her wicked desires." Over and over, each repetition digging deeper into his psyche—shame mixing with love, his eyes never leaving hers. She watched, stroking his hair, her gaze soft yet merciless. By the fiftieth, he was rock hard in the cage, leaking pre-cum, his body trembling from the emotional intensity.

She pulled him into a hug, kissing his forehead repeatedly. "My perfect, devoted husband. I adore you for this. We're stronger now, aren't we? Lockdown broke us open, and look at us healing filthy." Her arms were warm, safe harbors, and he melted into her, the aftercare washing away the raw edges of humiliation. Deep love surged, binding them tighter than before.

But she wasn't done. Not even close. That afternoon, Claire's phone buzzed, and she checked it with a grin. "Marcus texted back. He's ready."

Ben's stomach dropped like a stone. Marcus Reed, the local doctor everyone whispered about—charismatic, built like a god. Claire had mentioned chatting with him online during those endless Zoom months, when lockdown boredom had them both scrolling apps for any distraction. "You... you already talked to him?"

"Of course, sweetie." She cupped his face, eyes sparkling with excitement. "I read your journal and thought, why not? He's perfect for us. And he loves the idea of marking you first." She leaned in, whispering, "Before our date tonight, you're getting his scent. Fresh. Like cologne for my cuckold."

Jealousy hit like a punch to the gut. His wife, planning a date with another man. While Ben wore this cage. Shame burned, but his locked cock strained against its confines. "How... how do we get it?"

She laughed, light and loving. "You're driving me to his clinic. It's closing time. He'll give it to us personally. Won't that be fun? You waiting in the car, knowing what's happening inside."

The drive to the clinic was pure torture. Oakwood Heights blurred past—tree-lined streets, upscale homes hiding secrets like theirs. Ben gripped the wheel tightly, his mind racing with lockdown flashbacks: Claire in yoga pants, teasing him over video calls while the kids napped. Now this. Real. His arousal pulsed against the cage, painful and insistent, a constant throb.

They pulled up to the clinic, the parking lot emptying as staff left for the day. Claire kissed his cheek softly. "Stay here, baby. Think about how much I love you for this." She slipped out, her hips swaying in her sundress, exuding confidence.

Minutes dragged on like hours. He imagined it all—her laughing with Marcus, his smooth baritone voice charming her, perhaps even touching her. Jealousy clawed at him, raw and unrelenting. Shame whispered that he deserved it, for faking strength all those years while she faked orgasms, for not being enough even as they raised their family. But love anchored him. She was doing this for them, to reignite the spark lockdown had dimmed.

She returned finally, her cheeks flushed, holding a small vial and a cloth. "He was so generous." Her eyes met his, wicked and adoring. "Drive home, hubby. Time to apply your new scent."

Back in their bedroom—the same one where they'd survived pandemic isolation, sharing whispered fears about the future and the kids' well-being—Claire stripped him down to his cage. She opened the vial first: fresh precum, still warm. "Marcus jerked this out thinking of me. For you." She dipped her fingers, rubbing it across his neck like perfume. The musky scent filled the air, potent and masculine, invading his senses.

He inhaled, shuddering involuntarily. "Claire..."

"Shh, smell how superior he is." Next, the cloth—damp with armpit sweat from Marcus's post-workout body. She smeared it over his chest, under his arms. "There. My boyfriend's essence on my husband. You reek of him now."

Humiliation crashed over him like a wave. He smelled like another man. Jealousy raged—Marcus, who would touch her soon, mark her in ways Ben couldn't. Shame twisted his insides; he was marked, owned, degraded. But arousal leaked from his cage, dripping steadily. And love—her eyes held him, promising forever amid the storm.

"Wear this to work tomorrow," she said, her voice sweet as honey. "Every meeting, every call, you'll smell like my boyfriend. Remember lockdown? You hiding in the office, writing about this. Now it's real. You smell owned, baby. My delicious little cuck."

He nodded, broken and whole. "Yes, Claire."

She pulled him close, arms wrapping tight. Forehead kisses rained down. "I love you so much for wearing him. My brave, pathetic hubby. This scent bonds us deeper. After the date, I'll tell you everything while I wash it off gently." Her strokes through his hair soothed the storm inside, tender aftercare rebuilding him. Their love felt unbreakable, filthier than ever.

But as night fell, she dressed for the date. Red lipstick. Heels. "Grandview Luxe Hotel bar. Marcus is meeting me there." She kissed him goodbye, key necklace swaying. "Wait up, sweetie. Dream of us."

The door clicked shut. Ben stood alone, caged and scented. Heart pounding. The real descent had begun, and he couldn't deny the thrill pulsing through him.


Chapter 4: The Hotel Bar

Ben paced the hotel room at the Grandview Luxe, his cage biting into his skin with every step. The air conditioning hummed steadily, but it did nothing to cool the heat surging through his veins. He smelled like another man—Marcus's armpit sweat and precum smeared across his chest and neck like a twisted cologne. Claire had applied it that morning, her eyes sparkling with wicked love as she rubbed it in. "You smell like my boyfriend now, baby," she'd whispered, kissing his forehead tenderly. "Wear it proud for me."

His phone buzzed on the nightstand, jolting him from his thoughts. He snatched it up, heart slamming against his ribs. A text from Claire: At the bar. Red dress hugging every curve. Wish you could see how these heels make my ass pop.

He groaned, sinking onto the edge of the king-sized bed. Lockdown memories flooded him—those endless months in 2020, trapped in their Oakwood Heights home with the kids. Zoom calls droning in the background while he hid in his office, scribbling filthy fantasies in that leather journal. Claire, his high-school sweetheart, bending over in yoga pants during her virtual classes, unknowingly fueling his desires. He'd imagined her like this: dolled up, hunting a bull. Now it was real. Shame twisted his gut, but his caged cock twitched hard, arousal building despite the confinement.

Another buzz. A photo: Claire at the bar, sipping a martini, her lips curved in a sly smile. Spotted him. Marcus. That smooth physician from the country club. He's buying me a drink.

Ben's breath hitched. He pictured the scene vividly—the upscale bar downstairs, dim lights glinting off crystal glasses, soft jazz playing in the background. Claire in that red dress, the one she'd worn on their anniversary last year, accentuating her figure. Flirting shamelessly, her laugh carrying over the murmur of other guests. Jealousy clawed at him, raw and ugly. She'd confessed it all after finding his journal: years of faking orgasms with him, especially after the kids arrived. "I love you, Ben, but you never made me come like I need," she'd said, tears in her eyes, before pulling him close. Now she was out there, chasing the real thing. His shame burned, but so did his arousal. He loved her for this—for turning his dark secrets into their shared reality.

Phone buzzed again. He's touching my arm. Telling me about his shifts at the hospital. I mentioned you—my sweet hubby waiting upstairs. He laughed, said he loves devoted types.

Ben's face heated with embarrassment. Devoted. Pathetic. He rubbed his neck, inhaling Marcus's musky scent deeply. It clung to him, marking him as hers—as theirs. Another text: Leaning in now. His hand on my thigh. God, Ben, he's so confident. Not like you, my shy little writer.

He typed back, fingers shaking: Tell me everything.

Oh, I will, baby. He's whispering how he'd fuck me senseless. I'm wet already. For him.

Ben's mind reeled. Lockdown flashbacks hit harder—nights when Claire slept beside him, oblivious, while he jerked off to thoughts of her with strangers. The pandemic had stripped them bare, forced that intimacy, even as they juggled parenting duties. Now it birthed this twisted evolution. His cock strained against the cage, leaking precum steadily. Jealousy surged, imagining Marcus's deep baritone teasing her, his hands exploring. But underneath, love swelled. Claire was doing this for them—for the fire his fantasies had ignited.

The phone lit up with a voice note. He hit play, her voice breathy and excited: "Hey, my perfect cuck. Marcus just kissed my neck at the bar. Everyone's watching, but I don't care. I'm bringing him up. Hide in the closet like we planned. I want you to watch me come for real this time."

His heart pounded like a drum. He stumbled to the walk-in closet, sliding the door almost shut. Darkness enveloped him, the slats providing a narrow view of the bed. Minutes stretched like hours, each one filled with anxious anticipation. Then, the door clicked open.

Claire entered first, her red dress shimmering under the room's soft lighting. Marcus followed—tall, charismatic, his white shirt unbuttoned just enough to show tanned skin. He was the local doc everyone admired, but now he was here for her, in this intimate space.

"Room's perfect," Claire said, her voice husky with desire. She glanced at the closet, winking subtly at Ben. "My husband's out, but he'll hear all about this later."

Marcus chuckled, pulling her close. "Good. I like an audience, even if it's imaginary."

They kissed—deep, hungry, passionate. Ben watched, frozen in place. Claire's hands roamed Marcus's back, moaning into his mouth. "God, you're so much bigger than him," she murmured, loud enough for Ben to hear every word. "My Ben tries, but he's just... inadequate. Sweet, though. I love my little hubby so much."

Shame flooded Ben, hot and humiliating. Inadequate. The word stabbed, echoing his journal entries from those isolated days. But her tone—sweet, adoring—twisted it into something intoxicating, almost addictive. His cage throbbed, arousal drowning the jealousy for a heartbeat.

Marcus peeled off her dress, revealing lacy black lingerie that accentuated her curves. "Beautiful," he growled, laying her on the bed. His hands explored, fingers dipping between her thighs. Claire arched, gasping with genuine pleasure. "Yes, right there. Ben never finds that spot."

Ben's fists clenched tightly. He wanted to burst out, to stop it all. But he couldn't. Wouldn't. This was his fantasy, alive and vicious, playing out before him. Tears pricked his eyes—jealousy ripping him apart. Yet seeing her like this, alive with pleasure, deepened his love. She was his Claire, bolder than ever, embracing this for both of them.

Marcus stripped, his cock springing free—thick, veined, everything Ben wasn't. Claire stroked it, her eyes flicking to the closet. "Look at this, baby," she whispered, as if speaking directly to Ben. "A real man's dick. Yours is cute, but this... this will make me scream."

She guided Marcus inside her, slow and deliberate, savoring every inch. They moved together, rhythm building steadily. Claire's breaths came faster, her body trembling. "Fuck, Marcus, harder. Oh God, I'm... I'm close."

Ben watched her face contort—eyes wide, mouth open in pure ecstasy. This wasn't faked. Not like with him. Her body shook, a real orgasm crashing over her, the first in years, raw and powerful. She cried out, loud and uninhibited, gripping the sheets. "Yes! Finally! Ben, baby, this is what I needed. I love you for letting me have it."

The words hit like a punch—humiliating, yet loving. Ben's shame peaked, jealousy a storm in his chest. But his arousal spiked, the cage painfully tight. He loved her more in this moment, broken and whole.

Marcus thrust deeper, grunting with effort. Claire locked eyes with the closet slats, her gaze piercing Ben's soul. "Breed me, Marcus," she begged, voice sweet and commanding. "Fill me up while my husband watches."

Ben's world tilted. Breeding. His ultimate fantasy, weaponized against him.

But Marcus pulled back, smirking confidently. "Not yet, gorgeous. Let's make him wait."

Claire pouted, then laughed, pulling Marcus down for more, their bodies entwining again.

Ben trembled in the dark, desperate for the end—and the aftercare he craved so deeply.

As the scene unfolded, Ben's mind raced with memories of their life together—the joys of parenthood, the struggles of lockdown, all leading to this pivotal moment. Claire's moans filled the room, each one a testament to the new path they were forging.


Chapter 5: The Breeding

Ben's heart hammered in his chest, the sound echoing in the confined space of the hotel closet. He crouched there, the slats of the door framing the scene like a twisted movie screen, every detail sharp and unavoidable. Claire's eyes locked onto his, wide and wild with passion, her body arched under Marcus's imposing weight. The bull's hips drove deep, rhythmic and powerful, claiming what Ben had only dreamed of sharing in his secret writings. "Please, Marcus," Claire gasped, her voice a sweet blade twisting in Ben's gut. "Breed me. Fill me up with that thick cum. Make me yours while my pathetic husband watches."

Jealousy clawed at Ben's throat, raw and unrelenting. His cock strained against the cage, throbbing uselessly, denied any release. Shame burned hot—how could he want this so badly? But there it was, that desperate arousal, flooding him as Claire's gaze held him captive, pulling him deeper into the abyss. She reached a hand toward the closet, invisible to Marcus, her fingers curling in silent invitation. "See, baby? This is what a real man does to your wife. The one you couldn't satisfy for years." Her words dripped with love, even as they humiliated, drawing from their shared history like a well of intimate secrets.

Marcus grunted, his deep baritone rumbling through the room. "You want my seed, hotwife? Beg for it louder." He didn't know Ben was there, hidden and watching, but Claire did. She moaned, her body shuddering under the onslaught. "Yes! Breed me, Marcus. Right in front of Ben's eyes. He's been writing about this for months, hiding in our home office during those endless Zoom calls. Dreaming of you knocking me up while he jerked his little dick." Ben's face flushed crimson. She'd read his journal aloud that first night, riding him to the edge while quoting his own words back to him. Now it was real, unfolding before him. His arousal spiked, shame mixing with love like a potent drug. She loved him for this weakness. That's what her eyes said, even as she begged another man to claim her.

The bull picked up speed, his hands gripping Claire's hips with possessive strength. Sweat glistened on his skin—the same musky scent Ben wore like cologne, rubbed across his chest that morning as part of Claire's loving torment. "Fuck, you're tight," Marcus growled. "Gonna pump you full." Claire's stare never left Ben's, her green eyes intense. "Hear that, sweetie? He's going to give me what you never could. Remember lockdown? You pacing the house, frustrated, while I faked it on our anniversary calls? This is your fantasy come true." Her voice was tender, loving, vicious, pulling from their pandemic struggles and the strains of family life.

Claire's body tensed, another orgasm building visibly. Not fake this time—real, raw, from a man who knew exactly how to please her. "Cum in me, Marcus! Breed your Cuckcake!" She cried out, her eyes boring into Ben's soul. Marcus roared, thrusting deep one last time. Ben watched it happen—the bull's cock pulsing, emptying inside her, flooding her with his seed. Claire's face lit up with bliss, her lips mouthing silent words to Ben: "I love you." Shame crashed over him like a wave, overwhelming. He was hard as steel in his cage, arousal throbbing in time with his heartbeat. This was degradation, pure and personal, drawn from their shared isolation and the journal's revelations. Yet her love anchored him, pulling him deeper into this addiction.

They collapsed on the bed, Marcus rolling off with a satisfied chuckle. "Damn, Claire. You're something else." She giggled, tracing a finger down his chest, but her eyes flicked back to the closet. A wink, subtle and reassuring. Ben's chest tightened with aching love. She was his tormentor, his everything, the woman who'd stood by him through lockdown chaos and parenting trials. Minutes later, Marcus dozed, and Claire slipped from the sheets quietly. She opened the closet door, pulling Ben into her arms. "My poor baby," she whispered, kissing his forehead repeatedly. Her hands stroked his hair, tender and firm. "You were so brave watching that. I love you more than ever for letting him breed me." Aftercare washed over him, soothing the raw edges of jealousy. He melted into her, shame fading into warmth. "You're my perfect husband," she murmured, her breath still carrying Marcus's scent. "This makes us stronger."

They curled up on the floor for a moment, her body warm against his, the intimacy grounding him. But the night wasn't over. Claire guided him to the bed, tucking him in beside Marcus's sleeping form. "Sleep, sweetie. Tomorrow's when the real fun starts." Ben drifted off, emotions swirling—jealousy lingering, arousal banked but burning, love swelling like never before.

Morning light filtered through the hotel curtains, casting a soft glow. Ben stirred, disoriented at first. Claire's face hovered above his, her lips pressing to his in a deep, passionate kiss. Then she exhaled—slow, deliberate—blowing Marcus's thick morning cock-breath straight down his throat. The musky, potent taste invaded him, a mix of sleep and sex. Ben gagged slightly, but his caged cock twitched in response. "Taste how a real man starts his day, baby," Claire cooed, her hand stroking his locked clit through the bars. Sweet, loving, humiliating. "That's the breath of the bull who bred me last night. Inhale it all, my little cleanup hubby." Shame flooded him anew, hot and heavy. He'd written about this in his journal, fantasizing during those lockdown afternoons when Claire was on calls downstairs. Now she used it against him, her eyes full of adoration.

Marcus stirred, watching with a smirk. "Morning ritual, huh?" Claire laughed, never breaking eye contact with Ben. "Oh, yes. Ben needs to know his place. Remember our high-school days, sweetie? You were always so eager to please me. Now you're pleasing me by tasting the man who fucked me better." Jealousy stabbed deep, but arousal surged, his body betraying him again. He swallowed the breath, the degradation sinking in. It was viciously personal—her faked orgasms, his secret writings, their pandemic isolation. Yet her touch was gentle, loving, stroking him toward the edge without release. "You're mine forever," she whispered. "This breath? It's your new cologne additive. Wear it proudly."

Ben's mind reeled. Shame burned, but so did love—deeper than ever. Marcus rose, stretching his muscular frame. "Ready for round two?" Claire grinned, pulling Ben close for more forehead kisses. "Not yet. My husband needs his aftercare first." She held him tight, whispering filthy affirmations. "I adore you for this, Ben. My pathetic, devoted cuck. You make me so happy." The emotional cocktail hit hard—crushing shame, throbbing arousal, aching love. Their marriage felt unbreakable, filthier and stronger from the lockdown honesty.

But as Marcus pulled Claire back to the bed, her ovulation app pinged on her phone. She checked it, eyes lighting up with excitement. "Perfect timing. Today's the day, boys." Ben's stomach dropped. More breeding? Deeper humiliation? She blew another breath into his mouth, sealing the promise with a kiss.

The morning unfolded slowly, with Claire alternating between teasing Ben and attending to Marcus, her actions a blend of dominance and care. Ben reflected on how far they'd come, from high-school innocence to this complex dynamic, forged in the fires of isolation.


Chapter 6: Guiding Gloves

Ben stared at the ovulation app on Claire's phone, the little green icon pulsing like a heartbeat in the dimly lit hotel room. "Peak fertility," it read, a stark reminder of the day's significance. His stomach twisted with a mix of dread and anticipation. Today was the day. The real breeding day. Not just play, but a deliberate step into the fantasies he'd penned during lockdown. Claire had teased him about it all week, her fingers tracing his cage while whispering those isolated secrets. How he'd jerked off alone in the home office, scribbling about her getting knocked up by someone better, while she handled virtual meetings and kids' online schooling. Now it was happening. For real.

She'd dragged him to the lingerie boutique that morning, not for her, but for him. The sheer white guiding gloves sat in a black velvet box on their kitchen counter back home, but now they were here, in this charged space. Lace-trimmed, delicate, like something from a wedding. Ben's hands trembled as he slipped them on, the fabric soft against his skin. They fit perfectly. Too perfectly. Claire watched, her eyes sparkling with that intoxicating mix of love and cruelty he'd come to crave.

"Oh, baby," she cooed, stepping close. Her breath was warm on his neck. "You look so pretty. My little helper. Remember that high-school prom night? When you fumbled with my dress zipper because your hands were shaking? This is like that. But now, you're guiding a real man's cock into your wife's fertile pussy. Because you can't do the job yourself."

Shame burned in his chest, hot and unrelenting. He remembered prom vividly—their first time, awkward and quick. He'd whispered apologies, embarrassed. Now she weaponized it, turning sweet nostalgia into erotic humiliation. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage. Jealousy clawed at him—Marcus would fill her today, maybe plant a seed that would change their family forever. But the arousal? It drowned everything else. He loved her for this. For seeing his darkness and loving him more.

They drove to the Grandview Luxe Hotel in silence, the tension thick. Claire's hand rested on his thigh, squeezing gently. "I love you, Ben. So much. This is us. Deeper than before the lockdowns. Remember those endless nights? You writing in your journal while I pretended to sleep? Wishing for this. I'm giving it to you. Because you're mine."

The hotel room was the same one, familiar now. Dim lights, king bed, the faint scent of last time's sweat lingering. Marcus waited, lounging in a chair. Shirtless, his physician's build rippling under the light. That smooth baritone voice greeted them. "Ready for the main event?"

Claire kissed Ben's forehead tenderly. "He's ready. Aren't you, sweetie?"

Ben nodded, throat dry, words failing him. Marcus stripped, his cock already half-hard, thick and veined. Bigger than Ben's. Always would be. Claire peeled off her sundress, revealing lace panties and nothing else. Her body glowed, ovulation making her skin flush with vitality. She lay back on the bed, legs spread. Inviting. For Marcus. Not him.

"Gloves on, baby," she said, her voice sweet as honey. "Come here. Kneel between my legs. That's it. Now, take his cock. Gently. Like you're handling something precious. Because you are."

Ben's gloved hands shook as he reached out. Marcus's cock was warm, heavy, pulsing with life. Jealousy hit like a punch. This was the tool that would breed his wife. The one she'd beg for. He lined it up, the head brushing her slick folds. Claire's eyes locked on his. Intense, unwavering. Full of love and fire.

"Push it in, Ben," she whispered, her tone loving, humiliating. "Guide him home. Into the pussy you've never satisfied. Remember our lockdown fights? Me crying in the bathroom because your little dick couldn't make me cum? This is your fix, baby. You're helping a real man breed me. Filling me with what you can't. I love you for it. My sweet, pathetic husband."

He pushed. Marcus slid in slow, inch by inch. Claire gasped, her body arching in pleasure. Real pleasure. Not faked. Ben's heart shattered. Shame flooded him—his hands, in these stupid gloves, betraying their vows. But his cage strained, leaking pre-cum. Arousal twisted with the pain. He loved her eyes on him. That connection. Deeper than any lockdown isolation.

Marcus thrust deeper. Claire moaned, still staring at Ben. "Deeper, baby. Help him. Push his hips if you have to. That's it. Feel how he stretches me? How he hits spots you never could? Oh, God, Ben—remember our high-school makeout sessions? You'd cum in your pants before we even started. This is better. You're my guide now. My little cuck. I adore you for this."

Tears stung Ben's eyes. Jealousy raged—Marcus grunted, picking up speed, claiming her fully. But the love in her gaze? It anchored him. He kept his hands there, gloved fingers pressing Marcus's base, feeling every thrust. Humiliation burned. He was complicit. Aroused beyond reason. His mind screamed: This is wrong. This is everything.

Claire's dirty talk poured out, sweet and vicious. "Beg him to breed me, baby. Say it. While looking at me."

"Please," Ben choked out, voice breaking. "Breed her. Fill my wife."

Marcus chuckled, deep and teasing. "Good boy."

Claire reached for Ben's face, cupping it with one hand. "Yes, my love. Listen to him. He's going to pump me full. Maybe give us that baby you've fantasized about. Not yours. His. But we'll raise it together. Because you're my perfect husband. The one who lets me have this. I love you so much it hurts."

The pace built relentlessly. Marcus's balls slapped against her. Ben's gloves were slick now, coated in their juices. He couldn't look away from her eyes. The room spun with his emotions—jealous rage at every moan, shame in his useless cage, throbbing need making him dizzy. Love swelling like a tide. This was them. Raw. Real.

Claire came first. Hard. Her body convulsed, eyes never leaving Ben's. "For you, baby. All for you."

Marcus followed, groaning as he unloaded. Deep inside. Breeding her. Ben felt it—the twitch, the flood. His soul cracked. Jealousy peaked, imagining the seed taking root. Shame crushed him—he'd guided it. Arousal left him trembling, desperate for release.

They stilled. Marcus pulled out slow, a thick dribble following. Claire sat up immediately, pulling Ben into her arms. Tender. Loving. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his hair. "My brave boy. You did so good. I felt every bit of your love in those gloves. We're unbreakable now. Deeper than those lockdown days when you hid your journal. I love my guiding husband. My everything."

He melted into her. Tears flowed. The shame ebbed, replaced by warmth. Her whispers continued, filthy yet affirming. "You tasted their scents last time. Next, you'll clean it all. But for now, just us. My safe, submitted love."

Marcus watched, smirking, but Ben didn't care. This aftercare—it healed him. Made the humiliation worth it. Their bond pulsed stronger. Filthier. He clung to her, aching with love.

But as they dressed, Claire's phone buzzed. Another app alert. "Post-breeding window," she murmured, eyes gleaming. "Time for your ruin, baby. You'll jerk onto his cock. Lick it clean. Prove you're mine."

Ben's heart raced. Dread and desire collided. What came next would break him further, but with Claire leading, he was ready.


Chapter 7: Post-Breeding Ruin

Ben's heart hammered in his chest, the rhythm erratic and loud in the charged atmosphere of the hotel room. The air smelled like sweat and sex, thick and heady. Marcus lay back on the king-sized bed, his broad chest heaving, that smug grin splitting his face. Claire straddled him, her thighs slick with their combined mess, her body still flushed from the breeding. She turned her head, locking eyes with Ben. Those green eyes he'd fallen for in high school now burned with something new. Power. Love. Cruelty.

"You did so good guiding him in, baby," she cooed, her voice like honey over broken glass. "Pushing that big cock into your wife's fertile pussy. Remember how you wrote about this in your little journal? During those endless lockdown nights when I was on Zoom calls, pretending to care about spreadsheets. You were jerking off to fantasies of me getting bred. And now it's real."

Ben knelt at the foot of the bed, his cage biting into his swollen balls, a constant reminder of his submission. The sheer white gloves still clung to his hands, sticky from handling Marcus's shaft during the guiding. Jealousy twisted in his gut like a knife. He'd done it. Lined up another man's cock. Pushed it home. Watched Claire come undone, her body arching in ways he'd never seen, her moans genuine and earth-shattering. Shame flooded him, hot and thick. But his dick throbbed against the metal bars. Desperate. Aching for her approval.

Marcus chuckled, deep and lazy. "Your hubby's a natural, Claire. Bet he's dying to taste the results."

Claire slid off Marcus, her pussy glistening with his load, a visible reminder of the breeding. She cupped Ben's chin, tilting his face up, forcing him to meet her gaze. "Oh, my sweet, pathetic Ben. You know what comes next. From your own words. Page 47, wasn't it? The one where you beg to jerk your worthless dribble onto the bull's superior cock. Then clean it up like the eager bitch you are."

Ben's throat tightened, constricting with emotion. He remembered writing that vividly. Alone in their home office, masks piled on the desk, the world shut down around them. Fantasizing about Claire with someone better. Stronger. Now she weaponized it, turning his secrets into this intimate torment. His cock strained harder. Arousal burned through the shame. He loved her for it. God, he loved her.

She reached for the key on the nightstand, dangling it like a toy before him. "Beg me, baby. Beg your loving wife to unlock that tiny cage. Tell me how much you need to add your mess to his."

"Please, Claire," Ben whispered, voice cracking with desperation. "Unlock me. I... I need to jerk on him. Like I wrote. For you."

She smiled, soft and vicious. "That's my good boy. My high-school sweetheart who couldn't even make me cum back then. Remember prom night? You fumbled so bad in that cheap motel. I faked it to spare your feelings. But now? Now you get to watch a real man breed me. And ruin yourself on his cock."

The lock clicked open. Ben gasped as she slid the cage off. His dick sprang free, pitiful next to Marcus's. Already leaking. Claire grabbed her phone, hit record. "Smile for the camera, hubby. This is going in my special folder. The one labeled 'Ben's Lockdown Dreams Come True.'"

Marcus propped himself on elbows, his cock still semi-hard, smeared with cum and her juices. "Crawl up here, cuck. Make it quick. I've got places to be."

Ben hesitated. Just a second. His mind screamed no. This was too far. Degrading. But his body moved. He climbed onto the bed, knees shaking. Claire's hand stroked his back, encouraging. Loving. "It's okay, baby. This is us. Deeper than ever. Remember those pandemic fights? When we almost broke? This is what saved us. Your honesty. My power."

He wrapped his gloved hand around his shaft. Small. Eager. Started stroking. Eyes locked on Marcus's cock. Inches away. Jealousy surged—Marcus had just filled his wife. Bred her. While Ben watched. Shame coiled tight. But arousal won. He pumped faster, breaths ragged.

Claire leaned in, whispering in his ear. "Look at you, my devoted husband. Jerking that little thing onto the cock that owns my pussy now. You smell like him, too. That cologne I rubbed on you this morning. His sweat. His precum. Everyone at work knew, didn't they? Sniffing the air, wondering why Ben smells like alpha male."

Ben groaned. The words hit like punches. Sweet punches. He edged closer. Aimed. "Claire... I'm close."

"Do it," she urged, filming steady. "Ruin yourself for me. Show Marcus what a pathetic load looks like."

He came. Hard. Spurts landing on Marcus's thick shaft. Mixing with the drying creampie. Ben's body shuddered. Shame crashed over him. He'd just... on another man. In front of his wife. Filmed. But the release felt electric. Forbidden. And her eyes—full of pride. Love.

Marcus laughed. "Messy bitch. Now clean it up."

Claire nodded, zooming in. "Lick every drop, my good little cleanup bitch. Taste us together. Your wife's bred pussy and your worthless cum. All while looking at me. See how much I adore you for this?"

Ben leaned down. Tongue out. The scent hit him—musky, salty. His own mixed with theirs. He licked. Slow. Methodical. Up the length of Marcus's cock. Swallowing. Gagging a little. Jealousy burned brighter. This man had Claire. Owned her orgasms. But Ben? He got this. The cleanup. The humiliation. And her love. It throbbed in his chest, deeper than the shame. He loved her more now. Broken. Rebuilt.

"Good boy," Claire murmured, stroking his hair. "My perfect, devoted Ben. Swallowing your shame for me. Remember that lockdown Christmas? When we couldn't see family? You wrote about feeding me like this. But now it's you eating. And I love you so much for it."

He finished. Every drop gone. Marcus patted his head like a dog. "Not bad, cuck. See you next time."

Marcus dressed and left. The door clicked shut. Silence. Ben collapsed, face burning. What had he done? But Claire was there. Pulling him into her arms. Kissing his forehead. Again and again. "My safe place," she whispered. "My perfect husband. You were incredible. So brave. So mine."

She led him to the couch. Grabbed the room service menu. Ordered ice cream—double chocolate, their favorite from those endless quarantine movie nights. When it arrived, she spoon-fed him. Curled against his side. "Taste this, baby. Sweeter than any creampie. Because it's us. Remember how you confessed everything? That journal changed everything. Made us unbreakable."

Ben melted into her. The shame lingered, but so did the arousal. Fading now into warmth. Love. He'd do it again. For her. Always.

But then her eyes sparkled with mischief. "Oh, and that little hesitation earlier? When you paused before crawling up? That earns a punishment, sweetie. Something from your journal. Nose-deep in Marcus's ass all night. While I cuddle you both."

Ben's stomach dropped. Fear mixed with that twisted thrill. What had he gotten into? The night ahead promised more degradation, but with Claire's love as the foundation, he was ready to submit.


Chapter 8: The Punishment

Ben lay on the couch, his body limp against Claire's warmth, the remnants of the ice cream aftercare still sweet on his tongue. The spoon-fed vanilla had melted away some of the raw edges from earlier, her gentle whispers rebuilding him. "My perfect, pathetic husband. I love how you shatter for me." But the punishment loomed like a shadow, his hesitation during the cleanup—that split-second flinch when Marcus's cock twitched in his mouth—had earned it. Claire's eyes had sparkled with wicked promise as she outlined it. Now, back in their Oakwood Heights home, the lockdown vibes still hung heavy in the air. Endless nights of isolation, where he'd scribbled those fantasies. And now they were real, manifesting in their everyday life.

She pulled him up, her hand soft on his cheek, guiding him with tenderness. "Time for your nose-in-ass night, baby. Remember what you wrote? How you'd beg to be punished for not being eager enough?" Ben's stomach twisted, shame burning hot. But his cock throbbed in the cage, betraying his deepest desires. He loved her for this. For turning his secrets into their twisted bond, strengthening what lockdown had tested.

Marcus waited in the bedroom, sprawled naked on their king-sized bed. The same bed where Ben and Claire had survived the pandemic, binge-watching shows, arguing over takeout, and sharing quiet moments amid the chaos of remote work and kids. Now, Marcus owned the space, his muscular frame gleaming under the low light. Deep baritone voice teased. "Ready for your spot, cuck?" Ben's jealousy flared. This doctor, this bull, filling his wife. Breeding her. And now, this intimate punishment.

Claire stripped Ben down, her fingers lingering on his skin, tracing lines of affection. "My high-school sweetheart. The boy who couldn't even kiss me properly on our first date. Remember lockdown, when you'd hide in the office writing about me sniffing another man's ass? Tonight, it's Marcus's. All night." Her words stung, sweet venom drawing from their history. Loving eyes locked on his. "I adore you for this, Ben. My devoted little bitch." Arousal surged through him, desperate and humiliating. He nodded, throat tight.

She positioned him on the bed. On his side, facing Marcus's back. The bull's ass cheeks, firm and muscled, parted slightly. Claire guided Ben's face forward. "Nose right in there, sweetie. Deep between those cheeks. Breathe him in all night." Ben hesitated again, just a fraction, shame flooding him. This was insane. Degrading. But her hand pressed firmly. His nose sank into the warm, musky cleft. Sweat, faint soap, pure dominance. Marcus chuckled. "That's it. Get comfortable, hubby."

Claire slid in behind Ben, spooning him tightly. Her body molded to his, one arm draped over to cuddle Marcus too. A twisted family unit. "There we go. My two boys." She kissed Ben's neck. "You hesitated earlier because you're still fighting it, aren't you? That sweet lockdown journal entry—page 47, where you fantasized about sleeping with your nose in my lover's ass as punishment for not cleaning fast enough. I read it ten times, baby. It made me so wet." Her voice, loving whisper. Humiliating truth. Ben's heart pounded. Jealousy clawed—Marcus's scent invading him, marking him deeper than any cologne. But Claire's warmth anchored him. Love, aching and real.

The night stretched endlessly. Ben's nose buried, inhaling every shift and movement. Marcus's muscles flexed in sleep, pressing back. Faint scents built—sweat from the day's heat, remnants of their earlier fuck. Ben's mind raced. Flashbacks to pandemic boredom. Him alone in the home office, penning this exact scene. Claire faking moans in the next room. Now, it was happening. Shame crushed him. He was nothing. A nose in another man's ass. But his caged cock strained, arousal throbbing like a heartbeat. Claire's hand stroked his side gently. "Shh, my love. You're doing so good. I love you more for this submission."

Hours blurred into a haze. Ben's neck ached, but he didn't move. Couldn't. Marcus stirred once, grinding back playfully. "Smell that? That's the ass that owns your wife." Laughter rumbled. Claire giggled, her breath hot on Ben's ear. "Hear that, baby? The man who bred me. And you're worshiping his ass all night because you paused when I needed you eager." Her dirty talk, sweet as honey. "My pathetic high-school hubby, remember prom night? You came in your pants just grinding against me. Now look at you—nose-deep in a real man's crack." Viciously personal. Tears pricked Ben's eyes. Jealousy roared, shame drowned him. Yet love bloomed. She knew him. All his insecurities. And she cherished them.

Dawn crept in slowly. Ben's world was musk and heat. Exhaustion mixed with desperate need. His body hummed with humiliation, cock leaking in the cage. Finally, Claire stirred. "Morning, my punished boy." She eased him back, her eyes soft and caring. Marcus rolled over, smirking. "How was your night, cuck?" Ben's face burned. Words stuck. But Claire pulled him into a kiss. "You were perfect. Now, let's get you cleaned up."

She led him to the master bath. The tub filled with warm water, bubbles foaming invitingly. Pandemic memories here too—shared baths during lockdown, her confessing boredom while he hid his journal. Now, she lowered him in, washing him gently. Sponge over his chest, his cage. "My sweet, devoted husband. That punishment? It was because I love pushing you. Remember our first apartment, those tiny showers? You'd soap me up, so eager. Now, you're so much more." Her whispers, filthy yet loving. "You smelled like Marcus all night. My bull's ass on your face. Doesn't that make you throb, baby?" Ben nodded, arousal peaking. Shame lingered, but her touch soothed it. Forehead kisses rained down. "I adore you, Ben. More than ever. This makes us unbreakable."

Marcus watched from the door, but Claire focused solely on Ben. She unlocked the cage briefly, stroking him softly. Not to cum—just to tease. "Feel that? All mine. Even after punishment." Love swelled in Ben's chest. Jealousy faded to embers. This was them. Deeper now. Filthier. Her eyes locked on his. "We're closer than those lockdown days, aren't we? When you wrote about this life." He whispered yes, voice breaking. Tears mixed with bathwater. Aching devotion.

She dried him off, towel soft and gentle. "Punishment over, my love. But remember—hesitation means more." A wink. Sweet threat. Ben's heart raced. What next? The journal had more pages. Darker fantasies. And Claire knew them all, ready to bring them to life.


Chapter 9: The Daily Duty

Ben's hands trembled as he unlocked the front door, the familiar click echoing in the quiet house. The house smelled like Claire's vanilla candles, a scent that used to mean comfort and home after a long day. Now it twisted his gut, a reminder of the new routines they'd established. It was 6:45 p.m. Fifteen minutes until his new duty. Claire had texted him at lunch: "Be ready, my sweet little hubby. Marcus is coming over. Time to worship like you dreamed in that journal."

He dropped his keys on the counter, his mind racing. His cage bit into him, a constant, unyielding reminder of Claire's control. Last night's punishment still lingered—his nose buried in Marcus's ass, Claire's whispers turning his high-school memories into weapons of humiliation. "Remember prom night, baby? When you fumbled my bra? Marcus would never fumble." Shame had burned through him, but so had the arousal. And the morning tub, her gentle hands washing him clean, her lips on his forehead. "You're mine forever, Ben. My perfect, pathetic love."

The doorbell rang, sharp and insistent. Ben's heart slammed. He opened it to Marcus, the doctor smirking in his crisp shirt, exuding confidence. "Evening, cuck. Ready for your shift?"

Claire appeared from the kitchen, radiant in yoga pants and a tank top that hugged her curves. She kissed Marcus deeply, right there in the doorway, her hands roaming his back. Ben's stomach knotted with jealousy, sharp and painful. But his cage twitched. She broke the kiss and turned to Ben, eyes sparkling. "Hi, baby. Did you miss me at work? Smelling like my boyfriend all day?"

He nodded, throat dry. "Yes, Claire."

She pulled him into a quick hug, her breath warm on his ear. "Good boy. Now strip to your cage and kneel in the living room. It's almost seven."

Ben obeyed, folding his clothes neatly on the chair. The lockdown flashbacks hit him—those endless Zoom days when he'd scribbled fantasies in his journal, imagining Claire with a bull like Marcus. Now it was real. He knelt on the rug, the one they'd bought during quarantine to make their home feel less like a prison. Marcus lounged on the couch, legs spread wide. Claire set up her phone on a tripod, aiming it at them. "This is for my special folder, Ben. 'Hubby Training.' So our neighbors can see how devoted you are someday. Maybe start that 'journal game' whisper chain."

Ben's face heated, the idea of Oakwood Heights knowing their secrets crushing him. But his mind raced with arousal, the exposure thrilling in its degradation. Claire glanced at the clock. 7:00 p.m. "Time, my love. Crawl over and start. Fifteen minutes of slow, worshipful massage on Marcus's cock and balls. Make it count."

He crawled, knees scraping the rug, humiliation building. Marcus unzipped, pulling out his thick, semi-hard length. It dwarfed Ben's caged nub. Jealousy stabbed deep—Claire had faked orgasms with him for years, but Marcus made her scream. Ben's hands shook as he reached up, cupping the heavy balls. They were warm, full. He started kneading gently, thumbs circling the base.

Claire hit record. "That's it, baby. Remember what you wrote during lockdown? 'I want to prepare him for her, make him ready.' You're living it now. Repeat after me: 'I'm Claire's little massage bitch, and Marcus's cock owns my wife.' Say it fifty times while you work those balls."

Ben's voice cracked on the first one. "I'm Claire's little massage bitch, and Marcus's cock owns my wife." Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. His high-school sweetheart, the girl he'd lost his virginity to in her parents' basement, now watching him debase himself. But her eyes locked on his, full of love. It made the humiliation sweeter, more vicious.

Marcus groaned softly. "Deeper pressure, cuck. Make it good."

Ben pressed harder, rolling the balls in his palms. "I'm Claire's little massage bitch, and Marcus's cock owns my wife." Number two. The words burned his throat. He thought of their wedding vows, how he'd promised to cherish her. Now he was cherishing another man's sack.

Claire knelt beside him, stroking his hair tenderly. "Aw, sweetie. Look at you, so focused. Remember that Zoom date night we had? When I caught you staring at my tits instead of the movie? You were always so desperate. But Marcus... he takes what he wants." Her voice was honeyed, loving. It twisted the knife. "Keep counting, baby. You're doing this for us. For our stronger marriage."

"I'm Claire's little massage bitch, and Marcus's cock owns my wife." Three. Four. Five. His arms ached already, but he kept the rhythm slow, worshipful. Marcus's cock hardened under his touch, veins pulsing. Ben moved up, stroking the shaft with both hands, twisting gently at the head. Precum beaded at the tip. The scent hit him—musky, dominant. His own cage strained, arousal throbbing uselessly.

Claire whispered in his ear. "Ten more, love. Cup those balls again while you say it. Feel how full they are? That's what breeds me, not your little drips." She kissed his cheek, tender. "I love you so much for this, Ben. My high-school fumbler turned perfect cuck."

Jealousy roared inside him. Shame coiled tight. But the love in her eyes anchored him. He cupped the balls, heavy and warm. "I'm Claire's little massage bitch, and Marcus's cock owns my wife." Twenty. Thirty. His voice grew hoarse, the mantra embedding in his brain. Marcus watched with that smooth baritone chuckle. "Kid's got talent. Bet he practiced on bananas during lockdown."

Claire laughed, light and adoring. "Oh, he did worse in that journal. Fantasized about tasting you. Keep going, baby. Forty now."

Ben's mind spun. Raw degradation washed over him—kneeling here, hands on another man's junk, repeating his own submission like a prayer. His insecurities flared: the times he'd finished too quick, left her unsatisfied. Now Marcus filled that void. Literally. But Claire's hand on his back, rubbing circles, made it bearable. No, more than that—addictive. His arousal peaked, cage biting hard.

"Fifty," he gasped finally. Sweat dripped down his face. Marcus's cock was rock-hard, glistening from the massage.

Claire stopped the recording, beaming. "Perfect, my love. Now thank him properly. Kiss the tip."

Ben leaned in, lips brushing the slick head. Salty precum smeared his mouth. Shame peaked, but so did the desperate need. Marcus tucked himself away, smirking. "Good job, cuck. See you tomorrow."

As Marcus left, Claire pulled Ben into her arms right there on the floor. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, soft and insistent. "My brave hubby. You were amazing. So devoted." She stroked his hair, pulling him against her chest. Her heartbeat steadied him. "That mantra? It's from your journal, baby. Word for word. And it makes me love you more. You're not just my husband—you're my everything."

Tears pricked Ben's eyes. The emotional wreckage settled into something deeper. Love, aching and true. She helped him to the couch, fetching ice cream from the freezer. Vanilla, like the candles. They spooned it together, her feeding him bites. "Taste that? Sweet like you. My safe place, even when you're massaging my bull." She whispered filthy affirmations: "Tomorrow at seven, you'll do it again. And I'll film every loving second. Because this is us now, Ben. Filthier, stronger."

He melted into her, jealousy fading under the aftercare. But as she kissed him goodnight, she murmured, "Get ready for panties duty next. Your journal had some nasty ideas about scents." Dread and excitement twisted in his gut. What had he written? The anticipation built, promising more layers to their evolving dynamic.


Chapter 10: The Scent

Ben stared at the clock in their Oakwood Heights kitchen, the seconds ticking by slowly. 6:45 a.m. His cage twitched against the metal, a constant reminder of Claire's unyielding control. She'd woken him early, her eyes sparkling with that wicked mix of love and mischief that had become their norm. "Today's the day, baby," she'd whispered, kissing his forehead softly. "From your journal. Page 47. Remember?"

He did. God, he did. During those endless lockdown months, he'd scribbled it in secret, hidden away while the kids did virtual school. Fantasies of Claire marking him with another man's scent. Deeper than cologne. More intimate. Now, she was making it real, weaving it into their daily life. His stomach knotted with shame, but his locked cock strained, desperate for the humiliation.

Claire sauntered in, wearing nothing but a silk robe. Loose, teasing, hinting at her curves. She held a pair of her favorite lace panties. Black. Sheer. Already damp from her morning arousal. "These are going to spend the day somewhere special," she said, her voice sweet as honey. "Marcus is coming over before work. You're going to watch me stuff them right into his ass crack. Deep. So they soak up every bit of his sweat. His musk. All day long."

Ben's face burned, jealousy clawing at his chest. Marcus. The doctor. Charismatic. Hung. The man who'd already bred his wife. Now this? "Claire... please," he murmured, voice cracking. But his body betrayed him. Arousal throbbed in his cage.

She cupped his cheek, pulling him close. Her lips brushed his ear. "Shh, my sweet little cuck. This is what you wrote about. Remember our lockdown nights? You jerking off alone in the home office while I Zoomed with clients? Fantasizing about me with a real man. Well, now you're getting it. And I love you for it. My pathetic, perfect husband."

The doorbell rang. Marcus. Ben's heart pounded as Claire let him in. Tall. Confident. That smooth baritone chuckle as he kissed her hello. Right in front of Ben. "Morning, doc," Claire purred, leading him to the living room. "Bend over for me?"

Marcus grinned, dropping his pants without hesitation. His muscular ass flexed. Ben stood there, frozen, as Claire knelt. She spread Marcus's cheeks gently, like it was the most natural thing. Then, with a loving glance at Ben, she pushed the panties in. Deep. Folding them, tucking them snug against his hole. "There we go," she said. "Wear them all day at the clinic. Let them marinate in your scent. For my Ben."

Marcus pulled up his pants, smirking at Ben. "Enjoy the gift later, buddy. Think of me saving lives while you're... appreciating this." He kissed Claire deeply, then left for work.

Ben collapsed onto the couch. Shame flooded him. His wife, his high-school sweetheart, stuffing her underwear into another man's ass. For him to... what? Clean? The thought made his cage ache. He loved her. Hated this. Craved it.

Claire straddled his lap, grinding softly against his locked cock. "You're so hard in there, aren't you? My little lockdown dreamer. Remember when we first started dating? You were so shy, fumbling with my bra. Now look at you. Letting me turn you into my scent slave." Her words stung, sweet and vicious. She kissed him, tongue invading, tasting like morning coffee and dominance.

The day dragged endlessly. Ben tried to work from home, but his mind wandered. To Claire at her job. To Marcus at the clinic, those panties wedged in his crack. Sweating. Absorbing. By afternoon, his jealousy boiled. Why him? Why not me? But deep down, he knew. Marcus was better. Bigger. The bull she'd chosen.

At 6 p.m., Claire texted: Home soon with our guest. Be naked. Kneeling. Ben obeyed. Stripped. Knelt in the bedroom. His cage dangled, heavy with need. The door opened. Claire and Marcus. Laughing. She in her work heels, him in scrubs.

"Miss me, baby?" Claire cooed, kicking off her shoes. Marcus stripped, bending over the bed. Ass up. Claire reached in, pulling out the panties. They were soaked. Darkened with sweat. The scent hit Ben like a wave—musky, masculine, raw.

Claire dangled them under his nose. "Sniff, my love. Inhale what a real man smells like after a hard day." Ben hesitated. Shame twisted his gut. But her eyes locked on his, full of adoration. "Do it for me. For us."

He leaned in. Breathed deep. The aroma flooded him—salt, musk, dominance. His cock pulsed in its prison. Jealousy surged, hot and bitter. This was Marcus. Inside his wife. Now inside his senses. "That's my good boy," Claire whispered, stroking his hair. "Now open wide. Suck them clean."

She pushed the fabric into his mouth. Ben sucked. Tasted the sweat. The essence of the man who'd claimed Claire. Marcus watched, chuckling. "Look at him go. Eager little cleanup bitch."

Claire knelt beside Ben, her hand wrapping around his cage. She stroked it slowly, teasing the bars. "Mmm, feel that? Your tiny clit loves this. Remember our wedding vows? 'For better or worse'? This is the worse, baby. And I love you more for it. My high-school nerd, turned into my personal panty sucker. Isn't it humiliating? Sucking another man's ass sweat while I play with your locked-up dicklet?"

Her words cut deep. Personal. Vicious. Loving. Ben's eyes watered with shame, but he sucked harder. Arousal throbbed, desperate. He loved her so much it hurt. This was their bond now. Forged in lockdown secrets.

Marcus groaned, stroking himself. "Damn, Claire. Your hubby's a natural."

She smiled, never breaking eye contact with Ben. "He is. My sweet, devoted cuck. Swallow every drop of that scent. Taste how Marcus spent his day. While you were home, fantasizing like in those Zoom hell months."

Ben did. Sucked until the panties were clean. Spit-shined. His face burned. Jealousy raged—Marcus here, witnessing. But Claire's touch, her loving gaze, anchored him. Made the degradation feel like devotion.

Finally, she pulled them out. Tossed them aside. "Good job, baby." Then, the aftercare. She yanked him into her arms, right there on the floor. Kissed his forehead over and over. Stroked his hair. "My perfect husband. I love you so much. You took that like a champ. Deeper than ever, aren't we? This is us now. Filthy and forever."

Ben melted into her. Shame ebbed into warmth. Arousal lingered, but the love? Overwhelming. He buried his face in her neck, whispering, "I love you too. So much."

Marcus dressed, leaving quietly. Claire led Ben to the tub. Filled it with bubbles. Washed him gently, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're mine. My collared cuck. And tomorrow? Ovulation's close. Time for some twerking entertainment." She winked, her eyes promising more twists in their journey.


Chapter 11: Twerk for Me

Ben's heart hammered as Claire led him into the Grandview Luxe Hotel suite, her hand firm in his. The same room from their first time, now laden with memories. Marcus waited, lounging on the king bed like he owned it. His smooth baritone chuckle filled the space. "Ready for the show, cucky?"

Claire's fingers intertwined with Ben's, squeezing reassuringly. Her eyes sparkled with that wicked mix of love and cruelty. "Oh, baby. Tonight's ovulation day again. Remember how you wrote about this in your journal? During those endless lockdown Zooms, fantasizing about me getting bred while you... entertained us." She kissed his cheek. Soft. Lingering. "You're going to make me so proud."

Shame burned in Ben's gut, intense and consuming. His cage throbbed. He nodded, throat dry. How had they gotten here? High-school sweethearts, married young, surviving the pandemic in their Oakwood Heights home. Endless days of her on calls, him sneaking off to jot filthy dreams in that leather journal. Now she wielded it like a weapon. Lovingly. Viciously.

"Strip," Claire commanded, her voice honey-sweet. Ben obeyed. Naked except for the cage. Marcus smirked, shedding his shirt. His physique gleamed—broad shoulders, chiseled abs. The kind Ben had envied in lockdown gym selfies Claire liked on Instagram.

Claire held up the plug. Shiny black silicone. "Bend over the footboard, sweetie. Ass up for your Cuckcake." Ben complied, gripping the wooden frame. The plug slid in, cold lube making him gasp. It stretched him. Filled him. Jealousy twisted like a knife—Marcus would fill her soon. Breed her. While Ben... performed.

She stepped back, admiring. "Perfect. Now, twerk for us, baby. Shake that plugged ass like the desperate little slut you described yourself as in your fantasies." Her words cut deep. Personal. Pulled from those hidden pages where he'd confessed wanting this exact humiliation. During quarantine, alone in his home office, stroking to thoughts of her with a better man.

Ben hesitated. Shame flooded him. His face burned. But his caged cock strained, leaking pre-cum. Arousal won. He started moving. Awkward at first. Hips swaying. Ass jiggling around the plug. Marcus laughed, deep and mocking. "Look at him go. Your husband's a natural entertainer, Claire."

"Push out a fart, my love," Claire cooed, stroking Ben's back. "On command. Like the obedient puppy you became during lockdown, waiting for my attention between meetings." She leaned in, whispering. "Remember how I'd ignore you for hours? Now you earn it. Fart for Mommy."

The command hit like a slap. Humiliating. Delicious. Ben clenched, then released. A muffled puff escaped around the plug. They burst into laughter. Claire clapped. "Good boy! Again. Louder. Twerk harder while you do it."

He obeyed. Twerking faster. Farting on cue. Each one amplified by the plug. The room filled with the sound. His sound. Degrading. His cheeks flamed with shame. Jealousy surged—Marcus watching, stroking his thick cock to full hardness. That cock would claim Claire. Breed her fertile womb. Ben's own words from the journal echoed in his mind: I want to watch her get filled while I debase myself.

"Enough warm-up," Marcus growled. He pulled Claire onto the bed. She giggled, shedding her dress. Naked. Gorgeous. Curves Ben had worshipped since high school. Now offered to another.

Claire locked eyes with Ben over her shoulder. "Watch, baby. This is what you craved in isolation. Me, finally satisfied." Marcus positioned her on all fours, facing Ben. His massive hands gripped her hips. He thrust in. Bare. No condom. Breeding intent clear.

She moaned. Real. Deep. Not the faked ones from their vanilla years. Ben's stomach churned with envy. His cage ached. Throbbing denial. But love swelled too—seeing her pleasure, knowing he enabled it. Her Cuckcake gaze held him. "He's so much bigger, sweetie. Stretching me like you never could. Remember our prom night? You came too quick. Marcus... he'll last. Breed me deep."

Marcus pounded harder. Grunting. "Gonna fill her up, cuck. Make her swell with my seed." Claire's breaths quickened. Her eyes never left Ben's. "Twerk for us while he fucks me, husband. Fart again. Entertain your superiors."

Ben did. Bent over, shaking. Farting. Shame crashed over him like waves. Tears pricked his eyes. Why did it arouse him so? This raw degradation. His high-school love, now a goddess of torment. Lockdown had broken something in him. Or revealed it.

Claire climaxed first. Screaming Marcus's name. Her body shuddered. He followed, roaring as he pumped deep. Breeding her. Claiming what Ben couldn't.

They collapsed, panting. Claire beckoned Ben with a finger. "Crawl over, my perfect pathetic love." He did, knees on carpet. Plug still in. She positioned herself at the bed's edge, legs spread. Marcus's cum leaked from her. Thick. White.

"Sit on my face?" Ben whispered, voice breaking. Anticipation and dread mixed.

Claire smiled, sweet as sin. "Oh, yes. Time to swallow the man who just bred me, sweetie." She pulled him up, guiding his head between her thighs. No—onto her ass. She shifted, planting her cheeks over his nose and mouth. "Breathe it in. All of it."

The first cum-fart bubbled out. Wet. Warm. Splattering his lips. He gasped, inhaling the musky mix. Marcus's scent. Her essence. Degrading bliss. She ground down, whispering. "That's it, baby. Swallow every drop. Taste how a real man marks his territory. You love it, don't you? My high-school nerd, now my cum-fart bitch."

Another fart. Louder. Creamier. It coated his tongue. Shame peaked—jealousy of Marcus's potency, arousal from her dominance. Love anchored it all. Her hands in his hair, gentle even now.

Marcus watched, smirking. "Clean her good, cuck. That's your job."

Claire pushed out more. Slow, deliberate. Each one a loving humiliation. "Good boy. Remember lockdown? You hiding in the bathroom, jerking to cuck porn while I napped? This is better. Real. Ours." Her voice softened. "I love you so much for this, Ben. My devoted husband."

He licked. Swallowed. Throbbed in his cage. Emotional wreckage—crushed, yet soaring. When she finally lifted, his face glistened. She pulled him into her arms immediately. Aftercare ritual. Forehead kisses, one after another. "My sweet, broken boy. You were perfect." She stroked his hair. Marcus slipped out quietly, leaving them alone.

They moved to the suite's tub. Warm water filled it. Claire washed him gently. Suds over his chest, his cage. "Feel how much closer we are? Pandemic tried to break us. But your fantasies saved us." She whispered filthy affirmations. "You're mine forever. My collared cuck. I adore you more than ever."

Ben melted into her. Shame ebbed. Love flooded. Arousal lingered, unsatisfied. "I love you, Claire. So much."

She smiled, tying a knot in the imaginary leash of his submission. "And tomorrow, we make it official. Back home. In our lockdown bedroom." The promise hung in the air, exciting and terrifying.


Chapter 12: The Wicked Beginning

Ben's heart hammered as they left the Grandview Luxe Hotel, the plug still humming faintly inside him, a cruel reminder of the night's degradations. Marcus had left hours ago, smirking as he zipped up, leaving Ben and Claire to their intimate aftermath. Claire's hand squeezed Ben's, her fingers warm and possessive. "Drive us home, baby," she whispered, her voice a velvet blade. "I need you all to myself now."

The car smelled like sex and sweat, the scents mingling with the lingering musk from earlier. Ben gripped the wheel, his cage biting into his swollen clit. Jealousy twisted in his gut—Marcus's scent lingered on Claire's skin, a claim Ben could never match. But her eyes sparkled with love, pulling him under. Shame burned hot, arousal throbbed deeper. How could he crave this? How could it feel so right?

Claire reached over, her fingers tracing his neck gently. "You were such a good boy tonight, twerking that plugged ass for us. Remember high school, Ben? You used to blush when I'd tease you about your little dances at prom. Now look at you—farting on command for my bull while he breeds me." She laughed softly, sweet and cutting. "My pathetic, perfect husband. I love how you shake for me."

Ben's cheeks flamed. "Claire... please." His voice cracked, arousal spiking. Memories flooded in—their first kiss under the bleachers, her giggling at his awkward moves. Now she weaponized it all. Desperate love swelled in his chest. He wanted to crawl into her arms and hide.

She pulled a used condom from her purse—Marcus's, knotted tight with his thick load inside. "Your medal, sweetie." She draped it around Ben's neck like a necklace, the rubber warm against his skin. "Wear it home. Let everyone know what a devoted cuck you are." Her tone dripped affection, humiliating and tender. "Doesn't it feel good? Smelling like him while you drive your wife?"

Ben's breath hitched. The weight of it swung with every turn, a badge of his shame. Cars passed on the highway, oblivious. His clit strained in its cage, leaking pre-cum. Jealous rage boiled—Marcus had filled her again, and Ben had begged to watch. Yet Claire's gaze locked on him, full of adoration. "You're mine," she murmured. "All mine."

By the time they pulled into their Oakwood Heights driveway, Ben was a wreck. Legs shaky, he followed her inside. Their home office loomed in the hallway—the spot where he'd scribbled those lockdown fantasies during endless Zoom calls. Claire led him straight to the bedroom, the epicenter of their pandemic isolation. Candles flickered, casting shadows on the walls they'd stared at for months.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice soft but firm. Ben obeyed, the condom necklace swaying. She pushed him onto the bed, straddling his caged clit. "Look at me, Ben. Remember those nights we were trapped here? You writing about me fucking other men while I pretended to sleep. Faking orgasms because your little dick couldn't satisfy me." Her eyes bored into his, weaponizing their history. "But now? I'm going to reclaim you. Make you mine forever."

She unlocked his cage with deliberate slowness. His clit sprang free, pathetic and throbbing. Claire guided it inside her, still slick from Marcus's creampie. Ben gasped at the warmth, the sloppy seconds. Jealousy clawed him—feeling another man's remnants as he thrust weakly. "That's it, baby," she cooed, riding him slow. "Feel how loose I am? Marcus stretched me so good. Your high-school sweetheart, bred by a real man. But I love you more for it. My sweet, inadequate cuck."

Shame crashed over Ben like a wave. He was nothing compared to Marcus—smaller, weaker, always had been. Arousal surged anyway, his hips bucking desperately. Claire's dirty talk sliced deep, loving and vicious. "You danced for us tonight, farted like a little bitch. Remember our wedding vows? 'For better or worse.' This is worse for you, isn't it? And so much better for me." She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. "Cum inside me, hubby. Mix your worthless seed with his."

Ben shattered, spilling into her with a sob. Orgasm ripped through him, shame and ecstasy intertwined. Claire climaxed too, her body clenching around him—real this time, eyes never leaving his. Love flooded his veins, deeper than ever. She collapsed onto him, pulling him into her arms. Forehead kisses rained down, soft and endless. "My perfect husband," she whispered, stroking his hair. "You took it all so well. I adore you, Ben. More than before the pandemic. You're my safe place."

They lay tangled, breaths syncing. Aftercare melted the edges of his humiliation. Claire fetched ice cream from the kitchen—mint chocolate chip, their lockdown comfort. Spooning it into his mouth, she murmured filthy affirmations. "Swallowing those cum-farts tonight? So brave, baby. It makes me love you insanely." Ben's tears flowed, relief and addiction washing over him. This was their bond now—filthier, stronger.

But Claire wasn't done. She rose, fetching a sleek leather collar from the nightstand. "Kneel," she said, voice trembling with emotion. Ben dropped to his knees, heart pounding. The collar gleamed—engraved with "Claire's Cuck." Tears welled in her eyes as she fastened it around his neck, locking it with a tiny key. "This is us, Ben. From those lonely lockdown days to forever. I'm your Cuckcake now. Proudly."

Ben's throat tightened. Shame lingered, but love overwhelmed it. He was collared, addicted—hers completely. "I love you," he choked out. Claire pulled him up, kissing him deeply. "And I love my collared cuck more than life." They fell back into bed, whispering dreams of future breedings, her hand on his collar.

As they drifted off, Claire's voice turned teasing. "You know, sweetie? Word's spreading among the Oakwood wives. Something about a 'journal game' from lockdown. Who knows what fantasies they'll uncover next?"

Ben's pulse quickened. Their wicked beginning was just the start, a gateway to more explorations in their evolved relationship.
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