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Four completely standalone emotional cuckold/hotwife novellas set in the same upscale suburban neighborhood. During the 2020-2021 COVID lockdowns, each husband secretly penned deeply personal fantasies about his own wife. When their loving wives discover these journals (or catch them in the act), they transform into merciless yet adoring Cuckcakes — weaponizing their shared history, lockdown memories, and intimate insecurities to deliver wickedly personal teasing, crushing humiliation, and raw degradation while anchoring every moment with profound love, lingering eye contact, and tender aftercare.
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Kneeling for Her
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Chapter 1: Caught in the Act

Nathan's heart pounded as he knelt in the dim light of their home office. The room still smelled like stale coffee and desperation from those endless lockdown months. His cheap metal cage bit into his skin, a secret he'd hidden for too long. He stared at his laptop screen, the words blurring through his shame. "Lila deserves better," he'd written. "A real man to fuck her while I watch, locked and leaking." His cock strained against the bars, throbbing with that twisted mix of arousal and self-loathing. Why did this fantasy grip him so hard? It started back in 2020, when the world shut down and their marriage turned into a pressure cooker.

He closed his eyes, letting the memory flood back. Lila on her endless Zoom calls in the living room, her laughter echoing through the walls as she charmed clients. Nathan, stuck in this very office, pretending to crunch numbers for his accounting firm. But really, he'd been typing out filthy stories. Fantasies born from isolation. From watching her stretch in yoga pants during breaks, her body a reminder of what he couldn't fully satisfy. "What if she found a bull?" he'd scrawled in a hidden file. "What if she made me kneel and beg?" The words had poured out, a release valve for the boredom and the gnawing insecurity. COVID had trapped them together, magnifying every flaw. Her endless energy, his quiet doubts. He'd masturbated to those stories in stolen moments, cage hidden in a drawer. Now, here he was, on his knees again, reliving it. The cage felt tighter than ever.

The front door clicked open. Nathan froze. Lila wasn't due home for hours. Her heels clicked across the hardwood, closer. Panic surged through him. He scrambled to stand, but his knees buckled. The laptop sat open on the desk, stories glaring back. "Nathan? Honey, you home early too?" Her voice, sweet and curious, from the hallway. He yanked at his pants, but the cage—God, the cage—was locked on. No time to hide it. She pushed the office door open, her briefcase dropping with a thud.

Lila stood there, blonde hair tousled from the wind, her sharp business suit hugging her curves. Her eyes widened, taking in the scene. Nathan on his knees, pants around his ankles, the cheap cage gleaming under the desk lamp. The laptop screen lit her face as she stepped closer. "What... what is this?" she whispered, not angry. Curious. Amused? Nathan's face burned. Shame crashed over him like a wave, but his cock twitched in its prison. Arousal, hot and unwelcome, mixed with the terror. This was it. The end of everything. Or... something else?

She didn't scream. Didn't back away. Instead, Lila knelt beside him, her hand gentle on his shoulder. "Nathan, baby. Talk to me." Her voice was soft, loving. But her eyes sparkled with something new. Power. He stammered, words failing. "I... it's nothing. Just... a phase." Lies. She glanced at the screen, her fingers brushing the trackpad. The file opened wider. She started reading aloud, her tone shifting to a teasing lilt. "Oh, wow. 'Lila rides a thick cock while I kneel, locked and forgotten.' Is this what you wrote during lockdown? While I was on those godawful calls?"

Nathan's stomach twisted. Jealousy flared at the image—her with someone else—but it fueled the ache between his legs. "Lila, please. Close it." His voice cracked. She ignored him, scrolling further. "'She makes me clean her up after, whispering how much she loves me for it.' Nathan... this is us. Our history. Remember those nights we were stuck here, masks and all? You watching me from the doorway, eyes hungry?" She laughed, low and throaty. Not mocking. Affectionate. But it stung. Viciously personal. "You were fantasizing about this the whole time? My sweet, devoted husband, typing away while I kept our life afloat."

He nodded, tears pricking his eyes. Shame burned deep, but her gaze held him. Loving. Intense. "I didn't mean for you to see," he whispered. She cupped his chin, forcing eye contact. "But I did see. And baby, it's beautiful. Twisted, but beautiful." Her thumb stroked his jaw. "You want me to be your goddess? To cuck you like in these stories?" Nathan's breath hitched. Arousal surged, his body betraying him. The cage felt like fire. "I... yes. No. I don't know." Deep love welled up, clashing with the humiliation. She was everything. His wife. His world.

Lila stood, pulling him up with her. She wrapped her arms around him, kissing his forehead softly. "Shh, my love. It's okay. I get it now. All those lockdown days, you were holding this in. While I was buried in work, you were dreaming of this." Her whispers were tender, but laced with that sweet venom. "You poor thing. Locked in this cheap little cage, aching for me to take control." She reached down, fingers tracing the metal. Nathan gasped, shame and desire twisting into one. "Lila..." She silenced him with a kiss, deep and claiming. "I'm not mad, Nathan. I'm thrilled. You've given me the key to us. To making our marriage... more."

She broke the embrace, eyes gleaming. "First things first. This cage? Pathetic. We're upgrading tomorrow." Nathan's heart raced. Fear and excitement blurred. She was embracing it. Turning his fantasy real. "But tonight," she continued, voice dropping to a loving purr, "you're going to kneel for me. Read your stories out loud while I watch. And remember, baby—I love you more for this. My little cuck, finally honest." He sank back to his knees, arousal throbbing despite the shame. Jealousy of the imaginary bulls in his stories gnawed at him, but her love anchored it all. This was happening. Their lockdown secrets, exploding into something raw and binding.

As he began reading, voice trembling, Lila sat on the desk edge, legs crossed. Her smile was pure adoration, mixed with wicked promise. "That's it, my prince. Let it out. We're just getting started."

The evening unfolded slowly, each word from his journal pulling Nathan deeper into the vortex of his own creation. He read about the imagined scenes where Lila would command him to watch, her body writhing under another man's touch, her eyes always on him, whispering taunts that mixed love with cruelty. The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with the scent of his arousal and her subtle perfume. Lila interrupted occasionally, her voice a gentle probe into his psyche. "Did you really think about this while I was dealing with clients? Picturing me sneaking away for a quick fuck?" Her questions weren't accusations; they were invitations, drawing him out, making him confess more than the words on the page.

Nathan's voice grew steadier as he continued, the shame transforming into a strange catharsis. He described in detail the fantasies of cleanup, of tasting another man's essence from her, and how it would bind them closer. Lila listened intently, her fingers occasionally trailing along his arm, sending shivers through him. The cage bit harder with every sentence, a physical manifestation of his denied desire. Memories of lockdown flooded back unbidden—the endless monotony, the fear of the outside world, the way their marriage had teetered on the edge of breaking. But now, in this moment of exposure, it felt like they were rebuilding it, brick by humiliating brick.

By the time he finished the first story, sweat beaded on his forehead, and his knees ached from the prolonged kneeling. Lila slid off the desk, pulling him into another embrace. "You've been so brave, Nathan. Sharing this with me—it's the most intimate thing you've ever done." Her words were a balm, soothing the raw edges of his embarrassment. She helped him stand, her touch lingering, promising more. They moved to the living room, where she poured them both a glass of wine, the same brand they'd shared during those quarantined evenings when the world felt too small.

As they sipped, Lila delved deeper, asking about the origins of his fantasies. "Was it the isolation that sparked it? Or has this always been inside you?" Nathan opened up, hesitantly at first, then with growing ease. He spoke of the insecurities that had built over years, amplified by the pandemic's confinement. The way her confidence shone through every video call, making him feel small yet utterly devoted. Lila nodded, her eyes never leaving his, absorbing every word. "I wish you'd told me sooner," she said softly. "We could have explored this together, turned those lonely nights into something shared."

The conversation stretched into the night, weaving between confessions and reassurances. Nathan felt a weight lifting, the secret no longer a burden but a bridge between them. Yet the undercurrent of arousal remained, his body reminding him of the cage's unyielding grip. Lila noticed, her hand occasionally brushing against it, teasing without mercy. "Tomorrow, we make this real," she promised, her voice a whisper of excitement. "But for now, let's just be us—stronger than before."

They retired to bed, her body curling around his, the cage a barrier that only heightened the intimacy. Nathan drifted off to the sound of her steady breathing, his mind a whirlwind of fear, desire, and profound love. The lockdown had tested them, but this discovery felt like the key to surviving anything. Little did he know, the real tests were just beginning, each one drawing them deeper into a world of submission and dominance that would redefine their marriage forever.

In the quiet hours before dawn, Nathan woke briefly, his thoughts returning to the office and the laptop still open there. The stories felt less like shameful secrets and more like blueprints now, guides to a future where Lila held all the power. He pulled her closer, whispering his love into the darkness, ready to kneel for her in ways he'd only dreamed.


Chapter 2: The New Cage

Nathan's knees ached against the hardwood floor of their home office. His cheap plastic cage pinched his swelling cock as he recited the words from his lockdown fantasies. Lila sat on the edge of the desk, legs crossed, her eyes locked on his. She smiled that sweet, knowing smile—the one she'd flashed during endless Zoom calls when he'd sneak peeks at her from across the room.

"Keep going, baby," she whispered, her voice like honey laced with venom. "Read the part where I make you kneel while I fuck a real man. The one you wrote on that rainy afternoon when I was stuck in partner meetings, and you were all alone with your dirty little thoughts."

His face burned. Shame twisted in his gut. But his cock throbbed harder, straining against the bars. He loved her so much it hurt—loved how she wielded his secrets like a loving blade. "You... you ride him slowly," he stammered, voice breaking, "whispering how my small dick could never satisfy you like he does. And I watch, kneeling, begging to clean up."

Lila leaned forward, cupping his chin. Her touch was gentle, electric. "That's right, my sweet cuck. You poured your heart into these stories during lockdown, didn't you? While I was grinding through those endless calls, building our future, you were here fantasizing about me with bigger, better men. God, that turns me on. Knowing you craved this all along."

Jealousy spiked through him like a hot poker. He pictured her with someone else—stronger, more commanding. His stomach churned with humiliation. Yet arousal flooded him, desperate and undeniable. She knew him too well. Knew every insecurity from those isolated months when their marriage had felt like a pressure cooker.

She stood, pulling him to his feet. Her arms wrapped around him, tight and warm. "You're mine, Nathan. All mine. And we're going to make every word of this real." She kissed his forehead, soft and lingering. "But first, that pathetic cage has to go. It's not worthy of my devoted husband."

His heart raced. Excitement mixed with dread. What had he unleashed?

Lila grabbed her phone, scrolling with purpose. "I did some research while you were reciting. There's a boutique in town—discreet, high-end. They do custom fittings for... enthusiasts like us." She winked, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Get dressed. We're going now."

Nathan's mind spun. The drive to the edge of Oakwood Heights felt surreal. Tree-lined streets blurred past, houses glowing with suburban perfection. Inside, his cock twitched in its confinement. Shame clawed at him—what if someone saw? But Lila's hand on his thigh grounded him. "This is for us, baby. For the marriage we almost lost to lockdown boredom. I'm going to lock you up properly, make you feel owned and loved."

The shop was tucked behind a nondescript storefront, all sleek black walls and soft lighting. A woman in a tailored suit greeted them, no judgment in her eyes. Lila took charge, describing what she wanted: titanium, custom-fitted, with a secure lock only she could open. Nathan stood there, cheeks flaming, as they measured him. The attendant's tape measure brushed his skin. Humiliation surged, but so did a twisted pride. Lila was claiming him.

Back home, the new cage gleamed in her palm. Cold, unyielding metal. She led him to their bedroom—the same one where they'd binged Netflix during quarantine, whispering fears about the world outside. Now, it felt charged, alive.

"Strip," she commanded softly. He obeyed, hands shaking. His old cage clattered to the floor. Freedom was brief—his cock hardened instantly at her gaze.

Lila knelt before him, her breath warm on his skin. "Look at you, my love. So eager, even though you know what's coming." She slid the base ring on, her fingers teasing. "Remember that night in lockdown when we argued about my late calls? You accused me of flirting with clients. But deep down, you wished it was true, didn't you? Wished I'd come home smelling like another man."

The words hit like a punch. Jealous rage boiled up, mingled with aching need. "Yes," he whispered, voice hoarse. Shame flooded him—he'd been so petty then, so insecure. Now she was turning it into this.

She locked the cage with a click that echoed in his soul. Tight, perfect. No escape. "There," she cooed, standing to kiss him deeply. "My caged prince. You belong to me now. Every throb, every denied orgasm—it's all for your wicked wife."

His body trembled. Arousal pulsed uselessly against the bars. He felt small, exposed. But her eyes held such love, it melted the edges of his jealousy into something warmer, deeper.

"Now, the ritual," she said, slipping into her silk robe. She moved to her vanity, starting her evening routine—brushing her hair, applying lotion. "Every night, while I get ready for bed, you'll kneel and recite from your journal. Pick a passage, baby. Make it good."

Nathan dropped to his knees again, the new cage heavy between his legs. He opened the laptop, scrolling to a fantasy he'd written on a particularly lonely day. "You... you come home from a date," he read, voice quivering, "reeking of his sweat. You make me sniff your panties, tell me how he stretched you in ways I never could."

Lila paused, mid-brush, meeting his eyes in the mirror. "Mmm, that's delicious, honey. Keep going. Tell me how you'd beg to taste what's left of him inside me." Her tone was sweet, adoring—like she was praising a cherished pet. "You wrote this while I was on those godawful conference calls, didn't you? Imagining me sneaking off with the neighbor instead of working. God, you're such a perfect little pervert. I love you for it."

Humiliation crashed over him in waves. His words, thrown back at him. Jealousy gnawed—imagining her with another man, lockdown isolation amplifying every filthy detail. Yet his cock strained, desperate for her approval. Love swelled in his chest, fierce and unbreakable. She was his everything.

He recited more, voice gaining strength. Details of cleanup, of watching her moan. Lila listened, her movements graceful, occasionally murmuring encouragement. "Yes, baby. Just like that. You're making me so wet thinking about it."

When he finished, she set down her brush and pulled him up into her arms. Tender kisses rained on his forehead. She stroked his hair, whispering, "My brave husband. That was beautiful. You shared your soul with me tonight, and it only makes me love you more." Her hands roamed his back, soothing. "Feel how owned you are? This cage is our promise. No more secrets from lockdown. Just us, deeper than ever."

He melted into her, shame fading to contentment. Arousal lingered, but so did peace. They climbed into bed, her body curling around his. She traced the cage with her fingers. "Tomorrow, we start the real fun. But for now, sleep, my love. Dream of what's coming."

Nathan drifted off, heart pounding with anticipation. What had she meant by "real fun"?

As morning light filtered in, Lila's phone buzzed. She checked it, a sly smile spreading. "Marcus texted back. He's free tonight." She kissed Nathan's cheek. "Time to make your fantasies smell like reality, baby."

The rest of the day passed in a haze for Nathan. He tried to focus on work, crunching numbers from the home office, but his mind kept wandering back to the new cage and Lila's promises. The titanium felt more secure, a constant reminder of his submission. During lunch, Lila texted him teasing messages, describing what she planned with Marcus, each word stoking the fire of jealousy and desire. He responded with shaky affirmations, his love for her outweighing the humiliation.

By evening, the anticipation was unbearable. Nathan helped Lila prepare, watching as she chose an outfit that accentuated her figure, the same one she'd worn for virtual date nights during lockdown. She made him kneel and recite another passage from his journal, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "This is just the beginning, Nathan. Our marriage is about to transform in ways you only dreamed of." Her words were a mix of threat and promise, binding him tighter to her will.


Chapter 3: Sweat Cologne

Nathan's heart pounded as he stared at Lila's phone screen. The text from Marcus glowed there, casual and commanding: "Elite Fitness Club, sauna. 6 PM. Bring your boy." Lila's fingers danced over the reply, her smile wicked and warm. "This is it, baby," she whispered, kissing his locked cage through his pants. "Your fantasy's coming alive." Nathan's stomach twisted with jealousy, but his cock strained against the titanium bars. He loved her for this. Hated himself for wanting it.

They drove to the club in silence, the upscale Oakwood Heights gym looming like a temple of sweat and sin. Nathan remembered lockdown days here—virtual classes on Zoom while Lila stretched in yoga pants, her body a distraction he couldn't touch. Now, those memories burned. She parked, squeezed his hand. "You're mine, Nathan. Always." Her eyes locked on his, full of that fierce, adoring fire. He nodded, shame flooding him. Arousal too.

Inside, the air hummed with clanking weights and muffled grunts. Marcus waited in the men's locker room, fresh from a workout. His dark skin glistened, broad shoulders flexing as he toweled off. "Lila, darling," he said in that smooth baritone, pulling her into a hug. Nathan stood frozen, invisible. Marcus's eyes flicked to him. "And the husband. Kneel." Nathan dropped to his knees on the tile floor, pulse racing. Jealousy clawed his chest. This man—tall, chiseled, everything Nathan wasn't—held his wife's attention.

Lila laughed softly, her hand stroking Nathan's hair. "Look at you, baby. Already so eager." She turned to Marcus, her voice dropping to a purr. "He wrote about this during lockdown, you know. While I was on those endless partner calls, he'd sneak into our home office and type out fantasies of you marking him. Smelling like a real man." Nathan's face burned. His own words, weaponized. He remembered those nights—isolated, horny, spilling secrets into his journal. Now they haunted him.

Marcus chuckled, deep and teasing. "Let's give him what he craved." He lifted one arm, exposing the damp pit. Sweat beaded there, musky and potent. Lila dipped her fingers in, gathering it like precious oil. She knelt beside Nathan, her breath warm on his ear. "Open your shirt, sweetheart. Time for your new cologne." Nathan fumbled with buttons, exposing his chest. His locked cock throbbed painfully. Shame washed over him—this was degrading, public, real. But her touch was gentle, loving.

She rubbed the sweat across his skin, slow circles over his nipples, down his neck. The scent hit him—salty, masculine, overpowering. "There we go, my love," Lila cooed, her voice sweet as honey. "You smell like Marcus now. Like the man who's going to fuck me tonight. Remember that Zoom call when I caught you staring at my ass? You wished for this then, didn't you? My little lockdown dreamer." Nathan whimpered, arousal spiking. Jealousy twisted like a knife. He loved her voice, the way it humiliated and cherished him at once.

Marcus stepped closer, his gym shorts tenting. "Not done yet." He pulled out his thick cock, already hardening. Precum glistened at the tip. Lila's eyes sparkled. "Oh, baby, watch this." She milked a drop onto her fingers, then smeared it under Nathan's jaw, along his collarbone. The sticky warmth branded him. "Perfect," she whispered. "Now every time you move at work tomorrow, you'll catch his scent. Your clients will wonder why you smell like sex. But we know, don't we? It's because your wife's pussy belongs to better cock." Her words stung, vicious and personal. Nathan's mind reeled—flashbacks to lockdown arguments, her frustration with his small size, his secret writings begging for exactly this.

He knelt there, marked and trembling. Marcus zipped up, smirking. "Wear it proud, cuck. See you two later for the date." He left, leaving Nathan alone with Lila in the empty locker room. Shame crashed over him like a wave. He felt small, owned, aroused beyond reason. His cock leaked in its cage, useless.

Lila pulled him up gently, wrapping her arms around him. Aftercare came swift, tender. She kissed his forehead, over and over. "My brave boy," she murmured, stroking his back. "You took that so well. I love you more for it, Nathan. Remember our lockdown nights? We'd fight, then cuddle on the couch with ice cream. This is better. Deeper." Her lips brushed his ear, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're marked as mine now. Smelling like him makes you sexier to me. My perfect, devoted husband." Nathan melted into her, love surging through the humiliation. Jealousy lingered, but her warmth anchored him. They held each other, breathing in sync.

Back home, she made him strip and stand before the mirror. "Look at yourself, baby. Glistening with his sweat. Precum on your neck like a necklace." She traced it with her finger, then licked it clean. Nathan's breath hitched. "Tonight, when I go on my date, you'll wait here. Wearing his scent to bed." The thought crushed him—her out with Marcus, laughing, fucking—while he stewed in their home office, the same room where he'd written those damned stories. Arousal throbbed. Love too. She was turning his fantasies into rituals, binding them tighter.

But she wasn't done. "One more thing, sweetheart." Lila pulled out her phone, dialing Marcus on speaker. "Hey, stud. Nathan's all marked up. Send a pic?" Laughter from the other end. Nathan's gut twisted. She snapped a photo of him, chest smeared and neck shining, and hit send. "Good boy," she said, kissing him deeply. "Now, for aftercare—let's get that ice cream we loved during lockdown." They sat on the couch, her feeding him spoonfuls, her hand on his cage. "I adore you, Nathan. This scent? It's our secret. Proof you're mine forever." He leaned into her, shame fading into aching devotion. The jealousy burned, but so did the hope—their marriage felt unbreakable now.

As the evening wore on, Lila got ready for her date. She slipped into a tight dress, the one from their lockdown anniversary Zoom dinner. "You'll smell him all night, baby. Think of us." Nathan knelt again, reciting a journal line as ritual: "I want her marked by a real man, me wearing his essence." His voice shook. She smiled, loving and cruel. "Exactly, my love. And tomorrow at work? Every whiff reminds you." The doorbell rang—Marcus. Nathan's heart seized. This was just the start.

The ritual extended into the night, with Nathan left alone to ponder the day's events. He wandered the house, the scent of Marcus clinging to him like a second skin. Memories of lockdown resurfaced—the quiet desperation, the hidden desires. Now, everything was out in the open, and it terrified and thrilled him in equal measure. When Lila returned hours later, her eyes alight with satisfaction, she pulled him into bed, describing the date in vivid detail while tracing the marks on his skin. Her words were a torment and a comfort, reinforcing their new dynamic. Nathan fell asleep in her arms, the jealousy a dull ache overshadowed by the depth of their connection.


Chapter 4: Kneeling at the Bedside

Nathan's heart pounded as Marcus stepped through the front door, his broad shoulders filling the frame like he owned the place. The scent of the bull's armpit sweat and precum clung to Nathan's skin, a sticky reminder from the gym ritual earlier that evening. Lila greeted Marcus with a lingering kiss, her hand trailing down his chest. Nathan stood there, caged and silent, his cock straining against the metal bars. Jealousy twisted in his gut, sharp and familiar, but so did the heat—the desperate throb that made him ache for more.

"Look at him, Marcus," Lila said, her voice a sweet purr. She turned to Nathan, eyes sparkling with that mix of love and mischief. "My little lockdown dreamer, all marked up with your scent. Doesn't he smell delicious? Like he's wearing his submission as cologne."

Marcus chuckled, deep and low, his baritone dripping dominance. "He looks ready to kneel. Been dreaming about this, haven't you, Nathan? All those stories you wrote while she was on calls."

Nathan's face burned. He nodded, throat tight. The memories flooded back—those endless pandemic days in the home office, Lila buried in Zoom meetings, him typing out his filthy fantasies in secret. Now they were real. Too real.

Lila slipped into her signature green dress, the one she'd worn on their last pre-lockdown date night. It hugged her curves, the fabric shimmering under the bedroom lights. She hadn't worn it since those isolated months, when they'd clung to each other in sweatpants and desperation. Now, it was for Marcus. For this.

"Get on your knees, baby," Lila whispered, guiding Nathan to the bedside. The carpet was soft under his knees, but the position felt exposed, vulnerable. Inches from the mattress. "Remember how you'd peek at me during my calls? Wishing someone bigger could take over? Well, here we are. Your fantasy, my love. All for us."

Marcus undressed slowly, his eyes on Nathan the whole time. "Kneel nice and straight. Watch how a real man handles her." He slid onto the bed, pulling Lila on top. She straddled him, the green dress hiked up around her thighs. No panties. Just bare, ready skin.

Nathan's breath hitched. Shame flooded him, hot and heavy, as Lila locked eyes with him. She didn't look away. Not once. "Oh, sweetie," she cooed, lowering herself onto Marcus's thick cock. A soft gasp escaped her lips. "This is what you wrote about, isn't it? Me riding a bull while you watch from the floor. During lockdown, you'd jerk off thinking of this exact thing. My devoted husband, kneeling like the perfect cuck."

Her words sliced deep, drawing blood from old wounds. Those hidden files on his laptop, pages of him imagining her with strangers, breeding her while he begged. Now she used them like weapons, each thrust punctuating a memory. "You'd hide in the bathroom, stroking that little locked dick, while I handled everything. The bills, the calls, the loneliness. But look at you now—smelling like him, watching him claim what's yours. It makes me love you more. So much more."

Marcus groaned, hands gripping her hips. "Tell him how much better it feels, Lila."

She bounced slowly, eyes still on Nathan's. "It feels amazing, baby. So full. Remember our quarantine date nights? Candles and takeout, pretending everything was fine? You'd try so hard to please me, but this... this is what I needed. A real cock stretching me. And you love it, don't you? My sweet, shameful prince."

Jealousy clawed at Nathan's chest, a green-eyed monster roaring inside. He wanted to look away, to hide from the sight of Marcus's shaft disappearing into her. But her gaze held him captive. Arousal pulsed in his cage, painful and insistent. He was hard, leaking, humiliated to his core. Yet beneath it all, love bloomed—fierce, unbreakable. She was doing this for them. With him.

"Faster," Marcus commanded, thrusting up. Lila moaned, her breasts heaving under the green fabric. Sweat beaded on her skin, the room filling with the wet sounds of their bodies. "See that, Nathan? That's how you make her scream."

Lila's hand reached out, brushing Nathan's cheek. Tender, even as she rode harder. "Don't cry, my love. This is us. Remember the nights we'd cuddle on the couch, watching movies to forget the world? You'd whisper how you'd do anything for me. Well, this is anything. Kneeling here, marked with his sweat, watching him claim what's yours. It makes me love you more. So much more."

Tears pricked Nathan's eyes. Shame twisted into something raw, erotic. His cock twitched uselessly, the cage a cruel reminder. He was nothing but a witness, a kneeling spectator to her pleasure. And fuck, it hurt so good. "I love you," he whispered, voice breaking.

"I know, baby," she said, her rhythm building. "That's why you're perfect. My lockdown hero, turned into my kneeling cuck. Imagine if your coworkers knew—the accountant who smells like another man's precum at the office. All because you couldn't stop writing those stories."

Marcus laughed, pulling her down for a deep kiss. The sight gutted Nathan—lips that were his, now devouring the bull's. Jealousy surged, but so did the heat, pooling in his belly. He wanted to beg, to touch, but he stayed put. Obedient. Hers.

Lila's breaths came faster, her eyes never leaving Nathan's. "I'm close, sweetie. Watch me cum on his cock. The one that's going to breed me someday, just like in your fantasies. You wanted this. Craved it during those endless days alone."

She shattered then, crying out, body trembling as the orgasm ripped through her. Marcus followed, grunting, filling her with thick spurts. Nathan watched it all, inches away, the scent of sex mixing with the bull's mark on his own skin. Humiliation crashed over him like a wave, drowning him in shame and need. His face burned, his heart raced. But her eyes—God, her eyes—held nothing but love.

They stilled, panting. Lila slid off Marcus, a trickle of cum leaking down her thigh. She turned to Nathan immediately, pulling him up into her arms. "Come here, my love. My everything." She kissed his forehead, over and over, stroking his hair. Her skin was warm, slick with sweat. "You were so good, kneeling there. Smelling like him, watching us. It makes our marriage stronger, doesn't it? Deeper than those lockdown nights when we almost broke."

Nathan melted into her, the jealousy ebbing into a warm glow. "Yes," he murmured, nuzzling her neck. The shame lingered, but her touch soothed it. Aroused still, desperately so, but loved. Cherished.

Marcus watched with a smirk, but Lila ignored him, focusing on Nathan. She whispered filthy affirmations, her voice a loving caress. "You're my cuck, my prince. Wearing his scent, witnessing his cock inside me—that's your gift to us. I adore you for it. More than ever."

They moved to the kitchen for aftercare, Lila spooning ice cream into his mouth between kisses. "Vanilla with caramel, just like our movie nights," she said, giggling. "Remember binge-watching those rom-coms? Now we're living our own twisted fairy tale."

Nathan laughed softly, the sound shaky. The humiliation faded into contentment, their bond tighter, more honest. But as they finished, Lila's phone buzzed. A text from Marcus, already planning the next ritual. "Tomorrow at 7 p.m.," she read aloud, eyes gleaming. "Cock massage duty begins. You'll worship him while I film, baby. Reciting your mantras. Won't that be fun?"

Nathan's stomach flipped, fresh shame mixing with anticipation. He nodded, caged dick twitching. What had he gotten himself into? The night continued with more intimate talks, Lila exploring his reactions, ensuring he felt safe in their new dynamic. She massaged his shoulders, recounting moments from lockdown that paralleled their current path, strengthening their emotional connection.


Chapter 5: The Duty Begins

Nathan's heart pounded as he stared at the clock on the living room wall. 6:55 p.m. Five minutes until his new duty began. Lila's announcement from last night echoed in his mind, her voice sweet and sharp like honeyed razor wire. "Starting tomorrow, baby, every evening at seven, you'll worship Marcus's cock. Make it perfect for me." He'd nodded, throat dry, cage throbbing against his denied flesh. Now, here he was, kneeling on the plush rug in their home office—the same room where he'd hidden his lockdown fantasies, scribbling them out while she Zoomed with clients, oblivious. Or so he'd thought.

The door opened. Marcus strode in first, his physician's scrubs hugging his broad frame, that smug grin already in place. Lila followed, her sundress swaying, phone in hand, ready to film. She locked eyes with Nathan, her gaze a mix of adoration and command. "There's my good boy. Kneeling already? You know what time it is."

Nathan swallowed hard. Shame burned his cheeks. This was real. Not some fevered journal entry from those endless pandemic months, when isolation had twisted his desires into something raw and desperate. Back then, he'd imagined scenarios like this, typing them out in secret while she worked across the hall. Now she was making them flesh. His cock strained uselessly in the high-end cage she'd locked on him days ago. Jealousy twisted in his gut—Marcus, the local doc everyone admired, about to claim another piece of their marriage.

Marcus dropped into the leather armchair, spreading his legs wide. He unzipped his pants with casual ease, pulling out his thick, semi-hard cock. It hung there, heavy and veined, a silent taunt. "Evening, Nate. Ready to get those hands dirty?"

Lila giggled, setting up her phone on a tripod. The red light blinked on. "Oh, he is, Marcus. My Nathan's been dreaming about this since lockdown. Remember, baby? You'd hide in here, writing about big, strong bulls like him. How their cocks deserved pampering before they stretched me out." She knelt beside Nathan briefly, cupping his chin, forcing his eyes to hers. Her touch was gentle, loving. "You're going to make it so good for him. For us. Because you love me, don't you?"

"Yes," Nathan whispered, voice cracking. Arousal surged, hot and humiliating. He did love her. More now than ever. Even as shame clawed at him, picturing her riding Marcus in that green dress last night, her eyes never leaving his while she came undone.

"Good boy." Lila stood, nodding to Marcus. "Start the timer, love. Fifteen minutes of pure worship."

Marcus hit a button on his watch. Beep. "Go on, Nate. Hands on."

Nathan's fingers trembled as he reached forward. Marcus's cock felt warm, heavy in his palms. He started slow, just like Lila had instructed earlier—gentle strokes along the shaft, thumbs circling the head. The skin was smooth, already thickening under his touch. Jealousy hit like a punch. This was the cock that filled his wife, made her moan in ways he never could. And here he was, servicing it. Like a devoted attendant.

"Mantra time, baby," Lila cooed, her voice dripping sweetness. She circled them, phone capturing every angle. "Repeat after me, nice and clear. Fifty times. 'My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock.' Say it with feeling. For the camera."

Nathan's face burned. He kept massaging, hands gliding up and down, feeling Marcus harden fully. "My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock." The words tasted bitter, thrilling. Shame flooded him—admitting it out loud, in their home office, where he'd confessed everything in ink during those locked-down nights.

Louder, Marcus rumbled, his deep baritone teasing. "Again. And don't forget the balls. Give 'em a nice roll."

Nathan obeyed, cupping the heavy sac, kneading gently. "My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock." Number two. His mind reeled. Flashbacks hit: Lila on endless calls, him sneaking peeks at cuckold forums, typing fantasies of her with men like Marcus. Now it was real. Throbbing arousal mixed with the ache of denial. His own balls ached in sympathy, locked away.

Lila leaned in close, her breath warm on his ear. "That's it, my sweet hubby. Look how hard you're making him. All for me. Remember that time during lockdown, when I caught you jerking off in here? You blushed so hard, said it was nothing. But it was this, wasn't it? Dreaming of tending to a real man's cock while I watched." Her words sliced deep, personal, drawing blood from their shared history. Yet her tone was loving, like a caress. "Three more, baby. Louder."

"My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock." Three. Four. Five. Nathan's hands moved rhythmically now, oil-slick from the lube Lila had provided. Marcus groaned softly, hips shifting. The sound twisted Nathan's jealousy tighter. This bull, this intruder, getting pleasured in their sacred space. But Lila's eyes on him, full of pride, sparked something deeper—love, raw and unbreakable.

By twenty, sweat beaded on Nathan's forehead. His arms ached, but he didn't stop. Massage, stroke, repeat. "My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock." The mantra burned into his brain, each repetition a hammer of humiliation. Shame washed over him in waves—kneeling here, hands on another man's dick, while his wife filmed for her private collection. Arousal pulsed in his cage, leaking pre-cum. He hated it. He craved it.

Lila whispered encouragements, her voice a loving whip. "You're doing so well, Nathan. Look at you, my little massage boy. Back in lockdown, you'd write about this exact thing—me with Marcus, you serving. God, it turns me on how honest you are now. Thirty more. Say it like you mean it, because you do. My pussy? It belongs to bigger cock. Yours is just for locking up and loving."

Marcus chuckled, his cock twitching in Nathan's grip. "Kid's got talent. Keep going, Nate. Make it throb."

Forty. Forty-five. Nathan's voice hoarse, hands slick and steady. Jealous rage simmered—Marcus, the charismatic doc, stealing his wife's pleasure, now his submission. But beneath it, love bloomed. Lila's gaze never wavered, anchoring him. This was them, transformed by those isolated months. Deeper now.

"Fifty," Nathan gasped, finishing the last mantra. His hands slowed, reverent.

Marcus's watch beeped. End of fifteen minutes. He zipped up, smirking. "Not bad for a first time. See you tomorrow, Nate."

Lila stopped the recording, her smile radiant. "You were perfect, baby." But the ritual wasn't over. She pulled Nathan to his feet, then into her arms on the office couch. Marcus watched for a moment, then left quietly, door clicking shut.

Nathan collapsed against her, emotions crashing. Shame lingered, hot and heavy. Jealousy too, from touching what she craved. But her arms around him, forehead kisses raining down—soft, endless—melted it into something tender. "My brave boy," she murmured, stroking his hair. "You smelled him on your hands, didn't you? That big, strong cock you just worshiped. It humiliated you so much, but look how hard it made you in your cage. I love you for this, Nathan. More than during those lockdown days when we were just surviving. Now we're alive."

He buried his face in her neck, inhaling her scent. Arousal ebbed into aching love. She reached for the mini-fridge—another lockdown relic—pulling out two spoons and a pint of vanilla ice cream. They shared it slowly, her feeding him bites, whispering filthy affirmations. "Tomorrow you'll do it again. And it'll feel even better. Because you're mine, and this makes us unbreakable."

Nathan nodded, tears pricking his eyes. Humiliated, aroused, loved. Their bond, forged in pandemic fire, now shone brighter. But as she kissed him goodnight, her phone buzzed—a text from Marcus. "Gym tomorrow? Bring the hubby for sweat duty."

Dread and excitement twisted in his gut. What fresh hell awaited at the Elite Fitness Club? The evening extended with more aftercare, Lila ensuring his emotional well-being, discussing boundaries and desires, solidifying their evolving relationship.


Chapter 6: Guiding the Bull

Nathan stared at his phone, the text from Lila glowing in the dim light of their home office. "Gym tomorrow, baby. Marcus has a special sweat treat for my little prince. Get that cage throbbing." His stomach twisted, a hot flush of shame flooding his cheeks. He could already smell it—the musky tang of Marcus's post-workout body, marking him like some filthy cologne. But beneath the dread, his cock strained uselessly against the steel bars. He loved her for this. God, he loved her.

The next morning, Lila bounced into the kitchen, her ovulation test strip in hand. Positive. She waved it like a victory flag. "Look at this, Nathan. My body's screaming for it. For him." She pulled him into a hug, her lips brushing his ear. "You're going to help make this perfect, aren't you? My devoted guide."

He nodded, throat tight. Jealousy clawed at his gut—the thought of Marcus filling her, breeding her, while he knelt on the sidelines. But her eyes sparkled with that adoring mischief, the kind that made his heart ache. "Yes, Lila. Anything for you."

She kissed his forehead softly. "That's my good boy. Tonight, in our bedroom. The one where we survived all those lockdown nights, you scribbling your dirty little stories while I pretended not to notice." Her voice turned teasing, sweet as honey. "Remember how you'd jerk off thinking about this exact thing? Guiding a real man's cock into your wife's eager pussy?"

His face burned. Shame twisted like a knife, but his locked dick pulsed harder. "I... I remember."

"Good. Because it's ovulation day, baby. And you're going to make it happen." She slipped sheer white gloves onto his hands—thin, lace-trimmed things that made him feel like a perverse butler. "These are for you. So you can touch what's not yours anymore."

The day dragged. Work calls blurred into nothing. Nathan's mind replayed lockdown memories: him hunched over his laptop, typing feverish cuckold fantasies while Lila's voice drifted from Zoom meetings in the next room. He'd imagined her like this—bold, commanding, turning his secrets against him. Now it was real. And it hurt so good.

By evening, Marcus arrived. The doctor sauntered in, his deep baritone chuckling as he clapped Nathan on the back. "Ready for the main event, Nate? Heard it's a big day."

Nathan swallowed, avoiding eye contact. "Y-yes, sir."

Lila led them to the bedroom. She stripped slowly, her body glowing under the soft lamp light. Nathan's cage ached at the sight—her curves, the ones he'd worshipped alone during those isolated months. Now she was for Marcus.

"Gloves on, baby," she said, settling onto the bed. Her legs spread wide, inviting. "Kneel right here. You're going to guide him in. Nice and slow."

Nathan dropped to his knees, the carpet biting into his skin. Marcus loomed over him, shedding his clothes. The bull's cock hung heavy, thick—everything Nathan's wasn't. Jealousy surged, hot and bitter. This man, this physician from their upscale neighborhood, was about to claim what was his.

"Take it in your hand," Lila whispered, her gaze locking onto Nathan's. Unwavering. Loving. "Feel how big he is for me. Remember that story you wrote? The one where the husband holds the bull's cock and begs for his wife to be bred?"

Shame flooded him. His own words, thrown back like weapons. "Lila, please..."

She smiled, sweet and vicious. "Please what, my love? Please breed me with this superior cock? Say it."

He gripped Marcus's shaft through the sheer gloves. It throbbed, warm and veined. His voice cracked. "Please... breed her with your superior cock."

Marcus groaned approvingly. "Good boy. Now push me in."

Nathan's hands trembled as he aligned the tip with Lila's slick entrance. She was dripping, ready. For him. Not Nathan. He pressed forward, guiding inch by inch. Lila gasped, her eyes never leaving his. "Oh, baby, that's it. Feel him stretching me? This is what you dreamed of during lockdown, isn't it? While I was on those endless calls, you were typing about exactly this—your wife getting filled by a better man."

The words hit like punches. Shame burned deep, twisting into raw arousal. His cage dripped pre-cum onto the floor. He loved her eyes on him, that intense connection amid the degradation. "Yes," he whispered. "I did."

Marcus thrust deeper, bottoming out. Lila moaned, arching. "Mmm, so much better than you, Nathan. But I love you for admitting it. My sweet, devoted cuck."

They fucked. Slow at first, then building. Nathan knelt inches away, gloved hands hovering uselessly. Lila's hand reached out, stroking his cheek. "Watch closely, baby. See how he hits spots you never could? Remember our lockdown fights? How bored I was? This is what I needed then. What you secretly wanted me to have."

Jealousy roared inside him—images of Marcus's seed taking root, changing everything. But her touch, her words, they anchored him. He was hard as steel in his prison, desperate for release. "It hurts, Lila. But... I love you."

"I know it hurts, my prince. That's why it's so perfect." She pulled him closer, forcing eye contact as Marcus pounded harder. "You're mine forever because of this. My loving guide."

Marcus grunted, speeding up. "Gonna fill her up, Nate. Breed your wife right in front of you."

Lila's breaths came ragged. "Do it, Marcus. Give me what my husband can't." To Nathan, softer: "And you, baby? You're going to clean up every drop. But first, your ruin."

Orgasm hit her like a wave. She cried out, clutching Nathan's face, staring deep into his soul. Marcus followed, pumping deep. Thick loads, pulsing inside her.

They separated. Marcus's cock glistened, spent and messy. Lila sat up, glowing. "Now, Nathan. Jerk your little thing onto him. Show us how excited you are."

He fumbled with his cage—Lila had unlocked it just for this. His cock sprang free, pathetic next to Marcus's. Shame peaked as he stroked furiously, eyes on the bull's dick. "I... I'm so turned on," he admitted, voice breaking.

"Of course you are, sweetie," Lila cooed. "Because you know this is right. Cum on his big cock. Ruin yourself for me."

It didn't take long. He erupted, splattering weak ropes onto Marcus's shaft. The bull smirked. "Pathetic. Now lick it up."

Nathan leaned in, tongue darting out. Salty, mixed with Lila's juices. Humiliation crashed over him—tasting his own inadequacy on another man's cock. But Lila's hand in his hair soothed it all. "Good boy. Lick every bit. I love watching you submit like this."

He cleaned thoroughly, gagging slightly. Jealousy faded into throbbing afterglow. When he finished, Lila pulled him onto the bed. Marcus dressed and left with a nod, but Nathan barely noticed.

She wrapped him in her arms, kissing his forehead over and over. "My perfect husband. That was beautiful. You guided him so well, made me feel so full." Her fingers stroked his hair, tender. "Remember lockdown? How alone we felt? This binds us tighter than that ever could. I love you more now, Nathan. My collared prince."

He melted into her, shame dissolving into deep love. "I love you too. So much."

They shared a pint of mint chocolate chip from the freezer, spooning it to each other in bed. Her whispers turned filthy-sweet: "Next time, maybe we'll track my cycle even closer. Imagine if it takes." But her eyes promised forever.

As they drifted off, her phone buzzed. A text from Marcus: "Gym tomorrow. Bring the cuck for his facial." Nathan's heart raced—dread and excitement twisting anew. The aftercare continued, with Lila holding him close, discussing the intensity of the scene and reaffirming their love.


Chapter 7: Sitting

Nathan's phone buzzed on the nightstand, the screen lighting up with Lila's text from the gym. "Be ready, baby. Marcus is sweating bullets today. Your new cologne awaits." His cage twitched, a mix of dread and electric thrill shooting through him. He paced their home office, the same room where he'd hidden his lockdown fantasies, scribbling stories of cuckold shame while Lila droned on Zoom calls upstairs. Now those words haunted him, weaponized by her loving cruelty. The front door clicked open. Lila's voice floated in, sweet as honey. "Honey, I'm home. And I've got a treat for my good boy."

He hurried to the living room, heart pounding. Lila stood there, glowing from her workout, sports bra clinging to her curves, leggings hugging her thighs. Marcus loomed behind her, smirking, his tank top soaked, armpits dark with sweat. Nathan's stomach twisted—jealousy flared hot, seeing how Marcus's presence filled the space, how Lila's eyes sparkled for him. But her gaze locked on Nathan first, full of that adoring fire. "Come here, my love," she cooed, pulling him into a quick kiss. Her lips tasted salty, like she'd been teasing Marcus already.

Marcus chuckled, deep and mocking. "Your wife's been bragging about you, Nate. Says you're the best little helper." Nathan's cheeks burned. He remembered lockdown nights, alone in the office, jerking to fantasies of this exact humiliation—Lila with a bull, him sidelined and aching. Now it was real. Lila traced a finger down his chest. "Strip, baby. Time for your marking." She nodded to Marcus, who lifted an arm, revealing that musky pit. Lila dipped her hand in, gathering the slick sweat, then rubbed it across Nathan's neck and collarbone. The scent hit him—raw, masculine, invading his senses. She followed with a swipe of Marcus's precum from his shorts, smearing it like perfume. "There. You smell like my boyfriend now, don't you? My devoted husband, wearing his scent to that boring accounting job tomorrow. Remember how you wrote about this? 'I'd wear his mark like a badge of shame.' God, I love you for dreaming this up."

Shame flooded Nathan, his cage straining painfully. He loved her so much it hurt—her confidence, her wicked grin. But the jealousy gnawed, picturing her at the Elite Fitness Club, flirting with Marcus while he crunched numbers at home. "Lila, please," he whispered, voice cracking. She cupped his face, eyes soft. "Shh, I know it stings, baby. That's why it's perfect. Now, upstairs. We've got a ritual to start."

They moved to the bedroom, the air thick with anticipation. Marcus stripped casually, his thick cock already half-hard, while Lila peeled off her leggings, revealing no panties—her pussy glistening, still fresh from their last session. Nathan's mouth went dry. Ovulation day had been yesterday, but the breeding talk lingered, his fantasies twisted against him. Lila pointed to the bed. "On your back, head at the edge. This is your new duty, my prince. Ten minutes of heaven—or hell, depending on how you see it." She set her phone timer, the beep echoing like a sentence.

Marcus positioned himself first, grinning down at Nathan. "Open wide, cuck." But Lila shook her head, playful. "Not yet. This is for us, baby. Just you and me." She straddled Nathan's face reverse, her ass hovering inches above his nose. The scent of her arousal mixed with Marcus's residual cum from earlier—thick, potent. Jealousy surged; he'd guided that cock into her, felt it pulse inside his wife. Now this. She lowered slowly, her cheeks enveloping his face, warm and soft. "Breathe me in, Nathan. Remember lockdown? You hiding in the office, writing about me getting filled while you listened to my calls. 'I'd suffocate under her, tasting another man's seed.' Your words, my love. Now live them."

The first push came gentle, a wet bubble of air escaping with a dribble of cum. It farted softly against his lips, the sound obscene, the taste salty and bitter. Nathan gagged, shame crashing over him like a wave—his wife, his beautiful Lila, degrading him so intimately while Marcus watched from the chair, stroking himself lazily. But her whisper cut through: "That's it, baby. Swallow for me. You're so brave, taking this. I love you more every time you kneel like this." Her voice was velvet, loving, humiliating. Another push, slower, wetter—a full cum-fart bubbling out, coating his tongue. He licked instinctively, arousal throbbing in his cage, desperate and denied. Jealousy twisted deeper; this was Marcus's load, from the man who'd claimed her body during their gym "workout." Yet Lila's hand reached back, stroking his hair. "Good boy. My sweet husband, cleaning up after better cock. Remember that Zoom call where I was ovulating, and you fantasized about me sneaking off? This is better. This is us."

The timer ticked mercilessly. Five minutes in, she ground down harder, another fart escaping with a thick glob of cum. Nathan's world narrowed to her ass, her scent, her loving taunts. "You're mine, Nathan. All mine. Even when Marcus fills me, it's you I come home to. But god, doesn't it feel right? You on your back, me feeding you his mess like the devoted cuck you wrote about." Shame burned, hot and unrelenting—his lockdown secrets exposed, his insecurities laid bare. He was nothing but a cleanup bitch, yet the love in her eyes when she glanced back pierced him. Arousal pulsed, his body betraying him, cage leaking pre-cum. Another wet release, and he swallowed, tears pricking his eyes. Marcus laughed softly. "Look at him go. Your wife's training him good."

Lila ignored Marcus, focusing on Nathan. "Almost there, my love. Two more minutes. Push through for me. I adore you like this—vulnerable, mine." The final fart was the messiest, a slow, gurgling push that smeared across his face. He lapped it up, humiliation peaking, body trembling with need. The timer beeped. She lifted off gently, turning to face him, her expression pure tenderness. "Oh, baby," she murmured, pulling him up into her arms. Forehead kisses rained down, soft and repetitive, her lips brushing his skin like a balm. She stroked his hair, whispering, "You were perfect. My strong, submissive husband. That shame you feel? It's what makes us unbreakable. I love you so much it hurts." Nathan melted into her, the emotional rollercoaster crashing—jealousy fading to aching love, shame twisting into pride. She grabbed the ice cream from the nightstand, spooning it into his mouth between kisses. "Taste this sweetness now. You've earned it, my prince."

Marcus dressed, smirking. "Fun night. See you tomorrow for more." But Lila shooed him out, her focus solely on Nathan. They cuddled under the covers, her whispers filthy yet affirming: "Tomorrow's punishment will be even deeper, baby. Nose in his ass all night. But we'll face it together. Our love wins every time." Nathan's heart swelled, the dread mixing with excitement. Their marriage, forged in lockdown isolation, felt invincible now. The ritual's aftereffects lingered, with extended cuddling and discussions about his feelings, ensuring emotional safety.


Chapter 8: The Overnight Punishment

Nathan's heart pounded as Lila led him into their bedroom. The same room where, during lockdown, he'd hidden in the closet to jerk off to his forbidden stories while she paced on Zoom calls. Now, Marcus lounged on their king-sized bed, naked and smirking, his muscular body glistening from a fresh shower. Lila's eyes sparkled with that wicked mix of love and cruelty. "Oh, my sweet Nathan," she cooed, cupping his face. "You were such a naughty boy today, weren't you? Fantasizing about my pussy getting stretched while you knelt there, locked and leaking. Remember how you wrote about this exact punishment in your little journal? 'Bury my nose in his ass all night, make me breathe him in like the air I need.' Well, baby, tonight it's real."

Shame burned Nathan's cheeks. He glanced at Marcus, the physician's broad chest rising and falling with easy confidence. Jealousy twisted in his gut—Marcus, with his perfect cock that filled Lila in ways Nathan never could. Yet his own cage throbbed, the cheap metal biting into his swelling arousal. Lila's words hit like a loving slap, pulling from those lockdown nights when isolation had driven him to type out his darkest desires. "I... I didn't mean for it to happen like this," he mumbled, voice small.

Lila laughed softly, pulling him close for a quick kiss on the lips. "But you did, honey. You begged for it in those stories. And I love you so much for being honest now." She turned to Marcus, who spread his legs lazily, his heavy balls resting against the sheets. "Marcus, darling, show my husband his pillow for the night." Marcus chuckled, that deep baritone rumbling. "Come on, Nate. Get comfortable. I've been saving this scent just for you."

Nathan's knees hit the floor before he could think. Lila guided him forward, her hands gentle on his shoulders. "That's it, my perfect little cuck. Nose right in there, between those strong cheeks. Smell what owns your wife now." The musky heat hit him first—earthy, masculine, laced with the faint soap from Marcus's shower. Nathan's nose pressed deep, the cleft closing around him like a vice. His world narrowed to darkness, warmth, and that overwhelming scent. Jealousy surged; this was the man who fucked Lila raw, who made her moan like Nathan never had. Shame flooded him—he was buried in another man's ass, breathing him in like a dog. But god, his cage pulsed, arousal dripping down his thigh. Lila's voice floated above, sweet as honey. "Breathe deep, baby. That's the smell of my pleasure. Remember lockdown, when you'd hide in here sniffing my panties while I worked? This is better. This is us, deeper than ever."

Marcus shifted, settling back with a sigh. "Good boy. Stay put. All night." Nathan whimpered, the position awkward, his neck already aching. Lila climbed onto the bed beside Marcus, her body curling against his. Nathan could hear them kissing—wet, passionate sounds that stabbed at his heart. "Mmm, fuck me slow tonight, Marcus," Lila murmured. "While my husband worships your ass like the throne it is." The bed creaked as they moved together. Nathan's face jostled with every thrust, his nose grinding deeper into the sweaty crack. The scent grew stronger, mingling with the slick sounds of sex. Jealousy clawed at him; he pictured Lila's face, eyes locked on Marcus, her body arching in ecstasy. Shame twisted tighter—he was nothing but a nose, a breathing toy for their amusement. Yet love bloomed amid the humiliation. Lila chose this for them, turned his fantasies into their bond.

Hours blurred. Nathan's mind raced through lockdown memories: endless days trapped at home, him sneaking peeks at cuckold porn while Lila conferenced in the next room. He'd written about this degradation, craving the shame that made him feel alive. Now it was real, and it hurt so good. Marcus's ass cheeks clenched around him during climaxes—Nathan felt the tremors, heard Lila's gasps. "Oh god, yes, fill me up," she cried. Cum leaked down, a warm trickle brushing Nathan's chin. He didn't dare move, didn't dare complain. His arousal was a constant ache, cage denying any relief. "You're doing so well, my love," Lila whispered at one point, her fingers briefly stroking his hair. "This is what you needed. Me, happy and fucked, while you submit. I adore you for it."

Sleep came in fits. Nathan's neck screamed, his breaths shallow and labored. The scent invaded his dreams—Marcus's dominance, Lila's loving control. He woke to stiffness, disoriented, until morning light filtered in. Marcus stirred, his ass shifting away. Nathan gasped fresh air, blinking up at them. Lila was astride Marcus again, riding him lazily. Her eyes met Nathan's, full of that piercing affection. "Good morning, my punished prince," she said, voice breathy from pleasure. Marcus groaned, thrusting up. As he came, Lila leaned down, capturing Nathan's mouth in a deep kiss. Her breath was thick with the taste of breeding—salty cum, her arousal, the raw essence of their night. Nathan melted into it, shame and love crashing together. The kiss lingered, her tongue sharing the flavors, whispering, "Taste how full I am, baby. This is our forever."

They disentangled slowly. Marcus patted Nathan's head like a pet before heading to the bathroom. Lila pulled Nathan onto the bed, wrapping him in her arms. Forehead kisses rained down, soft and endless. "You were incredible last night," she murmured, stroking his hair. "So devoted, so mine. That punishment? It was from your own words, remember? The journal entry about sniffing a bull's ass while I get bred. God, it made me love you more." Nathan's chest heaved with emotion—jealousy lingered, shame burned, but the arousal throbbed, and the love? It was a tidal wave. He buried his face in her neck, inhaling her scent mixed with Marcus's. "I love you too," he whispered, voice cracking. "Even when it hurts."

She reached for the nightstand, grabbing a pint of mint chocolate chip ice cream they'd stashed there. Spooning it into his mouth, she cooed, "My sweet, suffering hubby. Eat up. This aftercare is your reward. We're stronger now than those lockdown days, aren't we? No more secrets, just us—me owning you, you kneeling for me." Nathan nodded, the cold sweetness soothing his raw throat. Tenderness wrapped around the degradation, binding them tighter. He felt wrecked, aroused, and oddly hopeful. Their marriage had survived isolation; now it thrived on this wicked intimacy.

But as they lounged, Lila's phone buzzed. A text from a neighbor—something about "panties and a little game at the club." Her eyes lit up mischievously. "Oh, baby," she said, kissing his forehead again. "Tomorrow's punishment? It's going to be even more personal." The day progressed with gentle recovery, Lila pampering him, discussing the night's impact on their relationship.


Chapter 9: Soak up

Nathan's heart pounded as he knelt in their home office, the same room where he'd scribbled those lockdown fantasies in secret. Lila stood over him, her silk robe half-open, revealing the curve of her breasts that he'd worshipped through endless Zoom-call nights. Marcus lounged on the desk chair, smirking, his muscular frame still glistening from their morning fuck. The air reeked of sex—Lila's arousal mixed with Marcus's musk, a scent that twisted Nathan's gut with jealousy even as his caged cock strained painfully.

"Oh, my sweet Nathan," Lila cooed, her voice like honey laced with venom. She dangled a pair of black lace panties from her finger, already soaked and glistening. "Remember how you wrote about this in your little journal? Back when I was stuck in partner meetings, and you were here, stroking yourself to thoughts of me getting ruined by a real man? You begged for something filthy like this, didn't you? Something to remind you exactly where you belong."

Nathan's face burned. Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. He'd poured out those words during the pandemic's endless isolation, imagining Lila as a goddess who marked him with her lovers' scents. Now, she was making it real. His eyes locked on hers, those deep brown pools that had seen him through fevers and late-night confessions. He loved her so much it hurt—loved her even as she humiliated him. "Y-yes, Lila," he whispered, his voice cracking. Arousal throbbed in his cage, desperate and denied.

Marcus chuckled, that smooth baritone sending shivers down Nathan's spine. "Look at him, Lila. Kneeling there like a good boy, already leaking just from the tease."

Lila smiled, stepping closer to Marcus. She slid the panties down her legs—no, wait, these weren't fresh. She'd worn them during their overnight session, letting them soak up her juices and Marcus's cum while Nathan suffered with his nose buried in the bull's ass. Now, she held them up, dripping. "These are special, baby. Drenched in what you crave but can't have." She turned to Marcus, who spread his legs lazily. With deliberate slowness, she folded the panties into a tight ball and pushed them deep into the cleft of his ass, right between those firm cheeks. Marcus groaned softly, clenching to hold them in place.

"There," Lila said, patting Marcus's thigh like he was her prized pet. "You'll wear these all day at the clinic, doctor. Let them marinate in your sweat, your heat. Think of it as a little gift from my husband—his fantasies coming true."

Nathan's stomach twisted. Jealousy clawed at him, imagining Marcus striding through his upscale office, patients none the wiser, while Lila's cum-soaked panties stewed in his ass. The same Marcus who'd fucked Lila through lockdown boredom, while Nathan hid his desires. "Lila, please," Nathan begged, not even sure what he was pleading for. His cock twitched uselessly, shame mingling with a sick excitement that made him dizzy.

She knelt beside him, cupping his chin, forcing eye contact. "Shh, my love. This is for us. Remember that time during quarantine when you caught me masturbating on a work call? You wrote about wishing you could taste the aftermath, mixed with another man's essence. Well, tonight, you'll get it. Straight from the source."

The day dragged. Nathan tried to focus on spreadsheets in the home office, but his mind replayed the scene. Every email ping reminded him of Lila's partner calls, back when he'd sneak peeks at cuckold stories online. Now, his wife was the star. By evening, arousal had him shaking, his cage a constant torment. When the front door opened, he dropped to his knees instinctively, heart racing.

Marcus entered first, still in his crisp physician's slacks, looking every bit the charismatic bull. Lila followed, her work blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease. "How was your day, doctor?" she asked, kissing Marcus deeply. Nathan watched, jealousy spiking like a knife. They ignored him at first, murmuring about patients and procedures, Marcus's hand on her ass.

Finally, Lila turned. "Come here, Nathan. Time for your treat."

He crawled forward, shame burning his cheeks. Marcus unzipped his pants, letting them drop. He bent slightly, presenting his ass. The panties were still there, wedged deep, now darkened with a full day's sweat and whatever else had seeped in. The scent hit Nathan like a wave—musky, tangy, utterly degrading.

"Pull them out with your teeth, baby," Lila instructed, her tone loving, almost maternal. "Show Marcus how grateful you are for him carrying your wife's scent all day. Remember, this is what you fantasized about during those long lockdown nights—me making you taste the real thing."

Nathan hesitated, his face inches from Marcus's ass. The bull's cheeks were firm, dusted with hair, still warm from the day. Jealousy roared— this man had Lila whenever he wanted, while Nathan knelt in chastity. But love pulled him forward, the deep bond with Lila that had survived pandemic hell. He leaned in, teeth grazing skin, and tugged. The panties emerged slowly, sodden and heavy, tasting of salt and cum and something earthier.

"Good boy," Lila whispered, stroking his hair as he worked. "Suck them clean now. Every drop. That's my husband's lockdown dream, right? Tasting what a bigger man leaves behind in me."

Nathan obeyed, stuffing the fabric into his mouth. The flavor exploded—Lila's sweet nectar mixed with Marcus's sweaty musk, a cocktail of humiliation that made his eyes water. He sucked, gagging slightly, arousal pounding in his veins. Shame crushed him; he was nothing but a cleanup bitch, just like his journals described. Yet, looking up at Lila's adoring gaze, he felt seen, loved in his submission.

Marcus watched, smirking. "Pathetic, but dedicated. Lila, you've trained him well."

She laughed softly. "He's perfect. My little accountant, crunching numbers by day, crunching on bull-soaked panties by night."

Nathan finished, the panties limp and clean in his hands. Tears stung his eyes, a mix of degradation and desperate need. Lila pulled him up gently, wrapping her arms around him. Aftercare came swift and tender. She guided him to the couch, cradling his head to her chest. Forehead kisses rained down, soft and repeated. "My brave boy," she murmured, stroking his hair. "You took that so well. Tasting Marcus like that? It makes me love you even more. We're stronger now than those lockdown days, aren't we? You submitting, me owning—it's our forever."

He melted into her, the shame ebbing into warmth. Jealousy lingered, but so did arousal, throbbing unanswered. Marcus dressed and left with a nod, but Nathan barely noticed. Lila fed him spoonfuls of vanilla ice cream from the freezer, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're my everything, Nathan. Smelling like him, tasting him— it binds us tighter. I adore you for kneeling like this."

They cuddled there, her fingers tracing his cage. "Tomorrow," she teased, eyes sparkling, "we're hitting the Elite Fitness Club. Marcus has a special hydration routine planned for my little prince. Something sweaty and fresh."

Nathan's pulse quickened, dread and excitement twisting together. What fresh hell—and heaven—awaited? The experience was processed through extended conversations, deepening their intimacy.


Chapter 10: The Facial

Nathan's heart pounded as he drove to the Elite Fitness Club. The air in the car felt thick, heavy with the scent of Marcus's sweat still clinging to his skin from last night's ritual. Lila sat beside him, her hand resting possessively on his thigh, squeezing just enough to make his caged cock twitch. "You're going to love this, baby," she murmured, her voice a sweet melody laced with venom. "A little post-workout treat to keep my prince hydrated." He swallowed hard, jealousy churning in his gut like acid. How had his lockdown fantasies led to this? Endless days cooped up in their home office, typing out his shameful desires while she slaved over Zoom calls. Now, she wielded them like a loving whip.

The club loomed ahead, all glass and chrome, an upscale haven for Oakwood Heights' elite. Nathan parked, his palms slick on the wheel. Inside, the air hummed with the clank of weights and the low thrum of treadmills. Lila led him straight to the private training suite, reserved for "special sessions." Marcus was already there, shirtless and glistening, his muscular frame a stark reminder of everything Nathan wasn't. The bull grinned, that smooth baritone rolling out. "Right on time, cuck. Ready to watch your wife get properly worked out?"

Nathan's cheeks burned. He nodded, words stuck in his throat. Lila stripped down to her sports bra and leggings, her body toned from months of lockdown yoga in their living room. Back then, he'd sneak glances while pretending to crunch numbers, his mind wandering to filthy what-ifs. Now, those what-ifs were real. She kissed Nathan's forehead, her lips soft. "Kneel by the bench, sweetheart. Eyes on me the whole time. Remember how you wrote about this? Dreaming of me sweating with a real man while you watched from the corner?"

He dropped to his knees, the carpet rough against his skin. Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. His cage strained, arousal throbbing in cruel denial. Marcus guided Lila through sets—squats, deadlifts, her breaths coming in rhythmic gasps. Nathan's eyes locked on her, jealousy twisting like a knife. She was his wife, the woman who'd binge-watched bad movies with him during quarantine, sharing microwave popcorn and whispered dreams. Now, she glistened under Marcus's touch, his hands "spotting" her hips a little too intimately.

"Look at her form, Nathan," Marcus teased, voice deep and mocking. "That's what a real workout looks like. Not your pathetic lockdown push-ups in the garage."

Lila laughed, light and affectionate, but her eyes never left Nathan's. "Oh, baby, don't pout. You know this turns you on. Remember that journal entry? 'I want her to come home sweaty from the gym, marked by another man.' Well, here we are." She blew him a kiss mid-rep, her words slicing deep. Sweet poison. His stomach knotted with humiliation, but god, the love in her gaze—it anchored him, made the shame bearable, even addictive.

The workout intensified. Marcus joined her for partner exercises, their bodies pressing close. Sweat beaded on Lila's skin, trickling down her cleavage. Nathan's mouth went dry, desperate to taste her, but knowing he wouldn't. Not yet. Marcus stripped off his shorts, down to compression briefs that left little to the imagination. "Time for cardio," he said, pulling Lila onto the stationary bike. She pedaled hard, Marcus behind her, his hands on her waist, grinding subtly against her ass.

Nathan's vision blurred with tears of frustration. This was his fantasy, twisted into reality. During lockdown, he'd hidden in the home office, typing feverishly while she conferenced with clients. Now, she was here, moaning softly from the exertion, her eyes boring into his with that mix of adoration and cruelty. "You're doing so good, my love," she cooed. "Kneeling there like the devoted husband you are. Doesn't it feel right? Smelling the air thicken with his scent?"

Jealousy roared through him, a green-eyed monster clawing at his chest. Shame followed, hot waves crashing over him. He was hard in his cage, pulsing with need, hating how much he craved this degradation. Marcus finished the set, his body drenched, briefs soaked through. He sauntered over to Nathan, towering above him. "Workout's done. Time for your hydration, little prince."

Lila slid off the bike, her face flushed and radiant. She knelt behind Nathan, wrapping her arms around his chest, holding him steady. Her breath was warm against his ear. "Open wide, baby. Marcus has been saving this for you. Remember how you fantasized about being marked? This is better. It's real." Her voice dripped with love, each word a humiliating caress.

Marcus hooked his thumbs into his briefs, peeling them down. His cock sprang free, heavy and semi-hard, balls dangling low and slick with sweat. The musky scent hit Nathan like a wave—salt, exertion, dominance. "Face up, cuck," Marcus commanded, his baritone smooth as silk. He crouched slightly, dragging his sweaty balls across Nathan's cheeks, slow and deliberate. The skin was hot, damp, leaving trails of moisture on Nathan's face.

Nathan shuddered, arousal spiking painfully. Shame burned in his veins—this was happening in a public club, even if the suite was private. What if someone walked in? Lila's hands tightened, her fingers stroking his hair. "That's it, my sweet prince. Let him hydrate you. Doesn't it feel good? Tasting what a real man produces after making me sweat." Her words were tender, viciously so, pulling from his journal's darkest pages. "You wrote about this during those long lockdown nights, didn't you? While I was on calls, oblivious. Now, it's your reward for being honest."

Marcus ground deeper, wiping his balls over Nathan's nose, lips, forehead. Sweat dripped into Nathan's mouth, salty and bitter. He gasped, tongue darting out involuntarily. Jealousy peaked—Marcus had just worked out with his wife, their bodies intertwined—and now this. Yet, Lila's embrace made it intimate, loving. "I adore you for this, Nathan," she whispered. "My kneeling husband, so brave, so mine."

The act dragged on, Marcus teasing with slow circles, his cock brushing Nathan's chin. "Drink it in, cuck. This is what winners get to share." Nathan's mind spun—a whirlwind of degradation and desire. His body trembled, cage biting into his swollen flesh. Finally, Marcus stepped back, satisfied. Lila pulled Nathan into her lap right there on the floor, cradling his head against her sweaty chest. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, soft and insistent. "My perfect love," she murmured, stroking his hair. "You took that so well. Feel how much closer we are? This is us, baby—raw and real, better than any lockdown dream."

He melted into her, the shame ebbing into warmth. She fed him sips from her water bottle, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're mine forever, hydrated by my bull, marked as my prince." They lingered, her fingers tracing his cage through his pants. "Tomorrow, something even more fun. A little twerk show during breeding. You'll entertain us, plugged and desperate."

Nathan's pulse quickened, anticipation mixing with dread. As they left the club, her hand in his, he felt unbreakable. Humiliated, aroused, loved beyond measure. The drive home included more reassurance, strengthening their bond.


Chapter 11: Twerk Twerk Baby

Nathan's heart pounded as he knelt in their dimly lit bedroom, the same room where he'd spent those endless lockdown nights hunched over his laptop, spilling his darkest fantasies into secret files. The air smelled of Lila's vanilla perfume mixed with the faint musk of anticipation. She stood before him, her ovulation app glowing on her phone, confirming tonight was peak fertility. "Look at you, my sweet lockdown dreamer," she cooed, her voice a velvet blade. "All plugged up and ready to entertain us. Remember how you wrote about this? Begging me to make you dance like a desperate little slut while a real man breeds me?"

He swallowed hard, the silicone plug in his ass a constant, throbbing reminder of his submission. Shame burned his cheeks, but his caged cock strained against its metal prison, leaking pre-cum onto the carpet. How had he ended up here? From stolen lockdown moments jerking off to cuckold porn while she was on Zoom calls, to this—his wife, his goddess, turning his words into wicked reality. Marcus lounged on the bed, his massive frame relaxed, that smooth baritone chuckle rumbling as he watched. "Your boy's looking eager, Lila. Think he'll put on a good show?"

Lila's eyes locked onto Nathan's, those deep brown pools he'd fallen into a decade ago, now gleaming with loving cruelty. She stepped closer, her fingers tracing his jawline. "Oh, he will, won't you, baby? My devoted husband, who hid all those filthy stories about me getting stretched by bigger cocks. Tonight, you're our entertainment. Plugged and twerking while Marcus fills me up. And if you fart just right—loud and embarrassing like in your journal—I'll let you watch every thrust." Her words sliced through him, jealousy twisting like a knife in his gut. Yet her touch was tender, her smile adoring, pulling him deeper into the emotional storm.

Nathan nodded, voice shaky. "Yes, Lila. For you."

She laughed softly, pulling him to his feet and guiding him to the center of the room. The plug shifted inside him, sending jolts of humiliating pleasure up his spine. Marcus stripped off his shirt, revealing that chiseled chest Nathan had massaged so many evenings, repeating those mantras like a broken record. "My wife's pussy belongs to bigger cock." Fifty times, every night at seven. Now, it was real. Lila slipped into her sheer white lingerie, the one from their lockdown anniversary when they'd fucked desperately to forget the world outside. But tonight, it wasn't for him.

"Start slow, my love," Lila whispered, positioning herself on all fours on the bed, ass up toward Marcus. She glanced back at Nathan, eyes never wavering. "Twerk for us. Show Marcus how my little lockdown writer shakes that plugged ass. Make it clap, baby. And don't forget to let those farts rip—your journal said it turns you on, remember? Being my farting fool while he breeds me."

Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. His face burned as he bent forward, hands on knees, and began to twerk. The plug pressed deeper with each awkward gyration, building pressure in his gut. Jealousy surged—Marcus was about to claim what was his, right in front of him. But arousal throbbed in his cage, desperate and aching. He loved her so much it hurt, this woman who'd discovered his secrets and embraced them with fire. "That's it, Nathan," Marcus growled, stroking his thick cock to life. "Entertain me while I take your wife."

Lila moaned as Marcus positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. "Eyes on me, baby," she commanded Nathan, her gaze piercing. "Twerk harder. Remember that lockdown night you wrote about me farting on your face after a bull? Tonight, you're the one performing. Let it out—fart for us, my sweet, pathetic prince."

He pushed, mortified, and a muffled fart escaped around the plug, wet and echoing in the quiet room. Laughter erupted from both of them—Marcus's deep rumble, Lila's delighted giggle. "Oh, God, Nathan, that's perfect," she said, her voice dripping sweetness. "You sound so ridiculous, twerking and farting like my little lockdown clown. But I love you for it. Deeper than ever. Now watch him breed me."

Marcus thrust in, slow and deep, stretching her with that massive cock. Lila's eyes stayed glued to Nathan's, her face contorting in pleasure. "Feel that, baby? He's so much bigger. Hitting spots you never could. All those Zoom calls I was on, you were writing about this—me ovulating, getting filled while you humiliate yourself." Another thrust, and she gasped. Nathan kept twerking, his ass cheeks clapping awkwardly, the plug forcing out another involuntary fart. Shame crushed him, jealousy raging as Marcus pounded harder, but his love for her burned brighter, anchoring him. She was his, even in this.

"Fuck, your wife's tight," Marcus groaned, picking up speed. "Keep dancing, cuck. Make her laugh."

Nathan did, hips shaking, farts punctuating the rhythm like shameful drumbeats. His mind reeled—images of lockdown isolation flashing: him alone with his laptop, her voice echoing from the office. Now, she weaponized it all. "You're my hero for this, Nathan," Lila panted between moans. "Twerking like a desperate bitch while he breeds your wife. I adore you. My farting, plugged-up husband. Cum for us—show him how pathetic you are."

The degradation hit like a wave, arousal spiking painfully in his cage. He wanted to cry, to beg, but her loving stare held him. Marcus grunted, slamming deep one last time, flooding her with thick ropes of cum. Lila's body shuddered, her eyes fluttering but never leaving Nathan's. "Stop twerking now, baby. Come kneel."

He dropped to his knees, trembling, the plug still buried deep. Marcus pulled out, a thick creampie dripping from her. But the ritual wasn't over. Lila shifted, sitting back on her heels, and beckoned him closer. "Clean up time? Not yet. First, entertain us one more way—push out a big one for your audience."

Humiliation peaked, but he obeyed, bearing down. A loud, wet fart echoed from his plugged ass, drawing more laughter. "Perfect, my love," she whispered, pulling him into her arms immediately. The shift was instant—degradation melting into tenderness. She kissed his forehead, over and over, stroking his hair. "You were amazing, Nathan. So brave, so mine. I love you more for every humiliating second."

Marcus dressed and left with a nod, but Nathan barely noticed. Lila led him to the kitchen, still naked and plugged, and scooped vanilla ice cream into bowls. They sat on the couch, her feeding him bites between kisses. "That twerking? Straight from your journal, baby. It wrecked you, didn't it? But look at us—stronger than those lockdown days." She whispered filthy affirmations, her hand on his cage. "You're my collared prince soon. Eternal."

Tears pricked his eyes—shame lingering, arousal throbbing, but love overwhelming it all. Their marriage felt unbreakable, raw and real. The scene was followed by hours of connection, exploring emotions and planning future rituals.


Chapter 12: Kneeling Forever

Nathan's heart pounded as he stepped into the home office. The room felt smaller now, charged with memories. This was where he'd hidden during lockdown, typing out his filthy fantasies while Lila droned on conference calls in the next room. The desk still bore the faint scratches from his frantic keystrokes, back when isolation had twisted his desires into something desperate and raw. Now, Lila stood there, radiant in a simple black slip that hugged her curves, her eyes gleaming with that mix of love and wicked intent he'd come to crave.

She held a small leather collar in one hand, a fresh condom packet in the other. Marcus lounged against the wall, arms crossed, his smirk saying everything. "Kneel for me, baby," Lila said, her voice soft as silk. "Right where you wrote all those naughty stories about me getting fucked by better men."

Nathan dropped to his knees on the worn carpet. Shame burned in his cheeks, but his cock throbbed painfully against the cage. He remembered those endless lockdown nights—her on Zoom, oblivious, while he jerked off to visions of her with strangers. Now it was real. Jealousy twisted his gut, but arousal flooded him, hot and insistent. He loved her more for this, for seeing him, for owning him.

Lila stepped closer, her bare feet inches from his face. "Remember how bored we were back then? You in here, pretending to work, but really writing about me spreading my legs for hung bulls. God, Nathan, you described it so perfectly—me moaning, you watching, your little dick locked away." Her words dripped sweetness, like honey laced with venom. She stroked his hair gently. "You wanted this so bad, didn't you? My sweet, pathetic hubby, dreaming of kneeling while I get filled."

He nodded, voice hoarse. "Yes, Lila. I... I needed it."

Marcus chuckled, deep and rumbling. "Time to make it official, cuck. Strip."

Nathan's hands shook as he peeled off his shirt, then his pants. Naked except for the cage, he knelt straighter, exposed. Lila knelt beside him, her breath warm on his ear. "We're going to collar you, baby. But first, a little ceremony. Marcus is going to fuck me right here, on your lockdown desk. And you're going to watch, reciting your own words back to me."

His stomach dropped. Jealousy surged, sharp as a knife, imagining Marcus's thick cock sliding into her. But the shame ignited something deeper—desperate need, aching love. She was doing this for them, turning his secrets into their strength. "Okay," he whispered, throat tight.

Lila smiled, eyes locking on his. "Good boy. Start reading from your journal. The one about me getting bred while you beg."

She handed him the printed pages, the ones she'd found that first day. Nathan's voice trembled as he began: "'Lila rides him slow, her eyes on me, whispering how much better he feels...'" Marcus pulled Lila onto the desk, hiking up her slip. She gasped as he entered her, but her gaze never left Nathan's. "Keep going, sweetie," she murmured, voice hitching with pleasure. "Tell me how you fantasized about cleaning me up after."

Nathan recited, words blurring with humiliation. "'I kneel, tasting him on her, knowing she's mine forever...'" Marcus thrust deeper, grunting. Lila's moans filled the room, personal daggers from their shared past. "Remember our lockdown fights, baby? You sulking in here while I handled everything. Now look at you—kneeling, locked, reading your own shame while he fucks me silly." Her tone was loving, almost tender, but it crushed him. Shame flooded Nathan, hot tears pricking his eyes, yet his body betrayed him, cage straining. He loved her ferocity, her mercy in equal measure.

Marcus sped up, slamming into her. Lila arched, crying out. "Oh, God, yes—bigger than you, Nathan. So much fuller. But I love you more for admitting it." She reached out, fingers brushing his cheek. The eye contact burned, drawing out every insecurity from those isolated months. Jealousy clawed at him, arousal throbbing in denial. This was his fantasy, alive and vicious.

Finally, Marcus groaned, filling her. He pulled out, condom heavy with cum. Lila slid off the desk, legs shaky, and took it from him. "Perfect," she whispered. She tied the used condom around Nathan's neck like a pendant, the warm latex dangling against his chest. "Your medal, baby. Proof you're mine. Smell that? That's what a real man gives me."

Nathan inhaled, the musky scent hitting him like a wave. Shame peaked, jealousy twisting into raw degradation. But her eyes—soft, adoring—anchored him. "Now the collar," she said, fastening the leather around his throat. It clicked shut, a permanent promise. "You're collared forever, my sweet cuck. Kneeling for me, just like in your stories."

He collapsed forward, forehead to the floor. Emotions crashed: crushing humiliation from the condom's weight, throbbing need denied, but overwhelming love swelling in his chest. She pulled him up into her arms, kissing his forehead over and over. "My brave hubby," she murmured, stroking his back. "You took it all so well. I love you more than ever—more than those lockdown days when we were just surviving. Now we're thriving." Marcus watched silently, but this moment was theirs. She whispered filthy affirmations: "You're my perfect cleanup boy, my devoted prince. Wearing his cum like jewelry? That's how much I adore your submission."

Nathan melted into her, tears streaming. The aftercare wrapped him in warmth, jealousy fading to hopeful surrender. They sat there on the office floor, her holding him tight, the collar a comforting weight. "We're unbreakable now," she said. "Happier than ever."

Later, as they lounged in bed, Lila scrolled her phone. "Oh, listen to this—whispers at the Country Club. Sarah was saying something about finding Mike's lockdown journal. Sounds familiar, huh?" She winked, tracing the collar. Nathan's pulse quickened—not just from the teasing, but from the thought of their secrets spreading. Their marriage felt electric, more intense than those dark pandemic days. Collared, owned, loved. He was hers forever. The final chapter closed with reflections on their journey, affirming their enduring bond.


Sharing the Wicked Wife
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Chapter 1: Truth or Dare

Chris stared out the cabin window, the lake shimmering under the fading sun. Their anniversary getaway at the Lakeside Luxury Cabin felt like a long-awaited breath of fresh air, finally free from the endless lockdown restrictions that had confined them for so long. The world outside had been chaotic, but here, in this secluded spot, it was just the two of them. Maya hummed softly in the kitchen, the sound of her popping open a bottle of red wine echoing through the cozy space. Her yoga-toned body moved with that effortless grace that always captivated him. God, he loved her. Five years married, and she still made his heart race with just a glance. But lately, his mind had been wandering to darker places, fantasies he had buried deep within himself, afraid to let them see the light of day.

He shook off the intrusive thoughts, trying to focus on the moment. Pouring himself a glass of the rich, crimson wine, he joined her, their glasses clinking together in a toast. "To us, baby," Maya said, her eyes sparkling with genuine joy. "To escaping that pandemic prison at last." Chris nodded, forcing a smile to his lips, though the word "prison" struck a chord deep within him. Yeah, it had felt like a prison. Those long months trapped at home had twisted something inside him, amplifying desires he never knew he had. He remembered it all too clearly, the way isolation had warped his mind.

A flashback hit him hard, pulling him back to the spring of 2020 in their home in Oakwood Heights, where the world had ground to a halt under strict lockdowns. Maya had adapted quickly, leading Zoom yoga classes from their living room, her voice soothing and calm as it floated through the screen to her students. "Breathe in... hold... release," she'd instruct, her presence a beacon of serenity amid the chaos. But Chris, hiding away in the home office upstairs, had watched her secretly through cracked doors or sneaky glances. Her tight leggings hugged every curve of her body, accentuating her form as she moved through poses. The students on the call were muted and oblivious, but Chris's imagination ran wild. He pictured her fantasizing too, perhaps about those very students or other men who tuned in. During her breaks, she'd stretch extra slow, her eyes distant and dreamy. Was she thinking of stronger, more dominant men? The thought made his cock twitch involuntarily, a rush of arousal mixed with burning shame that colored his cheeks red. He'd retreat to his desk, jerking off furiously, his hand moving in desperate strokes as he scribbled his darkest fantasies into a hidden journal. Maya with a bull, a powerful lover taking her while he watched helplessly. Him watching from the shadows, then cleaning up afterward. The words poured out, raw and unfiltered, desperate confessions born from the isolation. Lockdown had amplified everything, with no escape from the confines of their home or the turmoil in his own mind. Days blurred into weeks, and his secret desires grew more intense, feeding on the monotony.

Snapping back to the present, Chris blinked away the memories as Maya giggled, already a bit tipsy from the wine. Her laughter was light and infectious, pulling him into the moment. "Let's play a game, Chris. Truth or dare. Like old times," she suggested, her smile wicked and playful, hinting at something more beneath the surface. He hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. The idea thrilled and terrified him in equal measure. "Okay. You first," he replied, trying to keep his voice steady. She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear in a way that sent shivers down his spine. "Truth: What's the naughtiest thing you did during lockdown?" Chris swallowed hard, heat flooding his face as the memories resurfaced. "Uh... jerked off a lot. To you teaching yoga." It was a lame half-truth, barely scratching the surface of his confessions. Maya's eyes lit up with mischief. "Oh? While I was on Zoom? Picturing me bending over for my students?" She laughed, but there was an edge to it, a teasing sharpness wrapped in loving familiarity. His stomach twisted—not with pure jealousy, but with a potent mix of arousal that made him throb uncomfortably.

"Your turn," she said, her gaze intense. "Dare me." Chris's mind raced, trying to keep things light despite the undercurrent of tension. "Dance for me. Like you did in those classes." Maya stood up gracefully, swaying her hips in a slow, seductive twerk. Her ass looked mesmerizing in those shorts, drawing his eyes irresistibly. She turned, locking eyes with him, her movements hypnotic. "Remember how bored we were? Endless days blending together. You stuck in your office, me stretching alone in the living room." She dropped low, then popped back up with fluid ease. "Truth for you: Did you ever fantasize about me with someone else?" Chris froze, his wine glass trembling in his hand. How could she know? The question pierced right through him. "I... yeah. Sometimes." His voice cracked, shame crashing over him like a tidal wave. But his cock hardened, a desperate, aching need building within him.

Maya stopped dancing abruptly and sat on his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck. "Tell me more, baby. I love you so much. You're my everything." Her words were sweet and soft, but there was a probing curiosity beneath them. Chris's heart hammered against his ribs. "It was just fantasies. Lockdown fever, you know? I'd imagine you... with a stronger guy. Someone who could really satisfy you." Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. Why was he admitting this? Jealousy gnawed at him, but her warmth grounded him, making the confession feel strangely safe. She kissed his forehead gently. "Oh, my sweet hubby. That's so hot. And humiliating, isn't it? Admitting your wife deserves better." Her tone was viciously tender, dripping with love. "But I adore you for it. It makes me love you even more."

He pulled back, staring at her in disbelief. "You... you're not mad?" Maya shook her head, her eyes intense and unwavering. "Mad? Baby, I had fantasies too. During those Zoom classes, with students watching me bend and stretch. I'd imagine one of them pinning me down, fucking me hard, while you listened from the office upstairs." Chris's breath hitched, jealousy surging green and ugly through his veins. But the arousal pulsed harder, more insistent. His wife, confessing this raw truth to him. "You did?" She nodded, stroking his hair soothingly. "Truth: I found your journal, Chris. Last week. All those dirty pages. You wanting me to cuckold you. Make you watch. Clean me up." Panic flooded him, shame burning hot as he tried to stand, but she held him firmly. "Don't run, my love. It's okay. I read every word. It turned me on so much."

Chris's world spun out of control. His secret exposed, the journal he'd hidden in the office drawer during lockdown now in her hands. Those confessions, written in moments of desperate isolation, laid bare. "Maya, I... I'm sorry." Tears welled up, a desperate love choking him. She pulled him close, kissing his tears away with tender lips. "Shh, baby. No sorry. You're perfect. My devoted hubby. Writing how you'd lick another man's cum from me. How you'd beg for it." Her words humiliated him, sweet as honey, twisting the knife. "It made me wet. Thinking of making it real." Arousal throbbed painfully between his legs, jealousy twisting his gut. But her embrace felt like home, a deeper love than he'd ever known.

They kissed hungrily, the wine forgotten on the table. Maya whispered against his lips, her breath warm and inviting. "Dare for you: Admit you want this. For our anniversary." Chris nodded, his voice breaking with emotion. "I do. God, I do." She smiled, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "Good boy. My wicked little cuck. I love you so fucking much." She ground against him, feeling his hardness press back. "Feel that? Your shame makes you so hard. It's delicious." Humiliation washed over him in waves, but her love anchored it all, tender and profound.

Another flashback pulled him under, to the summer of 2020. Maya leading a private Zoom session, her body glistening with sweat as she guided her students. Chris peeking through the door crack, his imagination running wild. He'd picture a bull there, taking her roughly, while his own hand flew over his cock. Journal entry: Maya deserves a real man. I'd watch, humiliated, loving every second. Now, she knew. And she used it against him, sweetly, viciously.

The present snapped back into focus. Maya stood, pulling him toward the bedroom with a determined grip. "Let's keep playing, baby. Truth: Who would you want me to fuck first?" Chris's mind blanked, names from the neighborhood flashing through his thoughts. Marcus Reed, that charismatic doctor with the easy confidence. Jamal, the trainer at Elite Fitness, built like a god. Shame flooded him, but excitement built, bubbling up uncontrollably. "Marcus," he whispered, barely audible. Maya's laugh was musical, light and teasing. "The physician? Oh, hubby. He'd stretch me so good. While you hold my hand through it all." She pushed him onto the bed, straddling him with purpose. "Dare: Text him. Invite him over tomorrow." Chris's phone was in his hand, his heart racing, fingers trembling. Was this really happening? His lockdown fantasies crashing into reality, no longer confined to paper.

He typed the message, hesitating for a long moment. Maya leaned in, whispering encouragement. "Do it, my love. For us. I'll make it so humiliatingly perfect. And after, I'll hold you tight. Kiss away every tear." Love swelled within him, arousal peaking to new heights. He hit send. There was no going back now.

Maya kissed him deeply, her body pressing against his. "My brave boy. I love you more than ever." But as she pulled away, her phone buzzed with a notification. A reply already? Chris's stomach dropped, jealousy clawing at him anew. What had he unleashed in this game of truth or dare? The cabin, once a sanctuary, now felt like the stage for something transformative, born from the ashes of their lockdown isolation.

As the evening wore on, they talked more, the wine flowing freely. Maya shared more details of her own fantasies, painting vivid pictures that made Chris's mind reel. She described how during her yoga classes, she'd catch glimpses of strong, attractive men on the screen, their bodies toned and commanding. "I'd imagine them taking control," she confessed, her voice low and sultry. "While you were upstairs, lost in your work, I'd touch myself subtly, thinking of what it would be like." Chris listened, his jealousy mixing with fascination, the revelations drawing them closer. They laughed about the absurdities of lockdown life—the endless virtual meetings, the cabin fever that had driven them both to these secret desires. By the time they fell into bed, the air was thick with anticipation, the text to Marcus hanging over them like a promise of things to come.


Chapter 2: The Invitation

Chris stared at his phone, his heart slamming against his ribs like a trapped animal. Marcus's reply blinked back at him: I'm in. Tonight? Bring the heat. The words hit like a gut punch, sending a wave of nausea through him. Maya leaned over his shoulder, her breath warm on his neck, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his thigh in a way that was both comforting and teasing. "See, baby? He wants me already," she said, her voice honey-sweet, laced with that wicked edge that made his cock twitch in shame despite the turmoil inside him.

He swallowed hard, jealousy twisting like a knife in his gut. This was real now, no longer confined to his lockdown scribbles in that hidden journal, jerked out in frantic sessions in the home office while she led Zoom yoga classes downstairs. Maya had found it all—his fantasies of her with other men, stronger men, during those endless months of isolation when the world outside their door was forbidden. And now, she was turning them into truth, weaving them into the fabric of their reality. "Maya, tonight? That's... fast," he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper, laced with hesitation.

She giggled, a light, playful sound that contrasted sharply with the intensity of the moment, pulling him onto the cabin's plush couch. The lake shimmered outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, a mocking reminder of their anniversary escape, meant to be romantic and intimate. "Fast? Oh, my sweet cucky hubby, you've been dreaming of this for years," she replied, her eyes locking on his with deep brown intensity, full of love that burned through the humiliation. "Remember those nights I caught you sneaking peeks at my yoga pants, stroking yourself while I stretched for the camera on those virtual classes?" Her words evoked vivid memories, pulling him back to the lockdown days when everything felt confined and desperate.

His stomach dropped further. "Two?" he echoed, arousal throbbing low in his belly, mixing with the hot flush of shame. He pictured it clearly—her body, lithe and toned from years of yoga practice, writhing under not one, but two bulls. Marcus, the smooth-talking doctor from town with his confident demeanor, and... who else? "Maya, I—I don't know if I can—" he stammered, the words catching in his throat.

She cupped his face gently, her thumbs stroking his cheeks with tenderness. "You can, Chris. Because you love me. And I love you more for this. For being my devoted little cleanup boy," she assured him, her lips brushing his in a soft, teasing kiss. "Text Marcus back. Tell him to bring Jamal. You know, that dominant trainer from the Elite Fitness Club. The one who made you sweat through those lockdown virtual sessions while I eyed his bulge on screen." The suggestion sent a jolt through him, memories flooding back of those online workouts where Jamal's commanding voice barked orders, his physique on full display.

Chris's fingers trembled as he typed the message: Tonight works. Bring Jamal? The send button felt like a betrayal of everything he thought their marriage was, but his cock strained against his pants, desperate and insistent. Jamal—tall, Black, built like a god, with that authoritative presence that had dominated Chris's fantasies. Back in lockdown, when the world was shut down, Chris had jerked to thoughts of him dominating Maya, scribbling the details in his journal as a form of escape. Now, Maya knew every word. She weaponized it, turning his secrets into their shared reality.

The reply came almost immediately: Jamal's down. We'll make her scream. See you at 8. Chris's breath hitched sharply. Eight o'clock. Just hours away. Maya squealed with delight, clapping her hands like a child on Christmas morning. "Perfect! Now, my loving hubby, it's time to prepare your wicked wife," she said, standing and pulling him toward the bedroom. The cabin's master suite was the epitome of luxury—a king bed with crisp white sheets, a stunning view of the pines framing the serene lake. But Chris's mind raced with a potent mix of dread and desire. Preparing her, just like in his journal, where he'd detailed dressing her for imaginary lovers, every step laced with humiliation.

"Strip," she commanded softly, her tone loving yet firm, leaving no room for argument. He obeyed without question, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her, his cock half-hard and bobbing vulnerably. Shame burned his cheeks—his body wasn't like theirs. Not ripped like Jamal's, not confident like Marcus's. Maya circled him slowly, her fingers trailing lightly over his skin, sending shivers through him. "Look at you, so eager to please. Remember our first lockdown date night? You in that tiny apron, cooking while I teased you about my 'virtual crushes'?" She laughed, the sound twisting his guts in a deliciously painful way. "Tonight, you'll dress me in that white blouse. The one from our wedding rehearsal. The one that clings when I'm wet."

His throat tightened at the mention. That blouse—silk, sheer, a relic from happier times before the world turned upside down. He'd fantasized about her wearing it for other men, the buttons popping as they claimed her roughly. "Maya, please..." he whispered, a plea mixed with longing.

She fetched it from her suitcase, holding it up like a trophy. "Kneel, baby," she instructed. He dropped to his knees on the soft rug, arousal pulsing despite the jealousy clawing at his chest. She stepped close, her yoga-toned legs brushing his face. "First, kiss my feet. Show me how much you love this." Her words were sweet venom, humiliating yet adoring. He pressed his lips to her toes, tasting the faint salt and warmth of her skin. "Good boy. Now, help me into my panties. The red lace ones you bought me during lockdown, thinking I'd wear them for you."

He slid them up her legs carefully, his hands shaking with nerves. Her pussy was already slick, the scent hitting him like a powerful drug, intoxicating and overwhelming. "Feel that, Chris? That's for them. For Marcus's smooth hands and Jamal's thick cock," she said, staring down at him with eyes full of intensity. "But it's all because of you, my love. Your fantasies made me this wet. You're turning me into your perfect cuckcake wife."

Tears pricked his eyes—shame, yes, but love too, aching and deep. He stood to slip the blouse over her arms, buttoning it slowly, his fingers fumbling. The fabric hugged her breasts perfectly, her nipples peeking through the sheer material. She looked ethereal, wicked, a vision of temptation. "Now, the skirt. Short, black, easy access," she directed. He fastened it, his mind reeling. Maya pulled him into a tight hug, whispering, "You're doing so good, hubby. I love how your little cock leaks for this."

It was true—precum dripped from his tip, staining the floor below. Jealousy surged as he imagined them arriving, stripping her, fucking her while he watched helplessly. But her arms around him grounded it all, her kisses on his forehead tender and reassuring. "Shh, baby. After they fill me, I'll hold you like this. Kiss away the hurt," she promised.

She stepped back, admiring herself in the full-length mirror. "One more thing. Your cage," she said, producing the chastity device from her bag—a lockdown purchase he'd hidden away, now her tool of control. "Put it on. Lock away that desperate dicklet while I get ready for real men." Her voice dripped humiliation, sweet as syrup. "Tell me you love it. Tell me you love being my denied cucky while they breed me."

"I... I love it, Maya," he choked out, snapping the cage shut with a resounding click that echoed in the room. The confinement was immediate, shame flooding him as arousal throbbed uselessly against the bars. She dangled the key on a chain around her neck, right between her blouse-clad breasts, a constant reminder. "There. Now, fetch the wine. Set the mood. And remember, every second of this is us, Chris. Deeper love through your delicious submission."

He moved like a man in a dream, pouring glasses in the living room with mechanical motions. Flashbacks hit him again—pandemic nights of her leading online yoga, him upstairs jerking to cuckold porn, scribbling fantasies of her with bulls like Marcus and Jamal. Now, it was happening. His phone buzzed: a text from Maya, sent from the bedroom. Can't wait to make you watch. Love you forever, my perfect hubby. Attached was a selfie of her in the outfit, winking seductively.

Jealousy roiled within him, but so did that twisted excitement. He loved her fiercely, more than ever before. This was their reopening, born from the ashes of isolation, a new chapter in their marriage.

As the clock ticked toward eight, Maya emerged from the bedroom, radiant and ready, her confidence palpable. "Come here, baby," she said, pulling him onto the couch again, straddling his lap despite the cage. Her kisses were deep, loving, her hands tangled in his hair. "When they arrive, you'll greet them. Shake their hands. Thank them for fucking your wife." Her dirty talk hummed against his lips, sending sparks through him. "And if you're good, maybe I'll let you taste me first. A little appetizer before the main course."

He nodded, lost in her eyes, the world narrowing to just them. The doorbell rang, sharp and insistent. His heart stopped. Marcus and Jamal—here, now, ready to claim what was his.

Maya grinned, sliding off him with grace. "Showtime, cucky. Open the door for your superiors." The words hung in the air, a promise of the night to come, as Chris moved toward the door, his body trembling with a mix of fear, shame, and undeniable excitement.


Chapter 3: The Sharing Begins

Chris's heart hammered wildly in his chest as he opened the cabin door, the cool evening air rushing in. There they stood—Marcus Reed, the smooth-talking doctor with his easy, confident grin, and Jamal Washington, the towering trainer whose mere presence made Chris's stomach twist into knots. Maya had chosen them straight from his own lockdown fantasies, the ones he'd scribbled in secret while she led Zoom yoga classes upstairs, her voice floating through the house like a siren's call. "Welcome them properly, my love," Maya called from the living room, her voice a velvet blade that cut through the tension. Chris swallowed hard, extending a shaky hand. Marcus shook it firmly, his baritone chuckle low and mocking. "Eager to please, aren't we?" Jamal's grip was like iron, his deep voice booming with authority. "On your knees, cuck. Kiss the hands that'll fuck your wife." Shame burned Chris's cheeks, but his caged cock throbbed painfully. He dropped to his knees, pressing his lips to their knuckles, tasting the salt and power that radiated from them. Jealousy clawed at him—this was real, not just his hidden strokes in the home office during those endless pandemic calls when the world was locked down and fantasies were his only outlet.

Maya sauntered into the entryway, radiant in the white blouse from their wedding rehearsal dinner, unbuttoned just enough to tease glimpses of her lace bra underneath. She'd made him iron it himself earlier, whispering how it symbolized her purity that he was now surrendering to these men. "My sweet husband," she cooed, pulling Chris up by his chin with gentle fingers. Her eyes locked on his, fierce with love that pierced through the haze of humiliation. "You're going to watch them worship me. Hold my hand through every thrust. And remember, this makes us stronger." Chris nodded, arousal flooding him despite the gut-wrenching envy that twisted inside. Marcus circled Maya like a predator, his fingers trailing along her collarbone, sending visible shivers through her. "Been dreaming of this lockdown queen," he murmured, glancing at Chris with a smirk. Jamal stepped closer, his massive frame dwarfing her completely. "Gonna fill her up good, while you fetch the drinks." Maya giggled, the sound sweet and cutting like a double-edged sword. "See, baby? They're everything you wrote about—big, bold, better. But you're my forever cuck, the one I come home to." Her words stung deliciously, twisting shame into a desperate need that made his cage feel even tighter.

They moved to the plush cabin rug in the living room, fairy lights from their anniversary setup casting a warm, intimate glow over the scene. Maya sank onto the cushions gracefully, her legs parting invitingly, an open invitation. Chris knelt beside her as instructed, clutching her hand tightly, feeling the warmth of her skin against his. Marcus knelt first, kissing up her thigh slowly, his lips leaving a trail of fire. "So responsive," he teased, glancing at Chris with mocking eyes. "Bet she never quivers like this for you." Maya squeezed Chris's fingers reassuringly, her gaze never leaving his. "Oh, honey, it's true. But I love how it makes you leak in that cage." Jamal joined in, his strong hands massaging her breasts through the blouse, drawing soft gasps from her lips. "Fetch the wine, my devoted boy," she commanded softly, her voice laced with affection. Chris obeyed, his legs wobbling as he poured glasses with trembling hands. He returned to find Marcus's head buried between her legs, lapping greedily at her folds. Jamal's fingers worked her nipples expertly, eliciting more moans. "Taste her, doc? Sweeter than lockdown takeout," Jamal rumbled with a deep laugh. Chris handed the drinks, jealousy spiking sharply as Maya sipped hers, her free hand tangling in his hair. "Good boy. Now watch them adore what you can't satisfy."

The worship intensified, building like a crescendo. Marcus stripped her blouse slowly, buttons popping one by one like confessions spilling out. Jamal shed his shirt, revealing rippling muscles that Chris had envied in his journal entries—fantasies born from Maya's fitness Zooms where she'd stretch, oblivious to his hidden peeks through the door. Now, those muscles flexed as Jamal lifted Maya effortlessly, positioning her on all fours with ease. "Time to fuck this hotwife," Jamal growled, his voice full of command. Marcus nodded, unzipping his pants to reveal his huge, veined cock. Chris's breath hitched—both men were enormous, ready and eager. Maya turned her head, her eyes boring into Chris's with intensity. "Hold tight, love. This is for us." Jamal entered first, slow and deep, her gasp echoing through the room. Chris gripped her hand, feeling every thrust reverberate through her body. Shame flooded him—he was right there, useless, aroused beyond reason. "Feels so full," Maya whispered to him, her tone loving and vicious. "Bigger than our lockdown quickies, huh? Remember hiding in the bathroom to jerk while I taught class? Now you're part of it." Her words crushed him, yet her thumb stroked his palm gently, anchoring the love amidst the storm.

They switched seamlessly, a well-oiled machine of dominance. Marcus took over, pounding rhythmically while Jamal fed her his cock. Maya sucked hungrily, murmuring around it with muffled sounds. "Mmm, baby, look how I worship them back. Your fantasies come true." Chris's cage strained, pre-cum dripping steadily. He fetched more drinks mid-act, returning to clean her with a warm cloth as instructed—wiping sweat and slick from her thighs between rounds, his hands gentle. "Lick it up proper," Jamal ordered gruffly. Chris hesitated, but Maya's eyes pleaded with twisted affection. "Do it for me, my heart. Show them you're mine." He leaned in, his tongue darting out, tasting the mix of her arousal and their essence. Jealous rage boiled within him, but so did love—her hand in his hair, guiding him gently. "That's my good cuck. So devoted." The cycle repeated: fuck, switch, clean. Marcus came first, groaning deeply as he filled her completely. "Pull out slow," Maya directed. Chris watched the creampie ooze out, then lapped it obediently, swallowing every drop. "Swallow every drop, love," she cooed. "It's our little lockdown ritual now."

Jamal wasn't done, his stamina impressive. He flipped Maya onto her back, driving deep with powerful thrusts. "Gonna breed this pussy," he declared, his voice commanding and final. Maya locked eyes with Chris again. "Hear that? Your fantasy—me ovulating, them claiming. But you're the one who gets my heart." Her body shook with each thrust, her hand squeezing his like a lifeline through the intensity. Chris's emotions churned: searing jealousy at their stamina, shame at his own denial, throbbing need in his cage, and an aching love that made it all bearable. Jamal roared, pumping thick loads inside her, his body tensing. Maya pulled Chris close as Jamal withdrew, her arms wrapping him in immediate aftercare. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his hair with tender care. "My perfect husband," she whispered, filthy yet tender. "You held me through it all. I love you more for this submission. Feel how wet I am from them? It's ours now." Tears pricked Chris's eyes—humiliation fading into warmth. She fed him ice cream from the cabin freezer, spooning it with loving whispers. "You're my rock, even when they rock me harder."

But the night twisted further, refusing to end on a gentle note. Maya sat up, still glowing with post-orgasmic bliss, and glanced at the bulls with a mischievous smile. "This cabin's too cozy for what comes next. Let's take it public—Country Club party. Chris, you'll love the exposure." His stomach dropped, arousal spiking anew at the thought. Marcus smirked knowingly. "Oh, the games we'll play." Jamal laughed deeply. "Get ready, cuck. You're welcoming everyone."

The transition to the club was a blur, Chris's mind racing with anticipation and dread. They dressed quickly, Maya choosing an outfit that accentuated her curves, teasing him with every movement. The drive was filled with her whispers of what was to come, building the tension. At the club, the private suite buzzed with energy, guests mingling in anticipation of the night's events. Chris felt exposed already, the cabin's intimacy giving way to public scrutiny.


Chapter 4: Party Arrival

Chris gripped the steering wheel tighter as they drove toward the Oakwood Heights Country Club, the engine's hum a steady backdrop to his racing thoughts. The sun dipped low on the horizon, casting golden streaks over the manicured lawns that stretched out like a picture-perfect suburb. Maya sat beside him in the passenger seat, radiant in her white blouse—the one from their lockdown days, when she'd tease him over Zoom yoga sessions while he stroked himself in the home office, pretending to work on endless virtual meetings. Now, it clung to her curves, unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lace beneath, a deliberate choice that made his heart pound. Marcus and Jamal followed closely in their own car, their presence a looming shadow in the rearview mirror, a constant reminder of the night's impending events.

His cock twitched in its cage, the key dangling from Maya's necklace like a taunt, swaying with every bump in the road. Shame burned in his gut, mixed with that desperate ache that had become all too familiar. How had their anniversary trip spiraled into this? From intimate confessions in the cabin to sharing her publicly at the club. Yet her hand on his thigh felt like an anchor, her thumb stroking softly in reassuring circles. "You're my brave boy, Chris," she murmured, her voice soft and encouraging. "Remember how you wrote about this? Fantasizing during those endless lockdown nights, wishing I'd make you watch at a party. Tonight, we make it real. Because I love you so damn much." Her words evoked memories of those isolated evenings, the journal pages filled with his secret desires, born from boredom and longing.

They pulled up to the private suites entrance, the valet attendants nodding knowingly—word of these "reopening parties" had spread since lockdowns lifted, whispers of suburban secrets finally unchained after months of repression. Maya kissed his cheek, her lips warm and promising, lingering for a moment. "Stay close, baby. This is us expanding, just like you dreamed," she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Inside, the suite buzzed with low lights, plush couches, and a scattering of guests—affluent couples from the neighborhood, their eyes gleaming with curiosity and anticipation. Soft music pulsed through the air, champagne flutes clinked in toasts, the atmosphere charged with post-lockdown liberation. Marcus and Jamal entered behind them, towering and confident, their strides purposeful. Jamal clapped Chris on the back, his deep voice rumbling. "Ready to play host, cuck? Your wife says you've got a special welcome planned." The words sent a shiver down Chris's spine, the reality sinking in.

Chris's face flushed hotly. Maya had whispered the task in the cabin, after the bulls had filled her, while he licked her clean with devoted care. Now, she leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. "Time to greet the men, my love. Shake their cocks like the good boy you are. Kiss their balls to show respect. Remember that fantasy you jotted down during our isolation? The one where you serviced a room full of studs while I watched? Do it for me, Chris. Make me proud." Her instructions were precise, drawn straight from his journal.

Jealousy clawed at him, sharp and green, like thorns digging into his skin. These were neighbors—doctors, lawyers, trainers like Jamal. Men who'd seen him at backyard barbecues during brief lockdown reprieves, now about to see him broken and submissive. His heart pounded erratically, arousal throbbing painfully against the cage. Shame flooded him, hot and humiliating, but her eyes locked on his, full of that fierce, adoring love that made it all possible. "I know it's hard, baby," she cooed, stroking his cheek gently. "But you're mine. This shame? It's ours. It makes us stronger." Her reassurance was a lifeline, pulling him through the storm of emotions.

He nodded, his throat tight with nerves. The first guest approached—a tall banker named Ethan, smirking as he unzipped his pants confidently. Chris dropped to his knees on the carpet, rough under his skin. His hand trembled as he reached out, grasping the semi-hard cock. It was warm, heavy, pulsing slightly with anticipation. He shook it gently, like a twisted handshake, the act feeling absurd yet intensely real. Ethan's chuckle echoed through the room. "That's right, Chris. Welcome me proper."

Then came the kiss. Chris leaned in, his lips brushing the man's balls—soft, musky skin that carried an earthy, dominant scent. The aroma hit him, overwhelming and invasive. Shame crashed over him like a wave, his own locked dick straining desperately. Why did this arouse him so much? Memories flashed: lockdown nights alone, writing feverish fantasies of exactly this, while Maya led virtual classes downstairs, oblivious to his hidden desires. Now she watched, her smile sweet and vicious, encouraging him. "Good boy," she whispered. "See how they love it? You're making tonight special, just like you imagined in your journal."

Next came a real estate mogul, then a tech exec, each one approaching with varying degrees of amusement. Each time, Chris knelt, shook, kissed, the ritual repeating in a humiliating loop. The room watched, murmurs turning to laughs that echoed in his ears. Jamal joined in, presenting his massive black cock with authority. "Shake it, cuck. You know the drill." Chris's hand wrapped around the girth—thicker than his wrist, pulsing with power. He shook it, feeling it harden under his touch. The kiss on Jamal's heavy balls sent a jolt through him, arousal mixing with degradation. Jamal's deep laugh boomed. "That's my cleanup bitch. Kiss 'em like you mean it."

Marcus was last among the arrivals, his physician's poise intact as he exposed himself. "Welcome me, Chris. Show the doc some respect." Chris obeyed, shaking the smooth shaft, planting a lingering kiss on the balls. Marcus's baritone teased. "Feels good, doesn't it? Breaking for her."

By the end, Chris's knees ached from the hard floor, his face burned with unrelenting shame. Ten men greeted, each cock shaken, each set of balls kissed in submission. The humiliation gnawed at him—jealous, exposed, reduced to this in front of their upscale world. Yet his body betrayed him, the cage dripping pre-cum steadily. Maya pulled him up immediately, wrapping him in her arms with loving strength. She kissed his forehead over and over, stroking his hair tenderly. "My perfect husband," she whispered, her voice filthy yet loving. "You did that for me, baby. Tasted all those balls because you love me so much. Feel how wet it's making me? Your shame is my favorite aphrodisiac." She pressed his hand between her thighs, letting him feel the heat radiating from her. Tears pricked his eyes—shame melting into aching love. She held him tight, their bond deepening in the filth, the party's energy swirling around them.

The party shifted gears, guests mingling more freely, drinks flowing like water. Maya danced between Marcus and Jamal, her laughter bright and infectious. Chris fetched her champagne, his mind reeling from the experience. One couple approached, the wife whispering to Maya about their own lockdown discoveries—a hidden journal, just like his, filled with unspoken desires. Word was spreading, he realized, their reopening igniting something wild in Oakwood Heights.

Then Maya clapped for attention, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Time for games, everyone! Blindfolds on for the sniffing challenge." She winked at Chris, pulling him close for a quick, reassuring kiss. "You're up first, my love. Sniff out what's mine—and what's not." His stomach twisted anew. More exposure. More shame. But her hand in his felt like home, steadying him for whatever came next.

The game began with laughter and cheers, the guests eager. Chris was blindfolded first, the silk tight against his eyes, plunging him into darkness. The scents assaulted him, a mix of arousal and anticipation filling the air.


Chapter 5: Blindfolded Game

Chris's heart pounded relentlessly as Maya stepped onto the small stage in the Country Club's private suite, the room's energy electric. The space buzzed with laughter and low murmurs from the gathered crowd—affluent neighbors, all stripped of their suburban pretenses, their eyes gleaming with lockdown-fueled mischief that had been bottled up for too long. She looked radiant in her sheer black dress, her yoga-toned body a magnet for every gaze, drawing them in like moths to a flame. Chris stood at the edge of the crowd, his cock straining against the cage she'd locked on him that morning, a constant reminder of his submission. Shame burned in his cheeks from the earlier welcomes—shaking those cocks, kissing those balls, all while Maya whispered how it mirrored his hidden journal entries from those endless Zoom days when the world was confined.

"Alright, my loves," Maya announced, her voice sweet and commanding, cutting through the chatter. She locked eyes with Chris, that loving stare piercing straight to his soul, grounding him. "Time for our favorite game: Blindfolded Sniffing. We'll line up the ladies—and maybe a surprise or two. Our brave volunteers get blindfolded, drop to their knees, and guess whose scent they're inhaling. Pussy or ass. Get it right, you win a kiss. Get it wrong... well, you worship whatever you guessed wrong." She winked at him playfully. "And Chris, my sweet hubby, you're first up. Because I know how much you dreamed of this during lockdown, didn't you? Jerking off alone in your office while I led those yoga classes on screen." Her words pulled him back to those isolated moments, the journal pages filled with similar fantasies.

His stomach twisted in knots. Jealousy clawed at him—the thought of her body, her scent, shared like this in front of everyone. But arousal throbbed harder, his cage biting in uncomfortably. He loved her for this, for turning his filthy secrets into reality, weaving them into their life. "Maya... please," he whispered, but she just blew him a kiss, her confidence unwavering.

The crowd cheered enthusiastically as blindfolds were passed around, the excitement building. Marcus, the smooth physician, grinned from the sidelines, his arm casually around another guest. Jamal, the towering trainer, loomed nearby, his deep laugh rumbling like thunder. Maya organized the line with precision: five women, including herself, their dresses hiked up, asses and pussies exposed in a teasing row. But Chris caught whispers among the guests—something about "twists" for the husbands, adding an layer of unpredictability.

They tied the silk blindfold over his eyes tightly, darkness enveloping him completely. Hands guided him to his knees, the plush carpet soft under him, a small comfort. The room smelled of perfume, sweat, and sex—echoes of those cabin nights already blurring into this public frenzy, the lines between private fantasy and reality dissolving. "Remember, baby," Maya's voice floated close, her breath warm on his ear. "This is from your journal. Page 47, wasn't it? 'I want to bury my nose in your scent while others watch.' But oh, my loving little cuck, it's so much more now. Sniff deep. Show them how devoted you are." Her encouragement was laced with affection, making the humiliation bearable.

First scent: floral, musky, intoxicating. A pussy, he guessed instinctively. "Sarah?" Wrong. Laughter erupted from the crowd, loud and mocking. He had to worship—lapping at the stranger's folds, her moans filling the air, echoing off the walls. Shame flooded him, hot and humiliating, his face burning. Why did it make him so hard? Maya cooed from somewhere nearby, "Good boy, Chris. So eager. I love how you submit for me." Her voice was a beacon in the darkness.

Second: earthy, tangy ass, distinct and bold. "Lena?" Right. A soft kiss on his cheek from her, gentle and rewarding. Relief washed over him, but it was fleeting, the pressure building.

Third: that familiar lavender hint, Maya's favorite lotion mixed with her arousal, a scent he knew intimately. His heart soared with recognition. "Maya. My Maya." He leaned in, nose brushing what felt like warm, slick skin. But the crowd snickered, a ripple of amusement. Something was off—the texture, the heat, not quite right. He inhaled deeper, lost in it, convinced. "Definitely you, love. Your pussy."

The blindfold was ripped off abruptly. Chris blinked into the bright lights, disoriented. Not Maya's pussy. Jamal's thick, veined cock stared back at him, wrapped tight in Maya's soiled panties from earlier that night. The fabric clung to the shaft, soaked with her essence, dribbling precum. Jamal's commanding gaze bore down, his deep voice booming. "Wrong, little man. That's my dick you just declared your wife's pussy." The revelation hit like a punch.

The room exploded in applause and jeers, the sound deafening. Chris's face burned crimson, jealousy ripping through him—Jamal, this bull, using Maya's intimate scent to trick him. His own wife, handing over her panties for this humiliating ploy. Shame crashed like a wave, drowning him in its depths. He'd mistaken a cock for her. And now... "Worship it," Maya said softly, stepping close, her eyes locked on his with twisted affection. "Because you got it wrong, baby. Suck that big, beautiful cock that just fucked me raw. Remember lockdown? You wrote about watching me with a man like him, your nose pressed to my ass while he claimed me. This is that fantasy, twisted just for you. My loving, humiliated hubby. Do it for me. Show everyone how much you adore being my cuck."

Tears pricked his eyes, hot and stinging. Arousal pulsed painfully in his cage. He hated it. He needed it. Leaning forward, Chris parted his lips, taking Jamal's panty-wrapped tip into his mouth. The taste—salty precum mixed with Maya's lingering juices—hit him like a drug, overwhelming his senses. Jamal groaned, thrusting gently, taking control. "That's it, bitch. Worship what your wife loves." The crowd watched intently, some stroking themselves, others whispering about the "lockdown confessions" spreading through Oakwood Heights like wildfire.

Maya knelt beside him, her hand stroking his hair soothingly. "Oh, Chris, you're so perfect. Sucking that cock because you thought it was me. Doesn't it humiliate you deliciously? Knowing I wrapped my wet panties around him just to fool you? But I love you more for it, baby. My devoted little cocksucker. Deeper now. Make him hard for me again." Her words were encouraging, loving.

He obeyed, shame twisting into desperate need. Jealousy flared as Jamal's hand gripped his head, forcing more in, deeper. Chris gagged, but Maya's loving whispers kept him going, steadying him. "That's my husband. So brave, so mine. Remember our Zoom dates? Me stretching on screen, you hiding your hard-on. This is us now—deeper, filthier, forever." The memories fueled him, pushing him through.

The worship dragged on, minutes feeling like hours, the crowd's eyes boring into him. Jamal finally pulled out, smirking down. "Good warmup, cuck." The crowd clapped approvingly. Chris slumped, spent, arousal and humiliation churning in his gut like a storm.

Maya pulled him into her arms immediately, her embrace warm and protective. Tender aftercare, just like always. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his back gently. "My sweet, sweet Chris. You were amazing. So humiliated, so aroused for me. I adore you like this—broken open, all mine." She whispered filthy affirmations, her lips brushing his ear. "Eating that cock-scent off my panties? It makes our love unbreakable. You're my everything, baby. Let's get you some ice cream later, wash away the shame with kisses." He melted into her, tears flowing freely. The jealousy ebbed, replaced by aching love. She was his wicked wife, turning his darkest fantasies into their unbreakable bond.

But as they cuddled amid the party's chaos, Maya glanced up at a handsome stranger across the room—a fit, openly gay man who'd been eyeing Chris all night with interest. "Ready for the next game, my love?" she murmured, her eyes sparkling with promise. "I think it's time you felt what it's like to be truly shared." The words hung in the air, promising more depths to explore.


Chapter 6: First Time

Chris's heart pounded as Maya's whisper lingered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin, sending shivers down his spine. "You're ready for this, my love. Your first time, just like you dreamed in those lockdown nights." The Country Club party swirled around them in a haze of laughter, clinking glasses, and the occasional moan from dimly lit corners, the scent of bourbon and sweat thick in the air. He'd just finished worshipping Jamal's cock in front of everyone, his face still flushed from the shame that burned deep. Now Maya led him by the hand to a private suite off the main room, her fingers interlaced with his like they were on a romantic date, not heading into uncharted territory. But her eyes sparkled with that wicked gleam, the one that said she knew every filthy line from his hidden journal, every secret desire penned during isolation.

The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in soft lights that flickered over velvet couches and a king-sized bed draped in luxurious sheets. A man waited there—tall, lean, with sharp features and a knowing smile that made Chris's stomach flip. He wasn't one of the bulls Chris recognized. No Marcus, no Jamal. This guy looked like he belonged in a boardroom, but his gaze raked over Chris with raw hunger, assessing him. "This is Alex," Maya said, her voice sweet as honey, dripping with anticipation. "He's been dying to break in a devoted husband like you. Remember how you wrote about this, baby? Jerking off alone while I taught Zoom yoga, imagining a stranger taking what you've never given?" Her words pulled him back to those nights, the journal open on his desk, his hand moving frantically.

Chris's stomach twisted violently. Jealousy surged—not for Maya this time, but for himself, for the vulnerability about to be exposed in this intimate space. His cock throbbed in its cage, the metal biting as arousal flooded him uncontrollably. Shame burned his cheeks, hot and unrelenting. He'd fantasized about this during those endless lockdown days, scribbling feverish entries while Maya stretched on her mat in the next room, oblivious to his perversions. Or so he'd thought. Now she was making it real, her love twisting the knife deeper, turning fantasy into flesh. "I... I don't know if I can," he stammered, his voice cracking with fear and desire.

Maya cupped his face tenderly, her thumbs stroking his jaw with care. "Oh, sweetie, you can. And you will. For me. Because you love being my good boy, don't you? The one who dreamed of bending over while I watched, whispering how proud I am." Her words dripped with affection, each one a loving stab that pierced his resolve. She kissed his forehead, then turned to Alex. "He's nervous, but he's mine. Go gentle at first—make him feel every inch of what he's craved." Her instructions were precise, protective.

Alex stepped closer, his hand trailing down Chris's back slowly. "Relax, man. Your wife's got you." But there was no relaxation, only the electric hum of dread and desire building inside him. Maya guided Chris to the bed with gentle pushes, positioning him on all fours, exposed and vulnerable. She knelt beside him, her hand rubbing slow circles on his back, soothing. "Look at me, baby. Eyes on mine the whole time." Her gaze locked with his, deep and unwavering, like during their lockdown movie nights when she'd catch him staring, unknowing of the fantasies brewing in his mind.

Chris's breath hitched as Alex's fingers probed, slick with lube that felt cold at first. The intrusion was foreign, invasive, sparking a flare of panic that made his body tense. "Maya... please..." But she shushed him softly, her free hand reaching under to stroke his caged cock gently. "Shh, my love. This is what you wrote about, remember? That night I was on a virtual girls' trip call, laughing with friends, and you were in the bathroom, hand on your dick, picturing exactly this. A strong man behind you, filling you up while I hold your hand." Her voice was pure tenderness, laced with vicious truth that dredged up the isolation. "You're so brave for me, Chris. My perfect little lockdown dreamer, finally getting his ass claimed."

Alex pressed forward, slow and insistent, the stretch burning like fire, a sharp ache that made Chris gasp loudly. Shame flooded him—here he was, at a fancy party, bent over for a stranger while his wife watched approvingly. Jealousy twisted in his gut, not of Alex taking Maya, but of how effortlessly this man dominated what Chris had kept secret for so long. Yet arousal pulsed through it all, his body clenching around the invasion, desperate for more despite the pain. "It hurts," he whimpered, tears welling.

"I know it does, baby," she cooed, leaning in to kiss his lips softly, her touch reassuring. "But look how hard you're making me proud. Remember those boring Zoom meetings? You typing away at your desk, sneaking peeks at porn, wishing for this exact humiliation. Now it's real, and I love you more for it. My sweet, submissive husband, taking it like the good boy you are." Her words humiliated him to his core, dredging up those isolated months when he'd felt so alone, so perverted. But her tone wrapped it in adoration, making the degradation feel like a gift, something shared between them.

Alex thrust deeper, finding a rhythm that built steadily. Chris's world narrowed to the fullness inside him, the slap of skin against skin, the grunts filling the room. Maya praised him relentlessly, her voice a loving murmur that kept him grounded. "That's it, Chris. Feel him owning you, just like in your journal. God, you're so beautiful like this—jealous, ashamed, and rock hard for me." She stroked his hair, her touch anchoring him amid the chaos of sensations. Arousal built like a storm, shame and love crashing together in waves. He was hers, utterly, in this raw exposure, every thrust pushing him deeper into submission.

As Alex picked up speed, Chris's moans escaped unbidden, raw and vulnerable. The party noise filtered through the door—laughter, clinking glasses—reminding him how public this private hell was, how thin the walls were. "Maya, everyone knows," he groaned, tears pricking his eyes anew. She wiped them away gently, her fingers soft. "They do, my love. And it's perfect. Your fantasies come to life, shared with the world. I'm so wet watching you submit. You make me want you forever." Her dirty talk sliced deep, sweet as a lullaby, humiliating him with memories of their lockdown intimacy—her yoga poses he'd ogled, the secret strokes he'd stolen while she was on calls.

Climax loomed for Alex, his grip tightening on Chris's hips. Chris felt the pulse, the heat building inside. "Gonna fill him up," Alex growled, his voice rough. Maya nodded, eyes never leaving Chris's. "Do it. Mark my husband like the devoted cuck he is." The release came hot and deep, flooding Chris with a mix of revulsion and ecstasy that overwhelmed him. Shame peaked, his own denied orgasm throbbing in its cage painfully. He collapsed forward, spent and exposed, his body trembling.

Immediately, Maya pulled him into her arms, wrapping him tight in a protective embrace. She cradled his head, kissing his forehead over and over. "Oh, my sweet boy. You were incredible. So brave, so mine." Her hands stroked his hair, his back, wiping away the sweat and tears with care. "I love you more than ever, Chris. That was your fantasy, and you gave it to me. Feel how close we are now?" She whispered filthy affirmations, her voice a loving murmur. "My perfect lockdown pervert, ass full of cum for me. You're safe, baby. Always safe with me." Chris melted into her, jealousy fading into aching love. The humiliation had wrecked him, but her aftercare rebuilt him stronger, their bond ironclad.

They lay there, entangled, as the party hummed outside, the sounds distant. Maya nuzzled his neck affectionately. "Ready for more, my love? The night's just starting." Chris's heart raced anew—what fresh hell awaited? But with her arms around him, he nodded, lost in the addictive pull of their shared world.


Chapter 7: Guiding Gloves at the Party

Chris's heart pounded as Maya led him through the dimly lit private suite at the Oakwood Heights Country Club, the party's hum buzzing outside the door like a distant swarm. Laughter echoed, glasses clinked, and the occasional moan seeped from other rooms, creating an atmosphere thick with anticipation. His ass still throbbed from Alex's cock, a raw reminder of his first anal surrender, the vulnerability fresh in his mind. Shame burned in his gut, but so did that twisted arousal, the kind that made his caged dick strain against its bars painfully. Maya squeezed his hand reassuringly, her eyes locking onto his with that fierce, loving gaze that always steadied him. "You're doing so good, baby," she whispered, her voice a sweet dagger that pierced through the noise. "Remember those lockdown nights? You scribbling in your journal about watching me get bred while you guided them in? Tonight, we make it real."

She pulled him into the center of the room, where Marcus and Jamal waited patiently. The two bulls lounged on a plush sectional, shirts off, their muscled bodies gleaming under the soft lights, exuding power. Marcus, the smooth-talking physician, smirked with that deep baritone drip that sent chills. Jamal, the dominant trainer, eyed Chris like prey, his commanding presence filling the space completely. A small crowd of party guests filtered in—curious neighbors from Oakwood Heights, their faces flushed from the night's excesses, eager for the show. Chris's stomach twisted sharply. Public. So fucking public, in front of people they'd known for years.

Maya slipped on a sheer robe, her yoga-toned body on full display, every curve accentuated. She held up a pair of white latex gloves, the kind from Chris's fantasies—the ones he'd described in detail during those endless Zoom-call jerk sessions while she taught virtual classes downstairs. "Put them on, my love," she said, her tone dripping honey and humiliation. "These are your guiding gloves. From your own words, remember? 'I'd wear gloves to help the bulls enter her, feeling every inch as they claim what's mine.' Oh, Chris, you wrote that while I was leading sunrise salutes, didn't you? Sweating in our home office, cock in hand." The memory hit him hard, pulling him back to those days of isolation.

His hands shook as he slid them on, the latex snapping against his skin, cool and clinical. Jealousy clawed at him—these men, these strangers who'd become his wife's lovers, about to fill her right here, in this room full of onlookers. But her eyes never left his, that deep brown stare anchoring him firmly. Love surged through the shame, making his cage ache with need. "Maya, I... I don't know if I can," he muttered, voice cracking under the weight.

"You can, because you love me," she cooed, stepping close to kiss his forehead tenderly. "And I love you more for this. My devoted husband, turning your dirty little secrets into our reality." She turned to the bulls, beckoning them with a wink that was both playful and commanding. "Marcus, Jamal—my ovulation app says tonight's the night. Breed me deep, boys. And Chris here will make sure you slide in just right." Her announcement sent murmurs through the crowd.

The guests murmured excitedly, some chuckling, others watching with wide-eyed hunger. Chris's face burned with embarrassment. This was their upscale suburb, their respectable circle, now witnessing his degradation in vivid detail. Jamal stood first, his thick black cock already hard, veins pulsing prominently. "Guide me in, cuck," he commanded, voice like thunder that echoed. "Show everyone how eager you are to help."

Maya lay back on the sectional gracefully, legs spreading wide invitingly. She reached for Chris's gloved hand, pulling him down beside her. "Hold my hand with your free one, baby. Look at me. Only me." Her pussy glistened, ready, and Chris's throat tightened. He remembered lockdown—her tracking cycles on that app while he fantasized upstairs, jerking to the thought of her swollen with another man's child. Now, it was happening, right before his eyes.

With trembling fingers, he grasped Jamal's shaft. It was hot, heavy, throbbing in his grip like a living thing. Shame flooded him—touching another man's cock, preparing it for his wife, in front of an audience. Arousal twisted deeper, his own dick leaking in its cage. "That's it, my sweet cucky," Maya murmured, her voice loving venom. "Feel how big he is? So much thicker than you ever were. Remember when we tried during quarantine? You couldn't even get me close to cumming like this bull will. Guide him in, love. Help him breed your wife." Her words were intimate, drawn from their shared history.

He positioned the head at her entrance carefully, the latex slick against Jamal's skin. Eye contact burned between them—Maya's gaze soft, adoring, even as she humiliated him. Jamal pushed forward, and Chris felt every inch slide past his fingers, stretching her wide. Maya gasped, arching her back, but her eyes stayed on Chris. "Oh, baby, you're making this so perfect. My lockdown dreamer, finally living it." The crowd watched in rapt attention.

Jamal thrust deep, bottoming out with a grunt. The room erupted in applause, guests cheering like it was a performance. Chris's jealousy spiked—his wife, moaning for another man, her body rocking with each pump. But her hand squeezed his, grounding him in love. "I adore you, Chris," she whispered between gasps. "This shame? It's ours. It makes us stronger."

Jamal pounded harder, grunting with effort. "Tell him, Maya. Tell your cuck how good it feels."

She did, her dirty talk a loving blade. "So good, baby. Filling me like you wished you could during those long nights alone. Remember your journal? 'I'd watch her get bred, knowing it's not mine.' You're watching now, aren't you? My perfect, pathetic husband." The words stung, but they fueled him.

Chris's mind spun—shame crashing like waves, arousal throbbing in his cage. He wanted to look away, but her eyes held him captive. Deeper love bloomed amid the degradation, a twisted hope that this was binding them forever.

Jamal groaned, slamming deep one last time. "Take it all," he growled, unloading inside her with powerful pulses. Chris felt the cock throb in his gloved hand, cum flooding her. The guests whooped approvingly. Maya pulled Chris close as Jamal withdrew, her body trembling slightly. "Good boy," she breathed. "Now, Marcus's turn."

Marcus stepped up, his smooth cock ready and eager. "Your wife's pussy feels even better after a load," he teased in that baritone drawl. Chris guided him in, the process repeating—latex grip, slow slide, Maya's loving humiliation washing over him like a tide. "Twice the breeding chance tonight, love," she said sweetly. "From your fantasies to my womb. Aren't you proud?"

Marcus fucked her with deliberate strokes, making her cry out in pleasure. Chris held her hand, his world narrowing to her eyes, the jealousy and shame fueling a desperate need. She came hard, shuddering, whispering, "I love you so much for this, Chris. My cucky hero."

When Marcus finished, pumping his seed deep, the room fell quiet, the intensity palpable. Chris's gloves were slick with cum and her juices, evidence of his role. Humiliation peaked—publicly exposed, his secrets bared to all. But Maya sat up immediately, pulling him into her arms protectively. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his hair. "My beautiful husband," she murmured, voice tender. "You were amazing. Feel how much I love you? This ritual, from your own words—it's deepened us. You're mine, forever."

He melted into her, tears mixing with arousal. The aftercare washed away the raw edges, leaving aching love. Guests started to drift out, whispering about the "reopening party," but Chris barely noticed. Maya fed him a spoonful of ice cream from a nearby table—part of their ritual now—whispering filthy affirmations. "You guided them so well, baby. Tasted their power in your hands. And I adore you more for every humiliating second."

As they cuddled, her belly full of their cum, she teased the next game softly. "Ready for more, my love? The cum-fart timer awaits back at the cabin." Chris shivered, anticipation mingling with dread. Their bond felt unbreakable, forged in this wicked fire.


Chapter 8: Breath Kiss

Chris stirred in the king-sized bed at the Lakeside Luxury Cabin, the morning light filtering through the gauzy curtains, casting soft patterns on the sheets. His body ached from the night's excesses at the Country Club party—every muscle screamed reminders of the guiding gloves, the public spectacle, the way Maya had locked eyes with him while Jamal and Marcus took turns breeding her in front of the crowd. He reached for her instinctively, seeking her warmth, but the bed beside him was empty, the sheets cool to the touch. His cock twitched in its cage, a dull throb of denial that had become his constant companion since their confessions began unfolding. The cabin, once a sanctuary from the pandemic, now felt charged with their new reality.

The cabin door creaked open softly. Footsteps padded across the floor, light and purposeful. Chris blinked awake fully, his heart pounding with a mix of curiosity and unease. Maya slipped back into the room, her yoga-toned body wrapped in a silk robe that barely contained her curves, the fabric whispering against her skin. Her hair was tousled, lips swollen and glistening slightly. She smelled... different. Musky. Potent. Like sweat and something deeper, more primal, that stirred his senses.

"Morning, my sweet cucky," she whispered, crawling onto the bed with graceful movements. Her voice was honeyed, laced with that loving edge that always cut him deepest, making his shame flare. She straddled his chest, pinning him down gently but firmly. Her breath hit his face first—a thick, heady wave of it. Salty. Tangy. Unmistakably male. Cock-breath. Fresh from the source, unmistakable and invasive.

Chris's stomach twisted violently. Jealousy surged like bile rising in his throat. "Maya... what—" he started, but she cut him off.

"Shh, baby. Open up." She leaned in closer, her green eyes locking onto his, full of that fierce adoration that made his shame burn hotter, more intense. Her lips brushed his, then pressed firmly, sealing the kiss. She exhaled into his mouth, slow and deliberate, flooding him with the scent. It was Jamal's. Had to be. That deep, commanding bull who'd railed her last night at the party, right in front of everyone, his presence dominating. Chris could taste it now—the faint salt of precum, the musky aftermath of a morning blowjob. His wife had snuck out to service Jamal, probably in the cabin's guest room, while he slept like a fool, oblivious.

He groaned against her mouth, shame flooding him in waves. His face burned with heat. This was from his own lockdown fantasies—the ones he'd scribbled in secret during those endless Zoom days, imagining Maya waking him with a bull's essence on her breath. And here she was, making it real. Viciously personal, tailored to his deepest desires. "You... you sucked him this morning?" His voice cracked, arousal stabbing through the humiliation like a knife.

Maya pulled back just enough to smile, stroking his cheek with tender fingers that belied the filth. "Oh, yes, my love. Jamal stayed over after the party. Woke up rock hard, thinking about breeding me again. I couldn't resist. Knelt right there by the guest bed, took him deep. Let him face-fuck me until he almost came." Her words were sweet, like she was sharing a loving secret from their marriage, but they sliced him open, exposing raw nerves. "His cock was so thick, baby. Thicker than yours ever gets. I gagged a little, just like in those fantasies you wrote about me during lockdown. Remember? Hiding in your home office, jerking off while I led yoga classes on Zoom?" The memory was vivid, pulling him back.

Chris's breath hitched sharply. He remembered all too well. Those months of isolation, the cabin fever turning his mind to filth, page after page of confessions. He'd detailed it all—Maya as a cuckcake, using her mouth on superior men, then kissing him with the evidence lingering. Now, it was happening. His cage strained, precum leaking steadily. Jealousy clawed at his chest, imagining her lips wrapped around Jamal's massive black cock, her eyes watering as she pleased him devotedly. Shame made his skin prickle hotly. He was hard for this. Desperate, aching.

"Taste it, cucky. Breathe it in." Maya kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue darting in to carry more of the flavor. She moaned softly, like it was the most romantic thing in the world. "Mmm, that's Jamal's morning wood all over my breath. He held my head, called me his good little hotwife. Said your cage makes me even wetter." Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping around his locked cock through the bars. She stroked gently, teasing the sensitive skin with expert touch. "Feel that? Your little thing is dripping already. You love knowing I started my day worshipping a real man, don't you?" Her questions were probing, loving.

He whimpered, nodding despite himself, the admission humiliating. The humiliation was crushing—public at the party last night, now intimately private in their cabin. His wife, his yoga goddess, reduced to a cocksucker for their bull. And she was sharing it like a gift, a testament to their bond. Love swelled in his chest, mixing with the ache. "It... it hurts, Maya. Knowing you did that without me," he confessed, voice trembling.

"Aww, my poor jealous hubby." Her voice dripped sympathy, but her eyes sparkled with wicked delight, enjoying his turmoil. She stroked faster, her grip loving yet firm, building the pressure. "That's why I love you so much. Your shame makes you mine. Remember our lockdown mornings? You'd sneak peeks at me stretching in my yoga pants, writing those dirty stories about me getting filled by trainers like Jamal. Now it's real. I sucked him until he was throbbing, then stopped. Saved his load for later. For us." She leaned in, exhaling another breath-kiss, her lips hovering teasingly. "Inhale, baby. That's the scent of the man who's going to breed me today. Your favorite fantasy, right? Me, ovulating, full of his seed."

Chris inhaled deeply, the musky cock-breath filling his lungs, overwhelming him. His mind reeled—flashes of lockdown isolation, the cabin's quiet desperation, his hidden journal entries spilling out. He'd poured out his soul in those pages, confessing how he'd jerk off imagining her with dominant men, then beg for sloppy seconds. Now, she was weaponizing it all, turning it against him with love. His arousal throbbed painfully in the cage, jealousy twisting like a knife. He felt small, exposed, utterly vulnerable. Yet her gaze held him, full of that deep, anchoring love. "I... I do love it," he admitted, voice trembling. "God, it shames me so much."

"That's my good boy." Maya shifted, her robe falling open to reveal her bare breasts, full and inviting. She guided his head to her chest, letting him nuzzle while she kept stroking his cage. "You're throbbing so hard in there. Imagine if I let you out right now. You'd cum in seconds, wouldn't you? From just my breath-kiss." She chuckled softly, humiliating yet affectionate. "But no, cucky. You're locked for a reason. Jamal's cock gets to be free. Yours stays denied, making you ache for me more."

The emotional storm hit him hard—waves of shame crashing over desperate need. He pictured her on her knees for Jamal, that deep voice commanding her, while he lay here oblivious. It wrecked him. Aroused him. Bound him tighter to her. Tears pricked his eyes. "Maya, please... it's too much."

"Shh, almost there." She increased her strokes, her touch expert from years of knowing him intimately. "Cum for me like this. Ruin it in your cage, breathing his scent. Show me how much you love being my devoted little cuck." Her command was gentle, insistent.

He bucked against her hand, the pressure building to a peak. Humiliation peaked—kissing her bull-tainted lips, tasting another man's dominance. Then release. A ruined orgasm, spilling weakly through the bars, no satisfaction. Shame flooded him anew, hot and raw. He gasped, body shaking from the intensity.

Immediately, Maya pulled him into her arms, cradling his head protectively. She kissed his forehead over and over. "My sweet, perfect husband. You did so good." Her fingers stroked his hair, tender and soothing. "I love you more than ever for this. For letting me share that breath-kiss, for ruining just from his scent on me." She whispered filthy affirmations, her voice a loving murmur. "You're mine forever, Chris. This makes us stronger. Deeper."

He melted into her, the aftercare washing away the edges of shame. Love bloomed fierce, overriding the jealousy. They lay there, tangled, as she fed him bites of ice cream from the nightstand—chocolate chip, their lockdown comfort food. "Remember our cabin anniversaries during the pandemic? Just us, no one else. Now look at us—sharing everything." She kissed him again, clean now, but the memory lingered.

Chris sighed, content in her embrace. Yet arousal stirred again, thinking of what came next. Maya smiled knowingly. "Ready for more, my love? Jamal's waiting. Time for that cum-fart timer I promised." The promise hung, pulling them deeper into their world.


Chapter 9: The Timer Game

Chris stirred in the cabin's king-sized bed, the morning light filtering through the lakeside windows, illuminating the room in soft hues. His body ached from the party's excesses, every movement a reminder of the night's indulgences, but the cage between his legs throbbed with unresolved need, a constant pulse. Maya had teased him relentlessly after that ruined orgasm, her whispers about the cum-fart ritual with Jamal sending shivers down his spine, building anticipation. Now, as he blinked awake fully, he heard voices from the living room—low, playful laughter that carried through the walls. Maya's voice, light and teasing. And Jamal's deep rumble, authoritative and commanding.

He sat up abruptly, his heart pounding with a surge of emotions. Jealousy twisted in his gut like a knife, sharp and unrelenting. They'd come back here to escape the world, just like during lockdown, when he'd hidden in the home office jerking to fantasies of her with other men, the isolation amplifying his desires. Now it was real. Too real, unfolding in their sanctuary. He padded out barefoot, the wooden floor cool under his feet, each step heightening his anxiety.

Maya lounged on the couch in nothing but a silk robe, her legs draped casually over Jamal's lap, intimate and relaxed. Jamal, that towering Black trainer from the Elite Fitness Club, grinned as he massaged her feet with strong hands. His massive frame filled the space, shirtless, sweat glistening on his chiseled chest from whatever activities they'd been up to. Maya's eyes lit up when she saw Chris, bright with affection. "There's my sweet cucky. Come here, baby. We've been waiting," she said, patting the spot beside her invitingly.

Chris's face burned with shame, heat rising. But his cock strained against the cage, desperate for her touch, betraying his turmoil. He loved her so damn much it hurt, a deep ache. "Maya... what's going on?" he asked, voice tentative.

She patted the spot beside her again. "Jamal stopped by for a quick morning fill-up. Remember how you wrote about this in your journal? Me, fresh and bred, making you breathe it all in while the world was locked down outside?" Her voice was honey-sweet, laced with that vicious edge that stirred him. "You jerked off alone, imagining my pussy dripping with another man's cum. Now it's happening. For real." Her words pulled him back to those pages.

Jamal chuckled, his deep voice commanding. "Your wife's a greedy one, Chris. Pumped her full just minutes ago. Thick load, right where it counts." The casual admission hit hard.

Chris's stomach churned violently. Jealousy clawed at him—images of Jamal's cock stretching her, claiming what was his, flashing vividly. But arousal surged, making his knees weak, unsteady. He sank onto the couch, Maya's hand pulling him close affectionately. She kissed his cheek softly. "I love you for this, you know. My devoted husband, so eager to serve," she murmured.

She stood gracefully, shrugging off the robe to reveal her naked form. Her body glowed, curves he'd worshipped through endless lockdown nights now marked by recent use. But now, her thighs glistened with evidence of Jamal's work, slick and telling. She glanced at the timer on her phone. "Ten minutes, baby. That's the rule. You sit under me, take every wet fart, every drip. And you thank me after each one." The instructions were precise, humiliating.

Chris's breath hitched. Shame burned his cheeks. This was degrading, filthy—straight from his own twisted fantasies, penned in secret. "Maya, please... in front of him?" he pleaded, voice muffled.

Jamal leaned back, smirking confidently. "Oh, he's watching. Might even join in if you're good."

Maya pushed Chris down gently, positioning him on the floor with his head back against the couch cushions. She straddled his face, her ass hovering just above his nose, close enough to feel the heat. The scent hit him first—musky, potent, mixed with Jamal's cum, overwhelming. "Smell that, my love? That's Jamal's seed, deep inside me. Breeding your wife while you were sleeping off last night's fun." Her tone was loving, almost maternal, but the words cut deep, personal. "You dreamed of this during those boring Zoom calls, didn't you? Me teaching yoga online, fantasizing about real men, while you hid in the office with your hand down your pants."

She lowered herself slowly, her cheeks enveloping his face. Warm, soft, suffocating in the best way. Chris's world narrowed to her heat, her scent, immersive. His cock twitched uselessly in the cage. Arousal throbbed through him, shameful and insistent, building.

The timer beeped start. Maya sighed contentedly. "First one coming, baby. Open wide."

A slow, wet bubble escaped her—a cum-fart, thick and gurgling, audible. It splattered across his lips, salty and warm, invasive. Chris gagged, but swallowed instinctively, the taste lingering. Jealousy raged inside him. This was Jamal's mess, forced into his mouth by the woman he adored. Shame twisted his insides, but god, he was hard as steel in that cage, throbbing.

"Thank you, Maya," he mumbled, voice muffled under her.

She rocked gently, grinding down with purpose. "Good boy. So polite. I love how you take it all for me. Remember lockdown? You wrote about me farting cum on your face after a bull visit. Called it your 'ultimate cleanup duty.' Well, here it is, my sweet cuck. Vicious, just like you wanted." Her voice was encouraging.

Jamal laughed from above. "Look at him squirm. Bet he's leaking already."

Another fart rippled out, wetter this time, pushing a glob of cum onto Chris's tongue. He lapped it up, tears stinging his eyes, hot. The humiliation crushed him—his wife, his everything, using him like this in front of her lover, exposed. But her praise flowed like balm, soothing. "You're doing so well, baby. My perfect husband. I love you more every time you submit."

Minutes ticked by slowly. Each release was slower, more deliberate, timed. Maya cooed sweetly. "Three minutes in. Feel that drip? That's Jamal's essence, mixing with mine. You jerked to this fantasy alone, but now it's us—together. Isn't it beautiful?" Her words were intimate.

Chris's mind spun wildly. Jealousy burned—Jamal had fucked her raw, filled her while he slept. Shame flooded him; he was nothing but a cleanup bitch now, reduced. Yet arousal pulsed, his body betraying him completely. And beneath it all, love anchored him. Maya was doing this for them, turning his secrets into their bond, strengthening it.

At the five-minute mark, she lifted slightly, allowing a breath. "Halfway, my love. Eyes on me." He looked up, meeting her gaze through the haze. So much affection there, even as she humiliated him. "You know why this turns me on? Because it's you. My Chris, so brave, so devoted." Her reassurance was genuine.

She lowered again. Another cum-fart, this one explosive, coating his chin messily. "Thank you," he gasped, voice breaking with emotion.

Jamal shifted closer. "Damn, Maya. Your hubby's a natural. Maybe I should add to the load."

"Not yet," she purred. "This is his timer. His ritual."

The final minutes dragged on. Chris's face was slick, smeared with their combined fluids, messy. Each fart pushed him deeper into submission—jealous rage mixing with desperate need. He hated it. He craved it. Maya whispered through it all, her words a loving knife. "Eight minutes. Almost there, baby. Remember how isolated we felt in lockdown? You confessed everything in that journal. Now I'm making it real, because I adore you."

The timer beeped end. Maya eased off gently, pulling Chris up into her arms immediately. She cradled his head to her chest, kissing his forehead over and over. "My sweet, filthy husband. You were perfect. So strong for me." Her hands stroked his hair, wiping away the mess with a soft cloth she'd prepared. "I love you, Chris. More than ever. This doesn't change us—it makes us unbreakable." Her aftercare was tender, profound.

He melted into her, tears flowing freely. Shame lingered, but her tenderness washed it clean. Jealousy faded under the weight of her love. Arousal simmered, but now it was theirs, shared. Jamal watched silently, but Chris barely noticed. This was aftercare, pure and profound, rebuilding him.

Maya reached for the ice cream tub on the side table—vanilla, their lockdown comfort. She spooned a bite into his mouth. "Taste that? Sweet like you. My devoted cuck, cleaned me out so well. Jamal's cum is gone, but our love? It's forever."

Chris swallowed, warmth spreading through him. "I love you, Maya. Even... even this."

She smiled, eyes sparkling. "Good. Because Jamal's not done. He's got more for later." She kissed him deeply, her breath still faintly scented from the morning. "But first, rest in my arms. You're mine."

Jamal stood, adjusting himself. "I'll be back for round two. Make sure he's ready."

As Jamal left, Maya held Chris tighter, whispering filthy affirmations. "You're my everything, baby. My wicked, shared husband." The cabin felt alive with their new normal—humiliation forged into deeper love. But as she teased the next ritual, Chris's heart raced. What filthier depths awaited? The question hung, exciting and terrifying.


Chapter 10: Rituals

Chris's heart pounded as Maya led him by the hand through the dimly lit halls of the Oakwood Heights Country Club, the air thick with anticipation. The party's hum grew louder, laughter and clinking glasses echoing from the private suite ahead. Just hours after the cum-fart ritual back at the cabin, she'd whispered about taking things public, her voice teasing. "Time to show them how devoted you are, my love," she'd said, her eyes sparkling with that mix of mischief and adoration that always drew him in. Now, here they were, stepping into a room full of upscale neighbors—doctors, lawyers, the elite crowd who'd whispered about lockdown secrets for months, their faces familiar from virtual calls. Marcus and Jamal waited inside, lounging like kings on leather sofas, their grins predatory and knowing. Chris's stomach twisted sharply. Shame burned his cheeks, hot. But his cock throbbed in its cage, betraying him completely. Maya squeezed his hand. "You're mine, Chris. And tonight, everyone sees it." Her reassurance was firm.

The party was in full swing, vibrant. Soft jazz played in the background, smooth. Couples mingled, some in elegant dresses, others in nothing but robes, liberated. Maya pulled Chris to the center, her yoga-toned body glowing under the chandeliers, commanding attention. She wore a sheer black dress that hugged her curves, the one from their anniversary trip, now a symbol. "Remember your journal, baby?" she murmured, her voice sweet as honey. "How you dreamed of me marking you with a real man's scent? Making you wear it like cologne while the neighborhood watches?" Chris swallowed hard. Jealousy clawed at him—these people knew them from Zoom calls, from lockdown barbecues in backyards. Now they'd see his submission, exposed. His shame flooded in, hot and humiliating. But Maya's gaze locked on his, full of love. "You're so brave for me. I love you more every time you break." Her words were encouraging.

Jamal stood first, his massive frame towering over them. The personal trainer stripped off his shirt, revealing sweat-glistened abs from the club's sauna earlier, fresh. "Your wife's got a ritual for you, cuck," he rumbled, his deep voice commanding. Maya nodded, her smile radiant and proud. "Kneel, my sweet husband. Time for your new cologne." Chris dropped to his knees on the plush carpet, the room's eyes on him, watching intently. Whispers rippled through the crowd. His face burned with embarrassment. Arousal pulsed painfully against the cage, insistent. Jamal lifted his arm, exposing a damp, musky pit, potent. Maya guided Chris's face in, her fingers gentle on his neck. "Sniff deep, baby. That's Jamal's sweat—fresh from breeding me this morning. Rub it on your neck like aftershave." Chris inhaled, the salty, masculine tang overwhelming his senses. Shame crashed over him like a wave. This was his trainer, the guy who'd spotted him at the Elite Fitness Club during lockdown virtual sessions. Now, Chris was marking himself with his essence, publicly. "Good boy," Maya cooed, her tone loving and vicious. "You smell like a real man now. Doesn't it make you throb, knowing everyone here can tell you're just my little scented bitch?" Her humiliation was sweet.

The crowd chuckled softly, amused. Marcus joined in, his physician's poise cracking into a teasing smirk. He unzipped his pants, pulling out his thick cock—still semi-hard from whatever preludes had happened earlier. Precum beaded at the tip, glistening. "Add this to the mix," he said, voice smooth as silk. Maya took Chris's hand, making him scoop the droplet carefully. "Rub it behind your ears, darling. Marcus's gift," she instructed, her touch feather-light. She stroked his hair. "That's your special perfume, my love. Wear it proud tonight." Chris's gut twisted further. More shame—public, exposed completely. His wife's lovers marking him like territory, claiming. But the arousal was desperate, a throbbing ache that consumed. Maya leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "Remember writing about this in your journal? Fantasizing about being my scented slave while I fuck better men? It's real now, and I love how pathetic it makes you look. My perfect, devoted husband." Her praise was twisted.

Next came the panties. Maya slipped out of her lace thong right there, in front of everyone, bold. The room hushed, attentive. She handed it to Chris, her eyes locking with his—intense, adoring. "Soak these in your ass, baby. Ten minutes. Let them absorb your scent, then I'll wear them while Jamal and Marcus take turns." Chris's breath hitched sharply. Jealousy surged, imagining her filled again, his own pathetic aroma mixing with theirs, intimate. He obeyed, sliding the fabric between his cheeks, the plug from earlier still in place, adding pressure. It felt ridiculous, humiliating beyond words. Partygoers watched, some smirking, others aroused visibly. His mind flashed to lockdown nights—jerking alone while Maya did Zoom yoga, oblivious to his secrets. Now, she weaponized it all, masterfully. "You're clenching so tight, my love," she teased sweetly. "Is it because you know these panties will hug my pussy later, soaked in your shame? God, it turns me on how low you'll go for me." Her voice was affectionate.

The timer started, beeping. Ten agonizing minutes stretched out. Chris knelt there, ass stuffed, sweat and precum drying on his skin like a badge of submission. Whispers grew bolder among the guests. "Look at Chris—Maya's little pet." "Bet he loves it." Shame drowned him, waves crashing relentlessly. But Maya's hand stayed on his shoulder, reassuring, steady. Her love anchored him through it. Arousal built, maddening in the cage, painful. Finally, the buzzer sounded. Maya retrieved the panties, sniffing them dramatically, theatrical. "Mmm, all you, baby. So musky and weak. Perfect for a breeding session." She slipped them on, twirling for the crowd, graceful.

Now, the massage duty began. "Your daily service starts here, at the party," Maya announced, her voice playful yet commanding. She positioned Chris between Jamal and Marcus, who sat back, cocks out, exposed. "Massage their balls, my sweet. Make them nice and full for me. Use those hands you jerked with during lockdown—when you wrote all those filthy fantasies about me getting stuffed." Chris's fingers trembled as he knelt closer. Jamal's heavy sack filled his palm first—warm, potent, heavy. He kneaded gently, feeling the weight shift. Marcus next, smooth and veined, responsive. The room watched, some cheering softly, encouraging. Jealousy ripped through Chris—these men would empty into his wife, breeding her while he served dutifully. "That's it, darling," Maya purred, stroking his hair. "Feel how much bigger they are? How they're built to satisfy me in ways you never could? I love you for admitting it in your journal. My humiliated hero." Her words cut deep.

His emotions churned: shame so deep it hurt, arousal like fire burning, love swelling despite it all. Maya pulled him aside briefly, kissing his forehead. "You're doing amazing, Chris. I adore you." But the ritual pressed on. Chris massaged diligently, the bulls groaning in approval, pleased. "Good cuck," Jamal muttered. "Prime us for your wife." When they were ready, Maya straddled Jamal first, the soaked panties pushed aside carefully. Chris watched, hand still working Marcus, as she rode—eyes on him the whole time, locked. "See this, baby? Your scent on me while he fills me. It's all because of your wicked dreams."

The scene peaked dramatically. Jamal came with a grunt, Marcus following in her mouth, explosive. Cum dripped messily. The party applauded lightly, appreciative. Chris's heart raced—exposed, broken, throbbing with need. Then, aftercare began. Maya slid off, pulling him into her arms right there on the floor, protective. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his hair. "My beautiful, brave husband. You took that so well. I love you more than ever—your shame makes our bond unbreakable." She fed him ice cream from a nearby table, spooning it tenderly. "Taste this sweetness, baby. Just like how sweet you are to me, even covered in their scent." Tears pricked Chris's eyes. The humiliation faded into warmth. Their love deepened, filthy and pure, unbreakable.

As the party wound down slowly, Maya nuzzled his ear affectionately. "Word's spreading, my love. Our reopening party's the talk of Oakwood Heights. Ready for what's next?" The question promised more, exciting.


Chapter 11: The Ruin Show

Chris stood in the dimly lit private suite of the Oakwood Heights Country Club, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex, heavy and intoxicating. His ass clenched around the thick plug Maya had inserted earlier, a constant reminder of his submission, pressing firmly. The party guests—affluent neighbors he'd known for years through barbecues and virtual calls—milled about, sipping champagne, their eyes gleaming with wicked curiosity, eager. Jamal and Marcus lounged on the oversized leather couch, their massive cocks already half-hard, flanking Maya like kings on thrones.

Maya sauntered over to him gracefully, her silk dress clinging to her curves, stained with remnants of the night's earlier indulgences, telling. She cupped his face tenderly, her green eyes locking onto his. "Oh, my sweet cucky hubby," she whispered, her voice a velvet blade that cut deep. "Remember that lockdown night when you wrote about me getting bred while you danced like a desperate slut? How you'd plug yourself and shake that ass, begging for my attention?" She kissed his nose softly. "Tonight, we're making it real. For our anniversary. Because I love you so damn much." Her words were loving, reassuring.

Chris's stomach twisted in knots. Shame burned in his cheeks, hot. He'd scribbled those fantasies in his journal during endless Zoom calls, jerking off in the home office while Maya led virtual yoga sessions downstairs, her voice soothing. Now, she was wielding them like a whip, masterful. His cock throbbed painfully in its cage, arousal flooding him despite the jealousy gnawing at his gut. How could he love this? Love her more for it? The conflict raged inside.

"Strip," Maya commanded gently, her fingers tracing his jaw with care. "Show everyone what a good boy you are." Her tone was soft.

He obeyed, hands trembling as he peeled off his shirt and pants, piece by piece. The room quieted, all eyes on him, attentive. Naked except for the cage and plug, he felt exposed, raw, vulnerable. Maya smiled, proud and predatory. "Now, plug stays in. Twerk for us, baby. Shake that ass while Jamal and Marcus breed your wife. Make it entertaining. Fart if you have to—let it all out. It's what you dreamed of, isn't it?" Her instructions were precise.

Jamal chuckled, his deep voice rumbling low. "Yeah, cuck. Entertain us while we fill her up." His words were mocking.

Marcus nodded, stroking his cock lazily. "Make it good, or we'll make you beg." Threatening yet playful.

Chris's heart pounded erratically. Jealousy surged as Maya slipped out of her dress, her body glowing under the soft lights, radiant. She was ovulating— she'd tracked it, teased him about it all week, building tension. Now, she'd let them breed her right here, in front of everyone. His everyone. Neighbors who'd waved at him during lockdown walks, now witnessing his degradation, public.

He positioned himself in the center of the room, back to the couch, exposed. Music pulsed from a hidden speaker—some thumping beat Maya must have queued, rhythmic. He started to move, bending at the waist, ass out prominently. Twerking. Awkward at first, his plugged hole clenching tightly. The plug shifted with each shake, pressing against his prostate, stimulating. Arousal built, shameful and hot, insistent.

Maya laughed delightedly, settling between Jamal and Marcus comfortably. "Look at him go! My lockdown dreamer, twerking like a little bitch while real men take what's his." She blew him a kiss. "I love you for this, Chris. You're so brave, so mine." Her praise was genuine.

Jamal pulled her onto his lap, his thick black cock sliding into her with a wet slap, audible. Maya gasped, eyes never leaving Chris, locked. "Twerk harder, baby. Show them how you farted in your journal fantasies—pushing out that plug scent while I get bred." Encouraging.

Chris's face burned intensely. He shook harder, the plug vibrating inside him, intense. Pressure built from the earlier enema Maya had made him do— "to clean you out for the show," she'd whispered lovingly. A small fart escaped, muffled but audible, embarrassing. The room erupted in laughter, loud. Shame crashed over him like a wave, drowning, but his caged cock leaked, desperate, betraying.

"Oh, yes!" Maya moaned as Jamal thrust deep, powerful. "Hear that, everyone? That's my husband, farting for your amusement while this bull stretches me. Remember lockdown, Chris? You hiding in the bathroom, plugging yourself and farting into the mirror, imagining this exact moment?" Her words cut deep, personal, drawn straight from his scribbled confessions. But her tone—sweet, adoring—made it bearable. Made him love her fiercely, deeply.

Marcus switched in, flipping Maya onto all fours expertly. She arched back, taking him fully, moaning. "Keep twerking, my love. Fart again. Let it rip while he breeds me." Commanding.

Chris obeyed, shaking his ass wildly, frantic. Another fart bubbled out, louder this time, the scent mixing with the room's musk, pervasive. Jealousy clawed at him—watching Marcus pound into her, knowing they were trying to knock her up, intentional. His wife, his Maya, moaning for them, lost in pleasure. Yet arousal throbbed in his veins, his body on fire, consumed. He loved her dominance, her twisted affection. This was their bond, forged in lockdown isolation, now exploding in public, vivid.

The guests cheered, some snapping photos discreetly, capturing. "What a show!" one woman called. "Oakwood Heights' finest entertainment." Amused.

Maya came hard, her body shuddering violently. "Yes! Breed me, Marcus! While my farting cucky dances!" She locked eyes with Chris, her gaze full of love amid the filth, intense. "You're perfect, baby. I adore you."

Jamal took over again, pulling Maya into a deep thrust, powerful. Chris twerked on, legs burning from effort, plug grinding relentlessly. More farts escaped—wet, embarrassing pops that had the room howling, mocking. Shame flooded him, but so did a desperate, aching love. This was for her. Because of her, all.

Finally, the bulls groaned, filling her one after the other, climactic. Thick creampies, dripping from her as she stood, legs shaky, trembling. "Now, the ruin," Maya said softly, approaching Chris. She unlocked his cage with tender care, her fingers warm on his skin. "You've earned this, my sweet subby hubby. But it's a ruin— no full release. Just enough to remind you who's in charge." Teasing.

She stroked him slowly, building him to the edge while the party watched, attentive. "Remember writing about this? Getting ruined while I leak their cum?" Her voice was a loving murmur. "I love you so much for letting me do this." Affectionate.

Chris bucked, close— so close, teetering. Then she pulled away at the last second, letting his orgasm sputter out, weak spurts with no satisfaction. Ruin. Humiliation peaked, jealousy and shame mixing into a cocktail that left him trembling, wrecked.

But Maya was there instantly, pulling him into her arms protectively. She guided him to a quiet corner couch, away from the crowd's eyes, private. "Shh, my love," she whispered, cradling his head to her chest. She kissed his forehead repeatedly—soft, lingering presses. Her hands stroked his hair, gentle and reassuring. "You were amazing. So brave, twerking and farting for me while they bred your wife. It makes me love you deeper than ever." Tender.

She reached for a nearby ice cream carton—vanilla, their lockdown favorite, always stashed for aftercare. Spooning a bite into his mouth, she continued. "Taste that? Sweet like our marriage. You're mine, Chris. This sharing? It cements us. No one else gets this intimacy." Her whispers turned filthy-yet-loving: "You'll clean their creampies later, but right now, know I adore your submission. It turns me on like nothing else." Affirming.

Chris melted into her, tears pricking his eyes. The shame ebbed, replaced by throbbing arousal and profound love. Jealousy lingered, a spice to their bond. But her touch anchored him. Their bond felt unbreakable, reborn in this wicked fire, strong.

As the party wound down, Maya nuzzled his ear. "One more ritual back at the cabin, baby. Something to collar you forever." Promising.


Chapter 12: The Wicked Sharing

The cabin door clicked shut behind them, sealing out the chill of the night air, crisp and biting. Chris's legs felt like jelly, unsteady, his body still buzzing from the party's chaos, every sensation amplified. Maya turned to him slowly, her eyes gleaming under the soft lamp light that cast warm shadows. She was radiant, flushed from the breeding, her dress rumpled and marked with faint stains that told stories. Chris's heart twisted—jealousy clawed at him, sharp, but so did that desperate ache, the one that made his caged cock throb painfully, insistently.

"Look at you, my sweet cuck," Maya whispered, stepping close with purpose. She cupped his face gently, her thumbs brushing his cheeks tenderly. "All that humiliation at the club, and you're still so hard for me. Aren't you?" Her question was probing, affectionate.

He nodded, shame burning hot in his chest, overwhelming. The drive back had been silent, heavy with unspoken words, tension thick. Now, in the living room where they'd confessed everything days ago, it felt like coming full circle, complete. The same lockdown cabin that had been their escape from pandemic isolation, a refuge. Where he'd hidden his journal, jerking off to fantasies of her with other men, secret. Fantasies she'd turned into brutal reality, vivid and real.

Maya kissed his forehead, lingering softly. "Strip for me, baby. Let's make this official." Commanding yet loving.

Chris's hands trembled as he peeled off his clothes, one by one. The plug from the party was gone, but his ass still ached from his first anal— that gay stranger at the club, pounding him while Maya watched, praising him like a proud wife. "You're taking it so well for me," she'd said, her voice sweet venom that echoed. The memory flooded him with shame, yet his arousal surged, making him leak pre-cum onto the floor, dripping.

Naked now, he knelt before her submissively. The cabin's wooden beams loomed like silent witnesses, ancient. Maya slipped out of her dress gracefully, revealing her body—marked with hickeys from Jamal and Marcus, her pussy still glistening from their loads, evidence. She hadn't let him clean her fully at the party. "Save some for home," she'd teased playfully.

She reached into her purse, pulling out a black leather collar. Simple, elegant, with a silver lock that gleamed. "This is for you, Chris. My devoted husband. The one who wrote all those dirty lockdown dreams in his journal. Remember hiding in the home office, stroking yourself while I did Zoom yoga? Fantasizing about me getting fucked by the neighborhood bulls?" Her words evoked memories.

Her words hit like punches, each one laced with love, deep. Chris's face burned. "Y-yes, Maya. I remember." Voice soft.

She smiled, tilting his chin up gently. "And now look at us. You've welcomed them into me, guided their cocks with those silly gloves. You've sniffed and worshipped strangers at the club, twerked like a desperate slut while they bred me. You've even taken it up the ass for my amusement. All because you love me so much." Comprehensive.

Tears pricked his eyes, stinging. Jealousy roared—imagining her body filled by them, her moans echoing in the club's private suite, loud. But beneath it, arousal throbbed, his cage straining painfully. And deeper still, love. Aching, unbreakable love for this woman who'd weaponized his secrets, cleverly.

Maya fastened the collar around his neck securely. It clicked shut, the lock cold against his skin, final. "There. My collared cuck. Locked in devotion, just like we talked about during those endless lockdown nights. When we were trapped here, bored out of our minds, and you started writing those fantasies. I found them, baby. And I made them real." Proud.

He whimpered, the weight of it settling on him heavily. Submission. Total, humiliating submission. His cock twitched uselessly, denied.

"But wait," she said, her voice dropping to a loving purr. "One more thing. Your medal of honor." Teasing.

From her purse, she produced a used condom—Jamal's, thick with cum, tied off at the end, preserved. Chris's stomach flipped. He'd seen Jamal fill it during the party's breeding show, while Chris twerked and farted for the guests' laughter, entertaining. Maya dangled it now, like a prize, swinging.

"This is from the bull who owned me tonight," she said sweetly. "The one who made me cum so hard, screaming his name. Remember how you ruined your own orgasm watching? Leaking all over yourself like a pathetic boy?" Reminding.

Shame crashed over him. "Maya... please." Pleading.

She tied it around his neck, right below the collar, secure. The rubber hung heavy, the cum inside sloshing faintly, audible. It smelled of sex, of betrayal, strong. "Wear it proudly, my love. Your wicked wife shared herself, and you loved every second. This is your reward—for being the best cuck in Oakwood Heights." Encouraging.

Chris's vision blurred with tears, flowing. Jealousy twisted like a knife—her marked body, the club's eyes on them, the rumors already spreading through whispers. Word would get around the Country Club, the Elite Fitness sauna, the whole neighborhood, fast. Their "reopening party" changing everything, transformative. But the arousal was unbearable, his body betraying him. And the love... god, the love made it all worth it, profound.

Maya pulled him to his feet, wrapping her arms around him tightly. She kissed his tears away, stroking his hair gently. "Oh, baby, don't cry. You're my everything. This collar, this medal—they mean I love you more than ever. For submitting so beautifully. For letting me be your wicked wife." Comforting.

He clung to her, sobbing softly into her shoulder, emotional. The aftercare washed over him like a balm, soothing. Her hands gentle, her whispers filthy yet tender. "You took that cock in your ass for me tonight. Felt so new, so vulnerable. And I was so proud, watching you break. It makes our marriage stronger, doesn't it? Deeper than those lockdown days when we were just fantasizing." Reflective.

"Yes," he whispered, his voice breaking. "I love you, Maya. So much it hurts." Honest.

She guided him to the couch, the same one where they'd played truth or dare, nostalgic. Curled up together, she fed him ice cream from the freezer—vanilla, their lockdown comfort food. Spoonful by spoonful, between kisses, loving. "Taste this, my sweet cuck. Just like you tasted their cum off me. You're mine forever. Collared, marked, shared. And I adore you for it." Sweet.

The filth mingled with the sweetness, blended. Chris's shame ebbed into peace, arousal simmering into contentment, calm. They talked for hours, tears turning to laughter, light. About the party, the bulls, the way it all started with his hidden journal. How the pandemic isolation had cracked them open, revealing this raw, kinky truth, transformative.

By dawn, as light filtered through the cabin windows, gentle, Maya straddled him gently. Not for sex—his cage stayed on—but for closeness, intimate. She ground against him, whispering, "This is our new normal, Chris. Sharing me, humiliating you, loving you fiercely. And those Country Club rumors? Let them spread. Maybe it'll inspire the other wives to find their husbands' secrets." Forward-looking.

He nodded, heart swelling with emotion. Jealousy lingered, a spice to their bond, enhancing. But the love overwhelmed it completely. They were unbreakable now, forged in filth and fire, solid.

Maya kissed him deeply, the used condom pressing between them like a filthy vow, symbolic. "Happy anniversary, my collared love. Here's to many more wicked sharings." Promising.

Chris smiled through his tears, utterly hers, complete.


The Wicked Wife’s Confession
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Chapter 1: The Encrypted Folder

Jason stared at his laptop screen, the cursor blinking like a guilty heartbeat. It was late, the kind of Oakwood Heights night where the suburban quiet pressed in, thick with secrets. He rubbed his eyes, glancing at the clock—11:47 PM. Serena was already asleep in their king-sized bed upstairs, her soft breathing a distant hum through the baby monitor they'd kept from the early lockdown days. God, those days. He couldn't stop thinking about them lately. The endless Zoom calls, the forced intimacy of working from home, the way isolation had cracked him open and let all his darkest fantasies spill out. The pandemic had turned their beautiful home into a pressure cooker, where every room echoed with unspoken tensions and hidden desires. Jason had always been the steady one, the reliable husband, but those months of confinement had unearthed something primal in him, something he could never share with Serena.

He minimized the work email he'd been pretending to answer and clicked into the hidden folder. Encrypted, password-protected, buried deep in a subfolder labeled "Tax Docs 2020." No one would look there. No one except him, when the urges hit. His heart raced as he typed the password—Serena's birthday, twisted with a few extra digits. Stupid, maybe, but it felt right. Like she was part of it, even if she'd never know. The encryption software whirred to life, unlocking the digital vault he'd created in a fit of paranoia during those early days of quarantine, when the world outside seemed like a distant memory and the walls of their house closed in tighter each day.

The files loaded. Dozens of them. Word docs, each dated from those brutal months in 2020 and 2021, when the world had shut down and Oakwood Heights had turned into a gilded cage. He scrolled to one from April 2020, the early days, when fear hung over everything like fog. He'd written it during a "lunch break," Serena in the kitchen making sandwiches, oblivious. The memory flooded back: the sound of her humming a tune from some old movie they'd watched together, the clatter of plates, while he sat in his makeshift office, typing feverishly, his mind racing with forbidden thoughts. He opened it, the words hitting him like a punch to the gut.

Fantasy Entry: April 15, 2020

I'm losing my mind in this house. Serena's been teasing me about my "home office stamina," but she has no idea what's really going on in here. Today, during that endless client call, I muted myself and jerked off thinking about her with him. Jamal. That trainer from the Elite Fitness Club. The one who kept posting those workout videos during lockdown, all sweat and muscle, his deep voice commanding everyone to push harder. Black, built like a god, the kind of man who could take what he wants. The entry went on, detailing every twisted detail, every imagined moan and thrust. Jason had poured his soul into these writings, using them as an escape from the monotony, the fear of the virus lurking outside their doors.

Jason's cock twitched in his pants, shame flooding his cheeks. He shifted in his chair, glancing at the door. Why did this still get to him? It was just words. Private. But reading them now, years later, it felt alive, dangerous. The house was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator downstairs, a sound that had become so familiar during lockdown that it almost felt like a companion. He remembered the nights when he'd stay up late, long after Serena had gone to bed, crafting these stories as a way to cope with the isolation. The world had shrunk to their home, and his mind had expanded into realms he never thought possible.

In my head, she's ovulating. We tracked it back then, trying for a baby before the world went to hell. But in the fantasy, she tells me she's giving it to him instead. "Jason, honey," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine, sweet as ever, "Jamal's going to breed me. Fill me up with his thick, black seed. And you're going to watch, because you love me." She makes me guide his cock in, my hands trembling. He pounds her, grunting, while she stares at me, loving, humiliating. "See how much better he is? So big, so strong. But you're my good boy, aren't you? My devoted husband who cleans up every drop." The words blurred on the screen as Jason's vision clouded with arousal. He could almost hear Serena's voice in his head, that soft, teasing tone she used during their intimate moments, now twisted into something darker.

His breath came short. He palmed himself through his jeans, arousal throbbing against the zipper. Jealousy twisted in his chest like a knife—imagining Serena, his beautiful wife, her lithe interior designer body writhing under Jamal. The way she'd moan, her dark hair splayed on the sheets, her green eyes never leaving his. It was sick. Wrong. But it made him harder than anything real ever had. During lockdown, with nowhere to go, these fantasies had been his escape. His shame. He'd written hundreds of pages, detailing every ritual: her making him massage Jamal's cock, inhale his sweat, lick her clean after. Breeding her fertile pussy while she whispered how much she adored him for letting it happen. Each entry was a confession, a release valve for the pressures building inside him as the days blurred into weeks, then months.

He closed the file, heart pounding. Why hadn't he deleted them? The pandemic was over. Life was normal again—brunches at the Oakwood Heights Country Club, date nights at the Grandview Luxe Hotel. Serena was still the same loving wife, teasing him about his dad bod, pulling him into hugs that smelled like her vanilla shampoo. But these files... they were a time bomb. If she ever found out— the thought sent a chill down his spine. He imagined her reaction, the hurt in her eyes, the questions about why he'd hidden this part of himself. Yet, a small, twisted part of him wondered what it would be like if she embraced it, if she turned his fantasies into reality.

His phone buzzed on the desk. A text from Serena: Hey love, can't sleep. Come to bed? Miss you. ❤️ The message was innocent, but it stirred something in him, a mix of guilt and longing. He pictured her upstairs, her body curved under the covers, waiting for him.

Guilt surged through him. He locked the folder, shut the laptop, and headed upstairs. She was waiting, curled under the covers, her smile soft in the lamplight. "There you are," she murmured, pulling him close. "Working late again?" Her voice was sleepy, affectionate, and it made his chest tighten with love.

"Just wrapping up," he lied, kissing her forehead. Her body molded to his, warm and familiar. He loved her so damn much it hurt. These fantasies? They were nothing. Harmless. But as he lay there, inhaling her scent, he couldn't shake the feeling that they were more than that. They were a shadow self, born from the isolation that had tested their marriage in ways they never discussed.

But as he drifted off, the old lockdown memories clawed back.

Flashback: May 2020

The house felt like a prison. Oakwood Heights was locked down tight—no gym, no office, just endless days blurring together. Jason sat at his desk, pretending to review design mockups for Serena's latest client. She was in the home office next door, on a Zoom call with a supplier, her voice muffled through the wall. "Yes, the fabrics arrived—thank God for curbside pickup." Her laughter filtered through, light and unburdened, while Jason felt the weight of confinement pressing down on him like a vice.

He minimized his work and opened a new doc. His hands shook. The news was all doom—cases spiking, hospitals overwhelmed. Serena had been tracking her cycle obsessively, hoping for a quarantine baby. "It'll give us something good," she'd said, eyes bright. They had tried a few times, but the stress had made it difficult, and Jason's mind wandered to darker places during those intimate moments.

But his mind twisted it. Darkened it.

Fantasy: Serena's Ovulation Night

She's in heat, fertile, begging for it. But not from me. Jamal sneaks in—fuck the lockdowns, he's essential. He strips her in our bedroom, his dark hands on her pale skin. She looks at me, cornered in the chair, caged. "Jason, sweetie, watch how a real man breeds your wife." Jamal fills her, pumping deep, while she reaches for my hand. Loving. Tender. "I love you so much for this. You're my rock. Now come clean me up, my devoted cuck." The words flowed from him, a torrent of forbidden desire. He imagined the scene in vivid detail: the way Jamal's muscles would ripple, the sounds Serena would make, the look of ecstasy on her face.

He'd stroked himself furiously under the desk, biting his lip to stay quiet. Shame burned hot—why Jamal? Why breeding? It was the ultimate betrayal, the deepest cut. Yet imagining her eyes on him, full of love amid the humiliation, made him come harder than ever. He'd saved the file, encrypted it, and sworn it was the last one. But the fantasies had become an addiction, a way to reclaim some control in a world gone mad.

It wasn't. The fantasies grew wilder as the months dragged on. Rituals piled up: her making him wear Jamal's used condom as a necklace, sitting on his face with cum-farts, whispering mantras while he cupped those heavy black balls. All laced with her sweet affirmations. "You're the best husband, Jason. This makes us stronger." By summer, he'd added more entries, each one more elaborate, drawing from the online videos he'd watched in secret, the forums where men like him shared their twisted dreams.

By 2021, as vaccines rolled out and the world cracked open, he'd buried the folder deeper. Forgotten it. Almost. But the memories lingered, like scars from a wound that never fully healed.

End Flashback

Now, in the present, Jason woke to an empty bed. Sunlight streamed through the curtains. Serena's side was cold. He checked the time—8:15 AM. Saturday. She usually slept in. Panic flickered in his chest—had something happened? He threw on a robe and padded downstairs, the house feeling eerily quiet.

Downstairs, he found her in the kitchen, laptop open on the island. His laptop. Her back was to him, but he could see the screen reflected in the window. Files. His files. The encrypted folder was open, pages of his writings displayed in all their raw, unfiltered glory.

Panic iced his veins. How? The password— he must have left it unlocked last night, or perhaps she'd guessed it. Serena was clever, always had been. She turned, eyes wide, a mix of shock and something darker. Amusement? Hurt? "Jason," she said softly, her voice steady. "We need to talk about this folder."

His stomach dropped. Shame crashed over him, mingled with a twisted spark of arousal. She knew. Everything. The fantasies he'd kept hidden, the parts of himself he'd buried deep. How would she react? Would this destroy them, or was it the beginning of something new?

"Serena, I—"

She held up a hand, her lips curving into a smile that was equal parts loving and wicked. "Oh, honey. You've been holding out on me." Her tone was teasing, but there was an edge to it, a promise of revelations to come. Jason felt exposed, vulnerable, as if the lockdown isolation had returned, trapping them once more in a web of secrets now laid bare.


Chapter 2: The Confession Setup

Jason's heart pounded as he pulled into the driveway of their Oakwood Heights home. The sun dipped low, casting long shadows over the manicured lawn. He'd spent the day at the office, mind racing. Serena's cryptic text from that morning burned in his pocket: We need to talk about your little secrets tonight. Wear something nice. I love you. Dread twisted with a shameful thrill. What had she found? The encrypted folder—he'd buried it deep on his old laptop, a lockdown relic from those endless months of isolation. Fantasies he'd never meant for her eyes. Interracial breeding dreams starring her and Jamal, the dominant trainer from the Elite Fitness Club. His cock twitched at the memory, guilt flooding in. The drive home had been torture, every red light a moment to replay the morning's confrontation, her smile that hinted at depths he hadn't anticipated.

He stepped inside. The house smelled like vanilla candles and something savory—Serena's famous pasta sauce. She stood in the kitchen, stirring a pot, her auburn hair tied back, wearing a simple sundress that hugged her curves. God, she was beautiful. Always had been, even during those pandemic days when they'd been trapped together, Zoom calls and boredom turning his mind to dark places. He remembered the way she'd move around the house, her yoga sessions in the living room, her body flexible and inviting, while he watched from his office door, fantasies brewing in his mind.

"Hi, honey," she said, turning with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. She set the spoon down and crossed to him, pulling him into a hug. Her body pressed against his, warm and familiar. "Missed you today." The hug lingered, her scent enveloping him, a reminder of all the good times they'd shared before the world shut down.

Jason swallowed hard. "Missed you too. What's this about?" His voice was steady, but inside, turmoil raged. He thought of the folder again, the countless entries detailing his deepest desires, written in moments of weakness when the isolation felt unbearable.

She pulled back, her green eyes locking onto his. That stare—it always undid him. "Sit down, Jason. We have some things to discuss." Her tone was calm, but there was an undercurrent of excitement, as if she'd been waiting for this moment.

He obeyed, sinking into a chair at the kitchen table. His palms sweated. She fetched a glass of wine for each of them, sliding his across the wood. Then she reached into a drawer and pulled out a printed stack of papers. His stomach dropped. Pages from his folder. Highlighted sections. His handwriting from those late nights, scribbling while she slept. The sight of them in her hands made his world spin; these were his private confessions, poured out during the height of the pandemic when everything felt uncertain.

"Serena, I—"

"Shh." She sat beside him, her hand on his thigh. Gentle squeeze. "I found your lockdown journal. The encrypted one. Took me a while to crack it, but... wow, Jason. You really poured your soul into this." She flipped through the pages, her fingers tracing the words he'd written in desperation.

Shame burned his cheeks. He couldn't meet her gaze. Those fantasies—her ovulating, begging Jamal to breed her while Jason watched, cleaned up, served. Rituals born from isolation fever dreams. "It was just... stupid stuff. From the pandemic. I was going crazy cooped up." He remembered the days when the news was relentless, the fear of getting sick, the way their social life had vanished overnight, leaving only each other and his wandering mind.

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. Loving, yet edged with something wicked. "Stupid? Honey, this is poetry. Listen to this: 'Serena's fertile pussy clenches around Jamal's thick black cock, her eyes on mine as he fills her with his seed. I kneel, ready to lap it up, my shame turning to bliss.' God, Jason, you wrote that while I was in the next room doing yoga over Zoom?" Her voice was playful, but the words hit him like arrows, each one dredging up the memory of that exact day.

He groaned, arousal stirring despite the humiliation. His cock hardened under the table. "Please, don't read it out loud." The embarrassment was acute, but there was a thrill in hearing her voice the fantasies he'd kept hidden.

"But why not? It's beautiful. And so personal." She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "Remember that lockdown night when we binge-watched shows, and you kept sneaking off to your office? I thought you were working. But you were stroking to thoughts of me getting bred by Jamal, weren't you? While I was right there, missing your touch." She paused, her breath warm against his skin, evoking the memory of those evenings, the TV glowing in the dim room, her hand in his before he slipped away to indulge in his secret world.

Jealousy knifed through him, mixed with desperate need. "Serena, I'm sorry. It doesn't mean anything." He wanted to believe it, but the words felt hollow.

"Oh, it means everything." Her voice turned sweet, like honey over razor blades. "It means my devoted husband has been hiding this delicious kink. And I love you for it. So much." She kissed his cheek, lingering. "That's why I'm giving you what you want. Tonight." The promise in her words sent a jolt through him, a mix of fear and excitement.

His breath caught. "What?"

She stood, pulling her phone from her pocket. Tapped out a quick text. "I've arranged a suite at the Grandview Luxe Hotel. Jamal's meeting us there in an hour. We're going to make your fantasies real, my sweet cuckold." The name—cuckold—hit him hard, a term he'd used in his writings, now spoken aloud by her.

Jason's world tilted. Jamal—the bull from the neighborhood rumors, the one who'd starred in his writings. The personal trainer with that deep, commanding voice. Breeding obsessions. "Serena, no. This is crazy. We can't—" His mind raced, flashing back to the gym before lockdown, seeing Jamal there, his presence commanding attention.

"We can. And we will." She cupped his face, forcing eye contact. Her thumbs stroked his jaw. "Look at me, Jason. I know this scares you. Your little journal screams it—jealousy twisting your gut while your cock begs for more. But I adore you for sharing this, even accidentally. You're my rock, my love. This will make us stronger." Her words echoed the affirmations he'd imagined her saying in his fantasies, now real and piercing.

Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. Yet his erection throbbed, betraying him. "What if it's too much? What if I can't handle it?" The question hung in the air, vulnerable and raw.

"You can. Because I'll be there, holding your hand through every humiliating moment." Her smile turned playful, viciously tender. "Imagine it: me in that black dress you love, riding Jamal while I read your own words back to you. You guiding him in, massaging his balls as he breeds me. And after? I'll pull you close, kiss away the tears, whisper how you're the best husband ever for letting this happen." The details were straight from his journal, and hearing them from her lips made them vividly real.

Arousal surged, jealousy clawing at his chest. He loved her so damn much. This woman who'd stuck by him through lockdowns, job stress, everything. Now she was weaponizing his secrets with such loving precision. "Serena... I don't know."

"I do." She kissed him deeply, tongue teasing his. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled. "Go change. Put on that suit I like. And Jason? No touching yourself until we're there. That's my good boy." The command was firm, yet affectionate, pulling him into her web.

He stood on shaky legs, heading upstairs. In the bedroom, he stripped, staring at his reflection. Average build, nothing like Jamal's sculpted dominance. His mind flashed to those pandemic entries—detailing sweat rituals, cleanup duties, all while Serena stared into his soul. How had she found it? Why wasn't she angry? Instead, she seemed... excited. Empowered. He dressed quickly, the suit feeling like armor against the unknown.

Downstairs, she waited, now in heels and a coat over what he guessed was the black dress. "Ready, my love?" Her voice was a lifeline in the storm.

He nodded, throat tight. They drove in silence at first, her hand on his knee. Then she spoke, voice low. "Tell me one thing from your journal. Something that makes you ache with shame." The question probed deep, forcing him to confront his writings.

He hesitated, pulse racing. "The... the breeding breath kiss. Waking up to your morning breath mixed with his cum, kissing me while you tell me I'm yours forever." Saying it aloud made it real, vulnerable.

"Mmm, perfect." She squeezed his thigh. "We'll do that. And more. Jamal's thrilled, by the way. He remembers you from the club sauna chats during lockdown. Said he'd love to turn my husband's fantasies into reality." The revelation added another layer of humiliation, knowing Jamal was aware of his secrets.

Humiliation hit like a wave, his cock straining against his pants. Deep love anchored it all—she was doing this for them. For him. The drive continued, each mile building tension, memories of lockdown blending with the present.

They pulled up to the Grandview Luxe, valet taking the keys. The lobby gleamed, upscale and discreet, a favorite for neighborhood secrets. Serena linked arms with him, leading to the elevators. "One more thing, honey. When we get in there, you're going to confess everything. Out loud. While Jamal watches."

His stomach flipped. "Confess?"

"Your deepest desires. The ones that kept you up during those isolated nights." The elevator dinged. She kissed his forehead softly. "I love you, Jason. So much it hurts. This is going to be beautiful."

The suite door loomed. Jason's hand trembled on the knob. Inside, Jamal waited—tall, muscled, that teasing grin. Ready to breed his wife. Jason's shame peaked, arousal a desperate throb. Love for Serena burned brighter than ever. What the hell had he unleashed? The question echoed as they stepped inside, the door closing behind them with finality.


Chapter 3: Black Cock in the Suite

Jason's heart hammered as the elevator doors slid open on the top floor of the Grandview Luxe Hotel. Serena squeezed his hand, her fingers warm and steady against his clammy palm. She looked stunning in that black dress—the one she'd worn to their anniversary dinner last year, back when lockdowns had turned their world inward. The fabric hugged her curves, plunging low enough to tease the swell of her breasts. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and something deeper, a fierce love that made his stomach twist. The elevator ride had been silent, charged with anticipation, Jason's mind replaying every fantasy he'd written, now on the cusp of becoming reality.

"You're doing this for us, baby," she whispered, leaning in close. Her breath was minty fresh, a stark contrast to the filthy promises she'd made in the car. "My sweet, devoted husband. Ready to watch me get what we both crave?" Her words were a balm and a blade, soothing his fears while stoking the fire of his shame.

He nodded, throat dry. Shame burned in his cheeks, but his cock throbbed painfully against his pants. This was real. Not just his hidden fantasies scribbled during those endless Zoom days. Serena had printed them out, read them back to him at home, her voice a velvet whip. "Oh, Jason, you wrote about me begging for a black bull's seed while you kneel and watch. How your little white dick twitches at the thought of me swollen with his baby." Her words had gutted him, arousal flooding in like a drug. Now, stepping into the hallway, the opulent decor of the hotel seemed to mock his inner turmoil, the plush carpets and gilded walls a far cry from their modest home office where it all began.

Now, they stepped into the suite. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing their fate. The room was lavish—plush carpets, a king-sized bed draped in white sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Oakwood Heights. And there, lounging on the leather armchair like he owned the place, was Jamal Washington. The personal trainer from the Elite Fitness Club. His dark skin gleamed under the soft lighting, muscles rippling beneath a fitted black shirt unbuttoned just enough to show a hint of chest. He smiled, slow and predatory, his deep voice rumbling like thunder. Jason remembered seeing him at the club before lockdown, his commanding presence in the gym, the way women—and some men—stole glances.

"Serena. Jason. Right on time." Jamal stood, towering over them both. He extended a hand to Serena, pulling her into a casual embrace that lingered too long. Jason's gut clenched—jealousy spiked hot and sharp, but fuck, it made him harder. The embrace was intimate, Jamal's hands on her waist, and Jason felt like an outsider in his own marriage.

Serena giggled, pressing against Jamal's broad chest. "Missed you, big man. Jason here's been dying to meet you properly." She glanced back at Jason, her eyes locking on his. Pure adoration shone there, mixed with wicked delight. "Tell him, baby. Confess what you wrote in your little lockdown diary. The one I found buried in that encrypted folder." Her request was direct, pulling him into the scene without mercy.

Jason's mouth went cotton-dry. He stood there, frozen, as Jamal's gaze bored into him. The bull's presence filled the room, commanding and effortless. Memories flashed—Jason alone in his home office during the pandemic, typing out those twisted dreams while Serena napped in the next room. Fantasies of her, fertile and desperate, mounted by a superior man. Now it was happening. His wife, his everything, was making it real. The suite's luxury amplified the surreal quality, the city lights twinkling outside like distant stars witnessing his downfall.

"I... I wrote about you, Serena," Jason stammered, voice barely above a whisper. "About you with a black bull like Jamal. Breeding you. Filling you up while I... while I watch and serve." The confession tumbled out, each word a weight lifted and a new burden added.

Jamal chuckled, deep and resonant. "Serve, huh? That's what I like to hear. Devoted little husbands make the best cleanups." His laugh echoed in the room, making Jason's skin crawl with humiliation.

Serena's hand trailed down Jamal's arm, her fingers tracing the veins. She turned to Jason, her expression softening into that loving gaze that always melted him. "Oh, my sweet boy. You're shaking. Come here." She pulled him close, kissing his forehead tenderly. "This is us, Jason. Deeper than ever. I love you for sharing your secrets. Now, watch me enjoy this." Her reassurance was genuine, but it only heightened the contrast with what was to come.

She stepped back, her hands moving to the zipper of her dress. It slipped off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. No bra, just lacy black panties that barely contained her. Jason's breath hitched—her body, the one he'd worshipped for years, now on display for another man. Jealousy roared through him, a green-eyed monster that fed his erection. Shame followed, hot and humiliating. This was his fantasy, his lockdown escape, twisted into reality. He recalled the nights he'd stare at her sleeping form, imagining this exact scene, his hand moving furtively under the covers.

Jamal stripped off his shirt, revealing a chiseled torso that made Jason feel small, insignificant. The bull's pants came next, unleashing a cock that dwarfed Jason's wildest imaginings. Thick, veined, already hardening. Serena's eyes widened with hunger, but she blew Jason a kiss. "See that, baby? That's the cock that's going to breed me. Just like you dreamed during those boring conference calls." Her words transported him back to those days, muted on Zoom, his mind wandering to dark places while colleagues droned on.

Jason's knees weakened. He sank into a chair by the bed, as if compelled. Arousal pulsed through him, desperate and aching. He loved her so much it hurt—her confidence, her cruelty wrapped in care. "Serena... please."

"Please what, my love?" She sauntered to Jamal, wrapping her arms around his neck. Their lips met in a slow, deep kiss. Jason watched, transfixed, shame coiling in his belly like a snake. Her tongue danced with Jamal's, moans escaping her. When she broke away, her lips were swollen, eyes gleaming. "Please let me confess how wet I get thinking of his seed in me? Or please make you watch while he stretches me?" The questions were teasing, each one a reminder of his journal entries.

Jamal's hands roamed her body, cupping her ass, pulling her against his erection. "Tell him, Serena. Make it personal." His command was effortless, dominating the room.

She nodded, guiding Jamal to the bed. He sat on the edge, and she straddled him, grinding slowly. Her panties were soaked, the scent of her arousal filling the air. "Remember that night in lockdown, Jason? When we binge-watched shows and you got hard just cuddling me? You wrote about wishing a real man would take over. Well, here he is." Her voice was sweet, almost sing-song, but the words cut deep. "Jamal's going to fuck me raw, baby. Breed this fertile pussy you couldn't satisfy. And you'll love every second, won't you? My perfect, devoted cuck." The term again, "cuck," hit him like a slap, yet it fueled his desire.

Jason's cock strained, pre-cum leaking. Jealousy burned, but so did the love—her eyes never left his, anchoring him in their bond. "Yes," he whispered, broken and aroused. "I love you."

"I know, sweetie." She reached out, squeezing his hand briefly before turning back to Jamal. "Now, big man, let's show him how it's done."

Jamal peeled off her panties, tossing them to Jason. They landed warm and damp in his lap. "Hold those for her," Jamal commanded, his voice a deep rumble. "Smell what a real cock does to your wife."

Jason obeyed, pressing the fabric to his nose. Her scent overwhelmed him—musky, intoxicating. Shame flooded in, but arousal won out. Serena positioned herself, lowering onto Jamal's massive shaft. She gasped as the head breached her, inch by inch. "Oh fuck, Jason... he's so big. Filling me like you never could." Her words were loving daggers, humiliating yet tender. "Watch closely, baby. This is your fantasy come true." The sight was mesmerizing, her body adapting to him, a vision Jason had conjured in his mind countless times.

He did watch, mesmerized. Her pussy stretched around Jamal, slick and eager. Jamal thrust up, burying himself deep. Serena moaned, riding him slow at first, building rhythm. Their bodies slapped together, her breasts bouncing. Jason's hand twitched toward his pants, but he stopped— this was about her pleasure, his denial. The denial was part of the fantasy, the exquisite torture he'd described in detail.

"Feel that, Serena?" Jamal growled, hands on her hips. "That's breeding cock. Gonna pump you full."

"Yes," she breathed, eyes locked on Jason's. "And my sweet husband gets to witness it all. Doesn't he look so aroused, Jamal? His little dick tenting those pants from our lockdown dreams."

Jamal laughed. "Pathetic and perfect. Beg me to breed her, Jason."

The command hit like a punch. Jason's face burned, but he couldn't deny the thrill. "Please... breed my wife, Jamal. Fill her with your seed." Saying it aloud sealed his fate, the words echoing his writings.

Serena smiled, radiant and cruel. "Good boy." She rode harder, gasps turning to cries. But then she slowed, reaching for the printed pages on the nightstand—his fantasies. "Now, let's read some more while he fucks me. Make it real personal."

Jamal grinned, thrusting deeper. Jason's world tilted, arousal and dread colliding. This was just the beginning. Serena pulled Jason into a quick embrace as Jamal caught his breath, her sweat-slick body pressing against him. She kissed his forehead repeatedly. "My brave love. You're everything to me." The aftercare grounded him, even as the humiliation lingered. It was a moment of tenderness amidst the chaos, reminding him of their bond forged in lockdown trials.


Chapter 4: Read it Aloud

Jason's heart hammered in his chest. He knelt at the foot of the massive king bed in the Grandview Luxe suite, his knees digging into the plush carpet. The air smelled of Serena's floral perfume mixed with Jamal's musky sweat. His wife's eyes locked onto his, bright with wicked love. She straddled Jamal's thick thighs, her black dress hiked up around her waist. Jamal's enormous black cock was already buried deep inside her, stretching her in ways Jason never could. Serena's hips rocked slowly, grinding down on him. She reached for the stack of printed pages on the nightstand—Jason's lockdown fantasies, pulled from that encrypted folder he'd thought was safe. The suite's ambiance, with its soft lighting and luxurious furnishings, only heightened the intimacy of the moment, making every sensation more acute.

"Oh, my sweet baby," Serena cooed, her voice a loving whisper laced with venom. She unfolded the first page, her free hand stroking Jamal's broad chest. "You wrote this during those endless Zoom calls, didn't you? Hiding in your home office while I was downstairs, clueless." She paused, letting out a soft moan as Jamal thrust up into her. His deep baritone chuckled, low and commanding. "Read it for him, baby. Let him hear his own shame." The command from Jamal added to Jason's degradation, his presence a constant reminder of superiority.

Jason's face burned. Jealousy twisted in his gut like a knife. But his cock throbbed painfully in his pants, begging for release. He loved her so much it hurt—her confidence, her cruelty, her everything. Serena's eyes never left his. She began reading, her tone sweet as honey, each word a humiliating dagger drawn from his own hand. The act of hearing his private thoughts voiced aloud, while she was impaled on another man, was a new level of torment.

"'Day 147 of lockdown. Serena's been teasing me about my 'little white dick' in our video chats with friends. God, it turns me on. I imagine her with a real man—a big black bull like that trainer from the Elite Fitness Club. He'd breed her right in front of me, make her belly swell with his seed while I watch, helpless and hard.'" Serena giggled, a sound so affectionate it made Jason's chest ache. She bounced harder on Jamal's cock, her breasts heaving under the dress. "Aww, honey, you nailed it. Look at me now—riding this superior black dick, just like you dreamed. Doesn't it feel good to have your fantasies come true?" Her words wove in memories of those video chats, the forced normalcy of lockdown life.

Jamal gripped her hips, slamming up into her with rhythmic force. "That's right, cuck. Your wife's pussy is mine tonight. Tell him how wet you are, Serena." She gasped, her eyes fluttering but snapping back to Jason's. "So wet, baby. Wetter than you've ever made me. But I love you for writing this—for admitting you're not enough." Her words sliced deep, pulling at the threads of their shared isolation. Jason remembered those lockdown days: endless hours alone, scribbling his darkest desires while Serena baked bread downstairs or led virtual yoga sessions. He'd jerk off to these thoughts, ashamed but addicted. Now, she wielded them like a weapon, her love making the humiliation burn brighter. The rhythm of Jamal's thrusts punctuated each sentence, syncing with her reading.

She flipped the page, reading on without missing a beat. Her voice rose and fell with Jamal's thrusts, turning Jason's confessions into erotic poetry. "'I want her to make me clean it up. Every drop of his thick cum, leaking from her perfect pussy. And she'd kiss me after, tell me I'm her good boy.'" Serena's lips curled into a smile, so tender it brought tears to Jason's eyes. "Oh, Jason, my devoted husband. You poured your soul into this. Remember that rainy afternoon when we were stuck inside, and you got so quiet? You were probably writing this exact entry, weren't you? Picturing me fertile, ovulating, begging for a real man's load." The specificity of the memory made it all the more personal, transporting Jason back to that day, the rain pattering against the windows.

Shame flooded him. He nodded, unable to speak. His arousal pulsed, hot and insistent. Jamal's laughter rumbled. "Pathetic. But useful. Keep reading, hotwife. Break him more." Serena obliged, her hips circling faster. "'She'd track her cycle on that app we downloaded during lockdown—for 'fun,' she said. But I'd hack it, check when she's most breedable. Then hand her over to him.'" She moaned loudly, throwing her head back for a second before locking eyes again. "You sneaky boy. I found that app history too. All those secret peeks while I was napping on the couch. Now Jamal's going to breed me for real, and you'll watch every second. Because you love me, don't you? My perfect, tiny-dicked cuck." The insults were lifted straight from his writings, now weaponized by her.

Jason's throat tightened. Jealousy roared—Jamal's hands on her, his cock claiming what was Jason's. But the love in her gaze anchored him. She meant every word, yet it was laced with adoration. He whispered, "I love you so much." She blew him a kiss, even as Jamal's pace quickened, making her body jolt. "I know, baby. That's why this hurts so good. Listen to this one—your favorite, I bet. 'I'd massage his balls while he fucks her, feel them tighten as he unloads. Then she'd sit on my face, farting his cum right into my mouth.'"

The room spun. Jason's erection strained, pre-cum soaking his boxers. He pictured it all, his own words betraying him. Lockdown had stripped them bare—forced intimacy revealing cracks in their perfect suburban life. Serena had always been his rock, but now she was his tormentor, her love the cruelest part. Jamal growled, "Damn, cuck. You wrote the script for your own ruin." Serena nodded, panting. "He did. And I love him for it. My Jason, so honest in his filth. Remember our anniversary during quarantine? We ordered takeout from that fancy place, and you zoned out, staring at me. Were you fantasizing this then?"

"Yes," Jason admitted, voice breaking. Tears welled up. The shame crushed him, but her loving stare pulled him deeper into devotion. She reached out, brushing his cheek with her fingers while still riding Jamal. "Good boy. Now hear the best part." She read aloud, her voice trembling with building orgasm. "'She'd confess everything—how she's always wanted this, how lockdown made her crave a real alpha. And I'd thank her, collared and owned.'"

Serena's body tensed. She cried out, climaxing hard around Jamal's cock. "Yes! Oh, God, Jason—it's happening!" Jamal held her steady, his own grunts filling the suite. Jason watched, heart shattering and swelling at once. As her shudders faded, she leaned forward, pulling Jason into a quick, cum-scented kiss. "My love," she whispered, stroking his hair. "That was just the beginning. Now for the rituals you begged for."

But Jamal wasn't done. He flipped Serena onto her back, pounding deeper. She clutched the pages, eyes on Jason. "More reading, baby. While he breeds me." Jason's mind reeled—arousal peaking, jealousy a wildfire. Yet her love shone through, promising aftercare that would mend him.

Serena flipped to another entry, her voice steady despite the relentless fucking. "'I want her to mark me with his sweat, rub it on my skin like cologne. So I smell like him all day.'" She laughed softly, so affectionate. "We can do that, honey. Right after he fills me up." Jamal smirked. "Hell yeah. Your wife's mine to breed, cuck. Get ready to serve."

Jason trembled. The humiliation dug into old wounds—their lockdown fights over nothing, the boredom that birthed these fantasies. But Serena's gaze held him. "I adore you for this, Jason. My forever husband." Her words twisted the knife sweetly.

As Jamal's thrusts grew erratic, signaling his impending release, Serena read one final line. "'And in the end, she'd hold me, wash away the shame, and whisper how much stronger we are now.'" She smiled through her moans. "Prophetic, baby. But first, the breeding."

Jamal groaned, burying himself deep. Serena's eyes widened, locked on Jason's. "Feel it, honey. He's cumming inside me."

Jason's world blurred with tears of shame and love. The aftercare would come—he knew it. But for now, the raw degradation consumed him, his cock aching for what came next. The session extended, with Serena reading more entries, each one building the intensity, until Jason was a quivering mess of emotions.


Chapter 5: Another Ritual

Jason's heart hammered in his chest. The Grandview Luxe suite smelled like sex and sweat. Serena's voice still echoed in his ears from the reading—his own filthy words thrown back at him while Jamal fucked her slow and deep. Now she lounged on the king-sized bed, legs spread, her black dress hiked up around her waist. Jamal stood nearby, his massive black cock glistening from her juices. Jason knelt at the foot of the bed, caged and aching, his mind a storm of shame and need. The room's opulence contrasted sharply with the raw acts unfolding, the city skyline outside a silent witness to his descent.

Serena beckoned him closer with a crooked finger. "Come here, my sweet husband. It's time for the ritual you dreamed about during those endless lockdown nights." Her eyes sparkled with wicked love. She held up a pair of white latex gloves, the kind she'd used for her interior design mockups back when they were trapped at home, sketching dream homes on the kitchen table while he jerked off in secret to his fantasies. The gloves were a tangible link to their past, evoking memories of those confined days.

Jason swallowed hard. Jealousy clawed at him, but his cock throbbed against its cage. He crawled forward, hands trembling as he slipped on the gloves. They felt clinical, humiliating—like he was some assistant in his own cuckolding. Serena's smile was pure adoration. "That's it, baby. Remember how you'd hide in your office, writing about guiding a big black bull into my fertile pussy? Tonight, it's real. And I love you so much for wanting this." Her encouragement was laced with tenderness, making the humiliation bittersweet.

Jamal chuckled, his deep voice rumbling. "Get to it, cuck. Your wife's ovulating. Prime time for breeding." The statement hit Jason like a gut punch, the reality of her fertility cycle—something they'd tracked together during lockdown—now twisted for this purpose.

Jason's face burned. Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. He reached out, gloved hands wrapping around Jamal's thick shaft. It was warm, veined, impossibly big—nothing like his own. Memories crashed in: lockdown evenings when Serena tracked her cycle on that app, complaining about cramps while he fantasized about her getting knocked up by someone stronger. Now here he was, making it happen. His stomach twisted with envy, but arousal pulsed through him, desperate and raw. The texture under his gloves was alien, a stark reminder of his inadequacy.

"Guide him in, Jason," Serena whispered, her voice sweet as honey. "Show me how much you love me by helping Jamal breed your wife's hungry little pussy." She locked eyes with him, those green depths pulling him in. No breaking away. Just her gaze, full of love and cruelty. The intensity of her stare made him feel exposed, every secret laid bare.

He positioned the head at her entrance. She was slick, ready—dripping from the earlier fucking. Jason pushed gently, feeling the resistance give way as Jamal slid inside. Serena moaned, arching her back. "Oh, yes, my devoted hubby. Feel that? That's the man who's going to fill me up, just like you begged for in your journal." Her words stung, personal and vicious, dredging up his insecurities from those isolated months—the way he'd felt inadequate, working from home in sweatpants while she paced the house, restless and beautiful. Guiding Jamal in was an act of ultimate submission, his hands facilitating the betrayal.

Jamal thrust deeper, claiming her. Jason's hands stayed there, guiding, steadying. It was intimate torture. He watched inch after inch disappear into his wife, her walls gripping tight. Jealousy roared inside him— this was his Serena, the woman who'd binge-watched shows with him during quarantine, laughing over takeout. Now she was fertile, open, begging for another man's seed. The sounds of their union filled the room, wet and rhythmic.

"Look at me, Jason," Serena commanded softly, her hand cupping his cheek. "Don't you dare look away. I want you to see every second of this. Remember that time I caught you staring at my ovulation chart on your phone? You blushed so hard, like a guilty boy. Now you're helping make it come true. Isn't that delicious? My perfect, pathetic cuckold husband, loving me enough to give me what I need." Her words evoked that exact moment, the awkward explanation he'd given, hiding his true thoughts.

Tears pricked Jason's eyes. Shame crushed him, but her touch was tender, her voice laced with affection. His arousal built, a throbbing ache in his cage. He loved her more in this moment—deeper than ever. Jamal picked up the pace, pounding into her with rhythmic grunts. Serena's breaths came in gasps, but her eyes stayed on Jason's, unwavering. The eye contact was the anchor, making the scene profoundly intimate.

"Fuck, you're so wet for me," Jamal growled. "Tell your hubby why."

Serena smiled through her pleasure, never breaking eye contact. "Because he's watching, Jamal. My sweet Jason's devotion makes me drip. He wrote about this—about me getting bred while he kneels and cries. Didn't you, baby? All those lonely nights when we were stuck inside, and you'd imagine me swollen with a real man's baby." Her words hit like punches, humiliating and true. Jason's mind reeled—flashes of his hidden files, the ones she'd cracked open. Yet her tone was loving, like she was praising him. The contradiction heightened everything.

Jamal's hips slammed harder. Serena's body rocked, breasts heaving under the dress. Jason's gloved hands trembled on the base of Jamal's cock, feeling the veins pulse. "Deeper," Serena urged. "Breed me, Jamal. Give my husband what he's always wanted." She reached down, intertwining her fingers with Jason's over the shaft. "Feel that, baby? That's the cock that's going to change everything. I love you for this—for being man enough to admit you're not." The shared touch was electric, a moment of connection amidst the chaos.

The shame peaked, a wave that nearly drowned him. Jealousy burned—Jamal was taking her, owning her fertility. But arousal won out, his body humming with desperate need. Serena's eyes softened, even as she moaned. "You're my everything, Jason. This makes us stronger." Her affirmation cut through the noise, reaffirming their bond.

Jamal groaned, his rhythm faltering. "Gonna fill her up, cuck. Right in her ovulating womb."

"Do it," Serena breathed, staring into Jason's soul. "Breed your Cuckcake's wife while he watches." The misspoke word—perhaps a slip—added to the surrealism.

Jamal thrust one last time, burying deep. Jason felt the cock twitch in his grip, pumping load after load inside her. Serena cried out, orgasming around him, her gaze locked on Jason's. "Yes! Feel that, baby? He's claiming me. All because you dreamed it." Her voice was sweet venom, humiliating him to his core. The sensation through his gloves was vivid, each pulse a nail in his coffin of jealousy.

As Jamal pulled out, thick cum leaked from her. Jason's heart ached with love and loss. Serena sat up immediately, pulling him into her arms. She kissed his forehead, over and over, stroking his hair. "My brave boy. You did so good. I love you more than ever for guiding him in." Her whispers were filthy and affirming. "Taste it now, hubby. Clean up what you helped create." The aftercare began, her embrace a safe haven.

Jason hesitated, shame swirling. But her embrace was warm, reassuring. He lowered his head, lapping at the creampie. It was salty, thick—Jamal's essence mixed with hers. Jealousy flared, but so did devotion. Serena held him close, murmuring, "That's my good cleanup bitch. Eating every drop from your wife's bred pussy. You're perfect, Jason. This is us now—deeper, forever." The act extended, her guidance gentle yet firm.

He finished, face smeared, emotions raw. She wiped him gently with a towel from the nightstand, then drew him up for a deep kiss. "See? All that shame, and we're closer than during those lockdown cuddles. I adore you." Her eyes shone with tears—happy ones. Jason melted into her, the jealousy fading to aching love. But arousal lingered, unsatisfied.

Jamal watched, smirking. "Not done yet. More rituals to come."

Serena nodded, still holding Jason. "Oh, yes. Sweat cologne next, baby. Get ready to wear his scent like the devoted cuck you are." She kissed him again, tender and promising more. The night stretched on, each ritual building on the last, deepening their connection.


Chapter 6: All the Rituals

Jason knelt there, still tasting Jamal's cum on his tongue, his heart pounding like a drum in his chest. Serena's aftercare had just wrapped him up—her fingers in his hair, her whispers calling him her perfect, devoted husband. But now her eyes sparkled with that wicked gleam. "Oh, my sweet Jason," she cooed, stroking his cheek. "We're just getting started. Remember those lockdown nights? You scribbled all these filthy dreams while I was right there, pretending to sleep. Time to make them real." The suite felt smaller now, the air thick with anticipation, every piece of furniture a potential stage for his humiliation.

Jamal chuckled from the bed, his massive frame glistening with sweat. He was still hard, stroking himself lazily. Serena slid off the edge, her body flushed from the breeding. She pulled Jason close, kissing his forehead. "My good boy. You're going to help Jamal feel even better. And I'll make sure you love every humiliating second." Her promise was laced with love, making the degradation feel like an act of intimacy.

Jason's stomach twisted. Shame burned hot in his veins. He'd written about this—about serving a bull like some eager pet. But hearing Serena say it, her voice all honey and venom, made his cock throb against the cage. He loved her so much it hurt. "Serena, I... I don't know if I can," he whispered, but his body betrayed him, leaning into her touch. The conflict was palpable, his mind screaming resistance while his body craved submission.

She laughed softly, loving. "Of course you can, baby. Because you wrote it all down. 'I want to massage his superior cock while he claims my wife.' Your words, Jason. From that encrypted folder you thought was safe." She turned to Jamal. "Isn't he adorable? My lockdown dreamer." Her teasing evoked the isolation, the way she'd call him from the other room, unaware of his activities.

Jamal grinned, deep voice rumbling. "Bring him over, Serena. Let's see if he's as good as his fantasies." His confidence filled the room, making Jason feel insignificant.

Serena guided Jason to the bed, her hand firm on his shoulder. "Kneel, my love. Cock massage duty first. Remember how bored we were during quarantine? You jacking off to those videos while I did yoga in the next room. Now you're going to pamper the real thing." The memory was vivid: her downward dogs in the living room, him peeking from his office, fantasies igniting.

Jason's knees hit the carpet. Jealousy clawed at him—Jamal's cock, thick and veined, the one that had just filled his wife. His hands trembled as he reached out. Serena nodded encouragingly. "That's it, baby. Gentle strokes. Make him ready to breed me again. I love how devoted you are." Her praise was genuine, fueling his conflicted arousal.

He started massaging, feeling the heat, the pulse. Shame flooded him. This was his wife watching, her eyes locked on his. Arousal surged, painful in the cage. "Serena... this is so humiliating," he murmured. The act was deeply personal, his hands on another man's member while his wife directed.

"I know, sweetheart," she purred, leaning down to kiss his ear. "And it's making me so wet. You're my perfect cuck. Turning your shame into our love." Jamal groaned under Jason's touch, and Serena climbed back onto the bed, straddling him reverse cowgirl. "Keep massaging those balls while he slides back in, Jason. Guide him if you have to." The position gave Jason a front-row view, amplifying the intimacy.

Jason's fingers worked Jamal's heavy sack, envy twisting like a knife. Serena lowered herself, moaning as Jamal filled her again. "Oh, fuck, yes. Feel that, baby? Your hands are helping him breed me deeper." Her words stabbed, sweet and cruel. Jason's face burned, but he couldn't look away from her loving gaze. The sensation of aiding the penetration was excruciatingly erotic.

She rode slowly, then paused. "Now, the sweat cologne. You fantasized about wearing his scent like a badge, didn't you? During those endless Zoom calls, you'd sniff your own hand after touching yourself, imagining this." The detail was pulled from his journal, making it feel predestined.

Jamal lifted an arm, exposing his muscled pit. Serena beckoned Jason closer. "Rub your face in there, my love. Get it all over you. His sweat, his power—your new perfume." The command was direct, leaving no room for hesitation.

Jason hesitated, heart racing. Shame crashed over him like a wave. This was insane, degrading. But Serena's eyes held him—full of adoration. "Do it for me, Jason. Show me how much you love being mine." Her plea tipped the scale.

He leaned in, nose pressing into the damp heat. The musky scent filled him, intoxicating. He rubbed his cheeks, his neck. Jealousy boiled—marking himself with the man fucking his wife. His cock strained, desperate. "God, Serena, I feel so pathetic." The admission was raw, vulnerability exposed.

"You are pathetic, baby," she said lovingly, grinding on Jamal. "My pathetic, wonderful husband. And I love you more for it." She pulled him back, inspecting. "Perfect. Now, a little precum for your lips." She dipped her fingers where they joined, coating them slick. "Open up." The addition was a twist, heightening the sensory overload.

He parted his lips, tasting the mix. Humiliation peaked, arousal throbbed. She smeared it like gloss. "There. My marked man."

Jamal thrust harder, laughing. "He's a natural."

Serena's pace quickened. "Next ritual, my sweet. Panties-in-ass. But we're twisting it—your nose right up against me while I twerk for Jamal." The variation kept things fresh, building on his originals.

She slipped off, grabbing her discarded lace panties. "Stuff these in your mouth first, baby. Taste where he's been." Jason obeyed, the fabric salty with their juices. Shame deepened, but her smile made it bearable—thrilling.

"Now, nose in my ass. Entertain us with that view." She bent over the bed, ass presented. Jason pressed his face in, inhaling her scent mixed with Jamal's. She started twerking, cheeks clapping against his nose. "Dance for your bull, Jason. Wiggle that tongue if you want." The physicality was intense, his senses overwhelmed.

He did, muffled groans escaping. Jealousy raged—serving while they laughed. But Serena reached back, stroking his hair. "Such a good boy. Humiliating yourself for our pleasure. I adore you."

Jamal remounted her from behind, pounding deep. Serena's twerking turned into rhythmic bounces. "Keep that nose buried, baby. Feel him breeding me right against your face." The closeness was torture. Jason's world narrowed to her ass, the sounds of slapping skin, Jamal's grunts. Arousal leaked from his cage. "Mmmph," he tried to say, loving her despite the burn.

Then, the peak. Serena gasped. "Oh, Jason, here it comes—cum-fart face sitting. You wrote about this, didn't you? Dreaming of my bubbly mess on your face during those lonely nights." The ritual was the climax, pulled from his most depraved entries.

Jamal groaned, unloading inside her again. Serena held it, then pushed Jason flat on the floor. She squatted over his face, eyes locking with his. "Ready, my love? This is us—raw and real." Her words grounded him.

She released, a wet fart bubbling cum onto his nose, his mouth. The warmth, the scent—it was degrading, filthy. Shame exploded, jealousy a storm. But her gaze was pure love. "Swallow what you can, baby. Clean your wicked wife." The act was prolonged, her guidance ensuring full immersion.

He lapped at it, throat burning. Arousal hit fever pitch. This was his fantasy, twisted into reality. He hated it. He craved it. He loved her fiercely.

Finally, she lifted, pulling him into her arms. Aftercare hit like a balm. She kissed his forehead over and over, stroking his hair. "My amazing Jason. You took it all so well. Every ritual, every humiliation—it's made me love you deeper." She whispered filthy recaps: "You massaged his cock, wore his sweat, buried your nose in my ass while he bred me. And that cum-fart? God, you're my hero." Her voice turned tender. "We're unbreakable, baby. Your submission is my everything."

Jason melted into her, tears pricking. The shame lingered, but so did the warmth. Jealousy faded under her touch. He felt seen, cherished. "I love you, Serena. So much."

Jamal watched, smirking. "Round three soon. But first, hydrate that bitch."

Serena nodded, eyes twinkling. "Oh, yes. Punishment and hydration next. Get ready, my love." The promise of more kept the tension alive, the night far from over.


Chapter 7: The Ruin

Jason woke to the soft glow of dawn filtering through the Grandview Luxe Hotel suite's heavy curtains. His body ached from the night's humiliations, a dull throb in his caged cock matching the storm in his chest. Serena lay beside him, her naked form tangled in sheets, Jamal's massive arm draped possessively over her hip. The air smelled of sex—musky, potent, a reminder of everything Jason had witnessed and endured. Shame burned in his gut, but so did that twisted arousal, the kind that made him hard against the unforgiving metal. He loved her. God, he loved her more than ever. The morning light cast long shadows, illuminating the remnants of their activities—the discarded gloves, the printed pages scattered like confetti.

Serena stirred, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled at him, that wicked, adoring smile that twisted his heart. "Good morning, my sweet cucky husband." Her voice was a purr, soft and loving, laced with the promise of more ruin. She leaned over, her breath hot against his face—morning breath mingled with the faint tang of Jamal's cum from last night's rituals. Jason's stomach flipped. She cupped his cheek, pulling him close. "Time for your breeding breath kiss, baby. Open up and taste how full I am from our bull." The ritual was straight from his writings, now enacted with precision.

Jealousy surged through Jason like a knife. This was straight from his lockdown fantasies, the ones he'd scribbled in secret during those endless Zoom days, imagining Serena waking him with the scent of another man's conquest. Now it was real. Her lips brushed his, then pressed firmly, her tongue slipping in with a slow, deliberate swirl. He tasted it all—the stale sweetness of her mouth, the salty remnants of Jamal's loads from hours ago. Shame flooded him, his face burning as he kissed her back, desperate and devoted. Why did this make him throb so hard? Why did her eyes, locked on his, make him feel so seen, so loved? The kiss lingered, her hands roaming his body, reaffirming their connection.

She broke the kiss, giggling softly. "Mmm, that's my good boy. Doesn't it taste like forever? Like Jamal's seed is already taking root inside me?" Her words were sweet venom, humiliating him with their tenderness. Jamal grunted awake behind her, his deep chuckle rumbling. "Morning, cuck. You enjoyin' that fresh breath from your wife's bred pussy?" His interjection added to the dynamic, his presence inescapable.

Jason's throat tightened. He nodded, voice barely a whisper. "Yes, sir." Arousal pulsed in his cage, painful and insistent. Serena stroked his hair, her touch gentle. "Oh, Jason, you're trembling. Is it the jealousy? Knowing he fucked me all night while you watched and served?" She kissed his forehead, pulling him into her arms for a brief, tender hug. "I love you for it, baby. You're my perfect husband, letting me have this." The hug was a moment of respite, her warmth contrasting the cold shame.

But the aftercare was fleeting. Serena shifted, straddling Jason's chest, her thighs warm against his skin. Jamal sat up, smirking, his cock already half-hard and glistening. "Round two, hotwife. Let's give him the full show." Serena's eyes sparkled with mischief as she positioned herself, facing Jason, her fertile pussy hovering just above his face. "Remember your journal, sweetie? That entry from April 2020, when you were stuck in our home office, fantasizing about watching me get bred again in the morning light? This is it. Your dream come true." The reference to the date made it personal, tying back to a specific moment of isolation.

Jason's heart pounded. He could see the evidence of last night—her lips swollen, traces of dried cum on her inner thighs. Shame crashed over him like a wave, but his mouth watered despite it. Or because of it. Jamal moved behind her, his thick black cock sliding into view. Serena gasped as he entered her, slow and deep, her body rocking gently. "Oh, fuck, yes. Feel that, Jason? He's so much bigger than you. Stretching me in ways you never could." Her dirty talk was loving, each word a caress wrapped in humiliation. She reached down, tracing Jason's lips with her fingers. "Eyes on me, baby. Watch how he owns your wife's pussy." The proximity was torturous, every detail visible.

Jealousy clawed at Jason's insides. He wanted to look away, but her gaze held him captive—full of love, yes, but also that merciless glee. Jamal thrust harder, the wet sounds filling the room. Serena moaned, her breasts heaving. "Tell him, Jamal. Tell my husband how good it feels to breed me while he watches." Her request involved Jamal, making it a trio act.

Jamal's voice was a low growl. "Feels like heaven, cuck. Your wife's tight, fertile hole gripping me like she was made for black cock. Gonna fill her up again, make sure that seed sticks." Jason's arousal spiked, his cage straining painfully. He hated how much he craved this— the degradation, the proof of his inadequacy. Serena leaned down, whispering sweetly. "You're leaking, aren't you? So desperate and denied. That's what makes you mine, Jason. My devoted little cleanup boy." The whisper was intimate, her breath mingling with the scents of sex.

As Jamal's pace quickened, Serena's body trembled. She came first, her juices dripping onto Jason's chin, her eyes never leaving his. "I love you," she gasped between moans. "Love you so much for this." Then Jamal groaned, burying himself deep, pumping his load into her. Jason watched it happen inches from his face—the twitch of Jamal's balls, the overflow seeping out. Shame burned hot, but so did the love in Serena's stare. The visual was seared into his memory, a pinnacle of his fantasies realized.

She dismounted slowly, Jamal pulling out with a satisfied sigh. Cum leaked from her, thick and white. Serena hovered over Jason's mouth. "Now the ruin, baby. Clean every drop of your ruin. This is your place—tasting the man who might have just knocked me up." Her voice was pure affection, humiliating him with its warmth. Jason opened his mouth, tongue extending as she lowered herself. The taste hit him—bitter, salty, mixed with her sweetness. He lapped at her folds, swallowing it all, his humiliation complete. Jealousy twisted like a knot, but arousal made him diligent, eager even. The cleanup was thorough, her moans encouraging him.

Jamal laughed. "Look at him go. Eatin' my cum like it's breakfast." Serena shushed him playfully, then turned back to Jason. "Ignore him, sweetie. This is us. You and me, forever." She ground down gently, ensuring he got every bit, her hands in his hair, loving and firm.

When it was done, she slid off, pulling Jason up into her embrace. Aftercare came like a balm. She kissed his forehead repeatedly, stroking his back. "My brave husband. You took that so well. Tasting Jamal's breeding load, knowing it could change everything—that's how much you love me." Tears pricked Jason's eyes, a mix of shame and overwhelming devotion. She whispered filthy affirmations. "You're my cleanup bitch, yes, but you're also my soulmate. The best man I know. This makes us stronger, baby. Deeper." The words healed, rebuilding him.

Jamal watched from the bed, amused but silent. Jason melted into her arms, the jealousy ebbing into aching love. She fed him sips of water from a glass on the nightstand, her touch tender. "Feel that? That's me reclaiming you. No matter what, you're mine."

But the moment shattered when Jamal cleared his throat. "Not done yet, cuck. Time for your punishment ritual. Get on your knees—nose in my ass while I hydrate your wife." Serena's eyes lit up with wicked delight. "Oh, yes. This'll be fun, Jason. Remember that fantasy from your May 2020 entry? It's about to get very real."

Jason's stomach dropped, dread mixing with that insatiable arousal. What fresh hell—and heaven—awaited? The morning continued, blending tenderness with torment.


Chapter 8: Facials

Jason's heart hammered in his chest. The hotel suite smelled like sex and sweat, the morning sun filtering through the curtains. Serena's hand stroked his cheek, her eyes soft with that wicked love. Jamal lounged on the bed, his massive frame glistening from the latest round. "Time for your punishment, cuck," Jamal rumbled, his deep voice like thunder. "You hesitated during cleanup. Nose in ass, now." The accusation was fair, Jason's momentary freeze now leveraged for more degradation.

Jason swallowed hard. Shame burned his face. He'd frozen for a second, overwhelmed by the sight of Jamal's cum leaking from Serena. His wife—his beautiful, fierce Serena—smiled down at him. "Oh, sweetie," she cooed, her voice honeyed venom. "Remember that lockdown night? You wrote about this exact thing in your little folder. How you'd bury your nose in a real man's ass while he hydrated. Dreaming of being my good boy, punished for not licking fast enough." The tie-back to his writings made it inescapable, each ritual a page from his journal.

He nodded, throat tight. Jealousy twisted in his gut like a knife. But his cock throbbed, traitorous and hard. Serena pulled him close, kissing his forehead. "I love you for this, Jason. My devoted husband, submitting so perfectly. It makes me wet just thinking about it." Her reassurance was key, blending love with the impending act.

Jamal chuckled, standing up. His body towered, muscles rippling under dark skin. He grabbed a water bottle from the nightstand, chugging half of it. "On your knees, cuck. Face to my ass." The order was blunt, commanding obedience.

Jason dropped to the floor. The carpet bit into his knees. Serena knelt beside him, her hand on his back. "Guide him, baby," Jamal said to her. She nodded, eyes locked on Jason's. "Open wide, my love. Nose right in there. That's it—deep breath. Smell what a real man is like after breeding your wife." Her instructions were detailed, ensuring immersion.

The humiliation hit like a wave. Jason pressed his face forward, nose burying into the cleft of Jamal's ass. The scent was musky, overpowering—sweat and dominance. Jamal flexed, clenching around him. "Hold it there," Jamal commanded. "Now, watch this." The physical sensation was intense, Jason's senses overwhelmed.

Jamal started pissing into the empty half of the water bottle. The sound echoed, golden stream filling it up. Jason's nose twitched, buried deep. Shame flooded him—memories of lockdown isolation crashing back. He'd fantasized about this in his encrypted files, alone in the home office while Serena Zoomed with clients. Imagining her forcing him to hydrate from a bull's recycled water. Now it was real. The act was drawn out, the sound prolonging his torment.

Serena whispered in his ear, her breath hot. "You're doing so good, Jason. Remember when we were stuck inside, and you'd sneak peeks at those interracial videos? You wrote how you'd drink from him just to prove your love. My sweet, pathetic hubby. I adore you for it." Her words stung, sweet as poison. Arousal surged, his dick leaking pre-cum onto the floor. She added more whispers, recounting specific journal entries to deepen the connection.

Jamal finished, capping the bottle. He turned, smirking. "Your hydration, cuck. Drink up while you stay buried." The dual task was punishing, multitasking degradation.

Jason pulled back just enough, face flushed. The bottle was warm in his hands. Serena's fingers traced his jaw. "Every drop, baby. For me. Show Jamal how thirsty you are for his superiority." He tipped it back, the salty tang hitting his tongue. Degradation burned through him—jealousy flaring as he imagined Jamal's seed still swimming in Serena. Yet her loving gaze anchored him. She was his wife, his everything. The drinking was slow, each swallow a submission.

Halfway through, Jamal grabbed Jason's hair. "Back in," he growled. Nose plunged deep again. Jason drank blindly, gulping while inhaling the bull's scent. His mind reeled—shame, arousal, love twisting into a knot. Serena giggled softly. "Look at you, my lockdown dreamer. You jotted this down during that endless quarantine, didn't you? 'Punish me with his ass and piss.' God, Jason, it turns me on how honest you were. My perfect, broken boy." Her commentary kept him grounded in their history.

Jamal finally released him. Jason gasped, bottle empty. His face was slick with sweat transfer. "Not done yet," Jamal said. "Sweat facial time. Rub your face all over my pits and balls. Mark yourself with my scent—like the cologne in your fantasies." The next phase transitioned seamlessly, building the ritual.

Jason's stomach dropped. He glanced at Serena. Her eyes sparkled with adoration. "Do it, sweetie. Remember our first COVID date night? We watched movies, and you got hard thinking about black bulls. You wrote about wearing their sweat home, so I'd smell it on you later." She leaned in, kissing his lips softly. "I love that you're mine to command. My humiliated hero." The kiss was a brief respite.

He crawled forward. Jamal lifted an arm, exposing the damp pit. Jason pressed his face in, rubbing side to side. The salty musk coated his skin—forehead, cheeks, nose. Jealous rage boiled; this man had just fucked his wife raw, and now Jason wore his mark. But the shame fueled his erection, pulsing painfully. The rubbing was methodical, covering every inch.

"Other side," Jamal ordered. Jason switched, inhaling deeply. Serena watched, biting her lip. "Now the balls," she added, voice loving. "Get every bit, Jason. For our marriage. For the fantasies you hid from me all those months." Her encouragement made it bearable.

Jason lowered, face to Jamal's heavy sack. He nuzzled, rubbing his features into the sweaty skin. The scent was intoxicating—pure alpha. His own inadequacy screamed in his head. Serena had chosen this. Chosen Jamal's breeding over his. Yet her hand in his hair felt like salvation. "You're so brave, my love," she murmured. "Smelling like him now. My cuckold king. I wouldn't trade you for anyone." The affirmation was heartfelt, contrasting the act.

Jamal stepped back, satisfied. Jason's face glistened, reeking of the bull. Shame crashed over him—he'd never felt so low, so exposed. Tears pricked his eyes. Serena noticed immediately. She pulled him into her arms, right there on the floor. "Oh, baby," she whispered, kissing his sweaty forehead over and over. "You did amazing. My sweet, devoted Jason. Drinking for me, marking yourself—it's all because you love me so much." She stroked his hair, holding him tight. "Feel how wet I am from watching? You're the best husband. My safe place, even covered in his scent." The aftercare was extensive, her touches soothing every wound.

He melted into her, arousal throbbing despite the humiliation. Her words healed the wounds she'd inflicted. Jamal watched, smirking, but Jason didn't care. This was their bond—deeper now, unbreakable.

Serena helped him up, leading him to the bed. She curled against him, whispering filthy affirmations. "You took his piss like a champ, nose in his ass. God, it makes me love you more. Remember lockdown? We survived it together, and now this is our reward—your submission, my freedom." She kissed him deeply, tasting the remnants on his lips. "You're mine forever, Jason. My wicked little cuck."

He nodded, tears spilling. Love swelled, drowning the jealousy. But as they lay there, Serena's phone buzzed. She checked it, eyes widening. "My app says my period's late," she said softly, a sly smile forming. "Time to test soon, hubby."

Jason's heart raced—fear, excitement, dread mixing. What if she was pregnant? With Jamal's child? The possibility loomed, tying back to all his fantasies.


Chapter 9: The Moment

Jason's heart pounded as he stared at the bathroom tile in their Oakwood Heights home. Two weeks had dragged by since that wild night in the Grandview Luxe suite. Serena's period was late. Really late. She'd whispered it to him that morning, her eyes sparkling with mischief and something deeper—excitement? Fear? He couldn't tell. All he knew was the knot in his stomach, twisting jealousy and hope into a messy ball. Hope? God, what was wrong with him? The thought of Jamal's seed taking root in her, from his own damn fantasies come to life—it shredded him. But the arousal? It throbbed relentlessly, making his cage strain. The bathroom was their sanctuary, remodeled during lockdown, now the stage for this pivotal moment.

Serena breezed in, her silk robe half-open, revealing the curve of her hips. Jamal followed, shirtless and smirking, his massive frame filling the doorway. "Look at my boys," she cooed, cupping Jason's chin. "Both so eager for this moment. Jason, sweetie, you've been dreaming about this since those lonely lockdown days, haven't you? Scribbling in your little folder about me swollen with a real man's baby." Her voice was honey-sweet, laced with that vicious edge that made his face burn. Inviting Jamal into their home added a layer of invasion, making it more personal.

Jason swallowed hard. "Serena, I... yeah. But this is real now." His voice cracked. Shame flooded him, hot and unrelenting. Those fantasies—he'd written them in secret, during endless Zoom calls, imagining her belly rounding out from Jamal's potent load. Now here they were, about to check if it had happened. His wife, his love, possibly bred by this dominant bull. Jealousy clawed at his chest, but his cock twitched in its prison, betraying him. The wait had been agony, every day a buildup of tension.

She smiled, loving and cruel. "Oh, my devoted hubby. Sit right here, on the floor beside the toilet. Hold the test for me. Be my good boy while we wait for the truth." Jamal chuckled, deep and rumbling, as he leaned against the sink. Serena dropped her robe, naked and glorious, her body still marked faintly from their last session—subtle bruises from Jamal's grip that Jason had kissed tenderly during aftercare. Her nudity was empowering, a display of control.

Jason knelt, the cool tile biting into his knees. He clutched the pregnancy test like a lifeline, or maybe a noose. Serena straddled the toilet seat, facing him, her thighs spread wide. "Jamal, darling, come make me feel good while we do this. Jason needs to see how a real man handles his wife." Jamal stepped forward, his thick fingers sliding between her legs, teasing her entrance. She moaned softly, eyes locked on Jason's. "Pee on it for me, baby? No, wait—hold it steady. I'll guide it." The setup was intimate, Jason's role central yet subservient.

His hands shook as he positioned the stick under her. The sound of her stream hitting it was intimate, humiliating. She rode Jamal's fingers slowly, grinding down as he pumped them in and out, his other hand gripping her breast. "That's it, my love," she whispered to Jason, her voice breathy. "Remember that entry you wrote? The one where I make you watch the test turn positive while I'm cumming on his cock? God, you were so filthy back then, cooped up in our home office, jerking off to the idea of me carrying Jamal's baby. Look at you now—on your knees, holding the proof." The words evoked the exact fantasy, making the moment meta.

Jason's face flamed. Shame crashed over him like a wave, drowning out everything but the ache in his groin. "Serena... it's too much." Jealousy surged, picturing her body changing, her breasts swelling, all because of Jamal. Not him. Never him. But the love in her eyes—it pinned him there, made him throb harder. She was his wife, radiant and in control, turning his darkest desires into reality. Jamal's fingers worked expertly, her pleasure evident.

Jamal's fingers worked deeper, making her gasp. "Feel that, cuck? She's so wet thinking about my seed in her." Serena laughed, sweet and cutting. "Oh, Jason, my sweet, broken hubby. You love this, don't you? Knowing he might have knocked me up during that ovulation ritual. You guided him in with those gloves, stared into my eyes as he filled me. And now? If it's positive, you'll be the best daddy—changing diapers, rubbing my feet—while everyone whispers about how virile my bull is." The future she painted was vivid, stirring his emotions.

The test sat on the counter now, timer ticking. Serena rode Jamal's hand harder, her hips bucking. Jason watched, transfixed, arousal pulsing through his shame. "Kiss my knee, baby," she ordered softly. "Show me how much you adore this." He leaned in, lips brushing her skin, tasting salt and her essence. Jealousy twisted sharper—Jamal's fingers owned her pleasure, not his. But her hand stroked his hair, tender even in the degradation. "You're my everything, Jason. This humiliation? It makes me love you more." The minutes dragged, each second building suspense.

Minutes stretched like hours. Serena climaxed with a shudder, crying out Jamal's name, her eyes never leaving Jason's. "Now, check it, my love," she panted, pulling him up gently. Jason's fingers trembled as he grabbed the test. Two lines. Positive. His world tilted. "Oh God," he whispered, tears pricking his eyes. Pregnant. With Jamal's child. The jealousy hit like a punch, shame flooding him—he'd fantasized this, enabled it. But the arousal? It burned, making him dizzy. The revelation was earth-shattering, confirming his deepest fears and desires.

Serena's face lit up, pure joy. "It's positive! Oh, Jason, my perfect cuck hubby. You did this—you wrote it into existence." She slid off the toilet, pulling him into her arms right there on the bathroom floor. Jamal watched, smirking, but she ignored him, focusing on Jason. Her lips peppered his forehead with kisses, hands stroking his back. "Shh, baby. I know it's a lot. But feel this?" She pressed his hand to her belly. "Our family, because of your bravery. I love you so much for submitting like this." The aftercare was immediate, her embrace a cocoon.

He clung to her, sobs mixing with ragged breaths. The shame ebbed into something warmer—acceptance, maybe. Love, definitely. She whispered filthy affirmations: "You're going to be such a good cleanup daddy, licking up every drop while I grow his baby. But you're mine, Jason. My safe place, my heart." Jamal excused himself quietly, leaving them alone. Serena drew a bath, easing Jason into the warm water, washing him gently. "Remember lockdown? You hiding those files while I Zoomed with clients? Now look at us—stronger, hornier, forever." She fed him bites of chocolate from the counter, her body curled around his. "My wicked little dreamer. I adore you."

Jason melted into her touch, the emotional storm settling. Jealousy lingered, but so did the bond—deeper now, unbreakable. As they dried off, Serena's hand lingered on his cage. "Tomorrow, we celebrate properly. With a little medal for my devoted boy." The promise extended the narrative, keeping the tension alive.


Chapter 10: A Sweet Aftercare

Jason stared at the positive pregnancy test in his trembling hand. The hotel suite's bathroom felt like a pressure cooker, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Serena's eyes sparkled with triumph, her body still flushed from riding Jamal's thick fingers to that shattering orgasm. Jamal lounged against the sink, smirking, his massive cock half-hard and glistening. "That's right, cuck," Jamal rumbled. "My seed took root. Your wife's carrying my baby." The confirmation was a hammer blow, solidifying the fantasy into irreversible truth.

Jason's knees buckled. He sank to the tile floor. Jealousy clawed at his gut, sharp and unrelenting. Shame burned his cheeks—his own lockdown fantasies had begged for this, scribbled in that encrypted folder during endless Zoom days, dreaming of Serena swollen with a black man's child. Now it was real. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants, betraying him. He loved her so much it hurt, this wicked wife who'd turned his secrets into their truth. The bathroom's mirrors reflected his broken state, multiplying the image of his submission.

Serena knelt beside him, pulling him into her arms. Her lips brushed his forehead, soft and reassuring. "Oh, my sweet Jason. My devoted husband. You held that test so perfectly while Jamal made me cum. Look at you, breaking apart for me. I love you more than ever." Her voice was honeyed venom, loving and lacerating. She stroked his hair, whispering, "This baby? It's because of you. Your fantasies made it happen. You're going to be the best daddy—watching, serving, loving us all." Her words addressed his fears, framing the pregnancy as a shared victory.

Jamal chuckled, deep and mocking. "Time to medal up this little bitch. He earned it." His suggestion transitioned to the next ritual, keeping the momentum.

Serena's smile turned playful, her eyes locking on Jason's. "Remember what I promised, baby? Your little medal for the drive home." She reached for the nightstand, where a used condom dangled, knotted at the end, heavy with Jamal's fresh load. He'd jerked off into it just minutes ago, right after the test turned positive, making Jason watch every stroke while Serena cooed encouragements. "This is your reward, Jason. Proof of what you've given me. Jamal's superior cum, all packaged up for my favorite cuck." The object was symbolic, a tangible token of his cuckoldry.

Jason's heart hammered. Shame flooded him, hot and sticky. His fantasies had detailed this exact ritual—wearing a bull's spent condom like a necklace, the weight a constant reminder. Now Serena was making it real, drawing from those pandemic scribbles when he'd hidden in his home office, stroking to interracial breeding porn while she napped downstairs. "Please, Serena," he whispered, voice cracking. Arousal surged, his cock leaking pre-cum. He hated how much he craved this. The conflict was intense, desire warring with dignity.

She looped the condom around his neck, tying it snug like a medal on a ribbon. The latex pouch rested against his chest, warm and bulging. "There. Doesn't he look adorable, Jamal? My husband, wearing your cum home like a good boy." Her tone dripped sweetness, eyes full of adoration. "Drive safe with that, Jason. Feel it bounce against your heart the whole way back to Oakwood Heights. Remember how you wrote about this? 'Let her mark me with his essence.' You begged for it in your journal." The personalization made it sting more.

Jamal slapped Jason's back. "Wear it proud, cuck. That's my baby batter swinging there. If it leaks, you lick it up." His parting words added practicality to the humiliation.

Jason nodded, tears stinging. The humiliation crushed him, jealousy twisting like a knife—Serena pregnant, not with his child, but Jamal's. Yet her gaze held him, full of love, making his chest ache with devotion. He was hers, completely. The weight of the condom was a constant pull, both literal and metaphorical.

They left the Grandview Luxe suite, Jamal heading his own way with a final smirk. In the parking garage, Serena slid into the passenger seat of their SUV, her hand on Jason's thigh. "Drive us home, my love. I can't wait to get you in the tub." The condom swayed with every bump, a pendulous weight against his shirt. Cars passed them on the highway, oblivious. Jason imagined them seeing it, knowing his shame. His face burned. Arousal pulsed, desperate and denied. The drive was a prolonged torture, each mile amplifying his emotions.

"You feel that, don't you?" Serena murmured, her fingers tracing the outline through his shirt. "Jamal's cum, so close to your skin. Thicker than yours ever was. Remember our lockdown nights? You'd sneak away to write about this while I was on those endless video calls, bored out of my mind. I found your folder, Jason. I read every word. 'Make me wear his used rubber like a trophy.' And now look at you—my perfect, pathetic husband, doing it for real." Her recounting was detailed, evoking specific nights.

Her words sliced deep, personal and vicious. Shame coiled tighter, but so did his love. She knew him inside out, weaponizing their shared isolation, those months of forced closeness that had cracked him open. "I... I love you, Serena," he choked out, voice thick. The admission was raw, amidst the drive's tension.

"I know you do, baby. And I love you. This medal? It's because you're mine." She leaned over, kissing his cheek, her breath warm. "My arousal for you has never been stronger. Seeing you like this? It makes me wet all over again." Her touch lingered, teasing without relief.

The drive felt eternal, each mile amplifying his emotional storm. Jealousy for the life growing in her belly, shame at the swinging proof of his inadequacy, throbbing need in his pants, and that deep, unbreakable love anchoring it all. By the time they pulled into their Oakwood Heights driveway, Jason was a wreck—sweaty, hard, utterly devoted. The familiar sight of home contrasted with his marked state.

Inside, Serena led him to their master bathroom, the one they'd remodeled during lockdown, turning it into a spa-like escape from the world's chaos. She drew a warm bath, adding bubbles that smelled of lavender. "Strip, my love. Let me take care of you." Her voice was soothing, shifting to nurture.

Jason obeyed, the condom still around his neck. He carefully set it on the counter, feeling naked without its weight. Shame lingered, but her tender gaze soothed it. She helped him into the tub, the water enveloping him like a hug. Serena knelt beside, a soft washcloth in hand, gently scrubbing his chest. The aftercare was meticulous, each stroke healing.

"Oh, Jason," she whispered, eyes locked on his. "You were so brave today. Holding that test while I came on Jamal's fingers. Watching the lines appear—positive, because of his seed in me." Her voice was loving, recounting every filthy detail. "Remember his cum dripping from me earlier? You cleaned it up like the devoted husband you are. And now, my belly's going to swell with his baby. Your fantasies come true." She expanded on each moment, blending filth with affection.

Tears welled in Jason's eyes. The humiliation hit fresh waves, jealousy gnawing as she described it all— the breeding rituals, the sweat cologne he'd rubbed on, the cum-fart face-sitting. Shame burned, but her touch was gentle, washing away the grime. His cock hardened under the water, arousal mixing with the ache.

"But you're the best husband in the world," she continued, stroking his hair, kissing his forehead repeatedly. "No one else could submit like this. I love you more because you do. Our marriage? Stronger now. This baby will know your love, Jason. You'll serve us both, and I'll adore you for it." Her promises painted a future of continued devotion.

He broke then, sobbing into her shoulder. The emotional rollercoaster peaked—crushing shame at his cuckold place, raw jealousy for Jamal's child, desperate throbbing need, and a love so profound it mended every crack. She held him tight, whispering affirmations. "My good boy. My safe place. You make me so happy."

They stayed like that, the water cooling, her hands never stopping their gentle care. Jason felt strangely whole, the humiliation forging something unbreakable. She dried him off, wrapped him in a robe, her eyes shining with pride.

"One more thing before bed," she said, smiling sweetly. "Tomorrow, we'll make it official. Your collar, Jason. Permanent." The tease set up the next chapter, building anticipation.


Chapter 11: Mantras and Ice Cream

Jason's heart pounded as he knelt in their living room, the soft carpet digging into his knees. The next morning had come too fast. Serena had texted Jamal at dawn, her fingers flying over her phone while she kissed Jason's forehead in bed. "We need him here for this, my love," she'd whispered, her eyes sparkling with that wicked mix of adoration and cruelty. Now, Jamal lounged on their couch, legs spread wide, his massive frame filling the space like he owned it. Serena stood beside him, her hand resting possessively on his shoulder, wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely hid her curves. Jason's cock twitched in its cage, the key dangling from Serena's neck like a taunt. The living room, once a place of comfort during lockdown movie nights, now felt charged with erotic tension.

"Look at you, baby," Serena said, her voice sweet as honey, laced with venom. "On your knees in our own home. Remember those lockdown nights? You'd hide in your office, scribbling fantasies about a big Black bull like Jamal turning me into his breeding bitch. And here we are. Your words made this real." Her recap tied the present to the past, making the scene deeply personal.

Jason's face burned. Shame twisted in his gut, but his arousal throbbed harder. He loved her so much it hurt—her confidence, her power. Jealousy spiked as Jamal smirked, unzipping his pants slowly. "Get over here, cuck," Jamal rumbled, his deep voice commanding. "Time to pay homage." The order was direct, pulling Jason deeper.

Serena nodded, her eyes locking onto Jason's. "Crawl to him, sweetheart. Show Jamal how devoted you are to our little family." Jason hesitated, his breath catching. This was their sanctuary, the place where they'd binge-watched shows during lockdown, where he'd first confessed his kinks in secret notes. Now it felt invaded, raw. But her gaze—full of love, urging him on—pulled him forward. He crawled, each movement humiliating, his locked cock straining. The crawl was slow, emphasizing his submission.

Jamal's thick cock sprang free, already half-hard. "Cup my balls, bitch," he ordered. Jason's hands trembled as he reached up, cradling the heavy, warm sack. It felt invasive, intimate in the worst way. Jamal's scent—musky, dominant—filled his nose. Serena knelt beside Jason, her hand stroking his back tenderly. "That's my good boy," she murmured. "Feel how full they are? That's what knocked me up. Your fantasy come true." Her touch was reassuring, contrasting the act.

Jason's mind reeled. Jealousy clawed at him—the image of Jamal's seed taking root in her, claiming what was his. Shame flooded in, hot and unrelenting. Yet his body betrayed him, arousal pulsing through the cage. He loved Serena for this, for weaponizing his deepest secrets into something unbreakable. The cradling continued, his hands feeling every shift.

"Now, repeat after me," Serena said, her tone loving, almost maternal. "Fifty times. And mean every word, my heart." She leaned in, whispering the mantra like a lullaby. "I am Serena's devoted cuck. Jamal's balls own my wife's womb. I clean what he fills." The mantra was crafted from his writings, repetitive and hypnotic.

Jason swallowed hard. "I am Serena's devoted cuck. Jamal's balls own my wife's womb. I clean what he fills." His voice cracked on the first one. Jamal chuckled, low and mocking. Serena's fingers threaded through Jason's hair, encouraging. "Again, baby. Louder. Let it sink in." The repetitions began, each one embedding deeper.

He repeated it, over and over. By the tenth, his arms ached from holding Jamal's balls, the weight a constant reminder of his submission. Shame burned deeper—recalling how he'd jerked off to similar scenes in his encrypted folder, alone in lockdown isolation. Now it was real, public in their private world. Jealousy surged as Jamal's cock hardened under his gaze, inches from his face. "Twenty," Serena counted softly, her free hand tracing Jason's jaw. "You're doing so well, my love. This is us now." Her counts were interspersed with encouragements, making it enduring.

Thirty repetitions in, tears pricked Jason's eyes. The words echoed in his head, viciously personal. "Jamal's balls own my wife's womb." It humiliated him to his core, dredging up every insecure lockdown moment when he'd fantasized about losing her to a superior man. His arousal built to desperation, the cage biting in. But Serena's touch grounded him—her love shining through the degradation. She added variations, making him emphasize different parts.

"Forty," she whispered, kissing his temple. Jamal groaned, shifting, his balls twitching in Jason's palms. "Feel that, cuck? Getting ready to breed her again someday." Jason's stomach twisted with envy, but the ache in his chest was love, pure and fierce. He loved Serena for pushing him here, for making his fantasies a twisted reality. The final ten were the hardest, his voice faltering.

By fifty, Jason's voice was hoarse, his knees numb. "I clean what he fills." He finished, head bowed. Silence hung heavy. Then Serena pulled him into her arms right there on the floor, wrapping him tight. "Oh, my sweet, brave husband," she cooed, peppering his face with kisses. "You did that for me. For us. I love you more than ever." Her hands stroked his back, soothing the raw edges of his shame. Jamal watched, smirking, but it didn't matter. This was their moment. The aftercare was prolonged, her kisses covering every inch.

She helped him stand, leading him to the kitchen like nothing had happened. Jamal followed, casual as ever. Serena grabbed two pints of ice cream from the freezer—mint chocolate chip for him, strawberry for her, their lockdown comfort food. They sat at the table, spoons clinking. But it wasn't over. Serena dipped her spoon into her pint, then offered it to Jason with a wicked smile. "Open up, my good little cleanup bitch." The feeding was a gentle extension of the theme.

Jason's cheeks flushed anew. He parted his lips, taking the cold sweetness. Jamal laughed, digging into a bowl Serena had scooped for him. "Feed him like the pet he is," Jamal said. Serena nodded, her eyes never leaving Jason's. "You are my good little cleanup bitch," she said lovingly, spooning more ice cream. "Swallowing Jamal's loads, repeating those mantras... it makes you my safe place. The husband I adore." Each spoonful came with more affirmations, blending sweetness with humiliation.

Each bite came with affirmations, sweet and humiliating. "Remember when you'd sneak ice cream during Zoom calls, hiding your dirty thoughts? Now you're eating it while I call you my bitch." Shame reignited, but her tone wrapped it in love. Jealousy flickered as Jamal ate leisurely, but arousal hummed beneath it all. Jason felt exposed, wrecked—yet cherished. She fed him the last spoonful, then pulled him onto her lap, cradling his head to her chest. The position was nurturing, extending the care.

"You're my everything," she whispered, rocking him gently. "This life? It's ours. Deeper because of what you just did." Tears welled in Jason's eyes again, this time from overwhelming love. The humiliation faded into warmth, their bond unbreakable. Jamal finished his ice cream and stood, zipping up. "Good session, cucks. Hit me up when you need more."

As the door clicked shut behind Jamal, Serena held Jason tighter. "Tomorrow, my love," she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. "The collaring. Our permanent truth." Jason's heart raced—fear, excitement, devotion swirling. What would full acceptance feel like? The day ended on that note, building to the finale.


Chapter 12: The Wicked Wife’s Confession

Jason woke to sunlight filtering through the curtains of their Oakwood Heights bedroom. His body ached from yesterday's rituals, but his mind buzzed with anticipation. Serena's promise echoed in his head—the collaring ceremony today. Permanent. His cock twitched under the cage she'd locked on him last night during aftercare. Shame burned his cheeks. Arousal throbbed deeper. The bedroom was filled with memories, the bed where they'd shared so many lockdown nights, now the site of this final act.

She stirred beside him, her naked body warm against his. Serena's eyes fluttered open, locking onto his with that mix of love and wicked intent. "Good morning, my sweet cucky husband." Her voice was soft, like honey laced with venom. She kissed his forehead, fingers tracing the cage. "Did you dream of Jamal's cum dripping from me? Of how I made you lap it up while staring into my eyes?" Her question probed his subconscious, starting the day with intimacy.

Jason's throat tightened. Jealousy twisted his gut, remembering her moans in the hotel suite. But her touch grounded him. "Yes," he whispered. Shame flooded him, hot and familiar. Yet his love for her swelled, aching and true.

She smiled, pulling him close. "Today, we make it forever. No more hiding those lockdown fantasies you wrote in secret. They're ours now." She slid out of bed, her curves swaying as she walked to the dresser. From a hidden drawer, she pulled out a sleek black collar—leather, engraved with their initials intertwined with Jamal's. A small lock dangled from it. The object was symbolic, a culmination of all they'd endured.

Jason's heart pounded. He knelt instinctively, naked on the plush carpet. The room smelled of their shared life—her perfume, his aftershave, the faint musk from yesterday's ice cream aftercare. Lockdown memories flashed: him scribbling those filthy interracial breeding stories in his home office while she Zoomed with clients, oblivious. Or so he thought. The kneeling was voluntary, a sign of his acceptance.

Serena approached, collar in hand. "Look at me, Jason." Her eyes pierced his, full of adoration. "You've been my devoted husband for years. Through the endless isolation, the boring nights, the way we'd fuck just to feel something. But those journals? They showed me your truth. How you craved me bred by a real man like Jamal. How you'd beg to clean his mess from my fertile pussy." Her speech was a confession in itself, revealing her knowledge.

He trembled, arousal surging against the cage. Shame clawed at him—those words were his, twisted back like a knife. "Serena, I... I never meant—"

"Shh." She cupped his face, thumbs stroking his tears away. They were flowing now, unbidden. "You did mean it. And I love you more for it. Remember that lockdown night we fought over nothing? You stormed off to your office, and I heard you typing away. I peeked once, saw the file names. 'Serena Bred Black.' 'Cucky Cleanup Duty.' It hurt at first. But then? It set me free." The revelation was bombshell, explaining her acceptance.

Jason sobbed, the emotional dam breaking. Jealousy raged—images of Jamal's thick cock stretching her, her ovulation app beeping approval. Shame drowned him, knowing she'd read every desperate word he'd poured out in isolation. Yet her gaze held him, loving and fierce. His cock strained, desperate for release. "I'm sorry," he choked. "I'm so ashamed." The breakdown was cathartic, releasing pent-up emotions.

"Oh, baby." Serena knelt with him, pulling him into her arms. Her breasts pressed against his chest, warm and comforting. She kissed his tears, whispering, "My perfect, broken boy. You're ashamed because it's real. Because during those locked-down months, you fantasized about me confessing everything—how Jamal's seed would take root while you watched, helpless and hard. And now it's happening. But listen: I choose you. Every time. This collar? It's my vow. You're mine to humiliate, to love, to own." Her confession mirrored his, creating symmetry.

He clung to her, the breakdown raw and cathartic. Waves of emotion crashed: the sting of her words, the throb of arousal, the deep well of love that made it all bearable. "I love you," he murmured, voice cracking. "Even when it hurts."

"Especially when it hurts." She fastened the collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin. The lock clicked shut—permanent, symbolic. No key in sight; she'd keep it, maybe give a copy to Jamal. "Repeat after me, my sweet cuck. 'I am Serena's devoted cleanup bitch.'" The mantras began, a final ritual.

"I am Serena's devoted cleanup bitch." The mantra fell from his lips, personal and vicious. It dredged up his journal entries, the ones where he'd described himself that way, feverish in the dead of night.

"'Jamal's cum is my reward for being a good boy.'" Her tone was sweet, loving, like a lullaby of degradation.

"Jamal's cum is my reward for being a good boy." Shame burned brighter, but her eyes—god, her eyes—held such tenderness. Arousal leaked from his caged tip.

"'My wife's pussy belongs to better men, and I love her for it.'" She stroked his hair, pulling him against her thigh.

"My wife's pussy belongs to better men, and I love her for it." Tears streamed freely now, mixing with desperate need. Jealousy flared at the truth of it—Jamal's scent still lingered on her from yesterday.

She made him repeat them, over and over, until his voice hoarse. Fifty times? It felt endless, each one stripping him bare. But between reps, she'd kiss him softly, whisper, "You're my everything, Jason. This makes us stronger." The repetitions were meditative, embedding the truths.

Finally, she stopped. The ceremony shifted. Serena led him to their bed, laying him down gently. She straddled his chest, not for sex, but for closeness. Her fingers unlocked the cage, freeing his aching cock. "No cumming yet," she teased, her voice dripping humiliation. "Not until I confess everything." The unlocking was a reward, heightening anticipation.

Jason's breath hitched. "Confess?"

"Yes." She leaned in, lips brushing his. "During lockdown, while you wrote those fantasies, I had my own secrets. I'd masturbate thinking of you finding them, confronting me. But deeper? I dreamed of making them real. Of Jamal breeding me while you held my hand, eyes locked on mine. Of you tasting his victory from my lips in a breeding breath kiss." Her full confession revealed her complicity, deepening their connection.

His mind reeled. Shame twisted with arousal—her words mirrored his journals perfectly. "You... you knew?"

"Not everything. But enough." She ground against him lightly, her wetness teasing. "And now, my love, it's permanent. This collar means you're owned. My wicked cuck. But also my safe place. The man who endured the isolation with me, who let me become this. The ultimate Wicked Wife." The title was a revelation, encapsulating her transformation.

Jason's emotions peaked—jealousy for Jamal, shame at his submission, throbbing need in his veins. But love? It overwhelmed everything, binding them tighter. "I accept it," he said, voice steady for the first time. "All of it. Forever."

She smiled, tears in her eyes now too. "Good boy." Then came the aftercare, tender and profound. Serena fetched warm washcloths from the bathroom, wiping him down with gentle strokes. She massaged lotion into his skin, kissing every inch. "You took Jamal's sweat as cologne yesterday," she whispered, loving and filthy. "Licked his creampie from my ass while I farted his essence on your face. And you loved it, didn't you? My devoted husband." The recaps were detailed, blending memory with affection.

"Yes," he admitted, shame mingling with bliss.

She curled around him, feeding him bites of chocolate from the nightstand— their little ritual, sweeter than ice cream today. "You're the best husband in the world, Jason. Because you let me be wicked. And I love you more than ever."

They lay there, entangled, the collar a constant reminder. Rumors would spread in Oakwood Heights—four couples, all transformed by lockdown truths. But for them, it was done. Permanent. Their marriage unbreakable.

Jason drifted into peace, arousal simmering but content. Love won. The story concluded with resolution, their bond solidified.
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