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Chapter 1: Sunday Morning Routine

Mark stirred the eggs in the pan. The sizzle filled their sunlit kitchen in Evergreen Shores. Ocean breezes wafted through the open window, carrying the salty tang of the coast. He loved these quiet Sundays. Lena would be back soon from her yoga class at Evergreen Yoga Loft. Their affluent suburb felt like paradise—perfect homes, perfect lives. But Mark's mind wandered. He pictured her lithe body twisting into poses. A strange heat flickered in his gut.

He plated the scrambled eggs with avocado toast. Added fresh berries on the side. Her favorite. Their marriage was rock-solid after eight years. IT consultant by day, devoted husband always. Lena, the vibrant real estate agent at Harborview Realty, kept things exciting. They laughed often. Kissed deeply. No secrets between them. Or so he thought.

The front door clicked open. Lena stepped in, flushed and glowing. Her yoga pants hugged her curves. Sweat glistened on her skin. She kicked off her sneakers and padded toward him. "Mmm, smells amazing, honey." She wrapped her arms around his waist from behind. Pressed her body against his back. Her lips brushed his neck.

Mark turned in her embrace. He kissed her softly. Tasted the salt on her lips. "Missed you this morning." His hands slid down her hips. She felt warm, alive. Their eyes met. Love surged through him. This was everything.

Lena smiled, pulling back to grab a fork. "You're the best, Mark. Breakfast in bed vibes, but standing." She took a bite, moaning softly. "God, I needed this after that class." She leaned against the counter, eyes sparkling. "The new trainer really pushed us today."

Mark poured coffee for them both. He sat across from her at the island. "New trainer? What happened to Sarah?" His voice stayed casual. But something stirred inside. A tiny twist in his stomach.

Lena sipped her coffee. "Sarah's on maternity leave. They brought in this guy, Darius. He's... intense." She set down her mug, grinning. "Black guy, built like a god. His energy is just electric. You know how yoga can feel so grounding? He takes it to another level."

Mark's fork paused mid-air. Darius. Built like a god. Electric energy. The words hung there. Jealousy prickled his skin. Raw and unexpected. Why did that image hit him? Lena's flush wasn't just from exercise. He could see it now. Her cheeks pinker than usual. Eyes brighter.

He forced a smile. "Sounds like a good workout." But inside, his mind raced. Pictured this Darius guiding her poses. Hands maybe adjusting her form. Shame twisted in his gut. Why shame? It wasn't like that. Yet his body reacted. A subtle throb below. Arousal mixing with the jealousy. What the hell?

Lena reached across the island. Squeezed his hand. "Hey, you okay? You look a little distant." Her touch was warm. Reassuring. She tilted her head, studying him. "It was just a class, honey. But yeah, he's got this presence. Makes everything feel... alive."

Mark nodded. Squeezed back. "I'm fine. Just curious." Lies. His thoughts churned. Jealousy gnawed harder. Imagining her body responding to this stranger's energy. Shame burned hotter. But the arousal grew. Throbbing now. Betraying him. He loved her eagerness for life. Always had. This felt different. Addictive somehow.

They finished breakfast in comfortable silence. Lena cleared the plates. She turned to him, wiping her hands. "Want to shower with me? I could use some help washing off the sweat." Her voice teased lightly. Inviting. But that glow lingered. From the class. From Darius.

Mark stood. Pulled her close again. Kissed her deeply this time. Tongues dancing. His hands roamed her back. She melted into him. Moaned softly. "Mmm, that's my man." Her words soothed. Yet the jealousy lingered. Twisting into something he couldn't name.

As they headed upstairs, Lena glanced back. "You know, Darius mentioned private sessions. For couples even." She winked. "Could be fun. Spice things up."

Mark's heart pounded. Private sessions. With him? The image flashed—Lena on a mat, Darius close. Too close. Jealousy surged raw. Gut-twisting shame followed. Why did it excite him? His cock twitched against his jeans. Throbbing arousal crashed in. He wanted to pull away. But acceptance whispered. This could be something. Loving. New.

They reached the bathroom. Lena stripped off her top. Her breasts bounced free. She turned on the water. Steam filled the air. "Come on, my love. Let's get clean." She pulled him in. Kissed him under the spray. Her hands explored him. "I love our life, Mark. You make me so happy."

He kissed her back. Water cascaded over them. But his mind replayed her words. Darius's energy. The jealousy burned. Shame twisted deeper. Arousal pulsed stronger. Acceptance started to bloom. Warm. Addictive. What was happening to him?

Lena soaped his chest. Her fingers trailed down. "You're tense, honey. Tell me what's on your mind." She looked up, eyes full of care. "I can see it in your face. Be honest with me. I love you more when you're honest."

Mark hesitated. Water drummed around them. "It's nothing. Just... hearing about this trainer. Makes me feel... I don't know." Jealous. Ashamed. Turned on.

She pressed closer. Her body slick against his. "Aww, my sweet Mark. Is it making you a little jealous?" Her voice was soft. Loving. A hint of tease. "That's cute. But you know you're my everything." She kissed his collarbone. "Though, admit it—imagining me all sweaty with him... does it stir something?"

His breath caught. She knew. How? Shame flooded him. Gut-twisting. But her words cared. Loved. Humiliated gently. His cock hardened fully now. Betraying everything. "Lena... yeah. It does." Arousal throbbed. Raw. Helpless.

She smiled up at him. Stroked him slowly under the water. "Good boy. Honesty turns me on too." Her grip tightened. "Tell me more. Does it make you picture things? Him being so... powerful?"

Mark groaned. Jealousy ripped through him. Shame knotted his stomach. But the arousal won. Pulsing waves. "Yes. God, yes." Acceptance washed in. Loving. Addictive. Her touch sealed it.

Lena laughed softly. Caring. "My pathetic little prince. I love this side of you." She pumped faster. "Imagine if we explored that. For real." Her eyes locked on his. Eager. Visible desire shining. "Would you like that, honey? Watching me feel that energy up close?"

His mind spun. The cliffhanger loomed. Say yes? Dive in? Jealousy peaked. Shame twisted. Arousal addicted him. Acceptance beckoned. "Maybe," he whispered. But inside, he craved it.

She released him suddenly. Turned off the water. "Think about it." She stepped out, towel in hand. "Because I am."


Chapter 2: The Trainer's Shadow

Mark's heart pounded as he paced the kitchen. Lena's words from the shower echoed in his head. Exploring the fantasy for real? The idea twisted his gut with raw jealousy. Yet his cock twitched at the thought. Shame burned his cheeks. But arousal throbbed deeper. He needed her home now.

The front door clicked open. Lena stepped in, her yoga mat slung over her shoulder. Her cheeks flushed pink. Sweat glistened on her skin. She glowed like she'd run a marathon. Mark's eyes drank her in. His wife, so beautiful. So alive.

"Hey, honey," she said, dropping her bag. She pulled him into a hug. Her body pressed warm against his. "Missed you."

Mark inhaled her scent. Fresh sweat mixed with something new. Musky. Earthy. His stomach knotted. Jealousy spiked hard. "How was class?" he asked, voice tight.

Lena pulled back, eyes sparkling. "Amazing. Darius really pushed us today." She fanned herself. "God, he's built like a god. Those arms. That chest. So powerful."

Mark's throat dried. Darius. The new Black trainer. He pictured it. A towering figure. Dominant. His mind flashed to Lena bending, stretching under that gaze. Jealousy clawed his insides. Shame followed, hot and twisting. Why did it turn him on?

"Tell me more," he whispered. His voice betrayed him. Eager. Needy.

Lena smiled, loving and wicked. "Oh, my pathetic little baby. You want details?" She led him to the couch. They sat close. Her hand rested on his thigh. "Darius has this energy. Raw. Intense. When he adjusts your pose, his hands are so strong. Firm grip. Makes your body respond."

Mark's cock stirred. He shifted. Arousal built, unwanted but insistent. "Did he... touch you?"

She nodded, eyes hungry. "Just professionally. But honey, feeling that power? It got me so wet." Her voice dropped. Caring. Teasing. "Imagine a man like that. Built everywhere. Superior equipment, Mark. Thick. Heavy. The kind that stretches a girl right."

Jealousy hit like a punch. Gut-twisting shame flooded him. His own dick felt small in comparison. Pathetic. Yet his pulse raced. Throbbing heat spread. He leaked a little. Body betraying him.

Lena leaned in. Her lips brushed his ear. "Does that make your little cock twitch, baby? Knowing a real man's got me dripping?" She stroked his cheek. "I love you more when you're honest like this. My sweet, jealous hubby."

Mark swallowed. "It hurts. But... yeah. It turns me on." Shame crashed over him. Raw. Exposed. Arousal surged stronger. He wanted more. Needed it.

"Good boy," she purred. "Admit it. Darius's build? It's intoxicating. Broad shoulders. Rippling abs. And down there? God, I bet it's massive. Veiny. Pulsing with that dominant scent." She kissed his neck. "Smell me now. That's just class sweat. Imagine his musk on me. Marking me."

Mark's hands shook. He pulled her closer. Jealousy burned. Shame twisted his core. But arousal throbbed relentlessly. "Lena... it's too much."

She cupped his face. "Shh, my love. It's okay. I see your eyes. That hunger. You're getting addicted already." Her tone mixed humiliation with tenderness. "My little hubby, leaking for the thought of a better cock. But you're mine. Always."

They kissed. Deep. Passionate. Mark's mind whirled. Acceptance crept in. Loving. Addictive. Her eagerness validated it all. She wanted this. Genuinely. It made the shame hotter.

"Let's talk more tonight," she whispered. "Confess everything. No holding back." Her hand slid lower. Teased his growing bulge. "But first, feel how wet I am from class. From thinking of him."

Mark groaned. His fingers trembled as he reached between her legs. Her yoga pants were damp. Slick. Real desire pulsed there. Jealousy flared again. Fresh wave. Shame gnawed. Arousal spiked higher. He pressed harder. She moaned.

"Yes, baby. Touch mommy's pussy. It's soaked because of Darius's power." She ground against his hand. "Imagine his thick cock owning this. Stretching what your little one can't." Loving humiliation dripped from her words. "But I choose you every time. My honest prince."

Mark's breath hitched. "I... I want to hear it all." Shame twisted into something intoxicating. Acceptance washed over him. Warm. Binding them tighter.

She guided his hand inside her pants. Skin to skin. "Feel that? That's for a real man. But you get to worship it first." She rocked her hips. "Tell me, honey. Does the jealousy make you throb?"

"Fuck, yes," he admitted. Voice breaking. Body shaking. Arousal dominated now. Addictive waves.

"Good," she cooed. "My pathetic hubby. So eager to accept. I love this side of you." She kissed him fiercely. "Now make me cum. While I whisper about his superior build."

Mark's fingers worked her clit. Fast. Urgent. She gasped. "Darius's arms could pin me down. His chest heaving against mine. That massive cock slamming deep." Her body tensed. "Bigger than yours. Better. Oh god, Mark—"

She climaxed. Hard. Wetness coated his hand. Mark's cock strained painfully. Jealousy lingered. Shame echoed. But arousal peaked. Acceptance bloomed. Loving. Deep.

After, she cuddled into him. Stroked his hair. "You did so good, baby. Letting that out. We're stronger now." Tender whispers. Bond-deepening. "My little darling. I love you more than ever."

Mark held her tight. Emotions settled into addictive calm. But her next words hung in the air. "Tonight, we confess fully. About making this real." His heart raced. Craving the next hit.


Chapter 3: Late-Night Confession

Mark lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. His heart pounded. Lena's words from earlier echoed in his mind. She promised a confession. The kind that could change everything. He felt that twisted pull again—jealousy knotting his gut, shame burning his cheeks, but his cock twitched against the sheets.

Lena slipped under the covers beside him. Her skin was warm from the shower. She pressed close, her hand trailing down his chest. "Ready for our talk, my love?" she whispered. Her voice was soft, teasing. Full of that eager spark he'd seen all day.

He nodded, throat tight. Raw jealousy surged as he pictured Darius's powerful build. The way Lena had glowed describing him. "Yeah. Tell me everything."

She giggled, her fingers circling his nipple. "Oh, Mark. You've been so patient. So honest with your little reactions." She kissed his neck. "Remember how flushed I was after class? That wasn't just the yoga, baby."

His stomach twisted. Shame hit hard. He knew what was coming. But his body betrayed him, arousal building. "It was him. Darius."

"Mmm, yes." Lena's hand slid lower, cupping his hardening cock through his boxers. "His energy is... overwhelming. Powerful. Black skin glistening with sweat. Muscles rippling like he owns the room." She squeezed gently. "And his bulge, honey. It's impossible to ignore. Thick. Heavy. Superior equipment, Mark. It makes me soaked just thinking about it."

Jealousy clawed at him. He imagined it—Darius towering, dominant. Scent of sweat and musk. Mark's face burned with shame. Why did this turn him on? His cock throbbed in her grip. "Soaked? Like... right there in class?"

She laughed, loving and low. "Oh, little cucky. Yes. My pussy dripped the whole session. I had to clench my thighs together. Imagine that—me, your loving wife, getting wet for another man's cock. A real man's cock." Her words were caring, humiliating. She stroked him faster. "Does that make your tiny thing ache? Be honest. I love you more when you're honest."

He groaned. Gut-twisting shame flooded him. He was small compared to that image. Pathetic. But the arousal pulsed stronger. "It... it does. Fuck, Lena. It hurts, but it turns me on."

"Good boy." She kissed him deeply, tongue exploring. Her body pressed against his, eager and hot. "I've fantasized about it all day. Him stretching me. Filling me in ways you never could." She pulled back, eyes sparkling with genuine desire. "What if we explored it? For real. Let him take me. While you watch."

Mark's mind reeled. Jealousy hit like a wave, crashing into shame. He pictured guiding that thick, black cock into her. Smelling its dominance. His hands shook. But his cock leaked pre-cum, betraying him. Throbbing arousal took over. "Watch? God, that sounds... humiliating."

"It is, baby." Lena's dirty talk dripped with affection. "Humiliating and perfect. You'd see how wet I get for his size. His scent marking me. Maybe even guide him in. Feel the contrast—your little pink thing locked away, while his superior cock breeds me." She moaned softly, rubbing against his thigh. Her excitement was real, validating every word. "Breeding talk turns me on so much. Imagine his load deep inside. Risking it all on my fertile days."

Shame twisted deeper. He felt exposed, small. But the arousal built, addictive. Waves of acceptance crept in. She loved him. This was her desire, pulling him along. "Breeds you? Like... pregnancy risk?"

"Yes, my love." She whispered it like a secret. "You'd raise his baby. Worship his cock daily. Massage it. Smell it. While I carry the proof of how he owns my womb." Her hand pumped him rhythmically. "But I'd still love you. More than ever. My honest, pathetic loser cucky baby."

He gasped. The emotional rollercoaster spun—jealousy fading to shame, then throbbing need. His body shook with it. "I... I don't know. It scares me."

She slowed her strokes, caring now. "I know, baby. It's okay to feel that pull. The shame and the rush." She kissed his forehead. "We don't have to decide tonight. Just think about it. Imagine the dopamine hit. The acceptance washing over you."

They cuddled closer. Her arms wrapped around him, tender and strong. The aftercare deepened their bond. He felt loved, even in his vulnerability. Sleep tugged at him, but her words lingered.

Then she whispered, "Tomorrow, we'll talk more. Maybe even take a little trip to that boutique in town." Her fingers teased his waistband. "Something to help with your... control issues."

Mark's heart raced. What did she mean? The hook sank deep. He needed to know.


Chapter 4: The Push-Pull Begins

Mark stared at the ceiling, heart pounding. The bedroom felt too quiet without Lena's warmth beside him. Last night's confession replayed in his mind—her words about the trainer's superior cock, the breeding fantasies, the way her eyes lit up with real hunger. Jealousy clawed at his gut, raw and sharp. But beneath it, shame twisted into something hotter, his own cock stirring at the thought of her eagerness.

He shifted under the sheets. Why did it turn him on? The image of her soaked for another man, a bigger man, made his stomach drop. Yet his body betrayed him, arousal throbbing like a drug he couldn't quit.

Lena slipped back into bed, fresh from the shower. Her damp hair brushed his shoulder. She smiled, eyes sparkling with that same excited glow from last night.

"Morning, my love," she whispered, kissing his cheek. "You look like you're wrestling demons. Tell me what's in that head of yours."

Mark swallowed hard. The jealousy surged again, picturing the Black trainer's powerful build. "It's... everything you said. About him. It hurts, Lena. Makes me feel small."

She propped herself on an elbow, her hand tracing his chest. "Small like your cute little cock, honey? The one that can't stretch me like his would?" Her voice was soft, caring, laced with that humiliating edge. "Be honest my love. I love you more when you're real with me."

Shame flooded him, gut-twisting and deep. His face burned. But his cock twitched, the arousal building despite the ache.

"It does hurt," he admitted, voice shaky. "Imagining you with him. His size owning you. But... god, it turns me on too. I hate that it does."

Lena's eyes widened with genuine delight. She leaned in, lips brushing his. "Oh, baby, that's so brave. Admitting how his superior equipment makes you throb. You're jealous, aren't you? Raw and real."

He nodded, the jealousy biting harder. "Yeah. Picturing him inside you, bare, filling you up. It rips me apart."

"But it makes you hard too," she murmured, her hand sliding lower, cupping him through the sheets. "Feel that? Your body's honest even if your pride isn't. I love how this fantasy wakes you up, Mark. Makes our marriage hotter."

Her touch sent sparks through him. Shame crashed in waves, but the arousal pulsed stronger, addictive. "It's humiliating. Me getting excited about you craving a bigger cock."

Lena giggled softly, pulling him closer. "Humiliating and perfect. My sweet husband, turned on by the truth. Imagine guiding that thick Black cock into my fertile pussy. Watching him breed me while you're locked away."

The words hit like a punch. Jealousy roared, imagining her belly swelling with another man's child. Shame twisted his insides. Yet his cock leaked, throbbing with need.

"God, Lena," he groaned. "That scares me. But... yeah, it excites me. The risk. You loving it."

She kissed him deeply, tongue teasing his. "Exactly, my love. I'd be so eager, so wet for him. But you'd be right there, holding it steady. Feeling how heavy and warm it is compared to yours. Smelling that musky scent of a real man."

Her dirty talk wrapped around him, caring and cruel. He trembled, arousal overriding the shame. "I'd do it for you. Even if it shames me."

"I know you would," she whispered, stroking his hair. "Because you love me. And I love you more for it. My pathetic little prince, accepting his place. It makes us stronger, doesn't it?"

Acceptance washed over him, warm and loving. The jealousy lingered, but it fueled the bond. He pulled her tight, their bodies entwining.

They lay there, breaths syncing. Lena's hand wandered again, playful. "We need to make this real, baby. Control that excitement of yours."

He tensed, remembering her tease from last night. "The boutique? For something to... lock me?"

She nodded, eyes hungry. "Secret Desires. Tara will have just the thing. A pretty pink cage to keep my little cuck baby safe while I explore."

His heart raced. Shame spiked anew, but arousal drowned it. "When?"

"Today," she said, kissing him hard. "Get dressed, honey. We're going now. I can't wait to see you fitted."

Mark's mind spun, the pull addictive. What would it feel like, locked and helpless? The thought terrified him. Thrilled him.

They hurried out the door, her hand in his. Evergreen Shores bustled around them, picture-perfect. But inside, his emotions churned—jealousy fading to eager acceptance.

At the boutique, Tara greeted them with a knowing smile. "Lena, Mark. Here for something special?"

Lena squeezed his hand. "Yes. A cage for my husband. Pink, snug, perfect for his size."

Mark blushed, shame flooding back. But Lena's eager grin validated it all. His cock strained already.

Tara led them to a display. "This one's popular. Custom fit. Shall we try it on?"

Lena turned to him, whispering, "Strip, baby. Show us your cute little thing."

His hands shook as he obeyed. The room felt electric. Jealousy twisted at the humiliation, but arousal throbbed harder.

She watched, loving and humiliating. "Good boy. This is just the start."

As Tara measured him, Lena leaned in. "Imagine wearing this while I worship a real cock. Daily massages, scent marking your skin with his musk."

The idea hit him. Daily worship? His body betrayed him, leaking in front of them.

Shame burned, but acceptance bloomed. He loved her for pushing this.

They left with the cage in a discreet bag. Back home, Lena dangled the key. "Ready to lock up, my prince?"

He nodded, heart pounding. She knelt, sliding it on. Click.

"There," she said, kissing the cage. "Now you're mine. Controlled and perfect."

They cuddled on the couch, her head on his chest. "I love you," she murmured. "This makes us unbreakable."

He held her, the acceptance addictive. The jealousy had softened to a hum, arousal lingering.

But as night fell, she whispered, "Tomorrow, we invite him. Prepare the mat, baby. It's time."

Mark's pulse spiked. The trainer. Coming here. The real thing.


Chapter 5: Locked and Waiting

Mark stared at the pink cage in Lena's hands. His heart pounded. Shame twisted in his gut, but his cock twitched against the confinement already.

Lena knelt before him in their cozy living room. Her eyes sparkled with that mix of hunger and love. "Strip for me like a good little bitch. I want to see how tiny you look before we lock you away."

He hesitated. Raw jealousy flickered—imagining the trainer's superior build. But her voice pulled him in. He peeled off his pants, exposing himself. His cheeks burned.

Lena giggled softly. "Oh, honey. Look at that little thing. It's already trying so hard. But we both know it's not enough for me anymore." She cupped his balls gently, her touch electric. "This cage will keep you safe. Focused. All that energy on worshiping what I really need."

Mark's breath hitched. Shame flooded him, hot and twisting. Yet his cock strained, leaking a drop. Why does this feel so good? He nodded, voice shaky. "It... it turns me on, Lena. Even though it hurts."

She beamed, locking the cage with a click. The pink plastic hugged him tight. "Good boy. I love you more when you're honest like this. My sweet, inadequate husband. Locked up while I dream of that thick Black cock stretching me tomorrow."

He groaned. The cage pinched. Arousal throbbed painfully. She's so eager. It makes the humiliation addictive.

Lena stood, pulling him into a hug. Her body pressed against his. "Feel that? Your little cage poking me. Pathetic, but so endearing. Now, help me set up the mat. I want everything perfect for him."

They unrolled the yoga mat in the center of the room. Mark's hands shook as he smoothed it out. The space felt charged now. Intimate. Tomorrow, she'd be here with him.

Lena watched him, her cheeks flushed. "Kneel on it, Mark. Pretend you're comparing already. Smell the air. Imagine his scent—musky, dominant. Way better than your faint little odor."

He dropped to his knees. Jealousy stabbed deep. She's picturing it. Her eyes are glowing. Shame twisted harder, but his cage dripped. "Lena... this is crazy. But I can't stop thinking about it."

She joined him on the mat, straddling his lap. Her warmth seeped through. "Crazy hot, you mean. Tell me, baby—does locking you up make you jealous? Or does it make you leak for me?"

"Both," he admitted. Gut-twisting shame crashed in. I'm pathetic. But she loves me for it. Arousal surged, his body betraying him completely.

Lena leaned in, whispering. "That's my prince. So honest. Now, let's practice your duties. Cup your own balls. Feel how light they are? Tomorrow, you'll cup his—heavy, full, superior. The kind that could breed me right here."

Mark's hands moved on autopilot. He cupped himself through the cage. Light. Inadequate. Jealousy burned, but her words lit a fire. "God, Lena. You're really going to let him... bare?"

She nodded, eyes locked on his. "Bare and deep. While you watch. Guide him in, even. Feel that thick head in your hand, sliding into my fertile pussy. If he knocks me up, you'll raise his baby. Worship his cock daily. Doesn't that sound perfect, my love?"

Shame gut-punched him. Daily worship? Her womb owned? But arousal throbbed relentlessly. He leaked more, the cage slick. "It... it does. I hate it, but I need it."

Lena kissed him deeply. Her tongue claimed his mouth. "I know you do. That's why I love you, getting off on your own replacement. Now, smell me. Right here." She guided his face to her neck. Her skin carried a faint yoga sweat—hers, but tomorrow, it would mix with his.

He inhaled. Desire spiked. She's marking herself already. For him. Acceptance washed over, addictive and warm.

She pulled back, smirking. "Good practice. But let's make it real. Strip me now. Touch me like you're preparing my body for him."

Mark's fingers trembled as he lifted her shirt. Her breasts spilled out, nipples hard. He cupped them, thumbs circling. Shame twisted—these are for him now? But her moans validated it all.

Lena arched into his touch. "Yes, baby. Feel how wet I am already? That's from thinking about his size. His scent. You touching me just makes me hotter for the real thing." She grabbed his hand, sliding it between her legs. Slick heat greeted him.

He groaned. "Lena... you're soaked."

"For him," she purred. "But I love sharing it with you. My locked-up hubby, fingering his wife's pussy while she dreams of superior cock. Rub me. Make me come thinking of tomorrow."

His fingers worked her clit. Jealousy raged—she's using me to fantasize. Shame burned, but arousal peaked. His cage strained, dripping steadily.

Lena bucked against him. "Faster, baby. Imagine his balls slapping me. His musk filling the room. You'll smell it on me after—on my skin, my pillow. Maybe even make you wear his scent as cologne."

The image hit hard. Scent marking? Gut-twist. Throb. "I'd... I'd do it. For you."

She climaxed, crying out. "Yes! Oh, Mark, I love you. My sweet, shameful husband. Accepting your place."

Waves of acceptance hit him. Loving. Addictive. He held her as she shuddered.

Lena caught her breath, cuddling close on the mat. "That was perfect practice. Now, let's talk rituals. Starting tomorrow, you'll massage his cock daily. Worship it. Keep it ready for me. And after he breeds me, you'll clean up every drop—even the cum-farts. Swallow the man who owns my womb."

Mark's mind reeled. Jealousy flared anew. Daily? Cleanup? Shame gutted him, but his body ached for it. "Lena... that's extreme."

She stroked his hair tenderly. "But believable, right? For us. And it'll make us closer. I promise. Every humiliating act ends with me loving you more." She kissed his forehead. "My husband. Locked and waiting. Feel how strong we are?"

He nodded, emotions colliding into acceptance. She's right. This bonds us. They lay entwined, her head on his chest.

Lena whispered, "Tomorrow, it starts for real. But tonight, dream of guiding that superior cock into me. Bare. Fertile. While your little thing stays caged."

The words hooked him. Arousal spiked again. I can't wait. But dread mixed in. Shameful need.

She nuzzled closer. "Sleep now, baby. The trainer's coming at dawn."

Mark's pulse raced. The mat loomed beside them. Tomorrow's ritual waited. His cage throbbed in anticipation.


Chapter 6: Trainer at the Door

Mark's heart pounded. The doorbell echoed through their suburban home in Evergreen Shores. He sat on the couch, the pink cage biting into his skin. Lena squeezed his hand one last time. "This is it. Remember, I love you more when you're honest about how small you feel." She winked, her eyes sparkling with that eager hunger he'd come to crave.

She opened the door. There he stood. The Black yoga trainer. Tall, muscled, radiating raw dominance. No words from him. Just a nod. Lena's face lit up. She stepped aside, letting him in. Mark's stomach twisted. Jealousy hit like a wave. His cage throbbed already.

"Welcome," Lena said, her voice breathy. She touched the trainer's arm lightly. Electricity sparked in the air. Mark watched, frozen. The trainer's scent hit him first. Musky, powerful. Sweat from the gym, mixed with something primal. Mark's mind reeled. Why does that smell make me leak?

Lena glanced at Mark. "Honey, say hello to Jamal. He's the one with the energy I've been raving about." She giggled, pulling the trainer toward the living room. Mark mumbled a greeting. His voice cracked. Shame burned his cheeks. But his body betrayed him. The cage strained harder.

Jamal stood there, silent. His presence filled the room. Lena circled him like a predator. No, like prey eager to be caught. "God, Mark, look at him. So strong. So... equipped." She ran her fingers down Jamal's chest. Over his shirt. The fabric clung to his muscles. Mark's jealousy surged. He's everything I'm not. Gut-twisting shame followed. Yet arousal pulsed in his locked cock.

Lena turned to Mark. "Come here, baby. Don't just sit there." She crooked a finger. Mark stood, legs shaky. He approached. The trainer towered over him. Lena pressed close to Jamal. "Feel that energy, Mark? It's making me so wet already." Her words dripped with affection. "You're going to love watching this, my little prince. It turns you on, doesn't it? Admit it."

Mark nodded. His throat tightened. "Yes," he whispered. Shame crashed over him. I'm pathetic. But the throbbing grew. Lena smiled, loving and humiliating. "Good boy. I love you for being honest. Now, smell him. Get a whiff of what a real man carries." She guided Mark's face toward Jamal's neck. Mark inhaled. Deep, earthy musk. Precum and sweat. His head spun. This is wrong. But God, it's addictive.

Lena moaned softly. "See, honey? That's the scent that's going to mark our home. Your new cologne." She kissed Mark's cheek. Then turned back to Jamal. Her hands explored bolder now. Tracing his abs. Down to his belt. The flirtation crackled. Electric. She whispered to the trainer, but Mark heard. "I need you. Right here on the mat."

Mark's emotions collided. Raw jealousy clawed at him. She's mine. Shame twisted deeper. But look at her desire. It validated everything. His arousal throbbed relentlessly. Acceptance whispered in. This is us now. Lena pulled Jamal toward the yoga mat. "Mark, watch closely. We're just getting started." She tugged at Jamal's shirt. Revealing dark, sculpted skin.

"Strip for me," Lena commanded the trainer. No response needed. He complied. Shirt off. Pants next. Lena's eyes widened. "Oh, Mark. Wait until you see." She beckoned Mark closer. "Kneel here, baby. You're part of this." Mark dropped to his knees. The mat soft under him. Jamal's bulge loomed. Massive. Lena's hand grazed it. "Feel how heavy it is already? This is what I've been craving."

She looked at Mark, her voice soft. "My baby, you're shaking. Jealous?" Mark nodded. Tears pricked his eyes. "Yes." Lena stroked his hair. "That's okay. I love you more for it. Now, tell me you want this too." Her tone mixed care and cruelty. "Say it, honey. Beg to see the cock that's going to stretch me."

"I... I want it," Mark choked out. Shame flooded him. But arousal won. His cage leaked. Lena beamed. "Good. You're accepting it. That makes me so happy." She unzipped Jamal's pants slowly. The fabric parted. Mark's breath caught. Huge. Thicker than his wrist. Veins pulsing. Dark skin glistening.

Lena cupped it gently. "Touch it, Mark. Compare." Her command was loving. "Feel why he's superior." Mark's hand trembled. He reached out. Wrapped fingers around the base. Hot. Heavy. Throbbing with power. His own cage felt tiny. Jealousy raged. Why am I hard from this? Shame gut-punched him. But the touch sent dopamine spiking. Acceptance bloomed. She's right. This is better.

"Smell it now," Lena urged. "Breathe in that musk. It's going to be your daily worship." She guided his nose closer. Mark inhaled. Salty precum. Sweat-slick skin. Intoxicating. Lena's desire shone in her eyes. "See, baby? This is real dominance. Not like your little pink cage." She laughed softly. "But I love you anyway. More, even."

The trainer's cock hardened fully. Lena stroked it. "God, it's perfect. Mark, cup his balls. Feel the weight." Mark obeyed. Heavy orbs in his palm. Sweat-damp. Scent overwhelming. His mind fractured. Jealousy to shame to arousal. Waves crashing. Lena whispered, "You're doing so well, my prince. This is just the beginning."

She positioned herself on the mat. Legs spreading. "Guide him in soon, honey. But first, watch me taste it." Lena leaned forward. Lips brushing the tip. Mark's heart raced. No turning back. She looked up at him. "Tell me you love this. Say it while I worship what's replacing you."

"I love it," Mark gasped. Acceptance washed over him. Addictive. Loving. Lena smiled. "That's my boy." She took the head in her mouth. Sucking slowly. Eyes locked on Mark. The room heated. Flirtation gone. Pure electricity now.

Mark's emotions peaked. Jealousy faded into throbbing need. Shame twisted into fuel. He craved more. Lena pulled back, strings of saliva connecting her. "Now, my little prince. Hold it steady. Guide this superior cock into my fertile pussy." She lay back, pulling Mark close. "Do it bare. Risk it all."

But she paused. Teasing. "First, kiss me. Remind me why I love you." Mark leaned in. Their lips met. Tender. Deep. Her hand on his cage. "You're mine forever," she murmured. "No matter what." The kiss lingered. Bond strengthening. Then she broke it. "Now, guide him in. Make me his."

Mark's hand shook on the thick shaft. Positioning it at her entrance. Lena's eyes burned with eagerness. "Push it, baby. Fill me with what you can't."


Chapter 7: Mat Session Ignites

Mark's heart pounded. The living room felt smaller. Lena stood on the yoga mat, her eyes locked on the trainer. He loomed there, shirtless, his dark skin glistening under the soft lights. Mark shifted on the couch. His pink cage strained already.

Lena glanced at Mark. Her smile was wicked yet warm. "Come here, husband. It's time to see what real power looks like." She peeled off her top, revealing perky breasts. The trainer followed, dropping his pants. His cock swung free—heavy, thick, veins pulsing.

Mark's stomach twisted. Jealousy hit like a wave. That thing dwarfed him. He remembered his own locked-away dick, tiny in comparison. Shame burned his cheeks. But his cage throbbed harder. A leak dripped out.

Lena beckoned again. "Kneel, baby. Right here beside him. I want you to really understand." Mark's legs shook as he obeyed. He dropped to his knees on the mat. The trainer's scent hit him—musky, dominant, intoxicating. Lena's hand stroked Mark's hair. "Good boy. Now look up. See how much bigger he is? That's superior equipment, honey. Touch it. Compare."

Mark hesitated. His mind screamed no. But his body betrayed him. Hands trembling, he reached out. His fingers brushed the trainer's shaft. It was warm, heavy, like steel under silk. He cupped it gently. So much thicker than his own. Jealousy clawed deeper. Shame flooded him—why was he hard in his cage?

Lena moaned softly. Her eagerness shone in her eyes. She leaned in, whispering. "Smell it now, Mark. Lean closer. Inhale what a real man's cock smells like." Mark's nose inched forward. The scent was strong—sweat, musk, pure dominance. It filled his lungs. His head spun. Arousal surged, mixing with the gut-twist of humiliation.

"Oh, baby," Lena cooed, her voice loving. "You're doing so well. Doesn't it smell amazing? So much better than your little thing. Cup his balls now. Feel how heavy they are. Full of what my body craves." Mark's hands moved. He cradled the trainer's sack. Sweat-slick, warm, they weighed like ripe fruit. His own balls ached in the cage. Shame crashed over him. He was touching another man's junk. In front of his wife.

Lena's breath quickened. She stripped off her leggings, naked now. Her pussy glistened. Visible want poured from her. "See, my love? This is what turns me on. Your honesty makes me love you more. But his cock... it's just superior. Tell me you feel it." Mark's voice cracked. "I... I feel it." Jealousy burned. But the arousal throbbed deeper. He couldn't stop.

"Admit it out loud," Lena urged, her tone caring. "Say, 'His cock is bigger and better than mine.'" Mark swallowed. Shame twisted his gut. "His cock is bigger and better than mine." The words stung. But his cage leaked more. A wave of acceptance flickered—addictive, warm.

Lena kissed his forehead. "My sweet, pathetic cuck. You're perfect for this. Now smell his balls. Deep breath." Mark pressed his face closer. The scent was overwhelming—earthy, potent. It marked him inside. His mind reeled. Jealousy faded to shame, then spiked into helpless horniness. Why did this feel so good?

Lena guided his hand. "Stroke it a little. Feel the power." Mark's fingers wrapped around the shaft. It thickened in his grip. The trainer stood silent, a symbol of dominance. No words, just presence. Lena's eyes sparkled. "See how it grows for me? For us. This is our new ritual, baby. Daily worship starts here."

Mark's thoughts tumbled. Raw envy at the size. Shame at his eagerness. But the throbbing in his cage screamed yes. Acceptance washed in—loving, inevitable. Lena's desire made it real. She wanted this. For them.

"Now the best part," Lena said, her voice husky. "Cup his balls while I taste him. Watch closely." She knelt beside Mark. Her lips brushed the tip. A soft moan escaped her. Mark held the heavy sack. Felt it tighten. Jealousy surged again. His wife, worshipping this beast.

Lena looked up. "Taste with me, honey. Just a lick. Show me your devotion." Mark froze. Shame hit peak. Lick another man's cock? But her loving gaze pulled him. He leaned in. His tongue flicked out. Salty, musky. Arousal exploded. His body shook.

"Good boy," Lena praised. "I love you so much for this. My honest little cuck." She stroked Mark's cheek. Tender, reassuring. The humiliation melted into warmth. Their eyes met. Bond deepening.

Lena stood, pulling Mark up. "Now feel them together. Your hand on his cock, mine on yours—wait, your cage." She giggled softly. "See the difference? His is free, ready. Yours is locked for a reason." Mark's hand stayed on the shaft. Hers teased his cage. The contrast hit like a drug. Overwhelming.

"Smell it again," she commanded gently. "While I tell you why this excites me." Mark inhaled deep. "Because you're mine, Mark. This makes us closer. His scent on you... it's marking our love." Shame twisted, but arousal won. Acceptance bloomed—addictive waves.

Lena's hand joined his on the balls. "Feel how full they are? That's for my womb, baby. Ovulation day soon." Breeding talk teased. Mark's gut flipped. Jealousy raw again.

She whispered in his ear. "Soon you'll guide him in. Bare. Risk it all." Her eagerness validated it. Mark's mind raced. Shame to thrill.

But first, more. "Kneel and worship properly," Lena said. "Massage those balls. Smell his sweat. This is your duty now." Mark obeyed. Hands kneading. Nose buried. Scent overwhelming. Dopamine spiked. Jealousy, shame, arousal, acceptance—all colliding.

Lena watched, glowing. "You're amazing, my baby. I love this side of you." Tender words amid filth. Their marriage felt stronger.

As the trainer's cock hardened fully, Lena positioned herself on the mat. "Get ready, baby. Time to guide him home." Mark's heart raced. The hook dangled—imminent breeding.

She pulled him close for a quick kiss. Loving, deep. "I love you," she murmured. Aftercare in the moment. Bond sealed. But the ritual pushed on.

Mark's hands shook on the cock. The tip neared her entrance. Cliffhanger tension built.


Chapter 8: Breeding on the Mat

Mark's hand trembled around the trainer's thick cock. The heat pulsed against his palm. Lena's lips brushed his in that tender kiss, her eyes locked on his, full of love and wicked hunger.

"Guide him in, husband," Lena whispered, her voice a loving caress mixed with sharp humiliation. "Feel how heavy and real he is. Not like your tiny locked thing. This is the cock that's going to flood my fertile pussy. Bare. No protection. Just raw breeding power."

Mark's gut twisted with jealousy. The trainer's scent—musky, dominant—filled his nostrils. Shame burned in his chest. Yet his cage throbbed painfully, leaking pre-cum. He couldn't stop. His body betrayed him again.

Lena shifted on the mat, her thighs parting wider. She was soaked, eager. Her desire made it all real, all hot. "That's it, baby. Hold him steady. Push that superior black cock right into me. Feel it stretch me like you never could. I love you for this honesty. My sweet, shameful husband."

Mark pressed the tip against her entrance. The trainer's hips inched forward. Mark's fingers guided it in, inch by thick inch. Lena gasped, her eyes fluttering. "Oh god, yes. So much bigger. Filling me up. This is what my body craves, Mark. A real man's seed. Deep inside, where it counts."

Jealousy clawed at Mark's throat. He watched the shaft disappear into her. His wife, taken right in front of him. Shame flooded him—gut-twisting, hot. But arousal surged, his cage straining. He wanted this. Needed it.

Lena reached for his hand, squeezing it. "Look at me, honey. If he knocks me up tonight—ovulation day, remember?—you'll still be my everything. Just not the daddy. You'll raise his baby. Worship his cock daily while I grow round with his child. Doesn't that make you throb? My loving little cuck."

The words hit like a drug. Mark's mind reeled. Raw jealousy spiked—imagining her belly swelling, not from him. Shame twisted deeper, making him feel small, pathetic. But his arousal built, throbbing waves crashing over him. Acceptance whispered in: this was their love, twisted and true.

The trainer thrust deeper. Lena moaned, her body arching. "Harder. Breed me. Give me that potent load." She turned to Mark, her voice filthy yet affectionate. "See how he owns this pussy? Smell it, baby. Lean in. Inhale the scent of a superior man claiming what's yours."

Mark obeyed, nose inches from where they joined. The musky mix hit him—sweat, arousal, dominance. His head spun. Jealousy raged. Shame burned. Arousal leaked from his cage. He loved her more for this.

Lena pulled him closer. "Kiss me while he fucks me. Feel my moans against your lips. This is us, Mark. Deeper than ever." Their mouths met, her tongue dancing as the trainer pounded. She broke the kiss to whisper, "Tell me you want this. Say it out loud. 'Breed my wife, make her yours.'"

Mark's voice shook. "Breed my wife. Make her yours." The words humiliated him. Jealousy gut-punched him. Shame made his cheeks flame. But saying it sent arousal rocketing. His body shook with need.

Lena beamed, eyes shining with love. "Good boy. My little cuck is learning. Now cup his balls again. Feel them tighten. He's close. Going to pump me full. And you'll guide every drop."

Mark's hand slid under, cupping the heavy, sweat-slick sack. It pulsed in his grip. The trainer's rhythm quickened. Lena cried out, "Yes! Fill me! Breed your slut!" Her words were for the bull, but her gaze stayed on Mark, full of tender humiliation. "This is for us, baby. His cum in my womb. Your love making it perfect."

The trainer groaned low, no words, just raw dominance. His cock swelled inside her. Mark felt the balls contract in his palm. Hot seed surged. Lena gasped, clutching Mark's arm. "Feel it? He's claiming me. So much cum. Flooding my fertile depths. Oh, Mark, I love you for letting this happen."

Jealousy hit Mark like a wave, crashing hard. His wife, bred bare by another man. Shame twisted his insides—holding the balls that did it. But arousal throbbed relentlessly, his cage dripping. Acceptance bloomed: this rush, this bond, it was addictive.

Lena rode the waves, her body trembling. The trainer pulled out slowly, his cock glistening. A dribble of cum leaked from her. She looked at Mark, glowing, satisfied. "Come here, my love. Taste what he left. But first, watch it drip. See how full he made me."

Mark stared, mesmerized. The sight burned into him. Jealousy lingered, sharp. Shame heated his skin. Arousal pulsed. He leaned in, drawn by her command.

Lena's hand stroked his hair. "Not yet, baby. Let it build. I want you desperate." Her voice dripped care and cruelty. "Imagine our life now. Daily worship of this cock. Scent marking your face with his musk. Me, pregnant with his baby. You, locked and leaking. Doesn't it feel right?"

The fantasy hooked him. Mark's mind raced ahead. Jealousy faded to thrill. Shame melted into need. Arousal won, pulling him toward acceptance. Their love felt unbreakable.

The trainer stood, silent, dominant. He adjusted himself, then turned to leave. No words. Just the scent lingering.

Lena pulled Mark's face to her thigh. "Stay with me, bitch. The real fun starts now." She shifted, her pussy hovering above him. A wet sound built inside her. "Open wide. Mommy's got a gift from your superior."

Mark's heart pounded. Anticipation spiked. What came next would break him—and bind them forever.


Chapter 9: Immediate Aftermath

Mark's heart pounded. The trainer's heavy breaths faded. He pulled out of Lena with a wet pop, his massive cock glistening, spent but still imposing. Mark knelt there, hands trembling from cupping those pulsing balls moments ago. Jealousy clawed at his gut like never before. How could he have guided that thing into her? Shame twisted inside him, hot and unrelenting. Yet his cage throbbed, leaking precum onto the mat. The betrayal of his own body hit hard.

Lena lay back, glowing. Her chest heaved. Sweat-slick skin shone under the living room lights. She locked eyes with Mark, her smile soft and knowing. The trainer smirked, zipping up. He grabbed his bag without a word. Dominance lingered in his scent, thick in the air. Mark inhaled it unwillingly. The door clicked shut behind him. Silence fell, broken only by Lena's contented sigh.

Mark's mind reeled. Raw jealousy surged— that bull had claimed her womb, filled her with seed that wasn't his. Gut-twisting shame followed, burning his cheeks. He was locked in pink plastic while another man bred his wife. But arousal pulsed through him, undeniable. His cock strained against the cage, desperate. Lena's eagerness made it worse— or better. She had wanted this. Craved it. Her visible hunger validated every second.

"Oh, my pathetic little bitch hubby," Lena murmured, her voice a loving caress. "Look at you, all flushed and needy. Did guiding his superior cock into me make your tiny thing ache?"

Mark nodded, voice caught in his throat. Shame crashed over him again. But her tone wrapped him in warmth.

"I love you so much for this," she continued, eyes sparkling. "You felt his balls throb, didn't you? Pumping all that potent seed into your wife's fertile pussy. While you're locked away, useless for breeding."

His stomach twisted. Jealousy spiked, imagining her belly swelling with the trainer's child. Yet arousal flooded him, cage biting into his skin.

"You're shaking, baby," Lena said softly. "Come here. Let me hold you. I need you now more than ever."

Mark crawled closer. Her scent hit him— mixed with the bull's musk. It was intoxicating. Shame burned, but acceptance flickered. She reached out, fingers gentle on his cheek.

"His cum is dripping out of me already," she whispered, affectionate and teasing. "Smell that? That's the scent of a real man owning what you can't. But you're my everything, Mark. My honest, devoted husband."

He leaned in, nose inches from her slick folds. The aroma overwhelmed him. Jealousy raged, but her words soothed. Arousal throbbed harder.

Lena giggled lightly. "You guided him in bare, honey. On my ovulation day. What if his seed takes? You'll raise his baby, worship his cock daily, while I remind you how much I love you for it."

Mark's breath hitched. Shame gut-punched him— he wasn't man enough. But her loving humiliation stirred something addictive. His body trembled, leaking more.

"I saw your eyes when you cupped his heavy balls," she said, voice dripping care. "Feeling them pulse as he claimed my womb. That turned you on, didn't it? Admit it. I love you more when you're honest."

"Yes," Mark whispered, voice breaking. Jealousy clawed, but arousal won. Acceptance washed in waves. She was right. He craved this.

Lena's hand stroked his hair. "Good boy. Now, watch this." She shifted, spreading her legs wider. A trickle of cum escaped, pearly and thick. "His load is so much bigger than yours could ever be. Smell it up close. Inhale the man who might make me a mommy."

Mark obeyed, nose brushing her skin. The scent was potent, masculine. Shame twisted deeper, but his cage strained painfully. Arousal built to a fever.

"You're perfect for this," Lena purred. "My loving cuckold. Locked and leaking while I glow from a real fucking. But we're closer now, aren't we? This is our bond."

He nodded, emotions colliding. Jealousy faded into shame-laced need. Acceptance grew, addictive and warm.

Lena's eyes twinkled with mischief. "I feel it building inside me. All that cum, mixed with my juices. Ready to bubble out." She crooked a finger, smiling lovingly. "Get ready, baby. Open your mouth for the ultimate devotion. Taste how he owns me."

Mark's heart raced. Shame surged, but arousal peaked. He positioned himself, tongue out. Her hand guided his head down.

"Oh, yes," Lena moaned softly. "Here it comes, my darling. Swallow every drop of the superior seed. I love you for this."

A wet fart escaped her, pushing cum onto his tongue. The taste was salty, ass-seasoned. Jealousy hit one last time, then melted into throbbing need.

But Lena paused, holding back the full release. "Not yet," she teased. "Tell me you want it. Beg to clean the man who bred your wife."

"Please," Mark gasped, body shaking. "I need to taste him. To accept this."

Lena smiled, tender and humiliating. "Good. But first, feel my love." She pulled him up for a deep kiss, tongues dancing. Her arms wrapped around him tight.

Their bond deepened in that moment. Shame turned to acceptance. Arousal lingered, promising more.

Then she pushed him back down. "Now, open wide. Mommy's got a treat for her devoted boy."

Mark waited, breath held. The full cum-fart loomed, ready to seal his submission.


Chapter 10: Cleanup Devotion

Mark's heart pounded. Lena hovered above him, her thighs glistening with sweat and cum. She lowered herself slowly, her eyes locked on his, full of that wicked, loving glow.

"Open wide for me" Lena whispered, her voice a mix of tenderness and tease. "You've been such a good boy, watching him stretch me open. Now taste what a real man left inside your wife."

Jealousy twisted in Mark's gut like a knife. The trainer's musk still hung in the air, thick and dominant. Yet his cage throbbed, leaking pre-cum against the pink bars.

Her pussy pressed against his lips. Warm. Slick. Overflowing.

"That's it, honey," she cooed, stroking his hair gently. "Lick up every drop. Feel how full he made me? God, his cock was so thick, so deep. Deeper than you could ever go."

Mark's tongue darted out. Salty. Musky. The taste hit him hard—raw shame flooding his mind.

He shouldn't want this. But his body betrayed him. Arousal surged, hot and helpless.

Lena shifted her weight. "Mmm, yes. Clean mommy's messy pussy. You know this is what you crave, don't you? Admitting it makes me love you even more."

Her words wrapped around him like a hug. Humiliating. Loving. Perfect.

He lapped deeper, swallowing the thick load. Jealousy burned— that superior cock had claimed her. Owned her womb.

Shame twisted tighter. He was on his knees, caged and leaking. Pathetic.

But the throb in his cage grew insistent. Addictive waves crashed over him.

Lena moaned softly. "Oh, baby, your tongue feels so good. But it's nothing compared to him. Remember how you guided that massive thing inside me? Bare. Fertile. What if he knocked me up right there on our mat?"

Breeding talk. It slammed into Mark's brain. Jealousy spiked—another man's baby in her belly.

His hands shook on her thighs. Shame boiled, gut-wrenching. He pictured it: her swelling, him raising the child.

Yet arousal pulsed harder. His cage strained painfully, dripping more.

"I love how honest you're being," Lena purred, grinding down lightly. "My little cleanup boy, worshipping the mess he made. Doesn't it taste like power? Like the cock that's replacing yours?"

She was eager. Her body trembled with aftershocks. Visible desire made it hotter—validated every lick.

Mark dove in deeper. Swallowing. Cleaning. The scent overwhelmed him—sweat, cum, dominance.

Jealousy clawed at his chest. That Black trainer's size, his scent—superior in every way.

Shame hit like a wave. He was devouring another man's load from his wife's pussy.

But the arousal built. Throbbing. Uncontrollable.

Lena's fingers tangled in his hair. "Good boy. Now hold still. Mommy's got a special treat for you."

She lifted slightly. Then pushed. A wet, bubbling fart escaped—right onto his tongue.

Cum splattered his mouth. Ass-seasoned. Pungent.

"Taste that, honey?" Lena laughed softly, affectionate and humiliating. "That's his load, mixed with my juices. Smell how it owns me? You're literally swallowing the man who fucked your wife's stinky ass too. Open wide for mommy like a pathetic little ass cleaner."

Mark gagged at first. Jealousy roared— the trainer had taken her everywhere.

Gut-twisting shame flooded him. He was breathing in cum-farts. Degraded.

But his cage ached with need. Arousal throbbed, turning shame into fuel.

He opened wider. Swallowed it all. The mix of flavors—bitter, salty, forbidden—sent dopamine spiking through him.

Lena stroked his cheek. "Yes, just like that. Clean every bit. I love you so much for this, baby. It makes us closer. Stronger."

Her praise melted him. Loving. Reassuring. The humiliation blended with care.

She rocked gently. "Mmm, feel that? More coming. His seed's deep in there. What if it's already taking root? You'd raise his baby, wouldn't you? Worship his cock every day while I grow round with it."

Breeding whispers. They hooked into Mark's mind. Jealousy twisted—losing her fertility to him.

Shame crushed down. He'd guide it again. Watch it happen.

Arousal flooded back. His body shook, cage straining against the impossible pressure.

Lena pushed again. Another cum-fart bubbled out, wet and warm. Straight into his mouth.

"Swallow it all, my love," she urged, her voice dripping affection. "Taste the man who owns my womb. Doesn't it make you hard? Knowing you're my devoted little cleaner?"

Mark did. Gulped it down. The scent marked him—musky, dominant, addictive.

Jealousy ebbed into acceptance. This was their bond now. Deeper than before.

She ground down harder. "Deeper, honey. Get every drop. I want to feel empty for you. Well, empty of him— but full of our love."

Her eagerness shone. Eyes bright. Body quivering.

Mark's tongue worked tirelessly. Cleaning folds. Sucking gently.

Shame lingered, but arousal dominated. Throbbing waves pulled him under.

Lena sighed happily. "Almost there, baby. You're doing amazing. My perfect, pathetic husband."

Finally, she lifted. Inspected him with a smile. "All clean. Good boy."

Mark's face was slick. Messy. But his heart swelled with twisted pride.

She pulled him up. Kissed him deeply. Tasting the remnants on his lips.

"I love you more than ever," Lena whispered, hugging him tight. "This ritual? It's ours now. Every time."

Acceptance washed over Mark. Addictive. Loving.

Jealousy faded to embers. Shame twisted into something hot.

Arousal lingered, cage still straining.

But the bond felt unbreakable. Stronger.

Lena's eyes sparkled mischievously. "Now, for your pillow tonight. Something to dream about."

She reached for the trainer's discarded underwear. Cum-stained. Piss-flecked.

Mark's pulse raced. What was she planning?


Chapter 11: Closer Than Ever

Mark's tongue still tasted the bull's thick, salty load. His face burned from the wet heat of Lena's cum-farts. Shame twisted in his gut, but his cage throbbed harder than ever.

Lena slid off his face. She beamed down at him, eyes sparkling with love. "Oh, my little bitch. You swallowed every drop like a good boy. Didn't you love tasting the man who just owned my womb?"

Mark's cheeks flushed. Jealousy hit him like a wave. That massive cock had stretched her, filled her. But her words made his heart swell. "I... I did, Lena. It was humiliating."

She giggled softly. Pulled him up to sit beside her on the mat. Her hand stroked his cheek. "Humiliating and hot, right? Admit it, baby. Your tiny cage is leaking for more."

He nodded. Shame crashed over him. His body betrayed him again. Precum dripped from the pink bars. "Yes. God, yes. It hurts how much I want this."

Lena kissed his forehead. Her lips were tender. "I love you more when you're honest like that. My sweet, broken hubby. Now, let's make this night perfect. I have a little gift for you."

She reached for the bull's discarded underwear. It lay crumpled on the floor. Cum stains gleamed wetly. A faint piss fleck peeked from the waistband. Mark's stomach flipped. Raw jealousy surged. That scent belonged to the man who'd just bred her.

"See this?" Lena held it up. Dangled it inches from his nose. "This is his. Sweaty, cum-soaked, and marked with his piss. Smell it, Mark. Inhale the cock that's replacing yours."

He leaned in. The musk hit him hard. Earthy, dominant. His nostrils flared. Gut-twisting shame flooded his mind. Why did this arouse him? His cage strained painfully.

Lena watched him. Her smile was pure affection. "Good boy. Deeper breath. That's the scent of a real man. The one who made me cum so hard I saw stars. You're going to dream of it every night."

Mark inhaled again. Arousal throbbed through him. Jealousy twisted into something addictive. "Lena... it's overwhelming."

She nodded. Pressed the fabric to his lips. "Kiss it, my love. Worship the mark he left. This is your new reality. His cock owns us both now."

He kissed it. The fabric was damp. Salty tang on his tongue. Shame burned, but waves of acceptance rolled in. He loved her. Loved this twisted bond.

Lena pulled him toward their bedroom. The living room mat stayed behind, stained and messy. She clutched the underwear like a treasure. "Come on, baby. Time for bed. But first, a special pillowcase for my prince."

In the bedroom, she stripped his pillow. Slid the bull's underwear over it like a sleeve. It fit snugly. Cum stains faced up. Piss fleck marked the edge.

Mark stared. His heart raced. "You're really doing this?"

"Of course, silly." She fluffed it playfully. Patted the bed. "Lay your head right here. Every breath will remind you. His scent marking you as mine. As his."

He hesitated. Jealousy clawed at him. That bull's dominance lingered in their sacred space. But Lena's eager eyes pulled him in. She wanted this. Needed it.

Mark lay down. The fabric pressed against his cheek. Musk filled his lungs. Strong, invasive. His body shook. Shame twisted deep. "It smells so... powerful."

Lena climbed in beside him. Snuggled close. Her naked body warm against his. "Powerful and perfect. Just like him. Now, breathe it in while I hold you. My pathetic husband, addicted to the smell of the man who breeds me."

He breathed. In and out. Arousal built like a drug. His cage leaked steadily. "Lena, this is insane. I feel so small."

"You are small, baby." She whispered in his ear. Kissed his neck softly. "Tiny and locked. But I love you for it. Imagine tomorrow. You'll wake up smelling him. It'll make you crave more."

Mark's mind spun. Jealousy faded to throbbing need. "More? Like what?"

She chuckled. Her hand traced his chest. "Oh, honey. Daily worship starts soon. You'll massage his superior cock every morning. Cup those heavy balls. Smell his sweat while I watch. Doesn't that sound delicious?"

His breath hitched. Gut shame hit hard. Massaging another man's cock? But the image flooded him with arousal. "God, Lena. That terrifies me."

"And excites you." She squeezed his hand. Pulled it to her belly. "Feel where he filled me. If I'm pregnant, you'll raise his baby. Worship him while I grow round. My loving cuckold hubby."

He touched her skin. Soft, warm. Breeding talk sent shivers through him. Jealousy spiked, then melted into acceptance. "I'd do it for you. All of it."

"I know you would." Lena kissed him deeply. Tongues danced. "You're mine forever. This makes us stronger. Closer than ever."

They cuddled tighter. Her leg draped over his. The scent enveloped him. Addictive waves washed over Mark. Shame turned to love. Arousal to peace.

But as sleep tugged, Lena whispered one more thing. "Tomorrow, we visit Tara at Secret Desires. Time for your worship kit. And maybe... invite him back for your first massage duty."

Mark's eyes snapped open. Heart pounded. The hook sank deep.
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