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This story contains explicit adult themes including consensual cuckolding, verbal and visual humiliation and power exchange. 

All interactions depicted are consensual within the story’s context. This material is intended for mature readers who are comfortable with themes of sexual power imbalance, psychological dominance, and erotic degradation.

If any of these themes may be triggering or uncomfortable for you, please consider whether this content is right for you at this time.

The room was quiet except for the soft buzz of your phone. The glow of its screen cut through the dimness like a spotlight. You sat slumped on the edge of your bed, heart pounding, palms sweaty. Her name flashed across the display, but the words weren’t hers. They belonged to him—the younger one, the bull, the one who had taken everything you thought you owned.

**“Guess where she is right now?”**

Your fingers hovered, but you couldn’t type. You didn’t want to feed the fire. Instead, your breath caught in your throat as the phone buzzed again.

**“At my place. Alone with me. Again.”**

You swallowed hard, the dryness in your mouth unbearable. 

The buzzing didn’t stop. His messages came fast and cruel, teasing and deliberate.

**“She’s wearing that dress that makes you drool.”**

You knew which one. The one with the deep cut that showed off every inch of her legs. You pictured her standing before a mirror, biting her lip, anticipation in her eyes as she waited for his touch instead of yours.

**“Jealous now, huh?”**

A new message appeared—this time with a photo attached. Your breath hitched before you could stop it.

There she was. Draped across his lap, the skimpy dress hugging every curve, the soft light casting shadows that made her skin glow. Her legs were crossed, smooth and shining faintly with sweat you couldn’t smell through the screen. Her eyes sparkled with excitement and mischief as she smiled directly at you.

**“She told me she might stay the night.”**

You tried to respond, but your fingers faltered. What could you say? You had no control.

Another message buzzed in.

**“She's jumping in the shower now... getting herself ready for me”**

You imagined him standing under the hot water, cocky grin plastered across his face, knowing you were reading every word and feeling powerless.

His next message came through: “She told me how small you are. How she doesn’t even need you anymore.”
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