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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.”

You swallowed thickly, unable to speak. The humiliating truth stabbed deep. You were the outsider now—relegated to watching, aching, and begging silently through a screen.

Then the photo appeared.

His huge erect cock. Twice the size of yours, at least. She had told you how big he was, but you thought she must have been exaggerating. Your mind couldn't fathom the size of it. But there it was, cold hard proof.

Your pulse raced, body aching with humiliation. Your breath came shallow, and you couldn’t look away.

**“This is what’s in her life now,”** the text read. **“And what you’ll never have.”**

You tried to steady yourself. You knew she deserved this. It was everything you couldn't give her.

The next texts were merciless:

**“She told me how little you are. I guess that’s why she wanted me.”**

**“You cock can't even compete with my little finger.”**

**“And I’m just getting started.”**

Another image came through.

It was her, standing in front of his bedroom mirror. A towel wrapped around her body. Low enough to make you stare but not enough to satisfy. Her hair damp, tangled from the water, cheeks flushed, her shoulders were spattered with waterdrops.

She was radiating confidence. Her eyes locked onto yours through the screen, sharp and mocking. And in the corner of the reflection, just barely visible, was his arm. Tanned. Toned. Tattooed.

Your fingers trembled slightly as you typed your reply.

**You look beautiful. Thank you for letting me see.**

No response right away. Just your heart pounding in your chest like it wanted to be punished too.

Five minutes passed. 

The next message:

**\[We were talking about you.]**

You hesitated. Then asked:

**What did she say?**

The typing bubble appeared instantly. Then disappeared. Then reappeared.

A long pause, and then a screenshot.

It was from their private chat. The part you weren’t in. The message was hers:

**“He used to try so hard. It was kind of cute, actually. But it never felt like this.”**

Your chest ached. And lower, you felt the dull, pulsing throb that always came with this kind of truth.

You replied:

**She deserves more than cute. I’m glad she finally has it.**

This time, the response came not in text, but in another photo.

He was in it.

Shirtless. His jeans slung low. His grin wide. He stood behind her, the camera catching only half his face and the full length of her back as she leaned into his chest.

He looked so relaxed. So sure of himself.

The kind of man she needed.

The kind of man you weren’t.

The caption:

**\[She said she likes how I smell.]**

You imagined her whispering that, nose in his neck, smirking as she watched the photo send.

The next message was hers.

**“Do you miss me yet?”**

It wasn’t a question, not really. You read it like a command.

You answered:

**Always. Even more when you’re happy.**

A video came next. Just three seconds long. No sound.

She was laughing. His fingers brushed under her chin as she tried to hide her face from the camera. She didn’t try hard. Her smile was wide and real — the kind of smile you hadn’t seen in months.

She wasn’t hiding from you. She was showing off.

You typed with trembling hands.

**You look radiant. I love seeing you like this.**

You meant it.

—-
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Ten more minutes. Another string of messages, fast and sharp.

**\[She’s in my shirt now.]**

**\[It smells like me. She says it makes her feel owned.]**

**\[She asked me to send you a picture of her mouth.]**

And there it was.

A close-up selfie. Just her lips. Slightly parted, pink and swollen. Her lipstick was smudged at the corners. Not messy — just *touched*. Worn down by someone who wasn’t you.

You stared. You zoomed in. You could almost smell her. Almost.

But not quite.

You replied:

**Thank you. I hope I get to clean it off later.**

The next message made your stomach twist.

**\[You don’t. She already wiped it on my cock.]**

You didn’t reply. What could you say? You just breathed through it, let the heat flood your cheeks, and looked at the photo again.

Then a new one.

This one was crueler.

A side-by-side. Two photos stitched together. One of him — shirt off now, jeans open. His cock pressed thick against dark fabric, the outline unmistakable, heavy.

Beside it — your old nude.

One she had on her phone. One you never thought she’d share.

You were soft in it. Trying to look hard. Trying to impress her. Next to *his*, it looked like a toy. Something to giggle at. Something to forget.

The caption?

**\[She wanted a reminder. Of what she left behind.]**

You stared for a long time. Your stomach churned. Your cock pulsed once, pathetically.

Then you typed:

**I understand now. Thank you for being honest. I’m proud of her.**

The typing bubble appeared instantly.

**\[She’s proud of you too. For knowing your place.]**

You felt something break and settle inside you. A quiet kind of obedience. The kind that didn’t ask for more, didn’t hope, didn’t dream. Just *watched*.

Then a voice note arrived.

You stared at it for a moment before pressing play.

Her voice, quiet and warm:

*“He said I should call you our little phone pet.”*

A soft giggle.

*“I kind of like it.”*

Then silence. Then laughter. Then the note ended.

Another photo arrived. The towel still clung, but it was slipping now. Just an inch lower, and you'd see more than you deserved. Her skin glistened. Damp. Clean. Claimed.

**\[You can zoom in if you want.]**

You did. Of course you did.

You tried not to touch yourself. You weren't told you could.

She sent a message next. Short. Sweet. Sharp.

**“I feel so soft.”**

You imagined how she smelled. What the warm steam off her body would feel like. But you knew that wasn’t for you. It never would be again.

You replied.

**I hope he enjoys every inch.**

Then another voice note.

Her voice, light with amusement:

*“He told me I should sit on his lap in just the towel and take a picture for you.”*

A pause.

*“I said... maybe later. If you behave.”*

The note ended in a giggle that sounded like it echoed off his neck.

You swallowed the lump in your throat and responded:

**Whatever you decide to send, I’ll be grateful.**

You were respectful. You knew your role.

The next photo was darker. Taken from behind. She was sitting on the edge of his bed now, towel still wrapped, but her back was bare — smooth, perfect. It was exposing the curve of her spine.

His hand was visible, just barely. Resting on her shoulder like he was reminding you.

**\[She said the bed’s softer than yours.]**

You couldn’t deny it. You wouldn’t.

Another message:

**\[She wants to show you more. But only if you ask nicely.]**

You typed carefully.

**Please. I’d be honoured to see what she wants to share.**

Her mouth, open. Her tongue, extended — wet and pink, resting obediently between her lips. The same lips she used to kiss you goodnight.

You stared. You imagined where it had been.

Where it would be next.

You felt yourself twitch. Ache.

Still you didn’t touch. Not without permission.

The typing bubble appeared. Then paused. Then a voice note.

His voice this time.

*“We’re just getting started, little man.”*

Then a video.

You didn’t hesitate and pressed play.

It was short. Just ten seconds. The first frame opened on her bare legs — smooth, stretched out across grey sheets. The towel was gone. Her thighs were parted, just slightly. Her skin was flushed, and her breathing shallow.

She was holding the phone herself — one hand between her legs, the other recording — but it was the his voice you heard:

*“Keep
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