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Chapter 1

"Ha, you're kidding me, right?" Amy’s voice was a mix of disbelief and an edge she couldn’t quite control. She searched his face, waiting for any sign this was just some strange joke. "You really think you’d be able to handle it if I messed around with another guy?"

Mark swirled his whiskey, hesitating just long enough to collect himself. This wasn’t something he’d brought up on a whim. For months now, the idea had lodged itself in his mind, growing with every late night he spent diving deeper into the world of cuckold videos he’d stumbled across by accident. What had once felt like a guilty secret now burned in him with an almost desperate need to make it real.

"Look," he started, setting his glass down as if for emphasis. "I used to get jealous, yeah. But that’s not me anymore. We’ve been married for eleven years, Amy. I know what we have is solid; this wouldn’t be some random guy trying to make a move. It would be something we’d decide on together." His voice softened, trying to make her understand. "It’d be... us. Still us."

But Amy just stared at him, her expression caught between shock and something else—maybe hurt, maybe resentment. She thought about the strain between them lately, how their nights had grown colder, how their recent attempts at intimacy had left her feeling more frustrated than fulfilled. A wave of arguments flashed through her mind: about money, about his constant detachment. And now he was suggesting this? Had this fantasy been simmering beneath every argument, every silent night in bed?

"Mark, I don't… this is insane." She shook her head, a sigh escaping her lips. Part of her wanted to drop it altogether, to avoid adding yet another fight to the long list piling up between them. But curiosity gnawed at her—what exactly did he want from this? And why now?

She folded her arms, leaning back into the couch as her gaze turned critical. "Tell me then. What is it you imagine, exactly?"

He hesitated, fidgeting with his glass. "I don’t know... like, maybe you dressing up a little more... revealing, flirting with guys. Just—small things, at first." He downed the rest of his whiskey in a single gulp, forcing himself to continue. "Maybe even… kissing. Going further, if that’s what you want." The last words left his mouth as barely a whisper.

She narrowed her eyes, trying to read him, to see if he was serious. "So, let me get this straight. You want me to fuck someone else?" Her tone was icy, her words sharper than she’d intended.

Mark’s face flushed, and he stammered, “I mean, not like that, not just… it’s not as simple as that. It’s not only about sex.” But his voice wavered. He couldn’t deny the arousal, the fascination that lay beneath those words.

The conversation unravelled quickly from there. Amy’s incredulity gave way to anger, struggling to comprehend what he was asking of her. And beneath his embarrassment, Mark felt a flash of resentment for how easily she dismissed it. Another glass of whiskey went down faster than the first, and the bitterness in the room thickened, their voices rising to fill the growing space between them.

"I mean, it's not like you haven’t fucked other guys before," Mark blurted out, his voice tinged with something sharper than he intended. "Plenty of them, if I’m not mistaken. I mean, you’ve said you love sex! You liked fucking other guys—before we were together—so what’s the difference if I say it’s okay now?"

Amy’s face froze, her disbelief simmering just below the surface. "If you say it’s okay?" she echoed, her tone thick with incredulity. "So, I’d have your permission, then. Is that it?"

Mark’s jaw tightened. For a second, he seemed as though he might explain himself, but the anger flashed first. "You know what, Amy? Forget it. It was just an idea to spice things up. But forget I even brought it up." He slammed his glass down, the dull thud of it making her flinch, and then he stormed out of the room, leaving her alone with a whirlwind of thoughts.

Amy sat there, stunned, replaying the conversation in her mind. How had they reached this point? She couldn’t imagine being with another man without Mark’s jealousy igniting like a live wire. Every possible scenario—meeting someone, laughing too easily at a stranger’s joke, a hand lingering too long, the heady thrill of a hotel room—conjured images of Mark’s clenched fists, the dark look in his eyes. For all his insistence, could he really watch her slip into someone else’s bed without it eating him alive?

She traced her fingers along the edge of his abandoned glass, still damp from his last sip. She’d laughed off the idea at first, barely giving him a chance to explain. He’d seemed so serious, so raw, as though he’d peeled back a part of himself he didn’t often show. Maybe she’d been too quick to judge. The notion was absurd to her, sure—but it had taken him real courage to bring it up.

What exactly did he imagine? A stranger? Someone from their circle? The thought made her shiver. If it was someone they both knew… she pictured Mark barely holding himself back, a potential scene on his hands. She shook her head, feeling the tension knot her shoulders.

She poured whiskey into his glass and brought it to her lips, grimacing as it burned its way down. She’d never been much for whiskey—especially not Mark’s strong, peaty stuff—but she felt the need for something bracing. With a shaky breath, she tried to clear her mind. But the thought lingered, the unknowns filling her with an unsettling thrill she didn’t quite want to admit.

Amy sat down at the kitchen table, her fingers tracing aimless patterns on the wood as her mind drifted, still reeling from her husband’s shocking admission. She tried to steady herself, focusing on the slight chill of the glass in her hand, but her thoughts slipped away from her control, spiraling back to what Mark had said and, strangely, to one of his closest friends.

Brad. She’d always sensed a magnetic pull toward him, though she’d never let herself dwell on it. Tall and athletic, with a presence that seemed to fill every room, Brad was the kind of man who turned heads without trying. His easy confidence had always struck a contrast with Mark’s more reserved demeanor, and when they were together, his playful flirtation felt like a secret meant just for her. The way his hand would linger on her shoulder a beat longer than necessary or the mischievous gleam in his eye whenever he caught her looking his way—small gestures that, until now, she’d brushed off as harmless fun. But tonight, with her husband’s unexpected proposal swirling in her mind, those moments felt different.

An image crept into her mind unbidden—of Brad leaning down to kiss her, his hands sliding possessively to her waist as he pulled her close. She could practically feel the warmth of his breath, the firm press of his lips against hers. Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t stop there. Her thoughts slipped further, imagining what it might be like to lose herself in his touch, to feel the strength in his arms, his body against hers. She took a sharp breath, pressing her fingers to her lips as if to stop the forbidden fantasies.

For the first time, she let herself wonder about him in ways she never had before. What would he be like in bed? Would he be gentle, or was there something rougher beneath that playful charm? Her gaze drifted down the hallway, where Mark had gone to bed, oblivious to the thoughts consuming her.

She swallowed hard, feeling a pang of guilt, but she couldn’t shake the thought, her curiosity spilling into territory she knew she shouldn’t tread. Brad was a big guy, muscular, and she couldn’t help but imagine that every part of him would be… equally impressive. She felt her heart rate quicken, her mind racing as she tried to picture him in full—unfiltered, unapologetic. Would he make her feel the way Mark used to? Maybe even more?

Amy took one last, almost defiant swig of her drink, the whiskey’s heat mingling with the warmth already pooling low in her belly. She set the glass down, the faint clink echoing in the quiet kitchen, and closed her eyes, trying to push the scandalous images from her mind. But the thrill remained, simmering beneath her skin, even as she forced herself to her feet and set the glass in the sink. She stood there a moment longer, staring into the empty glass as if it held some answer, something to quiet the questions that were now impossible to ignore.

Turning off the lights, she made her way down the hall. Her husband’s suggestion had planted a seed she hadn’t asked for, but now, alone in the dark, she felt it begin to take root, its tempting whispers growing louder as she finally slipped into bed.

Chapter

Three weeks passed, and instead of dying down, the tension between them only thickened. Mark continued to bring up the idea of Amy being with other men, usually when he was a few drinks in, his words tumbling out with a mix of insistence and frustration. Each time, Amy pushed back, her voice laced with exasperation, arguing that he’d never be able to handle it if she were interested. Her conviction only seemed to spur him on, though, as if he had something to prove.

In the quiet hours, Mark wrestled with his own doubts, feeling their weight settle in his chest whenever he was alone. The fantasies didn’t let up; they consumed his thoughts, trailing him through the day and haunting him at night. He’d find himself lost in scenarios where Amy’s soft laughter, her flushed cheeks, were directed at someone else, some other man’s hands caressing her the way he used to. It aroused him almost unbearably, leaving him trembling with need, his mind spiraling deeper into what-ifs.

And yet, when he finally reached release, a sickening pang of jealousy often surfaced in the aftermath. The thrill gave way to something darker, gnawing at him from within, a reminder that no matter how enticing the thought seemed, his heart rebelled against the reality. Maybe Amy was right. Maybe seeing her with someone else would unravel him, bringing out a side of him he didn’t want to acknowledge. But he pushed these doubts down, certain he could handle it. After all, he thought, he’d never actually seen it happen—how bad could it be?

He didn’t want her to think she’d won, though, that she was right to doubt him. The more Amy questioned his resolve, the more determined he became, his pride coiling around his fantasies like barbed wire. It was as though his mind was split in two, one part of him clinging to the thrill, the other recoiling from it. Pride and obsession made for an unyielding pair, and the combination kept him resolute, insistent that he could handle it, that it was something he truly wanted—even if he wasn’t entirely sure himself.

But then, life threw an unexpected curveball. The day Mark had dreaded for months finally arrived; his name appeared on the layoff list. For the first time in his adult life, he found himself unemployed, the stability he’d clung to slipping through his fingers like sand. When he returned home, Amy saw the look on his face, the hollow stare, and didn’t need to ask. The weight of it hit her like a gust of cold wind, chilling whatever warmth might have lingered between them. Mark had always been the steady one, the provider, the foundation of their life together. Now, with one stroke, that foundation had cracked.

Mark barely said a word, pouring himself a glass of whiskey, and retreating into silence. Amy watched him from across the room, her own frustrations and confusion momentarily subdued by a pang of sympathy. Still, beneath that sympathy, something else lingered—a flicker of resentment. She couldn’t shake the feeling that his obsession, this reckless idea he kept pushing, had somehow drained the spark from their relationship. They’d grown more distant, and his insistence on this fantasy, even amid their mounting problems, felt like a betrayal. She wondered how he could fixate on something so absurd when they had real-life issues looming over them.

She tried to reach out, to offer comfort, but he shrugged her off, staring down into his glass as though it held some kind of answer. The silence stretched between them, heavy with unsaid words and unacknowledged fears. Amy couldn’t help but think that maybe, in some twisted way, the universe was giving them both what they wanted—a distraction from the disquiet in their marriage, even if that distraction came in the form of chaos. But as she stood there, watching him drink alone, she realized that their relationship was reaching a point of no return. Mark was lost in his fantasy, and she wasn’t sure if he’d ever find his way back.

By the third Saturday in June, things had finally come to a head. Amy felt like a taut wire about to snap, stretched thin from the weight of Mark’s unrelenting obsession. She’d humored a few fantasies in the quiet solitude of her mind, feeling the inevitable pull of arousal as she pictured certain scenarios. But when reality loomed close, she felt nothing but dread. She knew her husband too well, and the thought of his jealousy igniting if any of those fantasies turned real was a nightmare she couldn’t entertain.

“So, is this how it’s going to be?” she asked, her voice wavering despite her best efforts to keep it steady. “Are you going to let my refusal to mess around with another guy be the reason our marriage falls apart?”

Mark’s shoulders slumped as he shrugged, a dismissive look shadowing his face. “No, it’s not… I don’t know, Amy. I just don’t get it. But fine—whatever, you’ve clearly made up your mind.”

His apathy cut through her like a knife, his unwillingness to see what he was risking. She could feel her patience slipping away, frayed beyond repair. In that moment, the words escaped her, unfiltered and raw. “Maybe we need some time apart.”

The room fell silent, Mark’s stunned expression meeting her hardened gaze. They stared at each other, each waiting for the other to break first, to offer some small gesture that would stave off the widening chasm between them. But the longer he looked at her, the colder he seemed to grow. His silence was laced with resentment.

“Fine,” he said finally, his voice a low, resigned murmur. “Whatever you want. Do you want me to move out?”

Her throat tightened as a tear traced down her cheek, which she wiped away with the back of her hand, unwilling to let him see her vulnerability. “Where would you go, Mark? We can barely keep up with the mortgage, let alone rent somewhere else.”

A shadow passed over his face, his lips parting before he swallowed, as if forcing himself to speak. “I don’t know… maybe Brad’s. He just moved into a new place, and… I don’t know. I never thought it would come to this.”

The silence that settled between them was thick and suffocating, pressing down on them with the weight of everything left unsaid. Amy’s heart ached, a feeling of profound exhaustion settling over her. “Look, I don’t know if this is fixable anymore, Mark. I just… I can’t do it. I can’t keep pretending we’re okay. It’s not ideal, but until we figure something out, maybe… maybe you should move into the guest room. We need space. That’s a start, at least.”

For a moment, Mark simply stared at her, his eyes dark and unreadable, before he turned away. Without a word, he walked to their bedroom, his footsteps heavy and defeated. Amy could hear him rummaging through drawers, the sound of zippers and rustling fabric filling the empty silence of the house.

As he packed, a wave of guilt swept over him, creeping into the corners of his mind where he’d tried to hide it. Weeks of pushing, of digging into a fantasy without thinking of the toll it would take, came crashing down on him, leaving him feeling hollow. The allure of his fantasies had been intoxicating, pulling him into a world where nothing else mattered, but now, as the reality of separation stared him in the face, he was gripped with fear—fear that he’d gone too far, that his actions had already shattered whatever bond they had left.

The days turned to weeks, and the arrangement that was meant to be temporary seemed to stretch on without end. Mark drifted through the house, his presence a faint echo of who he’d been, barely engaged with the world outside their crumbling marriage. Finding work felt like a distant priority, his energy zapped by the realization of what he’d risked. Though he’d mentioned Brad, the thought of sleeping on a friend’s couch, explaining the situation in more detail than he could bear, felt humiliating. Besides, the idea of leaving completely—of abandoning Amy to sleep somewhere else—tugged at a part of him he couldn’t quite let go.

Brad had offered to let him stay, but Mark couldn’t bring himself to accept. It would mean admitting defeat, stepping out of the life he’d built, however shaky it had become. And so, he stayed in the guest room, haunted by the emptiness he’d created. He lay awake most nights, staring at the ceiling, feeling the cold distance of the empty bed around him, his thoughts drifting to Amy in the next room, wondering if she, too, was awake, feeling the same sense of loss he did.

Amy’s anger simmered quietly beneath the surface, softened by the sorrow of what they’d both lost. She’d wanted a partner, someone who would fight for them, not someone chasing shadows and fantasies. But she couldn’t deny that something had shifted. The space between them had become a chasm, one that seemed impossible to bridge, and as each day passed, she felt the weight of that finality settle deeper into her bones.

In the quiet moments, she’d catch herself staring at the closed guest room door, the silence behind it a painful reminder of how much had changed. They were living as strangers now, their once-shared life reduced to hollow routines and guarded exchanges. And as she lay alone at night, she couldn’t shake the feeling that they were nearing a point from which there would be no return.


Chapter 2

In the weeks that followed, Mark and Amy fell into a strange, unspoken truce. They kept things civil—most of the time. Mark continued to sleep in the guest room, while Amy held on to the master bedroom, the room they’d once shared. She buried herself in work during the day, channeling all her energy into projects she’d once taken for granted. In the evenings, she either dove into hobbies she’d neglected for years or went out with friends, filling her nights with noise and laughter in an effort to escape the silence that waited for her at home. Still, no matter how busy she kept herself, there was an ache she couldn’t quite shake—a longing for the simple, intimate moments they’d once shared. But as much as she missed that connection, she also knew the distance between them was necessary, a buffer for the hurt and confusion they both carried.

Yet loneliness settled over both of them like a fog, thick and inescapable. And on a particular Saturday night, it became more than Amy could ignore. She came home from a friend’s party in a tipsy daze, the warmth of too many drinks still buzzing in her veins. She was wearing a short, tight dress, the kind she usually saved for special occasions, paired with heels that gave her an extra dose of confidence. Kicking off her shoes, she sank into the couch, laughing softly at a message on her phone as she scrolled through her notifications.

Upstairs, Mark heard her come in. He lay there in the darkness, listening to her movements, the rustle of her dress, the occasional hum of laughter as she replied to messages. After several minutes, curiosity got the better of him. He got up, moved downstairs, and stood just out of sight, watching her for a moment, unable to ignore how stunning she looked sprawled out on the couch, still glowing from her night out.

Amy didn’t notice him right away, her attention focused on her phone. Finally, he stepped forward, walking past her and into the kitchen. He spotted the half-finished bottle of wine she’d left behind, the same one she’d been drinking from while getting ready earlier that evening. He poured himself a glass, and on impulse, grabbed a second one.

“Want one?” he asked, lifting the bottle as he stepped back into the living room.

She glanced up, her eyes still slightly unfocused. “Sure.” Her gaze quickly returned to her phone, as if he was an afterthought.

He poured the wine and set her glass on the coffee table before taking a seat across from her in the recliner. He watched her for a few moments, studying her with a mixture of longing and frustration. She looked incredible, more radiant than he’d seen her in months, the kind of glow that came from a night spent letting go. The dress hugged her in all the right places, accentuating her curves, and he couldn’t help the way his eyes drifted over her body, lingering on the curve of her legs, the way the fabric clung to her hips. He knew he shouldn’t look, shouldn’t let his mind wander, but she was so effortlessly captivating.

Amy noticed his gaze, and with a playful smile, finally set her phone down and reached for her wine.

“Interesting text?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though he couldn’t fully mask the edge of jealousy in his voice.

She raised her eyebrows, smirking over the rim of her glass. “Maybe.” She took a slow sip, her eyes challenging him.

Mark swallowed, biting back the urge to press further. Part of him wanted to know who she was texting at this hour, to pry until he got an answer. But he couldn’t stand the thought of her seeing just how much this got under his skin. He forced himself to stay calm, to lean back as though he was entirely unbothered.

“So, did you have a good time?” he asked instead, his voice softer, though his eyes betrayed him, darting down to where her dress dipped low, exposing a teasing glimpse of her cleavage. She looked incredible—near perfect, really. The dress left little to the imagination, showing off her figure in a way that stirred something primal in him. He’d always known how beautiful she was, but tonight, with her cheeks flushed and her hair slightly tousled, she looked irresistible.

Amy noticed the way his gaze lingered and smirked, a small, knowing glint in her eye. She shifted slightly, crossing her legs, watching his eyes follow the movement. “It was… fun,” she replied, her tone casual, though there was a flicker of something else—maybe mischief or something more teasing—beneath the surface. She took another sip, her eyes holding his.

Amy noticed Mark’s gaze sweeping over her, lingering just a bit too long, and felt a mischievous thrill spark within her. Without breaking eye contact, she leaned back into the couch, parting her legs slightly, letting the hem of her dress inch up her thighs. She took another sip of her wine, savoring the moment as his eyes followed her every movement, drifting from her toned legs to the dark lace of her panties now in clear view.

“Oops,” she murmured, her tone anything but apologetic, as she pulled the dress back down over her thighs with exaggerated slowness. She leaned forward, placing her glass on the coffee table, and as she did, the neckline of her dress dipped even lower, her full breasts teasingly close to spilling from the fabric. The quick flicker of Mark’s eyes and the way his breath seemed to hitch did not go unnoticed. She was enjoying herself, her drunken state emboldening her in ways she hadn’t allowed herself in months.

Mark felt his heart pound, his body betraying him as he tried to stay composed. He told himself she was just tipsy, but he couldn’t ignore the glint of awareness in her eyes—she knew exactly what she was doing, and she knew he was helpless to look away.

“Had a great time tonight,” she said, the playful lilt in her voice almost daring him to react.

He swallowed hard, the jealousy he’d been trying to keep buried bubbling to the surface. His mind raced with questions, images he couldn’t suppress. Who had she been texting with such a satisfied smile? Had someone from the party flirted with her? Had they done more than that? Was she teasing him now as a hint of something he didn’t want to imagine?

Amy’s eyes sparkled as she watched his face, reading every unspoken thought, every flicker of doubt. She let her smile grow, wetting her lips in a slow, deliberate motion. “Yeah,” she drawled, leaning into the tension. “I definitely had a great time.”

Mark took a shaky breath, forcing himself to speak past the knot of jealousy tightening in his throat. “Did you, uh, do anything?”

Amy raised her eyebrows, her tone dripping with feigned innocence. “Did I do anything? Well, yeah, it was a party. I did lots of things.” She let the words hang in the air, drawing out the suspense. “I drank… a lot, actually.”

He clenched his jaw, feeling his patience fray. “That’s not what I meant,” he said, his voice laced with frustration. She knew exactly what he was asking, yet she continued to toy with him, her coy smile only adding fuel to his jealousy. “Did you… do anything… with anyone?”

Amy took her time, drawing her fingertip lazily up and down her thigh, letting her touch drift just beneath the hem of her dress. She sipped her wine, her eyes never leaving his as she enjoyed the effect she was having. With a languid grace, she set the glass back on the table, then picked up her phone, catching his gaze as it slipped down to her cleavage once more. He swallowed hard, shifting in his chair as he felt himself grow harder, trying to subtly adjust without giving her the satisfaction of knowing just how much she was getting to him.

She glanced at her phone, then met his gaze with a grin that was both playful and taunting. Without a word, she pushed herself up from the couch, swaying slightly as she grabbed onto the armrest to steady herself. Her laughter was soft, almost to herself, as she steadied her balance. She’d drunk far more than usual, and for a moment, the room seemed to tilt around her.

“Well?” Mark pressed, his voice low but urgent. “Did you?”

Amy held his gaze, a slow, knowing smile creeping onto her face. She took a step closer, her eyes gleaming with something he couldn’t quite read—something that both excited and unnerved him. Leaning down, she brushed her lips close to his ear, her breath warm against his skin as she whispered, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

The words sent a jolt through him, his pulse quickening. She smelled incredible, her perfume wrapping around him, intoxicating in its familiarity. His chest tightened, and his heart pounded as he tried to read her expression, but she straightened up too quickly, leaving him dazed and off-balance.

Amy smoothed down her dress, throwing him a last, teasing glance over her shoulder. She raised an eyebrow, her smile playful and just a little dangerous before she turned and headed for the stairs. Her hips swayed with each step, and Mark could see the slight unsteadiness in her movements from all the drinks she’d had. But she didn’t seem the least bit regretful; if anything, the wine only seemed to embolden her.

Mark sat frozen, his mind reeling, a rush of emotions battling for dominance. He drained the last of his wine, trying to steady himself, but it did nothing to calm the surge of arousal and frustration that had gripped him. Weeks without sex, weeks of watching her from a distance, longing for her even as he wrestled with the bitterness between them. And now she was toying with him, leaving him on the edge without a shred of remorse.

Images he couldn’t suppress flooded his mind—Amy in a darkened room at the party, her body entwined with another man’s, her laughter spilling into the air as he lay helpless on the outside, forced to listen. The idea was maddening, humiliating, and yet, it sent a pulse of heat through him he couldn’t deny.

He took a deep breath, fighting to push the image away, to keep his jealousy and anger in check. But the unresolved tension, the look she’d given him, the taunting challenge in her words—they all simmered inside him, threatening to boil over. He could feel his erection throbbing, painfully aware of his own desire, even as his mind raced with suspicion and fury.

Unable to sit still, he stood abruptly, his hands clenched at his sides, his blood hot as he made his way to the stairs. He felt an almost dizzying blend of anger and need propelling him forward. She’d taunted him, dangled the idea just out of reach, knowing exactly how it would affect him. And he couldn’t decide if he wanted to confront her or give in to the pull she’d awakened.

“Just who the hell was—” he started, shoving the bedroom door open, but the words died on his lips as he took in the sight before him.

The sight that greeted him stole the words from his lips. Amy was lying on the bed, completely naked, her back pressed against the soft, grey fabric of their headboard. She looked up with a small gasp, her eyes wide as though he’d caught her off guard, and slowly bit her bottom lip, a seductive glint in her gaze. Her arm crossed loosely over her chest, barely concealing her breasts, while her other hand remained nestled between her thighs, her fingers toying lazily with her wet folds.

Mark stood frozen, transfixed, his arousal intensifying at the sight before him. His cock throbbed, straining beneath his pants as he watched her close her eyes, sliding down the bed with a languid grace until she lay flat, her hair spread across the pillow like a golden halo. She opened her legs a little wider, revealing a small, soft patch of blonde above her glistening pink lips. Without thinking, Mark’s hand drifted to his own growing bulge, pressing against the ache that had built to an unbearable degree.

“Are you just going to stand there?” Amy whispered, her voice low and thick, each word like a siren’s call.

The anger and frustration that had flooded him moments ago dissolved in an instant. He quickly undid his belt, shoved his pants and boxers down to the floor, and stripped off his shirt as he made his way to the bed. His erection bobbed as he climbed in beside her, the tip already glistening with anticipation.

Amy opened her legs further, seeming to welcome him in, but her hand stayed in place, fingers tracing slow circles over her clit, teasingly barring his entrance. She met his gaze, her eyes gleaming as she continued to touch herself, a mischievous smile on her lips.

“Do you want to fuck my pussy, Mark?” she murmured, her tone deliciously obscene, sending a fresh wave of heat through him as she circled her clit with her finger.

“Yes,” he groaned, his voice heavy with need, his hand drifting to stroke himself in time with her movements.

She paused, widening her legs to give him a full, inviting view of her swollen, glistening lips. “Even if you’re not the first tonight?” she whispered, a wicked smile playing on her face as she continued her slow, teasing motions.

Mark’s heart skipped, the question landing like a punch to his gut. The comment was as unexpected as it was electrifying, stirring a mix of doubt and desire. He searched her face, seeing the devilish gleam in her eye, suspecting she was only trying to get a rise out of him. Yet a small part of him couldn’t help but wonder, a faint, nagging doubt whispering through his mind.

But the doubt did nothing to lessen the throbbing urgency within him. His need for her was all-consuming, his body desperate to close the distance between them.

“I... did you…?” Mark’s voice faltered, thick with arousal and frustration as he gripped his cock, stroking harder in anticipation.

Amy’s smile widened, her gaze flickering with wicked delight. She lifted her hand from between her legs, finally giving him access, but not without adding a final tease. “I don’t know. Did I?”

Mark hesitated, his eyes locked on the glistening wetness between her thighs, a thrill mixed with a chill racing up his spine. Then, without another thought, he positioned himself and thrust into her, hard and fast. She gasped, her head falling back as her nails dug into his hips, pulling him deeper.

“Yes,” she hissed, the word a challenge and a plea all at once.

With each thrust, Mark felt himself spiraling, every inch of him lost in the sensation of her heat wrapped around him. He drove into her, trying to force out the doubts, the questions, the jealousy that gnawed at him. Sweat gathered on his brow, and the slap of their bodies echoed in the room, raw and unrestrained.

“Oh god, Mark, YES! Don’t stop! That feels so fucking good! Yes! Fuck me harder!”

Her moans pushed him closer to the edge, but a single question seared through his mind, one he couldn’t banish. Through gritted teeth, he finally blurted, “Did you? Did you fuck someone else?”

Amy’s eyes gleamed with defiance, her lips curving into a provocative smile. She wasn’t sure what he wanted to hear—or if she wanted to give him the truth. “What if I did, Mark?”

He growled, slamming into her with renewed intensity, frustrated by her evasion. “Tell me.”

Her breath came in short, ragged gasps as she struggled to answer, her words barely breaking through his unrelenting rhythm. “Did—I—fuck him?” she panted. “No, Mark. We… didn’t… fuck!”

Relief washed over him for the briefest of moments, but then a new question clawed its way to the surface.

“Who is him?” he demanded, lifting her legs higher, spreading her open further.

“James—from work,” she managed, locking eyes with him, her voice both breathy and daring. “He was at the party. But we didn’t… fuck.”

“So that means you did something, right?” he asked, anger creeping into his voice, his rhythm now a forceful, relentless drive.

Amy’s breathing quickened, her lips parted as she nodded, her body shuddering under his movements. “We kissed,” she confessed, her chin tilting up defiantly. “He’s a really good kisser. And he… he put his hand under my shirt. He had a feel of my tits.”

Mark groaned, jealousy and desire coiling together as his eyes dropped to her breasts, bouncing wildly with every thrust. The image of another man’s hands on her, feeling the weight of her breasts as he kissed her, made his blood boil. He couldn’t stop himself—he reached down to cup her breasts, squeezing them possessively, as if reclaiming them.

“That’s right,” Amy whispered, her voice drenched in pleasure, her back arching into his hands. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she let out a shuddering sigh, closing her eyes as her body responded to him. “Just like that.”

Her encouragement pushed him over the edge. Mark felt his release building, a hot surge of need too powerful to contain. With one last, deep thrust, he groaned, his body convulsing as he spilled inside her, filling her completely.

“Ooooohhh, FUCK!” Amy cried out as her own orgasm hit, her body trembling beneath him, her moans filling the room.

They stayed like that, breathless, until Mark finally rolled off her, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. “God, that was…” he started, still dizzy from the intensity.

“Incredible,” Amy finished, her voice soft, her own breath still coming in short gasps.

A heavy silence settled over them. She turned away, curling onto her side with her back to him, leaving him alone with his thoughts. Mark lay still, his mind racing, unable to shake the image of her with James—the man she’d kissed, the man who’d touched her. He thought he remembered meeting him once at a staff party, a few years back. The details were hazy, but now jealousy clawed at him, an ugly, gnawing feeling that kept him rooted in place.

“Did anything else happen with James?” he finally asked, his voice barely a whisper.

No answer came. He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at her, only to find that she’d already drifted off, her breathing soft and steady. Mark watched her in the dim light, her face flushed, her hair a wild mess across the pillow. She looked beautiful, peaceful even, and somehow, that only made the ache inside him worse.

With a heavy sigh, he got up, glancing back at her one last time before retreating to the guest bedroom. As he lay there alone, the jealousy and anger simmered within him, refusing to settle. It would be a long, restless night, one where sleep remained just out of reach, taunting him like everything else about her tonight.


Chapter 3

Neither of them brought up the events of that night in the days that followed—not the passion they’d unleashed together nor the teasing confession Amy had dropped. Mark kept his silence, unwilling to let her see the extent of his turmoil, even as the thought of another man’s hands on his wife gnawed at him, growing sharper with each passing day. Anger simmered within him, but he found himself directing it more toward himself than toward her. After all, hadn’t he been the one to push her to this point? He’d fueled her actions, set the stage, yet here he was, trapped in a chaotic blend of jealousy, desire, and resentment he couldn’t seem to shake.

The morning after their encounter, he’d woken up with a fierce arousal that wouldn’t let him rest, his mind spinning images of her and James—not just making out, but going further, taking each other with abandon. The thought sent a sick thrill through him, and he’d barely lasted a minute before climaxing hard, his release intense and shameful. In the days that followed, the images returned with a vengeance. More than once, he found himself overwhelmed by the same mix of jealousy and arousal, caught up in visions of Amy and James, and each time, he succumbed to the need, feeling both disgusted and gratified. He hated himself for it, yet he couldn’t seem to stop.

It left him emotionally frayed, unable to reconcile the thrill he felt with the rage that accompanied it. And each day, as Amy went to work, his mind wandered back to her and James, torturing him with fresh doubts and dark fantasies. He imagined them in quiet corners, their touches lingering, her laughter filling the spaces he could only brood over. The thought drove him mad.

But alongside his torment, a desire to reclaim her grew stronger. He found himself softening around her, hoping that maybe, somehow, he could mend things between them before it was too late. Since losing his job, he’d fallen into a habit of staying in bed late, letting her leave for work without him. Now, he began waking up early, brewing coffee for her before she left, trying to erase the lingering distance between them. Amy accepted the gesture, though he could see the hint of suspicion in her eyes. She didn’t question it, but her polite, cautious “thank you” each morning let him know she hadn’t fully let her guard down.

He spent his days tidying up the house, doing the things he’d once overlooked, and by midweek, he had begun searching for a new job in earnest. On Wednesday, he even took the time to cook dinner for them both. Amy’s gratitude was measured, her words few. But in her silence, he thought he could sense something—a crack in the wall between them, a faint possibility that maybe, just maybe, they could find their way back to what they’d once had.

Thursday evening, Amy didn’t return home until well after 8:30 p.m. Mark was waiting, tense and restless, as she walked through the door. When he asked where she’d been, her response was clipped and casual: she’d had dinner with a coworker, nothing more. Without another word, she turned and headed to bed, leaving him alone to wonder who her companion had been and what, if anything, had really happened between them.

Lying in bed that night, his mind turned in helpless circles, jealousy simmering as he pictured her with someone else. He hated that the thought aroused him as much as it angered him, but the images persisted. He found himself reaching down, giving in to the fantasy, conjuring up every scenario his mind could imagine: his wife tangled in a stranger’s arms, her voice breathless with pleasure. Twice, he climaxed to these visions, and both times, guilt and shame swept over him in the aftermath, leaving him feeling hollow.

On Friday, he was supposed to leave for a weekend golf trip with friends. But as the hours crept closer, he canceled, feigning illness. He didn’t tell his friends the truth—that he couldn’t bear to be away, that he wanted to stay close to Amy, to spend time with her, hoping the weekend might offer them a chance to reconnect. Lately, her interest in him had seemed almost non-existent, but he clung to the faint hope that their time together might change that.

The hours ticked by slowly. It was after 10:30 p.m. when he finally heard the hum of her car pulling into the driveway. By then, he was already lying in bed, seething as he imagined what had kept her out so late. He listened intently as the front door opened, followed by the slam of it shutting. The house fell silent after, and he lay there, debating whether he should go downstairs and ask her outright where she’d been.

Just as he was working up the nerve, he heard footsteps on the staircase, punctuated by soft, muffled giggles. He stiffened. From her voice, he could tell she was tipsy, maybe even drunk, and he was shocked that she’d driven home like this. His curiosity sharpened as he continued listening, convinced she must be on the phone with James—or maybe someone else, someone he hadn’t even considered. The thought stirred up a sickening cocktail of anger and excitement, and he got up, pressing his ear against the door to try to make out what she was saying.

But then, he froze, his blood running cold as he heard it—a man’s voice, low and indistinct. It wasn’t coming through the phone; it was coming from the hallway. The realization struck him hard: Amy hadn’t come home alone.

His breath caught as he edged closer to the wall, straining to hear, his mind racing with a mix of rage, disbelief, and a perverse curiosity he could barely acknowledge. He could make out the sounds of their movements, the faint murmur of lips meeting, the soft shuffling of clothes falling to the floor, and then the unmistakable creak of the bed springs. A wave of heat flushed through him, and he gripped the wall for support as he pictured what was happening just down the hall.

Unable to resist, he crept quietly down the hallway until he reached the master bedroom door. It was half-open, the dim light casting shadows across the floor. He remembered that she believed he was away on his trip, safe from any prying eyes. His heart pounded in his chest as he stood there, the sounds from the room tormenting him. He was torn between storming in to confront the man in his bed and staying silent, wrestling with the emotions roiling within him.

The two of them had come to an unspoken understanding over the past few weeks: the master bedroom was hers now, hers alone. But hearing her with another man behind that door—a door that had once welcomed them both—was almost more than he could bear. Yet he knew that if he barged in, Amy would be furious, perhaps more so for the invasion than for the act itself. He lingered there, trapped by the agony of indecision, his anger battling with the twisted fascination that kept him rooted to the spot.

Mark had felt he was making progress that week, the beginnings of something resembling civility inching back into his interactions with Amy. He’d tried to bridge the distance between them, carefully, step by step, and he was terrified of throwing it all away now. But the thought of standing idly by, letting her cross a line he feared would change everything, was almost unbearable. If he did nothing, would she ever see him—or their relationship—the same way again?

A knot tightened in his throat as he grappled with the war raging inside him. Betrayal, hurt, jealousy, anger—he could name those feelings, could confront them as familiar foes. But there was something else there too, lurking beneath the surface, a darker impulse he could barely acknowledge, one that was equally painful and electric.

Just then, a loud moan drifted out from the bedroom, Amy’s unmistakable voice. A man’s voice followed close behind, low and intimate. “Mmmm, you smell so good.”

Mark clenched his fists, his pulse hammering. He knew he shouldn’t look. He knew he’d never be able to unsee it, that it would haunt him long after tonight. But the pull was undeniable, overwhelming every rational thought. Slowly, he edged around the door frame, barely breathing, until he could see inside.

What he saw made his stomach churn, twisting painfully as he took in the scene before him.

Amy lay sprawled across the bed, her naked body arching as she surrendered completely, her legs spread wide. James knelt between her thighs, his fingers digging possessively into her flesh as he held her open, his mouth pressed deep against her. Her head tipped back, her lips parted, and the room filled with her low, breathless moans. She was lost in the pleasure, her eyes squeezed shut, fingers tangled in his hair, urging him closer, deeper.

Mark's gut twisted as he stood frozen in the doorway, a brutal churn of jealousy and arousal locking him in place. He tried to swallow, but his throat was dry, thick with bile and shame that only grew as he watched. This man—James—he remembered him from Amy’s work party. But now, he knew him in another way: this was the man making Amy tremble, his mouth working eagerly over her clit, his fingers plunging deeply into her, bringing her to heights of pleasure Mark had thought only he could reach.

A tight ache swelled in Mark’s chest, an urge to turn and leave battling against the raw desire rooting him there. Helpless, he dropped his gaze to the unmistakable strain in his boxer shorts, his cock hardening even as his mind rebelled. Shame washed over him, yet he couldn’t deny the throbbing need—nor could he stop his hand as it drifted downward, fingers curling around himself. Even knowing it was wrong, he began to stroke, slowly at first, feeling trapped by the intensity of the scene unfolding before him.

Amy’s moans grew louder, desperate, her legs wrapping around James, locking him in place as she cried out. He knew that signal all too well, the arch of her back, the breathless murmur of his name—the way she was whispering James's name now. A wave of humiliation crashed over him, but he couldn’t look away, his eyes fixed on the way her body shuddered, her cries filling the room as she came hard against James's mouth, clutching him close as she rode out every pulse of pleasure.

And then, James rose, his eyes dark with intent, hands gripping Amy’s hips as he yanked her closer to the edge of the bed. Mark’s pulse hammered as he took in the glistening evidence of her pleasure, the slick shine between her thighs as she lay there, panting and exposed. His hand quickened, his shame no match for the raw arousal coursing through him.

Mark’s breath hitched as he saw James rise, his thick, heavy cock standing hard and ready, casting a shadow over Amy’s naked form. Even in the dim light, the sheer girth was impossible to ignore—a detail that struck him as his gaze involuntarily dropped lower, unable to look away from the undeniable difference. Where his own cock, though no less long, fit neatly within Amy’s grip, he could see that her fingers couldn’t fully close around James’s width. There was a starkness to that moment—a realization that felt almost physical, twisting in his gut as he watched her hands stroke up and down, each movement a reminder of what James had that he didn’t.

Her fingers worked over him with a familiarity that tore at Mark, her touch somehow tender even in its raw hunger. As she moved, her hands framing the thick length, he noticed how they stretched just to hold him. Mark's pulse quickened, the hard ache in his own hand feeling small by comparison, confined. He stroked himself faster, the shame mixing with a deep-seated ache he couldn’t quite name.

A dark mix of jealousy and arousal burned through him as she looked up at James, her lips parting in a way he knew all too well. That gaze, that hint of longing—it was everything he’d once thought reserved for him alone. Now, as her fingers teased along James’s cock, her touch softer, almost reverent, Mark felt his hand falter, gripping his own erection tightly, as if he could somehow fill the emptiness growing within him.

It wasn’t just the sight of her hands around James, the way her grip strained, showing him exactly what she craved—it was the surrender in her eyes, the way she looked at him, as if he were something she needed to lose herself in. And, as she leaned forward, her mouth hovering near the swollen head, Mark could feel every conflicted emotion surging inside him, unable to look away, drawn in by the twisted allure of seeing her taken by what he could never give.

Another man was about to take his wife—his wife, the woman he’d vowed to protect, to keep only for himself. The urge to intervene, to end this nightmare, flared hot and heavy in his chest. Yet, something darker and more consuming held him back, rooting him in place. It was the perverse allure of seeing his deepest, most forbidden fantasy come to life, one that gnawed at him with equal parts thrill and torment. Watching Amy, his Amy, with her coworker, knowing exactly what was about to happen, tore him apart. The knowledge that he was here, hidden in the shadows, stroking himself to the spectacle of his wife’s infidelity, was excruciating…and exhilarating.

Horrified, his mind screamed at him to turn away; ashamed, his hand gripped himself harder.

He was transfixed. He was aroused beyond reason.

As he watched, Amy’s gaze fell between her thighs, her eyes fixed on James’s cock as he positioned the thick, swollen head against her entrance. Her body responded instinctively, heels digging into his ass, urging him forward, her need evident in the way her hips rolled beneath him. But James held back, savoring her anticipation, teasing her with shallow dips that made her gasp and squirm, her moans filling the room and washing over Mark with an intoxicating force.


Chapter 4

Then, with deliberate slowness, James began to push in, stretching Amy wide around him. Mark’s heart hammered as he watched her body yield, the unmistakable strain on her face giving way to raw pleasure as James filled her inch by inch, until she let out a gasp so sharp it echoed in his own chest. For a fleeting moment, James paused, a smug satisfaction etched on his face as he felt her pulsing around him, savoring his triumph.

"Go on," Amy whispered, her voice breathless, her fingers digging deep into his back. "Fuck me."

The words hit Mark like a blow, her whispered plea slicing through his tangled emotions. James responded instantly, pulling out just enough to make her gasp before driving back in with a powerful thrust, the force of it pushing a cry from her lips, raw and unrestrained. His hands gripped her hips firmly, pulling her into each thrust, deeper, harder, marking her as his in a way that felt agonizingly final to Mark.

Mark’s stomach twisted, nausea rising in his throat. He pressed himself against the wall, desperately trying to catch his breath, to steady himself against the onslaught of emotions. Yet Amy’s cries only grew louder, the sounds of her pleasure reaching him like a siren’s call, drawing him back to the doorway. Against his better judgment, he stole another glance, the sight before him dizzying, surreal.

Amy lay utterly undone beneath James, her body surrendering to his every thrust, her moans filling the air with an intensity Mark had rarely witnessed. It was like a live porno, a fevered scene he couldn’t escape, starring his own wife—and worse, it was everything he’d asked for. The fantasy he’d insisted on, imagining it would only bring them closer, now tore through him with unbearable clarity. A part of him wished he could rewind it all, wished he’d never mentioned it, wished they’d remained cocooned in the routine of their marriage, untouched by the chaos he’d invited.

But here he was, watching as James took her, each thrust searing the image into his mind, burning away the life they’d once shared and carving something raw and indelible in its place. And yet, he couldn’t look away. The shame, the arousal, the irreparable shift in their lives—all of it churned within him, binding him to the moment in a way he knew would haunt him long after it ended.

The sounds of Amy’s escalating moans filled the empty house, her voice growing louder, her cries edged with desperation. The relentless creak of the bed springs matched her rhythm, and despite his best intentions, Mark felt himself gravitating back toward the doorway. He peeked inside, his gaze landing on the sight he both dreaded and craved: his wife, writhing beneath James, her body arching and yielding as he thrust into her with a raw, possessive intensity.

Mark’s hand had once again drifted downward, his fingers wrapping around his cock, almost unconsciously stroking himself as he watched. The sight of Amy—her fingers clawing at James’s back, nails biting into his skin as her hips lifted to meet each powerful thrust—left him helpless to stop.

“Oh, fuck!” Amy’s voice rang out, her body trembling as she clung to James, on the verge of yet another climax. Her voice dropped to a murmur, though it carried a new note that made Mark’s chest tighten. “God, James, you feel so good…so thick. I can barely take it…”

The words stabbed into him like a knife, twisting in his gut. He’d never heard her sound like this before, her voice laced with a reverent awe he knew she’d never used for him. Her words echoed in his mind, searing the image deeper, the implication brutal and undeniable. His hand tightened on his cock, his strokes matching the punishing tempo as James pounded into her, the intensity building in every thrust.

“Yes, yes, don’t stop!” Amy’s pleas grew more urgent, her breath catching with each desperate moan. “It’s so deep, oh god—fuck, it’s so thick, James!”

Mark’s own breath came fast, every word from her lips driving him deeper into a mixture of shame and arousal that made his head spin. He couldn’t tear himself away, not even as his heart splintered at her every gasp, every praise of the man stretching her in a way he never could.

“Oh god, I’m—I’m gonna cum, James!” Amy’s voice quivered, almost in shock. “Please—oh fuck—I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Mark’s own climax erupted as he watched her convulse under James, his cock jerking as thick ropes of cum spilled out, splattering onto the hallway carpet. He bit down hard, muffling a groan as he stumbled back from the doorway, pressing himself against the wall in a desperate bid to keep from being heard. The image of Amy’s body, convulsing, surrendering beneath another man, burned into his mind, leaving him dazed and breathless.

But as the haze of euphoria faded, an ache settled in, raw and unrelenting, cutting through him. He stared down at the mess he’d made, shame washing over him, mingling with the sharp sting of jealousy and regret.

“Oh shit,” James groaned from the other room. “Here it comes.”

“Yes, baby,” Amy’s voice responded, breathless and encouraging. “Cum for me.”

Mark’s stomach twisted as he heard her words, his heart clenching painfully. She was pleading for another man’s release, her tone needy and full of admiration, a tone she’d once reserved for him alone. He heard James grunt, a final deep thrust, and Mark knew what was happening, could almost feel it as if it were his own. He hurried down the hall, back toward the guest bedroom, desperate to escape.

“Yes, yes, that’s it, baby,” Amy moaned, her voice carrying a satisfaction that felt all too final. “Give it to me.”

As he reached his door, he heard James’s voice, a satisfied sigh that echoed down the hall. “Holy fuck,” her well-endowed coworker said, “that was amazing. You’re so fucking hot, Amy.”

Mark’s legs nearly buckled beneath him. He slumped against the guest room door, the last words ringing in his ears, haunting him. She’d felt every inch of that man’s size, and for the first time, Mark felt truly shut out, like a spectator in his own life, left only with the ache of knowing he could never quite measure up.

Mark closed the bedroom door softly behind him, his hands trembling as he leaned back against it. He glanced down, catching sight of his flaccid cock hanging from the front of his boxers, still damp and sticky from the release he’d reached while watching his wife. A wave of disgust rolled over him as he quickly tucked himself away, as though hiding it would somehow erase the shameful act he’d just committed. His mind spun, the excitement and adrenaline fading, leaving behind only a stark, unyielding reality.

What in the ever-loving fuck am I doing? he thought, swallowing hard as the full weight of the moment hit him. Am I really this pathetic? This… twisted?

He sank onto the edge of the bed, burying his face in his hands. The raw vulnerability of the situation settled in, his body slumping under the heavy ache of regret. He’d let it happen. Worse, he’d watched it happen. And now, in the quiet aftermath, he was left to confront the hollow shame that echoed through his mind.

Minutes passed, each one dragging painfully, stretching his remorse into something almost unbearable. He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, trying to block out the images that kept flashing in his mind: Amy’s gasps, her cries, the way her fingers had gripped James as if he were everything she’d ever needed. And all the while, he’d been standing there, stroking himself like a stranger in his own life.

Twenty agonizing minutes later, a murmur of voices drifted up from the hallway, followed by the creak of footsteps descending the stairs. He held his breath, listening for any sign of movement. Then, finally, the front door clicked shut. Mark let out a shaky sigh, assuming James had left, taking with him the physical reminder of Mark’s humiliation.

The house fell silent, wrapping him in stillness that felt as damning as anything he’d ever known. His mind teetered on the edge of what he knew he needed to do: confront Amy, face the truth of what he’d seen, and confront her with the question that burned through his thoughts. But the very idea paralyzed him. She likely still thought he was out of town with friends on a golfing trip, blissfully unaware that he’d witnessed everything. If he went to her now, she’d know not only that he’d been here but that he’d done nothing to stop it.

She’ll think I’m weak, he thought bitterly, the shame twisting deeper. She’ll see right through me, see how I stood by and let it happen. How pathetic would I look then? And if she asked why I hadn’t left the house—what would I even say?

His thoughts spiraled, each one piling on his sense of dread, trapping him in a loop he couldn’t break. Then, cutting through the silence, he heard the soft hum of the TV turning on downstairs. The familiarity of it was surreal, grounding him in the twisted reality of what had happened.

Resigned, Mark dragged himself from the bed, slipping into a pair of pants and pulling on a t-shirt. He crept down the hall to the bathroom, quietly shutting the door behind him. With a steadying breath, he turned on the shower, letting the water drown out his churning thoughts. She’d hear it, he was sure—she’d know he was here. But maybe, just maybe, the sound would buy him a moment, some small measure of control over what would come next.

Stepping under the warm spray, he scrubbed himself with a fevered intensity, as though he could wash away the memory, the shame, and the bitter, unrelenting ache of what he’d just seen. He tried not to look down, tried to avoid the sight of his own body—his own weakness—his cock, which had betrayed him, hardened, and spent itself in the act of watching his wife give herself to another man.

The reality lingered, clinging to him like a stain that wouldn’t come off. And as he stood under the shower’s steady stream, Mark knew, with a hollow certainty, that nothing could ever undo the events of this night—or the painful truth of what he’d allowed himself to become.

Just as Mark turned off the shower, he heard a soft, tentative knock on the bathroom door.

“Mark?” Amy’s voice was as hesitant as her knuckles against the wood, carrying an uncertainty he hadn’t heard before.

“Yeah?” he replied, fighting to keep his tone casual, though his stomach twisted painfully.

“Um… what are you… what are you doing home?” Her voice wavered, and he could almost hear the guilt behind her words.

Mark swallowed, his throat tight, but he forced himself to maintain the facade. “Decided not to go on the golf trip with the guys,” he said, straining for a casual tone that felt as thin as paper. “Thought we might be able to have a weekend together… maybe do something fun.”

The moment the words left his mouth, regret flooded him. It sounded absurd—pathetic, even—given what had just happened. He bit back the burn in his eyes, struggling to keep himself composed.

A heavy silence stretched on the other side of the door, as if she were absorbing his words and finding them as painfully hollow as he did.

“Oh,” she finally murmured, her voice barely more than a whisper.


Chapter 5

Mark pulled a towel around his waist, took a shaky breath, and opened the door. There stood Amy, looking up at him with an expression caught between shock and shame. She was dressed in a tight, low-cut tank top with spaghetti straps and a pair of white cotton panties. Her nipples strained against the thin fabric, and an unmistakable wet spot darkened the center of her panties. Her hair was a mess, cheeks flushed, makeup smudged around her eyes, remnants of her earlier passion with James. In that moment, she’d never looked sexier, and despite the searing hurt and humiliation twisting in his chest, he felt himself responding, his cock beginning to harden as he took her in.

“So… you just decided not to go?” Amy asked softly, her tone uncertain.

“Yes,” Mark replied, his voice barely steady. “I-I thought it would be… nice to… I don’t know.” He shifted, feeling the weight of his words hanging awkwardly between them.

Amy looked down, her gaze avoiding his. “Why didn’t you tell me you weren’t going? Were you home all…” She trailed off, shifting on her feet, her fingers nervously playing with the hem of her tank top.

Mark’s chest tightened. The sight of her standing there, looking freshly fucked and still flushed with pleasure, sent a rush of conflicting emotions through him. His body betrayed him, his cock hardening in defiance of his shame and anger, drawn as much to the image of her in front of him as it was haunted by the memory of her cries echoing down the hall.

He didn’t know what to say, couldn’t find the words to make sense of the tangled feelings inside him, so he merely nodded, swallowing hard. Her eyes flicked to him briefly, then back to the floor, her face flushed with what he could only guess was a mix of embarrassment and uncertainty. And standing there, raw and exposed, they were a silent reflection of everything unsaid, everything twisted and irrevocably changed between them, hovering in the charged silence.

Amy’s gaze remained downcast, but he realized with a sharp pang that she wasn’t looking at the floor. Her eyes were fixed on him—more specifically, on the hard, throbbing outline beneath his towel. Mark followed her gaze and winced as he saw himself fully erect, his arousal obvious even through the fabric. Her gaze lingered, tracing the outline of his cock with unhurried fascination before drifting back up to his face. The uncertainty and shame in her expression softened, shifting to something new—revelation, amusement, a glint of something darker. That look, laced with a knowing curiosity, only made him harder.

“I see you’re… still happy to see me,” Amy murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, but thick with amusement and the barest hint of invitation as she bit her lip.

Mark blinked, taken aback by her shift in tone, his mind scrambling to process her words. “What?” he stammered, feeling as if he’d lost all grounding in the moment.

Amy took a step closer, her eyes holding his with an intensity that bordered on predatory. “Tell me,” she whispered, her voice now low, controlled. “What’s gotten you so hard, Mark?” Her fingers reached out, trailing along the top of his towel with deliberate slowness, her touch sending a jolt through him.

“I… I don’t know,” he replied, though his voice faltered, betraying the lie.

A faint smile played at the corner of her mouth. “Hmmm,” she purred, stepping even closer. Her hand slid down the towel, her fingers pressing lightly over his rigid length, her touch feather-light yet possessive. She gave it a slow, gentle squeeze. “I think you do, Mark.”

His breath caught, a mixture of anger, shame, and raw arousal churning within him as he stared at her, speechless, struggling against his own body’s reaction to her touch. His mind urged him to pull away, to remember what he’d just witnessed, but his body betrayed him, hardening further under her touch. Her fingers moved with ease, finding his arousal all too familiar. She reached down, tugging at his towel until it fell to the floor, and his cock sprang free, hard and unyielding, pulsing with desire he couldn’t quite suppress.

“Fuck,” Amy breathed, her eyes dropping to take him in, her lips parting slightly as if seeing him for the first time.

Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly, and Mark let out an involuntary groan, his head tipping back. The softness of her grip, the intimacy of her touch, rattled him, leaving him disoriented, caught between anger and desire. He should be furious—outraged by her audacity to seduce him after what he’d seen. His mind screamed at him to pull away, to lash out, but the warm, familiar sensation of her hand moving up and down his length held him in place, clouding his thoughts with each stroke.

Then, just as suddenly, she released him, leaving him standing there, throbbing and aching, as she turned and walked slowly back toward the master bedroom, her hips swaying with a tantalizing rhythm that pulled his gaze unwillingly down her body. She paused at the doorway, looking down for a long moment before glancing back, a mischievous smile tugging at her lips as she held his gaze. With a subtle shake of her head, she slipped through the doorway, leaving him standing there, painfully hard and utterly conflicted.

His cock still throbbing with need, Mark moved swiftly down the hallway, desperate to reclaim his wife. But as he reached the doorway, his heart stopped. There, on the carpet in plain view, were the unmistakable, shimmering globs of evidence—his own release from just minutes before. The thick, damp spots caught the dim light, a humiliating reminder of his shame. His stomach churned as waves of disgust washed over him. Maybe she didn’t notice it, he thought desperately, but the truth clawed back at him. Of course she noticed. Some of it hasn’t even soaked in yet.

The sheer mortification left him reeling. What must she think of me? What kind of man stands there, watching another man take his wife, and can’t help himself? He bit down on his lip, anger and self-loathing simmering as he tried to steady himself.

“Mark?” Amy’s voice came from the bedroom. He looked up and saw her standing by the bed, her hand idly playing with the waistband of her panties, a faint smile on her lips. “Come inside.”

Despite his shame, the sight of her—her full, heaving breasts straining against the fabric of her tank top, the sultry tilt of her head—drew him forward. He stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, his heart pounding.

“Come here,” she whispered, curling her finger to beckon him closer. Her gaze was piercing, unreadable, and Mark found himself moving as if in a trance, drawn to her despite the turmoil roiling inside him. The faint scent of sex lingered in the air, clinging to the sheets, amplifying the ache in his body.

Amy reached out, her hand sliding around his cock, giving it a slow, testing squeeze that made him groan involuntarily. The pleasure from her touch, the familiar warmth of her hand, clouded his thoughts, blurring his anger with raw need.

“Do you know what I want?” she murmured, her voice sultry and teasing.

Mark swallowed, his throat tight. He shook his head slowly, though he had an idea, one that both excited and shamed him.

“I want you to show me just how much it turned you on,” she said, her breath hot against his cheek.

A fresh surge of blood pulsed through his cock, straining against her grip. “W-what?” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper. He wanted to protest, to tell her how wrong this was, how he should be angry at her, not yielding to her whim. But the words faltered, lost in the heat simmering between them, the line between anger and desire blurring beyond recognition.

Her smile grew as she watched him struggle, then, with a deliberate slowness, she peeled her tank top over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her full, round breasts came into view, her pink nipples hardening under his gaze. Mark’s breath hitched, his resolve weakening as she pressed herself against him, the warmth of her bare skin against his chest making his mind spin.

“Get on your knees, Mark,” she commanded softly, her voice low but firm, laced with an authority he found himself unable to resist.

He hesitated, his pride warring with his need, but the steady, insistent pressure in her eyes drew him down. Slowly, he lowered himself, the ache in his chest intensifying as he knelt before her, his hands trembling. The realization of what he was doing, of the power she held over him even now, filled him with equal parts shame and desire. And as he looked up at her, he saw in her gaze a dark satisfaction, a gleam that made his pulse race.

The distance between them felt vast and intimate, a twisted display of his surrender and her dominance, and in that charged silence, Mark knew he was utterly, irrevocably hers.

“Take them off, Mark,” she whispered, her voice laced with a quiet authority. He hesitated, the memory of what she’d done with James lingering painfully in his mind. But the pull of her body, the way her hand moved up to swipe a finger over her nipple, teasing herself right in front of him, was impossible to resist. The anger simmering inside him faded beneath the relentless, consuming desire. He was hers, and they both knew it.

Tentatively, he reached out, brushing his fingers against the thin fabric of her panties, feeling the dampness already seeping through. She let out a soft, breathy moan at his touch, a sound that made his cock jerk in response. Her gaze met his, eyes gleaming with a mixture of anticipation and a hint of satisfaction that bordered on smugness.

“Take them off,” Amy repeated, her voice firmer this time, leaving no room for hesitation.

Mark obeyed, sliding the panties down her smooth legs, watching them pool around her ankles. She stood before him, her neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair framing her slit, her pussy lips swollen, flushed, and glistening with arousal. The sight sent a shiver down his spine, desire and resentment warring within him.

“Now, Mark,” she murmured, her voice a low purr that sank deep into his core. “I want you to show me how much it turned you on.”

Her words struck him with the thrill of submission tangled in humiliation, a twisted satisfaction that felt both liberating and degrading. Her gaze bore into him as if she knew every hidden corner of his mind, every dark craving he was too ashamed to admit, as if she knew exactly how much he needed this.

He leaned in, drawing in her scent before pressing his lips to her damp mound. Amy gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer. Her scent and taste flooded his senses as he traced his tongue along her slit, tasting the salty sweetness of her arousal mingled with the undeniable traces of another man. His anger flared momentarily, but it only drove him to explore her more deeply, to remind her of the pleasure only he could bring.

Amy moaned, grinding her hips into his face, her thighs trembling as he began to lap eagerly at her pussy, his tongue tracing every ridge and dip. Occasionally, he lifted his mouth to suck and nibble at her clit, drawing desperate whimpers from her. Her arousal coated his tongue, and he felt like he could lose himself in the sensation, the taste, the texture of her.

She lifted one foot onto the edge of the bed, granting him even better access. Mark took advantage, plunging his tongue deeper, feeling her inner walls clench around him as he explored her, feeling her wetness, her readiness. She felt warmer, wetter than she ever had before, and it spurred him on, his mouth and tongue working with increasing fervor.

He felt her body tense as he sucked greedily at her clit, adding a finger to his ministrations, sliding it inside her and pressing upward in search of the spot that always made her come undone. His finger found it, pressing with a firm rhythm that made her gasp.

“Right there, Mark,” she moaned, her voice strained, desperate, dripping with need. “Don’t stop, baby, don’t fucking stop.”

He had no intention of stopping. His hand slid around to grip her ass, holding her in place as he sucked and licked her clit with merciless precision, his fingers thrusting in and out at a relentless pace. Her legs shook, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge, her hips rolling against his face in a rhythm he matched without hesitation.

Her body quivered and jerked under his touch, her pleasure undeniable, building to a fevered pitch. Every shudder, every gasp, fueled his movements, his own shame fading as he became consumed by the desire to push her over the edge, to reclaim her in this moment, no matter what it took. And as her cries filled the room, he knew he was exactly where he needed to be—his anger, his pride, all washed away in the heat of her pleasure.

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” Amy cried out, her voice breathless and raw. “Oh fuck, Mark, yes, like that! Right there! I’m cumming!”

The words struck him sharply, echoing in his mind, carrying the memory of her cries from just an hour ago, when another man had made her shout those same words, on this same bed. A pang of jealousy and humiliation washed over him, and he felt a twisting ache as he wondered if she’d been louder for James, more fully surrendered to the pleasure he’d given her. He clenched his jaw, shaking off the thought, forcing himself to focus on the woman trembling before him, the woman he still claimed as his own.

As her orgasm subsided, he slowed his movements, savoring her sensitivity, teasing her clit with the tip of his tongue, drawing out her pleasure in long, lazy strokes before finally easing his fingers from her soaked, swollen core. She looked down at him, still trembling, her half-lidded gaze filled with satisfaction.

“Oh god, Mark,” she murmured, her voice a mixture of surprise and satisfaction. “That was so fucking good. Get on the bed.”

He stood, but instead of obeying, he ignored her request, gripping her ankles and lifting them up to rest on his shoulders. He wrapped his arms around her thighs, pulling her to the spot on the bed where James had taken her earlier, a fierce determination igniting in his gaze.

As he looked down at her, his body tense with both need and resolve, he became acutely aware of his own arousal. His cock was still hard, painfully so, despite having focused entirely on her pleasure. It was something that didn’t usually happen; he was one of those men who needed the physical stimulation of touch to stay hard, usually having to work himself back up after going down on her. But not tonight. Tonight, the sight of her, the taste of her, the shift in their dynamic, had been enough to keep him throbbing, fully erect. The difference was stark, almost jarring, making him realize just how much he needed this, needed to reclaim her in a way he hadn’t even known was possible.

Without a word, he pressed her legs back, his hardness straining against her entrance as he held her gaze, letting her feel his arousal, letting her see just how deeply her surrender had affected him. For the first time, it felt as though the power between them had shifted, as though he were the one in control, her moans and gasps now his for the taking.

She glanced down between them, her gaze lingering on his shaft poised at her wet entrance. She bit her lip, a flicker of anticipation lighting her eyes. “Yes, Mark,” she whispered, her voice low and inviting. “Fuck me.”

Once again, her words echoed in his mind, bringing back the memory of her saying the same thing to James, her tone full of the same desire, the same surrender. The realization cut through him, and he felt certain that she knew what she was doing, almost daring him to take control, to show her the consequence of her actions. Without a word, he pressed his hips forward, sliding deep inside her in one smooth motion, her soaked warmth enveloping him completely.

Wasting no time, he set a fast, relentless rhythm, his hips pumping back and forth as he watched in fascination, each thrust meeting the resistance of her body, each impact sending a new surge of pleasure through him. With every deep stroke, he could feel her ass meeting his thighs, the friction raw and electrifying, spurring him on with a determination that bordered on fury.

“That’s right, Mark,” she murmured, her voice suddenly stronger, more commanding. “Fuck me harder.”

He met her gaze, a flash of resentment and desire mingling in his eyes, and picked up the pace, driving into her with a ferocity that left no room for doubt. Yet, despite his efforts, her expression barely wavered. Her lips parted, her breathing grew heavier, but her face remained impassive, as if his relentless pounding was little more than a passing sensation. The subtle curve of her mouth took on a smugness that left him seething, her eyes challenging him, daring him to do more, to make her feel what she had felt earlier.

With each thrust, he grew more determined, but the satisfaction he sought seemed to slip further from reach. Her moans were quiet, controlled, nothing like the raw, uninhibited cries he’d heard when James had taken her. It was as if she were holding back on purpose, keeping herself just out of his grasp, refusing to give him the validation he craved. The realization felt almost cruel, her silence taunting him, pushing him to a breaking point.

But even as her expression remained composed, Mark noted with a sliver of satisfaction that her body was betraying her. Her breathing had become ragged, hot, rapid pants escaping her lips in quick succession, betraying the pleasure she couldn’t quite mask. He gripped her hips tightly, feeling the shudder in her body as he drove into her, his own arousal spurred by the conflicting signals she sent. She could play coy, but her body told him a different story, one that fueled his every thrust, drawing him deeper into the tangled web of desire and frustration, each of them testing the other, pushing limits neither had acknowledged until now.

Without warning, the rush of his impending orgasm hit Mark, his body betraying him in the very moment he wanted to hold out. He gritted his teeth, stopping mid-thrust, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her. He fought for control, desperate to make this last, to prove—to her and himself—that he could satisfy her, that he was enough. He’d only been inside her for less than two minutes, and already his restraint was slipping.

He stayed there, frozen, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he looked down at Amy, forcing his mind away from her flushed body beneath him. But as his pulse steadied, she tilted her head up with a grin, a knowing, almost taunting expression on her face. Then, without a word, she hooked her legs around him, pulling him deeper, dragging him back inside her slick, welcoming warmth.

Mark’s eyes widened, a flash of panic surging through him. Her body gripped him tightly, and the moment he felt her envelop him again, he knew he’d lost the battle. His control shattered as waves of pleasure overtook him, his hips moving on their own as he let out a loud groan. His orgasm crashed over him, sending hot, thick pulses of cum deep inside her as he buckled, barely managing to hold himself up with his arms trembling on either side of her. Amy’s smirk grew, her inner muscles tightening around him, milking him for everything he had as he continued to pulse within her.

She kept her gaze steady, a satisfied gleam in her eyes as she felt his cock throbbing with each release, as if marking his surrender. He collapsed on top of her, spent, her arms wrapping around him, her fingers threading through his hair in a comforting, almost patronizing gesture. She was reassuring him, and yet he felt anything but reassured. A small, insidious voice whispered in his mind, warning him that nothing between them would ever be the same.

Eventually, he disentangled himself, rolling off her with a heavy sigh, slumping beside her as his chest heaved. They lay in silence, each trapped in their own tumultuous thoughts. It was Amy who broke the silence first.

“Well, that was… intense,” she murmured, looking up at the ceiling.

Mark couldn’t bring himself to face her. The weight of everything they’d done that night settled on him like a crushing force, leaving him hollow. His wife had been with another man, and he’d not only let it happen, he’d watched, reveled in it, and then taken her after—sloppy seconds, his mind hissed. The shame was staggering.

A dozen things he wanted to say clawed at him, demands for answers, for explanations. He wanted to rage at her, to make sense of why she would do this, even with his permission. But the truth lay bare between them: he’d let it happen. He’d encouraged it, even enjoyed it. The shame was his to carry, as much as it was hers.

“Did you want to talk about it?” Amy asked softly, glancing over at him.

“No,” he muttered after a pause, his voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t think I do.”

Amy nodded, looking back up at the ceiling. “Okay.”

They lay together in tense silence, the weight of unspoken words pressing down between them until Amy finally sighed, sitting up. She slipped her tank top over her head, glancing down at him with a look he couldn’t quite read, though he felt her frustration lingering in the air.

“I’m going to take a shower,” she said, picking up her discarded panties from the floor.

He nodded, his eyes fixed on the ceiling, barely registering her presence as she stood beside the bed. She watched him for a moment, waiting for a reaction, but when none came, a shadow of irritation crossed her face. She looked down at the panties in her hand, her expression shifting with a hint of something darker. Leaning down, she whispered into his ear, her voice low and almost amused.

“At least we know you enjoyed it.”

With that, she laid the cum-soaked panties on his chest, a final, silent reminder of everything that had transpired between them. Then she turned and walked out of the room, leaving him lying stunned on the bed, his face burning red as the shame hit him anew, like a tidal wave he couldn’t escape.

For long minutes, he lay there, the silence of the room a sharp contrast to the roar of emotions inside him. Finally, he mustered the strength to stand, the panties slipping from his chest and onto the floor, a final emblem of his humiliation. Without a glance back, he made his way to the guest room, feeling emptier than he ever had before.


Chapter 6

Amy took her time in the shower, letting the hot water wash over her tired body as the events of the night replayed in her mind. The exhilaration of it all still lingered, leaving her with a sense of almost surreal disbelief. She was shocked not only by how easily she’d given herself to another man in their bed, but by how Mark had responded—standing there, watching, even pleasuring himself as she’d moaned under James’s touch. The thrill of his voyeurism had been intense, but now, a different emotion crept in, a flicker of guilt for the way she’d taunted him afterward. She could feel the hurt and confusion in his gaze, the silent questions that had hung between them before she’d escaped to the bathroom.

Her mind drifted to something James had said earlier that night: “Why does it matter if you hurt him? It’s not like you guys are still together.”

She sighed, pressing her back against the shower wall, feeling the weight of James’s words. It wasn’t that simple, not for her. Though she and Mark had taken a step back, exploring what life would look like apart, she hadn’t intended it as the first move toward divorce. She still loved him. And as thrilling as tonight had been, the knowledge that her actions had wounded him clung to her thoughts.

She closed her eyes, hoping to dispel the memory of James’s hands gripping her hips, his cock pounding into her with a force that had taken her by surprise. He’d felt noticeably different from Mark—thicker, filling her in a way that left her breathless and craving more. A low moan slipped from her lips as she recalled the intensity of his movements, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing through the room. The memory stirred something deep within her, and her hands instinctively glided over her body, lathering soap across her breasts, down her belly, and finally between her thighs.

Her thoughts shifted, flashing to Mark’s face, watching as he’d stood there in the hallway, pleasuring himself to the sight of her with another man. The image sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her. Her fingers slipped between her legs, and she slid two fingers inside herself, eyes squeezed shut, imagining it was James’s cock filling her once again. But the sensation wasn’t enough—her craving was too strong, her need too insistent. James is gone, but Mark is still here, she thought. She’d only need a few minutes of Mark’s touch, and she was certain she’d finally get the release her body was desperate for.

Rinsing off the last traces of soap, she quickly shut off the shower and stepped out, toweling off in hurried strokes. She opened the bathroom door, eager to find Mark—but the room was empty. She’d expected him to still be there, either lying awake, lost in thought, or asleep, exhaustion overtaking his emotional turmoil.

For a moment, she wondered again if she’d gone too far—if she’d reached the point of no return with him. Her gaze scanned the bed, her mind flashing to the final act of leaving her cum-soaked panties on his chest. She glanced around, wondering if he’d tossed them aside in disgust, but they were nowhere to be seen. Hmmm, she thought, maybe that’s a good sign.

Determined, Amy stepped back into the bedroom, her heart pounding as she searched for him. Tonight had changed something between them, something she couldn’t ignore, and for better or worse, she needed to know where they stood.

Her aching need for release overpowered any lingering guilt or concern for Mark’s feelings. Barefoot and silent, she padded down the hallway and slowly opened the guest bedroom door. There lay Mark, asleep on top of the sheets, clad only in his boxers. Her gaze trailed down his body, lingering on the outline of his erection beneath the thin fabric. Just beside his pillow lay her missing panties, a quiet reminder of what had transpired. She couldn’t help but smirk to herself.

Amy crawled onto the bed, straddling him carefully, her body poised just above the rise in his boxers. Mark didn’t stir as she slipped a hand inside, her fingers finding his cock, warm and thick against her palm. A soft sigh escaped her as she felt it pulse at her touch. Gently, she drew him out through the opening, aligning his tip with her slick entrance, her own need dictating her movements. Then, in one swift motion, she sank down onto him, her warmth enveloping him completely.

Mark jolted awake, gasping as his body reacted instantly to the overwhelming sensation. “Oh fuck!” he exclaimed, his hands instinctively flying to her hips, holding her tightly as Amy began to ride him with a determined rhythm. “Jesus… what the hell, Amy?”

Amy’s gaze locked onto his, fiery and unapologetic, her pace quickening as she drove herself onto him, each thrust sending a new surge of pleasure through her. Her body trembled with intensity, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. She threw her head back, letting out a moan that echoed through the room, her nails raking down his chest as her orgasm built, her control slipping with each passing second.

Mark’s hands moved up her sides, finding her breasts, his fingers squeezing her tightly, needing to ground himself in the rawness of the moment. “You like that, Amy?” he growled, his voice low, as he bucked his hips upwards, driving himself deeper inside her.

“Mm-hmm,” she managed, nodding, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her gaze heavy-lidded, as if lost in a trance of her own making. She didn’t hold back, her moans growing louder, raw and open, her body moving against him with unrestrained urgency.

Without warning, she seized his wrists, pinning his hands above his head, pressing them into the mattress. Her breasts swayed enticingly just out of his reach, taunting him. He lifted his head, trying to capture a hardened nipple between his lips, but she pulled back, denying him, then leaned down, kissing him with a fervor that spoke of both possession and need, her hips grinding against him.

Her body trembled as her orgasm crashed over her, her hips bucking wildly as she groaned into his mouth. Mark’s mouth moved eagerly, capturing her moans, his lips closing around her tongue as her release washed through her. Her pussy clenched around him, gripping him tightly as she continued to ride out her climax, her body in complete control, her gaze never wavering, leaving him breathless, caught between her unrestrained pleasure and the raw connection that bound them together in that moment.

Finally feeling sated, Amy slowed her thrusts and sat upright, her hands pressed firmly against Mark’s chest as she shifted into a slow, steady grind. She looked down at him, a satisfied smile curving her lips, exuding a confidence that left no room for doubt. Her expression conveyed more than control—it told him that she had no regrets, that she owed him no explanation, that she hadn’t needed his permission. She’d taken her pleasure with her coworker in their home, in their bed, and had savored every intense, undeniable second of it. And beneath it all, she knew he’d been watching, helplessly, getting off on the very thing that wounded his pride.

In her eyes, he saw a final, unspoken message that cut through him, filling him with a twisted blend of dread, anguish, and an excitement he couldn’t deny: I’ll do it again whenever I fucking feel like it.

Slowly, she lifted herself off him, letting his still-rigid cock slap loudly against his stomach. Without a word, she slid down his body, her hands resting on his hips as she leaned forward, her tongue trailing up his length, her eyes locked on his. Mark sucked in a breath, his pulse quickening as she took his head into her mouth, her tongue teasing him in slow, deliberate strokes along his sensitive underside before she swallowed him deeper, wrapping him in her warm, wet mouth.

But just as suddenly, she pulled back, her lips releasing him with a soft pop. She slipped off the bed, standing over him with a teasing smile that left him hanging, desperation evident in his gaze.

Mark let out a frustrated groan. “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice thick with need.

“That’s all for tonight,” she replied, a coy smile playing at her lips. “For some reason, I’m feeling really worn out.”

Her words struck him like a punch to the gut. He scrambled to sit up, his voice filled with disbelief. “What? But I didn’t… I didn’t finish.”

Amy reached forward, placing a finger against his lips. “Shhh,” she murmured, a mocking sweetness in her tone. “I think you’ve had enough fun for one night, don’t you? But if you’re really good, maybe we can do it again sometime.” She leaned down, brushing her lips against his in a lingering kiss before standing and heading toward the door.

“Amy, wait!” he called after her, his frustration spilling over as she opened the door. “I still… fuck, I really need to cum. Please.”

Amy paused in the doorway, glancing back at him with a thoughtful look, her expression shifting to a feigned pity that made his chest tighten. She walked back toward the bed, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she looked down on him, her lips curving into a mocking pout.

“Awww, poor thing,” she cooed, her voice dripping with insincerity. “You really want me to help you cum, baby?”

“Yes,” he pleaded, the word barely a whisper.

“Show me how hard that cock is for me,” she purred.

Mark swallowed, grasping his throbbing shaft, pointing it upward for her to see.

“Stroke it for me,” she commanded softly, her voice velvet-smooth.

Obeying, he began to stroke himself slowly, his gaze locked on her, his eyes silently begging her to take over, to grant him the release he craved. She watched him, her expression unchanging, savoring his helpless desire, leaving him caught between humiliation and need, every stroke an act of surrender as he hoped for the mercy she might—or might not—grant.

“Good boy,” she whispered, leaning down until he could feel her hot breath just inches from his face. Slowly, she picked up the cum-stained panties from beside his pillow, her eyes never leaving his as she placed them gently over his face. The cool, damp fabric pressed against his lips, and instinctively, he inhaled deeply, the musky scent of her arousal mingled with the unmistakable traces of another man. A shiver of excitement ran down his spine, and his hand moved faster, his breathing coming in ragged gasps.

“Mmm, that’s it, baby,” Amy purred, her voice soft and insistent. “I want you to jerk that cock while you remember all your favorite parts of tonight. Smell it… taste it. Feel every dirty moment, and when you’re ready to explode, I want you to show me just how much you loved it—listening to us… watching us… tasting us.”

Mark let out a long, strangled moan, the weight of her words and the heady scent flooding his senses. His body tensed, his muscles clenching as his pleasure crested. With a shudder, he came hard, his cock jerking as he spilled onto his stomach, the intensity leaving him breathless, his mind spinning with confusion and exhilaration. When he finally stilled, his chest rising and falling as he tried to catch his breath, he reached up and gingerly pushed the damp fabric from his face, his eyes half-lidded and dazed.

Amy smiled down at him, a look of knowing satisfaction on her face. “Mmm, just as I thought,” she murmured, her voice tinged with a quiet triumph.

She leaned down, brushing her lips softly against his in a final kiss, her touch a lingering reminder of everything she’d taken and everything he’d given. Without another word, she turned and walked out of the room, leaving Mark lying in a puddle of his own release, a storm of emotions churning inside him—confusion, shame, and a lingering, undeniable arousal that left him questioning everything he thought he knew.


Chapter 7

The week had felt endless. Amy had a work trip out of town, and when Mark sheepishly asked who was going with her, she’d been purposely vague, a hint of satisfaction in her tone as his jealousy flickered. She knew the effect she had on him now, and she seemed to revel in it. Mark wrestled with the memory of the previous weekend, replaying every detail, wondering how to even begin a conversation about what it all meant for their marriage.

When Amy’s delayed return flight finally brought her home late Thursday night, Mark was dozing on the sofa, exhaustion from a week of sleeplessness leaving him sprawled in fitful rest.

“Mark,” she whispered, giving his shoulder a gentle shake.

He blinked awake, seeing her beside him on the sofa, her face soft in the dim light.

“You’re home,” he murmured, blinking up at her. “How was it?”

Amy smiled down at him, her hand drifting to his stubbled cheek, rubbing softly. “It was good. Boring, actually. It’s good to be back.”

Mark searched her face, wondering if she was trying to reassure him, to imply that nothing of note had happened on the trip. But her expression shifted, a seriousness settling over her features.

“Mark, we should talk,” she said quietly. “About what happened last weekend.”

Despite having spent days rehearsing in his mind how to approach this very conversation, his throat tightened at the words. He swallowed, took a steadying breath, and managed a quiet, “Okay.” He said nothing more, hoping she would take the lead.

Amy’s eyes flickered with understanding as she registered his discomfort. “Well, let’s start with James,” she said, her tone calm but deliberate. “Look, I didn’t know you’d be home when I brought him here. We’d flirted all night, and yes, I was turned on, and yes, I wanted him.” She paused, gauging his reaction, then continued, “But what actually sealed my decision was the idea of teasing you with the story afterward. I thought you’d be on a golf trip—I wanted to surprise you with the idea, to give you something to fantasize about when you got back.”

She let that settle between them, giving him a moment to absorb it. “I never imagined you’d actually be there,” she added softly. “If I had, I wouldn’t have done that to you.”

Mark felt a mix of relief and confusion but found himself nodding, unable to articulate the swirl of emotions her words stirred. Amy sighed, sensing she’d be doing most of the talking.

“But you were there,” she said, her voice softer but laced with a knowing tone. “And let’s be honest—it’s uncomfortable, but I think we both know you… didn’t hate it.” She couldn’t quite suppress a small, satisfied smile, the memory of his reaction still fresh.

Mark’s face flushed as he looked away, shame and arousal warring inside him. He knew she was right—his reaction had betrayed him, exposing desires he hadn’t dared to name. But he wasn’t sure he was ready to admit it, not even to himself, much less to her.

Amy watched him, the corners of her mouth lifting ever so slightly. It was clear she held the upper hand, and in that moment, she was more than willing to wait for him to come to terms with the truth she’d laid bare.

“It’s okay,” she said softly, her gaze steady as she studied his conflicted expression. “It wasn’t a huge shock to me. I mean, you’d already admitted that kind of thing was a turn-on for you. That’s how we ended up here—living in separate bedrooms, dancing around each other, walking on eggshells. I’m confused too, Mark.”

She took a deep breath, glancing down as she gathered her thoughts. “Honestly, I was hesitant to indulge in your fantasies, even after we talked about them. I didn’t know if it was something I could handle. But the truth is, the more I thought about it, the more it became a turn-on for me, too.”

Her eyes lifted to meet his, a flicker of vulnerability there. “But I still don’t know if it could work in our marriage. It’s obvious that, in the heat of the moment, it excites you—but then I see what happens afterward. You’re torn up about it. I can see the torment in your eyes, and it worries me.”

She paused, searching his face. “And that’s what scares me the most, Mark. That torment, that hurt—it’s going to build up over time. It’ll turn into resentment toward me, maybe even anger, and I don’t think either of us want that. I want us to be honest, and I want you to be okay with this if it’s what you truly want. But if it’s something you can’t handle, something that’s going to poison our relationship… then maybe we need to face that, too.”

Her words hung in the air, and Mark felt the weight of them settling in, the complexity of his own desires confronting him head-on.

“I know,” Mark finally replied, rubbing his forehead, his voice tinged with frustration. “It’s confusing, I’ll admit. God, seeing you with… someone else… it hurt like hell. But I also can’t stop thinking about it. I feel like I’m hard all day, every day, replaying it in my mind—the way you enjoyed it, the look on your face, the sounds you made… all of it.”

Amy’s eyes sparkled with a hint of satisfaction, a little too eager for Mark’s comfort. “Well,” she said with a slight smile, “as you may have noticed, I definitely enjoyed it too.” She let the words linger, then her expression softened, turning almost contemplative. “But it wasn’t just watching me with him, was it, Mark?”

He frowned, caught off guard. “What do you mean?” he asked, his voice cautious.

Amy held his gaze, her eyes searching his face for any sign of resistance, but she found none. “Afterwards?” she said, her tone both curious and knowing. “You liked… how I treated you then, didn’t you?”

Mark’s face flushed a deeper shade of red. “I mean, it was just the heat of the moment—and I’m sure the alcohol had something to do with it.”

Amy raised an eyebrow, her expression skeptical but amused. “Sure, Mark. Okay.” She sighed, letting him off the hook, at least for now. “Look, I’m not ready to go back to how we were. Something’s been awakened in me, and I like it. You said it yourself—I love sex. And, as it turns out, I love the thrill of it with someone new.”

Mark cringed, his jaw tightening involuntarily.

“I’m sorry if that stings,” she continued. “But I also find it exciting that it turns you on, even though it’s tough for you to accept. I don’t even have to look down to know.” She kept her eyes fixed on his, a hint of challenge in her gaze. “You’re hard as a rock, aren’t you?”

Mark glanced down, confirming what she already knew, and sighed, unable to deny it.

“See?” she said, her tone almost triumphant. “I think we both need to be honest with ourselves here. I don’t know exactly where this goes, but I want to find out—and you’re going to need to trust that I know what you want, even if you can’t come to terms with it yourself.”

Mark looked at her nervously. “I just don’t know—”

“But I do,” she interrupted, her hand finding the bulge in his pants, squeezing it firmly. Mark’s body responded instantly, a groan escaping his lips, a shiver running through him as he instinctively pushed his hips into her touch.

“See, Mark?” she whispered, her fingers gripping him with practiced ease. “Now, I want you to tell me.”

His chest rose and fell, his breath shallow. “Tell you… what?”

“Tell me you want me to be naughty,” she breathed, her grip on his swollen cock firm and unyielding.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I—yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I want you to be naughty,” he stammered, his hips pressing against her hand, wordlessly begging for more.

Amy’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good boy.” She gave his cock one final, teasing squeeze before letting go and standing. “Now, I really need to get some sleep. It’s been a long week, and we have Brad’s housewarming party tomorrow night.”

“Wait, Amy, come on… please.” He fished his cock out through the front of his underwear, gripping it tightly, his eyes pleading.

Amy tilted her head, her expression one of feigned pity as she looked down at him. “You really do like the thought of me being bad, don’t you?” She shook her head slowly, leaning forward until her lips were just an inch from his ear, her voice a sultry whisper. “I want you to imagine me being very, very naughty tonight, Mark. Think about who it would be with while you take care of yourself. Would it be a stranger? James again? Or maybe someone we both know?”

A tremor ran through Mark’s body, his mind spinning as her words sank in, leaving him both aroused and powerless, held captive by the images she’d planted in his mind.

“But tomorrow night, when I’m rested up, I promise I’ll make it special, okay?” Amy said, leaning down to press a light kiss on his cheek before standing and heading for the door.

Mark groaned in frustration, watching her walk away, his arousal intensifying with every step she took. He could barely hold back, his need too overwhelming, and the moment she turned her back, he squeezed his eyes shut and wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself with a desperation he could hardly contain.

The images of that night flooded back into his mind—Amy’s face twisted in pleasure, her moans filling the room as James took her. He remembered every detail, the raw sounds of her ecstasy, the way she’d looked at him afterward with that taunting smile, knowing he’d seen it all. The mix of jealousy and shame burned inside him, but it only fueled his movements, his hand pumping faster as he lost himself in the memory, his mind replaying each scene, each humiliating second.

He could still feel the dampness of her panties on his face from that night, the scent of her and another man mingling in his mind with his frustration. Each stroke felt like a surrender, a reminder of the desires he was still coming to terms with. But he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to. His body yearned for release, his need overriding the confusion twisting in his chest.

With a strangled groan, he climaxed, his body jerking as he came hard, his release spilling across his stomach, leaving him panting and empty. As the pleasure faded, a wave of conflicted emotion washed over him—anger, humiliation, and a dark satisfaction he couldn’t shake. Alone and unsatisfied, he lay there, wondering what tomorrow night would bring and how much further down this path he’d allow himself to go.


Chapter 8

Brad’s housewarming party was a mix of familiar faces and strangers: friends from school with their spouses, some of Brad’s workmates, and a scattering of people Mark didn’t recognize. As he entered, Brad greeted him with a warm handshake, a friendly nudge, and a cold beer.

“Got anything stronger?” Mark asked, holding up the half-empty bottle, his voice low enough to keep the casual façade. Brad was one of the few people who knew about his and Amy’s separation, and right now, that knowledge felt like a weight between them.

Brad chuckled, taking the bottle from him and setting it on the counter. “Yeah, of course. You know where I keep it.” He gave Mark a supportive slap on the back. “Try to have fun, man. Whatever happens, you could use the break. And hey, so could she.”

Mark managed a tight smile as Brad melted back into the crowd, leaving him standing alone at the kitchen island. He poured a generous glass of Crown Royal and took a steadying sip, his gaze already drifting over the room, searching for her. They’d barely spoken all week, their exchanges punctuated by long silences, and even now, just seeing her was enough to stir a complicated knot of emotions in his chest.

It took a moment to spot her. She was against the wall by the staircase, leaning into conversation with one of Brad’s colleagues, a man whose smile lingered a little too long on her lips. They’d come separately tonight — Amy insisting she needed more time to get ready, though Mark suspected she simply didn’t want the complication of them arriving together. His stomach tightened as he wondered if she had someone specific in mind here tonight, someone she’d prefer to meet alone.

Seeing her talking with another man, laughing and relaxed, twisted something deep inside him. He’d always loved how she could light up a room, that social energy that made her so effortlessly captivating. But tonight, the way she’d dressed — in a black minidress that hugged her curves, accentuating the sway of her hips and the dip of her waist — felt like a deliberate test, a reminder of just how much distance there was between them. He couldn’t ignore how she drew attention, and how she seemed to welcome it, her smile teasing, almost playful as she leaned into the conversation.

He took another sip, his frustration mounting. Amy hadn’t initiated anything with him in weeks, her absence marked by silent, closed doors and a calm indifference that was only broken by flashes of what he still wanted from her. Now, here she was, the same woman he couldn’t stop thinking about, laughing and chatting as though nothing had changed between them — as though he wasn’t standing across the room, watching every move, every smile, feeling as though he was losing her all over again.

Amy set her empty glass on the mantle with a graceful flick of her wrist, brushing off Brad’s co-worker’s offer for another drink with a light squeeze of his arm before drifting over to where Brad was wrestling with his Bluetooth speaker. She leaned in close, murmuring something to him that made Brad grin and shake his head, amused. Whatever she’d said, Mark didn’t need to hear it to feel the slow burn of jealousy building inside him. Brad had always flirted with Amy, and it had once seemed harmless, even a sign of how easily she charmed everyone around her. But now, each laugh, each glance between them felt like a sharp reminder that the foundation of his marriage was no longer the solid, unquestioned thing it had once been. The comfort of assuming her loyalty, her affection — all of it felt disturbingly distant.

Amy glanced up then, catching Mark’s gaze across the room. Her lips curved in a subtle smile, and without breaking eye contact, she placed her hand on Brad’s arm, leaning in to whisper something that made him laugh again, a little too easily. Mark clenched his jaw, tossing back the last of his drink before pouring himself another. A stranger joined him at the counter, refilling his glass with a friendly nod.

“Steve,” he introduced himself. “I work with Brad.”

“Mark. Nice to meet you,” Mark replied, though his attention was elsewhere, his words coming out mechanically. He barely registered Steve’s small talk, too focused on Amy and Brad as they stood close, their laughter breaking into the music’s rhythm. Amy’s phone caught her attention for a moment, but she quickly looked back at Brad, her expression bright, easy, and free in a way that unsettled him.

His own phone buzzed in his pocket, snapping him out of the haze, and he checked it, half-expecting to see nothing of note. But there was a message from Amy.

Enjoying the view?

The words made his stomach twist. Did she mean her, dressed to kill and clearly knowing the effect she had on every man in the room? Or was it them, her and Brad, the one friend who’d always made her laugh a little too freely? His fingers hesitated before he typed back: Sure. He added a winking emoji, hoping it would come across as casual, though the bitterness in his chest felt anything but.

He watched as her phone screen lit up, visible in the dim room, though she didn’t immediately check the message. Instead, she stayed focused on Brad, her laughter ringing out, and his patience stretched thin as he poured yet another drink. At last, Amy’s fingers moved to her phone. She glanced up at him, a slow grin spreading across her lips, the kind she used to give him when they shared private jokes. She winked and nodded, a silent acknowledgment that made his face heat. Mark forced a smile, giving her a quick nod, but the expression felt as strained as the knot in his chest.

Mark was jolted back to reality by Steve’s voice cutting through his thoughts.

“Don’t you think, Mark?”

Caught off guard, Mark turned to find Steve looking at him, brows knitted in confusion. He fumbled for a response.

“Uh, yeah,” he said, not really knowing what he was agreeing to. Then, realizing he’d barely been present in the conversation, he shook his head. “Look, sorry, Steve. I need to find my wife.”

As he began to walk away, Steve’s reply hit him like a punch. “I thought you two were separated?”

Mark’s blood ran cold, his face flushing hot. How the hell does he know? He forced himself to keep moving, ignoring Steve’s comment, and headed out of the kitchen toward the living room. When he got there, he expected to see Amy and Brad still chatting, but they were nowhere to be found. His chest tightened, an unsettling sense of dread creeping in. He scanned the room, searching faces and corners, but there was no trace of either of them.

Through the sliding glass door, he spotted some guests mingling in the backyard, laughing and swaying to the faint music drifting outside. He made his way toward the door, stepping out onto the patio as he quickly scanned the crowd, his gaze darting across the yard. He took a slow walk along the edge, searching, feeling his anxiety mount with every step.

Then, his phone buzzed in his pocket, and he fumbled to retrieve it, his heart hammering as he checked the message. It was from Amy.

Mmmm, fun! Thank you, it read, a winking emoji tacked on at the end.

A rush of confusion and frustration seized him. Fun? What was fun? Thank you? For what? He ran through the events of the night, trying to piece together any clue of what she might be referring to. They hadn’t even spoken, hadn’t exchanged more than a glance, a nod, and a smile. That’s all it had been — a simple acknowledgment. Did she interpret it differently? His mind raced, and the mystery only deepened the ache in his chest.

His fingers moved swiftly, his urgency evident in the words that spilled onto the screen. Thank you for what??? Where are u???

Mark clenched his jaw, his frustration mounting beneath the forced smile he held. Amy’s hands lingered on his face, her flirtatious grin making his stomach churn with unease.

“Where were you?” he asked, trying to keep his voice calm, his eyes darting around the room to see if anyone was watching them.

She leaned closer, her fingers brushing his cheek as she laughed, a bit too loudly. “Where were you?” she teased, the alcohol heavy on her breath, mingling with something faintly sweet he couldn’t quite place. The scent gnawed at him, stirring a suspicion he couldn’t shake.

He swallowed, steadying himself. “We should go,” he said, his tone more pleading than he intended.

Amy’s lips curled in a mischievous smile as she leaned in, her words warm against his face. “You want to go home?” she teased, her voice dripping with challenge.

“Yes,” he replied, barely hiding his desperation to get her away from the crowd. He wanted — no, needed — to talk to her alone, to untangle the tangled knot of their situation without an audience.

But just then, Brad’s voice broke through from behind him. “Go where?”

Mark’s back tensed as Brad stepped closer, his tone as smooth and casual as ever.

“Home,” Mark replied, forcing himself to sound indifferent. “I’m really not feeling great, so...”

Brad’s gaze shifted to Amy. “And you? Are you ready to head home?”

Amy flashed a grin at Brad, her voice filled with stubborn defiance. “Not me, I’m having fun.”

Mark’s face tightened, his hand unconsciously balling into a fist by his side. He looked to Amy, searching her eyes, silently pleading for her to choose differently.

“No problem!” Brad said easily, shrugging. “Mark, if you’re feeling under the weather, I totally get it. Head on home, and I’ll make sure Amy gets back safely.”

Mark opened his mouth, trying to find the words to convince her, but Amy was already nodding, a soft hand on his arm as if placating him.

“It’s fine, Mark,” she said, her tone so casual it stung. “You go ahead, get some rest. Brad can bring me home. I’ll be back before you know it, I promise.”

His heart sank. There was a finality in her voice, a casual disregard that left him feeling hollow, as though he’d become nothing more than an afterthought. He forced a smile, managing only a stiff nod, feeling himself drift from her, like something he couldn’t reach.

“Amy, it’s okay,” Mark said, forcing a steady tone. “I can stay a bit longer.”

But his words seemed to drift into empty space as Amy turned back to Brad, her arm slipping through his with an ease that made Mark’s chest tighten. “Let’s go get another drink,” she said, her voice lilting with playful warmth. Without a second thought, she began walking away, leaving him standing alone, frustration bubbling beneath his calm facade. Then, suddenly, Amy turned, her heels clicking against the floor as she hurried back. Before he could even process her return, she grabbed his face with both hands, her eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and drunken boldness.

“How about I give you a taste of what’s still to come tonight?” she whispered, her voice thick with seduction. Then her mouth was on his, her tongue slipping past his parted lips, igniting a familiar desire that shot through him. She wrapped one arm around his neck, pulling him closer, her other hand sliding down to grip his cock through his pants, her fingers pressing firmly against him. They stood there, entangled in a hungry kiss, her tongue exploring him with a fierceness that felt foreign. And then, as suddenly as she’d appeared, Amy pulled back, leaving him dazed and breathless before sauntering off to rejoin Brad.

Mark stood frozen, licking his lips and savoring her taste, though there was a faint bitterness to it that he couldn’t quite identify. Maybe she’d tried some strange cocktail. He swallowed, feeling the heat of lust growing in his chest, even as his gut twisted with uncertainty. She’d made it clear she didn’t want him staying, had brushed him off with a smile, leaving him with only the hazy promise of that kiss. But the thought of leaving her at the party, with Brad and all the others, gnawed at his pride.

As he drove home, her kiss replayed on a loop in his mind. Her words lingered, her promise heavy with implication. How about I give you a taste of what’s still to come tonight? She’d been tipsy, yes, maybe even a little reckless, but there had been something unusual in her intensity, the way she’d poured herself into the kiss, the feel of her hand gripping him possessively. It wasn’t like her to be so forceful, so openly provocative, especially in public.

Lying in bed, he closed his eyes, trying to let the memory of her kiss soothe him, trying to focus on the feeling of her tongue sliding against his. But a prickling unease lingered, just out of reach, like a splinter buried deep in his mind. Her kiss had felt charged, raw, yet something about it nagged at him, a feeling he couldn’t shake. He lay there, turning the moments over in his mind, her scent, her taste, the unusual edge to her touch, all fueling a strange, unsettling feeling he couldn’t quite name.

Eventually, he drifted off, his mind filled with the image of Amy coming home, slipping into bed beside him, her body warm and close. In his dream, she pulled him to her, her touch soft, yet somehow just as distant as it was tantalizing.


Chapter 9

Mark was jolted awake by the sound of the door slamming against the wall, his heart pounding as Amy stumbled into the room, barely managing to keep her balance as she collapsed onto the bed beside him. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, a grin spreading across his face as his cock stirred in anticipation.

“Mmm, you’re back,” he murmured, his hand reaching for her as he felt the familiar warmth of her body beside him.

Amy smiled at him, her face partially hidden behind loose strands of hair, her voice soft but laced with mischief. “Of course. I promised you there was more in store, didn’t I? Are you excited?”

“Fuck, yes,” he replied, his voice thick with arousal as he moved to pull her closer.

But she pulled back, teasing, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “Ah, ah, ah,” she purred, sliding off the bed. “I have a surprise for you.”

Before he could respond, she went over to the closet, her steps slow and deliberate. She opened the door and pulled out two of his neckties — relics from the job he’d poured himself into for years. The sight of them in her hands sent a jolt of excitement through him. Returning to the bed, she straddled his chest, her fingers running over the silky material as she looked down at him, her eyes dark with intent.

“How bad do you want your surprise, baby?” she asked, her voice low and taunting.

Mark’s pulse quickened, his cock straining against his boxers. “Holy shit. So bad, Amy.”

She leaned forward, pressing his wrists up to the headboard, wrapping the tie snugly around them, her touch deliberate, almost possessive. His heart hammered as her breasts hovered tantalizingly close to his face, threatening to spill out of her dress with each movement. Once his hands were securely tied, she slid down his body, her lips finding his in a kiss that was hungry and deep, her tongue slipping into his mouth with a boldness he didn’t expect.

But there it was again — that faint, bitter saltiness, sharper than before, lingering on her tongue. It was strange, like the tang of tequila, but somehow different. His curiosity won over his arousal for just a moment.

“Were you doing tequila shots tonight?” he asked, pulling back to study her face.

Amy blinked, looking momentarily surprised before breaking into a giggle. “Oh my god. Do I taste salty, baby?”

Mark chuckled, relaxing back against the pillows, satisfied he’d figured it out. But his thoughts quickly shifted back to the sensation of her body pressing against him, her hips grazing his stomach, her dress riding up as she moved closer. The heat between them was palpable, and all he could think of was getting inside her, his arousal surging with each lingering taste of her still fresh on his lips.

Mark’s eyes widened, the taste of her arousal fresh on his tongue, his cock throbbing as Amy leaned over him with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Mmm, you taste good," he murmured, running his tongue over his lips, savoring her essence.

Amy looked down at him, her mouth parting slightly in playful surprise. Her expression shifted to one of teasing amusement, and she shook her head slowly. “You are such a dirty boy,” she teased, her voice soft but laden with intent.

Keeping her gaze locked on him, she lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her smooth, toned thighs, before bending over to slide her panties down. She wobbled slightly, her balance faltering, but quickly steadied herself, straightening with her underwear in hand.

“Do you want to smell me, Mark?” she asked, holding the damp fabric just under his nose, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper.

Mark inhaled deeply, the musky scent filling his senses and making his cock twitch with renewed urgency. The scent alone sent a jolt through him, igniting his desperation for her.

“Do you want to taste?” she whispered, brushing the damp fabric lightly across his lips, just enough for him to feel the dampness.

“Oh fuck, yes,” he replied, his voice a pleading rasp.

“Open up,” she commanded, her tone low and intoxicating.

Mark parted his lips, and she pressed the fabric inside, letting him savor her arousal. He sucked on the material, relishing the taste, letting it fuel the heat spreading through his body.

Amy let out a throaty moan, her expression one of mock disapproval as she shook her head. “You’re so fucking dirty, Mark,” she murmured, though her eyes sparkled with satisfaction. “But now you get your reward. I know how much you loved it last time. I promise it’ll be extra special tonight.”

With that, she took the second necktie, slipping it around his mouth to secure her soaked panties in place, tying it tightly behind his head. His senses were overwhelmed, his arousal spiking with each second he tasted her on his tongue.

Then, without breaking eye contact, she slipped her dress over her head, revealing herself fully to him. Her body was bare and glistening, her skin smooth and inviting, her nipples hard, and her pussy glistening with wetness. Mark’s pulse raced, his desire mounting as he took in the sight of her standing there in her naked glory, the taste of her still on his tongue.

But just as quickly, Amy turned, walking out of the room without a word, leaving him bound, aching, and alone with his anticipation.

Mark lay there, every nerve in his body on high alert, his arousal now mingling with a sickening twist of dread. His cock remained rock hard, though the excitement he’d felt only moments ago was rapidly fading, replaced by a growing sense of horror. Bound tightly to the headboard, he tugged against his restraints, testing them more urgently, but they held fast, unyielding, only amplifying his helplessness.

He strained to listen, the muffled sounds of movement filtering down the hallway. And then he heard it — soft voices, laughter, low murmurs that sent his pulse racing for all the wrong reasons. He swallowed reflexively, or tried to, the damp fabric of her panties lodged in his mouth making it difficult. He called out, or attempted to, but the gag stifled his words, leaving only a muffled plea that fell silent in the empty room.

Then, he heard it clearly.

“Oh fuck, Amy,” Brad groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. “That’s it, put it in your mouth.”

A cold shock washed over him, his blood running icy as the words sank in. Mark’s body went rigid, his breath hitching in his throat as he recognized Brad’s voice, unmistakable even through the haze of disbelief. His wrists strained against the ties, a desperate, futile struggle as he tried to yell, to call out for her, but the fabric silenced him, trapping his voice as effectively as his rage and revulsion.

“Oh fuck,” Brad’s voice came again, a stifled gasp followed by a heavy moan. “We should stop; you’re going to make me cum in your mouth again.”

Mark’s stomach churned, bile rising as the horrifying realization of what he’d tasted on her lips, on her tongue, crept over him, the bitter, lingering tang now sickeningly clear. He gagged, the urge to vomit battling the reality that he’d choke if he did. Every twisted thought ran through his mind, panic clawing at him as he fought his restraints, trapped and silenced.

“Wait,” Amy’s voice cut through the haze, and for a brief, foolish second, hope flared in his chest. Was she reconsidering? Would she stop?

“I want to open the door all the way. He likes to listen.”

The words hit him like a blow, and his stomach lurched, that fragile glimmer of hope shattered into a thousand jagged pieces. His mind reeled, the raw humiliation and heartbreak settling over him with a crushing weight. He felt the air thicken as the door creaked open, amplifying their voices, every sound, every whisper, pouring into the room, leaving him bound, gagged, and utterly broken, forced to listen to the betrayal unfolding just steps away.

Mark lay helpless, each word and moan from Amy piercing him deeper, binding him tighter to the humiliation unfolding just feet away. Every sound etched into his mind, impossible to ignore, taunting him as he struggled against the restraints, his body drenched in sweat.

“Oh God,” Amy panted, her voice dripping with unfiltered lust. “Brad, you feel so fucking big.” Her tone was throaty, almost mocking in its raw pleasure, each word a reminder of everything she’d never said to him.

“Mmm, I’ve thought about doing this a thousand times,” Brad replied, thrusting slowly into her, savoring each movement as if he were unwrapping a long-desired gift.

“Me too,” Amy gasped, her response immediate and shameless. Her voice quivered with excitement, and Mark’s stomach twisted painfully as he heard her breath hitch with each slow thrust.

Brad quickened his pace, and soon the obscene sound of their bodies colliding filled the room. Each slap of flesh against flesh seemed louder, more brutal, echoing like a drumbeat of betrayal. Mark’s wrists strained painfully against the ties, his jaw clenched around the fabric that muffled his desperate pleas. The damp cloth pressed against his tongue felt sour now, tainted with betrayal.

“Oh, God, you’re even hotter naked than I imagined,” Brad growled, his voice thick with lust. “Those tits… fuck, Amy, you’re perfect.”

Amy laughed breathlessly, her voice laced with satisfaction. “Oh, I know,” she moaned, her tone almost smug. “Isn’t this better than you imagined? Better than either of us could have dreamed?” She gasped, her words barely contained between breaths as her hands clung to Brad, pulling him deeper into her. “Fuck me harder, Brad. Don’t hold back… I need it bad.”

Mark’s heart pounded, the words cutting through him like a knife. He’d never heard her beg like that, never heard her voice laced with such unrestrained desire. She sounded insatiable, desperate — and worst of all, completely satisfied in a way she’d never been with him.

They changed positions, and he could hear the shuffle of movement, her breathless anticipation as she adjusted herself on all fours. His body went cold as he listened to Brad moving behind her, positioning himself, and then thrusting into her without hesitation. Her loud, shameless moan filled the room as he entered her, and Mark bit down hard, swallowing back the bile rising in his throat.

“Oh, yes,” she cried, her voice a crescendo of pleasure with each hard thrust. “God, Brad, you’re so deep… I’ve needed this for so long.” Her voice broke, and Mark could hear the raw hunger in her words, like she was lost in a fever of pleasure, utterly consumed by her desire for another man.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she moaned, her tone almost reverent.

Brad grunted, his voice thick with exertion. “Neither can I,” he said, his breaths coming in sharp, heavy bursts.

Amy’s voice was soft but audible, her words drawing out Mark’s torment. “I already want more… I want you to fuck me again and again.”

Mark’s stomach twisted painfully as he heard her cry out Brad’s name in a series of shuddering, gasping breaths, her climax wracking her body as she let go completely. The intensity of her moans, the unbridled release, all of it hammered home what he already feared — she had crossed a line she couldn’t uncross, a line that left him tied, humiliated, and broken.

He squeezed his eyes shut, the taste of her still lingering bitterly in his mouth. His body had given up the fight, the weight of defeat settling into his bones as he realized just how helpless he was. With a final, quiet sigh of surrender, he let his body relax, the sounds of her and Brad’s brutal, passionate fucking searing into his memory like a brand he would never be able to erase.

Mark lay bound and helpless, his heart pounding as he listened to the crescendo of their movements, the unmistakable sounds of Brad nearing his climax. The humiliation of each second intensified as Amy’s voice rose, her words sharp, cutting through his last shreds of dignity.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Amy cried out, her tone breathless and wild. “Do you want to cum inside me, Brad? Do you want to cum inside your friend’s wife?”

Mark’s stomach lurched, bile rising as Brad’s loud, unrestrained groan of confirmation filled the room. He couldn’t shut out Amy’s words, each syllable a dagger twisted deeper.

“Yes, baby,” she moaned, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Cum inside my married pussy. Fill me up; he fucking loves that.” She rolled her hips, meeting Brad’s thrusts eagerly, emphasizing every word, knowing exactly how much they’d torture Mark.

Brad’s hand fisted in her hair, pulling her back against him, his breath hot against her ear as he groaned, “God, I’m gonna cum so deep inside you.”

Her voice was a sultry whisper, thick with desire. “Mmmm, do it. I want it,” she murmured, her words a final, cruel reminder of what Mark could no longer give her.

Then Brad’s moans grew louder, ragged and desperate, as his orgasm overtook him. Mark’s stomach churned as he imagined the scene, Brad’s cock buried deep inside her, filling her. Every groan, every thrust seemed to reverberate through him, leaving him more hollow with each passing moment. He could practically feel Brad’s satisfaction, the smug sense of conquest in each grunt, each shudder as he emptied himself in the one person Mark had thought he could always count on.

Amy gasped as Brad drove into her one last time, pushing himself to the hilt, holding her tightly as he finished. Mark clenched his eyes shut, the sensation of helplessness overwhelming as he heard Brad pull out, every movement punctuating the brutal reality of his situation.

He heard Amy giggle softly as she reached down, the obscene wet sound of her fingers gathering Brad’s cum unmistakable. The bed creaked as she lifted her fingers to her mouth, sucking them clean in a final, seductive taunt.

Mark’s body lay slack against the restraints, his heart aching, every fiber of his being crushed under the weight of betrayal, left only with the lingering sounds and bitter taste of his own defeat.

Mark lay motionless, numb as he absorbed the aftermath of what had just happened. The sound of Amy’s laughter, light and teasing, only deepened the sting of his humiliation.

"Holy shit, Amy," Brad said, still catching his breath, a mix of awe and pride in his voice. "That was fucking amazing."

Amy’s response was casual, almost dismissive. “I know. It was even better than I’d imagined.” She glanced down at his still-hard cock, a smirk spreading across her face. “I already want to go again.”

Brad chuckled, lying back on the bed, his hand absentmindedly stroking himself. “I think I’ll need a bit of recovery time,” he said, but his lingering grin and the way his eyes roamed her body made it clear he was tempted.

Amy looked at him for a moment, considering, then slid off the bed. She sauntered toward the door, pausing to glance back with a playful smile. “Don’t take too long,” she said, her voice smooth and suggestive.

Brad’s brow furrowed in surprise. “Wait, what? Are you serious?” He sat up, looking after her with a mixture of intrigue and disbelief.

She feigned innocence, tilting her head. “What? Aren’t you going to stay for round two?”

Brad hesitated, glancing toward the hallway. “Umm, well, what about…you know, Mark?”

Amy rolled her eyes playfully. “Oh, don’t worry,” she said with a smirk. “I’m just going to tuck him in. It usually doesn’t take long.” She winked, the glint in her eye showing just how little she cared for Mark’s presence in the house, let alone his feelings.

Amy’s taunting smile grew as she lowered herself over Mark, savoring every moment of his silent torment. She paused, watching the desperate, wild look in his eyes, the way his chest rose and fell as he struggled to keep his emotions in check. Her fingers traced his face, then pressed against his lips, holding him in place with just a gentle touch.

“Shh,” she whispered again, her voice low and teasing. “If you make a sound, I’ll put the panties back in and leave you here all night. Is that what you want?” Her finger traced the length of his cock through the damp fabric, watching as his whole body tensed, helplessly reacting to her touch. She felt him stiffen further beneath her, and he shook his head, eyes pleading.

“Good boy,” she murmured, a glint of satisfaction in her gaze. She pinched his cock lightly, feeling his hips buck instinctively, and a wicked smirk spread across her face. “Now, do you want me to take care of…this?” Her fingers tightened ever so slightly around his shaft, pulling a tortured groan from his lips.

He wanted to say no, to somehow resist, but the ache of his arousal overrode every thought of pride, his entire body betraying him with its need. He swallowed hard, nodding, his breaths coming in sharp, shallow bursts.

Amy’s grin deepened, and she tugged his underwear down, revealing his rigid cock. “Mmm, you’re always so hard for me,” she purred. Her lips brushed over the slick head, teasing, a flick of her tongue sending a jolt through his body as he fought to suppress a moan. She ran her tongue in slow circles around the sensitive tip before pulling back, her gaze never leaving his, her expression dripping with amusement.

Mark’s head spun, a tangle of anger and lust swirling inside him, but the need coursing through his veins drowned out every rational thought. He could only lie there, bound and exposed, as Amy continued her slow, deliberate torment, whispering reminders that ignited his shame even as his body yearned for her touch.

She moved up to straddle his hips, her eyes gleaming with a dark thrill as she held his cock in her hand, teasing it against her entrance, dragging it slowly through her wetness. Mark’s gaze was transfixed, his stomach twisting as he saw the glistening remnants of Brad’s cum mixing with her own arousal, coating the head of his cock. She caught his reaction and leaned closer, her lips hovering just above his as she taunted him.

“Do you want to feel it, Mark? To have your cock in my dirty, cum-filled pussy?” Her words were a seductive whisper, each one digging deeper into his vulnerability.

Mark’s throat went dry, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes,” he croaked, the admission pulled from him against every instinct.

She let the head of his cock slide inside, her slick folds enveloping him just enough to feel her warmth before she lifted off again, her wicked smile widening. “You want it soooo bad, don’t you?” she murmured, her hips brushing against him teasingly. “You want to feel him inside me, don’t you?”

“Please, Amy,” he choked out, his desperation raw and undeniable. He could see her triumph, the satisfaction in her eyes as she watched him unravel beneath her.

Finally, she slid down over his cock, her body accepting him easily, her wetness coating him with a humiliating blend of her arousal and Brad’s lingering presence. Mark’s mind was a blur, torn between revulsion and desire, but his body betrayed him completely, surrendering to the heat and friction as she moved over him, her moans echoing softly around them. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear, her words a final, devastating reminder.

“That’s right, baby,” she whispered, her hips moving in slow, grinding circles. “Feel every inch. This is exactly where you belong.”

Mark groaned, feeling the hot, slick warmth of her pussy surrounding him. His mind was a whirlwind, still struggling to grasp the reality that Amy had just been with his friend. But there she was, moving slowly, deliberately, as if savoring each torturous inch of him. She dragged herself back up his length, and together, they looked down at the sight between her thighs—his cock, gleaming in a sticky, white froth that was unmistakably mixed with another man’s cum.

Amy let out a low moan, a sound that went straight through him. The image of his cock coated in Brad's seed seemed to ignite something in her that she’d never allowed herself to feel before—a dark thrill that left her voice shaking. “God, that’s so fucking hot,” she whispered, her breath coming quicker. She began rocking against him, sliding her slick pussy along his length, her eyes fixed on the obscene scene unfolding below. “Can you feel his cum inside me, baby?”

The words stabbed through Mark, torn between disgust and a raw, overwhelming arousal. His mind rebelled, trying not to imagine his friend’s body intertwined with hers, but the thought gripped him, refusing to let go. There was something deeply seductive in her debauchery, something he hadn’t anticipated. He was trapped, helplessly fascinated.

“Oh, fuck, Amy, I’m close,” he rasped, his voice strained as he felt himself teetering on the edge.

Before he could even try to hold back, Amy slipped off him with a calculated ease, his cum-slick cock smacking against his stomach with a wet, shameful sound. Her eyes glittered with disappointment and something darker—a hint of frustration. “That fast, again?” She tsked, brushing her lips with a smug smile. “Guess I’ll have to finish you with my mouth. Wouldn’t want to be full of your cum when Brad fucks me later.”

The words were brutal, her tone perfectly designed to cut him down, and they worked, slicing through his composure. “Jesus, Amy,” he muttered, his voice barely a whisper, though he knew there was no point in arguing. He could feel her satisfaction in every syllable. She wasn’t bluffing; he knew she’d be back with Brad soon enough.

Despite the aching jealousy twisting inside him, his cock pulsed harder. As much as he didn’t want to accept it, the thought of Brad inside her—of Amy choosing Brad’s pleasure over his—left him dazed with lust. It wasn’t just the act that got to him; it was her absolute disregard for his feelings, the way she followed her desires without a hint of apology, shameless in her pursuit of her own pleasure. There was a dark intoxication in her ruthlessness, the power she held over him.

“Aww, don’t pout, baby,” Amy murmured, the cooing lilt of her voice making his heart pound. She turned gracefully, swinging a leg over him to straddle his chest, her body settling into the dominant position above him. She lingered there, her wet pussy hovering inches from his mouth, glistening with Brad’s seed, an unspoken challenge in the way she watched him.

Her eyes sparkled as she lowered her head to his tip, her warm breath teasing him as her tongue swirled over his slit. “Do you want me to make you cum now, Mark?” she purred, savoring the power she held over him as her mouth closed around him, both a taunt and an invitation.

The warm, wet sensation of Amy’s tongue sliding up and down his cock sent shockwaves through Mark’s body. He moaned deeply, surrendering to the expert rhythm she worked with her lips and hand, her grip tight and unrelenting around the base. He could feel himself edging closer, each flick of her tongue ratcheting up the tension inside him. His eyes drifted up to her pussy, tantalizingly close to his face, and in a surreal, twisted moment, he saw a thick strand of Brad’s cum ooze from her folds, stretching down in a slow, sticky line until it finally snapped and landed on his chin.

A shudder ran through him, a mix of revulsion and arousal so intense it left him breathless. Amy chuckled softly, the mocking glint in her eye unmistakable as she glanced down, clearly savoring his discomfort. “Sorry, baby,” she murmured, feigning innocence but unable to hide the cruel edge to her voice. “There’s just so much of it.” With a wicked smile, she lowered herself further, inching her wet pussy even closer to his face.

“Amy, don’t…” Mark whispered, his voice strained, his breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps. He tried to resist, but the thick, musky scent of Brad’s release filled his nostrils, heady and overwhelming. Amy’s hips began to move in slow, deliberate circles above him, each rotation pressing her pussy closer, until she finally ground down, her slick, dripping folds sealing over his mouth, leaving him nowhere to escape.

He instinctively pulled back, but Amy had no intention of letting him go. She engulfed his cock to the hilt, swallowing him down until his sack pressed against her chin, her mouth warm and relentless. Mark’s jaw dropped open in a muffled cry of ecstasy, and as he did, her pussy pressed harder against his lips, flooding his mouth with the taste of her sweetness mixed with the sharp, tangy traces of Brad. He was trapped, helpless beneath her, his senses overwhelmed by the sordid blend that filled his mouth.

Amy gasped with pleasure and ground herself even harder against his face, relishing the way her messy, cum-coated pussy smeared over his lips and tongue. Mark squirmed, his body pinned beneath her, his mind spinning with a strange, intoxicating mix of shame and bliss. Amy sucked just the head of his cock between her lips, her hand working his shaft with a fierce, unforgiving grip, driving him closer and closer to the edge. Without thinking, Mark began to lick at her pussy, swallowing as much as he could manage, desperate to please her even as humiliation burned in his veins.

She moaned deeply, her hand stroking him with feverish intensity, her mouth a tight, merciless vice around his tip. Mark let out a muffled wail against her soaked pussy as his balls tightened, his cock throbbing in her hand, and suddenly, a torrent of hot cum surged up his shaft, erupting with a force that left him shaking. Just as the first wave hit, Amy pulled back, letting his cock slap against his stomach, sending streaks of cum across his abdomen and splattering onto her breasts.

“Fuck!” he cried out, his body writhing, caught in the grip of a release that felt as punishing as it was powerful. His hips jerked upward, instinctively seeking her warmth again, his need for her mouth or her touch more desperate than ever. But Amy simply leaned back, watching with a mocking smile as he spilled uncontrollably, his orgasm splashing across his torso, his release painting a messy trail over her chest and stomach.

Mark’s breathing was ragged as he came down, frustration simmering beneath the afterglow as Amy settled beside him, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. “There we go, baby,” she cooed, dipping her finger into the thick cum smeared across his stomach and bringing it to her mouth with a slow, deliberate lick. “Did that feel good?”

“Holy fuck,” he gasped, his body still trembling from the intensity. He felt spent, yet somehow unfinished, like the need still simmered just beneath his skin, unresolved and aching.

Amy slid off the bed with a casual grace, reaching for her panties—the same pair she’d forced between Mark’s lips earlier. Without breaking eye contact, she used them to wipe the slick trails of cum from her breasts, moving with slow, deliberate strokes that taunted him, her gaze locked onto his with a mischievous glint. She moved to his stomach, her hand gliding over his skin, taking her time to erase every last trace of his release, savoring each moment of his humiliation.

When she was finished, she leaned over him, letting the now-damp, stained fabric dangle just above his face, a taunting reminder of the control she wielded. "Now, as I said," she began with a smirk, “I’m going back to our bed to fuck your friend—again. But first, you have a choice to make. Are you going to lie here quietly and listen to me enjoy his big, thick cock? Or…” Her voice softened, filled with mock sweetness, as she lowered the soaked panties until they brushed right under his nose. “…do you want me to shove these back in your mouth, just to make sure?”

Mark swallowed, feeling an utter sense of defeat. His face was still damp, his mouth still tasting the bitter remnants of Brad’s release, as he looked up at her, unable to mask the shame etched across his features.

“No…” he whispered, barely able to get the words out. “I’ll… I’ll be quiet.”

Amy’s brow arched, her smirk growing wider, pleased with his submission. “Good,” she purred. “I’m trusting you.” She dropped the soiled panties onto his chest, letting them rest there as a silent reminder. She turned, sauntering to the door with a teasing sway of her hips, and then paused in the doorway, her expression shifting to a more serious tone.

“But Mark,” she added, her voice cold and firm, “if I hear even a whisper, I’ll come back, and I’ll shove those cum-soaked panties right back in your mouth. And then, I’ll invite Brad to come in and fuck me right here in front of you. Or would you like that?” Her words hung in the air, a wicked smile spreading across her face as she watched him recoil, the sharp sting of her taunt sinking in.

With a final, taunting grin, she blew him a kiss and disappeared down the hallway, leaving the door wide open as a cruel invitation to listen.


Chapter 10

The next morning, Amy awoke to the soft touch of Mark nudging her shoulder. She opened her eyes, squinting against the light, to see him standing beside the bed, a glass of water in one hand.

"Thought you might be a little hungover," he said quietly, offering her the glass and a couple of Tylenol tablets.

“Thanks,” she croaked, her voice raspy as she propped herself up on her elbow. She swallowed the pills with a long sip of water, then handed the glass back to him before sinking back into the pillow. As she took in the room, she realized she was in the guest bedroom. The clock on the nightstand blinked 10:20 AM, and, in an instant, the hazy memories of last night surged back.

She recalled leaving Mark in this room, only to return to the master bedroom where Brad had been waiting for her. They’d tried for a second round, but it hadn’t been the same. Brad had slipped between her legs, though his cock wasn’t as firm this time; the alcohol had dulled him, and he struggled to keep her as aroused as before. After a few minutes of lackluster thrusts, he’d finally stopped, admitting defeat, and apologizing with a sheepish smile. She’d assured him it was fine, though the exhaustion settling over her had muted her own enthusiasm. Eventually, she’d heard the soft click of the front door as he left, and, alone in the dark, she lay back, replaying the events over in her mind. A pang of guilt had begun to creep in, cutting through the haze of the night’s indulgences.

Finally, she had crept back to the guest bedroom. To her surprise, she’d found Mark asleep on his side, his breathing steady. The necktie she’d used to bind his wrists lay forgotten near the edge of the bed. She’d carefully slid in beside him, slipping her arm around him, pulling herself close enough to feel the warmth of his back against her chest. Holding him tightly, she’d pressed herself close, letting sleep finally claim her.

Now, she felt a little sheepish as she glanced up at him. “What… what time did you get up?” she asked, her voice tentative.

Mark sat down on the edge of the bed, his gaze soft but unreadable. “Just a few minutes ago,” he said.

She struggled to interpret his expression. “And… how did you…?” She let her words drift, casting a glance at the discarded necktie.

His smile was gentle, his voice even softer. “By the time you left, it had gotten pretty loose. I managed to slip out of it.”

A flicker of confusion crossed her face. “You… could’ve stopped us. I mean, before we… you know.”

For a moment, he seemed to consider her words, as if weighing an answer he hadn’t expected to give. “Honestly, I’m not sure. I thought about it. Maybe at some point I might have, but…” His voice trailed off, his tone unassuming. “Didn’t sound like it was going all that well, anyway.”

Amy couldn’t help the small, embarrassed smile tugging at her lips. She pulled a pillow over her face, letting out a groan of relief and amusement.

“Performance issues?” Mark asked, a hint of a smirk softening his features, the trace of tension dissipating.

“Yeah,” she replied, sliding the pillow away, unable to hide her grin. “Guess so.”

Their eyes met, and despite the tension hanging between them, laughter bubbled up, raw and unexpected, breaking the silence.

“Oh my god,” Amy murmured, rubbing her forehead. “Things just… spiraled so far out of control.”

Mark heard the regret in her voice, a fragile honesty that made his chest tighten. “Yeah,” he replied quietly. “Guess they did.”

Amy took a steadying breath, then reached out, resting her hand on his arm. “Mark,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, “I’m sorry. I should never have done that… not with him.” Her fingers tightened slightly, her grip a mix of apology and something that felt like pleading.

Mark looked down, the weight of her words sinking in, but he stayed silent, the ache in his chest dull and unyielding.

“I got too caught up,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I thought I was giving you something you wanted—thought this was a boundary we could push together. After James, you seemed so… captivated. And I mistook that thrill for permission, a kind of unspoken green light.” She sighed, the weight of her own choices settling on her shoulders. “But last night, with Brad… I crossed a line I should never have gone near.”

Mark nodded slowly, his face somber, and that silence—the weight of his disappointment—cut deeper than words.

She saw the sadness in his eyes, and the guilt gnawed at her. “Actually… it wouldn’t be right to put it all on you. Part of me wanted this, Mark. I wanted to go there, and I can’t blame it all on thinking it was just for you.” Her gaze fell, voice barely above a whisper. “I should’ve talked to you. Asked you. Instead, I just… let things happen. I’m sorry.” She pressed a hand to her face as the tears came, streaking down her cheeks, her regret raw and unfiltered.

Mark’s fingers brushed across her cheek, his thumb wiping a tear away. “I know,” he said softly, a gentle acknowledgment, even as he wrestled with the complicated storm inside him.

“This is so messed up,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “And please, don’t be too hard on Brad. He never would’ve done it on his own. I… I told him you’d be okay with it, that it was something you wanted. I don’t even know what I was thinking.”

Mark drew a slow, deep breath, releasing it in a sigh that seemed to carry more than just air—it was the weight of unspoken feelings, a thousand thoughts he couldn’t yet shape into words.

“So,” Amy began, her voice fragile, almost fearful, “where do we go from here?”

Without a word, he pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her, letting her nestle against his chest. She let out a shaky breath, burying her face against him, her hands gripping him as if to anchor herself. “We’ve got a lot to figure out,” he murmured. “I started this, remember? And as painful—and humiliating—as some of this has been…” He paused, searching for the words, “the truth is… I can’t say I didn’t feel something. Something I don’t even fully understand. Maybe I even enjoyed it, in some twisted way.”

Amy clung to him, her heart pounding with a mixture of relief and sadness. “Maybe… maybe we should go back to how things were before. Just us, the way we used to be. It was simpler, wasn’t it?”

Mark hesitated, his gaze steady but searching. “I don’t think we can just go back, Amy—not after everything that’s happened. And, honestly… I’m not even sure that’s what we’d want. Can you really say it is?”

Amy’s breath caught as she considered his words, a truth she’d been too hesitant to admit even to herself. Their marriage, for all its love, had slipped into a comfortable routine over the years. And in the last few weeks, everything she’d once found fulfilling seemed mundane in comparison. She felt an ache as she realized how much their relationship had changed—and how much she wanted it to evolve, even if it meant venturing into the unknown.

“No,” she replied quietly, her voice almost fragile. “I guess I can’t say that.”

“So, what do we do?” she asked, a hint of vulnerability slipping through her tone.

Mark let out a sigh, leaning closer as if to bridge the emotional gap between them. “I don’t know exactly,” he admitted, “but maybe we just keep talking about it—all of it. What we want, what we’re afraid of… our needs, our fantasies, and our boundaries. We could work through this, figure out a way that feels right for both of us. I don’t think we’re that far off in what we want; it just might take me some time to fully wrap my head around it.” He paused, brushing away a tear trailing down her cheek. “But the most important thing, Amy, is that I love you. Whatever we decide, we do it together. I don’t want to lose you.”

Her heart clenched at his words, the tenderness in his touch, the steady strength she had always admired in him. She looked up, her red-rimmed eyes softening as she met his gaze, feeling a quiet resolution settle within her. “I love you too, Mark. I want this to work—whatever it takes.”

They sat together in silence, their embrace lingering, finding solace in the closeness after the whirlwind of emotions they’d endured. Finally, Mark pulled back slightly, a gentle smile crossing his face as he patted her leg. “How about you go take a shower while I make us some breakfast?”

She smiled back, a flicker of playfulness in her eyes. “I suppose a shower wouldn’t hurt. I feel kind of…” Her words trailed off, realizing the awkwardness of what she’d almost said.

“Dirty?” Mark offered, raising his eyebrows with a smirk.

Amy’s smile turned sheepish, unsure if he was teasing or if there was still a trace of resentment. But his expression softened, and she let out a quiet laugh.

“Right,” she replied, standing up from the bed. She leaned down, her hands cradling his face as she pressed a soft kiss to his lips. “I love you,” she whispered, her voice filled with an unspoken promise.

She straightened and disappeared down the hallway toward the bathroom, leaving him with a sense of hope he hadn’t expected to feel that morning.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed, his thoughts swirling in a chaotic mix of emotions. He could still see Amy in the arms of his friend, the image clawing at him, stirring jealousy, anger, humiliation… but something else, too. Something powerful that pulsed beneath his skin, a dark fascination that both thrilled and scared him. He shook his head, trying to clear it, and finally, with a sigh, he pushed himself up and headed to the kitchen.

Over breakfast, they avoided the weighty topics that had hung over them recently, opting instead for easy, familiar conversation. Mark joked and teased her, drawing out her laughter, letting them both feel a fleeting sense of normalcy. Amy clung to it, feeling lighter with each laugh. After cleaning up the dishes, they walked hand in hand to the nearby park, breathing in the crisp air, the gentle sunlight warming their faces. For an afternoon, they set aside everything else, curling up on the sofa to watch old movies, laughing at parts they’d seen a dozen times before. Under the blanket they shared, Mark’s hand drifted up and down her leg, a warm, reassuring touch that made Amy sigh softly, leaning into the closeness that had been missing for so long.

As evening settled in, they ordered Thai takeout, lingering over their plates until Mark leaned over to give her a gentle kiss on the forehead. “I think I’ll grab a shower before bed,” he murmured, the softness in his voice a reminder of the tender Saturdays they’d once shared so effortlessly.

She watched him cross the room, a sudden pull in her chest. “Mark?” she called, her voice uncertain but filled with hope.

He turned back, his eyes meeting hers. “Yeah?”

Her heart raced. “Would you… would you like some company?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mark held her gaze, a flicker of something unspoken passing between them, before he nodded. “Yeah,” he replied, a small smile breaking through, “that sounds nice.” Then he turned, leaving the door open as he headed toward the bathroom.

Amy lingered for a moment, waves of emotion washing over her, catching her off guard. How could I have been so careless? she thought, feeling the sting of guilt. She took a steadying breath, pushing the feeling aside, allowing herself to hope. They had acknowledged the cracks in their marriage, and now, with the openness between them, she felt a renewed sense of possibility. Wiping the unshed tears from her eyes, she followed him, feeling the familiar ache of desire mixed with something new—a longing to truly connect with him again.

In the bathroom, she paused in the doorway, her eyes taking him in as he stood under the warm spray, water cascading down his back. There was a quiet strength in the lines of his body, a comfort she hadn’t fully appreciated in too long. He might have softened over the years, but he was still attractive—still hers. She stepped forward, slipping off her clothes, and joined him, feeling the warmth of the water against her skin.

Amy opened the glass shower door and stepped in behind him, her arms sliding around his waist as she pressed herself close, her soft breasts melding into the warmth of his back. She leaned in, brushing a gentle kiss on his shoulder blade, feeling a shiver of anticipation course through her.

Mark opened his eyes, glancing back with a soft smile. “Hey,” he murmured, his voice barely audible over the steady patter of water.

“Hey yourself,” she replied, her gaze warm as she reached up to cradle his face.

He turned, leaning down to capture her lips in a kiss that was slow and deliberate, the gentle press of his mouth parting hers, inviting her closer. Amy’s hands roamed up to his chest, her fingers tracing over the familiar lines of his muscles, rediscovering him with a sense of longing that felt new. Their bodies pressed together, the tension of the past few days dissolving in the rising heat between them.

Mark’s hands moved to her waist, sliding lower to grab her ass, pulling her tightly against him. A soft moan escaped her as she wrapped her arms around his neck, her hips instinctively grinding against him, feeling the solid heat of his hard cock pressing into her stomach. Her desire built, fierce and undeniable, flooding her with the need to feel him deep inside her.

With a sudden intensity, Mark broke their kiss, turning her around to face the shower wall. She gasped, her hands instinctively bracing against the cool tiles, the contrast sending a thrill through her. His arms wrapped around her, his hand sliding between her legs, his fingers pressing against her, teasing her with a slow, knowing touch. She moaned, pushing her hips back against his hand, her breaths coming fast as he rubbed her swollen clit, his fingers gliding up and down, each stroke driving her closer to the edge.

His other hand traced over her curves, his fingers finding her nipples and giving a sharp pinch that made her gasp, a surge of pleasure shooting through her. She couldn’t remember the last time they’d made love in the shower, but in that moment, she knew she’d missed it, missed him like this.

Mark’s hand slipped from between her legs, and he gripped her hips, pulling her back against him. She felt the hard length of him slide between her thighs, tantalizingly close, yet just out of reach. Her hand drifted down, finding him, wrapping around his cock to guide him to her entrance. Slowly, he sank into her, filling her completely, his grip on her hips tightening as he took her deeper.

“Oh god,” she groaned, her head falling back, her voice thick with need. “Fuck me, Mark… I want it hard.”

Mark obliged, driving into her hard and fast, their wet skin slapping together under the steady spray of warm water. Amy spread her legs wider, bracing herself against the force of his thrusts, her back arching as she pushed back against him, her voice rising in unabashed pleasure. “Fuck, yes!” she cried, her voice echoing off the tile walls.

But even as he lost himself in her, images from the previous night crashed through his mind—memories of the sounds she’d made, her gasping cries, her shameless pleas as she’d begged Brad to take her. He could still picture her writhing in ecstasy, her moans raw and desperate as she came on his friend’s cock. A surge of jealousy ignited within him, dark and potent, fueling his need. His thrusts grew faster, more demanding, his hand tangling in her hair as he yanked her head back, pulling her tight against him.

“Like that?” he growled, his voice rough with a possessive intensity.

“Yes! Just like that!” she cried, her body shuddering as she surrendered to his uncharacteristic roughness.

Mark closed his eyes, the scenes from last night replaying like a vivid, forbidden fantasy. He could see it all—Brad’s body entwined with hers, his friend’s cock driving into her, her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper than Mark had ever dared. Each image spurred him on, blurring the line between anger and desire, stoking a need both to reclaim her and to punish her for the thrill she’d taken in another man.

With a growl, he released her hair and gripped her hips, slamming into her with a relentless rhythm, each thrust an outlet for the tangled emotions simmering inside him. Amy’s eyes widened, caught off guard by the aggression she’d never seen in him before, a new intensity that sent a shiver down her spine. She sensed the turmoil in him, the raw conflict spilling over into every punishing thrust, and something inside her welcomed it.

If this is my penance, she thought, a flash of excitement mixed with a thrill of submission, then I’ll take it with open arms… or open legs.

“Jesus—Christ—Mark!” she gasped, barely able to form words as his movements grew faster, harder, more desperate, each thrust sending shocks of pleasure and pain through her.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his voice tight, eyes shut as if locked in his own world of conflicting urges. His hips jerked erratically, his hands gripping her as he gave in, hot pulses of cum spilling deep inside her, marking her as his. Amy held his gaze, watching the storm in his expression as he finished, wondering what was playing out in his mind as he came, reclaiming her in a moment that was both tender and intense, raw and strangely healing.

Mark’s chest heaved as he slowed, each thrust softening until he came to a stop, spent and breathless. Amy leaned against the wall, her legs trembling, feeling his cock soften inside her, his release slowly trickling down her thighs, only to be swept away by the steady stream of water. Gradually, he withdrew, and she turned to face him, leaning back against the tiles as the water cascaded over her bare skin, pooling along her curves and easing the heat of their exertion.

“Damn,” she murmured, a half-smile curling at her lips, a touch of awe in her voice. “That was… intense.”

Mark leaned in close, one hand braced against the wall beside her shoulder, his head lowered as he let the water spill over his brow, droplets running down his face as he tried to catch his breath. He looked at her, his expression clouded, still caught in the moment but with something unspoken lingering in his eyes.

“What brought that on?” she asked, searching his face, trying to get him to meet her gaze. “You’re not usually so… aggressive. What were you thinking about, baby?”

He tensed, his gaze flickering away, and he shrugged, his voice barely a murmur. “You know what I was thinking about,” he replied, his tone rough, still avoiding her eyes.

She raised an eyebrow, her voice gentle, coaxing. “Do I?” She suspected where his mind had wandered, the way his jealousy and desire had mixed, but she needed to hear him say it.

A long silence stretched between them, the water pouring over them, heavy with the weight of his unspoken thoughts. Finally, he let out a sigh, his eyes still closed as he spoke. “You… and Brad.” His voice was barely audible, tinged with both anger and longing, the admission raw and hesitant.

Amy’s gaze softened, her hand reaching out to gently touch his cheek, urging him to look at her. “Mark…” she whispered, her voice filled with understanding, a flicker of vulnerability in her own eyes as she absorbed his words. She could feel the complicated emotions pulsing between them—the jealousy, the fascination, the strange excitement—and she knew this was as much a revelation for him as it was for her.

Amy could hear the self-reproach in Mark’s voice, his words barely touching the surface of what he seemed to be grappling with. She waited for him to continue, but when he didn’t, she leaned closer, prompting him gently. “What about Brad and me?” Her eyes flickered down, catching sight of his semi-erect cock, her pulse quickening as she saw it twitch in response to her words. A small smile played at the corner of her lips.

“I don’t know… it’s just…” He hesitated, his brow furrowing, as if weighing each word. “Just the way you sounded last night, I guess.”

Amy’s gaze lingered on him, her eyes widening slightly as she realized he was becoming hard again—something she’d never seen after he’d already cum. A flicker of excitement sparked within her, mingling with curiosity. Reaching for the shelf, she pumped a generous amount of body wash into her hand, her eyes never leaving his as she brought her hand down, wrapping her fingers around his cock, feeling it swell and throb in her grasp. Mark let out a low, shuddering moan.

“And what did we sound like, baby?” she murmured, her voice a sultry whisper, watching his face carefully. She knew there was a line here, that last night was still raw, but a strange thrill made it impossible to resist pushing just a little, gauging his response. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm as she teased him, feeling his hips tense with each movement. “Did you like what you heard?”

Mark’s breath hitched, his arousal unmistakable as he leaned forward, his forehead resting against hers, his lips brushing against her ear, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes,” he admitted, his voice rough, his breathing heavy and ragged.

Her smile widened as her own arousal flared, the intensity in his voice sparking something deep within her. She slid her hand lower, cupping his balls, gently massaging them, feeling his body respond to her touch. “Did you like the way I cried out when he put his cock inside me?” she murmured, her voice laced with both temptation and vulnerability. “I couldn’t help it, baby… he just felt so big.”

“Oh god,” Mark panted, his breath hot against her ear. His cock throbbed, fully erect and heavy in Amy’s hand.

Amy smirked, her voice a soft, taunting murmur. “Was I too loud last night, baby?” She gave his cock a firm, teasing stroke, feeling him pulse against her palm. “I couldn’t help it… he just felt so fucking good.” She leaned closer, her tone shifting to a breathy whisper. “Did you wish you could have watched, Mark? Your friend’s thick cock stretching me, making me moan? God, it was just so much… I didn’t think I could take it.”

A shudder ran through Mark, and his body tensed, but she continued, each word digging deeper. “He just knew how to handle me… his hands, his mouth, that thickness.” She grinned, tightening her grip on him, stroking him just a little faster. “I could barely keep myself together when he pushed inside. I’d never felt so full before. You should’ve heard the sounds he made me make…”

Mark’s breath hitched, and a low groan escaped him, his arousal battling with the sharp sting of jealousy.

“And it wasn’t just his length,” she went on, her tone soft but merciless, “it was the girth, baby. I’ve never felt anything like it.” She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “He was just… thicker than you. He stretched me so wide, filled me so completely. I couldn’t help but scream his name.” She smirked, watching him struggle, his face contorted with a mixture of hurt and undeniable arousal. “Did that turn you on, hearing me lose control like that?”

Mark’s hips jerked against her hand, his breaths coming faster, more desperate. “Yes…” he gasped, his voice barely a whisper.

“Of course it did,” she cooed, her fingers squeezing around his shaft, feeling him on the edge. “You wanted to know every single detail, didn’t you? How it felt to be fucked like that, stretched like that. And even now, just thinking about it, you’re about to cum, aren’t you?”

“Yes…” he choked out, his body trembling, pushed to the brink by her taunts.

A wicked glint in her eye, she leaned closer, her voice a low, brutal whisper. “I hate to say it, baby… but you just don’t fill me the way he did.”

That final, cutting remark sent him over the edge. Mark’s body tensed as his cock convulsed in her hand, a raw, guttural moan escaping him as he came, each pulse of hot cum splashing against her belly. She held him tightly, her hand milking every spasm from him, her body pressed close as he shuddered, his release spilling over her, leaving him breathless and trembling.

Finally, he pulled back, his forehead resting against her shoulder as he tried to catch his breath. Amy gently released his softening cock, wrapping her arms around him, her fingers tracing gentle circles along his back as his tension ebbed, his body relaxing in her embrace.

They stood together under the warm spray, letting the water wash away the remnants of their lovemaking. Neither of them spoke, both lost in the intimacy of the moment, the unspoken connection lingering between them. Finally, Mark lifted his head, meeting her gaze with a look of tentative satisfaction.

A small, playful smile curved at Amy’s lips. “Wow… twice in a row.” She chuckled, reaching down to give his cock a light, teasing tug. “Impressive.”

Mark managed a soft smile, his expression a little bashful, grateful for the warmth and closeness that settled over them, a flicker of something both fragile and deeply binding between them.

After drying off, they made their way into the master bedroom, the room that had seen so many changes over the past few weeks. Amy walked to the bed, her towel draped over her shoulders as she dried her hair, feeling the warmth of the evening settle around them. Mark stood by the doorway, hesitating.

“Where are you going?” she asked, turning to him.

He looked down, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his face. “Um… I thought I’d go to bed,” he said softly, as if not daring to assume he belonged there.

Amy’s expression softened as realization dawned on her. She offered him a warm, reassuring smile. “This is your bed, Mark.”

For a moment, he simply stared at her, processing her words. Then, his face broke into a small, grateful smile, the hesitation fading as he crossed the room and climbed into the bed beside her—their bed, his bed, reclaimed at last.

Amy tossed her towel to the side and slipped in next to him, nestling against his chest, feeling the comforting rise and fall of his breaths. She could feel the heat of his body, the familiar warmth that called to mind all the nights they’d spent entwined, wrapped in each other’s arms. She realized just how much she’d missed this, missed him—the connection they’d once shared and the deep sense of belonging that came with it. In his arms, she felt safe, grounded, as if the turmoil of the past weeks had finally settled.

As she lay there, a sense of hope blossomed inside her. Their journey had been tumultuous, but the storm seemed to be clearing, giving way to a different, deeper kind of intimacy. The new discoveries they’d made, the boundaries they’d tested, had shaken her, but now, in the quiet of their shared bed, she felt something shifting. The idea of exploring together, embracing their desires openly and without judgment, scared her, but it thrilled her too, the line between fear and excitement blurring more with each passing moment.

A small smile crept across her face as she snuggled closer, her eyelids growing heavy. For the first time in weeks, a deep, comforting peace washed over her, and she drifted into sleep, safe in her husband’s arms, knowing that whatever lay ahead, they’d face it together.
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The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

A Husband's Surrender: His Fantasy Is Brutally Exposed

James and Rachael knocked on their new neighbor's door that evening with no idea where things were going to lead. It was the standard welcome to the neighborhood dinner.

But there's nothing standard about their new neighbors. In fact, Luke and Charlotte are so far from your normal neighbors that even now, James can't quite explain it. He knew from the first time he saw Charlotte he might struggle to resist her. When you're married to a conservative blonde school teacher, the naughty brunette with tattoos and the reputation as a swinger is bound to get you interested.

But his biggest concern isn't Charlotte's naughty side. In fact, by the end of that meal, his biggest concern was Rachael being left alone with Luke.

Well, it was until Charlotte walked into the room with the strap around her waist. But if James thought that would be the end of his humiliation, he couldn't have been more wrong!

For James, the worst was definitely yet to come.

Hotwife: Origins: The First Time

As Hayley walked down the corridor toward her hotel room, she knew this was the point of no return. The line across the door that marked the entrance to her room really was that line in the sand.

If she let Chris and John cross it, she was crossing all those boundaries completely. She was taking two guys back to her hotel room. She was cheating on her husband for the first time, although she had a suspicion he might actually like the idea deep down.

This is the origin of Hayley, the cheating hotwife.
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