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Disclaimer 

This story is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. It features explicit content, including but not limited to: voyeurism, cuckolding dynamics, power exchange, dominance and submission, and consensual exploration of intimate boundaries. All characters depicted in the story are consenting adults over the age of 18. 

Please note that this story is only for entertainment purposes. Readers are encouraged to explore their fantasies responsibly and ensure open, honest communication in their personal relationships. 

Reader discretion is advised. If you are uncomfortable with any of the above themes or are under the legal age in your jurisdiction, please do not read further. 


For every good girl who got tired of waiting for permission and opened her legs anyway for something very big and black.




Welcome to the deep end, Ladies. Have fun!


Prologue

Rain pattered softly against the floor-to-ceiling windows of the high-rise hotel suite, city lights winking beyond the glass like voyeuristic eyes, watching, judging, aching to see more. The room was dim, lit only by the warm flicker of a bedside lamp that threw golden shadows across Camila’s skin, illuminating her like a goddess in the throes of something unholy.

She was straddling the man beneath her. Not Ryan.

Jesiah.

Camila’s body was temptation incarnate. Her cinnamon-toned skin shimmered with a fine sheen of sweat, soft and glowing under the amber light. Her curves undulated like silk over fire, hips rolling in a slow, devastating rhythm, her stomach flexing with every controlled grind. Her full breasts swayed freely with every movement, nipples dark and tight, catching the faint air from the vent above as she arched and swayed. A sheer black garter belt clung to her waist, the straps stretched over her hips and latched onto lace-topped stockings hugging her thighs like a second skin. Her stiletto heels sank into the mattress, adding a deliberate rhythm to every thrust and bounce.

She was a vision of sin; controlled, focused, intoxicated by the moment.

Beneath her, Jesiah was all dark, delicious power. His skin glistened with sweat, muscles shifting under her with every motion. His cock… massive, thick, veined, pushed into her soaked pussy with obscene precision. The head flared and disappeared with every roll of her hips. Her cunt clung to him greedily, stretched to capacity, lips parting wider with each descent as slick heat dripped down between them.

Across the room, Ryan sat by the velvet drapes.

Naked. Erect. Trembling.

His hands rested on his thighs, white-knuckled. He hadn’t touched himself. He didn’t dare. But he didn’t need to. His cock throbbed violently, twitching with every moan she made, every slap of skin, every wet sound of penetration echoing through the suite. He was right there, on the edge, just watching. His chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, eyes glassy, jaw clenched from the pressure in his balls.

Camila tilted her head toward him, catching his stare.

"You see this, baby?"

Her voice dripped with authority, low and delicious. She dragged her nails across Jesiah’s chest, then leaned forward to kiss his jaw, her breasts sliding over his skin. Her hips kept rolling, but slower now, more deliberate.

"You picked him. You begged for this."

Jesiah groaned, thrusting up into her with raw hunger. His hands gripped her ass tight, spreading her open as she gasped, sharp, high-pitched, filthy.

Ryan jolted in his seat. His cock pulsed wildly. His breath stuttered.

Camila let out a dark giggle, her eyes on fire as she looked at him again.

"And now? Now you don’t even get to come unless I say so," she warned. "Not unless I want you to. Not unless this turns me on so much, I decide you’ve earned it."

Jesiah bucked up harder, making her cry out. Her heels dug into the mattress. Her spine arched. Her garter straps pulled tight. Her breasts bounced with reckless rhythm.

Ryan whimpered. One more second, and he’d spill untouched.

"Keep watching, baby," Camila teased. "Tonight’s just begun."

She dipped forward and captured Jesiah’s mouth in a lewd, open kiss. Their tongues tangled, wet and messy, as the bed creaked under them. Jesiah took control of her hips, fucking up into her with delicious urgency. She moaned into his mouth, gasped when he bit her lip.

The room reeked of sex. Sweat. Her. The scent clung to everything. Ryan’s untouched drink sat on the table, ice melted into a sad puddle.

Camila broke the kiss and stared straight at Ryan.

"My body. My rules. Your place is right there."

The rain outside turned heavier, city lights blurring into a streaked mosaic behind the window.

Inside, the heat wrapped around them all.

And for Ryan, this wasn’t punishment.

It was the beginning of the only paradise he’d ever needed.

The prologue fades into silence, but the story is only just beginning.


Chapter I

The house was still.

Not quiet… still. That pregnant kind of stillness that settles right before a storm, or just after a heartbreak. Camila moved through it like a shadow, bare feet skimming the cool hardwood as the first blue light of morning touched the walls.

She stood in front of the dresser, the soft whirr of the ceiling fan the only sound. The leggings hung from her hand like a question. She'd worn them a hundred times, maybe more, but today the fabric felt heavier, the stretch tauter. As if it, too, could sense something had shifted inside her.

She sat on the edge of the bed and slid them up her legs slowly, the smooth black material catching slightly on the dry skin of her heels. Over her knees. Up her thighs. Higher. Her fingers smoothed the waistband into place, a practiced motion. And yet—it felt different. Her hips, fuller than they used to be. Her belly, softer. The snugness around her ass made her pause. It felt... uncomfortably erotic.

Her curves were different now, heavier, softer, more woman than girl. Her ass, round and plush, filled the leggings in a way that felt indecent in the mirror's light. Her breasts, cradled by the cotton bra, swayed subtly when she moved. Not pornographic. Just... ripe. Sensual in a way she hadn’t looked at herself in years.

She rolled her shoulders, letting the hoodie slip down for a moment, just to see how her body moved. The skin along her collarbones was still smooth. Her nipples, visible through the thin fabric, puckered slightly from the morning chill—or maybe from something else. The thought embarrassed her.

She reached for her bra next. White, simple, cotton. Functional. Not the lacey ones she used to wear, back when she cared about what she looked like beneath her clothes. She didn’t bother checking for matching panties. That wasn’t her anymore.

Still, she lingered in front of the mirror, turning slightly to the side. Her silhouette looked more hourglass than she remembered; a full-bodied Latina at thirty-two, all hips and curve and heat. She used to hate that. Used to wish she was slimmer, tighter, less loud in her skin. Now she wasn’t sure. Maybe Jesiah would see her today—really see her—as she bent into a forward fold, the curve of her spine, the gentle swell of her hips.

The thought made her thighs press together.

Camila stood and caught her reflection in the long mirror. Not vanity. Curiosity. Who was she now, really?

A woman who woke up early to stretch in a room full of strangers? A wife? A ghost of someone she used to like?

The mirror didn’t answer.

Behind her, the comforter shifted. Ryan groaned lightly in his sleep. She didn’t turn around. Just slipped her arms through a hoodie and tugged her ponytail tight.

"You look good," Ryan said, voice rough with sleep.

She looked at him through the mirror. He was propped up on one elbow, phone already in hand, eyes not on her. The comment felt like something he said out of habit, like asking if she needed milk.

"Thanks," she replied, tightening her shoelaces.

Their wedding photo caught her eye, framed on the nightstand, slightly crooked. She used to straighten it every morning. Now she just saw it.

They'd been married five years now. Love at first sight, the kind people roll their eyes at until it happens to them. Ryan had proposed exactly a year after their first date, on the very same beach where they'd met. It had felt like fate then.

Now, it just felt… distant.

Ever since the miscarriage, He had been careful with me. Too careful.

As if I might break again. As if I already had.

He had stopped touching her without asking. Stopped making jokes he used to make. He treated her like she was made of glass.

Or worse, like she was already broken, and he was just gently carrying the pieces around.

They hadn’t had sex in almost four months.

It wasn’t even a fight. Just a silence that stretched too long. She’d stopped trying. So had he.

The kitchen was dim when she walked in. The overhead bulb flickered before turning fully on. She moved without thinking: opened the cupboard, found her travel mug, brewed the coffee. The smell was familiar, but the warmth didn’t reach her.

She leaned against the counter, sipped from her mug, and let her hand drift absentmindedly across the curve of her own hip. A ghost of a touch. A reminder that she could still feel something, even if it was just her own skin.

She sipped mechanically, eyes on the dark sky outside the kitchen window. The neighbors’ sprinklers kicked on.

Life, on loop.

Her phone buzzed. Reminder: Yoga - 6:15 AM. Studio 2.

She pocketed it, grabbed her keys, and moved toward the door. Ryan hadn’t followed. He rarely did.

"I’ll be back in an hour," she said, loud enough to carry.

"Mhm."

That was it.

The garage door creaked open. The car was cold. She reversed out of the driveway slowly, hands steady on the wheel, even though her chest felt like it was cracking beneath her ribs.

She didn’t bother checking the rearview.

No one was watching.

And she wasn’t sure which part hurt more—that Ryan didn’t ask her to stay, pin her against the kitchen counter, and fuck the need out of her like he used to back when they were young and insatiable… or that she didn’t even want him to. Not really. Not anymore. The hunger she used to feel for him had dulled to something quiet, like a memory she was scared to revisit, because what if it was gone for good?

Jesiah greeted her at the studio door with a quiet nod. He didn’t smile, didn’t offer a chirpy greeting like some of the younger instructors. Just a slow, grounding nod, as if to say, You made it. Camila nodded back, her lips twitching in the barest echo of a smile. Her cheeks flushed before she could stop them.

He was tall. Black. Smooth-skinned and sculpted like he’d been born in a Greek tragedy and raised in porn. Jesiah didn’t just have a body—he wore it like a slow promise. Each muscle cut clean but not bulky, long and lean, carved like he was chiseled with worship in mind. Broad shoulders that begged for touch. A chest you could fall asleep on. Abs that moved like a whisper when he twisted. His waist tapered in clean, his arms defined but fluid, graceful even when he stood still.

There was something slow about him. Not lazy—measured. Every move felt earned, like he never wasted a breath. Just standing near him made her stomach tighten. Not fear. Anticipation. That low, restless kind that curled between her thighs and made her shift in place.

She caught herself staring once. Just a second too long as he bent forward to adjust the playlist. The curve of his ass in those soft black joggers did something to her chest. Like it pushed a button that hadn’t been touched in months.

Ryan had suggested the yoga class. Meant well. Thought it might help her feel stronger, clearer, something gentler than weights and resistance bands in the garage. He didn’t know this was what she’d find. What she’d feel.

There was something still about Jesiah, something that never needed to speak to be heard. A steady masculinity. Heavy. Warm. It wrapped around her like heat in a sauna. Made her chest tighten. Made her thighs shift.

Camila had taken to it immediately. Maybe too much.

The last two weeks, every time Jesiah adjusted her pose, every time his voice washed over her like a slow pour of warm honey, she left the studio feeling damp between her thighs. Not from the sweat.

From wanting.

It had been months since she’d felt that. Since her body had reminded her, it still knew how to ache for something.

And now, all it took was a look. A word. A touch.

She felt younger when he was near.
Hungrier.

You’re married, her mind hissed. You love Ryan.

She did. At least… she used to. And maybe still did, in the way you love an old house—the foundation cracked, the walls stained, but still the only place that’s ever felt like home.

But Jesiah made her body remember. And it was hard to argue with muscle memory when your thighs stayed wet for hours after a sixty-minute class.

She rolled out her mat at the back of the room, like always. A safe corner where no one would watch her too closely. But she could watch him. The line of his arms as he demonstrated. The deliberate stillness in his posture. Jesiah didn’t perform yoga—he lived it. Every breath he took felt earned.

The class began slow. Breathwork. Gentle transitions. Camila moved through the motions, but her body hummed with a quiet, pulsing heat. Jesiah’s voice, rich and low, curled around the room. It felt like a caress—like a hand tracing down the slope of her spine.

Then came the first touch. She was in Warrior II, arms stretched wide, body open. Jesiah moved behind her. His palm ghosted across her waist as he adjusted her stance—fingers brushing the swell of her hip, the side of her ribs. His hand was warm. Firm. Just a second longer than necessary.

But it wasn’t just his hand. As he leaned in, aligning her hips with a subtle tug, she felt the faintest pressure—his body brushing hers. And for a split second, she was aware of something solid, thick, resting against the top of her ass through his joggers. Not hard. Just there. Heavy.

Her breath caught. Her thighs clenched. Her mind screamed that it had to be an accident. That she was imagining it.

But her body? Her body didn't care.

The contact sparked something under her skin that made her pulse throb between her legs. A soft ache bloomed low in her belly.

He stepped away. But the imprint of him lingered, like heat pressed into her muscles.

Downward dog. Forward fold. Her hair spilled across her mat, and her body trembled—not from exertion, but from how much she wanted to be touched again. She didn’t dare look up.

Savasana. The lights dimmed. She lay flat, arms open, eyes closed. The quiet settled around her like water, and somewhere beneath her collarbone, something cracked open. A tightness she hadn’t known was there began to unspool.

Her throat burned. A tear slipped down her temple and pooled in her ear. Then another.

She didn’t sob. Didn’t move. But inside, she felt like she was splitting.

Jesiah crouched beside her—she hadn’t even heard him approach. A calloused hand rested gently on her shoulder. Not pressure. Just presence.

He didn’t say a word.

She didn’t need him to.

She inhaled. Deeper than she had in days. Weeks. Her chest opened, her limbs went loose, and the tears stopped not because the ache was gone, but because it finally had space to breathe.

For the first time in weeks, she didn’t feel numb. Or hollow. Or ashamed.

She felt real again.

When she opened her eyes, Jesiah was gone. But folded neatly on the edge of her mat was her towel—clean, still warm, smelling faintly of his skin. He must've got it for her while she cried.

The gesture was small. Thoughtful. Intimate in a way that made her chest throb.

And in that moment, something inside her tilted.

This isn't a crush, she told herself. This is a problem.

Because that was the exact second she realized she might start lying to Ryan.


Chapter II

The sun had just begun to climb higher when Camila stepped out of the yoga studio, body loose, mind unmoored. Jesiah hadn’t said anything when class ended—just a quiet nod, the same unreadable look in his eyes as she passed by him to grab her mat. But her skin still burned where his hand had rested during savasana. That touch had felt… knowing. Calming.

She didn’t look back. Couldn’t.

***

The drive home was quiet, but her mind wasn’t. Her body pulsed with heat, the ghost of Jesiah’s touch still clinging to her like sweat. Summer air rolled through the window, cool against her fevered skin, but it did nothing to calm the ache between her thighs.

She pulled into the driveway and sat there for a moment, gripping the wheel, eyes closed. She could still feel the shape of his hand spanning her ribcage. The width of his chest when he’d bent near her. The way her breath had caught when his fingers steadied her hips and she’d accidentally leaned back into him.

Inside, the kitchen was warm with the scent of butter and pancakes. Ryan was busy, in pajama pants, flipping another round onto a plate. He looked up, gave her a smile that tried to be casual but didn’t quite land.

“You’re back early,” he said. “Hope you’re hungry.”

Camila nodded, stepping into the space. Her legs still felt unstable—like her balance was somewhere back in that studio.

He slid a plate toward her, then held out a fork. “I figured you’d need something sweet after all that stretching.”

There was something in his tone. A little too light. A little too practiced.

She sat down, legs crossed tight, and took a bite. Syrup pooled against her lips.

“It was… intense,” she murmured.

Ryan leaned across the counter, watching her too closely. “Yeah? That instructor good?”

Her fork paused mid-air.

“He’s very… precise.”

“Hmm.” Ryan leaned in and kissed her temple. But it wasn’t casual. His hand brushed the back of her neck, then lingered there, thumb moving in a slow circle. His hand rested at the small of her back for a beat too long. Like he was trying to memorize her.

Camila froze, mid-chew. Something about his touch felt… different. Not loving. Not comforting.

Like surveillance.

“You okay?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

He pulled away slowly, face unreadable. “Yeah. Just thinking we should take a weekend off. That vineyard in Carmel? You used to love it there.”

She smiled too quickly. “Sure. That sounds… really nice.”

But even as she nodded, something inside her curled in discomfort. The suggestion should’ve thrilled her. Time away. Just them. But it felt more like a deflection. A detour.

Ryan used to kiss her like she was oxygen. Now, every affection felt careful. Like he was touching a cracked glass.

And she used to ache for him.

Now, she felt the ache slowly driving to someone else.

Jesiah didn’t touch her like she’d break. He didn’t flinch away from the heat of her body. He steadied her, grounded her—but not to protect. To challenge. To awaken.

She pushed the plate away gently, appetite lost, and excused herself with a kiss to Ryan’s shoulder.

As she walked down the hallway, she didn’t look back.

Because her skin was still tingling.

And she didn’t want him to see it.

***

Later that evening, the house sank into its usual quiet. Ryan’s voice hummed faintly from the upstairs office, the muffled cadence of a man pacing during a work call. Camila stood in the bathroom, wrapped in a towel that clung damply to her curves. Water trickled from the ends of her hair, tracking the line of her spine, dripping past her ass to her thighs.

She caught her reflection in the mirror—flushed, a little wild-eyed. Her breasts lifted with every shallow breath. She didn’t look like someone making dinner plans. She looked like someone on the edge.

The towel slipped a little as she sat on the edge of the tub. Her knees parted slowly, deliberately. One hand held the porcelain beside her. The other slid lower.

She just wanted to feel something real.

Jesiah came back to her in snapshots. His skin, deep and smooth. His chest, broad and sweat-slicked in the studio light. The black shirt hugging muscle, the way his shorts framed his thighs like they were carved from stone. The tattoos on his ribs. How he moved like breath and muscle were the same thing.

And that scent—clean and masculine. Like pine and sweat and heat. She hadn’t meant to inhale him, but she had. Involuntarily. Shamelessly.

Her fingers found her clit and pressed. Gently. Rhythmically.

She thought of him behind her, palms bracing her hips. The strength in his arms, the flex of his core as he rocked into her. He could’ve had her right there. Bent over her mat. Her moans muffled by the floor. The class long gone. Just the two of them, sweat-slick and greedy.

She was already close. Already unraveling.

And then—

Ryan.

His voice floated down again, softer now. Maybe he’d ended the call. Maybe he was listening.

Camila’s eyes snapped open. Her hand slowed. The high in her chest faltered.

She remembered his offer that morning. The coffee. The vineyard. His kiss at the corner of her mouth, too sweet. Too soft.

She should’ve been grateful. She should’ve wanted that.

But she didn’t.

Not right now.

Her hand dropped away.

She sat still, chest rising and falling, heart knocking against her ribs. The ache between her legs didn’t ease. If anything, it throbbed harder. Like her body was punishing her for denying it.

“I’m not supposed to want this,” she whispered.

But the words didn’t carry weight. They felt empty. Distant. Her thighs still trembled.

***

Camila lay in bed with the lights off, the glow from her screen flickering against the shadows of their room. Ryan had fallen asleep early, one arm tossed across his chest, his mouth slightly parted. The soft rhythm of his breathing filled the silence, steady, oblivious.

She opened Instagram.

Searched: @Jesiah.Moves

The page loaded slowly. Too slowly. Like it knew what she was about to do. Like it wanted to tease her.

The grid lit up with thumbnails—him shirtless mid-pose, him exhaling into a long twist, him standing tall and sweat-slick with closed eyes and open palms. It looked like worship. And tonight, it felt like sin.

She tapped one video. Then another.

In one, Jesiah was shirtless, skin slick with sweat, muscles taut and glistening. His tattoos curled down his ribs, inked script against sculpted bronze. His breath came slow and even as he folded forward, shorts slipping low enough to expose the sharp V of his hips.

Camila’s breath hitched.

Her eyes traced every line of him, every ripple of movement like she was reading something sacred. Something dangerous.

She watched it again. And again.

The sheets felt too heavy, too warm. Her legs shifted. Her free hand crept beneath the covers. She grazed her thigh, then slid inward, just enough to feel the edge of herself.

She didn’t go deeper. Not yet. She wanted to hover there. To ache.

She imagined his hands again—those palms, wide and grounding, braced against her skin. His breath against her ear. The pressure of his chest at her back, pinning her in place like she needed holding down.

And then she heard it.

Ryan’s breath. Closer now. A small rustle from his side. He shifted, murmured something incoherent in his sleep. His wedding band grazed her hip as he turned. Cold metal. Warm skin. She didn’t move.

Camila froze.

Her hand pulled back, empty.

She stared at the phone, heart pounding. Jesiah’s paused image blinked back at her, frozen mid-stretch.

She should’ve felt ashamed.

You’re a wife, Camila. A married woman. But your body doesn’t remember vows.

But her thighs still trembled. And shame felt so far away.

She turned off the phone, placed it face down.

But didn’t roll over.

Didn’t look at Ryan.

She opened Instagram again. Typed his name. Her fingers trembled—and not from shame.


Chapter III

The shirt clung in all the wrong places. Or maybe all the right ones. Camila stared at her reflection, arms halfway through a cotton tank she hadn’t worn in over a year. The fabric was thin—so thin she could almost see the outline of her nipples if the light hit just right. It was cropped slightly, the hem ending just above her navel. A line of soft skin peeked out above her leggings. She tugged at the fabric, trying to make it sit lower. It didn’t.

She reached for her leggings next, not the thick, forgiving ones she usually wore. These were softer, stretchier. Black with a high waistband that hugged her tighter than she remembered. She eased them up over her hips, the elastic catching for just a second before snapping into place.

Her ass looked… obscene.

She turned sideways. Then again. Bent slightly. Watched the way the fabric stretched tight across her curves. She could see the dip of her lower back, the subtle roundness of her thighs pressing forward.

Not obscene like vulgar. Obscene like ripe. Like fruit too soft to carry. Like something you couldn’t unsee once you'd seen it.

The mirror didn’t judge. The mirror noticed.

Her nipples pricked under the fabric. Her thighs rubbed softly as she shifted.

“It’s summer,” she muttered, smoothing her top. “Just hot. That’s all.”

But the mirror didn’t blink. The mirror saw hunger.

It saw want. It saw a woman pretending not to know exactly what she was doing.

She arrived at the studio early. Too early.

Jesiah was already there. Alone. Shirt damp from a run, a towel slung across one shoulder. His joggers hung low, clinging slightly at the hips. His eyes flicked to hers as she walked in, just once. But they stayed on her a second too long.

“Morning,” he said, voice thick with sleep or sweat or both.

“Morning,” she echoed. Her own voice felt too light. Too careful.

The room was still. Dim. The scent of mat cleaner barely covered the heat of bodies past. Camila laid hers near the front this time. Not her usual back corner. Not today.

The class filled slowly. The music started. Low tempo. Jesiah’s voice cut through the hush like a slow drag of silk.

“Let’s begin.”

Camila folded into her breath. Inhale. Exhale. Her body obeyed, but her mind stayed restless. Every time he moved past her, her pulse jumped. Every time his voice dipped low, her muscles tensed in ways they shouldn’t.

Then came the first touch.

He adjusted her in downward dog. Just a firm press at her lower back. A sweep of his palm along her hip.

Her breath hitched. Loudly.

He paused. Hand still resting on her waist.

She didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just stayed there, body buzzing.

He adjusted her again. Slower. Deliberate. His fingers brushed her ribcage. His chest hovered near her back. His hand didn’t shake. Not even when it lingered too long on her skin.

Her thighs trembled.

He stepped away.

But the heat stayed.



She leaned deeper into the next pose than she usually did. Let her spine curve with intention. Let her breath sound a little louder. Her leggings stretched tighter over her hips, the fabric clinging like a second skin. She felt the sweat bead along her lower back, tracing a slow, teasing line down the curve of her spine.

Jesiah moved behind her again. His presence was unmistakable now—a pull in the air, a gravity her body answered without question.

His hand hovered first. Then settled. A firm palm just above the swell of her hip, guiding her deeper. Her breath hitched, sharp and needy.

And then—

She felt it.

The unmistakable press of something thick, warm, and heavy against the soft curve of her ass. Not fully hard. But there. Undeniable.

It wasn't an accident. Couldn't be. Not the way it lingered.

Her body locked up for a second. Every muscle clenching on instinct. She heard the soft catch of his breath behind her.

Then, she exhaled.

Slow. Deliberate. Letting her thighs relax, her spine dip just a touch further.

Jesiah didn’t apologize. Didn’t flinch or pull back. His hand only adjusted slightly, a barely-there pressure guiding her hips. His cock still brushing faintly behind her.

Neither of them spoke.

Neither of them moved.

And in that pause, everything shifted.

Her nipples tightened. Her core throbbed. Her cheeks flushed—not with shame, but with the quiet, dangerous thrill of being wanted. Of wanting right back.

She stayed bent. And he didn’t step away.

***

That night, she dreamed of him.

It started quiet. His voice, low and coaxing. "Breathe into the bend, Camila." Her body obeyed like it had no say. She was on her mat, back arched, hair sticking to her neck. Jesiah behind her—his hands firm on her hips, thumbs pressing into the tight notches above her ass.

And then—he didn’t move away.

He leaned in. His breath hit her ear. "Stay just like that."

She did.

He pressed himself flush against her, chest to back. His cock nestled between her thighs. Hard. Heavy. Pulsing. Her arms pinned above her head, his hand locking her wrists together like a promise.

He bent her deeper. She moaned—sharp, desperate. The kind of sound that wasn’t practiced, just pulled.

His lips grazed her ear. "Good girl."

He fucked her. Slow. Intentional. Brutal in how deep he went, how much he held back. She could feel every inch dragging against her walls, the way he pulsed inside her like he knew exactly what she needed. His grip on her wrists tightened with every thrust, holding her steady as her knees wobbled.

"You like that?" he rasped. "Being taken like this? Bent open and used?"

She couldn’t answer. Just gasped, choking on every stroke, her face flush with the mat. Her nipples scraped the surface. Her clit throbbed, untouched and begging. Her body rocked with his, thighs burning, moans spilling out like confessions.

He didn’t rush. He took his time. Each stroke measured. Controlled. But hard. So hard. Like he wanted to leave something in her that she wouldn’t forget.

She felt her orgasm build fast. Shamefully fast. But he didn’t let up. One hand left her wrists and slid around her neck, tipping her head back, holding her open as he slammed into her.

"You’re dripping," he groaned into her ear. "So fucking wet."

Her body shattered around him. She came hard—legs shaking, toes curling, mouth open in a silent scream. Her orgasm hit like a wave breaking, loud and feral. She didn’t know if she was crying or laughing, only that she wanted more.

Jesiah didn’t stop. Not at first. He kept fucking her through it, whispering filth into her ear, until she sobbed from the overstimulation. Only then did he slow, dragging one last thrust in deep and staying there, pulsing inside her.

"That’s it," he breathed. "That’s my good girl."

She woke up gasping.

Soaked.

Her panties clung to her, damp with slick. Her thighs trembled as if she hadn’t left the mat. Her chest rose in short, broken breaths. Her skin was flushed, hot to the touch.

She rolled to her side, heart pounding, the sheets twisted and damp beneath her.

Ryan slept beside her. His mouth parted in a soft snore. Peaceful. Trusting.

Her eyes filled with heat. Not tears—something else. Something heavier.

His hand rested between them, the wedding band cold against her hip.

She didn’t move.

"You’re a wife," she whispered.

But the ache pulsed beneath her skin.

Unrepentant.

And she knew, in the quiet throb between her legs, that her body had already made a choice her mind hadn’t caught up to.

***

The shower steamed around her. She stood under it, hands braced against the tile, water beating down like punishment. Her mind spun. Her core still throbbed. She hadn’t touched herself. But her body felt wrecked.

A noise.

Down the hall.

Footsteps?

She stilled.

Listened.

Nothing.

The fear wasn't sharp. It was slow. Creeping.

Was Ryan watching? Had he noticed something different in her this morning? Had she made a sound last night?

She rinsed fast. Wrapped herself in a towel. Stayed quiet.

***

Later, in bed, she pretended to sleep.

Ryan’s breaths were steady beside her. One arm sprawled toward her side of the bed. The weight of the blanket was too warm, but she didn’t kick it off. She needed it—like a shield.

The room smelled faintly of his cologne and detergent. Domestic. Familiar. Nothing like sweat and rubber mats and Jesiah’s voice in her ear.

She turned slightly, careful not to shift too much. Her thigh brushed Ryan’s. He didn’t stir.

Camila opened Instagram under the blanket. Searched: @Jesiah.Moves

The profile loaded. Same grid. Same poses.

She tapped one video. Then another.

Jesiah shirtless. Jesiah stretching. Jesiah on all fours, arching into a twist that made her thighs press together again.

She took a screenshot.

Zoomed in.

His abs. His hips. The slight bulge in those joggers. Her stomach flipped.

Her fingers hovered just below the waistband of her pajama shorts.

She didn’t touch herself.

Not tonight.

But her body responded anyway.

The ache wasn’t foreign anymore.

It was familiar. Intimate. Like a secret only her thighs understood.

“Was it really the heat?” she wondered.

“If he touched me again, would I stop him?”

And for once, the silence that followed didn’t feel like shame.

It felt like truth.


Chapter IV

The class had ended like any other. Mats rustled. Bodies shuffled quietly. Thank-yous were whispered between exhales as people filed out, muscles loose, minds quieter.

Camila stayed longer than she needed to. She moved slower than usual, towel in hand, gaze unfocused. She wasn’t stalling—but she wasn’t quite ready to leave either.

Jesiah was at the front of the room, kneeling to roll up a mat someone had left behind. His movements were as deliberate as ever—shoulders rolling smooth under his thin black shirt, biceps taut, patient.

She didn’t think he’d look at her.

But he did.

“Studio’s free after hours,” he said, voice low.

Camila’s breath caught, just for a second. Heat bloomed low in her belly, subtle but unmistakable—like her body had heard the offer before her mind had a chance to object. Not loud enough for anyone else to hear. Not a question. Not a demand. “If you ever want more one-on-one time. No pressure.”

The words hung in the humid air between them. Camila didn’t answer. She didn’t nod right away, either.

She just looked at him. Held his gaze for a long, quiet beat.

Then—barely a movement—she nodded once.

Eyes met. Nothing was confirmed.
But everything was understood.

***

Later that evening, the house was soaked in domestic rhythm.

Ryan was upstairs on a Zoom call, pacing softly back and forth in his office. She heard the muffled thrum of his voice through the closed door. Words like "quarterly" and "alignment" floated through the air like they didn’t belong to her world anymore.

She slipped on her sneakers by the front door.

“I’m just heading out for a drive,” she called, tone light. Not too casual. Not too pointed.

She waited.

Nothing from upstairs.

She opened the door and stepped into the night.

***

The studio felt different at night.

Dimmer. Quieter. Almost secretive.

The front windows were covered. The lights overhead softened. Incense trailed from a small ceramic dish near the stereo—something dark and woody. Cedar maybe. Sandalwood. It felt heavier than the citrusy spritz they used in the morning. More intimate.

Jesiah was already inside. No smile. No greeting. Just a glance. A nod.

He was barefoot, a black tank clinging to his chest, joggers loose around his hips. He looked like he’d just finished something himself—maybe a run, maybe just breathing.

Music played low. Slower than the morning playlists. Not yoga music, not really. Just rhythm. Pulse. Something that moved without words.

Camila stepped inside.

Her top was loose, casual, something she'd grabbed on instinct. Or maybe not entirely on instinct. Maybe part of her had known—had chosen the softness, the cling, the absence of a bra—with a kind of quiet recklessness she couldn’t bring herself to name. But she hadn’t worn a bra. The cotton clung to her subtly, and she could feel the air brushing her nipples through it. She didn’t tug it down. Didn’t adjust.

Her leggings hugged her hips tight. She felt how she moved. She felt how her body carried weight again, curve again. She wasn’t pretending to be unaware. Not anymore.

She rolled out her mat. Slower than she needed to. Intentionally.

Jesiah walked past her. Close. But didn’t touch. She caught the faint scent of his skin—clean and warm—and felt the ghost of his body heat trail behind him like static.

He paused beside her and spoke, voice low.

"Just breathe."

It was almost a whisper.

And somehow, it was the loudest thing in the room.

The poses began slow. Intimate. Less a sequence than a ceremony.

Camila settled onto the mat, her breath already coming faster than it should. Her chest rose and fell with anticipation she tried to name as nerves, but her body knew better. Jesiah’s voice drifted through the studio like warm smoke, guiding her into hip openers and slow forward folds. His tone was low, patient, almost reverent. Like he was reading scripture.

There were no other bodies. No quiet shuffles. No breath but her own. And his.

The soft thump of bass pulsed under it all, not loud but insistent, threading through the quiet like a second heartbeat. Outside, the world felt impossibly far away. Inside, it was just skin and stretch and silence.

“Let it open,” Jesiah murmured, as she settled into a seated straddle. Her thighs extended, hamstrings burning, spine reaching tall before she began to fold. Her palms slid forward along the mat. Her torso dipped. She wasn’t just stretching. She was offering.

Sweat gathered quickly at her brow, slicking her skin. Her hips trembled as she leaned further. Her breath caught in her throat—half effort, half something else. Something deeper.

Jesiah’s steps behind her were silent, but her body felt him approaching. The air shifted with his nearness. Her spine tingled in anticipation before she even felt his touch.

A warm hand landed at the small of her back. Firm, grounding. Not pushing—guiding.

She shivered.

Then his hands moved. One slid down to the crease of her hip, adjusting the tilt of her pelvis. The other glided up the sides of her ribs, fingers spread, like he was tracing her open.

Soft.
Intentional.

He touched her like she was something sacred. Not fragile. Just... worthy of reverence.

Each adjustment lingered. Just long enough for her breath to falter. For heat to pulse in the pit of her stomach.

Her mind tried to name the sensations—professionalism, assistance, maybe kindness—but her body had no such interest. Her body had already begun to hum.

When he adjusted her again in a low lunging twist, one hand guided her shoulder deeper, the other settled firmly on her thigh—his fingers splaying just above her knee, skin to skin. The pressure was slow. Deliberate. Not testing. Knowing.

He said nothing.

And yet, her body tightened around the absence of sound. Her thighs, still parted, pressed together tighter once he moved on. A pulse beat between them, persistent now, and entirely unignorable.

“Take your time,” Jesiah said. “Let it melt.”

She tried. She truly did. But the only thing melting was her composure.

Her core throbbed—slick now, soaked through her leggings, the heat of her need pressed tight and aching between her thighs. A slow, pulsing want that bloomed every time her hips opened farther. Her leggings clung too tight. Her nipples, stiff and unhidden beneath her top, dragged with every breath. Every movement stoked the heat inside her, until it was more than distraction—it was the center.

Her breath became shallow. Eyes fluttered shut. She was supposed to be in her body.
Instead, she was unraveling in it.

Jesiah moved past her once. Twice. Close enough that she could feel the warmth of him, the gravity of his presence. He didn’t touch. Didn’t speak.

And still, she burned.

“Forward fold,” he murmured next. His voice a thread, low and husky.

She obeyed.

Her legs spread in a wide V. Arms stretched ahead. Spine curving long. Hips tilted up. Her ass lifted, full and round in her tight leggings, back arched into offering.

Jesiah stepped in behind her.

The air shifted again. Time slowed.

His hands landed on her thighs. Strong. Grounding. The heat of his palms sank straight into her muscles, firm and unhurried, like he wasn’t just holding her—he was anchoring her. It was the kind of touch that reminded her of everything Ryan used to do without thinking. The way he’d once gripped her hips in the kitchen, steady and sure, before that too had turned careful. This wasn’t careful. This was claiming.

He spread her farther, just an inch. Then another. The movement was so subtle, but it shattered something inside her.

She gasped. Quiet, but sharp.

Then his hands moved again. Fingertips skimmed up the crease of her inner thighs—featherlight, but searing. Up toward the edge of where decency ended. He stopped just shy of the point where skin turned private.

Her body locked.

Not in fear.

In anticipation.

And then—without conscious thought—her hand reached backward.

She shouldn’t.
But her body didn’t ask permission.

She found him. He was close. So close. And she could feel the suggestion of him just below her wrist—thick, hanging heavy, restrained… for now.

Her palm pressed flat against his chest. Warm. Solid. The slow, steady beat of his heart pulsed beneath her fingers. He was calm. Entirely unshaken.

Jesiah didn’t flinch.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

He just stood behind her, letting her feel all of him—his breath, his heat, his weight. The line of his hips just shy of hers. His chest rising slowly under her touch.

Her cheek was still pressed to the mat. Her body folded forward, breath jagged. But her head turned enough that their eyes met.

He looked at her.

Not like a student. Not like a woman breaking.

Like a woman choosing.

One breath.
Then another.

Then he lifted his hand.

And laid it gently over hers.

Not to hold. Not to stop.

Just to say—I’m here. And under her, slick pooled hot and hungry between her thighs, her breath trembling at the edge of a moan she didn’t dare release.

No words were spoken.

Just breath.

Camila stayed folded for a heartbeat longer, grounded by the weight of his hand over hers. Her chest trembled with every inhale, her lips parted in silence. Jesiah stood behind her, unmoving. The moment didn’t ask for movement. It asked for surrender.

Slowly, she lifted her body upright, rising to her knees. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Her eyes found his—dark, unreadable, but burning. Jesiah didn’t move back. He stayed right there, heat radiating from his skin, tension crackling in the air between them like electricity.

His hand came up and cupped her jaw. His thumb brushed the corner of her mouth—soft, sensual, claiming.

She looked up at him.

He leaned in.

She tilted her chin.

Their mouths met.

It wasn’t a peck. It wasn’t polite.

It was slow, deep, and unrelenting. The kind of kiss that didn’t ask, it simply took. His lips slid over hers, opening her with intention. Tongue slipping in, stroking hers with a rhythm that made her clench. Her hands found his waist, fingers sliding under the edge of his tank, feeling the warm skin stretched over his taut obliques. He tasted like heat and breath and need.

Jesiah's hands roamed up her sides, fingers dipping under her shirt, thumbs brushing the underswell of her breasts. She gasped softly against his mouth as his thumbs found her nipples—already hard, already aching—and rolled them gently between finger and palm.

The kiss broke with a soft pull of her lower lip. His forehead rested against hers, both of them breathing heavy, breath mixing.

“You still want this?” he murmured, voice low, rough with restraint.

She nodded. Her throat was too tight for words.

He kissed her again—harder this time. Tongue plunging deeper, his hand gripping her waist like he needed her grounded. Her body melted into his. Her nipples dragged against the fabric of her shirt, and she whimpered into his mouth.

Then he stepped back. Barely. Just enough to see her fully.

She stayed kneeling, dazed, mouth parted, chest rising in quick, shallow pants. The shirt clung to her skin, damp with sweat, nipples outlined like punctuation marks. Jesiah's eyes moved slowly down her body, drinking her in.

He reached for her shirt and spoke softly, "Okay then."

He lifted the hem slowly, inch by excruciating inch. His knuckles brushed her ribs, then her belly, then the under-curve of her breasts. She lifted her arms without hesitation, baring herself to him fully.

Her breasts were soft and full, nipples flushed and begging for attention. Jesiah didn’t speak. Just lowered his mouth to the space between them and pressed a wet, reverent kiss. Then another. His tongue flicked at one nipple, then the other, before taking one into his mouth and sucking.

Camila moaned, her head falling back, back arching into him. Her hands threaded into his hair.

He kissed lower. Tongue dragging slowly down the line of her stomach. Hands at her waistband.

He paused.

Then, slowly… deliberately slid her leggings down.

She lifted her hips to help him, thighs already trembling. The air kissed her slick folds. She was drenched. Her bare pussy glistened in the low light, lips swollen, sensitive, needy.

Jesiah groaned. Deep. Low. From his chest.

"Goddamn," he breathed. Like he was looking at something holy.

His fingers skimmed her inner thighs, spreading her just enough to see her glisten. His thumb brushed the top of her slit, grazing her clit—barely a touch, but it made her whole body jerk.

Her hands moved to his joggers. She needed him now—needed to see him.

Her fingers trembled as she dragged the waistband down. And then—he sprang free. His cock bounced out, thick and veiny, flushed deep at the tip, already leaking the faintest drop of precum. It was massive. Heavy. The kind of cock that made your breath catch and your thighs clench just from the sight of it. It hung low and proud, the girthy shaft dark and pulsing, thick enough to make her knees wobble, the head fat and swollen with need. Her lips parted as if drawn by gravity, a soft gasp catching in her throat. Her pussy clenched, fluttering helplessly at the sheer thought of being filled by something that size. She could already feel the stretch—phantom pressure teasing her insides before he even touched her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, slick coating her inner skin like a desperate answer to what she saw.

Jesiah was beautiful. And terrifying. He was nothing like Ryan—nothing gentle or cautious or quietly apologetic. Ryan’s cock had always felt familiar, safe. Manageable. But this? This was raw. Bold. Visibly demanding. Jesiah's size, his presence, the sheer confidence in how he let her look—it made her feel small, stretched, soaked, and already half undone.

She reached out, hesitant but aching, and brushed her fingertips along the thick vein running up the underside of his shaft. He twitched at her touch, cock jumping in her hand, impossibly hot and heavy. Her palm cupped the base, thumb dragging lightly under the tip, catching a slick bead of precum. She swallowed hard, pussy throbbing in response.

He cupped her cheek. Let her stare. Let her take him in.

“We’ll go slow,” he whispered, thumb brushing her jaw.

Camila nodded. She should’ve felt shame. But all she felt was hunger—deep, unapologetic, pulsing through every nerve like a confession her body had already written.

But her body was already wide open. Her whole body throbbed—open, aching, ready. And as Jesiah stepped closer, cock in hand, she knew she wouldn’t just be taken. She’d be undone.

Jesiah laid her down slowly.

The mat felt familiar beneath her back—rubbery, worn from weeks of sweat and breath and movement. But tonight, it felt like something else entirely. Like an altar. A place of offering. This was where it had started. Where she'd first let herself look too long. Where she'd let her body respond before her mind could deny it. And now it was where she would surrender.

His hands trailed down her body, fingers slow, warm, reverent.

He didn’t rush. Didn’t tear clothes or yank limbs apart like in some desperate pornographic ritual. No—he unfolded her.

He opened her thighs gently, his palms coaxing her legs wider until her pussy was fully exposed to the dim light. She felt the air hit her slick folds—cool and delicious—and she trembled.

Jesiah knelt between her legs and exhaled, slow and deep.

Then he lowered his mouth to her.

He kissed her inner thighs first, slow and open-mouthed, tongue dragging along the soft skin like he was savoring her flavor before the first taste. Each kiss inched closer. His stubble grazed the delicate skin. She gasped. He licked just beside where she needed him, teasing her with patience, with control.

Camila fisted the mat.

“Oh… fuck...” she whispered, hips twitching.

Then he parted her pussy lips with his thumbs and buried his mouth between them.

His tongue lapped slow, up and down her slit, the flat of it dragging from her soaked entrance all the way to her clit. Then back again. Then again.

He sucked her clit into his mouth, softly at first, then firmer, his tongue flicking rhythmically as his fingers gripped her thighs to keep her open.

Her moans echoed off the mirrored walls. Soft, wet sounds. Her breath came ragged and quick. She could see her reflection—bare legs spread wide, his broad shoulders between them, his head moving rhythmically between her thighs—and it undid her.

She’d never looked like this before. Never been touched like this before.

Her mind flickered to Ryan. To the way sex had become an afterthought. To how careful he was now. To the condoms. The quick missionary thrusts. The silence.

Jesiah was noise. Heat. Worship.

“Fuck,” she moaned, louder now, legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

Her first orgasm crested fast—too fast. A tight snap of sensation deep in her belly, rushing forward. She bucked against his face, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. Her vision blurred.

And still, he didn’t stop. He slowed, gentled, but didn’t move away. He licked her through it, soft strokes to keep her grounded as she came apart on the mat.

She was still panting when he kissed up her body. Her thoughts flickered—this wasn’t just cheating. This was betrayal with her legs spread wide and her moans echoing. And it made her wetter than she wanted to admit.

Up her belly. Her ribs. The curve of her breast. Her collarbone.

Until his face hovered above hers again. Lips wet. Eyes hungry.

He stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers.

And then she felt him.

His cock, heavy and hard, pressing against her entrance. The head nudging between her slick folds, teasing the edge.

Camila tensed. Just for a second. Her body wanted. But her mind—

This is real.

She was really doing this.

She was about to let another man—not her husband—slide into her pussy and take her fully.

And she wanted it so badly she ached.

Jesiah held still.

“Tell me,” he whispered.

She met his eyes.

“I want it.” Her voice cracked. “I want you to fuck me.”

He pushed in.

Slowly. Carefully. An inch at a time. Her pussy stretched wide around him, walls clinging, fluttering, struggling to take him fully. Every inch hurt just enough to make it real. Just enough to make her crave the next.

Her breath shattered. She gasped, back arching.

He was big. Bigger than anything she’d taken. Her walls stretched to accommodate him, her pussy fluttering around the thickness, clenching and pulsing as inch after inch disappeared inside her.

She gripped his shoulders like she was drowning. Nails dug into his skin.

“Oh my God…”

He bottomed out, his thick black cock seated all the way inside her, the swollen head pressing snug against the back of her pussy. Her walls clamped around him, stretched to their limit, her body pulsing around the impossible fullness. The heat of him, the weight, the obscene stretch—it left her gasping, mouth open, eyes wide.

“Ahhh—ohhh fuck…” she cried, nails digging into his shoulders.

He stayed there, buried deep, letting her feel every inch of what she’d just taken. Letting her body memorize the fact that it wasn’t Ryan inside her. It was Jesiah. Bigger. Bolder. Darker. And hers now.

When he pulled back and thrust again, she sobbed.

“Yesss… Jesiah… fuuucccck…”

His strokes were slow but heavy, dragging against every tender, swollen part of her. She felt the veins pulse as he moved in and out—each inch coated with her slick. Her clit throbbed with every grind of his pelvis.

The sound of wet friction filled the room, filthy and delicious. Her hips met his on instinct, chasing every deep slide.

He wasn’t punishing. But he was overwhelming. Each stroke owned her.

“God, yes, right there—ahh—don’t stop,” she whimpered, her voice cracking.

He grunted against her neck, teeth grazing her skin. “So fucking wet for me,” he breathed. “You’ve never felt this before, have you?”

She could barely breathe. Her moans turned to broken yeses, to incoherent cries, to nothing but sound and heat and stretch.

"Jesiah... please," she choked out, the name torn from somewhere deep in her throat—raw, reverent, wrecked.

And he kept going.

She didn’t just feel fucked.

She felt feasted.

Jesiah grunted with each thrust, his pace steady, hips rolling as he fucked her slow and deep. “So fucking tight for me,” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “You feel that difference, don’t you? The way your body opens for me?”

The mat creaked beneath them. Sweat slicked their skin. Her legs locked around his waist, ankles crossing at his back.

And inside her?

Only heat.

Only stretch.

Only fire.

She wasn’t just being fucked.

She was being transformed. She couldn’t take it back. Didn’t want to. Not even if Ryan walked in right now and saw everything. Especially if he did.

Camila came apart with a cry that shattered in her throat, the echo of his name still hanging between them like smoke.

Jesiah had kept moving—slow, deliberate strokes that never let her come down fully. He kissed her neck, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp again, and murmured low against her skin.

“Don’t run from it.”

She hadn’t. She couldn’t.

Her body was still shivering, legs trembling around his waist, her pussy clenching around him with every aftershock, wet and swollen from being stretched and filled. He felt impossibly deep. Hot. Real.

And then, he shifted. Drew back just enough to feel her whimper, then drove in again, slow but devastating.

She sobbed, clutching him tighter, her breath breaking against his chest.

"Jesiah—please—"

It wasn’t begging.

It was surrender.

It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t quiet. It was desperate, messy, unstoppable. Her entire body seized, legs tightening around Jesiah's waist, arms clutching his back like she was drowning. Her pussy clenched around his cock in frantic, rhythmic spasms, every nerve in her body lighting up with blinding heat.

“Jesiah—ohhh—fuck, I’m—I’m—”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

She sobbed against his chest, the sound half-moan, half-breakdown, her cheek pressed to his damp skin as her orgasm wracked her. Her thighs trembled, her body arched, her nails raked across his back, not from pain, but from being utterly overwhelmed.

Jesiah didn’t stop.

He ground into her, deep and deliberate, his cock still throbbing inside her spasming cunt. He kissed her temple. Her jaw. The curve of her ear. His voice was low, ragged, and impossibly tender.

“You feel everything now,” he whispered. “Don’t run from it.”

She wasn’t running.

She was holding on.

Her body trembled beneath him, shivering with the aftershocks. Her orgasm hadn't faded, not fully. Her walls still fluttered around him, as if they didn’t want to let him go.

And he didn’t go.

He stayed inside her. Grinding, stroking, his thrusts growing shorter, faster, more urgent. Camila’s eyes fluttered open. She could feel him swelling—thickening at the base. She knew what was coming. Her breath caught.

Then he groaned—a deep, guttural sound ripped straight from his chest—and spilled inside her.

Warmth flooded her.

Thick, hot pulses of cum filled her pussy, coating her walls, spilling back out around him. Jesiah stayed buried deep, hips pressed flush against hers as he emptied himself into her without hesitation, without apology.

A single flicker of thought broke through the haze.

She wondered—briefly—what Ryan would think if he saw her now. Legs open. Filled with someone else’s cum. But the thought didn’t bring shame. It made her pulse harder.

Her legs stayed wrapped around him. Her arms stayed clutched at his shoulders.

She didn’t want him to pull out.

Couldn’t bear the feeling of being empty again.

Jesiah’s chest pressed heavy against hers, heartbeat still thudding, cock twitching deep inside her like a final reminder she’d been claimed.

Their sweat mingled. Their breaths synced. The mat beneath them was slick with heat and release and everything they couldn’t say.

Jesiah didn’t say anything right away.

He just held her.

And she held on like her life depended on it.

For the first time in months—no, years—Camila didn’t feel numb.

She felt wrecked. Open. Flooded.

But she also felt real.

Not a wife.

Not a ghost.

Just a woman.

***

Later, the room had gone still. Music looped quietly in the background, low and pulsing, a gentle rhythm over the sound of breath and heartbeat.

They lay side by side on the mat, their bodies touching but not tangled. Jesiah reached for a towel and pulled it over both of them. Not possessive. Just warm.

Neither of them spoke.

No guilt. Not yet.

Just breath. Just silence. Just sweat cooling over skin.

Camila stared up at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling slowly. Her hand found his under the towel. Their fingers laced without thought.

She didn’t know what tomorrow would ask of her.

But tonight, her body had remembered everything it needed to.


Chapter V

Camila had barely slept last night.

The weight of what she’d done clung to her like a second skin. It wasn't just guilt—it was grief. Grief for the woman she thought she was. Grief for the trust she thought she upheld. And most of all, grief for the marriage she suddenly wasn’t sure she deserved.

She’d fucked another man.

Not just another man. Jesiah.

Her yoga instructor.
Her temptation.
Her undoing. Her addiction.
The man who made her body betray everything she thought she knew about love and loyalty.

She could still feel him. That was the worst part. She woke drenched between her thighs, the soreness in her hips a raw reminder of how wide he’d spread her, how deeply he’d filled her. Her inner muscles still ached, stretched and used, as if molded to his cock. Her lips were chapped from kissing him too hard. Her throat still carried the faint ache of every moan, every sob, every cry she hadn't meant to give him.

And beneath the guilt that twisted in her chest, there was something darker, hotter—a shameful throb of arousal that hadn’t faded. She hated herself for it. Hated that her hand had drifted down, just for a second, before she stopped herself. That the memory of his voice—low and guttural—made her clench with want.

She shouldn’t feel this way.

But her body didn’t care. It only remembered being opened. Worshipped. Fucked like she’d never been before.

And then there was Ryan.

Sweet, steady Ryan—who had waited at home last night, reheated pasta for them both, and settled on the couch in his old Cornell hoodie, watching one of his World War II documentaries. He’d smiled when she walked in. Said, “Hey, babe,” and kissed her like it was any other night.

And she—still full of Jesiah’s cum—had smiled back.
Had lied through omission.
Had muttered something about being tired and disappeared into the shower.

That was last night.

This morning, she moved like a woman with something to prove. Her guilt was simmering now—no longer sharp but slow-burning. She needed to do something. Anything. Needed to reclaim something real before she lost herself completely.

So she decided: dinner. A special meal. Something warm and fragrant and full of love. Something Ryan would taste and maybe—just maybe—feel how sorry she was.

She'd make that lamb tagine he liked. Or maybe that creamy risotto he always ordered at his favorite Italian place.

And after dinner... maybe she'd go down on him.

Maybe she'd fall to her knees and take him in her mouth with reverence, with guilt, with desperation. Maybe she'd let herself be taken slowly, softly, by the man who had loved her for years; let him mark her again, fill her again, as if that would undo what Jesiah had done. And maybe, somewhere deep in her stomach, she'd ache when her body didn't flinch the way it did last night. Maybe she'd crave the difference even as she pretended not to feel it. Maybe she could wash away what she'd done with the taste of her husband. Maybe she could let him claim her again. Maybe that was how you atoned—through sweat and skin and quiet penance.

She was halfway to planning it all when she stepped into his study to grab the iPad. He always kept his saved recipes there. The shower was still running in the other room—Ryan had gone in not five minutes ago.

The iPad sat on the desk, screen dimmed but awake.
She tapped it, then entered the passcode she knew by heart—his birthday. It had always been his birthday. The device unlocked with a soft click.

It lit up.

A video. Paused.

Her blood turned cold.

Camila’s eyes fixed on the screen.

It was her.

Naked. On all fours.
Jesiah behind her.

Her back arched just right, the curve of her spine a perfect, vulgar invitation. Jesiah’s hands wrapped around her hips like he owned them—like he’d always known she was made for this. His cock, thick and impossibly dark, was buried to the base inside her, glistening with her slick. Her thighs trembled. Her mouth was parted in a moan, eyes squeezed shut in submission.

She looked split open. Feral. Worshipped.

And somewhere in her spiraling thoughts, Camila imagined what Ryan must’ve felt seeing this. Shame? Rage? Or maybe—just maybe—an arousal he’d never admit.

The kind that left him hard and helpless, watching his wife being used.

The shot was low, angled just slightly to the side. Her face was visible—mouth open, eyes shut, sweat-slicked and wrecked.

She hadn’t recorded this.

There had been no phone in sight. No tripod. No cameras anywhere.

Nothing.

Her pulse spiked. Her ears rang.

She stared at herself in disbelief, frozen in that obscene, intimate position, captured with clarity she hadn’t even known was possible. Her own voice, breathy, choked, and whimpered from the speakers.

Then something worse:

The iPad had been left halfway through the video, paused mid-thrust, Jesiah buried to the hilt inside her. Her face slack with pleasure, her body trembling. Ryan had watched. He’d seen everything.

Her sweet husband...  the man who made her chamomile tea when her cramps flared up, who rubbed her feet on long Sundays, had sat and watched her be stretched open and wrecked by a literal sex god. Watched her whimper, beg, and take every inch like she was built for someone else’s cock. Not just anyone's. Jesiah's.

She could feel it in her gut. The way Ryan kissed her last night. The way he looked at her... calm. Almost too calm.

And then she remembered.

Yesterday, just after she came home, when she was heading to the shower, he had said it so casually: “How’s the soreness in your hips today?”

She had blinked.

She hadn’t told him her hips were sore.

She hadn’t told him anything.

But he knew.

He had known since before she opened her mouth. Since before she lied by omission.

Her stomach flipped.

The video still sat there. Still paused. Her body still spread. Jesiah still inside her. The moment captured and preserved without her knowledge.

She reached for the iPad, fingers trembling.

Then dropped it.

The iPad hit the hardwood with a thud.

The screen lit up as it landed.

Jesiah’s voice spilled from the speakers... low, guttural, groaning.
“That’s it, baby. Take all this cock. Just like that.”

Camila doubled over.

Her stomach heaved.

She stumbled back against the bookshelf, knees buckling beneath her. Her hands flew to her mouth as bile surged in her throat. The walls of the study felt like they were closing in.

She had been caught.

Not just caught. Watched.

And not just watched.

Recorded, frame by filthy frame.

There she was, on display. Bent over. Owned. Her body exposed in angles she didn’t even know someone could capture, let alone want to.

Humiliation slammed into her, hot and cold all at once. Her skin flushed red, and the burn of shame prickled across every inch of her body. But deep beneath it, nestled low in her belly, curled something even more dangerous.

A flicker of arousal.

It wasn’t welcome. It wasn’t right. But it was real.

She hated that it stirred at all. That the sight of her own feasted body, her open mouth, her trembling thighs, the visible stretch around Jesiah’s cock, could ignite something inside her.

The humiliation wasn’t just about being seen.

It was about being displayed. Recorded. Archived.

Every breathless moan, every cry of submission, every filthy surrender now belonged to someone else. It was no longer hers. It was theirs. Whoever had filmed it. Whoever had watched it. Ryan. Jesiah. Maybe both.

And the worst part? The truly awful, heart-twisting part was that something inside her clenched at that thought.

Like her body remembered what it was like to be watched. Used. Desired.

Like a part of her liked it.

She tried to banish the feeling, but it clung tight. Sticky. Sinful. Arousing.

Had Jesiah filmed her? Was it him?

Had Ryan watched every second, eyes locked on her bent body being claimed by another man?

She couldn’t bear the thought.

She couldn’t bear how it made her feel.

Her breath came ragged. Her pulse roared in her ears.

She didn’t know who had recorded her.

But worse, she no longer knew who she was anymore.

Had he watched it more than once? Had he... gotten off to it?
The question slammed into her like a truck. And the worst part? Her thighs pressed together the moment it formed.

And somewhere beneath the horror… her body waited to be used again.

***

Camila avoids Ryan all day.

She watches him from the kitchen, from the hallway, from across the room as he leans over his laptop like nothing has changed. He jokes during lunch. He hums while brushing his teeth. He kisses her cheek when passing by, eyes calm. Steady.

Too steady.

She plays along. Smiles when required. Answers questions with half-hearted nods. But her insides twist with every passing moment.

Because she knows now.

And the knowing has curdled everything.

It had taken only seconds after she entered the passcode into the iPad, his birthday, just like always. What she expected was a folder of bookmarked recipes, maybe that chicken Milanese she once made him on their anniversary.

Instead, the screen had come to life with her.

Frozen mid-thrust.
Naked. On all fours. Jesiah behind her, his cock buried deep, her face open in wrecked, wild abandon.

Not a second of that had been consented to film.

But someone had.

She’d stood there, stunned, as the implications wrapped around her like a noose. Her mind raced, body locked. But her fingers moved anyway—an instinctive betrayal—and within moments, she had airdropped the entire album to her phone. Dozens of videos. Different angles. Different positions. Different nights.

Not just one. Not just yesterday.

Some went back weeks.

She’d watched Jesiah rearrange her on camera. Bend her. Kiss her. Fuck her. Stretch her open with his fingers, his cock, his filthy voice coaxing pleasure out of her she hadn’t even known she could feel. She looked a dripping mess in every frame. Hungry. Gutted. Alive.

And Ryan had watched it all.

Watched her fall. Watched her cheat. Watched her become someone else.

And said nothing.

Not a word when she came home last night with sore hips and swollen lips. Not a question when she avoided his touch. Not even a look.

He knew.

Her guilt had been thick like honey all morning. Sticky. Lingering. Sweet in its ache. She’d wanted to make up for it. She’d planned on making him dinner, on lowering herself in front of him after, letting him take her mouth—softly, slowly, like penance. Letting him mark her. Letting him claim her back.

But now?

Now, confusion warred with betrayal. Shame with something else. Something harder to name.

She lay curled on the sofa, her phone screen glowing.

The video was paused again. A different one this time.

She was on her back, legs pushed high. Jesiah’s hands gripped her knees, spreading her open as he ground into her with slow, punishing thrusts. Her head was thrown back. Her breasts bounced with each motion. His cock looked even thicker on video, the camera catching the way her pussy swallowed him, clung to him.

She should’ve felt sick.

But her thighs pressed together.

Her nipples ached.

She hated herself for it.

And she hated Ryan more for seeing this version of her and never saying a word. For knowing. For watching.

What did it do to him?

Did he jerk off to it? Did he imagine himself in Jesiah’s place, or imagine watching again from the shadows while his wife was used like a cumrag?

Had he liked it?

Her breath hitched. The thought made her stomach churn, and her cunt throb.

She replayed the moment.

Jesiah’s voice on the video, dark and deep: “You feel that? No one’s ever been this deep in you before, baby.”

And her own voice… high, broken, desperate: “Yes, yes, fuck—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

She curled tighter into herself.

He had seen that.

Ryan had seen the way she begged. The way she’d let another man come inside her without a condom. The way her body had worshipped Jesiah’s cock like it was the only truth she knew.

He had seen the moment she became a different woman. And said nothing.

And the worst part?

Some tiny, awful part of her liked being seen like that.

Not just by Jesiah.
Not just in the moment.

But afterward.

By her husband.

By the man who had held her heart since college.

Camila stared at the screen again.

The iPad had been locked when she found it on the desk—nothing suspicious about it at all. But the moment she unlocked it with his birthday, it opened straight into the paused video. No app-switching. No folder buried beneath safe-looking icons. Just her. Just Jesiah. Just that moment.

It wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t careless.

It was deliberate.

A message, silent and devastating.

He saw her.

Not just the woman she’d been to him for years, but the woman she had become under someone else. The woman who surrendered. The woman who obeyed. The woman who came apart.

The contrast rattled her: Ryan, with his calm routine and soft morning kisses, had left this brutal truth waiting for her in plain sight. As if to say, I know what you are now.

And somewhere deep inside that horror… burned something darker.

A flash hit her then. Jesiah’s cock splitting her open. Her thighs shaking. Her mouth wide as she screamed his name while he bottomed out—hard, deep, proud. Her pussy had looked obscene around him in the video, like it needed him there.

She moaned aloud. Shame, lust, and something dangerously in between curdling in her throat.

No longer just a cheater.

She was something else.

A wife who got filmed while being feasted on—and a husband who watched it happen.

Her chest burned with confusion. Rage swirled in her gut, but it had no direction. Just a low, sick twist of emotions clawing at her ribs. She stood up slowly. The phone trembled in her grip. Her feet moved before she could stop them—toward the study. Her breath caught with every step, like she was walking into a storm.

Ryan sat at his desk, back to her, calm as ever. The soft tap of keys the only sound.

She stood in the doorway. Swallowed once. Then again. Her voice cracked when it came.

"You filmed me?"

Ryan looked up from his laptop slowly. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t deny it. Didn’t even reach for the phone.

His voice was quiet. Measured. “You were so far away. I didn’t know how to reach you anymore.”

Camila’s heart pounded in her ears. Her mouth went dry.

“I just… I saw what he did to you. How your body reacted. How your voice changed. You looked alive, Cam.”

She didn’t move. Her skin felt too tight.

“Wait,” she said slowly. “So this was all intentional then?”

Ryan held her gaze. “I set it up.”

The air in the room shifted.

Her stomach dropped. “You what?”

His voice didn’t waver. “The yoga. The trial class. The follow-ups. I picked him. I watched you struggle for weeks and thought… maybe if someone else could reach you, maybe if you let go with someone who wasn't me, maybe you’d come back.”

Camila staggered back half a step.

“It was you?” she breathed. “You sent me to him?”

His jaw tensed. “I sent you to yourself.”

Silence fell. A heavy, breathless silence.

She looked down at the phone. At the frozen frame of Jesiah inside her, her mouth open, her face flushed with orgasm.

“You filmed me,” she said again. Not a question this time.

Ryan nodded slowly. “Because I wanted to remember what it looked like when you were finally free.”

Camila blinked, heat rising behind her eyes. Her legs wobbled.

“I should be furious,” she whispered.

“Maybe,” Ryan said. “But you’re not. Not really.”

She wanted to scream. But instead, she shivered. Because a truth had lodged itself in her chest:

He saw her. The version she was terrified of. The version she didn’t know she could become.

And he didn’t flinch.

He wanted her that way.

Not in spite of what she’d done.

Because of it.

***

Camila lay in bed, the sheets barely disturbed, her eyes wide open and unfocused. The silence in the room was thick, humming with the kind of tension that doesn’t break easily. She hadn't slept a wink. Not since she saw the video. Not since she confronted Ryan and saw that flicker in his eyes—not shame, not remorse. Something else.

Ryan was in the reading chair across the room, head tilted back, mouth slightly parted, glasses skewed on his nose. The reading lamp still glowed softly beside him. He hadn’t spoken much during dinner, only nodding when she said she needed time. And true to his word, he hadn’t pushed. He’d simply said, "Okay," and returned to his book after that.

But Camila hadn’t eaten. Not really. Just pushed her food around her plate and swallowed the occasional bite past the lump in her throat. Her mind had been too loud. She didn’t know what to feel. Was she angry? Ashamed? Turned on? The truth was, it didn’t matter. None of it stopped the video from playing over and over again in her head.

She slipped out of bed quietly, the covers sliding off her bare legs. Her nightgown clung to her thighs as she tiptoed across the room. She paused for a moment, checking to make sure Ryan was still asleep. He didn’t stir. Gently, she leaned in, removed his glasses with the same care one might handle something sacred, and clicked off the reading lamp. A soft, instinctual gesture. She still loved this man. Maybe too much.

In the living room, she grabbed her phone off the charger and sat down slowly on the couch, legs folding under her. She hesitated.

Then she opened the video.

Her breath caught.

There she was. Naked. Bent forward. Her moans soft, growing louder. Jesiah behind her, moving slow and deep, his body shadowed in the dim light of the studio. The camera caught everything. Every thrust. Every tremble. Every second she’d stopped pretending and started feeling.

She hit play.

Camila flinched at the sound of her own moan. So raw. So real. Not the polite, restrained sighs she usually made when Ryan was inside her. No—this was something else. Something feral. Her head in the video snapped back, lips parted, a whimper falling from her mouth as Jesiah rocked into her. Her fingers gripped the mat like she was holding on for dear life.

Her thighs squeezed together.

The shame was instant. Then the shame turned hot. Wet.

She told herself she just wanted to watch a few seconds. Just enough to understand what she’d become. Just enough to feel disgusted enough to make this stop.

But she knew that was a lie.

She pressed play again. Louder this time. The sound of her own moans filled the room—rich, breathless, unfiltered. It was like stepping into a dream she hadn’t meant to return to but couldn’t escape from. Her fingers hovered, trembling, then drifted lower, slipping beneath the hem of her nightgown. The cotton fabric bunched up at her waist as her hand slid between her thighs.

She gasped. She was drenched.

The slick heat of her own arousal coated her fingertips as she dragged them through her folds, slowly, deliberately. She circled her clit once, lightly, and her hips lifted in response. The shame pulsed in her chest, but it didn’t stop her. If anything, it made her wetter. Hungrier. Jesiah’s moans from the video, the slap of his hips against her ass, the way her own voice cracked when he pushed in deep—it all lit a fire in her gut. She remembered the stretch of him inside her, that impossible, perfect fullness. The first time he bottomed out, she’d gasped like she'd been split open and reborn. His cock had felt devastating—thick, hot, pulsing with every inch—and the way it had seated inside her had made her feel owned, possessed. Every deep stroke had scraped against a place in her she didn’t know could ache like that, didn’t know could crave so wildly.

Ryan’s touch had always been gentle. Polite. He’d kiss her neck first, whisper soft things. His hand would skim over her breast like asking permission. Jesiah hadn’t asked. Jesiah had claimed. Her body had begged to be taken. And when he did, she came alive.

She spread her legs wider, middle finger pressing down harder now, rubbing slow circles into her swollen clit while her other hand teased the edge of her entrance. Her pussy ached to be filled, but she kept to her fingers, slipping one inside, then two, curling upward until her breath caught in her throat. Her palm ground against her clit as she fucked herself gently, trying to match the rhythm in the video.

“Ahhh… oh fuck,” she whispered, hips rocking forward. She couldn’t look away. Her eyes were locked on the screen, on Jesiah’s body pounding into hers, on the way her back arched and her mouth opened in pure bliss. “Jesiah…” she moaned, not realizing the name had left her lips.

She was a mess—sweaty, needy, undone—and still it wasn’t enough.

She rubbed harder, faster, her breath coming in sharp gasps. Her thighs trembled as pressure coiled in her belly, tighter and tighter, her fingers drenched, pussy throbbing around her knuckles.

She bit her lip hard to keep from crying out as the orgasm hit—hot, wet, violent.

And still, she didn’t stop. Her hips bucked involuntarily, riding her own fingers, chasing that last aftershock of pleasure that left her cunt twitching around nothing. Her other hand gripped the couch cushion, knuckles white, while her chest heaved with gasping breaths.

A creak.

Her head whipped toward the hallway.

Ryan.

He stood there, barefoot, pajama pants low on his hips, chest rising and falling, eyes wide. Frozen.

But this wasn’t just a stunned silence. His gaze dragged across her body, over the slick spread of her thighs, the wet mess of her hand, the flushed glow on her cheeks. His cock was already pressing hard against the front of his pants, visibly straining.

Camila didn’t move.

Her fingers were still resting on her pussy, sticky and glistening. She tilted her head slightly, watching him as he watched her. Her legs stayed spread, her pussy still pulsing from the aftershocks.

One more stroke. Just one. Her thumb circled her clit again, and her breath hitched as a small tremor shook through her.

His mouth parted like he was going to say something, but nothing came.

"You like watching, right?" she asked, her voice hoarse, dazed, still glazed with the heat of climax.

He didn’t answer.

But he stepped closer.

And his cock was hard.

She smiled—something wicked blooming.

She spread her knees wider. “Come closer, baby.”

Ryan took a hesitant step forward, his breath shallow, eyes never leaving the slick heat between her thighs. Camila didn’t flinch. She leaned back against the cushions, her legs shamelessly splayed, still glistening with the mess of her climax. Her fingers were coated, her inner thighs glistening, and the scent of her release hung thick in the air like a perfume of sin and heat.

He dropped to his knees in front of her.

Camila tilted her head, watching him. There was no hesitation in her gaze now—just dark, simmering command. She let her hand fall to his head, threading through his hair with the deliberate ease of someone who already knew he’d obey.

“Clean me,” she whispered, voice low and used up, the edge of her orgasm still raw in her throat.

Ryan looked up at her once, lips parted, and then lowered his head.

He began with a kiss to the inside of her thigh, tender and slow, like worship. Another kiss, closer to the source. Then a hot exhale against her flooded folds. His mouth trembled with anticipation as he dipped lower, tongue sliding out to taste her.

He moaned the second she hit his tongue.

The taste was unmistakable—her arousal, thick and sweet, and layered with something else: the lingering echo of her climax, born not from his touch, but from her fantasy of another man. Her pussy still twitched like it remembered the stretch of Jesiah’s cock—and now Ryan was there, drinking from the same place, tongue tracing the shape another man had carved into her. The humiliation was bitter and heady. But Ryan didn’t pull back. If anything, he sank deeper into it.

He licked slowly at first, tongue tracing the slick outer lips, dragging through her folds with aching reverence. Camila twitched, the overstimulation sharp, her thighs trembling. Her fingers stayed buried in his hair, not pulling, just holding. Possessive. Testing.

Her breath hitched when he reached her clit. His tongue circled it, featherlight at first, then firmer, more insistent. She gasped and bit her bottom lip hard enough to leave a mark. The heat surged again, curling through her gut.

He sucked on her gently, tongue flicking, then flattening. Her hips lifted. Her legs spread further, as if to say: deeper. More. Now.

Camila closed her eyes and let it take her. The rhythm of his tongue, the soft wet noises echoing through the room, the warm pulse of her blood rushing louder in her ears. Her entire body became sensation—no thought, no shame, just raw, needy hunger.

“Ohhh… fuck, Ryan…” she moaned, her voice cracking.

He gripped her thighs now, holding her open as he devoured her. His mouth moved faster, more greedy. His tongue dragged through her folds like he needed to taste every drop, to make up for the fact that she’d come to someone else in her mind, to make himself useful.

And God, she loved it. The way he took it. The way he worshipped her cunt like it was penance and paradise all at once.

Her breath quickened, turning shallow, panicked almost. The pressure was building again. She was too sensitive. Too swollen. But she didn’t want him to stop. She needed this. Needed him licking her, knowing full well she had just fingered herself while thinking about another man.

The climax hit like a wave crashing through her spine.

Her legs locked around his head. Her back arched off the couch. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against his mouth, juices spilling into his waiting tongue. She cried out—no words, just a guttural cry of release.

And still, Ryan kept licking. Gentle now. Soft, reverent. Drawing out the last shivers of her orgasm until her body finally went still.

Camila’s chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. Her body was flushed, spent, open. She looked down at him slowly.

Ryan’s face was soaked—chin glistening, eyes glassy, his lips parted. He looked wrecked. Undone.

She brushed a thumb across his cheek, smearing her slick further into his skin.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice husky with satisfaction.

And Ryan closed his eyes.

He sank into her praise like it was the only thing tethering him to the world—his breath catching as the words washed over him, low and possessive. Shame burned in his chest, colliding with a twisted, overwhelming pleasure that curled his toes and made his cock throb in his pajamas. Her slick still coated his mouth, the scent of her arousal and the taste of her climax branding him from the inside out. He moaned softly, unable to stop himself, eyes fluttering shut as if the weight of her approval alone could bring him to the edge. It was unbearable, beautiful, addicting—her control, her power, her ruin—and he welcomed every last bit of it.

She slumped back against the couch, breathless. Ryan rested his head on her thigh, lips slightly swollen, chin wet. Her fingers drifted lazily through his hair, soothing, gentle.

Her voice came soft and low, a whisper over the hum of the night.

“You’re not going to stop me next time either, are you?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

Because they both knew the truth.

His voice cracked, barely audible, as he whispered, “I missed this”

She smiled.


Chapter VI

Camila walked into the yoga studio like she owned the air inside it—like her breath itself was permission enough to rewrite the atmosphere.

Gone was the wide-eyed wife seeking balance, release, or even distraction. This was a different Camila now. One reborn in the fire of secrets and betrayal, sharpened by revelation, and deliciously aware of her new power. She wasn’t here to surrender. She was here to take.

Her outfit didn’t whisper; it screamed. The crop top was a paper-thin scrap of dusty-rose fabric, stopping just under the swell of her breasts. She wore no bra—her nipples jutted out, hard and shameless, two stiff peaks visibly outlined through the cotton with every breath, every stretch. When she arched her back or raised her arms, the shirt lifted even higher, flashing underboob like bait.

Her leggings were even filthier—painted on in jet black, but laced with sheer mesh panels down the sides. Along the thighs and calves, the mesh offered flashes of skin, teasing glimpses. But the back? It was nearly see-through. Her ass was right there—high, tight, curved like sin. She wore a tiny black thong beneath, more suggestion than coverage. The straps vanished into the dip of her waist, and the triangle of fabric barely hid the center of her pussy. From the back, it did nothing. The leggings clung to her like wet paint, the thong's outline sharp and unmistakable. Each step made the material slip deeper into the split between her cheeks, catching on every flex of muscle, making it impossible not to stare.

And the front—God, the front hugged her pussy like a second mouth. The thong underneath split her lips perfectly, making her cameltoe even sharper, more obscene. The thin fabric didn’t hide the fact that she was already wet, there was a dark patch spreading slowly on the darker fabric, betraying her arousal. The outline of her slit was unmistakable, her labia pressed snug and full against the clinging material. Every subtle movement, every flex of her thighs, made the fabric ride up and nestle deeper. It was impossible not to see it. She wanted him to look. Wanted him to ache. Let the stretch of cotton and mesh say everything she wouldn’t. Let it humiliate him, turn him on, confuse him. Let it speak.

To anyone else, it looked like confidence. To Jesiah—it was a loaded gun. And she was already pulling the trigger.

He was already on his mat, prepping for class with the same calm confidence he always exuded. But when she stepped in, when the studio door clicked shut behind her like a gunshot, that calm faltered. Just for a second. But she caught it. The momentary hitch in his breath. The extra blink as his gaze swept from her painted toes, up her bare legs, past her hips, her stomach, her chest, and then finally her face—she saw it all. The slight part of his lips. The slow inhale like he was steadying himself. His Adam’s apple bobbed once, betraying more than his silence ever could.

Camila gave him nothing. No nod, no smile, no acknowledgment. Just a long, deliberate look that held him in place as she rolled out her mat at the very front of the room. Dead center. A throne in motion.

There were four others in the class—two younger women, one older woman, and a fit middle-aged man. Regulars, judging by their quiet ease and familiarity, women she recognized from previous classes. Camila offered a polite smile and a soft "hi" as she passed them, slipping easily into the rhythm of the room. They returned the greeting casually, unaware of the undercurrent in her step, the purpose in her posture. They didn’t know what she was wearing wasn’t just spandex and cotton; it was defiance, control, a weapon disguised as workout gear. And they didn’t see what Jesiah saw. That made it hotter. They chatted in low voices, already seated on their mats, their backs turned. Camila didn’t care. She wasn’t here for them. They weren’t even witnesses. They were background noise.

Jesiah greeted everyone with his usual warmth, but his eyes kept drifting. To her. The corners of his composure were tight. His voice, though still calm, carried just the slightest undertone of restraint.

She followed none of it.

He led the class through the opening flow: breath in, arms up, swan dive forward.

Camila moved to her own rhythm.

She dipped into a downward dog too early. Held it. Let her spine curve luxuriously, ass pushed high, the thin fabric between her legs stretched to the limit. She spread her feet slightly more than shoulder-width. A subtle, devastating choice. From the mirror behind her—and from where Jesiah stood—she knew the view was sinful. Her cunt was practically outlined. A heartbeat of motion and she could’ve been bare.

She looked back through her legs. Saw him staring.

She smirked to herself.

Let him watch. Let him sweat. That’s his punishment.

Each movement was intentional. Warrior II? She twisted deeper, letting her chest pull forward until her nipples grazed against her crop top, darkening the fabric. In triangle pose, she extended her torso longer than needed, just to show off the arch of her back, the strain in her thigh, the curve of her waist. It wasn’t about form anymore. It was about control.

Jesiah tried to ignore it. Tried to lead the others with composure. But his timing was off. His pacing stuttered. The sweat on his brow had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

The other students didn’t notice. Why would they? Camila kept it all on the edge: suggestive, not blatant. Just enough for Jesiah. Just enough to tighten that invisible leash she now held.

When he began moving between the rows to make adjustments, he saved her for last.

He approached during a wide-legged forward fold. Her legs spread, hands flat on the floor, spine long, ass high.

He hesitated.

Then, slowly, his hand reached toward her hip. The way he’d adjusted her dozens of times before.

Camila turned her head. Just enough to catch his gaze.

She stared.

Jesiah froze mid-reach. His hand hovered. Then retreated. He moved instead to her shoulder, adjusting air, not flesh. There was no contact. Just heat. Just intention. But oh, she felt it. The memory of his touch ghosted over her skin, a phantom echo of where his hands had gripped her hips, how his cock had filled her. Her nipples hardened further.

She didn’t break the stare. And when he moved away, she held the pose longer than anyone else. Then flowed into the next movement before he could cue it.

Later, during another stretch, he tried again, this time a palm grazing the small of her back.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. But her eyes caught his again.

Still no words. Just silence brimming with new rules.

She was no longer a student. Not here. Not to him. She wasn’t his project. Wasn’t Ryan’s puppet.

She was the one setting the tempo now. And Jesiah? He was just trying to keep up.

She caught the glint of her phone screen in her bag. A casual glance. Nothing more. She was going to give her husband something better than yoga progress today.

Class ended like it always did—with slow exhales and Namaste hands—but the air crackled differently, thick with a tension that no closing breath could ease. Jesiah gave his final bows, offered kind thanks to the class, and the others rolled up their mats, sweat-slick and blissfully unaware of the storm brewing in one corner of the studio. A few women lingered, exchanging polite chatter about shoulder tightness or weekend brunch plans. Camila gave them a soft smile when their eyes met, nodding along, but her mind wasn’t in those pleasantries.

She wasn’t leaving. Not yet.

While the others floated out, Camila stayed kneeling on her mat, calm but charged, like the eye of a storm choosing stillness. Her breath was measured. Her fingers lazily scrolled her phone, a practiced performance of disinterest. But her spine was straight, her gaze flickering up every few seconds. She was waiting for the silence. Waiting for him.

Jesiah stacked blocks by the mirror, his movements mechanical. But he was watching her. She could feel it, his eyes dragging over her, stopping, starting again. The air between them pulsed with unsaid things. Regret. Lust. Guilt. Arousal. Fear. It was all there, silent but suffocating.

Once the door shut behind the last of the regulars, Jesiah exhaled, a sound too sharp for peace. He wiped his palms on a towel and approached her like a man walking into a confession booth.

"Didn’t expect to see you today," he said. His voice was lower than usual, soft but taut, the words stretched over raw nerves.

Camila let him linger in the space between them. When she looked up, her eyes held nothing warm. Not cruel. Just precise. Like a scalpel about to make the first cut.

"How long," she asked, voice like silk over broken glass, "did you and my husband plan it?"

Jesiah froze. His breath stalled. There it was... exposure. The room had turned into a spotlight, and he was naked beneath it.

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Swallowed. Her question wasn’t really a question. It was a trapdoor. He could either fall through or stand there like a coward.

"Ryan approached me," he said finally, voice hoarse. "Weeks ago. A month maybe. He said you needed... something. That there were urges you were too good to act on. He thought if you were tempted in a controlled space, maybe you’d—"

"Break?!" she asked, cutting him off, her tone cool, razor-sharp.

Jesiah nodded once, the movement almost invisible.

"He called it a test," he added, jaw tight. "Boundaries. He wanted to see how far you’d go."

Camila gave a dry laugh. Just one. Not amused. Not surprised. Just hollow.

"So you volunteered?"

Jesiah flinched like the words were slaps.

"I told him no at first," Jesiah admitted, voice low. "Said it wasn't right. That it could cross lines. But Ryan asked again. Said it was for you. That you needed it."

He dragged a hand through his hair, eyes flicking away.

"I thought I could keep it professional. Thought it’d be harmless. And then—" he paused, swallowing thickly, "—then you showed up, and I realized this wasn’t about curiosity or games. Not for me."

Camila stood up slowly. Each motion deliberate. She didn’t yell. She didn’t curse. She didn’t demand. She just looked at him, letting her silence speak louder than fury.

Jesiah’s voice cracked around the edges now.

"That night... after class, I didn’t expect it to go that far. I told myself it was still part of the act. But once I had you, once I felt you... Camila, it wasn’t about Ryan anymore. It wasn’t even about the setup. I wanted you. I want you. That’s real."

She stepped closer. Her bare feet made no sound on the mat, but each step hit him like thunder.

"So everything else? The planning, the messages, the rehearsed glances? That was what? Strategy?"

"It was supposed to be an opening. A script. But you—" his voice dropped to a whisper, "—you rewrote every line."

Camila paused inches from him. The air between them burned. His chest rose and fell too fast now. His eyes searched hers for mercy. There was none.

She turned without a word and walked toward the mirror lining the wall. Her reflection greeted her like a co-conspirator, half-lit, glowing, fierce. She bent down, pulled her phone from her bag, and placed it on the towel stack beside the mirror. The camera faced the mat. She adjusted it slightly, just enough to catch the full view.

She didn’t look at Jesiah when she spoke.

"Take off your clothes."

Her voice didn’t raise. It didn’t beg. It didn’t ask. It commanded.

Jesiah hesitated. Then, slowly—hands trembling but obedient—he peeled off his tank top. His skin flushed with heat. When he went for his joggers, the waistband caught awkwardly on his heel. He wobbled, glanced up to see if she noticed, but she didn’t flinch, didn’t move. Just watched. Silent. Expectant.

He looked away as he stepped out of them fully. His cock was already hard, jutting out, heavy with want and shame.

Camila turned to face him. Her eyes dipped once. Then rose. Her expression didn’t change. She didn’t have to look at his cock to know it was hard. He’d been staring at her nipples all class. That sheer crop top wasn’t for airflow, it was a weapon.

The room held its breath. The game had changed.

She was done being the subject.

She was about to become the show.

Jesiah stood naked in the middle of the studio, his stance stiff, uncertain. For a flicker of a second, something crossed his face—a flash of hesitation, a flicker of shame. His eyes dipped, avoiding hers, as if bracing for judgment. His shoulders tightened, like he wasn’t sure if he should cover himself or own it. But it passed. He inhaled sharply, lifted his chin, and stood still. Vulnerable, yes. But ready. chest rising and falling, skin flushed not just from arousal, but from the sheer vulnerability of the moment. He was no longer the instructor, no longer in control. He was the one being watched now, evaluated, commanded, undone. And she wasn’t hiding her dominance.

Camila peeled off her top without flourish, without fanfare. The paper-thin crop top slid up and over her head, baring her full breasts, nipples hard from the cool air and the heat of his gaze. She didn't try to make it a show. She didn’t have to. Her control was in the lack of effort. In the way she folded the shirt and placed it down beside her mat like it meant nothing. Like he meant nothing.

Then the leggings. She turned her back to him, thumbs hooking the waistband, dragging the sheer material down slowly. A tiny thong clung between her cheeks, already darkened with arousal. When she stripped it off too, her shaved bare pussy glistened under the lights, wet, flushed, open. She stepped out of everything, stood naked for a moment in full view, and then finally turned.

"Lie down," she said, nodding toward the center of the mat.

Jesiah obeyed. Wordlessly. His cock bobbed as he moved, stiff and leaking. She watched him lie back, arms at his sides, unsure whether he should look at her or close his eyes. She didn’t give him a cue. That was the point.

Camila stepped over him, planting her knees on either side of his hips. She hovered, folds glistening inches above his cock. Her hands rested lightly on his chest. Her breath was even, calm, but her eyes burned.

"No touching," she said, her voice steady. "Not unless I say."

Jesiah nodded. His fists clenched at his sides.

She began to move. Not down, not yet, just the grind of her slick folds along the length of his cock, wetness coating him, teasing him, torturing. Her hips rocked in slow, deliberate motions, letting her swollen clit catch on the ridge of his shaft, dragging it back and forth, spreading her arousal all over him. Her pussy folds painted him with every grind, his shaft shiny with her want, her wetness soaking the base of his cock, pooling on his abs.

Jesiah groaned—low, guttural. But his hands stayed obediently still.

Camila let her head fall back for a moment, savoring the heat, the control. Every nerve ending was alive. Every drag of her pussy over his cock sent electricity up her spine. She clenched her thighs tighter around him, keeping the pressure just where she needed it.

Then, with no warning, she reached between them, angled his cock, and lowered herself onto him. Slowly. Excruciatingly slow. She kept her eyes locked on his face the whole time, watched the way his lips parted, the way his eyes rolled back for a second, the way his chest rose like he was taking in her entire being.

She didn’t moan. Didn’t gasp. Just sank down with control, inch by inch, until she was fully seated.

Jesiah’s jaw clenched. His thighs twitched. But he didn’t move.

Camila placed her hands on his chest, leaned forward slightly, and began to ride him. Not fast. Not wild. With precision. Tight squeezes. Long, slow drags. Her pussy gripped him each time she rose, milking his cock with every stroke. Her drenched pussy made a mess across his skin, every wet sound echoing between them.

She clenched when she wanted. Changed the angle when it suited her. Let her weight fall harder when she needed more friction. Jesiah was just the tool. Just the cock beneath her. And yet, it was his face—the desperate way he held back, the reverence in his eyes—that made her wetter.

She wasn’t just getting off. She was rewriting the narrative. This wasn’t a fuck—it was a reclamation.

She turned her head slightly, catching a glimpse of the mirror across the studio. She caught their reflection: her body riding him like a throne, his cock disappearing into her again and again. Her mouth parted. Her eyes wild. That was power.

She reached to the side and picked up her phone, unlocking it calmly. The small tripod she used belonged to Jesiah—he usually propped it up for his Instagram. Now, she repurposed it with a smirk, setting the phone in place and angling the lens to capture everything. With a tap, the camera began recording. This wouldn’t be a clip for likes—it would be a memory for Ryan. A punishment. A crown.

Jesiah’s breath hitched. “Camila, I didn’t mean to make a sex tape with you—it was Ryan. He asked. I should’ve said no, but then—”

She cut him off with a sharp glare. “Don’t speak. Watch me.”

She glanced at the camera. Smirked. Then leaned in close to the lens and whispered:

“You like watching, right? Here—watch this.”

Her fingers moved to her own breasts, grabbing them with a rough hunger, squeezing until the soft flesh spilled between her fingers. Her nipples flushed, hard, aching. “Bet you missed these, didn’t you?” she said into the lens, slapping them together with a wet, obscene clap.

Then she rose off his cock again, letting his shaft gleam in the light, glistening with her slick. She slapped her clit hard, gasping, eyes wild.

“Look at your wife’s pussy swallowing his big black cock,” she growled to the camera. “That’s what you set up, right? This is what you wanted?”

She angled her hips and took Jesiah back inside in one brutal stroke, bottoming out on him with a groan.

Jesiah’s back arched. “Fuck, Camila—your pussy... I’ll do anything.”

She leaned down and turned his face toward the mirror.

“Look up,” she commanded. “Watch what I’m doing to you. What he’s watching too.”

She started riding him again, harder, letting the rhythm grow wild and slick and loud. Her reflection—her tits bouncing, her hips grinding—made her pussy clench tighter.

She slowed for a moment, cupped Jesiah’s face, looked straight into his dazed, open eyes.

“You needed to feel what it’s like to be used,” she said softly.

Then she slammed back down on him again.

Jesiah groaned, fists digging into the mat. She rode him like she owned him, because she did. And the camera caught every second.

"That’s mine now," she whispered against his lips, then bit down on his bottom lip, claiming it too.

He didn’t ask for release. Didn’t beg. He knew better. This wasn’t his story.

It was hers.

And she was writing every goddamn word of it on his cock.

Camila rode Jesiah like she was possessed—driven by something deeper than lust, louder than moans. Every roll of her hips dragged a guttural sound from his throat, and every deliberate clench of her cunt around his cock made him twitch beneath her, aching to come but held at the edge by her will alone. Her wetness slicked his entire length, soaking the mat, coating his thighs, dripping in obscene strings from her stretched folds. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with her thrusts, sweat-slicked and flushed, nipples tight and raw from her own hands.

Her moans weren’t sweet or needy—they were raw, filthy declarations that punched through the silence. “Ahh—fuck—yes—fuck!” she gasped, each thrust grinding him deeper. "Mmm—god—your cock—right there—” she choked out, fingers gripping his chest for leverage.

Every slap of skin against skin echoed like a war drum, the squelch of her sopping cunt driving down on his cock loud and obscene in the otherwise quiet studio. Her climax wasn’t a build-up. It was an explosion. She threw her head back, body trembling. “Oooh—fuuuck—yes—yes—ahhh—fuck me—fuck—" she howled, the walls of her pussy clenching in hard, relentless waves.

She caught a glimpse of their reflection in the mirror—his cock buried deep in her, her cunt red and stretched wide. She held his gaze through the glass. That was power.

She wasn’t chasing release—she was wrecking him with it. Her orgasm hit like a fucking storm—loud, feral, unapologetic—and she rode it out with every muscle locked, her pussy squeezing every drop of power from her victory. She came with a wild scream, body thrashing, muscles locking around his cock. Her hands clawed into his chest, her back arched, and her slick folds pulsed violently, milking him without mercy. Her orgasm was loud, messy, primal. Her juices gushed around him, soaking them both in the aftermath.

She looked right into the lens, cunt still twitching. “Hope you got that, baby.”

Jesiah was shaking beneath her, face twisted in awe and restraint. His cock twitched inside her, his breath stuttering. He was on the edge—seconds away from losing control—but he didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare come.

Only when she sagged forward, body spent and glistening, did she give the nod.

"Now," she panted, not a request but a command.

Jesiah’s release was devastating. He came with a choked gasp, hips jerking up into her, cock throbbing deep inside her pussy as he unloaded. Thick, hot spurts filled her, and his body convulsed like something had been broken open inside him. His moan was wordless, broken, a shattered thing.

Camila didn’t flinch. Didn’t even stay.

She lifted herself off him, letting his cum spill from her swollen cunt in long, sticky trails down her thighs. His cum oozed out of her in slow, obscene globs—thick and warm, sliding down the backs of her thighs as she walked. Her pussy twitched from the aftershocks, still claiming space even as she walked away, completely unbothered.

Across the studio, she found his shirt. Picked it up and dragged it between her legs, wiping away the mess like it was nothing. She rubbed it into her folds, smearing the combined fluids, then down her thighs, not bothering to be gentle.

Jesiah lay there, still panting, cock softening and slick with her arousal and his own cum.

Camila crouched beside him, her breath cool against his ear.

"You were more convincing when you just let yourself fuck—no act, no script. Just cock, just heat."

Jesiah exhaled a laugh, low and shaky. "Then I’ll stop pretending," he murmured, still catching his breath, eyes trailing her as she walked away, wrecked and reverent all at once.

She went over to the tripod, stopped the recording with a flick of her thumb, and gathered her clothes into one arm. She didn’t put them on. She didn’t even glance at him again.

Her naked body glistened under the dim studio lights. Her breasts still flushed, nipples stiff. Her thighs slick with cum. Her cunt red, swollen, satisfied.

She turned and walked barefoot toward the back office, every step slow, deliberate, pussy still leaking. There was no rush. No need to hide. The camera had captured everything.

She wasn’t a pawn anymore. She wasn’t a wife fulfilling someone else’s fantasy.

She was the story. The ending. The fucking headline.


Chapter VII

It had only been a few days.

Not even a full week since Camila came home from the studio with something different in her eyes. Since she looked at him and didn’t bother hiding what had happened. Since Ryan sat alone in his office, shaking as he watched a video he had orchestrated carefully, his wife bent over, gasping Jesiah’s name, taking him so deep her legs trembled.

And then, just yesterday morning, she told him.

“Jesiah’s coming over Friday night.”

There was no hesitation in her voice. No question mark at the end. Just a simple statement—firm, inevitable. Ryan had nodded, mouth dry, stomach tight.

He didn’t protest. He didn’t plead. He didn’t ask if it was something she still needed or if it had gone too far. Because he already knew. It had passed the line days ago. And somehow, he hadn’t stopped it. Maybe part of him didn’t want to.

Maybe this wasn’t his idea, but now, it was his reality.

And tonight, she told him it wouldn’t be secret. Jesiah wasn’t coming over in the shadows. He wasn’t sneaking in while Ryan left the house or pretended to sleep.

He was coming through the front door.

With Ryan home. Watching.

The doorbell rang.

Ryan flinched.

His fingers tightened around the neck of the whiskey bottle. He steadied himself with a breath, then began to pour the drinks. Two glasses. One for Camila. One for Jesiah. He wasn’t offered one. He didn’t ask.

The liquid sloshed just slightly, his hand trembling despite himself.

He hadn’t seen Camila since she disappeared into the bedroom twenty minutes ago. Said she needed time to get ready. The bedroom door had clicked shut behind her with a kind of finality that made his stomach twist.

Now he heard her again.

Laughter.

Not forced. Not soft. It rolled out from the bedroom like smoke—loose, confident, detached. And it made his cock twitch.

There was something addictive about hearing her like this. Not the Camila who used to fumble through affection or shrink beneath the weight of unspoken grief—but this version. The one who laughed like she knew exactly what was about to happen, and exactly how far she wanted to take it.

It wasn’t that Ryan had lost her. It was that she was finally becoming the woman he wasn’t allowed to touch anymore. The woman he had helped push toward this edge, just to see what she'd do when she looked back at him while someone else made her moan.

He was about to find out.

Ryan adjusted the cuffs of his shirt.

Pointless. Performative. But it gave his hands something to do. Something to fix. Like straightening himself meant he still mattered in the room.

He turned toward the front door and started walking towards it.

Jesiah was already here.

Cool. Composed. That same measured energy he always carried, like nothing in the world could shake him. He stood tall in the entryway, wearing a fitted black tee that clung to his chest and a pair of slate-gray jeans that left little to the imagination. Ryan met his gaze for half a second before looking away. Jesiah didn’t smirk. Didn’t posture. He just looked like he knew exactly what room he’d walked into and what he’d come here to do.

There was a brief, awkward pause. Ryan cleared his throat and tried to smile, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

"Hey," he said, voice quieter than intended.

Jesiah gave a single nod. "Evening."

That was it. No handshake. No forced pleasantries. Just two men standing at the threshold of something unspoken and heavy, each fully aware of what tonight meant.

Ryan stepped aside. "Come in."

Jesiah stepped inside.

The door clicked shut behind him like a line being drawn.

Then he heard her heels.

Click. Click.

Both the men turned.

Camila stepped out from the hallway like a secret unveiled. The soft swish of silk trailed behind her, barely louder than the sharp click of her heels. She smelled like something expensive and dangerous—floral, dark, and just a little sweet, like the kind of perfume worn to seduce, not impress. The robe clung to her curves with every step, catching the light in smooth waves. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin beneath silk, and the whisper of black thigh-high stockings hugged tight to her legs in garters. Four-inch heels carried her forward like punctuation.

Ryan's throat dried.

Jesiah's jaw tightened. His nostrils flared just slightly. A breath escaped through his nose—more an exhale than a groan, but it vibrated with restraint. He shifted where he stood, as if grounding himself.

She didn’t greet him with words. But her body spoke volumes. She walked straight to Jesiah, eyes dragging down his chest, then lower, then back up again. Then her hand curled around his neck and she pulled him in.

Her kiss was full. Wet. Open-mouthed. It wasn’t sweet. It was possession. She tilted her chin just enough to deepen the angle, to open herself wider. Jesiah groaned softly into her mouth.

Ryan caught the way her fingers flexed as they slid up Jesiah’s shirt, the way her chest pressed to his, nipples hard beneath the silk. Jesiah’s hand found the small of her back. Gripped her like he couldn’t stop himself.

Ryan stood frozen.

Hard. Burning.

His hands hovered awkwardly at his sides, unsure of what they were supposed to be doing. He felt exposed standing there, overdressed, underprepared, and fully irrelevant. She didn’t even look at him, but he felt her awareness like heat. The way she leaned into Jesiah, the way her kiss deepened just as Ryan exhaled—like she knew exactly when he blinked. Like she wanted him to see what she looked like when she wasn’t just his anymore.

And all Ryan could do was stand there and take it.

His cock was already hard—had been for the last five minutes, thick and aching in his slacks. He hadn’t touched himself. Didn’t dare. But the weight of it pulsed behind his zipper like it knew exactly what kind of night this was going to be. The heat between them—Camila and Jesiah—made him feel like he was standing too close to a fire he wasn’t allowed to step into. And somehow, that made it worse. Better. He didn’t know anymore.

He just knew he was hard, and they hadn’t even started yet.

Camila pulled away from Jesiah’s mouth with a slow, wet drag, her eyes still locked on his. Then, without turning, she spoke.

"Get the drinks, darling," she said to Ryan, voice smooth and casual, as if she were asking for extra napkins. "And pour yourself one too. You're going to need something to hold on to."

Ryan blinked. The words hit like silk and slap all at once. She still hadn’t looked at him. Not directly. She was too busy running her fingers down Jesiah’s chest now, teasing the edge of his waistband, her thumb hooking lightly at the fabric of his jeans.

He nodded and stepped back toward the kitchen. His legs felt heavy. His cock still throbbed in his pants, stiff and awkward as he moved. He could hear them behind him—Jesiah’s breath, low and steady, and Camila’s soft hum as her hand wandered.

The glasses were still on the counter.

He poured carefully now. The one for himself this time, hands only shaking a little. The sound of ice clinking was the only thing grounding him.

Then he heard it.

The whisper of silk.

He turned just enough to see her through the doorway.

Camila was untying the robe—no words, no build-up, just a simple tug of the sash and a shrug of her shoulders. The silk whispered off her skin and dropped to the floor in a lazy puddle, exposing her inch by inch until nothing was left but skin and lingerie. It wasn’t dramatic. It was devastating.

She stood there in black lace garters that hugged the swell of her hips, sheer black stockings that climbed her thighs, and those sinful four-inch heels that made her ass tilt higher, tighter, like it was begging to be held. Her breasts were full and bare, nipples already stiff, standing proud and flushed as if they knew what came next. Her skin shimmered in the low light, golden and soft, except where her thighs were slick with arousal, dripping, wet, glistening between her legs like her body already knew who it was about to welcome inside.

Jesiah didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

His jaw flexed, and his cock visibly twitched in his jeans. He stared at her like a starving man seeing meat for the first time in days. Not like someone shocked—but like someone reverent. Ready.

Camila didn’t look at Ryan right away. She didn’t need to.

He felt it in the way she spread her legs slightly as she turned to walk away. In the way her bare, slick pussy left a trail of heat behind her. She wasn’t teasing him.

She was letting him watch.

And Ryan’s cock throbbed so hard it almost hurt.

Camila glanced over her shoulder at Ryan, finally, and her voice carried through the open space.

"Bring them to the bedroom. All three."

And then she took Jesiah by the hand.

Not rushed. Not flirty.

Just claimed him.

Ryan watched as Jesiah followed, his pace slowed by something primal, almost worshipful. Camila walked ahead of him like a vision meant to ruin men—her hips swaying with deliberate rhythm, every step pushing her ass higher, fuller, the black lace garters framing her like lingerie that looked like it had been designed for fucking, not fashion. The curve of her bare cheeks jiggled ever so slightly with each stride, the sheer stockings tightening with every motion, making her thighs look thick and biteable.

Jesiah’s eyes didn’t leave her ass for a second. His tongue flicked briefly across his bottom lip. The front of his jeans began to tent.

She walked like she knew exactly what kind of beast she was leading down the hall—slow, wet, open. And Ryan saw it all.

His wife. His woman. On display.

Her bare pussy glistened as she moved, slick already trailing down the inside of her thigh. It wasn’t a show for Jesiah.

It was a message for him.

And still, he followed.

Ryan grabbed the tray and followed, his pulse pounding.

They reached the bedroom. She led Jesiah straight to the bed—their bed. The marriage bed. But tonight, it didn’t belong to memories or monogamy. It was hers. And Jesiah's.

Camila crawled onto it like sex incarnate, her ass lifted high as she climbed across the sheets, bare pussy glistening between her thighs, leaving a faint smear of wetness against the comforter. Her heels clicked softly against the wood before sinking into the mattress. Jesiah followed like a man hypnotized.

She pulled him to sit beside her with a gentle tug, then straddled one thigh, not yet grinding but close enough to let him feel the heat of her cunt radiating against his jeans. Her hand slipped under his shirt, nails grazing his abs, before moving higher to tease one nipple with a lazy, rolling pinch.

Her other hand rested high on his thigh, just shy of his cock. Possessive. Like she was marking where she planned to unwrap him. Jesiah's palm gripped the thick swell of her ass, fingers digging into the soft curve, then trailing down to the slick wet that coated her upper thigh. He groaned under his breath as his hand slid back up, gripping tighter at the stocking band, just where lace met skin.

Camila didn’t flinch. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing his jaw, body pressed warm and shameless into him.

And Ryan watched it all happen on the bed where his wife used to curl against him. His chest burned. His cock pulsed. And the drinks trembled in his hand.

"Drinks Darling," Camila reminded him.

He stepped forward and served them. One glass to Jesiah. One to Camila. Her fingers grazed his as she took hers—not by accident. Her touch was soft. Intimate. And this time, her eyes flicked to Ryan.

The corner of her mouth curved in a subtle, knowing smile. She didn’t say a word. Didn’t need to. Her gaze dropped deliberately down his chest, to the bulge in his slacks, visibly strained and twitching—and then rose again, lazy and unbothered, before she turned her attention right back to Jesiah.

A tease without words. A knife made of eye contact. And it cut him open slowly.

"Yours goes over there," she said, bringing her attention back to her hubby, nodding toward the reading chair in the corner.

The cuck chair now.

Ryan walked to it slowly. Sat. His drink trembled slightly in his hand as he brought it to his lips.

On the bed, Camila took a breath and reached for the tripod beside the mattress. She had bought the same model Jesiah used.

She mounted her phone. Hit record.

Then turned to Ryan and smiled.

"Last time, you asked for a tape," she said. "This time, I'm the one pressing record."

Jesiah chuckled low in his chest. "You like the camera now?"

Camila leaned into him, letting her lips hover near his ear. "I like owning the story."

Jesiah’s hand slipped a little higher up her thigh, and she purred softly before continuing. "Besides, someone likes to watch."

Jesiah’s eyes flicked to Ryan just briefly, then back to her. "Yeah?"

She kissed his neck, slow and wet. "You like being watched?"

Jesiah smirked. "If it means I get to fuck you while your husband drinks it in from the corner, yeah, I think I can live with that."

Camila reached for her glass and took a sip, slow and sultry, letting the liquor coat her lips before leaning in and kissing Jesiah again, mouth full of heat and flavor. He groaned into her mouth, grabbed his glass, and drank deep, his hand not leaving her thigh as he did.

"Mmm," she whispered, licking a trace of alcohol from his lips. "That hit the spot."

"You’re already soaked," Jesiah muttered, running his thumb against the slick line between her thighs.

Camila laughed—dark and low—and climbed into his lap, one knee on either side of his thigh, straddling him with calculated ease. Her ass perched high, pressed snugly against the hard bulge in his jeans, grinding just enough to remind them both what she was sitting on. Her fingers hooked under the hem of his shirt, dragging it upward in slow, teasing increments, exposing lines of hard, tan muscle. She purred as each inch was revealed, her lips brushing the center of his chest before she kissed it, wet, lingering, territorial.

Jesiah tipped his glass back again, free hand now palming her ass with full possession. Camila mirrored him, sipping her drink without taking her eyes off his face, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles.

And Ryan sat back in the chair. Caught between ache and awe. Between love and lust, and complete, irreversible surrender.

Camila leaned in, whispering something only Jesiah could hear, her voice low and teasing. Whatever it was, it made his jaw tighten and a quiet breath slip from his lips. She kissed his cheek once, then began to slide down from his lap—but not all at once. Her lips lingered, pressing slow, open-mouthed kisses down the side of his neck, across his chest, and over his nipples, which she flicked with her tongue. Jesiah's breath hitched as her mouth dipped lower, trailing hot kisses along his abs, her nails dragging lightly down his sides. She moved with the elegance of a dancer, but every kiss was laced with intent—each one a wet, smutty promise of what was coming next.

She settled between his legs, her hands moving to the button of his jeans. Jesiah sat still, his hands resting on his sides, watching her with that same dark, hungry gaze. There was no rush. No fumbling. Camila looked up at him through her lashes as she popped the button open, the sound of denim shifting filling the air.

Ryan’s breathing hitched. From the chair, he had the perfect view of everything—his wife kneeling in between another man's legs on their marital bed. Her bare ass perched high, the black lace of her garter belt cinching her waist, heels pressed into the mattress as she crouched, poised and ready.

She pulled Jesiah’s jeans down inch by inch, past his thighs, revealing the bulge straining inside his white briefs—thick, heavy, and clearly aching to be freed. Camila let out a soft gasp—not of surprise, but of approval. Her hand slid between his legs, fingers teasing the outline of his cock through the fabric. She pressed her lips to it, slow and sensual, kissing along the length as it throbbed beneath the cotton. Her tongue traced the ridge, her fingers lightly stroking, coaxing a soft groan from Jesiah. Only when he twitched beneath her teasing did she finally hook her fingers into the waistband and pull his briefs down. His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, and heavy—and landed against her cheek with a soft, fleshy thud. Camila let out an involuntary "Ooh," followed by a girlish giggle, her eyes lighting up with delight as she turned her head and kissed the shaft where it had struck. She let her cheek rest against it for a second longer, her fingers curling around the base like it belonged to her now.

"God," she whispered, wrapping her palm around the base. "No wonder you’ve been so smug."

Jesiah chuckled. "You haven’t even tasted it yet."

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she lowered her mouth with slow, sultry intent. Her tongue made the first move, circling the swollen head in tight, wet spirals before flicking across the bead of precum like she was tasting honey off his skin. Her lips followed, parting around the tip, wrapping it in heat and wetness. She moaned softly—just for Ryan—as she took the first few inches in, letting the thick shaft stretch her mouth open. Her hand stroked the base while her other hand gripped his thigh for balance. Inch by inch, she sank down, letting spit trail from her lips, her jaw relaxing as she swallowed more of him with every sultry bob. The sound of her mouth working over his cock—slick, messy, lewd—echoed off the bedroom walls. This wasn’t just a blowjob. This was worship with mouth and tongue, designed to break both men in different ways.

Ryan’s hands flexed on his lap, fingers curling into his thighs as he struggled to stay still. His cock strained, twitching in his pants, already leaking. His hands were aching to reach for the cock throbbing in his pants, but he stayed still—because this wasn’t his night.

Camila bobbed her head in steady rhythm, her cheeks hollowing with each motion, moaning softly as she sucked. Jesiah grunted, his fingers threading into her hair but not forcing, just holding. Just feeling. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t take yet, spit dribbling from the corners of her lips, coating his cock in slick, shiny devotion.

When she pulled back, her lips smacked wetly, eyes glassy and proud. "You’re going to ruin me," she said, voice raw with arousal.

Jesiah leaned back, a grin on his face. "I fucking hope so."

Camila surged forward and caught his mouth in a filthy, wet kiss, full of spit, heat, and raw lust. Their tongues tangled with messy urgency, her moan swallowed by his groan as they devoured each other. Her hand gripped the back of his neck, keeping him there until she was done.

Then, with a teasing grind of her hips, she rose up and straddled him again, higher this time. Slowly, deliberately, she reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance. Her folds were glistening, slick with need, her body ready to take him in and put on the show her husband would never forget.

She paused, right at the tip.

Then looked at Ryan.

"You wanted to watch me get used, remember?"

Her voice was soft, but brutal.

Ryan nodded, lips parted, breath shallow.

"Then watch me come without you."

Her knees pressed into the mattress as she hovered over him, hips trembling with restraint. She angled his cock, running the swollen head through her slick folds, letting it tease and smear her wetness along her slit. Her breath caught. Then, slowly—agonizingly so—she began to sink down. The thick crown pushed inside, parting her lips, stretching her open inch by aching inch.

Her thighs tensed, her back arched, and her mouth fell open in a deep, throaty moan that filled the room, "Oooh—fuck—that’s so much cock..."

Her body shivered with each new inch taken, her pussy clenching around the thick cock invading her. It was raw, electric—every nerve ending alight as she gave herself over, fully and brazenly, in front of her husband.

Jesiah groaned, hands locking on her hips, steadying her as she took more of him.

"Too much for you, huh baby?"

She rocked her hips forward, forcing the last few inches inside, her breath hitching as she was finally, fully filled. "Just enough," she gasped, voice tight with pleasure.

Jesiah sat up, chest brushing hers, and with a low grunt, tightened his grip around her waist. Without slipping out of her, he twisted them both to the side in one fluid, dominating motion, so that now his back faced Ryan and Camila remained straddling his lap, only now turned fully toward her husband. Her spine arched as she adjusted, still impaled on his cock, her hands resting on Jesiah’s shoulders as she steadied herself. Her breasts bounced with the shift, nipples flushed and firm, and her gaze landed directly on Ryan.

Ryan sat frozen, breath caught in his throat. His cock was rock hard, twitching inside his pants—completely untouched, yet more alive than it had ever been. He didn’t know if he wanted to come or cry. Maybe both. Maybe that’s what made this so perfect—he didn’t have to choose. Every time her body sank down and rose again, it felt like a punch to the gut and a hand on his cock at the same time.

Her fingers trailed down her own body as she rode him, still grinding her hips in a slow, dirty rhythm. She played with her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples before giving them a sharp tweak, letting out a moan that was as much for herself as it was for her husband. Her gaze didn’t waver. She looked straight past Jesiah—who groaned beneath her, gripping her hips tighter—and locked eyes with Ryan, her lips parting in a smirk that said everything: she was putting on a show, and he was exactly where she wanted him— in that chair, cock twitching, and unable to touch a thing. Camila glanced down at him, licking her lips before letting out a breathless moan. "You love this, don’t you? Watching me stretch for his cock while yours stays untouched?"

The room was hot with the scent of sex, flesh, sweat, arousal. The mattress squeaked under the weight of their movements, a soft, rhythmic creak. Ice clinked in Ryan’s forgotten drink on the bedside table, untouched and sweating in the heat. His fingers twitched where they rested on his lap, aching to move, to touch, to do anything but sit still. And yet, he stayed. Because this was his place now—watching, throbbing, delirious.

Jesiah’s hands slid down Camila’s waist as she rocked atop him, the sweat-slicked skin of their bodies sliding with every grind. Without breaking their connection, he tightened his grip and leaned in, pressing a final kiss against her lips before pulling back with a low growl.

Jesiah shifted his weight beneath her and wrapped his arms around her waist, lifting her with him as he rose onto his knees. Camila gasped, her thighs trembling as she adjusted, her body naturally responding to his guidance. He gently turned her and eased her forward, lowering her onto all fours. Her palms pressed into the mattress, her knees digging into the sheets, spine curving in a graceful arch. Behind her, Jesiah settled into position, hands gliding over her hips, admiring the view as she instinctively tilted her ass toward him, wanton and waiting.

Ryan watched it all unfold from the chair—numb, aching, completely transfixed.

Jesiah didn’t rush. His hands explored first, worshipping her curves with his palms, tracing the line of her back, then gripping both sides of her ass as if he were holding the most precious thing he’d ever touched. He kissed a line up her spine, wet and open-mouthed, until he reached her shoulder blades. His lips found the soft skin of her back, then her neck. He bit down, hard enough to make her yelp and smile at the same time.

She looked positively fucked—eyes glassy, tongue peeking from her lips, hair a mess of dark waves sticking to her damp skin. Her breasts dangled and bounced slightly with each kiss, each grope of her hips. And between her thighs, her glistening folds stretched, wet and swollen, eager to be filled again.

Jesiah lined himself up and pushed forward, groaning deeply as his cock reentered her in one long, thick stroke. Camila’s mouth fell open, a loud moan ripping through her as her body welcomed him back. Her hips pressed back into him, her hands gripping the sheets as her thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched around him with every thrust, every smack of his hips against her ass making Ryan flinch.

From his seat, Ryan could see it all. Her pussy spread wide around Jesiah’s cock, swallowing him whole. Her ass jiggling with every impact. Her face, half-turned toward the mirror, twisted in pure euphoria. And just beside him, the camera on the tripod recorded every part of it, every sound.

Camila met her husband’s gaze and smiled through the haze. Her voice came out in soft pants, breathy and taunting:

"You see this, baby?"

Her ass slammed back against Jesiah as she continued. "Your wife’s pussy swallowing him whole. That’s what you asked for, right?"

Jesiah grunted in agreement, slapping her ass with a loud crack that made her giggle between moans.

"Look how much he fills me. You think you ever stretched me like this?"

Her eyes flicked to the mirror, catching her own reflection. Her mouth opened in a gasp as she watched herself being taken from behind, Jesiah's thick cock buried to the hilt, her folds split wide and the glossy trail of her juices tracing down her inner thighs, pooling just above the tops of her black silk stockings. The lace garter straps clung to her hips, framing the bounce of her ass with every thrust, while her high heels dug into the mattress, forcing her to arch even deeper for him. Her body was on display—raw, slick, beautiful, overwhelmed.

"Take it out," she murmured to Ryan without looking directly at him. "Go on. Free your cock. I know it’s twitching. But don’t you dare cum."

Ryan's fingers shook as they moved to his waistband. He unzipped and fished himself out, rock hard and slick with precum. He didn’t stroke—not yet. Just held it, thudding in his palm, waiting for permission to move.

Camila slowed her pace, grinding her hips with a filthy rhythm. Jesiah hissed through his teeth as she slipped off his cock entirely, her lips stretched and wet as she leaned back and gave her clit a sharp slap with two fingers. Then she turned her head just slightly, her eyes locking with Ryan’s.

"Stroke it for me, baby," she purred, voice heavy with lust. "Nice and slow. Let me see how much you’re enjoying this."

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He wrapped his hand around his aching cock and began to stroke, matching the tempo of her fingers on her own clit, mesmerized by the sight before him. Her gaze shifted back onto the mirror, locking not on herself this time, but on the reflection of her husband behind her, stroking his cock, lips parted, eyes wide, drinking in every filthy second.

Her breath stuttered.

She pushed back again, her pussy parting around his cock like she was made for it. "Fuck—" she moaned. "Just like that—" Jesiah gripped her hips and drove forward in response, making her cry out.

"Mmmfff—yes—just like that—fuck me—yes—"

Ryan stared in disbelief, one hand clenching his thigh, the other wrapped tightly around his cock—stroking slowly now. Watching in awe while aching with lust.

And the camera kept rolling.

Ryan’s cock throbbed in his fist, the slow strokes drawing out his tension, feeding the ache in his gut. His eyes were glazed, jaw slack, breath shallow. He was fully hard now—aching and desperate—but helpless in the chair.

Camila turned her head slightly, her smile smug and wicked. Her body trembled with pleasure, her thighs still slick and parted, Jesiah buried inside her to the hilt.

“You don’t get to come,” she said, voice silken with command. “Not until I say so.”

She rolled her hips, slowly grinding back on Jesiah’s cock, her pussy clutching him with every shift.

“If I like this enough, baby... you’ll only come again when I say you can.”

Ryan moaned—low and desperate—but didn’t stop stroking. Her words hit like a drug. She wasn’t threatening to take it away. She was setting the new rules. Terms of surrender.

Jesiah grunted behind her, his pace starting to falter. His hands gripped her hips tighter, thumbs digging into the curves as his thrusts turned more urgent.

“Hold it,” she hissed over her shoulder, this time to Jesiah. Her eyes fluttered, her back arching with the pressure building in her own core.

Jesiah obeyed, teeth clenched, cock twitching deep inside her gushing heat.

Camila slowed again, riding him with deliberate rhythm, savoring the stretch, the fullness, the way his thick shaft filled her like nothing else. Her breasts bounced with every rock of her hips, nipples tight and flushed. The scent of sex filled the room—sharp, warm, unmistakable. In the distance, the faint hum of the night and the heat of the phone still recording filled the quiet spaces between moans.

Her hands slid forward on the sheets, nails dragging across the fabric as she lost herself to the sensation—but always with control. Even as she moaned, even as she ground her ass into Jesiah’s lap, she was the one in charge.

And Ryan, fists clenched, eyes locked on her, stroked slower, trying not to tip over the edge. His cock was leaking, flushed and shiny, twitching with every sound that came from her mouth.

Camila’s voice cut through the tension, sweet and mean: “You’re close, aren’t you?”

Ryan nodded—barely able to speak.

She looked over her shoulder, locking eyes with Ryan. Her smile deepened, knowing and cruel. “Well, hold it.”

She bounced once—hard—and Jesiah growled beneath her, hands spreading her cheeks wide to watch his cock disappear into her again.

She threw her head back, moaning loud enough to rattle Ryan’s bones.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—violent and sweet—her scream tearing from her throat as her nails clawed into the sheets. Her muscles locked around his cock, her cunt stretched and slick, squeezing him with frantic pulses.

“Oooh fuck—yes—yes—ahhh—right there—oh god, YES!”

Jesiah moaned into her neck, his grip bruising her waist as he fought his own climax.

Camila rose up just enough to let his cock drag against her pulsing walls, her thighs trembling as she gasped for breath. Her fingers shot between her legs, flicking her swollen clit with a practiced snap—then again, harder. Her back bowed as she cried out, body locking tight. A gush of her warm juices burst from her pussy, coating Jesiah’s thick cock in a messy spray that shimmered down the base and coating his balls. Her moan was animalistic—raw, guttural—filling the room like a sex-soaked anthem as she squirted again, harder, hips jerking uncontrollably with the aftershocks.

Once she stilled, her breath heaving, Camila turned her head and gave Jesiah a single nod.

“Now.”

Jesiah let go with a low, feral growl. His cock jerked violently inside her, twitching as he pounded into her a few more times—quick, desperate thrusts that made her breasts bounce and her moans deepen. His grip tightened on her hips, pulling her back to meet every last stroke until he finally buried himself to the hilt.

With a groan that seemed to rise from his spine, he came.

Thick, hot ropes of cum gushed deep into her spent, clenching pussy—pulse after pulse spilling out and flooding her. Camila gasped at the heat blooming inside her, and Jesiah kept moving, slow now, grinding into her like he couldn’t bear to leave.

When he finally stilled, she slowly lifted her hips—just enough for his cock to slip out with a wet, lewd sound. A thick trail of cum followed, oozing from her swollen slit in heavy globs, running down her thighs, soaking the insides of her stockings, and painting the sheets beneath in creamy, obscene streaks.

She didn’t close her legs. Didn’t hide a thing. Her pussy gaped slightly, a glistening, used mess, dripping with everything Jesiah had poured into her.

For Ryan.

And for the camera.

After a couple of minutes, once she got her breath back and got down from her ecstatic high, Camila rose from the bed, her legs slightly shaky, thighs slick with Jesiah’s cum. She reached to the tripod beside the bed, leaned forward, and with a graceful click, stopped the recording. Then she turned to face her husband.

She didn’t cover herself—didn’t hide the creampie that dripped freely down her inner thighs soaking up the already wet stockings. The heels gave her a proud posture, each click against the hardwood floor like punctuation to her ownership.

Ryan’s breath caught. He froze as she knelt before him, her cum-soaked pussy just inches from his knees. One hand still clutched the camera remote, the other rested on his thigh.

“This isn’t your fantasy anymore,” she whispered, looking up at him with a smirk. “It’s ours.”

She reached for his cock, still hard, still twitching in his hand. Her fingers replaced his, stroking with slow, deliberate control. It took only seconds—he was right there, teetering—and with one more stroke from her slick hand, he came.

Thick spurts painted her palm, his thighs, and the edge of the chair. He groaned, body jerking as she milked him dry with a practiced squeeze. Even after his climax, he remained frozen, as if still waiting for her command.

Camila stood, reached for a towel she’d folded earlier on the dresser, and wiped herself slowly—her thighs, her pussy, even the sheen from her breasts and collarbone. She moved with elegance, her body still trembling slightly with aftershocks. A light hum escaped her lips—a soft, nonchalant melody—as if she were winding down from nothing more than a relaxing bath.

Then, with perfect ease, she walked to the laundry hamper and pulled out a pair of panties—black, sheer, soaked through. The same ones she’d worn all day.

She returned to Ryan and pressed them into his hand.

“Hold these,” she said. “That’s all you get to touch tonight."

Camila turned and walked out of the room, her nude figure swaying with each step as cum continued to trickle down the insides of her thighs. She didn’t change, didn’t look back.

Jesiah leaned back on the bed, his body spent but his smirk lingering, still savoring the high.

And Ryan stayed behind in the chair. Silent. Erect. Her panties clutched in one hand. His breath shaky. His mind spinning. Alone in the afterglow, but never more owned.


Epilogue

Sunlight spilled through the wide kitchen windows, soft and golden, draping itself over the quiet domesticity of the morning like an intimate memory refusing to fade. The warm glow touched everything—the glossy tile, the sheen of steel on the stovetop, and the bare shoulders of Ryan, who stood motionless for a moment, spatula in hand. His chest rose and fell in a steady rhythm, his pajama pants clinging loosely to his hips, revealing the faint outline of arousal he hadn't yet acknowledged. The smell of toasted bread mingled with the sizzle of eggs in the skillet, but there was no appetite in his movements. Only precision. Only routine.

Behind him, Camila sat at the dining table, legs crossed, bathed in light and decadence. She wore a short silk robe in muted champagne, barely tied, clinging lazily to one shoulder. Her skin glowed with after-sex warmth, her hair tousled and voluminous, strands falling across her cheek like the remnants of a storm. There were no panties beneath the robe. No bra. Just skin still marked with faint impressions—fingertips on thighs, teeth at her collarbone, Jesiah’s scent still somewhere on her.

Jesiah was gone. But not absent. His ghost lingered in the heat of her skin, in the stretch of her hips when she shifted in her seat. In the heavy scent still trapped in the sheets upstairs. There was a time, not long ago, when she used to make Ryan breakfast. Scrambled eggs and kisses between the toast slices. Now he stirred silently, and she watched herself getting fucked on repeat.

The iPad beside her plate played a video in an almost silent, hypnotic loop—last night’s recording. The image flickered: Camila bent over, Jesiah pounding into her from behind, her face contorted in pleasure. The low moans escaping the speakers were barely louder than the ticking of the kitchen clock, but each sound carved a deeper silence between husband and wife.

She forked a piece of toast, didn’t eat it. Sipped slowly from a tall glass of orange juice. Then, as if by instinct, she reached for her phone, swiped the screen, and turned the camera toward herself.

Click.

A selfie—no filters, no pretense. Just her—messy hair, flushed lips, that unmistakable post-fuck smirk that still curled at the corners of her mouth. Her thigh visible beneath the robe, the edge of her nipple peeking through. She sent it to Jesiah. No caption. There didn’t need to be one.

She glanced over at Ryan.

His back was still to her, but his shoulders had stiffened. The eggs were starting to overcook. He didn’t seem to notice.

She let him linger in that moment, watched the tension coil in his spine like a string pulled taut.

"You thought I was your fantasy," she finally said, her voice a slow purr, cutting through the quiet like a blade through silk.

Ryan turned just enough to look at her. His face was unreadable. But his eyes... his eyes were devoured by the glow of the iPad screen reflecting the very moment his wife had broken him.

She leaned back further in her chair, letting the robe slip apart just a little more, revealing a teasing view of her still sticky, well-used pussy beneath the table.

"But I’m your addiction now," she added with a breathless smirk. "And like any addiction, baby, you’ll tremble without your next fix."

The words landed like a whisper and a whip all at once.

Ryan held her gaze for a heartbeat longer, then turned back to the stove.

He cracked another egg. One-handed, a bit shaky.

The pan hissed.

She picked up a slice of toast and took a bite this time. Her fingers grazed the iPad screen, rewinding the video by just a few seconds to her favorite part—her own face mid-orgasm, Jesiah’s deep moan in her ear. She froze the frame, letting the image linger—herself, stretched wide and greedy, Ryan’s blurred silhouette in the background. She didn’t look away.

Ryan exhaled quietly.

She smiled, watching him melt without laying a finger. And as she chewed, she felt her phone buzz. Jesiah had replied.

One word.

"Miss you."

She bit into her toast again, licking a crumb from the corner of her mouth. Then stood and crossed the room, her bare feet silent on the tile. She stopped beside the iPad, tapped the screen, and ended the recording.

Ryan remained seated at the stove, still and silent.

Camila placed a hand lightly on his shoulder. He flinched. Looked up.

She gave him a long look, eyes warm and shining. "Yes, Camila," he whispered, a note of reverence in his voice that surprised even him.

And this time, she smiled.

She turned and walked away, switching off the recording on the iPad still perched on its stand, then heading down the hallway toward the master bath. The silk robe trailed behind her, revealing the curves of her bare thighs, a faint shimmer between them still catching the light.

Ryan stood in the quiet kitchen, pajama pants tented, his cock still aching, his chest somehow lighter. The eggs had burned. He didn’t care.

She was free now. And so was he.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Daddy’s Birthday Gift: A MFF Cuckold Hotwife Night to Remember 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/ahrU )

Ben always thought watching was just a fantasy. Something to whisper during sex, something to tease in the dark. But tonight, it’s real. 

His wife, Blake, beautiful, busty, and his for years, isn’t just being admired. She’s being offered. As a birthday gift to her best friend’s older, dominant husband... a man she calls “Daddy” with a filthy smile and no shame at all. 

And Ben? He’s watching. 

Watching as Lana peels Blake’s dress off inch by inch. Watching as her body is claimed. As Blake moans, shakes, and begs... not for him, but for Daddy. 

They’d always talked about it. Fantasized. But nothing could have prepared him for the way his wife would come alive for another man, or the way it would wreck him to see it. 

This is their night. One boat. Two blondes. And one man who takes what he wants while the husband sits across the room: hard, helpless, and more turned on than he’s ever been. 

A raw, spicy, and intensely erotic cuckold hotwife novella for readers who crave submission, power, and watching the one you love, surrender. 

[image: ]

The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/M72IM )

Victoria Kensington was never meant for an ordinary life. Once a business school intern, now the adored trophy wife—and perfect hotwife—of Arthur Kensington, a billionaire nearly thirty-five years her senior. He spoils her, controls her, and has shaped her into his most prized indulgence. She lives for his praise, thrives under his guidance, and would do anything to make him proud. 

Including being shared when the moment calls for it. 

Arthur has always closed his biggest deals with more than just negotiations. Powerful men expect a certain level of trust, a bond that goes beyond contracts. When the opportunity arises to lock in a lucrative new mining venture, Arthur offers Malik Adeyemi—the commanding, impossibly built business West African mogul—his most valued possession: Victoria. 

For Malik, the deal isn’t done until he’s had her—truly had her. And Victoria? Trained to please, dressed to tempt—she was a gift meant to be admired, touched, and thoroughly claimed. 

Tonight, she won’t just watch her husband sign a deal—she’ll seal it. 

A night of pleasure, submission, and indulgence awaits in this steamy, high-heat novella where control, wealth, and desire collide. 
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A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Ns9QVr ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 
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Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion. Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride. When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page. Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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