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“When she says yes, he can only guess...”


Introduction

Once you enjoy it,
you ENJOY it.
There’s no going back.

Not after the way your thighs shake when someone new grips your hips from behind.
Not after you hear your husband’s breath hitch as he watches — helpless, hard, humiliated.
Not after you realize the power isn’t in the asking…
…it’s in the not needing to ask anymore.

Three women.
Julia. Lena. Priya.

They were good wives once.
They played gentle.
They kissed softly.
They said “only once” or “just this time.”

But then they tasted it —
the stretch of a different cock,
the slick heat of being watched,
the hush between moans when dominance changes hands.

And when it felt too good to lie about…
they stopped lying.

Three wives.
Three confessions.
Three revelations.
Beds shake.
Chairs shift.
Tables turn.

Keep reading.
And don’t pretend something didn’t twitch down there.


?? Confession #1: Tried it, Loved it, Simple enough!

Julia, 33 | Married to Mark, 36 | Chicago



I’ll never forget the moment I let the lock click shut behind me.

The silence of that hotel suite felt thick — like it knew what I was about to do before I even did it. My heels sounded indecent on the polished floor. Each click said: You’re here. He’s waiting. There’s no going back.

I paused at the mirror. My lipstick was still perfect — deep plum, almost wine-dark. The shade Mark said made me look "dangerous." He didn’t know how right he was.

I pulled the straps of my dress higher over my shoulders, then tugged them right back down. Why bother pretending? The whole thing was designed to slip off, just silk draped over skin that hadn’t been touched by another man in a decade. My nipples were already hard, brushing the inside of the fabric. No bra. No panties. That had been Dean’s only rule.

The air smelled faintly of cologne — something smoky, expensive, masculine. And underneath that: bourbon.

“Julia,” his voice called from the suite’s back room. Low. Confident. A tone that didn’t ask if I was ready — it knew I was.

I walked in.

Dean was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing nothing but slacks. No shirt. He was broader than I remembered from our drinks last week, his chest thick with salt-and-pepper hair, arms roped with muscle, his gaze pinned on me like he was starving.

“You came,” he said, smiling with a slow curl of lips.

I laughed quietly. “Yeah.”

He stood. Took two steps. And then just… stopped. Right in front of me. He didn’t touch me. Just looked.

“I want to remember you like this,” he said. “Before I ruin that dress.”

My heart was already pounding.

He reached for me, finally — slow, not rough. His palm slid over my waist, around to the small of my back. I felt the heat of him immediately. And then his lips were at my neck, just below my ear, where my skin is softest.

“You’re trembling,” he whispered.

“I know.”

He kissed me — gently at first. Testing. Tasting.
His lips moved like he had all night, all year, all the time in the world. The kiss wasn’t rushed. It was deliberate. Controlled. The kind of kiss that warned: I don’t just want you — I plan to ruin you.

I melted into him, into that slow heat, my hands curling into his shirt like I was already falling.

His hands moved lower, rough palms gliding over my waist, then anchoring on my hips. He gripped hard, possessive — fingers digging in like he needed to brand me. Then he squeezed my ass with a groan, dragging me flush against him. I gasped at the heat pressed against me — hard, huge, throbbing beneath his zipper.

I could feel every inch. Every thick, unrelenting inch.

Mark wasn’t small. But Dean… Dean was built to break a woman open.

“You’re not wearing anything underneath,” he murmured, voice rasping across my mouth.

“No,” I whispered, trembling.

His grin was pure sin. “Good girl.”

My knees buckled.

He took his time peeling the dress off — no tearing, no frenzy. Just slow, reverent unwrapping, like every inch of skin was something sacred. The fabric slid down my body, inch by inch, until it pooled around my ankles. And then I stood naked before him — flushed, slick, and shaking.

Dean stepped back, breath hitching as his eyes drank me in.

“Fuck, Julia.”

And then he dropped to his knees.

The first touch of his mouth made me cry out — a soft, shocked sound. His tongue moved with purpose, slow and sure, licking long, wet strokes up my center before sealing over my clit. He devoured me like a man starved, hands gripping my thighs to keep me spread, to keep me vulnerable. I tangled my fingers in his hair, moaning as he licked and sucked and circled, relentless and unhurried.

I came fast — helpless, clenching, grinding into his mouth with a sharp cry. But he didn’t stop.

His tongue coaxed another wave from me, then another, until I was panting, twitching, slick and overstimulated.

Only when I finally pushed at his shoulders, trembling, did he rise. His eyes burned as he stood, undoing his belt one-handed. His pants hit the floor, and God — I stared.

Thick. Dark. Veined. His cock jutted forward, the tip wet and glistening.

“Still want this?” he asked, voice low, wrecked.

I nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want it,” I whispered.

Dean crawled onto the bed, his body caging mine. He pressed the head of his cock to my entrance, teasing, stretching me open just barely.

I was soaked. But he was big. So big.

He watched my face as he pushed in, inch by slow inch, claiming me. The stretch burned, but I craved it. Welcomed it. My breath caught as he sank deeper, until he was buried to the hilt, filling me like no one ever had.

“It’s not just sex,” he whispered against my throat. “It’s mine. You’re mine tonight.”

He moved — slow, deep strokes that filled me completely, each thrust dragging against every sensitive spot inside me. I gasped, nails clawing at his back, my body arching to meet his rhythm. The bed creaked beneath us. Skin slapped skin in the quiet room. It was obscene. Perfect.

“Look at you,” he groaned, hips rolling. “Letting another man stretch you while your husband waits at home.”

Shame and lust collided inside me, hotter than fire.

“I bet he’s stroking his little cock right now,” Dean rasped, “wondering what I’m doing to his wife.”

I moaned — filthy, needy. My legs wrapped tighter around his waist.

He leaned down, kissed me again — tongue slow, coaxing, claiming — then growled against my lips:

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to tonight.”

“You,” I gasped. “Yours. It’s yours.”

That broke something in him.

His thrusts turned rougher, deeper. He fucked me like he meant it, like he couldn’t help it, like he needed to leave a part of himself inside me. I came again, crying out as the second orgasm tore through me, body clenching tight around him.

Dean cursed, hips stuttering. And then he came — deep, raw, no condom, no hesitation. He groaned into my neck, spilling inside me, holding himself deep while I trembled beneath him.

We stayed like that, tangled in sweat and sin, his cum leaking slowly from between my thighs.

Eventually, he rolled to the side, breathing hard. For a while, neither of us spoke.

Then, low and certain, he said, “You’re going to want this again.”

I didn’t answer.

Because I already did.



When I got home, Mark was still awake. He lay in bed — silent, unmoving. Waiting.

I stood in the doorway, wrapped in guilt and something darker.

Dean’s scent still clung to my skin. My thighs were sticky. My lips, swollen from his mouth. My body, thoroughly used.

Mark didn’t ask.

He just looked at me, eyes dark.

“Did you like it?” he asked quietly.

I nodded. “I did.”

His breath caught. “Did he… come inside you?”

“Yes.”

He groaned — a soft, broken sound. His hand slid beneath the covers.

I didn’t stop him.

I crawled onto the bed beside him, laid on my side, and watched.

Watched the way his hand moved faster as I whispered Dean’s name. Watched his eyes flutter closed when I said, “He wants to see me again.”

Mark came hard — hips jerking under the blanket, face twisting in pleasure and pain.

He never touched me.

He didn’t have to.

One week after the hotel night with Dean, everything shifted — but the unraveling started long before that.

Mark used to be possessive.
In the early years of our marriage, he gripped me like property. Watched me like a guard dog. He used to fuck me hard and call it love. Used to say no one else would ever get a taste of me, not while he was breathing.

Until I caught him cheating.

Until the lie cracked the mirror we’d both been pretending to live inside.
He wept. He begged. He said he didn’t know why. That he was scared of how much he needed me.

But I didn’t scream.

I didn’t fall apart.

I just made something very clear:
He gave up the right to own me.

And if he wanted to stay, he would have to learn what it meant to kneel.
To obey.
To watch.

Dean didn’t come out of nowhere.

To be honest, It was never about replacing Mark.
It was about finding the part of me he’d stopped recognizing.
Dean found it without asking.

I met him at a gallery opening downtown — all sharp jaw, stillness, and that quiet hunger most men try to hide.
He didn’t try to impress me.
He just watched me like he already knew how I’d sound when I came.

One night, a drink turned into a dare.
A dare turned into a hotel room.
And that hotel room… broke whatever was left of my marriage.

I left that hotel ruined and radiant — and Mark never stood a chance after that.

The shift was obvious. Mark couldn’t meet my eyes while he was inside me.

His hands were gentle — too gentle. Once, he used to grip me like he was afraid I’d leave. Now, he touched me like I might break if he held too tight.
Maybe I already had.

He still said all the right things. That he was proud. That watching me take another man’s cum had made him harder than he’d ever been in his life. That I was brave. That I was his fantasy come to life.

But I saw the truth in his softness.
In the way his thrusts didn’t push deep.
In the way he lingered outside me instead of inside.
Like he was afraid of what he might find.

I didn’t speak.
Just closed my eyes.

And let him fuck me quietly, like he always did.

But in my mind…
I was somewhere else.

I was bent over a hotel bed, lips bruised from Dean’s kiss, thighs sticky from his release. I was full. Fucked. Mark was inside me, but my body — my soul — was still with Dean.

That ache didn’t leave me.

So, the next morning, I gave in.

me: “He couldn’t stop shaking when I told him you didn’t pull out.”
Dean: “Told you. He wasn’t ready for the real thing.”
me: “I am.”
Dean: “Then come back. This time… don’t ask.”

I didn’t ask.
I lied.

I told Mark I had lunch plans. A friend from college. Wine. Shopping. We wouldn’t be long.

He kissed my forehead. Smiled.

“Good girl.”

Something twisted in my stomach.

Guilt?
No.
Hunger.



The second time wasn’t tender. It wasn’t gentle. It was claiming.

Dean didn’t undress me.
He didn’t speak.
He didn’t even close the door.

He bent me over the arm of his couch the moment I stepped inside, one hand on my back, the other shoving my dress up to my waist. He didn’t check if I was wet. Didn’t tease or coax or prep.

He just spit on his cock, spread me open, and slammed in — raw.

I gasped. The stretch was immediate, painful, perfect. My nails clawed at the cushion. My body locked up at the burn.

And then I moaned — loud and aching.

Because it felt so fucking good to be taken like that.
No foreplay.
No questions.
No pretending.

Just a man using a married pussy like he owned it.

“This pussy,” Dean growled, driving in harder, “was made for cheating.”

My whole body convulsed. I came hard — embarrassingly fast — sobbing into the fabric as he pounded me from behind. But he didn’t stop. He gripped my throat, pulled me back against his chest, and whispered against my ear:

“Bet your little husband still thinks he’s in control.”

I didn’t reply.
I couldn’t.

Because it wasn’t just sex anymore.
Dean didn’t just fuck me.
He marked me.
Made me feel like everything that came before him had been practice.



Hours later, I came home.

My hair still smelled like his cologne.
My thighs were sticky with his cum.
I hadn’t even cleaned up — not really. I wanted to carry it home.

Mark was already in the kitchen. He smiled. Kissed me. I flinched.

Not from guilt.
From the memory of Dean’s cock pulsing inside me.

Mark paused. He tasted the wine on my lips.

“Lunch was fun?” he asked.

I smiled sweetly. “Yeah. Really fun.”



That night, Mark wanted to please me.

He always did. That was his role. His pleasure came second. Always had.

He went down on me slow, reverent, lips soft, tongue deliberate. But something changed. Halfway through, he paused. Brow furrowed. His mouth stilled.

I wasn’t fresh.

Not completely.

He hesitated. Eyes lifted to mine. There was a flicker of something in his expression.

Not lust.
Not curiosity.
Not pride.

Doubt.

But he didn’t stop.

He dove back in — slower now, deeper. Like he had something to prove. Like he could erase the scent of another man from between my thighs with enough devotion.

And I let him.

I came for him.
Not from him.
For him.

Whispering a name that wasn’t his.

He didn’t flinch.

Or maybe he did — somewhere I couldn’t see.

Because he didn’t try to fuck me afterward. Just curled into me, breathing shallow. Like a man trying to hold together a world that was already coming apart.



Later that night, I texted Dean.

me: “He didn’t even ask.”
Dean: “Told you. You’ve got him trained.”
me: “He tasted you on me.”
Dean: “And still worshipped your pussy?”
me: “Yeah.”
Dean: “Then next time… bring him.”



I haven’t told Mark yet.
But I think he knows.

I see it in the way he watches me now.
The questions he doesn’t ask.
The permission he doesn’t need to give.

And I think…
part of him wants it.

Wants to watch.

Wants to break.

Wants to watch me take Dean in front of him — wide and wet and wrecked — and know there’s no going back.

And I’m soaked just thinking about it.

Three weeks after my first night with Dean

Mark said he was ready.

He’d been quiet for days — not cold. Not withdrawn. Just watching me. Like he knew I’d crossed a line. Like he wanted me to confess it — needed me to.

So I did.

I told him everything.
That I’d seen Dean again.
That I hadn’t asked.
That I hadn’t wanted to ask.

I told him how Dean hadn’t waited. How he’d bent me over the couch the second I walked in. How it burned going in. How I still moaned anyway.

How he came inside me. Again.

And how I wasn’t sorry.

I waited for the fallout.
A slap. A scream. Tears. Something.

Mark swallowed hard. His hands clenched in his lap.

And then he said, softly:
“Next time… I want to watch.”

My breath caught. “You sure?”

“No,” he whispered. “But I need to see it. I need to… know.”

So I made the arrangements.



The hotel suite was the same.
Same linen scent. Same dim lighting. Same bed that still haunted my dreams.

But this time…
Mark walked in beside me.

Dean was already there — shirtless, barefoot, drink in hand, the king in his den. He didn’t smile. Just looked at Mark with unreadable eyes and nodded.

“Evening.”

Mark stiffened. “Dean.”
His voice cracked like a boy’s. I could feel the tension radiating off him. A mix of fear, rage, arousal… humiliation.

Dean turned to me.
“You ready, sweetheart?”

My voice failed. I nodded.

“Then undress.”

Right there. In front of both of them.

I stepped out of my heels first. Slowly. Then reached behind and unzipped the tight black dress that hugged every curve. It slid off my shoulders, down my hips, puddling at my feet. I stood before them naked — exposed — nipples peaked, thighs already slick.

Mark didn’t move.

Dean did.

He walked over, slid a hand around my waist, pulled me close. Then he kissed me — deep, wet, claiming — his tongue invading my mouth while my husband sat just feet away.

I glanced back.
Mark’s jaw was tight. His knuckles white where they gripped the arms of the chair.

But he didn’t speak.
He didn’t move.

So I kissed Dean back harder.

Dean’s hands dropped to my ass, squeezing roughly, possessively, and then he shoved me backward onto the bed. My legs parted instinctively. He knelt between them and dove in — tongue greedy, fingers brutal, licking me like I was something stolen.

I cried out, hips lifting. My thighs shook.
Mark flinched at the sound.

Dean moaned into me. “God, I forgot how sweet this pussy is.”
Then he turned his head, looked straight at Mark.
“Your man’s lucky I’m sharing.”

He stood, towering over me, and unzipped his jeans.

His cock sprang free — thick, dark, veined, hard enough to hurt. Mark made a sound, soft and strangled.

Dean didn’t even look at me.

He just said, “On your knees.”

I obeyed. Crawled forward. Took him into my mouth slowly, worshipfully. He filled my throat, and I gagged on the stretch — spit dripping down my chin. I looked up as I sucked, eyes glazed, and met Mark’s.

He was pale. Silent. Eyes glassy. His hand pressed hard against the bulge in his jeans.

He was hard. He was wrecked.

And it made me wetter.

Dean yanked me up, spun me around, and bent me over the edge of the bed.

“Gonna fuck you now,” he said — loud, clear — for Mark to hear.
“Let him see what you really need.”

And then he slammed into me.

I screamed. Every time felt like the first. Like my body wasn’t built to take him — but did anyway.

He fucked me slow at first. Letting Mark see it all. The way my body stretched around him. The way my mouth hung open in helpless gasps. The way I shook. Then he sped up. Each thrust obscene. Skin slapping. My ass jiggling. My moans uncontrollable.

Dean gripped my hair and pulled me up. “Talk to him,” he growled in my ear.

“Tell your husband who’s fucking you.”

I turned my head. Met Mark’s eyes.

“He is,” I said, panting. “Dean’s fucking me, baby. Not you.”

Mark let out a sound I’d never heard from him before. A strangled, cracked sob that broke into a moan.

He was shaking.

Dean flipped me onto my back, shoved my knees to my chest, and fucked me deeper. Rougher. His cock hit something inside me that made my vision white out.

I screamed.

I didn’t care. I wanted Mark to hear it.
To feel it.

“I’m gonna fill you,” Dean grunted, breath ragged. “Right in front of him.”

Mark’s lips parted. No sound came out.

“I want it,” I moaned, louder this time. “Please, Dean. Give it to me.”

And he did.
With a groan like thunder, Dean buried himself to the hilt and came.
Hot. Deep. Endless.

I came with him.
Tears in my eyes.
Legs shaking.
My body a ruin.



We lay tangled on the bed, my thighs sticky with him. He pulled out slowly. I didn’t close my legs. Didn’t hide.

Mark sat motionless in the chair, watching. He looked like something sacred had just been shattered in front of him.

I met his eyes.

He tried to speak. His voice cracked. “Was it… better?”

I didn’t answer.

Because the truth was already written across my body.

And he’d seen it all.

That was the moment it landed.
Not guilt.
Not shame.

Regret.

But not in me.

In him.

One week after the night he watched,

I still hadn’t touched my husband.

And more importantly — he hadn’t touched me.

Not really.

Not even when I let my towel slip in front of him, water still dripping down my chest.
Not when I slid into bed wearing the sheer white tank he used to love — the one that made his breath catch and his cock twitch with just a glance.
Not when I brushed against him in the kitchen, nipples brushing his arm like an invitation.

He didn’t flinch.
Didn’t speak.
Didn’t reach.

He kissed my shoulder at night like it was routine. Held me loosely in the mornings like I was a ghost in our bed.

And when he did look at me… it wasn’t with anger.
Not even with pain.

It was worse.

He looked defeated.

Like he’d finally realized I wasn’t his anymore.

And maybe that should’ve scared me.

But all it did… was make me wet.



Thursday night, I said it out loud.

“Dean invited me over again.”

Mark was on the couch, phone in hand. He didn’t look up right away.
Just blinked. “Oh.”

That was it.

No follow-up. No questions. No fight.

Just oh.

I waited.

Still, nothing.

So I filled in the silence.

“You don’t want me to go.”

Mark looked up slowly. His eyes were bloodshot, tired, bruised with something heavier than jealousy.

“I want you to want me again,” he said quietly.

Then after a long breath:

“But you don’t.”

I didn’t lie.

“Not the same way.”

He didn’t look surprised.

Just nodded.

And that night, I went to Dean.



No dress.
No heels.
No perfume.

Just a long black coat over bare skin and the pulse between my legs that wouldn’t stop throbbing.

Dean opened the door already shirtless, like he knew.

He didn’t kiss me. Didn’t speak.

He just grabbed my coat and yanked it off my shoulders — eyes running down my naked body like it was his right — and shoved me backward until my ass hit the cold edge of his kitchen counter.

I gasped from the chill, but I didn’t resist.

He grabbed a bottle of unopened red wine, pushed it out of the way, and bent me over the stone slab like I was dessert.

Then he spit in his hand, coated his cock, and drove into me with one slow, brutal thrust.

I screamed — half pain, half pleasure — arms bracing against the counter, body arching at the stretch.

There was no prep. No foreplay.
Just need.

Dean’s hand tangled in my hair, yanked my head back. His other hand shoved two fingers into my mouth.

“Suck.”

I did — moaning around them as he pounded into me from behind, hips slapping mine with punishing rhythm. Each thrust knocked the air out of me. The counter rattled under my hands.

Dean’s voice was a growl against my ear.

“Your husband can’t do this to you.”

Slap — his hand cracked across my ass.

“He lets you get ruined because he knows he can’t compete.”

Slap.

“He kisses your mouth after I cum down your throat.”

I moaned — helpless, feral.
My pussy clenched around him and I came — loud, raw, shaking — tears burning the corners of my eyes.

Dean didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, relentless, dragging another orgasm from me until I collapsed against the counter, legs trembling.

Then he pulled me up by the throat, spun me around, and shoved his cock into my mouth, slick with me. I choked on him, eyes watering, body still twitching.

When he came again — this time inside me — it was with a roar and a fistful of my hair.

I came again just from the feel of it.



When I got home, Mark was waiting on the couch.

Still dressed. Still awake.
Like he couldn’t sleep until he knew.

He didn’t speak when he saw the coat.
Didn’t ask why my legs were bare.
Why my thighs were streaked with red handprints.
Why I winced when I sat down beside him.

He just looked at me.

So long. So quietly.
Like I wasn’t the woman he married anymore.

“Did he… inside you again?” he asked finally, voice barely a whisper.

I nodded. Slowly.

Mark’s throat worked like he was swallowing something sharp.
His eyes dropped to my thighs.

Then — almost broken:

“Was I better? Even once?”

I didn’t answer.

Not right away.

Instead, I leaned in.
Pressed my mouth to his.

Soft. Slow.

Let him taste what was left of Dean still lingering on my tongue.

He whimpered — body twitching.
His cock was already rock hard beneath his jeans, pressing up, seeking friction that would never come.

And that’s when it hit me.

He didn’t want it to stop.

Not the cheating.
Not the pain.
Not the shame.

He wanted to feel it. All of it.

He wanted to suffer.

He wanted to watch.

So I leaned closer.

Whispered in his ear:

“Next time… you’re going to undress me for him.”

Mark trembled. Froze.

But he didn’t say no.
Didn’t argue.
Didn’t ask why.

He just nodded. Once. Slowly.

And then…

He came.

In his jeans.

Without a single touch.

A month since the first night. Everything had changed.

We were back in the hotel suite — the same low light humming across silk walls, the same untouched glasses sweating on the table, the same oversized bed that had stopped feeling like a setting and started feeling like a stage.

Dean sat shirtless in the armchair, forearms resting lazily on the sides like a king watching a ritual. His chest gleamed under the golden lamp, the steady rhythm of his breath calm and assured. He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

Mark stood behind me.

His hands hovered at the small of my back, fingertips barely grazing the top of the zipper. I felt the tremble in them — not nerves, not quite. Something quieter. Resignation. A man undressing the woman he once thought was his, knowing she belonged to someone else now.

The silence was a fourth presence. Heavy. Watching.

Dean broke it.

“Go slow. I want to watch you savor this.”

Mark’s breath caught. I felt it — the pause, the ache behind it.
Then his fingers moved again. Down. Down. The zipper lowered with the faintest sound, each inch exposing more skin, more truth.

The dress slackened. Fell to my hips. I didn’t help it. Didn’t move.

I let it slide off me like a second skin, let it pool at my heels.

I was naked beneath it — no bra, no panties, no perfume. I didn’t need enhancements anymore. Dean didn’t want decoration. He wanted me.

Dean’s voice again, low and indulgent:

“You’re leaking already.”

I was. My thighs slick, my pussy pulsing — open with anticipation, throbbing from nothing more than the way Mark’s hands shook and Dean’s eyes held me.

Mark saw it, too. I heard the quiet exhale behind me. The shame in it. The arousal.

I turned my head slightly.

“Undo my bra.”

His hands came up. Clumsy. Reverent. He fumbled the clasp twice before it gave. The straps slipped forward. I stepped out of it, letting it fall between us.

I was bare.

And I didn’t feel vulnerable.

I felt claimed.

Dean rose from the chair.

Slow. Deliberate. Not a man walking — a man approaching. The weight of his presence dropped the temperature of the room and raised every hair on my body.

He stopped in front of me.

So close. So tall. So completely sure.

“Kiss her neck,” he said — to Mark.

Mark froze.

Then leaned in. His lips brushed just below my ear — soft, hesitant, still loving me in the only way he could. His breath stuttered.

Dean’s eyes never left mine.

“Now step back.”

And Mark did.

Dean kissed me next — no hesitation. His mouth was heat and hunger, his tongue possessive, his hand around my throat firm enough to make me gasp. My knees nearly buckled from the force of it. He caught me like he always did.

“Get on the bed.”

I climbed on, heart pounding, skin flushed. I lay back, legs closed, breathing shallow.

Dean didn’t dive in.

He took his time. Fingers brushing the inside of my thighs, barely touching my folds. Circling my entrance, feeling the slick that waited there for him.

He looked over his shoulder at Mark.

“Come here.”

Mark stood slowly. He was hard — visibly straining behind his jeans. But he didn’t touch himself.

Dean took my ankle, raised my leg, and spread me wide — exposing everything.

“Hold her.”

Mark hesitated.

“Mark…” I whispered. “Please.”

That broke him.

He stepped closer, kneeling beside me, arms sliding under my shoulders. He held me — cradled me — as Dean dropped between my thighs.

Then licked.

Long. Slow. Possessive.

Dean moaned into me like he missed the taste. Like my pussy belonged on his tongue. He circled my clit in tight spirals, then sucked — sharp and rhythmic, fingers curling inside me one at a time.

Mark felt me shake in his arms. Felt my hips buck. Heard the wet, obscene sounds between my thighs.

“God…” I whimpered. “He’s so good…”

Dean lifted his mouth, his fingers still moving.

“Tell him who owns this cunt.”

Mark’s arms tensed. His forehead dropped to mine.

I looked into his eyes.

“You do,” I whispered to Dean.

Dean smiled. “Good girl.”

Then he stood.

Unbuckled his belt. Undid his jeans.

And pulled his cock free — thick, veined, dark and leaking.

Mark’s breath hitched. His eyes locked on it. Frozen.

Dean climbed over me, his cock pressed to my entrance.

And then — slow, steady, merciless — he pushed in.

I gasped. It was always too much. Always perfect.

“Jesus,” I moaned.

“Tight like the first time,” Dean grunted.

He started to move.

Deep. Deliberate.

Each thrust rolled through my body, jolted me in Mark’s arms.

Dean’s hips slammed forward. Harder. Deeper. My breath broke into little sobs, my fingers clutching Mark’s arm as Dean fucked me like I was his to ruin.

Mark’s cheek pressed to mine.

“You okay?” he whispered.

“It feels so good,” I cried.

Dean’s hands gripped my hips. His rhythm brutalized me in the best way — full and endless, until I came with a sound that was half-scream, half-surrender. My back arched. Mark kissed my temple as I moaned.

Dean didn’t slow.

“I’m gonna breed you in front of him.”

Mark whimpered.

“Yes— please— fill me— I want it—”

Dean came with a deep groan, his cock pulsing inside me, flooding me. The heat was instant. The stretch, the weight of it — I shook with it. My body swallowed every drop.

When he pulled out, it leaked immediately.

Warm. Thick. Mark saw it drip.

I held his gaze.

“Lick me clean.”

He didn’t hesitate.

He dropped to his knees. Buried his face between my legs.

Dean lit a cigarette.

And I lay back — legs open, skin flushed, cum dripping down my thighs, my husband’s mouth gentle and desperate between them.

I closed my eyes and smiled.

I had everything I wanted.

And I was never giving it up.

Five weeks since the first night.
And I was no longer who I’d been.

Not his wife.
Not just his wife.
Not in any way that mattered.

Something had shifted — not loud, not dramatic, just... permanently. The balance had tipped. The center had cracked. And now, we were just pretending.

Pretending to be whole.
Pretending not to feel the fractures splintering beneath the skin of our dinners and quiet evenings.

It was a Tuesday.

Mark was setting the table — pasta, red wine, candles flickering like we still had something worth softening.

He poured the wine. Lit the candles. Sat across from me like we hadn’t turned into strangers.

And I told him.

Flat. Calm. No build-up.

“There’s going to be another man Friday night.”
He froze mid-reach, the fork suspended halfway to the table.
“You mean… Dean?”
I met his eyes. Mark had never been the best listener.
“No. I said another man. Dean’s bringing him.”
The silence stretched.

So quiet I could hear the wine settle back into my glass when I set it down.

Mark stared.
Then blinked.
Once.

“You’re not even asking me anymore.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not.”

Another pause.

Then he nodded.

One small, resigned motion.

And ate his dinner.

We didn’t speak of it again.

Not over dinner.
Not in bed.
Not even when our knees touched under the covers and I felt him stiffen beside me like a man trapped inside a life he couldn’t leave — or reclaim.

He didn’t ask who the new man was.
Didn’t ask what he’d do to me.
Didn’t ask if I’d beg.

And I didn’t offer anything.

But that night…
I caught him.

The bathroom door was ajar — just enough.
The light spilled out across the hallway, and with it, the sound.

Low. Guttural. Desperate.

I paused.

He didn’t see me.

He was bent over the counter, one hand planted hard on the marble like it was the only thing keeping him upright. The other gripped his cock — pumping it rough and fast, like he hated himself for needing it.

His chest heaved. His eyes were squeezed shut. His mouth worked in silence — then in whispers.

“She’s not even mine anymore…”
“Fucking slut…”

His voice cracked on the last word, filled with shame and arousal and something shattered underneath.

I stood there.

Still.

Watching.

And the longer I did, the wetter I got.

Not just from the sight of him touching himself — but from the power of it. The contradiction. That even now, even broken, even knowing... he was still obsessed with what I was becoming.

He was mourning me.

And jerking off to me in the same breath.

I watched his hand move faster — his shoulders tense, his thighs trembling. I watched the way his face twisted in pain right before pleasure overtook him. His cum hit the sink in silent ropes as he choked out a moan.

He never noticed me.

Never knew I’d been standing there.

Smiling.

Soaking through my panties.

And when he finally slumped forward, panting, forehead pressed to the mirror…

I turned.

Walked back down the hall.

And climbed into bed — wet, throbbing, and more powerful than I had ever felt in my life.



Friday Night.

Dean opened the door already shirtless — sweat gleaming across his chest, his scent hitting me like a punch: cedar, heat, something primal.

My heart thudded.

My pussy clenched.

Mark followed behind me, silent, eyes downcast like a man on his way to confession.

Dean didn’t say a word. Just pulled me into a kiss — all tongue and teeth, his hands on my ass, his cock hard against my stomach. He owned me the second the door shut.

But the other man… he watched.

He was taller than Dean. Leaner. Black too. Still wearing his suit jacket, tie loosened, like he’d come straight from a boardroom and stepped into a room designed for sin. His jaw was sharp, eyes darker.

He looked me over like inventory.

“So this is the famous Julia,” he said. “I see what the fuss is about.”

Dean turned, voice casual.

“Ethan — meet Mark. Her husband.”

Ethan raised a brow. No handshake. No apology.

Just a smirk.

“Nice of you to share.”

Mark nodded, barely audible. He looked pale. Hollowed out.

I didn’t wait.

I turned to Dean, fingers already hooked into his belt, voice low with need.
“I want it. Now.”

His mouth curved into a knowing smirk.
“Someone’s eager.”

“You have no idea.”

They undressed me like they’d been waiting all night for the moment. Like they’d earned it.
Dean tugged my top over my head, his gaze dropping immediately to my chest — watching my breasts bounce free, hungry eyes dragging over every inch. Ethan knelt before me, slow and deliberate, unzipping my skirt, letting it whisper down my thighs, his knuckles brushing the soft skin inside them like a question. Like a dare.

I stood bare between them — breath shallow, pulse hammering.

Ethan let out a low whistle.
“She’s already soaked.”

Dean’s voice dropped to a growl.
“She always is. She lives in this heat now.”

Mark was silent in the corner — his presence like a crack in glass. Frozen. Watching.
Hands clenched into fists. Jaw tight.
His jeans couldn’t hide how hard he was.
His eyes locked on mine, torn between rage and ruin.

But I didn’t stop.
I didn’t even flinch.

Dean took my hand. Ethan guided me toward the bed. One on either side of me — Dean’s kiss crashing into my mouth, Ethan’s teeth catching my neck. Their hands explored like they knew my map by heart — squeezing, spreading, claiming. I felt like a body turned into an altar. Worshiped and used.

Ethan moved between my legs first. I felt his breath, hot against me, before his tongue — slow, deep, deliberate.
“The prettiest cunt I’ve ever seen,” he murmured. “Still aching for me, huh?”

His tongue moved with wicked certainty. Fingers joined it — two, then three — curling just right, dragging moans from me like confessions.
Dean knelt beside me, guiding his cock to my lips, his hand tightening in my hair as I opened for him eagerly. I moaned around him, throat full, lips stretched. Spit dripped from the corner of my mouth as he began to move.

The pleasure built fast, sharp, overwhelming. I came with a cry, full-bodied and breathless — but they weren’t done. Not even close.

Dean pulled me up, turned me, bent me over the bed.
Ethan stood in front of me again, stroking his cock, watching my mouth part in anticipation.

Dean pushed into me from behind — thick, deep, unrelenting.
I gasped, the stretch blinding.
Ethan held my chin, cock pressing to my lips.
“Open up, sweet thing. You know what to do.”

I took him.

And they took me.

Dean buried in my cunt, Ethan sliding down my throat. My body writhed between them, helpless and ravenous, dripping and desperate. My sounds were choked moans and gurgled gasps, tears brimming from sheer intensity. My skin flushed, my limbs trembled — I was being used like they owned every part of me.

I gagged. I came again. My eyes fluttered, rolling back.

And Mark watched.

Still in the corner.

One hand now stroking his cock through his jeans, the other white-knuckled at his side. His face a warzone of lust, jealousy, humiliation. Desire.

Dean grunted, his rhythm faltering. He looked over his shoulder, locking eyes with Mark.
“You gonna just sit there and watch us breed your girl again?”

Mark didn’t answer.

But I did.

“Yes,” I moaned, voice broken. “Please. I want it.”

Dean thrust harder, rougher — his grip bruising my hips.
Then he pulled out, letting Ethan take his place.

Ethan slid inside with a hiss of satisfaction.
“Fuck… she’s still tight,” he growled, driving deep with a brutal rhythm.
“He didn’t fuck the fire out of you yet?”

“Never,” I gasped.

He owned me — hips slamming, cock relentless — and when I shattered again, it was with his name on my tongue.

Dean returned — thrusting into me again, thick and wet from my own slick and his friend’s. His breath came ragged, animalistic. His growl turned guttural when he came — deep, hard, hot — his release flooding me with a primal weight.

My legs buckled beneath me. I collapsed forward, panting, eyes unfocused. My thighs trembled. Cum leaked out of me in hot streams, dripping to the sheets.

Dean stepped back, watching his work.

Ethan lit a cigarette. Poured himself a drink.

And finally — finally — Mark moved.

He stepped toward the bed. His face cracked open with something that wasn’t quite rage, wasn’t quite grief.

“I didn’t think it would feel like this,” he said softly.

I turned my head toward him, body ruined, heart steady.

“Like what?” I asked.

“Like I lost you.”

I smiled, quiet and final.

“You did.”

Then I spread my legs wider, cum still dripping from between them, soaking the sheets beneath me.

Mark sat back down.

And watched.

The morning after I let two men fuck me while he watched, I woke up sore.

Stretched. Satisfied.
And wrapped in the kind of calm that only follows total surrender.

The hotel suite was still. Dim, golden with early light sneaking through the curtains. The sheets around me reeked of sweat, sex, and men — the kind of scent that didn’t just cling to skin but imprinted itself onto memory. My thighs were tacky, the inside of one still faintly crusted with the milky slick Dean left inside me. I could’ve gotten up. I could’ve cleaned myself. But I didn’t.

I wanted to feel it.

To keep it.

To let the ache between my legs throb like a heartbeat — a reminder that I’d been taken, used, filled. That I’d chosen it. That he’d watched.

I turned slowly.

Mark was at the edge of the bed.

Fully dressed. Motionless. His shoulders stiff, spine rigid. He wasn’t looking at me — just staring straight ahead, hands curled around the hem of his shirt like it was the only thing anchoring him to the earth.

I said nothing at first. Just watched him. Watched the quiet unraveling of a man who once ruled me with his voice, his touch, his confidence.

“You didn’t sleep,” I said softly.

He didn’t move.
“You didn’t look at me after.”

I pushed myself up on my elbows. My body ached in every delicious place it had been claimed. I could feel the dull heat of the bruises Dean left on my hips, the sting of Ethan’s teeth on my neck. I could still taste him in my throat.

“What did you want me to say?” I asked, not unkindly.

He turned finally.

His eyes were glassy. Red-rimmed.

“That I was enough. That you still wanted me.”

I didn’t answer.

Because I didn’t lie anymore.

Mark stood slowly, like his body was heavier than it had been yesterday. He stepped closer — just one step at a time — until he was at my side. Then he knelt. At the bed. At me.

His voice broke.
“Let me prove I still have a place.”

I looked down at him — this man I once thought I would only ever kneel for.
Now quiet. Vulnerable. Waiting.

“You want to serve?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Then clean me.”

His breath hitched.

I leaned back, spread my thighs wide. The evidence of last night was all there — smeared across my skin, dried at the edges, glistening deeper where I was still slick, still raw from being used. The scent was thick — my arousal and theirs, mingled into something unmistakable.

He hesitated — not with disgust. With awe.

And then he leaned in.

His tongue touched the inside of my thigh first — hesitant, reverent — tracing upward with slow, trembling strokes. He moved like a penitent man at a holy altar, not a husband. Like someone trying to earn back what was already gone.

He licked around me first. Soft, cautious, like I might flinch.

Then over me.
Then in.

I moaned softly. Let my fingers slide into his hair.

“All of it,” I whispered. “Every drop.”

And he did. Even when his breath caught at the taste. Even when the tang of another man coated his tongue. Even when I whispered Dean’s name into the silence above him, just to watch his hands tremble.

He didn’t stop.

And when I came — slow, quaking, quiet — he held still and took it. Let it soak his lips. Swallowed it down.

When I looked down, his eyes were closed.

Not with shame.

With peace.



Later, in the shower, he asked me if I still loved him.

Not while looking at me. Just a question into the steam.
“Do you still love me?”

I pressed close behind him. Kissed the side of his neck.

“I don’t need to stop loving you,” I whispered, “to stop belonging to you.”

He was silent for a long time. Let the water run over his face like he hoped it would drown the ache in his chest.

Then he turned.

And his voice was barely a whisper.
“Then let me belong to you.”

I kissed him again.

This time it wasn’t soft.

It was hunger. Hunger for surrender, for reversal, for something that might grow in the ash of what we used to be.



That night, I made him lie on the bed. Naked. Still.

I rode my toy in front of him, slow and deliberate, until my thighs quivered and the sheets beneath me were soaked. I touched my clit with two fingers, whispering soft moans, watching him stare like he was starving.

He asked if he could touch himself.

I told him no.

His hands fisted in the sheets, his jaw clenched so hard I thought it might crack. He didn’t look away once.

And when I finally let him suck the toy — wet from me, warm from my body — he moaned like it hurt.

And came untouched. Messy. Gasping.

It wasn’t humiliation anymore.

It was devotion.

Two weeks after Dean and Ethan bred me, I didn’t tell Mark who was coming over.

I didn’t need to anymore.

He had already lit the candles, uncorked the wine, and turned the bedsheets down with reverent hands. The room smelled like sandalwood and red fruit. Not for me. For whoever was coming to take me.

Mark didn’t ask questions now. He just obeyed.

When I told him to go upstairs and wait — corner of the room, naked, silent, watching — he went. No hesitation.

He didn’t ask if it would be Dean.

Or Ethan.

Or someone new.

He didn’t ask if it would be one man… or two.

Because it didn’t matter anymore.

Mark was no longer the man who made decisions in this house. He was the one who watched the door open. Who listened to the quiet creak of the floors when I let someone else in. Who waited in a corner and learned — day by day, moan by moan — that what we had was over. Transformed.

He doesn’t own me.
Not anymore.

The man who came tonight was new.

I’d seen him once — across a low-lit bar, corner seat, bourbon in hand.
He watched me like a man who wanted to ask permission to misbehave.
I gave him one look. One smile.
That was all it took.

We didn’t speak much that night.
But he followed my instructions precisely when I messaged him later.
The time. The place.
What to bring.
What not to expect.

He never asked why.
He only asked if my husband would be there.
I told him: He always is.

And this cute specimen?
Young. Bold. Early 20s.
Typical Gen Z — full of cocky energy and soft rebellion.
White, with lean muscle under a fitted black t-shirt — the kind of body shaped by motion, not mirrors.


His jeans clung to narrow hips, and the thick line of his cock pressed against the denim with a quiet kind of arrogance.
He moved like a man who knew exactly what to do with it — easy, unhurried, aware.
Confident. Curious. Completely mine for the night.

He said his name when I opened the door, but I didn’t hold on to it.

He wasn’t here to be remembered.

He was here to fuck me.

And Mark?

He was here to witness what he lost.

We didn’t rush. There was no hurry.

I let the stranger kiss me in the kitchen — let his mouth explore without resistance, his hands dragging over my waist with practiced ease. His fingers slipped beneath my dress, warm palms gliding over my skin, his thumbs brushing across my nipples through the thin lace of my bra. A shiver rippled through me, but I didn’t break the kiss.

He pushed me gently against the counter, crowding into my space like he belonged there, like I was already his.

“You’re wet already,” he murmured against my jaw, voice thick with something between wonder and pride.

I smiled — slow and knowing.
“You’ll see why.”

Upstairs, the room was warm. Dim. The kind of low light that turned sweat into gold and shadows into permission.

Mark knelt in the corner.

Exactly where I’d left him.
Naked. Silent.
Spine straight. Eyes wide. Lips slightly parted like he’d forgotten how to breathe.

His gaze snapped to the door the moment we entered. I watched the tension ripple through him — not rage, not jealousy. Hunger. Pain. Worship.
The storm of a man watching his own undoing play out in candlelight.

“You want him to watch?” the man asked me, his voice a husky whisper as he slid the straps of my dress down my shoulders, his fingers skimming my skin like he wanted to memorize every inch.

I nodded, slowly, as my dress slid to the floor in a quiet rustle.

“He has to,” I said.

“Why?”

I turned, caught Mark’s eyes across the room.
“Because he thought he could handle this. And he can’t.”

Then I looked back at the man in front of me — this beautiful stranger with sharp eyes and patient hands — and took his hand in mine.
“But I can.”

I led him to the bed.

He undressed quickly, stripping down with the urgency of someone who hadn’t yet learned to hide hunger.

His cock was already hard — thick and flushed, standing proud against his toned stomach like it had been waiting hours to be inside someone. Inside me.

There was a youthful arrogance in the way it pulsed, unashamed of how ready he was. Like his body didn’t know how to lie yet.

I didn’t touch it.

I let it throb in the open while I climbed into his lap — slow, deliberate — letting him feel the weight of the moment before I even took him inside me.

Then I straddled his hips with the kind of confidence only a woman owns after she’s stopped asking permission — the slow certainty of someone who knows exactly what she needs… and exactly how to take it.

The candlelight flickered, catching the sweat rising across my skin. I held him in my hand, thick and hard, and guided him to me. I sank down inch by inch, letting him fill me — deeper, wider — until I was stretched and gasping, my thighs shaking from the fullness.

My head fell back. A sound escaped my throat — something between a moan and a whispered prayer.

And behind me, I heard it.

Mark’s breath.

A sharp, broken hitch — like it hurt him to watch.
Which, of course, was the point.

“You’re dripping already,” the man beneath me whispered, eyes fixed on my face.

I turned toward the corner. Met Mark’s gaze.
“Because he’s watching.”

Then I moved.

Slow at first. Letting the stretch bloom into pleasure, letting his cock find that rhythm that made me lose language. I rode him hard — hips rolling, grinding, claiming — my hands braced on his chest, my moans raw and unfiltered.

Not for show.
Not for him.
For me.

He fucked me from below like he wanted to wreck me — sharp, deep thrusts that left bruises I’d wear proudly for days. My body shuddered, opened, offered itself. I let my head fall forward, my hair curtaining around us like I was alone with him… but I wasn’t.

Mark was still watching.

Still kneeling.

His cock heavy and untouched. His mouth slack. His whole world unraveling from across the room.

And I?
I came.

Hard. Fast. Twice. My body didn’t need to be seduced anymore — it responded to power, to eyes that begged, to the sensation of being worshiped and ruined in equal measure.

When the stranger came, it was with a sharp grunt and one final thrust — deep, hot, flooding. He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t apologize. He spilled into me like it was his right.

And then he leaned back against the pillows, exhaling a satisfied breath, pressing a kiss to my shoulder like a signature scrawled across the skin he’d just marked.

I slid off him slowly. My thighs trembling. His cum already running in warm trails down the inside of my legs.

My body felt stretched, open, sated.

Radiant.

I didn’t look at Mark.

I walked to him.

Naked. Glowing. Wet.

He looked up at me from his knees.

Mouth parted.
Eyes glossy with unshed tears.

I cupped his jaw. Let my thumb run across his bottom lip, slow and light — like a promise he didn’t deserve.

“You still want to serve me?” I asked softly.

He nodded. Just once.

“Then start here.”

I stepped closer. Lifted one leg over his shoulder. Pressed my still-dripping cunt to his face.

And he obeyed.

His mouth opened with desperation and reverence, his tongue meeting my folds like he was drinking in divinity. He licked slowly, methodically — tasting everything. His nose pressed against me, breath hot, tongue wide and deep.

He didn’t flinch.

Not when I gripped his hair tighter.
Not when I trembled again.
Not when the taste of another man’s cum spread across his tongue.

He just licked.

Devoted.

Thorough.

I came again — softly this time, a slow ripple that made my legs shake and my fingers dig into his scalp.

He didn’t stop until every drop was gone.

Until I decided he was finished.

And when I looked down at him — this man who used to swear no one else would ever touch me — I didn’t feel pity.

I felt power.

Pleasure.

Peace.


?? Confession #2: He thought he could handle it. He was wrong.

Lena, 37| Married to Daniel, 38| Austin, Texas



I’ve been married for nine years. Three weeks ago, I finally let someone else fuck me.

I still remember the way Daniel said it. Like a dare. Like a man testing the limits of what he could endure just to keep a place in the fantasy he no longer controlled.

“If it turns you on… I can handle it.”

We were tangled in the sheets, breathless and damp, our legs knotted, skin flushed, our bodies still humming from the high of fucking. The air was thick with sweat and sex and something heavier that neither of us dared name. I had just whispered the fantasy again — that one — but this time, I didn’t cover it up with a nervous laugh or a change of subject.

Because I didn’t want to take it back.

And deep down, Daniel knew it.

It started soft. Curious. A slow unraveling over whispered midnight confessions. Him asking whose face flashed in my mind when I came alone. Me asking if he’d ever imagined watching me — legs spread, lips parted, another man between my thighs. A man bigger. Darker. One who didn’t ask. One who took.

He always said yes.

And then, the next time he fucked me, his hands would grip tighter, his pace would sharpen. His kisses would bruise.

Like every word we spoke in the dark was bleeding into our bodies.

The man’s name was Andre.

Tall. Black. Mid-40s. His presence didn’t scream — it smoldered. The kind of man who didn’t need to speak to command a room, because he already knew how easily women bent beneath him. Stillness lived in his shoulders. Power in the way he waited.

We met for drinks. Once. Then coffee. Then I told Daniel.

“He wants me.”

His eyes darkened. His mouth stayed still, but I could see the question burning in his throat.

“Do you want him?”

I didn’t answer.

But silence is its own confession. And mine was deafening.

I wore black. Low-cut, no back, no bra, no panties. The kind of dress that made promises in every angle and exposed just enough to make those promises impossible to ignore. I stood in front of the mirror and made Daniel zip it. His fingers trembled against my spine. His cock pressed against the curve of my ass, already hard.

“He’s going to fuck you tonight,” he whispered.

“I know.”

Andre answered the hotel door shirtless, barefoot, like he’d just stepped out of a dream and into inevitability. His eyes dragged over me — slowly, intentionally — and when they landed between my legs, something wicked passed across his face.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

He just stepped forward, gripped my hips like I belonged to him already, and pulled me into a kiss that didn’t request permission — it devoured. His tongue parted my lips, slow and deep, tasting me like he’d earned the right. One of his hands slid up the back of my thigh, under the dress, fingers finding bare skin, then slick heat.

“No panties?” he murmured, lips brushing mine.

“My husband picked the dress,” I said, barely above a breath.

He laughed, low and amused. Then kissed me again, harder.

I don’t remember the moment the dress came off — only how it felt when he pushed inside me.

The sound I made was loud. Uncontrolled. Not polite. Not ladylike. It wasn’t sweet. It was primal. Raw. My body stretched wide around him, the burn deep and sharp and perfect.

He didn’t ask if it hurt.

He didn’t wait for my body to adjust.

He just fucked me.

Hard.

Deep.

Like I didn’t wear a ring. Like Daniel didn’t exist. Like I had walked into his world, not the other way around.

His cock owned me in a way I hadn’t known I was waiting for. He drove into me with thick, relentless strokes, holding my thighs open as my breath stuttered and my fingers clawed at the sheets. My eyes rolled back. My moans broke apart mid-word. When I came, it was sharp and violent, the kind of climax that left me twitching, gasping, wordless.

He didn’t slow.

He flipped me onto my stomach, dragged my hips up, and slid back in like my cunt had been made for him.

He fisted my hair in one hand and used the other to pin my wrists to the bed.

Then came the words.

Filthy. Cruel. True.

“You were made to be fucked like this.”
“You’re too tight for your husband.”
“He jerks off thinking about this, doesn’t he?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “He does.”

The second orgasm crept in before I could brace for it — triggered by his voice, by the shame, by the unrelenting stretch of his cock pumping into me with no pause, no condom, no mercy. I came with a cry. Shaking. Dripping. Owned.

And when he spilled inside me — deep, full, claiming me with one last brutal thrust — I could only collapse forward, gasping into the sheets, stretched wide and flooded with him.

I didn’t clean up.

I pulled the dress over my raw skin, left my underwear behind, and texted Daniel from the elevator.

It’s done.
I’ll be home in twenty.
I’m full of him.

When I stepped through the bedroom door, Daniel was sitting on the edge of the bed. Shirtless. Still. His cock was hard under thin cotton shorts, and his eyes flicked up the moment he saw me — my hair mussed, my lipstick smeared, the skin of my thighs still shining.

“Did it feel good?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Did you let him come inside you?”

I didn’t answer.

I just stepped closer, slid the dress off my shoulders, let it fall to the floor.

Then I climbed onto the bed, laid back, and spread my legs. Let the mess leak out of me. Slow. Sticky. Unapologetic.

He stared.

And for the first time, I saw it — not just arousal.

Not jealousy.

Regret.

Just a flicker.
Gone almost as fast as it came.

Then he fell to his knees.
Crawled forward.
Voice shaking.

“Let me taste you.”

And I let him.

Two weeks after the first night with Andre

I thought we’d talk about it more.

I thought he’d have questions.

But Daniel said almost nothing after that first night — just small things. Soft yes or no answers. He didn’t ask what Andre’s cum felt like inside me. He didn’t ask how many times I came.

He just kept watching me like he didn’t know who I was anymore.

And maybe… I didn’t either.



It was a Tuesday night when I first noticed it in his eyes.

We were in bed, the lights low, and I was riding him — slow, grinding, using him for my own rhythm.

And he just stared up at me.

Not with hunger.

Not even with heat.

But with this aching quiet.

Like he was holding something in his chest he didn’t know how to say.

“You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” he asked suddenly.

I didn’t stop moving.

“A little.”

He swallowed.

“Are you gonna see him again?”

I looked him right in the eye.

And said, “Yes.”



He didn’t protest.

Didn’t ask for details.

Just stared at the ceiling while I fucked him harder, faster — chasing my own orgasm like I didn’t need him to give it to me anymore.

And when I came, moaning into the dark, he held me like he didn’t know whether to love me or let me go.



The Second Night with Andre

It wasn’t just different.
It was a shift. A realignment.
Like my body had remembered something ancient, and this night was its return to truth.

I didn’t knock.

I didn’t text from the hallway.

I walked straight into that hotel room like I owned it — like he did. And when Andre turned toward me, shirt open, chest bare, bourbon still in his hand, he looked at me like he’d already fucked me ten different ways in his head.

He was right.

His kiss wasn’t hungry. It was claiming. A slow drag of lips, tongue, breath.
Then he stepped back and pulled my dress down in one fluid motion, no patience, no words — just possession.

“You wore this for me?” he asked, his fingers brushing the straps as they fell.

“I didn’t wear anything else for you,” I whispered.

He stared.
Then smiled — wicked, dark.

“Get on the bed.”

There was no hesitation.
No shy glances or second thoughts.

The bed was cold beneath me, but I barely noticed. My skin burned with anticipation.

Andre didn’t undress like a man in a hurry. He peeled off his belt, his pants, like he knew I was watching every movement. Every shadow of his body catching in the warm light, sculpting him into something savage.

And then he was on me — not gentle, not slow. His tongue lashed against my clit before I could even breathe his name. One thick finger slid inside me, then another, then another.

“You’re wetter than before,” he growled. “Your pussy missed me.”

My answer was a cry that cracked through the ceiling.
And he didn’t stop.

He sucked and stroked and watched my body spasm beneath him like he was proud of the tremble in my thighs, the shake in my voice, the way I begged without words.

When he finally stood, when he finally freed himself and shoved into me in one brutal, glorious thrust — I didn’t gasp.

I groaned.
Deep.
Open.

Like I’d been empty without him.

His hand slid up my chest, fingers curling around my throat just enough to make me feel owned, but not enough to take me away from the moment. The other pinned my leg up high, spreading me wide as he fucked me into the headboard, each stroke a declaration.

“You know who you belong to?” he asked, voice rough.

I moaned. “Yes.”

He fucked harder.

“Say it.”

“You,” I gasped. “Only you.”

He came with a roar that sounded like it had been trapped in his lungs since the first night.
And he didn’t pull out.

He stayed.
Throbbing.
Leaking.
Filling me up like it was his mark, his message, his way of saying mine.



The door clicked behind me like a gavel.
Final. Inevitable.

Daniel was waiting. Not in the bed. Not by the light.
Just… there. In the quiet.

His eyes locked onto me like he’d heard the sex through the walls of his soul.

I didn’t speak.

I let my keys hit the floor. My heels follow.
The dress slid off like it had been waiting to escape.

No panties. No bra. Just the raw scent of Andre between my thighs — musky, masculine, still dripping down my inner leg.

Daniel’s breath caught.

“Did he… come in you again?”

My silence was answer enough.

I climbed onto the bed slowly, knees wide, lips parted — Andre’s cum still slick between them. Still inside me.

Daniel looked broken.
Like a man unraveling.

But he didn’t leave.

He didn’t yell.

He crawled. Toward the bed. Toward me.

He looked up — eyes glassy, jaw tight.

“What am I to you now?”

I tilted my head. Let the moment hang like smoke between us. Then I said it:

“The man who gets my leftovers.”

It landed like a punch.
And still… he didn’t flinch.

He moved closer.
Opened his mouth.

And licked.

Licked me like he needed to taste the other man’s claim.
Licked me like he could find himself in the heat and slick and ache of what was left behind.

I grabbed his hair.
Held him there.
Made him work for it.

And he did — tongue desperate, breath trembling, body shaking.

Maybe he cried.
I don’t know.

But he cleaned me.
Properly.

Not just with his tongue, but with something desperate.
A devotion. A hunger.
He needed to erase the evidence, and in doing so, worshipped it.

His lips pressed into the folds still slick from Andre’s cum, and he moaned like it pained him — like it turned him on and tore him apart all at once.

I leaned back on my elbows, watching his tongue circle me slow, then fast, then slow again — trying to follow the rhythm of my breath, the twitch in my thighs, the way my hips started to roll against his face.

His nose brushed my clit.

He knew not to rush.
Not with me. Not like this.

He licked deeper, harder, until my whole body trembled — until Andre’s lingering heat ignited into something new, something mine.

I came again.

This time with a shudder that bent my spine, toes curled, a choked gasp that barely made it past my lips. It was raw — sharp — and it ripped through me like I’d been holding it in since the car ride over.

Daniel didn’t stop. Not even then.

He held my thighs open while I twitched, kept his mouth buried like he’d found purpose in tasting my sin, in being the vessel for it, the after.

He drank it like it was holy.

And maybe for him, it was.

When I finally pushed him back, my legs shaking, he looked up at me with eyes glazed and lips wet — his face a mess of love and need and surrender.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

I smiled.

And said nothing.

Because he didn’t need words anymore.
He just needed what I gave him:

Andre’s essence.

Three nights before my third time with Andre  

I didn’t ask if he wanted to be there.
Consent was no longer a question.
Only presence. Submission. Use.

“I want you to help me get ready,” I said.

Daniel froze mid-step, caught like a deer who sensed the gun had already gone off.

“For tonight?” His voice cracked, hope and dread tangled in the space between words.

“Yes.”

He stared at me — not just at me, but into something.
Something he once thought was love.
Now twisted into worship and need and punishment.

There was nothing to decode.
No subtext.
Not anymore.

I moved with purpose — slow, deliberate — and laid the lingerie across the bed. A whisper of black lace, fine mesh, delicate straps that framed more than they covered.

Daniel had once called this set “dangerous.”

He didn’t say it again.

He didn’t dare.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hands trembling in his lap, eyes glued to the fabric like it might burn him if he looked too long.

I stood in front of him and undressed with the same ease I’d given Andre the night before. There was no modesty. No seduction.

Just instruction.

I stepped into the thong, the lace kissing my hips, riding high between my cheeks. The bra snapped into place with a soft click, sheer enough to tease every inch of nipple through the delicate fabric. I turned to the mirror, adjusted the straps, checked the way my breasts lifted, framed by sin and intention.

“Tight enough?” I asked, keeping my eyes on his reflection.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice dry.

I bent at the waist, tugged the thong a fraction higher, letting the movement push my ass out — watching the way his breath stilled, his pupils dilated. I knew what he saw: a woman already taken, already filled in memory, already aching for more.

And I felt the shift in the room.

The tension.

The ache.

The power.

“Kneel,” I said, without turning around.

Silence.

A beat.

Then: “Daniel. Kneel.”

The soft thud of his knees hitting the carpet was almost reverent.

I stepped back, so close now he could feel the heat radiating from the soaked strip of lace between my thighs. He tilted his head up instinctively, breathing it in — helpless, addicted.

But I didn’t touch him.

I just let him exist in the space between need and denial.

“You’re not going to fuck me,” I said, my voice calm, cold.
“But you’re going to make sure I’m ready for the man who will.”

His whole body tensed.

His jaw locked.

But his eyes… they stayed soft. Obedient. And his nod — barely perceptible — was all the permission I needed.

He leaned in and pressed his lips to the lace. Not kissing for pleasure. Not even for hope.

It was worship.

A benediction.

A goodbye.

Then I pulled the thong to the side.

And let him taste what wasn’t his.

His tongue moved slow, tender, methodical. Like he didn’t want to miss a drop. Like he understood the privilege of being the man allowed to prepare me — for someone else.

I didn’t moan.

I didn’t move.

I just closed my eyes and let myself drift to Andre — his voice, his hands, the way he’d fuck the restraint out of me.

Daniel tasted that.

He tasted him.

And when I was wet enough, ready enough, ruined enough — I stepped back.

His mouth glistened.

His chest rose and fell in shallow gulps.

His erection strained in his pants, untouched, denied.

I stepped into my heels, adjusted the curve of my ass in the mirror, wiped his mouth with my thumb like I was cleaning off a pet.

“You’ll clean me again after,” I said, almost sweetly.

He nodded. Silent. Shaking.



The Uber was five minutes away.

I sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, ankles delicate in four-inch heels. My dress clung to me like it had been painted on — black, low-cut, high-slit — every inch of it designed to whisper “fuck me” the moment Andre opened the hotel door.

Daniel sat across from me, fully dressed, as if clothes could shield him from what he was watching.
But they didn’t.

His hands were clenched in his lap. His throat bobbed.

“Why do I let this happen?” he asked.

His voice was barely audible, like even he wasn’t sure if he wanted to know the answer.

I tilted my head.
Smiled.

“Because you can’t stop me.”

That was the truth.

And it hit him harder than anything else could have.

He looked up at me then, eyes glassy, mouth open like he wanted to protest — to fight, to crawl, to beg — but instead, he just whispered:

“I think I hate that I love it.”

I stood.

Smoothed the dress over my hips.
Checked my lipstick in the mirror — still perfect.

Then I walked to the door.

Opened it.

And without looking back, said:

“Good. That’s how it’s supposed to feel.”

And I left.

A week later….

The Reservation

The reservation had been set for weeks.

7:00 PM sharp — his favorite place. The one with linen-covered tables and candles in wine bottles, where the waiter remembered our names and always brought out the bottle Daniel loved without needing to ask.
We’d celebrated our anniversary there last year.
Quiet corner booth. Truffle pasta. His hand on mine.

Tonight, that same table waited again.

I told him I’d be late.
Didn’t say why.

Didn’t tell him I’d already skipped the makeup touch-up, didn’t slip on the heels he bought me for the occasion.
Didn’t tell him I was already dripping onto the floor of Andre’s suite.

At 6:55, when the maître d’ would’ve been lighting the candle at our table, I had one leg over Andre’s shoulder, the other hooked around his hip. He was fucking me against the floor-to-ceiling window, his cock so deep I could feel it in my throat.

City lights glittered beneath us. Anonymous. Watching.

My palms were flat to the glass. Skin fogging the pane. My dress was bunched at my waist, thong shoved aside — my bare ass pressed against the cold, expensive view.

Andre gripped my thighs like handles. His mouth left bruises on my chest.
His voice rough, teeth against my ear:
“You’re gonna miss your little date.”

“I don’t care,” I moaned.
Because I didn’t.

He drove into me harder, slamming deep with a growl, my cries bouncing off the windows like echoes from another life.

And when I came — legs trembling, muscles clenching — he didn’t stop.
Didn’t pull out.
Didn’t ask.

He gripped my hips, buried himself inside, and filled me up with a groan that made my cunt throb around him all over again.

Sticky. Spent. Sore.
I staggered into the Uber at 8:20.

Still full.
Still wet.

No panties.
No remorse.



Home

The door clicked shut behind me like punctuation.

Daniel was still on the couch — same shirt he’d worn this morning, top button undone, sleeves rolled to the elbows like he’d waited and waited, then waited some more.

The room was dim.

One candle burned low on the table, flickering beside two untouched glasses of wine.

He didn’t look at me.

“You smell like him,” he said.

I paused in the doorway, legs still damp, thighs still warm with Andre’s release. The silence between us felt dense — like it had weight, mass, sharp edges.

“I didn’t think you’d still be up,” I said, almost casually.

He laughed.
But it wasn’t humor. It was pain shaped like a sound.

“It’s my birthday, Lena.”

That should’ve been the moment.

The apology. The backtrack. The lie to soften the blow.

But I didn’t offer any of it.

Because all I could feel was the echo of Andre’s thrusts still in my hips.
All I could smell was sweat and sex and the faint sweetness of the wine I never showed up to drink.

I went to the bathroom to pee — and when I wiped, the tissue came back streaked with him.

I flushed.

Didn’t clean further.

Let the slickness cling.

Let it linger.



The Bedroom

The living room was empty when I came out.
But the light in the bedroom was on — dim and gold through the cracked door.

I pushed it open softly.

Daniel was on the bed.

Not asleep.

Sitting on the edge, pants undone, shirt still hanging off one shoulder. One hand wrapped around his cock, the other holding a small piece of lace between his fingers like a relic.

My thong.
The soaked one.

The one I’d stepped out of at the door and left there on purpose.

He didn’t hear me. Didn’t see me watching.

He was stroking himself slow, like it hurt. Like it wasn’t pleasure, but punishment.

“She moaned so loud…” he whispered to the dark.

“She didn’t even call. She just let him… fill her up…”

His voice broke.

But his hand didn’t stop.

“I’m not enough anymore…”

The words landed like cracks across a frozen lake — quiet, but final.

And then he came.

Fingers clenched, cum spilling across his fist as he collapsed back onto the bed, panting like he’d run miles just to make it to this heartbreak.

Ashamed.
Alone.
Still hard.

I didn’t interrupt.

Didn’t comfort.

I walked away — not out of cruelty, but because I had something else to finish.



The Bathroom (Again)

Back on the counter.

Back in front of the mirror.

Legs spread wide now, heels still on, knees trembling with residual heat.

I slipped two fingers between my folds — still so wet, so messy. I found the spot quickly, the one Andre had ruined just hours earlier, and pressed until I moaned.

This time, I whispered his name into my palm, lips brushing my knuckles like a kiss.

“Andre…”

I came hard — sharp, clenched, biting down on my lip as the orgasm rolled through me.

A solitary, defiant climax.

The sound of Daniel crying in the next room only made it sharper.

I didn’t feel guilty.

I felt powerful.

The Week After

He didn’t touch me for two days.

Didn’t kiss my cheek as he left for work.
Didn’t slide his hand across the small of my back as he passed behind me in the kitchen.
Didn’t even look at me long enough to register the space I still took up in his life.

It wasn’t anger.
It was emptiness.

A quiet vacancy, like something had been carved out of him and left bleeding in silence.

And maybe that’s exactly what I’d done.

He moved through the days like a man drifting — half-there, half-haunted. He still folded the laundry. Still watered the plants. Still brought home my favorite wine, though he left the bag on the counter and never said a word.

I didn’t apologize.

Because I couldn’t lie.



Thursday Night

He was sitting on the edge of the bed when I found him.

Still in his work clothes — slacks, dress shirt unbuttoned at the throat, tie loosened but not removed. His hands rested in his lap like they didn’t know what to hold anymore. His gaze stayed fixed on the floor, as if the weight of everything we weren’t saying had finally pulled it there.

I stood in the doorway wearing nothing but my robe.

Silk. Thin. The color of ash.
It clung when I walked, slipped off my shoulder when I tilted my head.
I wasn’t trying to seduce him.
But I knew what I looked like.

And I felt the heat of his eyes slide over me — slow, reverent, grieving.

Then he spoke.

“Lena… I don’t want this anymore.”

My breath caught.

The air changed.

“What do you mean?” I asked, though I already knew.

He didn’t raise his voice. Didn’t accuse.

He just whispered, eyes never rising from the floor:

“I can’t do this. I can’t keep watching you fall deeper into him.”

It should’ve gutted me.

But it didn’t.

Because even then — in that moment — I could feel the ache low in my belly.
The ghost of Andre’s fingers between my thighs.
The soreness still lingering from being used the way I liked.

I stepped into the room, and the silence throbbed between us.

“I can’t stop,” I said.

He flinched.

“No,” he said. “You won’t stop.”

I shook my head. Honest. Open.

“I can’t.”

And I meant it.

Even as he looked at me with quiet devastation.
Even as his lip trembled and his hands clenched.
Even as the love of my life sat on the edge of our bed and realized I didn’t belong to him anymore — not fully.

I was wet.

Right then. Right there.

My cunt ached with want.

His heart was breaking.

And I was soaked.



What Was Left

He looked up finally.

Eyes red. Voice thin.

“Do you still love me?”

I didn’t lie.

I walked to him.
Knelt between his legs.
Placed my palms on his thighs.

“Of course I do,” I whispered.

He nodded once, slow.

A breath. A fracture.

“Then just… please. Make me feel like I still matter.”

My hands moved without hesitation.

I unbuckled his belt.
Unzipped his pants.
Freed him from the confines of grief and restraint.

He was already hard.

Not because of me.
Not because of Andre.

Because of everything.

He was aroused by heartbreak. By surrender. By the desperate hope that maybe, just maybe, this was enough to keep me anchored.

I kissed the head of his cock — a soft, lingering press of lips.

He shivered.

Let out a breath that sounded like a man dying slowly.

I slid him into my mouth, inch by inch, careful, slow — not to tease, but to cherish.

One hand cradled his balls, the other gripped his thigh as I sucked him deep, wet, gentle.

There was no dominance in it. No game. No power.

Only grief.

Only care.

He buried his hand in my hair, not to guide — just to hold on.

I felt him swell. Felt the tension snap inside him.
He moaned like it hurt, and then he came — hot, fast, trembling — into my mouth.

I swallowed.
All of it.
Because that’s what you do when you love someone.

Even when you’re already gone.

I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, stood slowly, and turned away.



The Call

I didn’t look back.

Daniel was still on the bed, pants open, shirt wrinkled, tears unshed in his eyes.

I walked into the kitchen.
Bare feet.
Robes still loose.
The taste of him still warm on my tongue.

I climbed onto the counter.
Spread my legs slightly.
Let the cool air kiss what was still aching for more.

I picked up my phone.

Dialed.

“Hey,” I said, voice low, like sin.

Andre answered after one ring.

“You miss me already?” he asked.

“I’m soaked just thinking about what you did to me last time.”

He chuckled — dark, slow.

“You want more?”

“Yeah,” I breathed.

“When?”

I looked down the hall.
The bedroom door was cracked open.

Daniel hadn’t moved.

Still sitting. Still silent.

Still hoping.

“Now,” I said.

Two Hours Later

He hadn’t moved.

Two hours after I knelt between his legs, took him in my mouth, and gave him what he thought was closure — Daniel was still sitting on the edge of the bed.

Shirt rumpled.

Pants unzipped.

Soft now, resting heavy against his thigh like something forgotten. Useless.

His eyes had followed me down the hallway. Followed the slow sway of my hips beneath the silk robe. Watched me pour a glass of wine, wipe the lipstick from my mouth, adjust the tie at my waist like I was just settling into the evening.

Like his world hadn’t shifted off its axis.

Like his heart hadn’t just cracked wide open in my hands.

He didn’t know I’d already made the call.

That Andre was twenty minutes out.

That the man who’d pulled orgasms from me with nothing but a growl and a grip on my hips was already in the elevator, already thinking about what part of me he’d fuck first.



The Doorbell

I didn’t rush.

I sipped the wine slowly, watching the light catch on the rim of the glass.

When the bell rang, I dabbed at my lips again, adjusted the robe so the silk fell open just enough to tease the curve of one breast, the dip of my sternum. A hint of skin. A promise.

Then I opened the door.

Andre stood there in all his dark confidence — tailored jeans, fitted black tee, jaw clenched like he was already imagining me with my legs in the air.

His gaze raked down my body.

The parting of the robe.

The absence of anything beneath.

And then — his eyes lifted.

Past me.

Over my shoulder.

To the hallway.

The soft light under the bedroom door.

He didn’t have to ask.

But he did.

“He home?”

“Mhm,” I murmured, wine glass still in hand.

His mouth curved.

“You gonna let him listen?”

I didn’t answer.

Just turned.

Barefoot steps soft on hardwood.

Silk sliding off my shoulders as I walked away.

I let it fall to the floor halfway down the hall.

I didn’t look back to see if Daniel’s door cracked open further. I didn’t need to.

I wanted him to hear.



The Living Room

Andre had me on the couch like he owned it.

Like he owned me.

I was already on my back, knees parted, thighs exposed — my pussy pink, swollen, glistening.

He crouched between my legs, two fingers sliding through the mess I’d become.

“Already soaked,” he said, not even surprised. “He get you started?”

“He just needed to feel useful,” I whispered.

Andre smirked.

“Ready to be used for real now?”

I didn’t answer.

I just reached for him.

Guided the thick head of his cock to my entrance, still pulsing, still sensitive.

I gasped when he pushed in.

Slow. Stretching. Claiming.

No matter how many times I took him, it always felt like the first — like being split open on purpose.

I moaned louder.

Louder than I needed to.

Let the sound echo.

Let it travel.

So Daniel would hear what his wife had become.

“Fuck, yes…” I cried. “Right there— Deeper—”

Andre started moving, thrusting with the steady rhythm of a man who knew exactly what I needed — hips smacking, balls slapping, hands gripping my thighs like reins.

I didn’t hide any of it.

Every moan, every gasp, every whimper was deliberate.

Broadcast.

Because this wasn’t just fucking.

It was proof.

I came hard — fast and desperate — legs locking around his waist, mouth open in a scream I didn’t bother to silence.

But he wasn’t done.

He flipped me over like I weighed nothing, bent me over the armrest, and slid back in with a grunt that shook the frame.

He pulled my hair.

Bit my neck.

“You feel that?” he growled. “You feel me using you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck—yes—please—”

“You don’t belong to him.”

“No,” I gasped. “I don’t.”

“Who owns this pussy?”

“You do,” I whimpered. “You. Only you.”

That’s when I heard it.

The bed.

The creak.

The faint, telltale rustle of fabric and breath and shame.

Daniel.

Touching himself in the dark.

I clenched around Andre at the thought, another orgasm surging through me — raw, electric.

And when Andre came — deep and hot, grinding his hips into mine — I felt every throb, every pulse.

I dropped to my knees before he even stepped back, mouth open, ready to taste the evidence of what we’d done. I sucked him clean, my lips soft, my tongue lazy, letting every drop linger before swallowing.

When he zipped up and walked out, he didn’t say a word.

He didn’t need to.

He’d already said everything with his body.



The Bedroom

The robe was still on the floor.

The wine glass was half-empty on the table.

I walked back down the hall — slow, quiet.

The bedroom door was closed now.

But not locked.

I knocked once.

Didn’t wait.

Daniel was curled on the bed, eyes red, clothes still rumpled. He didn’t look up.

“You let me hear it,” he said.

His voice was hoarse.

“Yes.”

“On purpose.”

I sat beside him on the bed.

The silence between us was thick, hot, bitter.

“I needed you to hear what I am now.”

He turned toward me, slowly, like it hurt to move.

“You’re still my wife.”

I reached for his hand.

Took it gently.

Guided it between my thighs.

Still wet.
Still warm.
Still stretched.

He inhaled sharply as his fingers brushed the slickness — Andre’s cum mixed with mine, the raw truth of what had just happened.

“Daniel,” I whispered. “I’m his.”

The words didn’t echo — they landed.

Like a stone in water.
Rippling outward.
Sinking everything they touched.

He blinked, and tears spilled down his cheeks — silent, slow.

Not sobbing.
Not dramatic.

Just a man coming undone in the quietest, most helpless way.

I didn’t flinch.

Because I meant it.

His hand was still between my thighs, fingers resting against the mess Andre had left inside me. And he didn’t pull away.

He just… stayed.

Touching the place where I no longer belonged to him.

His palm trembled slightly as the wetness seeped between his fingers — thick and warm, still fresh.
Still sacred in the wrong way.

“He finished in you, didn’t he?”
I met his eyes.
“Yes.”
He shifted his hand slightly.
“It’s still there.”

“I know,” I smiled weakly.

My voice softened — not kind, just true.

“He always will be.”

His eyes squeezed shut.

He leaned forward suddenly, forehead pressed against my belly like he needed to feel skin, needed to feel something real.

“I don’t know how to let you go,” he choked.

My hand threaded into his hair — gentle, comforting.
Maybe cruel.

“Then don’t,” I said. “Just stay here. In what’s left.”

He looked up, red-eyed and broken.

“This… this hurts.”

I smiled, slow.

“I know. It’s supposed to.”

Because pain was all that tethered him now.
Pain, and memory, and the ghost of what I used to be for him.

But that woman was gone.

And I didn’t apologize for her absence.

He leaned in, lower, lips brushing the top of my thigh.

Not with lust.

With grief.

And reverence.

And then he kissed me.

Right there — softly.
On the slick folds of a pussy still dripping with the evidence of another man.

His tongue flicked out, barely a taste.

And he shuddered.

I didn’t stop him.

I let him worship what he’d lost.

Not to give him hope — but to remind him that he’d never have it again.

His mouth opened wider.
More urgent.
More desperate.

As if maybe he could lick away the betrayal, or drink it down like wine.

But every flick of his tongue was another confession:
He knew this was all that was left for him.
The after. The ruin.
The echo.

I leaned back on my hands, thighs wide, robe falling off my shoulders, letting him feast on what used to be his and now belonged to someone else entirely.

And as he licked me clean — slow, aching, devoted — I closed my eyes.

And whispered the name he wasn’t.

“Andre…”

Daniel paused.

I felt the heartbreak in the way his breath caught against my skin.

But he didn’t stop.

Because this was the only way he knew how to love me now.

With his mouth full of someone else’s claim.

The Next Morning

He didn’t speak.

Not when I handed him his coffee.
Not when I made eggs.
Not when I kissed his cheek with my hair still damp and my thighs still tender from what Andre had done to me the night before.

The scent of him still lingered on my skin — salt, sweat, sex.
Daniel didn’t ask.
He didn’t need to.

He looked… emptied.
Not furious. Not fragile.

Just gone, in that quiet, irreversible way.

Like something had finally broken inside him.
And he didn’t know yet if it was grief or release.

We didn’t talk all day.
Bare exchanges. A glance. A nod. Dishes done, trash taken out. Life still going.

But the shape of us had changed.



That Night

I was on the couch, knees tucked beneath me, scrolling my phone. Still damp from the bath, a loose T-shirt hanging off one shoulder. No bra. No panties.

Comfortable. Bare. Unconcerned.

He stood in the hallway, watching.

Silent.

Then he said it — flat, simple:

“I don’t think I’m your husband anymore.”

I didn’t move.

“Why not?”

He swallowed. Hands loose at his sides.

“Because husbands are supposed to be chosen. Desired. Yours.”

“You are,” I said. Soft. Even.

He shook his head — not angry, just tired.

“No. You love me, maybe. But your body doesn’t even pause for me anymore. You don’t hesitate when it’s him. You don’t even pretend.”

He walked to the chair across from me. Sat slowly. Eyes dull.

“You used to look at me like I was enough,” he said. “Now you just… let me stand there while someone else uses you.”

I didn’t defend it.

Because it wasn’t a lie.

He ran a hand through his hair, frustration in the motion. But his voice stayed level. Fraying at the edges, but never raised.

“I jerk off in secret now,” he said. “Not to porn. Not to memories of you.”

He exhaled.

“To you—with him. To the sounds you make. To the way you moan like you’ll die if he stops.”

His voice cracked.

“And when I cum… I feel nothing. Just shame.”

I held his gaze.

Then he asked:

“Why does that make me hard?”



The Silence That Followed

It hit harder than anything else he’d said.

That confession.

That question.

And suddenly the room changed — thick, humming with tension neither of us wanted to name out loud.

I could feel it.

My nipples tightening beneath the fabric of my shirt.
The slow heat blooming low in my belly.
That familiar wet pulse between my thighs — automatic.

His pain turned me on.

Not because it was cruel.
Because it was real.

Because it meant I still had him — just in a different way.



I stood.

He didn’t.

I crossed the space between us, climbed into his lap, knees pressed to either side of his hips. My thighs brushed his jeans.

He was already hard.

Throbbing against me.

Not from touch.
From everything else.

I leaned close, lips barely grazing his ear.

“You want me to stop?”

His breath stuttered. But he said nothing.

“Want me to say no the next time Andre wants me?”

Silence again.

I pulled back to meet his eyes — wide, glassy, unfocused.

“Say it, Daniel. Say you want me to stop.”

He opened his mouth.
Closed it.

His eyes dropped to my mouth.
Then to my chest.
Then to where the hem of my shirt barely covered anything at all.

I felt his cock twitch beneath me.

And for a second, I almost pitied him.

Almost.

I kissed his cheek — the same one I’d kissed that morning.

Then I slid off his lap.



The Texts

I picked up my phone.

Typed.

me:
“He’s home. But I’m wet again.”

The reply came fast.

Andre:
“Want me to fix that?”

me:
“Always.”

I glanced back.

Daniel sat on the couch, still hard, still silent.

Still watching me.

His chest rose, then fell.

One slow breath.

I saw it in his face — that flicker of something that used to be will.

That belief that maybe I’d come back to him one day.

That flicker?

It died when I said:

“I’ll leave the door open this time.”

He didn’t stop me.

Didn’t say my name.
Didn’t ask where I was going when I walked down the hall to unlock the front door.

He just stayed seated.

Hard.
Silent.
Watching me disappear.

He didn’t ask me to stay.

And maybe that was his way of trying to keep some dignity — letting me go instead of begging.

But I knew better.

He didn’t stop me because he couldn’t.
Not anymore.
Not after everything he’d seen, touched, tasted.



Andre was already halfway undressed when I let him in — shirt gone, belt undone, the look in his eyes as calm as ever. Like fucking someone else’s wife had become a routine.
And maybe it had.

He kissed me once — firm, confident — then turned me around.

Bent me over the kitchen table.

Our kitchen table.

The one where Daniel used to read the paper.
Where we ate Thai food on Fridays.
Where we’d once talked about baby names.

Now my chest pressed to the cool wood as Andre’s hands spread me open, thumbs pulling me wide.

He didn’t waste time.

Didn’t tease.

He shoved two fingers in — slow and deep — feeling how wet I already was.

“Still ready for me,” he muttered.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He pulled his cock out, thick and full, and slid it in without warning.
One smooth push.
One solid claim.

My gasp hit the cabinets.

The stretch — sharp.
Familiar.
Addictive.



And I moaned.

Not soft.
Not shy.
Not the kind of sound that could be ignored through a closed door.

I moaned like it hurt.
Like I’d missed it all day.
Like I wanted the man down the hall to hear just how deep Andre reached.

Because he was reaching.

Fucking me with purpose — no words, no hesitation — each thrust driving my hips into the table, every slap of skin a sentence Daniel couldn’t escape.

“Right there—fuck—yes—harder—”

My voice was shameless.

Unfiltered.

Because this time, I wasn’t holding anything back.

There was no more guilt.

No more second-guessing.

My regret was gone.

It had burned off somewhere between Daniel’s last confession and Andre’s first thrust.

And in its place — power.
Freedom.
Heat.



Andre gripped my hips tighter, fucking me like he didn’t care who I used to be.
Only who I was now.
His.

I came fast.

Loud.

Bent over the table that used to be for meals, now slick with sweat and slickness, the sound of my orgasm echoing down the hallway.



And Daniel?

He heard it.

He had to.

The wood creaked. My voice broke. The rhythm of Andre’s thrusts shook the table legs.

And I didn’t stop.

Not even when I felt my legs shaking, when Andre groaned and spilled himself inside me, thick and deep, like he was planting something that needed to take root.



When it was done, Andre stepped back.

Watched the way I dripped onto the floor.

Smirked. Zipped up.
No need for small talk.

He left like he always did — without apology.

I stood in the silence afterward.

No music.
No footsteps.
Just the low hum of the refrigerator and the drip of something slick hitting the tile between my feet.

I didn’t rush.

Didn’t reach for a towel.

Didn’t flinch as Andre’s cum slipped out of me — thick, warm, unmistakably fresh — and trailed slowly down the inside of my thigh.

I was naked.
Used.
Glowing.

Not in some fragile, feminine way. Not soft. Not dreamy.

But radiant — with ownership. With choice. With clarity.

The kind of glow you wear when you’ve stopped apologizing for who you are and what you need.



I didn’t bother to clean up.

Not because I forgot.

Because I wanted him to see.

I wanted Daniel to walk down the hall and find me like this — raw, open, still leaking from the man who wasn’t him.

I wanted him to feel what it meant when someone else had claimed the place he thought would always be his.

The space I’d once filled with warmth, and softness, and partnership…

Now occupied by something colder.
Sharper.
Truer.

Something he couldn’t compete with.

Would never reclaim.



I walked slowly back toward the bedroom — not covering myself. Letting the light catch the mess between my legs. Letting the scent of sex linger in the air like proof.

The hallway seemed longer than usual. Or maybe quieter.

But I knew he was still awake.
Still sitting in the dark.
Still hard.
Still hoping.

I paused at the edge of the bedroom door.

Not to knock.
Just to let the floor creak beneath my bare feet.

Let him know I was back.
Changed.

Not sorry.

Not his.



His regret had begun.

Right here.
Right now.
With the sound of my breathing. The shine on my skin. The wet trail on my inner thighs.

He’d feel it like a wound he couldn’t stop touching.
Like an ache that didn’t fade — only grew sharper the longer he ignored it.

And mine?

Mine was over.

Whatever had once made me hesitate — gone.

Whatever guilt I’d carried — burned off in the heat of Andre’s hands.
Whatever vows I once believed in — undone by the truth of what my body needed.

No confusion.

No pretending.

Just this.

Me.

Standing in his doorway, wrecked from another man, and not flinching.

He didn’t speak when I stepped into the room.

Just looked up.

Eyes adjusting to the hallway light behind me — catching the way it glowed off my skin, the way it framed the curve of my hips, the slick between my thighs.

I didn’t say anything either.

I didn’t need to.

The scent of Andre still hung in the air around me. Heavy. Animal. Undeniable.

It followed me in like perfume.
Except it wasn’t mine.

It was his.

And Daniel smelled it.

He saw it.

He felt the absence of who I used to be.

And then, finally—finally—he broke.

Not with a sob.

Not with a scream.

But a whisper:

“Can I kneel?”

I blinked once.

Not surprised.

Not shocked.

Just… still.

“You want to kneel?” I asked.

He nodded.

Eyes wet.
Voice tight.

“If I can’t have you… let me kneel for what’s left.”

I didn’t speak for a moment.

Just stood there. Letting him sit in that silence. In that ache.

Then I stepped forward. Slowly.

Closer. Until I was right in front of him.

Still naked.
Still marked.
Still used.

“Take off your shirt,” I said quietly.

He obeyed.

Fingers fumbling with buttons. Hands shaking.
He let the fabric fall to the floor.

“Now kneel.”

He slid off the bed with no hesitation this time.

His knees hit the floor.

Back straight.

Eyes lifted.

Waiting.

Wanting.

Broken.



I didn’t touch him.

I just let him look.

At the slick mess on my thighs.

At the redness between them.

At the soft drip that hadn’t stopped since Andre pulled out.

He inhaled slowly — through his nose — and his eyes fluttered shut like it hit too hard, too fast.

“Is this what you want?” I asked. Calm. Even.

He nodded.

Still kneeling.

Still hard in his pants.

“I want to serve you,” he said. “Even if you belong to someone else.”

I stepped closer.

Close enough that his mouth was level with what he was craving.

“Say it.”

He looked up at me.

And said it with no pride left:

“I want to be the one who cleans you. Every time. No matter who ruins you.”

My breath caught — not from emotion.

From the power.

Because this was it.

The end of what we were.

And the beginning of what we would now become.



I didn’t guide him.

I just let him lean in.

Tongue soft.
Reverent.
Slow.

He kissed me first — gently, like prayer.

Then he started to lick.

Small strokes.
Careful ones.

Like he was afraid he’d miss a drop of the man I now belonged to.

He moaned once. Quiet.

Like he hated that it turned him on.

And I watched him.

Watched my husband on his knees.

Tongue pressed between the lips of a cunt he didn’t own anymore.



When he was finished, I tilted his chin up.

He looked dazed.

Drained.

And still hard.

I didn’t kiss him.

I didn’t thank him.

I just whispered:

“Next time, he’ll fuck me in our bed.”

Daniel didn’t argue.

He just nodded.

And closed his eyes.


?? Confession #3: Every woman should discover her sexual strength

Priya, 35 | Married to Arjun, 36 | New Jersey suburb

It started in the kitchen.

No music. No wine. Just the sound of dishes clinking as I loaded the dishwasher, barefoot in an old t-shirt, hair still damp from the shower. The air smelled faintly of garlic and soap.

Arjun leaned against the counter, scrolling his phone with one hand, sipping black tea with the other — his nightly ritual after dinner.

“Can I ask you something weird?” he said, voice casual.

I glanced up. “Sure.”

He didn’t meet my eyes.

“Have you ever thought about… being with someone else?”

I froze, dish halfway to the rack.

“Like… cheating?”

He laughed, quick, nervous. “No, not cheating. I mean — with me knowing. With my permission. Us, choosing it.”

I stared at him.

That was the first time I felt it — not pain, not betrayal, but a shift. A tiny crack in the ground beneath us. The suggestion of something we’d never said out loud. Something dangerous.



That night, I couldn’t sleep.

Arjun dozed easily beside me, back turned, one hand resting on my thigh the way it always did when he dreamed. Steady. Familiar.

But I lay awake, mind buzzing.

Be with someone else.

The words replayed in my head, sharper every time.



The next morning, over coffee.

I asked him: “What made you say that last night?”

He hesitated, spoon stirring his cup long after the sugar had dissolved.

“I’ve been thinking about it for a while,” he said finally. “Reading stuff. Stories. Watching some videos.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean porn?”

“Yeah. But more than that.”

He leaned in, his voice dropping lower.

“I can’t stop imagining it. You… with another man. Stronger. Rougher. You telling me how good it felt.”

My cheeks heated instantly.

Not from shame. Not entirely.

Something darker. Something curious.

“And what? You just watch?” I asked softly.

He nodded. “Or hear about it. Or… maybe just know it happened.”

I couldn’t answer. My lips parted, but no words came.

Because even though it shocked me…

…I was wet.



I didn’t say yes.
I didn’t say no.

We didn’t bring it up again for a week.

But the thought didn’t leave me.
Not for a second.



Two Weeks Later

I told him something I hadn’t planned to say.

“There’s a guy at work.”

Arjun’s head lifted from his laptop. Alert. Focused.

“Yeah?”

“We talk sometimes. Nothing serious. But he flirts.”

His eyes narrowed slightly. “Do you like it?”

I hesitated. Then answered, honestly: “Yeah. A little.”

His laptop was forgotten. He leaned forward, eyes darkening, his whole body alert.

“Tell me more.”

So I did.

I told him how this guy — Ben, from product — always found an excuse to compliment my outfits. How his hand would brush my shoulder in the hallway. How, during a late night at the office, he looked at me just a little too long. Long enough that I had to look away.

When he prodded if I did have a thing for him, I admitted with a blush.

Arjun’s breathing changed.

I could see it in his sweatpants. He was getting hard.

“And what if I let him kiss me?” I whispered, cheeks flushed.

“God…” Arjun groaned, sliding his hand under the waistband.

“What if I didn’t stop him?”

I reached for his cock. My hand wrapped around him as he stroked faster, harder, eyes fixed on mine.

We came together on the couch — quick, messy, breathless.

Not to each other.

But to the image of me with someone else.



After

He held me tighter in bed that night. His arms wound around me like rope, pulling me close.

Almost like he was afraid I might drift too far.

I let him.

I let him believe he was enough to keep me anchored.

But when I closed my eyes…

It wasn’t Arjun I dreamed of.

It was Ben.


Flashback

When I first married Arjun, I stayed behind in India, in his joint family home. It was an arranged marriage — the kind everyone said was “safe” — and to my relief, we hit it off well. He wasn’t a bad husband. Patient. Calm. Gentle in bed, even if the sex was never wild. Decent. Predictable.

But in that house, nothing felt like it truly belonged to me. His mother ran everything — the meals, the conversations, the rhythm of our lives. Arjun didn’t challenge her, not really. He wasn’t spineless, but he wasn’t defiant either. He let her decisions stand. And I used to lie awake at night sometimes, wishing he would take my hand and say, Let’s go. Just us. Somewhere far from here.

Then, he did.

When Arjun got the job in New Jersey, I was delighted. Not just for the opportunity, but for the escape. For the chance to live with him in a space where every wall, every door, every bed was ours alone.

And that’s when things changed.

Life changed. Sex changed.

It was as if the distance from that suffocating household unlocked something in both of us. He wasn’t just patient anymore — he was curious. Exploratory. Willing to experiment in ways I hadn’t expected from the quiet man who used to sleep in his mother’s house.

His cock was small, yes — but responsive. And with time, I realized something else: he liked that it wasn’t enough for me. He had instincts I didn’t have a name for then, but do now. Cuckold instincts.

I didn’t have to guess for long. One night, I stumbled across his browser history. The porn was clear — men watching their wives being taken by others. Women moaning louder for strangers than they ever did for their husbands. I confronted him gently, teased him about it. He didn’t deny it. He blushed. And when I touched him afterward, his cock was harder than I’d ever felt it.

I should’ve been shocked. Instead, I felt something else.

Free.

Because if Arjun wanted this… maybe so did I.



At work, there was Ben.

Tall. Dark. Dishy in a way that made my stomach flip whenever he leaned too close. His compliments lingered. His glances stayed too long. And though nothing had happened between us, I knew I liked it.

One night, half-nervous and half-thrilled, I told Arjun.

“I think I have a little crush on Ben,” I admitted.

He looked at me — not angry, not jealous. Just intent. Listening.

And instead of guilt, I felt lighter.

For the first time in my marriage, I wasn’t hiding what I wanted.

I was saying it out loud.

And my husband — my small, patient, surprisingly open husband — wanted to hear more.

Two Days Later

The first time Ben touched me, it was nothing.

Just his hand on the small of my back as I squeezed past him in the hallway outside the design review room.

Light. Casual.

But it stayed there for just a moment too long.

And it made me ache between my legs for the rest of the day.

I told Arjun that night.

We were in bed, lights off, his hand resting on my hip like always, my leg thrown lazily over his.

“He touched me today.”

His fingers tensed against my skin.

“Ben?”

I nodded. “Just my back. But still.”

I could feel him get hard instantly.

“What’d it feel like?” he asked, voice low.

I hesitated. Then, truthfully:

“It felt like… he knew he could do more. If I let him.”

Arjun moaned softly, like the thought alone was enough. I reached into his shorts, curled my hand around his cock, stroked him until he was twitching in my palm.

We didn’t speak again.

We just breathed together — him, trembling at the edge; me, wet with the memory of Ben’s hand and the ache of what it hadn’t yet done.



The Next Week

I started wearing lipstick to work again.

Not much. Just a shade deeper. Just enough eyeliner to sharpen my gaze.

Just enough to be noticed.

Ben noticed.

“You’re glowing today,” he said with that half-smile that always felt a little dangerous. “New skincare routine? Or just… Friday energy?”

“Or maybe someone made me blush,” I teased, before I could stop myself.

His brow arched.

“Did I?”

I only shrugged. Walked away.

But I could feel his eyes follow me down the hall, heavy on my hips, my ass, the swing of my hair.

That night, I told Arjun everything.

How Ben leaned closer when we sat side by side in the product strategy meeting.
How his arm brushed mine when he reached for the marker at the whiteboard.
How his gaze lingered just a second too long when I bent to grab my bag.

“You let him do that?” Arjun asked. His voice wasn’t angry — it was hoarse, tight.

“I didn’t stop him,” I whispered.

His cock strained against his sweatpants before I even finished speaking.

I wrapped my lips around him, felt him swell against my tongue. He came fast, shaking, muffling a groan into the pillow.

And I came later — in the shower, my hand between my thighs, thinking not of my husband, but of Ben’s voice in my ear.



The First Real Touch

We were the last two in the office. Sprint planning wrap-up had gone long.

The room was too quiet, too dim, too filled with the hum of things left unsaid.

I gathered my laptop, ready to leave.

Ben stepped in front of me.

Close. Not touching. But close enough to make my pulse skip.

“You know I’ve been watching you,” he said, his voice deep, low, certain. “Right?”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

“I know,” I breathed.

He reached up, tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear.

His knuckles lingered. Brushed down the side of my neck. Across my collarbone. Paused at the inside of my elbow.

Nothing overt.

But intimate. Personal. Claiming.

I didn’t move. I didn’t speak.

But my body betrayed me.

I was wet.

And he knew.

“I’ll wait until you tell me yes,” he murmured. “But don’t wait too long. I don’t like pretending.”

Then he stepped aside, let me pass.

My legs were shaking the entire way home.



That Night

I couldn’t hold it in.

We were on the couch, a movie playing we weren’t watching.

“He touched me again,” I said quietly.

Arjun’s eyes flicked to mine. He was already hard.

“What did you do?”

“Nothing.” I leaned in, lips at his ear. “But I wanted to grab his hand. Guide it between my legs.”

Arjun whimpered. His breath stuttered, shallow.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” he whispered.

“No,” I said firmly.

I straddled him. Pulled his cock free. Slid down over him in one slow, aching stroke.

His eyes widened. His hands gripped my thighs.

And I rode him. Slow. Deep. My hips rolling, my breasts grazing his chest, my mouth parted in soft gasps.

But my mind wasn’t with him.

My mind was with Ben.

“Tell me who you’re thinking about,” Arjun choked, voice breaking under the weight of it.

I looked down at him, my body rocking against his, my pussy clenching around his small, desperate cock.

And I said it.

“Ben.”

Arjun moaned — guttural, broken. His eyes fluttered shut. His hips jerked.

He came before I did.

Hot. Fast. Weak.

I didn’t stop.

I chased mine anyway, grinding against him, taking what I needed, using his body while my mind was already elsewhere.

When it was over, he pulled me close. Held me tight.

But his arms felt different.

Not proud. Not protective.

Afraid.

Like he already knew he’d set something in motion he couldn’t stop.

One Week Later

It was raining that day.

Not a storm, not a downpour — just that soft, gray kind of rain that makes everything feel slower, heavier. The kind of rain that soaks you before you realize it, that blurs the edges of the world until it feels like you’re moving inside a dream.

We’d just finished a late planning call. The office was empty, lights buzzing faintly. Ben walked me toward the garage, holding an umbrella in one hand, his free palm brushing my lower back the way he always did.

That touch used to make me blush.

Now it made me ache.

“You’re tense,” he said, glancing sideways, voice casual but edged with something darker.

“Long day,” I murmured. “And you don’t help.”

His grin was quick, dangerous. “No? You don’t like being looked at?”

I stopped. Met his eyes.

“I like it too much,” I admitted.

That silence after — thick, charged, irreversible — was the moment I knew something had shifted.

Ben turned toward me fully.

One hand still holding the umbrella.
The other sliding to my hip, warm and steady.

“Then let me give you what you keep pretending you don’t want.”

I didn’t answer.

Because my body already had.



The Kiss

It started soft.

His lips brushed mine like a question, like he was testing how far I’d let him go.

I let him.

The second kiss was firmer — deliberate, claiming. His hand slid up my side, cupped my jaw, tilted my face so I couldn’t look anywhere but at him. The umbrella slipped from his grip, clattering to the wet pavement. Rain ran down my hair, my clothes, seeping into fabric and skin — but I didn’t care.

All I felt was him.

His tongue meeting mine. His thigh pushing between my legs. His body pressing me against the rough brick wall just beside the parking structure, the scrape of stone at my back making me gasp into his mouth.

I moaned. Helpless.

And when he finally pulled back, I realized my legs were shaking so hard I could barely stand.

“That’s what you’ve been thinking about, isn’t it?” he asked, voice low, confident.

I nodded. Silent. Aroused. Wrecked.

He smiled. That dangerous, satisfied curve of his lips. Then stepped back, like he knew he’d already won.



The Drive Home

I didn’t go home right away.

I sat in my car for fifteen minutes, thighs pressed together, heart racing, lips swollen and tender from his kiss. My reflection in the windshield looked wrong. Too raw. Too alive.

When I finally walked through the door, Arjun was on the couch, laptop open, glasses sliding down his nose.

He looked up at me. Paused.

“You okay?” he asked slowly.

I didn’t speak.

I just walked over. Sat down beside him. Straddled his lap without explanation.

No words. Just need.

His eyes widened as my damp shirt clung to my skin, as my breath came sharp and unsteady. He knew. He knew before I said a word.

“You kissed him,” he whispered.

I nodded.

His throat worked. “How far—?”

“Just my mouth,” I said softly.

Relief flickered across his face — quick, fragile. But it didn’t last.

“Did you like it?”

I kissed him. Slow. Deep. Let him taste the man I hadn’t washed away yet.

When I pulled back, I held his gaze.

“I wanted more.”



The Couch

His hands tightened on my hips like he couldn’t decide whether to hold me or push me away. His cock was already hard beneath me, straining against his jeans, betraying him.

He was torn — aroused beyond reason, and starting to break.

I moved against him, grinding down, letting him feel the damp heat between my thighs, the pulse that wasn’t his.

We didn’t undress fully. My panties were still clinging from the rain, his jeans only shoved low enough to free his cock. It was messy, frantic. I rode him hard, his eyes locked on mine, like if he looked away he’d lose me completely.

“God—” he groaned, hands clutching my waist.

I moaned too, but it wasn’t for him. Not really.

Because I could still taste Ben on my lips. Still feel his thigh pressed between mine.

We moved like it was desperate. Like we both needed to believe this was still ours.

But I knew the truth now.

Ben had changed something.

Something inside me.

And Arjun felt it.



After

I curled up against him when it was over, my head on his chest, my breath uneven.

He traced slow circles on my back, his hand gentle, like he didn’t know whether he was comforting me or himself.

His voice was soft. Barely there.

“Do you want him to fuck you?”

I didn’t answer.

Not right away.

I shifted instead, pressed my body closer to his, whispered against his skin:

“I don’t know if I want him to stop.”

And that was worse.

Because it was the truth.

It was a Wednesday.

Late.

The kind of late where the office feels like a ghost town — empty desks, the faint hum of air conditioning, monitors gone dark except for mine. I was finishing up notes for the product release, trying to convince myself I cared more about timelines than the ache between my legs that had been living there for weeks.

That’s when I heard his voice.

“Burning the midnight oil again?”

I turned.

Ben stood in the doorway of the glass conference room, jacket slung over one shoulder, shirt collar open, tie loose.

My smile came too easily. “Trying to get ahead of it.”

He stepped closer.

Close enough that I could smell him — cedar, something warm, faintly sweet. The scent I’d started to recognize as him. The scent that made my stomach twist and my thighs press together.

“Let me help,” he said.

I laughed lightly. “With a launch plan?”

His smile deepened. “With that tension you carry in your eyes every time I walk by.”

I didn’t reply. Couldn’t.

Because he was right.



The First Touch

He reached out — slow, deliberate — brushing the edge of my jaw with his fingertips. Down my neck. Pausing at my collarbone.

I shivered. Couldn’t stop it.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t.

So he stepped closer. His body now inches from mine, heat radiating. His hand slid lower, teasing the hem of my blouse, grazing just enough skin to make my breath hitch.

“Tell me this isn’t what you’ve been thinking about every night after your husband goes to sleep.”

I closed my eyes. My voice barely there.

“I don’t want you to stop.”

That was all he needed.



The Undoing

His lips found my neck — slow, deep, possessive kisses. The kind that left marks you had to hide. The kind that claimed.

Then his hand moved lower. Between my thighs.

At first it was just pressure over my slacks — his palm heavy, firm. A tease. Then more. His fingers tracing the line of me until I whimpered and pressed into his hand like I couldn’t help myself.

“You’re already wet,” he murmured against my skin.

I whimpered again.

“You’ve been wet for days,” he continued, unfastening my pants with maddening ease. “Every time I walk by. Every time I say your name. You clench, don’t you?”

I nodded, breath shallow.

Then his hand slipped inside.

Inside my pants. Inside my panties.

Fingertips brushing my lips. Sliding between them. Exploring me like he’d been rehearsing this for months.

“God, you’re soaked,” he groaned.

His thumb circled me gently, insistently. Then — one finger pressed in. Slow. Deep. Curling.

My knees nearly buckled.

“You’ve needed this, haven’t you?”

I bit down on my lip. Couldn’t lie.

“Say it,” he ordered, his lips hot at my ear.

“Yes,” I gasped. “I need it. I need you.”

A second finger joined. His pace was unhurried, controlled, stretching me, claiming me. He knew exactly what he was doing.

I clutched his forearm, trembling, trying to keep quiet but failing.

My climax built sharp and fast, my body pulsing around his fingers, breaking against him in waves.

I came. Hard. Silent. My mouth open, my breath ragged, my body betraying everything.

Ben didn’t stop until I was shaking against him.

When he finally pulled his fingers out, he lifted them to my lips.

“Taste yourself.”

I didn’t hesitate. I wrapped my lips around them, sucked, eyes locked on his.

The hunger in his gaze told me this was just the beginning.



Later That Night

I didn’t shower.

Didn’t wash him off.

When I got home, Arjun was in bed, glasses on, reading. He looked up when I walked in, smiling like nothing had changed.

“Long day?”

“Mhm,” I murmured, sliding under the sheets. I kissed him softly — still tasting Ben on my tongue.

He rolled toward me. His eyes searching mine.

“Did you think about him again today?”

I kissed his neck. My hand on his chest.

“He touched me.”

Arjun froze.

“Touched you how?” His voice was thin.

I took his hand. Guided it between my legs.

Still wet. Still open.

“Like this,” I whispered. “But slower. Deeper. Better.”

Arjun groaned. His body arched beneath mine.

“Did you cum?”

I nodded. My lips brushing his ear.

“All over his fingers.”

He whimpered.

And when he pushed inside me seconds later, he lasted less than a minute.

I didn’t tell him that when I came earlier, when Ben’s fingers pulled it out of me…

…I moaned his name.

Ben’s.

Not Arjun’s.

The Next Night

I stayed late again.
Of course I did.

I told myself it was for work. Emails. Deadlines. Things that couldn’t wait.

But the truth?
The truth was hanging off me like perfume.

A silk blouse — pale champagne, nearly sheer, clinging in the soft glow of the desk lamp. The faint outline of my bra showing through. Black slacks tailored sharp at the hips. No panties underneath. Just skin.

I’d worn it for him.

And when the office emptied out, lights dimming, the silence of night swallowing everything…

…I stayed.

And I waited.



When He Found Me

His footsteps announced him before his voice did. Slow. Confident. Like he already knew I was there for him.

“You waited for me this time,” he said softly.

I didn’t deny it. Couldn’t.

He stood behind me, saying nothing, letting the quiet thicken, letting me feel the weight of his gaze. Down my neck. My back. My hips.

“Stand up,” he said.

I did.

“Turn around.”

I turned.

He stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat rolling off him. His hand slid to my waist, steady, claiming. The other brushed a stray lock of hair behind my ear.

His thumb traced the corner of my lip.

“Open your mouth.”

I did.

He slid his thumb inside, slow, watching me take him in, watching me suck. The faint taste of skin and salt filled my mouth, my lips trembling around him.

“You didn’t wear panties tonight.”

I swallowed. My voice a whisper.
“No.”

His eyes burned into mine.
“Because you knew I was going to fuck you.”

I nodded, breathless. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

My voice was thin. Breaking.
“Because I wanted you to fuck me.”

That was all it took.



The Ruin

His mouth crashed onto mine.

No hesitation. No question. No mercy.

His kiss was hard, demanding, his tongue forcing mine to submit. My blouse tore open in his fists — buttons scattering across the floor. My bra shoved up. My chest bare, flushed, heaving.

“Look at you,” he growled, eyes devouring me. “Already trembling.”

His hand slid between my thighs. My slacks half undone, his fingers dove straight for me, finding me slick, swollen, waiting.

“God, you’re drenched,” he hissed. “You’ve been dripping for me since last night, haven’t you?”

I moaned into his shoulder.

“Did you touch yourself?” he pressed.

“No,” I whispered, voice shaking. “I wanted to stay wet. For you.”

His eyes darkened — hunger laced with something sharper.

“Good girl.”

He swept everything off my desk with one arm — papers, pens, laptop crashing to the floor. Then he lifted me, set me down hard on the polished wood, legs spread wide, slacks shoved to my ankles.

Exposed.

Open.

Ready.

“You sure?” he asked, breath ragged.

I hesitated only long enough to whisper the truth:
“I’m married.”

He didn’t blink. “And you still want this.”

“Yes.”

“You still want me.”

I met his eyes. My voice was a confession and a prayer.
“I need you.”



The First Stroke

His zipper rasped down.

And then—God—his cock sprang free. Thick. Long. Flushed deep at the tip, a bead of slickness glistening.

My mouth parted in awe.

He rubbed the head against my folds, spreading me, teasing, circling. Not yet entering. Just letting me squirm. Letting me beg without words.

“You’re aching for it, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I’m aching for your cock.”

That was all he needed.

His hands gripped my hips, anchored me, and then he slid inside.

Slow. Deep. Unrelenting.

My lips parted. No sound came.

He filled me inch by inch until I was stretched, stuffed, breathless. Until I felt him in places that hadn’t been reached in years.

Not like this.
Not with this intent.



The Rhythm

He started slow — grinding in, pulling back, thrusting deeper. My body arched, nails digging into the wood of the desk.

“You feel that?” he growled against my throat. “How full you are?”

“God, yes,” I gasped.

“That’s what your husband can’t give you.”

A broken whimper tore from my lips.

“That’s why you’re here.”

He was right.

He fucked me like he owned me. Like my body was his, had always been his. Each thrust was deliberate, hard, driving me open.

He pulled me to the edge of the desk, my legs dangling, spreading me wider so he could bury himself deeper. My breasts bounced with every stroke, my blouse hanging open, bra twisted, nipples hard.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered.

I obeyed.

My fingers found my clit, circling in quick, desperate strokes as his cock pounded into me. The combination shattered me — that fullness inside, that sharp friction outside.

“You’re going to cum on my cock,” he snarled. “Here. In your office. While your husband’s waiting at home.”

“Yes!”

“You’re going to tell him?”

“Yes!”

“That you begged me to fuck you?”

“Yes!”

“That you came for me?”

“Yes!”

And then I broke.

My climax ripped through me — sharp, violent, unstoppable. My thighs clamped around him, my cunt squeezing him tight, milking him, dragging every groan from his chest.

I came with a cry that echoed across the empty office.

And he didn’t stop.

Not until he thrust hard, deep, holding me pinned as his cock throbbed inside me, hot and wet, spilling thick spurts into me with a guttural grunt.

Raw. Unprotected. Claiming.



Later That Night

I didn’t shower.

I let his cum stay inside me. I wanted Arjun to feel it.

When I got home, he was in bed, hair damp from a shower, phone in his hand.

“You’re late,” he said softly.

“I stayed.”

“With him?”

I nodded.

His breath caught. He didn’t ask for details.

So I gave them.

“He fucked me.”

Arjun’s eyes widened. His lips parted. “At work?”

“On my desk,” I whispered.

He swallowed.

“He made me cum,” I added, crawling onto the bed. “Inside me.”

Arjun’s chest heaved. His hand shook as I guided it between my thighs. Still wet. Still open.

His moan was guttural.

“Can I…?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

And when he slid inside me, his cock was hard, desperate, trembling. He lasted less than a minute.

I closed my eyes as he fucked me — but in my head, I wasn’t with him.

I was back on that desk.
Rain of papers falling.
His cock still inside me.

And though I didn’t say it out loud…

…my body whispered Ben’s name over and over.

The Confession

I told Arjun everything.

Not just that Ben fucked me.
Not just that he made me cum so hard I saw stars.

I told him how big he was.

How thick.
How hard.
How impossibly deep he went—stretching me wide, pressing into places I didn’t even know could ache with pleasure.



We were curled up in bed. The lamp low, shadows flickering across the walls. My head rested on Arjun’s chest. His arm was around me, his breathing uneven.

“He’s huge,” I whispered.

Arjun’s body stiffened. “Bigger than me?”

My voice was soft, deliberate.
“So much bigger.”

That truth sank between us. Hot. Heavy.

His breath hitched.
“How big?”

I smiled against his skin, already wet just thinking about it.

“Thick enough that I have to breathe through it when he pushes in.”

Arjun groaned. His cock stirred beneath the sheets.

“Long enough,” I continued, my fingers trailing down his stomach, “to hit my cervix when he’s all the way in… and then keep going.”

“Fuck…” His voice was ragged.

“And you love that?”

“God, yes,” I said. My body heating, my cunt already clenching with memory. “I need it now.”



The Memory

Because it wasn’t just his size.
It was the way Ben used it.

The way he gripped my hips like he owned them.
The way he dragged his cock out slow—just the tip left—then slammed back in like he was trying to fuck the doubt right out of me.

And maybe he was.

Because when I was under him—legs spread, lips parted, cunt aching—I forgot everything else.

I forgot I was married.
I forgot the ring on my finger.
I forgot the man waiting for me at home.

There was nothing except the stretch, the thrust, the claiming.



“He’s so horny all the time,” I told Arjun, my voice breathless as I replayed it. “I swear he gets hard just from looking at me. We’ll be in meetings, full of people, and he’ll glance at me with that look—that knowing look—and I’ll feel myself start to ache.”

Arjun moaned softly, his hand drifting lower.

“The other night,” I whispered, “I was leaving the office and he pulled me into the stairwell.”

Arjun’s eyes flew open. “There?”

“No words. Just fingers on my throat, lips on mine, and his cock already straining against his jeans.”

My lips brushed Arjun’s ear as I told it. “He bent me over the landing, yanked my dress up. No foreplay. No questions. Just spit in his hand, stroked himself once, and shoved inside me.”

Arjun’s cock twitched against my thigh.

“I nearly screamed. The sound echoed off the walls as he fucked me from behind—one hand gripping my hair, the other pressing down on my back, holding me in place.”

My breath caught, remembering it. “I came like that. Panting. Shaking. Clenching around him.”

Arjun’s hand moved faster under the sheets.

“He just… took you?” he asked, voice trembling.

“Yes,” I whispered. “And I loved it.”



“Did it hurt?”

“At first,” I admitted, my fingers now teasing the edge of his waistband. “He’s so thick. I had to stretch. Burn for him. But once I opened up…”

I smirked against his chest.
“…I begged for more.”

Arjun groaned, desperate.

“Tell me more.”

“I was so wet,” I said, eyes fluttering closed. “I left a mess down his cock. He pulled out and it was dripping with me. My thighs were shaking. My knees nearly gave out.”

Arjun gasped. “Did he… cum in you?”

“Every last drop,” I whispered. “I didn’t even clean up. Just let it run down my thighs in the car.”

Arjun came with a strangled moan, spilling over his own stomach, hand trembling.

But I wasn’t finished.

Because here was the truth I didn’t tell him.

That when Ben emptied himself inside me, his cock still buried, his breath ragged against my neck—

He said my name.

Not just Priya.

But “Mine.”

And I didn’t argue.

Because I wanted it to be true.

One Week Later

It started with a message.

Short. Simple.

Ben:
You keep telling your husband everything.
Why not let him see what he’s missing?

I stared at the screen for a long time.

My pulse spiked.
My thighs clenched.
My heart told me to say no.

But my body—my soaked, needy body—already knew the answer.

I shouldn’t have said yes.

But I did.



One week later, I opened the door for Ben.

To our home.
To our bed.
To everything I had once promised Arjun would be his alone.

Arjun was already waiting.

We had talked for days—late at night, hushed voices in the dark, me confessing, him stroking himself through the sheets. By the end, he was the one who suggested it.

Now he sat in the chair by the window just like we agreed.
Legs spread.
Already half hard.
Already waiting.

Watching.



Ben didn’t speak when he stepped inside.
He didn’t need to.

His presence filled the room like heat—raw, heavy, primal.

He didn’t even glance at Arjun.
His eyes were on me, only me.

“Strip,” he said.

My breath hitched. My body obeyed before my mind caught up.

I pulled my top over my head.
Unclasped my bra.
Let my skirt fall in a whisper to the floor.

No panties.

Ben stepped closer, his gaze raking over every inch like I was already his.

“You’re shaking,” he said.

“I know.”

He tilted my chin up until I had no choice but to meet his eyes.
“And you’re wet.”

His hand slid down my belly, between my thighs, parting me with two fingers that sank easily into the heat of my slit.

My knees buckled.
A gasp escaped me.

Behind me, I heard Arjun groan.

Ben smirked.

“Your husband’s going to watch me fuck his wife,” he murmured at my ear. “And you’re going to show him how much you need it.”



He pushed me back onto the bed.
Climbed over me.

His cock—thick, massive, already flushed and slick—pressed against my thigh.

I reached for it instinctively, wrapping my hand around the weight of him.

He hissed between his teeth.

“You like how big I am?” he asked, louder now—for Arjun.

“Yes.”

“Say it louder.”

“I love how big you are.”

“Say it so he hears it.”

I turned my head toward the chair, toward my husband.
Met his wide, stricken, aroused eyes.

“He’s so fucking big, baby,” I moaned. “He stretches me more than you ever could.”

Arjun groaned, hand jerking at his cock.

And Ben didn’t wait.

He grabbed my hips, lined himself up, and slammed inside.



I cried out.
Loud.

My body arched off the bed, struggling to take him. The stretch was brutal, delicious—every inch forcing me open, spearing deep until he bottomed out and stayed there.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “You’re too big—”

“You can take it,” he growled. “You want to take it.”

He pulled back, then thrust again—harder, deeper.

My hands clawed the sheets. My breasts bounced with each brutal stroke.

Behind me, Arjun moaned again, louder this time.

Ben’s hand closed around my throat, pinning me, claiming me. His other hand pressed to my clit, circling, rubbing until my body began to shake.

“You like this, husband?” he sneered over his shoulder. “You like watching your wife get destroyed?”

Arjun’s breath hitched, ragged. “Yes.”

“You gonna cum watching me fill her?”

“Yes,” Arjun choked out.

“Good,” Ben grunted, slamming harder, deeper, faster. “Because I’m about to cum inside her—again.”

And he did.

Deep.
Hot.
Flooding me until it spilled out, dripping down my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath me.



Ben pulled back, his cock glistening with us both, then shoved in one last time—burying himself to the hilt as my cunt milked him.

I was ruined.
Open.
Full.

Arjun came seconds later, groaning brokenly as he stroked himself over and over, spilling across his own chest and stomach as he watched.



Ben didn’t leave when it was over.

He stood, walked to the bathroom, cleaned himself with a wet cloth like he belonged. Then he came back.

Not to the chair.
Not to the window.

But to our bed.

He lay down on my side. Drew me against his chest. My head fit under his chin. His arm draped possessively across my waist.

Arjun was still in the chair.

Naked. Softening. Staring.

That night, I slept in Ben’s arms.

And my husband?

He stayed where he was—silent in the shadows—watching the man who owned me now take his place.

Morning

I woke up sandwiched between Ben’s heat and the faint morning chill that crept in through the open window.

His arm was still heavy over my waist. Protective. Possessive.
His cock—warm, thick, soft—rested heavy against the curve of my ass.

Soft.
But still bigger than Arjun when he was hard.

I reached back, almost reverent, and curled my palm around him.

God. Even flaccid, the weight of him made my pussy throb.

My husband had never done that to me—not even at his hardest, thickest, neediest.

Ben stirred behind me, his breath warm against the shell of my ear.

“Already touching me?” he murmured, his voice gravelly with sleep.

“I can’t help it,” I whispered back, stroking gently, careful not to wake him fully. “You’re too much.”



I slipped out from under his arm, slow and careful, the sheets twisting around my thighs as I sat up.

The morning light caught everything in golden lines.

Ben lay there on his back—naked, glorious, chest rising in a steady rhythm. The ridges of his abs cut shadows across his stomach. His cock, thick and veined, hung heavy against his thigh, already stirring just from my gaze.

Across the room, Arjun sat in the chair.

Bleary-eyed.
Still naked.
Still soft.

For the first time, I really looked at them both.

My lover.
My husband.

Side by side, the contrast was merciless.

Ben’s cock—thick, long, swollen with veins even at rest—was obscene. A beast of flesh, heavy enough to curve toward his hip.

Arjun’s… small, almost boyish. Barely two inches even when straining. Fragile compared to the monster across the bed.

“You see it, don’t you?” Ben’s voice broke the silence, lazy and confident, as his eyes cracked open.

“You feel the difference.”

I nodded. My throat was dry. “It’s not even close.”

Ben stretched, and I watched in awe as his cock swelled larger with the simple shift of his hips.

“You want to touch them both?” he asked, smirking.

My breath caught in my chest. Shame. Desire. Humiliation.

And then… I did.

I reached out with both hands.

One curled around Arjun’s slender shaft—already twitching, already desperate.

The other closed around Ben’s length—hot, heavy, throbbing even as it thickened under my touch.

The contrast was cruel.

Soft skin versus steel.
Small twitch versus slow, powerful swell.
My husband whimpered in my hand, already leaking. Ben grunted, thickening, pulsing against my grip.

“You’re dripping already,” I murmured to Ben.

“You make me hard without trying,” he said, catching my wrist.

Then his grip tightened. His eyes darkened.

“Come.”



The bathroom glowed with morning light, frosted glass turning it golden and hazy.

Ben bent me over the sink without another word.

No teasing.
No warm-up.
Just his cock.

He lifted one of my thighs onto the counter, spread me open, guided himself between my folds—already slick from nothing but the sight of him.

And then he slammed inside.

I screamed.

The mirror caught it all—my cheek pressed to the glass, my lips parted, eyes wide as my body split open around his morning wood.

“Still so wet for me,” he growled.

“I never dried,” I gasped, staring at the reflection of his cock disappearing into me.

He fucked me hard.
Fast.
Brutal.

Every thrust echoed against tile and porcelain. Every slap of his hips made my breasts jolt, my thighs tremble.

My palms flattened against cool marble as I watched myself get taken—watched the way his cock shone with my wetness, the way my body opened and yielded with every stroke.

“Look at yourself,” he snarled. “Look at the way you take me.”

I did.

I watched.

And I came.

A ragged, broken moan tearing out of me as my body convulsed, cunt clenching desperately around his thickness.

He didn’t stop.

He chased his own orgasm until his thrusts grew sloppy, deeper, harsher—until he slammed me flush against the sink, pinned me there, and emptied inside me again.

Hot.
Claiming.
Marking me with every pulse.

I wore him like a brand.



Back in the bedroom, I dressed in silence.

Ben handed me a mug of coffee, casual, like this was already routine. His arm slid around my waist with the ease of someone who belonged.

Arjun was still in the chair.

Still hard.
Still untouched.

“Will you be home for dinner?” he asked quietly, hesitant.

I paused in the doorway. Looked at him.

“There’s food in the fridge,” I said softly. “Heat something up.”

Then Ben’s hand pressed to the small of my back, steering me out.

We left in his car.

His hand never left my thigh the entire ride.

I didn’t go home that night.

He didn’t ask me to.

He didn’t have to.

Because when the sun went down, I wasn’t Arjun’s wife anymore.

I was Ben’s babe.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

We didn’t talk about where I’d sleep that night.

We both already knew.

Ben didn’t even bother to ask if I had plans. He just slid his hand onto my thigh as we sat side by side in the office car park, his thumb brushing dangerously close to the hem of my skirt.

“You’re not going home,” he said, voice low, certain.

“I know,” I whispered.

“You’re coming to mine.”

And that was that.

Thirty minutes later, we were in the elevator of his building. His hand still on me—always on me. Possessive. Claiming.

By the time the door to his apartment clicked shut behind us, I was already unbuttoning my blouse.

His apartment was exactly what I imagined.

Masculine. Clean. Sparse. Wood, steel, leather. The kind of space that didn’t need decoration because his presence filled it.

But I didn’t take in much more than that.

Because the second the lock turned, I dropped to my knees.

Not because he asked.

But because I wanted to.

Because my mouth was already watering, aching to worship him, to prove with my lips and tongue what my body had already surrendered.

Ben leaned back against the wall, arms folded across his chest, looking down at me with a smirk that made my cunt pulse.

“You couldn’t wait, could you?” he asked, lazy, amused.

“No,” I whispered, my hands already working his belt.

I unbuckled it, unzipped his pants, and freed him.

It slapped heavy against his abs—half-hard and still obscene.

I kissed the tip.
Licked along the thick ridge of his shaft.
Stroked him slowly, savoring the way he thickened with every pass of my hand, every swirl of my tongue.

“Fuck,” he groaned, head tipping back against the wall. “You love this cock, don’t you?”

I moaned around him, throat already stretching.

“Tell me.”

I pulled off, lips wet, eyes wide.

“I love your cock, Ben. I think about it all day. I crave it. I need it.”

His hand snapped to the back of my head.

And then he fucked my mouth.

Slow but deep, rolling his hips, stretching my throat until my eyes watered, spit dripping down my chin.

“This mouth,” he growled, his cock disappearing between my lips, “was wasted on your husband.”

He didn’t even take me to the bedroom.

He dragged me up, bent me over the kitchen counter, and yanked my pants down.

No warning.
No tenderness.
Just his cock spearing into me from behind, brutal and unapologetic.

I screamed—high and broken—the cold marble shocking against my nipples as his hips slammed into mine.

One hand gripped my throat, pulling me back into him. The other pressed between my shoulder blades, keeping me flat against the counter as he fucked me like an animal.

Filth poured from his lips into my ear.

How tight I was.
How wet.
How my husband could never, ever compare.

And I came.

Twice.

Shaking, screaming, my cunt gripping him like a fist, milking him until he spilled hot and heavy inside me.

We ordered takeout after.

I sat on his couch, naked except for one of his T-shirts, my legs curled beneath me, still leaking his cum down my thighs.

We ate with our fingers. I laughed when I dropped sauce on my chest. He leaned over and licked it off with a grin.

And then?

Then I went to the bathroom.

Took a shit with the door half-open, like it was already my space. Called out to him mid-wipe:

“You still sure you want a real woman around?”

“Only if she’s filthy and mine,” he shouted back.

I laughed, wiping, flushing, washing my hands.

Because I’d never felt so real. So free.

So me.

Later, I curled up naked on his lap in the living room. His cock, heavy but soft, rested against my thigh. I couldn’t stop stroking it, fascinated by the sheer weight, the obscene girth even in its rest.

And that’s when I called Arjun.

He answered on video. Sleepy. Confused.

“Priya?”

“Hey, babe,” I purred, stroking Ben lazily as the camera shook. “Just wanted to say goodnight.”

“Where are you?”

I tilted the camera. Just enough.

The edge of Ben’s thigh.
The thick crown of his cock, fat and glistening from my hand.

“I’m with him.”

Arjun’s eyes widened.

“You… you fucked?”

“Mhm.” I kissed Ben’s neck, still stroking him. “Had amazing sex. Took a dump. Ate messy food. Laughed until I cried. I can’t believe how myself I feel with him.”

Ben smirked at the camera. He didn’t stop me.

“Even now,” I whispered, eyes locked on my husband, “I’m holding his cock in my hand.”

“Jesus…”

“It’s still bigger soft,” I said sweetly, squeezing it for emphasis, “than yours ever gets hard.”

Arjun whimpered.

“And I love it.”

Ben didn’t have to say a word.

Because he knew what was happening.

I wasn’t just telling Arjun anymore.

I was showing him.

Making it obvious.

In real time.

Stroke by stroke.

Inch by inch.

I came home Sunday night.

Clean. Dressed. Polite.

I’d kissed Ben goodbye at his apartment, smoothed down my blouse, wiped the corners of my mouth — even though I could still taste him.

I walked through the door like nothing had changed.

But everything had.

Arjun was on the couch, scrolling absently, pretending not to stare at the clock.

I dropped my bag by the door.

“You’re back,” he said softly.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

His eyes skimmed me, and I knew what he saw:

	Lips still swollen from hours of Ben’s mouth. 
	A faint red mark on my neck that Ben had left on purpose. 
	The curve of a woman’s smile who had been wrecked and remade. 


“Did you… stay with him the whole weekend?”

I didn’t lie.

“Yes.”

His throat bobbed. He looked down. “Was it good?”

I poured myself water in the kitchen. Took a slow sip, letting the silence stretch, my body still carrying the ache of Ben’s cock.

“It was everything I didn’t know I needed.”

Later, in bed, we lay in separate worlds. The ceiling fan hummed. My body still sore, still humming from Ben’s hands. Arjun’s silence louder than any sound.

“Do you… want to leave me?” he asked finally.

I rolled toward him. Met his eyes.

“No.”

Relief flickered across his face. Then I let the rest fall.

“But I don’t want to stop seeing him, either.”

His chest rose, fell. Tight. “Is it just the sex?”

I shook my head. “No. It started that way. But it’s not anymore.”

His voice cracked: “Do you… love him?”

I didn’t answer.

Because I didn’t know.

But I missed him already. Missed him so much my thighs clenched around emptiness. And he’d only just left me an hour ago.

Arjun turned away, trying to hide his face. I saw everything anyway — the little signs.

The way his eyes darted to my phone when it buzzed.
The way he tried to touch me that night, only to realize I wasn’t wet.
The way he stared at the space beside me when I locked the bathroom door to shower.

He was watching me slip through his fingers.
And I wasn’t reaching back.

The next morning, he brought me coffee in bed.

“You said… you don’t want Ben to leave his wife,” he said gently.

I nodded. “I don’t.”

“But if he did?”

I looked up. Saw the fear in his eyes.

“I think I’d go with him.”

He didn’t cry. Not yet.

But I watched something in him collapse.

That evening, a message lit my phone.

Ben:
You left your earrings on my nightstand.
Come get them. Or leave them.
They look good there.

I stared at the screen too long.

Arjun stood behind me. Silent.

He didn’t need to ask. He already knew.

I was going back.

The sunlight in Ben’s bedroom is different.

It’s not like home.

It’s warm, lazy — filtering through sheer gray curtains and painting soft, golden stripes across the walls. Even the light felt masculine here.

I was awake when it touched me.

Naked.

Sore.

Still leaking him.

My thighs were sticky, tender from everything he did to me the night before — how many times he’d pulled me astride his lap, how many positions he bent me into, how long I stayed on his cock until I passed out in his arms, ruined and humming with him inside me.

His apartment was quiet, the silence broken only by his breathing.

Slow. Heavy. Safe.

I didn’t reach for my phone.

Not to check the time.
Not to check for a message from Arjun.
Not even to make up a lie.

Because for the first time in years, I didn’t want to.

Ben stirred behind me. His palm slid across my bare waist, down the swell of my hip, cupping the curve of my ass like it was already his.

“Still here,” he murmured into my hair.

“I didn’t want to leave.”

“Good.”

He kissed the back of my neck — slow, deliberate, possessive — and I felt him hardening against my thigh.

We didn’t speak again for almost an hour.

Because he pushed inside me from behind, lazily, deeply. No urgency. No rush. Just need. Just claiming.

His cock filled me slow, steady, like he had all the time in the world to remind me I belonged here.

And I let him.



After breakfast, I wore his shirt again.

No bra.
No panties.
Just his cotton against my skin, carrying his scent, his heat.

I walked barefoot through his place like it was already mine.

I rinsed his mug. Placed it carefully in the sink. Picked up my earrings from his nightstand.

And that’s when I realized something terrifyingly simple:

I hadn’t thought about going home.
Not once.

Not until Arjun’s name flashed on my phone.

Arjun: Are you okay?
Arjun: Will you be home tonight?
Arjun: I miss you.

My chest tightened. My fingers hovered.

But I didn’t respond.

Not right away.



When I finally went back the next morning, the apartment felt different. Smaller. Dimmer.

Arjun was already dressed, hair neatly combed, face pale. He’d made chai and left it steaming on the table like a peace offering.

“Did you stay at his place?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“The whole night?”

“And morning.”

His throat bobbed. “Did you think about coming home?”

I hesitated.

“No.”

The word hung in the air, sharp and merciless.

“You didn’t even think of me?”

I looked at him.

Really looked.

His soft brown eyes, rimmed with worry. The restless fidget of his fingers. The quiet panic etched into every line of his face.

He was trying so hard.

But I couldn’t lie.

“No,” I whispered. “I didn’t.”



That night, he tried to be romantic.

Cooked dinner. Lit candles. Put on that old playlist I used to love.

I tried too.

But when he touched me, my body didn’t respond.

Because my skin remembered Ben’s hands.
The weight of his body.
The growl of his voice in my ear.
The way his cock stretched me, owned me.

Arjun kissed my stomach. My thighs. He buried his face between my legs, licking me slowly, tenderly, trying to reclaim what he thought was still his.

I let him.

I closed my eyes.

But when I came, shuddering, gripping the sheets—

…it wasn’t my husband’s face I saw.

It was Ben’s.

It was always Ben’s.

It was after dinner.

Quiet.

Too quiet.

Arjun cleared the plates without a word. I didn’t ask him to. He moved like a man rehearsing normalcy, trying to pretend nothing had shifted, that he hadn’t already lost me to another man’s bed.

When he handed me tea, he smiled — small, brittle.

He didn’t ask where I’d been the night before. He already knew.

I was still sore.
Still tender.
Still leaking Ben.

And when I looked at my phone, the message was waiting:

Ben:
Show me where you are tonight.
I want to see your face while your husband watches you tell me you’re mine.

My stomach flipped. My cunt clenched.

I didn’t say a word.

I just rose, walked into the bedroom, untied my robe, and let it slip to the floor.

Naked. Bare. Owned.

I lay back on the bed and hit video call.



He answered instantly.

Shirtless. Hair mussed. Cock in his fist, already half-hard and gorgeous.

“Fuck,” he groaned the second he saw me. “Look at you.”

I tilted the phone down.

Showed him my breasts, the slope of my belly, the sheen between my thighs.

“I haven’t touched myself since you left me dripping,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I slid two fingers between my folds, gasping at how wet I still was. My clit throbbed the moment I touched it.

His jaw tightened. His fist moved slowly over his cock.

“That’s mine now,” he said, voice rough. “No more sharing.”

“I know.”



Movement at the door.

Arjun.

Frozen in the threshold, chest rising fast, his face pale and stricken.

Watching.

Hard under his jeans, though he hadn’t touched himself yet.

And I didn’t look at him. Not at first.

Because Ben’s voice filled the room, thick and commanding:

“Let him watch. Let him see what you really need.”

I moaned louder, fingers circling faster, hips lifting off the bed. My thighs trembled.

I angled the phone down between my legs, giving him everything: the swollen lips of my pussy, the slick sheen on my fingers, the way my body opened just for him.

“You miss my cock?” he asked.

“I ache for it,” I panted.

Even the way he chewed his gum — slow, rhythmic, unfazed — made my clit twitch. Like this wasn’t even his final form. Like he could wreck me with a laugh.

“Say it louder.”

“I ache for your cock, Ben!”

This time I turned my eyes to Arjun.

He looked wrecked.

Still clothed. Hands clenched at his sides. His face red, eyes glassy, chest heaving.

I dragged it out.

“No, baby,” I said softly to him. “Don’t. You don’t get to cum tonight.”

His whole body shuddered at that. His mouth opened, then closed. His eyes burned.



“Tomorrow,” Ben said, stroking harder now. “When are you coming back to me?”

I cried out as my orgasm ripped through me, hips jerking, thighs wet.

“Tomorrow,” I gasped. “I want your cock. Your cum. Your rules.”

Ben’s eyes narrowed with hunger. His hand blurred over his cock.

“Tell your husband.”

I turned the phone toward Arjun. Met his wet, broken gaze.

“I’m going to him tomorrow,” I whispered.

Arjun swallowed hard. His lips trembled.

“I know.”

“And I’m not coming home after.”

That shattered him.

His shoulders curled. A tear streaked down his cheek.

“Can I… can I watch?” he whispered.

I didn’t answer.

I just turned back to Ben — watched his chest seize, watched his cock throb, watched him spill across his stomach with a guttural groan meant for me.

I held the camera steady. Let him see my smile, the mess between my thighs, the glow of a woman claimed.

And I didn’t look at my husband again.

It happened late.

We were in bed, the room dark except for the faint glow of the streetlight outside.

Arjun turned toward me suddenly, voice raw, breaking.

“This is going too far,” he whispered. “I can’t… I can’t take it.”

I turned my head on the pillow, met his eyes. He looked ruined — cheeks wet, lashes clumped, chest trembling.

I reached between us, wrapped my fingers gently around his soft cock.

“You really want me to stop?” I asked.

He hesitated. His lips parted. His eyes closed.

“…No.”

I stroked him, slow, teasing.

“Your cock says the same thing,” I murmured. “See, Arjun? I can’t help it. If I’m horny, I’m horny. And with Ben…” My voice trailed off into a soft moan.

Arjun whimpered. I kept stroking.

“You know what it is about him?” I whispered, almost dreamily. “He’s independent. Natural. A leader. He just… takes what he wants. And look at you. You can’t even stand up to your mother.”

Arjun flinched. “Please… don’t say that.”

“I don’t mean to hurt you,” I whispered, my fingers wrapped slow and deliberate around his shaft. My thumb pressed gently at his crown, smearing the bead of precum that leaked there. “But, Arjun… you have to see what I see.”

He whimpered, already trembling, already desperate for me to keep going.

“Ben is irresistible,” I said simply, as though it were fact and not a dagger. “The kind of man women can’t turn away from.”

His eyes darted up, glassy with confusion, shame, arousal.

“Even your mom wouldn’t be able to resist him.”

His whole body jolted. “Please… don’t say it like that,” he whispered, voice breaking.

I kissed his temple, my hand never stopping its strokes. “Shhh… I don’t mean it cruel, baby. I’m just telling you the truth. Ben is strong. Independent. Natural. He leads without even trying. Women like me… women like your mom… we’ve lived with weak men too long. We need someone like him who makes us feel alive. Now I understand why your mom is frustrated too.”

I swirled my thumb in lazy circles around his tender crown, teasing him until his hips jerked up against my hand.

“See?” I murmured, hot against his ear. “Even your cock agrees with me. You don’t really want me to stop.”

His eyes fluttered shut, his mouth opening, broken sounds spilling from him.

“You know what it’s like with him?” I breathed, painting the picture. “He fills me so deep I can’t think. He makes me cum until my voice is gone. And even after he’s spilled inside me, he’s still hard. Still wanting more. Still giving me more.”

I stroked him faster, my palm gliding wetly now, his cock twitching helplessly in my grip.

“And you?” I teased, slowing suddenly to just the head, circling his crown with two fingers until he whimpered. “You’re small. You’re soft. You cum too fast. You’re already close, aren’t you? Just from me talking about him.”

“Priya…” he choked, his chest heaving.

I kissed his cheek, tender, almost loving, while my hand tightened, pumping him harder. “I can’t help it, Arjun. When I’m horny, I’m horny. And Ben is the man who can take it. Who can take me.”

His cock jerked violently in my fist. Hot spurts shot over my hand, his stomach, his shirt.

I stroked him through it, slow again now, savoring every twitch, every helpless groan.

“Look at you,” I whispered, holding his crown between two fingers, milking the last drop. “Already soft. Already spent.”

I smiled faintly, licking his cum from my thumb. “And Ben? Even after he fills me… he’s still hard. Still owning me.”

I kissed his lips softly, tasting his tears. “See, Arjun? This is just how it is now. And you know it.”

The promotion was unexpected.

At least to everyone else.

But Ben had hinted for weeks. Nudged me toward the right projects. Slid me into meetings where I used to sit silent in the corner. Let me speak. Let me lead. Let me shine.

And suddenly, it was mine:

Senior Product Strategist.

More pay. More authority. More voice.

It felt incredible. Empowering.

But the best part wasn’t the title.

It was the week-long leadership retreat.

In Hawaii.

Ben would be there.
And now, so would I.



I told Arjun the night I got the offer.

He smiled. Tried to, anyway. “That’s… amazing.”

But I saw it — the flicker of fear behind his eyes.

“Ben’s going, I assume?”

“He’s leading it,” I said simply.

His throat worked. “Will you… be sharing a room?”

I didn’t answer.

And he didn’t ask again.



The night before the trip, Arjun sat beside me while I packed.

He folded one of my dresses for me. Held it longer than necessary, fingertips grazing the fabric like it might tell him what it would touch next.

“You’re happy,” he whispered.

“I am.”

“Because of him.”

I paused. Smoothed a blouse into the suitcase.

“Partly.”

His voice cracked. “Do you still love me?”

I zipped the bag slowly.

“I don’t know what love means anymore.”



Ben picked me up the next morning.

Black slacks. White button-down open at the throat. Sunglasses. That smirk.

The kind of smirk that made my pussy throb before I’d even closed the door.

I kissed Arjun goodbye on the cheek. His hands hovered at my waist, unsure, unsteady.

I stepped back before he could hold me.



The flight was long. Eleven hours.

But his hand was on my thigh the entire time.

He spoke into my ear about strategy decks, global partners, expansion opportunities. His voice steady, commanding.

And while he spoke numbers, his fingers slipped beneath the blanket.

Slipped inside me.

I came once, quiet and trembling, biting into his shoulder to smother my gasp while he kept talking as though nothing had happened.

Like making me cum mid-sentence was as natural to him as breathing.



We checked into the resort just before sunset.

A suite.

Ocean view.

One king bed.

He pulled me straight to the window, his hands hard on my waist. The glass caught our reflection in the orange glow.

His shirt was still warm from the flight — crisp linen, the collar soft against my cheek as he leaned in. He smelled like salt and leather — like a man made of coastline and control.

“You’ve never looked more powerful,” he said, voice low against my neck.

“You make me feel it.”

“No,” he growled, kissing me hard. “You are it.”



That night, at the team dinner, I gave a short briefing.

Confident. Poised. My voice steady over the clink of silverware and surf outside.

I felt the eyes on me. Respect. Curiosity. Envy.

And all the while, I felt his gaze too. Hot. Possessive. Reminding me who I really belonged to.



When we got back to our room, I didn’t need praise.

I needed his cock.

The second the door shut, I dropped to my knees and unzipped him, hungry.

“God, you’re mine,” I breathed before I swallowed him.

He fucked me on the balcony later, the Pacific roaring beneath us. His fist tangled in my hair, hips slamming into me until the railing shook.

I screamed his name into the wind and didn’t care who heard.



Meanwhile…

Back home, Arjun sent a message:

Hope the trip is going well. I made your favorite lentils tonight. Just in case you came home early.

I left it on read.

Because I wasn’t coming home early.

I wasn’t sure I was coming home at all.

The resort in Hawaii felt like another world.

Palm trees swayed outside the glass walls of the lobby. The air was heavy with salt and plumeria. Somewhere beyond, the Pacific heaved, eternal and hungry.

Ben’s hand never left me. The small of my back. My hip. My thigh. Claiming me in gestures so subtle no one could call them unprofessional — and yet, every brush sent heat racing between my legs.

Our suite was impossible to ignore: one king bed, ocean-view balcony, sleek wood and stone that felt carved into the island itself.

I dropped my suitcase, barely glancing at the view.

Ben stepped in behind me. Pressed his body to mine.

“You know,” he murmured, lips grazing my ear, “I booked this suite the second I knew you’d be promoted.”

My breath caught.

“You planned this?”

He smirked. “Every inch.”

Then his mouth was on me.

Clothes peeled away. My body pinned against the cool glass overlooking the beach as he slid into me, slow and deep, like he had all the time in the world. Like Hawaii itself had been waiting for this moment.

I came quickly, shuddering against the window while the sunset bled into the sea.



The next morning, I woke to sunlight and his cock already inside me.

Lazy. Deep. His hand on my throat. His lips on my shoulder.

He whispered about the meetings to come — growth forecasts, competitive threats, the kind of things I used to half-listen to in office boardrooms. But now, with him inside me, every word was gospel.

I came around his cock before breakfast.

And again, on the table while he drank his coffee, his laptop open beside us.



The days were a blur of contrasts.

Morning strategy sessions: I stood in front of polished men and women in pressed suits, delivering my analysis, my projections, my vision. Confident. Composed. Sharp.

Afternoons: I was on my knees in our suite, cum dripping down my thighs, his hand in my hair as he fed me his cock until I choked.

Evenings: I sat beside him at dinner, smiling politely at colleagues, while his foot stroked the inside of my calf under the table.

Nights: He bent me over the balcony railing, the sound of waves masking my screams as he claimed me again and again.



And in between, my phone buzzed.

Arjun: Hope you’re eating okay. Did you find time to relax?

Arjun: I can’t wait to hear all about it. Maybe we can cook together when you’re back.

Arjun: I miss you.

I left them on read.

Because every time his name flashed across my screen, Ben would take the phone from my hand. Toss it onto the bed.

“Eyes on me,” he’d growl.

And I obeyed.



One afternoon, he pulled me into a cabana by the pool. No one else around.

He pressed me down on the lounger, tugged my bikini bottom aside, and slid into me bare, his sunglasses still on.

The sunlight was brutal, unflinching. The kind that showed everything.

“Do you know what you look like right now?” he asked, thrusting slow, hard.

“What?” I gasped.

“Like a woman who doesn’t even remember her husband’s name.”

And in that moment, I didn’t.



By the fourth night, my body was wrecked.

Sore. Bruised. Glowing.

I lay sprawled across the bed, naked, sticky with his cum, my skin humming from the slap of his hand, the drag of his teeth.

Ben lit a cigarette, leaned against the balcony railing, the Pacific roaring behind him.

“You’re not going back the same,” he said.

I swallowed. “No.”

“Good.”

He took a drag, exhaled smoke into the night.

“Because I don’t fuck women who belong to someone else.”

I shivered.

“Then who do I belong to?”

He smiled, slow and devastating.

“You already know.”



Meanwhile, back home, Arjun left me one last message:

I don’t know if you’re getting these. I just want you to know… I still love you. No matter what.

I read it in the dim light of Ben’s suite.

He was still inside me, hard again even though we’d already fucked twice since dinner. His mouth was on my neck, his hand pinning my thigh open, his breath hot in my ear.

I wanted to reply. To reassure. To send something back.

But Ben shifted deeper. My phone slipped from my hand. My body arched against him, surrendering again to that hunger only he seemed to know how to feed.

Time dissolved. Days became nights. Nights became mornings. My body was never given a chance to forget him.

And Arjun?

It wasn’t that I ignored him.

It was that I had no space left to give.

Because when you live in the orbit of a man like Ben—insatiable, relentless, consuming—everything else fades.

Even love.

The trip changed me.

I came back a different woman.

Tan lines where Ben’s hands had gripped me, bruises on my thighs like secret signatures, a raw ache between my legs that no amount of rest could erase.

But it wasn’t just the sex.

It was the way he carried me through the week—confident, relentless, unapologetic. He guided me in meetings, let me shine in front of the executives, and then destroyed me after midnight against the cool glass of our hotel balcony, my moans mixing with the crash of the Pacific below.

He bent me over mirrors. He fucked me on the suite’s desk where I’d left notes for the next day’s sessions. He pulled my panties to the side in hidden corners of the resort, making me tremble while colleagues passed just feet away.

Ben hadn’t just taken me.
He’d claimed me.
He’d taught my body new truths it could never unlearn.

When I walked back into our apartment, Arjun froze.

“You’re… glowing,” he whispered.

I smiled. A smile that felt sharper, fuller.

“It was a great trip,” I said simply.

“You look… taller,” he added, as if the weight of what I carried inside me had stretched me into someone new.

I didn’t tell him why.
Didn’t tell him how many times Ben had gripped my hair, thrust deep, and murmured, You walk like you’ve been fucked properly now.

That night, Arjun touched me like a man approaching holy ground. Careful. Tentative.

He kissed my shoulder, my chest, eased himself inside me as if I were breakable.

I let him.

I kept my legs open. I sighed when he needed me to.

But my mind wasn’t there.
My body remembered Ben—his weight, his pace, his ruthless patience.

Arjun moved sweetly, like a husband should.
But I stared at the ceiling, replaying the sound of Ben’s growl in my ear as he made me scream into the Hawaiian night.

The next morning, Arjun brewed me tea, set it in front of me like an offering.

“You’re different,” he said quietly.

“Better?” I asked.

“More confident. More… sexual.”

I sipped slowly, watching his hands shake as he tried not to stare at my skin, still marked by another man.

“Ben has stamina,” I said calmly. “Endurance I’ve never known before. And a maturity in bed… he reads my body like a language. Knows what I need before I can ask.”

Arjun’s face went pale, but his cock twitched beneath the table.

“You mean…”

“He doesn’t just fuck,” I said evenly. “He fucks me open. He makes me more of myself. He handles me like I was made for him.”

Arjun swallowed hard, eyes glassy.

“What about me?” he whispered.

I reached across, touched his cheek gently, almost tender.

“You give me love,” I said softly. “But with Ben… it’s different. He gives me something raw. Something I can’t resist.”

His throat worked. His eyes shone. He nodded slowly, painfully.

“Can I still touch you?”

“You can,” I whispered. “But don’t expect me to cum.”

And I didn’t.

I never stopped letting him have me—softly, politely—when he needed to pretend closeness still lived between us. I gave him the illusion.

But I never needed it.

Because every time he pulled out, still sticky from using me…

…I’d roll over.

Pick up my phone.

And send Ben a picture.



Priya:
My husband just came inside me.
And I’m still wet for you.

Ben:
Good. Don’t wash.
I want you dripping when I spread you open again.
Show me how messy you are.



My breath caught as I read it. My thighs pressed together, aching already.

Beside me, Arjun shut his eyes, as if he couldn’t bear to watch.

But I knew he’d hear me sigh. Knew he’d feel my body stir back to life at just a few words from Ben.

Because Ben didn’t have to ask.

He commanded.

And I was already his.

Over the next two weeks, Ben made me his toy.

It began with a single message.

Ben:
You’re having dinner with your husband tonight?
Good. I want you stuffed while you smile across the table.

My pulse jumped.

Me:
You mean your fingers? Or your cock?

His reply came instantly.

Ben:
No, baby. My plug.
The black one. The thick one.
Slide it in. Keep it in. Until I say you can take it out.

I obeyed.

In the office restroom, I locked the stall and hiked my skirt high. My hands shook with anticipation as I pulled the toy from my purse.

I pressed it against my slick, aching entrance — the tip cool, thick, demanding.

It stretched me mercilessly, making me gasp, before finally sliding past that edge of resistance and popping inside.

I leaned against the stall wall, breathless. My pussy clenched around it, my hole fluttering around the obscene weight.

Every step afterward reminded me it was there.

By the time I drove home, I was soaked through my panties, thighs trembling around the steering wheel, the plug grinding deeper with every bump in the road.

Dinner smelled of garlic and cumin when I walked in. Arjun was at the stove, smiling nervously as he stirred the pot.

“I made your favorite,” he said, proud. Lentils, rice, warm bread.

I kissed his cheek lightly, polite. Inside, I was pulsing.

We sat across from each other.

He tried so hard — asked me about meetings, teased me gently about the new tan lines from Hawaii, poured me water like I was still his wife.

But while he smiled across the table, I sat on Ben’s plug — thick, hard, buried deep in my slick, stretched hole.

Each forkful of food was torture.

I shifted slightly, and my heel knocked the chair leg. The plug twisted inside me, grinding against my walls — panties dragging over my swollen, dripping cunt, pressure landing square on my clit.
I clenched around it, desperate not to moan.

My fucking husband was trying to make me laugh over lentils, telling dumb little stories like they could distract me — like I wasn’t leaking through my panties, stuffed full of another man’s cock, aching to cum from just one wrong shift in my seat.

My pulse throbbed between my legs. I was so wet I could feel it soaking through.
I bit the inside of my cheek to stay composed, my nipples hard under my bra, my pussy fluttering with need.

“You okay?” Arjun asked mid-meal, catching the tremble in my breath.
I smiled sweetly. “Mmhm. Just… full.”

He reached for my hand across the table, thumb brushing my knuckles like it used to mean something.

I smiled back. But inside, I clenched around another man’s possession.

He leaned in slightly, nose brushing my neck.

“You smell different,” he murmured. “Like someone else.”

I didn’t flinch. Didn’t deny.

His hand slid down beneath the table, grazing over my belly and between my thighs. His fingers paused, brow furrowing.

“Are you… wearing something?”

“Mhm.”

“What is it?”

I leaned close, lips brushing his ear, my voice silk.

“Your replacement.”

His breath hitched. His cock swelled instantly.

He stared at me like I’d slapped him and kissed him at once.
His hand drifted down — almost without thinking — and he palmed his cock through his trousers.
One, two rough strokes. Desperate. Embarrassed.
And then he came.
His body jolted, cum spilling hot into his pants, a dark stain blooming across the fabric before I even laid a finger on him.

I didn’t help. I didn’t stop him.
I just watched my husband jerk off into his clothes over the idea of being replaced — and liked it.

I smiled at him. Collected my empty plate.
And walked to the kitchen like nothing had happened.

I rinsed my plate at the sink.
Behind me, the chair creaked. Shallow breaths. Fabric shifting.

The air reeked of cum — sharp, humid, bitter — cutting through the delicate trace of garlic and spice still hanging in the room.

I glanced back.
He was still seated, dazed, red-faced.
A dark stain spread across the front of his trousers — glossy in the light, wet and unmistakable.

I smiled. Turned away.

“There’s dessert,” I said softly.
“Go wash your hands first.”

__________________________________________________________________________________

That night, I handed him a pillow and blanket.

Pointed to the couch.

“You’ll sleep there tonight.”

His throat tightened. “Why?”

“Because I need to cum for Ben.”

His hands trembled at his sides. “Can I… can I watch?”

“No,” I said evenly. “But you can listen.”

I left the bedroom door cracked, just wide enough for my sounds to bleed into the dark.

Face down on the bed, plug still snug inside me, I video-called Ben.

He answered shirtless, his cock already in his hand.

“Take it out. Slowly,” he commanded.

My fingers shook as I reached back, tugging at the base. Inch by inch, it stretched me again, making me whimper into the mattress.

When it finally slipped free, my body clenched around the emptiness, dripping for him.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now show me how much you miss my cock.”

I shoved two fingers inside, then three, fucking myself with frantic need while his voice guided me.

“Harder. Louder. Let him hear you.”

I came once, then again, soaking the sheets, my cries echoing into the hallway where Arjun lay on the couch.

I knew he was crying into the pillow. I knew his cock was hard in shame.

But I didn’t care.

Because the only man who mattered was watching me unravel for him.

In the morning, Arjun made me tea.

Silent. Broken. His eyes swollen from the night before.

I picked up my purse from the chair — the black leather one I always carried to Ben’s.

Arjun’s gaze fixed on it. His hand reached inside.

He pulled out a crumpled silk tie.

Navy blue with faint gold threading.

It smelled of sex.

Of Ben’s cologne, musky and sharp. Of his sweat. Of dried cum.

Arjun stared at it like it was proof of something he already knew.

Slowly, he lifted it to his nose. Inhaled. Shuddered.

His voice cracked. “Do you miss me at all?”

I met his gaze, calm, steady.

“No.”

His lips trembled. His face crumpled.

“You don’t even lie anymore.”

I sipped my tea. Let the silence stretch.

“Ben doesn’t allow me to.”

The games didn’t stop at the plug.

They grew.

They darkened.

Ben wanted all of me — not just my body, but the way I lived with Arjun, the way I carried myself through my marriage, the way I performed the illusion of being a wife while secretly being his.

It started with his texts.

Ben:
Tonight, when you sit down for dinner, I want you wet.
Soaked.
Take a picture under the table.
Show me what your husband can’t.

I obeyed.

At the dining table, Arjun poured wine into my glass. His hand brushed mine in that timid, too-careful way.

While he smiled and talked about his day, I discreetly pulled my phone into my lap, spread my thighs under the tablecloth, and tugged my panties aside.

One snap. My slit glistening.

I sent it.

Seconds later, my phone buzzed.

Ben:
Beautiful. Now drip on his dinner plate.

My heart stopped.

Me:
You’re insane.

Ben:
Do it. I want you leaving him little traces of me.

I dragged two fingers through my slit, gathering my slick, and as I reached for Arjun’s plate to pass the bread, I let my wet fingertips brush the edge of his food.

He didn’t notice. He thanked me softly, kissed my hand like I was his world.

I smiled at him — while my phone buzzed again.

Ben:
Good girl. Now let him eat me.

I nearly moaned into my glass.



Other nights, Ben sent voice notes.

Low. Gruff. Filthy.

The kind that made my clit throb just from hearing him.

One night while Arjun kissed down my stomach, I hit play on one.

Ben’s voice filled the room:

"Open that pussy for me, Priya. Let me hear how wet you are. Rub your clit while he’s down there. Pretend it’s me.”

Arjun froze, lips trembling against my skin. He looked up at me, confused, wrecked, his face inches from my cunt.

I didn’t pause.

I slid two fingers inside myself and moaned, arching my back.

Ben’s voice continued:

"That’s it. Stroke yourself while he watches. He doesn’t get you. Not the way I do. Say my name, baby. Loud. So he knows.”

“Ben…” I gasped, coming hard while Arjun stared, devastated, his cock straining uselessly against his pants.



Another night, Ben told me to film myself with Arjun.

Ben:
Let him inside you. But hold your phone at the mirror.
I want to see his cock where mine belongs.

So I did.

I bent over the dresser, phone in my hand, recording my reflection.

Arjun’s body pressed against mine, his thrusts shallow, uneven, desperate.

I met my own eyes in the mirror — eyes full of hunger and cruelty.

“Smile,” Ben texted.

I smiled.

Moaned his name.

Arjun stilled. His body collapsed against me, spilling inside me with a broken sob.

I sent Ben the video.

His reply came instantly:

Ben:
That’s my pussy dripping around him.
Tomorrow, I’ll clean it properly.



Arjun broke one night.

He clutched me after, face buried in my stomach, tears dampening my skin.

“This is too far,” he whispered. “I’m losing you.”

I stroked his hair gently. Almost lovingly.

“You already lost me,” I murmured. “I belong to him now.”

His cock twitched against my thigh.

I laughed softly, wrapped my hand around him, stroked slow.

“See? Even your body agrees.”

His breath hitched.

“Please don’t talk like that.”

“Why?” I teased, thumb brushing his swollen crown. “It’s the truth. Ben makes me cum so hard my legs shake. He fucks me until I can’t think. He’s insatiable, Arjun. If he was this relentless in his forties, imagine him at eighteen… no woman could’ve resisted him. Not even your mother.”

He whimpered. Shook his head. “Please…”

“I don’t mean it to hurt you,” I whispered, kissing his ear. “But you know it’s true. Ben is irresistible. He’s a leader. A man who takes what he wants. And me? I’m lucky he wants me.”

I stroked him faster, his pre-cum slicking my fist.

He groaned, tried to hold back.

But I leaned close, whispering:

“Every time you cum, I send him a picture. He’s the one who decides when I get fucked. You’re just… here.”

His cock erupted in my hand, spilling hot across my stomach.

I held him after, smiling.

“Look at you… soft already. Ben would still be hard. Still hungry. Still ready to split me open again.”

Arjun sobbed quietly into my chest.

And I kissed his hair, already reaching for my phone.

It happened gradually.

One day, Arjun stopped asking where I was going.
The next, he stopped trying to touch me.
Then, he stopped sleeping in the bed at all.

Not because he hated me.
Not because I’d left him.

But because he had begun to understand.

That I was Ben’s now.
And that his place in my life was no longer to have me… but to watch me be had.



Ben knew it too.

Soon, the messages stopped coming to me directly.
They came through Arjun.

Ben → Arjun:
Tell her to wear that green dress. The one that hugs her ass.
And no bra.

Arjun brought me the message quietly.
“Ben wants you in green tonight,” he said, his eyes lowered, his cock hard under his jeans.

I wore it.

Later—

Ben → Arjun:
Text her that my cock is already hard for her.
Spell it out. Make sure she reads it from you.

And when Arjun handed me my phone, the words glowing on the screen, I smiled at him — sweetly, knowingly.

He swallowed hard. But he didn’t protest.

Because he knew this was what kept me alive, glowing, wet.



One night, I came home late.
My lipstick smudged, my hair tangled from Ben’s grip.
I still smelled like him — his sweat, his cum, his cologne.

Arjun opened the door for me.
Silent. Steady.
But his hand trembled as he passed me a folded note.

“From him,” he said softly.

I opened it.

Ben’s handwriting. Strong. Possessive.

Did he watch you walk in?
Did he smell me on your skin?
Tell him you love me.

I looked at Arjun.
His eyes were glassy, his breathing shallow.

So I leaned close. Whispered into the quiet:

“I love Ben.”

His throat worked, but he nodded. Slowly.

“It’s not just the sex,” I told him, my voice gentle. “You see it, don’t you? The way I light up when he calls. The way I glow after he’s been inside me.”

“Yes,” Arjun whispered.

“It’s not lust anymore.”

“It’s love,” he admitted, his words barely audible.

And he was right.



That was the last week I slept beside Arjun.

Not because I’d abandoned him.
But because I’d outgrown the illusion of belonging to only him.

I packed a suitcase.
Left a set of keys on the table.

He sat on the couch the whole time. Watching. Accepting.

When I leaned down to kiss his cheek, he finally spoke.

“Will he love you forever?”

I smiled softly. Ran my fingers once through his hair.

“I don’t need forever,” I whispered. “I just need what’s real. And Ben is real.”



And now?

Arjun still sends me flowers on my birthday.
Always simple. Always elegant.
The card unsigned.

He never calls.
He never intrudes.

And I don’t push him away.
Because he’s still part of me.

But not the part that Ben owns.

Because I am no longer just a wife.

I am Ben’s woman.
And that is exactly who I was meant to be.

I used to wonder if this made me a demon.
A selfish woman.
A wife who had betrayed.

But I realized with Ben that sex — good sex, real sex — can transform a woman.
It can turn her soft into strong.
Her hunger into power.
Her body into the truest version of itself.

I wasn’t destroying myself.
I was becoming myself.

And Arjun?
I’ve told him more than once — he’s free to date, to find someone, to seek out a mate who’ll give him what I no longer do.

But he never does.
Because he doesn’t want another woman.
He doesn’t want to escape.

He wants this.

The ache.
The shame.
The regret.

Because that regret is his ticket to arousal.
His way of staying tethered to me, even if only through the pain of knowing I’ve chosen better.

He is content to be the cuckold.
To watch. To wait. To wilt and grow hard in the same breath.

And me?

I am not his wife in the old sense.
I am not a demon either.

I am Ben’s woman.
His lover. His possession. His proof that sex can be salvation.

And I will never apologize for that.
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