

HIS PLACE IS THE FLOOR




ALLISON KELLY



To the ones who ache,

who kneel,

who surrender not with shame, but with open eyes.

To those who know the sting of watching,

the thrill of denial,

and the peace that comes only after obedience.

This story is for you.

Every frame. Every breath. Every broken piece made beautiful.

You are not alone.

You belong.
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James sat at the kitchen table staring at his half-empty beer. The television in the living room was still glowing from the game he hadn’t really watched, the sound low, forgotten. Kierra leaned against the counter in her silk robe, hair pulled up in a loose bun, bare legs catching his attention the way they always did. He felt the same old ache in his chest—desire for her mixed with the frustration of knowing their nights together had grown quiet, almost mechanical.

She broke the silence. “We need to talk.” Her tone was steady, not angry, not soft. It made him straighten in his chair like a boy caught in trouble.

“About what?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though his stomach already tightened.

Kierra crossed the kitchen, the robe parting just enough to tease him with a glimpse of skin. She sat across from him, eyes locked on his. “Our sex life. It’s dead, James. You know it, I know it.”

His face flushed. He hated hearing her say it out loud. “We’ve both been busy—work’s been⁠—”

She cut him off with a shake of her head. “Stop pretending. It’s not just work. It’s us. I don’t get wet for you anymore, and when you’re inside me, I don’t cum.”

The words hit like a fist. James swallowed hard, throat dry. “So what do you want me to do?”

Kierra leaned forward, her robe slipping to reveal the curve of her cleavage. “I’ve been thinking about it. And I know what I need.” Her lips curled into a small, dangerous smile. “I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.”

James blinked, stunned, a hundred thoughts colliding. Shock, anger, a flicker of arousal he hated himself for. “You can’t be serious,” he whispered.

“I’m dead serious.” She said it without hesitation. “If you want this marriage to last, you’re going to let me. No tantrums, no begging me not to. You’ll sit back and accept it.”

James’s cock stirred against his will, shame and arousal burning through him. He shifted in his seat, trying to hide it, but Kierra’s eyes dropped and caught the bulge. She smirked.

“You like the thought,” she said softly, almost teasing.

“I don’t,” he lied, voice cracking.

“Then why are you hard?” She stood, walked around the table, and tugged the front of his sweatpants, making the outline of his erection obvious. Her voice dropped to a whisper near his ear. “You want to watch me cum on another man’s cock, don’t you?”

His breath came shaky, the words caught in his throat. He couldn’t answer.

Kierra let go and stepped back, satisfied. “Good. Then you understand the first rule—this isn’t about you. It’s about me.”

James lay in bed staring at the ceiling fan, its blades circling endlessly, the low hum matching the rhythm of his restless thoughts. The sheets smelled faintly of Kierra’s perfume, that soft vanilla musk she always wore to bed. Normally it comforted him. Tonight it was unbearable, because every breath carried her words back into his head.

I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.

His chest felt hollow. He tried to remind himself she was bluffing, maybe trying to jolt him into paying more attention. But the look in her eyes, the calm certainty, told him she wasn’t bluffing at all. His cock twitched under the covers, shameful proof of what he feared most—that some dark part of him wanted to see it.

Beside him, Kierra shifted, the sheets sliding off her bare legs. She didn’t wear pajamas, just the robe she’d slipped out of before climbing in. He caught a glimpse of the smooth curve of her thigh in the glow of the bedside lamp, and his mouth went dry. He wanted to reach for her, to pull her against him, but the weight of her words pinned him to the mattress.

“You’re quiet,” Kierra said softly, eyes closed but voice sharp. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

James hesitated. “I can’t stop,” he admitted, his voice low.

Her lips curved in the faintest smile. She opened her eyes, turning her head on the pillow to watch him. “Good. That’s what I wanted.”

He clenched his jaw, torn between anger and need. She’s my wife. How can she talk about letting another man inside her like it’s nothing? Yet the image seared itself into his mind: Kierra’s back arched, her moans filling the room while he stood powerless, watching.

Kierra studied him, her gaze heavy. Inside, she felt a twinge of guilt—but it was drowned out by the rush of control. For years she had begged him to touch her longer, harder, to listen when she told him what she liked. He never did. Now, watching him squirm, she felt powerful in a way she hadn’t in years.

“You’re hard again,” she murmured, noticing the rise of the sheets. Her voice carried both amusement and command. “Don’t touch it.”

James groaned softly, caught. “Kierra…”

“No.” She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand, letting the sheet fall from her chest. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, and she made no effort to cover herself. “Only he gets to make me cum. You’ll understand soon enough.”

His heart hammered. The words stabbed deep, but at the same time his cock throbbed painfully. He bit his lip, torn between begging her not to do this and begging her to show him more.

Kierra smirked at his silence, then turned off the lamp. “Goodnight, James.”

Darkness swallowed the room, but James’s eyes stayed open long after. Every creak of the fan sounded like the echo of another man’s thrust.

James stared blankly at his monitor, the spreadsheet in front of him nothing but a blur of numbers. The buzz of the office surrounded him—phones ringing, keyboards clacking, someone laughing too loudly at the other end of the cubicles—but none of it landed. All he could hear was her voice.

I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.

He rubbed his temples, trying to shake it. He imagined Kierra’s face when she said it: calm, certain, a glint of challenge in her eyes. He hated how it replayed in his head like a song he couldn’t get rid of. Hated even more how his cock had swelled under the desk twice already that morning.

Every time a coworker passed behind him, James hunched closer to the desk, terrified they’d see the bulge in his slacks. He scrolled aimlessly, typing nonsense into cells, mind racing with images of Kierra bent over the counter, another man gripping her hips, her head thrown back in a way she never did with him. He clenched his fists, ashamed, but his body refused to let the thought go.

By five o’clock, he was exhausted—not from work, but from the war inside his own head. He drove home in silence, grip tight on the wheel, every red light another chance for his mind to torture him with the same images.

When he walked through the door, Kierra was on the couch, legs curled under her, scrolling her phone. She looked up casually. “Rough day?”

James dropped his bag, loosening his tie. “Couldn’t concentrate.”

“Because of me?” Her tone was neutral, but the lift of her eyebrow dared him to lie.

He hesitated. “…Yes.”

She set her phone aside, straightening her posture. “Good. Then we should talk more about this.”

James swallowed, throat dry. “Kierra, this isn’t normal. Couples don’t just… do this.”

Her eyes locked on his. “Maybe not couples who settle. But I’m not settling anymore. I told you what I need. If you want to stay married, you won’t stand in my way.”

The bluntness made his stomach twist. He paced toward the kitchen, then back, unable to stand still. “And what am I supposed to do while you’re—while you’re with him?”

“You’ll be there,” she said firmly. “You’ll film it. You’ll keep the camera steady. You won’t flinch, and you won’t cry. You’ll capture every thrust, every creampie. That’s your job.”

James felt heat crawl up his neck, shame and arousal tangled into one unbearable knot. “You want me to—just stand there?”

“Not stand. Kneel.” Her lips curved, sharp and certain. “And don’t think for a second you’re allowed to enjoy yourself while I’m being fucked. You don’t touch your cock. You don’t beg me to help you. The only pleasure you get is watching me get what I deserve.”

His knees weakened, though he forced himself upright. His cock pressed hard against his slacks, throbbing. He tried to cover it with his hand, but she noticed.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice low, dangerous.

His face burned. “…Yes.”

“From imagining me with another man. Not even touching you, and you’re aching.” She stood and walked close enough that her robe brushed his arm. She looked down at the bulge in his pants, then back up at his eyes. “Admit it. Say it.”

James’s lips trembled. “I’m hard because I’m imagining you with him.”

Kierra smiled, satisfied. She tapped her finger lightly against his zipper, then pulled her hand away. “Good. Now go to bed like that. You don’t get to cum tonight.”

His breath caught, his body screaming for relief. But he obeyed, shame burning through him as he walked toward the bedroom, painfully hard and denied. Behind him, Kierra picked up her phone again, her smirk hidden in the glow of the screen.

James had just reached the bedroom door when her voice stopped him cold. “By the way,” Kierra called casually, like she was mentioning groceries, “I’ve already been talking to someone.”

He froze, pulse pounding in his ears. Slowly, he turned. She was still on the couch, legs crossed, her eyes locked on his with sharp certainty. “His name’s Eric. He’s coming soon.”

James’s stomach lurched. “Kierra…” His voice cracked, too small, too pleading.

She tilted her head, a smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “You’ll like him. He’s everything you’re not.”

Heat surged through James’s body, anger and panic and a sick, throbbing arousal all tangled together. His cock pressed painfully against his pants, begging for relief. His hand drifted toward it, desperate.

Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t.”

His fingers froze just above the zipper. He clenched his fist, trembling. Every nerve screamed for release, but the warning in her tone pinned him in place.

“Good boy,” she murmured, turning back to her phone. “Save it for when you’re kneeling with the camera.”

James staggered back into the bedroom, cock hard, heart racing, humiliated and helpless. In the living room, Kierra’s thumbs danced across her screen, her lips curling as she typed Eric a simple message: He’s ready.

He desperately wanted to jack off, relieve the straining pressure against his pants but he knew better. He knew by her tone that if he tried, he’d be in trouble. She’d humiliate him even more.

James pulled back the covers, cock stiff, mind racing, and his chest tight. What is she doing to me?
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The doorbell rang just past nine. James’s stomach dropped like a stone, his palms instantly damp. He glanced toward the hallway where Kierra had disappeared fifteen minutes earlier. She’d told him to “get the camera ready,” her voice casual, almost bored, as if this were any other night.

Now she reappeared. His breath caught.

She wore black lace lingerie, delicate straps hugging her shoulders, the cups sheer enough to reveal the darker circles of her nipples beneath. The garter belt clung to her hips, stockings running sleek down her thighs. She’d never worn anything like this for him—not once in five years of marriage.

“Answer the door,” she said, adjusting the strap of her bra with calm confidence.

James’s legs felt wooden as he walked to the door. He opened it to find Eric standing there: tall, broad-shouldered, skin the shade of polished mahogany, a gym bag slung casually over one shoulder. He didn’t need to speak to command presence. His eyes flicked over James, unimpressed, then slid past him toward Kierra.

“Come in,” Kierra purred, her smile blooming.

Eric stepped inside, the air shifting with his confidence. James shut the door, suddenly hyperaware of his own slouched posture, his soft belly pressing against his shirt, his clammy hands clutching the camera.

“Go on,” Kierra said, motioning him toward the corner of the living room. “Kneel. Get the lens steady.”

James’s throat tightened. “Kierra…”

She turned her head sharply, eyes flashing. “Now.”

His knees hit the carpet with a dull thud, the camera trembling in his hands. He adjusted the focus, swallowing hard.

Kierra crossed the room toward Eric, hips swaying with exaggerated grace. She ran her fingers down his chest as she whispered something James couldn’t hear. Eric smirked, setting his bag aside, pulling off his shirt with casual ease. Muscles rippled beneath his skin, every movement purposeful, confident.

James tried to steady the camera, but his hands shook. He hated how his cock stirred, pressing against his zipper. The sight of his wife—his Kierra—standing nearly naked before another man made his chest ache and his groin throb all at once.

Kierra glanced over her shoulder at him, eyes sharp. “Keep the camera on us, James. Don’t miss a thing.”

James nodded stiffly, swallowing the lump in his throat, the lens fixed as Eric’s hands closed around Kierra’s waist.

Eric’s hands slid lower on Kierra’s waist, gripping her hips like he’d owned them for years. She leaned into him, her breasts pressing against his bare chest, her head tilting back in a soft laugh James had never coaxed from her.

James’s knees burned against the carpet, but he didn’t dare shift. The camera felt heavy in his hands, the strap digging into his neck. He focused the lens as Eric bent down, lips brushing Kierra’s collarbone, trailing slow kisses along her skin.

Kierra moaned—louder than she ever did for James. Her fingers curled into Eric’s hair, holding him close, her body arching like she couldn’t get enough. She turned her head, locking eyes with James through the camera. The look was deliberate, smug. “Zoom in,” she said breathlessly.

James obeyed, the camera motor whining softly as the frame tightened around Eric’s mouth against her breast. Eric hooked a finger under the strap of her bra, tugging it down to free one aching nipple. He sucked it between his lips, tongue circling, while Kierra gasped and writhed.

“God,” she moaned, nails raking lightly down his back. “I needed this.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, trapped in his slacks. He bit the inside of his cheek, forcing himself to breathe steady. His hands trembled on the camera, not from the weight, but from the way his body begged for touch.

Eric pulled back, smirking as Kierra’s bra slipped lower. With a casual flick, he unclasped it. The lace fell away, and her breasts spilled free. James’s heart clenched—he’d seen them a thousand times, but never like this, never presented to another man while he knelt helpless, recording every second.

“Beautiful,” Eric muttered, his deep voice vibrating in the quiet room.

Kierra arched her back, letting him admire her, then slid her hands down his chest, unbuckling his jeans with practiced ease. The sound of the zipper cut through the air, sharp and final.

James swallowed hard, his mouth dry. His cock ached for freedom, pressing against the fabric, but he knew—one slip, one touch, and Kierra would catch him. He imagined her voice, stern and cruel: Don’t. The thought alone made his balls tighten.

Eric shoved his jeans down, stepping out of them, his boxers stretched tight around the bulge beneath. Kierra bit her lip, eyes hungry, then glanced back at James. “Are you getting this?”

James nodded quickly, voice caught in his throat. “Yes.”

“Good.” She hooked her thumbs into her lace panties, sliding them slow down her thighs, bending just enough to flash her ass toward the camera. The black fabric pooled at her feet. She stepped out of them, standing naked and unashamed.

James’s chest heaved, his cock straining against the confines of his pants. He couldn’t tear his eyes from the screen.

Kierra reached for Eric’s waistband, tugging his boxers down, freeing him. James’s breath hitched when Eric’s cock sprang out—thick, heavy, pulsing with life. Kierra moaned softly at the sight, fingers wrapping around it as if it belonged to her already.

She looked straight into the lens, straight at James. “This is what a real man looks like.”

James’s grip on the camera tightened until his knuckles whitened. His face burned with shame, but his cock throbbed harder. He couldn’t deny the truth: he was hard because of her words, her body, her hunger for another man.

Eric chuckled, tilting Kierra’s chin up before kissing her deep, tongues clashing. James swallowed, humiliated and aroused as he filmed the way she melted into Eric’s arms.

And still—no thrusts yet. Just teasing. Just torment.

Eric pushed Kierra gently onto the couch, her back against the cushions, her legs falling open in a slow invitation. James swallowed hard, zooming in as Eric dropped to his knees between her thighs.

The sight of his wife—spread, dripping, eager—hit James like a punch. He’d seen her open for him, but never like this. Her body was alive, trembling with anticipation, nipples stiff, lips parted in hungry gasps.

Eric slid his hands under her thighs, spreading her wider. He lowered his mouth to her cunt and licked slow, deliberate, his tongue tracing every fold. Kierra cried out, a sharp moan that filled the room. It was raw, loud, unrestrained—nothing like the muffled sounds she gave James in their bed.

James’s heart hammered. His hands shook on the camera, the lens wobbling as he tried to hold steady. God, she’s moaning louder than she ever has for me. His chest ached with jealousy, with humiliation, but his cock strained against his pants so hard it hurt.

“Fuck, Eric,” Kierra gasped, gripping the back of his head, grinding herself against his face. “Yes… oh my God, yes.”

The sounds slithered into James’s ears, every wet lick and sucking gasp amplified by the silence of the room. He hated it—hated how it made his cock throb, hated how his body betrayed him. He blinked fast, vision blurring, unsure if it was from the strain of focusing the camera or from the tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Eric’s tongue worked her mercilessly, his deep groans vibrating against her pussy. Kierra’s back arched off the couch, her hands clutching his hair tight, her voice a chorus of needy cries. “Oh God, don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

James’s knuckles whitened on the camera. He wanted to look away, wanted to shut it off, but he couldn’t. The lens was his punishment, his confession—every second burned into memory.

Kierra turned her head, eyes locking with James’s. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, eyes wild with pleasure. “Get closer,” she panted, her voice breaking with need.

He obeyed, shuffling forward on his knees until the camera filled with the obscene image of Eric’s tongue buried between her folds, her juices shining on his lips. Kierra moaned louder, watching James’s reaction, savoring the torment etched on his face.

James’s stomach twisted. Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but beneath it, deeper and darker, was the truth he couldn’t deny—his cock pulsed with every moan, every slurp, every desperate cry from her lips.

“Fuck,” Kierra gasped, thighs trembling. “He’s so good. Better than you’ve ever been, James. You hearing this?”

The words tore into him. His throat worked, but he couldn’t speak. He just held the camera steady, trembling, disgusted with himself for how hard he was, how much he needed to watch.

Kierra screamed suddenly, her back arching high as Eric sucked her clit hard. Her moan split the room, raw and primal, shaking James to his core. He’d never heard her like this—never driven her to this edge.

And still, Eric wasn’t inside her yet. This was only the beginning.

Kierra’s thighs clenched around Eric’s head, her body trembling under his tongue. Her moans rose sharp and unrestrained, each one cutting straight through James as he knelt behind the camera. His hands trembled, the lens capturing every obscene detail—the glisten of her cunt, Eric’s tongue plunging deep, the slick sounds filling the room.

James’s cock throbbed so painfully he didn’t even notice his hand moving. Just a small shift, fingertips brushing against the bulge through his pants, a desperate attempt to ease the ache. He groaned softly, too low for the camera’s mic to catch, but loud enough for Kierra.

Her eyes snapped open. Even in the haze of pleasure, she caught him. With a sharp hiss, she slapped his hand away, the sound echoing in the room.

“Did I say you could touch yourself?” she gasped, voice sharp with command even as it broke into another moan.

James froze, guilt burning his face. “I⁠—”

“Only he gets to make me cum.” Her tone was final, merciless. She tightened her grip on Eric’s hair, grinding harder against his mouth as if to prove it.

James forced his hand back to the camera, shame flooding him, his cock throbbing untouched. His breath came in ragged bursts as he focused the lens closer, capturing the way Kierra writhed under Eric’s tongue.

“Fuck, Eric!” she cried, her body arching off the couch, her moans breaking into gasps. Her thighs clamped around his face, her whole body trembling violently. “Yes—yes—fuck, I’m cumming!”

The words hit James like a blade. She screamed, louder than he’d ever heard her, her orgasm raw and overwhelming, her cunt flooding against Eric’s mouth. James kept the camera steady, the lens filling with her shaking body, her face twisted in pure ecstasy.

He felt sick with jealousy, sick with need—but he couldn’t look away. He couldn’t stop watching as Eric slowed, licking her gently through the aftershocks, Kierra shuddering and gasping, her chest heaving with every ragged breath.

Finally, she collapsed against the cushions, sweat glistening on her skin, eyes half-lidded. She turned her head toward James, a wicked smile curving her lips. “That’s how I cum,” she whispered hoarsely, voice dripping with triumph.

James swallowed hard, his cock aching like it would split through his pants. His body screamed for release, but the memory of her slap kept him still, hands locked tight around the camera.

Eric wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning. He looked down at her, then up at James, smirk confident, satisfied. “Now she’s ready.”

Kierra laughed breathlessly, tugging Eric closer by the waistband. “Get the camera steady, James. You’re about to see what fucking really looks like.”

Eric gripped Kierra’s thighs and pulled her toward the edge of the couch, her ass perched right at the cushion’s edge. His cock stood thick and hard, veins bulging as he rubbed the swollen head against her soaked slit.

James focused the lens, his breath shallow. His chest ached with jealousy, but his cock swelled painfully, throbbing against his pants.

Eric pushed forward, slow at first, the tip spreading her folds. Kierra’s moan tore through the room, raw and desperate. “Oh God… yes… finally.”

James’s hands trembled, the camera wobbling. He forced it steady, eyes locked on the viewfinder as Eric sank deeper, stretching her wide. Kierra’s head fell back against the couch, mouth open, gasps spilling out in a rhythm James had never pulled from her.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Eric groaned, his thrusts deep and steady.

James’s throat tightened. Each slap of flesh, each guttural grunt from Eric, each cry from Kierra stabbed at him, tormenting and arousing at once. His cock pulsed with every sound, trapped and aching.

Kierra clung to Eric’s shoulders, nails raking down his back, her voice high and sharp. “Harder—oh God, harder!”

Eric obliged, hips pounding against her, the couch creaking with each brutal thrust. Kierra’s breasts bounced, her cries louder, rawer than James had ever heard.

James blinked through stinging eyes, the camera still rolling. His hands trembled, slick with sweat. He hated himself for the way his cock twitched with every thrust, every moan, every filthy sound filling the room.

Kierra turned her head, gasping between thrusts, her eyes finding James. “Zoom in,” she panted, her voice ragged. “Don’t you dare miss this.”

He obeyed, fingers fumbling on the camera, pulling the frame closer until it filled with the sight of Eric’s cock plunging into her, her pussy stretched and dripping around him.

Eric groaned, his rhythm faltering, his breath coming harsh and uneven. “Gonna cum.”

“Yes,” Kierra cried, wrapping her legs tight around him. “Cum in me—fill me up!”

James’s stomach twisted, his chest tight, but he couldn’t look away. He held the camera steady as Eric drove deep one last time, his body shuddering, cock buried to the hilt. Kierra gasped, her whole body jerking as hot cum spilled inside her.

Her face turned to James, flushed and wild, eyes gleaming with triumph. “Zoom in,” she moaned, voice thick with satisfaction.

James’s lens captured every detail—the slow withdrawal, her swollen cunt stretched open, creamy white spilling out in thick streams. His cock throbbed violently, painful and denied, pressed against the inside of his pants like a caged animal.

Kierra’s chest heaved, sweat glistening across her skin. She reached down, spreading herself wider, letting the camera capture the messy spill. “That’s a real creampie,” she whispered, still panting. “Not that weak drip you give me.”

James’s breath came ragged, his cock aching for even a touch. But his hands stayed tight on the camera, trembling, forbidden.
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The morning sunlight crept through the blinds, washing the bedroom in a pale glow. James sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. His body felt hollow, drained. The night replayed in his head in jagged flashes: Kierra’s screams, Eric’s groans, the sight of her pussy stretched around another man.

Kierra emerged from the bathroom, hair damp from her shower, wrapped in a towel. She looked fresh, glowing, her skin flushed with that post-sex radiance James hadn’t seen from her in years. She caught his eye in the mirror as she rubbed lotion over her legs. “You’ve been sulking since last night,” she said, almost amused.

“I’m not sulking,” James muttered, his voice flat. “I just… I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel.”

Kierra snorted softly. “You’re supposed to feel grateful. That was the best sex I’ve had in years.” She let the words hang, sharp and deliberate. “You should be happy you got to watch it.”

James’s chest tightened. “I don’t think I can handle it if this keeps happening.”

She turned, eyebrow raised, towel slipping lower across her chest. “Don’t start whining, James. You wanted this, even if you won’t admit it. I saw the way your hands shook, the way your cock bulged in your pants. You were hard the entire time.”

His face burned. He wanted to deny it, but the truth was too obvious.

Kierra smirked. She sat on the bed beside him, towel parting just enough to tease the curve of her breast. “Get the camera.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I want to watch it. Replay everything. I want to see how good he made me cum.”

James hesitated, his stomach dropping. “Kierra, please…”

“Now,” she snapped, voice sharp enough to cut.

He obeyed, retrieving the camera from the living room where he’d left it. His hands felt heavy as he set it up on the dresser, the screen flickering to life. The footage began to play—Eric’s mouth buried between Kierra’s thighs, her voice high and wild as she screamed his name.

Kierra’s lips parted, her eyes fixed on the screen. She moaned softly, reaching to adjust the volume higher. “Listen to that,” she whispered, almost to herself. “God, I sound so alive.”

James sat frozen, shame burning through him. Each moan felt like a dagger, each thrust on the screen another reminder of what he couldn’t give her.

She leaned closer to the screen, her towel slipping off entirely, her body bare and unashamed. “Look at that, James. Look at how deep he was. Look at how I begged him not to stop. You’ve never made me sound like that.”

His cock stirred despite the ache in his chest. He hated himself for it, hated how the sound of her moans made his body betray him all over again.

Kierra noticed the shift in his posture, the bulge forming under his shorts. She smirked, eyes glinting. “You’re hard again, aren’t you? Just from watching me get fucked right.”

James’s throat tightened. “…Yes.”

“Pathetic,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving the screen. “You’re hard for my moans, but not because of anything you did. You’re hard because of him.”

She stretched out on the bed, one hand sliding lazily down her stomach as the video reached the moment Eric came inside her. On-screen, her voice broke with desperate gasps: Cum in me—fill me up!

Her fingers grazed her inner thigh as she sighed in satisfaction. “That’s what real sex looks like.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, but he didn’t dare move. He just sat, trembling, while his wife replayed every thrust, every moan, talking down to him like a child too weak to measure up.

James tried to keep his eyes on the floor, but the sounds from the camera pulled him back. His gaze drifted to the screen, and that’s when it gutted him.

There she was—Kierra, back arched, sweat on her skin, hair clinging to her cheeks. Her eyes locked on Eric’s face as he drove into her. Not just lust, but hunger, devotion, a wild fire he had never once seen directed at him. She looked like a woman starved finally being fed.

James’s chest tightened painfully, a lump rising in his throat. She’s never looked at me like that. Not once.

On the screen, she begged Eric for more, her voice desperate, breaking. She clung to him like he was her salvation. James’s stomach churned, shame twisting through every nerve.

Beside him, Kierra laughed softly, her tone sharp with cruelty. “Look at my eyes, James. Look at how I wanted him. That’s not something you’ll ever get from me.”

His breathing quickened, heat burning behind his eyes. He wanted to argue, to tell her she was wrong, but the footage screamed the truth. He’d never made her lose herself like that. Never made her beg, never made her moan so raw, so desperate.

His hand clenched into a fist on his thigh. I’m not enough. I’ve never been enough.

Kierra leaned back on the pillows, watching his face more than the screen. She saw the hurt, the realization sinking deep. A satisfied smile curved her lips. “You understand now, don’t you? Why I need this. Why you’ll keep watching.”

James swallowed hard, shame burning hot as his cock twitched again, aching, betraying him. The humiliation only deepened—he wasn’t just inadequate, he was aroused by being reminded of it.

Kierra’s smile widened, triumphant.

Kierra’s eyes lingered on his trembling hands, the hard outline beneath his shorts. She smirked and shifted, lying back against the pillows, spreading her legs casually. “Take off the towel for me,” she ordered, her voice smooth and cold.

James hesitated. “Kierra…”

“Do it.”

He reached forward, pulling the damp towel away. Her skin glistened faintly from the shower, her pussy shaved bare, pink and swollen from the night before. James’s mouth watered at the sight, his cock twitching with need.

“Get down here,” she said, her voice low but sharp. “Put your mouth where it belongs.”

James slid off the edge of the bed, kneeling between her thighs. The video played behind him on the dresser, Eric’s thrusts filling the screen, Kierra’s cries echoing in the room. The sound of her own moans guided him as he lowered his head, tongue slipping over her folds.

Kierra gasped softly, gripping his hair. “Mm… not bad,” she whispered, eyes fixed on the screen. “But not good enough. Not like him.”

James’s chest ached, but he licked harder, desperate to prove himself, desperate to give her something she would want. Her taste filled his mouth, sweet and raw, his cock throbbing painfully as he pressed closer.

On the screen, she screamed Eric’s name. In bed, she moaned at James’s tongue, but her hand tugged his hair, forcing his face harder into her. “Eat me, James. That’s all you’re good for.”

His groan vibrated against her pussy. His body burned, humiliated and aroused all at once.

She bucked her hips against his mouth, her voice rising as her eyes stayed on the footage. “Oh, God—yes, right there. Don’t think this means you’re the man who makes me cum. You’re not. You’ll never be.”

James whined softly, licking faster, his cock pulsing with every word.

“You don’t even deserve this,” she hissed, gripping his hair tight. “You don’t deserve to taste me. But I like watching you beg with your tongue.”

Her moans grew sharper, her thighs trembling around his head. James pushed harder, eager, desperate, aching for her approval. His cock strained untouched in his shorts, the pressure unbearable.

“Fuck,” Kierra gasped, arching her back as she came against his mouth, shuddering, her cries mingling with the echoes of her own orgasm from the night before still playing on the screen. She held him against her until her shivers slowed, then pushed his face away, dismissive.

James panted, lips wet, chin slick, heart pounding. He looked up at her with pleading eyes. “Kierra… please… can I⁠—”

She cut him off with a sharp laugh. “You think you’ve earned that? No, James. You don’t get to fuck me. You don’t make me cum. He does.”

His shoulders slumped, shame and need choking him as she pulled the blanket over her body, already finished with him.

Kierra rolled onto her side, pulling the blanket up to her shoulder, her breathing calm and steady now. “You made a mess last night,” she murmured, nodding toward the darkened sheets where Eric had spilled over her thigh after pulling out for a moment. “Clean it.”

James blinked, throat dry. “What?”

“Take the towel,” she said firmly. “Wipe it up. Now.”

His chest burned, but he obeyed, grabbing the towel from the floor. He crouched by the bed, scrubbing at the damp stains where Eric’s cum had dried into the sheets. The musky scent hit his nose, strong and undeniable. He gagged softly, but Kierra’s sharp eyes caught him.

“Don’t you dare,” she warned.

James swallowed hard, forcing himself to keep going. The smell, the sight, the shame—it all crashed over him at once. His cock throbbed painfully, untouched. Then, before he could stop it, his body betrayed him completely.

A hot rush spilled into his shorts, his cock twitching violently as he came without even touching himself. The sticky warmth spread across his thighs, soaking the fabric, while his chest heaved in short, panicked breaths.

Kierra smirked, watching him from the bed. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “You came just from cleaning up after him.”

James’s cock gave a final weak pulse, then went limp, soft and spent, shrinking inside the mess he’d made in his own clothes. The shame burned hotter than ever.

Eric never went soft. James remembered the way Eric had stayed hard, thick and throbbing, even after filling Kierra. How he had kept her moaning, kept her begging for more. James looked down at himself—shrunk, drained, pitiful.

The difference was undeniable. Eric was everything James wasn’t.

Kierra closed her eyes with a satisfied smile, already drifting toward sleep. James sat there in silence, his shorts sticky, his cock useless, his heart heavy with the truth.
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James sat at the kitchen table, staring into the steam rising from his untouched coffee. The dark circles under his eyes told the story of a night spent tossing, thinking, replaying the video over and over in his head even when he didn’t want to.

Kierra strolled in wearing leggings and an oversized T-shirt, her hair tied in a casual ponytail. She moved with a lightness he hadn’t seen in years, humming softly as she poured herself a glass of juice.

She sat across from him, sipping slowly, eyes locked on his. “Last night was good,” she said, as if commenting on the weather. “But I want more.”

James shifted in his seat. “More… with Eric?”

Her smirk cut through him. “Not just Eric. I want variety. Different men. Different nights. I want to know what it feels like to be fucked in a dozen different ways. I want to taste new cocks, feel new bodies, explore everything I’ve missed.”

James’s throat tightened. “Kierra, that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I need,” she interrupted, her tone sharp. “One man isn’t enough. Especially not you. You’ve had me to yourself for years and you wasted it.” She leaned back, folding her arms. “Now I’m taking what I want.”

His chest clenched. A cocktail of jealousy, shame, and arousal churned in his gut. The words stung, but his cock stirred under the table, betraying him again. He hated himself for it.

“You’ll film it,” she continued calmly. “Every time. Every man. You’ll capture the way I moan for them, the way I cum on their cocks. And you’ll keep your hands off yourself unless I give permission. Do you understand?”

James swallowed hard. His voice cracked when he answered. “Yes.”

Kierra tilted her head, eyes narrowing. “Say it properly.”

He hesitated, then whispered, “I’ll film you with other men. I won’t touch myself unless you say I can.”

Her smirk widened, satisfied. She reached across the table, brushing her fingers across the back of his hand. “Good boy.”

His cock throbbed painfully at the praise, though his heart ached. He wasn’t her partner anymore. He was her cameraman.

Kierra leaned back in her chair, sipping her juice with a calm smile, as if she had just settled something ordinary, like picking dinner plans. Inside, though, her chest swelled with pride. Finally. I’m saying what I want, not begging for scraps. He’s not leading anymore—I am.

She watched James squirm across from her, his fingers drumming nervously against the coffee mug. She could almost see the storm inside him, the battle between jealousy and arousal twisting him up. It thrilled her.

“Do you realize what this means?” she asked, her voice smooth and sharp. “I’m not asking anymore, James. I’m telling you. I’m going to fuck other men. I’m going to let them use me in ways you never could. And you’ll kneel with the camera and capture every filthy second. That’s who we are now.”

James’s chest tightened at her words. He wanted to protest, to stand up and reclaim some dignity. How can she just say this like it’s nothing? Like our vows mean nothing? But the image flashed again—Kierra moaning, begging, her body alive in ways he’d never inspired. His cock twitched under the table, betraying him all over again.

God, what’s wrong with me? Why does this make me hard when it should make me sick?

Kierra leaned forward, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. “And don’t think I don’t see it. Your cock twitches every time I remind you. You thrive on being denied, James. You need this as much as I do. You’ll never admit it out loud, but I can read it all over you.”

James’s face burned. He clenched his fists under the table, torn apart by the truth of her words. She’s right. I hate it, I hate her saying it, but I can’t stop getting hard. I can’t stop wanting it.

Kierra’s smirk grew wider, her pride glowing. This is power. This is what it feels like to be wanted, to be bold, to finally live instead of just enduring.

“You know what the best part is?” she said, her tone triumphant. “I don’t feel guilty. Not one bit. For years, I let you think you were enough. And now? Now I don’t have to lie anymore. I can take what I want, and you’ll stay exactly where you belong—watching.”

James swallowed hard, his chest aching with humiliation. But beneath it all, his cock pressed painfully against his pants, throbbing harder with every cruel word. I should leave. I should hate her. But I can’t. I need this. God help me, I need this.

Kierra stood, brushing her hand lightly against his shoulder as she passed. “Finish your coffee,” she said, her tone dismissive, playful. “We’ve got a long road ahead. And I can’t wait to see how far you’ll let me go.”

James stayed frozen at the table, staring into the black swirl of his untouched coffee. His heart ached, his pride shattered—but his cock was still hard, aching, pulsing with a need he could never admit.

“I have a new guy coming tonight. Be ready. Remember the rules, James. Don’t fuck them up,” she said, straightening her clothes.

James wondered about the new guy. What does he look like? What will he be like? His cock stirred but he dared not touch it. He knew the consequences of doing so without permission. Kierra had made it quite clear.
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The knock came that evening. James’s chest tightened instantly—he already knew what it meant. Kierra looked radiant, standing in the hallway in a short red dress he hadn’t seen before, lips painted bold to match. She didn’t even glance at James as she opened the door.

Damon stood there. Younger, maybe mid-twenties, lean but cut, with a grin that screamed arrogance. His eyes flicked from Kierra’s body to James hovering in the background, and he smirked knowingly.

“This him?” Damon asked, nodding toward James.

Kierra’s lips curved. “That’s my husband. Don’t mind him—he’s just here to film.”

Damon laughed, low and cruel. “No shit. You really make him hold the camera while you get fucked?”

James felt his stomach knot. Kierra didn’t bother to defend him. She just smiled and took Damon’s hand, leading him toward the couch. “Camera,” she ordered sharply, her eyes cutting to James.

His knees bent automatically, his body obeying even as his pride burned. He set the camera up, hands trembling, lens aimed as Damon pulled Kierra into his lap and kissed her hard, sloppy, greedy.

“Damn,” Damon muttered against her lips. “You taste sweet. Bet he doesn’t even make you wet like this, huh?”

Kierra moaned, grinding against him, her voice breaking into a gasp. “He doesn’t.”

James swallowed, shame washing through him as he captured every second—the sound of her moans sharper, wilder, her body grinding with hunger. Damon pulled her dress up, baring her panties, and laughed again.

“You really let this loser fuck you?” he asked, fingers sliding under the fabric, pushing them aside.

“Not anymore,” Kierra gasped, her head falling back.

James’s gut twisted, jealousy sharp, cutting him deeper than before. Damon’s eyes flicked to him over Kierra’s shoulder. “Keep that camera steady, cuck. Don’t wanna miss me giving your wife something real.”

James’s face burned hot, but his cock swelled anyway, throbbing with every taunt. Why am I hard for this? Why can’t I stop?

Damon slid into Kierra with a groan, his cock filling her in one reckless thrust. She cried out, clutching at him, her moan tearing through the room.

“Fuck, so tight,” Damon growled, slapping her ass hard. He turned his head toward James, sneering. “Bet you never got her this wet. Look at her—dripping for me.”

James’s vision blurred with tears, but his cock pulsed painfully. He steadied the camera, every thrust filling the lens, Kierra bouncing in Damon’s lap, moaning louder, rawer, more desperate.

“Yeah, take it, slut,” Damon hissed in her ear, eyes cutting back to James. “You like making him watch, don’t you?”

Kierra’s answer was a scream, her nails raking down Damon’s back as her body bucked. “Yes! God, yes!”

James felt his stomach churn, jealousy and humiliation drowning him, but the truth was in his body—his cock was straining, harder than ever, untouched and throbbing as he filmed his wife surrendering to another man’s reckless thrusts.

Damon slammed into her with a brutal rhythm, each thrust making the couch groan under their weight. Kierra’s voice filled the room, sharp moans, high-pitched cries, sounds James had never dragged from her no matter how hard he tried.

“Fuck, you’re loving this, aren’t you?” Damon hissed against her ear, sweat dripping down his temples. “Bouncing on my cock while that sorry little husband kneels there with his toy camera.”

Kierra laughed breathlessly, her nails digging into his shoulders. “He’s only good for watching.”

James’s stomach twisted, his grip on the camera slick with sweat. His hands shook, but he didn’t stop recording. She means it. God, she really means it.

Damon’s eyes cut toward him, dark with cruel amusement. “You getting this, cuck? You getting a close-up of your wife taking real dick?”

James nodded stiffly, his throat too dry for words.

“Pathetic,” Damon spat, slapping Kierra’s ass hard enough to make her yelp. “He’s hard right now, isn’t he? Can’t even keep his cock down while you’re being fucked properly.”

Kierra turned her head toward James, her moans breaking into a laugh. “He’s throbbing. He can’t hide it.”

James’s face burned. His cock strained painfully in his pants, desperate for release, but the shame was just as sharp as the arousal.

Damon smirked, pounding into her harder, the wet slap of flesh echoing in the room. “Bet he’s never made you scream like this.”

“Never,” Kierra gasped, clutching his back as her body convulsed, her voice wild with pleasure. “Oh God—don’t stop—fuck, yes!”

James blinked through stinging eyes, his vision blurring. His chest ached, his pride shredded. But his cock pulsed harder, betraying him completely. Why does this make me harder than anything else? Why do I need this?

Damon grabbed Kierra’s chin, forcing her to look at James while he fucked her deep, fast, relentless. “Show him your face when you cum for me. Show him what he’ll never get.”

Her eyes locked on James through the lens, her lips parted, her voice a sharp scream as Damon hammered into her.

James’s hands trembled violently, the camera shaking as his body fought against the humiliation and the arousal tearing through him. He wanted to close his eyes, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t stop watching.

Damon grinned, his thrusts growing rougher, more erratic. “Keep that camera steady, cuck. You’re about to see your wife filled for real.”

Damon’s thrusts grew jagged, his breath coming hard against Kierra’s neck. Sweat gleamed on his back as he slammed deep, his cock swelling inside her. “Fuck—gonna cum,” he growled, eyes cutting toward James with that same cruel smirk.

Kierra clung to him, nails raking down his spine, her voice breaking into desperate cries. “Yes! Cum in me—fill me!”

James’s heart lurched. The words stabbed deep, her plea for another man to finish inside her—something she’d never begged him for. His chest ached, his stomach twisted, but his cock swelled painfully, throbbing at the sight.

Damon groaned, burying himself to the hilt, his whole body shuddering as he spilled hot inside her. Kierra gasped, her voice high and raw, shivering around him as her pussy clenched to take it all.

“Zoom in, cuck,” Damon barked, his tone commanding.

James fumbled with the camera, hands slick with sweat, pulling the frame tighter as Damon slowly withdrew. Thick cum oozed from Kierra’s swollen cunt, dripping down her thighs.

Damon slapped her ass, then pointed at James with a sneer. “There’s your wife, stuffed full of me. That’s a real man’s load, not that weak little dribble you give her.”

James’s throat tightened, his vision blurring. His cock pulsed in his pants, useless, untouched. He hated how hot his body ran with the humiliation, how his chest heaved with a mix of shame and arousal.

Kierra moaned softly, fingers sliding between her legs to spread herself for the camera. “Look at me, James,” she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. “This is how it feels to be fucked right. This is what you could never give me.”

Damon chuckled darkly, leaning back against the couch, his cock still slick with her juices. “Pathetic little cameraman. You’ll never know what it’s like to make her scream like that. All you’re good for is kneeling and watching real men wreck your wife.”

The words gutted James. His cock twitched once more, then softened completely, drained by shame. He felt hollow, worthless, the truth ringing louder than anything else—he had never satisfied her. Not like Eric. Not like Damon. Not like any man she’d ever let inside her again.

Kierra’s smile was cruel, triumphant. “And that’s exactly where you belong.”

James lowered the camera, his body trembling, his pride shattered, knowing she was right.
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James sat stiff on the couch, the television flickering soundlessly in front of him. He wasn’t really watching. His mind still echoed with Damon’s taunts, every cruel word replaying in his head like a loop he couldn’t break. Pathetic little cameraman. All you’re good for is kneeling and watching real men wreck your wife.

The sound of heels clicking on the hardwood snapped him back. Kierra entered the living room, purse slung over her shoulder, dressed in a short skirt and blouse that clung to her chest. She looked like she was headed out for drinks, not standing in her own living room.

“Get up,” she said flatly, tossing her keys onto the table.

James blinked. “Where are we going?”

Her lips curved in a dangerous smirk. “Somewhere new. I don’t want to be stuck in this house every time I’m getting fucked. Too safe. Too boring.” She leaned down, her perfume overwhelming, her voice sharp against his ear. “We’re going to a motel.”

James’s stomach lurched. “Kierra, we can’t⁠—”

“We can. And we will.” She straightened, her eyes glittering with the thrill of her own boldness. I feel alive again. And he can’t stop me. He never could.

James’s throat tightened. The thought of strangers hearing her screams, of other people knowing what they were, terrified him. Yet his cock stirred anyway, pressing against his jeans. God, why am I hard? Why do I want to see it, even though it’s killing me?

Kierra smirked, catching the twitch beneath his zipper. “Of course you’re hard. You love this, even when you’re pretending you don’t.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Shut up, James.” She grabbed his chin, tilting his head up so he had no choice but to look at her. “You’ll bring the camera. You’ll kneel on the dirty carpet while I take cock from a man who doesn’t even know your name. And you’ll film it steady, because that’s your place.”

Shame scorched his chest, but his cock ached harder. His voice cracked when he whispered, “Yes.”

Kierra’s smile widened, victorious. She snatched up her purse again and headed for the door. “Good. Then let’s go find me someone new.”

James followed silently, the weight of the camera bag on his shoulder, his heart pounding with dread and twisted anticipation.

The motel smelled of old carpet and stale beer, the air conditioner humming too loud in the corner of the lobby. James trailed behind Kierra as she strode confidently toward the bar tucked into the back, her heels clicking against the tile. She looked out of place here—too polished, too sharp, her blouse low enough to draw stares, her skirt hugging her ass like an invitation.

James carried the camera bag, head down, stomach tight with dread. What if someone recognizes us? What if they know what we’re here for? His palms sweated around the strap, but his cock stirred anyway, heavy and aching.

Kierra slid onto a stool, crossing her legs deliberately, tugging her blouse a little lower as she leaned on the counter. She ordered a drink, her voice flirtatious in a way James hadn’t heard in years. She laughed lightly at the bartender’s comment, tilting her head just so, the motion calculated to show off the long line of her neck.

James sat one stool away, silent, watching her put on a show that wasn’t for him. His stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock pressed hard against his zipper, throbbing with every flick of her hair, every flirtatious glance. She’s glowing. She’s alive. And it’s not because of me.

She turned suddenly, catching his stare. “Keep that look off your face,” she said under her breath, her smile still plastered on for anyone watching. “You’re not here to pout. You’re here to watch me get what I want.”

James nodded quickly, shame burning in his cheeks.

That’s when he noticed him. Todd. Mid-thirties, maybe, with broad shoulders stuffed into a worn leather jacket, the kind of man who looked like he belonged in places like this. His eyes lingered on Kierra from the end of the bar, and she noticed. She smiled, slow and deliberate.

Todd took the bait. He slid onto the stool beside her, his voice low, confident. “Evening. Haven’t seen you around before.”

Kierra leaned toward him, laughing softly, her hand brushing his forearm as if by accident. “Maybe you weren’t looking hard enough.”

James’s stomach lurched. She’s really doing this. With a stranger. Right in front of me. He shifted uncomfortably on his stool, his cock throbbing against the inside of his jeans.

Todd’s eyes flicked toward James briefly, then back to Kierra. “And who’s he?”

She smirked, her voice dripping with mischief. “Just my husband. He’s here to hold the camera.”

Todd raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading across his face. “No kidding?”

Kierra sipped her drink, eyes locked on Todd’s. “No kidding.”

James’s face burned hot, his stomach a knot of humiliation. He wanted to shrink into himself, to disappear. But his cock twitched, harder now, betraying him again.

Todd’s grin widened. He leaned closer, his voice dropping lower. “Well, sweetheart, if you’re serious, I’d be happy to give your husband something worth filming.”

Kierra’s eyes gleamed with triumph. She glanced at James, her smirk cruel, her voice sharp. “Hear that? He already knows his role.”

James’s throat tightened. His cock pulsed. He nodded, silently, his humiliation complete.

James shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, clutching the strap of the camera bag like it was the only thing tethering him in place. The low hum of the TV in the corner, the clink of glasses, the murmur of conversation—all of it pressed down on him. Every sound felt sharper, louder, like the whole room was tuned in to his humiliation.

God, what if someone sees? What if someone knows me? The thought spiraled, his chest tightening as his eyes flicked to the other patrons—an older couple playing pool, a man hunched over the bar with a beer. He imagined them turning, realizing what was happening, watching him kneel with the camera while his wife spread herself for another man. His face burned, sweat beading at his temples.

Beside him, Kierra thrived. She leaned into Todd’s shoulder, laughing loud enough to draw glances. Her hand traced idle circles on his thigh, her body language bold, shameless. Her blouse had slipped just enough to show the swell of her breasts, and she made no move to adjust it.

James’s stomach twisted. She’s putting on a show. She wants them to notice.

Todd caught on quick. His grin widened as he slid his arm around her waist, tugging her closer. “You’re really letting him sit there like this?” he asked, jerking his chin toward James.

Kierra moaned softly—louder than necessary, deliberate—her head falling briefly against Todd’s shoulder. “Mmm… of course. That’s what gets him off. Watching me get what he never could give me.”

James’s cock pulsed hard in his jeans, shame flooding him. He looked around quickly, terrified someone had heard, terrified they’d seen the way his body reacted.

Todd chuckled low, leaning close enough that his voice carried just for their table. “Damn. That’s cold. You’re a mean one.”

Kierra smirked, eyes gleaming as she glanced at James. “I’m honest. That’s the difference.”

She reached down and tugged at the hem of her skirt, sliding it higher, just enough for Todd’s hand to slip underneath. James’s breath caught, panic rising. “Kierra⁠—”

“Shut up,” she hissed, still smiling sweetly at Todd.

Her moan echoed softly, sharp enough to turn a head at the other end of the bar. She didn’t care. If anything, her moan grew louder, more theatrical, her hips shifting against Todd’s hand under the table.

James’s chest pounded. She’s going to get us caught. Everyone’s going to know. Terror clawed at him—but his cock throbbed painfully against the inside of his pants. His body betrayed him again, every beat of his heart driving him deeper into humiliation.

Todd laughed, enjoying every second. “Damn, she’s wet already. You sure you want to let this happen, cuck? I could take her right here on this stool if you don’t hurry up and get that camera ready.”

Kierra turned her head toward James, her eyes sharp, mocking. “You hear that? He could fuck me right here, in front of everyone. And you’d just kneel and film, because that’s all you’re good for.”

James’s throat closed, his cock twitching hard. He lowered his gaze, nodding silently, too broken to argue.

Kierra smiled, victorious, and moaned louder still as Todd’s fingers worked her beneath the table.

The motel room smelled of smoke and old sheets, the faded wallpaper peeling at the corners. A single lamp cast a yellow glow over the sagging bed, its coverlet patterned with tired floral prints. James’s stomach twisted at the sight—it wasn’t just sex now, it was filth, degradation, a place where strangers had done the same thing countless times before.

Kierra dropped her purse onto the dresser and immediately pushed James toward the floor. “On your knees. Camera out. Don’t miss a thing.”

The carpet was rough and stained beneath him, grinding into his knees as he fumbled with the camera bag. His hands shook, his chest tight with dread and arousal. God, this is real. She’s really going to do this, here, with him.

Todd kicked off his boots and stripped without hesitation, his cock thick and hard already. He smirked down at James. “Nice angle you got there, cuck. Make sure you zoom in when I give her what she needs.”

James swallowed hard, shame and fury twisting in his gut, but his cock pulsed in his pants anyway. He aimed the lens at the bed, forcing himself to breathe steady.

Kierra slipped out of her blouse and skirt, tossing them carelessly aside, standing in nothing but a lace bra and panties. She wasn’t shy—she posed, letting Todd’s eyes roam over her body, feeding on his hungry grin. Then she peeled the panties off and climbed onto the bed, arching her back like an offering.

“God, you’re perfect,” Todd muttered, crawling over her.

James’s chest clenched as he focused the camera. That’s my wife. That’s my wife. But the sound of her laugh, the glow in her eyes—it wasn’t for him.

Todd drove into her with one sharp thrust, and Kierra screamed, her voice raw and shameless. “Yes! Fuck—harder!”

The bed groaned beneath them, every slap of flesh echoing in the dingy room. Kierra’s cries bounced off the thin walls, louder than she’d ever let herself be at home. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, her back arched, every thrust pushing another desperate moan from her throat.

James’s knees ached, the rough carpet digging into his skin, but he didn’t move. His hands trembled, the camera shaking as he zoomed in on Todd pounding into her, her pussy slick and stretched around his cock. His heart hammered, his stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock throbbed painfully, straining for release he knew he wouldn’t get.

“Pound me harder!” Kierra screamed, her voice breaking, her eyes rolling back as Todd hammered into her.

Todd laughed breathlessly, gripping her hips and slamming her down on him with reckless force. He looked toward James, his grin sharp and cruel. “Hear that? She wants it harder than you could ever give it.”

James’s chest ached, tears stinging his eyes as he captured it all—the bed rattling, the sharp cries, the raw hunger in his wife’s face. He wanted to shut his eyes, but the camera forced him to watch.

Kierra turned her head, her eyes locking on him through the lens as she screamed again. “Keep filming, James! Don’t you dare look away!”

His cock pulsed painfully at her command, every moan carving deeper into him, every thrust a reminder of what he could never be.

Todd’s thrusts grew ragged, his breath sharp as sweat dripped down his face. “Fuck—I’m close,” he growled, slamming into Kierra with a rough rhythm that made the headboard smack the wall.

Kierra clawed at his back, her body rocking with every brutal thrust. Then, suddenly, she pushed at his chest, panting, eyes glittering. “Wait—pull out. I want it on my face.”

James’s stomach lurched, his chest tightening. No… no, not that.

Todd smirked, pulling free with a wet sound, his cock glistening with her slick. He stroked himself roughly, standing over her as she slid down the bed, spreading her hair across the pillow like she was posing for the camera.

“James,” she panted, looking directly into the lens. “Keep it steady. Don’t you dare flinch.”

James’s hands shook violently, the camera wobbling. His cock strained, throbbing with shame, his whole body trembling.

Todd groaned, his body jerking as the first hot stream shot across Kierra’s cheek. She moaned, tilting her head to take more, the jets splattering her lips, her chin, streaking across her forehead.

“Closer!” Kierra gasped, her voice sharp, commanding. “Get the camera closer!”

James shuffled on his knees, zooming in, the lens filling with the sight of his wife painted with another man’s cum. His chest burned, tears pricking his eyes, but he obeyed. He couldn’t do anything else.

Todd grunted, the last ropes spilling across her nose and mouth. Kierra moaned again, swiping her tongue across her lips, licking it up like candy. She sucked a finger into her mouth, groaning with satisfaction.

“Mmm… that’s how a man finishes,” she whispered, cum glistening on her skin. Her eyes cut to James, sharp and triumphant. “Not inside me—on me. Where you can see every drop.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, his chest hollow, his pride shredded. He kept the camera fixed as she licked her lips clean, every movement deliberate, every moan a dagger straight into him.

When she finally lowered her hand, streaks still glistening across her face, she smirked. “That’s the shot you were meant to get, James. Not some weak little mess dribbling between my legs.”

Todd chuckled, zipping his jeans without another glance. James lowered the camera slowly, his whole body trembling, knowing he had just filmed his wife reveling in the kind of finish he could never give her.

And worst of all—his cock was harder than ever, untouched, leaking in his pants.
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James sat on the edge of the bed, his face buried in his hands. His chest heaved with uneven breaths, his stomach twisted in knots. The camera bag lay on the floor where he’d dropped it, still sticky from the night at the motel. He couldn’t stop shaking—not just from exhaustion, but from the shame that had eaten him raw.

When Kierra came out of the bathroom, hair wrapped in a towel, skin glowing from her shower, she looked untouched by the night before. Radiant. Alive. She tossed the towel aside, slipped into panties, and sat down across from him without a care in the world.

James lifted his head, eyes red-rimmed. His voice cracked. “Kierra… please. I can’t do this anymore.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Can’t do what?”

“This.” His words tumbled out fast, frantic. “Watching you with them. Recording it. The way they treat me—the way you treat me—I can’t take it. It’s destroying me.”

Kierra leaned back, crossing her arms under her breasts, smirk tugging at her lips. “Destroying you? James, it’s making you. Look at you. You’re more alive than you’ve ever been. You get hard every time I tell you another man is coming over. You came in your pants cleaning Eric’s cum off the sheets. You begged me with your tongue while watching Damon fuck me.”

James’s throat tightened, his face burning. “Because I’m broken. Because I don’t know how else to deal with it. Please, Kierra. Please stop.”

She laughed, sharp and dismissive. “Stop? No, James. This is who we are now. You’re not my lover—you’re my cameraman. My witness. You’re here to see me cum on other cocks and keep your mouth shut about it.”

His stomach churned, his eyes filling again. “I’m your husband.”

“You’re a husband who doesn’t satisfy his wife.” Her tone was flat, merciless. “Eric does. Damon does. Todd did. You? You just kneel and whimper and get hard watching me scream for someone else.”

James shook his head weakly, tears slipping down his cheeks. “It hurts, Kierra. Every time. It hurts so much.”

Kierra leaned forward, gripping his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Good. That’s the point. That’s what makes it real. If it didn’t hurt, you wouldn’t be hard. Don’t lie to yourself.”

His lips trembled, words failing him. She released his chin, sitting back with a victorious smirk.

“This isn’t a debate, James,” she said firmly. “I’m not asking for permission. I’m telling you. And you’re going to accept it, because you’re addicted to it. You’re mine now. Exactly the way I want you.”

James lowered his head, shame burning him alive. His cock pulsed traitorously against his pants, proving her right.

James lay on the bed in his boxers, cock straining against the thin fabric. His breathing came uneven, shallow, like every nerve in his body was wired too tight. Beside him, Kierra lounged casually in her robe, phone in hand, scrolling with a lazy smile.

“You want to cum tonight?” she asked without looking at him.

James swallowed hard, nodding quickly. “Please.”

She smirked, tilting the screen so he could see the messages. Eric: When can I bend you over again? Damon: Your pussy was dripping for me, slut. Todd: Bet your husband’s still jerking off to the video.

Kierra chuckled softly, scrolling back and forth so he couldn’t escape the words. “Look at this, James. They want me. They can’t get enough of me. And what do you do? You lay here twitching like a dog begging for scraps.”

James groaned, his hand sliding down to grip himself through the fabric. “Please, Kierra. Just let me⁠—”

“Take them off,” she said, eyes sharp.

He obeyed, stripping his boxers off, cock springing free, thick with precum at the tip. He wrapped his fist around it, stroking slow, biting his lip as he stared at the screen she held inches from his face.

“Eric makes me scream,” she whispered. “Damon makes me squirt. Todd painted my face with cum while you begged me with the camera. And you… you’ve never made me cum once.”

James moaned, stroking faster, his hips jerking upward in shameful rhythm.

“Stop.” Her voice cut sharp.

He froze, panting, cock twitching angrily in his grip.

“You don’t get to decide when you finish. I do.” She leaned closer, brushing her lips against his ear. “You can edge. That’s all. Stroke until you’re about to blow, then stop. Over and over until I say otherwise.”

James groaned, trembling as he obeyed, stroking again, his thighs quivering as heat built in his gut. Just when he was close, her sharp voice stopped him cold. Again and again she toyed with him, laughing softly while he whimpered.

Finally, he broke. His voice cracked, raw and desperate. “Kierra… I can’t cum without you anymore. Without this. Without watching you with them.” His eyes shone with tears. “I’m broken. You’ve broken me.”

Her chest swelled, pride and power rushing through her veins. It’s mine now. Every drop. Every orgasm belongs to me. She stroked his cheek mockingly.

“You’re not broken,” she said smugly. “You’re mine. You’ll only cum when I let you. And only when I’m full of someone else’s cock.”

James groaned, his cock twitching painfully at her words, his body betraying him yet again.

Kierra smiled, glowing with triumph. I own him completely. Every release. Every ache. Every need.

She leaned back against the pillows, scrolling her phone again, her voice calm and certain. “Go to sleep hard, James. Maybe tomorrow I’ll let you edge again. Maybe not. Either way—you’ll wait until I decide.”

James whimpered softly, his cock throbbing red and angry, but he obeyed, curling up on his side, humiliated, denied, and more addicted than ever.

James curled into himself on the edge of the bed, shoulders shaking, hot tears tracking down his face. The shame felt like a physical weight—he had just confessed the thing that made him weakest and most needy, and the sound of his own sobs made him feel small and exposed. Every pulse in his groin mocked him, reminding him that his body answered her even when his mind begged to run. I’m pathetic, he thought, hating himself for wanting what destroyed him.

Kierra watched him with a slow, satisfied calm. Then, almost tenderly, she reached over and pressed a light kiss to his forehead—an oddly maternal gesture that made him feel younger and more humiliated all at once. Her lips were cool, brief, and her fingers smoothed his hair like she was soothing a child rather than a husband. “Sleep, baby,” she murmured, voice soft but owning him completely.

He let the tears fall, the mix of relief and defeat washing through him, and curled up hard, still painfully hard, even as his chest emptied itself of whatever fight he had left. Kierra settled back against the pillows with her phone in hand, already planning, already arranging, while James lay there raw and small—knowing, with a clarity that hurt, that his place was exactly where she’d decided it was.
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The wine was already poured when Eric knocked. Two glasses, red, full-bodied, the kind James used to pick out for anniversaries. Kierra had dressed herself in deep burgundy lace, the same color as the wine, the same color as the lipstick she’d applied slowly in the bathroom mirror while James waited outside holding the camera bag.

“You’re going to make tonight perfect,” she told him earlier. “No shaking hands. No begging. Just shut the fuck up and film.”

When she opened the door for Eric, her face lit up like it hadn’t in years. Her voice was soft but bright—genuine. “You look good,” she said, touching his arm like they were on a date, like they had history. Eric smirked, stepping in, towering over James as he entered.

James didn’t get a greeting.

He adjusted the shoulder strap of the camera bag and kept quiet. The camera was already prepped. Full battery. Clean lens. High resolution. Because if he was going to be useless, he might as well be professional.

They sat on the couch first. Not in a rush this time. Eric put his arm around her and pulled her in close. She laughed at something he whispered. James couldn’t hear it. He didn’t ask.

She touched Eric’s thigh when she leaned into him, her nails tracing lazy lines up his jeans. James watched the way her fingers curled under the denim hem, like she'd done it a hundred times.

“Start filming,” she said over her shoulder, not even looking at him. “Now.”

The camera beeped on.

Eric kissed her neck first, slow, wet, loud enough for the mic to catch. Kierra turned into him, moaning before he even touched her breasts. She spread her legs a little wider, skirt riding up, lace thong disappearing between thick curves James hadn't touched in months. His throat tightened, and he steadied the camera with both hands.

“Damn, you smell so good,” Eric murmured against her skin. “Missed this pussy.”

“You gonna take your time with it tonight?” Kierra teased, unbuttoning his shirt like she meant it. “Or are you gonna fuck me like you missed it?”

“I’m gonna do both.”

James watched her giggle—giggle—like a schoolgirl. Her legs swung up into Eric’s lap, and in one smooth move, he lifted her and carried her to the bedroom.

“Bring the tripod,” she called.

James followed, obedient. Silent. His hard-on already twitching in his pants.

They didn’t just fuck tonight. They made love. Or something close enough to it that James felt it in his teeth.

Eric undressed her slowly, kissing each inch of skin he revealed. Kierra closed her eyes like she was being worshipped. Her nipples were hard before the bra even came off. He sucked them both, kissed down her belly, took his time with her thighs.

James adjusted the focus as Eric spread her legs and buried his tongue into her.

Kierra gripped the headboard, gasping, moaning, her voice breathy and real. “Fuck, baby… right there… don’t stop…”

She never called James baby. Not once.

Eric made her cum twice before he even unzipped his pants.

“You getting the angle, James?” Eric asked, glancing over his shoulder. “She’s fuckin’ squirting for me.”

“I’m getting it,” James croaked.

But he wasn’t. Not really. Not anymore. He stood there behind the camera, body tense, his chest burning with something far worse than humiliation.

It was jealousy now. Pure, sick, black jealousy. Not just because she was fucking someone else. Not just because she was moaning louder than she ever had with him.

It was the way she looked at Eric. Soft. Sweet. Like her heart opened up when he touched her. Like this was more than fucking.

Like she felt something.

James tried to swallow it down. Pretend it didn’t matter. Pretend it was still a game. But when Eric kissed her—really kissed her—slow and deep and full of that easy, dominant affection… something cracked.

She kissed him back like she missed him.

She brushed her fingers through his hair.

She smiled into his mouth.

It wasn’t just sex.

And James knew it.

His hands trembled harder now. His breathing hitched. The camera lens caught the moment she pressed her forehead to Eric’s and whispered, “I’ve been thinking about this all week.”

That wasn’t for James.

That was for him.

She flipped over on her knees, ass arched, looking back at Eric like she belonged to him.

“I missed this cock,” she said, licking her lips. “You ready to make me scream?”

“Turn that camera, little man,” Eric ordered. “This view’s just for you.”

James panned right. Focused tight on the curve of her ass as Eric slid in with a deep grunt. Kierra cried out, her body rocking with every thrust.

“Shit… deeper, baby, don’t stop. You fuck me like you own me…”

James clenched his thighs together, squeezing his legs around the pulsing heat building between them. He couldn’t even touch himself. He wasn’t allowed. But his cock didn’t care.

Eric grabbed her hips and fucked her with the kind of power James never had. His balls slapped loud against her ass, over and over, her moans growing desperate, wet, guttural.

“Tell him,” Eric grunted. “Tell him who owns this pussy.”

“You do,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “You own this pussy, baby… fuck, yes…”

James bit his lip so hard he tasted blood.

The camera wobbled.

“Steady,” Eric barked, slamming into her harder. “Don’t ruin my fuckin’ moment.”

James adjusted. He zoomed. Focused on the way Kierra’s pussy stretched around Eric’s thick cock, the creamy slickness coating his shaft.

He came in his pants thirty seconds later. No touch. No permission. Just heat and shame, sticky in his boxers, a humiliated mess behind the lens.

Neither of them noticed.

Kierra was screaming into the pillows, begging for more, her hands clawing at the sheets. Eric pulled her up by the hair and kissed her hard while fucking her from behind.

“You ever scream like this for him?” Eric growled.

“No,” Kierra gasped. “Never.”

The words hit James harder than any slap ever could.

“Look at him,” Eric said, holding Kierra by the chin. “Tell him.”

She turned her head, eyes glazed, mascara smeared.

“You never made me cum like this,” she said. “Never once. And you never will.”

James didn’t respond.

He just kept filming.

And in the pit of his gut, he knew this wasn’t just a fuck session. It wasn’t casual. It wasn’t meaningless. She wasn’t just getting dick. She was getting something else—something James used to believe was his.

He didn’t just lose her body tonight.

He was losing her heart.

Eric pulled out slow, his cock glistening, heavy with slick. Kierra was still panting, her body limp beneath him, thighs twitching from aftershocks. He slapped her ass once—hard—and she gave a soft, exhausted laugh, burying her face in the pillows.

James lowered the camera, his arms aching, his jeans soaked and clinging to him. He was lightheaded. The room was humid with sweat, sex, and the faint scent of wine left untouched on the nightstand.

Eric sat back on the edge of the bed and looked over his shoulder. “You done recording?”

James nodded, voice caught somewhere between his stomach and throat.

Kierra rolled over onto her back, legs still spread, her body on full display like an art piece left behind after the act. She stretched, slow and satisfied. Her eyes finally landed on James.

And she smiled.

Not cruel. Not mocking.

Soft.

That was worse.

“You didn’t touch yourself, did you?” she asked quietly.

James shook his head, lying with his face.

She laughed, and her eyes dropped to the stain on the front of his jeans. Her smile widened, turning smug. “Couldn’t help yourself, huh?”

He looked away.

Eric stood and started dressing. Kierra didn’t move.

She reached for her wine, took a sip, then set it down. Her voice dropped a little when she spoke again.

“You saw it tonight,” she said, locking eyes with him. “This wasn’t just sex.”

James didn’t speak.

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, her cum-slick thighs still glistening under the soft bedroom light.

“This is what I’ve been missing,” she said. “Someone who knows how to handle me. Who doesn’t ask permission. Who makes me feel things.”

James’s throat was dry. His voice came out barely above a whisper. “Do you love him?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Then: “Maybe. I don’t know. But I feel something when he touches me.”

Eric smirked at the door, already half-dressed. “She’ll figure it out.”

Kierra stood and walked past James toward the bathroom, trailing cum down her thighs. At the doorway, she paused.

“Clean up the sheets,” she said without looking back. “Then go sleep on the couch. I don’t want you in my bed tonight.”

The bathroom door shut with a click.

James stood there alone, camera in hand, heart in pieces, his jeans wet with shame. The bed was a mess of sweat and fluids and crushed fabric.

He knelt.

And he started pulling the sheets off.

The bathroom door clicked shut. Water started running a moment later.

James stood there for a few more seconds, frozen, camera still in his hands like a soldier who’d lost the war but hadn’t been told it was over. His eyes moved slowly across the bed—pillows stained with mascara and sweat, twisted sheets soaked in body fluids. The air was still warm, sticky, heavy.

He put the camera down on the dresser, carefully, like it was something fragile. His fingers hovered near it a moment longer before he finally turned toward the mess.

The sheets came off in chunks, clinging to themselves from the wetness soaked deep into the fabric. He avoided looking too long at the dark patch near the center of the mattress—where Eric had finished, where Kierra had screamed his name.

He balled the sheets in his arms, but something made him stop. Something pulled his eyes to the pillow at the top of the bed, where a faint imprint of Kierra’s cheek still pressed into the fabric. A smear of lipstick, a few strands of hair.

She’d been smiling when she came. Laughing, even. The kind of laugh that used to be his reward.

James pressed his face into the pillow before he could stop himself.

It still smelled like her. Her sweat, her perfume, the wine on her breath.

And beneath it—Eric.

A deep, masculine scent. Musky. Foreign. Animal.

He inhaled again, harder. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t help it.

His cock twitched in his ruined jeans, and his breath hitched.

No... don’t…

But the shame only made it worse.

He dropped the sheets and sank to his knees at the edge of the bed, dragging the pillow down with him, clutching it tight. His face pressed into it again, burying himself in the filth of what he'd just watched. What he'd filmed. What he’d been reduced to.

He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t need to.

It was already building, hot and sick in his gut, crawling up through his spine like a virus he couldn’t stop. His balls tightened. His thighs clenched.

He groaned into the pillow as it hit him.

No hands. No friction. Just the smell of his wife’s sex—another man’s cum still thick in the air—and the sound of her moaning still replaying in his skull like a broken record.

He came.

Again.

Hard.

The release was fast, violent, another wet, throbbing mess into already-damp underwear. It pulsed in waves, each one sharper than the last, his whole body shaking as it poured out of him. No pleasure. Just pressure. Just shame.

He gasped, body curling forward, tears mixing with the drool on the pillow.

When it was over, he didn’t move.

His chest heaved against the edge of the bed, forehead pressed to the mattress, his fingers twisted tight into the fabric.

He felt filthy. Weak. Subhuman.

Like something she could walk past tomorrow and not even glance at.

The water in the bathroom was still running. He could hear her humming through the door.

Happy.

Satisfied.

He forced himself up, legs unsteady. His jeans clung to him, wet and sticking to his thighs. He looked down at himself and saw the second stain, darker than the first.

He wanted to scream. Or hit something. Or disappear.

Instead, he picked up the pillow again and shoved it into the laundry basket with the sheets. The mattress was bare now, the outline of her body still faint in the indentations. He found a spare sheet in the closet, shaking as he spread it over the bed.

She’d told him to sleep on the couch.

He didn’t argue.

Didn’t knock on the bathroom door. Didn’t ask for anything.

He gathered the camera gear and limped out of the bedroom with sticky jeans and hollow eyes, leaving the scent of sweat, cum, and someone else’s love behind.
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The smell of bacon drew James out of a restless sleep.

His body ached from the couch, back knotted, neck stiff. He hadn’t changed his clothes. His jeans were still damp in the crotch, crusted from what had dried there the night before. He peeled them off without looking and tossed them into the hamper like they were infected.

The coffee machine burbled in the kitchen.

He followed the sound, sluggish, like he was moving through molasses. Kierra stood at the stove in a loose T-shirt, no bra, thong clearly visible through the thin fabric. She was barefoot, humming some pop song under her breath as she flipped bacon in the pan.

“Morning,” she said, not looking up.

James didn’t answer right away.

She plated the bacon, grabbed two mugs, and poured coffee like nothing had changed.

He finally found his voice. “About last night…”

Kierra turned and slid a mug across the island toward him. “What about it?”

“I just…” He hesitated, trying to find the right words. “That was different. You… you kissed him. You said things. It didn’t feel like the others.”

She sipped her coffee. Shrugged.

“So?”

James blinked. “So… is he more than just⁠—”

“I fucked someone else this morning.”

The words hit like a slap.

He stared at her, lips parting. “What?”

She didn’t even flinch. “Guy I met on the way back from the gym. We talked for a bit. He followed me to the parking lot. I let him eat me out in the back seat of his car.”

James felt the air leave his lungs.

“I didn’t even shower after Eric left,” she added, voice flat. “I still had his cum in me when that guy licked me clean. Pretty wild, right?”

He grabbed the edge of the counter for balance. His legs felt weak. “You didn’t tell me. You didn’t record it.”

Kierra finally looked at him.

Her eyes were cold.

Dead.

“I don’t need to tell you everything,” she said simply. “And I don’t need you watching every time.”

The words tore into him deeper than any insult ever had.

“But… that’s the rule,” James said, voice cracking. “I’m supposed to film. That’s⁠—”

“That was a rule you liked,” she cut in. “Made you feel like you were still part of it. Like you had a job. You don’t.”

He felt his face flush with heat, shame and disbelief mixing in his stomach like poison. “You broke the agreement.”

“No,” she said, tilting her head. “I changed it. That’s different.”

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t make this dramatic. It was ten minutes. He didn’t even fuck me.”

“That’s not the point,” James said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You did it without me. You didn’t tell me. You hid it.”

“I didn’t hide it,” she said. “I just didn’t think you needed to know. What would you have done anyway? Jerk off in the hallway while I moaned his name?”

His throat tightened. Tears stung the back of his eyes, but he forced them down.

She walked past him toward the hallway, mug in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked back over her shoulder. Her voice was soft, but not kind.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James. You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She didn’t wait for a response.

The bedroom door shut behind her.

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t make this dramatic. It was ten minutes. He didn’t even fuck me.”

“That’s not the point,” James said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You did it without me. You didn’t tell me. You hid it.”

“I didn’t hide it,” she said. “I just didn’t think you needed to know. What would you have done anyway? Jerk off in the hallway while I moaned his name?”

His throat tightened. Tears stung the back of his eyes, but he forced them down.

He stood there, staring at her, but she’d already turned away. Already moving on.

And that was what hurt the most.

It wasn’t the sex. It wasn’t even the lie.

It was the realization that he was no longer needed.

Not as a husband. Not as a lover. Not even as the cameraman.

He used to believe that behind the lens, he still had a role. A place. A thread of connection to her pleasure, even if he wasn’t the one giving it. Every frame he captured was proof he still belonged.

But now?

Now she fucked without him.

Came without him.

Existed without him.

He wasn't a part of her pleasure anymore.

He was just... there.

Kierra walked past him toward the hallway, mug in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked back over her shoulder. Her voice was soft, but not kind.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James. You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She didn’t wait for a response.

The bedroom door shut behind her.

James stood there alone in the kitchen, the smell of bacon turning his stomach. His hands curled into fists at his sides. The silence stretched, long and hollow.

The coffee grew cold.

So did he.

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She tilted her head, studying him now. Her eyes drifted downward, then back up. She smirked.

“You’re hard already, aren’t you?”

James clenched his jaw.

“You are,” she said, stepping around the counter slowly, eyes locked on the bulge forming in his sweats. “God, you’re pathetic.”

He flinched, but didn’t move.

Kierra stopped just in front of him, leaning in slightly, her voice dropping.

“Do you want to hear about it?” she asked, tone almost playful. “What he did?”

He said nothing.

She leaned closer, breath warm against his cheek. “He pulled my tights down in one smooth motion. Didn’t ask. Didn’t hesitate. Just shoved my seat back and climbed on top of me.”

James swallowed hard. His cock throbbed against the waistband of his sweats.

“He was hungry, baby,” she whispered. “Tasted Eric’s cum and didn’t care. Licked all around my hole like he was starved. Groaning into it while my legs were up on the dash. And I just let him. I didn’t even touch him. I just spread my legs wider and moaned.”

James’s knees wobbled. He shifted, trying to relieve the pressure, but it only made it worse.

“You should’ve heard the noises I made,” she said, pulling back, staring into his face. “Loud. Messy. My pussy was still leaking from the night before. And he licked it all up.”

His breathing hitched. He looked down. The bulge was unmistakable now, the fabric stretching with every twitch.

“Don’t,” she said sharply. “Don’t you dare touch it.”

He froze.

She leaned in again, lips brushing his ear. “You don’t get to jerk off to my stories. You don’t earn that.”

His cock jumped at her words.

“You just stand there,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Hard. Dripping. Useless.”

James’s eyes fluttered shut. His fists were tight at his sides, knuckles white, thighs trembling from how badly he needed to release. The ache was unbearable—like his cock was swelling too big for his body, throbbing with every beat of his heart.

“You want to cum right now, don’t you?” she teased.

He nodded slowly.

She smiled. Cold and cruel.

“Too fucking bad.”

Kierra stepped back and turned away, walking toward the hallway with her coffee in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked over her shoulder.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James,” she said. “You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She disappeared down the hall.

James was left alone.

Hard. Pulsing. Denied.

And he didn’t even try to touch himself.

Because somewhere deep down, he knew she was right.

Kierra disappeared down the hall.

James stood in the kitchen, unmoving, his cock pressing hard and angry against the front of his sweats. Every breath made it twitch. Every thought of her—her words, her smile while she told him what that stranger did to her—made the ache worse.

He didn’t touch himself. He wouldn’t dare.

But it didn’t stop the pulsing. The pressure. The maddening need.

And then, without warning, his chest tightened.

Tears blurred his vision.

He wiped them away fast, but they kept coming, hot and steady, running down his cheeks. He leaned on the counter, shoulders shaking, breath catching in his throat as his body trembled between humiliation and desperation.

His cock still throbbed.

Still begged.

The contradiction broke something in him.

He let out a choked sob, pressing his forehead to the cold granite. His knees buckled slightly, legs weak beneath him. The hardness in his pants wouldn’t go away. It pulsed with every heartbeat, taunting him, mocking him.

And she came back.

She didn’t ask why he was crying.

She didn’t even look surprised.

Kierra breezed past him in her gym shorts and sports bra, earbuds slung around her neck, a protein bar in her hand. Her ponytail bounced behind her as she opened the fridge.

James wiped his eyes, trying to pull himself together, but it was too late.

She looked at him.

Then at the bulge in his pants.

And laughed.

“Pathetic,” she said, biting into the bar. “Absolutely fucking pathetic.”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t even breathe.

Kierra turned and walked back down the hallway, chewing as she went, already swiping through her phone like he was nothing more than noise.

James stood there, cock still swollen, cheeks wet with tears, heart hollow.

And she didn’t say another word.
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The suitcase sat open on the bed, half-packed and wrinkled.

James stood over it like a man watching a coffin being filled. His hands moved without rhythm—grabbing shirts, socks, a pair of shoes that hadn’t seen daylight in months. Every zipper, every folded item, felt heavier than it should have.

He didn’t know where he’d go.

He just knew he couldn’t stay.

The house was quiet, too quiet. No music. No camera hum. No Kierra moaning for someone else. The silence only made the sound of the suitcase zipper louder, final. He paused with his hands on it, breathing through his nose.

Then came the voice.

“I thought you’d be smart enough to unpack by now.”

Kierra leaned in the doorway, arms folded, one hip cocked. Her face wore a half-smile. Not surprised. Not angry.

Amused.

“Where are you gonna go, baby?” she asked, stepping into the room like a cat approaching an injured bird. “Back to your mom’s? A hotel? Maybe sleep in your car, cry in the parking lot after your shifts?”

James looked down at the suitcase again. “I can’t do this anymore.”

She laughed. Not harsh. Just sharp enough to cut.

“Yes, you can. You’ll keep doing it. Because this—” she gestured to the room, the house, herself “—this is what you need. You’re not leaving. You’re folding. Like you always do.”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped closer, her voice softer now, a mock sweetness curling around each word. “You think leaving changes what you are?”

“I’m not your toy,” he muttered, but it didn’t come out strong.

Kierra tilted her head, walking past him now, circling the suitcase on the bed like she was inspecting it.

“You're exactly my toy,” she said. “You just don’t want to admit it today.”

James turned, jaw clenched, breathing shaky. “I’m not hard now. I’m not begging. I’m not fucking kneeling. So maybe you’re wrong.”

She raised an eyebrow.

Then reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head in one slow, fluid motion. No bra. Her breasts bounced free, her nipples already tight. She let the shirt fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her gym shorts and slid them down, inch by inch.

She didn’t rush.

Didn’t speak.

Her thong was soaked.

Kierra stepped out of the pile of clothes and stood there completely nude, confident, controlled. Her eyes never left his.

James’s breath caught in his throat.

His heart pounded.

And like a curse, his cock started to rise.

She smiled.

“Still not begging?”

James backed up a step, but his knees wobbled. His legs touched the edge of the bed.

She walked closer, slow and deliberate, hips swaying, her bare skin glowing in the light from the window. When she stopped in front of him, her scent hit him—familiar, warm, addictive. His knees buckled before he could stop them.

And he dropped.

Right there.

Kneeling.

The suitcase beside him, forgotten.

His eyes locked on the space between her thighs, on the glistening pink just barely visible between soft, trimmed lips. His mouth watered. His cock pulsed.

She ran her fingers down her stomach, then lower.

“I was going to shower,” she said. “But maybe you should remind yourself what you’re throwing away.”

Her fingers slid between her folds, spreading herself open.

He whimpered.

“Look at what you're walking out on,” she whispered, her voice thick with heat. “Look at what you’ll never taste again. You really want this pussy in someone else's mouth tonight?”

James swallowed hard.

She stepped forward, close enough that her inner thigh brushed his cheek.

“Beg,” she said. “If you're gonna stay, you beg.”

He didn’t even hesitate.

“Please,” he whispered. “Please let me taste you.”

Her smile widened.

“There he is.”

He didn’t know how long he stayed there, on his knees, face buried between her thighs.

Long enough for his knees to go numb. Long enough to lose track of his name.

When she finally stepped back, slick and shining from his tongue, James looked up at her like a man resurfacing after drowning. His lips were wet. His face was flushed. His chest heaved like he’d run a mile.

Kierra looked down at him, calm. Her breathing steady, her body already cooling. She picked up her gym shorts and wiped between her legs, casually, like he hadn’t just worshipped her like a dying man begging for salvation.

James stayed on his knees.

His hands trembled.

The taste of her was still thick on his tongue—her, not him, never him. She hadn’t touched his cock once. He’d been rock hard the entire time. But this wasn’t about his release. It never was.

“I was really going to leave,” he said suddenly, voice hoarse.

She looked over, tugging her tank top back down over her breasts. “No, you weren’t.”

“I packed a fucking bag.”

“You zipped a suitcase,” she corrected. “Then you knelt.”

James swallowed hard.

His throat burned. Shame crept up the back of his neck. The pressure in his chest felt too big to contain anymore. He pressed a hand to his chest like he could stop it—control it—but it just kept building.

“I hate this,” he said. The words were quiet. Flat.

Kierra raised a brow. “You hate what?”

“This. You. All of it.” He looked up at her, eyes wet and furious. “I hate what you’re doing to me. I hate what I’ve turned into. I don’t even recognize myself anymore.”

She didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“I hate that I’m on my knees. I hate that I get hard when you talk about fucking strangers. I hate that you can tell me to stay and I stay. That I don’t even fight it anymore. I hate it.”

His voice cracked at the last word.

Silence stretched between them. Long. Unforgiving.

James’s hands curled into fists against the floor.

“But I need it,” he whispered.

That broke him.

His face crumpled. A sob slipped out—sharp, ugly—and he bit it back, trying to breathe, trying not to fall apart in front of her. But it was too late.

“I need you to tell me when I can cum,” he said, his voice shaking. “I need to hear you laugh at me. I need to see you get off on someone else’s cock. I hate it, but I fucking need it.”

Kierra stepped closer. Not fast. Not soft.

Just steady.

She crouched in front of him, tilting his chin up with two fingers.

His eyes were red, glassy, broken.

“You're addicted,” she said, voice low. “To me. To this.”

James nodded, slowly, like it hurt to admit it.

She studied his face for a moment. Then leaned in and kissed his forehead.

“You’ll never leave,” she said softly.

And she was right.

Kierra didn’t say a word as she stood and walked out.

James stayed where he was, kneeling, dazed, the taste of her still thick in his mouth.

The suitcase was still on the bed, clothes half-folded, a pair of socks hanging off the edge. His hands twitched like he might reach for it again.

He didn’t.

He heard her voice a few minutes later—soft, casual. Somewhere in the house. On the phone.

“Yeah,” she said, walking back into view, already dressed again. “Tonight’s good. You still have the address?”

James stood slowly, legs aching, back stiff. He walked to the hallway just in time to see her hang up. She didn’t look surprised to find him watching.

She was already in her makeup drawer, freshening up like it was nothing.

He stared at her reflection in the mirror. “Who was that?”

She didn’t answer right away. Just applied a fresh coat of gloss, blotted it, and turned.

“Someone who actually makes me cum,” she said. “Unlike you.”

James’s stomach twisted. “You just came.”

“That wasn’t for me,” she said, brushing past him. “That was for you. A reminder. Now this… this is for me.”

He followed her, slow, numb.

“Is he coming here?”

Kierra nodded. “You’ll film it.”

James opened his mouth. Closed it. His cock was already hard again, pressing against his pants like it hadn’t just betrayed him twenty minutes ago.

“I thought…” he tried to say. “I thought tonight was about us. About⁠—”

“It is,” she said. “It’s about you accepting your place.”

She disappeared into the bedroom and reappeared in the doorway ten minutes later, wrapped in a short robe. She was barefoot, legs smooth, skin still glowing from earlier. There was no lingerie this time. No theatrics.

Just her.

And ownership.

“Tripod’s in the closet,” she said. “Bring it to the bedroom.”

James did.

When the doorbell rang, she didn’t flinch.

He recognized the guy. Not Eric. Not Damon. A new one. Black. Tall. Broad shoulders, cocky smile, expensive watch. He introduced himself as Malik, like it mattered.

Kierra kissed him at the door. Tongue deep. No hesitation.

James set the camera up with numb fingers.

By the time he hit record, Malik was already undressing her.

She didn’t undress herself this time—he did. Like she was his. Like James wasn’t even in the room.

They fell onto the bed, mouths tangled, Kierra moaning into his kiss while Malik’s hands slid over her thighs.

James adjusted the focus.

He stood behind the camera.

Hard. Silent.

Forgotten.

Malik kissed her neck as he spread her legs, groaning as he rubbed between her folds.

“Goddamn,” he muttered. “You’re already dripping.”

“I stay wet,” Kierra whispered, staring at the ceiling. “They keep me wet.”

Malik lined up, pushing in slow.

Kierra arched her back and gasped, her fingers curling into the sheets.

James flinched.

The sounds—the slap of skin, the low grunts, the soft yes, right there from her lips—filled the room. He wanted to scream. To cry again. But he did what she told him.

He filmed.

Kierra turned her head mid-thrust and locked eyes with him.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. “Get every angle.”

James adjusted the frame. Zoomed in. Focused.

His cock throbbed against the inside of his jeans. Every time Malik bottomed out inside her, it twitched. Every moan Kierra gave made James ache. He wasn’t sure anymore if it was jealousy, arousal, or both—just that it hurt.

And then Kierra said it.

Soft. Clear. Unforgiving.

“You’re never leaving,” she moaned. “This is your life.”

Malik grinned, pounding harder.

James didn’t reply.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t speak.

He just stared through the viewfinder, breathing hard, dick stiff and leaking in his pants while his wife got fucked in their bed.

Kierra’s moans grew louder, sharper, more real.

Malik had her bent over now, one hand twisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip as he pounded her from behind. Her ass rippled with every thrust. Her voice echoed off the bedroom walls.

“Harder, baby. Fuck, right there—right there…”

James kept the camera steady, hands trembling.

His cock was rock hard, pressing against the seam of his jeans. He hadn’t touched it once. She hadn’t told him to. And that rule—that sick, awful rule—held him like a leash.

His jaw tightened. He blinked fast.

Tears blurred the viewfinder.

He sniffed. Swallowed.

No one noticed.

Malik was too busy groaning through his teeth as her pussy gripped his cock. Kierra was panting, drooling on the sheets, clawing the mattress like an animal in heat.

She was somewhere else.

Far from James.

“Shit, this pussy’s fucking unreal,” Malik gasped, slapping her ass. “You ever scream like this for your husband?”

Kierra didn’t hesitate.

“Never.”

That broke him.

James’s grip loosened on the camera. His knees gave out. He slid to the floor beside the tripod, breathing hard, tears streaking his cheeks.

He still didn’t touch himself.

His cock ached—throbbed—leaked into his boxers, soaked the waistband. His entire body buzzed with desperation and shame.

“James,” Kierra moaned, looking back mid-thrust, sweat glistening down her spine. “Get a close-up of him finishing in me.”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t speak.

Just nodded.

He dragged himself back up, shaky hands adjusting the angle. Malik pulled her cheeks apart, groaning, and slammed into her one last time with a guttural sound that made James’s stomach twist.

“Fuck—fuck—take it, bitch,” Malik growled.

Kierra screamed into the pillows.

James zoomed in.

Watched her body jolt, watched her twitch and clench around Malik’s thick shaft as he emptied inside her.

When Malik pulled out, Kierra reached back, spreading her pussy open wide.

“Come here,” she said.

James hesitated.

She didn’t raise her voice. Just repeated it, slower.

“Come. Here.”

He let the camera roll.

He crawled across the floor like a dog.

Kneeling between her thighs, his face close to her swollen, used cunt, he stared as cum leaked out in thick, wet globs. His lips parted on instinct.

“Clean it,” she whispered.

And he did.

His tongue touched her, slow at first. Then deeper. His face buried in the mixture of her and Malik, his mouth full of heat, salt, and shame.

He licked until nothing dripped.

He licked until she moaned again.

He licked until he could taste ownership.

When she finally pulled away, James was still on his knees, face soaked, lips swollen, cock aching worse than ever. He wasn’t crying anymore.

He was empty.

Kierra stood above him, one foot between his knees, looking down at what was left.

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said softly.

James looked up at her.

And whispered.

“I know.”
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The tripod wasn’t even needed this time.

James was the tripod.

Camera in hand, kneeling. Shirt clinging to his back with sweat. Breathing slow, controlled, the way Kierra taught him to—no shaking, no gasping, no distractions. He was here to capture, not participate.

The bedroom had been cleared of clutter. Just the bed, the lights, and her.

And them.

Alex. Sam. Ray. Dusty. Cody.

All five.

They hadn’t come at once. Kierra planned it. Scheduled it. Like she was hosting a tasting menu, and James was just the staff.

Each man showed up on time.

Each man kissed her differently.

Each man took his turn.

She hadn’t worn lingerie. She wore nothing. She answered the door naked, smiling, kissed them deep, then turned to James and said, “Start recording.”

The camera beeped.

That was the beginning of his new life.

Kierra didn’t fake it. Didn’t perform for him. She performed for them. Moaned for them. Smiled when they complimented her body. Laughed when they slapped her ass. Bit her lip when they called her a whore.

And James filmed it all.

Every angle.

Face. Breasts. Full-body. Close-up between her legs. Low angles when they made her ride. Over-the-shoulder shots when they took her from behind.

“Get it from the dresser,” she’d say, breathless mid-thrust.

“Switch lenses,” when the bed creaked too loud.

“Zoom in on the stretch,” as Ray pushed into her ass, groaning.

James obeyed.

He didn’t argue. Didn’t blink. Didn’t adjust the bulge in his pants, even as it swelled, useless and twitching with need. He didn’t dare touch it.

Kierra never said he could.

Dusty grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth open. “Damn, you trained her well, man,” he laughed, looking right into the lens.

James gave a small nod, adjusting the focus.

“She doesn’t gag,” Dusty added, sliding deep into her throat. “Fuckin’ perfect little slut.”

James’s jaw clenched.

He caught every second.

When Cody laid back and let her ride, Kierra turned her head toward James, sweat dripping from her chin. Her body bounced with every stroke, tits swaying, thighs shaking.

“Make sure you get his cum face,” she said, smiling.

James moved to the side, angling for the perfect shot as Cody groaned, his hands gripping her ass tight.

She milked him dry, slow, moaning loud enough for the mic to catch everything.

Then she didn’t stop.

She moved to the next one.

And the next.

They came inside her. On her tits. In her mouth.

She didn’t clean up between.

By the time Alex came last, her face and stomach were slick, her pussy puffy, leaking down her thighs. Her moans were hoarse, broken, but still needy.

She loved it.

James adjusted the lighting as Alex finished on her cheek.

Kierra turned to the camera, cum dripping from her lips, her eyes locked on him through the lens.

“Still hard, baby?” she whispered.

James said nothing.

He was sweating, panting quietly, his cock an aching lump in his jeans. Flaccid now from the denial, but still sensitive, still begging for something it would never get.

She leaned back on the bed, legs spread, pussy wide open, used, stretched, raw and leaking.

“Get a wide shot,” she ordered. “All of it.”

James obeyed.

He adjusted the focus.

Steady hands.

Auto exposure off.

Camera light on.

She was spread wide in the center of the frame, cum dripping down her thighs, her body used and worshipped and ruined in the most beautiful way he’d ever seen.

And she wasn’t his.

She never had been.

The idea that she was—that they were still a couple, that he still had a place beside her in this house, in this bed, in this life—that was the last lie he’d been holding onto.

And it was dead now.

He wasn’t her husband.

He wasn’t her partner.

He was her audience.

He was the shadow in the corner that made sure every angle was caught, every moan recorded, every thrust preserved forever. He was the one who stayed hard for hours without ever being touched. The one who didn’t cum unless told. The one who cleaned her, edited her, cropped her image perfectly so she could be worshipped the way she deserved to be.

He was the tool. The lens. The tripod.

He was the cameraman.

And fuck… there was relief in it.

Real relief.

Because for the first time since she bent him over this line and made him crawl, there was no confusion left. No blurred lines. No delusion about what he meant to her. About what she saw when she looked at him.

She didn’t look for strength.

She didn’t look for protection.

She looked for obedience.

And he gave it.

Gladly.

He was hard again, even though it ached, even though it had been hours, even though he was leaking and empty and full of nothing but breath and need and shame. He didn’t even want to cum anymore.

He just wanted to be useful.

The men in the room laughed.

Someone slapped her ass.

She moaned and rolled onto her back, her body spread like a gift for the camera, her eyes fluttering.

James zoomed in instinctively. Smooth. Professional.

No shaking now.

No hesitation.

He knew who he was.

And he finally—finally—stopped fighting it.

Kierra shifted on the bed, her legs sliding closed, skin slick, thighs glistening. The other men were already getting dressed, half-laughing, passing around a bottle of water like it had all been just a workout. None of them looked at James.

She did.

Still naked. Still flushed. Her body used, glowing with it. Hair stuck to her cheeks. Lips swollen.

She looked past the lights. Past the camera.

Into him.

Straight into the lens like she was staring down his fucking soul.

And she smiled.

Not cruel. Not playful.

Final.

“Still recording?” she asked, voice low.

James swallowed.

“Yes.”

“Good.” She leaned forward slightly, elbows on her knees, her breasts hanging heavy between her arms. Her face inches from the lens now. “Because I want this part to be clear.”

He adjusted the focus without thinking, framing her perfectly.

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said. “You’re not my lover. You’re not a man I fuck.”

James’s cock twitched, hopeless.

“You’re the one who films me getting fucked,” she continued. “You’re the one who kneels on the floor with his dick in his pants while five other men make me cum.”

Her voice didn’t waver.

“You don’t get to ask questions. You don’t get to have needs. You don’t get to be anything but what you are now.”

She leaned in closer. Her lips almost touching the glass.

“You’re mine,” she whispered. “And you’re exactly where you belong.”

She paused.

Let it sink in.

Then, the final cut.

“Kneeling. Filming. Never fucking.”

Click.

She reached forward and tapped the button.

Recording stopped.

The screen went black.

Recording ended.

But James kept kneeling.

The room buzzed around him—zippers, casual jokes, the sound of a water bottle crinkling. The smell of sweat and cum and her still hung heavy in the air. The lights stayed on. The lens was still warm under his palm.

He didn’t move.

Not because he was frozen.

Because he was content.

Her words echoed in his skull, repeating like a prayer burned into flesh:

“You’re mine.”

“You’re exactly where you belong.”

“Kneeling. Filming. Never fucking.”

She hadn’t said it with affection. Not with a trace of love.

But she’d said mine.

That word wrapped around him like a leash he never wanted taken off.

She hadn’t forgotten him.

She hadn’t ignored him.

She’d defined him.

And that… made something inside him settle. Not in defeat—but in belonging. There was a role carved out for him now, so clean and sharp it felt inevitable.

He wasn’t her man. He wasn’t her equal.

He was her obedient cuck. Her property with a camera.

And for the first time since this began, the chaos was gone.

No jealousy. No rage. No confusion.

Only clarity.

Only purpose.

He looked up from the camera, breath slow, heart full of something he couldn’t even name—something close to happiness, if happiness could crawl.

He waited.

Still kneeling.

Still hard.

Still untouched.

Waiting for her next command.

Exactly where he belonged.
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