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CHAPTER I

Ethan had always considered himself fortunate to have Rachel, a woman who, despite her natural beauty and striking presence, had never carried herself with the arrogance or detachment one might expect from someone who had once been a model. She had been—and still was—a woman of substance, intelligent, thoughtful, and fiercely independent, a perfect complement to his quieter, more analytical nature. When they had met in that dimly lit bar five years ago, he had been immediately captivated, not only by the way she moved, effortlessly confident in a simple summer dress that hugged her curves, but by the way she spoke, her words laced with wit, her laughter genuine and full-bodied. She had been the one to make the first move, teasing him about his choice of whiskey, about the glasses that sat perched on his nose, playfully suggesting that he looked like an accountant trying to drink away the stress of a tax audit, and he, amused and intrigued, had admitted that she wasn’t entirely wrong.

What had followed was the kind of romance that had felt, at the time, like the beginning of something effortlessly perfect—late-night conversations that stretched until dawn, the kind of sex that left them both breathless and tangled in sweat-damp sheets, the quiet, unspoken certainty that they had found something rare. They had married within two years, and though life had inevitably settled into something more predictable, more structured, Ethan had never felt anything less than content in the life they had built together. And perhaps that was why, when Rachel had first decided to return to the gym, she had done so for him—not because he had asked, not because he had ever implied he wanted her to change, but because she had wanted to be the woman he had first met, the woman who had once turned heads without effort, who had once made him completely lose himself in her. It had been, at least in the beginning, about rekindling something between them, about reviving the heat that had cooled with time. But somewhere along the way, something shifted, something subtle but undeniable, and soon, Ethan found himself wondering if Rachel was still doing it for him at all.

It had begun as something subtle, barely noticeable at first—a renewed energy in Rachel, a determination to reclaim the body she had once had when modeling had been more than just a means to pay her way through college. She had started going to the gym, not just casually, but with a dedication that seemed almost obsessive, pushing herself harder, focusing on every detail of her form, her diet, her discipline, as though she were preparing for something. Ethan had admired her commitment, had supported it, even, but somewhere along the way, that quiet admiration had begun to twist into something else, something unspoken, something that settled uneasily in his chest.

And then there was Dante.

Rachel had never been the type to fixate on a trainer, yet Dante’s name had begun to slip into conversations more often than seemed incidental, at first as nothing more than casual mentions, small remarks about how much he pushed her in her workouts, about how effective his techniques were, but as the weeks passed, Ethan couldn’t ignore the way her tone shifted when she spoke about him, the way her eyes seemed to flicker with something when she described the intensity of his training, the way she seemed to relish the exhaustion he put her through.

The first time Ethan saw him in person was entirely by accident.

It had been a Saturday morning, and Ethan had stopped by the gym to pick Rachel up, expecting nothing more than to wait a few minutes before she emerged, flushed and glowing with post-workout energy. But as he stepped inside, his eyes immediately landed on him, the 6’3” wall of muscle standing close to Rachel, his posture relaxed, confident, exuding a presence that was impossible to ignore.

Dante was everything Ethan was not—towering, powerful, his body sculpted to perfection, the kind of man who didn’t need to command attention because it was given to him without effort.

Rachel was laughing at something he had said, her head tilted back, her sweat-dampened ponytail swinging slightly as she reached out, touching Dante’s dark arm in a way that felt so casual, so natural, yet so deeply intimate in a way she wasn’t even aware of.

And then Ethan saw it—Dante’s hand, resting low on Rachel’s back, barely touching, yet unmistakable in its placement, a gesture that felt territorial, possessive, something that should have been dismissed as nothing but wasn’t.

Dante’s gaze met Ethan’s, just for a second, a flicker of something unreadable in those dark eyes before he turned his attention back to Rachel, saying something else that made her giggle, the kind of giggle Ethan hadn’t heard in years.

Ethan felt his jaw tighten, his grip on his keys firm as something unsettled deep in his chest, but he pushed it down, forcing himself to breathe, forcing himself to not be the jealous husband, to not read into something that wasn’t there.

Except, it was there.

From that day forward, Ethan became aware in a way he hadn’t been before, noticing things he hadn’t noticed before—or perhaps, had simply ignored until now.

Rachel had always been attractive, but now, she was radiant, moving through the house with a new energy, a confidence that hadn’t been there in years.

Her gym outfits grew tighter, shorter, her sports bras pushing her full perky breasts higher, her leggings hugging the curve of her ass a little more perfectly than necessary.

She came home flushed, breathless, sweat clinging to her skin, her body still humming with post-workout adrenaline, her scent thicker, richer, and Ethan should have been turned on, should have been thrilled at the transformation, he was feeling all of that, but along with it, he also found himself unsettled by it.

There were the laughs.

The private smiles at her phone, the late-night messages, the occasional flicker of light illuminating her face when she sat in bed, fingers tapping against the screen, the unmistakable way she would bite her lip before placing her phone facedown on the nightstand, as though deliberately shutting something away.

Ethan had never been the jealous type.

Until now.

Until the night he saw Dante’s name pinned at the top of her messages.

That night, Rachel felt different the moment she straddled him.

She had always been passionate, had always been an eager lover, but this—this was something else entirely. There was an edge to her movements, a kind of feral hunger that Ethan hadn’t felt in years, a sharp, consuming energy that made it feel as though she were chasing something, needing something, something beyond him.

The way she gripped him, the way she sank down onto his cock in one swift motion with a sharp exhale, told him this wasn’t just lovemaking—this was something raw, primal, urgent.

And Ethan could feel it.

Rachel wasn’t just fucking him—she was using him.

Her hips rolled with a purpose, her pace faster, rougher, her thighs clenching with every downward stroke as she buried him inside her, over and over, taking him deep, deeper than she had in months, as though she were proving something, as though she were somewhere else entirely.

Her breasts bounced with every sharp grind, her fingers digging into his shoulders, nails biting into his skin with an almost punishing force, her breath ragged, panting into the dark air of their bedroom.

She had always been vocal in bed, but tonight—tonight was different.

Tonight, she didn’t hold back.

Her moans came louder, longer, richer, the kind of sounds that bordered on obscene, the kind of sounds that sent a shudder down Ethan’s spine, making him throb inside her even as his stomach twisted with unease.

She had never been like this before.

Ethan could see it in her face, the flushed cheeks, the parted lips, the wild look in her eyes, something untamed and almost defiant.

And then she said it.

“Oh fuck, yes—just like that…” she gasped, her head tilting back, her hands gripping his wrists now, pinning them down as she rode him harder, her body slick and burning hot against him.

Her thighs shuddered around him, her breath catching, and then, just as she tensed, just as her entire body tightened around his cock, just as she reached that point of no return—

She whispered a name.

A single, quiet, trembling moan.

“Dante…”

Ethan’s body went rigid beneath her.

The name cut through the haze, slicing through the pleasure, through the moment, leaving him completely paralyzed.

Rachel, lost in her orgasm, didn’t even notice.

Or—maybe she did.

Because instead of slowing down, instead of correcting herself, laughing it off, pretending it was a mistake—

She kept moving.

She ground down on him harder, letting the last waves of pleasure ripple through her, letting herself fully come undone, letting herself lose herself in it, in him, in something that had nothing to do with Ethan at all.

When it was finally over, she collapsed beside him, her body still trembling, glistening with sweat, a deep, satisfied sigh escaping her lips.

Ethan lay there, staring at the ceiling, his chest tight, his cock still twitching inside her warmth, his mind spinning.

Had she really just—

No.

No, he hadn’t imagined it.

She had said his name.

Dante.

A long, delirious moment passed, Rachel’s breathing evening out, a slow, satisfied smile curling at the corner of her lips.

Then, she stretched, her naked body arching like a cat, her soft, contented sigh filling the room.

“That was…” she murmured, letting out a small, breathy laugh, her fingers running over her own stomach lazily. “That was so fucking good.”

She didn’t correct herself.

She didn’t apologize.

She just let it sit there, thick in the air between them, undeniable, inescapable.

Ethan’s throat felt dry, his pulse hammering against his skin, his cock still aching despite the sharp knot of jealousy twisting in his stomach.

And then, just when he thought she might turn over, close her eyes, pretend nothing had happened, she tilted her head toward him, her voice soft, teasing.

“You got a little quiet there,” she murmured, her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles over his chest.

Ethan swallowed.

Rachel shifted, rolling onto her side, resting her head against his shoulder, her lips grazing the skin just below his ear as she whispered, so quietly, so deliberately—

“You liked it, didn’t you?”

Ethan’s breath hitched.

He couldn’t answer.

He didn’t know if he could even deny it.

Rachel let out a small hum, her fingers drifting lower, brushing against his cock, still hard, still throbbing, still leaking.

“Hmm…” she mused, her lips barely moving against his skin. “Guess that answers that.”

Ethan’s entire body tensed.

Rachel simply smirked, shifting away from him, pulling the blanket over herself, letting out another deep, sated sigh as she closed her eyes.

Ethan lay awake beside her, staring into the darkness, his world tilting, twisting, unraveling—because no matter how much he wanted to convince himself that this wasn’t real, that it had just been a slip, just a mistake, just a moment of heat—

He knew the truth.

Rachel had just fucked him while thinking about another man.

And she knew he knew it.

CHAPTER II

Rachel had stopped pretending she wasn’t doing it on purpose.

At first, it had been subtle—small, seemingly innocent changes that any husband would have chalked up to nothing, little details that should have been easy to dismiss, tiny moments that didn’t seem dangerous on their own. But now, it was impossible to ignore the way she left her gym clothes scattered across the bedroom floor, carelessly abandoned, still damp from the heat of her body, her sweat clinging to the fabric, saturating the air with the unmistakable scent of exertion, of something physical, something deeply personal.

The first time Ethan had noticed, he had simply picked them up without thinking, tossing them into the laundry hamper, telling himself it was nothing, that she had just been careless, that she had been in a rush to get into the shower. But as the days passed, it became clear that this wasn’t forgetfulness—this was deliberate, intentional, a silent invitation that she wasn’t even bothering to acknowledge. Every evening when she returned from the gym, she did the same thing—peeling off those tight leggings, that soaked sports bra, leaving them in plain sight, walking past him, her body still glistening, still flushed from exertion, the scent of sweat and heat trailing behind her as she disappeared into the bathroom.

And Ethan?

Ethan felt it.

The tension. The shift. The way his stomach clenched when she passed him, the way his cock twitched when he caught the faint scent of her used clothes, the way he lingered just a second too long before looking away, before forcing himself to act normal. And she knew it. She had to know it.

Because she wasn’t just leaving her clothes out anymore.

She was talking.

About him.

At first, it had been the kind of casual remarks any wife might make about her trainer, nothing alarming, nothing overt.

"Dante really pushed me today. He’s relentless."

"Dante says I’m way stronger than I give myself credit for."

"Dante says it’s all about the right kind of motivation."

And Ethan had let it slide, forcing himself to ignore the way his stomach twisted every time she said his name, the way the syllables rolled off her tongue so easily, so smoothly, so naturally, like something she had already gotten used to saying.

But then—the details started changing.

The remarks became sharper, more intimate, more teasing.

And then one evening, she stood in the kitchen, still in her gym clothes—a thin sports bra, the fabric stretched tight over her breasts, her toned stomach bare, her black shorts hugging her hips perfectly, her skin still dewy with sweat, still carrying the evidence of her workout, of something Ethan hadn’t seen, hadn’t been a part of, but could imagine all too easily.

She stretched lazily, reaching for a glass of water, her toned arms lifting above her head, her breasts pushing up against the thin material as she turned, looking at Ethan with that knowing little smirk, the one she had started giving him more and more lately.

"Dante had to adjust my form today," she said, twisting the cap back onto the bottle, taking a long, slow sip, letting the water linger on her lips before swallowing, before setting the glass down, watching him carefully, watching his reaction.

Ethan stiffened, the muscles in his stomach tensing.

"He says I need to open my stance more when I squat," she continued, casually shifting her feet apart, demonstrating right there in the middle of the kitchen, pressing her hands to her thighs, sinking down into a squat, mimicking the motion with an ease that sent a pulse of something sharp through Ethan’s chest.

"I told him I felt wobbly, so he stood behind me," she mused, dragging her hands up her thighs, pressing them against her hips, tilting them back slightly, shifting as if she could still feel the weight of his hands on her body, as if she could still hear his voice, low, instructive, commanding.

"Pressed his hands right here. Told me to sink lower. Breathe into it."

Ethan’s pulse kicked up.

He could see it.

Dante behind her. His hands on her hips. His fingers adjusting her stance. His body close, hovering, guiding.

And Rachel?

Rachel was watching him now, eyes sharp, lips curling just slightly, knowing, waiting, pushing.

"I don’t think I’ve ever had a trainer be so… hands-on," she added, almost thoughtful, biting her lower lip as if considering it. Then she smirked. "But I think I like it."

And then she turned, walking past him, brushing her fingers along his stomach, slow, teasing, just enough to let him feel it.

"I should shower," she murmured.

And she left him there, standing in the kitchen, his cock already half-hard, his mind already spiraling, his stomach tight with something he couldn’t name.

And she knew.

She had to know.

Later that night, in bed, Ethan couldn’t hold it in anymore.

He tried. He really tried. But the words came before he could swallow them down, before he could stop himself.

"Does he really touch you that much?"

Rachel, already on the edge of sleep, stretched beside him, letting out a soft, slow sigh, her bare legs tangled in the sheets, her body pressing against the mattress.

But at his question, she stilled.

A second of silence.

Then, slowly, she turned onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, her golden hair spilling over her shoulders as she looked at him.

And she smirked.

"Why?" she murmured, voice smooth, teasing, laced with something sharp, something darkly amused.

Ethan swallowed hard.

She reached out, trailing a single fingertip down his chest, tracing his skin, teasing, slow.

"You’re curious," she whispered.

Ethan said nothing.

Rachel just smiled, shifting, rolling onto him, her thighs spreading, her warmth pressing down onto him through the sheets, and then she was straddling him, pinning him down, taking control.

And Ethan let her.

Rachel rode him like she was proving something.

She took her time, torturing him with slow, deliberate movements, letting him feel every inch of her, letting the slick heat of her body grip him perfectly, her tight, pulsing walls dragging over his cock, milking him, making him shudder, making him ache, making him helpless beneath her.

And just as he was falling apart, just as she was rolling her hips in that perfect, devastating rhythm—

She leaned in.

Her lips at his ear.

Her breath hot against his skin.

And she whispered it.

"What if I let him flirt more?"

Ethan froze.

Rachel smiled.

"Would that turn you on?"

And before he could stop himself, before he could even attempt to hold back, before he could even try to pretend—

He came.

Hard. Loud. Completely exposed.

Rachel just watched him.

And she knew.

CHAPTER III

It had started out like all the other little games she had been playing lately, another offhand comment thrown into conversation with that infuriatingly casual ease, the kind of ease that made it impossible to tell whether she was serious or just toying with him.

Ethan had been cleaning up the kitchen when she had said it, wiping down the counter while Rachel sat on the opposite side, perched on a stool, absentmindedly twirling a strand of her long blonde hair around her finger, her nails painted a deep shade of red, the same red she had started wearing more often, the same red she had worn the night she had whispered another man’s name while coming undone on top of him.

It had been a normal evening—or at least, it should have been.

But then she had said it.

"Dante asked if the both of us wanted to grab drinks sometime."

So casual.

So offhanded, so utterly careless, as if she hadn’t just dropped a bomb in the middle of their perfectly ordinary night.

Ethan’s hands froze mid-wipe, the damp rag still pressed against the counter, his fingers tightening around the fabric as he processed the words, as he replayed them in his mind, Why’d he ask the both of them out?!  He tried to convince himself that he had misheard her.

But Rachel didn’t even look at him.

She just kept twirling her hair, kept watching her phone, kept acting like she hadn’t just said something that made his stomach twist into knots.

He should have laughed it off.

He should have ignored it.

He should have done anything but engage.

And yet—

"And you said…?"

He hadn’t meant for his voice to sound so stiff, so tightly controlled, so carefully measured, but it came out that way anyway, each syllable laced with something tense, something uncertain, something she could probably hear, something she could definitely feel.

Rachel finally glanced up then, her lips curling at the edges, the ghost of a smirk playing on her mouth as she shifted slightly in her seat, crossing one leg over the other, stretching out the moment, making him wait, making him wonder.

And then—she shrugged.

So effortlessly.

So indifferently.

Like it didn’t mean a thing.

Like it hadn’t been deliberate.

Like she wasn’t watching him so carefully.

Like she wasn’t measuring his reaction, waiting for it, waiting for him to betray himself.

"I told him I’d think about it," she murmured, her tone light, teasing, dripping with something just a little too knowing, just a little too deliberate, just a little too fucking dangerous.

And Ethan felt it then.

That sharp little sting in his gut.

That creeping heat under his skin.

That sick, twisted awareness that she had said it just to get a reaction out of him, that she had said it because she wanted to see if he would take the bait, if he would let it slide, if he would push back, if he would try to stop her, if he would be able to at all.

He knew what this was.

He knew.

Rachel had been testing him more and more lately, pushing at boundaries, toeing invisible lines, dangling things in front of him that she knew he would never be able to ignore—and now, she had just upped the stakes.

This wasn’t just mentioning Dante’s hands on her hips during training.

This wasn’t just leaving sweaty gym clothes out for him to see.

This wasn’t just whispering another man’s name in the dark.

This was something more.

Something dangerous.

Something real.

And Ethan—Ethan didn’t know what to do with that.

So he did what he always did lately.

He let it go.

He forced a laugh, pretended it didn’t bother him, pretended he wasn’t still thinking about it long after Rachel had moved on, long after she had left the kitchen, long after he had finished cleaning, long after she had gone to bed with her back to him, still smirking to herself in the dark.

But then—she had actually gone through with it.

And Ethan—Ethan had let her.

Ethan wasn’t sure what he had expected when Rachel finally stepped out of their bedroom that evening, but it certainly wasn’t this.

For the past hour, he had been waiting, fidgeting, pacing, trying to keep himself occupied, trying not to overthink, trying not to let his mind spiral into the places it had been threatening to go all day. He had told himself that this wasn’t a big deal, that she would keep it simple, casual, effortless, something like a pair of jeans, maybe a blouse, something appropriate for grabbing a couple of drinks with her trainer, something that wouldn’t make it look like she was trying too hard.

Something that wouldn’t make it look like she was going on a date.

But when she finally emerged, when she stepped into the doorway, standing there with one hand on her hip, watching him with that knowing little smirk, Ethan felt his entire body lock up.

Because fuck.

Because she looked stunning.

Not just beautiful. Not just sexy.

No—this was intentional.

This was something crafted.

This was a statement.

The dress was tight.

Black.

Scandalously fitted to every single curve of her body, hugging her in ways that made it impossible not to stare, sculpting to her shape as if it had been designed specifically to show off just how perfect she was.

The neckline dipped low, teasing the soft, heavy swells of her tits, just enough to make it daring but not obscene, provocative but still controlled, calculated.

The hemline sat high on her thighs, dangerously high, teasing the smooth, toned expanse of her legs, her skin flawless, glowing, impossible to ignore.

And the heels—fuck, the heels.

High. Sharp. Deliberate.

The kind that forced her hips to sway just a little more, the kind that arched her back at the perfect angle, making her ass curve in a way that looked utterly unreal.

She was gorgeous.

But more than that—she was untouchable.

She had never dressed like this for him.

And she knew it.

Because when she caught him staring, when she saw the way his mouth had gone slightly dry, the way his fingers curled involuntarily at his sides, the way his breath had hitched just a fraction, she didn’t pretend not to notice.

She let him look.

She let him feel it.

And then she smirked.

That small, effortless little curl of her lips, just enough to tell him that she had already known how he would react, just enough to remind him that she had already won whatever silent game they were playing.

She turned then, stepping toward the counter, grabbing her clutch, tilting her head slightly as she adjusted the strap of her dress, her fingers sliding down the material, smoothing it out, making sure he saw just how perfectly it hugged her body.

And Ethan—Ethan swallowed.

"You look… wow," he murmured, his voice coming out rough, uneven, dry, his fingers clenching slightly at his sides.

Rachel didn’t thank him.

She didn’t even acknowledge the compliment.

She just smirked, dragging her fingers down the curve of her waist one last time, then turned toward the mirror, picking up a lipstick tube and applying a fresh coat with slow, deliberate precision.

Red.

Bold. Glossy. Wet.

It had been ages since she had worn that shade for him.

Rachel just smiled, closing the tube of lipstick with a quiet click, the sound sharp in the silence between them, as if it punctuated the moment, as if it made everything feel more real, more inevitable. She didn’t look at him immediately, didn’t acknowledge the way his breath had gone just a little too shallow, the way his fingers had curled slightly at his sides, the way his eyes had been trailing over her since the second she stepped out of that bedroom.

Instead, she tossed the lipstick into her clutch with a casual flick of her wrist, as if it were nothing, as if this were just any other night, just any other plan, as if she weren’t standing in their living room looking like a woman who belonged to someone else.

And then—she turned to him.

"You ready?"

Her voice was light, effortless, smooth.

As if nothing was different.

As if she hadn’t just dressed up for another man.

As if she hadn’t just planted something dark and electric into Ethan’s chest, something that twisted and burned and coiled deep inside him.

He hesitated, just for a second, just long enough for her to notice.

Her lips curved—a smirk, small but undeniable.

And then, before he could answer, before he could decide whether or not he actually was ready, Rachel walked ahead, grabbing her coat off the chair, sliding it over her shoulders with that same slow, effortless ease, the fabric gliding over the smooth, bare skin of her arms, draping over her dress but doing absolutely nothing to hide how tight it was, how scandalously it clung to her body.

Ethan followed.

Because what else could he do?

And so, together—they walked out the door.

And Ethan—Ethan let it happen.

The bar was alive with low voices, flickering lights, and the constant rhythmic pulse of music vibrating beneath the surface of every conversation, every hushed laugh, every clink of a glass. It was the kind of place where people sat too close, where bodies brushed without apology, where warmth and alcohol and the hum of desire created an atmosphere that felt just slightly out of control.

Ethan had known it the moment they walked in, had felt it in the way the air shifted around them, in the way Rachel’s energy seemed to change, in the way her shoulders relaxed, in the way her smile turned just a little sharper, just a little too easy, too ready.

She was in her element here.

And he was drowning. In pure horniness.

She had spotted Dante immediately, her reaction instantaneous, instinctual, almost involuntary, the kind of response that wasn’t planned, wasn’t performed, but simply happened. Her face lit up in a way that made something twist inside Ethan’s stomach, her lips parting, her entire posture shifting as if every part of her had just woken up, had just come alive in a way he hadn’t seen in years.

And Dante?

Dante had been waiting.

He was already sitting in the booth, legs spread wide, his body positioned like he owned the space around him, like he had never once questioned whether or not people would gravitate toward him, like the very concept of insecurity was something foreign to him. There was no hesitation in his movements, no need to assert dominance—it was simply there, in the way he carried himself, in the way he watched Rachel with the same quiet certainty that had been present in every other part of this, as if he already knew exactly how this night was going to play out.

Rachel slid into the booth beside him, and before Ethan could fully process the moment, she was already leaning in.

Close. Comfortable. Unbothered.

There was no awkwardness, no hesitation, no subtle glance toward Ethan to gauge his reaction, no effort to make this seem like just drinks, just friendly, just harmless.

No—this was something else.

Dante’s arm draped along the back of the seat behind her—not quite touching, but close enough that Ethan could feel it, close enough that Rachel could feel it, close enough that the weight of it was there, just hanging in the space between them, just lightly hovering over her bare shoulders, so effortless, so subtle, but so fucking deliberate.

And Rachel—Rachel leaned into it like she belonged there.

She turned toward him as if she had done it a hundred times before, as if this had already become some unspoken routine between them, as if Ethan’s presence across from them was just an afterthought, just something to be tolerated, just something that didn’t really matter.

And Ethan felt it.

Felt it settle deep inside him. Felt it take root. Felt that awareness creeping in, slow and sick and undeniable, like the feeling of standing on the edge of something irreversible.

Rachel was different tonight.

She was too engaged, too focused, too alive in a way that had nothing to do with him. Her laugh was looser, her body language more open, the way she looked at Dante more obvious, more electric.

She touched his arm when she spoke, her fingers drifting over his forearm so effortlessly, so naturally, that Ethan couldn’t tell if it was intentional or if she had simply forgotten she wasn’t supposed to.

She tilted her head toward him when he spoke, her eyes hooked onto his like she was hanging onto every word, her lips parting just slightly, her focus singular, sharp, undistracted.

And then—the slit of her dress slid open.

It was nothing. A shift. A movement. A moment that could have gone unnoticed.

But she didn’t fix it.

Didn’t adjust.

Didn’t even acknowledge it.

Just let it sit there, let it happen, let it be a part of this new version of herself that she was stepping into.

The smooth, toned length of her bare thigh was exposed now, the soft dim lighting catching on the subtle sheen of her skin, accentuating the long, lean curve of her leg.

And Dante—Dante noticed.

Because of course he did. Because how could he not?

And Ethan—Ethan noticed too. And yet—he said nothing.

The drinks kept coming. Rachel was laughing more now, more openly, more freely, her body loosening, her movements becoming smoother, more fluid, her presence shifting into something that felt too far out of Ethan’s control.

Dante was teasing her, his voice low, confident, slow, his words landing just close enough to suggest something, just ambiguous enough to be excused.

And Ethan was just there.

Just sitting.

Just watching.

Just knowing.

And then, it happened.

So casual. So natural. So fucking effortless. For a second, Ethan wasn’t even sure he had actually seen it.

But then—he did.

Because suddenly, Dante’s hand was on Rachel’s thigh. Not in a way that demanded attention. Not in a way that was forceful or rushed. Just a simple, relaxed, casual touch.

Possessive in its casualness.

Territorial in its lack of urgency.

And Rachel—Rachel didn’t even blink.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t shift away. Didn’t adjust herself. Didn’t even acknowledge it. She just let it happen. Let it sit there, let it settle, let it exist.

And then—she smiled.

Ethan’s stomach plummeted. And yet—his cock twitched.

It was wrong. It was fucked up. He should have been angry.

Should have said something. Should have told her to move. Should have told Dante to back off. Should have done anything.

But instead—he just sat there. Watching.

And Rachel knew it.

Because she turned, meeting his gaze, and she smirked.

Not a full smile. Not a laugh. Just a tiny little curve of her lips. A flicker of amusement. Of acknowledgment. Of understanding.

Because she knew what this was doing to him. And she loved it.

The night had ended, but it hadn’t really ended.

The date at the bar had been over, the check paid, the lingering glances exchanged, Dante’s voice still a low hum in Ethan’s skull, echoing, reverberating, imprinting itself somewhere in the recesses of his mind that he wasn’t quite ready to explore.

Rachel had walked out of that bar on unsteady heels and electric energy, the kind of energy that didn’t fade even when the night air hit her skin, even when she slid into the passenger seat of Ethan’s car, her dress still hugging every curve, her lipstick still perfect, her legs still crossed, her phone still clutched in her palm like she was waiting, like she was anticipating, like she wasn’t ready to let go of whatever had taken root inside her.

And Ethan had felt it.

He had seen it in the way she stared out the window, her fingers tapping idly against the edge of her phone, a small, distant smirk tugging at the corners of her lips.

He had heard it in the silence that stretched between them on the ride home, a silence that wasn’t awkward or strained, but thick with something unspoken, something buzzing, something that still lingered between her thighs, something that had stayed behind in that booth with Dante’s hand on her leg.

And the worst part?

She wasn’t hiding it.

She wasn’t pretending.

She wasn’t making any effort to settle back into their reality, into the neat, controlled domesticity of their life together, into the world where Ethan was the man she came home to, where Ethan was the only man who was supposed to have any claim to her attention.

That world was already slipping.

By the time they stepped through the front door, Rachel was still charged, still vibrating, still restless in a way that made Ethan’s stomach tighten and his cock pulse and his mind scramble for footing in a situation he wasn’t prepared to navigate.

She didn’t go to bed right away.

She didn’t wash off the night, didn’t wipe away the lingering traces of Dante’s presence, didn’t shed the remnants of whatever had built between them at that bar.

She left her heels on.

She left her lipstick perfect.

She walked around the house like she was still waiting for something.

And Ethan—Ethan was still watching.

CHAPTER IV

It happened in the living room.

Rachel had poured herself a glass of wine—not because she needed it, not because she was trying to unwind, but because she wanted to savor the feeling still thrumming beneath her skin, the feeling of being wanted, the feeling of being seen, the feeling that didn’t come from Ethan anymore.

She had settled onto the couch with her phone in her lap, scrolling, smirking, looking through messages that Ethan knew weren’t for him.

And when he finally sat beside her, when he finally cleared his throat, when he finally tried to pull her back into his world, she just sighed—a slow, indulgent sound, like she had almost forgotten he was still there.

"Did you have fun tonight?"

The question felt stupid the second it left his mouth, but he had asked it anyway, because what else was he supposed to say? What else was he supposed to do with the reality of his wife sitting beside him, still dressed for another man, still carrying his presence on her skin, still somewhere else entirely?

Rachel exhaled softly, taking a slow sip of wine before tilting her head, finally looking at him with an expression that was dangerously unreadable, sharp around the edges, laced with something darker, something heavier.

"Yeah," she murmured, voice smooth, effortless, dragging out the syllables like she wanted him to feel every inch of them. "I did."

Ethan swallowed, watching as she set her glass down, stretching her legs out, shifting just slightly, just enough that her dress slid higher up her thighs, just enough that she knew he’d notice.

"And you?" she asked.

Her eyes were bright now, locked onto his, waiting, testing, pushing.

Ethan licked his lips, feeling the weight of her gaze, feeling the heat under his skin, feeling his pulse kick up in a way that felt too obvious, too transparent, too humiliating.

"It was… different," he admitted, his voice rough, uneven.

Rachel smirked, shifting again, sinking deeper into the couch, tilting her head as if considering something, as if she already knew the answer to a question she hadn’t even asked yet.

And then—she did.

"You liked it, didn’t you?"

It wasn’t a tease.

It wasn’t playful.

It wasn’t even accusatory.

It was just fact.

A statement.

A truth she had already accepted, long before Ethan had even begun to confront it himself.

He should have denied it.

Should have laughed.

Should have played it off.

But he didn’t.

Because his cock was already hard.

And Rachel—Rachel knew.

Her gaze flicked downward, just briefly, just enough to make his breath stutter, just enough to confirm what she had already suspected, just enough to make his stomach drop and his cock throb and his entire world tilt on its fucking axis.

"Yeah," she exhaled softly, more to herself than to him. "I thought so."

She lifted her phone then, unlocked it, tapped her fingers against the screen with slow, deliberate ease, as if she were thinking, as if she were deciding, as if she were weighing her options.

And Ethan—Ethan just sat there, watching. Helpless. Hard.

Rachel tapped the message out without hesitation, her lips still curved, her expression still unreadable.

And then—the soft, quiet chime of a sent message.

"There," she murmured, locking her phone, setting it down on the coffee table, turning back to face him.

"All set."

Ethan felt like he couldn’t breathe.

Rachel just laughed.

It had begun with the texts, at first sporadic, innocent in their frequency, the kind of thing that could be dismissed as nothing more than casual conversation, harmless exchanges between trainer and client, between acquaintances who had found common ground in the gym, in passing jokes, in effortless banter. It had been something Rachel hadn’t bothered to hide, something she hadn’t flaunted but also something she hadn’t exactly invited Ethan to notice, something that existed just beneath the surface, just out of reach, something easy to pretend didn’t mean anything.

But then, as the days passed, as the teasing that had once been playful became sharper, as the unspoken line between flirtation and something more began to blur, as Rachel’s amusement over Dante’s attention shifted into something heavier, something charged, something uncontained, the way she handled it had changed.

She no longer texted him in passing, in stolen moments between errands, between chores, between workouts.

Now, she texted him at night.

She texted him while sitting beside Ethan on the couch, her legs curled beneath her, the screen glowing softly in the dim living room, illuminating the slight smirk on her lips as she scrolled, as she typed, as she responded to messages that weren’t meant for her husband’s eyes.

She texted him while lying in bed beside Ethan, her body still warm from the shower, from the residual heat of the day, from the lingering remnants of whatever thoughts were now filling her head as her fingers moved lazily across the screen, the quiet clicking of her nails against the glass the only sound in the darkened room.

She laughed sometimes, softly, under her breath, biting at her lower lip like she used to when she had texted Ethan during their early days together, back when there had been secrets between them that were only theirs, back when her attention had been something she had given freely, something that had belonged to him alone.

And she didn’t try to hide it.

She didn’t tuck her phone away when Ethan shifted beside her.

She didn’t tilt the screen just out of view.

She let him see.

She let him feel it.

She let him sit there, in their bed, beside her, while she giggled at words meant for another man, while she smirked at something only she and Dante would understand, while she existed in a world that had nothing to do with Ethan anymore.

It had stretched, long enough for Ethan to notice, long enough for him to feel it settle in his stomach like a slow, creeping sickness, long enough for the realization to take hold that whatever this was, whatever it had been, it wasn’t stopping.

And then, one night, he had finally asked.

Just casually.

Just lightly.

As if the question wasn’t already sitting like a weight on his chest.

"You talk to him a lot now, huh?"

Rachel had barely reacted.

She hadn’t flinched, hadn’t paused, hadn’t even looked up from her phone.

She had just shrugged, so effortlessly indifferent, so utterly unbothered, as if the answer was obvious, as if there was nothing unusual about any of this, as if Ethan’s question was barely worth acknowledging at all.

"He’s fun to talk to," she had murmured, her voice smooth, so maddeningly soft, so unbearably cruel in its simplicity.

And then—she had smirked.

Because she knew.

She knew exactly what it was doing to him.

She had known it from the start.

And she had never intended to stop.

The kitchen felt too quiet, the kind of silence that wasn’t empty but charged, humming, thrumming beneath the surface, stretching between them like a wire pulled too tight. The soft overhead lights cast a warm, golden glow over Rachel’s skin, highlighting the sharp lines of her collarbones, the delicate slope of her neck, the curve of her lips as she stood there, leaning against the counter, one hand braced on the cool marble, the other still holding her phone loosely in her fingers.

And she was watching him.

She had been watching him a lot lately.

Not just in passing, not just absently, but studying him, dissecting him, reading every little flicker of emotion, every hesitation, every unspoken question that sat heavy in his chest. She had been testing, pushing, pulling, waiting for something to give, waiting for the moment when he would finally break, when he would finally admit what she already knew.

And Ethan could feel it.

Could feel the weight of her gaze, the heat of it, the way it lingered, the way it traced over him like she was piecing together something inevitable, something that had already begun, something that no longer needed his permission.

She sighed then, soft, slow, tilting her head just slightly, letting her hair slip over one shoulder, cascading down the front of her body in a way that made his stomach tighten, in a way that made his cock stir, in a way that made everything feel just a little too real, a little too dangerous.

"I’ve been thinking," she said, her voice smooth, deliberate, drenched in something dangerously close to amusement.

Ethan exhaled sharply, setting his coffee mug down with a quiet, dull sound that felt heavier than it should have, like a punctuation mark, like a shift, like something irreversible.

"About what?" he asked, and he hated the way his voice sounded—not firm, not steady, not in control, just wary, just uncertain, just already lost.

Rachel dragged in a slow breath, not rushing, not forcing, just savoring the moment, letting it stretch, letting him wait, letting him anticipate what was already coming.

And then—she said it.

"I think I want to see what happens with Dante."

Silence.

Not just a pause, but a sharp, slicing silence, the kind that landed between them like a blade, cutting through the air, splitting something open, something raw, something that had been waiting to be acknowledged.

Ethan’s pulse kicked up, thick and erratic, his breath catching just slightly in his throat, his stomach clenching as the words settled over him, as they sank in, as they took root in places he wasn’t ready to explore.

"What… happens?" he echoed, the words feeling foreign on his tongue, strange, surreal, like saying them out loud would change their meaning, would make them something else, something more manageable, something less terrifying.

Rachel exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking her head just a little, tilting her chin, biting at the corner of her lip, her fingers tapping lightly against the back of her phone, her smirk widening like she was indulging a joke that only she understood.

"I mean, it’s pretty obvious there’s something there, right?" she mused, lifting her shoulders in a slow, effortless shrug, so casual, so fucking casual, like they were talking about weekend plans, like they were deciding on a restaurant, like she wasn’t standing there saying something that was about to dismantle everything he thought he knew.

Ethan swallowed, feeling his throat tighten, feeling his palms sweat, feeling his cock twitch with something he didn’t want to name, something that curled hot and deep inside him, something that made his breath feel too shallow.

"Rachel," he started, but she didn’t let him finish.

Didn’t let him find the words, didn’t let him pretend there was anything left to argue, didn’t let him stall, didn’t let him lie to himself.

Because she already knew.

"You don’t have to be there," she said, and the words should have been a kindness, should have been a mercy, should have been an out.

But they weren’t.

Because they weren’t a suggestion.

They were a statement.

And then—a pause.

A long, deliberate, calculated pause, one that stretched just long enough to make Ethan’s stomach knot, just long enough to make his breath shallow, just long enough to let him think, to let him wonder, to let him squirm.

And then, just when he thought she was finished, just when he thought the conversation had landed, just when he thought there was nothing left to say—she tilted her head.

And smirked.

And took that final step.

That last, unspoken boundary.

That moment she had been waiting for.

"Unless…"

She let the word hang in the air, let it linger, let it settle, let it crawl down his spine, let it coil in his stomach, let it burn in places he wasn’t ready to acknowledge.

And then—finally, softly, teasingly—

"You want to watch?"

This was it—the moment where he should have drawn the line, the moment where he should have pushed back, the moment where he should have found the strength to tell her that this had gone too far, that he wasn’t going to allow it, that this wasn’t a game he was willing to play. It was standing right in front of him, looming, suffocating, wrapping itself around his throat like a noose tightening with every passing second, a moment so heavy, so pivotal, that he could almost feel the weight of it pressing down on his chest, demanding something from him, demanding a fight, demanding defiance, demanding that he remind Rachel who she belonged to.

But he didn’t.

Because his cock was already hard.

So fucking hard.

The betrayal was there, pulsing, throbbing, humiliating in its intensity, the aching heat pooling in his stomach, curling low and tight, a filthy, undeniable contradiction to everything his mind was screaming at him to do. He could feel it in the shallowness of his breath, in the way it hitched in his throat, in the way his pulse beat erratically beneath his skin, in the way his entire body was strung so tight he thought he might fucking snap if she touched him.

And Rachel saw it.

Of course, she did.

Because Rachel always saw.

Rachel always knew.

She had known from the beginning. Had known from the moment she had first started testing him, from the moment she had started pushing just a little further each time, waiting to see if he would push back, waiting to see if he would crumble, waiting to see how deep this sickness ran inside him, how much he would let her get away with, how much of her he would surrender to another man.

She had already won.

And now, she was just waiting for him to accept it.

She didn’t press. Didn’t rush him. Didn’t have to.

She just stood there, leaning against the counter, the glow of the kitchen lights catching on the curve of her lips, on the subtle arch of her brows, on the quiet, smug amusement that flickered in her eyes as she watched him, as she measured him, as she let the silence stretch, let it sink in, let him marinate in the weight of his own humiliation, in the inescapable knowledge that this moment wasn’t about her decision anymore.

It was about his surrender.

And then—it happened.

A sharp, jagged exhale, the breath leaving his lungs in something close to a shudder, close to a gasp, close to the quiet, pathetic death of any remaining pretense that he had any power left here at all. His throat worked, his fingers flexed at his sides, his jaw tensed as if he were about to speak, as if he were about to object, as if he were about to say something that might change the course of this moment.

But he didn’t.

He hesitated.

And then—he nodded.

Rachel’s lips curled, slow, deliberate, the kind of smile that wasn’t just pleased but triumphant, the kind of smile that told him she had known, had always known, had never once doubted that this was exactly where they were going to end up. She had seen the signs long before he had, had recognized what was inside him before he had ever been able to admit it to himself, had been waiting for this exact second—the moment he broke, the moment he gave in, the moment he stopped pretending.

She lifted her phone then, unlocking it with a lazy flick of her finger, the glow of the screen illuminating her face, catching on the sharpness of her cheekbones, on the delicate curve of her smirk as she scrolled, as she typed, as she made it real, as she made it final.

And Ethan—Ethan just stood there, helpless, hard, watching her, unable to stop it, unable to stop himself.

Her fingers moved across the screen with slow, deliberate ease, with the confidence of a woman who already knew she had what she wanted, who wasn’t asking for permission, who wasn’t waiting for approval.

And then—the soft, quiet chime of a sent message.

Rachel set her phone down, turning back toward him, studying him for just a second longer, taking in the way his breathing had turned shallow, the way his pulse was visible at the base of his throat, the way his cock was still pressing shamefully, painfully, against the front of his pants.

She hummed softly, the sound pleased, mocking in its gentleness.

"There," she murmured, tilting her head slightly, eyes flicking over him, over his tension, over his arousal, over the wreckage of his dignity. "All set."

Ethan swallowed, feeling something heavy and dark and inescapable coil deep inside him, something that made his entire body flush, something that made his vision blur at the edges, something that made his cock throb even as his stomach twisted with shame.

Rachel just laughed.

CHAPTER V

The bedroom was steeped in warmth, a lingering, decadent heat radiating from Rachel’s skin as she stood before the vanity, adjusting the thin lace straps of her lingerie with practiced ease, her movements slow, controlled, indulgent. The air was thick with the heady scent of her perfume, a fragrance Ethan had always associated with intimacy, with their nights together, with the way her body felt against his when she wore it. But now, as he watched her through the mirror, the realization settled like a weight in his chest—this scent, this sight, this version of her was no longer his.

The lingerie was new.

Delicate lace, deep red, wrapping around her body in a way that made her look like a gift waiting to be unwrapped, teasing bare skin in places Ethan had never seen framed so perfectly before. The bra sat scandalously low, lifting her breasts, accentuating the full, heavy curves in a way that felt deliberately obscene, designed to tempt, to flaunt, to entice in a way that had nothing to do with him. The panties—if they could even be called that—were little more than a sheer strip of fabric hugging the swell of her hips, dipping between her thighs, leaving nothing to the imagination. She had never worn anything like this for him, never once slipped into something so overtly sexual before their nights together, never once presented herself like this in their marriage.

And she knew it.

The moment she adjusted the strap, smoothing her hands over the soft, sheer fabric stretched over her stomach, the slight curve of her smirk deepened as she caught his reflection in the mirror, her gaze locking onto his, holding him there, making him witness the full weight of her transformation. The amusement in her eyes was unmistakable, sharp with a quiet arrogance that made his stomach tighten and his cock throb pathetically in his slacks, a reaction he despised but couldn’t suppress. She hadn’t even touched him, hadn’t spoken a word, yet he was already aching, already affected, already so painfully aware that she had never looked at him like this before.

She dragged a hand over her waist, her nails tracing along the waistband of the barely-there panties, lingering just enough to make his breath hitch before she let out a soft hum, rolling her shoulders, stretching like a woman who knew she was being admired, who knew she was desired, who knew that tonight, she belonged to someone else.

"You like it?" she murmured, her voice dripping with mock curiosity as she tilted her head slightly, her fingers idly playing with the hem of her lingerie, as if she hadn’t already noticed the way he was staring, as if she didn’t already know exactly how much this was affecting him.

Ethan swallowed, his throat dry, his fingers twitching at his sides as he tried to force himself to look away, tried to remind himself that this wasn’t for him, that this was a cruel display, that this was a moment meant to break him. She had dressed for Dante, had chosen this lingerie with another man in mind, had planned every detail of this evening with the sole intention of leaving their home and giving herself to someone else.

"You’ve never worn that before," he managed to say, the words barely leaving his mouth in anything above a whisper, rough, uneven, strained beneath the weight of his own arousal.

Rachel laughed softly, the sound delicate, knowing, a quiet acknowledgment of his weakness as she finally turned to face him fully, giving him the complete view, letting him see every detail of the body she was about to offer up to another man. She didn’t hide, didn’t feign modesty, didn’t make any effort to soften the impact of the moment. She simply stood there, bold, effortless, utterly in control.

"I know," she said, her voice dripping with amusement as she dragged her fingers slowly over her stomach, trailing lower, teasing the lace stretched over her hips before she lifted her gaze back to his, watching the way his jaw tensed, the way his chest rose and fell just a little too quickly, the way his hands clenched at his sides like he was holding back something violent, something desperate. And then she smiled.

"It’s for him."

The words were soft, almost gentle, yet they carried the force of something cruel, something devastating, something designed to shatter whatever illusions Ethan had left. She watched the way the words hit him, the way his breath stilled, the way his posture stiffened, the way the color drained from his face only to be replaced by something darker, something humiliating, something that burned so deep it made his cock throb painfully against the tightness of his slacks.

"I should get dressed," she sighed, almost as if the moment had already passed, as if the conversation was nothing more than an afterthought, as if she hadn’t just torn the ground out from beneath him. She reached for the dress lying neatly on the bed, sleek black fabric that pooled over her fingers like silk, a dress designed to be slipped off just as easily as it was put on.

And then, as if it were the most natural thing in the world—she held it out to him.

"Zip me up?"

His hands shook as he stepped forward, as he reached for the dress she so effortlessly presented to him, as she turned her back to him, exposing the smooth, unmarked length of her spine, the delicate dip between her shoulder blades, the soft curves of her body still framed in that sinful red lace. He should have refused. Should have told her no. Should have walked away. Should have done anything other than what he was about to do.

But instead—he lifted the dress.

He slid it up her body, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath his fingertips, feeling the way the fabric clung to her curves, feeling the sheer weight of what he was doing, of what he was allowing, of what he was surrendering to.

His breath came uneven as he pulled the zipper up, inch by agonizing inch, as he sealed her into the dress she would take off for another man, the dress that would slide from her shoulders in the dim glow of Dante’s bedroom, the dress that would pool at her feet as she stepped out of it, bare, uninhibited, entirely his.

Rachel hummed in quiet approval, rolling her shoulders, adjusting the straps, running her hands over the smooth fabric with an air of satisfaction, of anticipation, of someone already mentally elsewhere.

She turned, stepping closer, so close that Ethan could feel the heat of her body, could smell the intoxicating mix of perfume and anticipation radiating off her skin, could see the cruel amusement flickering in her gaze.

"You’re a good husband," she murmured, dragging her fingers over his chest, letting them linger just long enough to make his stomach clench, just long enough to let him feel the weight of his own weakness.

Ethan’s throat worked, his breath shuddering as he tried to form words, as he tried to say something, anything that would stop this, but before he could, she was already stepping away, already reaching for her clutch, already heading for the door.

And then, just like that—she was gone.

And Ethan was left standing there, alone in their bedroom, the scent of her perfume still thick in the air, his cock painfully hard, his entire body thrumming with something he didn’t want to name. The silence of the house swallowed him whole, wrapping around him like a vice as he reached down, pressing the palm of his hand against the bulge in his pants, groaning softly, his shame boiling over into unbearable need.

She was gone.

Off to fuck him.

And Ethan—Ethan was left behind.

Helpless. Hard. And completely, utterly owned

CHAPTER VI

The text came at 11:17 PM.

Ethan had been lying in bed, wide awake, his body still aching from the unbearable tension that had settled deep inside him the moment Rachel had walked out of their home, leaving him behind, leaving him to stew in his own helpless arousal, leaving him to imagine what was happening in the dark, somewhere else, somewhere out of reach. He had tried to sleep, tried to ignore it, tried to convince himself that he didn’t want to know, that he didn’t need to know, that it wasn’t his place to know.

But when his phone buzzed on the nightstand, the screen illuminating the empty space beside him, he had reached for it instantly.

Rachel: Come over. I want you to see.

The words slammed into him like a freight train, punching the air from his lungs, sending a shiver down his spine so violent he had to close his eyes for a second, had to ground himself, had to press his palm to the front of his pants to ease the throbbing ache that had never quite gone away since she had left.

She wanted him to come.

She wanted him to watch.

And Ethan—Ethan was already reaching for his keys.

The drive was a blur. He barely remembered stepping into the car, barely remembered navigating the quiet, empty streets, barely remembered anything but the way his blood roared in his ears, the way his hands clenched around the steering wheel, the way his cock ached with every bump in the road.

When he pulled up outside the apartment building, his stomach twisted into knots, his skin feverish, his breath shallow, the anticipation curling inside him like a live wire. His fingers trembled as he reached for his phone, staring at the screen, rereading the message over and over again, as if hoping the meaning would change, as if hoping this wasn’t real, as if hoping that maybe—just maybe—this was still a line that hadn’t been crossed.

But he already knew the truth.

Rachel never sent messages without meaning them.

She had decided.

She wanted him to see.

And Ethan—Ethan was going to let her.

The apartment door wasn’t locked, and Ethan barely registered the fact as his fingers pushed it open, his pulse thundering, his breath shallow, his body already betraying him before he had even crossed the threshold. The air inside was dense, heavy, saturated with something primal and animalistic, the unmistakable musk of sweat and sex and absolute, unrestrained lust hanging thick in the atmosphere, wrapping around him the moment he stepped inside, invading his lungs, coating his skin, seeping into his clothes like an undeniable, inescapable truth.

There was no need to wonder what had happened here, no need for speculation or imagination, because the evidence of it was everywhere, in the way the scent clung to the furniture, in the faint creak of the mattress filtering through the dim glow of light spilling from the half-open bedroom door, in the low, guttural sound of a man groaning, deep and slow, rich with pleasure, a sound Ethan had never heard from his own lips, followed by something softer, something breathless, broken, ruined.

Rachel.

His wife.

His everything.

His wife was in there.

Being fucked.

Ethan barely realized he had moved, his feet carrying him forward on instinct alone, drawn into the room like a moth to a flame, dragged by the inevitability of his own humiliation, his own depravity, his own twisted, perverse need to witness exactly how far she had gone, exactly how deep she had fallen, exactly what it looked like when another man took her the way she had never let Ethan take her before.

The bedroom door wasn’t closed, wasn’t locked, wasn’t hiding anything. It hung open just enough to be an invitation, just enough to taunt, just enough to welcome him into the filth of his own cuckolded nightmare, forcing him to see, to accept, to drown in it.

And the moment he stepped inside, his world collapsed.

Rachel lay sprawled across the bed, bare, flushed, glistening with sweat, her skin dewy, damp, trembling, her fingers tangled in the ruined sheets, gripping them like she had been fighting against something too much, too intense, too fucking deep, only to have lost the battle completely, only to have surrendered.

Her legs were open.

Her thighs were spread wide, her back arched in a perfect, wanton curve, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged, desperate breath.

And between them, still buried deep, still stretching her, still moving with slow, deliberate, merciless thrusts, was Dante.

Thick. Heavy. Hard. Deep.

Ethan’s chest tightened.

His cock twitched violently.

His stomach knotted, twisted, clenched around something dark and sick and filthy, something that should have made him turn away, should have made him demand she stop, should have made him tear her out from under another man, reclaim her, remind her that she belonged to him—

But she didn’t.

Not anymore.

Rachel was completely, utterly, irrevocably claimed.

Her pussy clung to him, still swallowing him whole, still gripping him, milking him, taking him deeper, taking him to the hilt, taking everything he gave her in long, languid strokes that made her body jolt, shudder, quake, her lips parted in a silent gasp, her toes curling against the damp sheets as Dante dragged his cock out of her inch by inch before sinking back in with a thick, wet, obscene sound that made Ethan’s legs go weak beneath him. Ethan couldn't see Dante's cock, but he could guess based on how far he pulled his hips back that it was absolutely fucking massive.

Rachel’s eyes fluttered open.

And she saw him.

Saw him standing in the doorway, his face flushed, his lips parted, his chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven breaths.

Saw the way his hands trembled at his sides, the way his fingers twitched as if fighting the impulse to touch himself, the way his slacks were already bulging, tented, stretched taut over the shameful, pathetic arousal he could do nothing to hide.

And she smiled.

Not a soft smile.

Not a guilty smile.

Not a smile that should belong to a wife whose husband had just caught her in the middle of being utterly ruined by another man.

No—this smile was triumphant, sharp, teasing, owning.

And then she moaned, a sound so rich, full, pornographic that Ethan felt it in his bones, in his cock, in the deepest, filthiest parts of himself he had never dared acknowledge until now.

Dante didn’t stop.

Didn’t pause.

Didn’t even acknowledge Ethan at all.

He just kept moving, kept thrusting, kept fucking, kept stretching Rachel open, his muscles flexing, his sweat dripping, his breath coming in short, heavy grunts as he rolled his hips with slow, deliberate power, making her feel every inch, every stroke, every filthy, unholy second of it.

Rachel let her head loll to the side, still watching Ethan, still wearing that little smirk, still playing with him even as she was getting wrecked, fucked senseless, pounded into the mattress.

Her fingers dug into the sheets, her breath hitched, her body jerked violently beneath Dante’s weight as he shifted, as he grabbed her hips, as he flipped her over, making her cry out in shock and delight as he pulled her up onto her knees, positioning her exactly how he wanted her, positioning her like she belonged to him.

Ethan’s breath caught.

Rachel’s ass was in the air now, her back arched, her spine curving beautifully, her thighs spread even wider, her pussy stretched open and glistening, her skin flushed, her lips parted in a helpless, eager whimper as she tilted her head to glance at Ethan over her shoulder.

And then—she spoke.

"You should see how deep he goes, baby," she purred, her voice thick, sultry, laced with amusement, with cruelty, with pure, unfiltered, sadistic pleasure. "Watch my little tummy, you can see the bulge! I feel like its in my chest!"

And then Dante slammed back inside.

Rachel screamed.

A high, sweet, gasping, wrecked cry of pleasure, her arms nearly giving out as her body rocked forward, forced onto her elbows, her breath punching out of her lungs in a choked, desperate moan.

Dante was merciless now, his grip tight on her waist, his movements rougher, faster, deeper, dragging her back onto his cock with filthy, punishing strokes, pounding her, using her, fucking her into absolute submission.

And Ethan watched.

Watched his wife bounce on another man’s cock, watched as her tits swung beneath her, watched as her thighs shook, as her body clenched, as she fucking came again, hard, violently, shuddering beneath Dante’s relentless thrusts.

And when she finally collapsed into the sheets, when her body went limp, when she lay there trembling, panting, whimpering, completely spent, she turned her head one last time, her lips curling, her eyes locking onto Ethan’s.

And then—

She looked deep into Ethan’s eyes across the room, and then her eyes rolled back into her head at the moment Dante slammed home one final time, his body tensed, rigid, shaking, a deep, guttural groan ripping from his chest, Rachel’s breath hitched, caught between a whimper and a moan, her body convulsing beneath him, her thighs clamping, her toes curling, her fingers digging into the damp, twisted sheets as she let out the kind of wrecked, gasping cry that didn’t just sound like pleasure—it sounded like complete fucking surrender.

And she did surrender.

Her pussy clenched, fluttered, spasmed around him, milking his cock for everything, every last pulse, every thick, hot rope of cum, her back arching, her entire body shuddering under the force of it, under the raw, brutal pleasure of being bred so deep she could feel it.

"Ohhh—fuuuck, Dante," she whined, her voice wrecked, trembling, barely coherent, nothing but breathless moans and filthy gasps, every sound soaked in satisfaction, exhaustion, and something even darker.

Dante groaned into her neck, his lips dragging over her sweat-slicked skin, his grip on her tight, possessive, unrelenting, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her flush against him, holding her there, keeping her in place as he thrust one last time, slow, deep, deliberate, making sure she felt every single pulse of his release inside her, making sure Ethan saw it, making sure it was burned into his fucking memory forever.

Rachel’s breath shuddered, her lashes fluttering, her nails scraping over Dante’s back, her mouth falling open in helpless, weak little moans, each one sending a shockwave of arousal through Ethan’s aching, throbbing cock.

She was ruined.

Completely, utterly, unapologetically fucked.

And Ethan saw everything.

He saw the way her pussy spasmed, still clinging to Dante, still greedy, still swallowing every last drop of his cum, as if her body itself refused to let go, as if her body had already decided who she belonged to now.

He saw the way her stomach quivered, the way her fingers slid down over her own skin, slow, teasing, caressing the mess inside her, touching it, playing with it, as if memorizing the way she felt, the way she was filled, the way she was owned.

She let out a soft, breathy sigh, her legs still spread open, still shaking, her skin still glowing, flushed, gleaming under the dim bedroom light.

And Ethan—Ethan couldn’t fucking breathe.

His cock pulsed violently, twitched so hard it sent another thick spurt of pre-cum straight into his briefs, his body locked in place, his stomach knotted with something filthy, something sick, something too fucking deep to fight.

His wife had just taken another man’s cum.

She had just moaned for another man, begged for another man, fallen apart for another man.

And Ethan—Ethan was harder than he had ever been in his entire fucking life.

Rachel’s chest rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths, her lips parted, wet, swollen, her lashes low, hazy, drunk on the pleasure that had wrecked her.

And then she giggled.

Not shy.

Not embarrassed.

Not the laugh of a woman who had just betrayed her husband.

This was something different.

Something cruel.

Something taunting.

Something victorious.

She stretched lazily beneath Dante, her legs still splayed, her thighs still damp and sticky, her body completely open, completely shameless, completely satisfied.

And when she finally turned her head, when she finally locked eyes with Ethan, when she saw the way his body trembled, the way his fingers twitched, the way his cock was painfully, humiliatingly hard in his slacks, her smirk deepened, sharpened, curled into something lethal.

And then, she reached lower.

Her fingers traced down the curve of her stomach, slow, teasing, dragging over her own skin with a deliberate, lazy sort of arrogance, dipping lower, slipping between her own thighs, playing in the mess Dante had left inside her, slipping two fingers into the gaping hole that had been her tight little cunt.

And then—she said it.

"Aww… my little husband."

Ethan choked on a breath.

His stomach bottomed out.

His cock twitched so violently he nearly doubled over.

Rachel had never spoken to him like that before.

Had never taunted him, humiliated him, reduced him to nothing with just a few careless, cruel little words.

And she knew it.

Because she giggled again, rolling onto her back, stretching like a spoiled, satisfied queen, tilting her head to look up at Dante, dragging her nails down his chest, over the deep ridges of his abs, her touch slow, possessive, reverent.

She was still touching him.

Still worshiping him.

Still treating him like the only man in the room, the only man who mattered.

Ethan just stood there.

Hard.

Helpless.

Cucked.

And he knew, deep in his gut, that nothing would ever be the same again.

CHAPTER VII

Days had passed.

Nights had blurred into a haze of sweat, moans, and desperate, frantic sex, Rachel’s body wrapped around him, teasing, taunting, riding him at her leisure, moving at a pace only she controlled, setting the rhythm, deciding when he was allowed to cum, deciding how long he had to wait, deciding when she was finished with him.

She had become insatiable, relentless, untouchable, a goddess in his bed, a queen in his home, a ruthless, demanding mistress in his life, and Ethan was powerless against her.

He couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Couldn’t stop seeing it.

Couldn’t stop hearing it.

Every time he closed his eyes, he was back there, trapped in the doorway, watching his wife fall apart beneath Dante, watching her arch into him, cling to him, moan for him, seeing her taken, stretched, wrecked, utterly owned.

The way she had whimpered, gasped, sobbed through her pleasure.

The way she had whispered Dante’s name, breathless, aching, desperate for more.

The way her body had responded, welcoming, accepting, melting into him.

He couldn’t unsee it.

Couldn’t unhear it.

Couldn’t escape the memory of her body, flushed and glowing, dripping in sweat and cum, stretched open and satisfied like she had been remade into something else entirely.

And the worst part?

He wanted it again.

He needed it again.

Rachel knew.

Of course, she knew.

She saw it in his eyes now, saw the way he looked at her, not with anger, not with betrayal, but with something darker, something filthier, something helpless and pathetic. His look was hunted.

She saw it in the way his hands trembled when he touched her, in the way his cock twitched when she whispered Dante’s name, when she mentioned that night, when she let little details slip, teasing him, torturing him, controlling him without even trying.

She could see it in the way he clung to her, the way he fucked her now, frantic, desperate, like he was chasing something, like he was trying to reach some impossible high he would never catch.

The way he kissed her, needy, pleading, frantic, like he was trying to prove something, like he was trying to take her back.

And the way she smirked against his lips, teasing, letting him believe it, letting him pretend, letting him think he still had a place inside her.

But they both knew the truth.

Rachel had won.

She owned him now.

And she never let him forget it.

She teased him constantly, flaunting her control, wearing tighter clothes, shorter skirts, lower necklines, strutting around their home like a walking temptation, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

She would stand in front of the mirror, adjusting her lingerie, letting the strap of her lace bra slide off her shoulder, watching him watch her.

She would lean over the kitchen counter in nothing but a thong, stretching, bending, giving him a perfect view of her ass, the very same ass he had watched bounce on another man’s cock.

She would let her fingers drift between her thighs while sitting across from him, dragging them slowly over her own skin, dipping lower, teasing herself, biting her lip when she saw the way his breathing changed, the way his jaw clenched, the way his cock twitched against his slacks.

And then she would laugh.

Soft. Sweet. Cruel.

A reminder.

A taunt.

A promise.

She would walk past him, slow, deliberate, trailing her fingers along his chest, leaning close, whispering things into his ear that made his cock ache and his stomach twist.

"Thinking about it again, aren’t you?"

He would swallow thickly, try to look away.

She wouldn’t let him.

She would grab his chin, force him to meet her gaze, her smirk pure, dripping with amusement, with control.

"You liked watching me take his cock, didn’t you? You liked how big it was didn't you? You know how much bigger he is than you... must be twice your size."

He would shake his head.

She would laugh, fingers dragging down his chest, lower, palming his cock through his pants, feeling how hard, how desperate, how fucking ruined he was.

"Liar," she would whisper, before sauntering away, leaving him there, painfully hard, completely wrecked, desperate for her touch, desperate for anything.

Rachel dominated him without even trying.

She owned his mind, his body, his cock, his fucking soul.

And Ethan let her.

Loved it.

Craved it.

EPILOGUE

The bedroom was dark except for the dim glow of the city lights slipping through the curtains, painting soft golden streaks across the sheets, across Rachel’s bare skin, across the way her body stretched beside him, long and languid, completely at ease, completely in control.

Ethan lay on his back, his breath coming in uneven, shallow gasps, his body tight with need, his cock throbbing in Rachel’s slow, teasing grip, her fingers barely moving, just enough to make him ache, just enough to keep him on edge, just enough to remind him who was in charge.

She was watching him, her chin propped up in one hand, her lips curled into a knowing smirk as she dragged her fingers lazily along his shaft, light, feather-soft strokes, barely giving him enough pressure to satisfy, just enough to torment.

“You haven’t stopped thinking about it, have you?” she whispered, her voice low, sultry, dripping with wicked amusement, the tip of her fingernail tracing circles around his swollen head, smearing the thick, needy slickness that had gathered there.

Ethan’s jaw tensed. His breath hitched.

Rachel’s smirk deepened.

“That night,” she continued, her voice soft, slow, deliberate, every word curling around him, sinking into his skin, making his cock throb in her grip. “You’re still picturing it, aren’t you?”

She gave him a languid, lazy stroke, slow from base to tip, squeezing just enough to make his hips jerk before pulling her hand away completely, making him whimper, shudder, ache.

Rachel giggled.

Not sweet.

Not innocent.

Not the laugh of a loving wife.

This was something cruel, indulgent, a woman savoring her victory, savoring the way she had completely unraveled him.

“I know you get hard every time I mention his name,” she whispered, shifting closer, pressing her body along his side, her breath warm against his ear, her lips brushing over his skin, teasing, tormenting, whispering filth directly into his soul.

“I see the way your cock twitches when I talk about how he stretched me open, how he filled me, how he made me cum over and over until I couldn’t even think, until I couldn’t even breathe.”

Ethan let out a strangled moan, his body trembling beneath her touch, his fingers gripping the sheets so tightly his knuckles turned white, his cock throbbing, desperate, leaking, completely at her mercy.

Rachel sighed, slow, dreamy, her fingers returning to his cock, stroking again, slow, teasing, playing.

“You liked watching, didn’t you?” she murmured, dragging her tongue along the shell of his ear, feeling him shudder beneath her.

Ethan squeezed his eyes shut, his breath ragged, his hips twitching toward her hand, but she slowed her strokes even more, torturing him, keeping him right on the edge, refusing to let him fall.

Rachel grinned, dragging her thumb lazily over his tip, collecting the pre-cum pooling there, rubbing it between her fingers, savoring it like a trophy.

“That’s why you’re still so hard,” she whispered. “That’s why you haven’t been able to stop thinking about it, why you fuck me like you’re trying to chase something you’ll never catch.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch, letting him squirm, letting the anticipation build.

Then she leaned in, lips grazing his jaw, breath warm and teasing as she whispered the final, filthy, inescapable truth.

“We’re going to do it again.”

Ethan’s cock twitched violently in her grip, leaking, throbbing, so painfully hard he thought he might lose his mind.

Rachel laughed.

Slow. Cruel. Indulgent.

“But this time…” she purred, stroking him tighter, faster, her voice turning darker, filthier, more wickedly possessive.

“This time, I’m going to let him fuck me in our own bed.”

Ethan whimpered.

His body locked up, tensed, shook.

Rachel gasped, delighted, triumphant, completely in control.

And as she whispered, “Maybe I’ll make you clean me up after,” he came with a shattered, broken moan, spilling into her hand, giving her everything.

And Rachel just smirked, wiping her fingers through his release, watching him with the gaze of a woman who knew she owned him completely, knew he would never stop her, knew he would never want her to stop.

The game was over.

She had won.

***

Enjoyed the story?

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

— Emily Felix
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"He rents a room… and takes my wife." 

Kevin was supposed to be just a tenant—my brightest university student, a star athlete, and a young man with confidence I never had. When he moved into our home, I thought it was the perfect arrangement. But I should have known better. 

My wife, Jessica, always had a way of drawing attention. Blonde, beautiful, and way out of my league, she’s the kind of woman men can’t ignore. And Kevin? He noticed. The way she started dressing around him, the lingering glances, the laughter that lasted a little too long—I saw it happening, but I couldn’t stop it. 

Now, my student isn’t just renting a room. He’s taking his place in my home… in my marriage… and in my wife’s bed. And the worst part? I can’t look away. 

A steamy, humiliating, and utterly addictive cuckold story  filled with power shifts, temptation, and a wife caught between two men—one who owns her heart, and one who owns her body. 

Are you ready to watch? 
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

Matt swallowed hard, his voice trembling. “He’ll love it.” 

She smirked, stepping closer. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him—and for you.” 


Matt’s career was going nowhere fast until his wife, Laura, caught the attention of his boss, Howard Kane—a powerful CEO with an irresistible offer. Kane’s proposition is simple: one weekend a month with Laura in exchange for Matt’s promotion, bonuses, and access to a lifestyle they could only dream of. 

What starts as a desperate gamble becomes something much more. Laura, once reserved and supportive, thrives under Kane’s dominance, her confidence growing as she embraces her new role. For Matt, watching his wife submit is both humiliating and intoxicating, leaving him torn between jealousy and fascination. 

Set in the luxury of New York City’s penthouses and private clubs, The Corporate Cuckold Agreement, told in nearly 17K words, delves into the shifting power dynamics of an unconventional arrangement. Laura shines in her newfound independence, Kane asserts total control, and Matt is left to navigate a complicated mix of emotions as their lives are transformed forever. 


Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 
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Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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