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Chapter 1: My Secret

The computer screen blinked 4:58 p.m. Two more minutes and I could escape the endless spreadsheets and head home to Sarah. Just the thought of her lit up an otherwise gray day.

Sarah—twenty-four, a freelance graphic artist. Her beauty didn’t need to be flaunted: eyes that always seemed to smile, curves that were both sweet and daring, and a way of walking into a room that made people stop. She was my pride. My whole damn world.

The phone rang. “Professor Thomas.”

I shot up from my chair. “Professor!”

That deep, familiar voice came through.
“Adam, I’m in the city. I’d like to visit you and Sarah this weekend. If it’s convenient, I’ll stay for two nights.”

Outside the glass window, rain started lashing against it, like a drumbeat of omen. My grip tightened on the phone. Thomas wasn’t just a professor. He was the man who had dragged me out of my darkest years. Refuse him? Not possible.

“Of course, Professor. We’d be honored.”

When I hung up, my chest sank. This weekend. Two nights. Part of me thrilled at the idea. Another part throbbed with unease I couldn’t quite name.



At home, the smell of Thai curry—my favorite—wrapped around me at the door. In the kitchen, Sarah stood with her back to me, slim inside a plain gray apron. And yet, from behind, the sight punched the air from my lungs.

Her chestnut hair was tied up loosely, a few strands spilling down her nape, tracing a soft line to the pale slope of her shoulder. Her narrow back tapered into a trim waist before swelling into a round, perfect ass that moved with every stir of the spoon. Each time she bent for a spice jar, the thin apron shifted just enough to flash the black lace edging her panties, hugging her cheeks tight, as if daring me.

The whole scene looked cinematic: steam rising from the curry pot, golden light painting her skin, every curve gleaming like temptation itself. I wanted to lock her away, keep her all to myself—but I knew a light like her could never be hidden.

We ate dinner with laughter and small talk. I told her about the call.
“Professor Thomas rang this afternoon. Wants to stay for two nights.”

Sarah set her chopsticks down. “Professor Thomas? The one who helped you back in college?”

I nodded. “If it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t be where I am today.”

Her eyes softened. She took my hand. “Then we should welcome him properly. I’ll prepare the guest room.”

The weight in me eased. Sarah was always like that—generous, understanding.

After dinner, she grinned playfully. “I’m going to shower. You tidy up a little, okay?” Her tone carried a teasing promise that made my spine heat.

Water began running in the bathroom. I slipped quickly into the kitchen, reached behind the vitamin bottle. The small box was there. I pulled out a blue pill and swallowed it with water.

I wasn’t weak. But Sarah… Sarah was too much. Too fierce. Too consuming. More than once, I’d run out of breath before she truly reached her peak. She told me it didn’t matter, that she was happy—but I had seen that flicker in her eyes. That moment missing. This pill erased that fear. It gave me the confidence to stay the only man in her life.

The water shut off. The bathroom door opened, steam rolling out like smoke. Sarah stepped into the hallway, skin flushed, eyes sparkling.




Chapter 2: The Wild Night

The bathroom door cracked open. Sarah stepped out, wrapped only in a loose white towel, water still beading down her shoulder and dripping onto the tiles. Her chestnut hair was soaked, clinging to her back, making her look both fragile and dangerously erotic.

She caught my stare and froze. Then her lips curved, sharp as a challenge. She walked toward me slowly, hips swaying, every step deliberate. With each movement, the towel began to slip. The top slid from her shoulder, unveiling wet, glowing skin. The bottom loosened around her hips, baring the long, toned legs I craved. By the time she stood before me, the towel had dropped to the floor.

Sarah stood completely naked. Her breasts were full and pink, rising and falling with her breath. Her waist tapered, her hips flared, and below, a neat triangle of trimmed hair drew my gaze lower, teasing my imagination. She didn’t flinch, didn’t shy away—she displayed herself like the most confident stripper in the world.

I swallowed hard, throat dry. My cock was so stiff it hurt against my pants.

“I thought about you all afternoon,” Sarah whispered, her voice warm and teasing, her cool hand pressing against my chest.

I yanked her closer. Our kiss burst alive, soft at first then fierce. The towel slid fully to the ground. Sarah’s body was bare, unashamed, natural. Not airbrushed like a magazine cover, but alive, fiery, and so confident it stole my breath.

I pushed her onto the bed. When I thrust inside, her pussy gripped me tight, hot and wet, so intense I nearly exploded at once. Without the blue pill, I knew I would have. She wrapped around me, squeezing hard, every spasm as if she wanted to drain me dry.

Sarah moaned loud, lips parted, eyes fluttering. Her nails clawed my back, her legs locked around me, her body shuddering in waves. I shifted rhythm—slow, then fast. She cried out, head thrown back, wet hair scattering across the pillow. “Oh… Adam… more…”

Her climax hit like a shockwave. She arched, trembling violently, her pussy clamping down so hard I nearly lost control. I gritted my teeth, driving into her with deep, hard strokes until she broke apart, screaming through her orgasm, her body twisting under me. Only then did I let go, pouring myself into her, every muscle straining, release crashing through me in total surrender.

When it was over, Sarah was still smiling, eyes glittering, her skin flushed bright. She rested one leg over me, chest heaving, happiness written in every breath.

For me, seeing her so utterly satisfied was both pride and terror. I knew—it was exactly because she was this erotic, this tight, this intense—that I couldn’t give up the blue pill. Without it, how could I keep that fire alive?



Morning at the office brought the usual pressure of a new trading day. But my mind kept replaying Sarah’s face last night. Her joy was my pride—pride built on a small secret.

At break, I slipped away to find John, my friend and colleague, the man who had “enlightened” me about the blue pill. We met in the stairwell, a place few people used, the echo of footsteps and the hum of the AC masking conversations too private for open air.

“Hey, John,” I said, trying to sound casual. “That thing you gave me… it works almost too well.”

John smirked knowingly. “Sarah must’ve been pretty damn pleased, huh?”

I nodded quickly. “More than pleased. She… she exploded. I’ve never seen her like that.” Pride swelled in me, tangled with shame.

John sighed, gaze distant. “I get it. Wish I’d found it sooner.” His face shadowed with regret. “Things with my wife… they wouldn’t have ended the way they did.”

Silence weighed between us. That was the fear that stalked me too—the fear of losing Sarah.

“Anyway,” John broke the pause, glancing around before lowering his voice. “I’ve got something new. Stronger. Dissolves in water, tastes like orange juice. You drink it, and boom—instant. No waiting like the old stuff.” He pulled a blister pack from his coat. Inside, pale orange pills gleamed under the foil.

My eyes lit up. A new kind? Stronger? Dissolving, flavorless? Perfect. I could slip it into any drink without Sarah suspecting a thing.

“I want it,” I said instantly. “Give me a pack.”

John grinned, handing it over. “Try it. You won’t be disappointed.”

I held the blister pack, feeling the weight of a dangerous secret. We exchanged a look, a quiet smile of co-conspirators. A smile of men clinging to their wives, their families, with weapons no one else could see. In a world where men were expected to be strong, this was the path we had chosen.




Chapter 3: The Professor

Saturday afternoon. The house buzzed with anticipation. Sarah had been up early, the clink of coffee cups and the smell of toast drifting through the kitchen. She was more energetic than usual, throwing herself into preparations for Professor Thomas’s visit. I felt it too—an odd excitement that pushed past the quiet dread of my “secret.”

I drove downtown to pick him up after his lecture. When I spotted him waiting in the hotel lobby, I waved. He looked older than in the photos I’d seen—lines deeper, hair whiter—but still carried himself with the same stately calm.

At nearly seventy, Professor Thomas still held that distinct allure of an intellectual. His build remained steady, his silver hair neatly combed, the charcoal-gray suit he wore today only adding to his air of refinement. He wasn’t handsome in a movie-star way, but experience, wisdom in his eyes, and his gentle smile gave him a rare kind of gravity—an elegance born of knowledge and character.

He smiled as I opened the car door.
“Adam. You’ve changed. You look like a real gentleman now.”

“Thank you, Professor,” I said with a laugh. “I still have so much to learn from you. How have you been all these years?”

“Still healthy. Still researching. Still traveling,” he answered, buckling his seatbelt. “And you? Your life seems steadier, happier than those college years when you drank too much.”

We both chuckled as I pulled out of the city. The drive was filled with light but sincere conversation. I told him about my job, about being married to Sarah. He told me about small projects after retirement, the places he had visited. The years between us seemed to dissolve, leaving only the bond of teacher and student.

“I’m glad you’ve built such a full life, Adam,” he said, looking out the window with quiet satisfaction.

“It’s all thanks to you,” I replied warmly. But I noticed the shadow that flickered across his face. His marriage had ended in my last year of college. I still remembered that night: his sorrow, the empty bottles of whiskey.

When we arrived home, Sarah was waiting at the door with a radiant smile. She had dressed differently today—no revealing lingerie, no playful seduction. Instead, she wore a simple cream cotton dress with short sleeves and a round collar. At first glance, modest. Yet on Sarah’s body, simplicity turned carnal. The fabric hugged her breasts, traced her narrow waist, then fell gently over her hips and long legs. Every small movement—brushing hair back, leaning forward—set the fabric shifting, whispering against her curves in ways that demanded attention.

Professor Thomas stepped from the car. The moment he saw Sarah, he stopped. His eyes—aged but sharp—locked on her. For a few seconds, he froze, lips parting as if words had slipped away.

I caught that moment. And no, it wasn’t jealousy that rose in me. I knew this reaction too well. Anyone who saw Sarah up close for the first time, radiating that effortless vitality and raw sensuality, couldn’t look away. She didn’t need to try. Her beauty was an unspoken invitation, a primal force. I understood. Instead of envy, pride flickered inside me. She was mine.

“Professor Thomas, welcome!” Sarah said brightly, stepping forward, hand extended with warmth.

He blinked, snapping back, before clasping her hand. His awkwardness melted into his familiar, kind smile.
“Sarah. It’s a pleasure. And what a lovely home you two have.”

Dinner passed in warmth and laughter. Sarah, ever gracious and curious, asked Thomas about his travels, his books, his life since retiring. He responded eagerly, clearly charmed by her attention. Her voice, light and melodic, filled the room like background music. I could see she had made an impression on him, and it made me quietly proud.

And yet… perhaps it was my imagination, but once or twice I caught his gaze linger a bit too long on her chest.

After dinner, Sarah and I led Thomas to the guest room we’d prepared—a cozy space with a queen bed and a view of the garden.

“This room is perfect,” Sarah said, smiling. “Please, make yourself at home.”

“Thank you both,” Thomas replied, setting down his small bag. “I didn’t expect such care.”

We wished him good rest and returned to our bedroom.

Inside, Sarah slipped a pink sheer nightgown from the wardrobe—lace, almost see-through under the glow from the window. She shed her bra and panties, and the outline of her body beneath that gossamer fabric nearly stole my breath.

“God, Adam,” she said suddenly, frowning at the rain tapping harder outside. “I forgot—it’s colder than I thought tonight. I didn’t leave a heavy blanket for Professor Thomas. He’ll freeze.”

I opened my mouth, about to say I’d handle it. But before I could, Sarah had already grabbed a thick fleece blanket from the closet. She left the room, nightgown clinging, fabric glowing transparent under the lamp.

Her nipples pressed clear against the lace. The faint shadow of her trimmed mound showed through the silk. Any man would have gone stiff at the sight. But Sarah, oblivious—or simply too innocent in her confidence—paid it no mind.

A strange thought rose in me. A curiosity. I knew Sarah’s beauty was overpowering. And I knew Thomas—seventy or not—wouldn’t be immune. But how would he react, seeing her like this?

Quietly, I slipped from our room. My feet carried me to the guest room door. It was left ajar, just enough for a sliver of sight.

Part of me whispered this was wrong. But the darker part of me leaned in, breath caught, eyes locked on the crack.




Chapter 4: Hiding

Through the narrow crack of the door, the world shrank to a private stage: the guest room, the warm lamp glow, and two people inside. Shadows stretched across the walls, and I was the only spectator.

Sarah had no idea. She moved with quiet care, spreading the thick fleece blanket across the pristine white sheets. When she bent over to smooth the corner, her sheer pink nightgown stretched tight across her ass, clinging to every curve of her hips and back. The lamplight turned the fabric translucent, making her body a silhouette—half-hidden, half-exposed.

Professor Thomas sat in the armchair by the corner, a hardcover open on his lap. He wore dark blue silk pajamas, simple and understated. At first he tried to keep his eyes on the page, but I saw it—his gaze lifting, again and again, tracking Sarah’s every move. Each time she bent or stretched, his eyes clung to the outline beneath that thin fabric.

And then it happened. When Sarah leaned across the bed to fix a pillow, the hem of her gown rose just enough to reveal the pale skin of her upper thigh. I saw Thomas’s throat bob. He coughed once, then—almost instinctively—set the book squarely over his lap, shielding what he couldn’t control.

My heart slammed in my chest. It wasn’t anger. Not jealousy. Something stranger, sharper—a jolt of electricity, cold and undeniable. Irrefutable proof. Even a dignified man of seventy, someone I admired, couldn’t resist the pull of my wife. Part of me swelled with arrogant pride. Another part, darker, burned hot down my spine.

Sarah finished fussing with the blanket and straightened. She turned—and her eyes met mine through the crack. She froze. So did I. Like a thief caught mid-act, I stumbled back, retreating quickly to our bedroom. Seconds later, I heard her soft footsteps following.

The bedroom door closed.
“What were you doing out there?” she asked, her voice touched with confusion.

I drew in a deep breath, forcing calm. “I was coming to warn you,” I lied smoothly. “That nightgown… under the lamp, it’s almost see-through. I was worried he might…”

Her gaze dropped to her body. A flush spread across her face as the realization hit. For the first time, she looked embarrassed by her own innocence. “God… I didn’t even think.” Her arms came up to cover her chest, shame flickering in her eyes.

I stepped closer, laying a hand gently on her shoulder. “It’s okay, love.” Then I pushed it further. “But… I think Thomas might have reacted.”

Her head snapped up, alarm flooding her face. “What do you mean?”

“I just caught a glimpse,” I said softly, almost apologetically. “When you bent over… he used his book to cover himself. You know what I mean.”

Sarah’s blush deepened. She sank onto the bed, guilt written all over her face. “That’s awful. I didn’t mean—”

“Hey. Look at me.” I knelt, lifting her chin. “That’s natural. You’re beautiful. Any man would react like that. It’s not your fault. It’s not his fault either. It’s just instinct. As long as he doesn’t cross a line, there’s no harm.”

My reassurance worked. She exhaled, shoulders easing, her eyes soft with gratitude. Somehow, the awkward moment had pulled us closer.

“Thank you,” she whispered, then pulled me into a kiss. It wasn’t playful this time—it was deep, burning, a need to affirm what was ours. She pushed me onto the bed, stripping off the sheer gown. Her body, still glowing from embarrassment, now turned fierce, demanding. She climbed on top, taking control.

And that’s when panic crashed cold through me. I hadn’t taken the pill.

The raw arousal from what I had just witnessed, combined with Sarah’s hungry dominance, was too much. She slid down over me, her heat gripping me, and I was ready to blow from the first thrust. Within minutes, my breath ragged, the orgasm ripped through me too soon. I groaned, spilling inside her, helpless.

Sarah stilled. The moan in her throat cut short, leaving a hollow silence. Her eyes opened—dazed, unfulfilled, like a climax stolen before it bloomed. That look cut me deeper than any humiliation.

Desperate, I buried my face in her, used my mouth, my hands, everything to drag her back toward release. When she finally arched and cried out, trembling around me, I knew it wasn’t complete. Her orgasm was patched together, not the full explosion she craved.

I lay beside her afterward, drowning in shame. That flicker of emptiness in her eyes hurt more than failure itself.

Later, when Sarah slept soundly in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wide awake. The image of Professor Thomas with that book over his lap replayed again and again. It humiliated me. It aroused me. A twisted obsession. Proof that an old man could still keep composure with my wife—while I had lost mine.

The pill was no longer a choice. It was a necessity.




Chapter 5: The Broken Door

Sleep was restless, haunted by fragments of dreams. I woke late, sunlight already seeping through the curtains. My body still felt heavy from the night before. I was about to stretch when the bedroom door swung open.

Sarah rushed in, face flushed, breath ragged. She wore a loose T-shirt and sleep shorts, her hair a wild tangle. She bent forward, hands on her knees, panting like she’d sprinted across the house.

“What is it, babe?” I sat up, sleep gone in an instant.

She didn’t answer right away. She looked up at me, torn between embarrassment and frustration.
“The bathroom lock! I’ve told you to fix that damn lock a hundred times!”

I blinked, still groggy. “The lock? What happened?”

“It broke!” she snapped. “I… I went in, thinking he was still asleep… and Professor Thomas was in there!”

My brain stalled for a beat. “Thomas? In the bathroom?”

“Yes!” Her voice trembled. “He was at the toilet. I saw everything. Everything! I screamed, he spun around, and we just stood there staring at each other like idiots. Oh God, Adam, I wanted to die!”

She recounted the scene—her stammered apology, her quick retreat back to our room. I bit down on a laugh, then softened, pulling her into my arms.

“Hey, it’s just an accident. These things happen. I’m sure Professor Thomas understands. He won’t think anything of it.”

Her head pressed against my chest, her breathing slowly calming. “Still… it was mortifying. I don’t know how I’ll face him.”

“Just act normal. Pretend it never happened.” I stroked her messy hair. Eventually she nodded, though I noticed the pink on her cheeks deepened each time she recalled it.

I don’t know why I did it—maybe just to cut through the tension, maybe a careless joke. I leaned close to her ear, grinning.
“So… how was it?”

I expected her to swat me, call me a pervert. But she didn’t.

Sarah froze. Her face, already pink, went crimson. She avoided my eyes, lips parting as if words got stuck. The silence stretched, and my joke soured into something heavier.

Then she whispered, so faint I almost missed it:
“…big. Really big.”

I froze. That answer wasn’t playful—it was a confession.

She realized what she’d said. Her eyes flicked to mine, saw my stunned expression, and she shoved me lightly in the chest. Not hard, just enough to break the moment.
“You devil.”

Then she spun away, leaving the room—while three small words echoed in my skull.
Big. Really big.



Breakfast carried an awkward silence. The smell of coffee and eggs filled the kitchen, but tension clung in the air. Sarah had regained her composure. She wore a plain white T-shirt and denim shorts, looking fresh, almost athletic.

But plain clothes didn’t hide a thing. The T-shirt stretched over her breasts, round and heavy, straining against the cotton. The shorts weren’t indecently short, but they showed off her toned yoga thighs. Each step she took, each small movement, radiated vitality.

Professor Thomas and I sat across from each other, eyes on our plates—but I knew we were both doing the same thing: stealing glances. When Sarah bent into the fridge, our eyes locked on her arched hips at the exact same time.

I caught him. His head jerked down, cheeks flushing under the lines of age. He looked ashamed, like he’d been caught in sin. Then he glanced up at me, guilt swimming in his eyes.

Instead of anger, I smiled. A genuine smile. I leaned slightly forward, voice low enough for only him.
“It’s all right, Professor. I’m used to it. Any man at this table would look at her the same way.”

Relief washed over him. His shoulders eased, and a grateful smile flickered across his lips. In that instant, something unspoken passed between us—a bond of men who understood.

When breakfast ended and Sarah cleared the plates, Thomas turned to me.
“Adam, I have a lunch meeting with an old friend in the city. Could you drive me?”

“Of course,” I answered quickly. “I was planning to go anyway. I need to buy Sarah a gift.” My smile warmed as I said it. “Today’s our first wedding anniversary.”




Chapter 6: The Unexpected Invitation

On the drive back from the city, the car was quiet. Afternoon sunlight cut through the windshield, stretching golden lines across the dashboard. Professor Thomas seemed thoughtful after his meeting, while I kept fingering the small velvet box in my coat pocket, my chest swelling with anticipation for tonight’s anniversary dinner.

“How was your meeting, Professor?” I broke the silence.

He turned to me with a faint smile. “Very good. An old colleague—also a professor—wants me to come lecture at his university. A short series on my latest findings.”

“Really? That’s wonderful news.” I grinned. “How long will it last?”

“Two to four weeks, depending on the schedule,” he said, then sighed. “The problem is accommodations. Finding a short-term rental on such short notice isn’t easy.”

Before I could think, the words slipped out.
“Why don’t you stay with us?”

Even I startled at my own suggestion. My pulse jumped, a strange thrill coursing through me—not anxiety, but something close to excitement.

Thomas blinked, taken aback. “Oh no, Adam. I can’t intrude for that long. A weekend is already more than enough.”

“It wouldn’t be an intrusion at all,” I said, my voice firmer than expected. “We have a spare room. And Sarah would be happy too—she adores you.”

I didn’t know why I dragged Sarah into it. Maybe to give my words more weight. But when I said her name, the excitement inside me burned hotter. The thought of Thomas—this man who had already revealed his very human reaction to her—living under our roof for weeks… it made my blood hum.

He hesitated, guilt flickering in his eyes. “But your privacy…”

“Don’t worry,” I cut him off. “We truly don’t mind.”

He studied me a long moment, then exhaled, shoulders relaxing. “If you’re sure… then I’ll accept. Thank you, Adam. Truly.”

“Of course, Professor.” I smiled, satisfaction curling deep in me.

The tension lifted. He asked, “And Sarah’s gift—did you choose?”

I pulled the velvet box from my pocket. “A sapphire necklace. Matches her eyes perfectly.”

He nodded, turned to the passing scenery. His voice grew low.
“Sarah is a remarkable woman, Adam. Hold her tight.”

His words pierced me—part blessing, part reminder of what I’d seen.

“I know,” I murmured, gripping the wheel tighter.



When we got home, Sarah had set out a light meal of sandwiches and salad. Relief washed over me—the morning’s bathroom mishap seemed forgotten. She and Thomas chatted easily about books and art, a natural bond sparking between them. No awkwardness lingered, only the connection of two kindred minds.

Afterward, Thomas excused himself to rest upstairs. Alone in the kitchen, I slipped my arms around Sarah’s waist as she washed dishes.

“I have something to tell you,” I whispered.

“What’s the secret?” she teased, leaning back against me.

“I invited Thomas to stay here during his lectures. Two to four weeks.”

She turned, wide-eyed. “Really?” A faint blush touched her cheeks, but no sign of discomfort.

“Yes. What do you think? If you’re not comfortable, I’ll—”

“No,” she cut me off with a smile. “I’m fine with it. He’s fascinating to talk to. Having him here will make the house livelier.” She nodded. “Let’s do it.”

A weight lifted from me. “I’m so damn lucky to have you.”

I leaned down to kiss her, but my hand slipped lower, cupping her round ass through her shorts. “Tonight,” I murmured, voice hoarse, “I’ve got something special for you.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes sparkled wickedly. She rose on her toes, lips at my ear.
“So do I,” she whispered, a promise wrapped in mischief. “I’ve got a gift for you too.”

My heart thudded. For a moment I’d worried that life, and Thomas’s presence, might have made her forget our anniversary. But she hadn’t. She was planning her own surprise.

I looked into her eyes and saw myself there, along with a love too deep for words. Every worry, every shred of insecurity melted. I kissed her softly, filled with the sweetness of a year together.

We both smiled, radiant and certain—unaware that within hours, that simple happiness would be tested to its limit.




Chapter 7: The Glass of Fate

Darkness settled in. I told Sarah I’d prepare the drinks for our anniversary dinner—an excuse to steal a few minutes alone in the kitchen. My heart pounded as I pulled the blister pack of orange pills John had given me from my pocket. “Stronger, way stronger,” he’d promised. Tonight, I couldn’t afford to fail.

I filled a tall glass with water. My hand shook as I popped one pill free. Small, pale orange, with no scent. I dropped it in. Tiny bubbles fizzed, the tablet dissolving, tinting the water into a translucent amber—indistinguishable from diluted orange juice.

I stood staring at it, torn. Guilt pricked at me—this deception, this crutch. But fear, insecurity, the gnawing ache of not being enough… whispered this was necessary.

“Adam! Can you come here a sec? My laptop just died!”

Sarah’s voice called from the bedroom, startling me. Shit. I couldn’t drink it yet. Leaving it on the counter was too obvious. In a rush, I yanked the fridge open. Perfect. I shoved the glass onto the middle shelf—just another drink chilling for later.

“Coming!” I called back, hurrying down the hall.

It took fifteen minutes fiddling with cords before I realized it was just a loose charger. I kissed Sarah’s forehead, relief in her smile, then hurried back to the kitchen, pulse racing at the thought of my “miracle” waiting for me.

I opened the fridge.

And froze.

The glass was gone.

A chill stabbed down my spine. My gaze locked on the empty shelf. Impossible. Sarah had been with me the entire time. She hadn’t left the room.

That left only one possibility.

My body trembled. Dread tightened my chest. I stumbled out of the kitchen, legs weak, and headed for the guest room.

I paused at the door, forced a breath, then knocked. Three sharp raps echoed in the silence.

The door opened. Professor Thomas stood there, still in silk pajamas, a book in hand. Calm. Ordinary.

“What is it, Adam?” His voice was gentle, as always.

I swallowed, throat dry. “Uh… nothing. I just… did you go into the kitchen earlier?”

He nodded. “Yes. I was thirsty. Oh—there was a glass of orange water in the fridge. I thought you’d prepared it, so I drank it. Sorry, I didn’t ask first.”

The last thread of hope in me snapped. “It’s… fine, Professor,” I murmured, fighting to keep my voice steady. My eyes searched his face for any sign, any twitch. “Do you… feel strange at all?”

His brow furrowed. “Strange? Not at all. I feel fine. It was good water. Thank you.”

I stood there, stunned. Fine? Completely fine?

“Good… good, then. Excuse me.”

I turned away, head spinning. Had John lied? Was it a scam? Fake pills?

Relief surged through me, almost absurd in its strength. Maybe I’d worried for nothing. I exhaled, deciding to let the whole mess go and focus on Sarah—our night, our anniversary.

I didn’t know then: the pill wasn’t fake. It just needed more time. And when it hit, the consequences would stretch beyond anything I could imagine.

Back in the bedroom, I shut the door behind me, shoulders light with false comfort. Then I turned—and my breath locked in my chest.

Sarah stood waiting. And she had changed.

Not into a nightgown. Into a net.

A black fishnet bodysuit clung to her body, outlining every curve. Tiny holes stretched over her full breasts, nipples dark and tight against the weave. The mesh cinched at her waist, hugged her hips, and framed her ass like it was sculpted to fit. Between her thighs, the netting thinned, teasing the neat dark triangle of her trimmed mound.

She stood bold and shameless, a goddess of lust stepped out of my wildest fantasies.

Words tumbled out, raw and unfiltered.
“Fuck… you look like a slut.”

Sarah didn’t flinch. She smiled, a wicked curl of lips. “This is my gift,” she purred. “Do you like it?”

I swallowed hard, cock straining painfully in my pants. Like it? I wanted to shred the netting and devour her whole. But then a cold shock surged down my spine. The pill. The fucking pill. I hadn’t taken a thing.

No way out. Her eyes burned with hunger, her body trembling with anticipation. I couldn’t tell her to wait.

I forced a breath, shoving the panic down. I grabbed the velvet box from the wardrobe. “I have a gift too.”

I opened it. The silver chain with a sapphire pendant glimmered under the light. Sarah gasped, delighted. I stepped behind her, fastened it around her neck. The cool stone rested between her hot breasts, gleaming like a seal over temptation.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered.

But patience was gone. She spun, shoved me onto the bed.

“Now it’s my turn,” she breathed, eyes blazing. She straddled me like a starving cat, demanding, insistent.

“Sarah, wait—” I tried.

She didn’t. She was already lost to need. She slid down between my thighs, tugged my zipper open. The moment my cock sprang free, she took me into her mouth.

Heat. Wetness. Her tongue worked me with practiced hunger, and my mind shattered. I clenched my fists, already fighting to hold back.

Then—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

A hard, urgent pounding at the door.

We both jolted. Sarah’s wide eyes looked up at me, lips still wrapped around my shaft.

“Fuck!” she hissed, scrambling off. She yanked a robe from the chair. I fumbled my pants closed.

“Who the hell—?” I muttered, stumbling to the door.

I cracked it open.

Thomas.

But his face was not calm. His skin was pale, drawn tight with pain. Sweat beaded his forehead. He leaned on the wall, one hand gripping his lower abdomen, trembling as if his body were tearing itself apart.




Chapter 8: The Confession

“Professor? Are you all right?” I asked, panic rising like a flood.

I didn’t need an answer. I understood. That perfectly fine face earlier—it had just been the calm before the storm. The drug was finally working its way in.

“Adam…” His voice shook, ragged. “I’m… not well.”

“Come on, let’s get you to your room.” My voice was sharp, urgent. I slammed our bedroom door shut behind me before Sarah could hear and guided him quickly back to the guest room.

The moment the door closed, Thomas nearly collapsed into the armchair. His hand pointed downward.

The silk pajama bottoms told the story—an obscene bulge, swollen and rigid, pressing up like a stone, warping the thin fabric.

“It… it won’t go down,” he groaned, face twisted with pain and shame. “I tried—by myself—but it only hurts worse.”

My brain stuttered, refusing to compute. The worst-case scenario was unfolding in front of me.

“Professor… that was… that was my pill,” I stammered, shame burning through me. “An enhancer. I… I was supposed to take it tonight.”

The confession ripped out of me like a wound. His eyes lifted to mine—not angry, only terrified.

“We need an ambulance,” I muttered, fumbling for my phone. “You need a hospital.”

“No!” he barked, grabbing my wrist with surprising strength. “Think, Adam. What happens if the truth comes out? A retired professor admitted for… this, in a former student’s house? They’ll ask questions—about me, about you. It’ll ruin us both.”

I froze. Even now, his first thought was protecting me. The guilt crushed me like stone. And he was right—the pills came from John, untraceable, shady. If this went public, everything would implode.

“What do we do then?” My voice cracked.

“Let me… try again,” he rasped. “Maybe porn, maybe… something to get me through. I’ll… manage somehow.”

I knew it was pointless. He was in agony. And it was my fault. The glass, the pill, my recklessness.

My mind scrambled for escape, any escape. Then a thought struck—vile, twisted, but the only path flashing in the darkness.

Sarah.

The image of her body in that black net, nipples hard, eyes burning with hunger, slammed into me. My stomach lurched. No. I can’t. That’s insane. And yet the idea clung, whispering.

“Just… rest, Professor,” I muttered, avoiding his gaze. “I’ll think of something.”

I bolted from the room, unable to stand the sight of him.

Back in our bedroom, Sarah sat on the bed, robe wrapped loosely over the fishnet still peeking through. Her face was flushed with disappointment, pouty from the ruined night. But when she saw me—sweating, pale, frantic—the irritation melted into worry.

She rose, touched my arm. Her voice was soft.
“Adam… what’s wrong? Tell me.”

I looked at her—my beautiful, sensual wife—and my throat locked. How could I even begin?

“Sarah… I… I’ve done something terrible.” My voice trembled. Then I told her everything. The orange pill, the mix-up, Thomas’s condition.

She froze, eyes widening. Shock spread across her face. She sank onto the bed, hands clutching her hair. The silence was unbearable. I braced for fury, for blame.

But when she looked up, her eyes were steady.
“So… how is he now?”

Her calm startled me. “He’s… hard. Won’t go down. He said he tried, but nothing works. He’s in pain.”

“Then why not call an ambulance?” she asked, the obvious answer.

“He refused,” I explained, telling her his fears—his reputation, my involvement, the scandal.

The air thickened. She studied me—reading my guilt, my desperation. I saw the moment her intuition sparked, saw her recognize the direction my mind was spinning.

I drew a deep breath, forcing the words out.
“Sarah… could you… help him? Just a little?”




Chapter 9: The Backup Plan

The air in the room turned heavy, suffocating. The words I had just spoken hung between us—poisonous, unbearable.

“You… you want me to help him?” Sarah repeated, her voice not angry but stunned, disbelieving. “Help—how?”

“Yes… only you. I’ve thought of everything else,” I said, desperate. I stepped closer, clutching her hand. “I don’t mean anything wrong by it. Just—”

“But how, Adam?” she cut me off, her eyes boring into mine, demanding clarity.

I couldn’t answer aloud. My gaze slipped down, to the outline of her body beneath the robe, the fishnet still peeking through. My eyes were the answer.

Sarah followed my gaze. Her cheeks flushed. She understood.

“You’re too beautiful, Sarah,” I rushed, trying to justify the madness. “Thomas tried, but cheap porn on his phone isn’t enough. I thought… if he just saw you like this—in that outfit—maybe that would be enough for him to… finish on his own.”

I painted it as something harmless, a visual fix. A bizarre charity.

Sarah sat in silence, chewing on my words. I held my breath, waiting for rejection, for disgust, for a slap. But nothing came. She only stared into the distance, lips pressed tight.

Then she lifted her eyes. Her next words weren’t refusal. They were colder. Practical.
“What if… just looking isn’t enough?”

My stomach dropped. “W-what do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said evenly, “if just watching me doesn’t make him come, then what? You said this pill is stronger than normal, right?”

I swallowed hard. My body went cold. I hadn’t thought beyond her standing there—just being a vision. I’d never let myself imagine the next step.

And then Sarah, my wife, went further than I ever dared. She met my gaze, steady, decisive.
“What if I used my hand?”

My heart stopped.

“Think of it… as a backup plan,” she added, her voice flat, like negotiating terms of a contract.

The room spun. The woman I loved had just offered to jerk off another man—my former professor—as if it were the logical solution. Ruthless. Unassailable.

I could barely breathe. My lips stayed sealed. But in the silence, I found myself nodding.

The hallway stretched before us, endless. Every step echoed like a hammer strike. I led the way, Sarah following close, her presence radiating tension and heat.

I raised my hand and knocked softly on the guest-room door.

It opened at once.

Professor Thomas stood there, worse than before. Sweat slicked his silver hair, his face twisted in pain. The obscene bulge in his pajama bottoms had swelled larger, monstrous, straining as if it might rip through the silk.

He looked at me—then at Sarah. He froze.

Before he could protest, I tugged Sarah inside. “Professor, I have a solution.”

I shut the door. The three of us stood in the cramped room, thick with pain, shame, and something nameless.

“Adam, what are you doing?” he stammered, eyes glued to Sarah in her robe.

I took a breath and laid out the plan—how Sarah would show herself, how that might be enough. The only way.

Thomas stared, shocked. His gaze darted between us, horror and desire warring in his tired eyes. I saw the flicker of lust he couldn’t hide. He shook his head violently.
“No. Absolutely not. I can’t do this to you both. Never.”

“But it’s the only way, Professor!” I pushed. “Just a little—”

“No!” He clenched his jaw, turning his face away, as if even looking at Sarah was sin.

Silence crashed down. My plan was crumbling. Then Sarah spoke, her voice calm, unwavering.

“Professor,” she said, stepping forward. “This is my choice. This was an accident, and we need to solve it. This isn’t just about you. It’s about Adam, too. I don’t want him carrying this burden.”

Her words fell like a sedative. Slowly, Thomas turned, his eyes a storm—gratitude, shame, hunger. At last, after a long war within himself, he gave the faintest nod.

Then his gaze slid to me. Hesitant. Embarrassed. He couldn’t do this in front of me.

And Sarah, always perceptive, saw it instantly. She looked at me.
“Adam,” she said softly, “you should step outside. He won’t be able to… with you here.”

I trembled. Step out? Leave my wife alone with him?

“But… but—” I stammered.

She touched my face, whispering only for me. “I won’t lock the door. Just leave it ajar. Enough so you know. Enough so you see I’m not hiding anything.”

Her plan was precise, detailed. She had already thought it through.

I met her eyes—firm, certain—and found myself nodding again.

I backed away. The door closed slowly, carefully. I heard the faint click of her pretending to turn the lock.

But true to her word, it didn’t shut fully. A sliver remained.

A narrow gap. Just wide enough for a man to watch.




Chapter 10: Awkward Assistance

I stood in the hallway, back pressed to the cold wall, heart pounding like a drum. Through the crack of the door, I heard Thomas’s heavy breathing—and Sarah’s soft, steadying voice.

“Professor… sit down. You need to release it, to let the pressure ease.”

Silence followed. The shuffle of fabric. His hesitation. Then his breath hissed out, raw, and I caught my first glimpse.

My body shook. A cold shiver sliced down my spine—not from fear, but from envy. Bitter, crushing envy.

It was too big.

Sarah had once whispered “big… really big”, but I thought it was just flustered words. Now, seeing it with my own eyes, I understood. It wasn’t just big—it was monstrous. Purple with strain, veins corded thick, obscene in its sheer size. Next to it, mine looked like a boy’s. Every insecurity I had buried came roaring back, drowning me in humiliation.

I saw Sarah’s hand tremble, too. She was shocked. But she steadied herself, drew a deep breath, and reached for the knot of her robe.

The fabric slid off her shoulders, pooled at her feet.

Now she stood in nothing but the black fishnet and the sapphire necklace gleaming at her throat.

I heard Thomas’s dry swallow. His face twisted between agony and awe. His eyes widened, disbelieving. His hand, shaking, moved down to grip the beast that tortured him, stroking it tentatively, almost in trance.

At first Sarah only stood there, letting him look. But she saw quickly it wasn’t enough. His erection was too powerful, too demanding.

So she moved.

Slow, deliberate steps, like a dancer. She thrust her chest forward, her full breasts straining against the mesh, nipples dark and hard. She turned, showing the arch of her back, the curve of her ass wrapped in black weave. She bent, pretending to pick up the robe, letting the dark tuft between her thighs show through the thinnest part of the net.

Every motion calculated. Every gesture a naked invitation.

Outside, my chest clenched. One part of me screamed—she’s my wife, my wife showing herself to another man. But the darker part whispered back.

She’s just helping. Saving him. She’s doing this… for you.

I closed my eyes, clung to that lie. This was just a performance. A necessary act. Nothing more. Nothing less.

But when I opened my eyes, my reason cracked. Sarah had acted.

She knelt before him. Her hand hovered for a beat, then reached out—bold, inevitable—wrapping around him.

“Sarah… you…” Thomas gasped, voice trembling.

“Let me,” she said. Her tone shook but carried a strange confidence. “It’ll work better this way.”

Her delicate fingers closed around his monstrous shaft. The sight was obscene, unreal. The same hand I held every night, the same hand that stroked me in the dark, now sliding up and down another man’s cock—so thick she needed both hands.

It worked. Thomas groaned, head falling back, body locking like a bull. His lips spilled ragged moans as he surrendered to the pleasure Sarah’s hands gave.

Then—suddenly—his other hand lifted, found her breast, squeezed through the mesh.

The jolt hit us all. Sarah flinched. “Ah!”

Thomas snapped awake, snatched his hand back like from fire. “I… I’m sorry… I didn’t mean—”

Sarah’s face flushed, mortified. But when she looked down and saw his cock still raging in her hands, she bit her lip. Then she whispered the words that shattered my world:

“It’s okay. Go on… maybe it’ll help you finish faster.”

And so the scene warped into nightmare.

My wife—Sarah—worked him with both hands, sliding slick over that obscene length. My professor—the man I admired—moaned under her touch, no longer holding back, mauling her breasts, squeezing, groping, fingers finding her nipples through the mesh, pinching them hard.

Sarah’s breath grew ragged. “Professor… is it… working?”

“Close… so close… Sarah…” he groaned—the first time he spoke her name like that.

Hearing it gave her courage. She spit into her palm, slicked her grip, pumping faster.

And then his body convulsed. His legs locked, muscles flared, his voice thundered:
“I’m coming!”

The eruption was violent. Thick, hot ropes blasted out, splattering across her chest, her throat, the sapphire glistening between her breasts. It poured down the fishnet, dripping in white streaks.

My heart stopped.

I froze in the hall, powerless. Watching another man’s cum stain my wife, stain the necklace I’d given her, stain us. The image carved itself into my soul—repulsive, humiliating… yet beneath it all, a sick spark of arousal burned to life.

At least it was over. Or so I told myself.




Chapter 11: Crossing the Line

Relief passed through me like a flicker of wind. I thought it was over. The torment had ended.

Inside the room, Sarah seemed to think the same. She pulled back, her face twisted with disgust as she wiped the milky streaks from her chest with a tissue. She moved to rise, to walk away.

“Sarah… wait…”

Thomas’s voice—hoarse, ragged.

We both froze. I kept my eyes on the crack of the door, while Sarah slowly turned back.

And we both stared in shock.

That thing—the weapon that had just exploded with volcanic force—was stirring again. It had softened for only seconds, then, as if possessed, surged back to life, hardening, swelling, defying nature itself.

In the hallway, my world collapsed.

Fuck. That pill… it was too strong.

Rage and jealousy crashed down on me. Tonight was supposed to be mine. I was the one meant to take it, to ravish Sarah, to hear her scream my name as I conquered her fully. Instead, the power I craved was mocking me—standing tall in another man’s lap, a brutal reminder of my own weakness.

Sarah glanced toward the door, her eyes flickering toward me through the narrow gap, searching for guidance. But she didn’t need it. In her gaze, I saw her decision had already been made.

She turned back to Thomas. The disgust faded. In its place, a tired, steady smile—gentle, reassuring. Then she sank to her knees again.

Her hand—still sticky from before—closed once more around him.

Thomas looked even more miserable than I did. “I… I’m sorry, Sarah. This is… too much.”

“It’s all right,” she said calmly, her voice flat, stripped of emotion. “It’s an accident.” She looked up into his face, then spoke the words that cut my chest open.
“More than anything… this is Adam’s fault.”

The truth. Not an accusation—just fact. And it gutted me. Every ounce of shame, every humiliation, all of it was mine to bear. I had brought this on her. On us. I was the guilty one, and I deserved to be punished.

Her words were a verdict. A sentence. They broke the last fragile illusion that I might escape this nightmare. And perversely, they also gave permission—for everything that followed.

Time blurred. Sarah’s hand worked steadily, her movements smoother now, almost resigned. Thomas no longer looked ashamed. His own hand rose again, confidently this time, squeezing her breast, kneading her flesh through the mesh.

This was no longer an emergency. It was sex. Plain, raw, indecent sex.

But something was wrong. No matter how skilled Sarah’s strokes, no matter how boldly Thomas groped her, his monstrous erection held steady, unyielding, but showed no signs of climax.

“It’s… it’s not working anymore,” Sarah whispered, her voice trembling.

Thomas only nodded, ashamed, silent.

A chill slid down my spine. I knew. The first orgasm had only taken the edge off. But with that drug coursing through him, a second release demanded far more. Something stronger. Something that broke past every limit.

And Sarah seemed to realize it too.

She rose to her feet. She looked at Thomas, then back toward the door, toward me. Her eyes burned with cold determination.

Then… she began to strip.

Her fingers found the clasps of the fishnet. Slowly, deliberately, she peeled it away. The black mesh slid from her shoulders, unveiling creamy white skin. Her breasts spilled free, nipples flushed and stiff in the open air. The net trailed down her waist, hips, and finally slid to the floor.

Sarah stood naked. Entirely bare. Her body—primal, radiant, unbearably erotic—bathed in the soft gold of the lamp.

I heard Thomas’s swallow, loud, harsh. His cheeks flushed red like a teenager seeing a woman for the first time.

And outside the door, heat crashed through me. My cock, which had wilted in shame, now surged back with feral force, stiff and throbbing in my pants.

Why? Why the fuck was I aroused by this?

Why did it feel so wrong… and so intoxicating?




Chapter 12: The Primal Invitation

That sick arousal gave me no escape. It crashed through me like a broken dam, drowning reason, smothering disgust, leaving only raw, primal hunger. I stood in the hallway, cock swollen painfully hard in my pants, knowing the nightmare inside wasn’t over yet.

Inside, Sarah—completely naked—had crossed every line of shame. She looked straight at my old professor, the man panting in his chair, and whispered words that carved themselves into me forever.

“Professor… do you want to see it?”

Her voice floated like silk, but the weight of it was crushing. Her hand brushed down, pointing at the neat dark triangle between her thighs, the gate to the most secret part of her.

Through the crack, I heard Thomas’s dry swallow. His whole body trembled. He didn’t speak—he just nodded, slow, helpless, like a man caught in a spell.

With his unspoken permission, Sarah moved without hesitation. She walked to the bed, lay back, chestnut hair fanning out across the pillow. Then she spread her legs wide.

An invitation more naked than words.

Even from my narrow vantage, I saw her clearly in the amber light. Pink lips glistening, parting, her entrance slick and gleaming. A carnivorous flower luring prey.

Thomas staggered to his feet, steps heavy as iron. He lurched closer, eyes locked on her, unable to look away.

“Touch it,” Sarah breathed, husky with lust—or something I couldn’t name. “…but don’t put your fingers inside.”

She reached for him, still stroking his monstrous cock, while his trembling hand lowered toward her.

In the hall, I broke. The ache in my groin was unbearable. My wife—my wife—was spreading herself for another man while stroking his cock. My hand dropped into my pants as if commanded, gripping my own length, pumping slow, my eyes still glued to the crack.

Thomas still hesitated. But his eyes burned red with need, the battle already lost. No man alive could resist her invitation.

His rough, aged fingers brushed her lips.

“Mmhh…” Sarah moaned.

That sound snapped his restraint. His hand pressed harder, tracing her, rubbing with urgency. His fingers slid over the swollen bud hidden in her folds.

And outside, I matched him. My strokes quickened, keeping time with the hand inside. Pleasure and humiliation spun together, a tornado sucking me under.

Thomas was gone, reduced to instinct. One hand working her pussy, the other groping her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipples through nothing but skin now. Sarah kept stroking him, her small hand dwarfed by his cock, but her own body betrayed her.

Her legs began to quiver.

That sign—the trembling of pleasure—hit me like a blade. My wife was feeling it. From another man. Right before my eyes. It enraged me… and made me harder still.

Time stretched cruelly. Sarah’s arms shook with fatigue. She had already done too much tonight.

“Is it… is it enough, Professor?” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Close… just a little more…” Thomas groaned, face twisted in bliss.

Sarah hesitated. I saw the torment in her face. But alongside it… a flicker. A spark of dark curiosity.

Then she did the unthinkable.

Her head dipped. Her chestnut hair curtained her face, but not her act. Sarah opened her mouth, wrapped her lips around the swollen head of his cock.

It was too thick to take fully. But even that much was enough.

Thomas convulsed like struck by lightning. “Ahhh—Sarahhh—”

She didn’t stop. She sucked, tongue swirling, her hands working below in perfect rhythm.

And I—helpless—watched my wife suck another man’s cock. The sapphire necklace I had given her bobbed and glittered with every motion of her throat.

My hand pumped furiously now, chasing a release I hated myself for wanting. Every jerk brought me closer, every moan of hers burned me deeper.



The overload broke Thomas. His body locked, muscles bulging, voice guttural.
“Sarah—I’m… I’m going to—”

But Sarah was lost, devouring him, desperate to finish.

Then his roar filled the room. His whole body seized.

Hot white erupted straight into her mouth.

She jerked, choking, trying to pull back, but too late. The torrent was too strong, too much. Cum spilled from her lips, smeared her chin, streaked her hair.

The sight was a blade through me. It gutted me, thrilled me, ruined me. My body shook, and as Thomas emptied into her mouth, I erupted too—spurting hot across the cold wooden door.

Then it ended. Ecstasy drowned in emptiness. Only disgust remained. I stared at the stain, wiping it away with my sleeve in shame. But I knew no cloth could clean what had been etched into my soul.




Chapter 13: The Stain

The guest room door creaked open.

Sarah stepped out. Under the dim yellow light of the hallway, she looked like a ghost clawing her way out of hell. Sweat slicked her skin, her chestnut hair clung damp to her face, and her naked body was covered only by a half-closed robe. On her beautiful face, streaks of thick white still clung—a filthy reminder of what had just happened.

I stood frozen, trembling all over. The sick thrill was gone, leaving only shame, regret, and self-loathing.

“Sarah…” The word caught in my throat. Nothing else would come.

She didn’t answer. Her eyes were hollow, refusing to meet mine. She grabbed my hand—cold, forceful—and dragged me back into our bedroom.

The door slammed shut. She shoved me down on the bed.

Then she was on me. No words. No kiss. Just fury. She dropped to her knees, yanked down my pants, reached for my cock. I shuddered. I understood—after what she’d just endured, her body was lit like a fuse. She needed to be filled, to reclaim herself, to prove she still belonged to me.

But…

Her eyes froze.

What she found wasn’t a hard cock straining for her. It was soft. Limp. Still sticky with my own cum. Proof. A stain that couldn’t be denied.

Her face changed in an instant—desire fading to shock, to disappointment, and finally to rage. She looked up, eyes burning with pain and contempt.

“You… you…” Her voice broke.

She knew. She knew I’d been outside, jerking off, getting off while she debased herself to fix my mistake.

Panic crushed me. Shame, guilt, horror. I could barely breathe.

“I’m sorry… Sarah… I’m so sorry…” I whispered. “Let me… let me use my hands…”

I reached for her, desperate to give her something, anything.

“GET AWAY FROM ME!”

She screamed, slapping my hand aside with disgust.

Then she collapsed next to the bed. Her shoulders shook. She cried—not soft sobs, but guttural, broken sounds of pain.

I wanted to hold her. God, I wanted to wrap her in my arms, beg forgiveness. But I couldn’t. My hands were frozen. If I couldn’t forgive myself, how could I ever touch her?

My wife—the woman willing to sacrifice her dignity to fix my mistake.

And me—a coward, jerking off in the dark like a pervert.

As if my punishment wasn’t enough, God delivered another blow. A knock pounded at the door, sharp, insistent.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

I knew who it was. My blood turned to ice. Why was he here? Why now?

Unless…

The thought tore through me, and my whole body shook. No. Impossible.

I moved to stand, but Sarah beat me to it. She wiped her tears, eyes still red, but her face—cold as stone. She’d had the same thought. She didn’t move toward the door. She turned to me, glaring. Anger, disappointment, contempt—all carved into her expression.

“You… you were jerking off while I was with Professor Thomas, weren’t you?” Her voice cracked but stayed sharp, cutting me open. “…Fine.”

She nodded, like she’d just made a final decision.

“Then watch. Watch it all. That’s the price you’ll pay.”

And she turned, opening the door.

Thomas stood there, face twisted in pain, one hand clutching his still-swollen cock through silk. The moment he saw Sarah—angry, disheveled—he stammered, “I… I’m sorry… but…”

He didn’t finish. Sarah grabbed his hand, yanking hard. She didn’t speak. She dragged him back to his room.

And me? I sat frozen on our bed, her words hammering in my skull like a curse.

She’s really going to do it.

What the hell is she going to do?




Chapter 14: The Price to Pay

I sat frozen on our bed, in the same room where, only minutes ago, I’d imagined a sweet anniversary night. Now it was a cage—cold, suffocating, locking me in with nothing but guilt and shame.

Regret gnawed at every inch of me. But stronger than regret was fear. Fear of losing Sarah.

Her cold stare, her words—“Then watch. Watch it all. That’s the price you’ll pay.”—echoed inside my skull. What did she mean? What punishment? The uncertainty was worse than any horror. I had to know. I had to see with my own eyes.

I dragged myself off the bed. Each step down the hallway felt heavy as stone. The closer I got to Thomas’s room, the slower my heart beat, until it nearly stopped.

Then I heard it.

A sound so soft it barely existed. A moan. Sarah’s moan.

Once, that sound was my heaven. Now it was torture—each note a blade sinking into my chest.

I reached the door. And just as I expected, it was left ajar.

For the second time. This time on purpose.

The first time, it was to prove she and Thomas were “innocent.” This time… she wanted me to see. To suffer.

I drew in a sharp breath, braced myself, and pressed my eye to the crack.

And my world fell apart.

Sarah was on the bed, completely naked except for the sapphire necklace I had given her. The stone glimmered against her heaving chest as she leaned back on her arms, breasts thrust forward, nipples hard.

And beneath her—Thomas.

From this angle I saw everything. My wife’s pussy swallowing his cock, rising and falling, wet lips stretching around that massive shaft. Each time she lifted her hips, the fat, purple head slid out slick with her juices. Each time she dropped down, it disappeared inside her completely.

It wasn’t an accident. It was a show. She was displaying it for me in merciless detail—my wife being fucked by another man.

“Ughhh… f-fuck… Sarah…” Thomas’s moans no longer held pain, only raw bliss.

Sarah bit her lip, trying to muffle her own sounds, but little whimpers still spilled out. That monster inside her was punishing her body, giving her something I never could. Every bounce smeared more of her wetness down his shaft.

“Adam… what if… we should stop, Sarah,” Thomas gasped, though his hands stayed locked on her hips, refusing to let her go. His body betrayed his words, just like mine always betrayed me.

“Ohhh… yeahhh…” Sarah moaned long and loud, before choking out words that sliced me open. Her voice was daring, taunting, and I knew they weren’t for him. They were for me.
“Relax, Thomas… he likes it. He wants you to fuck me.”

“Fuck!” I cursed silently, trembling. I wanted to scream—No, it’s not true! But I couldn’t. Because I knew… she’d never believe me. In her eyes, I’d already proven it.

And wasn’t she right?

As I tried to deny it, my body betrayed me again. My cock surged hard, throbbing—harder than it had been in years, harder than even the pills could give me.

It was a slap in the face, a cruel truth: Sarah was right.

I liked watching. I liked seeing her fucked.

And then—she slammed down, impaling herself fully. That enormous cock disappeared into her, stretching her wide, filling her completely.

“Fuck… it’s so big,” she gasped, the words spilling out raw, primal.

And in that instant—her eyes flicked toward the door.

Our eyes locked.




Chapter 15: Release

The instant our eyes locked through the crack in the door, time froze.

In Sarah’s gaze I didn’t see hatred—what I saw was colder, heavier. A challenge. A verdict. A sentence I had no power to appeal. In that look, all my weakness, cowardice, and filthy arousal was laid bare, magnified until it crushed me. I wasn’t a husband anymore. I was a condemned man, forced to watch his own execution.

But it didn’t last long. Because at that moment, Thomas changed.

Sarah’s taunt—“He likes it… he wants you to fuck me”—unleashed something savage inside him. Whatever hesitation, whatever guilt lingered from his life as a dignified professor was gone. What remained was a man—just a man—drowning in raw, starving lust.

With a guttural growl, he shoved Sarah forward onto the mattress. Her body sprawled, breasts pressed into the sheets. He loomed over her, huge hands clamping her waist, hauling her ass high into the air. Then he thrust.

Once.
Twice.
Again.

Not gentle. Not hesitant. But claiming. Possessing.

Sarah jolted with every drive of his hips. The sapphire necklace bounced wildly against her throat, the gem glittering like a cruel reflection of my own shattered soul.

Thomas didn’t rush. His thrusts were steady, brutal, each one burying that monstrous cock deep inside her. Each one dragging another moan from her lips.
“Ohhh… fuck… my pussy’s so tight… Sarah…” His voice cracked with filthy pleasure, words I could never have imagined hearing from him.

And slowly, I saw her give in.

She wasn’t looking at me anymore. Her eyes glazed over, staring into nothing, mouth open, hands clawing the sheets as her thighs quivered. She wasn’t punishing me anymore. She was drowning. She and Thomas weren’t performing—they were fucking. My wife had left me behind. That bed was their bed now.

“Thomas… fuck… it’s so deep… ahh… fuck me harder… pound me—fuck me dead…”
She screamed words I’d never once heard from her before. Words I had always dreamed of, begged for, but could never pull from her lips. And she gave them to him.

I was just a spectator. Less than that—an intruder. The more useless I felt, the harder my cock throbbed. I wanted to stroke myself, to ease the ache, but I didn’t. No. This was my punishment. My body would suffer along with my heart.

“Please… Thomas… I can’t… I can’t take it anymore…” she begged, though her voice shook with pleasure.

Thomas growled, pulling out, his cock glistening, obscene in its size. He flipped her onto her back, pinned her down, and pushed inside again, swallowing her whole.

They tangled together, mouths crashing, tongues devouring. His hips pumped, the wet slap of sex filling the room.

I slid to my knees in the hallway, powerless, tears stinging my eyes. Yet still—I couldn’t look away.

The sounds—slick, rhythmic, merciless—broke me piece by piece. Time stretched into hell. And then, finally, the end.

Thomas’s body tensed, muscles straining as he drove deep one last time, roaring like a beast.
And Sarah—my Sarah—screamed. A scream of rapture and release, her body arching high, trembling in violent spasms.

I collapsed against the doorframe, cock aching painfully hard, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I just sat there.

Minutes passed. Five. Ten. Twenty. Silence replaced the chaos.

I forced myself to look again.

Inside, they were asleep—naked, tangled, drained. Thomas curled against her back, arms wrapped around her like she belonged to him.

I waited. I told myself she would come. That when she was satisfied, when her punishment was done, she’d return to me.

But she didn’t.

Tears welled, spilled, and broke free. I wept like a child, shaking in the hallway. Exhaustion, shame, and despair crushed me at last.

I fell asleep right there, on the cold floor, at the door where I’d lost everything.




Chapter 16: Nightmare

The day had drained me. My leather briefcase felt heavy in my hand, but the weight crushing my chest was worse. When our house finally came into view, a wave of dread rose up and wrapped tight around my ribs.

The closer I got, the clearer I heard it—soft sounds seeping through the walls. Laughter. Moans. My heart staggered, hammering against my throat, each step closer choking me.

My hand shook as I slid the key into the lock. I turned it slowly, praying I was wrong.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, Sarah…”
“Ahhh… harder, Thomas…”

Two bodies. Naked. Tangled together on the sofa in our living room.

My wife—my pride, my everything—was bent forward, submissive and shaking, while my professor, the man I had revered for years, pounded into her from behind with ruthless force.

They looked at me. Both of them. Eyes locked on me as I froze at the door.

But they didn’t stop. They smiled. Wicked smiles that split their faces like masks.

Sarah’s eyes rolled back, wide and feverish. “Harder, Thomas! Let Adam see how good you’re making me feel!”
“Yeah… so damn tight, Sarah. Adam, look at this! She’s heaven!”

I collapsed. The briefcase hit the floor with a dull thud as my knees buckled.

They only laughed. Laughed and fucked harder, staring at me like it was all part of the show.

“Jerk off, Adam! Isn’t this what you like?”
“Ha… ha… ha…”

“NO!”

My scream tore out of me, ripping the nightmare apart.

I jolted awake, drenched in sweat, my back pressed against the cold hallway wall. Pale morning light slipped through the window. It was just a dream.

Just a nightmare.

I gasped, trying to calm down—but the ache between my legs made it impossible. My cock was stiff, painfully so. A cruel reminder of the filth that had taken root inside me.

And just as relief began to wash over me—relief that it had all been unreal—God, or fate, decided to twist the knife. Because the sounds started again. This time, real.

“Mmm… don’t… Thomas…” Sarah’s voice. A soft moan. Not rejection. An invitation.

“It’s… it’s hard again, Sarah. Just once more… please.” His voice shook—not from pain, but from sheer, hungry desire.

My breath caught. I leaned toward the door, eyes glued to the crack.

What I saw stole the air from my lungs.

Two naked bodies, twined together on the bed. Sarah, her pale skin glowing, her back to me. Thomas, aged and weathered, curled against her, his hand clutching her breast as his hips pressed forward. The thin sheet barely covered them, every movement beneath it telling me the truth. He was trying to push inside her.

My chest locked tight. Last night had been an accident, I told myself. A mistake born of a drug, of my weakness. But now? Now the drug was gone. What remained was pure choice.

“Just… one more time…” Sarah whispered, weak, breathless.

It was a knife through my soul. Her consent.

“Fuck.” I cursed under my breath, tasting blood in my throat.

She had already punished me. Already helped him. That should’ve been enough. But she didn’t stop. She didn’t turn him away. Even knowing I could be standing right outside, she let him in.

“Yeah… thank you, Sarah.” Thomas’s hand gripped her hip, his other paw kneading her breast, fingers pinching her nipple until she gasped.

Then she arched back against him, trembling, her face twisting in pleasure as she pushed for more.
“It’s… too big… Thomas…”
“Fuck, you’re soaked… I’ll go slow… feel me, Sarah?”
“Yes… yes… go deeper… fuck me…”

And he did. His hips moved steady, relentless.

“Your cunt’s so damn tight… fuck…” His growl was raw, filthy.
“Ahhh… it’s so big… oh God…”

I should’ve burst in. I should’ve ripped them apart. My wife. My mentor. It was obscene.

But I didn’t move. My legs felt like they were shackled, chained by something stronger than anger.

Because as I watched Sarah’s face twist with ecstasy, her lips parting, her moans spilling out, I saw it—her bliss. The kind of bliss I had never, could never, give her.

And inside me… a fire caught.

Not rage. Not sorrow. Lust. A heat so fierce it made my cock swell harder than it ever had, harder than any pill had ever made it.

My eyes locked on the scene. And I realized—I wasn’t just watching.

I was savoring.

Sick. Twisted. But real.




Chapter 17: The Poison of Truth

Every excuse collapsed.

Last night had been an accident. This morning was a choice.

That truth pinned me to the hallway floor—cold, merciless. No more excuses for my wife. No more sympathy for my professor. What was happening now was nothing but desire—naked, primal, and shameless. He wanted her. And she, with her silence and trembling body, had agreed.

The familiar pain of betrayal should’ve torn me apart. But it didn’t. Out of the ashes of my pride rose something else. Hotter. Sicker. It spread through my gut like fire.

Inside, Sarah moaned louder. “Ohhh… Thomas… so deep…”
“Your cunt’s so fucking tight, Sarah…”

Those filthy words should’ve disgusted me. Instead, they were gasoline on the fire already burning inside me. I stared at Thomas’s hips slamming forward, my wife’s body jolting with every thrust. I saw my failure laid bare. I would never make her scream like that. I didn’t have the size, the strength, the sheer force to fill her the way he did.

My cock swelled painfully, throbbing for release.

Why? Why the fuck did watching my own defeat make me so goddamn hard? Why did seeing my wife claimed by another man make me want to come?

I didn’t know. I only knew I couldn’t hold back anymore.

My hand trembled as it slipped down, fingers pressing against the bulge straining my pants. Guilt surged—then vanished under a flood of toxic pleasure. I stroked myself in time with Thomas’s thrusts. This was my hell. And I was savoring it.

Then Sarah looked up.

Mid-thrust, she turned her head toward the door. Her eyes found mine through the crack. She saw me. She saw my hand.

Time froze.

For a heartbeat, shock flashed in her gaze. Then it vanished, replaced by something sharper. A challenge. Cruel, merciless.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t scream.

She moaned louder. Not submission. Provocation.

And then—she moved.

Instead of lying there, she pushed up, pulling herself off Thomas’s cock with a wet pop. He groaned in frustration.

“Sarah… what are you doing?”

She didn’t answer. She turned, straddling him again—but this time, she faced me.

Her eyes locked on mine as she gripped Thomas’s shaft, angled it, and sank down. Inch by thick inch, she swallowed him whole again. Both of them moaned in unison.

Then she started to ride. Up. Down.

Her breasts bounced wildly under Thomas’s groping hands, the sapphire necklace I’d given her swinging with every motion. But her eyes never left mine.

She was staring at me—while another man fucked her.

And I couldn’t look away.

My hand pumped faster, lost in the filth. She kept her gaze locked on mine, as if binding me there. Husband and wife, tethered by betrayal, humiliation, and a sick lust neither of us could deny.

Sarah slowed, deliberate, teasing. She lifted her hips high, letting me see the thick head glistening, nearly slipping free of her swollen cunt, before sinking back down until it disappeared inside. Each time she did it, she moaned louder, making sure I heard.

“It’s… so big, Thomas…” she cried, eyes still burning into mine. “So much bigger than Adam’s…”

Her words gutted me. But they were also the purest aphrodisiac. I stroked harder, faster, chasing the same madness that had swallowed her.

Thomas tried, weakly, to protest. “Sarah… don’t…” But his body betrayed him. When she slammed back down, he roared. “Oh God… your pussy’s so hot… fuckkk…”

The professor was gone. In his place was only a man—raw, primal, rutting inside my wife.

And Sarah… she was the conductor of this depraved symphony. She used her body to punish me, her words to shred whatever scraps of pride I had left.

The room shook with obscenity—Sarah’s cries, Thomas’s grunts, the wet slap of flesh on flesh, and my own ragged breathing outside the door.

And then—the breaking point.

Sarah’s body tightened. “Thomas… I’m… I’m gonna…”
“Me too… fuck, Sarah…” He clutched her hips, driving up with frantic, brutal thrusts.

Her eyes locked on mine. In them, I saw myself reflected—pathetic, broken, jerking off in the hallway. Then she screamed, a cry of release that cut me open.

Thomas convulsed beneath her, emptying himself.

And I saw it. Thick white seed spilling from my wife’s pussy, dripping down his shaft in raw proof of her betrayal.

That sight shattered me. My cock pulsed violently. I groaned, spilling into my own hand, humiliation and lust flooding out together.

Silence followed.

Inside, they collapsed in each other’s arms.
Outside, I stood trembling, my shame staining my hand.

I turned away, staggering down the hall. I didn’t bother wiping the mess from the door this time.

I just tried to run—from the truth. From myself.




Chapter 18: Too Much

I was an empty shell, a humiliated spectator of my own failure. Every step I dragged down the hallway was another knife twisting deeper into my chest. All I wanted was to leave—to get away from this house, this truth, this filthy version of myself.

But then a scream split the air behind me.

"ADAM! ADAM, HELP ME!"

Sarah’s voice. Not a moan of pleasure. Not a taunt. A scream of pure terror.

My mind went blank. Instinct took over. Shame vanished. I spun back, charging through the door without hesitation.

The sight inside froze me cold.

Sarah, naked and trembling, was kneeling on the bed, shaking Professor Thomas by the shoulders. “Thomas! Wake up! Please!” Her face was pale, streaked with panic.

He lay there limp, eyes shut, skin ashen.

I shoved Sarah aside. “Let me!”

My hands shook as I pressed my ear and fingers to him. A faint breath tickled my skin. Alive. My fingers searched his neck—tick… tick… tick. A pulse. Weak, but steady. Relief swept through me in a crashing wave.

“He just passed out,” I rasped.

Sarah collapsed beside me, hands covering her face as sobs wracked her body. She was shaking uncontrollably, not from lust but from terror. I wanted to hold her, comfort her, but I couldn’t. Not yet. I had to keep my head clear.

“We… we have to call an ambulance,” she stammered through tears.

“Yes,” I said quickly, fumbling for my phone. My hands trembled as I dialed 911. The calm voice of the dispatcher cut through the chaos like a lifeline. I forced myself to speak evenly, reporting that an elderly man had lost consciousness, cause unknown.

“They’ll be here in thirty minutes,” I said after hanging up.

Thirty minutes.

The number hit like a sentence. We both turned and looked around the room for the first time—really saw it.

Thomas, naked, sprawled unconscious on the bed. Me, half-dressed, disheveled from the hallway. And Sarah…

My wife stood there utterly bare, skin flushed, hair wild, thighs and stomach streaked with the drying mess of another man’s seed.

“Oh God,” Sarah whispered, arms wrapping around herself as if she could hide the evidence.

“They’ll ask,” I muttered, panic spinning in my skull. “They’ll ask what happened. Why he collapsed. Why you’re like… this.”

What would we say? That a seventy-year-old professor collapsed after fucking his former student’s wife? That it was just a bad reaction to some illicit pill? No lie could possibly cover the obscene truth.

The room suffocated us.



The distant wail of sirens grew louder, each second another nail in the coffin. Twenty minutes later, heavy boots thundered up the hallway. Three paramedics in dark uniforms burst in.

The lead—an older man with calm eyes and a name tag reading Oliver – Paramedic—took charge immediately. “What’s going on here?” he asked, while the younger two rushed to Thomas, opening kits, snapping on gloves.

Sarah had hastily thrown on a t-shirt and shorts, but her face was blotched, her hands trembling. I drew a shaky breath, forcing composure.

“He’s… a guest staying with us. He just collapsed,” I said.

Oliver crouched beside Thomas, checking vitals while one aide wrapped a cuff around his arm and the other prepped an IV.

“How did he go down? Any history of heart disease, diabetes?” Oliver asked, eyes sharp.

“No. He’s always been healthy,” I answered.

“What was he doing right before he collapsed? Chest pain? Trouble breathing?”

The question I dreaded. My eyes flicked to Sarah without thinking.

Oliver noticed. He paused, looking at me, then at her trembling in the corner. His voice hardened. “Young man. I need the truth. Every detail matters.”

My throat clenched. “He was… he was having sex. He… finished. And then he passed out.”

Silence filled the room. Only the steady beep-beep of monitors answered. The younger medics froze, trading startled glances.

Oliver frowned. “He climaxed? How many times? Just now, or since last night?”

The bluntness cut me raw. I looked at Sarah again. Her face burned crimson, eyes squeezing shut as she gave the smallest, shamed nod.

I turned back. My voice cracked. “Three or four times. Four, I think.”

Oliver’s eyes widened slightly. He glanced at Sarah again. Understanding dawned—something stranger, more sordid, than he’d expected.

“Vitals stable, boss,” one medic called. “Responds to pain. EKG’s normal, no infarct. Blood sugar’s low—four mmol.”

Oliver nodded, then slapped Thomas’s cheek gently. “Thomas! You with me?”

After a few tries, Thomas stirred, eyelids fluttering open. Confusion clouded his gaze, but he was alive. Tests continued, and little by little he regained awareness.

Finally, Oliver straightened, looking at me. “What’s he to you?”

I swallowed. “A… a friend.”

His gaze shifted to Sarah. “And her?”

My chest locked. I couldn’t answer.

But Sarah did. Her voice shook, but it was steady. “I’m… his lover.”

Oliver froze for a beat. Then nodded slowly. His eyes drifted—straight to the wedding photo on the wall. The truth bared itself without another word.

Sarah flushed scarlet, lowering her head. Her lie had only twisted the knife deeper.

Oliver sighed. “Listen. He probably just overexerted, dropped his blood sugar. We’ll give him glucose. But at his age, he should be in a hospital for observation.”

“I’ll sign myself out,” Thomas croaked hoarsely from the bed. “No hospital.”

Oliver frowned but saw the steel in his eyes. He relented. “Fine. Your call.”

Forms were signed. Equipment packed. But before leaving, Oliver leaned close to Thomas. “At your age, sir, moderation matters. You can’t take that kind of heat.”

Then he turned to me, resting a heavy hand on my shoulder, voice low. “These… games can be fun. But you’d better make sure your wife’s fire doesn’t burn you alive.” He gave me a knowing smile.

My stomach twisted.

And then—he lingered. His eyes roved over Sarah one last time before he bent close to me, whispering words that froze my blood.

“If you ever want another partner… I’d be happy to join.”

I jerked back, stunned. Heat surged through me, shame and rage colliding. I could only stammer something meaningless as he smirked and left.

The door shut. The ambulance drove off. Silence descended.

None of us looked at each other. The truth hung in the air, thick and poisonous, no matter how we tried to hide it.

Finally, I broke. “Sarah,” I said hoarsely. “Fix Thomas something to eat.”

Then to him: “Rest, Professor. When we’ve all recovered… we’ll talk.”

Sarah’s lips parted as if to protest, but she only nodded and slipped out. I followed, desperate to escape that suffocating room.

Leaving Thomas alone, staring at the ceiling, sighing under the weight of the chaos we’d unleashed.




Chapter 19: The Prison of Silence

When the door closed, the house sank into a silence heavier than anything before. No sirens, no strangers rushing about—just the three of us, trapped with the raw aftermath of what had happened.

I collapsed onto the sofa, dazed, not knowing what to do. Professor Thomas had locked himself in his room.

After a while, faint sounds drifted from the kitchen—the faucet running, the fridge door slamming, the dull rhythm of a knife against a cutting board. Sarah was cooking. Clinging to routine, to the familiar, like a drowning woman clutching a rotten plank of wood.

An hour later, her voice broke the silence—soft, ragged, nearly shattered.
“Adam…”

I stepped into the kitchen. She stood with her back to me, shoulders trembling. Her hair was a tangle, her t-shirt crooked. On the counter sat a tray with a steaming bowl of chicken soup. The scent of onion and celery hung in the air, but it did nothing to warm the room.

“Take it to Thomas,” she whispered, not turning around. “I… I can’t.”

I understood. She couldn’t face him. I took the tray quietly. Passing her, I caught a glimpse of her swollen, red eyes. She’d been crying as she cooked.

I carried the soup to the guest room and knocked softly.
“Professor, it’s me.”

“Come in,” a frail voice answered.

Thomas had put his pajamas back on, propped against the headboard, face still pale. When I set the tray on the bedside table, he looked at the bowl, then at me.

His hands shook as he reached for it. Our eyes met. His were soaked with guilt, regret, and a pain so deep it was almost visible. It froze me. The anger and betrayal boiling inside me evaporated. How could I rage at a man who looked this broken? His suffering was no less than mine.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered hoarsely. “Adam, I—”

“Don’t,” I cut him off, my own voice gentler than I expected. “Just eat, regain your strength. It was… it was an accident. All of it was my fault.”

He shook his head, tears welling in his lined eyes. “Tomorrow… I’ll move to a hotel.”

“No,” I said firmly, the word out before I could think. “Stay here. If you run now, it’ll only make us drown in guilt. We need to face it, together. Call it an accident, a mistake to be forgotten. If you flee, it’ll be a scar we’ll never wash away.”

He stared at me, stunned, as if he couldn’t believe I wanted him to stay after everything. His eyes flickered with conflict, then he sighed—long and heavy. He said nothing more, only dipped his spoon into the soup with trembling hands.



When I returned to our bedroom, the dim yellow lamp revealed a sight that crushed my chest.

Sarah sat before the mirror.

She perched on the velvet stool, back stiff, wrapped in her nightclothes. But she wasn’t looking at the fabric. She stared at her own reflection, like it was a stranger. Maybe it was the first time all day, after the chaos, that she had paused to truly see herself.

Her shoulders quivered, the tremor spilling into her arms, her fingers twitching in her lap. She lifted a hand to her cheek, then to her lips—those lips that had spoken filth, tasted another man.

And then her body broke. Shoulders heaving, muffled sobs tore free. She buried her face in her hands and cried—not loud wails, but the jagged, soul-deep sobs of something broken inside her.

I froze in the doorway, guilt cutting through me like ice.

Part of me wanted to scream. Jealousy, anger—the memory of her moans, the way she surrendered under Thomas, the way she taunted me through the crack in the door. I should have raged. I should have cursed her.

But I couldn’t.

Because all of it—every moan, every humiliation—had started with me.

I was the one who pushed her into that room. I was the one who made that insane suggestion. My cowardice, my insecurity lit the match. One mistake, and it burned everything. Her pain now was just another wound I carved into her.

My legs felt like lead as I crossed the room. I stopped behind her, watching her collapse in the mirror. Slowly, I placed my hands on her shaking shoulders.

She flinched, but didn’t lift her head.

I tightened my arms around her, pulling her back against me, resting my chin on her tangled hair, feeling every sob shudder through her into my chest. We said nothing. Only her weeping, and my silent guilt, tangled together in the darkness.




Chapter 20: The Ghost in My Mind

Seven days later.

The outside world kept spinning, oblivious to the earthquake that had flattened mine. At the office, numbers still danced across screens, the clatter of keyboards echoed steadily, and the smell of strong roast coffee drifted from the break room. Normalcy so perfect, it felt fake.

I got up, walked to the coffee machine, praying caffeine might pull me out of the swamp of memory. But as I reached for the ceramic mug, my hand betrayed me.

Sarah—spread wide on the bed, moaning, begging for more—flashed before my eyes.

Crash!

The mug slipped, shattering against the counter. Hot coffee splashed across my skin, a burning, stinging lash.
“Fuck!” I hissed, jerking my hand under cold running water.

“Well, well,” a teasing voice drawled behind me. John leaned against the doorway, cup in hand, smirking. “What’s got you so rattled, champ? Did the miracle drug hit too hard? Left you so spaced out you’re burning yourself now?”

His joke—meant as nothing—stabbed straight into my rawest wound.

Yes. It was strong. Strong enough to turn a seventy-year-old professor into a rutting bull. Strong enough that he fucked my wife all night long while she screamed in pleasure—pleasure I’d never given her.

All those words shrieked inside me, but none made it to my lips. I forced a crooked smile.
“Yeah… it works.”

John barked a laugh, clapped my shoulder. “I knew it. Enjoy it, man.”
And he walked away, leaving me alone with the red welt on my hand and a storm howling in my chest.

Back at my desk, I tried to focus on stock charts. But the numbers blurred, meaningless. My mind replayed the film I couldn’t erase.

Thomas’s cock—huge, veined, obscene.
Sliding into Sarah.
Her moans. The wet slap of skin.

And then it hit me. Heat surging low in my belly. My cock stiffened under my slacks, straining, aching, shamefully obvious.

Panic. I crossed my legs, yanked my laptop closer to cover the bulge. I thought of spreadsheets, reports, anything to kill it. But the harder I tried, the more vivid the images became. Her voice. His cock. Her pleasure.

And I realized the sick truth—this wasn’t disgust anymore. It was arousal. Pure, filthy arousal. I was hard because I’d lost. Because she’d screamed for another man.



At home, we’d clawed back a fragile balance over the past week.

Thomas had returned to campus, lecturing again. He came back exhausted, but lighter somehow—work gave him back a piece of himself.

Sarah too seemed… brighter. The sadness and fear that had clouded her face began to fade. She smiled again, faintly, briefly. The awkwardness between her and Thomas lingered, like morning mist, but it was no longer a wall of ice. They could sit at the same table now, trade small talk.

From the outside, life looked steady.

But only I knew. Inside me, something had shifted off course forever. Something dark had uncoiled, dragging me deeper into a place I couldn’t escape.

Epilogue: The Door

I came home, dragging the weight of a long, grinding week. Time was supposed to dull everything—even the chaos inside me.

But as the familiar outline of our house rose at the end of the street, a strange heaviness coiled in my chest. Not peace. Not relief. A creeping dread. The closer I got, the heavier it became, pressing down, suffocating. My body began to tremble, uncontrollably.

I stood at the front door, key in hand… and couldn’t bring myself to turn it.

Then I heard it.

Muffled sounds, leaking through the thick wooden door. Voices.

My hand shook violently.

“…mm… right there… harder, Thomas.”
Sarah’s voice. Breathless. Broken.

“…here? Like this?” Thomas’s voice—strained, low.

“Yes… harder… ahh…”

“It’s not easy…”

“It’s okay, Thomas…”

No.

My heart stopped. My chest iced over. It couldn’t be. Not now. Not after we promised to bury it.

Jealousy, shame, and that same sick, twisted arousal I’d tried to kill all week came roaring back, screaming in my skull.

My trembling fingers finally slid the key into the lock. Click. The sound was dry, merciless.

Slowly, I turned the knob.

I didn’t know what I was feeling anymore. Pain? Yes. But layered beneath it, a perverse craving. I wanted to see it. To see Thomas’s massive cock still driving in and out of Sarah’s pussy.

I wanted to see.

The door opened inch by inch.

And then they appeared. The two people who mattered most to me, caught in the most unforgivable truth, right there in the living room…


Author’s Note

Thank you for taking Sarah and Adam’s story all the way to the end of Book One.
If the emotions and the heat have left you wanting more—you don’t need to wait.

Book Two, My Professor’s Final Lesson, is already available. Step through the next door with Sarah, Adam, and Thomas, and see how far the lesson truly goes.

A brief review from you on Amazon would be the greatest gift, fueling me to craft more sizzling stories. And if you have feedback or want to share your thoughts, don’t hesitate to reach out at Serenavayne2@gmail.com.

— Serena Vayne
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