
I lost my wife to a football bet

The moment the referee raised his hands to signal the touchdown, I felt the ground drop out from
beneath me. My heart raced, not because the game was lost but because of what I had wagered. I
looked over at Leah, my beautiful wife of seven years. Her face was a mix of shock and fear. And she had
every reason to be scared.

Scott, my sleazy neighbor, was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. He wasn't even invited to watch the damn
game, but he'd shown up, like always, uninvited and obnoxious. We were all having a good time until I
made the mistake that would haunt me: betting that the Bills would hold their lead. It seemed like a sure
thing. I had been confident, almost cocky. Now, I could feel my stomach twist as the gravity of my
mistake hit me.

“Brian... can’t we just give him the money?” Leah’s voice was soft, pleading.

I glanced at Scott. He was practically drooling, and I knew he wouldn’t take the money. That wasn’t what
he wanted. He wanted Leah, my wife, to give him something far more valuable. A blowjob, right here in
front of me, Jason, and Todd.

Scott shifted his weight, pushing his gut forward and grabbing his crotch as if to emphasize the bet. "A
bet is a bet, man," he said, voice thick with smug satisfaction. "Time to pay up."

I clenched my fists, my police training kicking in as the surge of adrenaline flooded my veins. But for
once in my life, I felt powerless. All the command, the control I had exercised over hundreds of officers,
was useless here. This was personal, far more personal than any raid or operation I'd led. Leah's pleading
blue eyes, wide and filled with doubt, turned to me, begging for an escape that I couldn't give her.

"Scott, $3,000," I practically spat out. "More than what you deserve. Just take it and go."

Scott's grin widened. "You know that's not what I want." He leaned back in his chair, arms spreading
wide like a king surveying his kingdom. "I've always wanted to see those pretty lips of hers wrapped
around my cock."

I swallowed, bile rising in my throat. Jason and Todd exchanged nervous glances, clearly uncomfortable,
but Scott had locked them in with the rules of the bet. They couldn't leave. They had to watch.

I turned to Leah, my throat dry. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. Her face softened, but I saw the fear flash
behind her eyes.

Scott beckoned her forward with a flick of his hand. “Come on, Leah. Time to show your husband how
much you honor a bet."

Leah stood frozen, her hands trembling at her sides as she stared at Scott. Her lips parted slightly, the
words she wanted to say caught in her throat. I could see the tension in her posture, the struggle in her
mind to find an escape, to avoid the inevitable. But there was no easy way out.



"Scott... please," she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. Her blue eyes, usually so confident,
were now pleading. "This... this isn't right. There has to be something else. I'll give you the money, like
Brian said. More, even. Anything but this."

Scott’s grin only grew wider, a disgusting look of satisfaction crossing his face as he leaned forward,
resting his hands on his knees like he was enjoying every second of her discomfort. “Anything, huh?” he
drawled, his eyes roaming over her body with a possessive hunger. “But, sweetheart, I don't want your
money. I want you. A bet is a bet.”

I could feel Leah’s desperation, her need for me to step in and stop this, but I had no power here. My
fists clenched at my sides, helpless against the smarmy grin on Scott's face. I wanted to hit him, to throw
him out of my house and end this nightmare, but the weight of my own promise, my own arrogance,
held me down like lead.

Leah’s voice cracked as she took a step closer to me, as though I could somehow save her. “Brian,
please...”

I couldn’t look at her. I knew this was my fault, but there was no turning back now. I had no words left. I
had never felt so weak in my entire life.

Scott chuckled, the sound like nails on a chalkboard. “Come on, Leah. You and I both know you’re not
getting out of this. Just get on your knees and let’s get this over with.”

Leah’s hands shook as she clenched them into fists, her nails digging into her palms. She turned to him,
eyes burning with defiance. “You’re disgusting,” she spat.

Scott just shrugged, unfazed by her disgust. “Maybe. But a bet is a bet. And you two are people of your
word, right? You're professionals, after all." He winked, and my gut twisted. He was enjoying every
moment of this, pushing her into a corner, taking control of a situation I had lost from the second I made
that damn bet.

Leah stood there for a long moment, and in the silence, I could hear her shallow breathing, see the
tension in her jaw as she fought back tears. She looked back at me one more time, searching for some
shred of hope, some miracle that would stop this. But all I could offer her was an apology.

“I’m so sorry,” I whispered again.

Her face fell, and with it, my heart sank. Slowly, as if moving through thick water, Leah turned back to
Scott. Her shoulders slumped in defeat, and her lips pressed together in a thin line. Her entire body was
shaking as she took a step toward him, then another.

“Good girl,” Scott sneered, sitting back in his chair like a king waiting for his servant to kneel. “Get on
your knees.”

The words were so final, so absolute. Leah swallowed hard, her hands coming up to wipe the corners of
her eyes before she dropped to the floor, her knees pressing against the hardwood. The image of my
wife—my strong, beautiful wife—kneeling in front of this man, this disgusting excuse for a neighbor,
made my blood boil and my heart break at the same time.



Scott leaned forward, undoing his belt with one hand, and looked down at Leah as though he were
savoring his victory. “Now, let's see those pretty lips in action,” he said, pulling the belt loose.

Leah hesitated, her hands trembling at Scott’s waistband. He sat there smugly, his gut pressing against
his too-small t-shirt, which was stained and clinging to his skin. His graying, greasy hair, with the bald
patch at the back of his head, only made him look more repulsive. Everything about Scott screamed
neglect—his appearance, his attitude—and yet, he was savoring this moment, waiting for Leah to give
in.

I could see the conflict on her face as she looked between me and Scott, her eyes pleading for some way
out. Her lower lip quivered as she took a deep breath, mustering up the courage to do what she felt she
had no choice but to do. “Please, Scott, isn’t there any other way?” she asked, her voice cracking slightly,
a mix of fear and frustration.

But Scott wasn’t going to be denied. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “A bet is a bet,” he repeated,
leaning back further in his chair, clearly enjoying every second of Leah’s torment. “Now come on,
sweetheart. Don’t make me wait any longer. I’ve been dreaming about this.”

Leah swallowed hard and glanced at me one more time. The helpless look on her face broke my heart,
but I couldn’t find the words to stop it. My throat was dry, and I stood there, paralyzed by my own regret
and dark fascination with what was unfolding.

Slowly, with shaky hands, Leah reached for Scott’s waistband. Her fingers fumbled with the buckle of his
belt, and the metallic clink of the buckle echoed in the room. Scott’s grin widened, his eyes locked on
her every movement. She unfastened the button on his shorts, then paused, her breath shallow, before
sliding down the zipper.

The tension in the room was palpable as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his shorts, pulling
them down slowly. The shorts slid over his thighs, revealing the sweaty, pale skin beneath. He wasn’t
wearing any underwear, and I prayed that somehow this would stop—maybe she'd freeze, or Scott
would have second thoughts. But of course, that didn’t happen.

As Leah tugged his shorts down past his knees, Scott’s cock came into view. It wasn’t immediate, but as
the fabric slid further, the base of his thick, veiny shaft began to emerge, and with one final pull, his cock
sprang free, bouncing up and hitting Leah lightly on the chin.

She flinched, her eyes widening at the sight of it. I couldn’t blame her—it was huge. Larger and thicker
than anything I had imagined. His gut hung over it slightly, but the sheer size of him was impossible to
ignore. A thick vein ran the length of his cock, pulsing slightly as he gripped the base and pointed it
toward her.

“There you go,” Scott said, his voice low and triumphant. “That’s what you’ve been waiting for, huh?
Now, put those lips to work.”

Leah’s face contorted in disgust, but she didn’t move. She stared at his cock, her lips slightly parted in
shock, and then, slowly, her trembling hand reached up to grasp the base. Her fingers couldn’t wrap all



the way around it, and the sight of her small hand holding his massive cock sent a wave of conflicting
emotions through me.

I could see the glint of her wedding ring as she held him, a stark reminder of everything we had
together. My stomach churned, but at the same time, I couldn’t deny the growing arousal pressing
against my pants. How could I feel this way? How could this situation—a nightmare, a violation of
everything I stood for—make me hard?

Leah’s gaze flickered back to me for a split second before she leaned forward, her lips parting slightly as
she brought her face closer to Scott’s cock. I could see her hesitation, the fear in her eyes, but there was
no turning back now. Scott wouldn’t let her.

“That’s it,” Scott murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Let’s see what you can do,
sweetheart.” Leah’s hand trembled as it wrapped around the thick base of Scott’s cock. The sight was
surreal—my wife, my beautiful Leah, kneeling in front of this man, this disgusting slob who didn’t
deserve her in any way. Her fingers, delicate and manicured, barely encircled him, her knuckles turning
white as she struggled to hold on. Her lips quivered, hovering just inches from the swollen head of
Scott's cock.

Her breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to compose herself. I could see
the internal battle raging in her eyes, the conflict between her disgust and the inescapable reality of
what was about to happen. She had always been so strong, so confident, yet here she was—reduced to
this by a bet, by my mistake. And now, there was no way out.

Leah’s lips parted slightly, her breath brushing against the head of Scott’s cock, and I could see the
revulsion in her expression. Her nostrils flared as if she was trying not to smell him, trying not to
acknowledge the situation she found herself in. Her fingers tightened around him as she hesitated, her
eyes flickering up to meet his.

Scott was grinning, a look of pure satisfaction plastered across his greasy face. He leaned back,
completely relaxed, his hands resting on his gut as he stared down at her. "Come on, sweetheart," he
coaxed, his voice low and teasing. "Don't be shy. I know you've been thinking about this moment for a
while now."

Leah’s jaw clenched, and I could see the strain in her neck as she held back a retort. She wasn’t going to
let him have the satisfaction of hearing her protest. Not anymore. She had fought against this long
enough, and now, as much as it killed her, she was accepting her fate.

Her tongue flicked out for a brief moment, wetting her lips, a nervous habit that sent a strange, electric
charge through me. My hands balled into fists at my sides, torn between wanting to protect her and the
awful, shameful arousal building in my gut. How could I want this? How could I be hard right now,
watching my wife prepare to degrade herself like this?

Leah inched closer, her face flushing as she lowered her head. I could see the tears welling in her eyes,
but she blinked them back, refusing to let them fall. Slowly, agonizingly, her lips brushed against the
head of Scott’s cock. A brief, featherlight touch, as if testing the waters, before she pulled back slightly,
her breath catching in her throat.



The silence in the room was deafening. I could hear nothing but the pounding of my own heart in my
ears, the sound of Leah’s shallow breathing, and the faint rustle of fabric as Scott shifted in his seat.

“There you go,” Scott murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s a good girl.”

Leah’s jaw tightened, and I could see the tension in her muscles as she forced herself to continue. Her
lips parted again, and this time, she leaned forward with more purpose. Her mouth opened wider, and
she pressed her lips fully to the head of his cock, taking him into her mouth.

My stomach twisted as I watched, my mind racing, torn between the shame and the arousal that had
overtaken my body. Leah's head dipped lower, her hand guiding him deeper as her lips stretched around
him. Her jaw worked as she adjusted to the sheer size of him, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she began
to suck.

Scott groaned, a low, guttural sound that made my skin crawl. His hand reached out and rested on the
back of Leah’s head, guiding her as she moved. "That's it, sweetheart," he muttered, his voice hoarse.
"Just like that."

Leah’s eyes squeezed shut as she continued, her hand sliding up and down his shaft, trying to keep pace
with the movements of her mouth. Her lips, so pink and soft, were now wrapped around his thick cock,
and every time she bobbed her head, her wedding ring caught the light—a stark reminder of everything
we had built together.

I couldn’t look away, no matter how much I wanted to. My heart ached for her, knowing how much she
must hate this, how much she must be suffering inside. And yet, I felt the heat of arousal spread through
my body, my cock straining against my pants as I watched her submit to him.

Leah gagged slightly as Scott pushed her head lower, his cock filling her mouth completely. She pulled
back, gasping for air, her lips wet and glistening with saliva as she caught her breath. Her eyes opened
briefly, flickering over to me, and I saw the humiliation there, the silent apology she was giving me for
what she was doing.

But Scott wasn’t going to let her stop. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, gently but firmly, and guided her
back down. "Come on, Leah," he groaned, his voice thick with lust. "You’re not done yet."

Leah’s mouth stretched wide again as she took him in, her hand still stroking his shaft as she worked her
mouth over him. The sounds of her sucking filled the room, wet and obscene, and I felt my pulse
quicken, my own arousal building in ways I hadn’t expected.

I was torn between two worlds—the deep shame of watching my wife submit to this man and the
undeniable heat that surged through me as I watched her in action. Her lips, her mouth, her hands—it
was all so familiar, yet completely foreign in this context. This wasn’t us. This wasn’t what we had built
together. But it was happening, and there was no turning back.

Leah’s gasps for air were labored as she pulled back from Scott’s cock, her lips slick with saliva, swollen
and trembling. She looked up at him, and the disgust was clear on her face, but her body language
screamed resignation. She wasn’t getting out of this, and Scott, with his smug grin, knew it all too well.



Scott leaned back, his heavy gut pressing against his too-small shirt as he stared down at her with a
twisted smirk. “You’re doing great, sweetheart,” he said, his voice heavy with arousal. “But I think we
both know what’ll push me over the edge.”

Leah’s face paled slightly, and her eyes darted toward me, silently pleading for a way out. I could barely
hold her gaze, shame and helplessness tearing through me. I should’ve stopped this. But I didn’t.

"Take off your top," Scott commanded. "Let’s see those perfect tits of yours. I want Jason and Todd to
see exactly what a lucky man your husband is."

Jason and Todd, who had been sitting on the couch like uneasy spectators, stiffened. Their discomfort
was clear, but I saw something else in their eyes too—something I didn’t want to admit. Neither of them
could tear their eyes away from Leah. Even though they were caught in the awkwardness of the
situation, there was no denying the arousal creeping into their expressions. They wanted to see this.

Leah hesitated, her lips parting as if to protest, but Scott’s heavy hand on her head was a firm reminder
of the control he held over the situation. Slowly, with trembling fingers, she rose to her feet, stepping
back from Scott and pulling her hands to the straps of her top. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, each
breath filled with anxiety as she caught my eye for one last moment.

“Leah,” I whispered, but my voice barely reached her. I wanted to tell her it was okay, that she didn’t
have to do this, but the words stuck in my throat.

With a deep breath, Leah’s hands slowly tugged at the thin straps of her top, pulling them off her
shoulders. The fabric clung to her body, sliding down her skin until her breasts were revealed, perfect
and round, framed by faint tan lines. Her pink nipples were slightly hardened from the cool air, and her
skin flushed red from the humiliation she was clearly feeling.

I watched her stand there, topless in front of us—Scott, Jason, Todd, and me—completely vulnerable.
Her shorts still clung to her hips, but her upper body was completely exposed, and I couldn’t deny the
surge of conflicting emotions that tore through me.

Scott’s eyes lit up with raw hunger as he let out a low whistle. “Damn,” he muttered, reaching out to cup
her breasts in his large, rough hands. Leah winced slightly but didn’t pull away. “Now that’s what I’m
talking about. Look at those tits.”

Jason and Todd shifted uncomfortably but couldn’t tear their eyes away from the sight in front of them.
Jason leaned forward slightly, his eyes fixated on Leah’s chest, while Todd swallowed hard, clearly
aroused by what was happening.

Leah stood frozen, her hands limp at her sides, her head tilted slightly down as she avoided everyone’s
gaze. She was trying to distance herself from what was happening, to make herself as small as possible,
but Scott wasn’t about to let that happen.

“Come here, sweetheart,” Scott said, beckoning her forward. “Let’s make sure everyone gets a good
look.” Leah’s legs trembled as she stepped closer to him, her bare breasts swaying slightly with each
hesitant movement. When she stood just inches from him, Scott reached out again, his thick fingers



squeezing her breasts roughly, making Leah flinch. Her nipples hardened under his touch, whether from
the cool air or the forced arousal, and Scott chuckled darkly.

“You’ve got some incredible tits, Leah,” Scott growled, his thumbs rubbing over her nipples. “You were
made for this.”

Leah shivered at his words, her body stiffening as he continued to touch her. She stood there, exposed
and humiliated, her shorts still clinging tightly to her hips, the only thing left covering her.

Jason and Todd shifted again, their eyes locked on her body, their discomfort slowly giving way to
something darker, more primal. They weren’t just watching out of awkwardness anymore; they were
watching with intent.

Scott’s eyes flicked to me for a moment, his grin widening as he noticed the tension on my face. “Your
wife has some beautiful tits, Brian,” he sneered, his hands still kneading her breasts. “I bet you’ve never
seen her like this before, huh? So exposed. So vulnerable.”

I clenched my fists, torn between the burning shame and the sickening arousal that gripped me. I should
have been furious, should have stopped this, but my body betrayed me. I was hard, harder than I had
been in a long time, and the shame of that arousal burned through me like fire.

Scott finally let go of Leah’s breasts, his hand trailing down her side before resting on her hip. “Now,” he
said, his voice thick with lust. “Get back down on your knees and finish what you started.”

Leah swallowed hard, her eyes closing for a brief moment as she composed herself. She hesitated, her
fingers nervously twitching at her sides, but then, slowly, she sank back down to the floor. Her knees
pressed against the hardwood again, and her trembling hands reached for Scott’s cock, still hard and
slick from her earlier efforts.

This time, as she wrapped her fingers around him, her bare breasts were on full display, her nipples
hardened and her chest heaving with every breath. The vulnerability in her eyes was still there, but
there was a new sense of resolve. She was doing what she had to do to survive this moment.

Scott groaned as she took him back into her mouth, her lips parting as she slid him past them. Her
breasts jiggled slightly with each motion, the sight drawing another groan from him. “That’s it,” he
muttered, running a hand through her hair. “Just like that.”

Jason and Todd were silent, but I could see the way their bodies shifted on the couch, their eyes locked
on Leah’s every movement. They weren’t just spectators anymore; they were fully immersed in what
was happening.

The wet sounds of Leah’s mouth working over Scott’s cock filled the room again, and I could feel the
tension in the air, thick and suffocating. My heart raced, my emotions a chaotic mess, as I watched my
wife submit to this man in a way I never thought possible.

Leah’s bare breasts swayed slightly with each motion as she worked Scott’s cock with her mouth. Her
lips moved over him with reluctant precision, each bob of her head a painful reminder of the situation
she had been forced into. Her fingers gripped the base of his thick shaft, her knuckles white with tension



as she tried to keep herself steady. The way her chest rose and fell with every breath, her nipples
hardened in the cool air, added to the unbearable intensity of the moment.

Scott groaned above her, his large hand now resting on the back of her head, fingers gently curling
through her hair as he guided her pace. “That’s a good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust. “Keep
going. Just like that.”

Leah’s eyes squeezed shut, her throat tightening as she fought back the instinct to gag with every deep
thrust of his cock into her mouth. Her bare skin was flushed, the contrast of her perfect, tanned body
against the slick sheen of Scott’s disgusting appearance making the situation even more surreal. I
couldn’t take my eyes off her, and yet every fiber of my being screamed that this shouldn’t be
happening—that I should stop it.

But I couldn’t move. My feet were rooted to the floor, and my chest ached with the weight of everything
happening before me. My wife, my beautiful Leah, was on her knees, topless, sucking Scott’s cock in
front of Jason and Todd, who watched silently, their discomfort slowly giving way to undeniable arousal.

Jason shifted again on the couch, his hand now resting on his thigh as he leaned forward slightly, his eyes
glued to the way Leah’s breasts moved with each motion. Todd’s face was flushed, his breathing shallow
as he stared at the scene, his body tense with barely restrained excitement. They hadn’t wanted to be
part of this, but now, they were as captivated as I was.

Leah’s pace quickened, her lips gliding over Scott’s cock as she took him deeper with each bob of her
head. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, a rhythmic, obscene noise that made my pulse
quicken in ways I didn’t want to admit. Every time she pulled back to catch her breath, her lips left a slick
sheen along his shaft, her hand stroking him with reluctant skill.

Scott’s groans grew louder, more insistent, as he watched her, his eyes never leaving the sight of her
bare breasts swaying in time with her movements. His fingers tightened in her hair, gently pulling her
head down to take more of him into her mouth. Leah gagged slightly but didn’t pull away, her eyes still
closed as she focused on getting through this.

“Come on, sweetheart,” Scott growled, his voice thick with arousal. “I know you can take more.”

Leah’s fingers tightened around the base of his cock as she slid him deeper, her throat constricting as she
tried to suppress the gag reflex. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes, her face flushed and slick with
exertion as she continued, her body trembling with the effort.

I could feel my own arousal building, the shame of it burning in my chest like a wildfire. This was my
wife—the woman I loved—and yet the sight of her submitting like this, her bare body exposed, her lips
wrapped around Scott’s cock, had me harder than I’d ever been. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t deny
the twisted desire that coursed through me as I watched.

Scott let out a low groan, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust himself deeper into Leah’s mouth. “Fuck,
that feels good,” he muttered, his eyes rolling back slightly as he lost himself in the sensation. His hand
gripped the back of her head tighter, holding her in place as he pushed deeper.



Leah gagged again, her body trembling as she tried to adjust to his size, but she didn’t pull back. She
kept going, her hand stroking the base of his cock as her lips moved over him, her bare breasts jiggling
slightly with each motion. The sight of her wedding ring glinting in the low light as she held him was a
stark reminder of everything that was at stake—everything we had built together.

Jason and Todd were both fully focused now, their discomfort long gone as they watched Leah work.
Jason’s hand had moved to the edge of the couch, gripping it tightly as he leaned forward, his eyes
locked on the sight of Leah’s body. Todd’s face was red, his breath shallow, and I could see the bulge in
his pants as he shifted uncomfortably, his arousal clear.

Scott groaned again, his hips thrusting forward as he buried himself deeper in Leah’s mouth. “That’s it,
Leah,” he muttered, his voice low and commanding. “You’re doing so fucking good.”

Leah’s eyes opened briefly, glistening with tears, as she pulled back for a quick breath. Her lips were
swollen and red, her chest heaving with exertion, but she didn’t stop. She went back to work, her mouth
sliding over his cock with renewed determination, as though she was trying to finish this and be done
with it.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his grip on her hair tightening as his hips began to move in time with her
motions. “Come on, sweetheart,” he growled, his voice ragged. “I’m close. Don’t stop now.”

Leah’s movements quickened, her hand stroking him faster as her mouth worked over his cock, her
breasts bouncing slightly with each motion. The sight of her, so vulnerable and exposed, with Scott’s
cock in her mouth, was almost too much to bear. My own arousal was unbearable now, pressing against
the inside of my pants, and I couldn’t hide it any longer.

Scott’s breath hitched, and his body tensed as he thrust himself deep into Leah’s mouth one final time.
“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, his voice a low growl. Leah’s eyes squeezed shut as she braced
herself, her hand still stroking him as she took him as deep as she could, her lips tight around him. I
watched, my heart racing, as Scott’s body shuddered, and a low groan escaped his lips.

Scott's body trembled with pleasure as Leah continued her reluctant work, her lips wrapped tightly
around his thick cock. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, and I could feel the tension in the
air shift as Scott’s eyes flicked toward me. The twisted grin that spread across his face sent a chill down
my spine.

Scott slowed his movements, his hand still tangled in Leah’s hair as he stared at me with a newfound
realization. His smirk widened as he watched me, and I knew instantly that he had seen it—my arousal. I
had tried to keep it hidden, but the look in his eyes told me that he knew exactly what was happening
beneath the surface.

“Well, well,” Scott said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Looks like someone’s enjoying the show
more than they thought, huh?”

Leah continued working, her eyes squeezed shut, focusing on the task at hand. She didn’t seem to
realize what Scott had just discovered, but when his words lingered in the air, the tension in the room
thickened, and Leah’s pace slowed. She opened her eyes and glanced up at me, her expression
questioning, filled with confusion and vulnerability, but she said nothing.



Her eyes searched mine, asking a silent question I wasn’t sure how to answer. There was a mix of
emotions in her gaze—shock, uncertainty, and something else, something I couldn’t quite place. My
throat tightened, and I could feel the heat of shame rising in me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away
from her. The conflict on her face mirrored my own.

Scott chuckled darkly, his hand tightening slightly in Leah’s hair as he pushed her down again, guiding
her back to his cock. “Your wife knows,” he muttered, his eyes locked on me. “She can see it in your face,
Brian. You’re enjoying this. You like watching her like this.”

Leah’s expression flickered as she caught her breath for a moment, her lips still slick from the effort. She
didn’t say anything, but the look in her eyes told me everything. She knew, even without asking, and
that silent understanding sent a bolt of conflicting emotions through me.

Scott groaned, his hips shifting slightly as he thrust forward, forcing Leah to take him deeper. She gagged
slightly but adjusted, her hands gripping his thighs for balance as her mouth moved over him again, her
bare breasts swaying gently with each motion. Her lips parted wider, and her throat tightened as she
fought to keep control, but the strain was evident in every movement.

“I bet you’ve never seen her like this before,” Scott said, his voice taunting as he thrust again, forcing
Leah to take him deeper. “I bet this is the first time she’s been on her knees for another man while you
just stood there and watched.”

Leah’s body trembled, her eyes squeezing shut again as she continued, her pace slow and deliberate.
Her hand gripped the base of his cock, her knuckles white with tension as she focused on getting
through this, her vulnerability raw and exposed in front of all of us.

Scott let out another low groan, his hips bucking forward as he neared the edge. “You’ve been holding
out on him, haven’t you, Leah?” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’ve never swallowed
before, right?”

Leah flinched at his words, her body tensing as she pulled back slightly, her breath coming in ragged
gasps. The disgust was clear on her face, and I knew that this was a line she had never crossed before.
Cum had always disgusted her, and swallowing was something she had avoided entirely.

Scott’s grin widened as he sensed her hesitation. “I can see it in your face,” he said, his voice taunting.
“You hate it, don’t you? The thought of swallowing me. But I bet that’s exactly what he wants to see,
isn’t it? Isn’t that right, Brian?”

Leah’s eyes flickered up to mine again, filled with apprehension and fear, but she didn’t say a word. Her
lips trembled as she glanced down at Scott’s cock, still glistening from her efforts. She knew what was
coming next, and the tension in her body was palpable.

Scott groaned again, his hand gripping the back of Leah’s head as he thrust forward one final time, his
cock buried deep in her mouth. “I’m close,” he muttered, his voice ragged. “Don’t pull away now, Leah.
You’re gonna take it all.”



Leah’s body stiffened, her breath hitching as she braced herself, her eyes wide with anticipation. The
room was silent except for the sound of her breathing, her bare chest heaving with each ragged gasp. I
could feel the tension in the pit of my stomach as I watched, the conflicting emotions tearing through
me.

This was it. The moment that would push her further than she’d ever gone before.

Scott groaned loudly, his body tensing as he thrust deep into her mouth. His cock pulsed, and Leah’s
eyes widened as the first burst hit the back of her throat. Her body jerked involuntarily, but she didn’t
pull away. She stayed there, frozen in place, her hands trembling as she struggled with the reality of
what was happening.

Her throat worked frantically as she fought to suppress the gag reflex, but I could see the disgust etched
across her face, the humiliation of the moment overwhelming her. Scott groaned again, his hand still
tangled in her hair as he forced her to take every drop, his body shuddering with pleasure.

Leah’s eyes remained wide, locked on mine, as she took it all, her body trembling with the effort to keep
control. She had never swallowed before, and the look of horror and disgust on her face was
unmistakable. But she didn’t pull away, even as her body shook with the effort to keep going.

Scott’s hand finally loosened in her hair, his breathing heavy as he leaned back, satisfied and smug. Leah
slowly pulled away, her lips parting with a wet, obscene sound as she gasped for air, her chest rising and
falling rapidly. Her eyes were glassy with unshed tears, and the look of utter humiliation on her face was
painful to see.

She glanced down at Scott, then back up at me, her expression filled with shame and confusion. The
room was still, the tension unbearable, as we all waited for the next moment—unsure of what to say,
unsure of what had just happened between us.

The heavy silence in the room was suffocating, only punctuated by the soft footsteps of Leah
disappearing down the hallway. She hadn’t looked back—not once. The vulnerability etched across her
face was still burning in my mind, the way her lips had trembled when she whispered, “I need a
moment.”

I stood there, frozen, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The sight of her walking away, trying
to hold herself together after everything that had just happened, had left me feeling empty, hollow. Leah
had always been so strong, so confident, and yet now she seemed so small, so fragile.

I turned my gaze back to Scott, Jason, and Todd. Jason and Todd looked awkward, their eyes downcast as
if they didn’t quite know how to process what they had just witnessed. The earlier tension in their faces
was gone, replaced by discomfort and maybe a little guilt. They had been a part of this, and now, with
everything finished, they seemed eager to leave.

Scott, on the other hand, was completely unfazed. He leaned back in the chair with a smug grin
plastered across his face, still basking in the aftermath of his victory. His satisfaction filled the room like a
thick fog, and it took everything in me not to throw him out on the spot.



“Well, I’d say that was worth the bet,” Scott muttered, stretching his arms above his head as if he were
completely at ease with everything that had just unfolded. His arrogance was unbearable, but I held
back, clenching my fists at my sides.

Jason cleared his throat, breaking the silence. “We should… probably get going,” he said awkwardly,
glancing at Todd, who nodded in agreement. It was clear they wanted no part of the aftermath, no part
of the tension that now hung in the air.

Todd stood up from the couch, still avoiding eye contact with me, and Jason followed suit, his
movements stiff and uncomfortable. They both knew things had gone too far, and now, they just wanted
to escape before the weight of what had happened became too real.

Scott slowly stood up, stretching with a groan. “Yeah, I guess I should get going too. You’ve got things
to… sort out.” His eyes flicked toward the hallway where Leah had disappeared, and the smirk on his
face only deepened.

My jaw clenched as I glared at him. “Get out,” I said, my voice low, filled with barely suppressed anger.

Scott chuckled, completely unfazed by my tone. He grabbed his jacket from the back of the chair and
tossed it over his shoulder. “No need to be so tense, Brian. A bet’s a bet. She’ll get over it. Women like
Leah always do.”

I took a step toward him, my fists clenched tight at my sides. “Get. Out.”

He shrugged, raising his hands in mock surrender. “Fine, fine. I’m leaving.” He glanced back at Jason and
Todd, who were already halfway to the door. “You boys coming?”

Jason and Todd exchanged a glance, both clearly uncomfortable, before nodding and making their way
to the door without a word. The awkwardness was palpable, and I could see the guilt written across
their faces. They had been complicit in this, but now they were ready to wash their hands of the whole
situation.

The front door opened with a soft creak, and within seconds, they were gone, leaving me standing in the
silence of my living room. The weight of the moment pressed down on me like a lead blanket, the
echoes of what had just happened swirling around in my mind.

I could still see Leah, kneeling in front of Scott, her bare chest exposed, her lips wrapped around him in a
way that would be forever burned into my memory. The sight of her eyes, wide and questioning, filled
with fear and vulnerability, as she realized what I was feeling. She had seen my arousal.

I stood there for a long moment, my body tense, before I finally let out a shaky breath. I couldn’t stay
here any longer. I needed to find her. I needed to talk to her. I needed to fix this—if it could even be
fixed.

I walked down the hallway, my steps slow and deliberate, the floor creaking beneath me as I approached
the door to our bedroom. It was slightly ajar, and through the crack, I could see Leah sitting on the edge
of the bed, her back turned to me, her shoulders hunched over as if she were trying to make herself
smaller.



She hadn’t bothered to put her top back on, her bare skin catching the soft glow of the lamp beside the
bed. Her arms were wrapped tightly around herself, her head bowed low, and I could hear the faint
sound of her ragged breathing.

I pushed the door open slowly, stepping inside the room, my heart pounding in my chest. I didn’t know
what to say. I didn’t know how to begin. There were so many things I wanted to tell her—how sorry I
was, how I had never wanted things to go this far—but the words felt hollow. I had let this happen. I had
let her down.

“Leah…” I whispered, my voice soft, filled with regret.

She didn’t respond, didn’t even turn to look at me. Her shoulders shook slightly, and I could hear the
faintest sound of a sob escaping her throat. She was breaking, right in front of me, and I didn’t know
how to hold her together.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, my voice breaking as I took a step closer. “I… I never wanted this. I didn’t know it
would go this far.”

Still, she said nothing, her body trembling as she kept her back to me. The silence between us was thick,
filled with the weight of everything that had just happened.

I took another step, my hand reaching out to her, but I stopped myself, unsure if she even wanted to be
touched right now. “Leah, talk to me. Please.”

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she spoke, her voice barely a whisper, trembling with the weight
of her emotions. “How… how could you let this happen?” Her words were raw, filled with hurt, and they
cut through me like a knife.

“I didn’t… I thought…” I trailed off, unable to find the right words. The truth was, I didn’t have a good
answer. I had let things spiral out of control, and now, I was left to pick up the pieces.

Leah shook her head, her hands coming up to cover her face as she let out another quiet sob. “I trusted
you, Brian. I trusted you to protect me. And… and you just stood there.”

Her words broke something inside me, the guilt crashing over me like a wave. She was right. I had stood
there, watching, doing nothing as she crossed boundaries we had promised never to cross. And the
worst part? I had been aroused by it. She had seen that. She knew.

“I’m sorry,” I said again, my voice cracking. “I’m so sorry, Leah.”

For a long moment, she said nothing, just sat there with her arms wrapped around herself, her body
trembling with the weight of her emotions. I wanted to reach out, to hold her, but I didn’t know if she
would let me.

Finally, she spoke, her voice soft, broken. “I don’t know if I can do this anymore.”



Leah’s words hung in the air like a death knell, her voice soft but filled with a deep sadness that cut
through me like a knife: “I don’t know if I can do this anymore.” The weight of her statement crashed
over me, leaving me frozen in place. My heart pounded in my chest as I stared at her, still sitting on the
edge of the bed, her arms wrapped tightly around her body, protecting herself from everything she had
just experienced.

She hadn’t turned to look at me, her eyes still fixed on the floor, her breath shaky and uneven. I could
see the subtle tremors in her hands as she tried to hold herself together, but I knew she was barely
hanging on. The strength that had always defined her was gone, replaced by a fragile vulnerability I had
never seen before.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight as I struggled to find the words to fix this—to reassure her, to explain.
But what could I say? What could possibly make this better?

“Leah…” I began, my voice barely above a whisper. “I never wanted this to happen. I didn’t know how to
stop it. I—”

She shook her head, cutting me off. “You didn’t try,” she said quietly, her voice trembling. “You just stood
there. You let it happen.” Her words were filled with a quiet devastation that made my chest ache.

“I—” My voice cracked, and I felt the weight of her truth bearing down on me. She was right. I hadn’t
tried. I hadn’t stepped in, hadn’t stopped it, hadn’t protected her like I had promised I always would. The
guilt gnawed at me, twisting in my gut as I realized just how deeply I had failed her.

Leah let out a shaky breath, finally turning slightly, her face still half-hidden by her hands as she glanced
at me with red-rimmed eyes. “Do you have any idea how that felt? To look at you… and see that you
were enjoying it?”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. I flinched, the shame burning in my chest as I remembered
that moment—when our eyes had met, and she had seen the truth. I had been aroused. Despite
everything, despite the horror and shame of the situation, my body had betrayed me. And she had seen
it. She had known.

“I wasn’t…” I stammered, trying to explain, trying to make sense of what had happened, but the words
felt hollow. How could I deny it? How could I justify the way I had reacted?

Leah let out a bitter laugh, a sound filled with pain and disbelief. “You were,” she said, her voice shaking.
“I saw it in your eyes. You were turned on, Brian. You were hard while he—” She stopped, her voice
breaking as a sob escaped her throat. She turned away from me again, her shoulders trembling.

I felt my own breath catch in my throat, the guilt crushing me under its weight. I had no defense, no
excuse. The truth was laid bare between us, and there was no taking it back. The worst part was that she
was right. I had been aroused. As sick and twisted as it was, watching her submit to Scott, seeing her in
that vulnerable position, had stirred something dark inside me. And now, I had to face the
consequences.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered again, my voice raw. “Leah, I am so sorry. I didn’t know how to stop it. I didn’t
know what to do.”



Leah let out another shaky breath, her hands wiping at her eyes as she tried to compose herself. She was
silent for a long moment, the only sound in the room her quiet, uneven breaths as she processed
everything that had happened.

Finally, she spoke, her voice low and filled with exhaustion. “I don’t know how to forgive this, Brian.” She
paused, her breath hitching. “I don’t know how to move forward from this. Everything we had—our
trust, our boundaries—it’s all been shattered. And I don’t know if I can put it back together.”

Her words echoed in the room, the finality of them making my heart sink even further. I took a step
closer to her, my hands trembling as I reached out, though I didn’t touch her. I was afraid—afraid that
any touch might make things worse.

“Leah,” I said softly, my voice thick with emotion. “I know I failed you. I know I should’ve stopped it. I
was so caught up in everything, so confused. But I love you. I love you. And I will do anything to make
this right.”

She didn’t respond at first, her shoulders still hunched as if she were protecting herself from my words. I
could see her body trembling with the weight of it all, the vulnerability, the pain.

“I don’t know if love is enough anymore,” she whispered finally, her voice so soft it was almost lost in
the stillness of the room.

Her words struck me deep, a cold realization settling over me. I had always believed that no matter what
happened, love would be enough to pull us through. But now, looking at her, broken and defeated, I
wasn’t sure anymore.

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said, my voice cracking. “Please, Leah. I’ll do whatever it takes. I’ll fix this.
We can rebuild the trust. We can find a way back.”

Leah slowly lifted her head, her eyes meeting mine for the first time since Scott, Jason, and Todd had
left. Her gaze was filled with sadness, but there was something else there too—something that gave me
a small flicker of hope.

“I don’t know how,” she admitted quietly, her voice trembling. “I don’t know if I can look at you the
same way again. I don’t know if I can forget what happened tonight.”

I took another step toward her, desperate to close the distance between us, desperate to bridge the gap
that had formed. “We don’t have to figure it out all at once,” I said softly. “We’ll take it one day at a
time. We’ll work through it, together. I’ll give you time, space—whatever you need.”

Leah’s eyes filled with fresh tears, and she wiped them away quickly, as if trying to regain some
semblance of control. She let out a shaky breath and finally, after what felt like an eternity, she
nodded—just barely, but enough to give me hope.

“I need space,” she whispered. “I need time to think. I need to figure out if I can do this, Brian. If I can
still be… us.”



Her words were tentative, fragile, but there was a small glimmer of possibility in them—a sign that
maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t the end.

“I’ll give you whatever you need,” I promised, my voice breaking with relief. “I’ll be here, waiting for you.
However long it takes.”

Leah stood slowly, her body still trembling as she pulled her arms tighter around herself. She turned
toward the door, not looking back at me as she took a deep breath. “I’m going to stay with my sister for
a few days,” she said quietly, her voice distant. “I need time.”

I nodded, even though she wasn’t looking at me. “Okay,” I whispered, my heart heavy. “Take as much
time as you need.”

Without another word, Leah walked out of the bedroom, leaving me standing there in the quiet, empty
space. The weight of the night crashed over me, and I sank to the edge of the bed, my head in my hands.

The woman I loved was slipping away, and I didn’t know if I could ever get her back.

The sound of the front door closing behind Leah echoed through the house, a final punctuation mark on
the night that had torn everything apart. I sat there, on the edge of our bed, staring at the empty
doorway she had walked through just moments before. My heart pounded in my chest, and the silence
around me felt oppressive, weighing down on me as I tried to process everything that had just
happened.

Leah was gone—at least for now. She had taken what little strength she had left and walked out, seeking
refuge in the only place she could think of—her sister’s house. She had asked for space, for time to
think, and I couldn’t deny her that. I owed her that much after what had happened tonight.

I sat there for a long time, my head in my hands, trying to make sense of the tangled web of emotions I
was feeling. Guilt, shame, fear, and the ever-present ache of losing Leah. I had no idea if she would come
back, or if she even wanted to. And the thought of that possibility—that I had lost her for good—was
more than I could bear.

The next few days were a blur. Leah’s absence was like a hole in my life, and everything felt off balance
without her. I went to work, kept up with my responsibilities, but all of it felt hollow, meaningless. My
mind was constantly racing, replaying the events of that night over and over again, wondering how I had
let things get so far.

I didn’t reach out to Leah, respecting her need for space, but it was agonizing not knowing how she was
feeling, not knowing if she was ever going to come back. Every hour that passed felt like a weight
pressing down on me, the uncertainty gnawing at me. I had never felt so powerless.

I imagined Leah with her sister, processing everything, talking through her feelings. Her sister, Maggie,
had always been protective of Leah, and I was sure that by now, she had been told every detail of what
had happened. That thought filled me with a deep sense of dread. What must Maggie think of me now?
What had Leah told her?



I pictured Leah sitting in her sister’s living room, replaying that night in her head, trying to make sense of
it all. I wondered if she was angry, or if she had reached the point of numbness. I wondered if she
missed me, even a little. But more than anything, I wondered if she still wanted to come back.

Days passed, and the silence between us stretched. I didn’t hear a word from her. No calls, no texts.
Nothing. Every time my phone buzzed, my heart would jump in my chest, only for the wave of
disappointment to wash over me when it wasn’t her. The more time passed, the more I feared that
maybe she wasn’t coming back at all.

And then, one night, nearly a week later, the doorbell rang.

I wasn’t expecting anyone. The sound startled me, and my heart raced as I stood from the couch and
made my way to the door. When I opened it, my breath caught in my throat.

It was Leah.

She stood there, on the doorstep, looking different. She wasn’t the broken, fragile woman who had left
my house days ago. There was a calmness in her now, a quiet strength that I hadn’t seen since that
night. Her blonde hair was tied back, and she was wearing a simple sweater and jeans, but her posture
was confident, composed. She looked me in the eyes, something she hadn’t done the night she left, and
the sight of her standing there brought both relief and fear crashing over me at once.

“Leah,” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “You’re here.”

She nodded slightly, but there was no smile, no warmth. “Can I come in?” she asked quietly.

I stepped aside, allowing her to enter. She walked past me into the living room, her movements
purposeful, as if she had made a decision before even arriving. I closed the door behind her, my heart
pounding in my chest, unsure of what was about to happen.

Leah stood in the middle of the living room for a moment, her eyes scanning the familiar space as if she
were taking it all in again. Then, finally, she turned to face me, her blue eyes clear but guarded.

“I’ve had some time to think,” she began, her voice steady. “About everything. About us.”

Leah sat across from me, her blue eyes fixed on mine, but now with a new intensity. I could tell she was
searching for something—answers, understanding, maybe even closure. The weight of our silence felt
heavier than usual, the unspoken words hanging between us like a fog neither of us knew how to clear.

“I’ve had some time to think,” she began softly, the edge of vulnerability in her voice still present. “And
while I was away, I… I looked some things up.”

I tilted my head slightly, not entirely sure where this was going. “Looked things up?”

Leah hesitated for a moment, her fingers nervously brushing the fabric of her jeans. “Yeah. I needed to
understand… why. Why you reacted the way you did that night. Why you… didn’t stop it. Why you were
aroused.” Her voice wavered on that last word, as if saying it out loud made everything even more real.



I swallowed hard, the shame from that night creeping back in, a tight knot forming in my chest. “Leah…”

She shook her head slightly, her expression softening. “No, just… let me finish. Please.” I nodded, staying
quiet.

“I couldn’t get it out of my head,” she continued, her voice steadying. “So I started reading about it.
About men who get… aroused by seeing their wives with other men. And I came across terms I’d never
heard before—‘hotwife,’ ‘cuckold.’ At first, it was confusing, but the more I read, the more I started to
wonder…”

She trailed off, her eyes searching mine as if she was afraid of what she might find there. “I started to
wonder if this is… a fantasy of yours. If this is something you’ve thought about before.”

Her words hung in the air, and I could feel my pulse quicken. Leah wasn’t angry, but there was a deep
curiosity in her gaze—a need to understand. She wasn’t accusing me, but she needed answers. I shifted
uncomfortably in my seat, trying to find the right words.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted quietly, my voice thick with emotion. “I never thought of it like that. I never
thought I’d be that kind of person—someone who would want to see you with someone else. But that
night… I don’t know. Something happened, and I was just… overwhelmed.”

Leah’s lips pressed together as she absorbed my words. She wasn’t judging me—at least, not yet—but I
could tell she was processing everything. “So, you don’t… fantasize about it?” she asked, her voice tinged
with uncertainty.

I shook my head, though it felt like a half-truth. “Not exactly. I never imagined something like that
happening, Leah. But when it did, I… I was caught off guard. It was confusing, and I didn’t know how to
stop it. And yeah, there was a part of me that was… turned on by it. I can’t explain it. It just happened.”

Leah leaned back slightly, her arms folding across her chest as she considered my words. “I’ve been
trying to make sense of it,” she said, her tone softening. “I’ve read about men who have these kinds of
fantasies, about their wives with other men. And I just… I guess I’m trying to understand what you were
feeling in that moment. Was it just the heat of the moment, or is there something deeper there?”

I let out a slow breath, my mind racing. How could I explain this to her when I barely understood it
myself? “I don’t know if it’s something deeper,” I said carefully. “But I can’t deny that in that moment,
seeing you like that… it did something to me. But that doesn’t mean it’s a fantasy I’ve always had. I’ve
never thought about it before.”

Leah was quiet for a moment, her fingers tapping lightly on her knee as she processed my words. “Do
you think… if things had gone differently, if we had talked about it beforehand, it would have changed
anything?”

Her question caught me off guard. I hadn’t considered that possibility—that maybe if we had talked
about this beforehand, set boundaries, or explored the idea together, it could have changed the
outcome. But that night had been chaotic, unexpected. We hadn’t had the luxury of discussing it first.



“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Maybe. If we had talked about it, set boundaries, maybe it wouldn’t
have gone so far. But Leah, I never wanted that to happen. I never planned for it.”

Leah nodded, her expression softening as she looked down at her hands. “I know,” she whispered. “I
believe you. But it’s hard for me to understand how something like that could turn you on. It’s hard for
me to wrap my head around it.”

I could see the struggle in her eyes—the need to make sense of something that felt so foreign to her.
And I knew, in that moment, that this wasn’t just about what happened that night. It was about how we
moved forward from here, how we rebuilt the trust that had been broken.

“I’m still trying to make sense of it too,” I admitted. “I never expected to feel the way I did. It confused
me, scared me even. But I love you, Leah. And this isn’t some hidden fantasy I’ve been harboring. That
night just… got out of control.”

Leah let out a slow breath, her shoulders relaxing slightly as she processed my words. “I guess I just
needed to know,” she said softly. “I needed to understand if this was something you’ve always wanted or
if it was just the moment.”

I reached out, taking her hand in mine, the warmth of her touch grounding me. “It was just the
moment,” I assured her. “I don’t want to lose you, Leah. That’s the only thing I know for sure. I don’t
want to lose us.”

Leah looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of relief and uncertainty. “I don’t want to lose us
either,” she whispered. “But we can’t pretend like that night didn’t happen. We need to figure out how
to move forward, how to rebuild.”

We sat there in the quiet of our living room, our hands still intertwined, the weight of our conversation
settling between us. There were still wounds to heal, still so much to process, but for the first time in a
long time, I felt like we were on the same page. We were both searching for answers, both trying to
understand what had happened and how to move forward.

Leah’s hand rested in mine, the warmth of her touch grounding me as we sat there in the quiet of our
living room. The tension from our earlier conversation had eased slightly, but I could still see the
questions swirling in her eyes, the unspoken thoughts that lingered just beneath the surface.

She glanced down at our intertwined hands, her thumb brushing gently over my skin as if she were
gathering the courage to ask something. Her voice, when she finally spoke, was soft but deliberate,
carrying the weight of what had been left unsaid.

“Brian,” she began hesitantly, “I need to ask you something. And I need you to be honest with me.”

I felt my heart quicken, unsure of where this was headed. “Of course,” I said, my voice steady. “You can
ask me anything.”

Leah took a deep breath, her eyes lifting to meet mine. “That night, after I left,” she said carefully, “did
you… did you masturbate? Were you thinking about what happened with Scott?”



Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, and I immediately felt the heat of shame creeping up my neck.
It was a question I hadn’t expected, though maybe I should have. The truth of it gnawed at me, and I
knew that this was one of those moments where honesty was crucial—no matter how difficult it was to
admit.

I looked away for a moment, struggling to find the right words. “Leah, I…” I hesitated, swallowing hard
before I met her gaze again. “Yes,” I admitted quietly. “I did.”

Leah’s eyes widened slightly, though she didn’t pull away from me. She just sat there, her expression a
mix of surprise, confusion, and something else—something I couldn’t quite place. Her grip on my hand
tightened, as if she were bracing herself for what came next.

“Why?” she asked softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Why did you… after everything that
happened, after how devastated I was… why would you?”

I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling the full weight of her question. I had asked myself the same thing
that night—why, after the guilt and shame, did my body still react the way it did? Why had I felt that
arousal again, even knowing how much it had hurt her?

“I don’t know,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “I’ve been asking myself the same thing, Leah. I felt
so guilty—so ashamed. But at the same time, I couldn’t get it out of my head. The images… they just
kept playing over and over in my mind. And I hated it, but I couldn’t stop it.”

Leah’s expression remained steady, though I could see the conflict in her eyes. She was trying to
understand, trying to make sense of something that didn’t fit with the person she thought she knew.

“I think part of me,” I continued, “was trying to process everything that happened. It was confusing, and
I felt torn between guilt and arousal, and I didn’t know how to deal with it.”

Leah bit her lip, her gaze searching mine. “So, you were… aroused by the thought of me with Scott? Even
after it all went too far?”

I nodded slowly, the shame burning in my chest. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “I
was. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t shake it. I know how much it hurt you, Leah, and I hate that it
happened, but my body just… reacted.”

Leah was silent for a moment, her eyes drifting away from mine as she processed my confession. I could
see the wheels turning in her mind, the way she was trying to reconcile everything I had just told her
with the man she thought she knew.

“Do you… still think about it?” she asked quietly, her voice trembling slightly. “Is it still in your head?”

Her question hit me hard, and I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. The truth was complicated, and I
didn’t want to hurt her more than I already had.

“I… I think about it sometimes,” I admitted cautiously. “But it’s not like before. It’s more like trying to
make sense of what happened, trying to figure out why I reacted the way I did.”



Leah nodded slowly, though I could see the hurt still lingering in her eyes. She didn’t speak for a long
moment, her thoughts clearly racing as she tried to come to terms with everything.

Finally, she let out a shaky breath and looked up at me. “I’m trying to understand, Brian,” she whispered.
“I’m trying to understand why you felt that way, why you… did what you did after I left. But it’s hard. It’s
really hard.”

I reached out, taking her other hand in mine, holding both of her hands gently as I looked into her eyes.
“I know,” I said softly. “And I’m so sorry, Leah. I never wanted to hurt you like this. I never wanted any of
this to happen.”

Leah’s lips pressed together in a thin line as she nodded. “I believe you,” she said quietly. “But I don’t
know how to feel about this—about you being… turned on by it, even after everything.”

Her words hung in the air, and I knew there were no easy answers. This was something we would have
to work through, step by step, together. And I wasn’t sure if it would ever make sense—not to me, and
certainly not to her.

But as I held her hands in mine, I knew one thing for certain: I wasn’t going to give up. Not on us.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said softly. “We’ll talk through it. And if this is something we need help with, we’ll
get help. But I don’t want to lose you, Leah. I don’t want to lose what we have.”

Leah’s eyes softened, and she gave a small, tentative nod. “I don’t want to lose us either,” she
whispered. “But this is going to take time, Brian. A lot of time.”

I nodded, squeezing her hands gently. “I know,” I said. “And I’m willing to do whatever it takes.”

Leah’s hands rested in mine, and though her grip was tight, there was something unspoken lingering in
the air between us—something neither of us had fully acknowledged. I had just admitted my guilt,
confessed that even after everything, I had been aroused by the events of that night. The shame I felt
was heavy, but as I looked into Leah’s eyes, I could sense there was more she hadn’t said yet.

Her gaze softened, her fingers fidgeting in my hand as if she were struggling to find the right words. Her
lips parted slightly, but she hesitated, her mind clearly racing with thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted
to share.

“I’m trying to understand,” she repeated softly, her voice filled with that same vulnerability. “I’m trying
to make sense of it all—of why you felt that way, why you… reacted the way you did. But…” She paused,
biting her lip as her eyes flickered away from mine for a moment, as if the next words were too difficult
to say while looking directly at me.

“But?” I urged gently, my voice low, not wanting to push too hard but sensing there was something
deeper beneath the surface.

Leah took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around mine as she met my gaze once more.
“Somewhere, deep down,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, “I think I was… aroused by it
too.”



Her admission hit me like a wave, and I felt my breath catch in my throat. It was something I hadn’t
expected—something I hadn’t even dared to consider. Leah, the woman who had been devastated by
what had happened, was now telling me that a part of her had been… turned on by it? It didn’t make
sense, and yet, somehow, it did.

Leah’s face flushed, her cheeks burning with embarrassment as she quickly looked away, her voice
trembling. “I don’t know why,” she continued, her tone filled with both confusion and frustration. “It
doesn’t make sense. I was angry, humiliated… but somewhere in the back of my mind, in the deepest
part of me, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. And it scared me.”

My heart raced as I listened to her, realizing that we were both struggling with the same conflicting
emotions. “You were… aroused?” I asked softly, still trying to process her words.

Leah nodded, her gaze still cast downward. “I didn’t want to be. I hated it. But I can’t deny that part of
me… reacted. And I don’t understand it. I’m confused, Brian. I’m confused by everything that night
stirred up in me.”

She finally looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of shame and uncertainty. “I didn’t know what to
do with those feelings. I didn’t want to feel that way, but I couldn’t help it. And that’s part of why I left. I
couldn’t deal with the fact that, even after everything, some part of me… enjoyed it.”

I squeezed her hands gently, my own heart pounding as I tried to make sense of what she had just
admitted. I wasn’t alone in this. Leah had felt it too—the same mix of guilt, confusion, and arousal. And
now, the fact that we had both been affected in the same way opened up a new, complex layer to what
had happened that night.

“I think… we were both caught off guard,” I said carefully, trying to find the right words to bridge the gap
between us. “That night wasn’t something we planned for, and neither of us knew how to process what
we were feeling. It’s not something either of us expected.”

Leah nodded, her expression softening as she listened. “I think you’re right,” she admitted. “But it
doesn’t make it any easier. I still don’t know how to feel about it. I still don’t understand why I felt that
way.”

I let out a slow breath, my mind racing. “I don’t think there’s a simple answer,” I said quietly. “Maybe it’s
something we both need time to process. But knowing that you felt it too… it helps. It helps to know I
wasn’t the only one confused by what happened.”

Leah sighed, her shoulders relaxing slightly as she leaned back on the couch, her fingers still tangled in
mine. “I don’t want this to define us,” she whispered. “But I also can’t ignore it. I can’t ignore what it
stirred up in both of us.”

I nodded, understanding exactly what she meant. This was something we couldn’t sweep under the rug,
no matter how much we wanted to. It was a part of our story now—a part of who we were. And we had
to figure out what it meant for us moving forward.



“I agree,” I said softly. “We need to be honest about what we both felt, about how that night affected us.
And we’ll work through it together. We’ll take our time and figure out what this means for us.”

Leah looked at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of relief and uncertainty. “I don’t have all the answers,”
she said softly. “But I’m willing to try. I’m willing to talk about it, to figure it out with you. I don’t want
this to tear us apart.”

“It won’t,” I promised, my voice filled with determination. “We’ll get through this, Leah. We’ll figure it
out, one step at a time.”

For the first time since that night, I felt a sense of hope—hope that we could rebuild, that we could
come to terms with the complexity of our emotions, and that we could find a way forward together.

Leah gave me a small, tentative smile, her fingers squeezing mine. “We’ll figure it out,” she echoed
softly, and in that moment, I knew we were both ready to take the first step toward healing.

Later that night, the air between Leah and me had shifted. There was still a lingering tension, but it
wasn’t the kind that pulled us apart. Instead, it was charged—alive. After everything we had talked
about, the vulnerability we’d both shared, something had ignited between us, and now, as we lay in bed
together, that heat was undeniable.

Leah’s body was pressed against mine, her skin warm and soft, the rhythm of our breathing falling into
sync. Our lips met in slow, deliberate kisses, the intimacy between us deepening with every touch. The
weight of our conversation earlier still hung in the back of my mind, but in this moment, it felt like we
were reconnecting, like we were finding our way back to each other after everything that had happened.

As we moved together, the heat between us building, I could feel the intensity of our desire—the way
Leah’s fingers dug into my skin, the way my body responded to every soft moan that escaped her lips.
We were both caught up in the moment, lost in each other, the weight of the past few weeks melting
away with every movement.

But then, as my body pressed closer to hers, the memory of our earlier conversation flashed through my
mind—her question about whether I had masturbated that night after she left. The vulnerability in her
eyes when she had asked, the way she had shared her own conflicted feelings about the night, all of it
came rushing back to me.

And suddenly, I couldn’t help but wonder: Had she done the same? Had Leah, somewhere in the deep
recesses of her mind, been as caught up in the confusion and arousal as I had been?

The question burned in my throat, and before I could stop myself, the words tumbled out.

“Leah,” I whispered, my breath ragged as I hovered above her, my body tense with desire. “Did you… did
you think about it, too? After you left? Did you—”

I couldn’t bring myself to finish the sentence, but Leah understood. Her eyes, half-lidded with desire,
opened fully as she looked up at me. For a moment, I thought she wouldn’t answer, that maybe the
question had pushed things too far.



But then, she bit her lower lip, her gaze steady, and nodded—just barely, but enough for me to see.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice soft but filled with truth. “I thought about it. And… I did.”

Her admission hit me like a shockwave. The realization that Leah, somewhere in the depths of her own
mind, had been as affected by that night as I had been, that she had touched herself thinking about it—
it pushed me over the edge. My breath hitched, and I could feel the heat surging through my entire
body.

Leah’s eyes flickered with something—maybe curiosity, maybe arousal—as she watched my reaction.
She had always been so in tune with me, so aware of my every shift in mood, and now, as my body
tensed above her, she could see exactly what her words had done to me.

“Brian…” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear as she pulled me closer, her hands tangling in
my hair.

The sound of her voice, the feel of her body beneath mine, the knowledge of what she had admitted—it
all combined into a perfect storm, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. The intensity of my desire for her,
the raw, primal need that had been building between us all night, finally boiled over.

With a groan, I gave in to the heat between us, my body moving with hers in perfect rhythm as the
waves of pleasure crashed over me. Leah’s soft moans filled the room, her body arching beneath mine
as we reached the edge together, both of us lost in the moment, in each other.

As we came down from the high, our breathing ragged and our bodies tangled together, I realized that
something had shifted between us. We had been on the edge of something fragile, something uncertain,
but now, after everything we had shared—both physically and emotionally—we were stronger. We were
connected.

Leah rested her head against my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin as we lay there, the
weight of our earlier conversation still present, but somehow lighter. She had trusted me with her truth,
and I had done the same.

And in that moment, I knew we were going to be okay.

“I was... aroused,” she said softly, her voice trembling with both shame and something else. I could see
the struggle in her eyes—the same confusion and fear I had been feeling ever since that night. She had
seen me; she had known all along. And now, she was admitting that somewhere, deep down, she felt it
too.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, unsure of what to say next. What was I supposed to feel? Relief?
Guilt? The truth was, I didn’t know. But hearing her say it—hearing her confess that the same feelings I’d
tried to suppress were burning inside her too—made everything more complicated.

“You were aroused?” I repeated, my voice hoarse, barely above a whisper. I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing.



Leah’s face flushed, her cheeks bright pink as she nodded. “I didn’t want to be,” she said quickly, almost
defensively. “I hated it, Brian. I hated everything about that night. But... I can’t deny that part of me...
reacted.”

I let her words sink in, each one more shocking than the last. Leah, my wife, who had been so hurt, so
humiliated, was now telling me that part of her had found it arousing. It didn’t make sense, and yet it
did. I understood it in a way I hadn’t wanted to admit before. The same shame I felt—that twisted, dark
arousal I couldn’t explain—she had felt it too.

I took a deep breath, my hand reaching out to hers instinctively. “Leah, I don’t know how to make sense
of it either,” I admitted, my voice low. “But I felt the same way. It confused me. I didn’t want to feel it,
but I did.”

She looked down at our hands, her fingers tightening slightly around mine. “It scared me,” she
whispered. “I didn’t know what to do with those feelings, Brian. I still don’t.”

I nodded, understanding completely. The events of that night had stirred up something in both of us—
something we didn’t know how to process. And now, here we were, forced to confront the truth neither
of us wanted to face.

“I think,” I began carefully, “we were both caught off guard by what happened. It wasn’t something we
ever thought about, but when it happened, our bodies reacted in ways we didn’t expect.”

Leah sighed softly, her shoulders slumping as she leaned into me. “I’ve been trying to make sense of it
ever since. But I still don’t know how to feel about it.”

I squeezed her hand gently, my heart aching for her. “Neither do I,” I admitted. “But maybe we don’t
have to understand it right away. Maybe it’s enough that we’re talking about it now.”

Leah looked up at me, her blue eyes filled with uncertainty, but also a glimmer of hope. “I don’t want
this to tear us apart, Brian. I want to move forward, but I just... don’t know how.”

I nodded, understanding the weight of her words. “We’ll figure it out,” I promised, my voice steady
despite the storm of emotions inside me. “Together.”

Leah leaned into me, her head resting on my shoulder, and for the first time since that night, I felt a
sense of peace. We didn’t have all the answers, and we probably wouldn’t for a long time. But we were
talking—really talking—and that was the first step.

For now, that was enough.

As soon as I noticed the leak under the sink in our master bathroom, I knew I had no choice but to call
Scott. I stood there for a moment, my mind swirling with mixed emotions. The last time Scott was here,
everything had spiraled out of control. Now, calling him back felt like a gamble. But the leak wasn’t going
to fix itself, and Leah was busy with work. I had to take care of it.

When I made the call, Scott answered with his usual cocky confidence. "Hey, Brian. Need a hand?"



“Yeah,” I said, keeping my tone neutral. “Got a leak under the sink in the master bathroom. Think you
could come over and take a look?”

I could almost hear the smirk in his voice. "No problem, man. Be there in twenty."

When Scott arrived, I led him upstairs, keeping things as casual as possible. As he bent down to examine
the pipes, I stood in the doorway, watching him closely. There was an uneasiness between us that I
couldn't ignore, a tension lingering in the air that had nothing to do with the plumbing.

"Looks like you've got a loose joint here. I’ll need to tighten it up and replace a washer," Scott said,
wiping his hands on his jeans before looking up at me.

I cleared my throat, trying to sound more assertive than I felt. “Look, Scott, I need to say something.” My
voice was steady, but there was a nervous edge beneath it. “What happened last time you were here…
your behavior… it was unacceptable. It was rude. You crossed a line, and I should’ve said something
sooner.”

Scott stood up slowly, wiping his hands again, that infuriating grin spreading across his face. He didn’t
look surprised at all. In fact, he seemed amused. “Is that so?” he asked, his tone light, as if I’d just told
him a joke. “Unacceptable, huh?”

I nodded, trying to maintain my composure. “Yeah, it was. You disrespected Leah, and you disrespected
me.”

Scott took a step toward me, his expression smug. “Brian, come on, man. We both know what really
happened that night. You can sit there and act like the big protective husband all you want, but I saw the
way you were watching her. I saw how hard you were. Hell, Leah saw it too.”

I felt my face flush with anger and embarrassment. “That’s not the point, Scott. What you did was
wrong.”

Scott raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms over his chest. “Was it? Or did I just bring out something you
didn’t expect to feel? Something Leah didn’t expect either?”

My heart pounded in my chest as his words hit too close to home. I hated that he was right. As much as I
wanted to deny it, Scott had seen through me that night. He had seen the way I couldn’t look away, the
way my body betrayed me. And now, he was calling me out on it.

I clenched my fists at my sides, feeling my pulse quicken. “That doesn’t excuse what you did. You pushed
Leah into something she wasn’t ready for.”

Scott shrugged, completely unfazed. “Maybe. But let’s not kid ourselves, Brian. You didn’t stop it. You
wanted it to happen. And so did she, even if she didn’t want to admit it at first.”

I felt a lump forming in my throat, the weight of his words settling in. There was a truth there I didn’t
want to face, but it was undeniable. That night had stirred something dark and twisted inside me, and
Scott had been the catalyst.



Scott took a step closer, his voice lowering. “You’re trying to play the hero now, but we both know that’s
not what you really want. You can’t hide from this, Brian. You liked watching her with me. You liked it a
lot more than you thought you would.”

I couldn’t find the words to respond. All I could do was stand there, frozen, as Scott smirked at me,
knowing he had me exactly where he wanted.

With one final glance, he bent down and finished tightening the pipe. "There, all fixed. No need to thank
me," he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm as he stood up again. “But let me know if you ever need
something else... fixed.” His eyes flicked toward the door, clearly implying more than just plumbing.

I stood there, my chest tight with a mix of anger, shame, and something I couldn’t quite place. I realized
he had seen through every defense I had tried to put up. And the worst part? I wasn’t sure if I hated him
for it—or myself.

Leah arrived home earlier than I expected. I heard the front door open, her keys clinking against the
countertop as she called out, "Brian, you home?" My heart raced instantly. Scott was still upstairs,
finishing up with the leak. I hadn’t thought about the possibility of her walking in on us.

Before I could respond or move to stop her, I heard the light padding of her footsteps as she made her
way up the stairs. "Brian?" Her voice was closer now, and in a matter of seconds, she was at the
bedroom door, where Scott and I stood, still caught in the aftermath of our tense exchange.

I saw her before she saw us. She was unbuttoning her jacket, her fingers quick and absentminded as if
she’d done it a thousand times before. Then, without hesitation, she shrugged it off, revealing the pink
lacy bra underneath, her work shirt halfway down her shoulders.

Her eyes went wide when she saw us standing there—me, tense and awkward, and Scott, his usual
smirk already curling on his lips.

"Leah," I started, my voice shaky, "I didn’t know you’d be home this early."

She froze for a moment, her hands gripping the fabric of her shirt as it hovered at her elbows. “I—uh…”
She looked between the two of us, clearly taken aback, her face flushing as she realized she was
standing in front of Scott in nothing but her bra and work pants.

Scott, ever the opportunist, didn’t miss a beat. His eyes lingered on Leah longer than they should have,
drinking in the sight of her standing there, exposed and vulnerable. "Well, look who decided to join us,"
he said, his voice slick with amusement.

Leah's eyes darted to me, seeking some kind of explanation, but before I could say anything, Scott took a
step closer, his presence filling the room with a palpable tension.

"You know," Scott said, his gaze still locked on Leah, "I was just finishing up here, but now that you're
home, maybe we can revisit what happened last time." His words hung in the air, thick with suggestion,
as if he was daring us both to cross another line.



"Scott," I warned, my voice sharp, but I could hear the hesitation in it, the uncertainty. The truth was, I
didn’t know how to navigate this. The look on Leah’s face told me she didn’t either.

But Scott wasn’t backing down. He never did. "Come on, Brian," he said with a laugh, "don’t act like this
wasn’t what you were hoping for. I mean, she’s already halfway there." His eyes flicked back to Leah,
who stood frozen, her breath shallow as her shirt still hung from her arms.

I could see the flicker of something in Leah’s eyes—fear, confusion, and maybe… arousal. It was subtle,
but it was there. Scott, ever the manipulator, noticed it too.

"Leah," Scott said, his voice lowering as he took another step toward her. "You don’t have to pretend.
We’ve already been through this before. You know what’s happening here." His tone was soft, almost
coaxing, as if he was trying to draw her into the situation without her fully realizing it.

I felt my stomach twist in knots, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop him. I hated it, but there was a part of
me—a dark, shameful part—that was curious to see where this would go. The same part of me that had
been aroused the last time. And Scott knew it.

Leah stood there, her chest rising and falling quickly as she looked between us. I could see the conflict in
her eyes—the same confusion and pull I had felt before. She was on the edge, and Scott was pushing
her, pushing both of us, to see how far we’d go this time.

"Why don’t you just let the shirt fall, Leah?" Scott suggested, his voice smooth, like a devil whispering in
her ear. "We both know what you want. What he wants." He shot me a knowing glance, his smirk
deepening.

Leah swallowed hard, her hands trembling slightly as she hesitated. I could see the way her body
reacted, the way her skin flushed, her nipples hardening under the lace of her bra. She was caught, just
like I was, in the pull of the moment, and before I could stop her, the shirt slipped from her shoulders
and fell to the floor.

Scott let out a low chuckle, stepping even closer, his eyes never leaving Leah’s. "That’s a good girl."

I stood there, torn between the urge to intervene and the twisted desire to see what would happen
next. My breath hitched as Scott closed the distance between them, his hand reaching out to brush
lightly against Leah’s exposed arm. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away.

Instead, she just looked at me, her eyes searching for something, maybe permission, maybe
reassurance. And in that moment, I realized I couldn’t give her either. I didn’t know what I wanted
anymore, didn’t know where this was heading. But I couldn’t deny the electric tension that filled the
room—the same tension that had driven us all to this point.

Scott, sensing the shift, leaned in closer, his voice a low, dangerous murmur. "So, Brian… what do you
think? Should we push those boundaries a little more?"

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my heart pounding in my chest. The words were there, hanging in the
back of my mind, but I couldn’t bring myself to say them. All I could do was watch as Leah stood before
us, half-naked, her body betraying the conflict raging inside her, just as mine had so many times before.



Scott didn’t need to hear the words. My silence was all the permission he needed. I could see it in his
eyes—the way they gleamed with triumph, as if he had won some unspoken battle between us. My
chest tightened as the reality of the moment settled over me, and I stood there, paralyzed by a mix of
shame, arousal, and helplessness.

He stepped closer to Leah, his gaze fixed on her as if I wasn’t even in the room. Her breath hitched as he
closed the gap between them, his hand reaching out slowly, deliberately, testing how far this would go. I
watched, my throat dry, unable to stop what was happening.

Scott’s fingers brushed Leah’s arm, the touch featherlight but charged with an intensity that made my
stomach twist. Leah didn’t pull away. She didn’t even flinch. Instead, her eyes flicked to me, wide and
questioning, as if she was asking me what to do, waiting for some kind of signal. But I had nothing to
give her.

Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, and I could see the subtle shift in her posture—how her
body reacted, betraying the confusion and excitement that had begun to build between us all. I hated
that I noticed it, hated even more that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.

"She knows what she wants," Scott murmured, his voice low and confident. He ran his hand down Leah’s
bare arm again, this time lingering a little longer, his fingers trailing down to her wrist. His touch was
both possessive and gentle, testing the waters, pushing her further with every passing second.

Leah swallowed hard, her eyes locked on mine as Scott continued to touch her. I could see the internal
struggle etched across her face—the fear, the uncertainty, but also the arousal. She was trapped in the
same twisted pull that had gripped me, caught between wanting to resist and the undeniable heat that
had ignited between us all.

Scott, ever the predator, sensed the moment and took another step forward, his hand slipping to the
small of Leah’s back. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. "You want this, don’t you?" he
whispered, his voice just loud enough for me to hear. "And so does he."

I felt my heart slam against my chest, the pulse of shame and desire coursing through me. I wanted to
speak, to tell him to stop, but the words lodged in my throat, trapped by the weight of everything that
had been left unsaid between us.

Leah’s body stiffened for a moment, her breath catching, and then—slowly—she exhaled, her eyes still
searching mine. She didn’t answer him. She didn’t need to. Her body was doing all the talking, her lips
parting slightly, her nipples pressing against the pink lace of her bra as Scott’s hand roamed lower, just
above the waistband of her pants.

I stood there, powerless, watching as Scott took my silence as consent to push further. His hand slid over
Leah’s hip, his thumb tracing small circles on her skin, and I could feel the heat building in the room,
thick and suffocating. Leah’s breath hitched again, and I saw the way her body arched ever so slightly
into his touch, as if she couldn’t help herself.



My stomach churned, torn between wanting to stop it all and the dark, undeniable arousal that gripped
me tighter with every second that passed. Scott turned to me, that infuriating smirk still plastered across
his face. "You see?" he said, his voice dripping with smug satisfaction. "She’s already halfway there."

Leah glanced between us, her eyes pleading for something—an answer, a sign, anything that would tell
her how to feel. But I didn’t have it. All I had was the sickening realization that this was happening, right
in front of me, and I had let it go this far.

Scott’s fingers slipped just beneath the waistband of her pants now, tracing the edge of her skin as he
pushed the boundary even further. "Let’s see how far we can take this, huh?" he said softly, almost to
himself.

Leah’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling slightly as she stood frozen between us, caught
in the push and pull of her own desires and fears. And I, watching helplessly, knew that I had crossed a
line I could never uncross.

Scott leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her neck, and I saw Leah close her eyes, her body reacting
instinctively to his touch. I felt my stomach drop, the shame burning through me like fire, but there was
no turning back now.

The boundaries were gone, and we were free-falling into whatever came next.

Scott’s hand moved to Leah’s waist, his fingers slipping just beneath the fabric of her pants. His smirk
widened as he leaned in closer, whispering something I couldn’t hear, but it made Leah’s body stiffen,
her breath catching in her throat. Then, almost as if time had slowed, I watched him take a step back, his
hand still resting on her hip, and he looked her up and down with the same smug expression that had
haunted me since that first night.

“Take them off,” he said softly, but the command was clear.

Leah hesitated, her eyes flicking toward me again, a mixture of fear and uncertainty crossing her face.
She was searching for something—some sign that I would stop this, or maybe that I wanted this. I wasn’t
sure anymore. All I knew was that I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. My own breath was shallow, my chest
tight with the weight of what was happening.

Scott’s eyes narrowed, his hand tightening on her hip for just a moment before he leaned in again. “You
don’t have to pretend,” he murmured, his voice dripping with confidence. “We both know what’s going
to happen. Might as well get started.”

Leah swallowed hard, her lips parting as she let out a shaky breath. Her fingers trembled slightly as they
hovered over the waistband of her pants, her skin flushed under the soft light. The contrast between her
and Scott couldn’t have been starker.

She was beautiful—there was no other way to describe it. Her skin was smooth and soft, flushed with a
mixture of nerves and arousal, her blonde hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Her body, slim and
athletic from years of dedication to her work and herself, seemed almost ethereal in its perfection. The
pink lace of her bra barely covered her, her breasts full and firm, her nipples pressing against the fabric,
a visual reminder of just how vulnerable and exposed she was in this moment.



And then there was Scott.

The sight of him, standing next to her, was almost grotesque in its stark contrast. His gut hung over the
waistband of his jeans, stretching the fabric of his stained, too-small t-shirt. His skin was pale, almost
sickly, a sharp contrast to Leah’s tanned, glowing complexion. His graying, greasy hair was unkempt, the
balding patch on the back of his head only adding to the repulsive nature of his appearance. Everything
about Scott screamed neglect—his sagging jowls, the way his shirt clung to his body, stained and worn,
his thick fingers rough and calloused from years of manual labor. He was every bit the slob I had always
known him to be.

And yet, here he was, standing in front of my wife, commanding her to undress for him. And I—I was
letting it happen.

Leah’s fingers finally tugged at the waistband of her pants, and with a deep breath, she slid them down
her hips. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but the pink lace bra and
matching panties that clung to her body in all the right places. My throat tightened as I took in the sight
of her—this woman I loved, standing half-naked in front of Scott, exposed and vulnerable in ways that
made my stomach churn with a twisted mix of arousal and shame.

Scott’s eyes devoured her, his gaze lingering on every inch of her body as if he were savoring a prize he
had long coveted. He didn’t even bother hiding his satisfaction, his lips curling into a grin as he looked
her up and down, taking in every curve, every bit of soft, flawless skin.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust as he reached out, his hand brushing over her bare
hip. “You’re even more perfect than I remembered.”

Leah’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her breath shallow as she stood there, frozen under his gaze. Her eyes
met mine briefly, and I could see the confusion, the fear, and—God help me—the faintest hint of arousal
in her expression.

Scott’s hand moved up her side, his rough fingers brushing against her smooth skin, and I watched in
helpless silence as he trailed his hand along the edge of her bra, his fingers skimming the delicate lace.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice soft but dripping with that same smug confidence. “So much more
beautiful than someone like me deserves, huh?”

Leah didn’t respond, her eyes darting back to me, pleading for something—anything. But I couldn’t
move, couldn’t speak. All I could do was watch as Scott slowly pushed her boundaries further, his touch
claiming her, his gaze devouring her, while I stood on the sidelines, powerless to stop it.

The contrast between them—the perfection of Leah’s body, her grace and beauty, and the sheer
ugliness of Scott’s appearance—made the whole situation feel surreal, like a twisted dream I couldn’t
wake up from. And yet, it was happening, right in front of me.

Scott’s fingers slipped under the strap of her bra, tugging it slightly as he leaned in closer, his breath
warm against her skin. “Let’s see all of you, Leah,” he whispered. “Take it off.”



And there it was. The final push.

Leah hesitated, her body trembling under the weight of his words, her eyes locked on mine. I could see
the question in her gaze—did I want her to stop? Did I want her to continue? And I—I still didn’t have
the answer.

She reached behind her, her fingers fumbling with the clasp of her bra, and I watched as she slowly,
hesitantly, unhooked it. The lace slid down her arms, falling to the floor, leaving her bare before him.

Scott let out a low, appreciative hum, his eyes roaming over her exposed body. “Perfect,” he muttered,
his hand reaching out to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her hardened nipple.

And I—I just stood there, watching, as Scott continued to push both of our boundaries further than I
ever thought possible.

Scott's eyes never left Leah as he slowly circled her, admiring the way her body responded to his touch. I
could see it—the subtle arch of her back, the way her breath hitched as his fingers brushed over her
skin. The tension in the room had thickened to an unbearable level, and I stood there, my fists clenched,
watching as the boundaries we’d once set were shattered piece by piece.

“Now the panties,” Scott said, his voice low but commanding.

Leah’s gaze flicked to me again, searching for something—permission, a way out, anything. But once
again, I had nothing to give. My silence, my inaction, told her everything she needed to know. This was
happening, and there was no turning back.

Her fingers trembled as she hooked them under the waistband of her pink lace panties. Slowly, she slid
them down her hips, letting them fall to the floor. And just like that, Leah was standing completely naked
in front of him.

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing, as Scott took a step back to admire her. His eyes roamed over every
inch of her body, lingering on the curves of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the way her legs trembled
slightly with a mix of nerves and arousal. She was perfect—too perfect for someone like him. The stark
contrast between her flawless beauty and his crude, ugly appearance was almost surreal, and yet, it only
seemed to fuel his desire.

“God, you’re stunning,” Scott muttered, his voice thick with lust as he stepped closer, his hands trailing
down her sides, his rough fingers leaving goosebumps in their wake. “I could look at you all day.”

Leah’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her nipples hard, her skin flushed with a mixture of fear and something
darker. I could see it now—the way her body responded to him, the way she was torn between wanting
to pull away and wanting to give in to the moment.

Scott’s hand slipped between her legs, brushing lightly over the soft skin of her inner thigh, teasing her,
testing her limits. Leah let out a small gasp, her body tensing under his touch. He smiled, clearly
enjoying the control he had over her—and over me.



“You like this, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice soft and dangerous. “You like being naked in front of
me. You like how it feels to be watched, to be touched like this.”

Leah didn’t answer, but her body spoke for her. Her breath quickened, her legs shifting slightly, and I
could see the way she was fighting against her own desires, the way she was losing that battle with
every passing second.

Scott’s hand moved higher, his fingers brushing over her slick folds, and Leah let out a soft, involuntary
moan. It was quiet, barely audible, but it was enough to make my stomach churn with a twisted mix of
jealousy and arousal.

Scott chuckled softly, clearly pleased with himself. “That’s what I thought,” he said, his fingers teasing
her for just a moment longer before he pulled away.

Without warning, he grabbed Leah by the wrist, guiding her toward the bed. She followed, her eyes still
wide with a mix of fear and arousal, her body moving as if she were in a trance. Scott wasted no time. He
pushed her gently onto the bed, her naked body sinking into the soft sheets.

I stood frozen in place as Scott climbed onto the bed with her, positioning himself between her legs. He
spread her thighs apart, his hands rough but deliberate, and I could see the anticipation in Leah’s eyes,
the way her breath hitched as she realized what was about to happen.

“Relax,” Scott said, his voice low and soothing. “I’m going to take good care of you.”

And then he leaned down, his mouth finding the slick folds of her sex. Leah’s back arched instantly, a
sharp gasp escaping her lips as Scott’s tongue flicked over her, slow and deliberate. I watched, my heart
pounding in my chest, as Scott buried his face between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs to hold
her in place as he worked.

Leah’s moans filled the room, soft at first, but growing louder with every passing second. Her body
writhed under his touch, her hands gripping the sheets as Scott’s tongue explored her most sensitive
places. I could see the way she was falling apart, piece by piece, her body responding to him in ways she
couldn’t control.

Scott’s fingers joined his mouth, slipping inside her, and Leah cried out, her hips bucking against him. He
didn’t stop. He didn’t slow down. He pushed her further, harder, his fingers and tongue working together
to bring her to the edge of pleasure.

And then, she came.

Leah’s body tensed, her back arching off the bed as a loud, guttural moan escaped her lips. Her thighs
trembled, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly that her knuckles turned white. I watched, helpless
and aroused, as Scott continued to work her through her orgasm, his tongue flicking over her clit with
practiced precision.

But he didn’t stop there.



Before Leah could even catch her breath, Scott’s fingers worked deeper, his tongue moving faster,
sending her spiraling toward another climax. She moaned again, her body shuddering with pleasure, her
breath coming in ragged gasps as Scott pushed her over the edge once more.

Her second orgasm hit her even harder than the first, her legs trembling uncontrollably as she cried out,
her head thrown back in ecstasy. Scott didn’t let up. He kept going, his mouth and fingers relentless as
he drove her to a third, even more intense orgasm.

Leah was a mess of moans and gasps, her body trembling, her chest heaving as wave after wave of
pleasure washed over her. And all I could do was watch, torn between the jealousy gnawing at my
insides and the dark, undeniable arousal that had taken hold of me.

Scott finally pulled away, his lips glistening with Leah’s wetness, a satisfied smirk on his face as he sat
back on his heels, admiring the sight of her naked, trembling body spread out before him.

“You’re amazing,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust. “Absolutely fucking amazing.”

Leah lay there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her skin flushed, her body still trembling from the
intensity of what had just happened. She looked over at me, her eyes glazed with a mix of exhaustion
and something else—something I couldn’t quite place.

Scott stood at the edge of the bed, his smirk still plastered across his face as he watched Leah catch her
breath, her body still trembling from the relentless pleasure he had given her. He stood up and without
warning, he began to strip. His stained t-shirt came off first, revealing his pale, sagging gut that jiggled
slightly as he moved. His body was everything I had come to despise—a mess of greasy skin, thick and
unkempt hair, and the remnants of a man who had long given up caring about his appearance.

He was grotesque, but as he unbuttoned his pants and let them drop to the floor, my eyes were drawn
to the one feature that stood out in stark contrast to everything else—his cock.

It was massive.

It hung between his legs, thick and veiny, an almost obscene sight against the backdrop of his otherwise
unattractive body. I couldn’t help but stare, my stomach churning with a mix of disgust and something
darker. Leah’s eyes widened as well, her gaze shifting from his cock back to me, panic flashing in her
expression. We both knew what could happen next, and the thought sent a wave of fear crashing over
me.

Scott climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Leah’s legs once again. But this time, he didn’t
go for her with his mouth. No, this time, he took his cock in his hand and slowly, deliberately, slid it
through her slick folds. Leah gasped, her body tensing instantly, her eyes locking onto mine as if pleading
for me to stop what was happening.

I couldn’t move.

Scott let out a low groan of satisfaction as he continued to slide his cock along her folds, coating it in her
wetness, teasing her in the cruelest way possible. His cock was so close to entering her—just a shift of



his hips, and it would be done. I could see it in his face, in the way he looked down at her, in the way he
enjoyed the power he held over both of us.

Leah’s breath came in short, shallow gasps, her body rigid with a mixture of fear and residual arousal.
She was on edge, her body still responding to his touch even as her mind screamed against it. And I—
God help me—felt the same panic rising inside me. This was too far. This was not what we had agreed
to. But I still couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. I was frozen in place, trapped in the dark web of my own
desires and shame.

Scott’s cock slid over her clit, and Leah’s body arched involuntarily, a moan escaping her lips despite the
fear in her eyes. He chuckled softly, clearly enjoying how he was pushing both of us to the brink.

“You like that, don’t you?” he muttered, his voice low and dangerous as he continued to tease her. “I bet
you’re just dying to know what it would feel like, huh? To have me inside you, stretching you out.”

Leah’s eyes darted back to mine, wide with panic, pleading for me to say something, to stop this before
it went any further. My heart pounded in my chest, my throat tight, but I was still frozen, helpless to stop
what was happening.

Scott’s cock pressed against her entrance now, poised to push inside, and I felt my stomach drop. This
was it. He was going to do it. He was going to push too far, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

But just when I thought all was lost, Scott pulled back, his cock slipping away from her entrance as he let
out a low, mocking laugh. “Relax, sweetheart,” he said, his voice dripping with smug satisfaction. “I’m
not going to fuck you. Not today.”

Leah let out a shaky breath, her body relaxing slightly, but the tension between us all remained thick,
heavy in the air. Scott leaned back, his hand still gripping his cock as he looked down at her.

“But you can take care of me with that pretty mouth of yours,” he said, his tone commanding but casual,
as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Leah’s eyes widened again, her chest rising and falling rapidly as the panic returned. She looked at me,
her gaze full of uncertainty, fear, and something darker—something that mirrored my own twisted
emotions. I could see the conflict in her eyes, the way her body was betraying her, the way she was
fighting against the arousal that still lingered from the orgasms Scott had given her.

Scott didn’t wait for a response. He reached down, gripping her hair gently but firmly, guiding her
toward him. “Come on, Leah,” he murmured, his voice low and coaxing. “You know what to do.”

Leah hesitated for a moment, her eyes still locked on mine, silently asking me what I wanted her to do. I
couldn’t answer. My mouth was dry, my throat tight, and all I could do was watch as she slowly moved
toward him, her body trembling with fear and something more.

Scott’s cock hovered in front of her face now, slick with her wetness, thick and intimidating. Leah’s lips
parted slightly, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she reached up, her hand wrapping around the
base of his massive cock. Her fingers barely made it around, and I could see the way she struggled with
the size of him, the way her body tensed as she brought her lips closer.



And then, with a soft, reluctant moan, Leah took him into her mouth.

Scott groaned, his head falling back as he guided her with his hand, his hips shifting slightly as she began
to work him. I watched, my heart racing, my stomach churning with a mix of jealousy, shame, and a
sickening arousal I couldn’t deny.

Leah’s mouth moved over him slowly, her lips stretched wide as she struggled to take him deeper. Her
hand stroked what she couldn’t fit, and I could see the way her body trembled as she adjusted to the
size of him, the way her breath came in short, ragged gasps as she worked to please him.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his hand tightening in her hair as he thrust slightly into her mouth, pushing
her to take more of him. “That’s it, sweetheart,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’re
doing so fucking good.”

Leah gagged slightly, her body jerking as Scott pushed himself deeper, but she didn’t pull away. She kept
going, her mouth working over him with reluctant precision, her hand stroking him faster as she
adjusted to the rhythm.

I stood there, helpless and aroused, watching as Scott claimed another part of her, pushing both of us
further into this twisted dynamic. And all I could do was watch.

Scott’s eyes flickered up from Leah to meet mine, and that infuriating smirk crept back onto his face. He
knew exactly what was happening—he could feel the shift, not just in Leah’s body but in mine too. His
gaze locked onto me, filled with the smug satisfaction of someone who had complete control of the
situation. It was almost as if he could see every twisted emotion running through me: the jealousy, the
shame, and the undeniable arousal.

Leah had started slow, hesitant, but as Scott’s groans grew louder, something changed. I could see the
way her body responded, the way her fingers gripped him a little tighter, her movements becoming
more confident. She was getting into it, letting herself go as her mouth worked over him with more
purpose. Her eyes were closed now, her focus entirely on the massive cock between her lips, as if she
were trying to forget I was even in the room.

Scott moaned again, his hips shifting slightly as Leah took him deeper, her hand stroking what she
couldn’t fit in her mouth. “That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice low and breathless. “I knew
you had it in you.”

Then, without warning, he turned his attention back to me, his smirk widening as Leah continued to
work him with her mouth. “You see this, Brian?” he asked, his voice dripping with amusement. “She’s
really getting into it now. Looks like I’m not the only one enjoying this.”

I clenched my fists at my sides, every muscle in my body tense. The shame burned through me like fire,
but so did something else—a sick, twisted arousal that I couldn’t shake. Scott could see it. He knew it.
And he was going to make sure I couldn’t deny it.



“You like watching her, don’t you?” he continued, his voice mocking as he thrust gently into Leah’s
mouth, making her gag slightly before she adjusted again. “You like seeing her on her knees for me,
taking care of me like this. Hell, she’s better at this than I even imagined.”

Leah’s head bobbed a little faster now, her hands gripping his thighs for balance as she took more of him
into her mouth, her lips stretched wide around his cock. I could hear the wet sounds of her sucking, the
way her breath came in shallow gasps as she worked him, and my pulse quickened in response. Every
time she pulled back for air, her lips were slick with saliva, glistening as they wrapped around him again.

Scott’s hand tightened in her hair, guiding her movements as he looked down at her, then back at me.
“You’re hard right now, aren’t you?” he said, his tone teasing, almost playful. “You can’t help it. Watching
your wife like this… it’s turning you on, just like it did before.”

My stomach twisted, the shame gnawing at me from the inside out. He was right. I could feel the
pressure building inside me, the painful arousal that I hated myself for feeling. I couldn’t look away. I
couldn’t stop watching as Leah pleasured him, as her body moved in rhythm with his, her mouth and
hands working together to push him closer and closer to the edge.

Scott groaned again, his hips bucking slightly as Leah took him even deeper, her eyes squeezed shut, her
face flushed. “She’s so fucking good at this,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Better than I
even imagined. And you, Brian—you’re just standing there, watching, letting it happen.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, my heart pounding in my chest as I watched Leah continue, her pace
quickening, her body clearly responding to the situation in ways that mirrored my own conflicted
emotions. She was lost in it now, completely focused on giving Scott pleasure, her mouth working over
him with more confidence than before.

Scott let out another groan, his fingers tangling in her hair as he thrust deeper into her mouth, his eyes
still locked on mine. “Look at her, Brian,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Look at how much
she’s enjoying this. She loves it, and you love watching her. Admit it.”

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him to stop. But I couldn’t. The truth was, I
couldn’t tear my eyes away from Leah, from the way her body moved, from the way her lips wrapped
around Scott’s cock. I hated that I was aroused. I hated that I couldn’t stop watching. And Scott knew it.

“Don’t worry, Brian,” Scott said with a laugh, his voice dripping with smug satisfaction. “You’re not the
only one enjoying the show. She’s loving this too. I can feel it.”

Leah moaned softly around him, her body shifting slightly as Scott guided her movements, his cock
sliding in and out of her mouth with practiced ease. Her lips were swollen now, slick with saliva, her
hand stroking him faster as she took him deeper, her eyes still closed, lost in the moment.

“God, you’re such a good girl,” Scott groaned, his hand tightening in her hair as his hips bucked into her
mouth. “Taking me so well. You love this, don’t you?”

Leah’s only response was another soft moan, her body arching slightly as she worked him harder, her
hand moving faster along his length. I could see the way her chest heaved with every breath, the way



her body trembled slightly with the effort, but she didn’t stop. She kept going, lost in the rhythm of it,
her arousal building along with Scott’s.

Scott let out a low, guttural groan, his head falling back as Leah took him even deeper, her mouth and
hands working together to push him closer to the edge. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” he muttered, his
voice thick with pleasure. “Better than I even imagined.”

And all I could do was watch, helpless and aroused, as Leah continued to pleasure him, as Scott teased
me with every word, knowing exactly how far he had pushed us both—and how much further he could
go.

Scott’s eyes never left mine as he continued to thrust gently into Leah’s mouth, his smirk widening as he
saw the conflict and shame that had taken hold of me. Leah, lost in the act, was focused entirely on her
task, her lips glistening with saliva, her breath coming in ragged gasps every time she pulled back to
catch her breath. But I couldn’t stop staring at her. And Scott knew it.

He slowed his movements slightly, his hand still tangled in Leah’s hair as he leaned back, his cock slick
and swollen between her lips. “Why don’t you show her, Brian?” he said, his voice low and mocking.
“Show her how much you’re enjoying this. You can’t hide it, can you?”

My heart raced, my pulse pounding in my ears as his words hung in the air. Leah moaned softly around
him, oblivious to the tension between us, but I could see her body shifting slightly, her free hand
disappearing between her legs. She was touching herself. My stomach twisted, watching as her hand
moved in slow circles, rubbing her own clit while she continued to pleasure Scott with her mouth.

Scott noticed it too, his smirk deepening as he looked down at her, then back at me. “Look at that,” he
murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “She’s getting herself off while she sucks my cock. And
you’re just standing there, pretending you don’t want to be part of this.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, every muscle in my body tense as I stood there, rooted to the spot.
Scott’s eyes narrowed, his gaze challenging. “Come on, Brian,” he said, his tone coaxing but laced with
cruelty. “Pull it out. Let her see how hard you are. Let her know you’re just as into this as she is.”

Leah’s moans were growing louder now, muffled by Scott’s cock in her mouth, but I could see the way
her hips were moving in time with her hand, her body reacting to the mix of pleasure and the sound of
Scott’s voice teasing me.

I wanted to resist. I wanted to tell him to stop, to put an end to this before it went any further. But my
body betrayed me. My hands shook slightly as I reached down, unbuttoning my pants with trembling
fingers. My breath was shallow, ragged, as I pulled down my zipper and freed my own cock, which was
painfully hard, straining against the fabric of my boxers.

Scott let out a low chuckle, clearly pleased with himself as I revealed the truth he already knew. “There it
is,” he said, his voice thick with amusement. “You’re just as turned on as she is.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open for a brief moment, catching a glimpse of me, my cock now exposed, standing
there in front of her. Her gaze flickered with something—surprise, maybe—but there was no hesitation



in her movements. Her mouth continued to work over Scott’s cock, her free hand still rubbing herself as
her body trembled with the intensity of her arousal.

Scott groaned, his head falling back slightly as he thrust a little deeper into Leah’s mouth, his grip on her
hair tightening. “She’s loving this, Brian,” he said, his voice low and breathless. “Listen to her. She’s
getting herself off while she hears me tease you. She loves knowing you’re watching.”

Leah moaned again, louder this time, her body arching slightly as she rubbed her clit faster, her hips
moving in rhythm with Scott’s cock. I could see the slick wetness between her legs, her arousal glistening
in the soft light of the room. My chest tightened, a knot of jealousy and desire forming deep inside me,
but I couldn’t look away.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his hips moving in time with Leah’s mouth as he thrust deeper, his fingers
still tangled in her hair. “She knows what you want, Brian,” he muttered, his voice hoarse. “She knows
exactly how much this turns you on. And she loves it.”

Leah’s body trembled, her free hand moving faster between her legs, her moans growing more frantic as
she pleasured herself while giving Scott what he wanted. Her mouth worked over him with increasing
intensity, her lips slick with saliva, her hand stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. She was lost in it
now, consumed by the pleasure coursing through her body, her hips bucking slightly as she neared the
edge.

Scott’s eyes met mine again, that same smug, infuriating smirk on his face. “Look at her, Brian,” he said,
his voice soft but commanding. “Look at how much she’s enjoying this. She’s going to cum, just from
hearing me tease you.”

Leah moaned again, her body arching off the bed, her fingers moving faster over her clit as she worked
Scott’s cock harder, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. I could see the tension building in her
body, the way her muscles tightened, the way her moans grew louder, more desperate.

And then, with one final thrust of her hips, Leah came.

Her body shuddered, her legs trembling as a loud, guttural moan escaped her lips, muffled by Scott’s
cock in her mouth. Her hand worked frantically between her legs, her fingers rubbing her clit as the
waves of pleasure crashed over her. She gasped for air, her chest heaving, her body trembling as she
rode out the intense orgasm that had overtaken her.

Scott groaned loudly, his hips bucking into her mouth as he watched her fall apart, his cock twitching
between her lips. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice thick with arousal. “She’s incredible.”

Leah’s body relaxed slightly, her moans softening as she caught her breath, but she didn’t stop. Her hand
continued to move between her legs, and her mouth kept working over Scott’s cock, as if she couldn’t
help herself, as if the pleasure wasn’t enough to satisfy the hunger that had consumed her.

Scott’s smirk deepened as he looked down at her, then back at me. “You see, Brian?” he said, his voice
low and teasing. “She loves this. She loves knowing you’re hard, knowing you’re watching her give me
what I want. And she’s not done yet.”



And all I could do was stand there, my cock painfully hard, watching as my wife gave herself over
completely to the moment—to Scott, to her own desires—while he continued to tease me, knowing he
had both of us exactly where he wanted.

Leah’s moans were growing louder again, her body betraying her once more as she continued to
pleasure Scott with her mouth. Her hand moved rapidly between her legs, fingers slick with her own
arousal as she worked her clit faster and faster. I could see the tension building in her body, the way her
hips bucked against her own hand, the way her breath came in shallow, desperate gasps.

Scott groaned, his hand tightening in Leah’s hair as he thrust deeper into her mouth, his cock swelling as
he neared his climax. “Fuck, Leah,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust. “You’re so fucking good at this.
I’m close.”

Leah’s response was another muffled moan, her lips tightening around him as she took him even
deeper, her hand stroking him in perfect rhythm with her mouth. Her body was trembling, on the edge
of another orgasm, her hips grinding against her own fingers as she pleasured herself and Scott at the
same time.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his hips bucking into Leah’s mouth as his cock pulsed, the tension in his body
unmistakable. “Here it comes,” he muttered, his voice hoarse and breathless. “Get ready, sweetheart.”

And then, in one final thrust, Scott came.

Leah’s eyes widened as the first hot burst of his release filled her mouth, her body shuddering as she felt
the sheer volume of it. Scott groaned loudly, his head falling back, his body shaking with pleasure as he
emptied himself into her mouth, his cock twitching with every pulse.

But it didn’t stop.

Another burst, then another, filled Leah’s mouth, her cheeks bulging as she struggled to swallow, her
eyes wide with shock at the sheer amount of his climax. Scott groaned again, his hips thrusting slightly as
he continued to cum, his hand still tangled in Leah’s hair, holding her in place as he filled her with his
release.

Leah’s moans turned desperate, her own body shaking as her hand moved frantically between her legs.
She was close—so close—and the intensity of Scott’s climax, the heat and thickness of it, pushed her
over the edge. Her body tensed, her back arching off the bed as a loud, muffled cry escaped her lips.

She came again.

Her legs trembled, her hips grinding against her hand as the second orgasm overtook her, her body
convulsing with pleasure as she rode out the waves of ecstasy that crashed over her. Her mouth was still
full of Scott, still working him as he continued to pulse, his climax seemingly endless.

Scott groaned once more, his body finally relaxing as the last of his release spilled into Leah’s mouth. He
looked down at her, his chest heaving, a satisfied grin on his face as he took in the sight of her—my wife,
on her knees, her mouth still full of him, her body trembling with the aftermath of her own orgasm.



Leah pulled back slightly, gasping for air as she swallowed, her eyes wide with disbelief at the sheer
volume of what she had just taken. Her lips were slick with saliva and his release, her chest rising and
falling rapidly as she caught her breath, her hand still between her legs, her body trembling from the
intensity of what had just happened.

Scott chuckled softly, running a hand through his messy hair as he looked down at her. “Jesus, Leah,” he
muttered, his voice low and thick with satisfaction. “That was incredible.”

Leah’s only response was a soft, breathless moan as she slumped back onto the bed, her body spent, her
chest still heaving as she lay there, dazed and overwhelmed by the intensity of the moment.

Scott looked over at me, his smirk returning as he took in the sight of me, still standing there, my own
cock hard, watching everything unfold. “You see that, Brian?” he said, his voice teasing. “She’s full of me,
and she loved every second of it.”

I couldn’t respond. My throat was tight, my mind racing, torn between the jealousy gnawing at my
insides and the dark, undeniable arousal that still gripped me. All I could do was stand there, watching as
my wife lay spent and satisfied, still trembling from the aftershocks of her own pleasure, amazed at what
had just unfolded between us all.

Scott stood up from the bed, his cocky grin still plastered across his face as he pulled on his clothes, his
body language relaxed and satisfied. He glanced down at Leah, still lying on the bed, her body trembling
slightly in the afterglow of everything that had just happened. Then his eyes flicked over to me, that
same smug look in his eyes.

“Well, I think my work here is done,” he said with a chuckle, adjusting his jeans. “I’ll leave you two to…
sort things out.” He gave me a knowing look, as if he knew exactly what would happen next.

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. My heart was pounding in my chest, my mind still reeling from what I had
just witnessed. Leah, my wife, had been utterly consumed by the moment, lost in the pleasure Scott had
given her. And I—I had watched it all, powerless to stop it, aroused by it, hating myself for it, but unable
to deny what it stirred inside me.

Scott gave one last smirk before he turned and made his way out of the room, his footsteps echoing
down the hallway. The door clicked shut behind him, and the room was suddenly quiet, save for the
sound of Leah’s ragged breathing.

For a moment, I just stood there, staring at her, my mind racing. Leah lay sprawled on the bed, her naked
body glistening with sweat, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her hair
was messy, her lips still slick with a mix of saliva and Scott’s release. She looked up at me, her eyes wide
with uncertainty, and I could see the hesitation in her gaze—the fear, the guilt, the confusion.

I took a step toward her, my heart pounding in my chest. Leah opened her mouth as if to say something,
but no words came out. She just stared at me, her expression torn between shame and vulnerability.

“Brian…” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I—I don’t know…”



She trailed off, her gaze dropping to the bed, and I could see the way her body tensed. She hesitated,
her lips parting slightly as if she was about to apologize, but before she could say anything else, I was on
her.

My mouth was on hers, urgent and demanding, before she could even process what was happening.
Leah gasped against my lips, her body freezing for a brief moment, and I could taste the faint bitterness
of Scott’s release still lingering on her lips, but I didn’t care. I didn’t hesitate. I kissed her harder, my
hands sliding over her naked body, pulling her closer, needing to feel her, needing to claim her after
everything that had just happened.

Leah moaned softly against my mouth, her body slowly relaxing into mine as her arms wrapped around
my neck, pulling me closer. I could feel the hesitation still lingering in her movements, the conflict she
felt about what she had just done, but the moment my tongue slipped past her lips, something changed.
She melted into me, her body responding instinctively, and any trace of reluctance vanished.

I could taste him, faint but undeniable, but the twisted part of me—the part I had been wrestling with
for so long—was ignited by it. Leah moaned into my mouth, her body arching against me, and I felt her
hands moving over my back, pulling me down onto the bed with her.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My need for her, for this, was overwhelming. I kissed her deeper, my hands
roaming over her naked body, feeling every inch of her soft skin, every curve, every tremble of her
muscles. Leah’s body was warm, flushed with the remnants of her pleasure, and I could feel the heat
radiating off her as I pressed her into the bed, my own arousal painfully hard.

“Brian,” she gasped against my lips, her hands tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer. “Please…”

Her voice was breathless, desperate, and I could feel the same need in her that was consuming me. Any
hesitation she had felt before was gone now, replaced by raw, primal desire. She wanted this just as
much as I did.

I kissed her neck, my hands sliding down her body, cupping her breasts, feeling her nipples harden under
my touch. Leah moaned, her hips bucking up against mine, her legs spreading slightly as she pulled me
closer, her body begging for more. I could feel the slick heat between her legs, her wetness coating her
inner thighs as she writhed beneath me, already so ready, so needy.

I kissed my way down her body, my hands gripping her hips as I positioned myself between her legs, my
mouth finding her breasts, sucking her nipples into my mouth. Leah gasped, her back arching off the
bed, her hands gripping the sheets as I teased her with my tongue, biting gently, making her squirm.

“Brian,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “I need you.”

I couldn’t wait any longer. My own need for her was overwhelming, consuming me, and I positioned
myself between her legs, my cock throbbing with arousal as I pressed it against her slick entrance.

Leah gasped, her eyes flying open as she felt me there, and I looked down at her, my heart pounding in
my chest. She stared up at me, her eyes wide and filled with a mix of emotions—desire, guilt,
vulnerability—but I could see the hunger in them, the need that mirrored my own.



“Please,” she whispered, her voice soft and trembling. “I need you.”

I thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely, and Leah cried out, her hands flying to my
shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as her body arched off the bed, pressing against me.

It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. The intensity, the heat, the raw, unfiltered passion between us
was overwhelming. Leah’s body trembled beneath mine, her legs wrapping around my waist as I began
to move, slow at first, savoring the way her body responded to every thrust, the way she moaned, the
way her nails raked down my back.

I kissed her again, my mouth crashing against hers as our bodies moved in perfect rhythm, each thrust
pushing us closer to the edge. Leah’s moans filled the room, soft and breathless, her body trembling
beneath mine as I drove into her, deeper, harder, our need for each other consuming us both.

“Brian,” she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders, her legs tightening around me. “Oh God, don’t
stop.”

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I was lost in the moment, lost in her, in the heat and the pleasure and the
overwhelming need to make her mine again, to remind her that she was still mine, even after everything
that had just happened.

Leah’s body tensed, her back arching off the bed as she cried out, her nails digging into my skin as her
orgasm ripped through her, her body trembling and shaking beneath mine. I could feel the tightness
around me, the way her body clenched, and it pushed me over the edge.

I thrust into her one last time, burying myself deep inside her as I came, my body shuddering with the
intensity of my release. Leah moaned softly, her arms wrapping around me, pulling me closer as we both
collapsed onto the bed, breathless, trembling, spent.

We lay there for a long moment, our bodies entwined, our breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. I could
feel the sweat on our skin, the warmth of her body pressed against mine, and I knew—despite
everything that had happened, despite the twisted, complicated emotions that had brought us to this
moment—this was the best sex we had ever had.

I kissed her again, softer this time, my lips brushing against hers as she sighed, her body relaxing into
mine. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to. In that moment, we understood each other in a way we never
had before. And whatever came next—whatever the future held for us—we would face it together.

The room was filled with the sound of our heavy breathing, the aftermath of everything that had just
unfolded still hanging in the air like a thick, unspoken tension. I could feel Leah’s body pressed against
mine, warm and trembling, her fingers resting lightly on my chest. My own heart was still racing, the
adrenaline slowly ebbing away, but my mind was a storm of emotions—desire, confusion, guilt, and
something darker that I didn’t want to name.

I could sense the shift in Leah too. The way her body had softened against me after we made love had
changed. She was still there, her leg draped over mine, but her breathing had steadied, and I could feel
the distance creeping in between us. We lay in silence for a long time, neither of us willing to break it.
The weight of what had just happened, of everything we had allowed to happen, pressed down on us.



I didn’t know where to start. How could I possibly put into words the whirlwind of emotions I was
feeling? I glanced over at her, at the curve of her bare shoulder, the messy strands of blonde hair that
framed her face. She was staring at the ceiling, her expression unreadable, her lips slightly parted as if
she wanted to speak but couldn’t find the words.

Finally, I cleared my throat, my voice sounding more hoarse than I intended. “Leah... we should talk.”

She didn’t move for a moment, but then she nodded slowly, her lips pressing together tightly. “Yeah,”
she whispered, her voice soft, almost too quiet to hear. “We probably should.”

The silence stretched between us again, thick and suffocating. I didn’t know where to begin, and it
seemed like she didn’t either. Everything that had happened with Scott had pushed us into unfamiliar
territory, a place we never thought we’d go, and now we were left trying to piece together what it all
meant.

I shifted slightly, propping myself up on my elbow to look at her. “Are you... okay?” I asked hesitantly,
knowing it was a loaded question but not knowing how else to start.

Leah closed her eyes for a brief moment before turning her head to look at me. “I don’t know,” she
admitted, her voice shaky. “I don’t even know what to think right now, Brian. That was... intense.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “Yeah, it was.”

We both fell silent again, the weight of the truth hanging between us. It had been more than just
intense—it had been something that neither of us had expected, something we couldn’t fully
comprehend. I could still feel the taste of Scott on my lips from when I kissed her, the heat of her body,
the way she had responded to him and to me. And I hated how much it had affected me, how much it
had turned me on, even now.

“I didn’t... I didn’t expect it to be like that,” Leah said after a long pause, her voice barely above a
whisper. “I mean, I never thought I would... react like that.”

I swallowed hard, trying to find the right words. “Leah, I don’t think either of us expected it to go that
far. It just... happened.”

Her eyes flicked back to the ceiling, and she let out a shaky breath. “I’m still trying to process it. What I
did... what we did. I don’t even know how to feel about it.”

Her words echoed what I was feeling deep inside. A knot of guilt and confusion twisted in my gut. I
didn’t know how to feel about it either. Part of me had wanted to stop it—had wanted to pull her away
from Scott the moment it started—but the other part of me... the part I didn’t want to admit existed,
had been utterly consumed by the sight of her, by the sounds of her pleasure, by the twisted dynamic
that had played out before my eyes.

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “Leah, I don’t know if I can explain it either. Watching you with
him... I felt so many things. I was jealous, I was angry, and... I was aroused.” I winced as I said it, knowing



how it would sound, but it was the truth. I had to be honest with her, even if it made things more
difficult.

Leah’s breath hitched slightly, and she turned her head to look at me again, her blue eyes filled with
uncertainty. “You were?”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I hate that I felt that way, but I did. Seeing you like that... it did something to me.
And I don’t know what to do with that.”

Leah was quiet for a long moment, her eyes searching mine as if she was trying to find the same answers
I was. “I... I don’t know what to do with it either, Brian. I mean, when it started, I was scared. I thought
we were crossing a line we couldn’t come back from, but then...” She trailed off, her face flushing with
embarrassment. “Then, I just... let go. And that scares me.”

I reached out and took her hand, squeezing it gently. “Leah, I’m scared too. But we can’t pretend it
didn’t happen. We can’t just bury it.”

She squeezed my hand back, her grip tightening as she looked away again. “I know. But what does it
mean, Brian? What does it mean for us? For... everything?”

Her question hung in the air, and I had no answer. I didn’t know what it meant. All I knew was that we
had crossed a boundary, a line that we had once thought was impossible to even approach, and now we
were left standing on the other side, unsure of where to go from here.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly, my voice thick with emotion. “But we’ll figure it out. Together.”

Leah sighed softly, her body relaxing slightly as she leaned into me, her head resting against my chest. “I
hope so,” she whispered. “Because I don’t want this to change us, Brian. I don’t want to lose what we
have.”

I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her close, and kissed the top of her head. “We won’t,” I promised,
though I wasn’t sure if I believed it. “We’ll figure it out.”

But even as I said the words, the uncertainty lingered, the unanswered questions still swirling in my
mind. What had happened between us and Scott had changed something—something fundamental—
and I wasn’t sure if we could ever go back to the way things were.

Leah lay quietly against me, her body softening as the silence stretched on. I could feel her heartbeat
slowing, her breathing evening out, but there was still a tension there, an undercurrent that hadn’t been
resolved. I could sense the way her mind was still turning, replaying everything that had happened,
struggling to make sense of it. I was doing the same.

Finally, she shifted slightly in my arms, her voice barely a whisper. “Brian, I feel... guilty.”

Her words sent a chill through me, but I wasn’t surprised. I’d felt it too, though there was more to what I
was feeling, a confusing mix of emotions I wasn’t ready to fully admit yet. I turned to face her, my arm
still draped over her body. “Guilty?” I asked softly, encouraging her to continue.



Leah hesitated, her eyes avoiding mine as she stared at the ceiling. “What I did... with him,” she started,
her voice shaky. “I mean, I let him... I wanted him... God, I let that happen with someone like Scott.” She
swallowed hard, her expression tightening with disgust. “He’s so... repulsive. And I couldn’t stop myself.”

Her voice broke on the last word, and I could hear the shame she was holding back, the guilt that
weighed heavily on her. I knew how she felt—Scott wasn’t just any man. He was crude, overweight, and
physically everything we’d both considered unattractive. His confidence was misplaced, his body
unkempt, and yet... I’d watched her give in to him, and I hadn’t stopped it. I’d wanted to, but I couldn’t. I
was too wrapped up in my own twisted emotions.

Leah turned to face me, her eyes filled with uncertainty and regret. “What kind of person am I to... to
want that? To want someone like him?” She let out a shaky breath, her hands clutching the sheets
between us. “I feel so ashamed, Brian. I let him do things to me, things I never thought I’d let happen.
And it wasn’t just that I let him. I... I enjoyed it.”

Her confession hit me like a punch to the gut, but it wasn’t because I was angry with her. I wasn’t. I’d
seen the same conflict in her that I’d felt in myself. I understood. More than I wanted to admit, I
understood.

“Leah,” I began, my voice soft but steady. “I get it. I... I felt it too.” I looked away for a moment, gathering
the courage to say what I knew would sound so twisted. “And the fact that it was Scott—someone so, I
don’t know, ugly—it made it more intense. More arousing.”

Her eyes widened slightly, her brow furrowing in confusion. “You’re saying... you liked that it was him?”

I nodded, feeling the shame burn in my chest. “Yeah, I did. As messed up as it sounds, it wasn’t just that
you were with another man. It was the fact that he’s... well, Scott. I hated that he was in control, that he
was so confident, so... so disgusting, but that’s what made it even more intense for me. Watching you
give yourself to someone like him—it did something to me.”

Leah stared at me, her expression unreadable as she processed my words. I couldn’t tell if she was
shocked, disgusted, or something else. But I had to keep going, had to be honest.

“I think part of it was the fact that he’s the opposite of everything we’ve ever found attractive,” I
continued, my voice low. “He’s crude, arrogant, and physically... well, you know. But watching you
surrender to him, seeing the way your body responded, even though he’s someone you would never
choose in any other situation—it was like it amplified everything for me. It was wrong, but it turned me
on even more.”

Leah bit her lip, her eyes darting to the side as she took in my confession. “I don’t understand it,” she
said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I mean, I know I felt it too. That pull, that desire, even
though I hated what he looked like, how he acted. It just... overwhelmed me.”

I nodded again, feeling the tension between us ease slightly as we both admitted the truth. “Exactly. It
wasn’t just about the physical stuff. It was the power dynamic. Scott was disgusting, but he had control.
He made us both feel something we didn’t expect. And, as much as I hate to say it, that made it hotter.”



Leah closed her eyes, taking a deep breath as she leaned back against the pillows. “But how can I feel
okay about that, Brian?” she asked, her voice shaking slightly. “How can I be okay with the fact that I let
someone like Scott do that to me—and that I enjoyed it?”

I reached for her hand, squeezing it gently. “Because we’re human, Leah. We’re complex. And
sometimes, we feel things that don’t make sense. Things that are confusing, that challenge what we
thought we knew about ourselves. It doesn’t mean you’re a bad person. It doesn’t mean you wanted
Scott in any real way. It just means that in that moment, we both got caught up in something we didn’t
expect.”

Leah turned her head toward me, her blue eyes filled with emotion. “But I let him... I let him touch me,
Brian. I let him use me.”

“And I watched,” I admitted, my voice thick with emotion. “I didn’t stop it because I was just as caught
up in it as you were. Maybe even more. I couldn’t stop thinking about how wrong it was—and that’s
what made it so intense.”

Leah’s expression softened slightly as she listened, her fingers tightening around mine. “So... what do we
do now?”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “But what I do know is that we
can’t bury this. We have to be honest with each other about how it made us feel. Even if it’s
uncomfortable. Even if we don’t fully understand it yet.”

Leah nodded slowly, her lips pressing together as she absorbed my words. “I guess... I guess we’ll just
have to figure it out as we go.”

I leaned down and kissed her gently, feeling the weight of the moment settle over us both. “Yeah,” I
murmured against her lips. “Together.”

We lay there in the quiet, the aftermath of what had happened still hanging in the air, but now it felt
different. The guilt was still there, but it wasn’t as sharp. We were starting to understand what had
happened, even if we didn’t have all the answers yet.

And for now, that was enough.

It had been two weeks since that afternoon with Scott, and things had slowly returned to normal. Leah
and I had settled back into our routine—work, dinners together, and the quiet, familiar moments we
shared as a couple. We hadn’t seen Scott since that day. His work truck came and went late at night, and
I assumed he’d been busy with some out-of-town job. The days passed uneventfully, and we didn’t talk
much about what had happened. It lingered in the air between us, but we both seemed to agree,
without saying it, that it was better left unsaid for now.

Then, one weekend, the weather warmed up unexpectedly. It was the perfect day to spend by the pool,
so Leah poured herself a drink and grabbed a lounge chair outside while I offered to grab the mail. She
had already slipped into a bikini and was stretching out under the sun, looking completely relaxed.



As I made my way down the driveway to the mailbox, I saw Scott coming up in his truck. My stomach
tightened at the sight of him. I hadn’t expected to run into him, not today, not like this. But there he
was, pulling up casually, wearing that same cocky smirk on his face. He parked his truck next to the curb,
and I could feel my pulse quicken as he got out and approached me.

“Hey, Brian,” Scott called out, his voice as easygoing as ever. “Haven’t seen you around much lately.”

I forced a smile, feeling the tension creep into my shoulders. “Yeah, been busy. Same with you, I guess?”

“Yeah, been out of town on a big job,” Scott replied, leaning against the mailbox post. “But I’m back
now. Thought I’d catch up with you. How’s everything?”

I nodded, trying to keep things casual. “Good. Just, you know... getting back to normal.”

Scott raised an eyebrow, his smirk widening. “Normal, huh?” He let the word hang in the air for a
moment, as if there was something more he wanted to say but was waiting for me to acknowledge it.

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling like I was being pulled back into something I wasn’t ready for. “Yeah,
normal.”

Scott’s eyes flicked over to the house, and I knew exactly what he was thinking. “Leah around?”

“She’s out by the pool,” I said, instantly regretting it the moment the words left my mouth.

Scott’s smirk deepened. “Pool, huh? Sounds nice. You inviting me over, or should I just crash the party?”

There was that familiar pull again, that mix of anxiety and curiosity that I couldn’t shake. I opened my
mouth to respond, but Scott cut me off, stepping closer.

“Come on, Brian,” he said, his voice low and coaxing. “Let’s not pretend you’re not thinking about it.
Why don’t I come by, have a drink? It’ll be like old times.”

I hesitated, my mind racing. I should say no. I should turn him down and walk back to the house. But
there was a part of me—a part I didn’t want to acknowledge—that was already thinking about what
might happen if Scott came over. Leah was out there, laying in the sun, her body glistening in that tiny
bikini... and Scott knew it.

I swallowed hard, feeling the knot in my throat. “Alright,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended. “Come
over. We’re just hanging out by the pool.”

Scott grinned, clapping me on the shoulder. “That’s more like it.”

As we walked back toward the house, my mind was already spinning, unsure of what I had just agreed
to.

Scott followed me back to the house, his confident stride and casual demeanor making it clear he knew
exactly what he was walking into. I felt the familiar knot of tension tightening in my chest as I led him



through the gate to the backyard. Leah was still lying on the lounge chair, her eyes closed, completely
unaware of what was about to happen.

The sun glistened off her skin, the bikini she wore barely covering the curves of her body. She had her
drink resting next to her, the ice cubes melting slowly in the warmth of the day. I hesitated for a
moment, wondering if I should give her a heads-up, but before I could say anything, Scott stepped past
me and made his way over to where she lay.

“Hey, Leah,” he called out, his voice casual but with that underlying tone that always set me on edge.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, and she blinked up at Scott, clearly surprised to see him standing there. She
sat up slightly, adjusting her sunglasses, her expression somewhere between confusion and curiosity.
“Scott?” she asked, her voice a little shaky. “What are you doing here?”

He shrugged, completely at ease. “Ran into Brian at the mailbox. Thought I’d come by and say hi. Looks
like I came at the right time.”

Leah glanced over at me, her eyes wide, searching for an explanation. I shifted uncomfortably, rubbing
the back of my neck. “Uh, yeah. I figured it was fine if he joined us.”

She hesitated for a moment, but then nodded slowly, trying to maintain her composure. “Okay, sure.”

Scott wasted no time making himself at home. He pulled up a chair next to Leah, leaning back as if he
owned the place. I stood awkwardly by the pool, feeling out of place, while Scott settled in, his eyes
roaming over Leah’s body in that way that made my stomach twist with both jealousy and something
darker.

“You look great, Leah,” Scott said, his tone casual but with that unmistakable edge of something more.
“Hope you don’t mind me crashing your little pool day.”

Leah glanced over at me again, her face flushed, but she smiled politely. “It’s fine. We were just
relaxing.”

Scott chuckled softly, reaching for the drink she had set down. “Relaxing, huh? Looks like you’ve got the
right idea.” He took a sip from her glass without asking, his eyes never leaving hers. I could feel the
tension building between them, that same tension that had been there before, the one I thought we
had left behind.

I sat down across from them, trying to act normal, but the unease gnawed at me. Scott was already
slipping into his usual role, taking control of the situation in the way he always did. Leah was nervous, I
could tell, but there was something else in her body language—something hesitant, but not entirely
resistant.

Scott leaned back in his chair, his eyes drifting down her body again. “You’ve been working on that tan,”
he said with a grin. “Looks good on you.”

Leah’s blush deepened, and she shifted slightly in her seat, crossing her legs. “Thanks,” she muttered,
her voice barely audible.



I could see the way Scott was sizing her up, his confidence growing with every second. He knew exactly
what he was doing, and I could feel myself getting caught up in it again, that familiar mixture of dread
and arousal stirring inside me. It was happening again, right in front of me.

“Why don’t you grab us some more drinks, Brian?” Scott said, his tone light but commanding. “I think
Leah and I could use a little refreshment.”

I hesitated, glancing at Leah. She looked at me, her expression unreadable, but I could see the flicker of
something in her eyes—something she wasn’t sure how to express. Part of me wanted to refuse, to
stand my ground, but the other part of me—the part that had let Scott back into our lives—found itself
nodding along.

“Yeah, sure. I’ll be right back,” I said, my voice tight as I stood up and headed inside.

As I made my way to the kitchen, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had just set something in motion that
I couldn’t stop. Scott was already making himself at home, and I knew it was only a matter of time
before things escalated again. The question was—how far would it go this time?

I stood in the kitchen, staring blankly at the fridge as the cool air wafted over me. I was stalling. My heart
raced as I tried to steady my thoughts, but it was useless. I knew what was happening outside, and I
knew that leaving Leah alone with Scott was only giving him more room to push boundaries. But,
somehow, I couldn’t stop myself. That pull, that dark curiosity, was already working its way through me,
stronger than before.

I grabbed a couple of beers, telling myself I was just going along with the moment. Nothing had to
happen. We were in control. But deep down, I knew I was only fooling myself.

When I stepped back outside, I could already feel the shift. Leah was still lying back on the lounge chair,
but she looked more tense now. Her body was still, her shoulders tight as Scott leaned over her, talking
in that low, smooth voice of his. His hand was resting on the arm of her chair, close enough that it almost
looked like he was touching her, but not quite. It was the kind of move Scott always made—pushing
boundaries, testing limits.

“Here you go,” I said, trying to sound casual as I handed Scott his drink. He took it with a smirk, his eyes
flicking over to me briefly before returning to Leah.

“Thanks, Brian,” he said smoothly. “We were just talking about how hot it is out here. Figured Leah could
use a little... cooling off.”

Leah shifted uncomfortably, her eyes darting to me for a second, as if looking for some kind of
reassurance, but Scott’s presence loomed too large between us. His voice was thick with suggestion, and
we both knew what he was really saying.

“Yeah, it’s warm,” she said softly, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. “But I’m fine.”

Scott chuckled, leaning back slightly in his chair as he sipped his beer. “You look more than fine,” he said,
his eyes sliding over her again. “That bikini suits you.”



Leah blushed, but she didn’t say anything, her gaze dropping to the ground. The tension between them
was growing, thick and palpable. I could feel it too, twisting inside me, pulling me in two directions at
once—one part of me wanting to stop this, and the other, darker part wanting to see how far it would
go.

Scott set his beer down on the small table next to him, his eyes never leaving Leah. “You know,” he said,
his voice low and casual, “I’ve been thinking about that day at your place.”

Leah’s breath hitched slightly, her body tensing even more. I knew exactly what he was talking about,
and so did she.

“I know it was a bit... intense,” Scott continued, his tone easy, as if he were discussing the weather. “But,
come on, Leah. We all had a good time, didn’t we?”

I could see the flicker of something in Leah’s eyes—guilt, confusion, maybe even a hint of arousal—but
she remained silent, her body still as Scott pushed her further.

He leaned in slightly, his voice dropping to a whisper that I could barely hear. “You don’t have to pretend,
Leah. We both know how much you liked it.”

Leah’s cheeks flushed, and she shifted again, her legs crossing nervously as she looked over at me. I felt
frozen, caught between wanting to stop Scott and the twisted thrill of hearing him say what we both
knew was true. Leah had liked it. As much as it had scared us both, there had been pleasure mixed in
with the guilt.

Scott leaned back again, taking another sip of his drink, as if he hadn’t just dropped a bomb in the
middle of our quiet afternoon by the pool. “You know,” he said casually, “I think we should get more
comfortable. What do you think, Brian? Maybe Leah should cool off a bit more.”

I swallowed hard, knowing exactly what he was suggesting. Leah’s eyes darted to mine, wide with a mix
of fear and something else. I hesitated, the weight of the moment pressing down on me.

“Leah’s fine,” I said, my voice tight, but even as I said it, I could feel the pull. Scott wasn’t going to let this
go.

Scott smiled, that smug, infuriating grin that made my stomach twist with both anger and excitement.
“Come on, Brian,” he said, his tone coaxing. “You can’t tell me you didn’t enjoy watching last time. I saw
the way you looked at her. You loved seeing her like that.”

Leah shifted uncomfortably, her hand gripping the edge of her lounge chair as she glanced between us,
unsure of what to do. I could see the conflict in her eyes—the same conflict that had been tearing me
apart since the moment Scott had arrived.

I opened my mouth to say something, but the words wouldn’t come. My heart raced, my breath shallow
as I felt myself slipping, giving in to the pull, the curiosity, the twisted need to see where this would go.



Scott leaned in closer, his voice low and teasing. “Why don’t you stand up, Leah? Show us how good you
look in that bikini.”

Leah’s eyes widened, and she hesitated, her breath catching in her throat. She looked at me, waiting for
something—some kind of signal that I would stop this—but I didn’t move.

“Come on,” Scott said softly, his voice coaxing. “You know Brian loves seeing you like this. And you love
being seen.”

Leah hesitated for a moment longer, her body tense with uncertainty, but then—slowly, reluctantly—she
stood up. The bikini clung to her body, the sun glistening on her skin as she stood there, her arms at her
sides, unsure of what to do next.

Scott’s eyes raked over her, his grin widening. “That’s more like it.”

I felt my heart pounding in my chest, my mouth dry as I watched Leah standing there, exposed and
vulnerable, caught between her own desires and the pressure of the moment. The tension between us
all was electric, the air thick with anticipation.

Scott’s eyes locked onto Leah like a predator savoring his prey, the shift in his demeanor unmistakable.
He leaned back in his chair, utterly at ease, as if this was his territory now, his domain. Leah stood there
awkwardly, her arms wrapped around herself, her discomfort palpable, but her hesitation—her
willingness to stand there—told me she was just as caught up in this moment as I was.

“You look incredible, Leah,” Scott murmured, his voice low and smooth, every word dripping with
intention. He didn’t move, just let his eyes roam over her body, taking in the way the bikini clung to her
curves, the way the tension made her shift nervously in place. “Come a little closer.”

Leah’s eyes darted to me, searching for some kind of direction, some sign of what to do next. But I just
sat there, my heart racing, unable to stop what was unfolding. I could feel that same pull—that dark,
twisted curiosity that had consumed me before—tightening its grip. I couldn’t say anything, couldn’t
bring myself to break the silence, to stop Scott from taking control.

Slowly, Leah took a step toward him, her movements hesitant, every inch of her body betraying her
uncertainty. Scott’s smile widened as she approached, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. He knew
exactly what he was doing, and we were both falling right into it.

“That’s it,” Scott said, his voice almost a purr. “Don’t be shy.”

Leah stopped just in front of him, her arms still wrapped around her stomach as if she could shield
herself from the weight of his gaze. Scott reached out, his fingers brushing lightly over her hip, testing
the waters, pushing the boundary just a little further. Leah flinched slightly at his touch, her breath
catching, but she didn’t pull away.

Scott’s hand lingered on her hip, his fingers tracing the edge of her bikini bottom, teasing the fabric as
his eyes flicked up to meet hers. “You’re even more beautiful than I remember,” he said softly, his voice
thick with desire. “Brian’s a lucky guy.”



Leah swallowed hard, her lips pressing together as she glanced back at me again. I could see the conflict
in her eyes, the guilt, the confusion—but also the flicker of something else. Something darker. I felt my
stomach churn, a mix of jealousy and arousal battling inside me, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t stop this.

Scott’s hand slid higher, brushing over Leah’s waist, the skin-on-skin contact making her tremble slightly.
“You remember how good it felt last time, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.
“You don’t have to pretend you didn’t enjoy it.”

Leah’s breath hitched, and I saw the way her body reacted to his words, the way her chest rose and fell
in quick, shallow breaths. She didn’t respond, but her silence was enough.

Scott’s fingers trailed up her side, barely grazing the fabric of her bikini top. His eyes were locked on hers
now, and Leah stood there, frozen, caught between fear and desire. I could see the tension building in
her body, the way her hands tightened into fists at her sides, as if she was fighting against the pull she
felt. But she wasn’t pulling away. She wasn’t stopping him.

Scott leaned in closer, his voice a soft whisper. “Do you want me to stop?”

Leah’s lips parted slightly, her breath shaky, but she didn’t answer. She just stood there, trembling under
his touch, the silence stretching between them like a taut wire, ready to snap.

Scott chuckled softly, his hand sliding lower again, down to her hip, his fingers tracing the line of her
bikini bottom. “I didn’t think so,” he murmured.

Then, with deliberate slowness, he hooked his fingers into the side of her bikini, tugging it down just a
fraction of an inch, enough to push her boundaries, enough to make her heart race. Leah gasped softly,
her body tensing, but she didn’t stop him. I could see the way her legs shifted nervously, the way her
hands clenched and unclenched at her sides, but she was rooted to the spot, unable to move, unable to
resist the pull.

I was watching it all unfold, every second of it sending a twisted jolt of arousal through me. The power
dynamic between them was undeniable—Scott was in control, and Leah was giving in, inch by inch,
moment by moment. And I, once again, was complicit in it. I couldn’t stop watching.

Scott’s hand slid lower, his fingers brushing the skin just beneath the fabric of her bikini bottom. Leah’s
breath hitched again, her body trembling, and I could see the way her chest heaved with each shallow
breath. She was fighting it—fighting the temptation, the guilt, the fear—but she was losing.

Scott leaned in even closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered something I couldn’t hear,
something that made Leah shudder visibly. Then, before I could process what was happening, he
straightened up, his hand still resting on her hip as he turned his gaze toward me.

“Brian,” he said, his voice casual, as if we were discussing something mundane. “Why don’t you come
over here?”

My heart pounded in my chest, and for a moment, I couldn’t move. I felt frozen in place, caught
between wanting to intervene and the dark thrill of what was happening right in front of me. But Scott’s
eyes were locked on mine, his smirk widening as he waited for me to respond.



Leah’s gaze flickered to mine again, wide and unsure, but there was something else in her eyes now—
something that mirrored the same confusion and arousal I felt. She wasn’t asking me to stop this. She
was waiting to see what I would do next.

With a deep breath, I stood up, my legs shaky as I made my way over to them. The tension between us
all was thick, suffocating, and I knew that once again, we had crossed into dangerous territory.

But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. And neither could Leah.

Scott’s hand slid up her side again, his eyes never leaving mine as he pushed the boundary even further,
taking control of the situation in a way I knew we couldn’t come back from.

And I let him.

Scott’s smirk deepened as I approached, his eyes flicking back to Leah’s trembling form. He still had his
hand on her hip, his fingers brushing over her skin in a slow, deliberate way that sent a clear message.
This wasn’t just about him anymore; it was about the power he had over both of us. And as much as I
hated it, I couldn’t deny that I was still drawn in, just like before.

Leah’s breath was shallow, her body tense with a mixture of anticipation and fear. Her arms hung at her
sides now, no longer crossed over herself, as if she had resigned herself to whatever was going to
happen next. She looked at me once more, her eyes filled with uncertainty, but there was something
else there too—a flicker of arousal that she couldn’t quite hide. I could see it in the way her chest rose
and fell, the way her lips parted slightly as Scott’s hand slid higher along her side.

Scott didn’t say anything as I stood next to them, but the unspoken challenge was clear. He knew what
he was doing—pushing us both, seeing how far we’d let him go. His hand reached Leah’s ribcage, just
below the line of her bikini top, and he paused for a moment, glancing at her face, then back at me. The
tension between us was unbearable, the air thick with expectation.

Then, without a word, Scott hooked his fingers under the strap of her bikini top and tugged it gently.
Leah gasped softly, her body jerking slightly at the sudden motion, but she didn’t move to stop him. Her
hands stayed at her sides, trembling slightly, as Scott continued to pull, loosening the fabric inch by inch.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The midday sun glistened on her skin, highlighting the tension in her
body as Scott removed the straps from her shoulders. The small triangles of fabric that had barely
covered her chest fell away, exposing her large, full breasts to the warm air. The moment her bikini top
slipped off, Leah’s breath hitched again, and her nipples hardened instantly in response to the cool
breeze. She stood there, topless, her breasts exposed to the open air and to Scott’s gaze.

Scott let out a low, appreciative hum, his eyes fixed on her chest. “God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured,
his voice thick with lust. He reached up, his fingers brushing lightly over one of her breasts, teasing the
sensitive skin before his hand cupped it fully. Leah shivered at his touch, her body instinctively
responding even as her face flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

I stood frozen, watching as Scott’s hand roamed over her breast, his thumb flicking over her hardened
nipple. Leah bit her lip, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts as she fought to stay in control of



herself. But I could see the way her body responded to him—the way her chest arched slightly into his
touch, the way her legs shifted nervously as if trying to balance the conflicting emotions running through
her.

Scott’s hand lingered on her breast for a moment longer, then he turned his attention to me, his smirk
widening. “You like seeing this, don’t you, Brian?” he asked, his voice low and mocking. “You like
watching her like this—completely exposed, giving herself over.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, but I couldn’t deny the dark thrill that surged through me. I hated that I
was aroused, hated that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Leah’s bare body, her breasts out in the open
for both Scott and me to see. But the arousal was there, undeniable and raw, twisting inside me like a
knife.

Leah glanced at me, her cheeks flushed, her body trembling under Scott’s touch. I could see the same
guilt and confusion in her eyes, but there was no mistaking the way her body responded to him—the
way her nipples stood hard and pointed, the way her breath came in shallow gasps as Scott’s fingers
continued to tease her.

Scott chuckled softly, clearly pleased with himself as he moved his hand to her other breast, repeating
the motion, his fingers skillfully coaxing a soft moan from Leah’s lips. She tried to suppress it, but the
sound escaped her anyway, and I could see the way her chest rose and fell with increasing intensity.

“You love it too, don’t you, Leah?” Scott whispered, his voice soft but insistent. “You love being seen. You
love knowing how much this turns him on.”

Leah’s lips parted as if to respond, but no words came out. Her body trembled, her hands still clenching
and unclenching at her sides as she tried to process what was happening. But she wasn’t stopping him.
She wasn’t telling him to stop. She was letting it happen, just as I was letting it happen.

Scott leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered something to her that I couldn’t
hear. Whatever it was, it made Leah’s body tense even more, her chest heaving as her breath caught in
her throat. Her eyes flickered to mine again, wide and filled with emotion, but still, she didn’t stop him.

I felt my pulse quicken, my mouth dry as I watched Scott take control of the situation, his hands now
fully exploring her exposed breasts, his fingers teasing and pulling at her nipples, making her body arch
involuntarily toward him. Leah’s moans were soft, almost inaudible, but they were there—small sounds
of pleasure that she couldn’t suppress.

Scott grinned, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he turned his attention back to me. “You love seeing
her like this, don’t you, Brian? You love watching her give in.”

I couldn’t speak. I could barely breathe. All I could do was nod, the weight of the moment pressing down
on me like a tidal wave. I was lost in it—in the heat of the sun, the sight of Leah’s bare body, the twisted
thrill of watching her surrender to Scott’s touch.

And Scott knew it. He had us both exactly where he wanted us.



Scott’s smirk deepened, the air between us thick with tension and unspoken anticipation. His hands still
lingered on Leah’s breasts, his fingers expertly teasing her already hardened nipples. The sun glistened
on her skin, casting a golden sheen over her body as she stood there, topless, exposed, and trembling. I
could see the conflict in her eyes, the mix of guilt, fear, and undeniable arousal that was written all over
her face.

Scott leaned back slightly, letting his hands slip away from her chest, but his gaze never left her. He was
in control, and he knew it. Every move he made, every word he spoke was calculated, meant to push
her—push both of us—further than we thought we could go.

"Take the bottoms off," Scott said, his voice low and commanding. His words hung in the air like a
challenge, daring Leah to follow his lead, to take the next step, to give in completely.

Leah froze, her breath hitching in her throat. Her eyes darted between Scott and me, wide and filled
with uncertainty. I could see the hesitation in her body, the way her hands trembled slightly as she stood
there, caught between wanting to stop this and being unable to resist the pull of the moment. She
swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to process what he was asking her to do.

I felt my stomach twist, a mix of jealousy and arousal swirling inside me. I wanted to tell her to stop, to
take control, but I couldn’t. I was just as caught up in this as she was, unable to look away, unable to
break the spell that Scott had cast over us both. My pulse pounded in my ears, my heart racing as I
waited to see what she would do next.

Leah’s hands hovered at her sides for a moment, her fingers twitching as if she was fighting with herself.
I could see the internal struggle written all over her face—the guilt, the fear, and yet, the desire that was
unmistakably there. She hesitated for a long moment, her breath shallow, her chest still flushed from the
heat of the sun and the intensity of Scott’s touch.

Then, slowly, almost reluctantly, her hands moved to the waistband of her bikini bottoms.

My breath caught in my throat as I watched her fingers hook under the fabric, her body trembling as she
began to tug the bottoms down over her hips. The sun caught the sheen of sweat on her skin as she slid
the bikini bottoms down her legs, revealing more of her body inch by inch. The air around us felt
charged, electric, as if we had crossed a line we could never come back from.

Leah’s bikini bottoms fell to the ground, and she stepped out of them, now standing completely naked
before Scott and me. Her arms instinctively moved to cover herself, but Scott gently caught her wrists,
pulling them down to her sides.

"Don’t hide yourself," Scott murmured, his voice soft but firm. "You’re beautiful, Leah. Let us see you."

Leah’s cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of pink, but she didn’t pull away. Her eyes flickered to me,
searching for some kind of reassurance, but all I could do was stand there, frozen, watching as Scott took
control of the moment once again.

Scott’s eyes raked over her naked body, his gaze lingering on every curve, every inch of her exposed skin.
He let out a low, appreciative hum as he took her in, his smirk widening with satisfaction. "You look
incredible," he said, his voice thick with lust. "This is how I love to see you."



Leah’s body trembled, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she stood there, completely
vulnerable, completely exposed. I could see the way her chest rose and fell with each shaky breath, the
way her legs shifted nervously, but she didn’t move. She just stood there, caught between fear and
arousal, waiting for whatever came next.

Scott stepped closer to her, his hand trailing down her arm before resting on her hip. "You did good," he
murmured, his voice low and smooth. "Now just relax."

Leah swallowed hard, her body still tense, but I could see the way she was starting to give in—the way
the tension in her shoulders began to ease, the way her legs stopped trembling as much. She was still
scared, still unsure, but there was something else there now too—something that mirrored the dark,
twisted desire that had been building inside me all along.

Scott’s hand slid lower, brushing over the curve of her ass before trailing down the back of her thigh.
Leah’s breath hitched again, her body responding instinctively to his touch. She didn’t pull away. She
didn’t resist. She just stood there, naked, trembling, and utterly at his mercy.

And I—God help me—I couldn’t look away.

Scott glanced over at me, his smirk widening as he took in the sight of me standing there, watching,
unable to stop what was happening. "You love seeing her like this, don’t you, Brian?" he asked, his voice
thick with satisfaction. "You love watching her give in."

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t even move. All I could do was nod, the weight of the moment pressing down
on me like a tidal wave. I was lost in it—in the sight of Leah’s naked body, in the heat of the sun, in the
twisted thrill of watching her surrender to Scott’s control.

And Scott knew it. He had us both exactly where he wanted us.

I stood there, barely breathing, my eyes fixed on Leah. The late afternoon sun cast a glow on her skin as
Scott hovered over her, watching her every movement with that cocky smirk of his. Leah was already
naked—her beautiful, vulnerable form completely exposed. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her breaths
shallow. She stood there, torn between shame and something darker that mirrored the conflicting
emotions I struggled to understand.

Scott’s fingers, rough and possessive, traced her hips. His voice came low, almost a growl. “You don’t
need to hide from me, Leah. We’ve crossed this line before.”

My heart pounded against my ribs. I couldn’t look away, even if I wanted to. The jealousy gnawed at me,
but the arousal—it was undeniable. I hated it, and yet, I felt a pull deep inside me, a sick thrill that I was
ashamed to acknowledge.

Leah’s eyes darted toward me, pleading for something—an escape, perhaps, or maybe just reassurance.
But I couldn’t move. I was paralyzed, trapped in my own twisted desires. My mind screamed at me to
stop this, but my body wouldn’t obey.



Scott’s hand moved lower, brushing over Leah’s thighs, and I saw the way her body trembled under his
touch. His fingers slid between her legs, parting her gently. Leah gasped, her knees shaking as she
struggled to hold herself up. The sight sent a jolt of something through me—something raw, primal, and
beyond my control.

Scott glanced over at me, his smirk deepening. “You love seeing her like this, don’t you, Brian? Naked.
Vulnerable. Completely at my mercy.” His voice was thick with satisfaction.

I tried to speak, to say anything, but the words died in my throat. All I could do was stand there, my
heart hammering in my chest as Scott took complete control of the moment.

Leah’s body arched involuntarily as Scott’s hand moved more insistently between her legs. Her lips
parted in a soft moan, and the sound sent a ripple through me. It was too much, but I couldn’t stop
watching. I hated that I was aroused by this, that seeing Leah like this—submitting to Scott—stirred
something dark within me.

Scott moved his fingers in slow, deliberate motions, teasing Leah mercilessly. She whimpered, her hands
gripping the edge of the lounge chair as if trying to anchor herself, but I could see it—she was losing the
battle. Her body was betraying her, just as mine was betraying me.

“You’re so wet for me,” Scott murmured, his voice thick with triumph. “I knew you wanted this.”

Leah whimpered again, her eyes squeezing shut as if to block out the reality of the situation. But it was
real. It was happening, and we were both caught in it, helpless to stop what had already been set in
motion.

Scott leaned in closer, his mouth brushing against Leah’s ear. “Tell him,” he whispered, his voice low and
commanding. “Tell Brian how much you want this.”

Leah’s eyes flew open, her gaze locking with mine. There was fear there, and shame, but there was
something else too—something that mirrored my own twisted desires. She hesitated for a long moment,
her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Then, in a voice so soft I almost didn’t hear it, she whispered,
“I want it.”

Leah stood completely exposed before Scott, her flawless skin glowing in the fading sunlight. She was
everything he wasn’t—delicate, graceful, beautiful. The contrast between them was jarring. Her body
was lithe and elegant, her skin smooth and soft. Scott, on the other hand, was rough, crude, and
undeniably unattractive. His gut spilled over his waistband, his shirt too tight and stained from years of
neglect. His greasy, graying hair clung to his scalp in clumps, and yet, here he was, standing over my wife
like he owned her.

And, in this moment, he did.

Scott’s hands moved over her body with a confidence that made my stomach turn. His fingers traced the
curve of her waist, down over her hips, brushing against the bare skin that I had always considered mine.
Leah shuddered beneath his touch, and I could see the tension in her muscles—the battle between her
body’s instinctive reactions and her mind’s resistance.



“You see this, Brian?” Scott’s voice cut through the thick air, dripping with triumph. “Look at how she
responds to me. She doesn’t even need to say it—you can see it, can’t you?”

I clenched my fists, my nails digging into my palms. My entire body tensed as I watched him strip her of
more than just her clothes. Leah, my beautiful, accomplished wife, was completely at his mercy. And I
was powerless to stop it.

Scott’s hands slid over her ass, pulling her closer, and Leah stumbled slightly, her knees weak. He caught
her, steadying her, but it wasn’t an act of kindness. It was possession. His fingers dug into her skin,
leaving faint marks that stood out against her pale flesh. His touch was firm, deliberate, and Leah
couldn’t resist him. Her body trembled, betraying her, as she leaned into his control.

And me? I just stood there, watching, helpless, my throat tight with shame and anger. But the worst
part—the part that gnawed at me, that made me feel sick—was the arousal that pulsed through me. The
sight of Leah, naked and vulnerable, under Scott’s complete command, ignited something in me that I
couldn’t deny.

Scott turned Leah toward me, her back against his chest as his hands roamed up her body, cupping her
breasts. Leah gasped, her eyes locking with mine. She was pleading with me again, silently asking for
something—an escape, reassurance, anything. But I couldn’t give her what she needed. Not now.

“Look at her, Brian,” Scott growled, his hands kneading Leah’s breasts roughly, making her gasp. “Look at
how much she’s enjoying this. You thought you could satisfy her? You thought you could give her what
she really needs?”

Leah whimpered, her body betraying her once more. I could see it—the way her nipples hardened under
Scott’s touch, the way her legs trembled as he teased her mercilessly. The humiliation was etched across
her face, but there was also undeniable arousal. And I hated myself for being aroused too.

“You were never enough for her,” Scott continued, his voice low and mocking. “But that’s okay. You don’t
need to be. You’re just here to watch. To see how a real man takes care of her.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt the bile rise in my throat, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t
stop it. My body felt like it was made of lead, rooted to the spot as I watched Scott exert his control, not
just over Leah, but over me. He knew what this was doing to me—how powerless I was, how much this
was tearing me apart. And he was savoring every second of it.

Leah’s body arched against him as Scott’s hands moved lower, teasing the space between her legs. Her
breathing quickened, her chest heaving as she struggled to maintain control, but it was slipping. I could
see it—the way her hips moved involuntarily, seeking more of his touch, despite the shame and fear that
flickered in her eyes. She was losing herself to him, and I was losing her, moment by moment.

“Tell him, Leah,” Scott whispered in her ear, his voice thick with dominance. “Tell Brian how much you
need this.”

Leah’s lips parted, but no sound came out. She looked at me, her eyes wide, filled with a mix of guilt,
arousal, and helplessness. Scott’s fingers slid deeper, and Leah let out a soft moan, her body betraying
her once again. She was at his mercy, and so was I.



“I—” Leah’s voice cracked, barely audible. Her breath hitched as Scott continued his relentless teasing,
pushing her closer to the edge. “I need it,” she whispered, her voice broken, filled with shame.

Scott grinned, his eyes locking with mine. “There it is,” he said, his tone smug and victorious. “She’s
mine now, Brian. And you… you get to watch.”

The words echoed in my head, and I felt the ground shift beneath me. Scott wasn’t just taking Leah. He
was taking me too—my pride, my dignity, my control. He had stripped us both, laid us bare, and now he
stood there, triumphant, knowing he had won.

And I was powerless to stop him.

Scott’s grip tightened on Leah’s hips as he held her there, her back still pressed against his thick chest.
Her body seemed so small in comparison, delicate and graceful, while Scott’s was all bulk, roughness,
and control. His hands, wide and calloused, moved over her skin with the certainty of someone who
knew he had full command of the situation.

I stood frozen, my eyes locked on the scene playing out in front of me, each moment making my chest
tighter, the shame burning hotter with every second. Leah’s body shuddered as Scott’s fingers moved
between her legs again, and the soft gasp that escaped her lips sent a shockwave through me.

Scott’s grin widened as he felt her reaction. His hand slid lower, parting her thighs as he exposed her
completely to me. “Look at her, Brian,” he growled, his voice thick with authority. “Look at how she gives
herself to me. This is what she needs.”

Leah whimpered, her eyes squeezing shut as her head fell back against his shoulder. I could see her
fighting it—trying to resist the overwhelming sensations, the loss of control—but her body betrayed her
again. Her breathing quickened, her lips parting in soft, desperate gasps as Scott’s fingers teased her,
brushing lightly, not giving her enough to push her over the edge but enough to make her squirm with
need.

“You see that?” Scott’s voice was low, almost mocking. “She’s begging for it. She won’t say it out loud,
but her body tells the truth.”

Leah’s hands moved to grip Scott’s wrists, her nails digging into his skin, but she wasn’t pushing him
away. It was as if she was holding on for dear life, clinging to the last shred of her dignity, even as she
surrendered completely to him. Her legs trembled, her whole body shivering under his relentless touch.
I could see the war playing out on her face—the shame, the fear, and the overwhelming arousal.

“You want me to stop, Leah?” Scott whispered into her ear, his lips brushing against her skin. His fingers
paused just at the brink, hovering over the place she needed him most. Leah let out a broken whimper,
her body arching against him as if seeking that final push, but Scott held back, teasing her, controlling
her.

“I—” Leah’s voice was a shaky whisper. She was caught between the words, the moment stretching into
an unbearable silence as she tried to muster the strength to resist. But there was no resistance left. Her
head lolled back against his shoulder, her breath ragged as she finally whispered, “No… don’t stop.”



My heart sank as the words left her lips. I could see the conflict in her eyes, the way her body and mind
were at war, but in this moment, Scott had won. Leah wasn’t just submitting—she was being taken,
piece by piece, as Scott broke her down in front of me, and there was nothing I could do.

Scott chuckled darkly, his hands moving again, this time more insistent, more demanding. “Good girl,”
he murmured, his fingers sliding deeper, finally giving her what she had been silently begging for. Leah
gasped, her entire body jerking as his fingers found their mark. Her knees buckled, and Scott held her
upright, his hand on her breast, squeezing it roughly as he controlled every movement.

I stood there, the jealousy gnawing at me, the helplessness wrapping around my throat like a noose. But
there was also something else—a twisted, dark arousal that pulsed through me, making my heart race
and my skin burn. I hated that I felt this way, that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife
submitting so completely to this man.

Leah’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her legs trembling as Scott continued to work her body,
pushing her closer and closer to the edge. His grip on her tightened, his fingers moving faster, harder,
and Leah’s head fell back, her lips parting in a soft, helpless cry.

“Tell him, Leah,” Scott growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Tell Brian how much you love this. Tell
him how much you need me.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her eyes flickering open as she looked at me, her gaze clouded with arousal and
shame. She was panting now, her body slick with sweat, her chest heaving as she struggled to form the
words. But Scott wasn’t going to let her off the hook.

“Say it,” he demanded, his fingers slowing just enough to make her whimper, desperate for more. “Tell
him.”

“I…” Leah’s voice trembled, her lips quivering as she tried to resist, but the fight was gone. She was too
far gone. “I need it,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, but it was enough. Scott grinned, his hand
moving faster again, pushing her toward the brink.

“And?” he pressed, his voice dark and commanding. “Tell him you need me, not him.”

Leah’s eyes closed, her breath catching in her throat. I could see the hesitation, the last remnants of her
willpower crumbling under Scott’s relentless control. She opened her eyes again, looking at me with a
mixture of apology and something else—something darker, something that mirrored my own sick desire.

“I need you,” she whispered, her voice broken, defeated. “I need you, Scott.”

Scott let out a low growl of satisfaction, his fingers driving into her with more force, more purpose.
Leah’s body arched, her back pressing against his chest as a loud moan escaped her lips. She was lost to
him now, completely consumed by the pleasure he was giving her, and I could do nothing but watch as
my wife, the woman I loved, surrendered to another man.

“Good girl,” Scott murmured, his lips brushing against her ear as he brought her to the edge. “Now come
for me.”



Leah’s body convulsed as she let out a sharp cry, her legs buckling beneath her as Scott’s fingers sent her
spiraling into an orgasm. He held her there, steadying her as her body trembled, her nails digging into
his wrists as she clung to him, lost in the overwhelming pleasure.

I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, my entire body shaking with a mixture of anger, shame,
and something else—something I couldn’t fully understand, but that burned deep inside me. Scott had
taken her—taken us both—and now, all that was left was the cold realization that nothing would ever be
the same again.

Scott stood behind Leah, his hands roaming over her trembling body, savoring the control he held over
her. Leah’s chest still heaved with the aftermath of her orgasm, her skin flushed and glistening with a
sheen of sweat. She looked ethereal, fragile even, like something too perfect to be touched by a man like
Scott. Her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders, and her skin, smooth and tanned, glowed in the fading
sunlight. Every inch of her was perfection.

And then there was Scott—this crude, grotesque man who looked entirely out of place next to her. His
gut pressed against Leah’s lower back as he released her, stepping around to face me. His fingers
fumbled with the hem of his stained, too-small shirt, lifting it over his head in one rough motion,
revealing the full extent of his unattractive body. His belly hung low, sagging over the waistband of his
pants. The pale skin of his torso was dotted with patches of gray, wiry hair, and his shoulders sloped
forward like the weight of his arrogance was too much for his body to handle.

The stark contrast between them hit me like a punch to the gut. Leah, my wife—my gorgeous,
intelligent, professional wife—was standing there, naked and exposed, her body still trembling from the
orgasm he had just given her. And then there was Scott, with his greasy hair, balding at the crown, and
his sweat-slicked skin that shone in the fading light. He looked grotesque, completely undeserving of
being anywhere near Leah, yet here he was, undressing in front of her like he had earned the right to
her body.

I could feel my stomach twist with disgust, and yet, at the same time, the dark arousal simmering
beneath the surface continued to build. I hated myself for it. I hated that I couldn’t look away. I hated
that a part of me was drawn to this scene, to the way Leah submitted to him, to the way Scott’s
dominance over her—and over me—made my heart pound in my chest.

Scott tossed his shirt aside carelessly, then moved his hands to the waistband of his pants, unfastening
the button and pulling the zipper down with an almost deliberate slowness. He was savoring this,
savoring the moment, knowing full well that I was watching, powerless to stop him. His pants dropped
to the ground, revealing his thick, muscular thighs, and then, there it was—his cock. Thick, veiny, and
massive, it stood out in sharp contrast to everything about him that was so repulsive. Leah’s eyes
flickered to it, widening slightly in anticipation and fear, and I could see her body tense.

Scott’s smirk deepened as he stepped out of his pants, standing there completely naked in front of my
wife. His cock twitched, already hard from the power he held over her, over us. I couldn’t believe what I
was seeing—this disgusting man, this sleazy, overweight plumber, was standing there, completely bare,
his massive cock out for Leah and me to see. And Leah… she was just standing there, exposed,
vulnerable, waiting for him to take her.



I should’ve stopped it. I should’ve thrown him out of our house the moment he walked in. I was a cop. A
tough guy. A man who had taken down criminals and faced danger head-on. But here, in this moment, I
was powerless. I was allowing this. I was letting Scott—a man I despised, a man who didn’t deserve to be
in the same room as Leah—have his way with her.

And worse, I was aroused by it.

Scott took a step toward Leah, his hands reaching out to touch her again. His fingers wrapped around
her waist, pulling her closer to him, and I watched as Leah’s body responded instinctively, even though I
could see the hesitation in her eyes. Her hands came up to rest on his chest, trembling as she braced
herself for what was about to happen. Scott’s cock pressed against her stomach, thick and heavy, and
Leah’s breath hitched.

“You see this, Brian?” Scott’s voice was thick with satisfaction, his eyes gleaming with that same
predatory arrogance that had been there all along. “This is what she wants. This is what she needs.”

Leah’s eyes flickered to mine, and I could see the guilt, the shame, and the arousal all mixed together in
her gaze. She was trying to fight it, but her body was betraying her. Scott’s hands roamed lower,
squeezing her ass, pulling her even closer to him. His cock brushed against her thighs, and Leah’s legs
trembled.

“You’ve never been able to give her this, have you, Brian?” Scott continued, his voice dripping with
mockery. “All your strength, all your toughness, and it still wasn’t enough.”

The words hit me hard, but I couldn’t deny the truth behind them. I could protect Leah from
everything—except this. I could be the strong, capable man in every other part of our life, but here, I
was nothing. Scott had taken control. He had taken Leah, and he had taken me with her.

Leah let out a soft gasp as Scott’s hand slid between her legs again, teasing her, preparing her. I could
see her body reacting to him, the subtle arch of her back, the way her breath quickened, and it was
tearing me apart. How could this be happening? How could I be standing here, letting this man—this
disgusting man—have my wife in front of me?

Scott’s grip on Leah tightened, and he turned her around to face me. Her eyes were wide, filled with an
emotion I couldn’t quite place, but I knew what was coming. Scott moved behind her, his cock brushing
against her ass as he guided her toward the lounge chair.

“Watch, Brian,” Scott growled, his voice low and commanding. “Watch what a real man can do for her.”

Leah’s body stiffened as Scott pressed her down onto the chair, her legs parting slightly as he moved
between them. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t stop it. I just stood there, my heart pounding, my body
shaking with jealousy, shame, and the dark, twisted arousal that I couldn’t deny.

Scott positioned himself over her, his hands gripping her thighs as he spread her legs wider. Leah’s
breath hitched again, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she braced herself for what was coming. And
me? I stood there, watching, as Scott, this repulsive man, prepared to take my wife in front of me,
knowing there was nothing I could do to stop him.



And worse—knowing that I wanted to watch.

Scott stood over Leah, his thick, pale body hovering between her parted legs as she lay back on the
lounge chair, her breathing ragged and uneven. His hands moved over her thighs with that same
possessive touch, spreading them wider, exposing her fully to him—and to me. I couldn’t move, couldn’t
speak. My body was rooted in place, trapped between the raging jealousy in my chest and the sick
arousal coursing through me.

Leah’s eyes flickered between mine and Scott’s, her breath quickening as she realized what was about to
happen. Her body tensed beneath him, her legs trembling as his large, calloused hands held her in place,
forcing her to remain open for him. Scott was grotesque—his gut hanging over, his balding head
glistening with sweat—but here he was, positioned at the threshold of my wife’s most intimate place,
about to take her in a way that only I should have been able to.

He lowered himself between her thighs, his cock thick and swollen, poised just at her entrance. He was
teasing her, and teasing me—drawing out the moment, savoring his control over both of us. His eyes
flicked up to meet mine, and that damn smirk spread across his face once again. He knew he had won.
He knew I wouldn’t stop him. He could see it in my face, in the way I stood there, helpless and unable to
look away.

“Look at her, Brian,” Scott growled, his voice thick with triumph. “She’s ready for me.”

Leah’s breath hitched as she squirmed beneath him, her eyes closing for a moment as she tried to
steady herself. Scott leaned down over her, pressing his heavy, sweaty body against hers, and without
warning, he kissed her—deeply, roughly. His mouth crushed against hers, and Leah’s eyes flew open in
surprise. I could see the shock, the hesitation in her expression, but then… she kissed him back.

My heart stopped for a moment as I watched my wife—my beautiful, intelligent, perfect wife—kiss Scott
with a desperation that I had never seen before. Her hands came up, resting against his chest, not
pushing him away but pulling him closer. Her lips moved against his, soft and trembling, and I could see
the way her body reacted. It wasn’t just him that was taking control. Leah was giving it willingly.

Scott pulled away from the kiss, his lips wet and glistening, and he grinned down at her, his cock still
resting at her entrance. Leah let out a shaky breath, her chest heaving as she lay beneath him, waiting,
her body trembling in anticipation.

“Tell him, Leah,” Scott whispered, his voice low and thick with dominance. “Tell Brian how much you
want this.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me. There was guilt there, yes, and shame—but there was
also an undeniable arousal, a need that she couldn’t hide. Her lips parted, and I waited, my stomach
twisting as I braced for the words I knew were coming.

“I want it,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want him, Brian.”

Scott’s grin widened, and without another word, he began to press forward, his cock slowly stretching
her open. Leah’s body tensed as he entered her, a soft, involuntary moan escaping her lips. Her legs



trembled, her thighs squeezing against his sides as he pushed deeper, inch by inch, claiming her in a way
that I never thought possible.

I watched in stunned silence as my wife—my gorgeous, elegant wife—was taken by this disgusting man,
his thick cock sliding into her with deliberate slowness, stretching her in ways I never could. The jealousy
surged inside me, hot and sharp, but it was drowned out by the overwhelming arousal that pulsed
through me. My heart raced in my chest, my throat tight as I watched Scott push deeper into Leah, his
cock disappearing inch by inch into her slickened entrance.

Leah’s breath came in soft, shallow gasps, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to adjust to
the size of him. I could see the tension in her body, the way her fingers gripped the edges of the lounge
chair, but there was no denying the way she responded to him. Her hips lifted slightly, meeting his slow,
deliberate thrusts as Scott finally bottomed out inside her, filling her completely.

A deep groan escaped Scott’s lips, his hands tightening on Leah’s hips as he stilled for a moment, fully
inside her. His eyes flicked up to meet mine, and the satisfaction on his face was palpable. He had won.
He had taken her in the most intimate way possible, and I was powerless to stop it. I was nothing more
than a bystander, forced to watch as my wife surrendered to him, body and soul.

“Feel that, Leah?” Scott growled, his voice low and rough. “Feel how deep I am inside you? That’s what
you needed, isn’t it?”

Leah moaned softly, her legs trembling as she nodded, her breath hitching with every shallow exhale.
Her hands moved to rest on Scott’s shoulders, her fingers gripping his sweaty skin as her body arched
beneath him. She was lost in the sensation, her eyes squeezing shut as she gave in to the pleasure he
was giving her.

Scott began to move then, pulling out slowly before thrusting back in with a deliberate, steady rhythm.
Leah gasped, her head falling back against the lounge chair as Scott’s thick cock stretched her with every
thrust. Her body rocked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet his, and I could see it in her face—the
pleasure, the arousal, the overwhelming need that was consuming her.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping her thighs as he picked up the pace, his hips slamming into hers with
more force. Leah’s moans grew louder, more desperate, and I could feel the tension building in the air,
thick and suffocating. She was losing herself to him, and I was losing her, moment by moment.

And all I could do was watch.

Leah’s body shuddered beneath Scott, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps as he thrust into her,
harder, deeper, with each movement. Her legs trembled as they wrapped around his waist, her body
arching to meet his relentless rhythm. Every inch of her was reacting to him—her skin flushed, her
muscles tensed, and her moans filling the air around us.

Scott grunted, his hands gripping her thighs tightly, pushing her legs wider as he drove into her, his thick
cock stretching her more than I ever could. Each thrust was deliberate, controlled, sending waves of
pleasure through Leah that she could no longer contain. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and I
could see the tension building in her body, the way her hips moved involuntarily to meet his.



I stood there, paralyzed, watching as Scott took her further than I ever had, or maybe ever could. The
jealousy burned inside me like a raging fire, but so did the arousal—the twisted, dark desire that I
couldn’t shake. I was powerless in this moment, watching my wife experience a kind of pleasure that I
had never been able to give her.

Leah’s eyes fluttered closed as Scott’s pace quickened, his hips slamming into hers with more force,
driving her closer and closer to the edge. Her breath caught in her throat, her body trembling as she let
out a sharp cry of pleasure. I could see it—the way her legs quivered, her fingers gripping the lounge
chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. She was teetering on the brink, so close to release, and Scott
wasn’t letting up.

“You like this, don’t you, Leah?” Scott growled, his voice rough with arousal. “You like being fucked by a
real man.”

Leah’s response was a whimper, her lips parted as she gasped for air. Her entire body tensed as Scott’s
thrusts grew harder, faster, driving her to the edge of control. Her hips bucked against his, and I could
see the tension in her face, the way her body was reacting instinctively, unable to resist the
overwhelming pleasure that was building inside her.

“I’m going to make you come, Leah,” Scott murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “I’m going to
make you come over and over again.”

Leah moaned, her legs tightening around his waist as Scott’s cock drove into her, filling her completely
with every thrust. Her breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly, and then, all at once, she
shattered.

Her first orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing beneath Scott as she cried out, her
hands gripping his shoulders for support. Her legs shook, her back arching as she came hard, her moans
filling the air around us. Scott didn’t slow down. He kept moving, his hips slamming into hers, pushing
her through the intense waves of pleasure as her body writhed beneath him.

“Oh god,” Leah gasped, her voice breathless, desperate. “Oh god, I’m… I’m coming.”

Scott grinned, his pace unrelenting, driving her higher and higher, not giving her a moment to recover.
His hands moved over her body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, making Leah’s moans
louder, more frantic. Her body was trembling violently now, the aftershocks of her orgasm still coursing
through her as Scott pushed her toward another.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open for a moment, meeting mine, and I saw it—pure, unfiltered pleasure. She was
lost to him. To the moment. To the overwhelming sensations that Scott was giving her. Her breath
hitched again as Scott thrust harder, deeper, his cock slamming into her with a force that made her
entire body jolt.

“I… I can’t,” Leah whimpered, her legs trembling uncontrollably. “I can’t… it’s too much.”

But Scott wasn’t stopping. He kept going, his movements unrelenting, and Leah’s body responded
instinctively, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts. Her moans turned into cries, her hands gripping the
lounge chair as her second orgasm ripped through her, even stronger than the first. Her legs tightened



around Scott’s waist, her entire body shaking violently as she came again, harder this time, her cries
echoing around us.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping her thighs as he slammed into her, his pace quickening even more.
Leah’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body writhing beneath him as he pushed her toward yet
another orgasm. I could see it in her face, the way her mouth parted, the way her chest heaved—she
was on the edge again, barely able to catch her breath before the next wave hit her.

And then it did.

Leah screamed, her body convulsing as Scott drove her into a third orgasm, her hips bucking wildly
beneath him as she came again. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her legs shaking uncontrollably as her
entire body trembled with the force of it. She was completely lost, overwhelmed by the pleasure Scott
was giving her, her body betraying her over and over again.

I stood there, watching, helpless, as my wife experienced pleasure unlike anything I had ever given her.
Scott had taken her completely, pushing her to the brink again and again, and there was nothing I could
do. Nothing I could say. My wife, the woman I loved, was in the throes of ecstasy, her body responding
to Scott in ways that I could never make it.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping Leah’s hips tightly as he thrust into her one final time, his cock buried
deep inside her. Leah’s body tensed, her legs wrapping around his waist as she let out one final,
desperate cry. Her body shook violently as she came again, her orgasm ripping through her with a force
that left her gasping for air, her hands trembling as she clung to Scott.

And I? I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, my body shaking with jealousy, shame, and that
same dark arousal that had been with me since this started. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t stop it. I
could only watch as Scott pushed my wife further than I ever had.

And she loved it.

Scott’s pace began to slow, but his grip on Leah remained firm, his hands wrapped around her hips,
guiding her through the last waves of her intense orgasm. Leah’s body still trembled beneath him, her
breath coming in ragged gasps as she struggled to catch her breath, her legs shaking uncontrollably from
the sheer force of what she’d just experienced.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. Leah—my perfect, beautiful Leah—looked completely undone
beneath him, her face flushed, her body glistening with sweat, her chest heaving as she lay there, utterly
spent. Scott, on the other hand, barely looked winded. His heavy gut hung over her, his body crude and
grotesque compared to hers, but he was in full control, towering over her as if he owned every inch of
her. The contrast between them was impossible to ignore.

Scott groaned, his hips pressing into her one final time, and I could see the tension in his body as he
teetered on the edge of release. Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze locking with mine for just a
moment, and I saw something there—something raw, confused, and undeniably aroused.



Scott leaned down, his breath heavy, his lips brushing against Leah’s ear. “Where should I finish, Leah?”
His voice was low, rough, filled with dominance. “Do you want it inside? Or should I pull out and show
your husband what he’s been missing?”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body stiffening slightly beneath him as she processed his words. She bit her
lower lip, her eyes squeezing shut as her hips shifted beneath him. I could see the hesitation in her
expression, the conflict still raging inside her, but her body answered for her.

“Inside,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Finish inside me.”

Scott groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he adjusted his position, his cock pressing deeper
inside her. I watched, my heart pounding, my stomach twisting as he prepared to claim her completely.
My mind raced, but my body stayed rooted in place, helpless to stop what was happening.

Scott’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more urgent as he neared his climax. Leah
moaned softly beneath him, her legs still trembling, her hips rising slightly to meet his movements. She
was lost to him, to the sensation of being completely filled by him, and there was nothing I could do.

With a final, guttural groan, Scott pushed into her one last time, his cock buried deep inside her as he
came. Leah gasped, her body jerking slightly beneath him as she felt him release, and then, both of
them froze. For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing—heavy, ragged, and uneven.

Then Leah’s eyes flew open, her expression one of shock.

“Oh… my god,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Scott groaned again, his body shuddering as he continued to empty himself inside her. The sheer volume
of it seemed to surprise them both—Leah’s legs trembled violently, her body writhing beneath him as
she felt the sudden flood of warmth inside her. I could see it too—her stomach tensed, her hands
gripping the lounge chair as Scott filled her completely, his release more intense than either of them had
expected.

“Fuck,” Scott muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You feel that, Leah? You feel how much I’m
giving you?”

Leah moaned softly, her body still trembling as she nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.
“It’s so much,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Oh god, it’s so much.”

Scott grinned, his hands still gripping her hips as he gave one final thrust, pushing himself as deep as he
could go. Leah’s body jolted beneath him, her head falling back against the lounge chair, her lips parted
in a soft gasp as she felt the full weight of his release inside her.

For a long moment, the three of us were silent. I stood there, frozen, my mind a whirlwind of
emotions—jealousy, shame, and that same dark arousal that I couldn’t deny. Leah lay beneath him, her
body trembling with the aftershocks of her multiple orgasms, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat.
And Scott, with his heavy, sweating body towering over her, looked completely satisfied, his grin
widening as he pulled out of her slowly.



A thick stream of his cum followed, leaking from Leah’s still-open entrance, pooling between her thighs.
She gasped softly, her body still reacting to the sensation as she reached down instinctively, her fingers
brushing against the wetness. The sheer volume of it was undeniable—Scott had filled her completely,
and now it was spilling out, a stark reminder of the dominance he had over her in that moment.

Scott, still breathing heavily, collapsed into the lounge chair beside them, his cock still slick from what
had just transpired. He leaned back, spreading his legs wide, his thick, veiny shaft glistening in the fading
light. He looked at Leah, his eyes dark with satisfaction, and grinned.

“Clean me up, Leah,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “I want to feel that mouth of yours on
me.”

Leah hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering to mine, but there was no defiance left in her. She was
still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened, her body exhausted, spent. Slowly, she
moved toward him, her legs shaking as she crawled to where Scott sat on the lounge chair.

I watched in silence as Leah positioned herself between his legs, her eyes fixed on his still-hard cock. Her
lips parted slightly, and with one last glance in my direction, she lowered her head, her mouth wrapping
around him, cleaning him in slow, deliberate motions.

Scott groaned, his hands resting lazily on the arms of the chair as he leaned back, savoring the sensation.
Leah’s head moved slowly, her tongue flicking over him, cleaning every last bit of him off her lips, her
face, her tongue. And I just stood there, watching.

I was a cop. I had taken down criminals, faced danger head-on. But here, in this moment, I was
powerless. I had allowed this to happen. I had allowed Scott to take my wife, and now, as I watched her
kneel between his legs, cleaning him off with her mouth, I couldn’t help but feel the full weight of that
realization.

And yet, the arousal was still there, pulsing inside me, mixing with the jealousy and shame until I could
no longer tell where one emotion ended and the other began.

Leah's head bobbed slowly between Scott’s legs, her lips wrapped around his still-hard cock as she
cleaned him. The air was thick with tension, a suffocating mix of shame, lust, and helplessness. I
watched, my throat tight, as Leah’s mouth moved over him with deliberate care. Her hands rested on his
thighs, trembling slightly as she worked, and I could see the way her body reacted—small shudders
rippling through her, her skin still flushed from the intensity of what had just happened.

Scott groaned lazily, his head tilted back as he leaned into the lounge chair, his legs spread wide, his
thick, sweaty body on full display. He glanced down at Leah, his lips curling into that familiar smirk, and I
saw something dark flicker in his eyes. Satisfaction. Triumph. He had won—completely. Leah was his in
this moment, and so was I.

“Look at you,” Scott growled, his voice rough, thick with dominance. “You’re such a fucking slut, Leah. A
filthy little whore.”

Leah flinched slightly at his words, her hands trembling as they tightened on his thighs. For a brief
moment, I thought I saw a flicker of resistance in her eyes, a hint of shame as his insults landed. But



then, something changed. Her body tensed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, her pace quickened, her
lips sliding over his cock with more urgency, more desperation.

Scott chuckled, his hands resting lazily at his sides as he watched her. “That’s right, slut. You love this,
don’t you? You love having my cock in your mouth, cleaning up the mess I made inside you.”

Leah’s breath hitched, but she didn’t stop. She pressed forward, her tongue flicking over him, her lips
tightening around his shaft as she worked. Her face was flushed, her eyes squeezed shut as she focused
on the task at hand, but I could see it—she was responding to his words. As degrading and filthy as they
were, they spurred her forward.

“Fucking whore,” Scott muttered, his voice dripping with disdain. “Look at you. On your knees for me,
licking my cock like the desperate slut you are. I bet Brian’s never seen you like this, huh? So fucking
eager to please.”

Leah moaned softly, her head dipping lower as she took him deeper into her mouth, her hands gripping
his thighs for balance. Her body shuddered with every filthy word he threw at her, but instead of pulling
away, she leaned into it. The degrading insults only seemed to drive her harder, pushing her to please
him more.

Scott laughed, his hand coming to rest on the back of Leah’s head, fingers curling through her hair as he
guided her pace. “Yeah, that’s it. Suck it, you dirty little whore. Show your husband what kind of slut you
really are.”

Leah’s breath hitched again, and I saw her body tense, her shoulders trembling as she moaned around
his cock. Her lips moved faster, more eagerly, her hands sliding up his thighs as she took him deeper into
her mouth. It was as if every degrading comment, every insult, only fueled her desire to please him
more, to submit to him completely.

“You like being called a slut, don’t you?” Scott groaned, his hips shifting slightly as he thrust into her
mouth. “You like being treated like the filthy little whore you are.”

Leah whimpered, her mouth stretching wider as she took him deeper, her body trembling with the
effort. I could see the conflict in her—shame, arousal, and something darker, something I couldn’t fully
understand. But it was there. She was reacting to him, to his words, and I could feel it—she was getting
lost in it, lost in the degradation, in the surrender.

Scott’s grip tightened on her hair, pulling her head down roughly as he thrust into her mouth. Leah
gagged slightly but didn’t pull away. She pushed forward, her lips sliding over him with renewed
intensity, her tongue flicking over his shaft as she struggled to keep pace with his demands.

“Fucking filthy whore,” Scott growled, his voice thick with arousal. “You love this, don’t you? You love
being used like this.”

Leah moaned around him, her body trembling as she nodded, her eyes squeezing shut as she fought to
control her breathing. The sound of her submission, the soft, wet sounds of her mouth working over
him, filled the air, and I could feel the tension building inside me, the jealousy and shame burning hotter



with every passing second. But there was something else—something darker that had been simmering
beneath the surface all along.

I was aroused.

I was watching my wife, the woman I loved, submit completely to this disgusting man, and I couldn’t
deny the sick thrill that coursed through me. The jealousy, the anger, the humiliation—they all mixed
together with the arousal, until I couldn’t tell where one emotion ended and the other began.

Scott groaned, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust deeper into Leah’s mouth, his cock sliding between
her lips with a slick, obscene sound. “You’re such a fucking slut,” he muttered, his voice thick with
satisfaction. “I bet you’ve never sucked Brian like this, have you?”

Leah’s moan was muffled, her body trembling as she continued to work, her lips stretched wide around
him. She was lost in it now, fully consumed by the moment, her hands gripping his thighs, her head
moving faster, more urgently. Scott’s insults, his degrading words—they weren’t breaking her. They were
pushing her deeper into submission.

Scott’s eyes flicked to mine, his smirk widening as he watched me. He knew. He knew exactly what this
was doing to me—how powerless I was, how much this was tearing me apart. But he also knew the
truth. I was watching because I wanted to. Because some twisted part of me was just as lost in this as
Leah was.

“You see this, Brian?” Scott growled, his voice low and taunting. “Your wife is a fucking slut. A filthy,
desperate whore. And she loves it.”

Leah moaned again, her body shaking as she took him even deeper, her lips pressing against the base of
his cock as she fought to please him, to give him everything he wanted. Her submission was complete,
her body responding to every filthy word, every degrading insult, with more eagerness, more
desperation.

Scott groaned, his hand tightening in her hair as he thrust into her mouth one final time. “That’s it, slut.
Finish me off.”

Leah moaned, her lips tightening around him, her hands gripping his thighs as she prepared to bring him
to the edge. And I just stood there, helpless, watching as my wife, the woman I loved, surrendered
completely to Scott, her body and soul laid bare before him.

Scott leaned back, his eyes glinting in the afternoon sun as he watched Leah work. Her head bobbed up
and down slowly, deliberately, the afternoon light casting a golden hue over her bare skin. The water
from the pool sparkled nearby, the only sound other than Leah’s wet, rhythmic movements was the
occasional rustle of leaves. Scott’s cocky grin deepened as he glanced at me, a look of pure dominance
on his face.

“She’s really into this, isn’t she?” Scott muttered, his voice dripping with condescension. He ran a hand
through Leah’s hair, guiding her pace, his eyes never leaving mine. “Why don’t you show her how much
you’re enjoying this, Brian? Come on, strip down for your slut wife. Let her see how much you love being
a cuck husband.”



My heart pounded in my chest, the words twisting inside me, sending a mix of anger, shame, and
undeniable arousal through me. Leah’s moans, muffled as they were, became louder, more desperate.
She was pushing him closer, her lips working him with a fervor that sent my stomach churning. Yet,
despite every conflicting emotion inside me, I couldn’t deny the heat building between my legs.

Scott's eyes bore into mine, daring me to refuse. He wanted to push me, to humiliate me, and he knew
exactly how to do it. I could feel my throat tighten, a wave of resistance rising, but it was quickly
smothered by the twisted reality of the situation. This was what I had wanted, wasn’t it? This moment.
This submission. Leah, beautiful and perfect, being taken in a way I could never fully understand.

I could see Leah’s eyes flicker up toward me briefly as she continued, her lips sliding over Scott’s cock,
her hand gripping his thigh as she pushed him closer to the edge. Her mouth glistened with saliva, her
wedding ring catching the sunlight as it moved with her hand. The sight was like a punch to the gut, and
yet I couldn’t look away.

Scott chuckled lowly, seeing the conflict on my face. “Don’t make me tell you again, Brian. Strip down
and let her see what this is doing to you. You’re harder than you’ve ever been, aren’t you?”

The truth of his words stung, but I couldn’t deny it. Slowly, almost mechanically, I reached for the hem of
my shirt, pulling it over my head. The cool air brushed against my bare skin, a stark contrast to the heat
of the moment. My hands trembled as I reached for the button of my shorts, fumbling slightly, but I
could feel Scott’s eyes on me, watching every movement.

I glanced at Leah again, her eyes closed now as she focused on Scott’s cock, her lips moving faster, more
urgently. I could see the subtle shift in her body language—she knew what was happening, and whether
she wanted it or not, she was part of this now. A low moan escaped her as she pushed Scott closer, and
my pulse quickened in response.

I dropped my shorts, stepping out of them awkwardly, feeling the weight of my own arousal pressing
against the fabric of my boxers. The shame of it was suffocating, but I couldn’t stop. Not now.

“Look at you,” Scott sneered, his voice thick with amusement. “Hard as a rock, just from watching your
wife suck my cock. You really are a cuck, aren’t you?”

Leah’s pace quickened even more, her soft, wet sounds filling the air as Scott’s hand tightened in her
hair. I could see his hips starting to move with her, thrusting deeper into her mouth as he approached
the edge. My own breath came faster, the sickening mix of emotions clawing at me from the inside. I
should stop this. I should say something. But I didn’t.

Instead, I pulled down my boxers, standing there completely exposed, my erection throbbing in the
afternoon light. Scott’s grin widened as he glanced between me and Leah, the satisfaction clear on his
face.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and thick. “Let her see what this does to you. Let her see how
much you love being a cuck for her.”



Leah moaned louder, her mouth moving faster, her hands working his shaft with more intensity. Scott’s
groans grew more frequent, more urgent, and I knew he was close. The sight of her, the way her body
moved, the way her fingers gripped his thighs—it all drove me to the edge of my own twisted arousal.

And as I stood there, naked and hard, watching my wife push Scott closer to his release, I knew there
was no turning back. This was who we were now. This was what I had wanted, what I had feared, and
what I couldn’t deny any longer.

Scott’s groans deepened, turning into guttural, ragged sounds that filled the air, mixing with the soft
sloshing of the pool water and the faint rustle of leaves in the breeze. His hand gripped Leah’s hair
tighter, forcing her to take him deeper as his hips thrust forward. Leah’s soft moans, muffled by his cock,
were almost drowned out by Scott’s heavy breathing. I watched, helpless, as he neared the edge, the
tension in his body building with every second.

My heart pounded in my chest, the conflicting emotions swirling inside me like a storm—jealousy,
shame, arousal. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of Leah, her lips wrapped tightly around
Scott’s cock, her body trembling with the effort to keep going. I wanted to stop this, to pull her away, to
say something—anything. But I couldn’t. I was frozen, trapped in the twisted reality of the moment.

Scott’s groans reached a crescendo as his hips jerked forward one final time. His body stiffened, his hand
gripping Leah’s hair almost painfully as he came, filling her mouth with his release. Leah’s eyes widened
in shock as the first hot burst hit the back of her throat, her body jerking involuntarily at the sheer
volume of it. I could see the surprise in her expression, even as her lips remained tightly sealed around
him.

Scott wasn’t done. The thick, warm streams kept coming, his cock pulsing in her mouth as he released
even more, far more than either of us had expected. Just moments ago, he had been inside her, filling
her with his seed. I could still see the remnants of that leaking from between her legs, glistening in the
afternoon light as it dripped down her inner thighs. And yet, here he was, somehow releasing even
more, overwhelming her with the sheer amount of it.

Leah gagged slightly, her throat working frantically to swallow as much as she could, but it was too
much. A small trickle escaped the corner of her mouth, sliding down her chin as she struggled to keep
up. Her eyes squeezed shut, tears pricking at the corners as she fought to maintain control, but Scott
didn’t ease up. He held her there, his cock buried deep in her mouth as he emptied himself into her.

My stomach churned as I watched, the sickening arousal warring with the overwhelming sense of
shame. I could see the strain on Leah’s face, the way her body trembled as she tried to take it all, her lips
sealed tightly around him. And yet, even in this moment of utter humiliation, there was something
undeniably erotic about it. The sight of my wife—beautiful, strong, confident Leah—reduced to this, her
mouth filled with another man’s release, her body shaking with the effort to please him… it twisted
something inside me, something dark and primal.

Scott finally loosened his grip on her hair, his body relaxing as the last few pulses of his release escaped
him. Leah pulled back slowly, gasping for air as she let his cock slip from her lips, her chest heaving with
the effort to catch her breath. Her lips were swollen, glistening with saliva and remnants of Scott’s cum,
and her chin was smeared with the thick liquid that had escaped.



For a moment, she just knelt there, her body trembling, her head bowed as she tried to compose
herself. Her hands still rested on Scott’s thighs, her fingers gripping them tightly as if for support. The
remnants of his first release still leaked from between her legs, mixing with the fresh evidence of his
domination, a stark reminder of everything that had just happened.

Scott chuckled softly, leaning back in the chair with a satisfied grin. “Damn, that was better than I
expected,” he muttered, his voice thick with smug satisfaction. He glanced over at me, his grin widening
as he saw the look on my face—the shock, the shame, the undeniable arousal. “You see that, Brian?
She’s a natural. I don’t think she’s ever done that for you, has she?”

Leah remained on her knees, her breath still ragged as she wiped at her mouth with the back of her
hand. She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion, shame, and something else—
something darker, something that mirrored the emotions swirling inside me. I could see it in her gaze,
the same twisted arousal that had taken hold of me, the same sense of submission and powerlessness.

Scott leaned forward slightly, his hand still resting on Leah’s head as he looked me dead in the eye.
“She’s your wife, Brian. But right now, she’s my slut. And you—well, you’re just here to watch.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight with emotion, but I couldn’t bring myself to speak. My body betrayed
me, my erection painfully obvious, and Scott saw it. He knew exactly what this was doing to me, and he
reveled in it.

Leah finally sat back on her heels, her body still trembling as she wiped at her mouth again, trying to
clean away the remnants of Scott’s release. Her lips parted slightly, her breath still shaky as she looked
between Scott and me, her expression a mix of confusion, shame, and something else that neither of us
fully understood yet.

The silence between us was heavy, the weight of what had just happened settling over us like a thick fog.
And yet, despite everything—the humiliation, the shame—I couldn’t deny the twisted sense of
satisfaction that came with it. This was who we were now. This was what I had wanted, even if I hadn’t
realized it until now.

And Leah… well, she was beginning to understand that too.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Watching Leah kneel there, her body trembling, her lips still glistening with
Scott’s release—it was too much. The emotions swirling inside me, the shame, the jealousy, the
arousal—it all converged into one singular need. I had to have her. Right now. I didn’t care that her body
was still dripping with Scott’s cum, that his seed was smeared between her legs. In fact, it only fueled my
desire more, pushing me past the point of no return.

Without thinking, I moved toward her, my breath heavy, my heart pounding in my chest. Leah looked up
at me, her eyes wide with surprise, her lips still wet with the remnants of Scott’s release. She didn’t have
time to react before I pulled her up to me, my hands gripping her bare hips as I crushed my mouth to
hers.

The taste of Scott’s cum lingered on her lips, salty and foreign, but it only spurred me on. I kissed her
deeply, hungrily, as though claiming her back. I could feel the wetness of his release on her lips, on her



chin, but I didn’t care. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the raw, primal need that surged through
me, a need to reclaim what was mine.

Leah moaned softly against my mouth, her hands sliding up my chest as she kissed me back, her body
melting into mine. I could feel her trembling, not with fear, but with desire, as though she had been
waiting for this, needing it just as much as I did. My hands moved down her sides, gripping her waist
tightly as I pressed her against me, the heat between us building with every second.

I broke the kiss only for a moment, gasping for air as I looked down at her. Her lips were swollen, her
chest heaving, and the look in her eyes—dark, needy, and filled with a hunger that mirrored my own—
told me everything I needed to know. She wanted this. She wanted me.

I didn’t hesitate. I pushed her back against the edge of the lounge chair, my hands sliding down her
thighs as I spread her legs, her body still slick with Scott’s cum. The sight of it, the way his release
mingled with her own arousal, only pushed me further. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With one swift motion, I entered her, my cock sliding into her slick, wet heat. She gasped, her head
falling back as her body arched into mine, her nails digging into my shoulders. The tightness, the
wetness—it was overwhelming. I could feel the remnants of Scott inside her, mixing with her own
arousal, and the thought of it drove me wild.

Leah moaned loudly, her hips grinding against mine as I thrust into her, deep and hard, the need to
reclaim her driving every movement. I could feel her body trembling beneath me, her legs wrapping
around my waist as she pulled me closer, her breath hot against my ear.

“Brian…” she whispered, her voice breathy, filled with desperation.

I groaned in response, my lips finding hers again as I kissed her fiercely, tasting the remnants of Scott’s
release on her tongue. I didn’t care. None of it mattered anymore. All that mattered was the way she felt
beneath me, the way her body responded to mine, the way we fit together perfectly, even in this
moment of utter chaos.

Every thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, and I could feel Leah’s body tightening around
me, her moans growing louder, more urgent. The sound of her pleasure, the way her body responded to
mine—it was everything I had been craving. I couldn’t get enough of her, couldn’t stop the need to claim
her over and over again.

My hands gripped her hips tightly as I drove into her harder, faster, the raw, primal need consuming me.
Leah’s moans filled the air, her fingers clutching at me desperately as she bucked against me, her body
moving in perfect sync with mine.

It was messy, chaotic, and filled with the remnants of Scott’s presence, but none of that mattered. In this
moment, she was mine, and I was hers, and nothing else existed.

I thrust deeper, harder, every motion driven by an overwhelming need to reclaim her, to make her feel
me, only me. Leah’s body responded to mine with desperate intensity, her back arching, her hips
meeting every thrust. The heat between us was electric, the slick wetness of her inner thighs, still
dripping with Scott’s release, only heightening the sensation as I pounded into her.



Her moans grew louder, more urgent, filling the air with the sound of pure need. I could feel her nails
digging into my shoulders, her legs tightening around my waist, pulling me closer as if she couldn’t get
enough. I kissed her again, hard and possessive, tasting the mix of arousal and the remnants of Scott on
her lips. It only fueled the fire inside me.

"Brian..." she gasped between breaths, her voice thick with desire. I could feel her trembling beneath
me, her body on the edge, teetering between surrender and release. Every moan, every gasp from her
lips drove me closer to the edge, the raw intensity of our connection tightening in my chest.

My hands slid down to grip her hips tightly, holding her in place as I drove into her with relentless force,
the pressure building inside me with every thrust. Her body was slick, hot, trembling with the same
need that coursed through me. Leah's hands ran down my back, her fingers clawing at my skin as I
pushed her closer, my breath ragged in her ear.

I could feel her tightening around me, her body responding to every movement, her moans turning into
desperate cries. She was so close. I could feel it in the way she clenched around me, her hips grinding
against mine, her breath coming in short, gasping bursts.

"Brian... I’m gonna..." she whimpered, her voice strained with anticipation.

I groaned in response, my own release building, threatening to overtake me. My body was on fire, every
nerve alight with the need to finish, to make her cum with me. I thrust deeper, harder, the wetness of
her body and the intensity of our connection pushing us both to the brink.

Leah's head fell back, her mouth open as she let out a long, broken moan. Her body arched beneath me,
her legs tightening around my waist as she came, the waves of her orgasm crashing over her. I could feel
her convulsing around me, her body gripping me tightly as she rode out her climax, her moans filling the
air, mingling with the sound of my own labored breathing.

Her release tipped me over the edge. With a final, desperate thrust, I buried myself deep inside her,
groaning as my own orgasm hit me like a freight train. The pleasure exploded through me,
overwhelming every sense, every thought. My body tensed, every muscle locking as I spilled inside her,
the heat of my release mixing with everything that had come before.

For a moment, the world stood still, the only sound the ragged breathing between us. Leah’s body
softened beneath me, her hands trailing down my back as we both came down from the intensity of it
all. I could feel her chest rising and falling rapidly against mine, her heartbeat matching the wild rhythm
of my own.

We stayed like that for a few moments, tangled together in the aftermath, the weight of everything that
had just happened slowly settling over us. Leah’s breath was still shaky, her body still trembling slightly
as she relaxed into me, her arms wrapped loosely around my shoulders.

I kissed her again, softer this time, tasting the remnants of our shared release, feeling the warmth of her
body against mine. We had crossed a line, gone further than we ever had before, but in this moment,
none of that mattered. She was mine, and I was hers, and for now, that was enough.



The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the bedroom. Leah lay next to
me, her body still warm from sleep, her skin a canvas of faint marks from the night before. The events of
the previous afternoon hung in the air between us, heavy and unspoken. I could feel her breathing
softly, her chest rising and falling beside me. My mind was still tangled in the haze of everything that had
happened, the intense arousal, the shame, the need.

Leah shifted beside me, rolling onto her side to face me. Her eyes, still drowsy with sleep, searched mine
for something—answers, maybe, or just the same unspoken questions I had been asking myself all night.
The silence between us lingered, thick and weighted, until she finally spoke.

“Brian,” she said softly, her voice hesitant, as if testing the waters. “Are you… a cuck?”

Her words hung in the air, slicing through the quiet of the morning like a knife. My stomach twisted, a
knot of emotions rising up inside me—shame, confusion, arousal. It wasn’t the first time I had asked
myself that question, but hearing her say it out loud, in the soft morning light, made it all the more real.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, unsure how to respond. I could see the uncertainty in her eyes, the
curiosity, the lingering effects of everything we had done. I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts,
trying to make sense of the swirling emotions inside me.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice thick with hesitation. “I don’t know what that means, Leah. I’ve
thought about it, I’ve wondered… but I never imagined it would go this far.”

Leah’s brow furrowed slightly as she processed my words, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the edge
of the sheet. “I just… after everything that happened with Scott, I don’t know what to think anymore. I
never thought this would be something we’d… explore. But now…”

Her voice trailed off, and I could see the confusion in her eyes. She wasn’t accusing me, but the question
lingered between us, demanding an answer we hadn’t yet found.

“I think…” I began, my voice shaky, “I think part of me liked it, Leah. Watching you. Seeing you with him.
It… it did something to me that I can’t explain.”

She bit her lip, her gaze dropping to the sheet for a moment before returning to mine. “I could see that.
And… I think that’s what scared me.”

My heart pounded in my chest, the weight of her words pressing down on me. “I never thought I’d feel
like that,” I said quietly. “I never thought I’d get turned on by seeing you with someone else, but when it
happened… it was like something inside me shifted.”

Leah nodded slowly, her eyes searching mine for understanding. “I felt it too,” she admitted softly.
“Something about the way you watched, the way you couldn’t look away… it made me feel different.
More wanted. More desired.”

Her confession sent a shockwave through me, the realization that she had been affected by it too. I had
been so caught up in my own confusion that I hadn’t considered how it might have changed things for
her.



“I don’t know if I’m a cuck,” I said finally, the words tasting strange on my tongue. “But I know that
watching you… it awakened something in me. Something I don’t fully understand yet.”

Leah’s fingers found mine beneath the sheet, her touch soft and warm. “We don’t have to label it,” she
whispered. “We don’t have to figure it all out right now.”

I squeezed her hand gently, feeling the tension between us ease just slightly. “I just don’t want to lose
us,” I said quietly. “Whatever this is, whatever we’re exploring… I don’t want it to change what we
have.”

Leah nodded, her eyes softening as she leaned in closer, resting her forehead against mine. “We’ll figure
it out,” she murmured. “Together. One step at a time.”

Her words were a lifeline, grounding me in the moment, reminding me that whatever this was—
whatever we were becoming—we were in it together.

It had been a long day for Leah, and as she pulled into the driveway, I could already see the tension in
her posture, the way her shoulders slumped forward. She was still in her work clothes—an elegant suit
that framed her figure perfectly, her hair tied back in a loose bun—but there was an exhaustion about
her that I recognized all too well. Being an attorney was demanding, and today had clearly drained her
more than usual.

I stood near the front door, waiting for her to get out of the car. The fading light of the evening cast long
shadows over the driveway. I was about to step forward to greet her when I saw him—Scott—ambling
across the lawn with that same cocky swagger. My stomach twisted at the sight of him, my chest
tightening. I hadn’t seen him in a few days, and I thought maybe we’d gotten a break. But no, here he
was, sauntering toward Leah like he owned the place.

Leah opened the car door and stepped out, her heels clicking against the pavement as she gathered her
bag. She hadn’t even noticed Scott yet, but I could see the moment he locked eyes on her, that slimy grin
spreading across his face. His presence, always unwelcome, felt even more intrusive now.

“Leah,” he called out, his voice casual, almost smug. “Rough day? Maybe I can make it a little better…”

I cringed at the sound of his voice, hating the way he talked to her as if what had happened between
them gave him some kind of right to approach her like this. But before I could say anything, Leah
straightened up, her entire demeanor shifting in an instant.

She didn’t even turn fully to face him, just angled her head slightly in his direction, her eyes narrowing.
The weariness from her long day melted away, replaced by something cold, sharp, and dangerous.

“Scott,” she said, her voice low and controlled, but there was an edge to it that made me freeze in my
tracks. “You need to stop right there.”

Scott faltered mid-step, clearly taken off guard by her tone. His grin faded, replaced by a flicker of
confusion. “Come on, Leah, no need to be like that. I was just—”



“I don’t care what you were ‘just’ doing,” Leah cut him off, her voice rising only slightly, but with a
firmness that sent a chill down my spine. She turned to face him fully now, her eyes locked onto his with
an intensity that made even me nervous. “You don’t get to approach me like this. Not here. Not after
everything.”

Scott blinked, his cocky demeanor slipping as he realized Leah wasn’t playing his game anymore. “Look,
I—”

“No,” Leah snapped, her words slicing through the air like a whip. “You listen to me. I’m not your
plaything. You don’t get to wander over here whenever you feel like it, thinking you can manipulate or
charm your way into something. This is my home. My life. And you? You’re a guest at best, and an
unwelcome one at that.”

I stood there, frozen, watching the scene unfold. Scott, for all his bravado and arrogance, had stopped
dead in his tracks. Leah took a step toward him, her eyes never leaving his, her presence commanding
the space between them.

“You’ve pushed your luck long enough,” she continued, her voice deadly calm. “What happened
between us? That was a mistake, one we let get too far. But let me make one thing very clear: you are
nothing to me. You don’t hold any power here, and you sure as hell don’t get to approach me like I owe
you something.”

Scott’s face had gone pale, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to find something to say, but no
words came. Leah had completely disarmed him, cutting through his swagger like a hot knife through
butter. I could see him shrinking before her, his confidence evaporating in the face of her raw, unflinching
strength.

“And if you ever try this again,” Leah said, taking one final step toward him, “I’ll make sure you regret it.
Do you understand me?”

Scott stood there, dumbstruck, his hands twitching at his sides as he stammered, “I—yeah, yeah, I got it.
I’ll… I’ll leave you alone.”

Without another word, Leah turned her back on him, dismissing him with an ease that was both graceful
and terrifying. She walked toward me, her heels clicking once more on the pavement, her eyes softening
just slightly as she approached.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. Even I was shaken by her words, by the way she had handled him so
effortlessly. The sheer authority in her voice, the way she had put Scott in his place—there was no
question who was in control now. I had never seen her like that before, and it left me feeling both awed
and… strangely humbled.

Leah reached me, her face still set in a determined mask, but I could see the exhaustion creeping back
in. She brushed a hand through her hair, letting out a long breath as if releasing the tension that had
built up from her encounter with Scott.

“Let’s go inside,” she said softly, her voice now back to the Leah I knew. “I’ve had enough of today.”



I nodded, still too stunned to say anything. As I followed her into the house, I couldn’t help but glance
back at Scott, who was still standing there in the driveway, looking like he’d just been struck by lightning.

He wouldn’t be bothering her again anytime soon. That much was clear.

As we stepped into the house, I could see the exhaustion finally catching up to Leah. Her shoulders
slumped again, and she let out a long, weary breath, the fire from her confrontation with Scott fading as
the weight of the day settled on her. I wanted to do something, anything, to take the edge off for her.
She deserved it after everything, especially today.

I followed her into the living room, watching as she dropped her bag by the couch and sat down, kicking
off her heels and rubbing her temples. The tension in her body was palpable, and I knew she needed to
unwind. Without saying a word, I headed to the bathroom, my mind already forming a plan.

I started running the bath, letting the water heat up, adding some of her favorite bath salts—the
lavender-scented ones she always used when she wanted to relax. The scent filled the room as the
steam rose from the tub, and I could already imagine her sinking into the water, letting the stress melt
away. She needed this. We both did, honestly.

While the tub filled, I went to the kitchen. Dinner was simple—some pasta we had leftover, along with a
small salad. I plated everything up, grabbed a bottle of wine from the fridge, and poured two glasses,
figuring a little alcohol would help loosen the knots in both of us. As I balanced the tray with dinner and
the wine, I could hear the bathwater still running, almost ready.

When I came back to the living room, Leah looked up at me, surprised but grateful. I could see a faint
smile tugging at her lips, even through the exhaustion. "What’s all this?" she asked softly.

“You’ve had a rough day,” I said, smiling gently as I set the tray down. “I thought you could use some
time to relax. I’ve got the bath running for you, and dinner’s ready. How about I take care of you for a
while?”

Leah’s smile widened, her eyes softening as she stood up and walked over to me. She leaned in, pressing
a soft kiss to my cheek, and whispered, “You’re too good to me, you know that?”

I chuckled softly, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “You deserve it.”

I took her hand and led her to the bathroom, where the tub was now full, the lavender scent hanging in
the air like a soothing balm. Leah glanced at the steaming water and then back at me, a look of
appreciation in her eyes. She didn’t need to say anything—I could tell she was already feeling lighter.

“I’ll bring your dinner and wine in here,” I said, stepping back to give her space. “You get comfortable,
okay?”

She nodded, already undoing the buttons of her blouse as I stepped out of the bathroom. A few minutes
later, I returned with the tray of food and wine, setting it down on the small stool next to the bath. Leah
was already submerged in the water, her head resting back against the edge of the tub, her eyes closed.
She looked peaceful, the tension slowly draining from her face as the warm water worked its magic.



I handed her one of the glasses of wine, and she took it gratefully, sipping it slowly as her eyes opened
to meet mine. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice soft and sincere. “I really needed this.”

I sat on the floor next to the tub, my hand resting on the edge as I gazed up at her. “Rough day at work?”

Leah let out a tired sigh, nodding. “It was brutal. Court was just… ugh, one thing after another. Clients
were unreasonable, opposing counsel was relentless, and I felt like I was getting pulled in every
direction.”

I reached out and brushed my fingers against her arm, offering a small gesture of comfort. “I’m sorry,
Leah. Sounds like a nightmare.”

She took another sip of wine, closing her eyes for a moment as if to center herself. “It was. And then to
come home and have to deal with Scott…” She shook her head, the frustration clear in her voice.

I could still feel the tension from that moment too, the way she’d confronted Scott, so fierce and
unflinching. Even thinking about it now sent a ripple of pride through me, but I didn’t want to dwell on
him any longer. Tonight was about Leah. About us.

“You handled him perfectly,” I said quietly. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen him that rattled. He’s never going
to try that again.”

Leah opened her eyes and smiled faintly. “I just couldn’t take it anymore. Not after the day I had. He
picked the wrong time to push me.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the only sound the soft lapping of water against the tub as Leah shifted
slightly, sinking deeper into the warmth. I could see her beginning to relax, the tension melting away
with each passing second.

I leaned forward, resting my chin on the edge of the tub, looking up at her. “Is there anything else you
want to talk about? Anything you need to get off your chest?”

Leah was quiet for a moment, her eyes gazing at the surface of the water as if searching for the right
words. “It’s just… sometimes I feel like everything is on me. At work, at home, with us. Like I’m carrying
all this weight and I don’t know how to set it down.”

I nodded, understanding what she meant more than she probably realized. “You don’t have to carry it
alone, Leah. I’m here. I’ll always be here.”

She smiled softly, her fingers reaching out to brush against mine. “I know. And I’m so grateful for you,
Brian. I just… sometimes it feels like there’s no escape.”

I squeezed her hand gently, leaning in a little closer. “You don’t have to escape, Leah. We’ll get through
it, whatever it is. Together.”

She looked at me, her eyes soft and filled with a mixture of emotions—gratitude, love, exhaustion. “I
don’t know what I’d do without you,” she whispered.



I smiled, leaning forward to press a gentle kiss to her forehead. “You’ll never have to find out.”

We stayed like that for a while, Leah sipping her wine, the warmth of the bath wrapping around her like
a cocoon. Eventually, her eyes began to droop, the stress of the day finally giving way to the peace of the
moment.

“Let me know if you need anything else,” I said softly, standing up and taking her empty plate. “I’ll be
right here.”

She nodded, her eyes closing as she sank back against the tub, her body fully relaxed now. I watched her
for a moment longer, feeling a sense of peace settle over me. Whatever had happened today, whatever
stress or tension we’d been through, it didn’t matter now. We had each other, and that was enough.

The following day, Leah seemed quieter than usual. I could sense something was weighing on her mind
as we went through our morning routine. She moved with a certain deliberateness, her brow slightly
furrowed in thought. Over breakfast, she was more reserved than usual, and I knew better than to press
her right away. Whatever was on her mind, she’d bring it up when she was ready.

After a few minutes of silence, she finally sighed and set down her coffee cup, glancing over at me.
“Brian… about yesterday.”

I raised an eyebrow, already sensing where this was going. “What about it?”

She bit her lip, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the edge of her mug. “I’ve been thinking about the
way I spoke to Scott. I mean, I know he deserved it, but… I was harsh. Too harsh, maybe.”

I stared at her for a moment, not quite believing what I was hearing. “Leah, you were just standing up
for yourself. He’s been overstepping for a long time.”

“I know,” she admitted, her voice soft. “But the way I talked to him, I… I don’t know, Brian. I keep
replaying it in my head, and I feel like maybe I went too far. He looked… almost shocked. Like I took it to
a place that wasn’t necessary.”

I frowned, not understanding why she felt bad about it. “He’s been asking for that for months. Honestly,
I think it was exactly what he needed to hear.”

Leah shook her head, her eyes troubled. “Maybe, but I don’t like feeling this way. I don’t like feeling like I
lost control. That’s not me. I could have handled it differently, more professionally. Instead, I let my
frustration get the better of me. And now I feel guilty about it.”

I sighed, leaning back in my chair as I watched her wrestle with her emotions. I understood her need to
maintain control, to always approach things with a measured, composed attitude. It was part of what
made her such a good attorney—she knew how to stay calm under pressure. But Scott had pushed her,
and she had every right to snap. Still, I could see this was bothering her more than she was letting on.

“What are you thinking of doing?” I asked gently.



Leah hesitated, glancing out the window as if the answer might be out there. “I think I should apologize.
Not for setting boundaries—those were needed—but for the way I did it. I don’t want to be someone
who lashes out in anger, no matter who I’m dealing with.”

I stared at her, unsure how to respond. “Are you sure? I mean, he’s probably not expecting an apology.
Honestly, I don’t think he even deserves one.”

Leah sighed again, her shoulders slumping slightly. “Maybe not. But it’s not about him deserving it. It’s
about me. I need to feel like I handled things the right way. I don’t want to carry this guilt around.”

I nodded slowly, understanding where she was coming from, even if I didn’t fully agree. Leah had always
been someone who held herself to high standards, both personally and professionally. And if this was
something she needed to do for her own peace of mind, I wasn’t going to stand in her way.

“If you think that’s what you need to do, then I support you,” I said softly. “But just know that you don’t
have to apologize for standing up for yourself. You had every right to say what you did.”

Leah smiled faintly, reaching across the table to take my hand. “I know. But I think I’ll feel better once
I’ve cleared the air.”

I squeezed her hand gently, giving her a reassuring nod. “Okay. Just… be careful with him. Don’t let him
twist this into something else.”

She nodded, her expression firm. “I won’t. This is about me taking control, not giving him any more
power.”

Later that day, Leah made her way to Scott’s house. I watched from the window as she walked across the
lawn, her stride confident but purposeful. There was a heaviness in the air, an anticipation I couldn’t
shake as I saw her knock on his door. It wasn’t long before Scott appeared, his usual smirk absent,
replaced by something more subdued.

I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I could see Leah’s body language—calm, composed,
professional. She gestured as she spoke, her tone even, though I could imagine the sincerity behind her
words. Scott seemed to be listening, nodding occasionally, though he looked more perplexed than
anything else. It was clear he hadn’t expected her to come back, let alone with an apology.

After a few minutes, Leah finished speaking. She stood there for a moment, waiting for his response.
Scott said something—too low for me to catch—but whatever it was, Leah nodded in acknowledgment.
The conversation seemed civil enough, and after another brief exchange, Leah turned and headed back
toward the house.

As she approached, I could see the weight had lifted from her shoulders. She wasn’t smiling, but there
was a calmness about her, a sense of resolution that hadn’t been there earlier.

When she stepped inside, I met her at the door, searching her face for any sign of how it had gone. “How
do you feel?” I asked quietly.



Leah sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Better. I told him I didn’t appreciate his behavior, but I
also acknowledged that I could have handled the situation more calmly. He was… surprised, I think. But
he apologized too, said he didn’t mean to make me feel uncomfortable.”

I raised an eyebrow at that. “Really?”

Leah nodded, though I could see a flicker of doubt in her eyes. “I don’t know if he meant it, but… I think
he got the message. I was firm about my boundaries. And now, I feel like I’ve done my part.”

I pulled her into a gentle hug, kissing the top of her head. “I’m proud of you. You did what you felt was
right.”

She wrapped her arms around me, resting her head against my chest. “Thanks, Brian. I just needed to
know I handled it the way I would in any other situation. Professionally.”

I held her close, letting the moment settle between us. Whatever happened with Scott going forward, I
knew Leah had taken back her control. And that was all that mattered.

Leah pulled back from our embrace, her eyes flickering with a bit of hesitation before she took a deep
breath. “There’s… something else,” she said softly, biting her lip as if weighing her words carefully.

I raised an eyebrow, sensing the shift in her tone. “What is it?”

She glanced down for a moment, fiddling with the hem of her shirt before finally looking up at me. “I,
uh, invited Scott over for dinner.”

My heart skipped a beat, the weight of her words sinking in like a lead balloon. “What?” I asked, trying
to keep my voice steady, though I could feel the confusion and unease bubbling up inside me.

Leah’s eyes softened, as if she knew exactly how I was feeling. “I know it sounds crazy, Brian. Believe me,
I’ve been thinking about it since I walked away from his house. But I thought it might be a way to clear
the air completely. To just… I don’t know, close that chapter.”

I stared at her, trying to process what she was saying. “Dinner? With him?”

She nodded, her expression earnest. “Yeah. Look, I don’t want any more tension between us and Scott,
and I figured a dinner might help put everything out in the open. It doesn’t have to be anything more
than that. Just a way to reset things.”

I felt my stomach twist at the thought of having Scott over again, especially after everything that had
happened. The idea of sitting across from him at the dinner table, making small talk as if everything was
normal—it felt surreal. Wrong, even.

“But why dinner?” I asked, trying to wrap my head around it. “Why not just… leave things as they are?”

Leah sighed, rubbing the back of her neck. “I don’t want things to be awkward every time we run into
him, Brian. He lives right next door. We can’t avoid him forever, and if we’re going to move on, I want to
do it the right way. On our terms.”



I swallowed hard, the thought of Scott invading our space again making my skin crawl. I knew what Leah
was trying to do—she was reclaiming her control, trying to handle the situation in a way that made her
feel empowered. But it still felt like inviting a wolf back into the house after barely shutting the door on
him.

“And you’re sure this is a good idea?” I asked, my voice quieter now, filled with uncertainty.

Leah nodded slowly, her hand reaching out to touch my arm. “I know it’s a lot to ask, but I think it’ll
help. I want to prove that we’re in control of our lives again, not him. And maybe… maybe this will be a
way to make that clear once and for all.”

I took a deep breath, running a hand through my hair as I processed her words. Leah’s determination
was clear, and as much as I hated the idea of sitting down with Scott again, I couldn’t ignore the fact that
this was important to her. She needed this closure, and if this was the way she felt she could get it, I
wasn’t going to stand in her way.

“Okay,” I said finally, though my voice was tinged with hesitation. “If you think this will help, then… I’m
with you.”

Leah smiled, relief washing over her face as she squeezed my arm gently. “Thank you, Brian. I promise,
it’s just dinner. We’ll handle it together.”

The evening came faster than I had anticipated. Leah had spent the better part of the afternoon
preparing dinner, wanting everything to be perfect. The table was set meticulously—candles lit, soft
music playing in the background. It felt like any normal night in our home, but the tension in the air was
unmistakable. I could feel it in my bones, a quiet hum that grew louder with every passing minute. We
both knew tonight wasn’t about the food.

Scott arrived promptly, a bottle of wine in hand and that familiar smug grin plastered across his face.
Leah greeted him at the door, her posture confident, though I could see the slight tension in her
shoulders. I stood back, watching as they exchanged pleasantries. Scott was all too casual, as though the
events of the past few days hadn’t even phased him.

“Good to see you both,” he said, his eyes lingering on Leah for just a second too long. “Smells great in
here. You’ve really outdone yourselves.”

Leah smiled, polite but restrained. “Just a simple meal. Come on in, make yourself comfortable.”

We sat at the table, the soft clink of silverware against plates the only sound for the first few minutes.
Conversation flowed easily enough—Scott mentioned work, Leah talked about her cases, and I tried to
participate without revealing the growing discomfort I felt with every glance Scott threw her way.

It wasn’t long before Scott’s true intentions began to surface, though. He poured himself a generous
glass of wine, leaning back in his chair with that lazy confidence I had come to loathe.

“So, Leah,” he began, his voice casual but laced with something deeper. “You were pretty fiery the other
day. Gotta admit, I wasn’t expecting that.”



Leah met his gaze, her expression calm, though I could see the way her fingers tightened slightly around
her wine glass. “I meant what I said,” she replied evenly. “I don’t appreciate being disrespected, and I
won’t tolerate it again.”

Scott chuckled softly, swirling the wine in his glass as he leaned forward slightly. “Fair enough. I was out
of line. But I couldn’t help but wonder… maybe you weren’t just angry. Maybe there was something else
behind that fire.”

Leah stiffened slightly, her jaw tightening as she set her glass down. “I think we’ve made it clear where
we stand, Scott.”

But Scott wasn’t backing down. His eyes flicked to me briefly, a glimmer of amusement in them before
he returned his focus to Leah. “Oh, I get that. But you and I both know there’s something more, don’t
we? After all, we’ve been through a lot together, haven’t we?”

The air in the room grew heavier, and I could feel my pulse quicken. Leah’s eyes narrowed, but she didn’t
look away from him. “Whatever happened in the past is just that—the past. This is our home, and you’re
here as a guest.”

Scott’s grin widened, and he leaned in even closer, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “A guest, huh?
Funny, I seem to remember you being a little more welcoming than that.”

I felt my stomach churn at his words, the underlying meaning clear. He was testing the waters, pushing
boundaries again, but this time it wasn’t just with Leah. He was pushing me too, daring me to react,
daring me to do something.

Leah’s composure didn’t falter, though. She met his gaze steadily, her voice calm but firm. “Scott, if you
can’t respect us, then this dinner is over.”

Scott didn’t flinch, his grin never wavering. “Come on, Leah. We’ve been through too much to act like
we’re strangers. You and I both know what’s between us.”

I clenched my fists under the table, the tension between us thickening with every word he spoke. Leah
remained composed, but I could see the subtle shift in her demeanor—the way her breathing
quickened, the way her eyes darkened with a mix of anger and something else, something I couldn’t
quite place.

“And Brian,” Scott continued, turning his attention to me now, his voice dripping with condescension.
“You’ve always been a good sport about everything. I mean, you’re the one who invited me back into
your lives, right?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as I stared back at him. “We invited you for dinner,” I said, my
voice quieter than I intended. “That’s all this is.”

Scott’s eyes gleamed with amusement, as if he could sense my unease. “Sure. But we both know it’s
more than that, don’t we? You and Leah… you’ve got something special going on. Something not
everyone would understand.”



Leah shifted in her seat, her hand moving to rest on the table, close to mine. I could feel the tension
radiating off her, and for a brief moment, she squeezed my fingers gently, grounding me. “Scott,” she
said, her voice firm, “this isn’t the time or place for that conversation. If you can’t respect that, then
maybe it’s time for you to leave.”

But Scott didn’t move. His eyes flicked between the two of us, his grin widening as he leaned back in his
chair, completely at ease. “Leave? Come on, Leah. We’re just getting started.”

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, the suffocating weight of Scott’s presence closing in around
us. He wasn’t backing down, wasn’t giving us the clean break Leah had hoped for. And I knew, deep
down, that this was exactly what Scott had wanted all along—to worm his way back in, to exert his
control once again, and to push us to the brink of something we weren’t ready to confront.

Leah sat up straighter, her eyes never leaving Scott’s, the tension between them like a taut wire ready to
snap. “If you’re trying to push us, Scott, it’s not going to work.”

Scott raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying the game. “Push you? I’m just reminding you of what we’ve
already started.”

I could feel the heat rising in the room, the unspoken challenge hanging in the air. And in that moment, I
realized that this dinner—this simple attempt at reconciliation—was turning into something far more
dangerous.

Scott leaned back in his chair, a slow, smug smile spreading across his face, his eyes gleaming with the
satisfaction of having pushed us to the edge. The tension in the room was suffocating, and I could feel
the air getting thicker with every second. He wasn’t finished—far from it. He was just getting started.

He glanced at Leah, his gaze lingering on her in a way that made my stomach twist. “Leah,” he said
softly, his voice dripping with condescension, “you talk a big game, but we both know there’s more
going on here than you’re willing to admit. Don’t act like this little dinner is some innocent, friendly
thing.”

Leah’s eyes narrowed, and for a moment, I thought she might snap back at him. But instead, she stayed
calm, her jaw tightening as she responded evenly, “This was supposed to be a chance for you to respect
the boundaries we’ve set, Scott. I’m not going to let you cross them again.”

Scott chuckled, a low, almost predatory sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “Boundaries, huh? Is
that what you’re telling yourself?” He leaned forward slightly, his eyes locking with Leah’s, his voice
dropping to a near whisper. “You didn’t seem to care much about boundaries last time, did you? I seem
to remember you… enjoying yourself a bit too much to worry about rules.”

I could see the flicker of frustration in Leah’s eyes, the way her breath hitched slightly as his words hit
their mark. She kept her composure, but I could tell that Scott’s words were cutting deeper than she
wanted to admit. She was strong, but Scott had a way of getting under her skin, of pushing just the right
buttons to make her question herself.



I wanted to step in, to tell him to stop, but before I could say anything, Scott’s attention turned to me.
His grin widened as he leaned back again, taking a slow sip of his wine, savoring the moment. “And you,
Brian… what do you think about all this? I mean, you’ve seen how your wife responds to me. You’ve
seen what happens when she lets go. Doesn’t it get you going, just a little?”

My heart pounded in my chest, the knot in my stomach tightening. The words hit me hard, dredging up
the complicated emotions I had been trying to bury since this all began. The arousal, the jealousy, the
humiliation. Scott was playing on it all, twisting the knife in a way only he could.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “This dinner isn’t about that, Scott,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.
“We’re here to move past what happened, not relive it.”

Scott’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “Move past it? Really? You think you can just sweep it all under
the rug and pretend like none of it happened? Like Leah didn’t take me in front of you and love every
second of it?”

Leah’s hand tightened around her wine glass, her knuckles white as she stared at Scott. “You’re
overstepping,” she said, her voice cold and controlled. But I could see the anger bubbling just beneath
the surface, threatening to break through.

Scott didn’t back down. He leaned forward, his voice lowering, dripping with dangerous confidence. “I’m
not overstepping, Leah. I’m just telling the truth. You wanted it. You still do. And so does Brian.” He
turned to me, his grin widening. “Isn’t that right, Brian? You like watching, don’t you? That’s why I’m
here, isn’t it?”

I could feel the heat rising in my chest, my pulse quickening as his words twisted inside me. The truth of
it, the dark, shameful part of me that had been buried under layers of denial, clawed its way to the
surface. I hated that he could see it, that he knew exactly what buttons to press.

But Leah wasn’t backing down. She sat up straighter, her eyes burning with a fierce determination.
“You’re wrong, Scott,” she said, her voice firm. “This ends tonight. You don’t control us.”

Scott’s grin didn’t falter. If anything, it grew wider, more sinister. “You sure about that? Because from
where I’m sitting, it looks like I already do.”

Without warning, Scott stood up, the chair scraping against the floor as he moved toward Leah. I stood
up as well, my heart racing, unsure of what he was planning to do next. Leah held her ground, her eyes
locked on his, but I could see the tension in her body, the way her muscles tensed as Scott loomed over
her.

He didn’t touch her, but he was close, too close. His presence was overwhelming, the heat of his body
radiating toward her, toward us. “Look at you, Leah,” he whispered, his voice low and taunting. “You’re
not as in control as you think you are. You’re still playing by my rules, whether you admit it or not.”

Leah’s eyes flashed with anger, and for a moment, I thought she might slap him. But instead, she stood
up, meeting his gaze with a defiance that made me feel a surge of pride. “You don’t own me, Scott,” she
said, her voice steady and strong. “You never did.”



Scott chuckled again, his eyes flicking between the two of us. “We’ll see about that.”

The tension in the room was unbearable, the weight of everything we’d been through pressing down on
us like a heavy, suffocating blanket. Scott’s presence was toxic, a force that had slowly wormed its way
into our lives, into our marriage, and I could feel it trying to unravel everything Leah and I had built.

But Leah wasn’t backing down. She stood tall, her eyes locked on his, refusing to let him take control.
And in that moment, I knew—this was a fight we had to win. We couldn’t let Scott continue to
manipulate us, to play with our emotions like puppets on a string.

It wasn’t just about Scott anymore. It was about us. Our marriage. Our future.

And we were going to take it back.

The tension in the room had reached a boiling point, thick and suffocating, as Scott stood there, his
presence looming over Leah like a storm ready to break. The sharp defiance in her eyes wavered, just for
a second, and that was all it took for Scott to see his opportunity.

“You say you’re in control,” Scott murmured, his voice low and taunting, stepping closer until there was
barely any space between them. “But we both know how this ends. You can fight it all you want, Leah,
but the truth is right here.”

I watched, frozen, as Scott’s words washed over her. Leah stood still, her body tense, but I could see the
shift in her demeanor—the way her breath quickened, the way her eyes darkened with something that
was no longer just anger. There was something deeper there now, something more primal. And I knew,
just as Scott did, that she was teetering on the edge.

“Leah…” I whispered, my voice shaky, trying to find the right words to pull her back, to stop whatever
was about to happen. But it was too late.

In one swift, passionate movement, Leah closed the distance between them, her hand grabbing the back
of Scott’s neck as she pulled him down into a fierce, hungry kiss. It was like a dam breaking, all the
tension, the anger, the unresolved emotions pouring out in that one reckless moment. Her body pressed
against his, her breath hitching as she gave in to the magnetic pull between them.

I could only watch, my heart pounding in my chest, as Leah surrendered to Scott, her fingers tangling in
his hair as their kiss deepened. It was raw, desperate, and filled with a passion that I hadn’t seen in her
for a long time. She was giving herself to him, right there in front of me, and I was powerless to stop it.

Scott’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer as he took control of the moment, his dominance
clear in every touch, every movement. Leah melted into him, her resistance completely gone, as if she
had been waiting for this all along. The fire between them was undeniable, and I could feel the heat of it
from where I stood, watching as my wife gave herself over to him completely.

For a moment, the room felt like it was spinning, the world narrowing down to just the three of us—
Leah, Scott, and me, locked in this twisted, complicated dance of desire and control. I wanted to shout,
to pull her away, to remind her of everything we had built together. But my voice caught in my throat,
silenced by the undeniable truth of what was happening.



Scott had won. He had taken control, not just of Leah, but of us—of our marriage, our lives. And in that
moment, Leah had let him.

Scott’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer as he took control of the moment, his dominance
clear in every touch, every movement. Leah melted into him, her resistance completely gone, as if she
had been waiting for this all along. The fire between them was undeniable, and I could feel the heat of it
from where I stood, watching as my wife gave herself over to him completely.

For a moment, the room felt like it was spinning, the world narrowing down to just the three of us—
Leah, Scott, and me, locked in this twisted, complicated dance of desire and control. I wanted to shout,
to pull her away, to remind her of everything we had built together. But my voice caught in my throat,
silenced by the undeniable truth of what was happening.

Scott had won. He had taken control, not just of Leah, but of us—of our marriage, our lives. And in that
moment, Leah had let him.

When they finally broke apart, Leah’s lips were swollen, her breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. She
looked at me, her eyes wide, filled with a mixture of guilt, passion, and something else—something I
couldn’t quite place.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, but the words hung heavy in the air between us.
“I… I couldn’t stop.”

Scott didn’t say anything, but the satisfied grin on his face said it all. He had what he wanted—he had
Leah, and he knew that I had watched the whole thing. He didn’t need to say a word to assert his
control.

Leah stepped back from him, her hands trembling slightly as she looked between the two of us, the
weight of what had just happened sinking in. The room was thick with unspoken words, the aftermath of
that passionate moment hanging over us like a shadow.

And in that moment, everything changed.

The room was thick with tension, the kind that made it hard to breathe, as Scott's hand lingered on
Leah's waist. I could see the heat in her eyes, the conflicted mix of shame and passion, as she glanced at
me for a fleeting second, then back at him. It felt like a surreal moment, like watching something unravel
right before my eyes, yet I couldn't stop it.

Scott, sensing her surrender, smirked. "Leah," he said, his voice low and commanding, "take me upstairs.
To your bed."

The words hung heavy in the air, and Leah’s body stiffened at the sound of them. But after a long,
agonizing pause, I saw her resolve crumble. Slowly, she nodded, and the last barrier fell. There was no
turning back now.



With a gentle tug, Scott pulled her close to him again, his hands sliding down her sides with an
ownership that sent a sick feeling into the pit of my stomach. Her breathing quickened, and I could see
the way her body responded to his touch, how she was drawn into the dark gravity of his presence.

Scott moved first, shrugging off his jacket and pulling his shirt over his head in one rough motion. His
body, unsightly and crude, was a stark contrast to Leah's graceful beauty. His large gut hung over the
waistband of his jeans, his pale skin glistening slightly under the soft candlelight. His chest was patchy
with coarse, gray hair, and sweat already dampened his skin. His graying hair, unkempt and greasy, clung
to the sides of his balding head, leaving the top of his scalp exposed like a shiny dome. Every part of him
seemed out of place in this room, this life.

Leah, on the other hand, stood there like a statue, her lips parted slightly, her eyes wide and filled with a
mixture of desire and guilt. She looked perfect, even in her hesitancy. Her work blouse clung to her
frame, and her skirt still hugged her hips, but her clothes felt like an afterthought now, as if they were
just waiting to be peeled away. The contrast between them—her poised elegance and his brutish
presence—was almost painful to witness.

Scott’s thick, rough fingers moved to the hem of Leah’s blouse, pulling it upward, revealing her soft,
flawless skin inch by inch. She lifted her arms without hesitation, letting him strip her of the garment,
and soon her bra followed. Her breasts, firm and full, stood out against the crude, sagging mass of
Scott’s chest. It was like beauty and the beast, only this was no fairy tale—this was real, and it was
happening right in front of me.

“Take me upstairs,” Scott repeated, his voice thick with lust, a command Leah couldn't ignore. He
stepped toward her, tugging at the zipper of her skirt, letting it fall to the floor in a soft whisper of fabric.
She stood there now, almost completely exposed, her smooth, tanned skin a stark contrast to the rough,
pale bulk of his body.

My heart pounded as I watched Leah take a deep breath and turn toward the staircase, walking slowly,
her body moving with a sensual grace that seemed both natural and reluctant at once. Scott followed
close behind, his eyes fixed on her as if he were a predator stalking his prey. His hands lingered on her
hips as they ascended the stairs, his touch possessive, claiming her as his.

And then they were gone, disappearing into the shadows of the hallway, leaving me standing alone in
the silence of the living room, my head spinning. I could hear their footsteps overhead as they entered
the bedroom, the room Leah and I had shared for so many years. The bed where we had built our life
together was now about to be used for something else, something I never imagined I would be a witness
to.

The knot in my stomach tightened, my body betraying me with a sick mix of arousal and dread. I knew
what was coming. I knew what I was about to hear, what I was about to see. And yet, I couldn’t bring
myself to stop it.

Upstairs, the door clicked shut.

The moment the door clicked shut, it was like a fuse lit inside me. My heart raced, pounding so hard in
my chest it almost hurt. I stood frozen in place, my mind reeling, torn between the overwhelming urge
to intervene and the dark curiosity pulling me toward the stairs. The house felt eerily quiet, save for the



muffled sounds of movement from upstairs. I knew what was happening—what was about to happen—
and the weight of it crushed me, but I couldn’t stay put.

I had to see.

My feet moved on their own, carrying me toward the staircase. Each step felt heavier than the last, my
breath shallow, my mind buzzing with conflicting emotions—shame, anger, and something darker,
something that made my throat tighten. I hated myself for it, but the thought of Leah in our bed, with
him, consumed me. I reached the top of the stairs, every muscle in my body tense as I slowly
approached the half-closed door.

I could hear them. The soft murmur of voices, indistinct but unmistakably intimate. My hand hovered
over the doorknob, trembling. I swallowed hard, gathering the last of my resolve, and nudged the door
open just enough to see inside.

The sight hit me like a punch to the gut.

Leah was on the bed, our bed, lying on her back, her body laid out in full display. Her smooth skin
glistened faintly in the dim light, the curves of her body highlighted by the soft glow of the bedside
lamp. Her legs were spread, knees bent, and her breathing was shallow, quick. I could see the faint
tremble of her chest as her breath hitched. She was beautiful—achingly beautiful—yet the scene before
me felt wrong. So terribly, devastatingly wrong.

Scott stood at the foot of the bed, naked now. His body was even more grotesque up close, his large
belly hanging over his thighs, his skin blotchy and pale. He looked out of place, like something crude and
primal invading a space that had once been sacred. And yet, he commanded the room effortlessly, his
presence suffocating as he looked down at Leah with that same smug grin.

I watched as he crawled onto the bed, his hands sliding up Leah’s thighs with a possessive confidence
that made my stomach churn. His fingers traced along the soft skin of her inner thigh, inching closer to
the place that had always been mine. Leah’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering shut as her body reacted
to his touch, betraying her.

Scott leaned down, his mouth grazing her skin as he whispered something I couldn’t hear, but the look
on Leah’s face told me everything. She was lost in the moment, her defenses completely gone, her body
giving in to the pull of something darker, something I hadn’t been able to stop. Her lips parted, and she
moaned softly as Scott’s fingers slid between her legs, eliciting a sound that sent a jolt of jealousy and
arousal through me, twisting together in a sickening knot.

I couldn’t look away. I wanted to—I should have—but my feet were glued to the floor. I watched as Scott
lowered himself onto her, his large, unsightly body pressing against her soft curves. He positioned
himself between her legs, his weight sinking into the mattress, and I could see Leah’s body tense for a
moment before she relaxed again, her fingers tangling in the sheets as she arched her back.

Scott’s grin widened, his hands gripping her hips as he moved forward, pressing himself against her
entrance. I could see it all—the way Leah’s body responded to him, the way she bit her lip as the tension
built between them. I felt like I was drowning, my mind screaming at me to stop this, to pull her away
from him, but my body refused to move.



And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Scott pushed inside her.

Leah gasped, her body jerking slightly as he entered her. Her hands clenched the sheets, her head falling
back against the pillow as her lips parted in a soft moan. The sound was like a knife to the heart, a
twisted mixture of pleasure and shame that I could see playing out across her face. Scott groaned, a low,
guttural sound of satisfaction, as he began to move, his hips rocking slowly against hers.

I stood there, watching as Scott took her, my wife, in our bed. The contrast between their bodies was
jarring—his large, crude form dominating her soft, delicate frame. He moved with confidence, his hands
gripping her waist tightly as he thrust into her, his pace deliberate, almost cruel in its slowness. Leah’s
moans grew louder, her body arching up to meet his movements, her legs wrapping around his hips as if
to pull him closer.

Each thrust, each sound, tore at me, pulling me deeper into the storm of emotions that raged inside.
Jealousy. Rage. And something I didn’t want to admit—arousal. My body betrayed me, just as Leah’s was
betraying her. I felt the heat rising in my chest, the sickening pull of desire mixed with shame as I
watched Scott push her further, faster, each movement sending Leah closer to the edge.

Scott leaned down, his mouth brushing against her ear as he whispered something again, too low for me
to hear. Leah responded with a moan, her hands reaching up to grip his back as her body tensed, her
breath coming in quick, ragged gasps. I could see the tension building, the way her body trembled, the
way her nails dug into Scott’s skin.

And then, with a final, desperate cry, Leah came.

The sound of Leah’s orgasm echoed in the room, her body shuddering beneath Scott’s weight as she
gripped the sheets, her legs tightening around him. But Scott wasn’t done. He didn’t slow down, didn’t
pause to let her recover. Instead, he rode her climax, his thrusts quickening, his hands tightening on her
hips as he pushed her into another wave of pleasure. Leah’s moans grew louder, her body arching again
as Scott's relentless movements sent her spiraling into a second orgasm almost immediately.

I watched, helpless, as her head tilted back, her lips parted in a moan that was part ecstasy, part
surrender. She was lost in it now, her body no longer her own, given over completely to the control of
the man on top of her. Scott’s grin widened, a satisfied, almost feral look in his eyes as he watched her
come undone beneath him.

And then, with a swift, commanding motion, Scott pulled out of her and flipped her over onto her
stomach. Leah barely had time to react before he grabbed her hips and pulled her up onto her knees.
Her hands pressed into the bed for support, her back arching as she positioned herself instinctively,
offering herself to him. It was as though she couldn’t help it—her body moved to meet his, her
submission complete.

Scott didn’t hesitate. He lined himself up behind her and thrust into her again, hard and fast, making
Leah cry out in a mix of surprise and pleasure. Her fingers gripped the sheets tightly, her knuckles white
as she moaned into the pillow. Scott’s large hands gripped her waist, holding her in place as he drove
into her, each thrust more forceful than the last. His hips slapped against her, the sound filling the room
along with Leah’s breathless moans.



Then, with a twisted sense of dominance, Scott shifted his position slightly, angling Leah’s body so that
she faced me. Her eyes fluttered open, half-lidded and glazed with lust, and for a brief, agonizing
moment, our eyes met. She looked at me—saw me standing there, watching everything. But instead of
pulling away, instead of recoiling in shame, her lips parted again, and another moan escaped her.

It was as if the realization that I was watching, that I was seeing everything, only fueled her desire. Her
body responded even more fervently to Scott’s rough thrusts, pushing back against him, her breath
coming in shallow gasps as he pounded into her. Scott glanced at me, his eyes glinting with triumph as
he grabbed a fistful of Leah’s hair and pulled her head back, forcing her to face me fully.

“You see that, Brian?” Scott grunted between thrusts, his voice thick with satisfaction. “She’s yours, but
she’s giving it all to me.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t move. My heart pounded in my chest, my breath shallow as I watched Leah’s
body being used by him. Her moans grew louder, her eyes locked on mine, her mouth open in a mixture
of pleasure and surrender. Every thrust sent another ripple of arousal and shame through me, the sight
of her—my wife, in our bed—being taken from behind by this man, the one I had allowed back into our
lives.

Scott’s pace quickened, his grip on her hips tightening as he drove her closer and closer to the edge
again. Leah’s cries grew more desperate, her body trembling with the overwhelming sensation, her nails
digging into the sheets as she tried to hold on. I could see it in her face, in the way her breath hitched
and her eyes squeezed shut—she was about to come again.

And then, with a final, deep thrust, Scott pushed her over the edge. Leah’s whole body convulsed, her
back arching, her mouth open in a silent scream as her third orgasm ripped through her. Her legs shook,
her body trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. Scott groaned in
satisfaction, his hips grinding against her as he prolonged her climax, pushing her deeper into it, making
her ride every second of it.

Her eyes opened again, locking onto mine as her body shook, her mouth forming my name but no sound
coming out. The look in her eyes was one I had never seen before—pleasure mixed with something else,
something darker, something that terrified me.

And still, Scott wasn’t done. He kept thrusting, each movement sending shockwaves through Leah’s
already exhausted body. I watched in disbelief as she came again, her body collapsing onto the bed, her
breath coming in ragged gasps as Scott finally slowed down.

He leaned over her, his mouth close to her ear as he whispered something I couldn’t hear, but the effect
on Leah was immediate. She moaned softly, her body shuddering again, and I could see the faintest
trace of a smile on Scott’s face as he pulled out of her, leaving her spent and trembling on the bed.

The room was silent now, save for the sound of Leah’s labored breathing and my own heart pounding in
my ears. Scott stood up, his body glistening with sweat, his grin still firmly in place as he looked down at
her, at what he had done.

And then, slowly, deliberately, he turned to face me.



“You wanted to see, Brian,” he said, his voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “Now you’ve seen what
it’s like when your wife gives herself to a real man.”

Scott’s words hung heavy in the air, and as he stood there, naked and triumphant, the tension in the
room seemed to thicken. Leah lay on the bed, her body spent from the onslaught of pleasure he had just
given her. But Scott wasn’t finished. Not yet.

He leaned down, gripping her by the hips, and with a rough, commanding motion, he flipped her over
onto her back. Leah’s legs were weak, trembling slightly, but she didn’t resist. I could see the dazed look
in her eyes, the aftershocks of the multiple orgasms still rippling through her body as she tried to steady
her breath.

“Get on top of me,” Scott said, his voice deep and authoritative.

Leah blinked, her chest rising and falling quickly as she pushed herself up onto her hands and knees.
Slowly, she crawled toward him, positioning herself above him with a hesitancy that made my stomach
twist. But as she straddled him, her legs trembling, her body hovering above his, Scott’s hands reached
up, grabbing her hips, guiding her down onto his still-hard length.

Leah gasped as he entered her, her back arching slightly as she settled into position. Scott leaned back,
his hands roaming freely over her body, sliding up her stomach, cupping her breasts with a possessive
confidence that made my heart pound. Leah’s head tilted back, her lips parted in a soft moan as her
body adjusted to the rhythm of his hands, the way he touched her like he owned her.

Scott’s eyes flicked to me again, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Why don’t you sit down and
enjoy the show, Brian? You might learn a thing or two.”

I stood frozen in place, my hands clenched into fists at my sides as I watched Leah begin to move on top
of him. Her hips rocked slowly, her breath catching in her throat as she rolled her body against his.
Scott’s hands roamed her skin freely, sliding up her sides, caressing her breasts, moving down to grip her
waist as she rode him.

Leah’s moans grew louder, her movements more fluid as she leaned back, placing her hands on Scott’s
thighs for support. In that moment, she looked utterly exposed, her body completely open to his touch,
to his control. And the worst part was, I could see the pleasure on her face—the way her eyes fluttered
shut, the way her breath hitched every time Scott’s hands roamed across her skin, the way her body
responded to him instinctively.

Scott’s hands gripped her waist tightly, guiding her movements as she rocked against him, her moans
filling the room. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice low and full of satisfaction. “Show him how much you
love this.”

Leah’s breath came in short gasps as she quickened her pace, her body grinding against him, her legs
shaking slightly with the effort. Scott’s hands moved up to her breasts again, squeezing them roughly,
eliciting another soft moan from her lips. I could see the way her back arched, the way her body
responded to his touch, the way she was completely lost in the moment.



And then, Scott shifted again, grabbing her hips and pulling her down harder onto him. He adjusted her
position so that she was now facing me—fully exposed, riding him in reverse cowgirl as her eyes met
mine.

It was a sight I never thought I’d see. My wife—her body naked, glistening with sweat—was straddling
another man, her legs trembling, her breath ragged as she rode him. Her breasts bounced with each
movement, her head tilted back as she let out a low, breathless moan. Scott’s hands were everywhere,
roaming over her body—gripping her waist, sliding up to cup her breasts, then moving back down to her
hips as he guided her movements.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, and for a brief moment, our gazes locked. I could see the confusion, the guilt,
and the pleasure all mixed together in her expression. She was lost in it now, unable to stop, unable to
pull back from the edge. Her body was betraying her again, giving in completely to the dark pull of desire
and submission.

Scott’s hands moved lower, sliding between Leah’s legs as he began to stroke her, his fingers expertly
finding the spot that made her gasp and cry out. Her body jerked, her back arching as another wave of
pleasure surged through her. I could see it all—the way her muscles tensed, the way her breath hitched,
the way her fingers gripped his thighs tightly as she rode him faster, harder.

“That’s right,” Scott growled, his voice low and commanding. “Show him how much you love it. Show
him how much better it is with me.”

Leah’s body responded to his words, her movements becoming more desperate, more frantic as she
neared the edge again. Her moans filled the room, growing louder with each passing second, each
thrust. Scott’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her skin as he drove her closer and
closer to another orgasm.

And then, with a final, breathless cry, Leah came. Her body convulsed, her back arching as she threw her
head back, her fingers digging into Scott’s skin as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Scott
grinned, his hands roaming her body possessively as he watched her fall apart on top of him, completely
under his control.

But he still wasn’t done. He groaned low in his throat, his hands gripping her hips as he began to thrust
up into her, hard and fast, driving her into another orgasm before she had even recovered from the first.
Leah’s cries grew louder, her body trembling as Scott pushed her to the brink again, his hands exploring
every inch of her body as he took her from behind, all while she faced me, her husband.

And I stood there, helpless, watching the woman I loved come undone over and over again at the hands
of another man.

Scott’s grip on Leah’s hips tightened, his movements becoming faster and more urgent. I could see the
tension in his body building, the way his jaw clenched as he thrust up into her with a brutal, relentless
rhythm. Leah’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body quivering as she tried to hold herself steady, her
hands still gripping his thighs for support. Her head fell back, her hair cascading down her shoulders as
her moans filled the room, raw and uncontrollable.



Scott’s hands roamed her body, sliding up from her hips to her waist, then cupping her breasts, his
fingers rough and possessive. He was completely in control, commanding her every movement, guiding
her to the very edge of her limits. And I could only stand there, watching helplessly as my wife gave
herself over to him completely.

The room seemed to grow hotter with every second, the tension thick and suffocating. Leah’s body
moved with him, her hips rolling and grinding against him, her breath catching in her throat as she
struggled to keep up with his pace. Her eyes fluttered open for a moment, and once again, our gazes
met. But this time, there was no guilt, no hesitation. Her expression was one of pure, unfiltered
pleasure, lost in the heat of the moment.

Scott’s breathing grew heavier, his eyes narrowing with focus as his thrusts became more erratic, more
forceful. His fingers dug into Leah’s skin as he pulled her down harder onto him, pushing deeper with
every movement. I could see it—the way his muscles tensed, the way his entire body seemed to tighten
as he neared his release.

“Leah,” he growled, his voice thick with need, “you’re going to take all of it.”

Leah moaned in response, her hands trembling as she braced herself, her body still writhing on top of
him, completely in sync with his movements. Her skin glistened with sweat, her breath coming in short,
shallow gasps as Scott’s hands roamed her body, sliding down to her hips once again.

And then, with one final, brutal thrust, Scott groaned deeply, his body jerking as he buried himself inside
her. I could see the tension leave his face, his grip on Leah’s hips tightening even more as he pushed her
down hard, filling her completely. Leah gasped, her body arching as she felt him spill inside her, the heat
of his release sending shockwaves through her already overstimulated body.

Scott’s chest heaved with exertion, his eyes closed as he rode out the last moments of his climax. His
hands stayed locked on Leah’s hips, holding her firmly in place as he emptied himself inside her, his low,
guttural groans filling the air. Leah’s body trembled, her breath coming in soft, ragged bursts as she
absorbed the intensity of the moment.

I could feel the knot in my stomach tighten as I watched the scene unfold—the way Scott’s body pressed
against hers, the way her breath caught in her throat as she felt the warmth of him fill her completely. It
was an image I would never forget, one that would burn into my memory forever. The sight of my wife,
her beautiful body quivering, as she was claimed by another man, taken in a way that had been reserved
for us, our marriage, our bed.

Scott didn’t move for a long moment, savoring the last remnants of his release, his hands still gripping
Leah’s hips possessively. She stayed on top of him, her body slowly relaxing, her breath evening out as
she tried to steady herself. I could see the exhaustion in her eyes, the way her body slumped slightly,
spent from the intense pleasure Scott had pushed her through. Her legs trembled as she remained
straddling him, the reality of what had just happened settling over her like a heavy blanket.

Finally, Scott’s hands slid from her waist, and Leah, with a quiet, almost dazed whimper, pulled herself
off him, collapsing onto the bed beside him. The room was quiet now, save for the sound of their
labored breathing. Scott lay back against the pillows, a satisfied grin playing on his lips as he glanced at
me, his eyes gleaming with victory.



Leah lay next to him, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath, her body still trembling
slightly from the aftershocks of their shared release. I could see the faintest trace of Scott’s cum
beginning to leak from between her legs, a stark, undeniable reminder of everything that had just
happened.

And there I stood, rooted in place, my heart pounding in my chest, my mind racing with emotions I
couldn’t begin to unravel.

Scott had finished inside her. He had taken her, filled her completely, and I had watched it all happen.

And now, there was no going back.

Scott lay back on the bed, his body still glistening with the sweat of his exertion. The smirk on his face
hadn’t faded, his eyes locked onto Leah’s exhausted form as she lay beside him, her chest rising and
falling in shallow breaths. I could barely process what had just happened, the sight of my wife taking
everything Scott had to give, the raw, primal energy that filled the room.

Scott, however, wasn’t done. He shifted slightly, stretching out his legs and glancing down at Leah, who
remained motionless, her body still trembling from the overwhelming pleasure.

“Leah,” Scott said, his voice low and commanding, cutting through the thick silence of the room. “Come
here. Clean me up.”

I could see the hesitation in Leah’s eyes as she lifted her head to look at him. Her lips parted, as if she
were about to speak, but no words came out. She was exhausted, spent, but Scott’s command hung in
the air like an undeniable force. Slowly, with a mix of reluctance and resignation, she pushed herself up
on shaky arms and crawled toward him.

Scott watched her with a satisfied grin, leaning back on his elbows as he waited for her to do as she was
told. Leah moved slowly, her body aching from the intensity of what had just happened, her eyes
flickering between Scott and me. I could see the internal conflict playing out on her face—part of her
wanting to stop, to pull back from the edge she had been pushed over, and the other part, the darker
part, still drawn to the magnetic pull of Scott’s control.

Leah knelt beside him, her head bowed slightly as she reached out, her trembling fingers brushing
against his still-hard cock, slick with the mix of their fluids. She hesitated for a moment, her breath
catching in her throat before she leaned down and took him into her mouth.

Scott groaned softly, his hand moving to the back of her head as he guided her movements, his hips
shifting slightly to meet the slow, deliberate strokes of her mouth. Leah’s lips slid over him, her tongue
tracing the length of his shaft as she cleaned him, the salty taste of their combined release lingering on
her tongue. Her eyes remained closed, her body trembling as she gave in to the command, the room
heavy with the sound of her soft, muffled moans.

But Scott wasn’t satisfied with just that. His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her head back gently as
he grinned down at her. “You can do better than that,” he murmured, his voice a low, dangerous growl.
“There’s more to clean, Leah.”



I felt my stomach drop as Scott shifted, spreading his legs wider and lifting his hips slightly. His free hand
slid down his body, his fingers trailing over the curve of his ass as he nodded toward her. “Use your
tongue. Clean me. Everywhere.”

Leah’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat as the meaning of his words sank in. She
hesitated, her body frozen for a moment, but Scott’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer. “Go
on,” he said softly, his voice filled with a dark satisfaction. “I know you can do it.”

I watched in stunned silence as Leah’s head dipped lower, her lips brushing against Scott’s inner thighs
as she moved down his body. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as she neared the place he had
directed her to, her hands trembling as they rested on his hips for balance.

And then, with a quiet, resigned whimper, Leah’s tongue flicked out, gently grazing the sensitive skin
around Scott’s entrance.

Scott groaned in approval, his hips shifting slightly as Leah’s tongue continued to explore the area, her
movements tentative at first, unsure. But as she continued, as Scott’s low, guttural moans filled the
room, Leah seemed to give in completely. Her hands gripped his hips tighter, and her tongue moved
more confidently, circling the tight ring of muscle, teasing and probing as she rimmed him for the first
time.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his body trembling slightly as he shifted, giving her better access. His hand
still rested on the back of her head, guiding her movements, though he no longer needed to—Leah was
fully engaged now, her tongue sliding deeper, more forcefully, as she explored the new, forbidden
territory. Her breath came in ragged bursts, her body trembling with a mix of exhaustion and arousal as
she rimmed him, her face buried between his legs.

I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife
performing this final act of submission. The contrast between their bodies was as stark as ever—her soft,
graceful form pressed against Scott’s crude, unsightly figure as she serviced him, her tongue working
tirelessly to fulfill his command.

Scott groaned loudly, his hips bucking slightly as Leah’s tongue continued its exploration. “Good girl,” he
muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “That’s it. Deeper.”

Leah obeyed, her tongue probing further, sliding past the tight ring of muscle as she rimmed him more
intensely. I could see the strain on her face, the way her breath hitched with every movement, but she
didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop. Scott’s control over her was absolute, and in that moment, she was
completely his.

The room was filled with the sound of Scott’s low groans, Leah’s labored breathing, and the soft, wet
sounds of her tongue working over him. And all I could do was stand there, helpless, watching as the
woman I loved gave herself over to him, in every possible way.

Scott’s body tensed, his breath hitching as Leah’s tongue slid deeper one last time. His fingers tightened
in her hair, holding her in place as he rode out the final waves of pleasure, his groans filling the room.



And when it was over, when Leah finally pulled away, her lips and face glistening, she didn’t look at me.

She didn’t need to.

Scott lay back, a satisfied grin stretching across his face as Leah pulled away from him, her breath still
coming in shallow gasps. He ran a hand through his sweaty, disheveled hair, looking down at her with
that same smug expression that had haunted me since this whole thing began. He was in complete
control, and we both knew it.

Leah knelt beside him on the bed, her body trembling, her lips glistening from where she had just
rimmed him. I could see the exhaustion in her eyes, the way her body swayed slightly, struggling to hold
itself upright. But before she could fully catch her breath, Scott spoke again, his voice low and
commanding.

“Kiss him,” he said, his eyes flicking over to me. “Go on, Leah. Kiss your husband.”

Leah hesitated for a moment, her eyes wide with confusion and shame as she glanced at me. She was
still kneeling on the bed, her body weak from everything she had just done, and now, Scott was pushing
her to take that final step. Her lips, swollen from everything she had been through, parted slightly, but
she didn’t speak.

“Do it,” Scott repeated, his voice a dark, commanding growl. “Kiss him, and then come back for more.
We’re not done yet.”

Leah looked at me, her eyes filled with a mix of guilt and something darker—something I couldn’t quite
place. Slowly, she slid off the bed, her legs trembling as she stood. She moved toward me, each step
slow and deliberate, her body still glistening with sweat and the remnants of Scott’s touch. I could see
the hesitation in her every movement, the conflict in her eyes as she approached me.

When she reached me, she paused for a moment, standing so close I could feel the heat radiating off her
skin. Her lips trembled as she raised her hands, gently resting them on my chest. Her breath was hot and
shallow, and for a moment, it felt like the whole room was holding its breath.

And then, without another word, Leah leaned in and pressed her lips to mine.

The kiss was soft at first, tentative, as if she were testing the waters. But as her lips moved against mine,
I could taste everything—Scott’s sweat, the salty remnants of their combined release, the bitter tang of
what had just happened. It was a kiss that felt wrong, twisted, a reminder of everything I had watched
unfold. But there was a hunger there, too, an undeniable heat that ignited something deep inside me,
no matter how much I hated myself for it.

Her lips parted slightly, her tongue sliding against mine in a slow, deliberate motion. I could feel her
fingers tightening on my chest, her breath quickening as she kissed me harder, more urgently. The taste
of Scott was still fresh on her lips, and as much as it disgusted me, it also sent a jolt of arousal through
my body.



When she finally pulled away, her eyes were filled with guilt and confusion. She didn’t say anything, but
the way she looked at me spoke volumes. She was sorry—sorry for what had happened, for what she
had just done. But we both knew there was no going back now.

Leah turned, her body trembling as she walked back toward Scott, who watched her with a satisfied
smirk. He patted the bed beside him, his voice dripping with smug satisfaction. “Good girl. Now come
back. We’re going for another round.”

I stood there, rooted in place, watching as Leah climbed back onto the bed, her movements slow and
deliberate. She positioned herself beside him, her body still weak from everything that had happened,
but I could see the pull Scott had over her. She was his now, fully and completely, and there was nothing
I could do to stop it.

Scott leaned over her, his hands sliding down her body, possessive and controlling. He grinned as he
looked at me, the victory in his eyes unmistakable. He had won, and we both knew it.

“We’re just getting started,” he muttered, his voice low and thick with satisfaction.

And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Scott pulled Leah back into his arms, ready for round two.

Scott’s grin widened as he pulled Leah back onto the bed. His rough hands gripped her waist tightly,
guiding her with a mix of command and aggression. The atmosphere in the room shifted once more—
darker, more intense. Leah’s body trembled beneath his touch, but I could see the conflicted expression
on her face, the way her breath quickened, caught between shame and desire.

“You remember how you talked to me earlier, don’t you?” Scott said, his voice dripping with that same
smug authority. His eyes glinted as he gazed down at Leah, his fingers digging into her skin. “All that fire,
all those harsh words. Now, you’re going to make up for it.”

Leah’s body stiffened at his words, her breath hitching as she glanced at me for a fleeting second before
her gaze dropped, submitting once again to Scott’s control. She didn’t say anything, but I could see the
way her muscles tensed, as if she were bracing herself for what was about to come.

Scott wasted no time. He flipped her onto her stomach, his hands roughly positioning her as he pulled
her hips up, forcing her onto her knees. Leah gasped, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Scott
manhandled her, pushing her into a position that left her completely vulnerable. I could see the tension
in her body, the way her back arched slightly, exposing every inch of her soft, trembling skin to him.

He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, “You’re going to take this punishment,
Leah. Every second of it. You’re going to feel what happens when you step out of line. And I know you’re
going to love it.”

Leah let out a soft whimper, her hands gripping the sheets tighter as Scott’s words settled over her like a
weight. She stayed still, her body trembling slightly, as if waiting for him to begin. I could feel my
stomach twist, the conflicting emotions—anger, jealousy, arousal—surging through me as I stood there,
helplessly watching the scene unfold.



Without warning, Scott’s hand came down hard on her ass, the loud crack of his palm against her skin
echoing through the room. Leah gasped sharply, her body jerking forward at the impact, but she didn’t
resist. She stayed in place, her back arched, her breath quickening as she absorbed the sting of his slap.

Scott chuckled darkly, his hand rubbing over the spot where he had just struck her, before pulling back
and delivering another sharp smack. Leah whimpered again, her fingers twisting in the sheets as her
body shuddered, but this time, there was no mistaking the moan that escaped her lips—a moan of
pleasure.

“That’s it,” Scott growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “I knew you’d like this. You act tough, but
deep down, you love being put in your place, don’t you?”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body pressing back toward him instinctively, seeking more of his touch. I
could see the flush spreading across her skin, the way her body responded to his words, his punishment.
She didn’t answer him, but her silence spoke volumes.

Scott’s hand came down again, harder this time, making Leah cry out. But the sound wasn’t one of
pain—it was one of raw, unfiltered desire. Her body moved with him now, arching into each strike, her
moans growing louder with every slap. She was giving in, completely and utterly, to the punishment
Scott was dishing out. And, to my shock, she was loving every second of it.

“Tell me you love it,” Scott demanded, his hand still rubbing the reddened skin of her ass, his fingers
digging into her flesh possessively. “Tell me you love being punished.”

Leah gasped, her breath shaky as she whispered, “I… I love it.”

Scott grinned, pleased with her answer, and delivered another slap, harder than before, making her
body jolt with the force of it. Leah’s moan was louder this time, her hips pressing back against him, her
breath coming in short, ragged bursts as she embraced the punishment he was giving her.

“I’m going to take you hard, Leah,” Scott growled, his voice low and filled with dark promise. “And you’re
going to beg for more.”

With one swift motion, Scott positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her waist as he lined
himself up. Leah’s breath hitched, her body tense and ready, and then, with one brutal thrust, he buried
himself inside her.

Leah cried out, her body jerking forward at the force of his entry, but Scott didn’t slow down. He took
her hard and fast, his hips slamming against her as he drove into her, his hands gripping her waist tightly,
holding her in place as he pounded into her from behind.

Leah’s moans filled the room, raw and desperate, her body shaking with each of Scott’s powerful
thrusts. She was completely at his mercy, her back arched, her head thrown back as she took everything
he was giving her. I could see the way her hands clutched at the sheets, her knuckles white as she tried
to steady herself, but her body was completely lost to the pleasure.



Scott’s hands roamed her body as he continued to take her, sliding up her back, gripping her shoulders,
pulling her against him with each thrust. “You’re mine,” he growled, his voice rough and filled with
dominance. “You belong to me when you’re like this.”

Leah didn’t answer, her moans too loud, too desperate to form words. Her body moved with him, her
hips rocking back to meet his thrusts, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She was completely
consumed by the pleasure, the punishment, and there was no denying that she loved every second of it.

Scott’s pace quickened, his grip on her tightening as he drove into her harder, faster, each thrust pushing
Leah closer and closer to the edge. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling with the overwhelming
sensation, and I could see the way her muscles tensed, the way her breath hitched as she neared her
release.

And then, with one final, brutal thrust, Scott pushed her over the edge. Leah’s entire body convulsed,
her back arching, her mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm tore through her. Her legs shook, her
body trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping her waist as he continued to pound into her, prolonging her orgasm,
making her ride out every last second of it. Leah’s moans filled the room, her body collapsing forward
onto the bed as the pleasure became too much for her to handle.

But Scott wasn’t finished. He kept going, his hips slamming against her as he took her harder, faster,
punishing her for every word she had spoken earlier, for every ounce of resistance she had shown. And
Leah, despite the overwhelming intensity of her orgasm, took it all, her body writhing beneath him,
completely at his mercy.

I stood there, watching as Scott dominated my wife, as Leah surrendered to him fully, her body giving in
to the punishment, the pleasure, the control he exerted over her. And though every fiber of my being
screamed to stop this, to pull her away, I couldn’t move.

Because deep down, I knew this was what Leah wanted.

Scott's movements didn’t slow, his pace relentless as he continued to pound into Leah from behind. Her
body, already trembling from the intensity of her last orgasm, was barely able to keep up with the force
of his thrusts. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, filling the room as she pressed her face into the
sheets, her back arched, completely exposed and vulnerable.

I watched, frozen, as Scott shifted his grip on her, one hand still tight around her waist, holding her in
place, while the other began to slide down her back. His eyes gleamed with a dark satisfaction as he
leaned forward slightly, his body looming over hers, controlling every inch of her. His fingers trailed
down her spine, slow and deliberate, until they reached the curve of her ass.

Leah’s breath hitched, her body tensing slightly as Scott's hand roamed lower. She gasped as his fingers
spread her open, exposing her completely to his touch. And then, without warning, Scott pressed his
thumb against the tight ring of muscle there, teasing her entrance with slow, deliberate pressure.

Leah let out a sharp gasp, her body jerking in surprise at the new sensation. Her fingers dug into the
sheets, her breath coming in shallow, uneven bursts as Scott began to push his thumb into her. She had



never experienced anything like this before, and I could see the way her body reacted—unsure at first,
but quickly giving in to the unfamiliar pleasure.

Scott’s thumb slid deeper, pushing past the resistance as he worked it into her, all while continuing to
thrust into her from behind. Leah’s moans grew louder, more frantic, her body trembling uncontrollably
as the new wave of sensation washed over her. Her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent cry
as Scott’s thumb filled her in a way she had never felt before.

“That's it,” Scott growled, his voice thick with satisfaction as he moved deeper inside her. “You like that,
don’t you? You’ve never had it like this before.”

Leah’s only response was a desperate moan, her body pushing back against him, seeking more of the
intense, unfamiliar pleasure. Her legs shook, her breath quickening as the overwhelming sensation built
inside her, driving her closer to a new, unimaginable edge. She was completely lost now, her body and
mind consumed by the raw, primal desire Scott had unleashed in her.

Scott’s thumb pressed deeper, stretching her as he thrust harder, his pace quickening as he filled her in
every possible way. Leah’s body trembled violently, her hands clawing at the sheets as she moaned
louder, her breath coming in frantic, broken gasps. Her back arched even more, her body completely
submitting to the intense pleasure that radiated through her with each movement.

I could see it in her face—the shock, the confusion, the sheer ecstasy as she experienced a pleasure she
had never known before. Scott’s thumb moved in rhythm with his thrusts, working her body with a
brutal, expert precision, pushing her closer and closer to the brink.

Leah’s moans became desperate cries, her body shaking uncontrollably as she rode the intense waves of
sensation. I could see the way her legs trembled, her fingers gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles
turned white. Her entire body was on the edge of something new, something deeper, something that
left her completely powerless to resist.

Scott grunted with satisfaction, his hands gripping her tightly, controlling her every movement as he
drove her toward another climax. His thumb pressed deeper, pushing her even further, making her body
respond in ways that left her breathless, shaking, desperate for more.

And then, with one final, brutal thrust, Scott pushed Leah over the edge once again.

Her body convulsed, her back arching violently as her entire world shattered in that moment. The
orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, more powerful than anything she had ever experienced before. Her
cries filled the room, her body trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her,
leaving her completely undone.

Scott’s thumb stayed inside her, his thrusts slowing but still deep and forceful as he drew out every last
second of her release. Leah’s body collapsed onto the bed, her face buried in the sheets, her breath
coming in ragged, uneven gasps as she struggled to recover from the overwhelming intensity of what
she had just experienced.



For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of Leah’s heavy breathing and Scott’s low,
satisfied grunts as he pulled his thumb from her, his hand sliding back up to her waist as he continued to
thrust into her, slower now, but still with that same brutal control.

Leah’s body trembled beneath him, her legs weak, her fingers still gripping the sheets as she tried to
steady herself. She had never experienced pleasure like this before, had never been pushed this far, and
I could see the exhaustion in her eyes, the way her body shook from the intensity of it all.

But even now, as Scott continued to take her, to control her, Leah didn’t pull away. She didn’t resist.

Leah’s breath came in shallow, desperate gasps as her body continued to tremble beneath Scott. She
was completely spent, her legs weak, her fingers still gripping the sheets as if they were the only thing
anchoring her to the bed. But despite the overwhelming exhaustion, despite everything she had already
been through, there was still a raw, undeniable hunger in her eyes. A need that hadn't yet been fulfilled.

Scott's pace had slowed, his thrusts deliberate and deep as he maintained his control over her, but Leah
was no longer content to ride the wave of pleasure passively. She wanted more—needed more. Her
breath hitched, her body arching slightly beneath him as her voice broke through the heavy silence of
the room, her words coming out in a soft, breathless plea.

"Please," she whimpered, her voice barely audible, but the desperation in it was unmistakable. "Please…
finish inside me."

Scott's eyes flickered with dark satisfaction as he looked down at her, his grip on her hips tightening. He
had her exactly where he wanted her—completely broken down, completely surrendered, and now, she
was begging him for it. A low, satisfied chuckle escaped his lips as he continued to thrust into her, each
movement slow and purposeful, pushing her further toward the edge.

"You want that?" Scott growled, his voice thick with arrogance. "You want me to finish inside you?"

Leah moaned in response, her breath catching in her throat as she nodded, her body pressing back
against him, desperate for him to give her what she was begging for. "Yes," she gasped, her voice
shaking. "Please, I need it… I need you to fill me."

Scott’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming with victory. He had taken control of her completely, pushing her
to the point where she was no longer just submitting—she was begging for his dominance, for the final
act that would seal everything. His hands gripped her waist tighter, his thrusts becoming harder, more
forceful as he pushed her to her limits.

"You’re going to take it all," Scott growled, his breath hot against her ear as he leaned over her, his body
pressing down on hers. "Every last drop. And you’re going to love it."

Leah’s moans grew louder, more frantic, her body shaking with the intensity of his thrusts. She was close
again, her entire body on fire, her mind consumed by the overwhelming need to feel him finish inside
her, to be completely filled by him. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts, her hands gripping the
sheets as she pushed herself back against him, meeting his every thrust with desperate, feverish
intensity.



Scott’s movements quickened, his control slipping as his own climax built. His hands gripped her hips
tightly, his fingers digging into her skin as he drove into her with brutal force, his breath coming in harsh,
ragged gasps. Leah’s body responded to every movement, her moans filling the room, her legs trembling
as she pushed herself closer to the brink once again.

And then, with one final, deep thrust, Scott groaned loudly, his body tensing as he finally gave in to his
release. His grip on Leah’s hips tightened as he buried himself deep inside her, his entire body jerking as
he spilled into her, filling her completely.

Leah cried out, her body convulsing as she felt him finish inside her, the heat of his release sending her
over the edge once more. Her entire body trembled violently, her head thrown back in a desperate,
breathless moan as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, her mind completely lost in the
sensation.

Scott groaned again, his hands still gripping her tightly as he emptied himself inside her, each pulse of his
release pushing Leah further into the overwhelming pleasure. She was lost to it now, her body shaking
uncontrollably, her moans filling the room as she took everything he gave her, just as she had begged for.

The room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing, the intensity of the moment slowly
fading as Scott finally stilled, his body pressed against hers as he remained inside her. Leah collapsed
onto the bed, her body completely spent, trembling with the aftershocks of her release. She had gotten
what she wanted—what she had begged for—and now, there was nothing left but the quiet, heavy
silence of the room, thick with the weight of everything that had happened.

Scott pulled out slowly, his hands lingering on Leah’s body for a moment longer before he finally sat
back, a satisfied grin still on his face as he looked down at her, at the woman who had completely
surrendered to him.

Scott leaned back on the bed, his chest heaving as he caught his breath, a satisfied smirk still firmly
plastered on his face. Leah lay beside him, utterly spent, her body trembling slightly from the intensity of
what she had just experienced. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, and the silence that
followed felt almost suffocating.

Scott’s eyes flickered over to me, the smirk on his face deepening as he noticed the tension in my stance,
the way I had watched everything unfold, powerless to stop it. He knew he had won. He had pushed
Leah beyond any boundary we had set, and now, in his final act of dominance, he wanted to remind me
just how deep his control ran.

“Brian,” Scott said, his voice low and commanding, breaking the heavy silence in the room. “Come
here.”

I swallowed hard, my body still frozen in place as his words hung in the air. Leah, lying beside him,
remained motionless, her breath still coming in soft, shallow gasps, her eyes closed as she recovered
from everything. I wanted to speak, to say something—anything—but I couldn’t. The knot in my
stomach twisted tighter, my heart pounding in my chest.

Scott sat up slightly, his eyes narrowing as he stared at me, his tone dark and authoritative. “I said, come
here.”



Slowly, hesitantly, I took a step forward, my legs feeling heavy, my breath shallow. I couldn’t believe what
was happening—what had just happened—and now, what Scott was demanding of me. My mind raced,
a swirl of conflicting emotions—jealousy, shame, anger, and, to my deepest horror, an undeniable
arousal that I hated myself for.

Scott’s smirk widened as he watched me approach the bed, his gaze shifting back to Leah’s still
trembling body. “You see, Brian,” he said, his voice dripping with condescension, “your wife has had her
fill. Now, it’s your turn to show her how much you appreciate it.”

I stopped at the edge of the bed, my throat dry, my hands clenched into fists at my sides as I looked
down at Leah. She still hadn’t moved, her body stretched out on the bed, completely exposed and
vulnerable. The sight of her—her skin still flushed, her legs still slightly parted, and the unmistakable
evidence of Scott’s release slowly leaking from between her legs—made my stomach churn with a mix
of emotions I couldn’t begin to unravel.

Scott’s eyes glinted with satisfaction as he leaned back, his hands resting behind his head in a gesture of
complete dominance. “Go on,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Clean her up. She’s yours, after
all. You should take care of her.”

I stared at him, the weight of his words sinking in, but I knew what he was asking. What he was
demanding. I felt my hands shake slightly, my throat tightening as I glanced back at Leah, at the woman I
loved, who had just been completely and utterly claimed by another man. And now, I was being told to…
clean her.

My body felt like it was moving on autopilot, my mind still struggling to process everything as I knelt
down beside the bed, my breath shaky. I could hear Scott chuckle softly behind me, his voice low and
mocking. “That’s it, Brian. Do what you’re told. Take care of your wife.”

Leah stirred slightly as I reached for her, her eyes fluttering open for a brief moment, filled with
exhaustion and something I couldn’t quite place. But she didn’t stop me. She didn’t say anything. She
simply let out a soft, breathless sigh, her body still trembling as she lay there, completely spent.

With trembling hands, I leaned in closer, my breath catching in my throat as I gently pressed my lips
against her inner thigh. The taste of salt and sweat clung to her skin, but I pushed the thought aside,
focusing instead on the task I had been given. My lips moved slowly, carefully, up her thigh, and as I
neared the place where Scott had filled her, my stomach twisted with a sickening mix of shame and
arousal.

The smell of sex was still thick in the air, the evidence of what had just happened plain before me. I
hesitated, my breath shaky, my heart pounding in my chest as I prepared to do what Scott had
commanded. And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, I leaned in and pressed my tongue against the
soft skin between Leah’s legs.

She gasped softly, her body trembling beneath me as I began to clean her, my tongue sliding over the
remnants of Scott’s release, the salty, bitter taste filling my mouth. The act was humiliating, degrading,
but I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t pull away. I was lost in it, trapped between the conflicting emotions
swirling inside me.



Scott chuckled again, his voice low and smug as he watched me from the bed. “Good boy, Brian. That’s
how you take care of your wife.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I was too focused on the task, too consumed by the shame and the twisted
arousal that came with it. My hands gripped Leah’s hips gently, holding her in place as I continued, my
tongue sliding over every inch of her, cleaning her, tasting the remnants of everything Scott had given
her.

Leah’s breath hitched, her body trembling beneath my touch, and for a moment, I wondered if she felt
the same mix of emotions that I did—the shame, the guilt, the arousal. But I couldn’t think about that.
Not now.

I had to finish what I had started.

My mind spun as I knelt beside the bed, my lips and tongue still trailing across Leah’s trembling body.
Each moment felt heavier than the last, filled with a suffocating mixture of shame, desire, and
humiliation. I continued to follow Scott’s command, cleaning her the way he demanded, my hands
trembling slightly as I held her hips steady, feeling her body respond to me even after everything that
had happened.

Leah’s soft gasps and sighs echoed in the room, her body still trembling beneath my touch. Every
movement I made was automatic, almost mechanical, but deep down, the reality of the situation was
breaking through. This wasn’t just submission—it was degradation, a stark reminder of the power
dynamic Scott had forced upon us both. And yet, I couldn’t stop. I was trapped in this twisted cycle, my
own conflicted emotions driving me forward.

Scott watched me from the bed, leaning back with that same smug expression plastered across his face.
His voice cut through the tension like a blade, low and dripping with satisfaction. “That’s it, Brian. You’re
doing exactly what you should be doing. Taking care of what’s mine, aren’t you?”

His words hit me like a punch to the gut, the implication of them stinging deep. I wasn’t just cleaning
Leah for her—I was doing it for him. A reminder that, in this moment, he was the one who had taken
control, who had pushed Leah beyond any boundary I had ever thought possible.

Leah’s body shifted slightly beneath me, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts as my tongue
continued its slow, deliberate work. I could feel the tension in her muscles, the way her body responded
to every movement I made. She was exhausted, spent, but there was no denying the spark of arousal
that still lingered in her.

Scott chuckled again, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he watched me. “You know, Brian, I think
you’re starting to enjoy this. Seeing your wife like this. Cleaning her like a good little cuckold.”

His words twisted inside me, but I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I was too far gone, too lost in the act, the
humiliating reality of what I was doing. I hated myself for it, for the way my body betrayed me, for the
way my heart pounded in my chest with a sickening mix of shame and desire.



Leah moaned softly, her body trembling as my tongue continued its slow, methodical work. I could feel
the heat radiating off her skin, the subtle movements of her hips as she responded to the sensation. Her
eyes fluttered open for a moment, glancing down at me with a mixture of exhaustion, guilt, and
something else—something darker, something that mirrored the same twisted emotions I was feeling.

Scott shifted on the bed, his smug grin never leaving his face as he leaned forward slightly, watching me
with a predatory gleam in his eyes. “Look at her, Brian. Look at how much she loves this. Look at how
much she loves what I did to her. And you’re just here, cleaning up the mess, aren’t you?”

My stomach churned at his words, the reality of the situation pressing down on me like a weight I
couldn’t escape. I was cleaning up after him—after the man who had taken my wife, who had pushed
her into places we had never imagined. And now, I was left with the remnants of their act, reduced to
this twisted role that I hated more than anything.

But despite it all, I didn’t stop. My body moved on its own, my hands gently holding Leah’s hips as I
finished the humiliating task I had been given. Each moment felt like an eternity, each movement a
reminder of the power dynamic that had been established.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I pulled back, my breath shaky and uneven as I looked up at Leah.
She lay on the bed, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath, her eyes half-closed in
exhaustion. The room was thick with the weight of everything that had happened, the unspoken
emotions hanging in the air like a heavy fog.

Scott sat up on the bed, his grin widening as he looked down at both of us. “Good job, Brian,” he said,
his voice dripping with condescension. “Now you can rest easy knowing your wife’s been taken care of.”

I didn’t respond. There was nothing left to say. I had been reduced to this, my role clear in the eyes of
the man who had taken control of everything. And as I knelt there, the bitter taste of everything that
had happened lingering in my mouth, I knew there was no going back.

Scott had won. And I had been left to pick up the pieces.

As I knelt there, the weight of everything pressed down on me like a suffocating blanket. The room was
still, save for the sound of Leah’s soft breathing as she lay spent on the bed, her body trembling in the
afterglow of everything Scott had done to her. My mind was racing, emotions swirling in a chaotic storm
of shame, anger, humiliation—and something darker, something I didn’t want to admit even to myself.

Scott’s presence loomed large over the room. He had asserted his dominance in every way possible, and
now, the smug satisfaction on his face was a constant reminder that he had taken something from us,
something that could never be undone. He sat there, leaning back against the headboard, his arms
crossed as he watched me with that predatory gleam in his eyes.

"Look at you," Scott said, his voice filled with mockery. "You’ve done your part, Brian. You’ve cleaned her
up. But the real question is, how does it feel? How does it feel to know that your wife has given herself
to someone else, right in front of you?"

I swallowed hard, unable to find the words to respond. My body felt heavy, weighed down by the
crushing reality of what had just taken place. Scott’s words cut deep, and though I wanted to lash out, to



yell, to reclaim some semblance of control, I couldn’t. I had already lost that. The power dynamic had
shifted, and I was left standing in the wreckage of what had once been my life, my marriage.

Leah stirred beside him, her eyes fluttering open as she slowly pushed herself up on her elbows. She
looked exhausted, her body still trembling slightly, but there was something else in her expression
now—a mixture of guilt, confusion, and the lingering traces of desire. She glanced at me for a brief
moment, her eyes meeting mine, and in that split second, I saw the conflict in her. She was torn
between what had just happened and what it meant for us.

But before either of us could say anything, Scott spoke again, cutting through the thick silence. "You’re
lucky, Brian," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "Most men don’t get to see their wives experience
real pleasure like that. Most men don’t get to witness what it’s like when a woman is truly satisfied."

I clenched my fists at my sides, my heart pounding in my chest. The rage, the jealousy, the humiliation—
they all swirled inside me, threatening to break through. But I couldn’t act on it. I couldn’t stop what had
already happened.

Leah, still lying beside Scott, shifted slightly, her breath catching in her throat as she glanced between
the two of us. I could see the guilt in her eyes, the way her body language seemed torn between what
had happened with Scott and what this meant for our relationship. But she didn’t speak. She didn’t
move.

Scott leaned forward, his gaze locked on me, his smirk never leaving his face. "You know what’s funny?"
he said, his voice dripping with arrogance. "She begged for it. She begged for me to finish inside her. And
you, Brian? You stood there, watching. Helpless."

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my hands trembling at my sides. Scott’s words stung like a thousand
tiny cuts, each one a reminder of the power he had wielded over us, over me. I wanted to scream, to
fight back, to do something to reclaim control—but I couldn’t. I had already given that up.

Scott’s eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as he leaned back against the headboard again, stretching his
arms above his head lazily, like a man who had just finished a workout. "You should thank me, Brian," he
said, his voice taunting. "You should thank me for showing her what real pleasure feels like."

The silence that followed was deafening. I could feel my pulse pounding in my ears, my chest tightening
with the overwhelming mixture of emotions I didn’t know how to handle. Leah’s eyes were still on me,
her expression filled with a mix of guilt and something else—something I couldn’t quite place.

And then, slowly, she sat up, her movements hesitant, as if she were unsure of what to do next. Her gaze
flicked between me and Scott, the tension in the room thickening with every passing second.

"Brian…" she began softly, her voice trembling slightly. But whatever she was about to say, it didn’t come
out. She looked down at her hands, her fingers twisting together in her lap, her body still trembling
slightly from the intensity of everything that had just happened.

Scott watched her with amusement, his smirk widening. "Go on, Leah," he said, his voice dripping with
condescension. "Tell him how it felt. Tell him how much you loved it."



Leah’s breath caught in her throat, and for a moment, I thought she might actually speak, might actually
confess to everything she had felt, everything she had experienced. But instead, she remained silent, her
eyes cast down, her hands trembling in her lap.

The weight of the moment was unbearable. The reality of what had just happened, what had been taken
from me, was too much to process. And as I stood there, watching the woman I loved struggle with the
aftermath of what Scott had done, I realized that things would never be the same.

Scott had pushed us both to the brink, and now, the pieces were left scattered on the floor, impossible to
put back together.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Scott stood up, stretching his arms above his head lazily as he let
out a satisfied sigh. He glanced down at Leah, his smirk never faltering. "Well, this has been fun," he
said, his voice casual, as if what had just happened was nothing more than a game to him. "But I think
it’s time for me to go."

He stepped toward the door, glancing over his shoulder at me with one final, taunting grin. "Take care of
her, Brian," he said. "She’s going to need it."

And then, without another word, he was gone, leaving me standing in the wreckage of everything that
had just happened.

The silence hung heavy in the room, a thick tension neither of us could escape from. I stood near the
bed, the weight of everything pressing down on me. Leah sat there, still trembling from the intensity of
what had just taken place, her fingers nervously twisting the sheets. Her eyes were red from the tears
she had tried to hide, but I could see the guilt, the confusion, and the conflict in them.

I broke the silence first, my voice raw, the emotions bubbling up before I could stop them. “You… you
enjoyed it, didn’t you?” The words were harsher than I intended, but they were out now. I couldn’t take
them back. “You wanted it.”

Leah flinched at my tone, her eyes widening as she met my gaze. “Brian…” she started, her voice shaky,
but then she hesitated, searching for the right words. “It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. I never
meant for it to go that far. But I… I couldn’t stop.”

The knot in my chest tightened. I could still see the way her body had responded to Scott, the way she
had given in so completely. “But it did, Leah,” I said, pacing in frustration. “You begged him. You begged
him to finish inside you. I stood there, watching you—wanting it.”

Leah’s face twisted with guilt, but she didn’t shy away this time. She met my eyes, her voice steady but
trembling. “Brian, you’re right. I did enjoy it. I can’t lie about that.”

The admission hit me like a punch to the gut, but before I could say anything, she continued, her tone
shifting, her eyes searching mine for understanding. “But you stood there and watched. You didn’t stop
it, Brian. You didn’t tell me to stop. And then afterward… you cleaned me. You… cleaned me, like you
wanted it too.”



The accusation in her voice startled me, and for a moment, I was speechless. She wasn’t wrong. I had
cleaned her. I had followed Scott’s command, submitting to his dominance in a way I couldn’t fully
comprehend. But it had been more than that. It was something darker, something I didn’t want to face.

“You’re twisting this,” I said, my voice quieter now, filled with a mix of confusion and defensiveness. “I
cleaned you because he told me to. Because I didn’t know what else to do.”

Leah shook her head, her voice growing more urgent, more desperate. “No, Brian. You didn’t just do it
because he told you to. You did it because you couldn’t look away either. Because something about it—
about all of this—pulled you in. Just like it pulled me in.”

Her words hit home, cutting through the fog of emotions swirling inside me. She wasn’t just talking
about herself anymore. She was talking about us—about how this whole thing had pushed us both to
places we had never imagined. And the truth was, deep down, I knew she was right. I had watched. I
hadn’t stopped it. And when it was over, I had followed Scott’s humiliating command without protest.

Leah’s eyes softened, the guilt still clear on her face, but now there was something else—an
understanding, a recognition of the complicated emotions we were both grappling with. “I’m not saying
it was right, Brian. I’m not saying any of this is easy to understand. But we both let it happen. We were
both a part of it.”

I swallowed hard, the weight of her words sinking in. She was right. This wasn’t just about her or about
Scott. It was about something deeper—about how we had both been pulled into this dynamic, how we
had both been changed by it in ways we hadn’t fully understood until now.

“I don’t know how to fix this,” I admitted, my voice cracking slightly. “I don’t even know where to begin.”

Leah reached out, her hand resting gently on my arm. “We can start by being honest with each other,”
she said softly. “About everything. About what we felt, what we wanted, and where we go from here.”

The room fell silent again, but this time the silence felt different—less suffocating, more open. I could
see the cracks in the foundation of everything we had built, but there was also a sliver of hope. Maybe
we could figure this out. Maybe, by facing the truth, by confronting what had happened, we could find a
way forward.

“Do you… want this?” I asked, the question burning in my throat. “Is this what you want, Leah? This…
dynamic? This part of us?”

Leah hesitated, her eyes dropping for a moment before she looked back up at me. “I don’t know,” she
whispered. “I don’t know what this means for us, or how we can move forward. But I do know that I
want to figure it out. I want to understand why we were both drawn to this, and what it means for our
marriage.”

I nodded slowly, the weight of everything still heavy, but now there was a flicker of understanding
between us. We had both crossed a line, and now we were standing on the other side, unsure of where
to go next. But at least we were standing together.



Leah’s hand squeezed my arm gently, her eyes filled with a quiet determination. “We’ll figure this out,
Brian. Together.”

And in that moment, I believed her.

The day of the Super Bowl arrived, and the house was buzzing with energy. The sounds of laughter,
chatter, and clinking drinks filled the air as guests mingled in the living room and out by the patio. Leah
and I had decided to throw a party—something normal, something that would ground us after
everything that had happened. But deep down, I knew this wasn’t just any gathering. The weight of
recent events lingered in the background, like a shadow neither of us could shake.

The house was filled with people from our neighborhood, friends we had known for years, couples from
Leah’s law firm, and a few familiar faces from the gym. The typical upper-middle-class crowd was
dressed in their casual best, sipping on craft beers and talking about game-day predictions and work
gossip. On the surface, it felt like a normal day—a celebration like any other.

But amidst the sea of friendly faces, a few stood out. Jason and Todd were there, lounging near the bar
with drinks in hand. Both of them seemed more at ease than I had expected, sharing laughs with some
of the other guests as though they belonged there. Still, every now and then, I caught them glancing at
Leah, their eyes flickering with a knowing gleam that made my stomach tighten. They knew too much—
had seen too much—and their presence was a reminder that no matter how hard we tried to return to
normalcy, the past wasn’t going away.

And then, there was Scott.

Scott stood near the back of the room, leaning against the wall with a drink in his hand. His appearance
was as crude as ever, his presence jarringly out of place among the well-dressed guests. His hair was still
greasy and unkempt, the bald spot on the back of his head shining under the lights. His old, stained T-
shirt stretched awkwardly over his large gut, barely covering the waistband of his too-tight jeans. He
looked like he had wandered in from another world, his crude and unsightly appearance in stark contrast
to the polished, suburban atmosphere of the party.

People cast sideways glances at him, unsure of what to make of the man who clearly didn’t belong. But
Scott didn’t seem to care. In fact, he looked almost amused by it all, his eyes scanning the room with
that familiar, smug grin as if he knew something no one else did. His presence made my skin crawl, a
constant reminder of the power he had wielded over Leah and me, of the lines we had crossed.

Leah floated through the crowd, playing the perfect hostess. She smiled, laughed, and made sure
everyone had a drink in hand, but I could see the tension in her posture. Every time she glanced in
Scott’s direction, her expression faltered just for a second, a flicker of something dark and unresolved
passing over her face. She was trying her best to keep up appearances, but we both knew this was more
than just a party. It was a stage, a carefully curated act, and Scott was the one holding the strings.

As the game started, most of the guests gathered around the large TV in the living room. Leah took a
seat beside me on the couch, her hand resting on my knee, but I could feel the slight tremor in her
touch. Jason and Todd sat a few seats away, talking quietly amongst themselves, but their eyes drifted
toward Leah more often than not. Scott, however, had positioned himself at the back of the room,
leaning against the wall with a beer in hand, watching everything with that same predatory smirk.



The energy in the room shifted subtly as the game progressed. The noise and laughter of the crowd
seemed to fade into the background, drowned out by the growing tension I could feel between the key
players in this twisted dynamic. Scott’s eyes never left Leah, his gaze lingering on her in a way that made
my stomach churn. And despite her best efforts to avoid him, I could see the way her body reacted
whenever she caught him watching her—the slight flush in her cheeks, the nervous glances she shot my
way.

At halftime, I excused myself to grab another drink, hoping the alcohol would dull the sharp edge of
anxiety that had been gnawing at me all day. As I stood by the bar, pouring myself a glass, I felt someone
approach from behind. I didn’t need to turn around to know who it was—the weight of his presence was
unmistakable.

“Quite the crowd you’ve got here, Brian,” Scott said, his voice low and mocking. “Looks like everyone’s
having a good time.”

I clenched my jaw, my fingers tightening around the glass in my hand. “What do you want, Scott?”

Scott chuckled softly, stepping closer until he was right beside me, his large gut brushing against the
edge of the bar. “Relax,” he said, his voice dripping with condescension. “I’m just here to watch the
game, same as everyone else.”

I turned to face him, my heart pounding in my chest as I met his gaze. The smirk on his face was
infuriating, a constant reminder of the power he held over us. But more than that, it was the way he
looked at me—like he knew I wouldn’t do anything, like he was confident that I couldn’t.

His eyes flicked toward Leah, who was now standing by the kitchen, talking with Jason and Todd. “She
looks good tonight,” Scott said, his voice lower now, almost a whisper. “Real good.”

The anger flared inside me, but I forced it down, not wanting to cause a scene in front of the crowd.
“Leave her alone,” I muttered through clenched teeth. “Haven’t you done enough?”

Scott’s grin widened, and he leaned in closer, his voice barely audible now. “You know as well as I do,
Brian, this isn’t over. Not by a long shot. She’ll come back to me. They always do.”

My stomach twisted, the knot of anger and helplessness tightening as his words sunk in. I wanted to lash
out, to push him out of my house, out of our lives. But Scott’s grip on us had already run too deep. I
could see it in Leah’s eyes every time she glanced his way, the way her body reacted to him even now.
She hadn’t fully let go of him, and maybe, deep down, neither had I.

Scott chuckled again, patting me on the shoulder as if we were old friends. “Enjoy the game, Brian,” he
said, stepping away with a smirk. “We’ll see how things play out.”

As he walked away, I watched him rejoin the crowd, his presence looming over the party like a dark
cloud. And despite the laughter and cheers from the rest of the guests, I couldn’t shake the feeling that
this wasn’t just a Super Bowl party anymore.



The day had started like any other Super Bowl Sunday—friends, neighbors, and colleagues gathered in
our house, the smells of wings, pizza, and beer filling the air as the game played out on the large TV in
the living room. The energy was high, with everyone cheering for either the Kansas City Chiefs or the San
Francisco 49ers. But for Leah and me, there was something much darker lurking beneath the surface.
This wasn't just another game day. Not with Scott there.

Scott stood out like a sore thumb among the guests, as he always did. His appearance—unshaven,
balding, with a large gut spilling over the waistband of his jeans—clashed starkly with the polished,
upper-middle-class atmosphere of the party. Yet, he carried himself with that familiar, unnerving
confidence, as though he belonged here, as though he owned the place. It was the same confidence he
had wielded to insert himself into our lives, and into our marriage.

As the game entered the second quarter, the San Francisco 49ers had a narrow lead over the Chiefs, and
for a moment, I allowed myself to believe that maybe today would be simple. Maybe today would just
be about football, food, and friends.

But then Scott approached, his beer in hand, his smirk in place. Leah and I were standing near the
kitchen when he came up to us, his eyes flicking between the two of us like a predator surveying his
prey.

"Looks like the 49ers are doing well," he said casually, as if there wasn’t a care in the world. "But you
know, I’ve been thinking. This game has stakes… but not real stakes. How about we change that?"

My heart sank. I knew immediately where this was headed, and Leah’s body tensed beside me. She had
been trying to avoid Scott all night, but there was no escaping him now.

"Scott, not today," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "We’re just here to watch the game. Can’t we
leave it at that?"

Scott chuckled, shaking his head. "Oh, Brian. You and I both know this isn’t just about the game
anymore. Why pretend?"

He leaned in closer, lowering his voice so only Leah and I could hear. "How about we make things
interesting? A bet."

Leah’s eyes widened, and she glanced at me, fear and uncertainty flashing in her expression. I could see
the conflict in her—it was the same conflict that had been haunting us for months now. Scott had
pushed us further than either of us had ever imagined, and now he was suggesting we take it even
further.

"What kind of bet?" I asked warily, knowing full well I wouldn’t like the answer.

Scott’s grin widened, and his eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "It’s simple. If the 49ers win, I pay for you
and Leah to take a nice vacation—let’s say, the Bahamas. A week in paradise, all expenses paid. And
when you come back, I leave the two of you alone. No more games, no more interference. You get your
life back."



The idea was tempting. A way out. A chance to leave this twisted situation behind us, to start fresh. But I
knew better than to think it would be that easy.

"And if the Chiefs win?" I asked, my throat tightening as I waited for the other shoe to drop.

Scott’s smile turned predatory, his gaze shifting to Leah. "If the Chiefs win," he said, his voice low and
dangerous, "then Leah is mine. Completely. Whenever, however, I want her. No more boundaries, no
more rules. She’s mine, and you both accept it."

Leah’s breath hitched, her hand tightening around my arm. The weight of his words hung heavy in the
air, and I could feel the tension between us rising. This was no ordinary bet—this was an ultimatum, a
line in the sand that would change everything, no matter the outcome.

I looked at Leah, searching her eyes for any sign of what she wanted. She was scared, that much was
clear, but there was something else there too—something that made my stomach twist. She hadn’t said
no yet.

"We don’t have to do this," I said softly, my voice barely audible above the noise of the party. "We can
walk away. We can say no."

Leah’s eyes flicked between Scott and me, her lips trembling as she struggled to find her voice. Finally,
after what felt like an eternity, she spoke.

"Let’s take the bet," she whispered, her voice shaking. "If we win… we’re free."

Scott grinned triumphantly, and my heart sank. Leah’s words had sealed our fate, and now, the only
thing standing between us and Scott’s total control was the outcome of the game.

We accepted the terms. The bet was set. The 49ers win, and we get our freedom. The Chiefs win, and
Leah would belong to Scott, fully and without limits.

As the game wore on, the tension in the room was palpable—not just because of the game itself, but
because of the stakes that had been set. Leah and I had accepted Scott’s bet earlier in the game, hoping
that we’d escape his clutches once and for all. The deal was simple: if the San Francisco 49ers won, Scott
would pay for a week-long vacation to the Bahamas and leave us alone for good. But if the Kansas City
Chiefs won, Leah would be his—completely and without limits.

With the San Francisco 49ers holding the lead for most of the game, my heart raced with a mixture of
hope and dread. Every play mattered now. Every yard gained, every tackle made, was not just a step
toward victory for the team but a step toward freedom for us.

The house was buzzing with excitement as the game entered the fourth quarter, with most of our guests
cheering on their teams, unaware of the dark bet lurking beneath the surface. Jason and Todd, who
were in on the secret, kept glancing at Leah and me, their eyes filled with a mix of curiosity and
something darker.



Scott, meanwhile, leaned against the back wall, his eyes trained on Leah, a predatory smile playing on
his lips as he watched the game unfold. He seemed unfazed by the fact that the 49ers had been leading
for most of the game. His confidence was unnerving.

As the fourth quarter progressed, the Chiefs managed to close the gap, bringing the score to 22-22. The
49ers had been strong, but Kansas City’s relentless offense was wearing them down. With seconds left
on the clock, both teams were tied, and the game was headed into overtime. My heart pounded in my
chest as the realization hit—this was it. Everything would come down to these final moments. The fate
of our marriage, the outcome of this twisted bet, rested on the outcome of this overtime.

Leah stood next to me, her body tense, her hands clenched tightly together as she watched the game
with wide, anxious eyes. I could feel her trembling slightly, and I wanted more than anything to reassure
her, to tell her it would be okay. But I wasn’t sure anymore. The 49ers had held on so far, but overtime
was a different beast.

Kansas City won the coin toss in overtime, and the moment that happened, I felt the pit in my stomach
deepen. Mahomes took the field with the kind of confidence that only someone like him could have. The
crowd in the living room erupted with cheers and nervous energy as the Chiefs moved the ball steadily
down the field. Yard by yard, they inched closer to the end zone.

Scott didn’t say a word, but I could feel his eyes on Leah and me. He knew what was coming.

The Chiefs marched down the field with precision, and as they crossed into the red zone, my heart sank.
Mahomes was unstoppable. On third down, with just a few yards to go, the Chiefs set up for what felt
like the inevitable. Mahomes took the snap, rolled out to his right, and fired a pass into the end zone.
Touchdown.

The room erupted with cheers, but all I could hear was the ringing in my ears, the crushing weight of the
realization that Scott had won. The final score: Kansas City Chiefs 25, San Francisco 49ers 22.

Scott’s victory was sealed.

Leah stood frozen beside me, her face pale as she stared at the TV screen. The game was over. And with
it, the fragile hope we had clung to was gone.

Scott approached us slowly, his grin wider than ever as he took in the scene. The cheers and celebration
around us felt distant, like a bad dream that we couldn’t wake up from. Scott stopped in front of Leah,
his eyes gleaming with triumph.

“Well, Brian,” he said, his voice low and smug, “looks like I win.”

I clenched my fists, my anger and helplessness bubbling to the surface. I wanted to say something, to
fight back, but there was nothing I could do. We had made the bet, and now we had to live with the
consequences.

Scott turned to Leah, his eyes locking onto hers. “You’re mine now,” he said, his voice dripping with
satisfaction. “No more boundaries. No more rules.”



Leah’s breath hitched, her body trembling slightly as she met his gaze. I could see the fear in her eyes,
the guilt, the conflict. She knew what this meant. We both did. Scott stepped closer to her, his hand
brushing lightly against her arm. “Whenever I want, however I want. You’re mine.”

Leah swallowed hard, her eyes flicking toward me, searching for something—anything—that could
change the outcome. But it was too late. The game had been played. The bet had been made.

And Scott had won.

The guests around us continued to celebrate, completely unaware of the dark deal that had just been
sealed. To them, it was just another thrilling Super Bowl finish. But for Leah and me, it was the end of
something—perhaps the end of everything we had tried to hold onto.

Scott’s hand lingered on Leah’s arm for a moment longer before he leaned in close, his voice barely
above a whisper. “This starts now, Leah,” he said, his tone laced with dark promise. “You and I have a lot
to explore.”

Leah stood frozen, her body rigid, her eyes wide with fear and resignation.

The Super Bowl was over.

And Leah was his.

Leah stood beside me, her face pale, her breath shallow as she stared at the TV, as if hoping that the
outcome might somehow change. But it was done. The game was over, and so was any semblance of
control I thought I had over what was happening to us.

The party continued for a few minutes, people laughing, finishing their drinks, and starting to say their
goodbyes. Leah moved around the room mechanically, thanking guests, forcing smiles, trying to act as if
nothing had changed. But I could see the tension in her movements, the tightness in her smile. She
knew what was coming, and so did I.

As the last few guests gathered their things and headed for the door, Scott made his way over to Jason
and Todd, who had been lingering near the bar, watching the end of the game in relative silence. I
couldn’t hear what he said to them, but I saw Jason nod, a slow grin spreading across his face. Todd gave
a short, humorless laugh, as if he couldn’t believe what was about to happen.

Then, Scott turned to me, his voice low but commanding. “Tell everyone else to leave, Brian. The party’s
over for them. But Jason, Todd, and I… we’re staying.”

A chill ran through me as I stared at him, the weight of his words sinking in. Scott was in control now.
The bet had given him the leverage he needed to push things further, to take Leah in ways we hadn’t
even discussed, and now, he was going to start right here, right now.

Leah’s eyes met mine briefly, wide with fear and uncertainty. She didn’t say anything, but the unspoken
question was clear in her gaze. What do we do?



I swallowed hard, my throat dry, but I nodded. There was no point in fighting it now. The game had been
played, and I had lost. I could feel the tight knot of fear and anger in my chest, but I pushed it down,
forcing myself to act as if this was normal.

I walked through the living room, thanking the remaining guests, subtly guiding them toward the door.
They had no idea what was really happening, no idea of the twisted undercurrent running through this
party. In a few minutes, the house was quiet. The guests were gone, and it was just the five of us—me,
Leah, Scott, Jason, and Todd—left in the dimly lit living room.

Scott leaned back against the wall, a satisfied smirk still plastered on his face. He took a long sip from his
beer, his eyes never leaving Leah, who stood near the couch, her hands nervously wringing together. The
tension in the air was suffocating, the weight of what was about to happen pressing down on all of us.

“Well,” Scott said finally, his voice casual, as if this were just another part of the evening. “Now that the
party’s over, I think it’s time we get to the real fun.”

Leah flinched slightly at his words, her body tensing as she looked toward me for some kind of
reassurance. But I had none to give. The bet had been made, and now Scott was in control. I could only
stand there, helpless, as the reality of the situation unfolded in front of me.

Scott stepped forward, his eyes locked on Leah as he moved closer. “Come here, Leah,” he said softly, his
voice a mix of command and seduction. “It’s time you started honoring the bet.”

Leah hesitated, her breath catching in her throat. She glanced at me again, her eyes pleading, but I
couldn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say. All I could do was watch as she took a slow, hesitant
step toward Scott.

Jason and Todd, who had been standing near the bar, exchanged a glance before settling into chairs
across the room. They didn’t need to say anything—their expressions said it all. They knew exactly what
was about to happen, and they were here to witness it. To be a part of it.

Scott’s hand reached out, gently touching Leah’s arm as she came to a stop in front of him. His fingers
trailed up her arm slowly, possessively, as if he were already claiming her. Leah shivered under his touch,
her body tense, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. The bet had been made, and now, there was no
turning back.

“You see, Leah,” Scott murmured, his voice low and smooth, “you’re mine now. No more boundaries, no
more rules. You belong to me, and tonight, I’m going to show you just how much control I have.”

Leah swallowed hard, her breath shaky as she glanced at me one last time. I could see the conflict in her
eyes—the fear, the guilt, the remnants of the desire that had been awakened in her. But most of all, I
saw the realization that this was happening. That there was no escape from the bet we had made.

Scott’s hand slid down her arm, his fingers grazing her waist before settling on her hip. He turned her
slightly, guiding her toward the couch, where Jason and Todd were watching, their eyes gleaming with
anticipation. “Let’s start with something simple,” Scott said, his voice dripping with confidence. “You’re
going to show them how much you’ve learned from me.”



Leah’s body tensed at his words, her face pale as she looked at the two men waiting for her. But Scott’s
grip on her hip tightened, and she knew there was no way out.

“Go on,” Scott whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Show them who you belong to now.”

And with that, the final piece of control slipped away.

Leah’s entire body trembled as she stood there, frozen in place, Scott’s hand possessively gripping her
hip. The weight of what was happening pressed down on both of us like an invisible force, suffocating in
its intensity. I watched, my breath shallow, as she slowly exhaled, her eyes wide and filled with a mix of
fear, confusion, and—somewhere deep inside—something darker. Something she had been wrestling
with for far too long.

Scott leaned in closer, his breath hot against her neck as he whispered, “It’s time, Leah. Show them.
Show Brian. Show yourself.”

Leah’s hands fidgeted at her sides, her fingers curling into the fabric of her shirt as though she was trying
to anchor herself to something—anything—but there was nothing left to hold on to. Scott’s words
lingered in the air, an undeniable command that she knew she couldn’t ignore. The bet had been made,
and now, she was bound to its outcome.

I felt like I was outside of my own body, watching from a distance as Leah took a hesitant step forward,
Scott’s hand still guiding her. She glanced at me, her eyes pleading, as though asking for permission, or
forgiveness, or maybe both. But I couldn’t say anything. I was trapped, just like she was, by the decision
we had both made in a moment of weakness.

Jason and Todd sat on the couch, their eyes fixed on Leah with a hungry anticipation that made my
stomach twist. They didn’t speak, but their presence was a reminder that this wasn’t just about Scott
anymore. They were part of this now too, witnessing Leah’s submission, watching as Scott pushed her
further into his control.

Scott’s hand slid down her waist, settling on the small of her back as he guided her closer to the couch.
Leah moved mechanically, her movements slow and unsure, but she didn’t resist. She couldn’t resist.
The weight of Scott’s dominance was too much, and we both knew it.

“Take off your shirt, Leah,” Scott commanded, his voice low but firm. “Show them what belongs to me.”

Leah’s breath caught in her throat, her fingers trembling as they reached for the hem of her shirt. I could
see the hesitation in her movements, the way her mind was fighting against the reality of what was
happening. But the bet was real, and she had no choice but to obey.

With a shaky breath, Leah slowly pulled her shirt over her head, revealing the soft curves of her body
beneath. She stood there, exposed, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath as she tried to
steady herself. The room was silent, save for the sound of my own heart pounding in my ears.

Scott’s eyes roamed over her body with a possessive hunger, his grip on her back tightening slightly as
he leaned in, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Good girl. Now the rest.”



Leah swallowed hard, her hands trembling as they moved to the waistband of her jeans. I could see the
conflict in her eyes, the way she was teetering on the edge of something she couldn’t fully control. She
was about to cross a line that had been blurred for so long, but now, there was no turning back.

With a deep breath, Leah unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them as
they pooled at her feet. She stood before Scott, Jason, and Todd in nothing but her underwear, her body
exposed, her face flushed with a mixture of fear and shame. Her eyes flicked toward me again, searching
for something—reassurance, permission, anything. But I had nothing to give her.

Scott’s hand moved lower, his fingers grazing her bare skin as he pulled her closer to him, his breath hot
against her neck. “You’re mine now, Leah,” he whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. “And
tonight, you’re going to show them just how much control I have.”

Leah shuddered at his words, her body tensing under his touch, but she didn’t resist. She couldn’t. The
power dynamic had shifted completely, and we were all at Scott’s mercy now.

Jason and Todd watched in silence, their eyes never leaving Leah’s body as Scott continued to guide her,
his touch firm and possessive. I could see the hunger in their eyes, the way they were waiting for what
would come next, knowing that this was only the beginning.

Scott turned Leah to face me, his hand still resting on the small of her back as he grinned, his voice thick
with satisfaction. “Look at her, Brian. Look at what you’ve given me.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I stared at Leah. She stood there, trembling, her body exposed to the
men in the room, her eyes filled with a mixture of guilt and something far more complicated. I wanted to
say something, to stop this, but I couldn’t. I had made the bet. I had lost. And now, I had to watch as
Scott took everything.

“Get on your knees,” Scott commanded, his voice hardening.

Leah hesitated for a split second, her breath catching in her throat, but then, slowly, she lowered herself
to the floor, kneeling in front of him, her head bowed in submission. The sight of her like this—on her
knees before Scott, Jason, and Todd watching—made my stomach twist painfully. This was the moment I
had feared most, the moment when Scott’s control over her became absolute.

Scott cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. “You’re mine, Leah,” he said softly, his voice
dripping with dominance. “And tonight, you’re going to prove it.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she looked up at him, her lips parting slightly as if she
wanted to say something, but no words came out. She was too far gone now, too lost in the power that
Scott held over her.

Scott’s grin widened as he glanced over at Jason and Todd, who were watching intently, their eyes dark
with anticipation. “This is just the beginning, boys,” Scott said, his voice filled with a dangerous
excitement. “We’re going to have some real fun tonight.”

And with that, the night descended into a darkness I couldn’t pull Leah—or myself—out of.



Scott's fingers tightened around Leah’s chin, lifting her face so that she was forced to look up at him. Her
breath was shaky, her lips trembling as she knelt before him, her body clearly still grappling with the
weight of what was happening. The room felt thick with tension, and the air between us was charged
with an undeniable sense of inevitability.

Leah was there, on her knees, exposed and vulnerable in a way that I had never seen her before. Her
face was flushed, her eyes wide, flickering between Scott and me as though she still hoped for some
intervention, some sign that this was all going to stop. But there was no stopping now. The bet had been
made, the game had been lost, and now, Scott was in control.

Scott's grin widened as he ran his thumb over her lower lip, slowly, almost tauntingly. His voice was low
and smooth, but there was an edge to it—something dark and commanding. “You know what to do,
Leah.”

Leah swallowed hard, her eyes darting briefly toward me. I could see the conflict in her gaze—the guilt,
the fear, the shame. But there was something else too, something deeper that terrified me. Something
that mirrored the dark desires that had been lingering between all of us for far too long.

Scott didn’t wait for her to respond. His hands moved to the waistband of his jeans, unbuckling his belt
and slowly pulling his zipper down. The sound of it was like a crack of thunder in the otherwise silent
room. Leah’s breath hitched, and I could see her hands trembling slightly at her sides as Scott revealed
himself to her.

He stepped closer, standing tall over her, his gaze never leaving her face. “Go on, Leah,” he murmured,
his voice dripping with command. “Show everyone what a good girl you are.”

Leah’s eyes flicked toward me one last time, a silent plea hanging in the air between us. But I couldn’t
stop this. I couldn’t change what was happening. I had made the bet, and now I was bound to its
outcome. I felt frozen in place, trapped by my own decision, by the sickening reality of the situation.

Slowly, hesitantly, Leah reached up, her fingers trembling as they grazed Scott’s hips. Her breath was
shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she closed the distance between them. Her hands moved
with a kind of nervous precision, her fingers wrapping around him as she guided him closer, her lips
parting slightly as she prepared to take him into her mouth.

The sight of her there, on her knees, about to submit to Scott, sent a wave of nausea through me. But
there was something else too—something darker, something I hated to acknowledge but couldn’t deny.
The arousal that had been simmering just beneath the surface for so long was back, twisting my gut,
making my heart race.

Leah closed her eyes as she leaned forward, her lips grazing the tip of him before she slowly took him
into her mouth. The room was so quiet that I could hear her shallow breathing, the soft, wet sounds as
she began to move. Scott groaned softly, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, guiding her
movements, controlling her.

“Good girl,” Scott murmured, his voice low and thick with satisfaction. “That’s it. Take it all.”



Leah’s body trembled slightly, her hands gripping his thighs for balance as she moved slowly, her lips
sliding over him with a kind of reluctant submission. I could see the tension in her body, the way her
shoulders shook with every movement. But she didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop. Scott had her completely
under his control now.

Jason and Todd, who had been watching in silence from the couch, exchanged a glance, their eyes dark
with anticipation. Neither of them said anything, but I could see the hunger in their expressions, the way
they were waiting for whatever would come next.

Scott’s hand tightened slightly on the back of Leah’s head, pushing her down further, making her take
more of him into her mouth. She gagged softly but didn’t pull away, her body adjusting to the pressure
as she continued to obey his command. The sight of it was both horrifying and mesmerizing—a twisted
combination of emotions that I couldn’t fully process.

“Look at her,” Scott said, his voice dripping with arrogance. “She’s perfect, isn’t she? This is what she was
made for.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I watched Leah submit to him completely. Her lips moved over him
slowly, methodically, her body shaking with the effort of it. I could see the strain in her eyes, the way her
hands gripped his thighs tighter with each passing second. But she didn’t pull away. She kept going,
following Scott’s every command, lost in the moment.

Scott’s groans grew louder, his hand guiding her movements with more force as he pushed her further,
making her take him deeper. Leah gagged again, her body jerking slightly, but she didn’t resist. She kept
going, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she struggled to keep up with him.

I stood there, helpless, watching as my wife gave herself to him in a way that I had never seen before.
The reality of the situation was overwhelming, the weight of it pressing down on me like a suffocating
blanket. But I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t stop what was happening.

Scott’s voice was thick with satisfaction as he looked down at her, his fingers gripping her hair tightly.
“That’s it, Leah. Take it all. You’re mine now.”

Leah’s body trembled as she continued, her lips sliding over him with a kind of desperate obedience.
The sound of her breathing, the soft, wet sounds of her submission, filled the room, echoing in my ears. I
could feel my own pulse racing, the sickening mix of jealousy, anger, and arousal twisting inside me.

And as I stood there, watching her submit to Scott, I realized that this was the new reality we had
created. This was what the bet had cost us.

Leah was still on her knees, her lips moving slowly over Scott’s cock, her body trembling slightly with the
effort. She had been through this before, and while the act itself wasn’t new, the weight of the moment
was palpable. The eyes of Todd, Jason, and especially me, were locked onto her every move, and I knew
she could feel the pressure. Her bra and panties clung to her skin, the last remnants of modesty she had
left.

Scott, seemingly satisfied but not yet finished with her, groaned low in his throat, his large hand resting
on the back of Leah’s head. “That’s enough for now, sweetheart,” he muttered, gently pulling her back



from his cock. Leah paused, her lips still slightly parted as she looked up at him, unsure of what came
next. Her breath was shallow, her body tense.

Scott glanced over at me, his smug smile widening as he looked around the room. Todd and Jason were
completely captivated, their discomfort from earlier long gone. The room was thick with tension, the air
heavy with anticipation.

“Take it off,” Scott commanded, his voice low but firm. “All of it. Let’s give these boys a proper show.”

Leah hesitated, her eyes flicking toward me, searching for something—permission, reassurance,
anything. But I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. All I could do was watch as the inevitable unfolded.

Slowly, Leah rose to her feet, her fingers trembling slightly as they moved to the clasp of her bra. The
sound of it unhooking seemed louder than it should have been in the silence of the room. She glanced
down, biting her lip as she slid the straps off her shoulders, letting the lacy material fall to the floor. Her
breasts, full and round, were now completely exposed, her nipples hardening slightly from the cool air
and the tension of being watched.

Scott leaned back in his chair, his eyes roaming over her body with satisfaction. “Good girl,” he muttered,
nodding toward her panties. “Now those.”

Leah’s hands hovered over the waistband of her panties for a moment, as though she were still debating
whether or not to go through with it. But she knew there was no turning back now. With a slow,
deliberate movement, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to slide them down her
legs, revealing more of her smooth, tanned skin inch by inch. She stepped out of the delicate fabric and
stood there, completely naked, her hands fidgeting nervously at her sides.

I could see the way her body was reacting to the situation—her nipples hardened, her skin flushed, and
her breathing shallow. Despite everything, despite the humiliation of stripping in front of us, her body
was betraying her. She was turned on.

Scott grinned, his gaze moving lazily from her face to her breasts, then down between her legs. “Now, sit
on the couch,” he said, nodding toward the space next to Todd and Jason. “Spread those legs and show
everyone just how wet you are.”

Leah’s face flushed with embarrassment, but she obeyed. She moved slowly to the couch, her bare feet
padding softly against the floor, before sitting down next to Todd. Jason shifted slightly to make room,
his eyes never leaving her body. Leah sat stiffly at first, her knees pressed together, as though she were
still trying to hold on to some shred of modesty.

“Open up,” Scott said, his voice more demanding now. “Show them.”

Leah hesitated for a brief second, her eyes flicking between me, Todd, and Jason, before slowly parting
her knees. Her legs spread wide, exposing herself completely to the three of us. The cool air brushed
against her skin, making her shiver slightly, and I could see the glistening evidence of her arousal
between her thighs. She was wet—so wet that there was no denying it. She had tried to resist, to hold
back, but her body had given in to the moment, to the attention.



“Look at her,” Scott murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “She’s soaking wet. She loves being
watched.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I stared at Leah, my beautiful wife, sitting on the couch with her legs
spread wide, showing herself to all of us. The shame in her eyes was clear, but so was the arousal. I
could see it in the way her chest rose and fell, the way her fingers twitched slightly as though she
wanted to touch herself but didn’t dare to.

Scott leaned forward in his chair, his eyes dark with lust. “Touch yourself,” he ordered, his voice low and
commanding. “I want to see you play with that pretty pussy of yours.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body tensing at the command. She glanced at me again, her eyes pleading,
but I still couldn’t speak. I couldn’t stop this. All I could do was watch as she slowly brought her hand
between her legs, her fingers hesitating for a moment before they dipped down to her wetness.

She gasped softly as her fingers made contact with her slick skin, her body trembling slightly as she
began to rub slow, deliberate circles around her clit. Her eyes fluttered shut, her head tilting back against
the couch as she lost herself in the sensation.

Scott watched her closely, his grin widening as he saw how easily she gave in to the pleasure. “That’s it,”
he murmured. “Good girl. Show them how much you love it.”

Leah’s breathing grew heavier, her hips moving slightly in time with her fingers as she touched herself.
The room was filled with the sounds of her soft moans, the wetness between her legs, and the heavy
breathing of the men watching her. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. This was Leah, my wife, lost in
pleasure in front of three other men.

And the worst part? I was harder than I’d ever been.

Leah’s fingers were moving faster now, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she circled her clit, her
body trembling with the mounting pressure of her impending orgasm. Her back arched slightly, her lips
parted in soft moans that echoed through the room. She was lost in the pleasure, her bare body
glistening with a light sheen of sweat as she touched herself for everyone to see.

But just as she was on the edge, Scott stood up, moving toward her with a smug grin. “That’s enough,”
he commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of her pleasure. Leah’s fingers faltered, and she
gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily as the sensation slipped away, leaving her teetering on the brink of
release but unable to fall over the edge.

Her eyes flew open, wide with confusion and frustration, as she looked up at Scott. He loomed over her,
his large frame casting a shadow over her small, trembling body. His cock was already hard, still slick
from her mouth, standing thick and proud between his legs. Leah’s gaze flicked toward it for a brief
second, her breath catching in her throat as she realized what was coming next.

Scott’s grin widened as he watched her squirm, her body still trembling from the denied orgasm. “You
didn’t think I was going to let you finish, did you?” he taunted, reaching down to gently pull her hand
away from between her legs. “Not yet, sweetheart. You’ll have to earn it.”



Leah’s legs quivered as she tried to control her breathing, her body aching with need. She bit her lip, her
gaze flicking between Scott’s cock and my face, as though searching for some kind of permission, some
way to end the torment he was putting her through. But I couldn’t move. I was frozen, torn between the
humiliation of watching this unfold and the undeniable arousal that gripped me tighter with every
second.

Scott stepped closer, his massive cock bobbing slightly as he moved between her spread legs. He gripped
the base of his shaft, teasingly rubbing the thick head against her swollen, slick entrance. Leah’s body
jerked at the contact, her hips lifting off the couch involuntarily as her arousal spiked. She was desperate
now, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her skin flushed with heat and need.

“Not so fast,” Scott murmured, dragging the tip of his cock slowly up and down her slit, deliberately
avoiding her clit, keeping her on edge but giving her nothing. “I want to hear you ask for it.”

Leah whimpered, her fingers digging into the cushions of the couch as she fought to hold on. She was so
close, so desperate, and the torment of being denied was almost too much for her to bear. Her eyes
fluttered shut, her chest heaving as she tried to form the words.

“Please…” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please… I need it.”

Scott chuckled darkly, pressing the head of his cock just slightly against her entrance, but not enough to
enter her. “Need what, sweetheart? Tell me what you want.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body writhing beneath him as she tried to push herself closer to his cock, but
Scott held firm, keeping her exactly where he wanted her—on the edge, desperate and aching. Her
hands gripped the sides of the couch, her knuckles white as she finally opened her eyes and looked up at
him, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I need you,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I need you to fuck me… please.”

Scott’s grin widened as he glanced over at me, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Hear that, Brian?”
he said, his voice thick with smug triumph. “Your wife is begging for my cock.”

I couldn’t respond. I couldn’t do anything but watch as Scott teased her, his cock rubbing just enough to
keep her desperate but not enough to give her what she wanted. Leah’s body was trembling, her hips
lifting off the couch in a silent plea for more. And despite everything—despite the humiliation, the
guilt—I couldn’t deny how hard I was, how much this scene was affecting me.

The contrast between them was stark. Leah, my beautiful, successful wife, an attorney who commanded
respect in the courtroom, was now lying there naked and trembling, reduced to begging for this man’s
cock. And Scott—overweight, balding, with his gut hanging slightly over his thick shaft—was completely
in control. His appearance was everything she’d never wanted: greasy, crude, and smug. Yet, here she
was, submitting to him in a way I never thought I’d witness.

“Say it again,” Scott ordered, his cock pressing harder against her now, teasing her entrance but still not
giving her what she needed. “Beg for it.”



Leah’s body jerked at his command, her legs trembling as she struggled to find the words. “Please,” she
whimpered, her voice raw with desperation. “Please, Scott… fuck me.”

Scott’s grin widened as he finally pushed his cock inside her, the thick head stretching her as he entered
slowly, inch by inch. Leah’s back arched off the couch, a loud gasp escaping her lips as he filled her
completely. Her hands flew to his thighs, gripping him as her body writhed beneath him, desperate for
more.

Scott leaned over her, his large body towering over her small frame as he began to move, thrusting into
her slowly at first, teasing her even as he claimed her. “Tell Brian how it feels,” he growled, his voice low
and commanding. “Tell him how much you love it.”

Leah’s head fell back against the couch, her eyes squeezing shut as she struggled to find the words. Her
body was on fire, every nerve alight with the pleasure that had been denied to her for so long. She could
barely speak, her breath coming in ragged gasps as Scott thrust into her again, harder this time.

“It feels… so good,” she moaned, her voice shaky and breathless. “I love it… oh god, I love it.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her, my arousal painfully hard, but mixed with a deep sense
of helplessness. This wasn’t just sex anymore. This was Scott’s complete control over my wife—
physically, emotionally—and my own inability to stop it.

Leah’s body trembled beneath him, her fingers clutching at his hips as he moved faster now, his thick
cock driving into her with purpose. She was lost in it, her moans growing louder with each thrust, her
body writhing in pleasure. And I couldn’t look away.

Scott grinned down at her, his cock plunging deep inside her as he pushed her closer and closer to the
edge. “You’re mine now,” he growled, his voice low and thick with lust. “Say it. Say you’re mine.”

Leah gasped, her hands gripping the couch as she teetered on the brink of release. “I’m yours,” she
cried, her voice breaking with the intensity of it. “I’m yours.”

And with that, Scott thrust into her one final time, his body pressing down against hers as Leah’s orgasm
ripped through her, her body shaking uncontrollably as she came hard around his cock.

Scott grinned down at Leah, who was still trembling beneath him, her body slowly coming down from
the intense orgasm he had just given her. He glanced over at me, his smug smile widening as he took in
the sight of my obvious arousal. I was painfully hard, my cock pressing against the fabric of my pants,
and I knew there was no hiding it.

"Look at him," Scott chuckled, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Look at how much he loves this.
Watching his wife get fucked by a real man. Isn’t that right, Brian?"

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My throat was dry, my chest tight with the
conflicting emotions swirling inside me. The shame, the guilt, the undeniable arousal—it was all too
much. I felt frozen, trapped in this moment, unable to move or speak.



Scott leaned back slightly, his massive cock still buried deep inside Leah as he watched me with that
same smug, taunting look. "Come on, Brian. Don’t be shy. Show everyone how much you love watching
this." He gestured toward the bulge in my pants with a tilt of his head. "Go ahead. Take it off. Let them
see how hard this makes you."

My stomach twisted in knots, my hands trembling slightly as I stood there, unable to respond. But Scott
wasn’t going to let this go. His eyes flicked toward Todd and Jason, who were still sitting on the couch,
watching the scene unfold with a mix of discomfort and growing arousal. Scott’s grin widened as he
looked back at me.

"Come on, Brian," he said, his voice low and commanding. "Don’t keep us waiting. Take your clothes off.
Let’s show them how much you love being a cuck."

The word hit me like a punch to the gut, but I couldn’t deny what was happening. I couldn’t deny the
arousal that had gripped me, the way my cock strained against my pants as I watched my wife being
taken by another man. Slowly, with trembling hands, I reached for the buttons of my shirt. My heart
pounded in my chest, my body tense with a mixture of shame and excitement as I began to undress.

I could feel Todd and Jason’s eyes on me as I peeled off my shirt, exposing my chest. The air in the room
was thick, heavy with anticipation. I swallowed hard, my hands shaking as I reached for the waistband of
my pants, unbuttoning them slowly. My breath hitched as I pushed them down, revealing the obvious
bulge in my underwear.

Scott chuckled, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "There it is," he muttered, glancing at Todd and
Jason. "See? He loves this. Look how hard he is, just from watching me fuck his wife."

My face burned with shame, but I couldn’t deny it. I was rock hard, my cock straining painfully against
my underwear as I stood there, exposed and vulnerable in front of the other men. I looked over at Leah,
who was still lying on the couch, her chest heaving with deep breaths, her body glistening with sweat.
She didn’t meet my gaze, but I could see the way her body reacted, the slight shiver that ran through her
at the sight of me undressing.

Scott wasn’t finished. He glanced back at Todd and Jason, who were still sitting on the couch, their eyes
fixed on the scene in front of them. "You know," he said, his voice low and suggestive, "it’s okay if you
boys want to join in. If you want to strip down and enjoy yourselves while you watch."

Todd and Jason exchanged a quick, uncertain glance. I could see the hesitation in their eyes, but I could
also see the arousal. They were just as captivated by Leah as I was, just as turned on by the sight of her
naked, writhing beneath Scott’s control.

Jason was the first to move. Slowly, almost hesitantly, he reached for the buttons of his shirt, his eyes
never leaving Leah’s body as he began to undress. His hands shook slightly as he removed his shirt,
exposing his chest. Todd followed suit, pulling his own shirt off with a nervous glance in my direction.
The tension in the room was thick, the sound of fabric rustling as they undressed filling the silence.

Within moments, both Jason and Todd were sitting on the couch in just their underwear, their erections
obvious through the fabric, their eyes locked on Leah’s exposed body. My stomach churned with a mix



of emotions—jealousy, shame, excitement—all swirling together in a confusing whirlwind that left me
breathless.

Scott’s grin widened as he looked at them, clearly satisfied with how easily they had given in to his
suggestion. "That’s better," he muttered, his voice thick with lust. "Now we can all enjoy the show."

I stood there, frozen, my own body trembling with the weight of what was happening. Leah was still
lying on the couch, her legs spread wide, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Scott’s cock was
still buried deep inside her, and I could see the way her body responded to every small movement he
made, the way her hips jerked slightly, her body still sensitive from the orgasm he had given her.

"Come closer, Brian," Scott said, his voice low and commanding. "Come closer and watch up close. See
what it’s like to really please your wife."

I hesitated for a moment, but my feet moved before I could stop them. Slowly, I stepped forward, my
breath shallow as I approached the couch. The sight of Leah—my beautiful, strong wife—lying there
beneath Scott, completely exposed and vulnerable, was almost too much to bear. But the heat in my gut
wouldn’t go away. The shameful arousal that gripped me only grew stronger as I got closer.

Scott grinned up at me, his hand resting on Leah’s thigh as he began to move again, thrusting slowly into
her, teasing her sensitive body. "Look at her, Brian," he muttered, his voice dripping with satisfaction.
"She loves this. She’s never been this wet for you, has she?"

I couldn’t respond. I couldn’t even look away. All I could do was stand there, watching as Scott slowly
began to fuck my wife again, his massive cock stretching her, making her moan softly as her body
writhed beneath him.

And I couldn’t deny it.

I loved it.

Scott's grin widened as he looked down at Leah, her body trembling beneath him, her chest still rising
and falling in quick, shallow breaths from the intensity of what had just happened. His hands gripped her
thighs firmly, holding her open as he looked around the room with a smug satisfaction.

“Look around, Leah,” he commanded, his voice low and taunting. “Look at all the hard cocks in this
room. Look at what you’re doing to them.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her body still quivering under the slow, deliberate thrusts of Scott’s massive
cock. Her gaze shifted reluctantly, moving from Scott’s face to where Jason and Todd sat on the couch,
their hands slowly stroking their erections through their underwear. Her lips parted in a soft, shaky gasp
as the sight hit her. Both men were fully aroused, their eyes locked on her, watching her every move
with raw desire.

And then her gaze moved to me.

I was standing closest to her, my own cock hard and straining against my underwear, my breath uneven
as I watched her. I could see the moment our eyes met—the shame, the confusion, the undeniable



arousal flickering in her gaze. She had never seen me like this, never seen me so turned on by something
so humiliating. But she didn’t look away. Her eyes lingered on me, on the way my hand hovered near my
cock, the way my body trembled with the intensity of it all.

“See that?” Scott growled, his voice thick with satisfaction as he thrust into her again, making her gasp.
“They’re all stroking their hard cocks for you, Leah. Look what you’ve done to them. Look how much
they want you.”

Leah’s body tensed beneath him, her hands gripping the cushions of the couch as her gaze flicked
between the men in the room. Jason and Todd were both openly stroking themselves now, their eyes
dark with lust as they watched her. My own hand had drifted down, unable to stop myself as I mirrored
them, my fingers lightly stroking the hard length of my cock through my underwear.

“I—” Leah whimpered, her voice shaky, but she couldn’t finish the sentence. Her body was reacting to
the scene in front of her, betraying her even as she tried to hold on to some semblance of control. Her
hips jerked involuntarily beneath Scott, her body arching into him as he continued to thrust into her,
slow and deliberate, keeping her on the edge of another orgasm.

“Don’t fight it,” Scott murmured, his voice low and coaxing as he leaned down, his lips close to her ear.
“You know what you are, Leah. You know how much you love this. Embrace it. Embrace the slut you
are.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body tensing beneath him as his words sank in. She shook her head slightly,
as though trying to deny it, but her body told a different story. Her nipples were hard, her skin flushed
with arousal, and the slickness between her legs was undeniable. Every time Scott moved, her body
responded, her hips lifting toward him, desperate for more.

“You love this,” Scott continued, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You love having all these men
watching you. You love knowing they’re hard because of you. It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Leah whimpered, her body trembling as she struggled to hold on. “No… I…”

But the words died on her lips as Scott thrust harder into her, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made
her gasp, her back arching off the couch. Her eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping the cushions tightly
as she fought the pleasure building inside her.

“Look at them,” Scott growled, his voice commanding. “Look at them stroking their cocks for you. Look
at your husband. He loves this just as much as you do.”

Leah’s eyes flew open again, her gaze locking onto mine. I was still stroking myself, my breath coming in
ragged gasps as I watched her, unable to stop. The heat between us was unbearable, the shame and the
arousal swirling together into something I couldn’t control. And she could see it—she could see how
much I wanted this, how much I wanted her to embrace it.

“Tell him,” Scott ordered, his voice rough with lust. “Tell him how much you love this.”



Leah’s body trembled beneath him, her hips moving in time with his thrusts now, no longer trying to
resist the pleasure building inside her. Her eyes were locked on mine, her breath shallow as she finally
whispered the words.

“I… I love it,” she gasped, her voice shaky and raw. “I love it… I love being watched.”

Scott’s grin widened, his thrusts growing harder, faster, as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge.
“That’s right, sweetheart,” he growled. “You love being a slut. You love knowing all these men are hard
for you. Now come for them. Show them how much you love it.”

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath him as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak.
She was on the edge again, teetering on the brink of another orgasm, her eyes locked on the sight of
Jason, Todd, and me, all stroking ourselves for her. The sight of us, the sound of Scott’s voice, the feel of
his cock driving into her—it was all too much.

With a loud, desperate moan, Leah came again, her body shaking uncontrollably as the orgasm ripped
through her. Her hips bucked wildly beneath Scott, her hands gripping the cushions as she cried out, her
eyes squeezing shut as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. The sight of her coming undone like that, completely lost in the
pleasure, was too much for me to handle. My own arousal had reached its peak, my cock twitching in my
hand as I watched her. Jason and Todd were the same, their hands moving faster now as they stroked
themselves to the sight of my wife writhing in pleasure.

Scott grinned down at her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he slowed his thrusts, keeping her on
the edge even as her orgasm subsided. “That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice thick with
satisfaction. “That’s how a real slut comes.”

Scott’s grip tightened on Leah’s hips, his massive cock still buried deep inside her as her body trembled
with the aftermath of her orgasm. He didn’t pull back, didn’t give her a moment to catch her breath.
Instead, he leaned down, his voice low and commanding, just inches from her ear.

“You’re not done yet, sweetheart,” Scott growled, his breath hot against her skin. “I’m not done with
you.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her body still shaking as she struggled to regain control of herself. Her chest
heaved, her breath coming in shallow gasps, but Scott wasn’t letting her come down from the high. His
hands roamed over her body, possessive and rough, as if reminding her that she was his in this moment.

He thrust into her again, hard and deep, making her gasp, her body jerking against the couch as he
resumed his slow, deliberate pace. Leah’s head fell back, her lips parting in a soft moan, her body
betraying her once more as she responded to his touch, even though she was still sensitive from the
orgasm he’d just ripped from her.

Scott glanced around the room, his gaze landing on me, then on Jason and Todd, who were still stroking
themselves, their eyes glued to Leah’s naked, trembling form. He grinned, a dark, satisfied look crossing
his face as he continued to thrust into her, each movement slow and deliberate, meant to remind her—
and us—who was in control here.



“Look at her,” Scott murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Completely at my mercy. Isn’t that
right, Leah?”

Leah whimpered, her hands clutching at the cushions of the couch as she tried to hold on, her body
trembling with each thrust. She didn’t respond, her voice lost to the sensations overwhelming her, but
Scott wasn’t going to let her off that easily. His hand moved from her hip, sliding up her body to grip her
jaw, forcing her to look at him.

“I said, isn’t that right, Leah?” he growled, his voice low and dangerous.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, wide and filled with a mixture of fear and arousal. Her lips trembled as she
tried to form the words, her voice shaky and weak as she whispered, “Y-Yes.”

Scott’s grin widened, satisfied with her response, but he wasn’t done with her yet. “Good girl,” he
muttered, releasing her jaw and leaning back slightly, his cock still moving in and out of her at a slow,
torturous pace. “Now tell everyone what you are.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her body tensing beneath him as she realized what he was asking. Her eyes
flicked toward me, then to Jason and Todd, who were still watching intently, their hands moving over
their cocks in slow, deliberate strokes. She bit her lip, her face flushing with embarrassment as she tried
to resist, but Scott’s grip on her hips tightened.

“Tell them,” Scott commanded, his voice hard and unforgiving. “Tell them what you are, or I’ll stop right
now.”

Leah whimpered, her body quivering beneath him, torn between the humiliation of saying the words
and the unbearable need for the pleasure he was denying her. She glanced at me one more time, her
eyes filled with shame and vulnerability, before she finally whispered the words Scott had been waiting
for.

“I’m a slut,” she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.

Scott wasn’t satisfied yet. “Louder,” he ordered, thrusting into her harder, making her body jerk against
the couch.

Leah’s breath hitched again, her eyes squeezing shut as she tried to gather the courage to say it. “I’m a
slut,” she repeated, her voice louder this time, though still trembling with shame.

Scott leaned over her, his cock driving deeper into her with each thrust, pushing her closer to the edge
once again. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice thick with lust and satisfaction. “You’re my slut, aren’t
you?”

Leah’s body arched beneath him, her hips moving in time with his, unable to stop herself from
responding to the pleasure he was giving her. Her moans grew louder, her body betraying her with every
thrust as she gasped out the words, “Yes… I’m your slut.”



Scott’s grip tightened on her, his control over her complete as he thrust into her harder, faster now,
pushing her closer and closer to another orgasm. Leah’s body writhed beneath him, her moans growing
louder, more desperate, as she teetered on the edge once again.

“You love this, don’t you?” Scott growled, his voice low and commanding. “You love being used, being
watched. You love being my slut.”

Leah whimpered, her hands clutching at the cushions of the couch as she struggled to hold on, her body
trembling with the intensity of it all. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her chest heaving as the pleasure
built inside her, threatening to spill over at any moment.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice weak and shaky. “I love it. I love being your slut.”

Scott’s grin widened as he watched her, his thrusts growing harder and faster, driving her closer and
closer to the edge. “That’s right, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Now
come for me. Come for all of us.”

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath him as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak.
She couldn’t hold back anymore. With a loud, desperate cry, her body convulsed beneath him, her
orgasm crashing over her like a wave. Her hips bucked wildly, her hands gripping the cushions as she
screamed out her pleasure, completely lost to the moment.

Scott watched her, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he held her in place, his cock still driving into
her as she came undone beneath him. He had her exactly where he wanted her—completely under his
control, completely at his mercy.

And I couldn’t look away.

The sight of Leah—my wife, my beautiful wife—completely submitting to Scott’s control, completely lost
in the pleasure he was giving her, was almost too much to bear. The jealousy, the shame, the guilt—they
were all still there, swirling inside me. But so was the arousal. I couldn’t deny it. I couldn’t stop it.

And Scott knew it.

He glanced over at me, his grin widening as he thrust into Leah one final time, making her cry out again.
“See that, Brian?” he growled, his voice thick with triumph. “This is what it’s like to really please your
wife. To really make her come.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my hands trembling as I stood there, watching them. I couldn’t speak. I
couldn’t move. All I could do was watch as Scott exerted his control over my wife, knowing that I had let
it happen.

Knowing that I had wanted it.

Scott's grin widened as he continued to thrust into Leah, her body still trembling beneath him. The
satisfaction radiating from him was palpable, a tangible reminder of the control he wielded over both of
us. He looked over at me, his eyes gleaming with smug triumph, and I could feel the weight of his gaze
like a physical presence.



"Brian," Scott growled, his voice low and commanding, "I think it’s time you made a decision."

Leah’s moans filled the room, her body writhing under him, completely lost in the pleasure he was
giving her. My heart pounded in my chest as I stood there, still painfully hard, my throat dry and my
hands trembling at my sides. I knew what was coming. I could feel it in the air, thick with tension.

Scott thrust harder into her, making her gasp, her back arching as he drove her closer to the edge once
again. He didn’t look away from me, though—his eyes were locked on mine, a challenge hanging in the
air between us.

"Where do you want me to come, Brian?" Scott asked, his voice thick with smug satisfaction. "Should I
come inside your wife? Should I fill her up?"

My stomach twisted, my breath catching in my throat at the question. Leah whimpered beneath him,
her hands gripping the cushions tightly as her body responded to every thrust. I could see the tension in
her body, the way her hips moved in time with his, her pleasure undeniable. But now Scott was giving
me the choice. The power was in my hands—for a moment.

He thrust into her again, harder this time, making Leah cry out, her body shuddering with the intensity
of it. "Come on, Brian," Scott growled, his voice dark and taunting. "Tell me where you want me to come.
In her mouth? On her face? Inside her tight little pussy?"

The shame, the guilt, and the arousal all swirled together inside me, creating a chaotic storm of
emotions I could barely control. I could see the pleasure written all over Leah’s face, the way her body
had surrendered to him, and the way Scott reveled in the power he held over both of us.

Scott’s voice cut through the haze of my thoughts, sharp and commanding. "Tell me, Brian," he growled.
"Where should I come?"

My throat was dry, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to form the words. I couldn’t look away from
Leah, from the way she moaned and writhed beneath him, her body betraying her with every
movement. My lips parted, and the words came out before I could stop them.

"Inside her," I whispered, barely able to get the words out. "Come inside her."

Scott’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming with triumph. "Good choice," he muttered, his thrusts growing
faster and harder, pushing Leah closer and closer to the edge once again.

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body trembling beneath him as she teetered on the brink of another
orgasm. Scott’s hands gripped her hips tightly as he drove into her with purpose, his cock throbbing
inside her as he neared his own release.

"Are you ready for this, Leah?" Scott growled, his voice thick with lust. "Are you ready to take all of me?"

Leah gasped, her hands clutching at the cushions as she nodded weakly, her body completely under his
control. "Yes," she whimpered, her voice trembling with need. "Yes, please…"



Scott thrust into her one final time, hard and deep, his body tensing as he reached the edge. With a loud
groan, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, filling her up with his release.

Leah moaned loudly, her body shaking as another orgasm ripped through her, her hips bucking wildly
beneath him as she came again, completely lost in the pleasure of the moment.

And I stood there, watching it all unfold, my heart pounding in my chest, my own arousal unbearable. I
had made the decision. I had told Scott where to come. And now, the reality of that choice weighed
heavily on me.

But I couldn’t deny the twisted satisfaction that coursed through me as I watched Scott claim my wife,
filling her up just as I had asked him to.

Scott lingered over Leah, still buried deep inside her, his breathing heavy and satisfied. But as the
moments passed, his grin didn’t fade. He wasn’t finished, not by a long shot. The room was thick with
tension, the kind that made it clear this was only the beginning of what he had planned.

Leah lay beneath him, her body still trembling, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she tried to
recover from the intense orgasm he had given her. But Scott wasn’t giving her a break. He shifted
slightly, pulling his cock out of her with a wet, obscene sound, and Leah whimpered at the sudden
emptiness.

His massive cock, still slick with both of their juices, bobbed in the air, glistening in the low light. Scott
glanced down at Leah, his grin widening as he looked her over—her flushed skin, her heaving chest, her
body still twitching from the pleasure she couldn’t deny.

“Get up,” Scott commanded, his voice low and firm. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, wide with exhaustion and confusion. Her body was spent, but she knew
better than to resist. Slowly, she sat up, her legs trembling as she pushed herself into a sitting position
on the couch. Her gaze flickered toward me for a brief moment, a silent plea in her eyes, but there was
nothing I could do. I had made my choice. We both had.

Scott stood in front of her, his cock still thick and dripping with cum, and he tilted his head toward her.
“Clean me up,” he said, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. “Every last drop.”

Leah hesitated for a second, her eyes flicking from his cock to his face, and then back to me. But there
was no escape from this. Slowly, reluctantly, she leaned forward, her lips parting as she lowered her
head toward Scott’s cock. I could see the humiliation in her eyes, the shame, but there was something
else too—something darker, something deeper.

She had given herself over to him, and there was no turning back now.

Leah’s lips touched the head of Scott’s cock, soft and tentative, as she began to clean him. Her tongue
flicked out, hesitantly at first, tasting the mixture of their cum that coated his length. Scott groaned
softly, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her head, making sure she didn’t miss a spot.



“Good girl,” Scott muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction as he watched her work. “Make sure it’s
nice and clean.”

Leah’s hands trembled slightly as she wrapped them around the base of his cock, guiding it toward her
mouth. Her lips stretched around him, and she began to suck, her eyes squeezing shut as she worked,
her mouth moving over his length with slow, deliberate motions.

I stood frozen, watching her, my heart pounding in my chest. The sight of my wife on her knees, cleaning
Scott’s cock after he had filled her with his cum, was almost too much to bear. But the arousal that
gripped me was undeniable. My cock was still painfully hard, straining against my underwear as I
watched her submit to him completely.

Scott groaned again, his grip on her hair tightening slightly as he thrust into her mouth, forcing her to
take more of him. “That’s it,” he muttered, his voice low and commanding. “Get it all.”

Leah’s breathing was shallow, her eyes still shut tight as she worked, her lips slick with a mixture of their
fluids as she sucked him clean. Her hands gripped his thighs for support, her body trembling with
exhaustion, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop.

Scott glanced over at me, his grin widening as he watched my reaction. “You love watching this, don’t
you, Brian?” he asked, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. “You love seeing her like this—my cum
dripping from her lips as she cleans me up.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, unable to respond. The shame burned inside me, but so did the
arousal. I couldn’t deny it. I couldn’t stop it.

Leah continued to clean him, her lips moving over his cock with reluctant skill, her body quivering as she
sucked and licked every inch of him. The sound of her sucking filled the room, wet and obscene, and I
could see the way her body responded even now—her nipples still hard, her skin still flushed with heat.

Scott groaned one last time, his body tensing slightly as Leah finished her task. He finally pulled back, his
cock now clean and glistening with her spit, and he looked down at her with a satisfied grin.

“Good girl,” he muttered, reaching down to cup her cheek. “You did well.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she looked up at him, her lips still wet
and swollen. She was exhausted, completely spent, but the look in her eyes told me everything. She had
given herself over to him fully, completely. And there was no turning back now.

Scott finally stepped back, pulling his pants up, his eyes still gleaming with satisfaction. “I think we’ve all
had enough for tonight,” he said, glancing around the room. “But don’t worry, Brian. There’s always next
time.”

I stood there, frozen, watching as Scott dressed himself, his words hanging in the air like a challenge.
Leah remained on the couch, her body trembling, her gaze distant as she tried to process what had just
happened.



And all I could do was stand there, my heart pounding in my chest, knowing that things would never be
the same again.

Scott didn’t move. He stood there, his cock still half-hard and slick from Leah’s mouth, a look of deep
satisfaction etched across his face. But it wasn’t over. Not for him. His grin grew wider as he glanced
between me, Leah, Jason, and Todd, taking in the sight of the room. The tension was thick, and we all
knew this wasn’t finished yet.

“Looks like you’re still ready for more,” Scott said, his voice low and full of control, his eyes locked on
Leah. “We’re not done here, sweetheart.”

Leah’s eyes flicked up at him, still glassy with exhaustion, her body trembling slightly from everything
that had just happened. She bit her lip, her chest still heaving as she tried to catch her breath, but there
was a spark of recognition in her gaze. She knew what was coming next.

Scott looked over at Jason and Todd, who were still sitting on the couch, their hands gripping their hard
cocks, waiting for their turn. They were both breathing heavily, their arousal clear, but Scott had no
intention of sharing Leah tonight.

“Jason, Todd,” Scott said, his voice thick with command. “Looks like you’ll have to wait. You boys can
finish later. I’m taking her again.”

The disappointment on their faces was evident, but they didn’t dare protest. Jason reluctantly pulled his
hand away from his cock, his body tense with the arousal he had to suppress, while Todd shifted
uncomfortably, his gaze still fixed on Leah’s naked body.

I stood frozen, watching as my wife submitted to Scott’s control once again. The jealousy and guilt
gnawed at me, but so did the arousal. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her as she took him deeper, her
lips stretched around his girth, her body trembling with the effort.

Scott groaned softly, his hand resting on the back of Leah’s head as he guided her pace, thrusting slowly
into her mouth. “That’s it,” he muttered, his voice low and rough. “Good girl. Get me nice and hard
again.”

Leah whimpered softly, her hands gripping his thighs tighter as she sucked him, her breath coming in
shallow gasps as she tried to keep up with his pace. Her eyes fluttered shut, her body quivering as she
worked, knowing that this wasn’t over.

Scott’s gaze flicked over to me, his grin widening as he watched my reaction. “You love watching this,
don’t you, Brian?” he growled, his voice thick with smug satisfaction. “You love seeing her like this,
completely under my control.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, unable to respond. My own arousal was undeniable, my cock straining
painfully against my pants as I stood there, watching helplessly as Leah continued to please him.

Scott groaned again, his hips thrusting forward slightly as Leah took him deeper, her eyes squeezing shut
as she fought to keep control. Her lips glistened with a mixture of her spit and his cum, and the sight of
her working so desperately to satisfy him made my stomach twist in knots.



After a few more minutes of Leah’s mouth working him back to full hardness, Scott finally pulled her
away, his cock glistening and rigid once more. He gripped her hair, forcing her to look up at him, his eyes
dark with lust.

“On the couch,” Scott growled, pulling her to her feet. “I want you bent over. I’m taking you from behind
this time.”

Leah gasped, her legs trembling as she stood up, her body still weak from the intensity of the first round.
She glanced at me for a brief moment, her eyes filled with exhaustion and a quiet resignation, before
she moved toward the couch.

She leaned over the armrest, her hands gripping the cushions as she spread her legs, presenting herself
to Scott. Her back arched slightly, her ass in the air, as she braced herself for what was to come.

Scott stepped behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. “You
ready for me again, sweetheart?” he growled, his voice thick with control.

Leah whimpered softly, her body trembling beneath his touch, but she nodded weakly. “Y-Yes,” she
gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.

Scott didn’t wait. He thrust into her hard, burying himself deep inside her with one smooth motion. Leah
cried out, her body jerking against the couch as he filled her completely, her hands gripping the cushions
tightly as she tried to hold on.

Scott groaned loudly, his grip on her hips tightening as he began to move, thrusting into her with slow,
deliberate force. Leah’s moans grew louder with each thrust, her body quivering as she submitted to
him completely once again.

I watched, my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I stood there,
powerless to stop it. Scott had her—he had control over her body, her pleasure, and he wasn’t going to
let go until he was done.

Scott groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he began to move, thrusting into her with slow,
deliberate force. Leah’s moans grew louder with each thrust, her body shaking beneath him as he took
her again. She had no energy left to resist, no choice but to surrender to him completely.

Jason and Todd watched intently, their hands moving faster over their cocks as they stroked themselves
to the sight of Scott fucking my wife. Their frustration was clear, but so was their arousal. They wanted
her. But they wouldn’t have her. Not tonight.

Scott leaned over Leah, his breath hot against her neck as he thrust into her harder, faster, pushing her
closer to another orgasm. "You love this, don’t you?" he growled, his voice thick with lust. "You love
being watched, being taken like this."

Leah moaned, her head falling forward as she nodded weakly, her body trembling beneath him. "Yes,"
she gasped, her voice filled with need. "Yes… I love it."



Scott’s grin widened, his hips slamming into her harder as he took her to the edge once again. He had
complete control over her—over all of us—and he wasn’t letting go.

Scott continued to thrust into her, his pace growing more forceful with every movement. Leah’s breath
hitched with each thrust, her body trembling and flushed, completely under his control. The room was
heavy with tension, and the sound of skin against skin filled the space as Jason and Todd continued to
stroke themselves from the couch, watching every second of what was happening before them.

Leah gasped, her body trembling as her hips moved instinctively in time with his thrusts, her mind
spinning from the mixture of humiliation, pleasure, and arousal. Slowly, her lips parted, and the words
came out in a ragged breath.

Scott’s grin widened, his hands gripping her harder as he slowed his pace just enough to make her feel
every inch of him. “That’s right,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Tell them what I make
you do. Tell them how much you love it.”

Leah’s eyes squeezed shut as she struggled to get the words out, her breath ragged as she finally
confessed. “You make me do things… I’d never do,” she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.
“Things I never thought I’d want.”

Scott chuckled, his hips driving into her harder, his voice rough and commanding as he continued. “Like
what, sweetheart? Tell them what I’ve made you do.”

Leah’s body quivered beneath him, her mind reeling from the intensity of it all, but she couldn’t stop
now. Her words tumbled out, each one more revealing than the last.

“You make me… let go,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “You make me act like… like a slut.”

Scott groaned at her admission, his cock driving into her with renewed force, pushing her closer to the
edge. “And you love that, don’t you?” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “You love how I treat you like
a slut.”

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body shaking as she was forced to confront the truth of her feelings. She
had been fighting it for so long, but now, there was no denying it.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. “I love it. I love how you treat me like a slut.”

Scott’s grin widened, his control over her complete. “Good girl,” he murmured, thrusting harder into her,
making her cry out in pleasure. “Now tell me how much you love being used like this. How much you
love being my slut.”

Leah’s body arched beneath him, her hips moving in time with his thrusts as the pleasure built inside
her. She could feel the pressure mounting, her orgasm approaching once again, and she couldn’t hold
back any longer.

“I love it,” she cried, her voice breaking with desperation. “I love being your slut. I love how you use
me.”



Scott groaned in satisfaction, his cock driving into her harder, faster, as he pushed her closer and closer
to the edge. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “You’re my slut, and you love
every second of it.”

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body trembling uncontrollably as she teetered on the brink of another
orgasm. She had completely surrendered to him, to the way he made her feel, to the control he had
over her. She couldn’t deny it anymore. She loved how Scott pushed her, how he brought out something
dark and primal inside of her.

With a loud cry, Leah’s body convulsed beneath him, her orgasm ripping through her with an intensity
that left her gasping for air. Her hips bucked wildly, her hands gripping the cushions tightly as she came
hard around Scott’s cock, her entire body shaking with the force of it.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he continued to thrust into her, his own pleasure
building as he watched her come undone beneath him. He leaned down, his lips close to her ear as he
whispered, “You belong to me, Leah. You know that, don’t you?”

Leah’s body shuddered, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she nodded weakly. “Yes,” she whispered,
her voice barely audible. “I’m yours.”

Scott’s thrusts grew faster and more erratic as he neared his own release. “Good girl,” he growled, his
voice thick with satisfaction. “Now, come one more time for me. Show me how much you love it.”

Leah whimpered, her body still trembling from the intensity of her last orgasm, but she could feel
another one building, pushed to the edge by Scott’s relentless pace and his commanding words. She had
no control anymore. She was his, completely.

Scott’s pace quickened, his thrusts growing rougher and more erratic as he neared his release. Leah was
still trembling beneath him, her body spent from the series of orgasms he had wrung from her. Her
moans had become softer, but the way her hips involuntarily moved with his every thrust told me that
she was still completely lost in the moment, overwhelmed by the sensations and the power he had over
her.

Scott’s hands tightened on Leah’s hips, holding her firmly in place as he pulled out of her with a sharp
groan, his cock slick and throbbing. For a moment, he held it there, just inches from her body, his breath
ragged with the anticipation of what came next. Leah gasped softly, her legs quivering as she felt the
absence of him inside her, but she didn’t move. She was completely under his control, and we all knew
it.

“Get ready, sweetheart,” Scott muttered, his voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “You know what’s
coming next.”

Leah barely had time to react before Scott’s hand gripped his cock and began stroking himself, his eyes
locked onto her naked body sprawled across the couch. With one last deep groan, he came, thick ropes
of his cum splashing across her bare back and ass, marking her. Leah moaned softly at the sensation, her
body shuddering as the heat of his release spread over her skin. Scott’s hand continued to work himself,
milking every last drop until he was spent.



I stood there, frozen, watching the scene unfold with my heart pounding in my chest. A mixture of
emotions flooded me—anger, humiliation, jealousy—and yet, beneath it all, the undeniable arousal I
couldn’t shake. I hated that I couldn’t look away, hated that seeing Scott finish on Leah made my body
react in ways I didn’t want to admit.

Scott let out a satisfied sigh as he stepped back, his cock still hanging in the air, glistening. He took in the
sight of Leah, her body now streaked with his cum, and chuckled softly, clearly pleased with himself.

But he wasn’t finished.

His eyes flicked over to Jason and Todd, who had been watching intently the entire time, their hands still
stroking their cocks as they waited for permission to do more. Scott grinned, a dark glint in his eye as he
gestured toward Leah.

“Your turn, boys,” Scott said, his voice thick with authority. “Go ahead. Finish on her.”

Jason and Todd exchanged a quick glance, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. Without hesitation,
they rose from the couch, moving toward Leah’s prone form, their cocks hard and ready. I watched in
silent horror as they positioned themselves on either side of her, their hands moving faster as they
prepared to claim her in their own way.

Leah moaned softly, her body still trembling as she felt the presence of the other men around her. She
was exhausted, her breath coming in shallow gasps, but she didn’t resist. She couldn’t. She had
surrendered completely to the moment, to Scott, to all of them.

Jason was the first to come, his hand tightening around his cock as he groaned loudly, his cum splashing
across Leah’s lower back, mixing with Scott’s. Leah whimpered softly at the sensation, her body
shuddering as Jason’s release spread over her skin. Todd followed soon after, his moans filling the room
as he stroked himself to completion, his cum landing on Leah’s ass and thighs, covering her completely.

I felt a wave of nausea rise in my throat as I watched them, my emotions in turmoil. This was Leah—my
wife—on her knees, covered in the cum of three other men, her body marked and used. The jealousy
and anger burned inside me, but so did something darker, something I didn’t want to admit. The arousal
was there too, throbbing painfully in my chest, a sickening mixture of shame and excitement I couldn’t
shake.

How had it come to this?

Leah remained still, her body quivering beneath the weight of their release, her breath coming in soft,
uneven gasps. Her skin glistened with sweat and cum, her hair sticking to the back of her neck, and
yet…there was something in her expression. Something I couldn’t quite place. A strange kind of peace,
as if she had found something in this moment that had been hiding deep inside her all along.

And that’s what hurt the most.

Scott stepped back, surveying the scene with a satisfied grin. He looked over at me, his eyes gleaming
with triumph. “Look at her, Brian,” he said, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. “She loves this. She’s
never been happier.”



I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I tried to find the words. But nothing came. My emotions were too
tangled, too conflicted. I hated him. I hated all of them. And yet…a part of me hated myself more.
Because I had let this happen. Because I had wanted this, on some level.

And because, deep down, I couldn’t deny how much it turned me on to see Leah like this—completely
surrendered, completely used.

Scott chuckled softly, clearly enjoying my silence. “Don’t worry,” he said, pulling his pants back up.
“There’ll be plenty more where this came from.”

As Jason and Todd began to gather their clothes, I stood there, staring at Leah’s trembling, cum-streaked
body, my emotions crashing over me in waves. I couldn’t look away.

I kissed Leah with a hunger that surprised even me, my hands moving over her body with a kind of
possessive urgency. Her skin was still slick with sweat and streaked with the evidence of what had just
happened, of everything Scott, Jason, and Todd had done to her. But now, she was mine again. And I
wanted—no, needed—to claim her, to remind her that she belonged to me.

I pulled her up from the couch, her legs still trembling slightly as I pressed her against me. Her breath
hitched as she looked up into my eyes, and I could see the same mix of exhaustion and desire reflecting
back at me. We didn’t speak for a moment, just staring at each other, our breaths mingling as the
intensity of the night hung between us.

Slowly, I guided her to the couch, leaning her back down so she was lying on her side, her legs spread
slightly in front of me. Her body glistened in the low light, streaked with the remnants of everything that
had happened. Her breasts were flushed, her nipples hard, her skin still warm and damp. But what
caught my eye most was the sheen of cum that coated her thighs and lower back—the evidence of Scott
and the others.

I swallowed hard, my cock painfully hard as I took in the sight of her, and I couldn’t stop the surge of
arousal that coursed through me. She was still mine, but what she had done tonight was undeniable.
And we both knew it.

Leah looked up at me, her lips parting slightly as she saw me taking her in. “Brian,” she whispered, her
voice shaky but filled with need, “I… I need you.”

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned over her, positioning myself between her legs, my hands gripping her thighs as
I lined myself up with her entrance. Her body was still slick and wet from everything Scott had done to
her, and as I pushed inside her, I couldn’t help but notice the way her body responded—how easily I
slipped into her, how much her body welcomed me after everything.

Leah gasped softly, her hands reaching up to grip my arms as I filled her completely. “Oh god,” she
moaned, her breath coming in shallow pants. “Brian…”

I groaned as I buried myself in her, the tightness of her body sending a wave of pleasure through me. But
as I thrust into her, I couldn’t stop myself from looking down, from seeing the cum that still coated her



thighs, mixing with our own arousal. The sight was so raw, so visceral, that it made my heart race even
faster.

“This is so fucking hot,” I murmured, my voice low and rough as I began to move inside her, my hips
rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Seeing you like this… covered in them… knowing what you just
did.”

Leah whimpered beneath me, her hands tightening on my arms as she arched her back, pushing herself
closer to me. “I… I loved it,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I loved every second of it.”

Hearing her say it—hearing her admit how much she had loved being used, being a slut for them—sent
a thrill through me that I couldn’t deny. I thrust into her harder, my hands gripping her hips as I claimed
her, the intensity of the moment consuming us both.

“Tell me,” I growled, my breath hot against her neck. “Tell me how much you loved it. Tell me how much
you loved being their slut.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered shut as her body responded to my every movement, her breath coming in soft,
desperate moans. “I loved it,” she whispered, her voice filled with a raw honesty that made my heart
pound. “I loved being a slut for them… I loved how they made me feel.”

I groaned at her words, my cock throbbing inside her as I thrust deeper, harder. “And you love this too,
don’t you?” I growled, my voice low and possessive. “You love me claiming you after they’ve used you.”

“Yes,” Leah gasped, her body trembling beneath me. “I love it… I love being yours, Brian. I love how you
make me feel after everything.”

I leaned down, capturing her lips in a fierce, hungry kiss as I continued to thrust into her, my hips moving
faster now, driven by the intensity of the moment. The room was filled with the sound of our bodies
moving together, the wet, slick sound of my cock plunging into her, mixed with the soft gasps and moans
that spilled from her lips.

I pulled back slightly, looking down at her body once again, at the way her skin glistened with the
remnants of what had happened. My hands roamed over her thighs, spreading her legs wider as I thrust
harder, making her moan even louder.

“You loved being their slut,” I murmured, my voice thick with arousal, “but now you’re mine again. And
I’m going to fuck you until you can’t think about anything but me.”

Leah’s eyes flew open, her breath catching in her throat as my words sank in. Her body trembled
beneath me, her hips moving in time with mine as I drove her closer and closer to the edge.

“Brian,” she gasped, her voice filled with desperation. “Oh god, yes… please, don’t stop.”

I groaned, my hands gripping her hips tighter as I thrust into her with renewed urgency, the intensity of
the moment overwhelming us both. Her body responded to mine, her back arching as she moaned
loudly, her hands clutching at my arms as she teetered on the brink of another orgasm.



“I’m yours,” she cried, her voice raw and filled with emotion. “I’m yours, Brian. I’ll always be yours.”

Hearing her say those words, feeling the way her body tightened around mine, was enough to push me
over the edge. With a deep groan, I buried myself inside her one last time, my release crashing over me
in waves of pleasure. Leah cried out beneath me, her body shaking with the force of her own orgasm as
we came together, lost in the intensity of the moment.

For a few moments, the world fell away. It was just the two of us, our bodies tangled together, our
breaths mingling as we held each other close. The intensity of everything we had just experienced still
hung in the air, but for now, we were back together. Reclaimed.

As the aftershocks of our release slowly faded, I looked down at Leah, brushing a strand of hair away
from her face. Her eyes were half-lidded, her body still trembling slightly as she caught her breath.

“That was incredible,” I murmured, my voice soft and filled with emotion.

Leah smiled weakly, her hand reaching up to touch my cheek. “It was,” she whispered. “I loved it all,
Brian. I loved being your slut… and I love being yours now.”

The silence between Leah and me lingered in the morning light, but it wasn’t the kind of silence that
brought peace. It was the kind of silence where the truth you don’t want to face sits like a heavy weight,
waiting for someone to finally speak it out loud. We both knew it: there were no boundaries anymore.
Last night had made that painfully clear. Whatever lines we thought we could draw had been erased
when we lost the bet. Scott could have Leah however, whenever, and as often as he wanted.

Leah shifted beside me, her eyes still tired but wide awake in that way where you know sleep won’t
come again, not with what’s weighing on you. She wasn’t saying anything either, and maybe that was
because she knew, too—there was no walking back what we’d set in motion. We weren’t just playing
out some fantasy anymore. This was our reality now.

“Last night…” I started, but my voice trailed off. I didn’t know how to finish that sentence. Not when the
truth felt so heavy. Leah turned her head toward me, her eyes soft and searching, but she didn’t speak.
She didn’t need to.

“I know,” she finally whispered, her voice breaking the quiet between us. “I know it’s changed
everything.”

The weight of her words sank into the space between us, making it all too real. We weren’t just
indulging in some fantasy that we could control anymore. Scott had full control over her, over us. There
was no pretending otherwise. When we lost that bet, we had given Scott the power to take Leah
however and whenever he wanted. That thought had fueled a fire in me last night—one I hadn’t even
realized was there—but now, in the cold light of day, it left me feeling exposed, vulnerable.

Leah shifted again, turning to face me, her gaze serious. “I don’t regret it,” she said, her voice soft but
steady. “What happened last night… I won’t lie, Brian. It was intense. It was freeing. But now… now I
don’t know how to feel about where we are. About what we’ve given him.”



I nodded, swallowing hard. “We’ve given him a lot more than we ever thought we would,” I admitted,
my voice tight. “And I know there’s no going back. We’re past that now.”

Leah looked away for a moment, biting her lip as though trying to find the right words. When she spoke
again, her voice was quieter, almost fragile. “He owns me now, doesn’t he?” she asked, the question
hanging in the air like a lead weight. “That’s what this means, doesn’t it? Scott can have me… whenever
he wants.”

The bluntness of her words hit me like a punch to the gut. But she wasn’t wrong. Scott had won the bet.
He had taken more than just a night. He had claimed her, and there was no longer any barrier between
us and what he wanted. He had complete control, and the realization of just how far that extended
made my chest tighten.

“I guess he does,” I said, the words bitter in my mouth. “He has all the control now. There’s nothing we
can do to stop him.”

Leah closed her eyes for a moment, exhaling slowly. “I didn’t expect to feel so… conflicted,” she
admitted. “Last night, I felt like I’d let go of everything—of control, of inhibitions. But this morning, it
feels different. It feels… bigger than just a night. Like I’ve given something away that I can’t get back.”

I reached for her hand, gripping it tightly, trying to anchor us both to the moment. “We have to figure
out how to live with this,” I said softly. “We made the choice, and now we have to face it. We have to
figure out how to live with Scott having this kind of control.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open again, meeting mine, and I could see the storm of emotions swirling inside
her. “I don’t know what that means for us, Brian,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I don’t
know how I’m supposed to feel about the fact that Scott can have me whenever he wants now. It’s
terrifying, but… there’s a part of me that’s also drawn to it. A part of me that’s… excited by it.”

Her confession made my chest tighten with a mixture of emotions—jealousy, fear, and, if I was being
honest, arousal. As much as I hated the idea of Scott owning Leah in this way, I couldn’t deny the twisted
excitement that had come with watching her give in to him completely last night. Seeing her lose herself
like that had stirred something inside me, something I was still struggling to understand.

“I know,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I felt it too. Last night… watching you like that… it did
something to me. And I can’t pretend it didn’t turn me on, even if I’m scared of what it means.”

Leah’s grip on my hand tightened, her eyes locking onto mine. “Are we ready for this?” she asked, her
voice shaking slightly. “Are we ready to live like this? To give Scott everything?”

I didn’t know how to answer that. Last night had pushed us further than I’d ever imagined, but now that
we were on this path, there was no turning back. Scott had complete control over Leah’s body, and he
wasn’t going to stop until he had taken everything he wanted from her. From us.

“I don’t know,” I finally admitted. “But we don’t have a choice. This is our reality now.”

Leah nodded slowly, her eyes filled with a strange mix of fear and acceptance. “I guess we’ll have to see
how far this goes,” she whispered.



The weight of that statement settled over us like a heavy blanket. We had opened a door, and there was
no closing it. Scott had won the bet, and with it, he had taken Leah. What we had once thought of as
boundaries had been shattered, and now, we were left to navigate the new dynamic we had created—
one where Scott had control, and we had to learn to live with it.

As Leah lay back down beside me, I felt a knot form in my stomach. We were in uncharted territory now,
and I couldn’t help but wonder just how far Scott would push us—and how far we were willing to go.

Tuesday morning arrived with a sense of tension that seemed to hang in the air, thick and heavy. The
weekend’s events still echoed between Leah and me, lingering like the remnants of a storm that had
passed but left behind damage we were still assessing. Leah had barely spoken over breakfast, the
weight of everything we’d agreed to—and everything Scott now had control over—evident in the way
she moved, the way she carried herself.

It was as if we were both bracing for what came next.

Leah was getting ready for work, standing in front of the mirror in our bedroom as she finished applying
her makeup. She looked stunning, as always—her professional attire carefully chosen, her blouse crisp
and tucked neatly into a tailored skirt. But there was something different about her now. An underlying
awareness of what had changed between us, and more importantly, what had changed between her and
Scott.

And then, as if summoned by the thought, there was a knock on the door.

Leah froze for a moment, her hand gripping the edge of the bathroom counter. She didn’t need to ask
who it was. I could see it in her eyes—the nervous anticipation mixed with something deeper.
Something that had been awakened in her over the weekend.

I stood up from the kitchen table, my heart pounding in my chest as I walked to the door. When I opened
it, there he was—Scott, standing there with the same cocky grin he had worn the night before. He was
dressed casually, like he didn’t have a care in the world, but the way his eyes glinted when he saw me
told me everything I needed to know.

He wasn’t here just for a chat.

“Morning, Brian,” Scott said, his voice dripping with confidence. He pushed past me before I could say
anything, walking into the house as if he owned the place. And, in a way, he did—at least where Leah
was concerned.

He didn’t even look at me as he strode toward the bedroom. Leah had heard him, of course, and she
was standing in front of the mirror, her expression tense as she saw Scott walk into the room. For a
moment, there was silence. The kind of silence that holds more weight than any words could.

Scott grinned, stepping closer to Leah as he took her in. “Morning, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low
and thick with satisfaction. “You look good. Ready for work, huh?”



Leah’s breath hitched slightly, but she nodded, her hands still gripping the counter. “Yes,” she replied
quietly, her voice steady but laced with tension. “I’m almost ready.”

Scott took another step closer, his presence filling the room in a way that made my stomach tighten. “I
think we’ve got time for a little something before you leave, don’t you?” he said, his voice full of
confidence. He was already reaching for the hem of Leah’s skirt, his fingers brushing against her thigh.

Leah didn’t move, but I could see the way her body reacted—the way her breath caught in her throat,
the way her skin flushed slightly at his touch. There was an undeniable electricity between them, a
tension that had been building ever since Scott had claimed her over the weekend.

And now, he was going to take what was his—what we had given him.

I stood there, frozen, watching as Scott’s hand slid further up Leah’s thigh, lifting her skirt slowly as he
pushed her back against the counter. His other hand moved to her chin, tilting her head up so she was
looking directly into his eyes.

“You remember what I told you, don’t you, Leah?” Scott murmured, his voice thick with control. “You
belong to me now. And I’m going to take you whenever I want. However I want.”

Leah’s breath was shaky, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment before she nodded. “I remember,” she
whispered, her voice barely audible.

Scott grinned, his hand moving higher, slipping beneath her skirt as he found the edge of her panties. He
pulled them down in one swift motion, and Leah gasped softly, her hands gripping the counter tighter as
she felt the cool air against her skin.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. As much as it pained me to see this—to see Scott taking control of Leah,
my wife—there was something undeniable about the way it stirred something dark inside me. The
jealousy, the humiliation, the arousal—it all mixed together in a way that left me breathless.

Scott turned Leah around so she was facing the mirror, her hands braced against the counter as he
stepped behind her. He didn’t bother with any pretense. He simply unzipped his pants and pulled out his
cock, already hard, and positioned himself behind her.

Leah’s eyes met mine in the mirror, wide and filled with a strange mixture of shame and anticipation.
She didn’t say anything, but I could see it—the conflict raging inside her, the way she both hated and
craved what was about to happen.

Scott didn’t hesitate. He thrust into her hard, making Leah gasp and her body jerk against the counter.
Her knuckles whitened as she gripped the edge, her face flushed as she tried to steady herself. Scott
grinned, his hands gripping her hips as he took her with the same rough, confident pace that had
defined everything he did.

“You like this, don’t you?” Scott growled, his voice low and commanding. “You love the way I fuck you.
The way I take what’s mine.”



Leah’s breath hitched, her body trembling slightly as she struggled to keep control. “Yes,” she gasped,
her voice shaky. “Yes, I… I love it.”

Scott’s grin widened, his hips slamming into her harder, his hands pulling her back against him with
every thrust. “That’s right,” he growled. “You’re my little slut now, Leah. And you’ll do whatever I want.
Whenever I want.”

Leah moaned softly, her head falling forward as her body responded to him, her breaths coming in short,
desperate gasps. The sight of her, bent over in front of the mirror, being taken by Scott like this just
before she left for work—it was both surreal and unbearably arousing. My stomach twisted with a mix of
emotions I couldn’t fully comprehend, but I couldn’t look away.

Scott leaned down, his breath hot against Leah’s ear as he thrust into her harder. “Remember, Leah,” he
murmured. “You belong to me now. And I’m going to use you every chance I get.”

Leah whimpered softly, her body trembling as Scott continued to take her, his pace unrelenting. Her eyes
fluttered open, meeting mine in the mirror again, and I could see it—the raw emotion, the surrender,
the twisted arousal that mirrored my own.

Scott groaned loudly, his hands gripping Leah’s hips tighter as he neared his release. He thrust into her
one last time, burying himself deep inside her as he came, his body shuddering with satisfaction.

For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing, the tension thick in
the air as Scott pulled out of her, stepping back with a satisfied grin.

Leah remained bent over the counter, her breath shaky as she tried to steady herself, her body still
trembling from the intensity of what had just happened.

Scott zipped up his pants, glancing down at Leah with a look of smug satisfaction. “That’s a good start to
the week, don’t you think?” he said, his voice dripping with arrogance.

Leah didn’t respond, but I could see the way her body responded—the way her breath came in shallow
gasps, the way her skin was flushed with heat. She had given in to him completely, and now, there was
no denying it.

Scott turned to me, his grin never fading. “I’ll see you both later,” he said, his tone casual, as if he hadn’t
just taken my wife in front of me.

And with that, he walked out the door, leaving Leah and me alone in the aftermath of what had just
happened.

Leah straightened up slowly, her hands trembling slightly as she adjusted her skirt, her eyes meeting
mine in the mirror. There were no words to describe what had just happened—no way to fully capture
the weight of it.

We were in this now.



Later that day, I found myself sitting alone in the living room, trying to make sense of everything that had
happened. The weekend had been a whirlwind, and this morning… this morning had changed things
even more. Scott’s control over Leah wasn’t just a fantasy anymore. It was real. It was tangible. I had
watched him take her again, mere moments before she left for work. And the worst part? I hadn’t done
anything to stop it. I hadn’t even wanted to.

A knock at the door broke my thoughts. I knew who it was before I even got up to answer it. Jason and
Todd had texted earlier, saying they wanted to stop by. We hadn’t really spoken since Saturday night,
since everything had escalated, but I figured it was only a matter of time before they wanted to talk.

I opened the door, and there they were—Jason, tall and broad-shouldered, his face serious; and Todd,
who looked more uncomfortable, shifting from foot to foot as if he wasn’t quite sure how to start. They
stepped inside, and I closed the door behind them, leading them to the living room where I’d been
sitting in silence moments earlier.

We all sat down, the weight of the unspoken words between us hanging thick in the air. Jason cleared
his throat, glancing at Todd before finally speaking.

"Brian," Jason started, his voice low and careful, "we’ve been thinking a lot about what’s been going on.
Everything that’s happened since that first bet. And after this weekend… well, we just felt like we
needed to talk. To clear the air."

I nodded, my throat tight. I wasn’t sure where this conversation was going, but I had a feeling I wasn’t
going to enjoy it.

Todd, who had been quiet up until now, leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. "We didn’t
expect it to go this far, man," he said softly. "I mean, when you guys made that first bet… we all thought
it was just a bit of fun. But then things… escalated. And now, with Scott…"

Jason cut in, his voice more direct. "Look, we’ve both seen what’s been happening. And it’s clear Scott’s
got total control over Leah now. But what we don’t get is… how you’re okay with this. How you’ve let it
get to this point."

I swallowed hard, my hands gripping the edge of the couch as I tried to gather my thoughts. How could I
explain it to them when I was still trying to figure it out myself? How could I make them understand
what it felt like to be in my shoes, watching Leah, my wife, surrender so completely to Scott and, in turn,
to me?

I looked down at my hands for a moment, the silence stretching between us. Finally, I spoke, my voice
low but steady. "I… I didn’t expect this either," I admitted. "When we made that first bet, I thought it was
just going to be some harmless fun. Something that would stay between Leah and me. But Scott… he
took things to a different level."

Jason nodded, his brow furrowing as he watched me. "And now?" he asked. "Now he’s in control. He can
have her whenever he wants, right?"

I nodded, the truth of it settling heavily in my chest. "Yeah. That’s what we agreed to. And I guess… part
of me is okay with it."



Todd blinked, his eyes widening in disbelief. "Okay with it? Brian, Scott’s basically claiming your wife
whenever he feels like it. How can you be okay with that?"

I exhaled slowly, feeling the weight of my next words as they formed in my mind. This was it—the thing I
hadn’t said out loud yet, the thing that had been lurking in the back of my mind for so long but had
never fully surfaced. But now, with Jason and Todd sitting here, it felt like the right time. Like I couldn’t
avoid it anymore.

"I’m a cuckold," I said, my voice low but firm. "I’m Leah’s cuckold."

The words hung in the air, and for a moment, no one spoke. Jason and Todd just stared at me, their
expressions a mix of shock and confusion. But I couldn’t stop now. I needed to say it. I needed to make
them understand.

"I’ve watched her… with Scott… and before him, when we first made the bet. At first, it was just
something that turned me on in a way I didn’t understand. But now… I get it. I like it. I like seeing her
with him. I like knowing that she’s his, at least in this way. And I like what it does to me."

Jason frowned, clearly still trying to process what I was saying. "But… you love her, right? How can you
be okay with another guy having her like that?"

"I do love her," I said quickly, not wanting there to be any misunderstanding. "I love Leah more than
anything. But that’s part of it. It’s the jealousy, the humiliation, and the arousal all mixed together.
Watching her with someone else… it’s like I’m seeing a side of her I never knew existed. And it makes me
want her more. It makes me appreciate her more."

Todd leaned back in his chair, rubbing the back of his neck as he stared at the floor. "Man, I don’t know,"
he muttered. "This is all… it’s a lot to take in."

"I get that," I said, my voice softer now. "I didn’t expect you guys to understand. Hell, sometimes I barely
understand it myself. But it’s where we are now. And Leah… she’s not the same person she was before
all this. She’s changed. We’ve both changed."

Jason shook his head, still looking skeptical. "But Scott… I mean, he’s basically using her however he
wants. Doesn’t that bother you? Doesn’t that cross a line?"

I paused, considering the question. The truth was, it did bother me sometimes. Watching Scott take
control of Leah the way he did, knowing he could have her whenever he wanted—it stirred something
dark inside me. But at the same time, that was part of what I craved. The tension, the loss of control, the
helplessness of being a cuckold.

"It bothers me," I admitted. "But that’s part of the appeal. It’s like… I’m giving up control, but in a way,
I’m still in control. Leah and I are in this together. We made this decision together. And as long as we’re
both on the same page… I’m okay with it."

Jason and Todd exchanged a glance, clearly still grappling with everything I’d said. Finally, Jason sighed,
running a hand through his hair.



"I guess if it works for you," he muttered, "then that’s what matters. But just… be careful, man. Scott’s
not exactly known for respecting boundaries. I just don’t want to see you or Leah get hurt."

I nodded, appreciating his concern. "Thanks," I said softly. "We’re figuring it out as we go. But trust me,
I’m not letting anything happen that we don’t both agree to."

Todd stood up, shaking his head slightly as he turned toward the door. "This is… a lot to wrap my head
around," he said quietly. "But if this is what you want, Brian, then I guess that’s your call."

Jason clapped me on the shoulder as he followed Todd to the door. "Just don’t lose sight of what’s
important," he said. "You and Leah—whatever you’re doing, you two need to stick together."

I nodded, watching as they left, their words still echoing in my mind. They didn’t understand it. Maybe
they never would. But that didn’t change the reality of where Leah and I were now. I had admitted what
I was—a cuckold—and now that the truth was out, there was no going back.

Scott had control over Leah. And in a strange, twisted way, I wanted it that way.

That evening, after Jason and Todd had left, the house felt eerily quiet. Leah was still at work, and I
found myself replaying the conversation I’d just had with them over and over in my mind. I had admitted
it—out loud and to someone else—that I was a cuckold. That I liked watching Leah with another man. It
wasn’t an easy thing to admit, but now that it was out there, it felt like a weight had been lifted. It was
part of who I was, part of who we were as a couple.

I sat in the living room, waiting for Leah to come home, the anticipation building inside me. After
everything that had happened over the weekend, and the encounter with Scott that morning, I knew
that tonight would bring a new kind of energy between us. We had been pushing boundaries, and now
that the floodgates had opened, I could feel the tension crackling in the air like electricity.

When I finally heard the sound of Leah’s key in the door, my heart skipped a beat. She stepped inside,
still dressed in her work clothes, her heels clicking against the floor as she set her bag down. Our eyes
met across the room, and there was an instant connection—a silent understanding of what we were
both thinking.

“Hey,” she said softly, a small smile playing on her lips. “How was your day?”

I stood up, walking over to her as I tried to keep my voice steady. “Eventful,” I replied, my heart
pounding in my chest. “Jason and Todd stopped by.”

Leah raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Oh? And what did you guys talk about?”

I took a deep breath, running a hand through my hair as I gathered my thoughts. “We talked about…
everything. From the first bet to now. And I told them.”

“Told them what?” she asked, her voice soft but filled with curiosity.



I locked eyes with her, the weight of the admission still fresh in my mind. “I told them I’m a cuckold,
Leah. That I like watching you with Scott.”

Leah’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t seem shocked. Instead, a slow smile spread across her face
as she took a step closer to me. “You really told them?” she asked, her voice teasing.

I nodded, my breath catching as she closed the distance between us. “Yeah,” I said quietly. “I told them
everything.”

Leah’s smile deepened, and I could see the gleam of excitement in her eyes. “And how did they take it?”

“They were… surprised,” I admitted. “But they get it. Sort of.”

Leah laughed softly, her fingers reaching out to trace the edge of my collar. “Well, I guess that makes it
official, doesn’t it?” she murmured. “You really are a cuckold.”

Her words sent a jolt of excitement through me, and I couldn’t stop the grin that spread across my face.
“Yeah,” I said, my voice low. “I guess I am.”

Leah’s hand slid down my chest, her fingers playing with the buttons of my shirt as she looked up at me
through her lashes. “You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You like
knowing that Scott can have me whenever he wants. That he’s already taken me a bunch of times, and
you watched it all.”

My breath hitched, the memories of the weekend flooding back in vivid detail. I could still see her, bent
over the counter, her body trembling as Scott claimed her. I could still hear her moans, feel the intensity
of the moment as I watched it all unfold.

“I do,” I admitted,

“I do,” I admitted, my voice husky as I looked into her eyes. “I liked every second of it. Watching you with
him… seeing how much you enjoyed it… it drove me crazy.”

Leah’s smile widened, a mischievous glint in her eyes as she pressed closer, her hand trailing down my
chest, teasingly slow. “Did it?” she whispered, her voice low and seductive. “Tell me, Brian, what did you
like the most? Was it seeing me submit to him? Or maybe it was how you knew I wanted it as much as
he did?”

Her words sent a surge of heat through me, and I felt my body react instantly. I swallowed hard, trying to
keep my composure, but Leah could see the effect she was having on me, and she wasn’t about to stop.
Her fingers lingered on the waistband of my pants, her touch light, almost teasing.

“I think…” I started, my breath catching as I thought about it, “I think it was the way you completely let
go. The way you didn’t hold back, how you just… gave in to him.”

Leah’s eyes sparkled with excitement, her fingers brushing just beneath my waistband, making me
inhale sharply. “I did, didn’t I?” she murmured, her voice full of teasing satisfaction. “I let him take me. I
let him do whatever he wanted. And you loved watching every second of it.”



I nodded, unable to look away from her. “I did. God, I did.”

Leah smirked, her lips curving into a wicked grin as she leaned closer, her lips brushing against my ear.
“Did you think about me today?” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin. “When I left for work…
knowing that Scott had already had me this morning? Did you think about how his cum was still inside
me when I kissed you goodbye?”

I groaned, my hand instinctively reaching for her waist, pulling her closer. The truth was, I had thought
about it. All day. The image of her bent over the bathroom counter, Scott’s hands on her hips as he took
her, had been playing in my mind nonstop. And now, hearing her tease me about it, knowing that she
had been thinking about it too, only made it more intense.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” I confessed, my voice strained. “All day, I kept picturing it. How you
looked. How much you loved it.”

Leah smiled again, her hand sliding lower, pressing against the growing hardness beneath my pants.
“Mmm, I bet you did,” she purred. “And what about now? Do you like thinking about it? Knowing that
Scott can have me again whenever he wants? That this is only the beginning?”

My breath hitched as her words hit home. The reality of what she was saying—what we had agreed to—
sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t deny. The teasing, the way she pushed me with every word, only
made the arousal stronger, more overwhelming.

“I love it,” I admitted, my grip on her waist tightening. “I love knowing that he can take you. That you’re
his now, in that way.”

Leah’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction, her hand squeezing me through my pants as she leaned in to kiss
my neck, her lips warm and soft against my skin. “And what if I told you…” she murmured, her voice low
and sultry, “that I loved it too? That I loved every second of being his slut?”

I groaned, my pulse racing as her words pushed me closer to the edge. “Tell me,” I whispered, my voice
shaky. “Tell me how much you loved it.”

Leah’s breath caught, her lips brushing against my jaw as she whispered in my ear. “I loved how he made
me feel,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “How he took control. How he didn’t hold back.
And how much I wanted it… how much I needed it.”

Her confession sent a shiver down my spine, and I could feel the intensity of the moment building
between us. The teasing, the reliving of everything that had happened over the weekend, was pushing
us both to the brink, and I knew that neither of us could hold back much longer.

“I loved watching you,” I said, my voice thick with arousal. “I loved seeing you with him… knowing that
you were doing it because you wanted it. Because you needed it.”

Leah moaned softly, her hand slipping beneath the waistband of my pants, her fingers brushing against
me. “I did,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I needed it so badly.”



I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled her closer, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss, my hands
roaming over her body as the intensity of the moment consumed us both. The teasing, the push and pull
of reliving our experiences, had brought us to this point, and now, we were both ready to lose ourselves
in each other.

Leah kissed me back with equal fervor, her hands moving over me with purpose, her breath coming in
shallow gasps as she pressed herself against me. I could feel the heat between us, the way her body
responded to mine, and I knew that tonight was going to be another night of pushing boundaries—
another night of exploring the new dynamic that had taken hold of our relationship.

As we pulled apart for a brief moment, our eyes locked, and I could see the same hunger, the same
desire, reflected in Leah’s gaze.

“Do you want me, Brian?” she asked, her voice low and filled with teasing satisfaction. “Do you want me
after everything I’ve done?”

I nodded, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I pulled her closer. “More than ever,” I growled, my voice
thick with need. “I want you more than ever.”

Leah smiled, her lips brushing against mine as she whispered, “Then take me.”

And I did.

Leah's perspective:

Saturday morning came with the kind of quiet anticipation that I hadn’t quite expected. The events of
the past week had already blurred the lines of what used to be normal for Brian and me. Our dynamic
with Scott had shifted completely. And now, here I was, getting dressed to spend the day shopping with
Scott, while Brian stayed home.

I stood in front of the mirror, slipping on a pair of tight jeans and a fitted blouse, something casual but
flattering. I ran a brush through my hair, trying to keep my thoughts steady, but it wasn’t easy. This was
different. This was intimate in a way that had nothing to do with sex. We were going shopping,
something that felt strangely… personal. Scott had asked to take me out, to pick clothes and lingerie for
me—things he wanted me to wear, things he wanted to see me in. It was thrilling, but also unnerving.

When Scott knocked on the door, the sound echoed through the house, cutting through the silence that
had settled between Brian and me. I glanced over at Brian, who was sitting on the couch, his expression
neutral but his eyes telling me everything I needed to know. He wasn’t stopping this. He wasn’t resisting.
But the tension in the air was palpable. He was letting this happen. Letting Scott take me.

I grabbed my purse and headed for the door, my heart pounding in my chest as I opened it. There was
Scott, grinning down at me with that familiar cocky confidence. He looked so different from Brian in
every way—bigger, rougher, his worn jeans and tight T-shirt giving him an air of dominance that I
couldn’t ignore.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice thick with satisfaction, as though he knew exactly what kind of effect
this was having on me.



“Yeah,” I replied, trying to steady my breath. “Let’s go.”

We walked to his car, and I could feel the weight of Brian’s gaze on me as I slipped into the passenger
seat. The door closed with a solid thud, and then we were off. The ride was quiet at first, the hum of the
engine filling the space between us. I stared out the window, trying to make sense of my emotions, but
all I could focus on was the fact that I was with Scott. Alone. And we were about to step into public
together—me, in my neatly pressed outfit, and him, looking every bit the rough, domineering presence
that he was.

When we arrived at the shopping district, Scott parked the car and got out, moving around to my side to
open the door. His movements were casual, but there was an undercurrent of control to everything he
did, and I found myself feeling both nervous and excited as I stepped out of the car.

As we walked toward the entrance of the first store—a high-end clothing boutique—I noticed the way
people looked at us. Their eyes shifted between us, their expressions curious, maybe even a little
judgmental. I could practically hear the questions running through their minds: What’s a woman like her
doing with a guy like him?

And I couldn’t blame them. We were such a stark contrast. I, in my polished, put-together appearance—
hair styled, makeup subtle but carefully applied. And Scott, with his rough, slightly unkempt look. His
presence was hard to ignore. His muscular build, the tight T-shirt that clung to his broad chest, his jeans
that were just a little too worn, the way his confident grin never wavered. He looked like he belonged in
a mechanic’s shop, not in a boutique filled with designer clothes.

But as much as people stared, Scott didn’t seem to care. If anything, he reveled in it. He walked with that
same cocky confidence, his hand resting on my lower back as we made our way inside, as if he was
claiming me in front of everyone. And in a way, he was.

We entered the store, and the sales associate—an older woman with perfectly coiffed hair and an
expensive-looking blazer—gave us both a once-over. Her eyes lingered on Scott for a moment, a slight
flicker of disapproval in her gaze before she turned her attention to me. She smiled, but it felt forced, as
if she couldn’t quite reconcile what she was seeing.

“Can I help you find anything today?” she asked, her voice polite but tight.

Scott grinned, stepping forward before I could respond. “We’re looking for something sexy,” he said, his
voice deep and confident. “Something tight. Something that’ll show off her curves.”

I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks as the saleswoman blinked, clearly caught off guard by his
bluntness. But she recovered quickly, nodding and motioning for us to follow her deeper into the store.

We walked past racks of sleek, tailored dresses and designer outfits, and I could still feel the stares from
other customers as we passed by. Women in their carefully curated outfits glanced at us, their eyes
lingering on Scott, clearly trying to figure out what a guy like him was doing with someone like me. Men
glanced our way too, though their gazes were more appraising, as if they were sizing up the situation.



And then there was me. I could feel their judgment, their confusion, but underneath it all, I felt
something else too. Something more raw. The thrill of being seen with Scott, of being claimed by him so
openly, was like a current running through my veins. It was arousing, knowing how different we looked,
knowing that everyone who saw us was wondering what was going on between us.

As we reached a section filled with body-hugging dresses and revealing tops, Scott began to sift through
the racks, his fingers brushing over the fabric as he considered his options.

“I like this,” he said, pulling out a tight black dress that was shorter and more form-fitting than anything I
would have chosen for myself. He held it up against me, his grin widening. “This’ll look perfect on you.”

The saleswoman hovered nearby, her expression carefully neutral, but I could see the way her eyes
flicked between us, her confusion growing with every passing second. She was polite, but I could tell she
was trying to figure out what kind of relationship we had. And I knew that no matter how she tried to
rationalize it, she would never understand.

As we left the clothing store and headed deeper into the high-end lingerie boutique, I could feel the
tension between Scott and me growing thicker with every step. His hand lingered on my back,
possessive, guiding me as we walked past rows of delicate lace bras, sheer panties, and silky robes. The
shop was intimate, filled with soft lighting and luxurious fabrics that only added to the intensity of the
moment.

The saleswoman, a young woman in her twenties with sleek hair and a professional smile, greeted us
warmly, but I could tell she was sizing us up—trying to figure out the dynamic between Scott and me.
Her eyes flicked between us with that same curiosity I’d seen from people all day, but she remained
professional, guiding us toward the more provocative pieces of lingerie that Scott had already expressed
interest in.

Scott wasted no time. His fingers brushed over the lace and satin, picking out several sets—delicate bras
with thin straps, thongs that left little to the imagination, and garters that would hug my hips in just the
right way. He grinned as he held up a few pieces, inspecting them with an almost casual air, as if he
wasn’t aware of the stares we were receiving from the other shoppers in the store. But I knew better.
Scott thrived on the attention. He knew exactly what he was doing.

He turned to me, holding up a lacy black set that was nothing more than a whisper of fabric. “Try this
on,” he said, his voice low but commanding.

My breath caught, and I glanced at the saleswoman, who stood just a few feet away, watching us with
polite curiosity. She clearly wasn’t used to seeing a man like Scott in a place like this, let alone one who
was so unabashedly in control. Her professional demeanor barely masked the curiosity in her eyes, and I
could feel the weight of her gaze on me as I took the lingerie from Scott’s hands.

“I… okay,” I said softly, my voice shaky but filled with excitement. I took the lingerie from his hands, the
delicate fabric slipping through my fingers. The idea of trying this on for him, in the middle of a store,
while others were watching—it sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t deny.

Scott grinned, clearly sensing my hesitation. “Go on,” he urged, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “I
want to see how it looks on you.”



I glanced at the saleswoman again, who smiled politely, clearly used to catering to high-end customers
but not quite sure what to make of the situation. I could feel my cheeks flush as I turned toward the
dressing rooms, clutching the lingerie in my hands.

As I stepped into the changing room, the curtain sliding closed behind me, my heart raced with a
mixture of nerves and excitement. The room was small and intimate, with a large mirror that reflected
every inch of my body as I undressed. I slipped out of my blouse and jeans, hanging them on the hook
before carefully unfolding the lingerie Scott had picked out for me.

The black lace was soft against my skin, the bra hugging my breasts perfectly, the thong barely covering
anything at all. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and the sight of me in something so revealing,
knowing that Scott was just outside waiting to see me in it, sent a rush of heat through me.

I took a deep breath, running my fingers over the delicate straps before stepping out of the changing
room. My heart pounded in my chest as I pulled the curtain aside and stepped into the open space of
the boutique, where Scott was waiting.

His eyes darkened as he looked at me, his gaze raking over my body with a hunger that made my knees
weak. He didn’t say anything at first—he didn’t have to. The look on his face said it all.

“Turn around,” Scott said, his voice low and filled with authority.

I hesitated for only a moment before doing as he asked, turning slowly so he could see every angle,
every curve of my body in the lace. I could feel the eyes of the saleswoman on me as well, though she
was trying her best to maintain her professional composure. I knew she was watching, probably
wondering what kind of relationship Scott and I had—what kind of power dynamic was playing out
before her eyes.

Scott stood up, stepping closer to me, his fingers brushing over the strap of the bra, his touch sending a
shiver down my spine. “This looks perfect on you,” he murmured, his breath warm against my skin. “But
I want to see more.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing as Scott’s hand trailed down my arm, his fingers brushing against the
delicate lace of the thong. “Take off the bra,” he said softly, his voice a command more than a
suggestion.

My breath hitched, and I glanced around the boutique, my eyes catching the saleswoman’s gaze for just
a brief moment. Her eyes widened slightly, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing, but she
didn’t say anything. She simply stood there, watching as Scott continued to exert his control over me.

With trembling hands, I reached behind me and unclasped the bra, letting it fall away from my body. The
cool air of the boutique hit my bare skin, and I could feel the intensity of Scott’s gaze as he took in the
sight of me, completely exposed except for the thin strip of lace between my legs.

“You’re stunning,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Absolutely perfect.”



I stood there, feeling more vulnerable and exposed than I ever had before, but there was something
liberating about it too. The way Scott looked at me—the way he claimed me with his eyes, with his
words—it sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t explain. I had never felt so desired, so owned.

Scott’s hand moved to my waist, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of my hip. “You’re going to
wear this for me tonight,” he murmured, his voice low. “And nothing else.”

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest as I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice barely
audible. “I will.”

Scott grinned, his hand squeezing my waist before he stepped back, his eyes never leaving mine.
“Good,” he said, his voice full of satisfaction. “Now go change, and we’ll take everything I’ve picked out.”

I turned and walked back to the dressing room, my body still trembling with the intensity of the
moment. As I slipped back into my clothes, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement at what was to
come. Scott had taken control, and I had given in completely. And I loved every second of it.

After stepping out of the dressing room, back in my regular clothes, I could feel Scott’s eyes still lingering
on me, his grin never wavering. The experience of trying on the lingerie, of standing nearly naked in
front of him in that store, while the saleswoman watched us out of the corner of her eye, had left me
flushed and trembling with adrenaline. It was impossible not to feel the power of the situation—the way
Scott effortlessly took control, and how I willingly gave in.

As we left the boutique, Scott carried the bag of lingerie and clothes he had chosen for me. He walked
with that same easy confidence, the kind that made heads turn, and as we stepped outside into the
warm sunlight, I could feel the weight of everyone’s stares on us again. It was like being put on display—
me, the polished professional, walking beside this rough, dominating man. People couldn’t stop looking.
The contrast was too stark, too intense to ignore.

Scott opened the passenger door for me, and I slid into the car, my mind still racing from the experience
in the store. When he got in beside me and started the engine, I thought maybe the tension would ease,
but instead, it only grew stronger. The silence between us was thick with anticipation, and I could feel his
eyes on me even as he pulled out of the parking lot.

We drove for a few minutes, the city streets bustling with people, but it was like we were in our own
little world. I kept stealing glances at him, wondering what he was thinking, wondering what he was
going to do next. And then, without warning, Scott broke the silence.

“Take off your clothes,” he said, his voice low and commanding, eyes still focused on the road ahead.

I blinked, my heart racing as I processed his words. “What?” I asked, my voice shaky.

“You heard me,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips. “Take off your clothes. I want you wearing nothing
but the panties you just bought.”

My breath hitched, and for a moment, I just stared at him, my mind whirling with the implications. We
were still in the middle of the city, cars passing us on all sides. Anyone could look over at any moment
and see… everything. But the look on Scott’s face told me there was no room for negotiation.



Slowly, with trembling hands, I reached down and unbuttoned my jeans, sliding them off my hips as I
shifted in the seat. My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my blouse, my heart pounding as I peeled the
fabric away from my skin. The thrill of the situation—of being told to undress in the car, in broad
daylight, with people all around us—sent a surge of excitement through me that I couldn’t ignore.

As I pulled the blouse off and tossed it into the backseat, I sat there in just my bra and panties, my body
tingling with anticipation. But Scott wasn’t satisfied yet.

“The bra too,” he said, his voice low and firm. “I want you in nothing but those panties.”

I swallowed hard, my hands shaking slightly as I reached behind me and unclasped the bra, letting it fall
away from my body. I tossed it into the backseat with the rest of my clothes, and now, I sat there almost
completely naked, my skin exposed to the cool air of the car, my body trembling with a mixture of
nerves and excitement. With a deep breath my thumbs hooked into the waistband of my panties as I
lifted my hips and slid them down my legs, leaving me completely bare. I quickly found the panties in the
bag and slid them on.

Scott glanced over at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction as he took in the sight of me sitting there, bare
except for the thin strip of lace between my legs. “That’s better,” he murmured, his voice thick with
approval. “You look perfect.”

I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, the thrill of being so exposed overwhelming my senses. We
were still driving through the city, passing other cars, and the thought of someone glancing over and
seeing me like this—naked, vulnerable, sitting beside Scott—was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“Now,” Scott said, his voice still firm but softer, more intimate, “spread your legs.”

My breath caught in my throat as I hesitated, but the look on his face told me there was no point in
resisting. Slowly, I parted my legs, my body trembling as I exposed myself even more. I could feel the
thin lace of the panties pressing against me, the air between my thighs cool and sharp against my skin.

Scott’s hand moved from the steering wheel, resting casually on my thigh as he glanced over at me, his
eyes dark with hunger. His fingers brushed lightly against my skin, teasing, but not quite touching me
where I wanted him to.

“You like this, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice low and filled with satisfaction. “Being on display like
this. Knowing that anyone could look over and see you sitting here, nearly naked.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Scott’s hand slid higher, his fingers brushing the edge of the panties, and I couldn’t stop the soft gasp
that escaped my lips. His touch was light, teasing, making my body ache for more.

“You’re mine, Leah,” he said, his voice a deep growl. “You’ll do whatever I want. Whenever I want.”

I nodded, unable to speak, the intensity of the moment overwhelming me.



Scott’s fingers trailed back down my thigh, his touch firm but gentle, as if he was reminding me of the
control he held over me. His hand stayed there, resting possessively on my leg as we continued to drive,
the silence between us filled with a tension that I couldn’t ignore.

We drove for what felt like an eternity, my body on edge, the thrill of being exposed to the world making
my heart race. The city passed by in a blur, but I barely noticed it. All I could think about was Scott’s
hand on my leg, the way his touch sent shivers down my spine, the way I felt completely under his
control.

When we finally pulled into the driveway of my house, Scott turned off the engine and turned to me, his
eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Go inside,” he said, his voice calm but commanding. “And keep the panties on. I want to see you in
nothing but those when we get upstairs.”

My breath caught, and I nodded quickly, fumbling with the door handle as I stepped out of the car. The
cool air hit my bare skin, making me shiver, but I didn’t hesitate. I walked quickly toward the front door,
my heart racing with anticipation as I fumbled with the keys, the thin lace of the panties a constant
reminder of my exposed state.

As I stepped inside, I could hear Scott following behind me, his footsteps slow and deliberate, the
tension between us crackling like electricity.

I knew that today was only the beginning. Scott had taken control, and I had given in completely. And
now, as I stood in my house, nearly naked, waiting for whatever came next, I couldn’t help but feel a
thrill of excitement at the thought of where this day was going.

Brian's perspective:

I had been sitting on the couch, trying to distract myself, but the thoughts of Leah with Scott kept
creeping into my mind, filling me with a mixture of emotions I couldn’t fully comprehend—jealousy,
excitement, and something else I didn’t want to name. When I heard the door open, my heart skipped a
beat. I knew they were back, and I wasn’t sure what to expect. What had happened while they were
gone? What had Scott done? What had Leah allowed?

I turned to look at the door, and there she was. Leah. My wife. But she wasn’t dressed in the clothes
she’d left in that morning. She was in nothing but the delicate lace panties I had seen her slip into before
she left with Scott. Her bare skin seemed to glow in the soft light of the living room, and the sight of
her—so exposed, so vulnerable—hit me like a punch to the gut.

My throat tightened, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. She stood there for a moment, just
inside the door, as if she was waiting for something—waiting for me to see her like this, to acknowledge
what had just happened. Scott followed behind her, his presence looming like a shadow. He closed the
door behind them, and the soft click echoed through the room, pulling me out of my daze.

Leah’s eyes met mine, and for a brief moment, neither of us spoke. I could see the flicker of uncertainty
in her gaze, the tension that hung between us. But then something shifted, and her lips curled into a



small, knowing smile. She wasn’t embarrassed. She wasn’t hesitant. She was… confident. The way she
stood there, wearing nothing but those lace panties, told me everything I needed to know.

This wasn’t just about Scott anymore. This was about her. About how she was changing. About how she
had embraced this new dynamic between us, and how I had too.

Scott, still standing just behind her, grinned as his eyes shifted from Leah to me. He knew exactly what
was going through my mind. He had all the control now, and he was reveling in it.

“Looks like you were waiting for us,” Scott said, his voice low and smug. “Leah had a good time today,
didn’t you, sweetheart?”

Leah nodded, her gaze never leaving mine. “I did,” she whispered, her voice soft but filled with
something deeper. “It was… different.”

Different. That one word carried so much weight, and I could feel it settling in my chest. Of course it was
different. She had spent the day with Scott, doing things that we never would have imagined just a few
months ago. And now, she was standing in front of me, practically naked, waiting for me to say
something—anything.

I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. “You look… incredible,” I managed to say, the words tumbling
out before I could fully process them. And it was true. Leah did look incredible. Her skin was flushed, her
eyes bright, and the lace panties clung to her body in a way that left nothing to the imagination.

Scott’s grin widened, clearly pleased with my reaction. “Yeah, she does, doesn’t she?” he said, stepping
closer to Leah, his hand sliding possessively around her waist. “You should’ve seen her in the store. She
tried on everything I picked out, right there in front of me. The saleswoman couldn’t stop staring.”

Leah’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t pull away from Scott’s touch. If anything, she leaned into it,
her body responding to him in a way that made my heart race.

I couldn’t look away. The jealousy was there, simmering just beneath the surface, but so was the arousal.
The sight of Leah, standing there with Scott’s hand on her bare skin, her body exposed in a way that was
meant to tease and torment me—it was overwhelming. And I couldn’t help but feel that dark thrill that
had been building inside me for so long.

Scott’s hand slid lower, resting on the curve of Leah’s hip as he turned her slightly, making sure I had a
full view of her. “She’s all yours now, Brian,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “But don’t forget—
she’s mine too. And she knows it.”

Leah’s eyes met mine again, and this time, there was no hesitation. She knew exactly what was
happening. She knew exactly how this was affecting me. And she was okay with it. More than okay—she
was embracing it.

“I want you to see me like this,” Leah said softly, her voice steady now. “I want you to know that I’m his
when he wants me to be… but I’m still yours too.”



Her words hit me hard, sending a rush of heat through my body. This wasn’t just about Scott anymore.
This was about Leah. About how she was owning this new part of herself, how she was pushing me to
confront my own feelings, my own desires.

“I do,” I whispered, my voice shaky but filled with truth. “I do see you. And… I want this too.”

Scott chuckled softly, his hand squeezing Leah’s hip as he stepped back slightly, giving us space. “Good,”
he said, his voice low and approving. “Because this is how things are going to be from now on. You both
know that, don’t you?”

Leah nodded, her eyes still locked on mine, and I could see the flicker of excitement in her gaze. She was
pushing me, testing me, seeing how far I was willing to go. And I knew, in that moment, that I was willing
to go as far as she wanted. As far as we both wanted.

I stood up from the couch, my heart pounding in my chest as I crossed the room, closing the distance
between us. When I reached her, I didn’t hesitate. I reached out, my hands resting on her bare hips,
feeling the heat of her skin beneath my palms. Leah’s breath caught, her eyes widening slightly as I
pulled her closer.

Scott watched us, his grin never fading, but for a brief moment, it didn’t matter. It was just Leah and me.
Standing there, so close, her body trembling slightly under my touch.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, my voice low but firm. “You’ll always be mine.”

Leah nodded, her breath shaky as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “I know,” she
whispered back. “But you love seeing me like this, don’t you? You love knowing that I belong to both of
you.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing as I nodded, unable to deny the truth of her words. “Yes,” I admitted,
my voice thick with emotion. “I do.”

And with that, I pulled her even closer, my lips capturing hers in a deep, hungry kiss. The taste of her, the
feel of her body pressed against mine—it was intoxicating. And I knew, in that moment, that we had
crossed into something new. Something deeper. Something that none of us could turn back from.

As Leah stood in front of me, wearing one of my dress shirts that barely skimmed her thighs, along with
the lace panties Scott had picked out for her and a pair of heels that made her legs look impossibly long,
I felt a knot of anticipation tighten in my chest. The tension between us had been building ever since she
and Scott had come back from their day together. But now, as we were preparing to head across the
street to Scott’s house for dinner, it felt like the pressure was about to break.

She was doing it—really doing it. She was going to Scott’s house dressed like this, remembering the
words he had whispered to her earlier: “You’re going to wear this for me tonight… and nothing else.”

I could still hear the way she had said those words when she told me about their conversation earlier,
the way her voice had wavered slightly, like she was testing me, seeing how far I’d let this go. And now,
standing there in front of me, Leah looked both nervous and excited, a mixture of emotions that I was all
too familiar with myself.



“Are you sure about this?” I asked, my voice quieter than I’d intended. I wasn’t asking because I wanted
her to stop. I was asking because I needed to hear her say it—needed to know that she was ready for
what was about to happen.

Leah nodded, biting her lip as she smoothed the fabric of my shirt over her hips. “I’m sure,” she
whispered, her eyes flicking up to meet mine. “I want this, Brian. And I know you do too.”

I couldn’t deny it. As much as I felt the tight grip of jealousy clenching at my chest, there was something
undeniable about the arousal that coursed through me when I looked at her like this—dressed
provocatively, knowing she was about to walk across the street and give herself to Scott in a way I could
only watch.

Without another word, I nodded, and together, we stepped out of the house and into the cool evening
air. It was a short walk across the street to Scott’s place, but every step felt weighted with anticipation,
as if each footfall was bringing us closer to something we couldn’t undo. Leah walked with an air of quiet
confidence, her heels clicking softly against the pavement, the hem of the dress shirt swaying gently as
she moved. I couldn’t help but stare at her, taking in the sight of her bare legs, knowing exactly what she
was—and wasn’t—wearing underneath.

By the time we reached Scott’s door, I could feel the heat in my chest building, the knot in my stomach
tightening. Leah turned to look at me for a brief moment before she reached up and knocked on the
door, her eyes shimmering with a mix of excitement and nerves.

The door swung open, and there stood Scott, grinning from ear to ear as his gaze swept over Leah’s
body, taking in every inch of her. His eyes lingered on the shirt for just a moment before flicking back up
to meet hers, that same smug satisfaction radiating off him.

“Right on time,” Scott said, his voice low and thick with approval. He stepped back, gesturing for us to
come inside, and Leah stepped over the threshold, her movements deliberate, as if she was fully aware
of the gravity of what was about to happen.

As soon as the door closed behind us, Leah took a deep breath. She glanced at me, her eyes soft but
determined, and then, without hesitation, she unbuttoned the shirt. Slowly, methodically, she slid it off
her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor in a soft pool of fabric at her feet.

There she stood—my wife—in nothing but the lace panties and heels that Scott had chosen for her
earlier that day. Her body was bare, exposed, and vulnerable, and the sight of her standing there, with
Scott looking at her the way he was, made my heart race and my head spin.

Scott’s grin widened as his eyes roamed over her, clearly pleased with what he saw. “That’s exactly what
I wanted to see,” he murmured, stepping closer to Leah, his hand reaching out to rest on her waist,
fingers brushing against her bare skin.

Leah trembled slightly, but she didn’t pull away. She stood still, allowing Scott to touch her, allowing him
to take control of the moment. My throat tightened as I watched, the jealousy and arousal swirling
together in a way that made it impossible to separate the two. I wanted to step forward, to touch her, to



remind her that she was still mine, but I couldn’t move. I was frozen in place, watching as Scott slowly
slid his hand down to her hip, his thumb brushing over the lace of her panties.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Absolutely perfect.”

Leah’s breath hitched, and I could see the way her body responded to his touch, the way her chest rose
and fell in shallow breaths. She glanced at me, her eyes wide and filled with a strange mixture of
excitement and vulnerability.

Scott turned to look at me, his grin still in place as he gestured toward the couch. “Why don’t you take a
seat, Brian? I think you’re going to want to watch this.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I nodded and moved to sit on the couch. My heart was pounding in
my chest, my body tense with anticipation as I settled into the seat. I knew what was about to happen,
and I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to stop it.

Leah remained standing in the middle of the room, her body bathed in the soft light of the living room,
her hands trembling slightly as Scott stepped behind her, his hands resting on her bare shoulders. He
leaned in close, his breath hot against her neck as he whispered something I couldn’t hear, but whatever
he said made Leah close her eyes, her body swaying slightly as if she was losing herself in the moment.

Scott’s hands slid down her back, tracing the curve of her spine before settling on her hips, his fingers
curling around the waistband of her panties. My breath caught in my throat as I watched, the tension
between us so thick it was almost suffocating.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me again—really looked at me—as if she was trying to
gauge my reaction, trying to see if I was okay with what was about to happen.

And the truth was, I was more than okay. I was desperate for it.

Scott's hands began their slow journey across Leah's body, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them.
His fingers moved with a deliberate slowness, like he was savoring every inch of her, tracing the curve of
her waist and the dip of her spine. My heart pounded in my chest, jealousy and arousal mixing in a
dizzying, confusing swirl.

He was nothing like me. Where I was careful and precise, Scott was rough and unapologetically
confident. His appearance—gruff and unrefined—stood in such stark contrast to Leah’s beauty. His thick,
calloused fingers caressed her soft, smooth skin with a possessiveness that made my stomach tighten.
His disheveled, greasy gray hair hung loosely at the back of his balding head, and his large gut protruded
beneath his tight, stained T-shirt, but none of that seemed to matter now. In this moment, Scott had
complete control, and Leah was letting him take it.

His hands slid higher, over her ribs, and finally came to rest on her breasts. Leah gasped softly, her lips
parting slightly as his rough fingers squeezed her large breasts, kneading them with a firm pressure that
made her body arch involuntarily toward him. His touch was dominating, claiming, and Leah responded
to it without hesitation. I could see the way her back arched slightly, pushing herself closer to him as if
she was already craving more of his touch.



Scott’s fingers found her nipples, hardening under his touch, and he pinched them between his thumb
and forefinger, rolling them with just enough force to make her moan softly. The sound was low and
breathless, filled with a mixture of pleasure and submission, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I knew
that sound. I had heard it many times before, but hearing it now—hearing it while she was standing in
front of Scott, under his control—made it feel entirely different.

His hands moved lower, leaving her breasts and trailing down her stomach until they reached the lace of
her panties. He brushed his fingers over the delicate fabric, tracing the line of the lace as if he was
admiring his own handiwork, before pressing his palm against her, his hand possessively cupping her
through the thin material. Leah’s breath hitched, and I could see the way her thighs trembled slightly as
his touch sent another wave of pleasure through her.

The contrast between them—Scott’s rough, unkempt appearance and Leah’s soft, feminine beauty—was
startling, but there was something undeniably erotic about it. Scott, with his oversized gut, his stained
shirt barely containing his bulk, and his weathered hands, was touching Leah in ways I had only
imagined. And Leah—my beautiful, elegant wife—was letting him. She was standing there, exposed and
vulnerable, while his hands claimed her body.

Scott’s fingers toyed with the edge of her panties, slipping beneath the lace just enough to tease her
before pulling away. Leah let out a soft, frustrated whimper, and Scott grinned, clearly enjoying the
power he had over her. He turned her around to face him, his large hands gripping her waist as he pulled
her closer.

Leah looked up at him, her chest rising and falling rapidly as her eyes met his. There was no denying the
desire in her gaze, no denying the way her body was responding to his touch. And then, without
warning, Scott leaned down and kissed her—deeply, possessively.

The kiss was intense, a sharp contrast between Leah’s delicate beauty and Scott’s roughness. His lips
pressed against hers with an unrefined hunger, his hands pulling her against his large, heavy body as if
he was consuming her. His face, lined with age and hard living, was almost grotesque next to hers. His
unshaven chin, peppered with gray stubble, scratched against Leah’s soft skin, and his lips—chapped and
rough—moved against hers with a force that made the kiss feel raw and primal.

But Leah didn’t pull away. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands resting on his broad
shoulders as she leaned into him, losing herself in the moment. Their lips moved together in a heated
dance, and I could see the way Scott’s tongue teased her lips before pushing inside her mouth,
deepening the kiss with a level of intimacy that made my stomach churn with both envy and arousal.

The contrast between them—the ugly, older man and my beautiful wife—made the kiss all the more
erotic. It was wrong, and yet, I couldn’t look away. Scott, with his crude appearance and lecherous
confidence, was taking something from her that I never could. And Leah was giving it willingly, her body
responding to him in ways that left me breathless.

Scott’s hands moved up to tangle in Leah’s hair, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened, his tongue
claiming hers as if he was asserting his dominance over her. Leah moaned softly against his lips, her body
arching into his as if she was powerless to resist the pull between them. Her hands slid down his broad
chest, brushing against his gut, and I could see the way her fingers curled slightly, gripping his shirt as if
she needed something to hold onto.



I swallowed hard, my breath shaky as I watched them, the jealousy gnawing at me even as the arousal
built inside me. This was what we had agreed to. This was what Leah wanted. What we wanted. And yet,
seeing it play out in front of me was more intense than I had ever imagined.

Scott finally pulled away from the kiss, his breath heavy as he grinned down at Leah, his hands still
gripping her waist. “You taste even better than I remembered,” he murmured, his voice low and filled
with satisfaction.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her lips were swollen from the
intensity of the kiss, her cheeks flushed, and she looked… beautiful. More beautiful than I had ever seen
her.

And in that moment, I realized something. This wasn’t just about Scott anymore. This was about Leah.
About how she had embraced this part of herself, how she had let go of her inhibitions, how she had
given herself to something darker, more primal. And I was a part of it.

Even if it meant watching her kiss Scott like that.

Scott took Leah by the hand and led her across the room, his fingers still possessively gripping her waist.
Her lace panties clung to her in a way that left very little to the imagination, and the sight of her—barely
dressed, following Scott as if she belonged to him—made my pulse quicken. I swallowed hard, forcing
myself to stay seated, to watch as Scott guided her toward the dining room.

I hadn't really paid much attention to Scott's house before, but now, as I followed them, it hit me like a
slap in the face. The place was immaculate. Every corner of the room was well-kept and spotless, with a
recently renovated kitchen gleaming in the background. The countertops were smooth marble, the
cabinets modern and sleek. Hardwood floors stretched out beneath us, their dark finish polished to a
shine. Tall baseboards lined the walls, accentuating the crisp, clean lines of the room. Even the
furniture—sleek, modern, and expensive-looking—stood in stark contrast to Scott’s rough, unkempt
appearance.

It was jarring, to say the least. From the moment we stepped inside, I had expected his home to mirror
his personal style—messy, unrefined, maybe even a little rundown. But instead, it was the complete
opposite. This wasn’t the house of an aging, overweight plumber with balding gray hair and a disheveled
appearance. This was the house of someone who took pride in his surroundings, who cared about the
details.

Scott’s kitchen was as pristine as the rest of the house, with stainless steel appliances and a large island
that looked like it had been custom-built. The table was already set, a meal prepared and ready, with an
elegant spread that made my stomach rumble. It was the kind of place that made you feel like you were
sitting in a high-end restaurant, not in the home of the same man who had spent the day fondling my
wife.

Scott pulled out a chair for Leah at the head of the table, his hand lingering on her lower back as she sat
down, her legs crossing daintily as she settled into the seat. I followed, still trying to make sense of the
disconnect between the man and his surroundings. As I took my seat across from them, I couldn’t stop
myself from blurting out the question that had been circling in my mind since we arrived.



“Scott,” I began, my voice hesitant as I glanced around the room, “I have to say, I didn’t expect your
house to be… like this.”

Scott raised an eyebrow, glancing at me with a smirk as he took his seat beside Leah. “What, you
thought I’d be living in a dump?” he asked, his voice dripping with amusement.

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling the weight of his question. “Well, no, I just… it’s impressive. I mean, this
kitchen, the floors, the furniture… it’s all so high-end. It’s a bit of a surprise, considering, you know…”

Scott chuckled, clearly enjoying my discomfort. He leaned back in his chair, his arm draped casually over
the back of Leah’s seat. “Yeah, I get it. You didn’t think a guy like me would have a place like this.”

I nodded, grateful that he was filling in the gaps for me. “Exactly.”

Scott’s smirk deepened as he reached for a glass of water, taking a slow sip before continuing. “Well,
here’s the thing. Running a plumbing company has its perks. I’ve been in the business for years, and let’s
just say, I know a lot of people. When you’ve got the skills and the connections, you don’t have to pay
for everything. You trade work. You scratch someone’s back, and they scratch yours.”

He gestured around the room, clearly proud of what he had accomplished. “This kitchen? I didn’t pay a
dime for it. I installed the plumbing for the guy who built it. These floors? Same thing. I’ve been doing
this long enough that I’ve got tradesmen in every corner of the city who owe me favors. I fix their pipes,
they fix my house. It’s a good deal, and it’s saved me a fortune.”

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. It made sense. I had underestimated Scott, assuming that his rough
exterior matched every aspect of his life, but clearly, there was more to him than I’d realized. He had
built a life for himself, a network of people who respected him, who owed him, and he had used those
connections to create a home that was far more impressive than I’d imagined.

“So that’s how you can afford all this,” I said, glancing around the room again. “It’s all through trades.”

“Exactly,” Scott said with a grin, clearly pleased with my recognition. “People see a plumber and think
I’m some low-life, blue-collar guy who doesn’t know how to take care of himself. But the truth is, I’ve
built this business from the ground up. I’ve earned every bit of what you see here.”

Leah shifted in her seat, her fingers trailing along the edge of the table as she listened to Scott speak.
There was a quiet tension between them, a silent understanding that I could feel but couldn’t quite
place. She was listening intently, but her gaze flickered between Scott and me, like she was waiting for
something to happen, waiting for the next move.

Scott’s attention turned to Leah, his hand brushing against her bare thigh under the table. “And speaking
of perks,” he said, his voice dropping lower as he leaned in closer to her, “tonight’s going to be another
example of why I love what I do.”

Leah’s breath hitched slightly, her body tensing under his touch, but she didn’t pull away. Her eyes
flicked to mine, a mixture of nerves and excitement swirling in their depths. I could see it—the way she



was testing me, pushing me, seeing how far I would let this go. And I knew, deep down, that I was going
to let it go as far as she wanted.

Scott’s fingers trailed higher, brushing against the lace of her panties as he spoke again, his voice low and
possessive. “This house might be impressive, but what I really care about is what happens in it. Tonight’s
just getting started, and Leah… you’re going to be the centerpiece.”

After dinner, the tension that had been simmering all evening reached its boiling point. The meal had
been surprisingly good—Scott clearly took pride in everything he did, even when it came to cooking. But
as the plates emptied and the wine glasses were drained, it became clear that the real reason for the
evening was about to unfold.

Scott leaned back in his chair, his hand resting on Leah’s thigh as if she was already his. The way he
touched her—possessive, casual, with complete confidence—made my stomach tighten. I watched,
frozen in place, as his fingers trailed lightly over the lace of her panties, tracing the edge in a way that
was both teasing and claiming at the same time.

“You’ve done a good job keeping her in line, Brian,” Scott said, his voice low and dripping with
satisfaction. “But now it’s time for me to take over.”

Leah glanced at me, her cheeks flushed, her breath coming in shallow gasps. There was something in her
eyes—an unspoken question, a flicker of vulnerability—but she didn’t resist. She didn’t say a word. She
was waiting for my response, waiting to see how I would react.

Scott’s grin widened, his gaze shifting to me as he leaned forward slightly. “Why don’t you clear the
table, Brian? Put the dishes in the sink. I’ll take care of Leah in the meantime.”

His words were casual, but there was no mistaking the command behind them. He wasn’t asking. He was
telling me. And despite the knot of jealousy tightening in my chest, despite the way my hands clenched
into fists under the table, I found myself nodding.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, my voice shaky but steady enough. “I’ll take care of the dishes.”

Leah’s eyes followed me as I stood up, my hands moving to gather the plates, but I couldn’t meet her
gaze. I could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on me—the reality of what I had agreed to,
what I had allowed. And yet, even as the jealousy gnawed at me, there was something else. A thrill. A
dark, twisted excitement that made it impossible to stop.

I took the dishes to the kitchen, my mind racing, my heart pounding in my chest. The sound of the plates
clinking together as I set them in the sink seemed distant, muffled, as if it was happening in another
world. All I could think about was what was happening in the living room.

I could hear Scott’s voice, low and commanding, but I couldn’t make out the words. I knew what was
coming next, though. I had known it the moment he’d taken Leah’s hand at the dinner table. This wasn’t
just about dinner. It was about her. About the power dynamic between all of us.

When I turned back toward the living room, I saw them. Scott had led Leah to the center of the room,
his hand still resting on her waist as he guided her down onto her knees in front of him. The way she



moved—slow, deliberate, submissive—made my throat tighten. Her bare knees pressed against the
hardwood floor, her hands resting on her thighs, and her eyes flicking up to meet his with a mixture of
vulnerability and anticipation.

Scott didn’t waste any time. He reached down, unbuckling his belt with one hand while the other still
rested on Leah’s shoulder, holding her in place. His movements were casual, almost languid, as if he had
done this a hundred times before. And maybe he had. He was in complete control, and he knew it.

Leah’s breath hitched as Scott’s hand brushed the back of her head, guiding her closer as he freed
himself from his jeans. His cock, thick and hard, stood out in stark contrast to the image of him—the
overweight, balding man with graying hair and rough hands. He was everything I wasn’t. Everything I
could never be.

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing as I watched Leah look up at him, her lips parting slightly as Scott’s
hand pushed her closer. She didn’t resist. She didn’t hesitate. Her eyes flicked to mine for just a brief
moment—long enough for me to see the uncertainty, the question, the unspoken plea for permission.

And I gave it.

With a small nod, I let her know that this was okay. That this was what we had agreed to. That I was still
with her, even as she knelt before him, ready to take him in her mouth.

Scott’s grin widened as he saw my nod, and he guided Leah forward, his cock brushing against her lips.
“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You know what to do.”

Leah’s lips parted, and I watched as she took him into her mouth, slowly at first, her hands resting on
her thighs as Scott’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her deeper. The sight of it—the way she knelt so
willingly, the way Scott’s cock disappeared between her lips—made my chest tighten with a mixture of
emotions I couldn’t fully process.

Jealousy. Humiliation. Arousal. It was all there, swirling together in a way that left me breathless.

Scott’s hand tightened in Leah’s hair, and he groaned softly as she took him deeper, her lips stretching
around his thickness as he pushed her closer, deeper. The sound of it—the wet, rhythmic sounds of her
mouth moving over him—filled the room, echoing in my ears, making my pulse race even faster.

Leah moaned softly around him, her body trembling slightly as she leaned into the act, as if she was
losing herself in it, surrendering completely to him. Scott’s other hand rested on the back of her head,
guiding her movements, controlling her every breath, every motion. His grin never wavered, and he
glanced at me, his eyes filled with that same smug satisfaction I had seen earlier.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with pleasure. “She’s perfect, isn’t she? Exactly
where she belongs.”

I couldn’t speak. I could only watch, frozen in place, as Leah took him deeper, her body trembling slightly
as she moved in time with his hands, her mouth working him over with an eagerness that both thrilled
and devastated me.



And yet, I didn’t stop it. I didn’t say a word. Because this was what we had agreed to. This was what we
both wanted, even if we couldn’t admit it out loud.

Scott groaned again, his hips moving slightly as he pushed Leah deeper, taking more of him into her
mouth, her lips stretched tight around his thick cock. The sight of it—the contrast between his rough,
crude appearance and her delicate beauty—was more erotic than anything I had ever seen.

And I couldn’t look away.

I watched in silence as Scott took off his shirt, revealing his grotesque form—his large belly hanging over
the waistband of his pants, pale skin dotted with gray, wiry hair. The sight of him was revolting, but what
followed drew my attention in a way that I couldn't control.

Leah was on her knees in front of him, her eyes wide but determined, accepting the moment for what it
was. She knew her place now. She had surrendered to him, and there was no going back. I watched as
her lips parted, and Scott sat down on the couch, his legs spread wide, revealing the only thing about
him that was remotely attractive—his massive cock, thick and veiny, standing proudly in front of her.

Leah's breath hitched as she looked at him, her eyes flicking to me for just a second. She was seeking
approval, reassurance that this was still something we were in together. I gave her a slight nod. That was
all she needed. With a trembling hand, she reached for him, her fingers barely able to wrap around the
thickness of his shaft.

"Go on," Scott said, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. "Put that mouth to work."

Leah swallowed hard, her body tense with anticipation. Slowly, she leaned forward, her lips grazing the
tip of his cock. The sight of her—so beautiful, so perfect—on her knees, servicing this man who was
everything I wasn’t, stirred something dark inside me. The jealousy was there, but so was the arousal. I
hated how much it turned me on to see her like this, but I couldn’t deny it.

Her lips wrapped around him, her head bobbing up and down slowly at first, taking him deeper with
each motion. Scott groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her as she worked him over. The wet
sounds of her sucking filled the room, a rhythmic reminder of her submission. I stood there, frozen,
watching as Leah gave herself to him fully.

She moaned softly around his cock, her hand moving down to her own body, slipping between her legs.
She was touching herself now, clearly aroused by the act. I could see the way her body reacted, the way
her hips shifted as she pleasured herself while pleasing him. It was too much—too intense—but I
couldn’t look away.

"Good girl," Scott muttered, his hips thrusting forward slightly, making her take more of him into her
mouth. "You’re getting into it, aren’t you?"

Leah moaned again, her fingers working faster between her legs as her pace quickened. Her breasts
jiggled with each movement, her nipples hard and her body trembling with arousal. She was completely
lost in the moment, caught in the web of desire and submission that Scott had woven around us.

And all I could do was watch.



Scott’s eyes met mine for a brief second, his smirk widening as he saw the arousal that I couldn’t hide.
He knew he had control over both of us, and he reveled in it. With a deep groan, he pulled Leah’s head
closer, thrusting deeper into her mouth. She gagged slightly but didn’t pull away, her eyes squeezing
shut as she continued to please him.

The room was thick with tension, every breath heavy with the weight of what was happening. Leah, my
wife, was his now. She had accepted her fate, and so had I. There was no turning back.

Scott groaned louder, his hand tightening in her hair as he guided her faster, his body tensing with each
movement. Leah whimpered around him, her own hand working faster between her legs as she neared
her own climax. She was close, and so was he.

“Make me cum,” Scott growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “And don’t stop until you do too.”

I stood there, my breath catching in my throat, as Scott’s voice cut through the air, thick with smugness.
Leah hadn’t stopped. Her mouth continued to work over his thick cock, her lips sliding wetly along his
shaft, but Scott wasn’t finished. He was about to push her further, deeper into submission—just to show
me how far his control went.

He let out a low groan, then leaned back on the couch, spreading his legs wider. His eyes met mine, a
twisted grin forming on his face as he released his grip on Leah’s head. Her lips parted from his cock, her
eyes glazed with arousal as she looked up at him, waiting for his next command.

“You’ve been a good girl,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “But now, I want more. Show your
husband just how far you’ll go for me.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her eyes flicking toward me for the briefest moment, then back to Scott. Her body
trembled as she waited, caught in the limbo between arousal and submission.

Scott chuckled darkly, his hand reaching down to guide her head lower. “You know what I want, don’t
you?” he muttered, pushing her further down. “Get that tongue ready, Leah. I want you to rim me.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Leah froze for just a second, her breath shaky, but then I saw
it—the acceptance, the way she lowered herself even further, submitting completely to what he wanted.

“You heard me,” Scott taunted, his eyes locking with mine again, as if this moment was meant for me
more than her. “Get to work. You’re my slut now.”

Leah's hands slid lower, trembling slightly as she spread his legs wider, exposing him in a way that made
my stomach churn. Her lips pressed together for a brief second, but then her head dipped lower, her
breath warm against his skin. I watched as her tongue darted out, flicking lightly against him at first,
testing the boundaries of her own submission.

Scott groaned loudly, his hand gripping her hair again, forcing her deeper into him. “That’s it,” he
muttered, his voice filled with satisfaction. “Lick it. Show him how much you love being my slut.”



Leah’s movements became more deliberate, more intense, as she rimmed him, her face buried between
his legs. I could see the wetness between her own thighs, the way her body responded to the
degradation, the way she had fully embraced her role. She wasn’t just doing this for Scott—some part of
her needed this too. The thought sent a jolt of conflicting emotions through me: shame, jealousy, and,
disturbingly, arousal.

Scott’s eyes flicked back to me, his grin widening. “Look at her, Brian,” he said, his voice dripping with
cruelty. “She’s mine now. Your wife… your sweet, perfect wife is my slut. And there’s nothing you can do
about it.”

My heart pounded in my chest, my hands trembling at my sides, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t look
away. Leah, the woman I had promised to love and protect, was now fully his, lost in the web of arousal
and submission he had spun around her. And I, standing there helplessly, was a part of it too.

“She loves it, doesn’t she?” Scott continued, his voice rising as Leah’s tongue worked faster, her
breathing heavy and ragged. “Tell him, Leah. Tell your husband how much you love being my slut.”

Leah’s voice was muffled, barely audible, but I heard it. “I… I love it,” she whispered, her words thick
with arousal.

Scott laughed, a deep, guttural sound that filled the room. “That’s right. And you’ll keep doing it until I
say otherwise.”

I stood there, paralyzed, watching as my wife—my Leah—continued to rim him, her body trembling with
every movement. Scott’s hand remained in her hair, guiding her, controlling her, reminding both of us
just how far we had fallen into his control.

This was our reality now. And there was no escape.

Scott leaned back further, spreading his legs even wider, fully exposing himself to Leah. His hand gripped
her hair tighter, forcing her closer, guiding her head down toward his most intimate, degrading demand.
His eyes locked with mine, that sickening grin never leaving his face.

"Come on, Leah," Scott growled. "I want you to bury your tongue there. Show Brian what a good little
slut you are."

Leah hesitated for a moment, her breath shaky and her hands trembling, but the hesitation didn’t last
long. She was fully under his control now, and we both knew it. Slowly, she lowered her face until she
was where he wanted her, her breath warm against his skin. Scott groaned in satisfaction as her tongue
flicked out again, this time pushing deeper, doing exactly what he demanded.

"That's it," he muttered, his voice filled with satisfaction. "All the way. I want to feel it."

Leah's lips pressed against him, her tongue slipping inside, and Scott’s body tensed in pleasure. I stood
there, frozen in shock, unable to process what I was seeing. My wife, the woman I had built my life with,
was doing something unimaginable. She was rimming Scott, her face buried between his legs,
completely lost in the act.



Scott's groans grew louder as Leah's tongue worked deeper, her hands gripping his thighs for balance.
Her movements became more intense, more focused, as though she was no longer just following
orders—she was actively participating. Her own body trembled, her breathing heavy with arousal, and I
could see the way her hips shifted, the way her legs squeezed together as she rubbed herself against the
floor, chasing her own pleasure.

"Fuck, Leah," Scott groaned, his voice a mixture of lust and dominance. "You're gonna make me cum if
you keep that up. But I think you're closer than I am, aren't you?"

I could see it too. Leah’s face was flushed, her eyes squeezed shut as she worked her tongue deeper into
him, her own body betraying her. She was on the edge, teetering between shame and desire, and there
was no stopping her now. She was lost in it, fully consumed by the act.

"Look at her, Brian," Scott said, his eyes locking with mine again. "Look at your wife. She’s about to cum
while she’s licking my ass. You never thought you’d see this, did you? But here she is, my little slut,
loving every second of it."

I couldn’t breathe. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, my mind racing to comprehend what
was happening. Leah’s body shook, her moans growing louder, more desperate, as she rubbed herself
harder against the floor. Her hand slipped between her legs, and within moments, she was touching
herself, her fingers moving quickly as she neared her climax.

And then it happened.

Leah’s body tensed, her back arching as a deep, guttural moan escaped her lips. Her fingers worked
furiously between her legs as her tongue continued to move inside Scott, her entire body trembling with
the force of her orgasm. She came hard, right there in front of me, while she was rimming him.

Scott laughed, his voice thick with satisfaction. "That's it, Leah. Cum for me. Show your husband what a
good slut you are."

Leah’s body shook with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her breathing ragged as she pulled her tongue
away, gasping for air. Her face was flushed, her eyes glazed with pleasure, and for a moment, she just
knelt there, catching her breath, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Scott’s hand remained tangled in her hair, pulling her up slightly so he could look into her eyes. "You
loved that, didn’t you?"

Leah, still panting, nodded slowly. Her voice was shaky but clear as she whispered, “Yes.”

I stood there, unable to move, unable to speak, as the reality of what had just happened settled over
me. My wife had just submitted to him in the most degrading way possible—and she had loved it. There
was no denying it now. Scott owned her, and there was nothing I could do about it.

Scott’s eyes flicked to mine, a smug grin on his face. "She’s mine now, Brian. You know that, don’t you?"

I couldn’t respond. All I could do was nod, knowing that, in this moment, there was nothing left to fight
for.



Scott’s grin widened as he relaxed further into the couch, his legs still spread wide, Leah’s face hovering
just above his skin. He ran a hand through her hair, tugging gently to make sure she was fully paying
attention to him.

“Now, Leah,” he said, his voice low and commanding, “I want you to milk my prostate. You know what to
do.”

Leah hesitated for a brief second, then nodded as her trembling hand moved lower. I watched,
completely entranced and horrified, as her fingers disappeared between his legs, seeking out the spot
he had demanded. Scott groaned in anticipation, his body tensing slightly as Leah’s fingers found their
mark.

“That’s it, girl,” Scott muttered, his eyes closing momentarily as he felt the pressure from her fingers.
“Just like that. Make me cum, Leah. Show your husband how good you are at this.”

Leah worked her fingers slowly at first, hesitant, as though she was still processing the full weight of her
submission. But Scott wouldn’t let her hold back. He pushed her further, demanding more with just a
single glance. After several long, tense seconds, his voice broke the silence again.

“Lick your finger,” Scott growled, opening his eyes to look at her, his hand tightening in her hair. “I want
you to push deeper.”

Leah swallowed hard, then did as she was told. Her lips parted, and she slid her finger into her mouth,
coating it with her saliva before returning her hand to its task. Scott groaned again, his body jerking
slightly as Leah’s finger pushed further inside, doing exactly what he had commanded. She was focused
now, her tongue flicking out to graze his skin again, adding to the sensations.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Scott muttered, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Deeper, Leah. Make me explode.”

I could barely breathe. The tension in the room was unbearable, the sight of my wife, so fully controlled
and obedient, was something I never thought I would witness. And yet, there she was, her face buried
between Scott’s legs, her fingers working inside him as he neared the edge of release.

It didn’t take long.

Scott’s body tensed, his hips bucking slightly as Leah’s fingers pushed further, milking him exactly as he
had demanded. His hand gripped her hair tightly, holding her in place as his body shuddered with
pleasure. And then, with a deep, guttural groan, he exploded.

Leah barely had time to react. Scott’s cock pulsed, and his hot release filled her mouth in thick, powerful
bursts. Her eyes widened in surprise, but she didn’t pull away. She stayed there, kneeling before him, as
he filled her mouth completely.

“Swallow it,” Scott growled, his voice hoarse from the intensity of his orgasm. “Take it all.”



Leah’s throat worked frantically as she struggled to keep up with the flood, her body trembling with the
effort. She swallowed hard, over and over, as Scott’s cock continued to twitch in her mouth, each spasm
sending another burst of cum down her throat.

When it was finally over, Scott released his grip on her hair, leaning back into the couch with a satisfied
grin. Leah pulled away slowly, gasping for air as she wiped her lips with the back of her hand. Her face
was flushed, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

I stood there, frozen, watching the aftermath unfold before me. My wife—my Leah—had just milked
Scott’s prostate, had taken his release into her mouth without hesitation, and had done so because he
commanded it. There was no denying it now. She was his.

And I had watched it all happen.

Scott's gaze shifted to me, his grin widening even further. “She’s perfect, isn’t she, Brian? Your wife, my
slut. She knows exactly what to do now.”

I couldn't speak. All I could do was watch as Leah knelt there, her body still recovering from the moment,
her face flushed and her lips swollen from the act.

Scott leaned back, still catching his breath, that familiar smirk curling on his lips as he stared at Leah,
who remained kneeling before him, recovering from what had just transpired. I could see the flush on
her cheeks, her body still trembling slightly, her lips parted as she panted softly. The power he held over
both of us was palpable.

With a satisfied sigh, Scott sat up, his eyes raking over Leah's body before his voice cut through the room
once again. "Well, Leah," he muttered, his voice smooth but commanding. "You've been such a good girl.
I think it's only fair that I return the favor."

Leah’s eyes widened slightly, her chest still rising and falling quickly. She didn’t say anything, didn’t
move, but the tension between them was thick as Scott stood up, towering over her, his presence
dominating the space. He walked around her, and with a gentle but firm hand, guided her to turn
around.

"On all fours," Scott instructed, his voice low but filled with authority. Leah swallowed hard but obeyed,
moving slowly, deliberately, as she positioned herself on her hands and knees. I watched in shock, my
heart pounding in my chest as she arched her back, her perfect curves on display. Her body was ready
for him—completely at his mercy.

Scott knelt behind her, his eyes locked on her as he reached forward, his large hands grabbing the thin
fabric of her thong. With a single motion, he pulled it to the side, exposing her glistening, swollen folds.
The heat of arousal radiated from her, undeniable, as Scott’s fingers traced lightly over her slick skin.

"Look at her, Brian," Scott muttered, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "She’s soaked. She’s been
waiting for this."

I couldn’t respond, my throat tight as I watched helplessly, knowing exactly what was coming next. Scott
leaned forward, his broad shoulders lowering as his head moved between Leah's legs. I could see her



body tense in anticipation, her breath catching in her throat as she waited, trembling with a mix of fear
and desire.

And then Scott’s tongue flicked out, sliding between her slick folds with deliberate precision. Leah
gasped, her head dropping forward as her fingers clenched the floor beneath her, her body reacting
instantly to his touch. Scott’s tongue worked expertly, moving slowly at first, teasing her, tasting her,
before quickening in pace.

Leah's soft moans filled the room, her body trembling as Scott's tongue ran up and down, exploring
every inch of her. He licked her with purpose, drawing circles around her clit before pushing deeper,
lapping at her like she was his prize, which, in this moment, she was.

I watched, my heart racing, as Leah’s hips began to move involuntarily, pressing back against his face.
Her back arched even further, her body responding to his touch in ways I had never seen before. She
was lost in it—completely consumed by the pleasure Scott was giving her.

"That’s it," Scott murmured against her, his tongue never stopping. "Arch that back for me. Let me see
how much you love this."

Leah moaned louder, her body jerking as Scott’s tongue pressed deeper, flicking against her most
sensitive spots. I could see the way her fingers dug into the floor, the way her body trembled with each
motion. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her lips parted as breathless gasps escaped her. She was so close,
I could feel it.

Scott, sensing her building orgasm, pushed her further. His tongue moved faster, flicking and sucking at
her clit, sending wave after wave of pleasure through her. Leah's moans turned to cries, her body
trembling violently as she neared the edge. Her thighs quivered, and her back arched impossibly more
as she lost control, teetering on the brink.

And then, with a final, desperate cry, Leah came.

Her body shook as the orgasm ripped through her, her fingers clawing at the floor, her hips bucking back
against Scott’s face. He didn’t stop. His tongue continued to work her through the intense waves of
pleasure, licking and sucking until she was completely spent, her body collapsing forward, trembling and
exhausted.

Scott pulled away, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a smug grin on his face as he looked at
her trembling form.

"See that, Brian?" he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. "She’s mine now. And she loves it."

I stood there, my mind numb, watching the woman I loved being consumed by another man’s control—
her body responding to him in ways I never thought possible. I couldn’t deny it any longer. This was our
reality now.

Scott wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. He pulled back slightly, wiping his mouth once more as his eyes
lingered on Leah's trembling body. She was still recovering from the orgasm he had just given her, her
breaths coming in short, ragged gasps as her body slumped forward, weak from the pleasure.



But Scott had something else in mind, something that would push her—and me—further than we had
ever thought possible.

Without a word, he repositioned himself behind her, his eyes dark and hungry as they took in every inch
of her exposed body. Leah’s back was still arched, her thong pulled aside, and her most intimate places
glistening with arousal. Scott’s hands moved up her thighs, strong and possessive, before settling just
above her ass.

“Let’s see how much more you can take,” he muttered, his voice low and commanding. He spread her
cheeks gently, exposing her completely to him. Leah gasped, her body tensing again, realizing exactly
what he intended to do.

Scott leaned forward, his hot breath against her most vulnerable spot, and without hesitation, his
tongue flicked out, grazing her other hole for the first time.

Leah’s whole body jerked in shock, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as Scott’s tongue circled around the
tight ring of muscle. Her head shot up, her hands scrambling to find purchase on the floor, but Scott
didn’t let her escape. His hands held her firmly in place as his tongue pressed more insistently against
her.

“Oh God…” she whimpered, her voice trembling as she struggled to process the overwhelming
sensations. Her legs shook, her body betraying her as she pressed back against him, seeking more, even
though it terrified her.

Scott’s tongue moved deliberately, teasing her, testing her, before finally slipping inside. Leah let out a
strangled cry, her body shaking violently as she realized what was happening. Scott groaned against her,
his hands gripping her hips tightly as he worked his tongue deeper, claiming her in the most intimate
way.

I watched in stunned silence, my heart pounding in my chest as Leah's gasps and moans filled the room.
She was caught between shame and pleasure, her body completely betraying her as Scott took her to
new heights of submission.

"That's it," Scott growled, his voice muffled against her. "Take it. Let me make you cum again, right here.
Show your husband how much you love this."

Leah was losing control, her body trembling violently as Scott’s tongue worked deeper, licking and
teasing her relentlessly. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as her hips moved back against his
face, her body fully surrendering to him.

And then, without warning, she came again.

Her whole body convulsed, her back arching impossibly high as a violent orgasm tore through her. Her
cries echoed through the room, raw and uninhibited, as Scott’s tongue continued to work her through it.
Her fingers clawed at the floor, her entire body shaking uncontrollably as the pleasure overwhelmed her
completely.



Scott didn’t stop. He licked her deeply, savoring every moment of her climax as she writhed beneath
him, utterly lost in the intensity of it all. Leah’s legs gave out, her body collapsing onto the floor as the
orgasm ripped through her, leaving her spent and trembling.

Scott finally pulled back, his breathing heavy as he wiped his mouth once more, clearly satisfied with
what he had done. Leah lay in front of him, her body still shaking with the aftershocks, her face pressed
against the floor, completely drained.

“See that, Brian?” Scott said, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. “She’s mine. In every way.”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. All I could do was watch as the woman I loved lay there, completely
consumed by the pleasure he had given her, knowing that nothing would ever be the same again.

Scott stood up, towering over Leah, who was still recovering from the intense orgasm that had just
ravaged her body. He wiped his mouth once more, looking down at her with that same smug grin that
sent a shiver down my spine. Then, without a word, he reached down and grabbed her by the arm,
pulling her to her feet. Leah’s legs wobbled as she tried to stand, clearly still weak from the waves of
pleasure that had just crashed through her.

“Come on, Leah,” Scott muttered, his voice low and commanding. “We’re not done yet.”

Leah’s eyes fluttered open, her breath still shaky, and she followed him without question. He led her
across the room, his hand firmly gripping her wrist as he guided her toward the door. I felt like I was
watching everything unfold in slow motion, my heart pounding in my chest as I realized where he was
taking her.

Scott led Leah down the hallway to his bedroom, a place I had never thought I’d see my wife enter under
such circumstances. The room was dark, lit only by the dim glow of a bedside lamp, casting shadows
across the large bed that dominated the space. Scott’s grin widened as he pulled Leah into the room,
guiding her toward the bed.

“Get up on all fours,” he ordered, his voice firm but calm.

Leah hesitated for only a second before obeying. She crawled onto the bed, her body moving slowly, her
limbs still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened. She positioned herself on all fours,
her back arched, her bare skin glowing in the soft light of the room. Her breathing was heavy, a mixture
of nervousness and lingering arousal filling the air around her.

Scott walked over to the nightstand, pulling open a drawer and retrieving a small bottle of coconut oil.
He held it up, the light catching the bottle as he walked back over to the bed, his eyes locked on Leah’s
exposed form. He was in complete control, and he knew it.

“Do you know what I’m going to do to you now?” Scott asked, his voice dark and smooth as he twisted
the cap off the bottle. Leah didn’t respond, her head hanging down slightly as she focused on her
breathing, clearly bracing herself for what was to come.



Scott chuckled softly, stepping closer to her, his fingers grazing lightly over the curve of her ass. “I’m
going to prepare you, Leah. Get you ready for something you’ve never had before.” His fingers trailed
lower, sliding between her cheeks as he spoke, teasing her, making her shiver in anticipation.

He poured some of the coconut oil into his hand, rubbing it between his fingers before pressing them
against her tight hole. Leah gasped, her body tensing as she felt the cool oil against her skin. Scott’s
fingers moved slowly, deliberately, working the oil into her, spreading it around as he spoke.

“I’m going to stretch you,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire. “Make you feel something you’ve
never felt before. You’re going to take every inch of me, Leah. And you’re going to love it.”

Leah whimpered softly, her body trembling as Scott’s fingers worked the oil deeper, gently but firmly
massaging her tight passage. He wasn’t rushing. He wanted to savor this, to make sure that she was fully
prepared for what was coming next.

“You see,” Scott continued, his voice dripping with satisfaction, “I’m not just going to fuck you, Leah. I’m
going to claim you completely. You’re going to know what it feels like to be owned. To be used in every
way possible.”

His fingers pushed further inside her, eliciting a sharp gasp from Leah’s lips. Her body jerked slightly, but
Scott’s other hand was there to steady her, keeping her in place as he continued to work the oil deeper,
stretching her inch by inch.

“You’re going to beg for it,” Scott muttered, his voice growing darker, more commanding. “By the time
I’m done with you, you’re going to be screaming for more.”

Leah’s breathing quickened, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation as Scott
prepared her. His fingers moved deeper, pressing and stretching her, making sure she was ready for what
was to come.

“And you, Brian,” Scott said, his eyes flicking over to me, his grin widening. “You’re going to watch as
your wife takes me in ways you never thought possible. You’re going to see just how much she loves it.”

I stood there, frozen, my mind racing as I watched my wife on her hands and knees, her body trembling
as Scott continued to prepare her. This was happening. There was no stopping it. Scott was going to take
her, claim her completely, and all I could do was stand there and watch as it unfolded.

Scott’s fingers finally pulled away, his hand slick with oil as he stepped back, admiring his work. Leah
stayed perfectly still, her body tense, waiting for what was next. She knew this was the point of no
return. So did I.

Scott smirked, stepping forward again, positioning himself behind her as he spoke one final command.
“Now, Leah, get ready. You’re mine.”

Scott's eyes gleamed with anticipation as he reached for the bottle of coconut oil once more, pouring a
generous amount into his hand. The slick sound of him rubbing the oil over his massive cock filled the
room, each movement deliberate, his grin never leaving his face as he stared down at Leah.



“Now, Leah,” Scott muttered, his voice thick with desire, “pull that thong aside and show me how much
you want this.”

Leah trembled, her breaths coming in shaky gasps as she obeyed. Her hands reached behind her,
trembling as she hooked her fingers into the thin strip of her thong, pulling it aside, baring herself fully
to him. Her body shivered as she spread her cheeks, exposing herself completely to Scott’s hungry gaze.
It was a sight that made my stomach twist with jealousy, and yet, the arousal I felt was undeniable.

Scott moved closer, his cock glistening with oil, throbbing in his hand as he positioned himself behind
her. He placed the tip of his cock against her tight hole, teasing her, making her wait as she held herself
open for him.

“Breathe, Leah,” Scott murmured, his voice a low growl. “This is going to hurt at first, but you’ll get used
to it. Trust me.”

Leah’s body tensed, her knuckles white as she gripped her own skin, preparing herself for what was to
come. And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Scott pushed forward.

The moment his thick head breached her, Leah cried out, her body jerking forward in shock from the
intense pain. Her breath came in sharp, ragged gasps as her entire body clenched, trying to fight against
the intrusion, but Scott didn’t stop. He pushed slowly, inch by inch, stretching her, filling her, as she
whimpered and gasped beneath him.

“That’s it, Leah,” Scott groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he sank deeper inside her. “Take it
all.”

Leah’s cries were raw and desperate, her body shaking with the overwhelming sensation of being
stretched beyond what she thought she could handle. But Scott moved slowly, giving her time to adjust,
to breathe, even though every second felt like agony for her.

I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, torn between the sickening jealousy and the undeniable
arousal that surged through me as I watched. Leah, my wife, was in pain—her body resisting him at
first—but Scott didn’t stop. He knew that she would eventually give in.

“Breathe, Leah,” Scott muttered again, his voice soothing but firm. “Just breathe. It’s going to get
better.”

Leah whimpered, her body trembling as she took deep, shuddering breaths, trying to calm herself.
Slowly, as Scott continued to press deeper, the pain began to subside. Her body, though still tight and
tense, started to relax, accepting him. Her gasps of pain became softer, her breathing steadier as she
found her rhythm.

“That’s it,” Scott groaned, his voice thick with satisfaction as he finally pushed all the way inside her,
burying himself completely. “You’re doing so good, Leah.”

Leah’s body shuddered, her eyes squeezed shut as she adjusted to the fullness inside her. Her breaths
were heavy, but the pain had dulled, replaced by a strange, overwhelming pressure that left her
trembling. Slowly, she began to move, her hips rocking back ever so slightly, testing the sensation.



And then, as if her body knew exactly what it needed, her hand slipped between her legs, her fingers
finding her clit. Her breath hitched as she began to rub herself, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate
circles, seeking her own pleasure as Scott filled her.

“Oh God…” she whimpered, her voice thick with arousal. Her body trembled as her fingers worked
faster, the tension inside her building once more, this time not from pain but from pleasure.

Scott groaned in satisfaction, his hips moving in time with hers, slow and steady as he continued to
stretch her. “You like this, don’t you, Leah?” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “You love being
filled like this.”

Leah moaned, her fingers working faster as the pleasure built inside her, her body rocking back against
him. The pain was completely gone now, replaced by an intense, overwhelming sensation of fullness
that drove her closer and closer to the edge. Her breaths came in sharp gasps, her hips moving in
rhythm with Scott’s thrusts as her fingers worked her clit, building her pleasure higher and higher.

“I’m going to make you cum again,” Scott muttered, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “You’re going to
cum so hard, Leah, and there’s nothing your husband can do about it.”

Leah moaned louder, her body shaking as she neared the edge. The room was filled with the sound of
their bodies moving together, the wet sounds of her fingers on her clit, and Scott’s low, commanding
voice.

“Cum for me, Leah,” Scott growled, his hips moving faster now, thrusting deeper inside her. “Cum for me
like the slut you are.”

Leah’s body tensed, her fingers working furiously between her legs as the orgasm hit her like a tidal
wave. Her whole body convulsed, her back arching as she cried out, her fingers never stopping as she
rubbed her clit through the intense waves of pleasure. Her entire body trembled uncontrollably, her
orgasm tearing through her with a force I had never seen before.

Scott didn’t stop. He continued to thrust into her, slow and deliberate, teasing her, making sure she felt
every inch of him as she came apart beneath him. He grinned, his eyes flicking up to meet mine as he
continued to take her.

“She’s mine now, Brian,” Scott muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction. “And you’re just going to stand
there and watch as I make her cum over and over again.”

Leah’s body trembled violently, her cries filling the room as the intense pleasure coursed through her,
and all I could do was stand there, helpless, as the woman I loved was completely consumed by another
man.

Scott wasn’t satisfied with just one orgasm from Leah. He never was. His hips moved slowly, deliberately,
as Leah lay there, her body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm. Her breaths came in ragged
gasps, her fingers still lightly rubbing her clit, even as her body was trying to recover. But Scott wasn’t
going to let her rest.



“That’s one, Leah,” he muttered, his voice dark and commanding. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

He pulled back slightly, just enough to make her feel the loss of him inside her, before thrusting forward
again, slowly filling her once more. Leah gasped, her body tensing as the sensation of fullness returned. I
could see the conflict on her face—her body was already so sensitive, so overstimulated, but the
pleasure was undeniable. She wanted it, needed it, even though she was still reeling from the orgasm
that had just ripped through her.

Scott’s hands gripped her hips tightly as he continued to move, slow and deep, teasing her, drawing out
every sensation. “You’re going to give me another one,” he muttered, his voice low and filled with
satisfaction. “I want you to cum for me again, Leah. Right now.”

Leah moaned, her fingers finding her clit once more, rubbing it with shaky, desperate movements. Her
body was already teetering on the edge, her nerves raw and exposed from the first orgasm, but Scott
wasn’t giving her a choice. He thrust into her deeper, his cock stretching her again and again, pushing
her closer and closer to the brink.

“You love this, don’t you?” Scott growled, his voice filled with smug satisfaction. “You love being filled
like this, being taken like this. Admit it, Leah. Tell your husband how much you love it.”

Leah whimpered, her body shaking as her fingers worked faster, the pleasure building inside her again.
“I… I love it,” she gasped, her voice trembling with arousal. “Oh God, I love it.”

Scott grinned, glancing up at me as he continued to thrust into her, his pace quickening. “See that,
Brian? She’s mine now. She’s going to cum for me again, right here in front of you. Watch her.”

Leah’s cries grew louder, her body trembling violently as Scott pushed her closer and closer to the edge.
I could see the tension in her muscles, the way her back arched as her body prepared to tip over into
another orgasm. Her fingers moved furiously between her legs, her hips grinding back against Scott’s
thrusts as she chased the pleasure that was consuming her.

And then, with a desperate, breathless cry, Leah came again.

Her whole body convulsed, her legs trembling uncontrollably as the second orgasm ripped through her,
even more intense than the first. Her fingers never stopped moving, her hips jerking wildly as her body
was overtaken by the pleasure. Scott didn’t slow down—he kept thrusting into her, drawing out the
orgasm, making her feel every wave of pleasure as she trembled beneath him.

“That’s two,” Scott muttered, his voice filled with satisfaction. “But I think you’ve got one more in you,
Leah.”

Leah’s body was shaking, her breath coming in ragged gasps, but Scott wasn’t done. He pulled back
again, teasing her with the sensation of emptiness, before slamming back into her, making her cry out in
pleasure. Her body was completely at his mercy now—every nerve, every inch of her was tuned to the
pleasure he was giving her.

“Come on, Leah,” Scott growled, his voice dark and commanding. “Give me one more. Cum for me one
more time.”



Leah’s fingers found her clit again, moving frantically as her body was pushed to the brink once more.
Her moans filled the room, her breath hitching with every thrust as Scott filled her, deeper and deeper,
until she couldn’t take it anymore.

With a final, desperate cry, Leah came for the third time.

Her whole body went rigid, her back arching as the orgasm tore through her, even more violent than the
last. Her fingers rubbed her clit furiously, her hips grinding back against Scott as her body trembled
uncontrollably. Her moans were raw, desperate, filled with pleasure as the orgasm consumed her
completely.

Scott grinned, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he thrust into her one last time, drawing out every
ounce of pleasure from her trembling body. “That’s it,” he muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction.
“You’re perfect, Leah.”

Finally, Scott pulled out, leaving Leah trembling and gasping on all fours. Her body was spent, her legs
shaking as she collapsed onto the bed, her breathing ragged. But Scott wasn’t finished.

“Now,” Scott muttered, moving to the side of the bed, his cock still throbbing, slick with oil and Leah’s
arousal. “Come here, Leah. I’m not done with you yet.”

Leah, still trembling from the intensity of her orgasms, slowly crawled toward him, her body weak but
obedient. Scott sat down on the edge of the bed, spreading his legs wide as he gripped the base of his
cock.

“Take it in your mouth,” he ordered, his voice low and commanding. “Finish me.”

Leah, her body still shaking, leaned forward, her lips parting as she wrapped them around the head of
his cock. Slowly, she began to bob her head, taking him deeper with each movement. Scott groaned, his
hand tangling in her hair as he guided her, his hips thrusting gently as she worked him over.

I watched in stunned silence, my heart pounding in my chest as Leah took him into her mouth, her lips
glistening with saliva as she sucked him. Scott’s groans filled the room, his hand gripping her hair tightly
as he thrust into her mouth, faster and faster.

And then, with a deep, guttural groan, Scott came.

Leah’s eyes widened as Scott’s cock pulsed in her mouth, his hot release filling her completely. She
gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull away. She stayed there, her lips wrapped around him, as he finished,
taking everything he had to give.

When it was finally over, Scott pulled her head back, his cock slipping from her mouth with a wet,
obscene sound. Leah collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air, her body trembling as she tried to recover
from everything that had just happened.



Scott sat back, his breathing heavy, a satisfied grin on his face as he looked down at her. “See that,
Brian?” he muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s what your wife looks like when she’s been
completely claimed.”

I stood there, my mind numb, my heart pounding as I looked at Leah, her body trembling, her face
flushed, her lips swollen from taking him in her mouth. She was gaped open, spent, and completely at
his mercy.

And I knew, in that moment, that nothing would ever be the same again.

Scott, still breathing heavily, leaned back on the bed, his body slick with sweat and his cock finally
beginning to soften after the intensity of what had just happened. The air in the room was thick, a
mixture of sweat, arousal, and the lingering tension of what had unfolded. Leah lay beside him,
trembling, her body spent from the waves of pleasure that had consumed her, while I stood frozen,
unable to comprehend everything that had just happened.

With a low groan, Scott wiped the sweat from his brow and glanced over at Leah, his smirk never leaving
his face. He gave her a soft nudge with his foot, as if reminding her that he still wasn’t done with her.

“I need a shower,” he muttered, his voice hoarse but still filled with that commanding presence. “Come
with me, Leah. We’re not finished yet.”

Leah, her body weak and trembling, hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She pushed herself up
from the bed, her legs still shaking as she obeyed him without a word. Her eyes briefly flicked toward
me, filled with a mixture of exhaustion, submission, and something else—something I couldn’t quite
place. But she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. She had accepted her role completely.

Scott stood up, his heavy frame towering over both of us as he grabbed Leah’s wrist, pulling her toward
the bathroom connected to his bedroom. I followed silently, still unable to process everything that had
happened. The jealousy and arousal waged war inside me, but the sheer helplessness I felt in this
moment kept me rooted in place, watching as Scott continued to claim my wife in ways I had never
imagined.

The sound of water running filled the room as Scott turned on the shower, adjusting the temperature
before stepping inside, pulling Leah in with him. The water cascaded over his broad, sweaty frame,
washing away the remnants of their recent activities, but there was still that unmistakable air of
dominance about him. He stood under the spray, letting the water pour over his head as Leah stood
beside him, her body shaking slightly as she waited for his next command.

Without missing a beat, Scott grabbed a bar of soap from the shelf and lathered it in his hands before
reaching out to Leah. His hands moved slowly, deliberately, as he began to wash her, his fingers sliding
over her skin in a way that was both possessive and intimate. Leah gasped softly as his hands explored
her body, the soap lathering between them as he touched every inch of her.

"You’re mine now, Leah," Scott muttered, his voice low and filled with satisfaction as he ran the soap
over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs. "Do you understand that?"



Leah nodded, her breath hitching as his hands continued to roam her body. "Yes," she whispered, her
voice barely audible over the sound of the running water.

Scott chuckled softly, his hands sliding lower as he pulled her closer, pressing her back against his chest.
"Good girl," he muttered, his lips grazing her ear as his hands moved between her legs once more,
teasing her, making her tremble. "You’re going to do whatever I want from now on, aren’t you?"

Leah whimpered softly, her body responding to his touch despite her exhaustion. "Yes," she whispered
again, her voice trembling as his fingers slid between her folds, teasing her clit once more.

Scott grinned, his hands moving faster now, the soap lathering between them as he teased her
relentlessly. "And you, Brian," he muttered, his eyes flicking toward me as I stood in the doorway,
watching helplessly. "You’re going to stand there and watch, just like always."

I couldn’t speak. My throat was tight, my mind racing as I watched my wife—my Leah—submit
completely to him, her body trembling under his touch. The water from the shower cascaded over them
both, washing away the soap but leaving the unmistakable mark of his control over her.

Scott’s hands moved with purpose, sliding up her body, massaging her breasts, pulling her closer as he
continued to assert his dominance. Leah’s moans grew louder, her body trembling under his touch as
the tension built once again, despite the fact that she had already been pushed to her limits.

Scott grinned, knowing exactly what he was doing. "You’re going to cum again, aren’t you?" he
muttered, his lips brushing against her neck. "One last time, before we’re done."

Leah whimpered, her body pressing back against him, her hips grinding against his hand as he teased
her relentlessly. She was completely at his mercy now, lost in the pleasure he was giving her, unable to
resist him.

And all I could do was watch.

After the shower, the steam clung to the air, and Leah’s skin glistened, her body still trembling from all
she had endured. The sound of water ceased, but the tension in the room only seemed to grow. Scott,
his smirk still firmly in place, shut off the tap and guided Leah out of the shower.

I watched from the doorway, my mind still clouded with disbelief, jealousy, and arousal. I thought—
hoped—that perhaps things were finally over. That maybe Scott would release her from his control, and
this night would come to an end. But deep down, I knew Scott wasn’t done.

He had never been the kind to finish something when it was convenient for others. This was all about
him.

Leah’s body, exhausted yet pliant, followed Scott back to the bedroom. Her legs were weak, her breaths
uneven, and yet there was still a lingering sense of anticipation in the way her eyes darted toward him,
as though waiting for what he might do next.

Scott didn’t waste any time. He pulled Leah toward the bed once more, but this time there was
something different about his movements. His previous roughness had softened. His grip on her wrist



wasn’t as forceful; instead, it was almost... tender. He guided her to the edge of the bed, his hands
gently pushing her to sit.

Leah’s eyes flickered toward mine for a brief moment, but she didn’t say a word. She couldn’t. She was
caught in the space between her exhaustion and the power Scott held over her. I wanted to move, to
intervene somehow, but my feet remained planted, as if cemented by the conflicting emotions that
raged inside me.

Scott sat down next to Leah on the bed, his hand sliding gently up her arm. The touch was slow,
deliberate—almost intimate. His eyes, still predatory, softened slightly as he leaned in toward her. Leah
shivered, but this time not out of fear. I could see it in the way her body leaned into him, the way her
lips parted slightly as Scott brought his face closer to hers.

He didn’t speak. He simply pressed his lips to hers, softly at first. Leah gasped at the tenderness of it, her
body tensing momentarily before giving in to the kiss. Scott’s hands moved up her arms, tracing the
curves of her shoulders before cupping her face in his large hands. His kisses deepened, but they
weren’t the rough, dominant movements from earlier. They were slower, more deliberate, as though he
was savoring every second, every reaction her body gave him.

Leah’s body responded in kind. Her eyes fluttered closed, her breath hitching as Scott’s lips moved with
hers. It was surreal—after everything that had happened, this almost felt like something else entirely. It
wasn’t just control anymore. This was something deeper.

He pulled her down onto the bed, his body hovering over hers, their lips never parting. I could see the
way Leah’s chest rose and fell beneath him, her breaths shallow as Scott pressed his body to hers,
pinning her to the mattress. But this time, there was no force. No rough demands. He was kissing her
gently, his hands caressing her skin, and Leah was melting beneath him.

Scott’s lips traveled down her neck, tracing a slow, tender path to her collarbone. Leah’s body shivered
beneath him, but not from fear or exhaustion this time. It was something else—something I couldn’t
ignore. She was responding to him, her legs parting slightly, her hands slowly coming up to run through
his hair as he kissed her softly, lovingly.

I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, watching as Scott shifted, his body settling between her
legs. His hands trailed down her sides, caressing her thighs as he gently spread them wider. Leah gasped
softly, her head falling back against the pillow as Scott kissed her stomach, moving lower, his lips tracing
every inch of her skin.

I could see the tension in her body, the way her hips arched toward him as his hands moved slowly,
deliberately, over her thighs. His lips found their way back up to her mouth, kissing her deeply as he
aligned himself with her. This time, he wasn’t rushing. He wasn’t pushing her to the brink of pain or
overwhelming her senses with force.

This time, he was making love to her.

Scott’s body pressed into hers slowly, his hips moving in a steady, unhurried rhythm as he entered her.
Leah moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist as her body



surrendered to the tenderness of his movements. Scott’s breathing was heavy, but controlled, his hands
gripping the sheets on either side of her head as he moved inside her, gently, lovingly.

Leah’s gasps were soft, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the sensation. There was no resistance, no
hesitation. Her body moved with his, her hips meeting his slow, deliberate thrusts as Scott kissed her
again, their lips locked in a tender, intimate embrace.

I stood there, stunned, watching as my wife, who had endured so much at Scott’s hands, was now giving
herself to him in a way I never thought possible. There was something undeniably intimate about the
way they moved together, their bodies connected not just physically, but emotionally. This wasn’t about
control anymore. It was about something deeper. Something I wasn’t sure I could ever understand.

Scott’s pace never quickened. He kept the same slow, steady rhythm, his hands caressing her skin, his
lips never leaving hers for long. Leah’s moans were soft, almost sweet, as she wrapped her arms around
his neck, pulling him closer, her body completely surrendering to his.

And I watched, helpless, as the man who had taken everything from me was now giving my wife
something I never could.

Scott, still moving slowly, tenderly inside Leah, pulled his lips from hers just long enough to glance in my
direction. His eyes locked with mine, his smirk returning for just a second before he spoke.

“You can go home now, Brian,” he said, his voice calm, almost casual, as if he were telling me something
as mundane as the weather. “She’s spending the night with me.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut, and I stood there, frozen, unable to fully process what he had
just said. My mind reeled, my chest tightening as I watched him continue to kiss her, his body pressed
into hers, their movements still slow, intimate. Leah’s breathing hitched at his words, her body reacting
in a way I hadn’t expected.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping the sheets beneath her as her hips rocked against his. I saw
the way her body tensed, how her lips parted as a soft moan escaped her. She was responding to him—
not just to his touch, but to his words.

Another orgasm was building inside her.

Scott knew it. He felt it. His smirk deepened as he kissed her again, his hand trailing down her side,
caressing her skin as he spoke softly against her lips. “You like that, don’t you? Knowing you’re mine for
the night.”

Leah whimpered, her body trembling beneath him, her back arching as her legs wrapped tighter around
his waist. She was close, so close to the edge, and Scott wasn’t going to stop until he pushed her over
again.

“Go on, Brian,” Scott muttered, his eyes flicking back to me as he continued to thrust into her, slow and
steady. “She’ll be fine. I’ll take care of her.”



I stood there, every fiber of my being screaming to do something—to intervene, to pull her away from
him, to stop this. But my feet felt like they were cemented to the ground. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t
speak. All I could do was watch as Leah, my wife, responded to him in ways I never thought possible.

Her body tensed again, her breaths coming in sharp gasps as another orgasm washed over her. Her cries
were soft, but filled with undeniable pleasure, her fingers digging into the sheets as her body rocked
beneath him. Scott groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her slowly, drawing out every
wave of pleasure.

I felt sick. My stomach twisted painfully as I realized that this was it. She was his now. And I couldn’t
change that.

Scott didn’t even glance at me as he continued to kiss her, his lips trailing down her neck as Leah
trembled beneath him, her body still wracked with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Go home, Brian,” he
repeated, his voice low and filled with satisfaction. “She’ll be here when I’m done with her.”

My heart pounded in my chest, my mind racing as I turned to leave, my legs feeling heavy with each
step. I didn’t know what to think—what to feel. All I knew was that Scott had taken her completely, in
every way, and I had let it happen.

I walked out of the bedroom, the sound of their soft moans and kisses still echoing in my ears. The door
closed behind me with a finality that made my stomach churn, and I knew in that moment, as I stepped
outside into the cool night air, that nothing would ever be the same again.

Leah was staying the night with Scott. And I was leaving her behind.

Leah’s Perspective:

As Scott’s lips moved slowly over mine, I felt every part of me trembling, not just from the exhaustion of
everything that had happened, but from the way my body responded to him. It was as if I had no control
anymore, as if I had surrendered completely—not just to him, but to the way he made me feel.

My body was on fire, every nerve buzzing with intensity. His hands roamed over me, not roughly like
before, but with a tenderness that was almost shocking. I should’ve been angry, or ashamed, or
something, but all I felt was an overwhelming flood of sensation. My mind was blank, lost in the softness
of his touch, the warmth of his breath against my skin.

And then I heard it. His voice, low and commanding, as he spoke to Brian. "You can go home now. She’s
spending the night with me."

Something inside me tensed. Not from fear, but from something else. I don’t know why, but the moment
he said those words, I felt my body react. A sudden surge of arousal pulsed through me, my breath
hitching in my throat as I realized what was happening. My skin prickled, my muscles tightened, and
before I could stop it, another wave of pleasure rushed through me.

I moaned, my back arching beneath Scott, my hands gripping the sheets as the orgasm hit me, soft but
powerful, washing over me in slow, rolling waves. I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t control it. His words had
done something to me—something that both terrified and thrilled me.



I didn’t look at Brian. I couldn’t. My eyes stayed closed as Scott’s lips pressed against my neck, his hands
still moving over my body, slow and deliberate. His weight on top of me felt comforting in a way I didn’t
understand, and as his hips continued to move, I felt myself sinking deeper into the moment,
surrendering completely.

“Good girl,” Scott whispered against my skin, his breath hot in my ear. “You’re mine now. For tonight,
you’re all mine.”

Another shiver ran through me. His words echoed in my mind, and though I should have felt ashamed—
should have wanted to push him away—my body betrayed me again. My heart raced, my breathing
uneven as I realized how much I craved what he was giving me.

I felt the bed shift as Brian stood up, and I knew he was leaving. I wanted to say something, to call out to
him, to ask him to stay—but the words wouldn’t come. My throat was tight, my body overwhelmed by
the sensations that still lingered from the orgasm. Scott’s lips were on mine again, gentle but insistent,
and all I could do was melt into him.

I heard the door close, and I knew Brian was gone. A pang of guilt shot through me, but it was quickly
drowned out by the overwhelming flood of desire that Scott’s touch brought back to the surface. He
kissed me deeply, his hands sliding over my hips, pulling me closer to him as he pressed his body to
mine.

“I told you,” Scott murmured against my lips, “you’d love this.”

I moaned softly, my body reacting without thought, my legs wrapping around his waist as he continued
to move inside me. His pace was slow, almost agonizingly tender, and I could feel every inch of him filling
me. There was no roughness now—just a strange, intoxicating intimacy that made my head spin.

My fingers found their way into his hair, pulling him closer as I kissed him back, my body moving with
his, matching his slow, deliberate rhythm. Each thrust sent a wave of heat through me, my skin buzzing
with electricity as I gave myself over to him completely.

“I… I don’t know why,” I whispered against his lips, my voice shaking. “I don’t know why I feel like this…”

Scott smiled against my mouth, his hand cupping my cheek as he kissed me again, silencing any further
words. “It doesn’t matter, Leah,” he whispered, his voice soft but firm. “Just let go. Don’t fight it.”

I moaned again, my body arching beneath him as I did exactly that. I let go. I stopped fighting the
emotions that were swirling inside me, stopped questioning why I felt the way I did. All I knew was that
Scott was here, his body pressed against mine, his hands roaming over my skin, and that in this moment,
nothing else mattered.

The guilt, the confusion, the fear—they all faded away as I let myself get lost in him. And in that
moment, I wasn’t thinking about Brian, or the consequences, or anything else. All I could think about
was the way Scott made me feel, the way my body responded to him, the way he held me, kissed me,
touched me.



For tonight, I was his.

And as his lips moved over mine, his hands tracing slow, delicate patterns over my skin, I realized that I
didn’t want it to stop. Not yet. Not while my body was still trembling with pleasure, still buzzing with the
electricity of what he had done to me.

I moaned softly into his mouth, my fingers digging into his shoulders as his slow, steady rhythm pushed
me closer to the edge once more. This time, it wasn’t a rough, overwhelming orgasm. It was softer, more
intimate, but just as powerful. And as my body trembled beneath him, I realized that something had
changed inside me.

I had surrendered to Scott. Completely.

As Scott’s lips moved over mine, I felt something different stir inside me—something deeper than just
the overwhelming physical pleasure he’d drawn from me all night. It was like all the walls I had carefully
built over the years were dissolving, crumbling under his touch, leaving me vulnerable in a way I had
never experienced before.

I had been kissed before, touched before, but never like this. The way Scott's rough hands glided over
my skin, the way his breath hitched slightly as he took in every inch of my body—he wasn’t just using
me; he was absorbing me. And for the first time, I didn’t hold back. I didn’t censor myself.

My breath caught in my throat as I allowed myself to feel everything—to really feel what was happening
without guilt or shame clouding my senses. Scott’s body, so different from Brian’s, was crude, raw,
imperfect. His skin was rough, his belly soft, his appearance so far from what I had always considered
attractive. But that contrast—that very difference—heightened the intensity of my arousal.

The fact that someone so opposite of what I would have chosen now had me, completely, made my
body react in ways I hadn’t known were possible.

I moaned softly as Scott's lips trailed down my neck again, his stubble grazing my skin, sending shivers
down my spine. My hands, no longer trembling, roamed over his broad, sweat-slicked shoulders, feeling
the roughness of his muscles. My touch didn’t hesitate anymore. I craved the feel of him, the way his
ugliness only added to the power he had over me.

It was freeing. I no longer cared about appearances, no longer cared about the image I had to maintain.
With Scott, I could be raw, I could be honest, I could say things I had never been able to admit aloud.

“You make me feel… different,” I whispered breathlessly, my voice soft but filled with the truth I had
been holding back. “I don’t understand it… but I need it.”

Scott pulled back slightly, his dark eyes locking onto mine. His smirk was gone now, replaced with
something more focused, more intense. He leaned down, kissing me slowly, his lips soft but demanding,
as if he wanted to pull every bit of truth from me.

“Tell me,” he murmured against my lips, his voice low and thick with desire. “Tell me how I make you
feel, Leah.”



My breath hitched as I searched for the words, my mind spinning with the sensation of his body pressing
against mine, filling me slowly with every gentle thrust. The contrast between Scott’s rough figure and
the control he had over me made my heart race in ways I couldn’t explain.

“You make me feel… free,” I admitted, my voice barely more than a whisper. “It’s like… I don’t have to be
anyone else. I can just be me.”

Scott’s lips curled into a slow smile as he kissed me again, his pace never quickening, but every
movement deliberate and deep. “That’s because with me,” he murmured, “you are free. You don’t have
to pretend. You don’t have to hold back.”

His words sent a shiver through me, and I realized that he was right. With Brian, I had always felt the
need to be someone—someone perfect, someone in control. But with Scott, all of that fell away. I could
give in to my desires, to the parts of me I had kept hidden for so long. I could surrender without shame.

“I’ve never felt like this before,” I whispered, my fingers tangling in his hair as his lips pressed to mine
again, softer this time. “With anyone.”

Scott groaned softly against my lips, his body moving with mine in a rhythm that felt like it had been
made just for us. His hands slid down my sides, gripping my hips as he filled me again, slowly,
purposefully. “That’s because no one else knows how to take you the way I do,” he murmured, his voice
rough but filled with certainty.

I moaned, my back arching as I pressed closer to him, my body completely alive under his touch. His
rough hands were possessive, and the contrast between his flawed, weathered body and the intensity of
his touch made me crave him more. There was something so primal, so real, in the way he touched me,
kissed me, made love to me.

With Brian, everything had always been gentle, careful, predictable. I loved him, but Scott made me feel
something wild, something untamed. His roughness was liberating, his dominance intoxicating. I had
never allowed myself to feel so completely owned by someone before. And now, as I lay beneath him, I
realized I didn’t want to resist.

“You’re so different from him,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I let the words slip out. “But that’s
why… that’s why I can’t stop.”

Scott grinned, his hands gripping my hips harder, pulling me into him as he kissed me deeply, his tongue
sliding against mine, consuming me. “You don’t want to stop,” he growled against my lips, his voice dark
and commanding. “You want more.”

I nodded, my breath catching as his words sent another surge of arousal through me. “Yes,” I gasped, my
fingers digging into his back, pulling him closer. “I want more.”

Scott’s grin widened as he kissed me again, harder this time, his pace quickening just slightly as he
pushed me closer to the edge. “I’m going to give you more,” he muttered, his voice filled with the same
confidence he had shown all night. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

And I did.



I moaned louder, my body trembling as Scott’s pace quickened, the rhythm of our bodies moving
together sending me spiraling toward another climax. This time, it wasn’t the forceful, overwhelming
orgasms he had drawn from me earlier. This one built slowly, like a simmering fire, until it consumed me
completely.

I cried out, my body arching beneath him as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me, my mind
spinning with the realization of how much I wanted this—how much I wanted him. The raw, imperfect,
undeniable power he held over me was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and in that moment, I
didn’t care about anything else.

I was free.

And as Scott’s hands gripped me tighter, his lips moving over mine, I knew that this was exactly what I
had been craving all along.

Scott’s hands tightened on my hips as he pulled me closer, his breath hot against my neck. His body
pressed down on mine, the slow rhythm of his hips pushing me further into the blissful haze I was
already lost in. The way he moved inside me, slow yet deliberate, felt different from anything I had ever
known. It wasn’t just sex—it was something more, something deeper. Every touch, every kiss, every
sound that escaped his lips sent another surge of desire coursing through me, unraveling everything I
thought I knew about myself.

I could feel the tension building again, slowly, more intimately this time. My body responded to him in
ways I never expected, and as I clung to him, my fingers gripping his back, I realized that I wasn’t just
letting go physically—I was letting go emotionally. I had never allowed myself to surrender like this
before. Not fully. Not with anyone.

Scott must have sensed it too, because he slowed his movements even more, his lips brushing against
my ear as he whispered, “Let go, Leah. Don’t hold anything back. I want all of you.”

His words sent a shiver through me, and for the first time, I truly allowed myself to give in completely.
Every part of me—mind, body, and soul—was his in that moment. My breath came in ragged gasps as
his hands roamed over my body, touching me in ways that made my skin burn with need. I had never felt
so exposed, so raw, but at the same time, so free.

“I… I’ve never felt like this,” I whispered, my voice shaking with both emotion and arousal. “I’ve never
wanted to let go like this before.”

Scott groaned softly, his hands sliding down my sides, gripping me tighter. “That’s because you’ve never
been with someone who knows how to take you like this,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.
“Don’t hold back. I want to hear you. I want you to feel everything.”

His words sent another pulse of arousal through me, and I moaned softly, my body trembling beneath
him as I felt the pleasure building again. My hips moved in time with his, and every slow, deliberate
thrust brought me closer to the edge. But this time, it wasn’t just the physical sensation—it was the
emotional release, the freedom of being able to give myself to someone without reservation.



“I need more,” I whispered, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “I want all of you.”

Scott’s eyes darkened with desire as he leaned down, capturing my lips in a deep, intense kiss. His pace
quickened slightly, just enough to send me spiraling closer to the edge, but still slow enough to savor
every second. His hands moved over my body, gripping my hips, guiding me as I met his thrusts, my body
moving in perfect sync with his.

“I’m going to give you everything, Leah,” he growled against my lips, his voice thick with need. “But you
have to give me all of you.”

His words hit me like a wave, crashing over me, and I realized that I had already given him everything.
There was nothing left to hold back. I had surrendered completely, and the weight of that realization
sent me spiraling into the most intense pleasure I had ever felt.

“Scott…” I gasped, my body trembling as the pleasure built to an unbearable intensity. “I can’t… I can’t
hold it back anymore.”

“Don’t,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my neck as he thrust into me harder, deeper. “Let it go.
Let me feel you.”

His words, his touch, the intensity in his voice—it was all too much. My body tensed, every muscle
tightening as the orgasm crashed over me, more powerful than anything I had ever experienced. I cried
out, my back arching as wave after wave of pleasure tore through me, my body convulsing beneath him
as I completely let go.

And in that moment, something shifted in Scott too.

He groaned, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate as my release pushed him closer to
his own edge. His hands gripped me tightly, his breath ragged as he buried his face in my neck, his body
trembling with the intensity of it all.

“I’m going to cum,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, filled with both need and something more. “You’re
going to make me cum, Leah.”

I moaned, my body still trembling from my orgasm, and I tightened my legs around him, pulling him
closer, needing to feel him fully. “Do it,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “I want to feel it. I
want to feel all of you.”

Scott groaned louder, his pace quickening as his hands gripped my hips, pulling me against him. I could
feel his body tensing, his breath hitching as he neared his release, and the intimacy of it all—knowing
that he was going to lose control with me—pushed me even further.

And then, with a deep, guttural moan, Scott came.

His body tensed above mine, his hips pressing into me as he buried himself deep inside me, his release
spilling into me as he trembled with the force of it. I could feel every pulse, every shudder, and the raw
intimacy of it left me breathless.



We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies tangled together, both of us panting, our hearts pounding
in sync. It wasn’t just about the physical release—it was about something deeper. Something neither of
us had ever experienced before.

As Scott collapsed beside me, pulling me close, I realized that for the first time in my life, I had truly let
go. I had given myself over to someone completely, without fear, without hesitation.

The morning light filtered softly through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the room. I blinked
slowly, my body still heavy with the exhaustion from the night before, every muscle relaxed in a way that
I hadn’t felt in a long time. For a moment, I didn’t move, letting myself revel in the warmth of the bed
and the solid presence beside me. Scott’s arm was draped over my waist, his body pressed against mine,
his breath slow and steady against the back of my neck.

I smiled to myself, the memory of everything that had happened flooding back into my mind. My body
tingled with a mix of satisfaction and awe, the remnants of the previous night still lingering in every inch
of me. I shifted slightly, feeling Scott stir behind me, and that’s when I noticed it—his thick cock, pressed
against my thigh, hardening slightly as he slept.

The familiar feeling of heat pooled low in my belly, and without thinking, my hand slid down between
us, my fingers brushing over his length. He was already halfway hard, and as I wrapped my fingers
around him, I couldn’t help but smile. His cock had done things to me I hadn’t thought possible, had
brought me to heights I’d never imagined. And now, holding him in my hand, I appreciated it in a whole
new way.

I shifted gently, careful not to wake him just yet. I let my fingers trace the ridges and veins along his
shaft, feeling him grow harder in my grip. It was slow at first, a soft caress, but I couldn’t resist the pull
any longer. The warmth, the weight of him—it was intoxicating.

Carefully, I shifted further down his body, moving so I could take him into my mouth. I felt his body stir
slightly, a soft sound escaping his lips, but he didn’t fully wake yet. I was quiet, deliberate, wanting to
savor the moment, wanting to show him my gratitude in the most intimate way I knew how.

With a gentle kiss, I pressed my lips to the tip of his cock, my tongue flicking out to taste him. He
groaned softly in his sleep, and I felt him harden even more in my hand. Slowly, I took him deeper, my
lips sliding over his length, feeling the familiar stretch of him filling my mouth. The sensation was just as
intoxicating as the night before, but this time, it was different. There was no rush, no pressure—just me
and him, in this quiet, intimate moment.

Scott stirred more now, his breathing changing as he became aware of what I was doing. I could feel him
twitch in my mouth, and I glanced up at him. His eyes fluttered open, still heavy with sleep, but the
moment his gaze met mine, a slow, lazy smile spread across his face.

"Good morning," he murmured, his voice rough from sleep but laced with amusement and satisfaction.
His hand slid into my hair, gently guiding me as I took him deeper, my mouth moving over him with soft,
deliberate strokes.

I smiled around him, the sound of his voice sending a shiver of pleasure through me. His hand rested on
the back of my head, not forcing me, just there, enjoying the moment as much as I was. I loved the way



he felt in my mouth, the way his body responded to my touch, how his cock was becoming fully rigid
under the slow, intimate attention I was giving him.

I took him deeper, my tongue swirling around his head, tasting him as I worked my lips along his length.
Scott groaned softly, his hips lifting ever so slightly to meet the movement of my mouth, and I knew he
was enjoying every second of it. His cock, now fully hard, throbbed against my tongue, and I could feel
the tension building in him, though we both knew there was no hurry.

"You’re getting good at that," Scott said, his voice deep, the sleepy amusement still in his tone. His hand
tightened slightly in my hair, and I could feel the heat building between us again, just like the night
before.

I moaned softly around him, the sound vibrating through his cock, and he grunted, his hips moving with
me now. It was slow, unhurried, but the heat between us was undeniable. I couldn’t help but smile
around him as I continued, knowing that he had already taken me places I had never thought possible—
and now, in this quiet morning light, I was giving something back to him.

Scott’s body tensed slightly, his breath coming in heavier now as he looked down at me, his eyes filled
with that same dark hunger that had consumed him the night before. He smiled, his lips curling into a
grin as he gently tugged at my hair, pulling me up to meet his gaze.

"You’re going to make me lose control if you keep that up," he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

But I didn’t stop. Instead, I took him even deeper, my hands resting on his thighs as I moved over him,
savoring every sound, every twitch of his body, every breathless groan that escaped his lips.

And as Scott’s grip tightened in my hair, as his body tensed and his hips began to move more insistently, I
knew that this was only the beginning of what we would share today.

The moment I pulled my lips from him, I could feel the heat between us rising again, stronger than ever.
His eyes were locked onto mine, filled with that same dark desire that had consumed us the night
before. But this time, it was different. There was no hesitation in me, no second-guessing, no fear of
what was happening or what I was doing.

I wanted him. I needed him.

“Scott…” I whispered, my voice breathy and filled with the raw desire that pulsed through my veins. “I
want more.”

His eyes darkened, a slow grin curling at the corner of his mouth as he watched me, his hand still resting
lightly in my hair. I could feel the tension between us, the way my words hung in the air, and I didn’t hold
back anymore. I couldn’t. I was free—free to want, free to feel, free to take what I needed.

I climbed on top of him, straddling his waist, my body trembling slightly with the anticipation of what
was about to happen. His thick cock pressed against me, still hard, and I could feel the heat of him,
ready, waiting for me. My breath hitched as I positioned myself above him, my hands resting on his chest
as I leaned down, my lips brushing against his.



“I don’t want to hold back anymore,” I whispered against his lips, my voice trembling with the weight of
the truth I was finally able to speak. “I want all of you. I need to feel you… like never before.”

Scott groaned softly, his hands sliding up my thighs, gripping my hips as he positioned me above him. His
eyes locked onto mine, and I could see that same hunger reflected in his gaze. But there was something
else, too—something deeper, something that went beyond the physical. He was giving me the space to
be honest, to say what I had never said before.

“Tell me,” he muttered, his voice rough but filled with a commanding presence. “Tell me how you feel.”

I looked down at him, my heart racing, my body aching for him, and for the first time, I didn’t feel the
need to hide anything. I let the words spill out, raw and unfiltered, the truth that I had been holding
back for too long.

“You make me feel alive,” I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion. “More alive than I’ve ever felt.
I don’t know why… I don’t know how… but with you, I don’t have to pretend. I don’t have to hold
anything back.”

Scott’s eyes darkened with desire, his hands gripping my hips tighter as I slowly lowered myself onto
him, feeling every inch of him as he filled me. The sensation was overwhelming, my body trembling with
the intensity of it, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

“I want you,” I whispered, my breath hitching as I settled on top of him, my body pressing against his as I
rocked my hips slowly. “I want all of you, Scott. I want to feel everything… every part of you.”

Scott groaned, his hands guiding my hips as I moved over him, his cock stretching me in ways that made
my head spin. “You’re mine, Leah,” he muttered, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re going to feel
everything.”

I moaned, my head falling back as the pleasure surged through me, my body moving in rhythm with his.
There was nothing holding me back anymore—no guilt, no hesitation, no fear. I was free to feel, free to
want, free to give myself to him in ways I never had with anyone else.

“You make me feel different,” I gasped, my hands pressing against his chest as I moved faster, the
intensity of the pleasure building inside me. “No one has ever made me feel like this before.”

Scott groaned, his grip tightening on my hips as he thrust up into me, meeting my movements with a
rhythm that sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body. “That’s because no one else knows how to
take you like I do,” he muttered, his voice rough, his breath coming in heavy gasps.

I moaned louder, my body trembling as the tension inside me built, every nerve alight with the fire he
had ignited. I had never felt anything like this before—this kind of connection, this kind of freedom. I
wasn’t just moving on top of him—I was giving myself to him completely, without reservation, without
holding anything back.

“I need you,” I gasped, my voice trembling as I felt the orgasm building inside me, stronger and more
powerful than anything I had felt before. “I need all of you.”



Scott’s eyes locked onto mine, his breath heavy as he thrust up into me harder, his hands guiding me,
pushing me closer to the edge. “You have all of me,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire. “Now let
go, Leah. Let me feel it.”

And I did.

With a final cry, my body tensed, the orgasm crashing over me like a wave, consuming me completely. I
gasped, my hands gripping his chest as the pleasure ripped through me, my body shaking uncontrollably
as I came hard, harder than I ever had before.

Scott groaned, his hands gripping me tightly as he thrust up into me one last time, his body tensing
beneath mine. And then, with a deep, guttural moan, he came too, his release filling me as our bodies
moved together, locked in the most intimate, powerful connection I had ever experienced.

We stayed like that, tangled together, our bodies trembling, our breaths coming in heavy gasps. There
was no need for words. The connection between us was undeniable, and as I lay there, my body still
pressed against his, I knew that something had changed inside me.

I had given myself to him completely, and in doing so, I had found a freedom I never knew I needed.

Brian’s Perspective:

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the clock as the early morning light began to creep through the
blinds. The night had been long, agonizingly so, filled with nothing but silence and my own thoughts.
The empty bed beside me felt colder than ever, a stark reminder of what had happened just a few hours
ago. Leah wasn’t here. She had spent the night with Scott. And I knew, deep down, that nothing would
be the same after this.

My mind raced with images, with the sound of her voice, the way her body had responded to him right
in front of me. It was everything I thought I could handle, everything I thought I wanted… but now,
sitting here alone in the dim morning light, the weight of it all pressed down on me.

I heard the door creak open downstairs, the soft sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor. My heart
jumped in my chest, and I stood up, my body tensing as I listened to the quiet, deliberate footsteps. It
was Leah. She was home.

I didn’t move. I just stood there, waiting, my heart pounding in my chest as I heard her slowly ascend the
stairs. Each step seemed to echo louder than it should have, the house suddenly too quiet, too still.

And then she appeared in the doorway.

Leah stood there, her hair slightly disheveled, her makeup faintly smudged, but she still looked every bit
as beautiful as she had the night before. She was wearing the same white shirt and heels she had left in,
the shirt slightly wrinkled from the night spent with Scott, and her legs still long and bare beneath the
hem. She looked like she had just walked out of a dream—or maybe a nightmare—I wasn’t sure which
anymore.



Our eyes met, and for a moment, neither of us said a word. I couldn’t speak. I didn’t know what to say. I
just stood there, taking her in, trying to process what it meant to see her like this, after everything that
had happened.

Leah’s eyes were soft, but there was a different look in them—a weight, an awareness that hadn’t been
there before. She shifted slightly, and the sound of her heels on the floor brought me back to the
present, reminding me that this was real. That she had been with him. That she had spent the night in
his bed, while I had waited here, alone.

“I’m home,” she said softly, her voice almost a whisper.

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Home. But was this still her home? Was I still her husband? I
didn’t know anymore.

I swallowed hard, trying to find the right words, but everything felt stuck in my throat. All I could do was
nod, my eyes trailing down her body, lingering on the shirt that barely covered her thighs, the heels that
she hadn’t taken off, as if she hadn’t yet fully returned. The image of her leaving in that outfit the night
before, walking to Scott’s, flashed in my mind, and now, seeing her standing here after everything… it
was almost too much to bear.

She stepped toward me, her movements slow, deliberate, like she was testing the waters, unsure of
what my reaction would be. And to be honest, I didn’t know how to react either. Part of me was furious,
part of me heartbroken, but another part of me—a part I didn’t want to admit—was still aroused by it
all. The sight of her, after spending a night with him, stirred something in me that I couldn’t quite put
into words.

Leah took another step closer, her eyes never leaving mine, and I could see the guilt, the confusion, the
weight of what had happened in her expression. But there was something else there, too—something
deeper. She looked different, more aware of herself, more confident in a way I hadn’t seen before. It was
like she had come back to me, but not entirely the same person she had been when she left.

“I…” She hesitated, her voice trembling slightly. “I didn’t want it to be like this. I didn’t expect…”

Her words trailed off, and I could see the struggle in her eyes. She was trying to explain, trying to find a
way to make me understand, but I didn’t know if I was ready to hear it.

“What was it like?” I finally asked, my voice sounding more hollow than I intended. I wasn’t sure if I
really wanted to know, but the question came out before I could stop it.

Leah’s breath hitched, and she looked down at the floor for a moment before meeting my eyes again. “It
was… different,” she admitted, her voice soft. “It was… freeing, in a way I can’t explain. I wasn’t
expecting to feel like that.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to process what she was saying. She had felt free. With him.
And as much as I wanted to be angry, as much as I wanted to feel betrayed, I couldn’t help but feel…
envious. Envious that Scott had unlocked something in her that I hadn’t. Envious that she had
experienced something with him that had changed her.



“I don’t know what this means for us,” she said, her voice trembling again. “But I’m here. I came back.”

The room felt heavy with her words, the weight of the night before pressing down on both of us. She
came back, but what had she come back to? I wanted to reach out, to pull her close, to make sense of it
all, but my hands stayed at my sides, frozen, unsure of what to do.

“I don’t know either,” I finally whispered, my voice barely audible.

Leah stepped closer again, her hand reaching out to gently touch my arm, her fingers light against my
skin. “But we’ll figure it out,” she said softly, her eyes searching mine, pleading for some kind of
understanding, some kind of connection.

And despite everything, despite the ache in my chest and the confusion in my mind, I nodded. Because I
knew, deep down, that she was right. We had to figure it out. There was no going back now.

But as I looked at her, still standing in that white shirt, still wearing the heels she had walked to his house
in, I couldn’t help but wonder if things had already changed too much. If we were already too far gone.

As Leah stood in front of me, I could sense it immediately—the familiar flush of her skin, the way her lips
were swollen, slightly parted, still wet with the remnants of her last kiss. Her skin had that unmistakable
glow, a warmth that radiated from deep inside her, as if she had just been claimed moments ago.

She had been with Scott, just minutes ago.

I knew it before I even asked, but the words still left my mouth before I could stop them. “Did you… were
you just with him?”

Leah’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat as she glanced away for a moment, unable to
meet my gaze. She didn’t need to say anything—her silence was answer enough. I felt the knot in my
stomach tighten, but instead of the anger I expected, a sudden, uncontrollable need surged through me.
I couldn’t explain it. It was primal, raw, something I had felt before. I knew what Scott had done to her,
and instead of repelling me, it pulled me in.

“Brian…” she whispered, her voice trembling with both guilt and something else—something I couldn’t
quite place.

But I wasn’t listening. I couldn’t. All I could see was the evidence of what had just happened, the way her
body still glowed with the aftermath of their coupling. I could feel the heat radiating off her, see the
slight tremble in her legs as she stood there, exposed, vulnerable, and completely irresistible.

Without thinking, I moved toward her, my hands reaching for the buttons of the white shirt she was still
wearing. Leah gasped, her eyes widening as I roughly undid each one, her body reacting instinctively to
my touch. The shirt fell open, revealing the soft, flushed skin of her chest and stomach. Her breath
quickened, but she didn’t stop me. She didn’t protest.

I stripped the shirt from her body, tossing it to the side, my hands moving with a desperation I couldn’t
control. Leah’s heels clacked softly on the floor as she stepped back, but there was no escaping what
was happening. I was consumed by the sight of her—the way her body had been taken, used, claimed. It



wasn’t just the thought of Scott that was driving me wild. It was the fact that she was mine, too, and
right now, I needed to make sure she knew it.

“Brian, wait…” she whispered, her voice shaky as I pushed her gently back onto the bed, her legs parting
as she sat down. “You don’t have to—”

But I wasn’t listening. I couldn’t. I was already too far gone.

I knelt between her legs, my eyes fixed on the undeniable evidence of her recent coupling. Her thighs
were slick, her skin flushed, and there, glistening in the light, was the unmistakable wetness that told me
everything I needed to know.

Scott had been inside her.

And now, so would I.

I leaned in, my breath hot against her inner thighs, my hands gripping her hips as I pulled her closer.
Leah gasped, her hands reaching down to push me back, but it was too late. My need for her was too
overwhelming, too powerful to resist. I was drawn to her, to the heat, the scent, the taste of her. I
needed to claim her, to take her in a way that erased everything else.

“Brian, please…” she whimpered, her hands pressing against my shoulders, but her voice was weak, her
resistance half-hearted.

I ignored her protests, my mouth descending on her slick, sodden sex. The taste of her filled my senses,
and I groaned, the sound vibrating against her as my tongue flicked over her swollen clit. Leah’s body
jerked beneath me, her legs trembling as I devoured her, my mouth moving with a hunger I hadn’t
known I was capable of.

She tried to push me back again, her hands pressing harder against my shoulders, but I held her hips
firmly in place, my tongue working relentlessly as I licked and sucked her clit. Leah moaned, her head
falling back against the bed as her body betrayed her, responding to every movement of my mouth. Her
legs quivered, her toes curling as I dragged her closer to the edge, closer to the release she was trying to
resist.

“Brian…” she gasped, her voice breathless and filled with a mix of pleasure and desperation. “You don’t
have to… oh God…”

But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. The taste of her, the feel of her trembling beneath me, the way her body
responded to my every touch—it was intoxicating. I wanted to consume her, to erase any trace of Scott
from her body, to make her mine again. My tongue moved faster, flicking over her clit before pressing
deeper, tasting the slick evidence of their coupling, devouring every inch of her.

Leah’s moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me as she tried to hold on, tried to resist the
pleasure that was building inside her. But it was useless. Her hips bucked against my mouth, her thighs
tightening around my head as she gave in, her hands gripping the sheets as she moaned my name.



“Brian… oh God, Brian…” she cried, her voice breaking as the orgasm crashed over her, her body
convulsing beneath me as I continued to lick and suck, drawing every last bit of pleasure from her
trembling form.

Her toes curled, her back arching off the bed as she came hard, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps
as the pleasure consumed her. I didn’t stop, my mouth still working over her, pushing her further, deeper
into the orgasm as her body shook uncontrollably.

Finally, when her hands weakly pushed at my shoulders, her voice trembling, I slowed, my tongue gently
flicking over her one last time before pulling back. I sat up, my breath coming in heavy gasps, my eyes
locked on hers.

Leah lay there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her legs still trembling, her skin flushed and glowing.
Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, neither of us said anything. The room was filled with the sound
of our breathing, the weight of what had just happened hanging in the air between us.

I had devoured her, claimed her, and yet… something had changed. Something had shifted between us.

And as I knelt there, looking down at her, I couldn’t help but wonder what it all meant.

Leah lay there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her legs still trembling, her skin flushed and glowing.
Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, neither of us said anything. The room was filled with the sound
of our breathing, the weight of what had just happened hanging in the air between us.

I had devoured her, claimed her, and yet… something had changed. Something had shifted between us.

And as I knelt there, looking down at her, I couldn’t help but wonder what it all meant.

Leah lay there, her body still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm, her chest rising and falling as
she tried to catch her breath. The look in her eyes was one of shock, disbelief, and something more—
something deeper. She stared at me, her brow furrowing slightly as she processed what had just
happened.

I could see it in her expression, the realization dawning on her, the weight of my actions sinking in. She
knew. She knew exactly what I had done—what I had tasted. The evidence of Scott still inside her, and
yet, I hadn’t hesitated. I hadn’t held back.

"Brian…" she whispered, her voice shaky, filled with both confusion and disbelief. "Why? Why did you do
that?"

Her question hung in the air, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. The truth was raw, and I
wasn’t sure I could put it into words. But as I looked down at her, lying there beneath me, her legs still
parted, her body still responding to me, I knew I had to tell her. I had to be honest, no matter how
vulnerable it made me feel.

I moved over her, positioning myself between her legs, my hands gripping her thighs as I slowly entered
her. Leah gasped, her eyes widening as I filled her, the sensation overwhelming her senses. But I didn’t



stop. I couldn’t. I needed to feel her, to reclaim her, to remind her that she was still mine, despite
everything.

"I did it because…" I muttered, my voice low and filled with a raw, primal need, "because I had to. I had
to make you mine again."

Leah’s breath hitched, her body tensing beneath me as the weight of my words washed over her. I could
see the way her mind was racing, processing what I had said, and I knew she understood. She could feel
it too—that primal urge that had driven me, the need to take her back, to erase any trace of Scott from
her body, to remind her of the connection we still had.

"But he…" she whispered, her voice trembling as her body responded to the slow, deliberate thrusts of
my hips. "He was just… and you…"

"I know," I interrupted, my voice rough as I pushed deeper into her, my hands gripping her thighs tighter.
"I know what he did. I know what happened. But I needed to taste you. I needed to remind myself that
you’re still mine."

Leah moaned, her body arching beneath me as the words sank in, the truth of them hitting her as hard
as they had hit me. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper into her, her breath coming in
short, desperate gasps.

"I needed you," I continued, my voice thick with emotion as I thrust into her again, harder this time. "I
needed to reclaim you. To make you feel me."

Leah gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as her body responded to my words, her hips lifting to meet
mine as I moved faster, more urgently. She was on the edge again, teetering between the shock of my
confession and the overwhelming pleasure that was building inside her.

Her eyes locked onto mine, wide and filled with something raw, something she hadn’t shown me before.
I could see the conflict in her gaze—the guilt, the confusion, but also the undeniable arousal that surged
through her body.

"I’m still yours," she gasped, her voice trembling as she felt herself slipping closer to the edge. "I’ve
always been yours."

Those words—those simple, desperate words—pushed me over the edge, and I thrust into her harder,
my hands gripping her hips as I took her with a renewed sense of purpose. The sound of our bodies
moving together filled the room, our breathing heavy, our connection undeniable.

Leah cried out, her body tensing as the orgasm hit her, her legs tightening around me as she came hard,
her moans filling the air. I could feel her trembling beneath me, her body clenching around me as I
continued to thrust into her, claiming her, reclaiming her.

Her hands reached up, gripping my shoulders as she held on, her head falling back against the bed as
wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I needed to feel every inch of her,
needed to remind her of the connection we had, the bond that had never been broken, no matter what
had happened with Scott.



Leah’s body shook with the force of her release, her moans growing louder as she came again, the
pleasure overwhelming her. And as I watched her, as I felt her pulse around me, I knew—deep down—
that this was what I had needed all along. To reclaim her. To take her back.

To remind her that she was still mine.

As I thrust into her one last time, my own release crashing over me, I groaned, my body tensing as I
spilled into her. The pleasure was intense, raw, and powerful, and in that moment, everything else faded
away. There was no Scott, no betrayal—just us, connected in a way that nothing could break.

And as Leah lay beneath me, her body trembling, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps, I knew that
this was our beginning. A new start, forged in the heat of passion and the raw need to reclaim what was
ours.

She was still mine.

And I was still hers.

After everything had settled, the air between us still thick with the raw intimacy we’d just shared, I
found myself lying next to Leah, her body still warm and trembling beside mine. The room was quiet
now, our heavy breathing slowly returning to normal. The rush of emotions—lust, need, and confusion—
had begun to fade, leaving space for something else. A strange sense of calm.

I turned my head to look at her, her eyes half-closed, but I could tell she was still processing everything
too. Her skin still glowed from the intensity of what we had just done, but now, without the distraction
of passion, I found myself thinking about why I wasn’t angry. Why, after everything, the feeling gnawing
at me wasn’t rage but something else—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

Leah must have sensed the shift in my mood because her eyes opened fully, and she looked over at me,
her lips parting slightly as if she wanted to say something, but wasn’t sure how.

"Brian…" she began, her voice soft, cautious.

I stayed quiet for a moment, staring at the ceiling, trying to gather my thoughts. I should’ve been
furious, I should’ve felt betrayed. The woman I loved had just spent the night with another man,
intimately, and I had seen the evidence of that all over her when she walked in this morning. But
instead, what I felt was more complicated than that—something that surprised even me.

“I’m not mad,” I said suddenly, my voice almost surprising me as the words left my lips.

Leah’s eyes widened, her brow furrowing slightly in confusion. “You’re not?”

I shook my head, turning to face her fully. “I thought I would be… or at least, I thought I should be. But
I’m not.”

She blinked, clearly unsure of what to make of my admission. “How can you not be mad? After
everything that happened? I—” She trailed off, her voice cracking slightly with guilt.



I reached out, taking her hand in mine, feeling the warmth of her skin. “I don’t know,” I admitted
honestly. “I thought seeing you like that, knowing what you and Scott did, would make me angry.
Jealous, maybe. And don’t get me wrong—I felt something. But it wasn’t what I expected. It’s like…” I
hesitated, searching for the right words. “It’s like I understand it.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around mine as she looked at me with a mixture of
confusion and curiosity. “Understand?”

I nodded. “I don’t know how to explain it, but… when you walked through that door, I could see it. I
could see how he affected you. I could feel it. And instead of wanting to take that away, I wanted to be a
part of it. I wanted to know that even though you were with him, you were still mine. And I think… I
think that’s why I’m not angry.”

Leah’s eyes softened, her expression filled with something between relief and surprise. “I didn’t know
what to expect when I came home,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “I was terrified of how
you’d react, of what this would mean for us. I didn’t want to hurt you, but… I didn’t expect to feel the
way I did last night.”

I stayed quiet, waiting for her to continue.

“Being with him,” she whispered, her eyes glancing away for a moment, “it made me feel free in a way I
didn’t expect. But it wasn’t about him, not really. It was about… me. About letting go of control. And I
think, for a long time, I’ve been holding onto this version of myself that didn’t really let me experience
that. But last night, something shifted.”

Her words hung in the air, and as much as I didn’t want to admit it, I understood what she was saying. It
wasn’t about Scott. It was about her. About something she had found within herself that had nothing to
do with him, but everything to do with her own desire and freedom.

“I don’t blame you for that,” I said softly, surprising even myself. “I saw it in your eyes when you came
home. You looked… different. And maybe part of me should hate that, should feel like I’ve lost
something. But I don’t. Because in a weird way, I feel like I gained something too.”

Leah’s eyes filled with emotion, and she squeezed my hand, her voice trembling as she spoke. “I don’t
want to lose you, Brian. I don’t want what happened last night to come between us.”

I shook my head, pulling her closer to me, her body warm against mine. “You’re not losing me. We’re
figuring this out together. And maybe this… maybe this is part of that.”

Leah looked up at me, her eyes shimmering with both relief and confusion. “How can you be so calm
about this? I don’t even fully understand it myself, and yet…”

I smiled slightly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I don’t think either of us fully understands it
yet. But what I do know is that I love you, Leah. And what happened last night—whatever it was—it
doesn’t change that. If anything, it’s opened up something new between us. Something I didn’t even
know was there.”



Leah’s eyes filled with tears, but she smiled softly, her fingers tracing small patterns on my chest. “I
didn’t expect this. I didn’t expect any of this.”

I chuckled softly. “Neither did I. But here we are.”

We lay there in silence for a moment, the weight of the night before still lingering between us, but in a
way that felt different now. Lighter. There was no anger, no resentment—just an understanding, a shared
acknowledgment that what we had was evolving. And maybe, just maybe, that was okay.

“I’m still yours,” Leah whispered, her voice soft, vulnerable. “No matter what happened last night, I’m
still yours.”

I leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “And I’m still yours,” I whispered back. “Nothing’s
changed that.”

And as we lay there together, our bodies entwined, I knew that this conversation was just the beginning
of something new—something we would have to navigate together. But I wasn’t afraid of it anymore.

Because I knew, deep down, that whatever this was, we were still us.

As we lay there, the quiet settling around us, I found myself still processing everything we had shared—
the truth, the emotions, the raw vulnerability of it all. Leah was curled up beside me, her body warm
and soft against mine, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest. The weight of what had happened
still lingered, but the confusion and tension had lessened, replaced by a strange sense of understanding.

But there was something else lingering in my mind, a question I hadn’t yet asked.

I swallowed, my heart pounding as I turned my head to look at her, her face peaceful yet thoughtful. She
had been through so much, and I knew she was still trying to make sense of her own feelings. But I
couldn’t ignore what was stirring in the back of my mind.

“Leah…” I whispered, my voice barely above a breath. She looked up at me, her eyes soft but curious,
waiting for what I was about to say. “Do you still… need more?”

Her expression changed slightly, a flicker of surprise crossing her face as she searched my eyes. I could
see the way her mind raced for a moment, unsure of how to respond. She hesitated, her hand stilling on
my chest as the weight of the question settled between us.

“I…” she began, her voice trembling slightly as she looked down, her brow furrowing in thought. “I don’t
know.”

Her admission didn’t surprise me, but hearing her say it out loud made the air between us feel heavier. I
could sense the conflict in her—the guilt, the curiosity, and the lingering need for something she hadn’t
quite figured out yet.

Leah took a deep breath, her fingers absentmindedly tracing my skin again as she continued. “Last
night… it woke something in me. It made me feel free, in a way I haven’t felt before. But it also made me
realize that I’ve been holding back. From you. From myself.”



Her words hit me in a way I hadn’t expected. It wasn’t just about Scott or what had happened between
them—it was about her own journey, her own need for something deeper, more freeing, than she had
allowed herself to experience before.

“I’m not saying I don’t want us,” she whispered, her voice fragile yet determined. “I love you, Brian. I
always will. But there’s something in me that… I don’t know how to explain it. Maybe I do still need
more, but I don’t even know what that more is yet.”

I swallowed hard, trying to process what she was saying. I wasn’t angry—I understood her more than I
thought I would—but the reality of her words still hit me in a way that I hadn’t anticipated.

“You don’t have to hide it from me,” I said softly, my voice trembling slightly. “If you need more, if
there’s something in you that you haven’t explored yet… I want to know. I want to be part of it.”

Leah’s eyes widened slightly, her breath catching in her throat as she looked at me, surprised by my
response. “You mean that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. “I mean it. I don’t want to hold you back. If there’s something
you need, something that makes you feel free, then I want to help you find it. I don’t want us to lose
each other in this, but I also don’t want you to feel trapped.”

Leah’s eyes filled with tears, and she blinked them away quickly, her hand gripping mine as she looked at
me with a mixture of gratitude and uncertainty. “I don’t know what that more looks like yet,” she
admitted, her voice shaking. “But I don’t want to lose what we have either.”

“You won’t,” I whispered, squeezing her hand gently. “We can figure it out together. If you need more, if
you need to explore that part of yourself… I’ll be here. We can navigate it together. But I need to know
what you want.”

Leah looked at me for a long moment, her lips parted as she tried to find the right words. I could see the
struggle in her eyes, the weight of her emotions. But there was also something else there—something
raw, something that she hadn’t allowed herself to express fully until now.

“I want you,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “I always want you. But there’s a part of me
that craves something more. Something that I don’t fully understand yet. And I’m scared of that. Scared
of what it means. Scared of how it might change us.”

I leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “You don’t have to be scared. We’ll figure it out
together. Just don’t hide it from me. Don’t hold back.”

Leah looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of relief and fear. “I’m not sure how to even begin. I
don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t,” I said softly, pulling her closer to me. “As long as we’re honest, as long as we talk about it,
we’ll be okay. I want to be there for you, in whatever way you need.”



She nodded, her lips trembling slightly as she rested her head against my chest. “I don’t know where this
will take us, Brian,” she whispered, her voice fragile but filled with determination. “But I’m glad I don’t
have to figure it out alone.”

We lay there in silence for a long moment, the weight of our conversation hanging between us, but it
didn’t feel heavy anymore. It felt lighter, like we had opened a door that neither of us knew we needed
to open. There was uncertainty, yes. But there was also understanding, a connection that ran deeper
than just the surface.

Leah lifted her head, her eyes searching mine. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice thick with
emotion. “For being willing to… to go through this with me.”

I smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

And as she nestled closer to me, her body warm and soft against mine, I knew that whatever lay
ahead—whatever “more” meant for us—we would face it together. Because at the heart of it all, despite
the confusion and the complexity, we still had each other. And that was enough. For now.

As Leah lay next to me, her body curled into mine, I couldn’t stop my mind from replaying the events of
the night before—every vivid, raw moment that had unfolded between her and Scott. I had seen Leah in
a way I never had before. I had witnessed her completely surrender, let go of everything, and give
herself over to something deeper. Something primal. And as strange as it was, the memory didn’t fill me
with anger or jealousy. It filled me with awe.

I turned my head, looking at her face, her eyes still clouded with emotion and uncertainty. The weight of
what she had shared was heavy, but I couldn’t hold back the thoughts that were bubbling to the surface.
I needed to say them. I needed to know how she felt about them.

“You know…” I began, my voice low and thoughtful. “Last night… watching you, being part of it in a
way—I wasn’t just surprised by how much you let go. I was stunned.”

Leah’s breath hitched slightly, and she glanced up at me, her brow furrowing as if she didn’t quite know
where I was going with this. “Stunned?” she asked, her voice quiet, filled with both curiosity and
caution.

I nodded, my heart beating faster as I remembered the sight of her. “Yeah. The way you gave yourself to
Scott… it wasn’t just about the sex. It was about you, Leah. You were completely free. You were
confident, wild, uninhibited in a way I’ve never seen before.”

Leah swallowed hard, her eyes flicking away from mine, a faint blush creeping up her cheeks as if the
memory of what she had done was suddenly hitting her all over again.

“And I’m not just talking about the way you let him have you,” I continued, my voice soft but insistent.
“I’m talking about everything. The way you rimmed him—God, that's so decadent when you donthat.”
My voice dropped lower, hushed with awe as I recalled the moment. “You didn’t hesitate. You just… gave
yourself to him like that.”



Leah’s eyes widened, and I could see the tension in her body as she remembered the moment. Her lips
parted slightly, but no words came out. She didn’t know what to say.

“And then,” I added, my voice growing more intense, “the way you held yourself open for him… letting
him take you like that, in ways we’ve never explored.” I swallowed hard, the memory burning in my
mind. “You let him have your ass, Leah. You gave it to him so willingly, and the look on your face… I could
see how much you were enjoying it. How much you wanted it.”

Leah’s cheeks flushed deeper, her breath coming in shaky gasps as she processed my words. I could tell
that reliving those moments was stirring something in her, something raw, something she was still trying
to come to terms with.

“I… I don’t know what came over me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. “It was like…
something just snapped. I felt like I was free to do things I’d never imagined. Things I didn’t even know I
wanted to do.” She hesitated, biting her lip. “And when I did them, it felt… good. It felt right.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to reconcile my own feelings about what had happened. It should have made me
angry or jealous, seeing my wife in those moments, doing things with another man that we had never
done together. But it didn’t. It had fascinated me. It had excited me.

“It wasn’t just good, Leah,” I muttered, my voice thick with the weight of the admission. “It was
incredible to watch you like that. To see you let go of all the boundaries and just… be yourself. I don’t
know why, but it made me feel more connected to you, even though Scott was the one taking you.”

Leah looked up at me, her eyes wide and shimmering with uncertainty. “You’re not mad?” she asked,
her voice barely above a whisper.

I shook my head, reaching out to cup her cheek gently, brushing my thumb over her flushed skin. “No,” I
admitted, my voice soft but firm. “I thought I would be. I thought seeing you like that, doing those
things, would make me feel like I was losing you. But it didn’t. It made me see a side of you I didn’t even
know existed. A side that I… want to explore more with you.”

Leah’s breath hitched, her lips trembling as she struggled to find the words. “I… I didn’t expect it to
happen like that. I didn’t expect to want it as much as I did.”

I nodded, understanding her completely. “But you did. You wanted it. And you didn’t hold back. You gave
yourself to him in a way that was so raw, so real… and I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Leah’s eyes searched mine, her expression filled with both vulnerability and a strange kind of relief. “I
didn’t know I could do that,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I didn’t know I could be that person.”

“You can,” I said softly, brushing her hair back from her face. “And I’m not just talking about with Scott. I
want to be part of that with you, Leah. I want to explore that side of you too.”

Her breath hitched, and I could see the way her body reacted to my words—the way her chest rose and
fell more quickly, the way her lips parted slightly as she processed what I was saying.

“You want that?” she asked, her voice barely audible.



I nodded, my heart pounding. “I do. I want to see that side of you. I want to know what it feels like to
have you let go like that… but with me.”

Leah’s eyes filled with emotion, and she leaned in, pressing her lips to mine softly, her breath shaky as
she kissed me. I could feel the weight of everything in that kiss—her guilt, her uncertainty, but also her
desire.

When she pulled back, she looked at me with an intensity I hadn’t seen before. “Then let’s figure it out
together,” she whispered, her voice filled with determination. “I want to give that part of me to you
too.”

As the memories of the night before swirled in my mind, my heart pounded harder in my chest. I
couldn’t stop thinking about it—about what Leah had done, about how uninhibited she had been with
Scott, how she had given herself so completely. The rawness of it, the freedom in her actions, stirred
something deep inside me. And the more I thought about it, the more aroused I became.

I shifted slightly beside her, my body reacting as my mind filled with the images of her, of what she had
done, of what I had witnessed. I swallowed hard, my breath coming out a little more ragged as the
arousal coursed through me.

Leah noticed the change immediately. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, a playful glint sparking in her
gaze. She bit her lip, a slow, knowing smile creeping across her face. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t
you?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

I nodded, unable to lie. “I can’t stop,” I admitted, my voice thick with desire. “I keep thinking about you…
doing that to him. How you rimmed him again.” My heart pounded harder in my chest, the words
coming out more easily than I expected. “And I keep wondering… what that would feel like. If you did it
to me.”

Leah’s smile widened, her eyes darkening with a mischievous glint. “Oh?” she teased, her voice filled
with both amusement and arousal. “Is that what you want, Brian? You want to know how it feels?”

I could only nod, the thought alone making my body ache with desire. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice
trembling. “I want to feel it.”

Leah’s smile turned downright wicked as she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear, sending a shiver
down my spine. “I can do that for you,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “But you have
to be ready for it.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. “I’m ready.”

With a playful glint in her eyes, Leah started kissing down my body, her lips soft and teasing as they
trailed over my chest and stomach. I could feel the heat of her breath on my skin, the anticipation
building with every second, every kiss. My heart pounded in my chest, the arousal growing stronger with
each touch.



When she reached my hips, she paused, looking up at me with that same naughty smile. “Pull your
knees back,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding. “Spread your legs for me.”

My heart raced as I obeyed her, pulling my knees back and spreading my legs, exposing myself
completely to her. The vulnerability of the position sent a surge of excitement through me, and I could
feel the heat between us intensifying.

Leah’s eyes sparkled with a mix of amusement and desire as she lowered herself between my legs, her
hands gently resting on my thighs, spreading me further apart. The moment her tongue touched me
there, my entire body jolted, my head falling back against the bed as a deep moan escaped my lips.

The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was intimate, raw, and overwhelming. My
eyes rolled back in my head as Leah’s tongue teased the sensitive skin, her touch slow and deliberate. I
could feel her breath against me, her tongue flicking over the most vulnerable part of me, and it sent
shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

“Oh God…” I moaned, my fingers gripping the sheets as my body trembled under her touch. “Leah…”

She grinned against me, clearly enjoying my reaction as her tongue pressed deeper, teasing me,
exploring me in a way I had never experienced before. Every movement sent another surge of pleasure
through me, and I couldn’t help the way my hips bucked slightly in response, seeking more of her.

“How does it feel?” Leah asked softly, her voice filled with teasing amusement as her tongue moved
slowly over me, making my entire body shudder. “To know you’re not the first person to feel my tongue
there in the last 24 hours?”

Her words sent a jolt through me, my heart pounding in my chest as the reality of what she was saying
hit me. She was right. Scott had been here before me. He had felt this same pleasure, this same intimate
touch from her, and now it was my turn.

And instead of jealousy, the thought only aroused me more.

“It feels…” I gasped, my voice trembling as her tongue pressed deeper, pushing me further into the
overwhelming sensation. “It feels incredible.”

Leah’s grin widened as she continued, her tongue moving with purpose now, teasing and exploring
every inch of me. I could feel the heat building inside me, the pleasure growing more intense with every
stroke of her tongue. My entire body trembled, my legs spreading wider as I gave myself over to her
completely, lost in the sensation.

My moans filled the room, loud and uncontrollable, as Leah devoured me, her tongue pushing deeper,
swirling inside me, making me feel things I had never imagined. Every movement of her tongue sent me
spiraling further into the pleasure, my body shaking, my breath coming out in short, desperate gasps.

“You like that, don’t you?” Leah whispered, her voice filled with a dark, playful satisfaction. “You like
knowing you’re not the first.”

“Yes…” I moaned, my voice barely audible as the pleasure overwhelmed me. “God, yes.”



Leah’s tongue moved faster now, her hands gripping my thighs as she pushed me closer and closer to
the edge. I could feel the tension building inside me, the overwhelming need for release consuming me
as her tongue worked me over, exploring me in ways I never thought possible.

And as I lay there, my legs spread, my body trembling under her touch, I realized that this was exactly
what I had been craving. To feel what she had felt. To experience that same raw, primal pleasure. And
Leah was giving it to me. Completely.

And it was more than I had ever imagined.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, Leah surprised me. I felt it—her finger, slick and gentle,
pressing against me, teasing the same spot her tongue had just been exploring. My whole body tensed
as the realization hit me, and my breath caught in my throat. She was taking this to another level, and
the anticipation sent a wave of heat through my body, making my heart pound even harder.

Leah’s tongue continued to work, flicking over me as her finger pressed more insistently, slowly slipping
inside me. I gasped, my body trembling uncontrollably, my legs spreading wider as I gave myself over to
her completely. The sensation of her finger, her tongue, the intensity of it all—it was overwhelming, and
I felt myself spiraling, teetering on the edge of something I had never experienced before.

“Oh, God…” I moaned, my voice shaking as the pleasure shot through me like lightning. “Leah…”

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t need to. Her finger moved slowly, deliberately, pressing deeper inside
me, while her tongue continued to tease, her breath warm against my skin. The sensation was unlike
anything I had ever felt before, a mix of vulnerability and pure, unfiltered pleasure. I was completely at
her mercy, and I loved every second of it.

And then, just when I thought it couldn’t get any more intense, Leah took me into her mouth.

My eyes rolled back as her warm lips wrapped around me, her tongue swirling over my cock as her
finger pressed deeper, finding that perfect spot inside me. The combination of sensations—the softness
of her mouth, the pressure of her finger—was almost too much to handle. I felt like I was losing control,
my body shaking beneath her as she took me further than I’d ever been.

Leah’s movements were slow and deliberate at first, teasing me, drawing out the pleasure. Her finger
moved rhythmically inside me, pressing and curling, while her mouth slid up and down my length, her
tongue flicking and swirling in perfect harmony. The feeling of being completely filled by her, both inside
and out, was intoxicating.

I moaned louder, my hips bucking against her, my fingers gripping the sheets as she milked me with her
mouth and finger, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. Every nerve in my body was alight with
sensation, every touch sending me spiraling further into a pleasure I hadn’t known existed.

Leah’s finger pressed deeper, curling inside me as she found that perfect spot, and I cried out, my body
trembling uncontrollably. She knew exactly what she was doing, pushing me to the brink, and then
keeping me there, making me hover on the edge of release but not letting me fall just yet.



Her mouth worked faster now, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock as her finger moved in
perfect rhythm, her touch both gentle and insistent. I could feel the pressure building inside me, the
tension coiling tighter and tighter with each second. My whole body was trembling, my breath coming
out in short, ragged gasps as Leah took me to the absolute limit.

And then, finally, I felt it. That unstoppable surge, that wave of pleasure crashing over me as Leah’s
finger pressed just right, sending shockwaves through my entire body. My hips bucked violently, my
hands clutching the sheets as I cried out her name, my voice raw and desperate.

“Leah… oh, God, Leah…”

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I had ever experienced before. It was as
if every part of me was exploding at once, my body shaking uncontrollably as Leah milked every last
drop from me. Her mouth never stopped, her finger continuing to work inside me, pushing me deeper
into the release, dragging it out for what felt like an eternity.

I came harder than I ever had in my life, my entire body trembling, my breath coming in short, ragged
gasps as Leah continued to work me over, her mouth and finger in perfect unison. She didn’t stop until I
was completely spent, my body twitching and shuddering beneath her, utterly drained.

When it was finally over, Leah gently pulled her finger out, her mouth leaving me with one last, soft kiss.
I lay there, completely overwhelmed, my body still trembling from the intensity of it all. My heart was
pounding in my chest, my mind spinning as I tried to process what had just happened.

Leah slowly crawled up beside me, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she looked down at me, her
eyes filled with mischief and warmth.

“How was that?” she asked softly, her voice playful but filled with a knowing confidence.

I could barely speak, still catching my breath as I stared up at her, utterly blown away. “That… that was…”
I trailed off, unable to find the words.

Leah chuckled softly, leaning down to press a gentle kiss to my lips. “I thought you might enjoy it.”

“Enjoy it?” I finally managed to say, my voice hoarse from the moans that had torn from my throat. “That
was… the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt.”

Leah smiled, her eyes twinkling with satisfaction. “Good,” she murmured, her fingers gently brushing
through my hair. “Because you deserved it.”

And as I lay there, still recovering from the most intense orgasm of my life, I couldn’t help but feel like
we had crossed a new threshold together. We were exploring something deeper, something more
intimate than anything we had before.

And it felt incredible.


