

I stepped inside the house and tossed my keys in the dish by the door. My shoes ended up in the usual pile, hers lined up perfectly next to them. 

The house felt quiet, a bit too quiet. All I could hear was the low hum of the fridge. I was used to it but each day I stepped into my home, the silence seemed to mock me. There was absolutely nothing happening here.

Emily was at the kitchen island, still in her sweatshirt, hair damp and tucked behind her ears. She had her phone in one hand, thumb moving slow, eyes on the screen. She barely glanced up when I walked in.

I had that envelope in my pocket. Tickets for the show at the old theater. It was some drama thing she mentioned once, months ago. Our company had done the renovation of the theatre and they’d given us discount passes.

I pulled them out and set them in front of her, tried to sound casual about it. “Hey, I got us tickets for that thing. Work discount.”

She looked at the tickets for maybe half a second, nodded. “Oh. That’s nice.” Her voice didn’t have much in it. She took a sip from her mug. She usually left that sitting around half the day. And then went right back to her phone. No big reaction. Not cold, just… not there with me.

I stood there for a second, kind of hoping she’d say something else, but nothing came. So I turned to the fridge, dug around, found a plate with a single frozen slice of pizza, plastic wrap clinging to the edges.

I tossed it in the microwave and leaned on the counter, watching the numbers tick down. I could hear her scrolling, the soft tap-tap of her thumb. 

She got up, still holding her mug, and headed upstairs. Didn’t say anything, just went. Her steps faded quick on the carpet.

When the microwave beeped, I took my pizza, flopped down on the couch, and turned on the TV.

Some sitcom rerun, people laughing at their own jokes, all a little too bright. The pizza tasted like cardboard. I chewed anyway. The house felt bigger than usual, or maybe it was just me shrinking into the cushions.

The tickets sat on the kitchen counter, right where I’d left them. I sat there in front of the TV, letting whatever was on run through its loop, commercials, sitcoms, news, all of it blending together. It felt easier not to think too much.

I tried to remember the last time Emily and I really talked about anything that mattered. Not bills, not schedules, not who was picking up groceries or who was running late at work.

That kind of talk always felt heavy these days, like wading through thick mud. We met when we were kids, barely old enough to know what we wanted. 

People always said high school sweethearts were supposed to beat the odds, hold onto each other, make it work even when the world changed around them. Maybe that was true for some people.

For us, it had turned into something else. We both worked. Paid down the credit cards, chipped away at student loans, watched the numbers on the bank app move by small amounts.

She had her job at the medical office, long hours, a boss who expected too much. I bounced between jobs, never found anything that felt worth staying for. 

Most days we passed each other in the hallway, exchanged a word or two over leftovers, called it dinner.

We didn’t fight a lot, not really. It was just that a space had grown in between us. It happened slowly and quietly.

Sometimes I thought about saying something, about trying to get back whatever it was we had at the start. Usually I’d just end up flipping through the TV channels instead, letting the feeling slip away.

Emily was upstairs. She’d probably get into bed early. I finished the last bite of pizza, set the plate on the coffee table, and leaned back.

The tickets caught my eye through the kitchen doorway, two bright slips against the dull countertop. I wondered if we’d even end up going. 

I didn’t have the energy to care. The TV kept running. The room got darker, just the blue light moving across the walls.

My reflection showed up in the window for a second, a blur of soft edges and slumped shoulders. I’d put on weight in the last few years. Suits didn’t fit the way they used to.

Button-downs sat tight around the middle. I kept telling myself I’d get back in shape, start running again, cut out the snacks at work. Never happened.

Sometimes I wondered why Emily hadn’t left. She could have. She had options. People liked her. She got attention when we went out, though she’d never admit it.

Part of me always waited for the day she’d say she wanted something else. Someone else. She still cared, I knew that. 

She told me she loved me, kissed my cheek in the morning, sent me texts with little hearts on bad days.

But I just couldn’t shake the feeling that she deserved better than this. Better than me.

I tried to picture what it would be like if I could give her more. If I could be that guy for her — the one she wanted, the one she thought she’d married back when I was skinny, and the both of us were excited about the future.

Most nights I convinced myself things were fine. Other nights, when the house was quiet and the TV played to nobody, the doubts got louder.

I finished the pizza and looked down at my stomach, pressed the plate into my lap, half-hoping the weight would disappear if I ignored it.


The next evening, I walked in and found Emily in the kitchen again, chopping vegetables. The radio played quietly on the counter. 




She glanced over her shoulder as I came in, waiting to see if I had anything to say. I held the mail in one hand and my phone in the other.

“They’re throwing a get-together for work,” I said, tossing the mail onto the table. “Boss rented out that new hotel downtown. The one with the chandeliers in the lobby.” I set my phone next to the fruit bowl, watching her face. “Everyone’s invited. It’s for the project launch. Sort of a big deal.”

She set the knife down, wiped her hands on a towel. “Really? At that hotel?” Her eyes caught mine. I could hear the lift in her voice, see the way her shoulders straightened just a bit. “Is it dressy?”

“Yeah. Pretty much everyone’s bringing their spouse. They sent out a big invitation and everything.” I dug the folded card out of my jacket pocket, the company logo shiny against white paper.

Emily reached for it, turning it over in her hands. She didn’t smile exactly, but there was something close to it. “We’ve never gone anywhere like this before.”

She stared at the card a second longer before setting it carefully on the counter. Her fingers lingered at the edge, tracing the gold embossing. 

The radio kept playing. I watched her tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear, the small movement somehow full of intention.

She looked up at me, eyes bright. “What day is it?”

“Saturday. Eight o’clock.”

She nodded, still holding the card, the corners pressed flat between her fingers. She turned it over once, reading the embossed letters again.

“Is this for that new boss of yours? The one who started a few months ago?”

I leaned against the counter, shrugged. “Yeah. Julian. He wants to get to know everyone. That’s the point of this whole thing, I think.”

She smiled, a quick, polite thing. “He sounds nice.”

Something in her tone got to me, though I couldn’t put my finger on it. He was younger. Taller, too. Always sharp, suit never wrinkled, voice carrying through a room.

He had this easy confidence, the kind that made you want to listen, made you want to be in on whatever he was planning. He always seemed sure of himself, in a way I never was.

Emily was still looking at the card, thumb brushing the corner. I kept my eyes on her hands, let the feeling pass through me without saying anything. 

I just nodded, like I agreed, or like I hadn’t noticed the way my chest tightened every time his name came up.

Julian hadn’t been around long. He’d come in maybe six months ago, younger than most of us, already making moves. 

People talked about how he’d jumped departments, kept getting promoted, how his name kept showing up in all the big meetings.

The company sent out press releases when he joined, full of his awards and degrees and words like “innovative” and “driven.”

I watched him sometimes at work, the way he took over a room without even trying. People laughed at his jokes. The higher-ups listened when he talked. 

He remembered everyone’s names and never seemed tired, not even on the rough days.

I wouldn’t say it out loud, but there was a knot in my chest every time I saw him. Jealousy, I guess. Wishing I’d gotten half as far as fast. Wishing I was the guy who got noticed.

Late that night, I went upstairs after another TV session. The bedroom door stood half open, light spilling into the hallway.

I paused for a second, watching Emily in front of the mirror. She had her hair pulled back, her skin still warm from the shower. 

The closet doors were wide, hangers scattered on the bed, dresses draped over every surface.

She stood in front of the mirror in just her bra and panties, holding one dress after another up against her body, turning this way and that, checking the fit, pressing the fabric flat against her stomach.

She tried on different earrings, held up a pair of heels, turned her leg to the side to see how it looked. 

The soft yellow lamp lit her skin, made every curve stand out. I leaned against the doorframe and just watched her for a moment.

She caught my eye in the mirror and didn’t say anything, just kept looking, holding a midnight blue dress up to her chest.

She gave a little half smile, the same one she used to give me when we first started dating, years ago, when every look meant something. I felt it then, all at once, how beautiful she was, how lucky I’d been that she’d ever looked at me that way.

I stood there, watching Emily in the soft lamplight, and couldn’t stop thinking about how things used to be. Back when we first moved in together, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

Any excuse, any time of day. I remembered how she would pull me into the shower with her, or push me down on the bed, no matter how tired we were from work or school.

Sometimes, just the way she looked at me across a room would have me hard before I even touched her.

She used to climb into my lap in the middle of the afternoon, hair still damp from a run, grinning, straddling me and grinding until I begged her to slow down.

I remembered her mouth, how she’d look up at me while she took me in, her hand wrapped tight around the base, tongue wet and sure, sucking slow until I could barely think.

The things she’d whisper, the way she’d giggle with her mouth full, teasing, lips stretched, eyes shining with mischief. I could still feel it, the heat of her breath, the way she’d push me right to the edge and keep me there, drawing it out until I was shaking.

Sometimes she’d swallow me all the way, sometimes she’d pull back and stroke me slow, licking the head, watching my face the whole time.

There were nights we didn’t make it to the bed. She’d drag me to the floor, kneel down and pull my jeans open, suck me until I came, then wipe her mouth and grin, asking if I was ready for more. 

Her pussy always tight, wet and eager, clenching around me as soon as I pushed in.

She used to moan loud, grab my back, hold me inside her with her legs locked tight, telling me to fuck her harder. Every time felt urgent, wild, nothing held back.

It hadn’t been like that for a while. These days we went to bed tired, rolled over, barely touched. Sometimes a quick kiss, sometimes nothing at all. 

I’d gotten soft around the middle. I wondered if she noticed, if that was part of it.

I watched her in the mirror, the line of her back, her ass round and perfect under the thin fabric of her panties. My body ached with old hunger, a need that didn’t go away. 

I wondered if she ever missed it too, or if she was just going through the motions, picking dresses, planning for a night out, thinking of anything but me.

I wanted to say something, reach for her, pull her in and start it all up again. The words never came. 

I stood in the doorway a minute longer, hands stuffed in my pockets, chest tight, hoping she’d turn around and see me looking at her the way I used to.

She kept holding up dresses, checking her side in the mirror, smoothing her hair behind her ear.

I didn’t know what I was supposed to do with any of it — my wanting, the old ache in my gut, the worry about what she saw when she looked at me now.

The bed was already turned down. I slipped out of my clothes, climbed under the covers, and lay there on my side. I listened to her moving around, hangers rattling, the soft rustle of fabric. I closed my eyes. 

Sleep came slow, heavy, full of old want and quiet regret.


When I got home on Saturday, the house already smelled faintly of her perfume, something floral and sharp that lingered in the air and made my heart kick up a notch.

Emily was standing in front of the mirror in the hallway, heels on, dress painted tight across her hips. Her hair was done up, a few strands falling loose around her face, lips a dark red I hadn’t seen in years.

I stopped cold in the doorway. The dress clung to every inch of her. 

The neckline plunged lower than anything she usually wore, her collarbones on full display, a shimmer of skin I hadn’t touched in months.

The fabric hugged her waist and curved over her ass, hem stopping just high enough to show off her legs. 

She’d done her makeup with extra care, eyes dark, lashes long. She looked up when she saw me staring and turned a little, hands smoothing the dress over her thighs.

“You look…” I didn’t even know how to finish the sentence. “Wow.”

She smiled, small and pleased, then turned back to the mirror, adding an earring, checking herself one more time. “This is the first time in a long time I’ve had a reason to wear something like this.” 

She caught my eyes in the mirror, gave me a crooked grin. “You never take me anywhere I can get dressed up. I figured I’d take advantage of it.”

She didn’t say it to be mean. There wasn’t an edge to her voice. Just matter of fact. She slid a bracelet up her wrist and twisted at the waist, checking the fit, the view from behind.

I swallowed and looked down at what I was wearing. Slacks, dress shirt, nothing special. She eyed me, gave me a look up and down, then pointed at the closet. “Go get your suit. The good one.”

I hesitated. “Really?”

“Yes, really.” She turned, fixing a stray strand of hair. “I’m not walking in there with you looking like you just came from the office.”

I watched her for another moment, taking in every inch, every detail. I nodded and headed to the bedroom, the sound of her heels following me down the hallway.

We walked in about an hour later. The lobby looked huge, way fancier than anywhere we’d ever been. Soft gold lights everywhere, giant chandeliers, people standing around holding drinks, all dressed up.

It smelled like expensive flowers and new carpet. I felt out of place right away, even in my best suit.

Emily walked beside me, holding onto my arm. I could feel people looking at her, giving her those quick once-overs, some of the women nodding like they approved. She looked incredible. I tried to stand a little straighter.

Julian was there already, in the middle of everything, talking to some people from the office. He looked over when we walked in. He gave me a quick nod. It was barely anything, like a guy waving at his neighbor from across the street. Then he saw Emily. That’s when his face really changed.

He didn’t even finish his conversation. Just left the group and walked right over to us, drink in hand, that easy smile on his face. He barely glanced at me. All his attention went straight to her.

“Emily, right?” he said, smiling wide. He held out his hand to her, like I wasn’t even standing there.

Emily smiled at Julian, said hello in this warm, soft voice that caught me off guard. She gave him her hand, and he bent down a little and kissed her on her hand. 

The move looked easy for him, natural, like he did it all the time.

Emily’s cheeks went pink. She looked away for a second, then back up at him, biting the inside of her lip.

Julian grinned at me. “Didn’t know you were this lucky, Mark.” Then he turned back to her, winked, and told us to enjoy the party. Just like that, he slipped away, leaving a trail of heads turning after him.

Emily watched him walk off. She leaned in close and said, “He doesn’t seem half bad, you know?”

I shook my head, scowling. “Julian’s an asshole.”

She frowned, her voice dropping, almost a whisper. “Mark. I just want to enjoy the evening. Can we do that?”

Her words landed hard. I felt this heavy embarrassment settle in my stomach. I glanced around at the gold lights, the crowd, the fancy everything. I realized I was standing in the nicest place I’d ever brought her to, and all I was doing was making it about me.

I nodded, swallowed my pride, and forced a smile. “You’re right. We’re going to have a great time.”

She touched my arm, gave me this grateful look, and I could see her shoulders relax again. I told her to wait by the table and went to get us both champagne.

The glasses felt cold in my hand, bubbles catching the light, the sound of music rising behind me as I made my way back to her.

I handed Emily her champagne and she clinked her glass to mine, smiling, that excitement still glowing in her eyes.

We took a sip and drifted out into the room, sliding into the easy rhythm of small talk and laughter, moving from group to group.

People kept stopping us. Coworkers I barely talked to wanted to shake my hand and congratulate us on the project, but their eyes always drifted to Emily. She was the center of attention, no question about it.

Every guy we talked to found a reason to keep the conversation going just a little too long, their eyes dropping down her dress, flicking to her legs, then darting away when they caught me looking back.

She didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she just knew and enjoyed it. She laughed at the right moments, listened when people talked, tossed her hair and made everyone around her feel seen. She belonged here more than I ever would.

My buddies from accounting came over, drinks already half-finished. Dan slapped my back and pulled me aside, but he was staring right at Emily the whole time, mouth half open. “Jesus, Mark, you really hit the jackpot, huh?”

His wife stood a few feet away, picking at her nails, glancing around the room, bored out of her mind. 

I looked at the other wives, all of them in safe dresses, makeup done just enough. None of them could hold a candle to Emily.

She’d kept herself fit, really fit, tighter and curvier than when we were twenty. Her arms were slim, her waist small, her ass full, the kind of body people noticed and remembered.

Even the women noticed her. They leaned in, asked about her hair, her dress, her shoes.

One of them touched her arm, leaned a little too close, laughing extra hard at something Emily said. She just smiled and nodded, kept the conversation going, owning the room without even trying.

But the one who really kept watching was Julian. Every time I glanced over, he was somewhere nearby, talking to a group but his eyes sliding over to us. No, they were sliding over to her.

I caught him watching the way her dress hugged her hips, the way she sipped her drink and laughed with her head thrown back. He didn’t hide it, either. When our eyes met, he’d smile, just a little, before looking back at her.

It got under my skin, quick. Every time Julian’s gaze lingered, a flash of heat ran through me, sharp and hot, mixing up with something I didn’t want to admit. 

I tried to tell myself it was just anger, just jealousy, but my body knew better.

There was a twitch in my cock, quick and unexpected, a tightness in my chest that wasn’t just pride or embarrassment. I hated it, but there it was.

What really got me, what really dug under my skin, was the thought that maybe Emily wanted a guy like Julian. Not just tonight. Maybe that was always the dream.

Someone smooth, powerful, who could walk into any room and make it his. The kind of guy people remembered, not the guy blending into the background. 

The kind of guy who could pull her close and everyone would watch, knowing she was with someone who matched her, who was worthy.

Instead, she’d ended up with me. A promising grad whose life didn’t quite workout the way everyone thought it would. The one who never took her anywhere, never gave her that head-turning moment.

I knew she loved me, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that she deserved someone who made her feel electric.

I looked at Julian, at how he worked the room, how everyone watched him. I imagined Emily on his arm, the two of them gliding through a party like this. The way people would stare.

I pictured her laughing up at him, slipping her hand under his jacket, proud to be seen with him. 

I saw them together in my head, his hand at the small of her back, her head tilted back for a kiss, the whole room pretending not to notice, but everyone noticing.

I tried to stop, but my mind kept going. I saw Julian taking her home after the party, opening the car door, letting her slide in next to him. 

I imagined him reaching over, his hand moving up her thigh, her smiling at him, letting him do it.

Maybe she’d close her eyes, enjoying the rush, the secret thrill of being with someone like him, something dangerous and new.

I snapped out of it, heart racing, breath short. I realized my cock was hard, pressing up against my pants, aching with every pulse. 

I cursed under my breath and looked around, desperate for something to focus on.

Dan and the guys were still talking, some story about a client going off the rails, all of them laughing too loud. 

I nodded along, forced a smile, tried to act like nothing was happening in my head.

Dan was deep into a story about one of our clients, waving his hands around, beer splashing out of his glass, the others egging him on. 

I did my best to laugh in the right spots, answer when someone said my name, but my eyes kept drifting across the room.

Emily stood on the far side with a group of women, all dressed up, all pretending to be invested in whatever story was floating through the circle.

But Emily stood out. She always did. Her laughter bubbled out, her hand covering her mouth, her eyes bright. She leaned in, nodding, listening close.

A few of the other women glanced her way, smiles pulled tight, heads cocked a little too far. 

No one matched her. I could see the way men nearby tried to edge into the circle, holding their drinks, hoping for her attention.

She handled it with that easy charm I’d almost forgotten, the way she used to be back when everything felt simple.

Dan elbowed me, dragged me into another joke, but my focus snapped away when I saw Julian cutting through the crowd. 

He headed straight for Emily. Didn’t hesitate, didn’t look around for me, just walked right up, put himself at her side.

The circle shifted, women making space, and suddenly it was just Julian and Emily in the middle of the noise.

It was like watching my own nightmare unfold, slow and clear. Julian said something, made a gesture, and Emily laughed, and it wasn’t one of those polite laughs. She really, actually laughed.

She reached out, put her hand on his arm, nails tracing the fabric of his suit, and squeezed. 

He grinned, turned his arm like he was flexing, and she laughed even harder, shaking her head. I’d never seen her look so alive in months, maybe years.

The rest of the room faded out, the music and voices dropping away until it was just the two of them, close enough to touch, lost in their own moment.

He leaned in, close, his mouth nearly against her ear. She stiffened for half a second, eyes wide, then her lips parted in a crooked smile.

Her cheeks flushed deep red, brighter than I’d ever seen. I didn’t need to hear the words to know they were private. Sexy, probably. Naughty, definitely. 

Something only she was meant to hear. She turned to him, shaking her head again, but didn’t move away. If anything, she stepped closer.

My cock pulsed in my pants, hard enough to hurt. I tried to look away, focus on Dan’s story, but it was impossible. I watched Julian’s hand settle at the small of her back, watched her lean into him, saw the way her body relaxed, open and inviting.

The worst part was how right they looked together, how easily she slipped into his orbit, as if she’d been waiting for a night like this, for a man like him. 

And I stood across the room, surrounded by my friends, rock hard and burning with shame, caught between wanting to tear them apart and not being able to look away.

Fifteen minutes passed, or maybe it was only five, but it felt like time stretched out, the air thick and slow. Emily and Julian kept at it, lost in their own world, their bodies closing the gap between them inch by inch.

He leaned down so she could whisper something in his ear, her lips almost brushing his skin. He laughed, low and close, and she smiled, shaking her head, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she angled her body toward him, hips pressed a little closer, her free hand curling around her glass.

Julian reached out, his hand moving to her neck, fingers brushing the chain of her necklace just above her cleavage. He traced it with his thumb, almost casual, but not really. She looked up at him, eyes bright, biting her lip, and let him.

I could see the rise and fall of her chest, the way she kept glancing at his mouth, how comfortable she seemed standing that close to him.

I stood there, watching it all, and kept asking myself why I wasn’t doing anything.

Why wasn’t I walking across the room, breaking it up, putting my arm around her and dragging her away?

I’d never been a jealous guy but this felt like something else, something bigger than pride or hurt feelings. I wondered if, deep down, I wanted this for her.

Maybe I always had. Maybe this was the life she was supposed to have. Glamorous, wild, full of adventure and attention.

With a man who looked the part, acted the part. Someone who took what he wanted and made her feel wanted. Not a guy who went to bed at ten and counted calories and worried about money.

I hated how turned on I was. My cock hadn’t softened once since Julian walked over to her, and every time she laughed or touched his arm it only got worse. It made me feel pathetic, weak, and desperate.

I tried to stand a little behind Dan, shift my weight so it wasn’t obvious. I couldn’t help myself. I kept sneaking looks back across the room.

Then Emily caught me. She looked up and saw me watching. There was this flicker in her face, a flash of guilt, or maybe worry. She gave me a small, apologetic smile, the kind you give when you’re caught doing something you know you shouldn’t.

It twisted something in my chest, seeing her look at me that way. I forced a smile back, tried to make it look real, and turned away, pretending to listen to whatever joke Dan was telling. It was the only thing I could do.

I held my breath and counted to five before I let myself look again. When I turned, she was gone, at least, gone from me. She’d gone back to Julian, her whole focus on him, lost in whatever he was saying.

He was bolder now, relaxed, his hand slipping lower, settling on her hip, his fingers pressing into the curve just above her ass. She didn’t move away, didn’t even seem to notice. She kept talking, head tilted up, hair brushing his shoulder, her face open and eager.

I felt dizzy, maybe even a little sick. It was the kind of arousal that burned right through shame and fear and went straight to the bone.

For a split second, all I could see was the two of them together. Julian between her legs, her dress bunched around her waist, her nails digging into his back, her moans ringing out in a dark hotel room. I saw her mouth open, her head thrown back, her eyes locked on his face as he pushed into her, taking her in a way I never could.

The image was so clear, so hot, I almost lost my balance. I had to steady myself on the edge of the table, force my breath back under control.

I shook my head, tried to snap out of it, told myself it was just the booze, the lights, the tension of the night. But I couldn’t make it go away. I swallowed hard and turned back to Dan, focusing all my energy on the conversation.

By the time I found Emily again, half an hour must have passed. She spotted me first, weaving through the crowd with a drink in her hand and a big, easy smile.

She leaned in and kissed me. Just a quick, soft thing on the cheek, but I felt her lips linger for a second longer than usual. Maybe she was trying to reassure me. Maybe she felt guilty. I couldn’t tell.

“You having a good time?” she asked, eyes searching my face. She seemed relaxed again, her hand resting on my arm, her body close.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice coming out rough. “You?”

She nodded, sipping her drink. She looked like herself again. Calm. Nothing like the way she was with Julian. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was forcing it, overcorrecting.

“He seems like a decent guy, huh?” I asked, keeping my voice casual. I tried to make it sound like small talk, but it came out too flat.

Emily didn’t even hesitate. “Julian? He’s actually amazing. Seriously. He’s smart, funny, totally confident. You know, I thought he’d be all full of himself, but he’s not. He makes you feel like you’re the only one in the room.”

She kept going, listing all his good qualities, one after another. It felt like she was twisting a knife in my chest, every word making it sting worse.

But for some reason, the pain mixed with something else. My cock started to stiffen again, right there in my slacks, as if her praise was working some new kind of magic on me. 

Every time she smiled and said something nice about him, I felt smaller, weaker, and even more turned on. I hated it and wanted more of it at the same time.

I swallowed and tried to sound light. “He must have tried to put some moves on you. Guy like that…he probably can’t help himself.”

Emily surprised me. She didn’t dodge, didn’t laugh it off. She just nodded. “Yeah, he did.”

I stared at her, mouth suddenly dry. “Wait, really? What did he say?”

She glanced at me, then away, tracing the rim of her glass with one finger. “He invited us back to his place after this. Said he wanted to show us something.”

That hit me like a punch. For a second, I couldn’t even process it. My heart thumped hard, heat surging through my body. I tried to play it cool, but my mind was racing.

I’d expected Julian to hit on her, any guy with eyes would, but I hadn’t expected him to do it that openly, right to her face, when I was just a few feet away.

The idea spun around in my head, circling back to the one question I couldn’t ignore: if Julian was making moves, what did that actually mean for us? For me? Of course, he couldn’t just invite her alone.

That would be a step too far, even for a guy as bold as him. He had to invite me too. That was how it worked, right? It kept things just on the edge of what was allowed.

But then another thought crept in. What if I went with them? What if I watched? The image flashed through my mind before I could stop it. Emily, beautiful and wild, with Julian, the way she’d been laughing with him all night.

My stomach twisted. I was disgusted with myself for even thinking it, but the idea wouldn’t go away. It just kept getting clearer, more intense, the more I tried to push it down.

Emily’s hand squeezed my arm, pulling me back to reality. “You okay?” she asked, searching my face.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I forced a smile, hoping it looked convincing.

She looked at me, eyes narrow, suspicious. She opened her mouth to say something but thought better of it.

Instead, she gave me a quick peck on the cheek and turned toward the dining room, following the crowd. I fell in step beside her, the knot in my stomach refusing to loosen.

Dinner was served at long tables with white cloths, candles, and silverware that felt too heavy in my hands. I sat next to Emily, but Julian was never far away.

He sat across from us, a few seats down, surrounded by people but always looking in our direction. Every time I glanced up, I’d catch him and Emily making eye contact.

Sometimes she’d blush, sometimes she’d just hold his gaze, her lips twitching like she wanted to smile. I watched the two of them, pretending to focus on my food, feeling the room shrink until it was just the three of us and nobody else.

I tried to join in the conversation, made jokes with the people next to me, but I couldn’t stop checking on them, couldn’t stop noticing the little looks and secret smiles.

Every time Julian laughed at something Emily said, every time he leaned back and just watched her, I felt my pulse skip, my throat dry out. 

It was almost obvious at this point, like the whole thing was being played out in slow motion for my benefit.

I sat there through the rest of dinner, half-listening to the conversations around me, barely tasting the food. The same thought kept running circles in my head. Emily wouldn’t leave me. I knew that.

No matter what happened tonight or any other night, we were tied together in a way that went deeper than just sex or parties or money. We had history. We had real love, even if it got lost sometimes in all the mess of bills and work and disappointment.

But I also knew she wanted more. She wanted to feel alive, to feel wanted, to live a little. I’d seen it tonight, the way she lit up, the way her smile changed when she was with Julian.

It hurt to admit it, but it was the truth. She wasn’t happy with how things were, and I couldn’t blame her. 

We’d settled into this pattern of going through the motions, waiting for something to change on its own. It never would.

So I sat there, really thinking about it, and decided that for once, I wouldn’t mind. If she wanted a piece of something wild, something rich and exciting, even if it was just for a night, I wouldn’t be the one to pull her back.

Maybe I’d regret it later, maybe I’d lie awake thinking about it, but right then, in that room, with the music playing and the candles burning down, I felt calm. The jealousy dulled, replaced by something closer to acceptance.

I watched her laugh at something Julian said from down the table, her shoulders loose, her eyes shining. 

I thought about all the years we’d spent together, the promises we’d made, the nights we’d held onto each other for comfort and nothing else. 

I knew I wasn’t enough for everything she wanted. Maybe nobody was.

After dessert, as people started getting up, I reached for her hand under the table. My fingers wrapped around hers and she looked over, surprised. I squeezed her hand, pulled her up gently from her seat, and leaned in close so only she could hear me.

I could feel my heart pounding, but my mind was clear. I didn’t want to make a scene. I just wanted her to know I was with her, no matter what happened next.

I looked at her, my voice barely above a whisper. “Do you want him?”

She froze, eyes wide, taken off guard. “What?” Her fingers tightened in mine.

I kept my gaze steady, holding her in that small moment, all the noise of the party muffled by the rush in my ears. “Emily. Do you want him?” I paused, feeling the words in my mouth, shaping each one with care. “I love you. You know I do. But I can see it on your face tonight. You look… alive. Happy. I just want to know.”

She stared at me, blinking, her breath quick and shallow. “What sort of a test is this?” Her voice was quiet, uncertain, but she didn’t pull her hand away.

“It’s not a test,” I said, shaking my head. “Not at all. I’m not trapping you or testing you. I just want you to answer honestly. That’s all. No lies between us. Not tonight.”

She pressed her lips together, eyes searching mine. “I’m not leaving you, Mark. Don’t even think that. I’m yours. Always.” She squeezed my hand, grounding me, her eyes fierce and steady. “You’re my husband. You’re my home. No one’s taking that from us.”

That was all the assurance I needed, something old and deep settling inside me. I nodded, feeling lighter. “That’s enough for me. I just… If you want him tonight, if you want something wild, if you want to feel what it’s like, you have my blessing. I mean that.”

She stared at me, shocked. “You’re serious.”

I didn’t look away. “Yeah. I want you to have it. If it’s what you want.”

She was silent, her mouth working, searching for words. I could see the disbelief and relief fighting on her face. I needed her to know this was real, that it wasn’t just talk or a fantasy I’d abandon if she said yes.

So I took her free hand and pulled it to my crotch, pressing it against my cock, hard and aching under my suit. “I want to watch,” I said, voice almost raw. “I want to see you happy. I want to see you wild again.”

She held her hand there for a moment, feeling me throb through the fabric. Her eyes flicked up to mine, searching, as if she could find some trick or trap in my words. All she found was truth. The silence stretched between us, but neither of us looked away.

Finally, she smiled. Not polite or forced, but real, blooming across her face, old love and new excitement tangled up together.

She stepped in, kissed me full on the mouth, slow and deep, her hand squeezing my cock through my pants, making me groan low in my throat. She pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes, still smiling.

“I love you,” she said, voice steady, honest, full of everything we’d ever been and everything we might be tonight. “Always.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, still holding her close.

She brushed her thumb over my cheek, still smiling. “I have to talk to him. Just once. Make sure he knows.”

I nodded, letting her go. She walked back toward the party, heels tapping out a quick rhythm. I watched her go, the way her posture shifted, the happiness in her eyes shining bright even from across the room. My whole chest felt lighter and heavier at the same time.

An hour later, the three of us left the party together. The night air felt cold on my skin, the streetlights turning everything gold.

Julian was already at the curb, keys in hand. He opened the door to a sleek black car, sliding into the driver’s seat with easy confidence. Emily and I got in the back, the door closing with a soft thud behind us.

The ride was almost silent. City lights flickered past, casting Emily’s face in soft, shifting color. 

Julian kept his eyes on the road, one hand loose on the wheel, saying nothing. In the back seat, Emily slid her hand onto my thigh, slow and deliberate.

Her fingers found my cock through my pants, squeezed, rested there. She didn’t look at me. 

She just leaned in, her body warm, eyes half-lidded, thumb stroking back and forth with lazy confidence.

Every time the car hit a bump, I felt her grip tighten. The sound of her breath, low and calm, mixed with the quiet hum of the engine. 

I sat there, hard and aching, my mind racing through everything that had led us here.

Julian pulled up to his building, a doorman already waiting at the curb. He stepped out, tossing his keys to the valet, and looked back at us with a small, private smile.

Emily let go of my cock and gave my hand a gentle squeeze, then slid across the backseat and out of the car. She didn’t even look back at me.

She walked straight to Julian, heels clicking against the pavement, eyes bright in the streetlight. She barely had to say anything; she just slipped in beside him, and he dropped his hand naturally around her waist, as if she belonged there.

Right there on the sidewalk, without a second thought, Julian moved his hand down and squeezed her ass. And he wasn’t coy or quiet about it. He held her ass and gave a good, hard, lingering squeeze. 

My heart hammered in my chest. Even after all our years together, I never would’ve done something like that to Emily in public. It would have felt too risky, too showy, too much. Julian didn’t even blink.

His hand cupped her, fingers digging in, and she leaned back against him, just enough to let him know she liked it. 

My cock throbbed, harder than I’d ever been, a wild mix of humiliation and want burning through me.

The doorman greeted Julian by name and nodded to us both, then held the doors open. 

Inside, the lobby was all marble and gold trim, ceilings higher than anything I’d seen outside of a cathedral. Emily’s eyes went wide as we passed through, taking it all in.

The elevator arrived with a soft ding, and Julian ushered us in with a small nod.

Upstairs, his apartment was something out of a magazine. Huge windows looked out over the city, lights glowing in every direction. 

The furniture was modern and expensive, sharp lines and dark colors, everything spotless.

I saw a glass bar cart, bottles I’d only ever seen in movies, and the biggest TV I’d ever laid eyes on. Emily walked in slowly, soaking it all up, running her hand over the smooth back of the leather couch.

“This place is incredible,” she breathed, still turning in slow circles. “It’s… wow.”

Julian closed the door behind us, set his keys down, and came up behind her. She didn’t flinch or step away.

She just waited, like she knew exactly what was coming. He slid his arms around her from behind, pulled her tight against him, and bent his head to whisper something in her ear. 

I couldn’t hear what he said. She laughed, a quiet, breathless sound, and tilted her head back, exposing the curve of her neck.

He kissed her then, full on the mouth, bold and sure. His hands slid up her sides, fingers splayed over her hips. Emily didn’t resist.

She kissed him back, lips parted, her hands coming up to rest against his chest. I watched them, watched Julian claim her, right there in front of me, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Emily melted against him, her body pressing close, her hands clutching at his shirt. I stood just inside the door, rooted to the spot, my cock aching and my chest tight.

I watched her hand slide down his chest, slow and deliberate, heading straight for his belt. She wasn’t shy about it. She undid the buckle, then the button, and her hand found him through his pants, squeezing, testing him.

There was a hunger in her touch I hadn’t seen in years. She wanted him. Really wanted him. 

It wasn’t about him chasing her—it was her reaching for what she wanted, the thrill in her face, the need in the way her fingers gripped him.

Julian didn’t waste time. He leaned down and kissed her again, his hand tangled in her hair, and then with a small push on her shoulder, he guided her down. She sank to her knees on the expensive rug, never breaking eye contact.

My breath caught. She looked up at him, lips parted, a soft flush on her cheeks. She reached up, unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and even from across the room I could see just how much he had to offer.

He was big. Thicker, longer than me by a stretch. Emily’s eyes widened, and she let out a little laugh, breathless, almost in disbelief. 

She looked back at me, a wicked grin flickering across her face. “Oh my god, you weren’t kidding,” she said, almost under her breath, her voice tight with excitement.

The words hit me hard. I couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. My cock throbbed in my pants, a mix of jealousy and pure arousal building up inside me.

She wrapped her hand around Julian, stroking him once, twice, her thumb running along the head. Then she leaned in and licked him, slow at first, tongue tracing a circle, tasting him, exploring him.

She opened her mouth wide and took him in, cheeks hollowing out, sucking deep. 

He let out a sound, somewhere between a sigh and a growl, his hand resting heavy on the back of her head, guiding her pace.

Emily moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she worked him. Her hands moved with practiced ease, one stroking the shaft, the other cupping his balls. She bobbed her head, taking more of him each time, her jaw working, spit shining his cock.

Every so often, she glanced up at Julian, then over at me, lips stretched, eyes shining with something wild and reckless. She looked alive, more alive than I’d seen her in years.

Julian groaned, hips rocking forward, taking control, pushing deeper into her mouth. Emily gagged a little, pulled back, then dove right back in, hungry for him. She was eager, eager in a way I hadn’t seen in so long, lost in the act, loving every second.

I stood there, frozen, hand pressed to my own cock, unable to look away. The sounds of her sucking, the wetness, the muffled moans, all of it filled the room. 

My wife, on her knees for another man, lost in the pleasure of it, the shame and arousal twisting together until I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

Julian tugged her up by the hair, gentle but firm, bringing her mouth to his for a sloppy kiss. 

She melted into him, giggling, her lips shiny with spit. He reached down, hands bold, grabbed the hem of her dress and peeled it up over her head.

She raised her arms without thinking, letting him strip her, bare in nothing but her heels and a deep red thong. He wasted no time, unclasped her bra and let it fall, her breasts spilling out, nipples tight and hard.

They stumbled together, laughing and breathless, kissing as he dragged her toward the bedroom. He half-carried her, her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms around his neck, nails digging into his skin.

She pawed at his jacket, tugged it down his shoulders, then pushed his pants down. They shed clothes in the hallway, leaving a trail behind them, Emily’s dress, his shirt, her heels, all the evidence of how little patience they had.

I followed, my heart in my throat, cock straining in my pants. In the bedroom, Julian laid her out on the bed, standing over her, his body tall and powerful. 

She sprawled back, chest heaving, hair wild, naked for another man, exposed and open and completely unashamed.

He climbed onto the bed and spread her legs, his hands rough on her thighs, pushing them wide. 

He lined himself up and buried himself in her with one hard thrust. Emily’s head snapped back, her mouth falling open, a sound ripped from her throat. It was Julian’s name, screamed into the air.

He drove into her, deep and fast, every stroke slamming her body against the mattress. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, wet and raw and urgent.

She clung to him, nails raking his back, legs locked around his waist. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth wide open, moaning, begging, her voice hoarse with need. Julian kept a hand wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough, his other hand pinning her wrist above her head.

I stood at the edge of the room, watching it all, watching my wife get fucked by another man, watching her lose herself in him.

She screamed out, “He’s so much better than you, Mark. So much bigger. Oh god, yes…don’t stop, Julian!”

He just laughed, voice dark and pleased, and pounded her even harder, driving her up the bed, making her squeal and sob.

Her face twisted in pleasure, hair stuck to her forehead, eyes squeezed tight, her whole body shaking. I’d never seen her like this, never heard those sounds before.

She came hard, her back arching off the bed, screaming his name again, her whole body trembling under him. Julian didn’t let up. He kept going, never slowing, fucking her through her orgasm, relentless and hungry, using her like she was made just for him.

Emily kept moaning for him, over and over, her voice filling the room. 

“Julian…oh fuck, yes, you’re so big…god, I love it, don’t stop, don’t stop…give me more—” She sounded desperate, almost wrecked, her hands clawing at his back, her legs spreading wider for him, begging for everything he could give.

I stood there, frozen, watching my wife completely lost in him. I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed in my pants, painfully hard, pressed tight against the zipper.

I tried to look away, tried to tell myself I should turn around, leave the room, but I couldn’t move. The sight of her writhing under him, the sound of her pleading for more, the way she looked up at him, her face full of hunger, eyes rolling back with every thrust, it had me trapped.

Julian leaned down, pressing his lips to her ear, whispering something that made her gasp and shake her head.

He drove into her deeper, rougher, his hand finding her breast, squeezing, twisting her nipple until she cried out. She arched up into him, her voice breaking, breathless and wild. 

“Julian, fuck, I want it…I want all of you, please, fuck me harder—”

She was begging him. She was actually saying please. My shame twisted up with arousal. I couldn’t take it anymore. My hand went to my belt, unbuckled it, yanked down my zipper.

I pulled my cock out, hard and aching, and started to jerk off. The relief was immediate and humiliating, my hand moving fast, desperate, eyes locked on the scene in front of me.

For the first time, Julian paused. He looked over his shoulder, then at me, a slow grin spreading across his face.

Emily followed his gaze, her eyes widening as she saw what I was doing. She didn’t look away. 

She just started laughing, a wild, dirty laugh, her hand reaching down to spread herself open for him, showing off how soaked she was, how much she wanted him.

Julian laughed too, shaking his head, and then looked back at her. “See what you do to him?” he said, loud enough for me to hear. “You break him just by taking cock.”

The shame burned through me, bright and sharp. But I didn’t stop. My fist worked my shaft, my eyes glued to the way Julian’s cock slid in and out of her, to the way Emily’s mouth hung open, tongue out, eyes rolling up every time he bottomed out.

The two of them started moving again, harder, wilder, their bodies slamming together in a rhythm that was all hunger and need.

Emily’s moans got louder, her hands clawing at the sheets, her voice echoing around the room. “I’m gonna cum again…oh fuck, Julian, please, please, don’t stop…” Her whole body shuddered, back arching off the bed, mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm hit.

She grabbed at Julian’s arms, holding on for dear life, riding out every wave.

That pushed me over the edge. My hand tightened, hips jerking, and I came, hot and thick, spilling onto my shirt and hand.

The shame that hit after was worse than anything I’d ever felt, a wave of self-loathing and regret crashing over me. For a moment, I wanted to hide, to run, but my feet wouldn’t move.

Julian didn’t slow down. He grabbed Emily’s hips, pulled her to the edge of the bed, and drove into her, relentless. She was still moaning, still begging, her voice hoarse but eager. “Yes, yes, fill me up, Julian, I want it…I want all of it—”

He fucked her harder, faster, sweat dripping down his back, muscles tight, until finally he let out a deep, guttural growl and slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep.

Emily cried out, her legs shaking, as he emptied himself inside her, filling her up just the way she wanted. He stayed there, holding her close, their bodies locked together, both of them panting, spent, lost in each other.

I stood at the edge of the room, cum cooling on my hand, my body empty and hollow. The shame was a physical thing, pressing down on me, heavier than anything I’d ever carried.

I watched as Julian finally pulled out, his cum dripping from her, and she just smiled up at him, eyes dazed and happy, her body still trembling from everything he’d given her.

That’s when it really hit me. I knew it in my gut, deeper than anything I’d ever admitted to myself. I wanted this.

Not just this night, not just once, I wanted more of it. The jealousy, the shame, the ache of watching her taken like that. It was twisted up with something darker and more honest than I’d ever let myself feel. I wanted to see her lost in it again, over and over.

I looked at her lying there, legs still open, Julian’s cum seeping out of her, and I understood that she probably wouldn’t ever look at me the same way in bed again.

There was a good chance she wouldn’t ever fuck me like she used to. Julian had been further inside her than I could ever hope to be. 

He’d shown her something I couldn’t, something I’d never be able to give her, no matter how hard I tried.

The shame sat heavy in my chest, sharp and overwhelming. I knew I’d never get rid of it. But mixed in with that shame, tangled right through it, was want. Raw and real.

I would want this again. I would crave it. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how empty I felt now, I knew that the next time the chance came, I’d be right there, begging for more.

I finally managed to find my voice, my throat dry. “Should we go now?” I asked, barely able to look at her.

Emily didn’t even glance at me. She was still lying there, catching her breath, eyes on the ceiling, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “We agreed to one night, Mark,” she said, her voice soft but clear. “Not just one fuck.”
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