

I picked Katie up from the Majestic Theatre that Thursday after work. She was waiting under the old marquee lights, and even from the car I could see she was practically vibrating. She slipped into the passenger seat, bringing a rush of cool air and the faint, familiar smell of her perfume with her.

“You have no idea,” she said, the words tumbling out before the door was even shut. She didn’t bother with her seatbelt yet. “Sam, it was incredible. The audition. Everything just… worked.”

I pulled away from the curb, easing into the slow downtown traffic. “Yeah? Tell me all about it.” I loved seeing her like this. Her whole face was alive, her eyes wide and shining, like she’d plugged into some hidden current of pure energy.

“It’s this new play,” she said, finally clicking her seatbelt into place. “A modern piece, really raw. The lead is complicated. Messy. Not your typical role at all.” She gestured with her hands as she spoke, painting the character in the air between us. “The reading went on for nearly an hour. We did scenes, some improvisation, talked about the character’s motivation. The director, Marcus, he’s… intense. In a really good way. He has this way of pulling things out of you, making you reach for something you didn’t know was there.”

The name was new. Marcus. I noted it as I turned onto the main thoroughfare. The soft glow from the instrument panel washed over her eager features.

“I just have this feeling,” she said, her voice dropping to a hushed, confidential tone, as if speaking it too loudly might break the spell. “I really think I might get the part. I felt the monologue. He stopped me halfway through and asked me to do it again, but angrier, more fractured. And it clicked. It felt true.”

I reached across the console and gave her knee a gentle squeeze. The fabric of her black leggings was cool beneath my palm. “That’s fantastic, Katie. Really. I’m so proud of you.” And I was. All the late nights she’d spent rehearsing in our living room, all the shifts at the café to pay for workshops, it suddenly felt like it might all be converging into this moment.

She placed her hand over mine, her fingers still chilly from the evening air. “Thank you. It would be a huge opportunity. He did warn that rehearsals would be demanding. Evenings and weekends for the next two months, solid. But it’s a real production, with proper backing.”

“We’ll make it work,” I said, the supportive response coming automatically. It’s what one says.

At the next red light, I leaned over and gave her a soft, brief kiss on the cheek. Her skin was cool, but she turned and met my lips with a warmer, quicker kiss of her own. It was affectionate, but her mind was clearly elsewhere, still back under the hot lights of the stage.

“Callbacks are tomorrow,” she murmured as I drove on, her gaze drifting to the passing blur of city lights and darkened storefronts. “Just a handful of us. To see how we pair with the potential male lead.” She let out a long, contented sigh. “I want this so much, Sam.”

I simply nodded, keeping my attention on the road ahead. The car settled into a quiet hum, filled only by the sound of the engine and her soft, preoccupied breathing. She was miles away, lost in visions of rehearsals and opening nights. I was happy for her. Truly.

My mind started to wander, as it often did after a long day. I thought about the perks of dating an artist. The passion, sure. The way she saw the world in colors and textures I usually missed. But let's be honest, the biggest perk, the one that never got old, was that she was just ridiculously, stupidly hot.

I stole a glance at her profile in the dim light. The curve of her neck, the way her lips were slightly parted as she stared out the window, lost in her thoughts. She had this effortless beauty that didn't rely on a ton of makeup or fancy clothes.

Right now, in a simple sweater and those tight black leggings, she looked incredible. My eyes drifted down, appreciating the swell of her chest under the soft fabric. She had amazing tits, perfect handfuls that felt just right, and she knew how to wear a top that hinted at them without screaming for attention.

It was part of the whole package, the graceful lines of her, the way she moved with a dancer's awareness even when she was just getting out of a car.

It was a shallow thought, maybe, but a true one. After a day of spreadsheets and corporate jargon, coming home to that, to her, was like a shot of pure, visual caffeine.

It wasn't just about sex, though that was certainly a factor. It was the simple, visceral pleasure of looking at someone so beautiful who chose to be with you. It made the mundane drives home, the listening to audition dramas, the financial juggling of an artist's life, all feel completely worth it. She was my girlfriend, my aspiring star, and yeah, she was the most stunning woman I knew.

The thought lingered as I turned onto our street. I’d lucked out, plain and simple.

Girls like Katie who are vibrant, creative, with that kind of arresting beauty, they didn’t usually end up with guys like me. Guys with a sensible job, a receding hairline I was fighting a slow, losing battle against, and a build that was more ‘dad-bod in training’ than Greek statue.

I wasn’t bad looking. I knew that. I cleaned up okay in a suit, had a decent smile. But I wasn't Adonis.

I was Sam from accounting, who played racquetball every other Thursday and whose biggest thrill last week was finding a good podcast. Katie, though? Katie was a event. She turned heads in a grocery store. There was a heat to her, a magnetism that went beyond just pretty features. It was in her laugh, the confident arch of her eyebrow, the way she inhabited a space. The difference in our… wattage, for lack of a better word, was a quiet, constant fact in our relationship.

And she was an actress. That was the real kicker. Her world was populated by men who weren't just hot, but were *crafted* for it.

Chiseled jaws from casting calls, guys with intense eyes who knew how to use their bodies as instruments, who probably did yoga and ate kale salads and talked about ‘motivation’ without a hint of irony. They weren't just better looking; they were in her element, speaking her language of emotion and gesture in a way I never could.

It was one of the main reasons I hardly ever went to her rehearsals. She’d ask, sometimes, early on. “Want to come watch a run-through?”

And I’d always have an excuse, a late meeting, errands, just being tired. The truth was, I didn’t want to see it. I didn’t want to sit in a dark auditorium and watch her lock eyes with some sculpted, brooding scene partner, watch his hands on her arms during a blocking exercise, listen to them whisper lines that were charged with pretend intimacy.

I knew it was all acting, technically. But knowing something and feeling it are two different countries, and I simply couldn’t bring myself to see it.

I knew it was insecurity. A deep-seated, unoriginal brand of male insecurity. Knowing it was irrational didn’t magically make it untrue. It just made me feel weak for feeling it. So I avoided the source.

I’d hear about Marcus, the director, or Liam, the potential male lead, from the safety of our kitchen, over a glass of wine. It was easier that way. I could support her dream with words, with logistics, with love, from a distance where I didn't have to physically witness the sheer, glaring contrast between the men in her artistic world and the man waiting for her at home.

The quiet, gnawing thoughts didn't stop at the rehearsal door. They followed me right into our bedroom, into the most intimate space we shared. The truth was, I knew I wasn't great at fucking her. I knew it with a cold, clinical certainty that sat in my stomach like a stone.

She never complained. Not once. In fact, she was relentlessly, almost performatively positive. Every time, without fail, she'd curl into me afterwards, her skin damp and warm, and murmur into my neck, "That was so good, Sam." She'd sigh, a contented little sound, and press closer. And I'd hold her, feeling like a fraud.

The mechanics of it were the most obvious problem. I didn't last very long. It wasn't a matter of minutes; sometimes it was a matter of a few frantic, desperate thrusts before the coil in my gut snapped, and it was over.

I'd try all the tricks, thinking about baseball stats, mentally reciting my to-do list, but the sight of her, the feel of her wrapped around me, the sounds she made… it was too much. It short-circuited any attempt at control. I’d finish with a choked-off groan, collapsing onto her, awash in a wave of pleasure that was immediately poisoned by a flood of shame and frustration.

And then came the performance. Her climax. Or what was supposed to be her climax. Her back would arch, her fingers would dig into my shoulders, and she’d let out these sharp, breathy cries. It was convincing.

To an outsider, it would have looked passionate, explosive even. But somewhere deep in the animal part of my brain, the part that felt her every flutter and tremor from the inside, I didn't believe it. It felt timed.

It felt like a crescendo she manufactured right as she sensed I was teetering on the edge, a courtesy orgasm to send me off properly. The wilder she seemed, the more she thrashed and chanted my name, the more I became convinced it was an act, a generous piece of theatre performed for my benefit.

She’d caught the doubt in my eyes once, after. "What's wrong?" she'd asked, her brow furrowed with genuine concern.

"Nothing," I'd said. "Just… did you…?"

"Of course I did," she'd said, smiling, kissing my shoulder. "It was amazing. Don't be silly."

She’d said variations of that dozens of times. I always cum with you. You feel so good. Don't think like that. But her assurances just cemented my suspicion. Protesting too much.

The ghost of tangible evidence had appeared once, casually, on her phone. We were scrolling through her Instagram together, a rare moment of shared digital laziness.

She paused on a picture of a muscular guy hanging off a rock-climbing wall, shirtless, grinning with a kind of easy, predatory confidence. "Oh wow," she'd chuckled, a faint, nostalgic smile on her lips. When she’d caught me looking at her and the screen, she’d just said,  "There's my disaster ex, Leo. Man, what a time that was."

I'd looked at the guy. The carved abdomen, the thick arms, the arrogant set of his jaw. He looked like he could bench-press a car and then quote Nietzsche. The real deal. The words had echoed in my head.

That was the caliber of man she’d been with before. A guy who probably lasted for hours, who knew a hundred ways to make a woman scream for real.

To go from that… to me? To my fumbling enthusiasm and premature conclusion? The math didn't lie. However much she loved me, however sweet her intentions, she wasn't having amazing sex.

She was having polite, affectionate, deeply inadequate sex. And I was the one providing it. That knowledge was the third passenger in our bed, lying silently between us every single time.

The thought slithered in, unwanted but potent, as I guided the car into our driveway and cut the engine. The silence felt heavier now.

Did she think about them? Those actors with their easy physicality and brooding stares? When I was fumbling over her in our dim bedroom, my movements rushed and my breath already ragged, did her mind wander?

Did she close her eyes and picture someone else? Not me, with my soft middle and my predictable rhythm, but one of those men from her world — a chiseled jock of an actor, maybe that Liam guy she’d mentioned for callbacks. Did she imagine him instead?

Someone who wouldn’t finish in a frantic, shameful burst, but who could fuck her with a slow, devastating patience, or pound into her with a raw, athletic power I couldn’t hope to match. The kind of fucking you saw in movies, where it looked less like love and more like conquest.

A vivid, unwelcome image flashed behind my eyes: Katie, her head thrown back not in polite performance, but in genuine, helpless abandon, her nails scoring down a back corded with muscle that wasn’t mine.

The idea was a poison, but it carried a strange, electric charge. My cock gave a half-hard twitch against my thigh, a physical betrayal of everything I thought I felt. A mix of arousal and profound self-loathing coiled in my gut, hot and sickening.

I banished the thought violently, shaking my head as if I could physically dislodge it. What was wrong with me? This was my girlfriend, the woman I loved, who had chosen me. I was inventing problems, feeding my own insecurities with grotesque fantasies.

I was lucky. I repeated it to myself like a mantra, staring at the dark shape of our front door. I am so lucky. She was brilliant and beautiful and she came home to me. She told me about her day, she laughed at my dumb jokes, she made me coffee in the morning.

She slept curled into my side every night. The evidence of her love was everywhere, in the shared laundry, in the grocery list on the fridge, in the way her toothbrush stood next to mine.

I was almost certain that she loved me. Not almost, I was certain. The love was in the quiet, daily things, the bedrock of our life together. It was real. It had to be.

And that was enough, I told myself firmly, my jaw tight. It had to be enough. So what if our sex life was… lacking? So what if I couldn’t give her the kind of primal, theatrical passion she might secretly crave?

Love was more than that. Love was stability, partnership, showing up. It was driving her to auditions and listening to her dreams. I provided that. I was her safe harbor. That was my role. That was valuable.

The alternative, dwelling on the heat of other men, on my own inadequacies, led to a dark, jealous place I couldn’t afford to visit. It would ruin everything.

“We’re home,” I said, my voice sounding strangely normal in the closed space of the car. I forced a smile, reaching over to squeeze her hand again. Her fingers were warm now.

She smiled back, that distracted, radiant smile, already unbuckling her seatbelt, her mind no doubt leaping ahead to tomorrow’s callback, to the script waiting on her bedside table.

I took a deep breath, shoved the corrosive thoughts back down into the locked box where they belonged, and followed her out of the car, toward our familiar, well-lit door.

A week passed. Katie got the role and she’d got the lead female part. It was incredibly exciting and she threw every waking hour at rehearsals. She’d come home tired but still practice her lines. I admired her work ethic.

One night, we were in bed, the room dark except for the cool blue glow from her phone screen. We were spooning, my chest against her back, one arm draped loosely over her waist. It was our usual position, comfortable and close. I was drifting, lulled by the warmth of her and the soft rhythm of her breathing.

Then she shifted, lifting her phone. “Look at this,” she said, her voice bright with a shared secret. She angled the screen back towards me.

The photo was professionally lit, taken in what looked like a rehearsal space. High ceilings, polished wood floors. Katie was in the center, wearing a slip of a black dress that was both revealing and elegant, all sleek lines and delicate straps.

It clung to her in a way that made my breath catch. She looked incredible, a version of herself that was more poised, more… untouchable.

But my eyes didn’t stay on her for long. They were dragged to the man behind her. He stood close, very close, his front almost touching her back.

His hands were settled firmly on her hips, his long fingers splayed possessively over the silky fabric of her dress. He was tall, with broad shoulders that filled out a simple grey t-shirt in a way that spoke of dedicated gym time, not just luck.

His face was turned slightly toward the camera, a smirk playing on lips that were frankly too perfect. Strong jaw, sharp cheekbones, dark eyes that seemed to look right through the lens with an easy, arrogant confidence. Marcus. The director.

I’d learned more about him now. She’d mentioned he was up-and-coming, a real talent making waves off-Broadway.

What she hadn’t mentioned, what punched me square in the gut, was how fucking good-looking the guy was. He wasn’t just handsome; he was the prototype.

The kind of man you see in cologne ads or starring as a vampire king. Fit, composed, radiating a casual authority that felt as natural as breathing.

But it was the way they were positioned that froze the air in my lungs. Marcus wasn’t just standing near her for a picture. He was holding her. His grip on her hips wasn’t tentative or polite; it was certain, claiming.

And Katie, my Katie, was leaning back into him, her spine a soft curve that molded against his chest. Her head was tilted back, almost resting on his shoulder, a small, private smile on her lips.

It wasn’t the smile she gave me. This was different. It was a look of being exactly where she wanted to be, of surrendering to a gravitational pull.

She was talking, her words a distant buzz in my ears. “…got it from the theatre’s social media manager today. They’re using it for promotion. Isn’t the lighting great? Marcus said the chemistry in the shot was perfect, just what he wanted to project for the play…”

I heard none of it. The blood was roaring in my head, a dull, static roar. My arm over her waist suddenly felt limp, useless. I was staring at the image, at his hands on her, at the way her body language screamed a quiet, undeniable truth: in that moment, under those lights, she belonged to that vision of perfection behind her.

She was showing me a promotional photo, but all I could see was evidence. Proof of a world where she fit seamlessly with men like that, and a glaring, painful illustration of where I did not fit at all.

Lying there in the dark, the ghost of Marcus’s hands on her hips was a brand on my mind. The comparisons attacked, explicit and unforgiving.

First, me. My version. My fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans, my kisses soft and questioning on her mouth. When I entered her, it was always with a careful, almost hesitant push, worried about hurting her.

I’d move inside her with a gentle, rocking rhythm, my face buried in her hair, whispering that I loved her. I’d come quickly, with a choked-off gasp, my body shuddering through a pleasure that felt stolen and immediately shameful. Afterwards, I’d stay sheathed inside her, softening, feeling like a failure. My touch was apology, not possession.

Then, him.

The scene in my head wasn’t gentle. It was graphic. I saw him, Marcus, backing her into that same rehearsal space after everyone had left. No sweet words. His mouth would be on hers, swallowing her gasp, his tongue forcing its way past her lips. His hands wouldn’t wander; they’d grab.

One big hand fisting in her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. The other shoving that elegant black dress up around her waist, his fingers rough as they hooked into the sides of her thong and ripped it down her thighs without ceremony.

He wouldn’t ask if she was ready. He’d spit into his palm, slick himself with a crude, efficient stroke, and then he’d drive into her from behind, bending her over the edge of the stage. There would be no slow entry.

It would be one brutal, deep thrust that punched the air from her lungs in a sharp cry. I could hear the wet, filthy sound of him taking her, a hard, rhythmic slap of skin on skin that echoed in the empty theatre.

And her, God, her. This was the worst, most explicit part. She wouldn’t be pretending. Her polite whimpers would transform into ragged, screaming sobs of yes.

Her hands would scramble for grip on the smooth stage floor, her knuckles white. Her back would arch, not in delicate suggestion, but in a strained bow, forcing her ass back against his pounding hips, taking him deeper, begging for it without words.

She’d come, not with a theatrical shudder, but with a violent, convulsing clamp around his cock, her whole body seizing, her cries raw and broken and utterly, devastatingly real.

The fantasy spiraled into specific, degrading detail.

A text message.

Her name on my screen: Working late with Marcus on character motivation. Don’t wait up.

And I’d picture her sending it with him already kneeling behind her, the thick head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. She’d hit send and drop the phone, her mind going blank as he filled her in one relentless stroke.

He’d use her. He’d fuck her until her legs shook, until her makeup was ruined by tears and sweat, until his release was pumping into her in hot, possessive pulses.

He’d pull out and leave her there, dripping and used, collapsed on the cold floor. And she’d love it. She’d feel more alive, more desired, more fucked in those ten minutes than in all the gentle, inadequate times I’d ever been with her.

The explicit, shameful truth was that part of me, the weakest part, was horrifically turned on by the idea of her being treated that way because it proved, beyond doubt, everything I feared about my own insufficiency.

The thought was a poison, but it was an aphrodisiac, too. My cock, already stiff, gave another insistent throb against the soft cotton of my boxers, straining unmistakably against her lower back where we spooned.

She noticed.

Her hand, which had been resting peacefully on my forearm draped over her, slid down. Her fingers trailed over my hip, then dipped beneath the waistband of my boxers without hesitation.

Her cool, smooth fingers closed around my length, finding it fully, achingly hard. She gave a soft, knowing squeeze that made my breath hitch.

“Well, hello there,” she murmured, her voice a low, sleepy purr in the dark. She didn’t sound like the woman being ruthlessly taken in my fantasy. She sounded like my Katie, amused and affectionate.

Then she turned in my arms, shifting until we were face-to-face in the dim light from the window. A sly, playful smile touched her lips, her eyes glinting.

She kept her hand moving on me, a slow, teasing stroke up and down my shaft. “Someone’s feeling frisky after bedtime,” she whispered, her breath warm against my mouth. “Were you having a good dream about me?”

If only you knew.

The thought was a bolt of panic. She had no idea. She couldn’t possibly know that the image fueling this erection was of her on her hands and knees for another man, being fucked with a brutality I could never muster.

A wave of intense, gut-churning gratitude washed over me. She was here, with me, touching me, and she was blissfully ignorant of the sick little cinema playing in my head.

“Just thinking about you,” I managed to grunt, the lie coming easily because it was, technically, true.

“Mmm, I like that,” she said, her smile widening. She leaned in and captured my mouth with hers. The kiss started soft, but it deepened quickly, fueled by the relentless rhythm of her hand.

Her tongue slipped past my lips, and I met it with my own, a surge of desperate, genuine hunger rising to meet the twisted arousal already churning inside me. I loved what she was doing.

I loved the feel of her skilled fingers, the taste of her, the warm, familiar weight of her body pressing into mine. It was a lifeline thrown to me in the middle of my own private storm.

My hands came up, one tangling in her hair, the other sliding down to grip the curve of her ass through her thin sleep shorts, pulling her tighter against my throbbing cock.

The friction was exquisite. A low groan vibrated in my chest and into her mouth. This was real. This was us. Not some violent fantasy, but this quiet, intimate heat in our own bed.

She broke the kiss, panting slightly, her forehead resting against mine. Her strokes became more deliberate, a little faster. “You feel so good,” she breathed, her eyes half-lidded. “So hard for me.”

Her words were a trigger. My cock, already a thick, veined length of aching need in her clever hand, seemed to swell further at her praise, the flushed head leaking a bead of pre-cum that her thumb smeared down my shaft.

I rolled us over, my body settling into the cradle of her thighs. The heat coming off her was immense. She helped me shove my boxers down, then hooked her fingers into her own sleep shorts and the tiny lace panties beneath, pushing them down past the curve of her hips.

They caught at her knees and she kicked them away with a soft rustle.

There she was. Naked. The dim light from the window caught the pale slopes of her breasts, her nipples already drawn into tight, dusky peaks. A faint sheen of sweat made her skin glow.

My mouth watered at the sight, but my mind was already betraying me. I positioned myself, the broad, sensitive crown of my cock nudging against her folds. She was so wet. I could feel the slick heat, the parted, swollen lips yielding for me without resistance.

I pushed forward, a single, deep invasion that made us both gasp. The tight, velvety clutch of her inner walls welcomed me, stretching to accommodate my girth, a perfect, hot friction that threatened to undo me immediately.

She wrapped her legs around me, her heels digging into the small of my back, pulling me in until our pubic bones ground together. “Yes, Sam,” she sighed, her head tipping back. “Just like that. You fill me up so good.”

But as I began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm of withdrawal and penetration, the fantasy invaded. It wasn’t just a thought; it was a sensory overlay.

His cock would be bigger, the voice hissed. Thicker. He’d stretch her wider, make her gasp in real shock at the intrusion. He wouldn’t slide in gently. He’d force his way in with one brutal thrust, making her cry out.

My hands found her breasts, palming their full, heavy weight. Her nipples were hard pebbles against my palms. I rolled them between my thumbs and forefingers, and she arched into the touch, a sweet moan escaping her lips.

But in my mind, I saw his hands, bigger and rougher, not fondling but groping, squeezing her flesh hard enough to make her whimper, pinching her nipples cruelly, turning them an even darker red. And she’d love it. She’d beg for the rough treatment.

I drove into her, feeling her delicious tightness ripple around my shaft. Each stroke dragged her wetness along my length, the sound a lewd, sticky whisper in the quiet room. Her pussy was a furnace, clenching and fluttering with each pass.

He’d fuck her harder, the comparison continued, relentless. Deeper. His balls would slap against her ass with a sharp, punishing sound. He’d pound into her until that wet sound was a loud, obscene squelch, until she was dripping down her own thighs.

She reached for me, her hands framing my face, trying to pull me down for a kiss. I met her lips, tasting mint and sleep.

But I imagined his kiss, demanding, bruising, his tongue fucking her mouth the way his cock was fucking her cunt. The dual sensation, the real and the imagined, was too much. A violent surge of arousal tightened my scrotum, drawing it up tight against my body.

“You’re so deep,” she moaned, her nails now scratching red trails down my back. “Right there, don’t stop, I’m so close!”

Her inner muscles began to flutter wildly around me, a rapid, gripping pulse that felt like heaven. But the voice was final, damning. She’s acting. This is her performance. For him, it would be a tsunami. Her back would bow off the bed, her tits would bounce violently, her cunt would clamp down on him like a vise, milking his cock with raw, involuntary spasms as she screamed.

That did it. The graphic, humiliating comparison was the match to the fuse. My control vaporized. A wave of pleasure, so intense it was blinding, erupted from the very root of my cock. My hips jackhammered against hers, three, four, five frantic, shallow, useless thrusts as I came.

My release shot into her in hot, thick pulses, jet after jet, my cock throbbing wildly inside her clenching channel. It was a massive, body-seizing orgasm, but it was over in a handful of seconds, leaving me spent and hollow.

I collapsed, my full weight on her, my softening cock still lodged inside her, already slipping out from the sheer wetness. I was drenched in sweat, trembling.

Her warmth was everywhere, the smell of sex and her perfume thick in the air. She held me, one hand stroking my hair, the other tracing circles on my sweaty back.

“Mmm,” she hummed, her voice throaty with satisfaction. “That was so good, Sam. So intense. You came so hard.”

I buried my face in her neck, hiding the shame burning in my eyes. Her kindness was the cruelest part. She had no idea that the hardness of my cock, the depth of my strokes, the very intensity of my climax, were all borrowed from a filthy daydream of her being ruthlessly, perfectly fucked by someone else.

I eventually rolled off her, my body feeling heavy and spent. The cool air of the room hit the sweat on my skin, raising goosebumps. She immediately shifted, curling into my side, her head finding its familiar spot on my shoulder. One arm draped across my chest, her leg hooking over mine. She let out a soft, contented sigh that felt like a physical blow.

In the quiet dark, I heard myself ask the question, my voice rough. “Did you come?”

She nuzzled closer, her lips brushing my collarbone. “Mmmhmm. I did. It was really good.”

My hand came up almost automatically, my fingers stroking through the soft strands of her hair. It was a tender gesture, one I’d done a thousand times. But inside, a cold, hard certainty settled.

It’s not true.

She hadn’t. The flutters I’d felt were just her body, not the crashing, convulsing finale of a real orgasm. It was a performance, a generous gift to send me off to sleep without my insecurities gnawing at me.

I wondered, not for the first time, why I didn’t just confront her about it. Just say it. Katie, I know you didn’t come. Why do you pretend? The words sat on my tongue, bitter and impossible.

The answer came immediately, clenching my stomach with a fresh wave of shame. I was too afraid. Too ashamed. Asking the question would rip the polite fiction wide open, and what waited on the other side was a truth I couldn’t bear to hear.

What if she finally stopped pretending? What if, in a moment of frustration or just brutal honesty, she simply said it? No, Sam. I didn’t come. You don’t fuck me well enough. You never last long enough to get me there. It’s nice, but it’s not enough.

Hearing that out loud would destroy me. It would make the phantom of Marcus, and every other hot, capable man in her orbit, a concrete reality.

My gentle touch, my whispered love, my entire claim to her, it would all be exposed as insufficient. The fragile foundation of our relationship, the one where I could tell myself our emotional connection outweighed our physical shortcomings, would crumble to dust.

So I stayed silent. I kept stroking her hair. I accepted her lie because the alternative was a truth that would leave me with nothing at all. The shame of my silence was just another layer on top of the shame of my performance, a heavier, colder weight settling deep in my bones.

Lying there with her curled against me, the heat of our bodies mingling, a profound and sickening shame washed over the arousal that had just consumed me.

Now that I’d cum, spurred on by the very thoughts that now revolted me, the clarity was brutal.

I wondered, staring at the dark ceiling, when it had actually begun. This… thing. It wasn’t always there. There was a time, early on, when my insecurities were just that: quiet fears, not fuel for my own dick.

It started a few months back. She’d posted a picture on Instagram. A group of her theatre friends at some dive bar after a show. She was in the center, laughing, a beer bottle in her hand. And right beside her, his arm slung casually over the back of her chair, was some guy.

Not Marcus, someone else. He was tall, with that effortless, scruffy look some actors have, wearing a leather jacket. He was looking at the camera, but his body was angled entirely toward Katie. The pose screamed casual possession. My friend, she’d said. I couldn’t bring myself to think of him as a friend.

That night, alone, I’d looked at that picture again. And instead of just feeling a spike of jealous anxiety, I’d felt a different, darker pull. A twist low in my gut. What if he wanted her? What if, later that night, he’d followed her out to her car?

What if he’d pushed her up against the driver’s side door and kissed her, his hand sliding under her shirt? The thought should have made me furious. Instead, to my horror, it had made me hard. I’d masturbated to the idea, quickly and guiltily, hating myself even as I came.

That was the seed. A single, corrupted kernel. And unfortunately, it hadn’t died. It had grown.

Every mention of a male co-star, every photo with a handsome friend, every story about a charismatic director — it all fed the twisted vine.

My imagination would provide the explicit details: their hands on her, their mouths, the size and shape of them, how they’d take her, how she’d respond. The jealousy was still there, a sharp, acidic burn, but now it was intertwined with this perverse, undeniable arousal.

They became two sides of the same coin, and I was trapped in the middle, flipping it over and over.

And then, driven by a mix of self-loathing and morbid curiosity, I’d looked it up online. I knew what it was called. Cucking. Or cuckolding. I’d found forums, stories, confessions.

There were men who seemed to revel in it, who found genuine happiness and even sexual liberation in watching their wives or girlfriends be with other men. They talked about compersion, about the thrill of submission, about the intense reclamation sex afterwards.

I read those posts with a kind of detached horror. That wasn’t me. I didn’t feel any of that supposed happiness or liberation. I felt sick. I felt weak. I felt like a failure masquerading as a man.

The thought of actually watching it, of facilitating it, made my skin crawl. And yet… the fantasy alone, the private, shameful cinema in my head, it worked. It got me harder than anything else. Faster. It made me fuck her with a desperate intensity borrowed from imaginary rivals.

I hated it. I hated that I was, by the very definition, a cuck. Not the happy, enlightened kind in the forums, but the pathetic, secret kind. The kind who couldn’t satisfy his woman, who knew it, and whose mind had twisted that knowledge into the only reliable engine for his own pleasure.

I hated that thinking about another man, a better man, fucking the woman I loved was what finally made me feel a savage, potent version of desire. I hated the hard, traitorous throb of my cock that even now, in the aftershock of shame, remembered the illicit thrill.

Most of all, I hated that I was lying here next to her, smelling our sex on her skin, while my mind felt permanently stained by a desire I never asked for and couldn’t seem to purge.


We were sprawled across the bed again a couple of nights later, the sheets a soft tangle around our legs. The bedroom was dim, painted in the blue glow from her phone screen. We were both naked, but there was no urgency in it; just that comfortable closeness you fall into after years together. I lay on my back, one arm under my head, the other draped over her shoulders.

Her body was pressed along my side, the weight of her left breast resting against my ribs, the nipple cool and firm. Her thigh was flung over mine, the warmth of her skin and the bare brush of her pubic hair a constant hum under the surface. My cock lay lazily against my hip, half-hard just from the contact, no more than a slow pulse of heat.

Katie had her phone in hand, scrolling with that absentminded rhythm she fell into every night. I usually tried not to look. Not because there was anything to hide, but because it felt like her little sanctuary.

Tonight, though, she shifted, propping herself up on an elbow so her breast lifted away from my chest, the nipple pointing at the ceiling. The movement gave me a tantalizing view of the curve of her waist and the subtle flex of her hip.

“Look at this,” she said, angling the phone toward me. “Sarah’s destination wedding. Tuscany, can you imagine?”

The screen glowed with a photograph. A blonde woman in a white silk gown stood in a vineyard, the sun a molten coin setting behind rolling hills. The bride’s hair was loose, a crown of flowers perched delicately on top. She looked like she’d stepped out of some rustic fairytale.

“It’s gorgeous,” I murmured, genuinely impressed. “The light is perfect. She looks incredible.”

Katie nodded, her lips curving. She swiped, showing another photo: the bride laughing with her arms flung around her bridesmaids. Another swipe revealed a long banquet table under strings of lights, set with simple white plates and olive branches.

“She said the food was amazing,” Katie told me. “And look at that dress. The back is gorgeous, right?”

I made all the expected appreciative sounds. “Yeah. It’s beautiful. The lace is really striking.” I meant it. The dress hugged the woman’s body like a second skin, the fabric detailed and precise.

Katie kept talking about the venue, the way the bride’s parents had splurged on a string quartet, how she’d always loved the idea of a destination wedding. Her voice was light, pleased.

The phone remained angled toward me. My eyes traced the images dutifully, but as she spoke, my gaze drifted downward, almost unconsciously, to the very bottom of the screen. There, just visible below the current photo, was the tiniest strip of the next post in her feed.

Even that sliver was enough to make my pulse spike.

I could only see the top of a head and part of a caption. The lighting in the unseen photo was darker, more theatrical—a slice of shadow against a sharp jawline. The little bit of text visible at the top read “Marcus…” That was all. I didn’t need more.

My stomach flipped.

Even that limited glimpse was recognizable. The shape of the neck, the hint of a strong collarbone, the sleek line of a tailored shirt. Marcus. The director.

The man whose name had become shorthand in my mind for every insecurity and every illicit fantasy. He was right there, waiting just below the wedding photos, ready to appear with a simple flick of her thumb.

The air seemed to thicken. My grip on her waist tightened instinctively, though I forced it to relax before she noticed. I kept my face neutral, the polite expression plastered on as I nodded at the bride’s bouquet. Inside, everything tilted. Her phone was so close to my face I could almost feel the warmth of it, and that sliver of Marcus’s photo glowed at the edge of my vision like a warning flare.

Katie kept talking, her voice calm and happy. I didn’t hear the words anymore. All my focus tunneled down to that sliver of screen: the top of Marcus’s image, teasing the rest of him just out of reach, his name already forming in my mind.

She swiped, and the next post slid into view. There he was.

Marcus. Shirtless. He was standing in what looked like a backstage dressing room, bare-chested, his hand half-flexed as if he’d been caught mid stretch. Someone must have snapped the photo without asking, because his expression was a playful challenge, the corner of his mouth curled up, like he was saying, “Yeah, take a look.”

Yet there was nothing casual about the display. His torso was carved. Deep, clean lines of muscle, a sculpted chest, shoulders like armored plates. His abdomen was corrugated with a six-pack that looked brutal in the overhead light.

A faint sheen coated his skin, highlighting the ridges of his obliques. He was properly ripped, the kind of physique that turned heads and shut mouths.

I knew better than to comment. I should have just swallowed the observation, let it go unspoken. But the words slipped out before I could stop them.

“Marcus looks pretty ripped,” I muttered, trying to keep my tone neutral. It came out tighter than I intended.

Katie’s eyes lit up immediately, and she shifted, her bare breast pressing more firmly into my side as she grinned at the screen. “Right? He works out all the time,” she said, her voice bright with enthusiasm.

“He’s obsessed with boxing classes. And he does those crazy morning runs on the Williamsburg Bridge. Even when we have late rehearsals.” She shook her head, clearly impressed.

I stayed quiet, but she kept going, the words flowing as if she’d been waiting for someone to ask. “And he’s just so disciplined. Like, he’ll show up to rehearsal drenched in sweat, arms pumped, and he still jumps straight into blocking. It’s kind of inspiring.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest. “Those shoulders, though. They look even broader in person. It’s definitely not just lighting. He’s built like a dancer and a fighter at the same time.”

Each sentence dropped into my stomach like a stone. She wasn’t just admiring him; she was cataloging him. She knew the way his muscles moved, how his shoulders looked under stage lights, how his biceps strained after a workout.

She could describe his body in detail, as if she’d studied him up close, memorized the geography of his strength. Her tone was airy and harmless, but the intimacy was unmistakable.

With every word, it was painfully clear how often she’d seen him, how much attention she’d paid, how deeply he’d impressed her.

She kept scrolling, still talking, and I lay there, my jaw tight, listening to her gush about a man whose body she knew almost as well as she knew mine.

I let out a low chuckle, trying to keep it light. “You sound like you’re really into him,” I teased, my voice aiming for playful even though my throat felt tight.

Katie gasped in mock offense and gave my shoulder a soft punch, her palm against my bare skin. “Oh shut up,” she laughed. “It’s not like that. It’s just… he’s kind of a unicorn. Most directors are these brilliant, artsy types who live in their heads. They’re not necessarily strong or physical. Marcus is both. He’s creative and he could probably lift half the stage crew if he wanted.”

I nodded, pretending to absorb it casually, but she wasn’t done.

“And honestly, that’s why all the girls are always fawning over him whenever he walks into the rehearsal room,” she added, her tone matter-of-fact, as if she were describing the weather.

“He just has this presence. He stands there with those arms folded and everyone pays attention.” She made a small, appreciative humming sound that sent heat straight to my groin.

Even as she spoke, I felt my cock pulse and harden, so fast it was almost dizzying. Her words, the way she lingered on his strength and the way other women reacted to him, hit me in that twisted, hungry place I tried so hard to ignore. The more she praised him, the harder I grew, the weight of my erection undeniable against my thigh.

A question had been forming in my head since she’d started talking. I tried to swallow it, to let it die unsaid, but it kept pressing against my lips. Before I could stop myself, it slipped out. “Do you… fawn over him too?”

She let out a warm, surprised laugh, the sound vibrating against my chest. “Sam, come on. I’m with you. I’m committed to you,” she said, her eyes soft. “I would never betray you like that.”

I forced a smile, nodding as if that settled everything. She turned back over, the sheets rustling as she resumed scrolling through other posts. But all I could think was what she hadn’t said.

She hadn't said Marcus wasn't hot. She hadn't said she didn't want him. She hadn't said the thought of his hands on her, his ripped body pressing against hers, his cock — Jesus, his cock — fucking her hard and deep didn't make her wet. She hadn't said any of that.

What she'd said was that she was a good person. That she was committed. That she would never betray me. And that was the knife twist, because it meant the only thing standing between her and him was morality, not desire. Her loyalty wasn't born of lack of interest; it was a conscious choice against overwhelming temptation. She wanted him. She just wouldn't act on it.

My cock was rigid now, aching need pressed against my hip. The shaft throbbed with every heartbeat, the swollen head leaking a steady trickle of pre-cum onto my skin. I could feel the thick vein along the underside pulsing with blood, my balls drawn up tight and heavy. The arousal was almost painful in its intensity, a sick, twisted hunger that fed on my own inadequacy.

Katie had turned away, her attention already drifting to some other post, her thumb scrolling lazily.

The blue light from her phone cast shadows across her bare shoulder, the curve of her neck. She was oblivious to the war raging inside me, to the way my cock twitched and leaked at the thoughts I couldn't banish.

And I was thinking about it. God, I was thinking about it. I was thinking about Marcus fucking her hard. Not the gentle, apologetic way I did it, but the way a man like him would take what he wanted.

I pictured him shoving her up against the wall of that dressing room, his ripped body pinning her in place. His hands would be rough, one gripping her jaw, the other yanking her hips back to meet his thrusts.

His cock would be bigger, thicker, stretching her tight little pussy until she screamed. He wouldn't ask if she was ready; he'd just drive into her, one brutal, claiming stroke after another, his pelvis slamming against her ass with a sharp, rhythmic slap that echoed off the walls.

I imagined her tits bouncing with the force of it, her nipples hard and aching, her back arching as she took everything he gave her. She'd be wetter than she'd ever been for me, dripping down her thighs, her cunt clenching around him in a way it never did for my pathetic, premature thrusts.

She'd come, really come, not the polite performance she gave me with her body convulsing, her pussy milking his cock in wave after wave of genuine, shattering release.

My cock throbbed harder, the head flaring, a fresh bead of pre-cum pooling at the slit. I could feel the wetness smearing against my hip, the evidence of my own sick desire. I hated it. I hated that the thought of him using her, fucking her like she was his property, made me harder than anything else ever had.

I hated that my mind was a split screen: Katie scrolling innocently through Instagram beside me, and Katie on her hands and knees for Marcus, taking his cock so deep she couldn't breathe.

She didn't know. She couldn't know. She thought her reassurance had been enough, that her commitment was the end of the story. But I knew the truth now, carved into my brain with every pulse of my aching cock: she wanted him.

She wanted him to fuck her hard. And the only reason she hadn't was because she was a good person. Not because she didn't ache for it. Not because she didn't fantasize about his ripped body and his brutal, claiming thrusts.

The desire was there, simmering under the surface, and my cock throbbed with the sick, humiliating knowledge that I was hard for it too.

The next morning, we had sex and throughout, I thought of him fucking her. In my mind, it was him fucking her, slamming his cock inside my beautiful girl's pussy. I came in less than two minutes.


It was one of those lazy Sundays that barely felt real. I was sprawled on the bed in just a T-shirt, half-awake, half-scrolling through nothing, when Katie came into the room. Her hair was up, no makeup, but she already looked like she was halfway out the door.

“Marcus called,” she said, rummaging for her tote. “They need me at the theater. Some extra rehearsal thing. My car’s still in the shop, can you drop me off?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, stretching. “What time?”

“Like, now.” She gave a quick grin, a little apologetic but still focused. “Sorry. I owe you one.”

Half an hour later, we were on the road. It was noon, but the sky was dark and heavy, like it couldn’t decide whether to rain or just hang there.

The city looked washed out, all gray edges and reflections on wet pavement. I drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh, while she sat beside me in jeans and a black sweater, scrolling through her phone again.

She always did that. Checked messages, laughed softly at something, then tucked her hair behind her ear.

The car smelled like her shampoo and the faint spice of her perfume. She looked out the window, her voice easy. “Looks like a storm’s coming.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Good timing for a rehearsal.”

She smiled. “If it starts pouring, I’m running straight from the car inside.”

I glanced at her, the faint curve of her cheek as she watched the gray sky rolling over the city. “What’s the rehearsal about?” I asked, more out of habit than real interest.

She shrugged lightly. “Marcus called me and the lead guy in. He said there’s a scene he wants us to go through again, tighten the energy a bit. Something about getting the chemistry right.”

I nodded, pretending it was just casual talk. But the words stuck. Marcus. The lead guy. Katie.

Three of them alone in that big, empty theater. The image of it sank into my brain like a drop of ink spreading through water. I pictured them in that dim rehearsal space, her in those leggings she always wore, her hair up, laughing, moving through the scene while the two men watched.

Marcus giving direction, maybe stepping close to adjust her posture, his hand on her hip, the lead actor standing nearby.

My grip on the steering wheel tightened, and my cock twitched hard in my jeans before I could stop it. I cleared my throat and looked back at the road, the clouds growing darker ahead.

The rain started light, just a few taps on the windshield, then picked up fast. Within minutes it was pounding so hard I had to lean forward just to see the road. The wipers were going full speed, but they couldn’t keep up; everything outside blurred into streaks of gray and white.

Water hissed on the asphalt, the tires cutting through puddles that slapped against the car’s underside. Katie sat quietly, her hands folded in her lap, watching the downpour. By the time we pulled into the theater lot, the rain was coming down like a solid wall. I could barely see past the hood when I parked.

Katie leaned toward me, gave me a quick peck on the lips and reached for the door handle.

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, smiling. “You’re a lifesaver.”

“Anytime,” I said, forcing a grin. The rain drummed harder on the roof.

She cracked the door open, a gust of cold air sneaking in, then hesitated. “Hey,” she said, glancing back at me, “you should come in too.”

I shook my head. “Nah, I’ll just head back.”

“In this?” She gestured to the downpour outside. “Sam, you can barely see the road. You shouldn’t drive right now.”

I looked out at the storm, at the rain coming down in thick ropes, and she was right. It was bad. But the thought of following her in, of sitting there in that theater while she laughed and moved and looked at other men, made my stomach twist. I couldn’t tell her that, though. I just shrugged. “It’ll ease up soon. I’ll be fine.”

She tilted her head, her expression somewhere between patient and curious. “You always say that. You never come in. You’ve dropped me off a hundred times, and you’ve never once stepped inside. What’s that about?”

Her tone was light, teasing, but it still hit too close. I could feel her eyes on me, waiting for an answer I didn’t have the courage to give. I tried for another weak excuse. “I just don’t want to bother anyone. You’re all working.”

She smiled faintly. “It’s a theater, Sam, not a top-secret lab. You won’t bother anyone. You can just sit in the back and wait for the rain to stop.”

I opened my mouth, searching for some new reason, but she cut me off before I could find it. “Come on,” she said, her hand already reaching for mine. “You’ve never even seen where I spend half my life. It’s about time.”

Her tone softened at the end, coaxing more than insisting, and something about the way she said it, a warm, kind, completely unaware of how much I didn’t want to see, made it impossible to say no. I could feel the resistance in me faltering, that instinctive dread melting under her easy smile.

“Alright,” I said finally, exhaling. “I’ll come in.”

Her whole face brightened, her smile blooming wide. “Good. You’ll like it. It’s actually kind of beautiful when it’s empty.”

She pushed open the door, rain splashing at her feet, and darted out, pulling her scarf over her head as she ran toward the entrance. I sat there for a second, staring at the spot where she’d been, my pulse a slow, uneasy drumbeat, before I grabbed my jacket and followed her into the storm.

We ducked inside the old Majestic, the heavy door slamming shut behind us and cutting the rain to a dull roar. The lobby was dim and smelled like dust and old velvet, that particular theater scent. My shoes squeaked on the worn marble floor. And then I saw him.

Marcus.

He was standing near the stage, talking to someone, and he was even more imposing in real life than in any photo. Taller than I’d pictured, his shoulders filling out a simple black T-shirt in a way that made it look like armor.

His arms were thick, veins tracing down the sculpted muscle, and when he moved, it was with this easy, predatory grace. He looked like he’d been carved from something harder than flesh.

Katie saw him and her whole face lit up. She practically ran up to him, her bag bouncing against her hip, and he turned, that sharp jawline catching the stage lights.

He smiled, slow, knowing, and leaned down to kiss her cheek. It wasn’t a polite peck. His mouth lingered, his hand coming up to cup her elbow, and I saw her tilt her head into it, her eyes fluttering shut for a second. It was hot. Intimate. Like they’d done it a hundred times before.

Then Marcus looked at me. His eyes were dark, assessing. He stepped forward and extended a hand. “You must be Sam,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

I took it. His palm was huge, swallowing mine, his grip firm and deliberate. I felt the calluses on his fingers, the sheer strength in his hold. I’m not a small guy, but next to him, I felt like a kid. My hand looked pale and soft in his, my wrist thin. I was suddenly very aware of my own body—my average build, the slight softness around my middle, the way I didn’t fill out my shirt the way he did.

“Yeah,” I managed. “Nice to meet you.”

He held my gaze for a beat longer than comfortable, then let go. Katie was still beaming, practically vibrating with energy.

Marcus turned to her. “Bad news,” he said. “Liam’s stuck in the storm, won’t make it. So I’m stepping in for the lead. We’ll run the scene ourselves.”

Her face went from excited to absolutely delighted. Her mouth fell open, her eyes wide. “Really? Oh my God, that’s — yes. That’s perfect.” She was practically bouncing on her toes.

Marcus smiled that slow smile again. “Good. Let’s get started.” He gestured toward the stage, then looked at me. “You can sit wherever. First row’s fine.”

I nodded, my throat dry, and sank into the plush red seat. My heart was hammering. Katie glanced back at me, gave a quick, excited wave, and then followed Marcus backstage, disappearing behind the heavy velvet curtain.

I sank into the plush red seat, the velvet cool against my palms. The theater was empty. Not just quiet, but empty. No stage manager, no crew, no other actors. Just me out here, and them backstage. The realization hit slow and cold: it was just the three of us. Alone in this whole building.

Ten minutes crawled by. The stage lights hummed softly. Rain still drummed on the roof, a low, steady roar that made the silence inside feel even deeper. They hadn’t come back. Not a sound from behind the curtain.

My mind started spinning. What were they doing back there? The question opened a floodgate. I pictured them in some dim dressing room, the kind with a vanity mirror and a worn couch. Maybe Marcus had her pressed up against the wall, his big hands on her hips, that ripped chest pinning her in place.

He’d be kissing her neck, biting it, while she gasped and clutched at his shoulders. Or maybe he had her bent over the makeup counter, her leggings yanked down, his cock—thick and hard, sliding into her from behind while she moaned into her own reflection.

I imagined the sounds. The wet slap of skin on skin. Her breathy little cries, the ones she never made for me. The low, satisfied grunt he’d make as he fucked her deep, his hips slamming against her ass with a rhythm that didn’t stop.

I saw her tits bouncing, her nipples hard, her pussy dripping around him, taking everything he gave her.

My cock throbbed, hard and fast, pressing against the zipper of my jeans. I could feel it leaking, a damp spot forming.

The shame was hot and immediate, but the fantasy was stronger. I was rock-hard in an empty theater, waiting for my girlfriend to come back from backstage, while I imagined another man fucking her raw.

Another five minutes crawled by, each one slower than the last. Then the heavy backstage door creaked open, and they stepped onto the stage.

Katie was in a dress I’d never seen before — sleek, dark green, and completely backless, the fabric hugging her curves down to her waist. Her hair was pinned up loosely, her face bare of heavy makeup, just a little lip gloss and the natural flush in her cheeks.

She looked stunning, effortless, like she’d just thrown it on and still outshone everything in the room.

Marcus followed, wearing a long, tailored coat over a black shirt, unbuttoned at the collar. He looked like he’d stepped out of a noir film. He caught my eye from the stage and gave me a small, almost conspiratorial nod, a faint smile playing on his lips.

Then they began.

The scene started with a quiet intensity. It was the two characters arguing, voices low but edged with something volatile. Katie’s posture shifted instantly, her shoulders squaring, her chin lifting in defiance.

Marcus moved closer, invading her space, his voice a low rumble that carried even in the empty theater. She pushed back, her words sharp, her hands gesturing with controlled fury.

I watched, transfixed. For a few minutes, I forgot to breathe. They were magnetic. The way they circled each other, the way their eyes locked and held, the way their bodies seemed to speak a language I couldn’t understand.

I realized how good she looked up there, how completely she belonged in that space, and how perfectly suited they were to each other. The chemistry was undeniable, electric, and I was just a guy in the front row, watching my girlfriend become someone else’s perfect match.

The argument on stage reached a fever pitch, their voices echoing off the empty theater walls. Marcus stepped into her space, crowding her, his hand coming up to grip her jaw with a rough, possessive hold that made her gasp. Katie’s eyes flared, her chest heaving in that backless dress, her nipples hard points against the fabric.

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t stage-kiss polite. His mouth crashed onto hers, hard and deep, his tongue pushing past her lips without permission. She melted into it instantly, her hands flying up to clutch at his coat, her body arching into his.

The kiss was violent, hungry, all teeth and tongue and desperate noise. He backed her against the wall of the set, his hips grinding into hers, his hand sliding from her jaw to fist in her hair, yanking her head back to take her deeper.

I was frozen. Rooted to the red velvet seat, my cock hardening so fast it was painful, straining against my jeans. I couldn’t look away.

I watched his tongue fuck her mouth, watched her throat work as she swallowed his groan, watched her leg hitch up around his hip like it was the most natural thing in the world. The kiss went on and on, sloppy and obscene, the wet sounds of it carrying clear through the silent theater.

My hand was on my cock through my jeans, squeezing hard without thought. I was transfixed, watching my girlfriend be devoured on stage by a man who kissed her like he owned her, and I was so hard it hurt.

The shame was a hot coal in my gut, but I couldn’t stop watching, couldn’t stop the sick, pulsing arousal that had me leaking in my boxers, completely captive to the sight of her finally being kissed the way she deserved.

She opened her eyes.

Mid-kiss, while Marcus’s tongue was still fucking her mouth, her eyelids fluttered open and she found me. Locked onto me. The gaze was sharp, clear, not dazed with passion but knowing. In that single look, I felt stripped bare.

She knew. She knew everything, the fantasies I’d jerked off to, the shameful thoughts that made me hard, the sick desire I’d never spoken aloud. She saw it all written on my face, and she understood.

Then she kissed Marcus harder.

Her mouth opened wider, her tongue meeting his with a fervor that was new, deliberate. It wasn’t acting anymore. It was a question, a challenge, a silent plea: Is this what you want? Should I? She clutched at his coat, pulling him tighter, her body arching into his with a hunger that made my breath stop. I could see the moment she made the choice, the moment she stopped pretending this was just a scene.

Without thinking, without a word, I nodded. A tiny, almost imperceptible dip of my head. Permission. Surrender. Invitation.

Her hands slid down from his coat, slow and deliberate, her fingers tracing the buttons, the fabric, until they reached his waist. She paused, just for a heartbeat, her eyes still locked on mine. Then she cupped him.

Right there, over his trousers, her palm pressing against the thick, hard length of his cock. She squeezed, feeling him, measuring him, her fingers curling around the outline of his shaft. Marcus groaned into her mouth, his hips pushing forward into her grip, and she began to stroke him, slow and sure, her hand moving up and down the rigid bulge in his pants.

The air in the theater changed instantly. It went from the charged, artificial tension of a play to the heavy, suffocating thickness of reality.

Marcus didn’t hesitate. He pulled back from the kiss, his eyes dark and blown wide with lust, and looked down at her hand on his crotch. He let out a rough, guttural sound, half-laugh, half-groan, and then his hands were moving.

He shoved her hand away, not gently, and went for his belt. The metallic clink of the buckle undoing echoed in the silent auditorium like a gunshot.

I flinched, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I thought it might crack them. I watched, paralyzed, as he unzipped his trousers and shoved them down just enough to free himself.

It sprang out, thick and heavy and terrifyingly real. Even from the first row, in the dim stage light, I could see the size of him. He was massive, a dark, veined bludgeon of flesh that looked too big for anyone, let alone Katie. My own cock, trapped in my jeans, gave a painful, envious throb.

Katie didn’t look away. She stared at it, her lips parting, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She looked hungry. She looked like she was seeing water after days in a desert.

Marcus didn’t wait for her to admire him. He grabbed the hem of that green dress and bunched it up, hiking it past her waist, exposing her creamy thighs and the scrap of black lace she wore.

He hooked his fingers into the sides of her panties and ripped them down. The sound of tearing fabric was sharp and final. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, leaving her completely bare to him.

My hand moved on its own. I couldn’t stop it. I fumbled with my own zipper, the metal teeth biting into my fingers in my haste, and shoved my hand inside my boxers. My cock was weeping, slick with pre-cum, hard as a rock but feeling so small, so pathetic compared to the weapon Marcus was wielding on stage.

I wrapped my fingers around myself, the friction burning, but my eyes never left them.

Marcus grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and spun her around. He bent her over the prop table, her chest pressed against the wood, her ass stuck out in the air, perfectly presented to him.

“You want this?” he growled, his voice rough.

“Yes,” she hissed, her voice shaking. “God, yes. Don’t wait.”

He didn’t. He lined himself up, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wet, pink entrance, and then he drove his hips forward.

He buried himself in her with one long, brutal thrust.

Katie screamed. It wasn’t a stage scream. It was a raw, broken sound of shock and fullness that tore through the theater. Her head threw back, her back arching violently. “Oh my God! Marcus!”

I groaned, squeezing my own cock, pumping my hand in a frantic, jerky rhythm. I watched him stretch her, watched her body accept all of him, watched the way her ass jiggled with the force of his entry. He held still for a second, letting her adjust to the invasion, and then he started to move.

He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. Slap. The sound of his pelvis hitting her ass was loud, wet, and obscene.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

He set a punishing pace immediately, fucking her with a strength I could never match. He was piston-like, relentless, driving into her so hard her feet lifted off the floor with every thrust.

“Fuck,” Katie moaned, her voice guttural. “You’re so big. Jesus, you’re so fucking big.”

“You like that?” Marcus grunted, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back so she had to look at him, or maybe so I could see her face. Her eyes were rolled back, her mouth slack.

“I love it,” she cried out, the words slurring. “You’re splitting me open. Fuck! It’s so deep. It’s hitting everything.”

I stroked myself harder, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The shame was a physical weight, crushing my chest, but the arousal was sharper. I was sitting in the dark, jerking off like a pervert while my girlfriend told another man how much better he was.

“Please,” she begged, her hands scrabbling on the table. “Harder, Marcus. Don’t stop. Use me. God, just use me!”

He obliged, his pace increasing, his muscles bunching and releasing in the stage light. He was an animal, a machine, and she was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, a role she seemed to be embracing with every desperate, filthy word she screamed into the empty air.

The rhythm on stage was a punishing, wet thunder. Slap. Slap. Slap. It echoed off the high, dark ceilings, filling the empty theater until it was the only sound in the world.

Marcus wasn’t just fucking her; he was driving into her with a violence that shook her entire frame. Her breasts swung wildly, heavy and uncontrolled with every impact, her hair damp with sweat and clinging to her face, her mouth open in a silent, stretched O of shock and pleasure.

I was pumping my hand faster, my grip slick with sweat and pre-cum, my breath hitching in my throat. I was so close, teetering on that razor’s edge of release, my balls tight and aching, but I needed… I needed the final confirmation. I needed to know she wasn’t just enduring this. I needed to hear that this brutality was her choice.

And then, she gave it to me.

Mid-thrust, with Marcus buried to the hilt inside her, Katie forced her head to turn. Her neck strained against the force of his hips slamming into her, her face flushed a deep, blotchy red. She didn’t look at the ceiling or the prop table. She looked straight at me. Her eyes were glassy, rolling slightly, but she fought to focus them on my face.

“Sam,” she gasped, the name barely a breath, torn out of her throat.

Marcus grunted, a low, animalistic sound, and slammed his hips forward again. Katie’s head snapped back, a choked cry escaping her, but she forced her gaze back to mine. She was struggling to speak, the sheer size of him inside her stealing her air.

“This…” she panted, her voice broken, wet. “This is… what I… want.”

The words were fragmented, punched out of her lungs by the relentless assault of his cock.

“Always…” she wheezed, her eyes wide, pleading with me to understand the depth of her hunger. “Always… wanted… this.”

The confession hit me harder than any shout. It was the truth I’d been hiding from, spoken aloud while another man stretched her open to her limits. She wasn’t pretending for him. She wasn’t acting. This raw, animalistic need—this was her reality. She needed to be broken open. She needed the pain.

“Harder,” she choked out, looking back at Marcus, her nails digging into the wood of the table. “Please… harder!”

Marcus obliged. He didn’t speed up; he just drove deeper, if that was even possible. He grabbed her waist, his thumbs digging into her skin, and began to grind, twisting his hips at the bottom of every thrust to ream her out.

I watched, my hand a blur, my hips bucking up off the velvet seat involuntarily. I was mesmerized by the sight of her being used. The way her ass cheeks spread and shook with every impact. The way her pussy lips were swollen and red, clinging desperately to his thick shaft as it slid in and out, glistening with fluids.

She turned to me again.

This time, the look was different. The desperation was gone, replaced by a clarity that cut through the haze of lust. She saw me. She really saw me.

She saw Sam, her boyfriend, sitting in the front row of a dark, empty theater. She saw my jeans unzipped, my belt hanging loose. She saw my hand furiously jerking my leaking, average-sized cock while a superior man claimed her body on stage.

Her lip curled.

It wasn’t a smile. It was a sneer. A flicker of cold, absolute disdain passed over her sweat-drenched features. It was a look of pure, unadulterated disgust. She looked at me like I was pathetic. Like I was a voyeur in my own life. Like I was exactly what I was—a weak man getting off on his own replacement.

That look broke me.

The mixture of humiliation, the sight of her being destroyed by Marcus, and that withering stare of disgust was the trigger. It was the hottest, most degrading thing I had ever seen.

“Fuck!” I screamed, my back arching off the seat, my body seizing up.

I came hard. It was violent and messy, a total loss of control. Jet after jet of hot sperm shot out over my hand, splashing onto my own pants, ruining the velvet seat in front of me. I pulsed and throbbed, my vision going white, my entire existence narrowing down to the feeling of my own inadequacy exploding out of me. I was shaking, gasping for air, completely undone, staring at her through the haze of my own ruin.

On stage, the sound of my scream seemed to push them over the edge too.

Marcus let out a roar, a deep, primal sound that rumbled in his chest. He grabbed Katie’s hair with one hand and her hip with the other, pulling her back onto him as he drove deep one last time and held it there, burying himself to the root.

“Oh God! Marcus!” Katie shrieked, her voice tearing.

I watched through my fading haze as her body went rigid. She wasn’t faking. This was the real thing. Her legs shook uncontrollably, her toes curling inside her shoes, her head thrown back in a rictus of pure, blinding ecstasy. Her inner muscles clamped down on him, visible even from where I sat, milking him.

Marcus shuddered, his massive shoulders tensing like rock as he poured himself into her. He kept her pinned there, filling her with seed, claiming her in the most absolute way possible. They stayed locked together, trembling, the only sounds in the theater the wet, ragged gasps of their breathing and the soft drip of my own shame.

Katie turned to me and we locked eyes for a full minute. A smile eventually crept up on her face. It was a knowing smile, one that told me that things had now changed. And I couldn't have been more glad that they had. 

_____________________________________




THE END
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