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Part 1: Watching My Wife Fall

CHAPTER 1

My name is David, and I’ve been married to Emily for two years. She is, simply put, out of my league. With cascading golden blonde hair and deep blue eyes that seem to hold my gaze a second too long, she possesses a quiet, regal elegance that hooked me from the very start. She has the kind of body that spikes my pulse just thinking about it—soft curves in all the right places, pale, pristine skin that bruises if you grip it too hard.

But perfection has a price. My job as a financial consultant drags me away constantly, leaving her alone in our sprawling suburban home. I’m flying to New York or Chicago almost every month, sometimes for a week, sometimes longer. Each trip gnaws at me with guilt. Emily rarely complains, but I can feel the loneliness radiating off her like heat.

I try to compensate—nightly FaceTime calls, expensive flowers, little gestures to remind her she’s not forgotten. Before one particularly long trip, I handed her a gift box. Inside was a sleek, black dildo. It was substantial, thick, and intimidating—the expensive kind made of dual-density silicone that feels like real skin.

Grinning, I told her, "I don’t want you getting bored without me, Em."

She flushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of crimson, and shot me a playful glare. "David!" she scolded, but she didn’t give it back. I thought I was being clever, open-minded. Looking back, maybe I didn’t realize I was handing her the key to Pandora’s box.

To keep the property from falling into disrepair during my absences, I hired Marcus.

Marcus is a gardener, but that word feels too small for him. He is a towering Black man, easily six-foot-three, with a chiseled frame carved from heavy lifting and long hours under the unforgiving sun. A friend vouched for him, and after his first time mowing our lawn, I knew he was the right hire—hardworking, fair-priced, no drama. His race never mattered to me; I grew up in the city, around all kinds of people.

Emily, however, is a different story.

She hails from a small, conservative Southern town where old habits die hard. Her parents were the type to casually toss out lines like, "You can’t trust those people," or "They’re ruining the neighborhood." Emily isn’t as harsh as they are, but she carries the shadow of that upbringing.

When she first met Marcus, she physically recoiled. She wrinkled her delicate nose and whispered to me, "Couldn't you find someone else? He looks... rough. Dangerous."

I laughed it off, kissing her forehead. "Give him a chance, babe. He’s solid. Besides, you won’t even have to talk to him."

She didn't push it, but her disdain was palpable. Whenever Marcus was working in the yard, she would retreat inside, locking the patio doors and pulling the curtains shut as if he were contagious. If she absolutely had to speak to him, her tone was frosty, clipped, and dismissive.

Lately, though, the air in the house has shifted.

When I call home now, the complaints about Marcus have evaporated. Instead of, "He was blasting his music today," it’s just a casual, "Yeah, the yard looks good," or nothing at all. I told myself she was just getting used to him. I was too buried in spreadsheets and client meetings to dig deeper. I wanted to believe everything was fine.

I didn't realize that the black dildo I gave her—meant to be a temporary substitute—was awakening a hunger I couldn't satisfy.

One night, I stumbled onto her secret. I had just returned from a brutal week in New York, totally wiped out. Emily was in the shower, the sound of water thrumming through the pipes. Her laptop was open on the granite kitchen counter, the screen still bright.

I meant to close it, but my eyes flicked over her browser history. My breath hitched.

It was a string of porn clips. Not the vanilla, romantic stuff we sometimes watched together. These were hardcore. Interracial. Specifically, petite white women being ravaged by muscular Black men. Sweat-slicked ebony bodies gleaming under harsh studio lights, dominating pale, trembling wives.

I smirked to myself, a strange cocktail of jealousy and arousal swirling in my gut. So, that black dildo wasn't just gathering dust in her nightstand. I never brought it up; I didn't want to shame her. But the image lodged in my brain like a splinter.

Then, I did something I’m not entirely proud of.

I hid a small, high-definition camera in our bedroom, tucked discreetly into the spine of a hollowed-out book on the shelf. I wired it to a secure app on my phone. I told myself it was for security—to check on her safety while I was gone. But beneath that flimsy excuse, a darker truth burned. I wanted to see. I wanted to know if she was using my gift.

In a dim, lonely hotel room in Chicago, I opened the feed for the first time.

My heart hammered against my ribs as Emily walked into the frame. She was wearing a sheer silk nightgown that clung to her curves, the hallway light painting a soft halo around her silhouette. She sank onto the edge of the bed, opened her laptop, and selected a video. Low, guttural moans crackled through my phone’s speakers.

Then, she reached into the nightstand and pulled it out. The monster.

The black silicone looked stark against her pale, manicured hand. She lay back, spreading her legs wide, the nightgown bunching up around her waist. Her eyes fluttered shut, lips parting as her breathing grew ragged.

She didn't hesitate. She brought the head of the toy to her wet entrance and pushed.

I watched, mesmerized, as the thick black shaft disappeared inside her tight, pink pussy. She gasped, her back arching off the mattress, her hips rising to meet the intrusion. It looked too big for her, stretching her wide, but she took it. She took all of it.

"Oh god..." she whimpered, the sound transmitted clearly through the camera.

She began to pump it—slow at first, then harder. Slap. Slap. Slap. The sound of wet flesh meeting silicone filled the quiet room. Her skin flushed a deep rose color, a sheen of sweat breaking out across her chest. She was fucking herself with a ferocity I rarely saw in our own bed.

I sat there in my hotel room, my hand slipping into my pants, stroking myself in rhythm with her movements. Emily—my innocent, prejudiced, Southern belle wife—was getting railed by a black cock proxy, completely unguarded. It hit me harder than any porn ever could.

Now, every trip, I check the camera. It’s an addiction.

Some nights she just reads. But when she reaches for that dildo, I’m hooked again, pulled into a rush of thrill and shameful guilt.

However, things are getting complicated. On our late-night calls, her voice sounds... different. Scraped thin. Hoarse.

"How are you holding up?" she asks, but she sounds distant, like she’s phoning in from another planet.

"You okay, Em?"

"Fine," she answers too quickly. The silence that follows is heavy, twisting in my gut.

Marcus is around more often now. Not just mowing, but fixing things—a leaky pipe, a dead lightbulb, a section of fence battered by the wind. I asked him to help out since I’m never there, and he always agrees. He never asks for extra cash, just nods his head.

Emily claims she hates it.

Once, she called me, her voice sharp with irritation. "The sink pipe burst again, so I had to call him inside. It makes my skin crawl, David. I feel like he’s eyeing our things... or me."

I chuckled, trying to soothe her. "Babe, no one else is nearby. Marcus is harmless. He does solid work."

She huffed, a sound of frustrated resignation, and hung up.

But another time, when I asked about him, her tone had shifted again.

"He was out there making noise all day with that leaf blower," she said. But the bite was gone.

I closed my eyes and pictured her. I imagined her standing at the living room window, hiding behind the curtains, watching Marcus work shirtless in the summer heat. I pictured the sweat running down the deep grooves of his back, his massive biceps flexing as he wrestled with the machinery. The contrast of his dark skin against the green lawn.

"Was he?" I asked, testing the waters.

"Mmm," she hummed, distracted. "He’s... very efficient."

That pause. That specific choice of words. It didn't sound like irritation anymore. It sounded hazy, thick with a tension she hadn't vocalized yet. Like a thought she was afraid to finish.

I told myself I was imagining it. I told myself she still despised him. But the idea had taken root in my mind, a poisonous seed buried deep, growing in the dark where I couldn't see it.

And the next time I checked the camera, she wasn't just using the dildo. She was whispering something to it.


CHAPTER 2

The days away bleed into one another, creating a dull ache of separation. I’ve fallen into a routine, a secret ritual that I barely admit to myself: watching Emily through that hidden bedroom camera.

Some nights, the feed shows nothing but domestic boredom. She scrolls through her phone or reads a paperback, the bedside lamp painting her golden hair with a soft, angelic glow. It pulls me back to the early days, reminding me why I fell in love with her.

But other nights... other nights she drags me under.

When she opens her laptop and reaches into the nightstand for that black silicone monster, my world narrows to the screen of my phone. My heart hammers against my ribs. My breath hitches. Thousands of miles away, my hand moves in sync with hers as she arches her back on our mattress. Her moans are faint, tinny through the device's speakers, but they are electric.

I don’t know when exactly I became addicted to watching my wife pleasure herself with a toy that mimics a man I hired, but I can’t stop.

Every night, I call home to ease the guilt. Emily’s voice is sweet, but I catch a distance in it—not anger, just a drift I can’t quite bridge.

"How was your day, babe?" I ask, pacing my hotel room.

"Fine," she says. Soft, but clipped.

The silence that follows is heavy. My workdays are filled with dry numbers and pointless meetings—nothing worth sharing. Emily doesn't offer much either. Desperate to fill the void, to find a spark, I bring up the gardener. It’s becoming a compulsion.

"How’s Marcus doing?" I ask. Outside my window, the New York skyline is a blur of cold lights.

There is a pause on the line. "He’s still coming by," she says slowly. "He fixed that stuck window in the living room today. The one you never got around to."

I ignore the jab. "Good man. He works hard."

She hums a non-committal sound, then adds, "He told me a story about his hometown in Mississippi while he was working. It was... actually kind of funny."

I blink, surprised. Emily, the girl who grew up thinking people like Marcus were beneath her, listening to his stories. "Did you actually crack a smile?" I tease.

She hesitates. "Maybe. A little."

I picture it—Emily standing in the kitchen doorway, arms crossed over her chest defensively, a reluctant smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth while Marcus’s deep baritone voice carries over the yard. The image is unexpected, but it makes me smile.

Days later, I try again. "Anything new with Marcus?"

Emily sighs, the sound of someone admitting a guilty pleasure. "He dropped off a batch of cookies his mom made. Said it was a thank-you for the consistent work."

I laugh, a nervous sound. "What did you do with them?"

"I was going to toss them," she admits. "But... it seemed rude. Southern manners, you know? So I tried one. They were good. Really good." A pause. "I made him some iced tea. We sat at the kitchen table for a bit."

I freeze. My Emily, who once looked at Marcus as if he were a stain on the carpet, invited him to sit at our table. In our kitchen.

"You’re kidding," I say, trying to keep my voice steady, grinning into the phone like an idiot.

"No," she snaps back, a little defensive now. "It was hot outside, David. I’m not a monster."

"I know, babe. I’m glad you’re being nice to him."

I wonder if Emily is seeing Marcus differently, or if I am just projecting my own twisted fantasies onto her. Either way, the wall she has held up for years is showing cracks. And God help me, I want to widen them.

Lately, her tone has shifted. She used to refer to him as "that guy" or "the gardener," her voice thick with disdain. Now, his name—Marcus—falls from her lips with ease. "Marcus did this," "Marcus fixed that." It’s casual, natural. Too natural.

When I finally return home, the reality hits me harder than the phone calls.



One afternoon, I stand at the kitchen sliding door, staring through the glass. Emily is near the fence, talking to him. Marcus is fresh off the mower, his gray t-shirt soaked through with sweat, clinging to his chest like a second skin. He wipes his brow, his biceps flexing with the movement.

Emily is wearing a tight tank top and denim shorts, her hair piled high in a messy bun, exposing the pale, vulnerable curve of her neck. She’s tilting her head, hand on her hip, looking up at him. Not with fear. With curiosity.

Marcus says something. Emily laughs—a real, bright sound.

I slide the door open, the noise startling them. "What’s so funny out here?"

She jumps, her cheeks flushing a sudden, guilty pink. "Nothing," she says quickly, stepping back from the fence. "Just... asking if the oak tree needs trimming."

Her eyes dart away, refusing to meet mine. The air between them feels charged, heavy with static.



That night, in bed, Emily is different. Hungrier.

She pulls me upstairs without a word, ripping my shirt off with a fire I haven’t seen in months. She shoves me onto the bed and straddles me, her blue eyes burning with a feverish intensity. I love this wildness, this sudden animalistic need, but I can’t help wondering: Who is she really fucking right now?

We move in a frenzy. Halfway through, I reach into the nightstand drawer and grab the black dildo.

"Let’s use this," I whisper, breathless. "Like when you’re alone."

She laughs, a guttural sound against my throat, and nods. I take control. My hand is steady as I guide the thick, black silicone into her. Her slick, wet pussy clenches around it, swallowing the girth.

"God, you’re tight," I groan.

I pump it in and out of her, matching the rhythm of my own hips. As her eyes flutter shut, her head thrown back, a memory slams into me.

I remember a few months ago, out in the yard. Marcus had asked to use the bathroom, but the downstairs one was clogged. "I gotta piss, boss. Can I just go behind the shed?" he’d asked. I nodded, not caring.

But as I walked back to the house, I glanced over. I saw him. His back was to me, but I saw the profile. A thick, heavy dark log swinging free, easily twice the size of mine. It looked heavy, dangerous. I had brushed it off then. But now, seeing that black toy stretch my wife open, the memory surges back, sharp and humiliating.

The dildo is him.

"You like that?" I growl, pushing the toy deep until it hits her cervix.

"Yes... oh god, yes!" she cries out.

"It’s big, isn't it?" I whisper in her ear. "Bigger than me."

She stiffens, her breath hitching, but she doesn't stop grinding against it.

"Do you think about him?" I ask, my voice dropping to a rough murmur. "When you use this black cock... do you think about Marcus?"

"No!" she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"You hate him, right?"

"Yes... I hate him!"

"Then why does your pussy feel so good around it?" I demand, driving the toy harder, punishing her with pleasure. "Why are you clamping down on it like you never want to let go?"

She doesn't answer. Her moan is a broken, wet sound.

"I bet he’s huge, Emily. I bet a big, black stud like that would tear you apart."

"Stop it..." she hisses, but her hips buck wildy, chasing the sensation.

"But you’re so fucking wet," I snarl. "You’re dripping for it. Imagine it’s him behind you. Not me. Imagine that gardener pinning you down with his heavy black cock."

Her hands clutch the sheets, knuckles white. Her body trembles violently. She doesn't say no again.

I groan, the taboo fantasy pushing me over the edge. My own cock throbs, buried deep in her, feeling the way her insides spasm around the toy and me. I come hard, spilling inside her in heavy, desperate waves.

A second later, Emily screams, her body bowing as she climaxes, shuddering around the black silicone intruder. She came. She came while I talked about him.

We collapse, tangled in sweat and sheets. I pull her in, resting my forehead against her damp neck. Neither of us speaks. The room is quiet, but the silence is screaming.

Why did I say his name?

Why did she come so hard when I did?



The night before my next trip—a month-long assignment in Chicago—we lie in bed, the aftermath of our sex still lingering in the air.

"I’m going to be gone a whole month," I say, tracing patterns on her bare arm. "I’m worried about you here alone."

She looks up, blue eyes catching the dim light. "Worried? Why?"

"It’s a big house. You’re isolated." I take a breath, setting the trap I know will hurt me. "So, I asked Marcus to come by every day. Even if there’s no big job. Just to check the perimeter, maybe handle some odd jobs inside. Whatever you need, he’ll handle. Okay?"

Emily freezes. Her skin flushes, the color visible even in the dark. She swallows hard.

"Yeah..." she mumbles, her voice unsteady. "Sure. If... if you think that's best."

She agreed. Too easily.

I kiss her forehead, grinning in the dark, ignoring the knot of dread tightening in my stomach. I’ve just invited the wolf to the door, and my wife just unlocked it.


CHAPTER 3

The month-long trip begins, and I’m immediately trapped in the grind. Endless meetings, spreadsheets blurring into meaningless data points, hotel rooms that all smell the same—stale sheets and over-processed air conditioning. By day three, I feel suffocated. I’m just a cog spinning in a machine I’ve grown to loathe.

All I can think about is Emily. Her golden hair lit by the morning sun, the spark in her blue eyes when she laughs, the way her soft body fits perfectly against mine. She’s my anchor. The only thing that makes this isolation bearable.

Every night, we talk, slipping into a familiar, practiced rhythm.

"How was your day, babe?" I ask, sprawled on the hotel bed, the neon city lights bleeding through the gaps in the heavy curtains.

"Quiet," she says. Her voice is soft, but there’s an edge to it I can’t quite place. "Made some roasted chicken, watched a show. You?"

I sigh, rubbing my temples. "Just suits and numbers. Same old bullshit."

She hums, and our silences, once warm and comfortable, now stretch too long. I want to tell her I hate being away. I want to tell her I’d trade this whole contract just to be home. But I keep it light. Keep it safe.

After we hang up, in the dark with the AC unit droning like a dying insect, I open the hidden camera app on my phone.

My pulse spikes immediately. It’s not just a check-in; it’s a fix. Most nights, it’s mundane: Emily curled on the beige sectional with her phone, reading in bed, or drifting through the room in a silk nightgown that clings to her shape like a second skin.

But some nights... she reaches for the black dildo.

She stretches out on the mattress, eyes closed, lips parting as her body moves with a growing, desperate urgency. The sounds that slip from her—sharp gasps, soft whimpers—burrow inside my chest. I lie there, thousands of miles away, phone in hand, feeling the heat coil low in my belly. It’s not porn. It’s her. Real, burning, and alive. And I’m the secret spectator.



At first, Marcus is just a shadow in the frame. He crosses the yard, cuts the grass, tightens a loose board on the fence. Sweat shines on his dark skin like oil. He’s all business, barely speaking, just nodding when Emily offers him water.

"Don't pass out in this heat," she mutters, handing him a glass.

"I’m good, Miss Emily," he replies, his voice deep and respectful, before returning to work.

I tell myself that’s all it is. Polite. Professional.

But as the days bleed into weeks, he’s around more. Not just outside, but inside. Tackling the jobs I’d handle if I were half the husband I should be. Emily doesn’t bristle the way she used to.

One night, she says, "The kitchen sink was leaking again. Marcus fixed it in ten minutes. I’d be screwed without him."

Her voice carries a warmth that stings. He’s filling my role. Taking care of things that should be mine.

"Yeah, he’s a lifesaver," I say, and part of me means it. But another part aches.

Something is shifting.



One morning, the feed shows Emily in the kitchen. She’s perched on a barstool, wearing a thin, white tank top and a skirt that rides high on her thighs. She sips coffee while Marcus wipes his grease-stained hands after fixing a cabinet hinge.

"Does Mississippi ever get this hot?" she asks, tilting her head. Her blonde hair spills over her shoulder, exposing the curve of her neck.

"Worse," Marcus says with a low chuckle. "The humidity down there... it cooks you alive."

She giggles, crossing her legs. The skirt rides up an inch higher, a flash of smooth, creamy thigh catching the light. "Winter’s better, then?"

"Sometimes," he answers, his voice catching slightly.

He stands by the counter, a bead of sweat tracing a line down his thick neck. His t-shirt clings to his broad shoulders. When Emily leans forward to grab a napkin, her top dips. Just a fraction.

Marcus’s eyes flick down. Quick. Instinctive. Like he’s fighting gravity.

His jaw tenses. One hand grips the granite counter until his knuckles turn pale. Then, he abruptly turns back to his toolbox. It’s subtle—blink and you’d miss it—but it’s there. A crack in his calm. A man noticing my wife.

It keeps happening.



Another afternoon, Emily steps onto the patio while Marcus cleans the table. She’s wearing a cropped top that bares a strip of her soft stomach and denim shorts that hug her hips dangerously tight.

"You’ll burn up out here," she says, handing him a damp rag. Her fingers brush against his large, dark hand. They linger for a beat too long.

Marcus takes it, and I swear I see his hand tremor. His gaze drops to her bare legs, then snaps back up to her face.

"Thanks," he mutters, wiping his face aggressively, as if trying to scrub away a thought. His shoulders stiffen. His breathing shifts, heavier.

Emily smiles—small, sly, almost predatory—before walking back inside, swaying her hips just enough to be noticed.

In my hotel room, the air feels thin. She’s teasing him. It’s subtle, just enough to stir the air between them. I tell myself she’s just bored. Marcus is safe; he’s hired help. But seeing him falter, seeing that buried spark of want in his eyes... it lights something raw in me. Not anger. Something sharper.

I don’t mention it on our calls.

"Marcus still earning his keep?" I ask one night, testing the waters.

She sighs, a sound that is too relaxed. "Oh, yeah. He dropped a screwdriver today. Nearly cracked a tile. Total klutz."

She laughs, and I can hear the smile in her voice.

"Keeping you entertained, huh?" I tease.

"Hardly," she says. But there’s a lilt to it. Playful. Dancing on an edge.

Then comes the night that shifts everything.

Maybe it’s the cheap wine I cracked open to kill the boredom. Maybe it’s the way her voice sounds softer, closer tonight. I lean against the headboard, the room dim.

"Babe," I start, my voice low. "You ever touch yourself when you’re alone?"

There’s a pause. I can picture the flush rising on her cheeks. "Yeah... sometimes," she admits, shyly.

"With that dildo I got you?" I press. My pulse climbs.

"Yes," she whispers. "What about you?"

I laugh, a dry sound. "Just me and my hand, thinking of you." I hesitate, then let the words slip out, half-joking, half-desperate. "You ever imagine it’s Marcus instead?"

The line goes dead quiet. The silence screams.

"No!" she snaps, her voice sharp, defensive. "God, David, you’re such a perv!"

"Sorry, babe," I say quickly, trying to backtrack. "Just messing around."

She hums, clearly annoyed, and we let it drop. But the thought is out there now. A thread pulled tight, vibrating between us.



That night, I open the feed.

She’s already on the bed. There’s no slow wind-down. No distracted scrolling. She is deliberate. Her nightgown is bunched around her waist, her legs set wide. The black dildo stands upright on the mattress in front of her like a monolith.

She straddles it. She lowers herself slowly, inch by inch, taking the length. Her head tips back, blonde hair wild over her shoulders. Her movements are fierce, focused. Her hips roll, rising and sinking, the motion building in speed.

Her sounds are different tonight. Louder. Rougher. Stripped of the softness I know.

I zoom in on the screen, my hands shaking. I listen to the wet, rhythmic slap of her flesh against the silicone. The breathless whimpers.

Then it hits.

"Marcus..."

It’s a gasp. Hoarse. Desperate.

"Marcus... harder!"

My chest caves in. The name is torn out of her, raw and undeniable.

Rage detonates in my gut, hot and jagged. I want to smash the phone. I want to put a fist through the hotel wall. She is my wife. Mine. And there she is, lost in a fantasy where I don’t exist.

But beneath the fury, something darker kicks free. Electric. Poisonous.

My body responds. I hate it, but my cock throbs at the sound of her voice calling for another man. I should shut it off. I should throw the phone across the room. But I’m frozen. I watch her arch and shake, torn between the urge to destroy him and the need to see how far she will go.

She screams his name one more time as she shudders, collapsing onto the mattress.

I lie back, staring at the ceiling, the glow from the screen fading. Her voice loops in my head. Marcus. Harder.

Was she lying before? Or did I plant this? Did I nurture this weed until it strangled everything else?

I picture Marcus—all muscle and sweat and dark skin—faltering under her gaze in the kitchen. And I wonder if he’s been living in her head longer than I ever guessed.

I don’t know if I want to kill him, drag her back into my arms... or watch what happens next.


CHAPTER 4

The days after that night crawl by, but my mind remains trapped in a loop. Her voice echoes in my head—"Marcus… harder"—like a broken record I can’t stop playing. Meetings blur into static, spreadsheets fade into white noise. All I see is her. That moment—her arching back, moaning his name—is branded onto my retinas.

I tell myself to let it go, but my fingers betray me. I open the app. I pull up the clip. Her hips rocking, the black dildo slick between her thighs, her cries sharp and desperate. My jaw locks, a confusing mix of fury and arousal flaring in my gut. I’m livid—at her, at him, at this secret betrayal—but there I am, hand down my pants, stroking myself to the sound of her gasps.

Shame hits harder than the orgasm when I finish. I throw the phone aside and swear it’s the last time. But I already know I’m lying.



One afternoon, slumped on the hotel bed, I give in and check the live feed.

It’s the living room. Late afternoon sunlight spills through the sheer curtains, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air. Marcus is there, fixing a floor lamp I’d mentioned was flickering. He wipes his hands on his jeans, sweat beading on his brow.

Then, the bathroom door down the hall creaks open.

Emily steps out. My breath catches in my throat.

She’s fresh from the shower, wrapped in nothing but a small, white towel. It’s damp and clinging, starting precariously mid-chest and ending just below the curve of her ass. It hugs every inch of her, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her breasts strain against the terry cloth, the heavy swell of them pressing outward, the faint, hard outlines of her nipples visible beneath the fabric. Her long legs gleam with water droplets.

She doesn't see him at first. She hums a tune, towel-drying her hair. When she shifts, the towel rides higher, flashing the firm, creamy curve of one butt cheek.

Marcus turns. He freezes. The screwdriver slips from his hand and clatters onto the hardwood floor.

His jaw goes slack. His eyes widen, pupils blowing out as his gaze rakes over her. His chest hitches as he stumbles back a step, knocking into the side table.

"Oh—damn, sorry!" he stammers, his voice suddenly thick, strangled.

Emily spins toward him. She yelps, clutching the towel tighter over her chest, but the movement only makes the hem creep higher up her thighs.

Then, she stops. She sees him looking.

She laughs—bright and easy. "God, Marcus, you scared me! You’re such a klutz."

She doesn't run away. She doesn't scream. She stands there, dripping wet, letting him look for a second longer than necessary.

"Sorry, Miss Emily," Marcus mumbles, staring at the floor, but I see his eyes dart back up. He can’t help it. "I was just... fixing the lamp."

"It's okay," she says, her voice dropping an octave. "I'll go get changed."

She slips away into the bedroom. When she comes back, she’s wearing a silky red camisole—no bra—and tiny sleeping shorts that barely cover her crotch. The fabric drapes over her chest, swaying with each breath, the nipples still hard from the shower poking through the silk.

She drops onto the couch, crossing her legs, a smirk playing on her lips. "You jumped like I’d walked in naked," she says. Her tone is playful, edged with a dangerous kind of knowing.

Marcus rubs the back of his neck, his dark skin flushed. "You’re... uh, very pretty, Miss Emily. That’s all," he admits, his voice low, rough.

Her laugh rings out. She leans forward, resting her chin on her hand, the camisole dipping low. "Hey, what are you looking at?"

He flinches, looking guilty as hell. "N-nothing."

"Oh, come on," she presses, her voice dipping into a wicked tease. "You were staring at my tits, weren’t you? Admit it."

Marcus swallows hard. His Adam's apple bobs. "Yeah... sorry," he mutters, the truth pushed out of his tight lungs.

My eyes drop to his lap. His jeans are no longer innocent. There is a thick, undeniable ridge straining against the zipper, a massive bulge that wasn't there five minutes ago.

Emily notices it too. Her gaze flicks down to his crotch. Her cheeks color, but she doesn't look away. Her smirk deepens.

"Oh, Marcus," she coos, stretching her arms over her head, pulling the red silk taut across her breasts. "You’re too cute."

My heart slams against my ribs. The screen becomes a window into a world sliding out of my control. I should be raging—my wife, half-dressed, teasing the help, laughing while he stands there hard and helpless. But the jealousy is buried beneath a hot, electric rush. She’s unraveling him without even touching him. And it is the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

I grip the phone, sweat slicking my palms. I don’t smash it. I can’t. I’m hard as rock.



That night, I call her. I have to hear her voice.

"Hey, you okay?" she answers, sounding soft.

"Yeah," I rasp. "Just miss you, babe. Bad."

"I miss you too," she whispers. "It’s empty here without you."

"I’m gonna try to come home early," I lie. "Wrap this up fast."

"Really?" Her voice lifts with hope.

But then, my work phone buzzes. A text from Jake: Project extended. Client wants two more weeks. Huge money.

My stomach drops. I can’t leave.

"Emily," I say, my voice cracking. "I... I can't. Work’s keeping me. Two more weeks. I’m sorry."

The disappointment on her end is palpable. "Oh... okay. It’s important," she says, forcing a lightness that doesn't reach her eyes. "Don't overwork. I'll be fine."

We hang up. Guilt gnaws at me, but something else stirs. I just left her alone for two more weeks. With him.

I open the app. Emily is already in bed. No laptop. Just her, restless, reaching for the dildo.

She starts slow, guiding it in. Her breath quickens. Then it hits again.

"Marcus... harder..."

She gasps it out, desperate. "Oh god... yes... big black cock..."

My heart pounds. I stroke myself furiously, matching her pace. I hate that his name is on her lips, but I love that she’s this wet, this needy. I cum hard, spilling my seed onto the hotel sheets, my mind filled with images of my wife screaming for the gardener.



The next week is a blur. I throw myself into work to kill the time. But Emily is all I think about.

Tuesday night, eight days in. I call her.

"Anything special today?" I ask, fishing.

She shrugs it off, her voice too casual. "Just a dumb thing. Shower handle broke mid-soap. I had to yell for Marcus to fix it. That’s all."

"Sounds annoying," I murmur, my pulse climbing.

"Yeah, whatever. Night, love."

As soon as she hangs up, I scramble to open the app. I switch to the hallway camera view and rewind the timeline.

I see it.

Emily runs out of the bathroom, a towel barely held around her body, water dripping onto the hallway rug. She’s shouting into the living room. "Marcus! Help! The water won't stop!"

Marcus appears, wrench in hand. He rushes into the bathroom. I can’t see inside, but I hear the chaos. Water spraying. Metal clanking.

Then, they step out.

Emily is soaked. The towel is slipping. As she reaches up to fix her hair, the towel drops.

It falls in a wet heap at her feet.

For two heartbeats, she is completely naked in the hallway. Glistening skin, full, heavy breasts, the dark triangle between her legs, the round curve of her ass. Exposed.

Marcus stands two feet away. He freezes. His eyes lock onto her body. He stares. He drinks her in—from her nipples to her pussy to her toes.

She gasps, snatching the towel back up, her face blazing red. "Shit—sorry!"

Marcus spins around so fast he nearly trips. "I didn't—sorry!" he cracks, his voice deeper than the ocean.

But I saw it. He saw everything.

Later, in the kitchen feed, Emily is dressed in a tank top and shorts, but the air is thick.

"Hey," she says to him, leaning on the counter. "About earlier... keep it between us, okay? David would freak out."

"Of course, Miss Emily," Marcus nods, earnest. "My lips are sealed."

She smirks, tilting her head. "So... was my body okay? You got a pretty good look."

He freezes. His throat works as he swallows. He looks her in the eye, bold for the first time.

"Yeah," he says, his voice a low rumble. "Prettiest thing I’ve ever seen."

Her gaze dips to his jeans. To the massive, unmistakable outline of his cock pressing against the denim.

She laughs, light and teasing, and walks away.

I’m shaking in my hotel room. He saw her. He wants her. And she knows it. She likes it.

She’s a siren, pulling him in, and I’m just watching the ship crash into the rocks. And God help me, I want to see the wreckage.


CHAPTER 5

The days drag, tension humming under my skin like a live wire I can’t shut off. Work keeps me pinned to conference rooms and glowing screens, but every spare moment, I’m on my phone. Texting Emily. Refreshing the camera feeds. Chasing that same sharp, poisonous rush.

She’s all I see now—her body, her laugh, the way she moves through our house. I’m caught in a web I can’t climb out of. I don’t even know what I’m waiting for; I just know I can’t stop watching.



One evening, a week into this grind, I pull up the feed.

The living room is bathed in the golden haze of late afternoon sun spilling through the blinds. But something is different.

Marcus isn’t in his usual stiff work jeans and heavy boots. He’s dressed down, presumably cooling off after a long day in the yard. He’s wearing a loose, gray pair of gym shorts cut high enough to flaunt his muscular thighs, and a tight white tank top that clings to his chest like a second skin. A sheen of sweat makes his dark skin gleam under the lights.

He moves with a new ease. Shoulders squared. Chin up. He walks like he owns the space.

The hall cam catches him next, heading for the kitchen to grab a drink, and my jaw tightens. The fabric of his shorts hangs low and careless. There is clearly no underwear beneath. A heavy, thick outline presses against the soft gray cotton, the dark head of him briefly visible when the material shifts against his leg. It swings as he walks—heavy, half-contained, not even pretending to be modest.

He’s baiting her. This is bold. Shameless. It’s nothing like the fumbling, apologetic guy I thought I’d hired.

Back in the living room, Marcus drops onto my leather couch. He doesn’t sit; he sprawls. Legs spread wide in a dominant V-shape, taking up maximum space, claiming my territory. The shorts ride up, baring more of his skin. That thick shape between his legs nudges against his inner thigh, the flushed tip just peeking out from the leg hole like a hidden weapon.

Across from him, Emily is curled in the armchair. She looks like a vision in a thin tank top with no bra, her breasts moving freely beneath the fabric, and tiny lounge shorts that barely cover the curve of her ass.

She’s mid-sentence when she sees it.

Her eyes lock onto that exposed peek of him. She freezes. Her gaze is caught, wide and unblinking. For a heartbeat, she just stares, mesmerized by the dark flesh contrasting with the gray shorts.

Then, she jerks her eyes away, color blooming violent and bright across her cheeks. But there’s no outrage. No shock. Just a sharp intake of breath and a flicker of dangerous curiosity.

Her voice comes back, steady but lower. "So, uh, you fixed that shelf today?"

Marcus grins, leaning back, his arms draped over the back of the sofa, stretching the tank top tight across his pectorals.

"Yeah," he says slowly, his voice a low rumble. "I’m good at fixing things."

His tone is deliberate. Every word is dipped in intent.

Emily’s brow arches. She hears it. But instead of retreating, she plays coy. "Fixing things... how?" she asks lightly, swirling the ice in her glass. "What do you mean, 'help'?"

He chuckles, deep and rough, eyes glinting. "Lots of ways," he says, shifting his hips slightly. "I’m real good at filling empty spaces... fixing anything that’s... lacking."

His gaze lingers on her body, stripping her down. His length stirs in his shorts, twitching and nudging further into view. A blatant taunt.

Her face flushes hotter, but her mouth curves into a small, amused smile. "Oh, really? I don’t buy it," she teases, looking at him over the rim of her glass, daring him.

"Of course, Miss Emily," he drawls, stretching out the 'Miss' like it’s a secret between them. He spreads his legs a fraction wider. The head of his cock is now clearly visible. "If you don’t believe me, you can always test the work yourself."

The movement makes him shift again, unapologetic. He grins—cocky, predatory.

She laughs, bright and playful, leaning forward so her top dips low, a deep line of cleavage flashing between her breasts. "Not yet, big guy," she murmurs, mocking and soft. "I don’t see anything here that needs filling."

He smirks, eyes locked on hers. "Sure," he says. "But I’m here whenever you do. Any time. Any need."

His voice thickens on the last word, a promise and a challenge in one. His bulge shifts against the fabric as if to underline it.

I’m floored. The phone trembles in my hand, the screen a window to something that feels unstoppable.

This isn't just flirting. This is a hunt.

Marcus isn't just the quiet worker mowing lawns and blushing at my wife’s curves. He’s a predator now, stalking with every word, every lazy sprawl of his legs. He knows exactly what he’s doing. He isn’t reacting—he’s pressing, probing, aiming directly at what’s mine.

Jealousy burns through me, bitter and dark, but it’s tangled with a wild thrill I can’t smother. She isn’t recoiling. She’s playing—cheeks flushed, laugh bright, eyes alive. She’s circling him right back.

My breath turns ragged, my own shorts suddenly tight. I hate how my body responds, how wired I am from watching them circle each other. His brazenness, her teasing, the way they move closer without touching—it all pours into me.

He isn’t safe. He is a threat.

And I’m stuck on the other side of a screen, watching the wolf sit at my dinner table, hard as hell and too hooked to look away.


CHAPTER 6

All day, I’m a wreck. I pace the hotel room floor until I’ve worn a path in the carpet, Marcus’s cocky grin burned behind my eyelids. My stomach twists, every thought circling Emily alone in that house with him prowling her space.

I have to stop this before it spirals. I grab my phone, ready to make the call. Babe, we’re good with Marcus. The garden is done. Let’s give him a break. Clean. Simple. I can cut him out without confessing to the cameras or my own twisted suspicions.

I’m about to dial when my phone buzzes. A news alert flashes across the screen.

BREAKING: ARMED HOME INVASION IN LAKEVIEW. SUSPECTS AT LARGE.

A mile from our house. Thieves broke in, roughed up the owner. Panic claws up my throat, replacing the jealousy in an instant. Emily is alone in that sprawling house. Exposed. Vulnerable.

I call her with shaking hands. Each ring drags like an eternity.

"David?" Her voice trembles, matching the fear in my own gut. "Did you see the news? That break-in... it’s so close."

"I just read it," I say, clutching the phone. "Are you okay? Doors locked? Alarm set?"

"I’m fine, I checked everything," she says, but her breath is shallow. "But it’s creepy, David. Knowing they’re out there. The police haven't caught them yet." She pauses, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Can you come home? Please? I don’t want to be alone tonight."

My throat tightens. Regret tastes sour on my tongue. "Babe... I’d be there in a heartbeat if I could. But this project... the meeting tomorrow is critical. The bonus could cover us for months. I can’t ditch it now."

It sounds weak. Selfish. Even as I say it, I hate myself. I’m chained to the numbers.

The line goes quiet. When she finally speaks, the disappointment cuts straight through me. It’s not anger. It’s resignation.

"Oh... right. Of course. The bonus."

Her hope drains out on that last word. The silence stretches, heavy and accusing.

Then she adds, "Well, I can’t stay here alone, David. Not with people breaking into houses down the street." She hesitates. "What about Marcus? He’s big. He’s... capable. Could he stay over? Just until they catch them?"

I freeze. My mind splits down the middle.

Her safety is paramount. But Marcus? Letting that wolf sleep in my den? The image of him in those gray shorts, that grin, the way he looks at her... it screams danger.

Jealousy screams to say no. But the headline flashes again. Armed and Dangerous. And deeper still, a sick little spark ignites—him near her, protecting her, sleeping under the same roof. The tension I can’t stop feeding on.

"It’s... not a bad idea," I say, forcing my voice to remain steady. "Ask Marcus to stay. He can take the guest room. He’ll keep you safe."

"Okay," she says. Flat. Clipped. "Thanks."

The line dies.

I stare at the wall, relief and dread churning together in my stomach. She won’t be alone. Marcus will guard her. My work is safe; my paycheck stays intact.

But I’ve handed him the keys. I ignored the crack in her voice—the quiet devastation that I chose my job over her fear. She wanted her husband. Instead, I sent a proxy.

I lie back on the hotel bed, numb. I call Marcus. He answers quickly. Too eager.

"Sure, Mr. David. I’m already here finishing up," he says, his voice smooth. "Don't you worry. I’ll stay. I’ll keep an eye on things." Then, his voice drops, lower, intimate. "I'll take care of her. I promise."

It’s a simple sentence, but it lands like a jab to the ribs. I'll take care of her.

I freeze, my tongue thick. I want to snap at him, tell him to watch himself. But I’m powerless, trapped in a different city.

My mind flashes back to years ago—Emily trembling outside a bar, some drunk pressing too close. I stepped in, arm around her, staring the guy down until he backed off. She’d pressed against me, whispering, "My hero," her lips brushing my jaw. I was her shield then. Solid. Real.

Now, Marcus takes my place while I chase a check. Self-loathing cuts deep, and I let it bleed.



Night falls. I’m wired, pacing, fingers twitching. Emily doesn’t call. I don’t call her. The silence settles between us like a brick wall.

I open the app.

The living room feed flickers on, and the scene guts me.

Marcus is in the kitchen. He’s wearing an apron over that tight white tank top, stirring a pot on the stove. He moves with confidence, plating pasta like he’s done it a hundred times in our kitchen. His biceps flex as he handles the heavy pan.

Emily leans against the counter, watching him. She’s wearing a black silk nightgown. It’s technically modest—long, flowing—but the silk hugs her curves, and the neckline hints at the soft swell of her breasts. She holds a glass of wine, her face relaxed, a small smile playing on her lips.

It looks so natural. Him cooking. Her watching. Like I’ve already been edited out of the picture.

They move to the dining table. Marcus pulls out a chair—my chair. The one at the head of the table. He sits, his broad frame filling the space that belongs to me.

Emily sits across from him. She twirls her fork, takes a bite, her face brightening. "Marcus, this is amazing," she says, her voice warm, surprised. "I didn't know you could cook like this. David usually just orders out."

The comparison stings.

"Told you I’m good at a lot of things, Miss Emily," he replies, low, wiping his mouth. He looks at her, eyes dark and steady.

Dinner ends. He’s the one who moves—clearing the plates, rinsing them, wiping the table down. He moves with the efficiency of a man who takes care of his home. Emily lingers at the table, sipping her wine, her eyes tracking him. Watching his muscles move. Watching him be useful.

It’s too easy between them. Too practiced. My stomach churns. He’s not just visiting. He’s settling in.

Later, Marcus grabs a blanket and stretches out on the living room couch. He doesn't go to the guest room. He takes the central spot, claiming the heart of the house.

Emily heads upstairs. I switch to the bedroom cam.

She slips under the covers. Alone.

I wait. I expect the ritual. The laptop. The drawer opening. The black dildo. The sounds I’ve become addicted to.

But nothing comes.

She is restless. She tosses and turns, the sheets tangling around her legs. Her face is tight, brows drawn in the pale light. She looks lonely.

Suddenly, she sits up. Her gaze drifts across the room. It lands on the bookshelf. Right where the camera is buried.

She stares at it for a long, agonizing moment. Her eyes are unblinking, piercing through the lens.

My heart stops. Does she know?

For a second, I feel like she can see me. Like she’s looking right at the pathetic man hiding in a hotel room, watching his wife sleep because he was too busy to come home.

Then, she sighs. She turns away, curls into the pillows, and pulls the duvet up to her chin.

I exhale, my lungs burning. She didn’t see it. She couldn't have. I’m jumping at shadows.

Marcus is downstairs. She is upstairs. No footsteps. No moans. No doors opening. The house stays dark and quiet.

Relief washes over me, thin but real. He hasn’t crossed the line. Not tonight.

But lying there in the dark, clutching my phone, the silence stings worse than if they had fucked. Because tonight, she didn't need the dildo. She didn't need me. She just needed him in the house to feel safe enough to sleep.


CHAPTER 7

I’m hunched over my phone in the dim hotel room, the app open, my thumb hovering over the rewind button. My hands are clammy, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs as the feed loads.

Morning light spills through the curtains of my living room back home. Emily stirs, sliding out of bed. She’s wearing that black silk nightgown I bought her—the one that clings to her curves like liquid shadow. The hem barely skims her upper thighs, and the neckline teases the soft, heavy swell of her breasts as she moves. She rubs her eyes, her blonde hair a sexy, messy cascade down her back, and pads downstairs barefoot, unaware of what’s waiting for her.

The living room cam shows Marcus. He’s up early. And he’s shirtless.

He’s mid-workout on the rug. His tank top is tossed aside on the armchair. Sweat gleams on his chiseled, obsidian chest, highlighting every ridge of muscle as he powers through a set of push-ups. Down. Up. Down. Up. The rhythm is primal.

Emily stops halfway down the stairs. Her eyes widen. A flush creeps up her neck, staining her pale skin pink. The raw power in him—those deliberate, piston-like thrusts of his arms—hits her viscerally. She stares. She doesn't hide it well.

He catches her looking. He stops, holding the plank position for a second, muscles trembling with controlled effort, then stands up in one fluid motion.

"Morning, Miss Emily," he says, grabbing a towel to wipe his brow. He flashes a grin—easy, confident. "Breakfast is ready. Thought you’d want something hot."

Her voice catches in her throat. She nods, flustered. "Oh... thanks, Marcus."

I switch to the kitchen cam. He’s laid out a spread—eggs, toast, coffee. He’s treating her like a queen. And it stings. That’s my kitchen. My wife eating his food. My empty chair staring back at me.

He grabs his tank top and heads to the garden, leaving her sipping coffee. But she doesn't stay put.

The backyard cam catches her mixing lemonade. She steps out onto the grass, barefoot, the pitcher sweating in the heat.

"Hey," she calls out, her voice carrying a little too much sweetness. "You’ve been out here forever. Drink something."

She hands him a glass. Her fingers brush his dark hand—a lingering touch that sends a jolt through me.

He gulps it down, throat working, sweat rolling over his broad shoulders. "Appreciate it, Miss Emily."

She lingers. She watches him pick up the shovel. Her eyes trace the line of his back, the flex of his biceps. She isn't just reacting anymore; she’s stepping closer. Choosing to be in his orbit.

My stomach twists. He’s hooked her, and she’s reeling herself in.

The feed jumps to mid-morning. The upstairs hallway.

Marcus is in the spare room, fixing a recessed light. He’s wearing those loose gray shorts again, hanging low on his hips.

"Hey, Emily," he calls. "Can you hold this ladder steady for me?"

The ladder is barely four feet tall. He’s six-foot-three and built like a tank; he doesn't need help. He’s baiting her. The only question is whether she knows it.

She steps up behind him. She grips the sides of the ladder.

He climbs up two steps. And there it is.

His crotch is right at her eye level. The thin, worn fabric of his shorts is stretched tight by the thick weight of him. He’s hard. Or maybe he’s just that big flaccid. Either way, the outline is blatant—a heavy, thick sausage pressing against the gray cotton, swinging slightly as he moves.

From the camera angle above, I see Emily’s reaction. Her neckline gaps as she looks up; her full breasts sway under the silk, no bra to hide them.

My breath snags. His length is inches from her face. A heavy shadow she can’t miss.

Her face flushes a deep, crimson red, from her cheeks down to her throat. But her eyes lock on it. Wide. Transfixed. She doesn't look away. She stands there, lips parted, pinned between shame and fascination. Staring at the bulge of the man I hired.

He shifts his weight, "fiddling" with the bulb, and the bulge twitches right in front of her nose. She blinks, startled, but her hands tighten on the ladder. She holds it steady, mesmerized by the sheer size of him.

I grip the phone until my knuckles ache. A storm tears through my chest. He’s dangling himself like a lure, and she’s caught.

I fast-forward to noon. My heart is still hammering from the ladder scene.

The living room cam flares to life. Marcus is sprawled on the sofa again, manspreading, legs wide, flipping through channels. He looks too comfortable. Like he owns the place.

Emily walks in. My breath catches again.

She’s changed. She’s traded the black silk for a white sleep dress. It’s short, thin, barely skimming her thighs. It looks innocent, loose, but the fabric clings to her hips when she moves.

She sets a plate of fruit—melon, berries—on the coffee table. "Thought you might want a snack," she says. Her voice is sweet, almost coy.

He grins, slow and easy. "Thanks, Miss Emily. Looks... good." His eyes are on her, not the fruit.

Then, it happens.

She reaches for the remote on the far side of the table. It’s no accident. She could have walked around. Instead, she bends from the waist.

Her dress rides up.

The camera catches it perfectly. Her ass—full, round, and perfect—is exposed.

I groan aloud in the hotel room. I’ve worshipped that ass for years. It’s my favorite part of her—those "breeding hips" she got from her mother, kept tight from her college gym days. I love taking her doggy style, smacking those cheeks until they turn pink. She used to laugh, "You’re such an ass man, David," and I never denied it.

Now, Marcus gets the view.

She’s wearing a thong. A tiny, white strip of lace that vanishes between those soft cheeks, leaving everything else bare. Her skin glows in the midday light. It’s exposed, inches from his face. A bold, brazen answer to his ladder stunt. You showed me yours, now I’m showing you mine.

Marcus freezes. His hand stops mid-reach for a berry. His jaw goes slack. His eyes lock onto her ass like he’s been struck by lightning. He is devouring her.

She straightens quickly, and the dress falls back into place. But it’s too late. The damage is done.

Her cheeks are hot pink as she fumbles with the remote. "Oops—sorry, didn't mean to stretch like that," she mutters.

But I see it. The corner of her mouth twitches. A half-smile she can't quite hide.

"No problem," Marcus rasps. His voice is strained, thick with lust.

I look at his shorts. He is rock hard. The fabric is tented up, throbbing with excitement.

I’m glued to the screen, hard enough that it hurts. My Emily, bending over, offering up her ass to the gardener. She’s playing him. Matching his game. It wasn't an innocent slip. She knows exactly what she did. And she likes it.

The shame is there, written on her flushed face, but that spark in her eyes... it’s electric.

Marcus stares at her hungrily, and I’m a thousand miles away, throbbing in my hand, watching my wife taunt another man with the body that used to be mine.

It’s torture. It’s fire. And I hate how much I love every second of it.


CHAPTER 8

I’m glued to my phone, the screen both a lifeline and a curse. My thumb hovers over the fast-forward button, but I can’t press it. I have to watch every second. Emily’s perfect ass from yesterday still sears my mind; Marcus’s stunned, hungry stare won’t quit.

I dread what’s next, but I crave it. I am trapped in their slow, taunting dance.

Afternoon hits, and Marcus is shameless. He’s wandering the house shirtless again, wearing those loose gym shorts. His chest is bare, muscles rippling under dark, sweat-slicked skin as he fixes a cabinet in the kitchen.

Emily matches him. She’s wearing a sheer sundress, and the hall cam confirms what I suspected—the bra is gone. Her breasts move freely beneath the gauze, the faint, dark outline of her nipples visible whenever she passes a window.

They test each other. She leans close to hand him a tool; he brushes past her in the narrow kitchen space. Their eyes hold a heartbeat too long. She laughs. He grins. The air crackles with static.

Thank God—or damn it—it doesn't snap. No hands. No crossed lines beyond burning looks. Relief eases my breath, but disappointment stings right behind it. I realize with a sick jolt: I’m half-chasing the crash.

Night falls.

I lock onto the bedroom cam as Emily climbs into bed. Marcus is downstairs, the TV flickering blue light against the walls, but she is my focus.

She’s back in the black silk nightgown. I expect last night’s tossing and turning. Instead, her face is calm, determined. Her hand moves—sure and steady—opening the nightstand drawer. She brings out the black dildo.

My pulse jumps. I zoom in. The microphone catches the sharp hitch in her breath as she kicks off the covers. She lets her legs fall open—accident or design, I can't tell—but she is angled straight at the camera.

She is bare. Glistening. Putting on a show just for me. Or is it for the man downstairs?

She guides the thick toy in slowly, every slick inch stretching her tight. Her lips part, her head thrown back on the pillow. The rhythm builds. Wet, steady sounds mix with her moans—low at first, then rising, rougher, shameless.

"Oh... David," she gasps.

My chest jolts. I grip the phone, my breath turning ragged. She’s thinking of me.

Then: "Marcus... yes."

His name cuts through the room like a knife. It cuts through me.

They trade off. "David... oh god..." then "Marcus... harder..."

Each time she says his name, she thrusts the toy deeper. Her hips surge to meet it. Her free hand claws at her breast, pinching the nipple hard. Her face goes wild, all hunger, every thrust spiting the miles between us.

I can’t stand it. Her spreading wide, swallowing that black shape while my name tangles with his in her mouth. My shorts are off. My fist is tight. I match her pace, stroke for stroke.

It’s too much—her slick heat, her cries, the way she confuses me with him. Tearing me open.

"Marcus... fuck... oh God!" she whines, her body bowing off the mattress.

I groan, release hitting me hot and hard, spilling over my hand just as she arches, thighs shaking, shattering into her climax.

I’m panting, wrecked. She lies limp on the screen, the dildo still slick between her legs. That look of satisfaction on her face... it wasn't given by me. It’s filthy. It’s hers. And I drown in the shame of how much I needed to see it.



Morning breaks. I wake up lighter, my body loose from the rare, deep sleep of exhaustion. No meetings today. Just a quiet I haven't had since this trip began.

I stretch, grab the phone, and sink back into the pillows. Itching to see her. She’s the only tether I have left.

The bedroom feed loads. Sunlight on the sheets. Empty.

I switch to the living room cam. Marcus is there. Shirtless. Mid-workout. He’s doing push-ups on the rug, his body moving like a machine, sweat gleaming on his back.

Emily walks in from the kitchen. My jaw tightens.

She’s not in her pajamas. She’s wearing the electric-blue yoga set I bought her last Christmas.

The leggings are painted on, carving out her waist and rounding out her ass perfectly. The crop top lifts and frames her breasts, leaving her midriff bare. It’s a set I know well—a private routine that used to end with me pressing her down on the mat, our rough play turning her giggles into open moans.

Now, she walks out in it for him.

Marcus stops mid-push-up. He lifts to his feet, breathing heavy. He rakes her with his eyes—starting at her sneakers and dragging his gaze all the way up.

"Morning, Miss Emily," he says, voice low, appreciative.

She smiles, shy but bright, brushing a stray hair back. "Hey... it’s been a while since I worked out. Thought I’d start again. Maybe... you could help me with some moves? Since you're clearly an expert."

"Whatever you need, I’ve got you," he says. Too eager. The words are thick with intent.

My gut knots. He’s not talking about stretching.

She blushes and nods. She unrolls her mat.

It’s torture.

She starts with Downward Dog. She bends at the waist, hands on the mat, walking her feet back. Her ass goes high in the air. The leggings stretch tight, outlining every curve of her glutes.

Marcus steps behind her to "correct" her form. He stands right at her hips.

"Keep your back straight," he murmurs. His hands hover near her waist, inches from touching skin. He’s breathing close to her rear. "Lift here."

The leggings are so tight that from the rear angle, the lips of her sex show through—two soft, distinct lines pressing against the blue fabric. A whisper of heat blooming there.

Her eyes go half-lidded. The blush deepens. She holds the pose, presenting herself to him.

"Like this?" she asks, her voice breathy.

"Perfect," he growls.

They switch. She lies on her back, knees bent, feet planted. She lifts her hips into a Bridge pose.

Marcus moves. He stands between her spread knees. His face is looming above her mound. The position is compromising, vulnerable. The leggings bare every curve of her pelvis to him.

He stares down. His jaw is taut.

I look at his shorts. They are rising with him. A massive, undeniable swelling tents the gray fabric, inches from my wife’s face.

"Good... hold it just like that," he says, his voice rough.

Her thighs tremble from the effort—or maybe from the proximity. Her chest works, heavy breathing making her nipples stand hard beneath the crop top.

It isn't innocent. His breath grazes her. Her heat answers.

I clutch the phone, stiff and aching all over again. She bends for him. She spreads for him. The outfit I loved has become a weapon against me.

His face hovers over her, and I can't tell if she understands exactly how exposed she is—or if she wants him to see everything.

It’s killing me. Her slow surrender is a blade and a blessing. I’m furious, aroused, helpless. And I keep watching while Marcus drinks her in, inch by inch, like what’s mine is already halfway his.


CHAPTER 9

The tension chokes me, turning the air in my hotel room stale and heavy. But it’s nothing compared to what comes next.

They’re still at it. Emily flows through poses while Marcus "guides" her. His hands hover inches from her skin; his eyes are locked on the way her body moves.

Her voice cuts in, breathless, soft but firm. "Hey, Marcus, can you spot me on this one? My balance feels off."

She drops into a deep squat—a Malasana pose. Her thighs spread wide, knees bent, back arched. She is wide open, inviting him into her space.

He kneels in front of her. Too eager. Too close.

She lowers herself until her hips settle low. The electric-blue leggings stretch thin across her sex, struggling to contain her. The fabric outlines everything—the mound, the cleft. Her lips are practically printed against the spandex, inches from his face.

She holds the position, breathing quickly, her chest heaving. Marcus’s shorts are tented violently; his thick thigh brushes against hers as he reaches out to "steady" her hips.

I stop breathing.

Marcus’s face is right there. His nose nudges toward her warmth through the fabric. He inhales sharply, smelling her arousal.

Then—Jesus Christ.

His tongue flicks out.

It’s slow. Deliberate. He traces the central seam of her leggings, dragging his tongue right along her wet crease through that thin, blue barrier. A wet, dark line appears on the fabric instantly.

Emily jolts.

She doesn't pull away. She arches deeper into it.

A moan slips out of her—low, shaky, wanting. She trembles violently but keeps the pose, her hips giving a small, involuntary twitch as he flicks his tongue again, tasting her sweat and her heat. Her face flushes a deep scarlet; her eyes go heavy, rolling back, unfocused.

I’m a mess. I’m hard enough to ache, my nerves firing like blown fuses. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen and the most infuriating betrayal of my life. He’s licking my wife. He is tasting my wife.

And I’m done watching.

My hand fumbles for the call screen. I smash the dial button, the ringtone blaring in my ear while I try to remember how to breathe.

Ring. Ring.

Her phone buzzes loudly on the coffee table. The spell shatters.

Emily flinches violently, eyes snapping open. She realizes where she is. What he’s doing.

She scrambles up, stumbling back, grabs the phone, and bolts upstairs. She’s breathing ragged, panic written on her face like a teenager caught in the act.

Marcus sits back on his heels. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, staring at the empty spot where she just was. He smirks. His shorts are still aggressively swollen.

She shuts the bedroom door, paces once, then answers.

"Hey, babe," she says. Her voice is bright but thin, brittle as glass.

I force my voice to be even, hiding the tremor. "Hey... got the morning off. Wanted to check in. How’re you doing?"

"Oh, good! I’m good," she chirps. She’s talking too fast. "Just... working out. Marcus is helping me get back into it."

My throat tightens. The image of the wet spot on her leggings burns in my mind.

"Nice, babe. Good to stay healthy," I say, letting a beat stretch—heavy and accusatory. "What are you wearing?"

She hesitates. I hear a nervous, breathy laugh. "Uh... that blue set. You know the one." Her voice dips, trying to sound innocent. "It’s comfy."

Air hisses through my teeth. "Yeah... isn't that a little sexy for the gardener?"

She giggles, brushing it off, but the nerves are there. "Maybe, but it’s fine. I trust Marcus. He’s... honest, you know? A good guy."

Honest.

The word turns in my gut like a knife. His tongue was on her clit a minute ago, separated only by a millimeter of spandex, and she’s calling him a saint.

I’m burning. I want to scream. But I can’t say it without detonating everything. Without admitting I’m the pervert watching them.

"Right," I manage, choking on the bile. "Good to know."

She chatters on about nothing, oblivious to the bomb ticking under our feet. I hear myself agreeing, barely present.

The call ends on her "Love you, bye."

I drop the phone onto the mattress. My chest feels like it’s being crushed. "Honest, good guy" loops in my head while I flip back to the feeds with shaking hands.

The bedroom cam catches her peeling off the blue set. She pulls on a loose tee and shorts. Her face is flushed, guilt warring with lingering lust.

Downstairs, the living room cam shows Marcus pacing. He’s still tented, a scowl carving his mouth. He’s pissed. He knows the game got cut short right at the finish line.

He stalks to the kitchen, yanks pans from a cabinet. Minutes later, he plates lunch like nothing happened.

"Here you go, Miss Emily," he says when she comes down, his voice smooth as silk.

She smiles—soft, grateful—and eats. They talk about the weather. No trace of the tongue. No trace of the moan.

I should feel relief. She stopped. She didn't let him finish.

But what sits in my gut isn't relief. It’s disappointment. Sharp, bitter, heavy as a stone.

I hate it. I hate myself. I wanted them to cross that line. I wanted to see what would happen if the phone hadn't rung. Why am I like this? He plays house; she eats his food; and I ache for the disaster I swear I’d burn down the world to prevent.

Rage, want, shame—they whirl too fast to separate. I need air.

I text Jake: Coffee? Now?

He’s quick with a Yes. Twenty minutes later, we’re at a dingy cafe down the block, steam curling off black mugs.

Jake is younger, looser. The kind of man who rolls with hits I’d duck. I don’t tell him about the cameras. I don’t tell him about the moans. I stir my coffee into toxic sludge.

"You and Samy good?" I ask, staring at the swirl.

He leans back, smirking. "Solid—mostly. This job, being gone all the time... it screws with things. Caught her once—neighbor guy—while I was away. Walked in on it."

He shrugs, sips his coffee like he’s discussing the weather. "But she’s gold otherwise. Takes care of our kid, handles my dad when he’s sick, keeps the house tight. And with me? Still fire. Samy’s got this way of throwing her hips—pure sin. When she rides, that ass moves like it’s alive. Sometimes... sometimes I half-want someone else to feel that rush. Just to know what I’ve got. Fucked up, but hot."

His eyes go distant and heated. I shift in my seat, caught in his words.

"So I let it slide," he says. "Sex and love? I can separate 'em. If she scratches an itch because I’m gone, fine. As long as she comes home to me. But if she’s falling for someone? Dumping us? Divorce papers, done."

He tilts his head, studying me. "What’s up? Stressing about Emily?"

I force a laugh. It lands stiff and hollow. "Nah. Trip’s dragging. I miss her."

My voice snags. I bury it in a sip of bitter coffee. He nods, either buying it or letting me keep the lie.

"Long hauls suck," he says, grinning. "Emily, though—she’s something else. I saw her at the Christmas party. Hottest woman I’ve seen, no contest. You’re lucky, man."

Pride rises in my chest. She’s mine.

But that same pride slides into something darker. Jake is admiring her. Just like Marcus does. Just like I do. It feeds a fire I can’t put out.

I smirk, nodding slowly. "Yeah. She’s unreal."

Inside, it churns. Her blue set. His tongue on the seam. Jake’s easy shrug about sharing. It all crashes together until I’m split down the middle—caught between bragging rights and bile, loving the chaos I swear I hate.


CHAPTER 10

Jake’s words linger in my head—sex and love, separate but freeing. They loosen the knot of guilt in my chest just enough for me to breathe. I tell myself I’m not him. I tell myself this is different.

The afternoon clears. I bury myself in emails and numbers, making decisions without dragging my heart through them.

At dusk, back in the hotel room, I call Emily.

She answers warmly, her voice brighter than yesterday. "Hey, babe! Missed you today." It’s soft enough to pull me in, to make me believe we’re still normal.

"Missed you too. How’s everything? Marcus still... good?"

She laughs, easily. "Yeah, all fine. He’s... nice to have around. Feels kind of good not being alone, I guess."

Something flickers in her voice. A hesitation. I nod to the empty room. "I’m glad you’re okay."

We talk a little more. Her sleepy "Love you" hangs in my ear after the call ends, a ghost of the wife I used to know.

Night creeps in. I open the feeds.

In the living room, Marcus and Emily are finishing dinner—grilled chicken and salad. A half-empty bottle of red wine sits between them. Her cheeks are flushed pink; the alcohol has loosened her laugh. She leans in across the table, eyes bright and glassy.

"So, Marcus, what did you do before this? Tell me something real."

He grins, twirling his wine glass. "Been around. Odd jobs. Tough gigs. Grew up rough." He pauses, watching her. "Even did some massage work back in the day. Got damn good at it."

She giggles. "Really? You’re kidding."

"Nope." He lifts a brow, leaning closer. "I could help you relax, Miss Emily. Those yoga moves probably tied you up in knots."

Her lips part on a quick breath. The air shifts. "Okay... sure. Why not?"

I shake. The speed of her yes is a gut punch and a thrill I can’t name.

She moves to the sofa. She stretches out, face down. Her short dress rides up as she settles, baring the back of her thighs. That tight, perfect ass rounds up in the air—a picture I’ve worshipped for years.

Marcus starts gently. His large, dark hands land on her neck, kneading down the traps.

"Wow... you are good," she murmurs, her face buried in the cushion.

"Told you," he says, amused.

Each press of his hands inches the dress higher. It bunches at her hips until half her ass is bare. A thin white thong vanishes between the cheeks. She doesn't pull the dress down. Her breathing thickens. She pretends it’s nothing.

"Waist sore too?" he asks, his voice dropping an octave.

"A little," she whispers.

His thumbs sink to the points of her hips. He brushes the outer curve of her ass, then bolder, tracing the line of the thong. She shifts—barely—lifting her hips into his hands. A small hum slips out.

I go rigid. It’s unbearable—her upturned body, his hands claiming it, and she letting him. Anger flickers, but it’s drowned by a flood of heat.

He moves. He kneels alongside her hips. "You okay, Miss Emily? Sounding a little... tense."

"I’m fine," she says, her voice thick. Matching his game.

He smirks. "Got a trick. Helps ladies unwind. Kinda my secret. Want to try?"

Her body tenses, but she doesn't move away. "What is it?"

"Nothing crazy," he says, smoothing his hand over her lower back. "You’ll like it. I just need to put some weight on you. Cool?"

She nods into the pillow. She trusts him. My stomach drops—he’s reeling her in.

He swings a leg over her. He straddles her thighs, settling his weight just below her ass. Then, he tugs his loose gym shorts aside.

His cock springs free. Thick. Heavy. Dark.

My throat locks. My hand fumbles for the phone to call, to scream, but I freeze.

He lowers himself. He sets that heavy, hot weight right across her ass cheeks. Trapped by her parted legs. He doesn't thrust. He just settles, hands on her waist like this is ordinary massage therapy.

His fingers grip her hips and gently part her cheeks, seating his cock deeper in the crevice.

She stiffens. Then she breathes. She doesn't bolt. Silence falls over the room, heavy and wet. She lets it happen.

"You good, Miss Emily?" he asks, smooth, daring.

"Um... I’m okay," she breathes, unsteadily. It cuts me clean to the bone.

He leans over her back, his chest pressing against her. He whispers into her ear, loud enough for the mic to catch. "Mr. David told me to protect you. To 'fill any gaps.' If you feel any empty spots... you tell me."

He twists my words into a weapon. And I burn.

No answer from her.

He slides once, slowly. His shaft glides along her crack, grazing the thong, the head nudging her tailbone. Her cheeks tremble. Her breath catches. Her hips twitch back in a reflex she can’t hide.

I am stone-hard in my hotel room. He has her divided and pinned. She isn't saying no. Rage claws for daylight, but it’s buried under the hottest flood of arousal I've ever felt.

"You alright... Mrs. Emily?" he murmurs. The "Mrs." lands like a blade.

"Um... it’s... pretty good," she stammers. And it guts me.

He strokes her skin with his thumbs. "This dress is in the way. Should we pull it up?"

"Uh... Marcus..." Her voice fractures. "Can you... pull it up for me?"

He pulls the hem high. Her ass is fully bare now. The thong is useless against his size.

His breath stutters. Lust takes the wheel. "Got a better method," he says, thick. "Make you real comfortable. You game?"

She nods. Too far in to stop. My hands shake violently.

He shifts forward. He guides himself between her thighs, pressing along her sex from behind.

"Marcus... what are you doing?" she asks. Panic is small. Need is larger.

"Nothing, Mrs. Emily," he purrs. He settles his length against her slit. Not inside—just along it. Grinding. Fabric and skin and heat.

Her ass lifts to meet him. Soft, helpless sounds leak out of her. She fights to stay quiet and fails.

I’m in agony. He’s got her—thighs clamped, ass up, her body kissing him—while she starts to move back for more.

He pumps harder. Thighs smacking against her ass—sharp, rhythmic slaps the mic can’t ignore. He shifts, and I see it: his cock shines slick with her wetness, soaked through the thong. Her hips buck. Her breathing shreds. The moans turn wild.

He slows, smug. Like he’s planted a flag.

Emily gasps, frantically. "Don't stop!"

Shame colors her face, but she’s past the line.

He grins. He hooks a finger in her thong. He yanks it aside. He nudges her wet, exposed slit with the swollen head of his cock.

He is poised to take her.

I lock up. He’s going in. My thumb claws for the call button—too slow.

He thrusts forward and—

Emily twists hard.

She shoves him off, scrambling out from under him. She yanks her dress down, stumbling back. Her chest heaves. Her face is a mask of confusion, lust, and something else—fear? Guilt?

"What the hell?!" she snaps, voice shaking. "I... I can't. Stop."

Marcus staggers back, cock exposed and dripping, shock flashing across his face. "Emily, I thought—"

"No," she breathes. "Just... give me a minute."

She turns away from him. She runs a hand through her messy hair, pacing the room, pulling the dress tight around her shaking body.

Then, she stops.

She is standing right in front of the bookshelf.

She lifts her head. Her eyes drift over the spines of the books. Slowly. Deliberately.

Then, her gaze locks.

She stares straight at the hollowed-out book where the lens is hidden.

My heart stops beating. The air leaves my lungs.

She doesn't blink. Her face is unreadable. Is she looking at the camera? Or is she just staring into space, lost in the adrenaline of what almost happened?

It feels like she’s looking right at me. Through the screen. Through the miles. Straight into my pathetic, voyeuristic soul.

Does she see the glint of the lens?

Does she know I’m here, watching her panting, wet, and half-ravaged by another man?

Five seconds pass. Ten.

She doesn't scream. She doesn't smash it.

Then, slowly, her expression shifts. A small, almost imperceptible furrow of her brow. She reaches out a hand toward the shelf... but grabs the glass of wine sitting next to it instead.

She downs the rest of the wine in one gulp, never fully breaking her gaze from that general direction.

"I’m going to bed," she says, her voice flat, turning her back on the shelf—and me.

She leaves Marcus standing there, hard and confused in the living room.

I sit frozen in the hotel room, sweat cooling on my skin. Did she see it? Was that a look of realization? Or just a coincidence?

The uncertainty is worse than the anger. It claws at my throat.

She almost let him fuck her. And now, I don't know if she stopped because she loves me... or because she knows I’m watching and wanted to leave me begging for the end of the show.


CHAPTER 11

The bedroom feed glows dim in the darkness of my hotel room.

Emily lies curled on her side, breath uneven, cheeks streaked with dried tears. She’s trying to sleep, but the tension in her body is palpable. My phone sits heavy on my lap. Shame gnaws at my gut. That stare—straight to the bookshelf—felt like she ripped the paneling off my lies and saw the rot underneath.

I tell myself she didn't see. I tell myself her anger was for Marcus, for crossing the line. But the story does not hold water.

She turns, restless, the sheets twisting around her legs. Her hand skims her face, then slips down her body, disappearing between her thighs.

I freeze. After the fear, after the anger... she is doing this.

The black silk dress is bunched up at her waist. Her thong is askew. Her fingers work fast, needy, rhythmic. A soft "ahh" slips from her lips, then louder. Her hips rock into her hand.

Fire, unspent. Marcus’s spark is still burning in her blood.

She grabs the black dildo from the nightstand. She pushes it deep, pumping hard, frantic.

"Oh... fuck," she gasps, her legs quivering. She has the same wild, glazed focus she had under him just hours ago.

She shudders violently and spills over with a tight, choked cry.

I am wrecked. I’m hard, sick, staring at the truth: He is in her head. He is under her skin. And I cannot unknow it.



Morning comes. I call her.

Her voice is cool, clipped. "Hi." Flat. Quiet anger.

I ask how she slept. She gives one-word answers. I tell myself it’s about the assault, about Marcus. Not me. I mutter "Love you" and hang up.

Before work, I check the feeds. Living room, early light.

The atmosphere is walled off. Emily is wearing armor: baggy sweatshirt, jeans, face closed tight. Marcus hovers around her, jittery, over-polite. He offers juice, breakfast, a towel—anything to keep moving, to fix what he broke.

"Need anything, Miss Emily?" His voice is small.

She nods once, barely looking at him. Her silence cuts deeper than screaming.

I almost smirk. He is sweating. He thinks he lost his job.

Work blurs into a headache of numbers. Afternoon hits. Back at the hotel, coffee in hand, I open the app. I expect more cold silence.

I open the kitchen feed, and my mug slips from my fingers, splashing hot coffee onto the carpet.

It’s mid-afternoon. Emily is back in a flimsy sundress, the hem flirting with her thighs. Her earlier armor is gone.

Marcus stands behind her at the granite counter. He is shirtless. His shorts are pulled down. His cock is bare.

She stirs a drink at the counter like nothing is wrong. He grinds against her from behind. Shallow. Close. His shaft sliding along her outer lips, lubricated by her own wetness. Her thong is down around her knees.

No barriers. Flesh to flesh. A faint thwack echoes as his hips brush her ass cheeks.

Her knuckles are white on the counter. She trembles, but she does not move away.

She turns her head slightly, quivering. His cock gleams—slick with her fluids. She arches back and jerks, a ragged moan escaping her. "Ah... um... ahh!"

Her knees give way. He catches her, steadying her against his chest.

Then, she shoves him off. She walks out cold, straight to the bedroom, leaving him panting in the kitchen.

Marcus wipes the counter with a rag. Then the floor. A quick swipe over a wet smear. House restored. Battlefield cleared.

My hands are shaking so bad I can barely hit the button. I need to know how we got here. From the ice queen this morning to this.

I rewind the timeline. I find the hinge point. Lunchtime.

Dining room. He steals glances at her; she eats in silence.

Then, she speaks. "Hey, Marcus."

"Y-Yes, Mrs. Emily?" He startles, dropping his fork.

"Last night," she says evenly. Her eyes are clear. "I don’t want that happening again."

"I messed up," he blurts out. "I’m sor—"

"No." Her voice is ice. "You don't put it in unless I say so. That is the rule."

The panic drops out of his face, replaced by a dawn of understanding. "So... if I just... use it outside? To help you relax... that’s okay?"

She looks at him. She nods once. Lips tight. A flicker of shame, but she owns it. "Outside only. No penetration."

He grins, relief flooding him. He starts to move toward her, but her eyes stop him dead.

"Dishes first. Then bedroom."

Plates clatter. He finishes in record time.

I fast-forward to the bedroom feed.

He hesitates at the door, then freezes.

Emily is naked. Lying face down on the bed. The afternoon sun lights her skin softly. Her ass is high, thighs parted slightly. Waiting.

He shuffles in, suddenly unsure of his luck. "Uh... how do you want it, Mrs. Emily?"

She points to the bottle of massage oil on the dresser—the expensive lavender one I bought months ago and never opened.

He pours a generous amount into his palms. His hands glide over her shoulders, down her spine, thumbs circling the tension at the small of her back. Her breath hitches.

His fingers dip lower. He traces the crease of her sex, spreading the oil.

"Ohh..." She twitches, the sound spilling out despite herself.

"Can I use... myself... to massage you, Mrs. Emily?" he asks, his voice rough. Calling himself a tool for her pleasure.

She nods into the pillow. The want is plain on her face.

He frees himself. He coats his own cock in the oil. He rubs along her slit. Not inside—just against. Oil and slick heat mixing together.

He builds the pace. Schlick. Schlick. The sound is wet and obscene.

Her moans climb. "Ahh... yes... ohh!"

Her ass lifts and shakes to meet him. The bed dampens beneath her. He keeps to the rule—he doesn't enter—but he takes her to the edge anyway.

She comes hard. Pulsing against his shaft, soaking the sheet.

He eases back, breathing hard, obedient and smug.

He kneels there, his cock leaking, a helpless drip of release he’s not allowed to take.

Emily sits up. She looks regal, one arm covering her breasts, amused by how undone he is. She reaches down and picks up her discarded white thong from the floor.

She tosses it to him. It lands on his chest.

"Anywhere but here," she says firmly. "Get out."

She drops back to the mattress, done with him.

I switch to the hallway camera.

Marcus stumbles out, clutching the thong. He leans against the wall, breathing hard. He wraps the silk fabric around his throbbing cock.

"Ugh... fuck..." he groans.

He works his hand fast, jaw clenched. He buries his face in the silk, inhaling her scent while he strokes. A few seconds later, he shudders, pumping his release into my wife’s underwear. He holds it there, catching every drop, a prize he gets to keep.

Back in the bedroom, Emily’s fingers drift down. She strokes through the wetness he left on her outer lips. A small hum of satisfaction.

She feeds off the echo. She sets the rules. He delivered. And she keeps the pleasure for herself.

I sit trembling in the hotel room, the screen burning my palms.

He is jerking off into her panties in my hallway. She is humming on his heat in my bed.

It is his game now, but played under her rules. And I am here—watching it drip—knowing exactly how much of her he already holds, and how little I can touch from a thousand miles away.


CHAPTER 12

I scroll through the timeline, my thumb racing.

After Marcus leaves the bedroom, Emily goes still. She breathes deeply, her body loosening into a heavy nap, as if the intense scene just moments ago never happened.

Near dusk, she stirs. She stretches like a cat, the black silk dress riding up her hips. She pads to the door—then freezes.

She crouches down. Her fingers brush the doorframe, lifting a thin, crusted, translucent smear. Marcus’s mark.

She stares at it. Then, she brings her finger to her nose. She inhales once, deep and slow. Her expression is unreadable—animalistic, curious, perhaps even aroused.

The sight hits me like a physical punch. I can’t walk it off.

I skip ahead, straight to the kitchen feed.

Late afternoon light spills across the tile. Emily is back in that flirty sundress, hips swaying while she stirs a pot on the stove.

Marcus slips in behind her. He moves silently. He stands too close, his chest pressing against her back. His large hand cups her ass, squeezing the flesh like it belongs to him.

She doesn't flinch. She keeps stirring, letting his hand sit there. It’s become routine. Domesticated lust.

"Let me cook, huh?" she murmurs. Half-pout, half-smile.

"You're too gorgeous, Mrs. Boss," he whispers into her hair, inhaling her scent. "I need another release."

"No... you already did at lunch," she answers. Soft. Not a no.

"Not enough," he growls. "Your pussy is wet again, isn't it?"

His fingers ghost up her thigh, teasing the hem of her dress.

She trembles. Her breath catches on the mic. "Fine... make it quick."

He drops his shorts instantly. She lets her thong fall to her knees, stepping out of it with practiced ease.

He nests himself between her thighs from behind. He grinds his length along her slit—outside, per the rule. His hips work a steady, rhythmic thrum against her.

Her legs shake. Her knuckles grip the counter. "Ah... um... ahh—"

The sound climbs. She arches her back, pressing herself back into him. She breaks.

I’m gone with her. Spilling hot across my hand in the hotel room as she collapses against the counter back home.

He obeyed the rule. She came. And I’m left with the image of her sniffing his semen looping behind my eyes. I wipe my hand and feel nothing but hollow emptiness.



I call her.

"Hey, babe, how’s your day?" I ask, voice tight.

She laughs. A small, sharp blade. "Oh, he's been... filling the gaps you left."

My absence, named and mocked.

"I'll try harder," I say, desperation leaking in. "Three days. I'll be home in three days." It’s a snap promise. The project needs me, but I’ll cut corners. I don't care anymore.

"Really? Three days?" Warmth floods her voice. Genuine relief. "Oh, thank God."

For a second, I can breathe.

Night falls. The feeds glow again. Dinner is done.

In the living room, Marcus fishes for more. "Need me to fill you up tonight, Mrs. Emily?"

"No. Not tonight."

Later, he knocks on her bedroom door. Once, then again. "Just a little help?"

Her answer is clean, final. "Go to sleep, Marcus."

He retreats. Hope sparks in my chest—small, fragile. But a hollow ache right next to it says I wanted her to cave.

I sleep hard for the first time in days.



Sirens rip me awake. My phone is vibrating off the nightstand.

"David!" Emily sobs into the phone. "Robbers... three of them... they broke in!"

My blood runs cold. "Emily? Are you hurt?"

"No... no, I'm okay," she cries. "Marcus... he took them down. But he got shot..."

Relief floods me, then curdles instantly. "You’re okay. That’s what matters. How bad is he?"

"Ambulance took him. I’m worried, David. Can you come back? Now?"

I hang up and call my boss at 2 AM. I beg. I plead. He roars about millions of dollars, about the team, about my selfishness. He’s not wrong. If I leave now, I lose the bonus. I lose the promotion.

I call her back. My voice is ashes. "I can't. I can't leave yet. Three days, babe. I swear."

Silence. Then a held breath.

"Okay," she says. Cold. Distant. "Marcus saved me. Just... come home when you can."

She hangs up.

I rewind the feeds. I have to see.

After midnight. Living room camera.

Three hooded men slip inside through the back door. Armed. Quiet.

Marcus wakes up on the couch. He doesn't panic. He melts into the shadows of the kitchen, waiting. A predator in the dark.

Upstairs, Emily sleeps in her thin dress.

The men swarm her room. They gag and bind her. They bark for cash. She points with shaking hands to the safe. "Take it—go."

The leader lingers. He leers at her. He rips the fabric of her dress at the shoulder. She struggles, her voice lost behind the gag.

Then, Marcus hits like a force of nature.

He storms the room with a baseball bat. He swings. Bones crack. It’s brutal. Efficient.

A shot rings out. Marcus grunts, clutching his arm, but he doesn't stop. He keeps swinging until two are down and the third runs.

The house goes quiet, save for her sobs and the distant wail of sirens.

"You're okay, Mrs. Boss," Marcus says, blood dripping from his bicep onto the carpet. His breathing is steady.

She stares at him, shaking. Fear drains into relief, then into something else. Adoration.

I’m numb. She’s safe. And he did it while I listened from a bed in another city. I failed her. He saved her.



Morning. I promise myself I’ll grind and get home.

I check the feeds in the afternoon.

Marcus is back. Discharged early, arm bandaged heavily in white gauze.

Emily hovers over him in the living room. She’s spooning soup to his lips. Her fingers brush his mouth to wipe away a drop. He smiles, weak but triumphant.

Jealousy flares, hot and ugly. But the logic of it burns deeper—he earned the attention I didn't. He bled for her.

I call. She picks up, voice steady.

"Marcus is home. Just a graze, stitches. I'm taking care of him."

My gut turns.

"He deserves a special reward, you know?" she adds. Her tone is light, but loaded with meaning.

My heart misfires. "Special how?"

"A secret," she says playfully, cutting me off. "When you're back, you'll see. Or maybe... you'll just know."

The line goes quiet.

I’m left with the hum of the hotel room and a knife-edge promise I can't stop leaning into. What is the reward? And will she break her one rule to give it to him?


CHAPTER 13

I’m wired. My nerves are buzzing like high-tension cables. My eyes are fixed on the phone—the feeds are both my lifeline and my noose.

All day, Emily moves through the house like a wife in some twisted daydream. She tends to Marcus with a softness that makes my teeth ache. Cooking. Humming. Lifting a spoon to his mouth because his arm is in a sling. Her knuckles brush his jaw, lingering.

I grind my teeth and keep watching, caught on her promise of a "special reward," unable to look away.

Night falls. The living room glows with the soft light of the floor lamp. Marcus sprawls on the couch, the TV flickering blue light across his face. He looks tired, his bandaged arm resting on a pillow.

Then, Emily steps in. Deliberate.

My breath snags in my throat.

She is wearing my fantasy. Black straps cut into her hips. Sheer white mesh frames her breasts, her nipples dark and faint behind the veil. Black stockings hug her thighs, leaving a bright, pale strip of bare skin between the garter clips and the lace tops.

She is electric. A walking sin.

Marcus’s eyes go wide. He tries to sit up, wincing slightly as his injury protests. "M-Mrs. Emily..." he croaks, stunned. "Fuck..."

She lifts a finger to her lips, silencing him.

Then, slowly, she turns her head. Her gaze locks onto the bookshelf. Onto the camera.

She smiles. Slow. Knowing. Cruel.

My heart slams against my ribs. She knows I’m here.

She faces him again. "Your reward, Marcus. You earned it. Someone else gets punished tonight."

She picks up the remote and kills the TV. Silence falls, except for the sound of blood rushing in my ears.

She steps close to the couch. She strips him efficiently, pulling his gym shorts down with care.

His cock springs free. Heavy. Proud. Twitching with anticipation.

She peels the costume from her own body—straps falling, mesh sliding—until only the black stockings frame her legs. She climbs onto the couch, straddling him carefully to avoid his bad arm. Her knees bracket his hips.

She lowers herself until her lips cradle his length—not inside, just slick heat kissing him from base to tip. She grinds. Wet and measured. Her ass flexes, breath catching.

"Can I... touch them?" he asks, his voice rough, eyes glued to her breasts.

She stills a beat. Her eyes are sharp. Then she nods once. "Go on."

His good hand cups and lifts her breast, his dark thumb grazing her nipple. She gasps and grinds harder, a small sound turning into an open moan. "Ohh... yes."

He kneads the soft flesh. She rides his thigh with a deeper roll, a tremor running through her.

I shake in my hotel room, the phone slick with sweat in my palm. He took a bullet for her. He pulled her out of a nightmare I left her in. Guilt snuffs out the worst of my jealousy, leaving a different, sharper ache behind.

I am being punished by the simple fact of her on him—and still, I throb. Traitor to every vow, I match her rhythm with my hand.

"Emily... please," he begs, his voice breaking. "Can I have more?"

She slows. Her voice is gentle, dangerously so. "What do you want, Marcus?"

"I want... inside you. Please. Let me inside."

She freezes. Her hips still, trapping him between her thighs.

Her head turns toward the camera again. The look burns straight through the lens, straight through the miles, straight into me.

She waits.

She looks at her phone on the coffee table. Waiting for it to ring. Waiting for me to call and scream STOP. Waiting for me to claim her.

My thumb hovers over the dial button. I’m shaking.

Call her, my brain screams.

But my body... my body wants to see.

I do nothing.

Her face shifts. A flicker of disappointment, then cold resolve.

She turns back to Marcus. She wraps her hand around his thick shaft. She guides him to her entrance.

The tip finds her wet slit. She looks up once more—final, cold—then sinks down.

The head presses in. Her body strains around him. She is slick but tight, unused to this size. Her thighs tremble as she takes him, inch by excruciating inch, until he is seated deep inside her womb.

"Ohhh... fuck," she moans—half pain, half surrender.

Marcus groans, torn between hunger and worry. "You okay? Am I hurting you?"

"It’s... fine," she gasps, throwing her head back. "Hurts a little... but so good... God, Marcus, you're huge... way bigger than David."

The words torch me. They incinerate my pride.

She begins to move. Slow at first, then sure. Breath thickening with every seated stroke. "Mmm... ahh..." pours from her lips as she takes him deeper, finding her pace. Riding him.

He grips her with his good hand, grabbing the meat of her ass. Smack.

The sound of flesh hitting flesh blooms red on her skin. She gasps, then chases the rhythm, syncing to each upward drive of his hips.

Wet heat. The sound of fucking filling the room.

He bucks into her. She leans back, hair falling, breasts lifted, eyes rolled back in ecstasy.

"Fuck... Emily, your pussy feels amazing... I’m gonna come," he roars, thrusting up hard, burying himself to the hilt.

"Do it!" she cries out. "Fill me!"

He spills inside her. A raw "Ohhh... shit!" tears from his throat.

The sound breaks me open. I explode in the hotel room, the screen smearing before my eyes, her climax burning through me as I come with a force that hurts.

She lifts off him slowly.

Gravity takes over. His cum spills out of her in thick, white streaks, painting her inner thighs, pooling on the leather couch.

My breath catches. My cock jerks again—helpless at the sight of my wife dripping with another man's seed.

Emily folds down onto his chest, careful of his arm. Eyes closed. Breath warm on his skin. He holds her tight.

The camera hums in the silence.

My heart drops into my stomach. I watch my wife settle to sleep on another man, his seed deep inside her, safe and warm.

And I lie here with a glowing screen, the dull ache of satisfaction, and the crushing weight of exactly what I didn't stop.



END OF PART 1


Part 2: Claiming My Wife’s Freedom

CHAPTER 1

Morning seeps in through the hotel blinds, a dull, gray wash that matches the hollow feeling in my chest.

Last night emptied me out. Emily’s moans, Marcus’s cock claiming her, the spill of his cum sliding out of her onto the leather couch. I’d jerked off twice, each stroke pulling me deeper into the wrongness until exhaustion finally dragged me under. The phone had slipped from my limp hand, the cam feed still humming in my skull as I passed out.

A hard buzz yanks me up.

My phone vibrates violently against the wood of the nightstand. I fumble for it, groggy, my heart already kicking against my ribs. Dread coils in my gut.

The app is still open. The living room feed is live.

I squint, eyes adjusting to the screen, and the image hits harder than anything from the night before.

They’re not done.

Emily and Marcus are locked into each other in a 69 position on the couch. It’s filthier, bolder than the hesitation of last night.

Emily is draped across his body. Her blonde hair spills over his dark thighs like liquid gold as her lips seal around him. That thick, dark length gleams under the morning light, disappearing into her mouth. She works him slow—tongue dragging down the shaft, cheeks hollowing, the mushroom tip vanishing deep into her throat before she slides back up to swirl the head.

Marcus groans, low and rough. His face is buried in her crotch, devouring her. His tongue flicks and circles her clit. The mic catches everything—the wet, sloppy sounds of him tasting her, the slurp and smack of her slick coating his chin.

Emily is losing control. Her moans sharpen, muffled around his cock. "Mmm... ohh!" She breaks off the suction to gasp, grinding her pussy harder into his mouth.

Her thighs shake. She’s still wearing the tattered black stockings from last night.

Marcus spreads her cheeks. He uses both hands—even the one wrapped in thick white gauze. He lands quick, sharp taps across her ass—pop, pop—pink blooming on her pale skin. He winces slightly, a flicker of pain crossing his face from the recoil, but he doesn't stop. The pleasure of spanking his boss's wife clearly outweighs the bullet wound.

She gasps, releasing his cock, shuddering, breath ragged.

"Marcus... I can’t... it’s too good," she cries out. "I need your cock... inside me. Now."

She scrambles up, eyes blown wide, breath hot. She straddles him, reaching down to guide him.

But Marcus isn't waiting. He sits up, ignoring the stiffness in his shoulder. He grips her hips with brute force, his fingers digging into her soft flesh.

"Then take it," he growls.

He thrusts his hips up, impaling her.

She slides down, swallowing that dark mass whole. My wife’s center—my sacred place—opens for him like it was reshaped overnight to fit him perfectly.

I’m hard in an instant, aching despite the soreness from last night. I hate how it kills me and lights me up at the same time. My fist tightens around myself.

"Ohh... fuck, yes..." she breathes, taking him to the hilt.

Marcus grits his teeth. A vein pops in his neck as he lifts her slightly, adjusting her weight. He grimaces—the wound is definitely throbbing—but his eyes are wild, focused entirely on possession. He drives into her, forcing a steady, punishing grind.

Last night was the edge; this is the freefall. They move together like a machine, erasing me from the equation.

Her hips quicken. That perfect ass bounces, the stockings framing the show. She rides him, sweat bright on her skin.

"Do you like my cock?" Marcus asks, his voice low, guttural.

"It’s... amazing..." she gasps, the word stuttering as she pounds down on him.

"Better than David?" he presses. Cruel. Necessary.

She doesn't answer with words. Her body answers for her. She shudders, clamping down on him. "Ohhh... fuck!" She grinds deeper, faster. It’s louder than any yes.

I stroke harder, the pain in my chest feeding the heat in my hand.

Then, Marcus takes over completely.

He grabs her by the waist and flips her over. He ignores the flinch of pain in his bad arm, his muscles bunching as he manhandles her down into the couch cushions—ass high, knees spread.

He lines up behind her, that thick dark length gleaming with their mixed fluids, and drives in hard. Staking her.

Wet, relentless sounds flood the mic. Clap. Clap. Clap. Each slam jerks her body forward.

Pinned, face buried in the cushions, she’s louder than ever. "Yes... ohh... harder! Use me!" she screams, hoarse and unhinged.

Her ass ripples under his grip. He drags her back into every thrust. He winces again as his bandage rubs against her skin, but he just grinds his teeth and thrusts harder. The pain seems to fuel him, making him more brutal, more animalistic.

"Fuck... Emily... so fucking tight," he growls. His hips snap faster; the wet slap is deafening.

I’m rock hard, throbbing, caught inside the noise of her giving everything to him. She’s his now; every cry proves it.

"I’m coming!" Marcus roars.

He buries himself deep and unloads, his body seizing up, his wounded arm trembling from the strain but holding her fast.

"Ohhh... yes! Fill me!" Emily screams, convulsing, squeezing him dry.

Watching him fill her—watching her take every drop—tips me over. I spill hot across my hand, my vision swimming, the phone trembling in my grip. It’s fierce and empty at the same time.

He slows. Gently now, he pulls her up and turns her to face him.

Emily—flushed, breathless, hair a tangle—melts against his chest. His arms fold around her and hold. Even the injured one wraps around her protectively. She closes her eyes, sighs, a faint smile touching her mouth.

They go quiet together. Sweat-slick. Tangled. At peace.

And I break.

The high is gone; my cock softens. All that remains is ash.

She isn’t just fucking him—she’s with him. She is held in a way I haven’t held her in months. And he? He pushed through a bullet wound just to claim her.

My punishment is simple and complete: I sit here with a screen and a hum in my ear while my wife falls asleep in another man’s arms. My chest empties; a sound catches at the back of my throat and never makes it out. I stare and stare with nothing left to grip—not her, not me, not us.


CHAPTER 2

The hotel bar is dim. Low amber bulbs cast long shadows, and the air smells of expensive bourbon and bad decisions. It’s a place where secrets go to get quiet.

I’m sunk deep in a leather booth, whiskey burning a path down my throat that doesn’t quite reach the ache in my chest. Jake sits across from me. He’s steady as bedrock, nursing a beer, looking like a man who has walked through the fire I’m currently burning in.

"Emily’s cheating," I say.

The words rasp out, sandpaper on concrete. They hang in the air between us.

"I don’t know what to do, Jake. I need..." I swallow the lump in my throat. "Advice."

Jake leans back. He turns his beer bottle slowly on the coaster, his eyes clear and unjudging.

"I told you about Samy," he says, his voice even. "I caught her with the neighbor last year. Guy was a wreck. Fat. Bald. Loud. The kind of guy who leaves trash cans out for days and yells at his dog. You cross the street to avoid him."

He takes a sip. "But I’d see her 'check the mail' and come back flushed, smelling like cheap cologne. Then I saw her car at his place, lights dead. Later, I found the texts on her phone: 'Better than I expected,' 'Same time tomorrow.'"

He looks me in the eye. "Chest caved in. Felt like I couldn't breathe. You know the feeling."

I nod, staring into my glass. "It’s... killing me."

"What’s eating you most?" Jake asks, cutting straight to the bone. "That she’s 'tainted' now? That another man touched her? Or that she’s gone—soul-deep?"

It lands clean. A direct hit.

Emily’s moans spool in my head. The way she whispered Marcus. The way she lay on his chest afterward, looking so... safe.

"It’s... the soul," I whisper. "She was satisfied with him, Jake. Louder than with me. Like he unlocked something I couldn't find. And the way she lay on him... peaceful. It felt like she was his."

Jake nods slowly. "Yeah. That’s the part that kills. Not the sex. The giving. The submission."

He lets the silence hold. The room hums with low chatter, but I hear only my pulse and the phantom sounds of the feed.

"You remember last year?" he says finally. "Dragging you out for beers, me not talking much? That was right after I found out. I saw the lipstick smudge on her neck. That glow she had. It hurt like hell. But now? She's still my wife. Still the woman I love."

He shrugs. "Messed up, right?"

"How?" My voice comes out rough, desperate. "How did you get past it?"

"I stopped looking at it as a betrayal and started looking at it as... biology," he says. "I saw a shrink. He gave me a book—Sex at Dawn. Changed the frame. She wasn’t in love with the neighbor, David. She was in love with the spike."

"The spike?"

"The danger. The secrecy. The taboo. The rush of being a 'bad girl.' That’s a drug." He leans in. "Think about it. Why that slob neighbor? Because it was dirty. Because it was wrong. With me, she’s the respectable wife. With him, she could be a slut. She was chasing a feeling I couldn't give her because I’m the 'good husband.'"

I’m fixed on him, the bar fading out. "So... what did you do?"

"I tested the theory," he says, deadpan. "I hired a plumber. Not a random guy—a gym-built, clean, charming kid. Told him there was a leak in the master bath. His real job was to hit on her."

I stare at him. "What the hell, Jake?"

He lifts a shoulder. "I watched on a hidden cam. Just like you."

The realization hits me. I’m not the only one.

"She bit," Jake continues. "Same moans. Same show. She fucked him right there on the bathmat. That proved it. She wasn't his. She wasn't the neighbor's. She belonged to the lifestyle. Knowing that? That’s how I took her back."

He nods toward the dance floor, where a woman moves under the lights, men orbiting her. "Be honest, David. You watched the tapes. You didn't stop it."

My face heats up.

"You want her," he states, not asking. "Watching her... it turned you on."

I don't bother lying. The shame is there, but so is the truth. "Yeah. It did."

"That’s the hook," he says. "We see a strong, cocky bastard take what's ours, and it lights up some primal circuit in our brains. We hate it, but we get hard. And if we’re gone all the time? If we become ghosts in our own house? How is she supposed to handle that empty space?"

Guilt knots tight in my stomach. I see the empty bed. The long nights. Marcus stepping in where I left a void.

"Here’s the kicker," Jake says, voice dropping low. "I learned that she’s not a possession. She’s a person. That twist tamed me. She’s probably with someone tonight—maybe that neighbor, maybe her gym coach. She promised me a video later."

It hits like a slap. My hand shakes; the whiskey wobbles. I know the rush he means. My body betrays me even now with the memory of Emily’s screams.

Jake slides a small, black USB drive across the table. It sits there like a weapon.

"A gift," he says. "And a truth. Watch it. You'll see what I mean. Samy’s not going anywhere."

"Why not?" I ask, my fingers hovering over the plastic.

"Because I give her what she needs," he says, eyes gleaming. "Freedom. Money. Security. A family that looks perfect from the sidewalk. Inside? She gets to chase what turns her on. New cocks. New thrills. She even mentioned you once."

I blink. "What?"

He gives a short, dry laugh. "Yeah. Said you have that 'quiet intensity.' Said she’d try you if I ever green-lit it."

The USB drive feels cold in my palm. Samy wanting me is a twist I don’t need right now. But it tangles with Emily in my head. Is that what Emily wants? Freedom to play and a home to return to?

Or is my situation different? Marcus isn't just a "slob neighbor" or a "plumber." He saved her life. He held her while she slept.

Jake watches me, reading the conflict on my face.

"My life is on a loop, David," he says, finishing his beer. "A feed. A voice. A man I’m not. But I’m still the husband. I build the life she returns to. If she throws that away for a fling, that’s on her. But if I give her permission... then she’s not cheating. She’s playing."

He stands up, tossing cash on the table. "Think about it. You can be the victim, or you can be the director."

He walks away, leaving me with the drive, the whiskey, and a choice I’m terrified to make.


CHAPTER 3

The hotel room is all hum and stale air. The taste of whiskey clings to my tongue, but it’s Jake’s words that burn hotter.

My hands shake as I slot the small black USB drive into my laptop. The click sounds like a trigger being pulled. A folder opens. No labels. No dates. No mercy.

I hover over the first file. Jake’s voice loops in my head: Freedom. Thrills. She mentioned you.

I click.

Samy fills the screen. Jake’s wife. My friend’s wife. The hidden cam footage is grainy, angled low from a dresser or a nightstand.

She’s on her knees. Naked. Her curves are fuller, softer than I’d imagined. Her mouth is wrapped around a stranger’s cock. It’s not Jake. It’s not the neighbor. Lean, tattooed hands grip her hair, guiding her rhythm. She’s ravenous. Loud. Shameless.

"Mmm... fuck, yes... deep..."

Next file. A different man. He takes her from behind on their marital bed. Her ass bounces with the impact; she screams for more, her face buried in the sheets where Jake sleeps.

Another clip. The frames are deliberate—her setup, her angles. She isn't hiding; she's performing.

Then, her voice rolls in, casual, like she’s leaving a voicemail. She’s holding the camera, sweat-slicked and glowing.

"This one wasn’t great, Jake—came too fast. Boring." Cut to a muscled fitness coach pounding her senseless against a wall, her legs shaking uncontrollably. "But this guy... he’s a demon. Fucked me until I came twice. Couldn’t walk straight to the car. Calling him tomorrow... love you, baby."

Heat crawls up my neck. It isn’t just the sex; it’s the authorship. She films it. She curates it. She speaks to Jake through it. It’s not an apology; it’s a gift. It’s pride.

My cock stirs against my will. My chest caves in. I see Emily in the cuts and moans. I see the way she melted into Marcus last night. The way she looked at the camera.

The laptop sears my thighs. I let Samy’s last "love you" loop in the silence, then slump back.

What am I fighting for? Her body shackled to me while her hunger lives elsewhere? Do I let her run and pretend I’m fine? Or do I become Jake—accept the madness, learn its rules, and call it love?

The USB sits there like a dare.

I kill the screen. I lie awake in the dark without touching my phone. Let them fuck to the horizon. I’m done watching. Sleep comes late, ragged, and lifts like a bad tide.



Morning is gray and clean. I pack my bag. I need to get out of this room.

I meet Jake for coffee before my flight. I need to look him in the eye.

"You watched it, huh?" he says, reading my face as I sit down. His voice is rough, knowing.

"I did," I say. It sounds steady, but I feel fragile.

"It won’t be easy," he warns, leaning over his black coffee. "You’ll hit walls. So will she. Be honest, David—if I tell you that you’re a pathetic bastard whose wife is getting railed in your house on your dime... can you live with it?"

Images flash—Emily on Marcus, cum spilling from her thighs. The way she smiled.

I swallow hard. "Keep going."

"And Emily," he says. "There’s a crash after the high. Shame. Morality. All that engraved Catholic school stuff. She’ll see a stranger in the mirror and call herself a slut. That wall tears people apart. You have to be the one to catch her. You think on that before you choose."

Silence. He’s right. She isn’t Samy. Not yet. I see Emily quiet at the glass, blue eyes full of guilt. Could I push her toward that for a thrill? Or pull her back and find there’s nothing left?

I need to see her. Not on a hidden feed. Face to face.

I pull out my phone. I hit the video call button.

She answers fast. Too fast.

Emily fills the frame. She’s lying on her stomach in our bed. Her hair is a mess, cheeks flushed a deep rose, lips parted and wet.

"Hey... honey," she says. Her voice is sweet, but jagged. Breathless.

"You still in bed?" I ask, scanning the frame.

"Mmm... yeah..." A small hitch in her breath.

Her shoulders rock forward, just enough to clock a rhythm. Something—or someone—is moving her from behind. The angle is tight on her face; the sound is not. I hear the wet friction.

"You okay?" I ask, my grip tightening on the phone. "What’s going on, Em?"

She bites her lip, eyes drifting shut for a second before snapping back to me. She leans closer to the camera until it’s all eyes and breath.

"Nothing, honey," she whispers, a wicked glint in her gaze. "Just... something black... sliding in me... It's kinda tough... big... but... so good. You know."

Cold sweat breaks out on my neck. I’m hard in an instant.

She’s doing it with me on the line. It is deliberate. Surgical. She is telling me without telling me. Is it the dildo? Or is it him?

I can’t speak. The screen shakes in my hand.

Jake notices. He leans in beside me, entering the frame—a casual theft of her privacy.

"Yo, Emily," he says, his voice easy, grinning. "Been a while, huh?"

Her eyes flare—surprise, shock, a stifled moan caught in her throat. She falters. The rocking stops for a split second.

"Uhh... hi... Jake..." she stammers, face draining of color.

"You look busy," Jake says, dryly. "Sounds like you’ve got a pest problem back there. Something crawling in your bed?"

"Y-yeah..." she gasps.

Then, she breaks.

"Ahh... fuck!"

She kills the call. The screen goes black. The last sound was a raw, open moan that brands itself into my brain.

Jake hands me back the phone, the smirk gone.

"Be straight," he says quietly. "She’s got it, David. A wild streak. That’s a treasure. Most guys would kill for a wife that dirty. You just have to decide what to do with it."

I’m shaking. "Something black... sliding in me" threads through my skull. He’s right: she’s a force of nature. I don’t know if I hold the leash or if I ever did.

I stand up because sitting feels like drowning. "I need air," I say.

I push out of the cafe. Jake doesn’t stop me. His voice follows me to the door.

"She might not pick up next time, David. But doing it while you watch? While you listen? That’s not nothing. She’s poking you. That means there’s a wire still live between you. The real punishment is silence. When she doesn’t care enough to hurt you, then she’s gone."

The door thumps shut behind me. Cold city air bites my face.

Her line hums in my head—something black sliding in me—and Jake’s counterpoint—she’s daring you.

Which one is it? Is she punishing me because I still matter? Or is this the last flicker before she dims me out completely?

I walk with no destination. The USB drags in my pocket like a stone. Samy’s "love you" ghosts Emily’s screams.

I want to call back. To beg. To order. To be anything but this.

My thumb rests on the screen. It doesn’t move.

What if she answers? Worse—what if she doesn’t?

I keep walking, balanced on a thin, razor-sharp edge between chasing her fire and the day she passes me like a stranger—no spark, no pain, just nothing.


CHAPTER 4

Night falls heavy on the city. The hotel room feels like a box of shadows and recycled air.

I’ve stayed off the camera feeds for hours. I’ve paced the carpet until the pattern is burned into my retinas, repeating Jake’s words like a mantra: She’s daring you. The opposite of love isn't hate; it's indifference.

I don’t want a fight. I don’t want to be the policeman anymore. I want contact.

I thumb her name on my screen. I choose voice call, not video. Not yet.

She answers on the third ring. Her tone is low, familiar, but guarded. I hear a rustle in the background—sheets shifting, or maybe skin sliding against fabric.

"Hey, honey," I say, keeping my voice as steady as I can. "Just checking in. You okay after... earlier?"

"I’m fine," she says. Smooth. Careful. "Work alright?"

"Good. Closed a big one. I’ll be home tomorrow. Early."

"That’s... that's awesome, David."

We drift through safe ground for a minute—the garden, the flight schedule, the weather. We play at being normal. But the morning sticks in my teeth like grit. Something black... sliding in me... so good.

I have to edge toward it. I have to know.

"Emily," I ask, my voice dropping to a quiet, precise register. "That... black thing you mentioned this morning. Did it really make you feel good?"

A beat of silence. Too long. I catch the hitch in her breath over the line.

"Yeah," she says at last. No shame this time. Just a faint tremor. "It did."

Heat spikes under my ribs, sharp and electric. I keep my voice even. "I’ve been worked up, too. Thinking about you. Maybe... send me a video? Something to help me sleep?"

Silence stretches again. The line hums with the weight of whatever she isn't saying. Is she alone? Is he there, listening?

"Sure... honey," she answers, drawing out the word like a promise—or a knife. "I can do that. I can do... better than that."

The call disconnects.

I stare at the ceiling. Want and dread trade places in my gut.

Thirty seconds crawl by like hours.

Then, my phone lights up. Incoming Video Call.

My pulse lurches. I accept.

Emily fills the frame.

She’s filming from the shoulders up. Her naked skin looks warm under the soft, golden light of the bedside lamp. Her hair is loose, wild, tangled around her face. Her lips are parted, wet. Her eyes are half-lidded and alive with a dark fire.

"Hey, honey," she purrs. Her voice is thick, slurring slightly with lust. "I’m riding it."

Her body rolls. Her breasts sway at the edge of the frame, pale and heavy, the nipples tight and hard.

Below the crop of the camera, I know what she’s on. I know what’s inside her.

Heat floods my neck. My hand is already moving to my pants, slow, helpless.

"Mmm... fuck..." she breathes. Each sound is a hook in my chest. Her gaze holds me through the screen, pulling me into her heat.

"What’re you doing, David?" she asks. Her hips are still rocking, a steady, rhythmic motion that shakes the camera slightly. Her voice has a wicked edge.

"I’m jerking off," I say. No sense lying. "I'm watching you."

My fist wraps around my cock, matching her rhythm. Slickness builds. My breath breaks.

"Ohh... yeah," she moans, a little louder now. "That’s it... me too, baby. This black cock... God, it’s so fucking big... so good..."

She leans closer to the lens. Sweat beads the line of her collarbone. Her lips tremble on each downward thrust.

"You like watching me, don’t you?" she whispers.

"Yes," I rasp. "You’re so hot, Em. God, you're so hot."

She smiles—a sinful, knowing curve of her lips. She speeds up. The bouncing becomes frantic.

"Ohh... yes... so deep... hitting it..."

Her face twists with pleasure. Her breasts heave. The room is quiet except for our ragged breathing over the connection and the wet, slapping sounds she’s letting me hear. The sound of flesh meeting flesh.

"Show me," she commands, breathless. "Show me how much you want it."

I tilt the phone down. I let her see me—the fist moving fast, the swollen purple head, the desperate need.

She groans at the sight. "Mmm... good boy... keep going... watch me take it..."

Her moans turn raw, guttural. "Fuck... I’m close... David, I'm close!"

"Me too," I choke out.

"Come with me, honey. Come while I ride it!"

She breaks first—"Ohhh... fuck!"—a sharp, tearing cry that rips me open.

I shoot hard. Heat spatters the glass screen of my phone. My groan tangles with hers across the miles.

The screen blurs with my mess. Through the white streaks, I see her face. Flushed. Panting. Faintly smiling. It looks like a victory.

The call ends.

Silence rushes back into the room.

I wipe the phone clean with a trembling hand. The room settles. My chest hammers against my ribs.

Shame is there, sticky like resin, but there's something else. Something harder to name.

I close my eyes and I see her. Not the gentle, vanilla wife at the dinner table. But the feral, unashamed woman riding a dark, thick truth and calling me to watch.

The jealousy doesn’t hit like yesterday. It flickers, weak and dying.

What rises instead is love. Hotter. More dangerous.

This Emily is alive in a way I missed for months. She is fire. I move closer to it, even knowing it burns. Jake’s "walls"—morality, the rules, the ego—still loom, but they look smaller now. Porous.

She isn't dirty. She isn't broken. She is free. She is chasing what I failed to give, and somehow, she invited me to watch.

The pain of her with him shifts shape. It becomes something I can hold. Something I can use.

I love her—this version of her—and that love feels larger than the shame.

I roll onto my side. My breathing eases for the first time in days. The barriers are cracking. Not gone, but weak enough to step through.

Emily is still mine. Not owned. Not chained. But mine in the only way that matters. And I’m not letting go.


CHAPTER 5

Morning bleeds through the hotel blinds. For the first time in days, the knot in my chest loosens. Her moans, his hands, Jake’s voice—they’re still there, echoing in my mind, but they don’t crush me anymore.

I shower hot, scrubbing the stale whiskey from my skin. I dress clean. I move through the day like a man who knows his next step.

The office hums with white noise. I nail the final meeting, sign the deal, and take the shoulder clap—"Nice work, David"—without flinching. I book a red-eye flight. I don’t touch the camera app. No more shadow-chasing. I’m going home to face her with my eyes open.

Airports blur into a montage of lines, bitter coffee, and garbled announcements. I don’t text her. I want the truth in her eyes, not on a pixelated screen. As the plane lifts, I close my eyes and force myself to see her in the morning light, not in anyone’s arms.

I know better than to think it’ll be easy. But I’m ready.

Dawn cracks pink over the gray horizon when I land. The taxi leather is cold against my back.

I pull out my phone. I type: 15 mins and I’m home, honey.

Her reply pings instantly: Okay.

Simple. No tone to parse. No warning.

I pocket the phone. The driver, a middle-aged guy with tired eyes, watches me in the rearview mirror.

"Back to the wife?" he grins.

"Yeah." The word comes out easy. "She’s incredible."

I scroll through my old photos until I hit it. The one from our vacation in Cabo. Emily in a black lace bikini that clings to every curve, hip cocked, smiling at the camera. Do I look good? she had asked.

Impulse takes over. A sudden, sharp need to share her. I turn the phone and show him the screen.

"Jesus," he breathes, letting out a low whistle. "You’re gonna make me crash, buddy. She’s a knockout."

The rush is strange. Clean. Intoxicating.

"She is," I agree.

"All natural?" he asks, glancing back again.

"Yeah. Smooth all over," I hear myself say. Heat sparks low in my belly—not for him, but for the nerve of it. For the pride.

He laughs, shaking his head. "Keeper," he says, easing the car to the curb.

Our house waits in the morning mist. Familiar. Charged.

I pay the driver and drag my bag up the drive. I ease the front door open, keys quiet in my palm, wanting the soft shock of her smile.

Her voice hits me first. Loud. Raw.

"Mmm... fuck, Marcus, harder!"

The hallway tilts.

I told her fifteen minutes. She knew. She had to know.

My legs carry me anyway, slow and mechanical, drawn to the slice of golden light spilling from the living room door.

I look in.

They are on the couch.

Emily straddles him. Her skin is slick with sweat, her dress bunched up at her waist. Her arms are looped behind his neck for leverage.

Marcus is lying back, his face a mask of pleasure and pain. His left arm is still strapped in the black sling, useless against his chest. But he doesn't need it.

She is leading. The bounce is hers. The depth is hers. She rides him with a ferocity I’ve never seen, grinding her pelvis down against his hips.

His face is buried in her throat; he doesn’t see me.

But she does.

Her eyes lift. They catch mine.

They flash—surprise first, then a flicker of joy—and then they darken to a hungry, challenging heat.

She doesn’t stop. She doesn't gasp or scramble to cover herself. If anything, she rides him harder, a shiver rolling up her naked back as she clamps down on him.

"Ohh... yes..." she gasps, never breaking eye contact with me.

Then, she lifts a finger to her lips.

Shh.

It’s not a request. It’s a command. My world. My rules. Be still. Watch.

Storming in won’t unmake the thing inside her. It won’t pull him out of her. It would only make me small.

I nod once. I make myself almost invisible.

I step back. I ease the door shut without a sound. I slip back out onto the porch.

The cold morning air bites my face.

Her cries bleed through the walls in thin, bright blades. My chest twists, but my cock throbs against my zipper anyway.

Thirty minutes stretch like hours. Every "Marcus... yes" lands like a nail in my coffin, and yet it lights a fuse in my blood. He lasts and lasts, even wounded. She answers him with that wild pitch I’ve never coaxed out of her.

Admiration stings as much as the jealousy. He’s a machine. And she is, too—when she wants to be.

Then, silence falls. Sudden and sharp.

Five minutes later, the front door creaks open.

Marcus steps out. His shirt is crooked, hastily buttoned. Sweat still beads on his forehead. He freezes when he sees me standing by the railing.

Panic flickers in his eyes. He shifts his weight, the sling prominent against his chest.

I stand up straight. I force a smile. Too big. Too bright.

"Hey, Marcus! Just got back. Where’s Emily at?"

He blinks, caught off guard. "Uh... yeah, Mr. David. She’s... inside. Just... tidying up."

He shifts his body, a quiet barricade, buying her a minute. I can hear her in that minute: sheets straightening, breath smoothing, a world resetting.

I keep my tone warm. I step closer and clap a hand on his good shoulder.

"I owe you, man," I say earnestly. "Emily told me everything. Three guys in my house and you took them down. That was brave. Thank you."

He relaxes a notch, though the confusion lingers in his gaze. "Just did what I had to, sir."

We talk about nothing for a breath or two—tools, fences, the weather. I let him stall for her.

He thinks he’s covering for her. He thinks he’s getting away with it.

He doesn’t know she wanted me to see. He doesn’t know she looked straight at me and told me exactly what I was now: a witness. Not an owner.

And still—she is mine. In the only way that matters. If I can stand the fire.


CHAPTER 6

I clap his shoulder. "Good catching up, man."

He nods, visible relief loosening his face. He slips past me, and I step into the heat they left behind.

Emily waits by the kitchen doorway. She’s pulled her hair back into a messy bun. She’s wearing a loose, flowy sundress with a cardigan thrown hastily over her shoulders. A gentle wife drawn over a body that I know is still ravaged and throbbing.

She comes to me and hugs me hard, pressing her cheek to my chest. Beneath her floral perfume, there is the scent of sweat, sex, and something unmistakably male. Musk.

I hold her. It’s like holding a live wire.

"Welcome home, honey," she murmurs. Her voice is steady, as if minutes ago she wasn’t screaming another man's name.

"Missed you," I say, because it’s true. It’s the only truth I have left.

She smiles the old smile. "C’mon. Let’s get you settled."

We walk up the stairs. Her fingers brush mine. The bedroom door feels like a threshold to a different world.

Inside, everything is neat. Bed tight. Pillows fluffed. A lie trying to pass as order.

I set the suitcase down and turn to look at her.

Sunlight rims her figure by the window. She’s impossible—beauty drawn sharp. The dress is loose enough to pretend innocent, but the fabric is thin.

As she moves, the skirt shifts. On her inner thigh, a faint, wet glint catches the light. A trail of slime drying on her skin.

My throat seizes.

"You knew," I say. Calm. Low. "About the cameras. All over the house."

She meets my gaze clean. No flinching. "Yeah. Found the one behind the bookshelf days ago. Figured out the rest pretty quickly."

"Then all this—Marcus, the shows, the teasing—was it to mess with me? To punish me?"

"At first? Yes." Her voice stays even, but her eyes flash. "I was furious, David. Watching me like I was a stranger in my own home? Spying on me? I wanted you to feel it. I wanted to see if you had the guts to confront me."

She steps closer. The heat rolling off her hits me.

"But then... you let me down."

"Let you down?"

"That first call," she says, her voice hardening. "When you told me not to go too far? I thought you’d fight for me. I thought you’d come home. But after that? You kept leaving. You kept watching. And you did nothing."

"No," I manage, the pain biting through. "I wasn’t indifferent—"

"Then why didn’t you stop it?" Her voice rises, cracking with emotion. "You could have stopped it at any moment. Unless..." She studies me, cruelly precise. "Unless you liked it."

The floor tilts beneath me. She’s always been the sharp one. She reads me in a blink.

"Admit it," she says, softer now but merciless. "You jerked off watching us. Didn't you?"

I nod. Shame burns hot in my gut. "Yeah. I did."

She lifts the hem of her dress. Deliberate. Slow.

Her legs are smooth, shaved. But running down her inner thigh is a thin, crusting thread of Marcus’s cum.

"Is this dirty to you, David?" she whispers, eyes wet but fierce. "You pushed me here. Don't you love me anymore?"

"No," I say too loud. "I love you. I fucking love you."

"Then why," she snaps, the word turned into a blade, "did you get off watching Marcus fuck me?"

"I don't know," I say, truth knocking my knees loose. "But I love you."

Her gaze searches mine, pain braided tight with steel.

"You know how terrified I was that night? How grateful I was when he stood between me and a gun?"

I nod.

"So you think I paid him with my body? Like a whore?" She shakes her head. "I paid that debt with soup and a thank you. That was done. When he wanted more... I waited for you."

She steps in close, her voice sounding like a verdict.

"One word, David. One call while you watched me on that couch, and I would have stopped. But you didn't. You let him take me. You let me feel him—big, hard, better than you. Why should I hold back when you didn't care enough to stop it?"

It strips me clean. No defense. No lie left to hide behind.

Her eyes narrow, testing the final line. "You want to lose me? File the papers and be done? Or is there someone else?"

"No," I say, raw. "I don't want to lose you. Ever."

She laughs once, sharp and joyless. "Me and you? After all my whoring? After my filth?" She spits the words, daring me to flinch. "You know how much he’s fucked me in three days? How much he’s left inside me? More than you have in three months. Think you can forgive that?"

She pauses, letting the weight of it crush us.

"And if I keep going?" she whispers. "Tomorrow? And the day after? If I find another Marcus?" She touches herself low, over the dress, the fabric dampening. "You keep forgiving then?"

Silence. The images are knives in my brain. The woman in front of me is the same one I married, yet she is something stronger. Stranger. Truer.

She turns away, shoulders slumping, like she’s done fighting.

I cross the room. I wrap my arms around her from behind. Not to pin her. To keep myself from falling.

Her back fits my chest. Her heat crawls into my ribs.

"Emily," I say into her hair, my voice frayed. "I’ll forgive you. All of it."

I tighten my hold.

"If you go back to him tomorrow... or a hundred others after him... I’ll still forgive you. I love you. Every fucked-up piece of you."

Her breath hitches. She doesn't pull away. Not yet.

And for the first time since this twisted grind began, the truth between us finally feels like something that might hold.


CHAPTER 7

She leans back into me, just a fraction. A long, shuddering breath loosens out of her.

"You don’t know what you’ve promised, David," she whispers. It’s half warning, half mercy.

The words hang in the air while I hold her. My heart is punching against my ribs. I'm not sure if I’ve won her back or traded away the last piece of my dignity. I’m only sure of one thing: I’m hers.

I turn her gently. Tears track down her cheeks, bright silver under the soft bedroom light. The sight hurts worse than any taunt. She’s gorgeous even when she's wrecked—maybe especially because she’s wrecked—and it splits me open.

"Listen to me," I say, my voice low and rough. "All of it."

She nods once, eyes wet and glass-clear. Waiting.

"It started with you teasing him—and me. You were wildfire, Emily, and I couldn’t look away. I liked it. Your want lit me up even when it burned me. Then... I got small. Disappointed in myself. I called my boss, begged to come home early. He read me the riot act—company on my back, jobs on the line. I told myself: three days and I’ll fix us."

I take a breath, steadying myself.

"Then the robbery. He took the hit I should’ve taken. I saw you care for him. He kept pushing; I had the phone in my hand—one call, one word, I could’ve ended it. But I didn't. I told myself he’d earned a little of you. And... I was hard. I hated myself for it, but it’s true. I got off watching you give yourself to him."

My hands fall to her waist.

"But that isn’t the worst of it. You sleeping with him... that's your body. I can survive that. What I can’t stomach is losing you—your heart, not your thighs. I’m terrified you’ll wake up one morning, look at me, and feel nothing."

Her face softens. Not forgiving, not yet, but listening. The quiet between us gets heavy and full instead of cold.

"I promise," I say, my breath shaking but my intent steady. "No more distance. I take you with me wherever I go. I’m done leaving you alone. You’re mine—"

Her mouth crashes into mine and ends it.

Heat. Salt. Her tongue demanding, tasting, taking. I fist her hair and pull her closer, the kiss messy and honest and starved.

She breaks away panting. She rips at my belt. She shoves my pants open. I’m already hard, aching for her.

She hikes her dress up to her waist.

"Look," she whispers, spreading her legs slightly.

She shows me her sex. It’s glossy. Slick. Swollen.

There is a shine there that isn’t all hers. A creamy mixture of her own wetness and Marcus’s seed, leaking slowly from her entrance.

My throat goes dry. It’s the visual proof of what she just did. And instead of revulsion, a dark, primal heat flares in my gut.

She drops onto me in one clean slide.

"Ohh..." I groan.

She feels different. Slipperier. My cock glides in with zero resistance, lubricated by the other man's cum. I am literally sliding into his sloppy seconds, churning his fluids with mine.

"Don’t talk," she gasps, riding me hard. "Just fuck me."

The bed groans. Her nails bite into my shoulders. I drive up into her, meeting every drop of her hips, pouring everything I’ve been hoarding—love, rage, shame, devotion—into the piston of my body.

I can feel the squelch, the excessive wetness. It’s filthy. It’s reclaiming.

She kisses me again, wild and wet, then leans back. Her dress is bunched, breasts bouncing free, breath broken.

"Yes—fuck, David," she cries, her voice raw and beautiful. "Mix it up... make it yours..."

I hold her hips and give her what she asked for. Not to erase him. To meet him inside her. To be enough.

Heat knots low, tight. "Emily—"

"Come," she says, urgent. A command and a gift. "In me. Right on top of him."

I break.

I flood her, pulse after pulse.

"Ohh... yes!" she screams as she clamps around me and shakes.

We fall into each other, slick and shaking, breathing like we just outran a fire.



Cooling air settles over us.

She lies on my chest, a slow rise and fall. She props herself up on an elbow and traces my face with a fingertip—cheekbone, jaw, mouth—like she’s mapping a country she hasn’t visited in years.

I’m spent in a way the office stole from me long ago—light-headed, chest heaving, every muscle humming. She watches the fatigue gather, reading me too easily.

I start to speak; she hushes me with a finger to my lips.

"I know what you’re about to say," she murmurs. "Words won’t do it, David. I need to see you mean it."

"How?" I ask, my hand resting on the small of her back.

"How many days off do you have?"

"Seven."

Her mouth curves. Soft. Dangerous.

"Then you tell Marcus to stay. Seven days."

I blink. "Stay?"

"He’s injured. He can’t work. He stays here. In the guest room." She traces a circle on my chest. "I’ll take care of him. And he’ll... take care of me."

My cock twitches before shame can even arrive. She feels it against her thigh and smiles—smoke and mischief. Her hand slides down and closes over me, giving a light squeeze that steals my breath.

"Look at you," she teases. "Already halfway there."

"You’re cruel," I say, grinning through the ache. "Invite my rival to live with us for a week?"

"You’re not inviting a rival," she whispers, her lips grazing my ear. "You’re inviting my toy. Think of it this way... it saves you money. No expensive gifts required."

Then the playfulness fades. The steel returns.

"Seven days, David. That’s your test. You watch. You accept. You live with it." She looks me dead in the eye. "I need proof you can live with who I am now. With us, like this."

It’s insane. It’s humiliating.

It’s her.

I hold her gaze until the dare becomes an oath.

"Okay," I say. "Seven days."

She studies me like a judge and a lover at once, then settles her weight back onto my chest.

The bed sighs. Somewhere below us, the house ticks and cools.

I run my palm down her spine and feel the whole mad shape of what I’ve promised take form.

A new game. New rules. Her rules.

I breathe her in and nod to the ceiling.

I’ll keep them.


CHAPTER 8

Afternoon sun slants through the living room windows, dragging long bars of light across the same floor that held Emily’s moans this morning.

I sit opposite Marcus on the couch. My coffee is turning cold in my hand. He’s looser than he was on the porch, but there’s still a twitch in his eyes, like a dog waiting to see if he’s going to be kicked or fed. His bandaged arm rests on his thigh.

Emily is upstairs showering. Her challenge—seven days—still hums under my skin like electricity.

I lean forward and set the mug down on the coaster. My voice stays flat. "Marcus, I was thinking... why don’t you stay another seven days?"

His eyebrows jump. The ghost of that morning panic ripples across his face, then melts into confusion.

I don’t leave him time to chew on it. "Emily wants to make it up to you. For saving her. Seven days to... you know, heal up. Take care of things."

It lands. I watch the meaning assemble behind his eyes. To me, I’m reading a script my wife wrote. To him, it’s a door swinging wide open. Seven more days with my wife—sanctioned by the husband himself.

Hunger flickers in his dark eyes. Gratitude piles on top of it.

"Thank you," he says, leaning in like he’s at church. "Thank you, Mr. David. You and Emily are... generous."

Generous.

I nod and force a smile while the word taps a blade along my ribs. I stand, closing the scene. "Make yourself at home."



Evening folds over the house and tries to pass for normal.

Marcus cooks like he belongs here. Pasta, garlic, the whole place glowing with the smell of dinner. I park in front of the TV, staring at nothing, pretending not to watch them glide around each other in the kitchen.

His hand ghosts her hip as he passes. Once, he cups her ass like a secret. She tips a smile back at him that’s small and sly.

They know I’m here. They act like they don’t. Marcus still steals glances at me, waiting for a crack of thunder. Emily catches my eye once, and the spark there tells me this is just the warm-up.

By the time we eat, I’m half hard and half hollow. Small talk skates the surface.

After dinner, we go up to bed. Her body nestles into mine—warmth I’ve starved for. I move to take her, my hand sliding up her thigh.

She laughs softly and traps my cock in her fist. Playful turned punitive.

"Not yet, honey," she whispers. "This guy’s in trouble. He needs to be punished."

I groan. She squeezes once, hard, then lets go, leaving me aching and obedient.

At ten, she slides from the sheets. She pulls on the black silk nightgown. It clings without hiding anything. No bra. No panties. Her nipples are sharp points against the fabric.

She pauses at the door and looks back. All lightness is gone from her face.

"Honey," she says. "You need to watch. And if you can... record it. No hiding—this is your test. But stay quiet. Don't let him see you."

The words strike a fuse. Fear and want flare the same color.

She’s gone before I can answer, footsteps drifting toward the living room where he waits. I’m up, phone in hand, heart hammering, already seeing her gown peel, his hands swallow her, her voice rise.

The living room is dim. One lamp throws a warm pool over the couch where Marcus sits shirtless, scrolling on his phone. He startles when she arrives; the phone tumbles from his hand. Hunger replaces surprise in a heartbeat.

"Emily?" he says, wary, eyes sliding toward the stairs. "Is he...?"

"Shh." She closes the distance. Her palm spreads over his bare chest. The gown slides as she moves, flashing a long stretch of thigh.

She flicks a look past him—past the room—straight to the shadowy hallway where I stand.

"David’s asleep," she purrs, loud enough for the microphone on my phone to pick up. "He’s weak, Marcus. He’s tired. He can’t satisfy me like you do. I need you."

The cut is surgical, designed for my ribs. Marcus hears only triumph.

He tips back, legs opening wide. "That so, boss lady? Then get to it. Suck it."

She drops to her knees like a benediction. Slow. Theatrical. All eyes and obedience. She drags his sweatpants down and frees him—thick, dark, heavy.

She seals her mouth to the tip.

Wet. Deliberate. Messy.

"Mmm... fuck, Marcus," she moans around him, head bobbing. Her hands brace on his thighs.

My phone shakes in my hand. My cock aches against my denim jeans. Her slurps fill the room and my skull.

He fists her hair with his good hand and feeds her more. "God, you’re good," he groans. He stands up, pulling her up with him, making her work for it.

"Please, Marcus... I need it," she breathes between strokes, angling her face so I get the whole show. For him, she’s devotion. For me, she’s a dare.

He turns her around and palms her ass. The gown falls open.

Smack.

The crack of his hand lands, crisp. She arches into it.

"This pussy’s too good to waste on him," he growls, lining up behind her. "David’s dick is too small. Too weak. Let me fill it right."

He drives in—one hard, deep claim.

She cries out, loud and filthy. "Yes... fuck!"

"That’s it," she shouts. Deliberate. For me as much as him. "Do it! Harder! Fuck me!"

He laughs and pounds her. "He can’t handle you, Emily. This pussy’s mine now."

I film. I burn. I obey.

Shame and arousal braid tight until they’re the same rope choking me. I don’t touch myself. Her rule holds me like a collar. My body begs; my hand stays at my side.

His groan drops low—close.

I’m moving before he finishes. I slip back into the hall, up the stairs, into the bedroom. I close the door gently. My chest is a drum.

The video on my phone freezes on an image of her back arched, his hands clamped at her hips. I don’t hit play. I just breathe and hurt and throb.

Five minutes later, the door murmurs open.

Emily steps in. Wrecked. Radiant. Hair snarled, skin slick, gown crooked.

She walks to me. She kneels in front of me like she did for him. She frees me with a deft pull of my zipper. Her tongue flicks the tip—heat, salt, mercy.

"Stop," I gasp, voice breaking into a plea. "I can’t—let me fuck you. Please."

She looks up. Eyes soft. Love threaded with something like pity.

She rises. She turns and folds over the mattress. Ass high. Gown hiked to her waist.

"Come on, honey," she says, her voice thick with afterglow and invitation. "Marcus’s cum is still there. Dripping. Feel it."

I find her. I push in.

It’s obscene and perfect. Hot. Slick. A blend of fluids that makes me see white. I grip her hips and drive, lost in her sounds—"Yes... take me... take what he left..."—until my edge breaks.

I spill, pulsing deep, joining him inside her.

I collapse forward, panting into the slope of her back.

She settles beside me, curved to my chest.

"Like it, honey?" she whispers, testing and tender at once. Her fingers trace idle patterns on my chest.

"Loved it," I say. Raw and honest. "I love you so damn much."

Her eyes glisten. "That ‘I love you’—that’s why I’m here."

She tucks under my chin and melts down the length of me. I hold her tight, like I can keep the house from spinning off its axis.

Our breathing levels. The room exhales.

For the first time in weeks, sleep takes us fast and whole, tangled in something stronger than the storm we made.


CHAPTER 9

Morning teases through the curtains—warm, soft light that belies the reality of this house. Her side of the bed is cool. Empty.

A jolt hits me—half dread, half thrill. My cock stirs on instinct before my brain even wakes up. I throw on a t-shirt and boxers, drifting downstairs like a man walking toward a siren song.

I hear her before I see her.

"Mmm... easy, Marcus... god..." Breathless. Strained.

Then the rhythm—wet, brutal slaps of flesh hitting flesh.

His voice follows, low and starved. "Fuck, boss lady... you’re too good... I can’t hold back."

I edge to the kitchen doorway and freeze in the shadows.

She’s perched on the granite counter. Her nightgown is shoved up to her hips, bunching around her waist. Her legs are spread wide, skin flushed pink.

Marcus stands wedged between her thighs. His pants are around his knees. His left arm is wrapped in the black sling, but he isn't babying it.

He ignores the injury completely.

He grips her hips with both hands. The fingers of his injured left hand dig deep into her flesh, the muscles of his forearm bulging against the bandages. He winces—a sharp grimace of pain cutting through his pleasure—but he doesn't stop. If anything, the pain makes him thrust harder.

He drives into her—deep, snapping thrusts that shake her body and rattle the silverware on the counter. Slap-slap-slap.

He grunts, a guttural sound of effort and ecstasy. He is tearing his stitches to fuck my wife, and he doesn't care.

Her head tips back, a ribbon of sound spilling out of her throat. It’s raw. It’s gorgeous. And it hits me like a fist to the gut.

Watching won’t be enough. Not this time.

I back up. I climb the stairs halfway, then stomp down loudly on purpose.

"Emily!" I call out, my voice casual but pointed. "Where you at? I smell coffee."

Chaos flickers in the kitchen. Fabric yanked down. Feet shuffling. A pan clatters onto the stovetop.

By the time I hit the bottom step, Emily glides out of the kitchen. Her nightgown is smoothed down, but her cheeks are flushed a deep rose, and her hair is a wild halo.

She smiles like a church girl. "Right here, honey. Just... getting started on breakfast. Marcus is helping."

Marcus appears behind her. His shirt is crooked, hastily buttoned over his chest. He’s breathing hard, flexing his injured hand as if shaking off the pain he just ignored. A bead of sweat rolls down his temple.

"Y-yeah, Mr. David. Breakfast. Just... giving Miss Emily a hand."

I look at his bandaged arm. "Careful with that arm, Marcus. Don't overdo it."

He meets my eyes. There's a dark, arrogant glint there. "It holds up fine, sir. Pain just lets you know you're alive."

I nod, leaning against the banister.

Emily drifts close to me. She brushes her body against mine. She leans in, her lips grazing my ear.

"You dare interrupt my fun," she whispers. It’s hot. Dangerous. Her hand finds my cock through my boxers and squeezes once—slow, proprietary, claiming me. "You owe me for that interruptus, husband."

I swallow my grin and give her the surrender she already owns. "Sorry, babe."

She winks, pulls away, and slips back into the kitchen. I stand there buzzing, her heat still lingering on my skin.



Breakfast is a minefield disguised as a meal.

The table looks domestic—fluffy scrambled eggs, golden toast, coffee breathing steam—but the kitchen’s ghost still hums in the air: her gasps, his thrusts, the way he manhandled her despite the bullet wound.

Emily sits across from me. She’s pulled a loose oversized sweater over her nightgown, looking soft, with a razor tucked behind her smile.

Marcus hunches at the end of the table, chewing too fast, his eyes flicking nervously between us.

I grip my mug like a weapon while "easy, Marcus" loops inside my skull.

Silence swells until she pricks it.

"David," she says lightly, spearing a piece of egg with theatrical care. "Marcus really stepped up while you were away."

Her eyes slide to him. They linger with a private burn, then cut back to me. Her mouth curls. "Had to thank him properly, you know? He’s got... a lot of strength. Even injured."

It sounds harmless. It isn’t. The words land hot on my skin.

Marcus shrugs, eager but trying to play humble. "Just helping out, sir," he says, risking a grin at me. "Emily’s... grateful. Keeps me running."

"Sounds useful," I say, flat as a ledger. "Good to know she’s in... capable hands."

I let my stare hold him just long enough to make him squirm. He flinches. Emily’s smile deepens.

She leans forward. The sweater slips, revealing a soft wedge of flushed throat.

"Oh, he’s more than capable," she murmurs, lowering her voice like it’s a secret just for me. "Some mornings... I wake up so sore. A good kind of sore. Not gym sore."

The tip of her tongue touches her lip. Under the table, her bare foot slides along my ankle, then presses firmly against my calf. My cock jumps like it was called by name.

Marcus chuckles, emboldened by her tone. "Yeah, Mr. David, she’s a handful. Keeps me up all night, screaming for—"

He hears himself. He chokes on the word. His eyes go wide and pleading. "Screaming for... help. With the house."

The air snags hard.

She rescues him with a light, tinkling laugh. "Big heart," she says smoothly, though I can feel the high in her voice. She likes the risk.

I lean forward, my voice low and even, easing the knife back out. "Big heart, huh? Must take real effort keeping her that happy." I turn to Emily with a smile that isn’t kind. "Guess you’re getting everything you need, babe?"

Her eyes spark. She tilts her head, dragging the fork across her lip, slow and suggestive.

"Oh, honey," she purrs. Each syllable is a grind. "He gives me things I didn’t know I was missing. Deep... hard... satisfaction."

Her foot presses down on my foot under the table. Firm. Sealing the point.

Marcus smirks, thinking he’s in on the joke. He doesn't see he is the joke.

I say nothing. I drink coffee I can’t taste. Breakfast limps to its end on brittle legs.

Marcus grabs his gloves. "I better check the sprinklers," he mutters, slipping out the back door.

The lock clicks, leaving the house holding its breath.

Dishes sit abandoned. Emily leans on the counter, the sweater gone now. The silk nightgown clings to her like a second skin. The charge from "sore" and "screaming" still crackles between us.

"You had fun out there, didn’t you?" I say, crossing to the sink. A grin tugs at my mouth despite the sting. "All that 'helping' talk. Real subtle, Em."

She pads closer. Hips rolling. She’s stalking a cornered thing.

"Oh, David," she says, throaty and pleased. "You loved it. Look at your grip on that mug. Hard as stone." Her eyes drop to my crotch—blunt, merciless. "Harder here."

Heat climbs my neck. I close the distance until our breath mingles.

"Maybe I did," I say, my voice rougher than I planned. "But you’re not fooling anyone. You’re staging the whole show so I feel him in every syllable. What’s next? You gonna tell me he fucks you better?"

Her smile turns surgical.

"Since you’re asking..."

Her hand slides into my boxers. She closes her warm fingers around me. I groan despite myself.

"His dick is bigger, David. Way bigger."

She strokes once. Slow. Savoring the flinch in my hips.

"It’s thicker," she whispers, cruel and honest. "He fills me. Every inch. When he thrusts, he hits spots you can't reach. He didn't even care about his arm today, David. He just wanted to wreck me. He stretches me until I see stars."

Her eyes never leave mine.

"You can’t match that, honey. Not even close."

Shame blooms hot and helpless in my gut. Desire blooms hotter. My cock betrays me, thick and throbbing in her grip, loving the abuse.

"Jesus, Emily," I breathe, half-laughing in pain, trying to drag some ground back. "You’re brutal. Gonna keep rubbing it in? Call him your favorite toy?"

She laughs. A little wild. A little joyous. She pumps me once more, firmer.

"Oh, he’s more than a toy," she whispers at my ear, her breath burning my skin. "He fucks me until I can’t think. Until I forget your name."

Her hand quickens. Her other arm loops around my neck, drawing me close into her scent.

"And look at you," she coos. "You’re here, hard and happy while I tell you exactly how he owns my pussy."

I shake—humiliated, lit up, helplessly aroused.

"You’ve got me," I choke out. "Okay? You win."

She eases back. The victory is bright in her eyes and—God help me—warm.

"Good boy," she murmurs. Praise with a barb.

One last squeeze. Then her hand slips away, leaving me aching and empty.

She turns. She lets the nightgown whisper around her thighs as she walks away. She starts clearing plates like she didn’t just pull me apart and make me love the tearing.


CHAPTER 10

Lunch plays like a ritual we’re all faking. Sandwiches. Iced tea. Weather talk that never scratches the surface.

Marcus keeps his eyes down, tossing in a word or two, still jittery from breakfast’s near-miss. He eats with his good hand, his injured arm held stiff against his ribs. Every time I move my fork, he flinches slightly. He knows he’s walking on thin ice.

Emily is the inverse—bright, chatty, her laugh a touch too sharp. Her glances at him are a beat too long, daring him to look back.

I chew through ash, the counter replaying in my head—her moans, his thrusts—until the plates are gone.

We drift to the living room. Daytime TV murmurs.

Emily stretches, tank top riding high to a pale band of stomach. I know the tell.

Then she calls, sweet as sin: "Marcus! My back’s killing me. I need that... special treatment of yours."

A plate clatters in the kitchen where Marcus is tidying up. He turns, dripping hands, nerves in his eyes. He looks at me instantly, panic flickering. "Right here, Mrs. Emily?" Low. Testing.

She laughs, tosses her hair, then slices me a look that sparkles with mischief. "No, silly—upstairs, in the bedroom." And to me: "Honey, you don’t mind, do you?"

A wink. A dare.

It’s brazen. My cock answers anyway. I lean back and shrug, deadpan. "Nah. I was going to nap. If your back’s that bad and Marcus is the cure... be my guest."

I give permission for the massage. Only the massage. And Marcus knows it.

Her smile sharpens. "Mmm, but honey—it’s a special kind of therapy. No barging in, okay? Door stays closed."

"Special how?" I ask.

She bends close enough for her breath to warm my mouth. "Can’t tell you everything," she whispers. "But it’s all of me aching—every curve. Marcus knows how to... fix it."

She straightens, turns to him. "Gotta strip down for it, though. Bit awkward, right, Marcus?"

He dries his hands, swallowing hard. He looks at me again, looking for a sign that I’m going to throw him out. When I don’t move, he nods, nervous but eager. "Uh, yeah. Works better... bare. More effective."

"Naked therapy, huh?" I say, voice steady. "Must be one hell of a method. Don't make me regret this, Marcus."

He laughs too loud, a nervous bark. "Oh, no sir. Just... helping her relax. Professional."

Emily hooks his good arm and tugs him toward the stairs. "Come on. Fix me up."

She casts one last look back—thrilled, mean, alive—and they climb. The bedroom door snicks shut.

The house listens. Seven days, I remind myself.

My phone buzzes.

Emily: Left the door cracked, honey. Watch live. No sneaky cameras.

The text turns to a hot brand in my palm. I rise. TV static becomes wind in my ears. Each stair feels like mud and magnets. The creak begins—a measured, intimate groan of wood—and her soft murmur threads with his low answers.

At the door, I hover. A slit of light cuts the hall. The scent hits first—sweat and sex.

I lean to the crack.

She’s kneeling on the bed, bare, skin glazed. Hair wild. Hands fisted in sheets.

Marcus is behind her. He’s terrified and hungry all at once. He keeps glancing at the door, but his hands—even the injured one—are tight on her hips. He drives slow and deep. Rocking her forward.

Her back bows. Her mouth opens on a gasp that shivers down my spine.

It’s beautiful. It ruins me.

Her head lifts. She finds me in the crack. No shock—just a slow, poisonous smile.

Marcus keeps moving, oblivious, lost in the forbidden friction.

Her gaze leashes me: Stay. Watch.

I need air and do the opposite. I lean in.

"You two okay?" I call, too bright. "Emily’s back feeling better, Marcus?"

He jerks violently. He freezes mid-thrust, his fingers clamping onto her thighs like a vice.

"Shit—" slips out of his mouth before he can swallow it.

He tries to pull out, panic flooding his face. He thinks he's busted. He thinks I’m coming in to kill him.

But Emily presses her hand over his, trapping him inside her. She steadies him like she’s holding a skittish horse.

"All good, honey," she sings back, smooth as glass. She grinds back against him, forcing him to stay seated deep. "Marcus is making me so relaxed."

Marcus looks at the door, sweat beading on his forehead. He realizes I’m not storming in. He realizes I’m letting it happen. The fear turns into a tremor of adrenaline.

"Yes... yes, Mr. David," he stammers, his voice wobbling. "Just... working out the knots."

His fingers start again. Slow. Tentative. Testing if I’ll stop him.

She trembles. The mic of the doorframe picks up wet, obscene music.

"Be thorough," I say, my voice dry as a blade. "Really fix her up."

He lets out a breath he was holding. The fear is still there, but now it’s mixed with disbelief and a rush of power. The boss knows. The boss is watching. And he’s letting me fuck his wife.

"Oh, I’m... I'm being thorough, sir," he says, voice thickening. "Massaging every inch."

Emily’s hips answer his hand. "Mmm..."

I make floorboards complain like I’m walking away, then plant myself back at the crack.

He straightens, cock hard, and guides her down. The danger has made him harder.

"Show me you want it," he whispers, urgent now. He needs her reassurance that this is okay, that he won't lose everything.

She rolls onto her back, hips lifted. Her eyes flash to the door—checking I’m there—then soften, glazed.

"Please, Marcus... fuck me."

He grins, relief and lust crashing together. He thrusts shallow, then retreats.

"Not good enough," he growls. He’s testing his limits. "Who do you need, Emily? Say it."

Her composure buckles. "You... Marcus. I need you."

He dips and buries in one slow, brutal push.

"Like what?"

She swallows. Pride shatters.

"Like a bitch," she whispers. Then stronger, choked with need. "Your bitch, Marcus. Make me yours."

He tightens his grip, one hand circling her throat with a light hold. The fear is fading, replaced by the rush of owning her right under my nose.

"Who owns you?"

"You... you own me." Her voice is raw silk.

He starts to move—deep, drilling strokes that shake the room. Her cries climb, tear, break. He yanks her hair to force her eyes up.

"Harder... please..." becomes "Harder, Marcus!"

I am ash and fire and iron all at once. My cock throbs against my denim. My hands are fisted.

I stagger back from the crack before it takes me with it. The bed creaks through the walls. Her voice ricochets down the stairwell.

"You own me!"

And it’s not theater. It’s fact. Marcus is fucking her because she lets him, and I am watching because I can't look away.

I force my legs down the steps. The house is the same and not. My breath saws. My heart hammers.

Upstairs, their rhythm keeps time. I grip the banister until my knuckles blanch and ride out the sound of my wife giving herself away again, completely, gloriously, unforgivably—just beyond a door she left open for me.


CHAPTER 11

The living room feels like a waiting room in hell. The TV mutters in the corner, a cruel pretense of normalcy. I sink into the couch, my jeans tight, my cock throbbing, nerves stripped raw.

I could touch myself. End the ache. But Emily’s test—seven days, her rules—locks around me like a cage. Break it, and she’ll know. Her disappointment would cut deeper than this torture.

I white-knuckle the cushions, trying to breathe in time with the fridge hum, the clock tick.

Useless.

From upstairs, she rips through the quiet. A wild, shattering scream.

"Fuck... Marcus! YES!"

I know the sound. She’s coming. Body seizing, mind lost in him. Pain and want twist together in my gut; my cock jerks, begging for release. I hold. Teeth grinding. Obey. Hate her. Love her.

Footsteps on the stairs. The house settles.

Marcus strolls in. His shirt is slung over his good shoulder. Sweat slicks his chest, making his dark skin gleam. His breath is steady, like he’s good for another round. I watch him—the stamina, the size, the build made for this.

He grins, a smear I want to wipe off with a fist. "Hey, Mr. David. Session's over. Went real well."

My voice comes tight but even. "Yeah? How’s Emily?"

He chuckles, leaning against the wall, wiping his brow with his forearm—avoiding the injured one. "Oh, she’s great. So soft. So... wet—" He catches himself, laughs it off. "I mean... flexible. Must be the yoga, right?"

It’s a jab wrapped in play. Emily’s rule—no trouble, no fights—echoes in my head. I swallow the rage.

"Good to know," I say, forcing a grin that doesn't reach my eyes. "Keep up the... flexibility training."

He whistles his way out the back door. The grin lingers like a stain in the air.

I climb the stairs.

The bedroom door is open now.

Emily lies sprawled across the wrecked bed. Naked. Glistening.

It looks like a crime scene of pleasure. Thick, white streaks of Marcus’s cum paint her breasts and stomach, pooling in her navel, spilling onto the damp sheets that are dark with her own release. The whole room smells like sex—musk, sweat, and bleach.

Her eyes meet mine. Heavy-lidded. No venom, only a quiet, drugged knowing.

"Hey, honey," she murmurs, voice hoarse, sated.

She doesn’t cover herself. She spreads her arms, letting me see everything he did. It guts me and lights me up at once. My cock swells hard again, painful against my zipper. And still, I haven't broken her rule.

Yet something in me feels... full. Like her climax bled through the floorboards and into me. A mind-spike of release without a drop spent.

I step close, my eyes tracing every heat-glossed curve. "Hey, babe," I say softly. "Looked like you had one hell of a time."

"Yeah..." She stretches; the cum shifts on her skin, wet and tacky. "It was... dizzying, David. Marcus—he’s unreal."

The honesty stings like salt in a wound. I nod, swallow, feel my cock twitch.

I sit on the edge of the bed. Heat radiates off her. My fingers skim her thigh, then higher. I graze the mess on her stomach. Warm. Sticky. Human.

I wipe my fingers on the sheet and manage a wry smile. "He certainly left plenty behind."

She props up on her elbows, drained. The feral edge around her eyes has softened to a glowing ember. She flicks a glance to my bulge. The offer in her eyes is gentle, not hungry.

"Need some help with... that?"

I shake my head. I set my hand on her forearm.

"I’m good, Em. Tonight’s fine."

Calm. Even.

I see it—a quick shadow in her eyes. The worry that I might be receding. That I might be disgusted. It makes me absurdly happy that she needs reassurance.

I brush hair from her face and kiss her forehead.

"Don’t get me wrong," I murmur. "I’m worked up. Watching you lose it... hearing you scream... it felt like I hit a mental orgasm. Your pleasure got me there. So tonight... you and me. Slow. Deep. Better than ever. Deal?"

Relief loosens her shoulders. She folds me into her arms, pressing her messy, sticky cheek to my chest. "Deal."

Cum smears my clean shirt. I don’t care. She’s warm and close. For now, enough.



The next day drifts. Dishes. Laundry. Flickering shows we don’t really watch.

Emily moves gingerly, a faint wince in her step. She doesn’t say it, but I see where he left her sore. I ask nothing of her body tonight, no matter how my desire pricks. Care and a quiet burn coexist—the knowledge of how far he stretched her.

Outside, I catch Marcus trimming hedges. His arm is still bandaged, but he's working. That smug grin is back, like he’s been crowned king of the castle. Prick.

By evening, I’m restless. Her pleasure is my gift; his smirk is a splinter. I could let it fester. Or I could push back—just enough to feel like I’m still here. Not just her pawn. The Paymaster.

The thought is cruel and thrilling. I don’t douse it.

Morning. The garden is cold with dew.

Marcus digs in the flowerbed. His shirt is damp with sweat. He winces occasionally as he uses the shovel, favoring his bad arm.

I don't usually raise my voice. Today, I put on a mask.

I walk out onto the porch, coffee in hand.

"Hey, Marcus," I call out. Sharp. Authoritative.

He looks up, startled.

"You missed a spot over by the fence," I say, pointing. My tone is casual, but there's a bite to it. "And the weeds near the drive are coming back."

His head snaps up. A crease hardens his eyes. He looks at his injured arm, then at me.

"Come on," I add, sipping my coffee. "Earn your keep, Marcus. You're not just here for the amenities."

On the porch swing, Emily watches over the rim of her mug. Her brow lifts. She’s used to steady, passive David. Not this.

She says nothing. She studies me.

Lunch. Just us in the kitchen. Glasses clink.

She sets her water down. Her voice is low, testing the waters.

"David... you’re pissed at him, aren’t you? I saw you out there. You were hard on him." She pauses. "If it’s real—if you’re done—I can stop the test. Today."

I meet her eyes. I let a slow grin rise, a spark I haven’t shown in days.

"No, babe. I’m not done."

I pause, letting the silence stretch.

"I think... it’s a gift. For you."

She blinks. "A gift... for me?"

The confidence tilts. Confusion threads her gaze. She expected jealousy. She expected anger. She didn't expect this.

I sip my water and let it hang. Unpredictable. Not only obedient.

Her eyes narrow, a flare of irritation rising to cover her intrigue.

"Hmph. Weakling," she tosses out. An old blade honed for safety.

She spins away, hips cutting the doorway as she leaves. But I see it—she glances back. Her lips are twitching. She's interested.

I lean on the counter, smiling to myself.

Her rules. Her test. But I’m still here, pushing back. And she feels it—whether she’ll admit it or not.


CHAPTER 12

The afternoon is quiet. The fridge is near-empty, and my opportunity arises.

"Babe, we’re out of food," I say, leaning casually against the granite counter. "Why don’t you hit the store? Marcus can go with you—help carry the bags."

Emily clocks it immediately—one lifted brow, a small, sharp smile. She knows exactly what I’m doing. My jab in the garden this morning was for him—barbs tucked under a boss tone. But this? This is for her. I want them alone. I want that tension to snap in public.

"Stay here, honey," Emily purrs, a playful command. She slips into a tight tank top and a short, flirty skirt.

Marcus snags the keys with his good hand, flashing an easy grin, clueless to the bait.

The door shuts. Their laughter fades down the drive. The engine hum trails off.

I’m alone with the ache I asked for. The picture of him grinding that anger into her, no eyes on them, no restraint. It hurts, and I still want it.

My game. My blade.

The house is a shell. TV noise, wiped counters, a clock that won’t stop gloating. I try busywork, but I fail. Every minute stretches—a reminder she’s his for now. My chest knots; my cock stirs on reflex, the worst kind of thrill.

My phone tings.

Emily: At the supermarket now. It’s quiet today.

Innocent... until it isn’t.

Second ping. A photo fills the screen.

Emily is in a dim public bathroom stall. She’s hiking her skirt up. She is smooth, shaved, glistening. And nestled at her entrance, barely visible, is a small yellow toy, the base peeking out like a wink.

Another text lands: Before the store, Marcus took me to a sex shop. Got this. He controls it remotely, honey. It’s... maddening. Had to show you.

My pulse spikes. That smug bastard. He’s buzzing her in public, turning my bait into a leash. He thinks it punishes me. Idiot. Every pulse lights her up—and that lights me.

A video arrives.

Marcus is filming. Emily walks ahead of him through the fluorescent aisles. Cereal boxes and canned soup blur past. The camera dips to show Marcus’s good hand holding a small remote. His thumb hovers.

He presses.

A soft click.

In the video, Emily stumbles. Her shoulders tense. A tiny gasp escapes her as she catches herself on a shelf of pasta sauce. People drift by—an old woman with a cart, a guy glued to his phone—completely oblivious to the way Emily’s thighs press together to keep the toy in.

He hits it again. Longer this time.

She halts at a display. One hand braces against the metal rack. A tremble runs through her. She turns back to the camera. Her face shows anger first—ready to snap—but then another press of the button, and the anger melts right off her bones.

Her eyes go heavy. Lips part. She’s pleading without a word.

I’m throbbing on my couch. Breath stuttering. Jealous and alive. This is what I set in motion—my garden venom converted to current in her, hot and shameless.

More clips come. Quick and brazen.

By the frozen foods, she tugs her top down for a second—nipples hard as rocks—then yanks it back up, giggling, pink-cheeked. The toy’s buzz leaks through the phone mic like a dirty secret.

In the produce section, she angles the camera under her skirt for a split second—the yellow base gleaming, slick with her juices.

"Good girl," Marcus murmurs from behind the camera. She blooms under the praise. It’s not compliance—it’s appetite. She thrives on the risk and the press of strangers ten feet away.

Another clip drops. Different tone.

It’s a dim hallway near the restrooms. Away from the main floor. Emily leans against the wall, skirt hiked up to her hips. The toy hums faintly through the audio. Her face is flushed, open, wrecked.

Marcus is filming. But he’s not alone.

A heavyset man in his sixties steps into the frame. Balding, wearing a faded windbreaker. His breath sounds gravelly.

"Fuck..." the stranger mutters. "She’s incredible. She yours, son?"

My stomach flips. "Fuck," I whisper to the empty room.

Marcus laughs, low and smug. "Yeah, old timer. That’s my girl."

"Goddamn. Been watching you two since the bread aisle—she’s flashing everywhere. Can I... can I touch it?"

My jaw locks. I can’t move.

Marcus tilts the lens toward Emily. "What do you say, Em? He’s curious. Wants to feel you. You cool with that?"

She startles—eyes wide. There’s no script for this. Then she finds the camera lens—finds me—and something shifts. A darkness enters her eyes.

A small nod. Barely a whisper: "Okay."

Stone drops through me. I can’t look away.

Marcus angles aside, half-blocking the view, but there’s enough.

Emily parts her legs. The stranger kneels—thick, calloused fingers grazing her thigh, then higher. He touches her, slow and deliberate. Emily tenses, palms flat on the wall, a soft moan escaping her lips.

The old man groans like it’s the first water he’s had in days. "So wet... Fucking perfect," he rasps. "Can I... can I taste it?"

"Go for it," Marcus says. Amused steel. "Make it quick."

The stranger leans in. His tongue drags up her slit—hungry, sloppy, desperate.

Emily’s head drops back. Her back arches off the wall. A quiet, wrecked sound breaks from her. Real. Her fingers claw the paint.

Marcus zooms in on her face—eyes half-closed, lips parted, gone. No act. Just feeling. Being used by a stranger while her lover films and her husband watches.

I’m ruined on the couch—phone shaking in my hands—hard and somehow hollowed out. I don’t touch myself. Her rule is iron: No coming. Just watch. Just burn.

The old man’s breath turns greedy. His grip tightens on her hips; the licks get rough, biting.

A thread snaps in the scene—danger, thin as wire. Marcus feels it too.

The camera jolts. Marcus steps in. His good hand clamps onto the stranger’s neck, yanking him up hard and away from her.

"That’s enough, old man," he growls, his voice edged with violence. "Don’t push your luck. Get lost."

The stranger stumbles back, wiping his mouth—wet with my wife. He bolts down the hall. Footsteps fade.

The lens steadies on Emily. She’s still braced against the wall, chest heaving, skirt up, eyes feral-bright.

Marcus comes in soft now, hand on her arm. "Sorry, Em. You okay?"

She exhales a shaky laugh. She looks at him, eyes shining. "I’m fine, Marcus... fuck, that was... intense."

It hits me like a truck. She leans into him, fingertips at his chest. She feels alive. The stranger’s tongue, the public heat, his control. Another edge she loves.

Is this her, then? The version I never knew I married—hunger, chaos, bloom?

The video cuts. Screen black.

My pulse won’t settle.

A text lights the dark: What’d you think of the video, honey?

She’s teasing, but it’s a weigh-in. I type with shaking hands.

Me: Um... it’s... fuck, it’s wild, babe. You’re so damn filthy. Loved it.

Half-truth, half-bandage.

Her reply lands fast.

Emily: We’re heading to a hotel, Marcus and me. Might be late. Grab some dinner, okay? Love you.

A beat.

Emily: Oh, and no more videos tonight. I want this one private. Cool?

The blade slides in clean. A new kind of lock: shut out completely. No lens to tether me. No proof. Just trust—and the crushing weight of what that trust entails.

I force the smile she’ll imply from the text.

Me: Sure, babe. Have fun. Be... wild. Love you too.

I send it. It tastes like ash.

Silence swallows the room. My jeans are a vise. The clip replays in my skull—his old, greedy mouth; Marcus’s hand on his neck; Emily’s "intense."

My hand hovers, craving release. Her voice bars it: No coming, David. Hold it.

I fist the couch instead, nails biting into the fabric. The TV chatters nonsense. The house hums.

Every creak is a ghost of yesterday’s "Fuck... Marcus!" Now there’s a new echo—the stranger’s breath and Emily lighting up under it.

Tonight she’s his. Behind a hotel door. Off-camera. Untouchable.

I’m here. Obedient. Carrying her chaos like a brand.

The clock ticks. Each second stretches. She’ll come back marked again. I’ll see it. Feel it. Love it. Hate it. All of it for her.


CHAPTER 13

The TV hums through late-night ads. All fizz and static, meaning nothing.

It’s past ten. The house is a held breath. Every tick of the clock needles me.

Emily is out there with him. No videos. No bridge back to me. Only the echo of her supermarket moans and that stranger’s wet gasp in the hallway. I’m hers. But tonight, she’s his. Waiting is a blade pressed against my throat.

Gravel crunches in the driveway. Headlights rake the curtains, blinding white, then die.

Relief hits first. Dread rushes in right after.

I stand, smoothing a shirt that hides none of my anxiety.

The front door eases open.

She steps in.

My Emily. Glowing. Wrecked. Her hair is wild, sticking to a sweat-damp neck. Her skirt is twisted, wrinkled from being hiked up and pinned down. She moves like each step requires effort, like her body is remembering him with every movement.

Her face, though... it’s alive. A tired, secret smile flickers on her lips, like she’s smuggling a storm back into our quiet house.

"You okay?" I ask, crossing the room to her.

She laughs softly. Her cheeks are flushed pink. "It’s nothing, honey. Just... my foot’s sore. Cramped up."

A lie. Paper-thin. The way her thighs press together says what her mouth won’t.

Marcus follows her in, carrying grocery bags with his good hand. His grin is bright and greedy. He looks like a cat that just ate the canary and licked the bowl clean.

"She overdid it, Mr. David," he says, dropping the bags on the counter with a heavy thud. "Gotta take care of her. She really exerted herself."

The thud lands in my gut. Not her foot. Her pussy. My morning barbs lit his fuse, and he burned it all into her inside a hotel room.

I want to lift her skirt right there. I want to kneel and make a shrine of whatever he left.

Her shy flush stops me. It makes her human again. It makes me gentler.

"Let’s get you upstairs," I say. "Rest that... foot."

Her eyes spark, amused. She knows I know. She leans into me, putting her weight on my shoulder.

Marcus lingers in the kitchen, watching us. He’s waiting for me to crack. To yell. I don’t.

I take her weight. I guide her up the stairs. Each step she takes is a quiet wince, a physical reminder of how wide he stretched her.

The bedroom door clicks us into a world that smells like her—vanilla, sweat—and a little like him. Cheap hotel soap. Musk.

She stands in the lamplight. Skirt bunched. Hair a halo of ruin.

My hands tremble as I find the hem of her skirt. I lift.

The fabric whispers past her hips and falls to the floor.

She is smooth. Glowing.

My chest knots. My cock swells instantly.

She eases onto the edge of the bed and opens her legs a fraction.

There it is.

Her sex is swollen, flushed a deep, angry pink. Her lips are parted, unable to close fully. And leaking from her is a thick, white mess—a faint sheen drying at the edges like a signature, while fresh fluids pool in the center.

I stop breathing.

"I didn’t clean up," she murmurs. A small, wicked smile touches her lips. "I kept it inside. Brought it home for you. Like it?"

"Beautiful," I rasp, staring at the damage. "He was rough."

"He was," she whispers.

A blush ghosts her cheek. She takes my hand and tucks herself into my chest, her voice low against my throat.

"Tell me," I say. "Everything."

"It started in the car," she says. "Right after we left the store. He was wound tight—your voice in the garden this morning really got under his skin. He wanted me right there. I made him wait, but he kept a hand on me the whole drive—teasing, pinching. Annoying... and hot."

Jealousy flares. My body betrays me. "Then?"

"He took me to that sex shop first. Before the hotel." Her voice drops, confessional. "The owner was there. Older guy. Greasy. He stared at me like I was dessert. Marcus loved it. He fed on it. He kept grabbing my ass, kissing my neck, making sure the man watched."

"You liked that," I say. Not asking.

She nods once. Guilty and lit from within. "Yeah. I did."

"What next?"

"Marcus picked the toy—the yellow one. But there was no fitting room. So... Marcus made a deal with the owner." Her eyes find mine, steady now. "He said he’d pay double if we could use the back office."

"Emily..."

"And the owner said it was free," she continues, relentless, "if he could watch me put it in."

Ice and fire hit me at once. "He was there? In the room?"

"Yes." No shame. Only truth. "I lifted my skirt. I spread my legs. I slid it in with both of them looking. My hands shook, David. The toy was cold. I was... not." She lets out a breathy laugh. "It went in easy. I was already dripping."

She gives me the rest in slow, surgical cuts.

How the owner’s breath went ragged as he watched. How Marcus’s thumb learned her body from across a room with that remote. How strangers drifted by in the store while she bit her lip.

"And the hotel?" I ask. "The mess?"

"After the store," she whispers. "We went to the Motel 6 off the highway. He didn't even wait to take off his sling. He threw me on the bed. He fucked me, David. For hours. He said he had to make sure I remembered who I belonged to for the next few days."

She looks down at her leaking center. "I think he made his point."

Her words paint it clean. Each detail carves me open and somehow fills me.

I don’t touch myself. I don’t break her rule. I just look at her—ruined and radiant, mine and not mine—and feel the ache crest into a strange, fierce fullness. Like I’ve come without spilling a drop.

I kiss her hairline. "Thank you for telling me."

She exhales, shoulders loosening. The wildness softens back into the woman who still folds into me at night.

"You wanted the truth," she says.

"I want all of you," I say. "Even the parts he used."

She smiles—small, tired, satisfied—and sinks deeper into my chest.

I hold her while the lamp hums and the clock ticks. The night finally lets us breathe.

But tomorrow... tomorrow is the last day.


CHAPTER 14

The bedroom is a cocoon. Lamplight casts soft, sliding shadows over Emily’s face.

Her eyes shine, raw and wet. She curls into me, warm and breakable. The night is still on her skin—Marcus’s night. A faint bruise of scent: cheap hotel soap, sweat, and the musk of sex.

I look at her—my wife—and language fails me.

I thought I knew every curve and fire. I thought I knew the woman who bared herself in a supermarket, let a stranger taste her, took hotel brutality, and performed in a shop office. Desire unleashed. Owned by no one.

I loved it. Hated it. Burned for it.

But this—her shame, her regret—is the crack I never planned for. It’s her humanity that guts me.

She shifts. Her breath hitches.

"David..." Barely a whisper, trembling with truth. "I know you like it—my chaos. You forgive me, right? You’d keep forgiving me if I went further? If I broke every rule?"

My throat tightens. "Yeah, babe," I say, rough and honest. "I’d forgive you. I’m in. Whatever you do, I’m yours."

It’s true, and it hurts. The weight of her freedom presses on my heart while my cock twitches like a traitor in my pants.

She nods, a small, sad smile touching her lips. Then her gaze darkens.

"You don’t need seven days to prove it," she says, her voice steadier now but threaded with pain. "These last few days... they were enough. I saw how you carried my mess. How you looked at me tonight."

"How?"

She looks off, her fist tightening in the sheet. "But today... away from this house... it hit me."

"What hit you?"

"What if someone else knew?" Her voice frays. "My mom. Your dad. Our friends. If they saw me—the real me—crawling for Marcus, letting strangers touch me, acting like a bitch in heat... I’d be nothing to them. Disgusting."

The word thuds between us. Heavy. Ugly.

This isn’t the woman who laughed down an aisle or teased me from a screen. It’s the woman with her armor off.

"You’re scared," I say softly.

She nods, jaw tight. "Yeah. Out there, I wasn’t just free—I was reckless. I loved the rush, the eyes, the control. But after... I saw myself through their eyes, not yours. And I hated it. I hated me."

It mirrors my own fear—the question of whether I can hold her at full burn without getting incinerated.

I cup her face, steadying her. "You’re not disgusting," I tell her, fierce. "You’re everything. Wild. Messy. Mine."

I lean in closer. "I see all of you, Emily. And I’m still here."

"You mean that?" she asks, eyes searching mine for a lie.

"More than anything." My thumb wipes a tear that hasn’t fallen yet. "You scare me sometimes. But it’s your fire and your flaws I love. Not just the game. You."

She leans into my palm. A small sound shakes free from her chest, and she folds into me like I’m a dock in heavy weather.

Quiet settles over the room. I lace our fingers together.

"You know what I love most?" I ask. "Not your body. Not the way you moan for him. Not even the jealousy you light in me."

I tip her chin until her eyes meet mine. "It’s how you live. No walls."

Her gaze wavers.

"Your body is yours," I say, voice low, hard. "Not mine. Not his. If you let someone touch you, that isn’t weakness. It’s your choice. Your power."

Her mouth trembles. "But I feel... dirty. Their eyes—Marcus, the shop guy, strangers—it’s like I’m nothing to them. Just a hole."

"Don’t let 'dirty' chain you," I cut in. "Who you fuck, who you let taste you, how many times you come—that’s not shame. That’s freedom. Even when you let him have you and let me watch, it’s still your decision. You don’t owe anyone regret."

She studies me, something kindling behind the doubt.

"I believe it," I say. "And if my dad ever hears every detail—Marcus, the rest, however wild—I’ll look him dead in the eye and say you wanted it, you loved it, and I love you for it. He doesn’t get to judge you. No one does."

Her breath catches. Disbelief softens into heat.

I kiss her forehead. "I choose you, Em. Always. No matter what. No matter who."

She melts. Her arms wrap tight around my ribs. A quiet shudder runs out of her like a storm finally passing.

I hold her and let the night stop asking for more. Not sex. Not spectacle. Just skin-on-skin, hearts synced, the house humming safe around us.

She’s mine—and she’s free. That’s the blade I’ll carry, the oath I’ll keep.

We drift, breath by breath, into a clean, unbroken silence.


CHAPTER 15

Morning spills gold through the curtains.

Emily sleeps on her side, bare and quiet, her breath a soft, rhythmic ribbon in the silence. Peace has settled over her face; the storm of the hotel room and the last few days has drifted off.

I watch her for a moment, my chest feeling strangely warm. She’s mine—free, wild, and mine—and that calm is holy.

I slip out of bed, careful not to wake her, and head downstairs.

Marcus is already up. He’s at the coffeemaker, moving with that soldier’s routine he never breaks. He turns as I enter, a grin already loaded on his lips.

"Morning, Mr. David. Boss lady still out?"

"Yeah," I say, my voice even. "She’s wiped."

He chuckles, satisfied, and turns back to the mugs. He thinks he broke her. He thinks he owns her exhaustion.

I pull a pan from the rack. For the first time in days, purpose hits me clean.

"Let’s cook," I say. "She needs fuel."

I work with focus. Buttermilk batter, whisked smooth until the lumps vanish. Bacon laid flat in the cast iron until it crackles and snaps. Pancakes puff and freckle on the griddle, butter melting down the stack, maple syrup running like liquid amber.

It’s ordinary. American. Grounding. And it’s for her.

When the plates gleam and the kitchen smells like a diner, I set a tray. I glance at Marcus.

"Go wake Emily for breakfast."

He brightens, eager for the access. He heads up the stairs.

I follow on soft feet. Not to stop anything—just to know.

The bedroom door is ajar. I stand in the shadows of the hall.

Light skims the bed. Marcus peels the sheet back—slow, reverent. Emily lies there, vulnerable. Her breasts rise and fall, nipples flushed pink against the pale skin. Her thighs part a whisper.

He grazes her thigh with his good hand, fingers creeping higher toward the heat. Her lashes flutter.

"Marcus," she says. Drowsy, but firm.

He doesn't stop. His hand slides between her legs, his other hand tugging at his waistband.

"Stop."

Her eyes snap open. They go hard. She shoves his chest with surprising force.

"Get it together," she says, ice-cold. "I’m getting dressed. Out. Now."

It’s not the touch; it’s the presumption. The control is hers—always has been.

Marcus flinches. He steps back, looking like a kicked dog. He retreats.

I’m gone, slipping back into the kitchen before he spots me.

Downstairs, the tray is still warm when she comes down. She’s wearing a tight white tee and short denim cutoffs—bright, composed, a morning made human.

She wraps her arms around my waist, her eyes sparking at the spread.

"Oh, honey. This looks amazing."

"For you," I say.

Across the room, Marcus lingers by the back door, jaw tight. Last night he was king; now he’s a shadow. He drifts out into the garden, the door clicking shut behind him.

"About this morning..." I start.

She meets my eyes, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. "You sent him up."

I shrug. "Thought maybe you’d..."

"I did," she says, placing a palm on my chest. Her voice is warm and present. "But not for him. For you. I need you, David. Today I’m yours. All yours."

It lands like sunlight. She chooses—clear as glass.

We eat. The pancakes disappear. The room softens. She licks a drop of syrup from her lip, then lifts her tee. Her breasts spill free, perfect and heavy in the morning light.

"Want me now, honey?" she purrs. "I’m craving something sweet."

"Not here," I say. Heat rises with a sharper edge. "Somewhere better."

She follows me. I lead her onto the balcony overlooking the backyard.

The air is warm. The yard runs green to the fence.

Marcus is down there, about fifty yards out. He’s holding the garden shears in his good hand, struggling slightly with the angle because of the sling on his left arm. His shoulders are tight. No pity left in me.

Emily shimmies her tee up to her armpits. She kicks the denim shorts aside. She stands naked and fearless in the broad daylight.

I move behind her. My hands grip her hips. I am hard, pulsing against her ass.

She folds over the railing. Her soft "mm... ah..." carries on the breeze.

Marcus looks up. He freezes.

I push into her. Slow. Deep. Possessive.

She’s slick and hungry—opened by him, yes—but the grip, the heat, the way she takes me... it’s ours.

I set the rhythm. Slap. Slap. My hips connect with hers. Her body answers.

Her voice cracks into the air. "God, yes—harder, honey. Harder!"

I hold Marcus’s stare across the yard while I drive into her. Deliberate. Claiming.

His hand knots white around the shears handle. His face breaks. Last night’s crown turns to ash in his mouth. He is the watcher now. He is the cuckold.

Emily arches her back, presenting herself to him, but giving herself to me. Her voice is bright with daylight.

"Right there—yeah—my husband—yes!"

The balcony becomes a stage with a single audience member. Daylight doesn't forgive; we don't need it to.

Every thrust is a line drawn in the sand. Every moan is a verdict.

He stands there burning in the sun, impotent and watching, while she keeps choosing—loud, undeniable—me.


CHAPTER 16

That day—the seventh day—was Marcus’s purgatory. And I made it deliberate.

Not just the balcony—Emily moaning in the bright daylight while I drove into her with his eyes burning on us—but everywhere.

In the kitchen: Her ass pressed to the granite counter, legs locked around my waist. Her cries cut through the glass of the patio door while he "trimmed hedges" outside, trying and failing not to look.

In the living room: Slow, deep thrusts with the curtains wide open. Her nails digging into my back. Her gasps carrying on the wind.

Emily fed on it. She fed on the power of choosing me and denying him. Every hungry look he threw, she iced out. Every silent plea for a taste, she shut down. Her heat was mine. Her pace was mine. And I took all she gave.

I’m not blind. I’m not delusional.

We hit a supernova—love, sex, connection—but it was one day.

I know the truth now. Marcus has things I don’t. He has the thicker cock. He has the machine lungs. He has that animalistic edge she rides when he takes her and I watch—the sting I crave because it bares the truth between us.

I made her come; it was real. But Emily... she’s a feast. And one dish, no matter how perfectly cooked, eventually numbs the tongue.

So, the week found its rhythm. Marcus one night, pounding her raw, stretching her limits. Me the next, slow and deep and claiming. Her crown steady over both of us.

It worked. Fucked-up. Beautiful. Ours.



The final night settles in. The seven-day test is over.

Emily lies beside me in bed. She is warm, flushed, a shy color rising in her cheeks like she’s carrying a new weight.

"Um... David," she says. Her eyes flick to mine, then away, tracing the pattern on the duvet. "I need to tell you something. Before Marcus leaves."

"What’s up, babe?"

"It’s Marcus." She takes a breath. "He... he asked me something. He has a little brother. Ethan."

I blink. "A brother?"

"Yeah. Eighteen. Just legal. Marcus says he's... built like him, but shy. No girlfriend. Still a virgin."

She pauses, biting her lip.

"Marcus asked if I’d... help him. Teach him."

"He wants you to take Ethan’s virginity?" My voice tightens.

My cock answers first—hard, immediate. The idea of my wife, the experienced, insatiable woman, devouring a nervous eighteen-year-old boy.

She nods, steadier now. "Yeah. He wants to bring him over. Show him the ropes. And... if it goes there... maybe both of them. Together."

The picture hits me like a live wire.

Emily sandwiched between two brothers. The seasoned Bull and the young Stud. Marcus guiding the boy, showing him how to use my wife. Her body ruling two men at once. Spit-roasted. Filled double.

I’m burning.

"Have you said yes?" I ask, my voice rough.

"Not yet." Her hand finds mine. Warm. Sure. "I wanted to ask you first, David. But... I think I want it. I think I’d like it. Being the one to... break him in."

Heat floods my chest. Love and chaos braid into a single rope I’m ready to hold.

This isn't just about sex anymore. It's about a dynasty. A lifestyle.

"Then I’m in," I say, firm. "I trust you. And I want to see it. Every second."

Her eyes widen. A relieved, excited laugh slips out. "Really?"

"Really. I want to watch you turn that boy into a man."

I pull her in and kiss her hard—our seal, our rule.

She’s mine, and she’s hers.

Tomorrow, the test ends, but the game begins. Whatever she chooses—Ethan, Marcus, both—will be hers to take. And ours to survive, to burn for, to love.


CHAPTER 17

The evening wraps the house in warmth—candlelight, low laughter, the clink of expensive crystal. It’s a celebration stitched together for Marcus: his recovery, his "three robbers" story told for the twelfth time, each retelling making him look more like a mythological hero.

He sits across from me, steady and proud, his arm finally out of the sling, though he still flexes it stiffly now and then.

Ethan sits beside him. He is the mirror image of his brother but softer, unfinished. Lanky, nervous, with big hands that he doesn't quite know what to do with. He keeps glancing at Emily, then looking away as if he’s afraid he’ll get burned.

Emily is at my side, radiant. Her smile is easy, but it’s edged with a razor-sharp secret that only we share.

I turn to Ethan, swirling my scotch. "So, Ethan. How old are you now?"

He straightens, grinning shyly. "Eighteen, sir. Birthday was last month."

I glance at Emily. A spark passes between us. High voltage.

"Eighteen," I say, savoring the word. "A man now. Seems like Marcus deserves a thank-you for his bravery... and the new man deserves a birthday gift. Don’t you think, babe?"

Her eyes light up—mischief and nerves warring in the blue depths. She stands, her fingers skimming my forearm, a lingering touch.

"I think you're right," she purrs. "Give me a minute, boys."

She leaves three men in the growing heat of the room.

Ten minutes later, she returns as a verdict.

Black lace. Thigh-high stockings. Stilettos that click sharply on the hardwood. The lingerie hugs her like it was cut on her bones; sheer patterns frame her breasts and hips, offering the promise of everything beyond without giving it away yet.

I thumb the remote. A sultry, bass-heavy track curls around her like smoke.

She moves—loose, fearless. Hips rolling, wrists liquid, gaze bright and merciless.

She grazes Ethan’s shoulder first. He flinches, his face turning a deep crimson. He hardens instantly—I can see the tent forming in his jeans. He stares at her, terrified and starving.

She turns, flashing the intricate lace covering her ass, and his breath snags audibly.

She leans into Marcus next, lips near his ear, whispering something that tightens his jaw.

Then me. She straddles my lap for one slow, igniting rub. Her eyes lock on mine. This is ours. You directed this.

She slips away again, a flame licking at all of us.

She bends low in front of Ethan. Lace stretches over her curves. She rises, tossing her hair. Ethan’s shyness cracks—pure, raw hunger wakes behind his eyes. Marcus shifts, restless, watching his brother watch his mistress.

I’m hard and still. I love the command on her face more than the body it crowns. It’s her night.

The song crests. I play my part. I sway slightly, acting like the whiskey bit too deep.

"Think I’m done, babe," I mumble, grinning a sloppy grin for show. "Gonna crash. You kids have fun."

Her look says she knows exactly what I’m doing.

I drift down the hall. I wait for the click of my bedroom door, then I don't enter. I slide back into the shadows of the hallway, my pulse ticking in time with the bass.

The living room glows, a low red hush from the mood lighting. Emily owns the air.

She circles Ethan. She is stripping the last of the boy from him.

"Come on, Ethan," she purrs, stopping directly in front of him. Her breasts brush his chest as she leans in. "Touch me. Don’t you want a married woman all to yourself?"

His hands hover, shaking. They find her hips. Cautious. Reverent.

She peels the bra off. Lace falls to the floor. Her panties slip down her long legs. She steps out of them, standing in nothing but the stockings and heels. A queen demanding tribute.

My cock throbs against my zipper. I grip the doorframe and watch.

Marcus nods at his brother, his voice low, coaching. "Start with her tits, E. Feel how soft they are. Make her feel it."

Ethan cups her. His thumbs graze the nipples, clumsy but eager.

Emily moans—soft, real. "Yes, baby," she breathes. "Just like that. Squeeze them."

He lowers his head. He sucks. Tentative at first, then harder. Her fingers web in his short hair, guiding him.

Marcus speaks again, firmer. "Now her pussy. Taste her. Learn what a woman tastes like."

Emily opens her stance. Velvet and light.

"Do it, Ethan," she says, her eyes pinning him. "My husband’s asleep upstairs. This is our secret. Make me yours."

He kneels. He buries his face between her thighs.

His tongue hits her clit—clumsy, earnest, like a puppy. Emily gasps and rolls her hips, wet already, wetter by the second.

"Fuck... yes... good boy..."

She draws him up. She turns around, bending over the arm of the sofa. Knees parting. Ass high. Presenting herself.

"Fuck me now," she says, her voice molten. "Right now. Break it in."

Ethan fumbles with his belt. His pants drop. His cock is stiff, red, twitching with adrenaline. He lines up. He misses the first time, hitting her thigh.

He tries again. The head finds her slick entrance.

He sinks in.

"Ohhh..."

Emily’s moan opens the ceiling.

It’s tight for him. He gasps, overwhelmed by the sensation of being inside a woman for the first time.

Marcus steps in front of her. He unzips.

She takes Marcus in her mouth, eyes half-closed. She is working both brothers—the virgin behind, the veteran in front. Every inch of her is a controlled storm.

Ethan drives—awkward rhythm, then finding it, becoming vicious with instinct. His hips slap against her ass. Smack. Smack.

Marcus fists her hair, feeding her his cock deep. She alternates—mouth, hand, mouth—never losing rhythm, never losing rule.

"That's it, E," Marcus grunts. "Deep. Pound her. She loves it rough."

They reposition.

Emily lies on her back on the rug. Ethan settles between her thighs. His thrusts find a groove now. Her breasts bounce, nipples slick with saliva.

Marcus kneels beside her head, stroking his length. She turns her head and swallows him again, throat working, palm pumping what her mouth leaves wet.

The room is filled with groans, the slap of skin, and her voice—a metronome that owns them both.

"Harder, Ethan... yes... keep going... use me..."

In the dark hallway, my hand finds my cock. I stroke once, twice, slow—just enough to breathe through the pressure. My eyes are fixed on the woman I married and the power she refuses to put down for anyone.

Ethan breaks first.

It’s quick. He freezes, hips buried deep. A choked breath. Release shakes him violently.

Emily clutches his waist and takes it all, letting out a sharp cry as the virgin seed floods her.

Marcus follows seconds later—a grunt, a spill—white streaks landing on her lips and chest.

She licks him clean. From her thumb, then the tip.

Then, her eyes drag past them. Past the candlelight. Into the shadow where I stand.

She knows.

I come—quiet, explosive—vision blurring, ribs tight around a heart that can’t decide if it’s breaking or brand-new.

Emily lies trembling, wrecked and shining. Her body is theirs for the moment; sticky with the fluids of two brothers.

But her eyes are mine. Steady. Ecstatic. Sane.

She is a crown made of pleasure and a blade made of freedom.

For now, that’s enough.


EPILOGUE

One month later.

The world feels softer. Mornings are brighter, the air lighter. It feels like Emily and I have carved a piece of forever out of the wreckage of her test. She’s my sun again. Her laughter fills our mornings; her body is warm against mine. Our love is a quiet fire that burns steady, unshaken.

Marcus is gone. He moved out after the seventh day, his shadow fading from the hallways. I think—fuck, I believe—we’re whole again. Her freedom and my heart woven tight, unbreakable.

Tonight, we’re tangled on the couch. Her breath is soft against my neck, her eyes glowing in the dim light. But there’s a weight in her gaze. Something new. Something heavy.

"David..." she whispers. Her voice trembles, a thread of fear running beneath her strength. "I have to tell you something."

I grin, my fingers tracing the line of her cheek. I expect her heart, her truth. I am always ready for her.

"What is it, babe?" I say, my voice warm, steady.

Her eyes lock on mine. Wide. Unflinching. Her words hit like a storm—soft, but shattering.

"I’m pregnant," she says.

The world tilts. The air leaves the room.

Then comes the pause, sharp as a blade.

"I don’t know whose it is..." she whispers, her hand drifting to her stomach. "But... it’s probably Marcus’s."

I’m stunned.

His name is a knife twisting deep in my gut. A mark I can’t unsee, growing inside her. A permanent flag planted in my territory.

Her gaze holds me—steady, scared, but hers. Always hers.

I’m lost for a second, love and shock swirling like a tide pulling me under.

She’s mine. Fuck, she’s mine.

But this... this truth growing in her belly... it is a fire. Her chaos. My devotion. And the undeniable evidence of the man she let inside.

Silence crashes into the room. Heavy. Suffocating.

I look at her stomach. Then her eyes. My mouth opens, but no sound comes out.

There is no script for this. No rule in her seven-day test prepared me for a lifetime of consequence.

I don't reach for her. I don't pull away. I just sit there, frozen in the wreckage of my own permission, staring at the future I never thought would actually come.


Part 3: My Wife and My Old Man

CHAPTER 1

The office is a sterile cage of fluorescent lights, stale coffee, and the low, droning hum of people pretending to matter. My body is in the chair, sitting through another pointless conference call, but my mind isn't here.

My mind is on my phone. Specifically, the secure app hidden behind a calculator icon.

One tap, and the feed blooms to life in high definition.

The living room back home. Daylight spills across the hardwood, illuminating my goddess. Emily.

She is stark naked, her pale skin glowing like porcelain against the dark leather of the sofa. She is on all fours, face buried in the cushions, that perfect, heart-shaped ass raised high in the air.

And behind her is Marcus.

He is a towering shadow against the window—muscles carved from obsidian, sweat gleaming on his shoulders. He drives into her with a rhythmic, punishing force that rocks the camera frame.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

I can’t hear it because the sound is off, but I can feel the impact in my teeth. Her ass jiggles with every thrust. A bright red handprint is already blooming on her left cheek where he’s marked her.

She lifts her head, hair wild and tangled, mouth opening in a silent, filthy scream of pleasure. She pushes back against him, greedy, impaling herself deeper on his thick, black shaft.

She loves it. She is stretched wide around him, completely full, completely surrendered.

Under my desk, my hand drifts to my zipper. My cock is already straining against the fabric, hard as a rock. A twisted grin splits my face.

She is mine. And this—her chaos, her hunger, her ability to take a man like Marcus deep inside her womb—is the altar I worship at.

It has been a month since the "Seven Day Test" ended. That week didn’t break us; it forged us into something harder. Something solid. We run hot and honest now. Her freedom is my creed. My devotion is the anchor that holds her while she rides the storm.

Marcus doesn’t live with us anymore—he moved out the day the test ended—but he answers when she calls. He comes over to mow the lawn, and then he comes inside to plow my wife. Every four or five days. Just enough to keep her satisfied.

I kill the feed before I do something reckless in the middle of the office. I pocket the heat, saving it for tonight.

The rest of the day crawls. I close a deal, shake some hands, and nod when my boss claps my shoulder—“Nice work, David”—but I’m just going through the motions. I am coasting on fumes of anticipation, desperate to get home to the woman I watched getting ravaged on her lunch break.

I pull into the driveway at 5:30 PM.

There is a car parked behind Emily’s SUV. A sleek, black Mercedes. Expensive. Unfamiliar.

My gut tightens. It’s not fear, exactly—just the wrong note in a song I know by heart. I step out, keys chiming in my hand, and then the front door opens.

A man steps onto the porch. Tall. Broad shoulders clad in a tailored polo shirt. Silver hair graying elegantly at the temples.

Robert.

He isn’t my biological father—he died when I was a kid—but Robert is the man who raised me. He’s the stepfather who paid for college, the one who taught me to shave, and the one whose approval I’ve spent thirty years chasing and never quite catching.

He has a presence that sucks the oxygen out of a room. Heavy. Judgmental.

"Robert?" I keep it bright, hiding the spike of anxiety. "What the hell, man? No heads-up?"

He walks down the steps with that easy, alpha grace that always makes me feel like a clumsy teenager. He pulls me into a hug—firm, brief, a test of strength more than affection.

"Needed a break from the city," he says. His voice is smooth as aged bourbon, but his eyes are tight at the corners. Calculating. "Thought I’d swing by the suburbs for a couple of weeks. Catch up with my favorite son."

He winks. It feels heavy.

The door opens again. Emily steps out.

My breath hitches. She is wearing a yellow sundress that is deceptively simple. It flows loosely around her waist, hiding her silhouette rather than hugging it.

She looks radiant, but there’s a fragility to her today.

Her hand rests unconsciously on her lower stomach—a protective, private gesture she’s been doing for weeks.

"Robert!" she exclaims, offering both hands, but she moves a little slower than usual.

He takes them. He smiles wide—charismatic, warm. But then his gaze slips. It drops from her face, sliding down to where her palm cups her belly through the yellow fabric.

It was quick. Maybe a second. But I saw it. The calculation in his eyes.

"You look... blooming, Emily," Robert says, the word loaded with double meaning.

"Just happy to see you," she deflects, but she keeps her hand there. Guarding the secret. Or flaunting it.

Something small and mean turns over in my chest. A flicker of jealousy? Or the thrill of the secret we’re keeping?



Dinner is a dance we’ve all done before, but the rhythm is off.

Emily has lit candles. The atmosphere is warm, intimate. I pour a rich Cabernet for Robert and myself. I lift the bottle toward Emily’s glass.

She covers the rim with her hand. Quick. Decisive.

"Just water for me, please," she says.

Robert pauses, the bottle hovering mid-air. "No wine? That’s unlike you, Emily. You love this vintage."

She offers a small, wan smile. She presses a hand to her chest, as if settling a sudden wave of nausea. "Just... my stomach has been a little sensitive lately. I’ll stick to water."

She flashes a look at me. A look that says: Play along.

Robert’s eyes narrow slightly, scanning her again. He doesn't ask, but the question hangs in the air, thick as cigar smoke.

She is masterful. She charms him with stories, asking about his travels, asking if there’s a new woman in his life. But every few minutes, she shifts in her chair, rubbing small circles on her abdomen, or taking a deep breath as if fighting off sickness.

It’s a performance. Or is it?

I watch her, my heart hammering. I know Marcus was inside her just hours ago. I know she’s carrying the potential of him inside her. And she’s sitting here, playing the delicate, glowing mother-to-be in front of my stepfather.

After the dishes are cleared, Emily threads her fingers through mine.

"Robert, make yourself at home," she says sweetly, leaning heavily against me for support. "David and I are going to turn in early. I’m... really tired."

She pulls me down the hall. As soon as the bedroom door clicks shut, the fragility vanishes. The "tired" wife disappears, replaced by the siren.

"Come here," she murmurs, backing me toward the bed.

She tugs at the strap of her dress. The yellow fabric puddles at her feet.

She is wearing nothing underneath.

My god. She sat through dinner with Robert, playing the saint, completely naked under that thin cotton.

I scan her body. Her stomach is still flat—smooth, pale, perfect. But in my head, I see the change. I see the invisible invasion.

I pull her down, my hands immediately finding her hips.

"Tell me about this morning," I rasp, needing to hear it. "Tell me about Marcus."

"Oh, David..." she breathes, straddling my waist. "It was intense. He was... careful at first. Because of the 'condition'."

She emphasizes the word, grinding down on me.

"But I told him to stop treating me like glass," she whispers, her lips grazing my ear. "I told him I needed it deep. I needed him to reach right inside."

"Did he finish inside?" I ask, gripping her waist tighter. "Did he add to it?"

"Of course he did," she moans. "He filled me up. He said he wanted to make sure it sticks. That he wanted to keep me full."

She takes my hand and guides it to her lower belly. Her palm covers mine, pressing down on her flat womb.

"He pumped it right in here, David. Feeding it."

The words hit me like a physical blow. Feeding it.

It’s filthy. It’s wrong. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.

"You like that?" I growl. "You like being a breeding stock for the gardener?"

"I love it," she hisses. "I love knowing I’m carrying his load while I sleep in your bed."

I flip her over, pinning her to the mattress. I yank my jeans down, desperate to be inside her, to reclaim her.

I push into her. She is incredibly wet—slick, creamy.

"God," I groan.

She wraps her legs around me. "Fuck me, husband. Fuck me before my belly gets too big to take it like this."

The visualization snaps a leash in my brain. I drive into her, hard.

"Ah! Yes... David...!"

Then she stops herself. She bites her lip, her eyes darting to the wall that separates our room from the guest suite.

"Shh..." she whispers, feigning worry. "Robert. He’s right next door. What if he hears?"

I pause. The thought hits me. Robert. The man who expects perfection. The man who thinks I’m in control.

"Let him hear," I whisper.

Her eyes widen, mocking the shock. "David..."

"Let him hear," I repeat, thrusting harder. "Let him know what a dirty little slut you are. Be loud, Emily. Prove it."

A shiver runs through her.

She throws her head back and wails.

"Ohhh God! Yes! Fuck me!"

Her voice rings out, shameless and clear. A long, soaring cry that definitely penetrates the drywall.

I push her higher, faster, chasing that voice, daring the walls to crumble, daring Robert to listen to his daughter-in-law getting bred.

"That’s it," I snarl, pounding into her.

She shudders, her inner muscles clamping down on me, milking me dry as she crashes over the edge. I spill inside her, groaning her name, adding my seed to the imaginary cocktail swirling inside her womb.

We collapse, tangled and sweating.

I look at the wall. Silence from the other side.

But I know he heard. And the thought of Robert lying there in the dark, picturing Emily's naked body and her "condition," settles in my gut like a heavy, dark stone.

This is the game now. And the stakes just got lethal.


CHAPTER 2

Robert has been here for three days.

He moves through my house like a silver-haired storm front—charismatic, heavy, and impossible to ignore. He drinks my scotch, charms my wife, and watches everything with eyes that miss nothing.

I am packed for a five-day trip to Chicago. My flight leaves in two hours, but my feet feel nailed to the hardwood floor of our bedroom.

Emily is pacing. She’s wearing a sheer silk slip, thin as breath, the color of champagne. It clings to every curve, outlining the dark aureoles of her nipples and the shadow between her thighs.

She stops by the window, looking out at the garden where Marcus is working. Her hand goes to her stomach again. That gesture.

"David," she says, her voice tight. She doesn't turn around.

"What is it, honey?" I walk over, placing my hands on her waist. The silk is warm from her skin.

She turns in my arms. Her eyes are wide, glassy with a mix of fear and defiance.

"I’m late," she whispers.

The air leaves the room. I don’t need to ask what she means.

"How late?"

"Five days. I’m never late, David. You know that. My cycle is like a clock." She takes a shaky breath, her gaze dropping to my chest. "And I feel... different. Heavy. Nauseous."

She looks up, locking eyes with me.

"I’m pregnant."

It hits like a sledgehammer to the sternum.

"Did you take a test?" My voice is hoarse, unrecognizable.

"I don't need a stick to tell me what’s happening in my own body," she says fiercely. "I know. There is something growing inside me."

She pauses, letting the next words gather weight before she drops them.

"And David... based on the timing... based on how much Marcus has been inside me this month..."

She trails off. She doesn't have to finish. We both know the math.

"It’s his," I whisper. The words taste like ash and copper.

"It could be," she admits. "Or it could be yours. But Marcus... he dumps so much in me. Every time."

I step back, my mind reeling. My wife is pregnant. And there is a high probability that the child she is carrying belongs to the gardener I hired. A child with his DNA, his build, his blood.

A bastard growing in my wife’s womb.

I should be furious. I should be sick. And I am—I am terrified. But beneath the terror, a dark, primal circuit lights up in my brain.

The Breeding Kink. The ultimate cuckold fantasy. Raising another man’s seed because I wasn’t potent enough to claim her myself.

I look at her stomach. Flat, pale, perfect.

"David?" Her voice cracks. "Say something. Are you... are you leaving me?"

I look at her face—the vulnerability, the fear. It breaks me.

I drop to my knees in front of her. I press my face against her belly, inhaling her scent through the silk.

"No," I rasp. "I’m not going anywhere."

"Even if it’s his?" she asks, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Even if I give birth to a baby that looks like him?"

"Especially then," I lie—or maybe it’s the truth. "If it’s his... we raise it. It’s part of you. It’s part of the life we chose."

She lets out a sob, sliding down to the floor with me. She kisses me, desperate and wet.

"You’re a good man, David," she whispers against my lips. "Better than I deserve."

"Listen to me," I say, gripping her shoulders. "I have to go to Chicago. I can't cancel. But while I’m gone... be careful. Robert is sharp. If he finds out about Marcus—about us—he won't understand. He’s old school."

"I know," she nods, wiping her eyes. "I’ll be careful."

"But Emily," I add, my voice dropping to a rough command. "If you need Marcus... if the 'cravings' hit... you call him. Don't starve yourself. Keep the baby happy."

Her eyes darken with lust. "I will."



Two days later. Chicago.

The hotel room is a luxurious, sterile box on the 40th floor. The city outside is a grid of meaningless lights.

I am a wreck. The distance has done nothing to clear my head; it’s only amplified the paranoia. Every time my phone buzzes, I think it’s Emily telling me she’s showing, or Robert telling me he’s found out.

I need a fix. I need to see her.

I open the secure cam app. It’s 2:00 PM back home.

I check the living room. Empty. Kitchen. Empty. Bedroom. Empty.

My heart starts to race. Where is she? Robert’s car was in the driveway on the outdoor cam.

I switch to the "Shed" camera.

It’s a new install—a small, wireless camera tucked high in the rafters of the tool shed in the backyard. It’s dusty, dimly lit by slatted sunlight coming through the wooden walls. It smells of gasoline and cut grass.

The feed loads.

My breath catches.

Emily is there. She is pinned against the rough wooden workbench.

Her dress is hiked up to her waist. She isn't wearing panties. Her legs are wrapped tight around Marcus’s waist.

Marcus is standing, his jeans shoved down to his thighs. He is driving into her with animalistic force.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

The workbench rattles against the wall. Dust motes dance in the shafts of light.

"Mmm... fuck, Marcus..." Emily moans, her head thrown back, exposing her throat. "Deeper... hit the baby... fuck your baby..."

The audio is tinny, but the words are clear. She is weaponizing the pregnancy. She is telling him exactly what he’s doing—breeding her.

Marcus grunts, slapping her ass with a loud crack. "Taking it all, huh? Good little breeder."

I am hard instantly, my hand flying to my cock in the hotel room. This is it. The reality of it.

But then, movement catches my eye.

The shed door. It’s slightly ajar.

A shadow falls across the floorboards.

My stomach drops through the floor.

A hand appears on the doorframe. Manicured nails. A gold watch.

Robert.

He pushes the door open just a few inches. He freezes.

He is standing there, framed by the bright sunlight of the garden, looking into the dim, dusty shed.

He sees everything.

He sees his stepdaughter-in-law, her dress bunched at her waist, her bare ass jiggling with impact. He sees the Black gardener burying himself inside her. He hears the wet slap of skin and the filthy things she’s screaming.

I stop breathing.

Run, Robert, I think. Yell. Stop them.

But he doesn't.

He stands absolutely still. His face is in shadow, but his posture isn't one of shock. It’s the posture of a man watching a performance.

His hand stays on the doorframe. He doesn't look away.

Inside, Marcus and Emily are oblivious. They are lost in the friction, in the heat of the shed.

"I’m gonna fill you up again!" Marcus roars.

"Do it!" Emily screams. "Fill me!"

Robert watches for ten long, agonizing seconds. Then, slowly, silently, he steps back.

He doesn't storm in. He doesn't slam the door.

He gently releases the doorframe, leaving the door ajar just as he found it, and disappears back toward the house.

I stare at the screen, my blood running cold.

He knows. He saw. And he didn't stop it.

I close the app, my hand shaking so hard I nearly drop the phone.

What does this mean? Is he disgusted? Is he planning to ambush me when I get home? Or... was he aroused?

I pace the hotel room for an hour, debating. I can't let her walk into a trap.

I dial Emily.

She answers on the second ring. She sounds breathless, happy. "Hey, honey."

"Where are you?" I ask, keeping my voice steady.

"Just... came in from the garden," she lies. "Checking on the flowers."

"Is Robert around?"

"He’s in the study, I think. Reading."

"Emily," I say, cutting through the small talk. "Listen to me very carefully. I was checking the perimeter cams."

Silence on the line.

"Robert was in the backyard. Near the shed. About twenty minutes ago."

I hear her sharp intake of breath.

"Did he... come inside?" she whispers, her voice trembling.

"No. But he was at the door, Emily. He might have seen something. Or heard something."

"Oh my god," she gasps. Panic floods her tone. "David... if he saw... he’ll think I’m a whore."

"He might," I admit, and the thought sends a strange, twisted spike of heat through my gut mixed with the nausea. Robert, the moral compass, seeing Emily as a slut. The shame is electric.

"David, I’m scared," she whispers. "What if he confronts me? What if he calls you and tells you to divorce me?"

I stop pacing. The fear in her voice grounds me. She is spiraling. I need to be the anchor.

"Em, listen." I pin my voice to bedrock. "If he says one word against you, I’ll tell him the truth. This is our life. We chose it. I love you for it. He can deal or disappear."

I breathe, forcing the conviction into the phone, even as my own hands shake. "You are my everything. He can’t touch that."

I hear her breath slow, then a small, raw laugh. "Thank you. I just… I don’t want to lose you."

"You won’t." I mean it.

And still, the image of Robert in that doorway crawls under my ribs and stays. The way he looked at her—like he was seeing a car crash he couldn't look away from.

"I’ll keep an eye on the cams while I’m here," I say. "We’ll handle him."

We hang up. The room hums. My phone cools in my hand.

Her truth, the baby, Robert’s eyes—none of it gone, just pushed to the edge for now. I lie back and stare at the ceiling, ready for the storm, for whatever comes next, because that’s the vow: her chaos, my spine, our fire—held, no matter what.


CHAPTER 3

Three days into the trip, and my phone is a lifeline.

The hotel air is recycled and stale. The meetings are a blur of handshakes and spreadsheets I don't care about. The only thing that feels real is the secure cam app on my phone.

I keep flipping through the feeds, waiting for the explosion. I’ve been bracing for it since Robert stood in the shed doorway and watched Marcus breeding my wife. I expect him to storm the house, to call me screaming.

It never comes.

What comes instead is slower. Quiet. Deliberate.

Monday. The driveway feed shows Marcus idling in his truck, elbow resting out the window. He’s waiting for a signal. But Robert is there. He has Marcus pinned. He’s leaning against the truck door, hands deep in his pockets, engaging Marcus in a never-ending conversation about lawnmowers and fertilizer. Emily hovers at the front door, wearing a tight tank top. Her smile is tight. She can’t slip away. Robert is walling her off.

Tuesday. The kitchen feed. Emily reaches for her keys, that feral spark in her eyes I know by heart. A text from Marcus has just landed; I can feel it. But before she can take a step, Robert breezes in. He’s warm, insistent, smiling that fatherly smile. "Emily, come with me to the farmer's market. I need a woman's eye for produce." She hesitates. She glances at the phone, then at him. She nods, defeated. The shed goes dark again.

Wednesday. The living room. Robert sprawls in my armchair with a newspaper, but he isn't reading. His eyes are sentries. Wherever Emily moves, they track her. There is no lecture. No scene. Just a wall of polite, suffocating presence. He thinks he’s saving me. He thinks he’s guarding my marriage from a wandering wife. He’s wrong, and he’s almost noble about it. That’s what makes it sting.

Then, the thing happens that twists the knife and lights a fuse.

Wednesday afternoon. The kitchen feed again.

Emily is wiping the table. She’s wearing a loose, floral sundress. No bra. I can tell by the sway. And likely no panties, given the heatwave. She’s not putting on a show; she’s just being free in her own home.

She bends over to scrub a spot on the far side of the table.

The fabric rides up. High. It exposes the pale, soft curve of her upper thighs and the heavy swing of her breasts beneath the thin cotton.

Robert is at the counter, sipping water. He freezes mid-sip.

His eyes lock onto her.

They darken. The "fatherly" mask slips, revealing something raw and hungry underneath. His jaw hardens. His gaze traces the line of her leg, up to the shadow between her thighs.

His hand drops to his crotch—a quick, involuntary adjustment. He squeezes himself, shifting the fabric of his trousers, before he abruptly turns away, facing the sink, breathing hard.

He saw. He wanted.

It wasn't planned. It wasn't staged. It was real.

I don’t get angry. I get hard.

The thought of Robert—my almost-father, the moral compass—cracking for her sends a jolt of heat through me like a live wire. He hates what she does, but his body betrays him.

My phone buzzes a minute later. Emily.

"David, he’s driving me crazy," she whispers, her voice echoing slightly—she’s hiding in the bathroom. "Marcus came by, and Robert camped in the yard talking about roses for an hour. I can’t even get to the shed. I’m climbing the walls."

"He’s playing guard dog, babe. Thinks he’s saving me from you." I take a shallow breath, the image of Robert’s hand on his crotch still burning in my mind. "I’m home tomorrow. Hold tight. We’ll fix it."

"You’d better," she snaps, a thin laugh fraying the edges. "My hormones are going haywire. The 'baby' needs attention, David. I’m losing my mind without a release."

"You won’t. One more day."



I walk into our house on Thursday evening, and the weight comes off my shoulders.

The air smells of jasmine and roast chicken. Lamplight glows soft against the walls. Emily meets me at the door in a red lace dress that leaves nothing to the imagination—nipples dark through the mesh, thighs parted, breath quick.

She kisses me like she’s trying to inhale me.

Dinner is tense. Robert sits across from me, his silver hair catching the candlelight. He studies me like a surgeon deciding where to cut. He wants to tell me what he "knows." He wants to warn me about the shed.

But he doesn't. He talks about the stock market. He is protecting me from a truth he thinks I can’t handle.

I let the small talk run its course. I keep my powder dry.

Later, in our room, the door locks, and the pretense shatters.

"David, I need you," she gasps, backing me against the door. "I haven't been touched in four days. Robert has been a jailer."

I’m on her in an instant. I tear the lace aside. I slide in deep.

She is soaked—creamy, hot, desperate. She clutches me like a promise.

"Ohhh... David, yes!"

I drive for it, too far gone. The friction, the image of Robert downstairs, the "pregnancy"—it’s too much.

"Is the baby hungry?" I rasp, grinding against her cervix. "Does it miss Marcus?"

"Yes!" she cries out, shameless. "It misses his big cock! You’re too small... oh god, but it feels good...!"

That comparison—the humiliation—sends me over the edge. I come hard, shouting her name, leaving her trembling, close but not quite over.

I collapse against her neck. "I’m sorry, babe. Too fast."

I kiss her throat, guilt warm in my chest. "Not as good as him, huh? He’s bigger. Harder. He lasts longer. I know."

She meets my gaze, cheeks pink, eyes clear. She doesn't comfort me with a lie. "He is, honey. He stretches me out better. But you’re mine."

That lands where it needs to.

I hold her until our breathing lines up, then say what’s been burning a hole in me since Wednesday.

"About Robert," I say, my voice dropping low. "He’s hovering because he thinks you’re sneaking around. He’s trying to save me."

A shadow passes through her face. "So in his head, I’m a bad wife. Trash. Carrying a bastard." Her voice cracks.

"He’s wrong," I say, lifting her chin. "And there’s more. I saw him on the cams yesterday. In the kitchen."

She blinks. "What?"

"You bent over to clean the table. No bra. Dress riding up. He froze, Emily. He couldn't look away."

I lean closer, whispering the dirty truth.

"He adjusted himself. He grabbed his dick, right there in the kitchen. He wanted you."

Her eyes widen. Color rushes her cheeks—shock, shame, and then, something darker. Heat.

"Robert? Wanting me?"

"Yeah." A slow, wicked smile curls at my mouth. "He thinks he’s the moral authority. But he’s just a man. A hypocrite."

I trace the line of her jaw.

"Here’s the play, Em. We stop hiding. You tease him. Nudge him to the edge. Wear the low-cut tops. Bend over when he’s watching. Ask him for help with things."

"David..." she breathes, scandalous delight sparking in her eyes.

"If he breaks," I say, "he loses his power. He’s just another man weak for you. Then I tell him the truth about us. If he doesn't break... if he judges you... I’ll tell him anyway. Either way, we win."

She studies me, a queen weighing a weapon. "You’re sure? This is Robert. He’s... family."

"Hell yes, I’m sure." My hand finds the curve of her ass and draws her in. "He watched you in that shed, Em. Now let’s see if he can watch you in the living room without cracking."

Her smile turns hungry. The trip, the cams, the jailer—everything that’s been choking us loosens in the heat between us.

"Okay," she whispers. "Let’s play."

She kisses me, slow and deep, and I feel the old rhythm return: her chaos, my spine, our fire. Whatever Robert thinks he’s guarding, he’s already standing in the wrong doorway. And we’re about to open it wide.


CHAPTER 4

Work is a blur of gray forms and droning voices. I am physically present in the meeting room, nodding at quarterly projections, but my nerves are wired to the phone burning a hole in my pocket.

Emily is home. Robert is there.

Last night, we set the fuse. Today, she lights it.

She isn't waiting for me to get back. She’s already playing.

I excuse myself to the bathroom, locking the stall door like an addict seeking a fix. I tap the app.

10:15 AM. Kitchen Feed.

There she is.

She’s wearing a thin, floral summer dress. It’s modest at a glance, but I know better. The fabric clings to her hips, telegraphing the absence of panties. Beneath the bodice, the outline of a red lacem bra burns through the cotton.

She is leaning against the counter, chopping fruit.

Robert stands beside her. He’s moved closer than necessary.

"Careful with that knife, Emily," he says. His voice is gentle, protective. "You shouldn't be on your feet this long. The baby needs you rested."

"I'm fine, Robert," she says, her voice light, breathy. She turns to reach for a bowl on the high shelf.

As she stretches, the dress rides up. A flash of smooth, pale thigh.

She wobbles—just a fraction. A calculated slip.

"Whoa, easy!" Robert steps in instantly. His large hands grab her waist to steady her.

He holds her there for a beat too long. His thumbs press into the soft curve of her hips.

"I’ve got you," he murmurs. His eyes drop to her chest, which is heaving slightly from the 'exertion'. "I’ve got you."

He doesn't let go immediately. He stands behind her, inhaling the scent of her hair. I see his knuckles whiten against her dress.

He thinks he’s saving her. He thinks he’s being a good grandfather-to-be. But his body betrays him.

Through the pixels, I see the shift in his slacks. A thickening. A tenting of fabric right against her lower back.

He’s hard. Hugging my pregnant wife, and he’s hard.

Emily doesn't pull away. She leans back into him, just an inch. Accepting the support. Accepting the erection pressing against her spine.

I groan in the office stall, my own cock throbbing against my belt.

1:30 PM. Living Room Feed.

She’s escalated.

Robert is tightening a loose screw on the bookshelf. He’s on one knee.

Emily approaches him holding a glass of lemonade. She stands directly in his line of sight.

"You’re so reliable, Robert," she says softly. "David is always so busy... it’s nice to have a man around who knows how to fix things."

It’s warm praise, edged like glass.

She steps closer to hand him the glass. She doesn't bend at the knees. She bends at the waist.

The neckline of her dress falls open.

Gravity does the rest. Her breasts, heavy and swollen (or so she claims), spill forward in the red lace cups.

Robert looks up to take the glass—and freezes.

His eyes lock onto her cleavage. He stops breathing. He is staring right down her shirt, at the nipples hardened by the air conditioning.

He should look away. He should apologize.

He doesn't. He stares, transfixed, his mouth slightly open. The screwdriver slips from his hand and clatters to the floor.

"Oops," Emily giggles. "Clumsy me."

She straightens up, smiling like summer, pretending she didn't just flash her father-in-law.

Robert clears his throat, his face flushing a deep, guilty red. He scrambles to stand up, turning his back to the camera to hide the undeniable erection straining his trousers.

He’s losing. Inch by inch.



I get home at 6:00 PM. The air in the house is charged, thick with static.

Dinner is quiet. Robert avoids looking at her. He eats quickly, his eyes fixed on his plate. He looks like a man haunted by a ghost he wants to fuck.

Emily is serene. She touches my hand, touches her belly, plays the glowing mother. But when she looks at me, her eyes are dark with a shared secret.

Later. The bedroom.

The lamp paints her in red lace—stockings, straps, and that bra I saw on camera. She perches on the edge of the bed, thighs pressed tight.

"Tell me," I say, loosening my tie. "How did it feel? With him."

She looks down, twisting the lace of her stocking. "Weird," she whispers. "Marcus is simple. Just heat. No history. But Robert... he’s family, David."

She shudders, a mix of revulsion and thrill.

"He was looking today. Really looking. When he held my waist... his hands were shaking. I could feel him, David. He was hard against my back."

"Did you like it?"

She swallows. "It felt... heavy. Taboo. Like I was stealing something. But... god, it lit me up. Seeing him crack. Seeing the 'good man' crumble just because I bent over."

"He’s on the edge," I say, cupping her jaw. "One push."

"I want to push," she nods. "For us."

My phone lights up on the nightstand. I glance at the app.

Hallway Feed.

Robert’s door opens. He steps out, wearing his robe. He’s heading to the kitchen for water. He has to pass our door.

A perfect vein of risk opens.

I lean to her ear. "He’s coming by. Right now."

Her eyes widen.

"Let’s test him," I whisper. "I’m going to leave the door cracked. Just an inch. I’m going to fuck you. Loud. Hard. And we’ll see if he keeps walking... or if he stops."

Her breath snags. Color floods her cheeks. "David... that’s dangerous."

"Do you want to know?" I ask. "Do you want to know if he watches?"

"Yes," she breathes. "Do it."

I get up and walk to the door. I unlatch it. I leave it open a sliver—just enough for sound to escape, just enough for a shadow to be seen.

I come back to the bed. I strip off my pants. I don’t undress her. I want the lace.

I push her back onto the pillows. I spread her legs. She is already soaked.

"Is he there?" she whispers.

"He’s coming," I say.

I slide into her.

"Ohhh..."

"Louder," I command. "Let him hear you getting bred."

I drive into her—hard, unrefined strokes. The bedframe ticks rhythmically against the wall.

"Yes... David... fuck me!" she cries out, pitching her voice toward the hallway.

I watch the sliver of darkness at the door.

A shadow falls across the light from the hall.

Footsteps. Pad. Pad. Pad.

Then silence.

The shadow halts. Right outside our door.

He didn't keep walking. He stopped.

My heart hammers against my ribs like a trapped bird. Robert is standing three feet away, listening to his son fuck his pregnant wife.

"Oh god... yes! Deep!" Emily moans, her eyes locked on mine, knowing he’s there. "Fill me up! For the baby!"

That line. That forbidden, filthy line.

It hits me too hard.

The visual of Robert outside—the "grandfather"—listening to her beg for seed to feed the bastard child... it overloads my brain.

My hips hammer uncontrollably. Heat blinds me.

"Emily..." I gasp.

"Don't stop," she urges, reaching for her climax. "I'm close... get me there..."

But I can't hold it. The risk is too potent. The voyeurism is too sharp.

I roar into her, my body seizing up. I spill everything I planned to hold, shuddering violently, finishing in seconds.

The wave breaks. I collapse on top of her, panting.

I look at the door.

The shadow lingers for one more second. Then, slowly, it moves away. The soft pad, pad of footsteps retreats down the hall.

He stayed. He listened to the finish.

I look down at Emily.

She is staring at the ceiling. Her chest is heaving, her body still tense, coiled tight. Her eyes are wide, and her mouth is pinched in frustration.

She didn't come.

"David, really?" she says, low and sharp. "I was right there."

Guilt flares hot and ugly. I stroke her hair, but she flinches.

"I know. I’m sorry. The shadow outside... knowing he was listening... I lost it."

She exhales, rolling away from me. She pulls the sheet up, covering the lace, covering the heat I failed to extinguish.

"It’s fine," she says, her voice flat.

It isn't fine.

"He stopped, Em," I whisper, trying to salvage the victory. "He listened. He wanted to hear it."

"Great," she mutters, closing her eyes. "He got a show. And I got nothing."

She turns her back to me.

I lie there in the dark, the scent of sex and failure heavy in the air.

Robert knows. He’s crossed the line from protector to participant. He’s trapped in our gravity now.

But as I look at the rigid curve of my wife’s spine, I know the truth. I won the game with Robert, but I lost the night with her.

And in this house, an unsatisfied wife is the most dangerous thing of all.


CHAPTER 5

The office drones—fluorescents buzzing like angry flies, stale coffee turning my stomach, voices chewing on meaningless numbers.

I’m physically sitting in my ergonomic chair, but I’m not here. I’m back in last night.

I have the hallway feed open on my phone, shielded by a stack of files. I’m replaying the footage from 11:42 PM.

Grainy night vision. A door cracked open a sliver.

Robert appears. His silver hair is a streak of ghost-light in the dark. He is wearing his silk robe, a glass of water in hand. He walks toward his room, then stops.

Right outside our door.

Through the mic, the audio is muffled but undeniable. Emily’s moans punch through the wood—raw, filthy cries. "Ohhh… David, fuck me! Fill me up!"

On screen, Robert goes rigid. He braces a hand against the wall to steady himself. His knuckles turn white. He doesn't move away. He doesn't cough to alert us.

He stands there, head bowed, drinking it in. He listens to the wet slap of skin, the bedsprings squeaking, the desperation in her voice.

He stays for three full minutes.

He only peels off when I groan her name and the room drops quiet. He moves slowly, like a sleepwalker surfacing from a heavy dream, and disappears into his room.

Heat climbs my spine in the cold office.

He didn't just pass by. He stayed. He wanted. The old man’s fire isn’t dead; it’s starved. And my wife just poured gasoline on it.

I call Emily. She answers on the first ring, her voice soft but edged with the lingering frustration of last night.

"Hey, honey."

"Babe, listen," I say, keeping my voice low, charged. "I checked the hall cam. Robert didn’t just walk past. He stopped."

"He did?"

"He braced himself against the wall and listened to every second. He only left after I came. He’s hooked, Em."

Her inhale crackles through the line. Shock, yes—then a beat of heat.

"He... stayed? God. That’s... intense."

"He’s not stone," I say, grinning into the handset. "He’s a man, and you’re breaking him. Keep going. Use the pregnancy. Make him feel like he has to take care of you."

Silence, the kind that means she’s calculating.

"I can do that," she whispers. "He’s been hovering all morning. Asking if I need water, if I need a pillow. He’s worried about the 'baby'."

"Let him worry," I say. "Let him get close."

"Okay. For you."



Mid-morning. I steal another look. Living room feed, volume low.

Emily is on the couch. She’s not wearing cutoffs. She’s wearing one of my white button-down shirts, unbuttoned low, sleeves rolled up. Below it, just bare, smooth legs. No pants.

She looks fragile, domestic, and incredibly sexy.

Robert sits beside her. Not on the armchair—on the couch. Close.

He’s holding a book, but he isn't reading.

"You look tired, Emily," Robert says. His voice is gentle, dripping with that protective grandfatherly tone.

"I am," she sighs, leaning her head back, exposing the long, elegant line of her throat. "My back is killing me today. The extra weight... even this early, I can feel it."

She shifts, wincing slightly. The shirt rides up her thigh. A flash of pale skin, dangerously close to where her panties should be.

Robert’s eyes track the movement. He swallows.

"Here," he says, his voice thickening. "Shift forward. Let me put this pillow behind you."

He leans in. His arm brushes her breast as he adjusts the cushion. He freezes for a split second—feeling the softness, the lack of a bra—before pulling back.

"Better?" he asks.

"Much," she purrs. She turns to him, eyes wide and grateful. "You’re so good to me, Robert. David is lucky to have you. I’m lucky."

She lets her hand drift to his knee. Just a graze. Not sexual—comforting. But on a man like him, it’s a match strike.

"David’s away a lot," Robert says, his jaw working. "It must get lonely. Especially now. With... the condition."

"It does," she whispers. "Sometimes I’m just... here. Waiting. Aching."

She lets that word hang. Aching.

"I manage," she adds softly, dropping her voice. "I have ways to keep busy. Marcus helps around the house... he’s very... physical."

Robert stiffens. The mention of Marcus triggers him. The Guardian wakes up.

"You should be careful with him, Emily," Robert warns, his voice turning steel-hard. "He’s... rough around the edges."

"He saved me," she counters, her voice fraying, sounding small and honest. "Months ago. Robbers broke in. He fought them off. He bled for me, Robert."

Robert’s face changes. The judgment wavers; the hero complex kicks in.

"My God. I didn't know."

His hand covers hers on his knee. He squeezes.

"I’m glad you’re alright," he says. "You’re safe now. I’m here."

On-screen, Emily leans into him. Her shoulder presses against his chest. It’s intimate. It’s a blur of lines—daughter, wife, woman.

Robert doesn't pull away. He looks down at her, at the open collar of my shirt, at the rise and fall of her chest. Heat shines in his eyes, unfiltered.

I’m hard at my desk, watching my stepfather fall in love with my wife’s chaos.

But then, a cold blade slips through the heat.

The baby.

I’ve been surfing the fire, enjoying the game, but the undertow is real. Emily claims she’s pregnant. It might be Marcus’s.

If she keeps this up... if Robert gets too close... he’s going to see the truth when that baby comes out. A black child in a white family.

The shame hits me like a rogue wave. Neighbors’ eyes. Robert’s mouth flattening to coin-thin disapproval. The destruction of my legacy.

I can handle the sex. I can handle the sharing. But raising a bastard that announces his paternity to the world with his skin color?

My chest tightens. I can't breathe.

I need a clean voice outside the hurricane.

Jake.

I duck into the break room, my hands shaking as I dial. He picks up on the second ring—solid, unshakable.

"Yo. Everything good?"

"No," I say, my voice cracking. "Got a minute? It’s personal. Big. I’m in over my head, Jake."

"Talk to me."

"Emily’s pregnant," I whisper, checking the empty room. "And I think it’s the bull’s."

Silence on the line. Then a low whistle.

"Lunch. Usual spot," Jake says, his tone shifting from casual to triage mode. "We’ll sort it."

I nod into the phone like a drowning man who spots a rope.

I pocket the phone, breathe deep, and step back into the office. But the grey walls can't hide the reality anymore. Emily’s fire, Robert’s hunger, the baby’s shadow—everything is converging. And I’m standing in the center, waiting for the lightning to strike.


CHAPTER 6

The diner smells of burnt coffee and grease—a grounding, honest scent compared to the confusing perfume of my house.

Jake sits across from me, nursing a chipped mug. He is steady as bedrock. I owe him more than the price of this lunch.

I lean in, dropping my voice below the clatter of silverware.

"Jake, you changed my life," I say. "Back when I was lost... when I thought Emily’s hunger was a problem... you nudged me toward the truth. Our life now... her fire, my worship... it’s perfect."

He laughs, easy and rough. "I gave you a nudge. You two built the blaze." His eyes sharpen, reading the tension in my shoulders. "But you didn’t drag me here to say thanks. What’s wrong?"

I breathe once, deep, then drop the bomb.

"Emily’s pregnant."

Jake’s eyebrows shoot up. "Congratulations?"

"It... might not be mine," I rasp. "It’s likely Marcus’s. The timing... the frequency. I love her. I love what we are. But Jake... a baby? A mixed-race baby that everyone will know isn't mine?"

I look down at my hands. "I’m scared."

Jake sits with it. No pity. Just the quiet understanding of a man who has walked through the fire. He sips his coffee, sets the mug down with a deliberate click.

"No sugarcoating—that’s tough," he says. "But look at it this way. Samy stepped out before—her choice, my blessing. Our kids? I call them mine. Never swabbed a cheek."

He leans forward, his voice firm, cutting through the diner noise.

"Listen to me. Blood is biology. Family is what you build. Look at Robert—he raised you, didn't he? No DNA required. That’s fatherhood: love, time, showing up. If you raise that kid, protect it, pour yourself in—it’s yours. Even if it has Marcus’s eyes."

The words hit like clean air in a suffocating room.

I think of Robert. His discipline. The roof he kept over me. He wasn't my blood, but he was my father.

And now, I am standing in his shoes.

"Jesus," I murmur. The knot in my chest loosens. Not gone, but bearable. "That... makes it possible."

"It makes it noble," Jake grins, clapping my shoulder. "You got this. Keep loving Emily. Keep showing up. The rest will follow."

He checks his watch. "Also, this weekend—come over. Just you two, us two. Intimate. You need a night like that to blow off steam."

"We’re in," I say, a real breath finding me again.



I walk back into the house with a new clarity.

Family is what you build.

I can do this. I can raise Marcus’s child and call it mine. It’s the ultimate act of devotion to Emily.

The house smells of simmering garlic. Robert is on the sofa with the paper, silver hair catching the lamplight.

He doesn't look up when I enter. His eyes are glued to the newsprint, but his fingers are white-knuckled on the page.

Guilt clings to him like a second skin.

He’s replaying the hallway. Her moans. That cracked door.

I feel no anger. Just a quiet, electric thrill. He’s losing ground.

Emily is in the kitchen, stirring a pot. She’s wearing a dress that hugs every line of her body—the body that is currently nurturing a secret.

When she thinks I’m not looking, Robert looks. His gaze hooks onto her hips, the lift of her breasts. It stays too long. It’s hungry.

Dinner scrapes past. Robert is clipped, careful. He eats quickly, avoiding eye contact with the "pregnant" woman he’s lusting after.

Later. The bedroom door clicks shut.

Emily waits for me. She’s wearing a sheer lace nightgown, more suggestion than cloth. Her nipples are dark smudges under the fabric; her thighs are eased apart.

There is mischief in her eyes as she leans close, her voice dropping to a whisper.

"David," she says, a secret sliding under the door. "I found something cleaning Robert’s room today."

"What?"

"In his trash bin. A pile of tissues. Crumpled. Stiff."

Blood roars in my ears.

I see him—alone in that guest room, hand moving, her voice playing on a loop in his skull.

"He touched himself to you," I murmur. My hand skims her thigh, catching the damp heat radiating beneath the lace. "Your body did that. The thought of you... pregnant... dirty... it broke him."

She shivers, cheeks flushing. It’s shame tangled with a spark she can’t smother. "That’s... intense. He’s your father, David."

"Stepfather," I correct, my voice thickening. "And he’s a man. You’re consuming him, Em."

I hear water running in the kitchen. Then it stops.

I thumb the cam app on the nightstand.

Hallway Feed.

Robert fills the frame. He’s at the sink, glass in hand. He turns, walking down the hall toward the guest room.

He has to pass our door.

A wicked idea blooms.

"He’s coming," I murmur into her neck. "Let him burn."

I walk to the door. I crack it open—just an inch. A sliver of light cuts across the dark carpet.

I come back to the bed. I push Emily onto her back.

"Be loud," I command. "Call me Daddy. Let him hear who the father is."

Her eyes flare—shock, nerves, hunger. Then a small, scorched smile. "Okay... Daddy."

I strip and slide into her.

She is slick, hot, primed by the secret we share.

"Ohhh..."

"Louder," I whisper, driving deep. "Tell Daddy how it feels."

"Ohhh, Daddy—yes!" she cries out.

The word is a weapon. Daddy. It claims the baby. It claims her. And it mocks the man outside who wishes he was the one filling her.

I drive deeper, deliberate, a rhythm that rocks the bed. Her legs lock at my waist.

"More, Daddy, please," she gasps, her voice unashamed. "Feed the baby! Give it to me!"

I tilt her hips toward the light, giving the hallway a view of her shuddering body, the bounce of her breasts.

Pad. Pad. Pad.

The footsteps outside stop.

A shadow fills the gap in the doorframe. And holds.

It sets me on fire. Robert is standing there, glass in hand, listening to his daughter-in-law beg her "Daddy" to breed her.

I grip her thighs, spreading her wider. I pound harder.

"Is it good, baby?" I growl, loud enough for the audience.

"Yes! Yes! Don't stop!"

She crests on the edge, her voice climbing to a scream.

"I’m coming! Daddy, I’m coming!"

Heat detonates in my groin. I spill into her with a low, guttural groan, pouring everything I have into her womb.

We collapse in the hush. The shadow at the door lingers for a heartbeat, then moves away.

Robert retreats to his room to add another tissue to the pile.

I smooth Emily’s hair, kissing the corner of her mouth. She is glowing, wrecked.

"Good?" I murmur. "Knowing he watched? Knowing he heard you call me Daddy?"

Her breath stutters. Color moves high in her cheeks.

"It’s wrong," she whispers, voice shaking with delight. "And it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever done."

I smile, tracing the curve of her stomach—the center of our deception.

"He’s in his room now," I say. "Hand on himself. Wishing he was me."

We lie tangled, the house quiet, our storm alive.

The question isn’t if Robert will break. It’s when—and what we’ll do with the pieces when he does.


CHAPTER 7

The last two days crawl by like a quiet storm holding its breath.

Robert moves through the house like a shifting shadow. He avoids my eyes, heavy with a guilt that isn't his to carry. But his gaze snags on Emily whenever he thinks I’m not looking.

He watches her hand on her stomach. He watches the sway of her hips.

His jaw works; his hands fidget. The hunger is betraying him.

Yesterday, he stared when she bent for a spoon, her skirt riding high. Later, Emily found more crumpled tissues in his trash can—another mute, sticky confession.

He’s unraveling. And we are pulling the thread.

On the drive to Jake and Samy’s, the tension finally breaks. Emily slides closer in the passenger seat, her fingertips grazing my thigh.

"He’s losing it, David," she whispers, a thrill in her voice. "Those tissues... he’s thinking of me, isn’t he? Thinking about what he saw in the shed."

"Oh, he’s burning," I murmur, squeezing her hand. "You’re in his head. Every moan. Every curve. Keep pushing, Em. He’s ours to break."

She laughs, low and bright. "You’re bad. But I love it."



Jake and Samy’s place is a sanctuary. Clean lines, soft lamps, a ribbon of jazz threading the air. It’s a world away from the suffocating judgment of my stepfather.

Jake opens the door, looking easy and sharp in a rolled-sleeve button-up. "Right on time."

Samy floats in behind him. She’s wearing a midnight-blue dress painted to her waist, dark hair loose, perfume warm and assertive. She hugs Emily, then me. Her hand lingers on my back a second too long, pressing warmth into my shirt.

"Glad you guys made it," she says, her eyes holding mine. "You look like you need a drink."

We gather around a small table. Steak smoke, basil, the clink of glass.

Jake pours a rich red wine. He fills my glass to the brim. Then he turns the bottle toward Emily, but pauses. He remembers my call from the office. He knows the situation.

"And for the lady..." Jake says smoothly, setting the wine down and picking up a chilled crystal pitcher. "Sparkling cider? Or cranberry juice? I assume we’re keeping things... safe?"

Emily smiles—a soft, maternal smile that twists a knife in my gut, but strangely, it doesn't hurt. She places a hand on her belly.

"Cranberry is fine, Jake. Thanks," she says. "Can't be too careful. The little one needs me to be good."

She glances at me. A look of pure devotion—to the lie, or to the baby?

"Gotta keep Marcus's legacy safe, right?" she whispers, loud enough for just the table to hear.

I watch her hand cup her lower stomach. For a split second, the old jealousy flares—sharp and hot. That’s Marcus’s name on her lips. Marcus’s ghost in her womb.

But then, the feeling shifts.

I see the way she protects it. The way she softens. Even if it’s a ruse, or even if it’s real—that instinct is hers. She’s nurturing something. She’s committed.

A wave of warmth washes over me, drowning the bitterness. It’s not suffering anymore. It’s admiration. She is taking care of what we built, no matter whose seed started it.

I touch her arm. "You're doing great, babe."

She beams at me.

"To the growing family," Samy toasts, a mischievous glint in her eye as she clinks her glass against Emily’s juice.



Samy’s fingers brush my knuckles as she passes a dish. "So, how’s the... situation with the grandfather?" she asks, arching a brow.

"Robert is on the edge," I say. "He’s watching her like a hawk, but he’s jerking off to the thought of her. It’s a powder keg."

"Sounds hot," Samy murmurs, her gaze dropping to my mouth. "Maybe we can help you blow off some steam before you go back to the war zone."

On the sofa, the music dips into something low and suggestive.

Jake taps a small wooden box on the table and opens it. Cards.

"A game," he says, grin crooked. "Pull a card, do what it says. No pressure. Just fun."

We start soft. Emily draws: Kiss the person to your left. That’s Samy.

They lean in. Their lips brush—soft, testing. Then Samy deepens it, her hand tangling in Emily’s blonde hair. It’s erotic, fluid. My pregnant wife kissing another woman, tasting a different kind of softness.

Then Samy draws. She reads the card, smiles, and sets her palm on my thigh. It slides up, resting dangerously close to my crotch.

Touch the person you want the most.

Heat moves under my skin. She chose me. Not Jake. Me.

Emily pulls again. Sit on the lap of the man across from you. That’s Jake.

She goes with a queen’s ease. She settles onto his lap, her dress riding up her thighs. She wraps an arm around his neck, careful not to press her stomach too hard against him.

"Comfortable?" Jake grins, his hands resting respectfully—but firmly—on her hips.

"Very," she purrs.

Wine strips the distance from our voices. Jake pulls Emily closer. His hand swallows her waist. Their mouths meet, slow and certain.

Samy leans in, her mouth at my ear. "Let them play," she whispers. "We can have our fun too."

Then her lips take mine—warm, decisive. A spark catches.

I look once—long enough to etch the moment.

Emily reclines on the sofa, dress bunched at her waist, knees parted. Jake kneels between her legs.

He isn't gentle. He grips her hips and drives into her.

Her spine bows; her head falls back; gold spills across the cushions.

"Oh God... Jake..." she moans, the sound unfurling in the room.

Jake leans over her, his voice low and gravelly, perfectly playing into the fantasy.

"God, Emily... you feel so different," he growls, thrusting deeper. "So soft. Your pussy is unbelievably soft."

"Yes..." she gasps. "Is it good?"

"It’s incredible," Jake murmurs, grinding against her. "There’s nothing like fucking a pregnant woman. Knowing you're already full... knowing you're ripe. Fuck, it turns me on."

He slaps her ass—a sharp, wet sound. " taking it all for the baby, huh?"

"Yes! Yes!" Emily cries out, shameless. "Fill me up! Don't hold back!"

Watching them—hearing Jake praise her pregnant body, hearing her accept it—something snaps into place inside me.

Samy is unbuckling my belt, her mouth hot on my neck. My hands are in her hair.

But my eyes are on Emily.

I see the bliss on her face. The total, uninhibited joy.

And in that moment, the knot inside me finally dissolves.

It doesn't matter.

It doesn't matter if the baby is Marcus's. It doesn't matter if it's mine. It doesn't matter if it's a lie or the truth.

All that matters is this: She is happy. She is loved. She is free. And she is mine.

The paternity is just biology. This—this connection, this fire—is reality.

"Take it, Em!" I shout, my voice rough with emotion. "Enjoy him! You deserve it!"

She finds me across the room, her eyes glassy and famished. She smiles—a pure, radiant smile.

Samy slides down my body, taking me into her mouth. I groan, my head falling back, overwhelmed by the sensation and the sheer relief of letting go.

Across the room, Jake’s bass-low groans mix with Emily’s raw, climbing hunger.

"I’m coming!" she screams. "Oh god, Jake, I'm coming!"

The sound rips through me. I explode in Samy’s mouth, my release syncing with hers, a perfect, shattered harmony.

For an hour, the world is just skin, sweat, and the jazz playing softly in the background.

After, we slow. The room settles into a heavy, satisfied hush.

Jake stands with Emily gathered against his chest, her cheeks flushed, hair a gold tangle. He nods toward the guest bedroom.

"I’m taking care of her tonight," he says, playful but respectful. "You good with Samy?"

I laugh, unclenched. "More than good."

Samy laces her fingers through mine and leads me to the master suite. Sheets whisper; city lights smear the ceiling.

We settle after a second round, her head on my chest, breaths syncing.

Something in me has shifted. I’m not the man who mistook freedom for loss. I hear Jake’s voice again: Family is what you build.

Let her be free—but steer the game.

Tomorrow we’ll face Robert’s edge. But tonight, the war is over. I know who I am. And I know who the father is.

It’s the man who stays.


CHAPTER 8

Morning pours gold across the highway, the engine’s hum a steady pulse as the city unspools behind us.

Emily sits angled toward the window, hair loose and lit like silk, her palm resting warm on my thigh.

The heat from last night—Jake, Samy, the blur of mouths and hands—still runs low in my blood. It hasn’t faded; it has deepened, tightening the cord between us.

"Last night," I say, keeping my eyes on the road but my hand covering hers. "It was incredible. Samy... she moved like she was riding a storm. But Em? Even when I was deep inside her... my eyes kept drifting to you."

She squeezes my leg, smiling at the passing trees.

"You were the center of it," I continue, my voice rough with honesty. "New. Wild. But you were the heart. Watching you take Jake... hearing you beg for it... it didn't take anything away from me. It added to us."

"I’m glad you had fun," she says softy. A spark curves her mouth. "Jake... he owned every breath. It scared me a little. Lit me up a lot. But even with him inside me, I felt you—across the room, watching, approving. That’s what made it safe."

Her words lay a warm hand on my chest.

I clear my throat. The other truth—the heavier one—is sitting between us on the console.

"The baby," I say.

She stiffens slightly. Her hand goes still on my thigh.

"I’ve been wrestling with it, Em. All week. Since you told me." I take a breath, letting the resolve settle. "I’m ready. I’ll raise it. I’ll love it like it’s mine. Blood or not—it’s ours."

She turns in her seat, eyes widening. Her jaw trembles before she catches it.

"You mean that?" she whispers. "Even if... even if it comes out looking like Marcus?"

"Especially then," I lie—or maybe it's the truth now. The shame has twisted into a strange kind of pride. "Family is what we build. You taught me that. Jake reminded me. Hell, even Robert did. He raised me, didn't he? Now it's my turn."

I lift her hand and kiss her knuckles.

"We make this family, Emily. You, me, and whoever else we let in. I’m there. Every step."

She leans across the console, resting her head on my shoulder. Her breath warms the space beneath my ear.

"I love you," she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. "Hearing you say that... I feel safe again. You have no idea how much that means."

I smile, staring down the green, open road. I have no idea that I'm accepting a ghost. I have no idea that the "baby" is a weapon she forged to test me.

But in this moment, the resolve feels clean. Noble.



Evening filters soft through the bedroom curtains. The suitcase is zipped by the door.

A week of flights waits for me, but my pulse is hammering a different rhythm. A darker one.

I find Emily curled on the couch. She looks soft, maternal, yet underneath that gray dress is the body that drove Marcus insane, the body that took Jake, the body that is carrying a secret.

I sit beside her. I take her hand, playing with her wedding ring.

"About Robert," I say.

She straightens up, her eyes guarding a secret. "What about him? I'll keep my distance, David. I know you said to tease him, but... he means a lot to you."

"No," I say. I turn to face her, locking my eyes on hers. "That's not what I want."

"What do you want, David?"

I take a deep breath. The truth is twisted, but it’s mine.

"He’s not my blood, Emily. He’s the man who saved me. He sacrificed his own life, his own chances at a family, just to raise me when I was an orphan. He’s been alone for a long time. Always the guardian. Always the responsible one."

I slide my hand up her arm, gripping her shoulder.

"I saw him looking at you. I saw the hunger he’s been burying for years. He wants you, Em."

Her breath hitches. "David..."

"He deserves this," I whisper, the words dark and sweet. "He deserves to feel what I feel. He deserves to know what it's like to be inside you. To feel the best pussy in the world."

I look at her with pure, unadulterated worship.

"You are the ultimate gift, Em. The most incredible thing in my life. And I want to give him the best thing I have. I want to share you with him."

"You want me to... fuck him?" she asks, her voice trembling—not with fear, but with the shock of my permission. "Because you respect him?"

"Because it turns me on," I admit, my voice dropping to a growl. "More than Marcus. More than Jake. The idea of you... my wife... taking the man I look up to into your bed... breeding with him... it makes me crazy."

I press her hand to my crotch. I am hard. Painfully hard.

"There is no blood tie, Emily. Just respect. And I want you to break that wall down. For me. For him."

She searches my face, seeing the hunger there. It’s not revenge. It’s not a test. It’s an offering. I am offering the holy grail to the man who gave me everything.

A slow, wet smile spreads across her lips. The "pregnant" act slips for a second, revealing the insatiable woman beneath.

"You really want him to have me?"

"I want him to drown in you," I say. "Take care of him, Emily. Use the pregnancy. Use his guilt. Break him down and let him in. Give him everything."

"Okay," she whispers, her eyes shining with a dangerous light. "I’ll take care of him."

Headlights sweep the window. The taxi.

At the door, I kiss her. It’s deep, possessive, and generous all at once.

"Call me," I say against her lips. "I want to know the moment he breaks."

I walk out into the cool night air.

I feel lighter than I have in years. I’m not just sharing my wife; I’m paying a tribute.

Robert thinks he came here to protect me. He has no idea I’m about to give him the ruin he’s been starving for.


CHAPTER 9

The hotel is all hum and chlorine, the air conditioner sawing at stale air. I drop my suitcase, text Emily—"Landed, love. Miss you."—then open the secure cam app with my pulse already hammering in my throat.

I gave her the reins last night. I gave her permission to break the man who raised me. I need to see what she did with it.

6:30 PM. Dining Room Feed.

Candlelight flickers against the lens. Two plates set.

Emily is wearing a dress that hugs every line of her body—soft, stretchy fabric that accommodates the "swelling" she keeps emphasizing. She laughs at something Robert says, her hand drifting unconsciously to her belly.

Robert looks easier than I’ve seen him all week. His silver hair is lit soft, his voice warm. He’s settled into the role of the Guardian.

But his eyes tell a different story. They keep snagging on her. On the way her breasts rest on the table edge. On the way she shifts her hips, as if uncomfortable.

"Robert, I’m glad you’re here when David’s away," she says, her voice low, dripping with honest vulnerability. "It’s... scary being alone right now. With the changes in my body."

He clears his throat, shifting in his chair. "Of course, Emily. I’m... happy to keep you company. David would want you protected."

She leans in to pass a dish and lets the back of her hand graze his. It’s a small touch. But I see the tremor run through him from eight hundred miles away.

He can’t hold her gaze. He’s already slipping.

I scrub ahead on the timeline. Candlelight gives way to the blue hue of the hallway nightlight.

10:15 PM. Bedroom Feed.

My breath snags.

The stage is set. The door is cracked open—just an inch, exactly as we practiced.

Emily is sprawled on our bed. She’s wearing a sheer nightgown that is basically a rumor of fabric. Her legs are spread wide, knees bent, feet digging into the mattress.

She lifts the black dildo I bought her. But she doesn't just shove it in.

She drags the head of it slowly along her slit, her hips tipping up to meet it. She isn't just masturbating; she’s performing a scene of desperate need.

"Ohhh..." Her moan is soft, round, designed to carry. "It hurts... I need it..."

I thumb to the Hallway Camera.

Robert is there.

He stands frozen in the dark, a silhouette at the seam of the door. He’s wearing his robe, likely heading for water, but he’s stopped dead. Rigid. Listening.

Inside the room, Emily gets louder.

"So empty..." she whimpers, pushing the toy inside her. "The baby needs it... I need to be full..."

She weaponizes the pregnancy. She knows that’s his trigger.

Then she does it. She says his name like a prayer.

"Robert..."

My cock kicks against my zipper. Heat spikes through my chest. It’s filthy. She’s calling out to my father figure while pleasuring herself with a toy that represents the lover who bred her.

Outside the door, Robert flinches.

He hears his name. He knows she’s thinking of him.

He doesn't run. He doesn't knock.

His hand fumbles at the belt of his robe. The fabric falls open. His hand disappears into his boxers.

My breath leaves me in a rush. He’s doing it.

The Guardian is crumbling.

Inside, Emily speeds up the rhythm. She rides the toy, her thighs quivering, her belly tight. She chases the orgasm, head thrown back, mouth open.

"Robert... please... help me!" she cries out, sound broken and beautiful.

In the hall, Robert’s shoulder jerks violently. He leans his forehead against the doorframe, his hand working furiously. He is matching her rhythm, losing the fight he came here to win.

He shudders, stifling a groan into his shoulder, and finishes.

He stands there for a moment, panting in the dark, wiping his hand on his robe with a shaking motion. Then he retreats, moving quickly back to his room like a man who has just committed a crime.

Inside the bedroom, Emily lies still. She pulls the toy out.

She looks directly at the hidden camera lens. A small, satisfied smile ghosts her mouth.

Every second was deliberate. Every beat landed.

I lean back on the hotel bed, my heart pounding and pride burning hot in my veins. She’s unstoppable. I handed her the match, and she just burned the house down.

I close the app, my palms damp, and call her.

She picks up on the second ring, voice warm and bright, no trace of the "desperate pregnant woman" she just played.

"Hey, honey. You safe?"

"I am," I exhale, loosening my tie. "I watched the feeds. The dinner. The bedroom. The door cracked."

I pause, letting the weight of it settle.

"You called his name, Em. And he answered."

She laughs—delighted, a little shocked. "Did he? I couldn't see him."

"He stood in the hall and finished himself like a teenager. You owned him."

"God," she whispers, the thrill bleeding into her voice. "I just... I wanted to see if the 'pregnancy' angle would push him over. He looked so worried at dinner. So... attentive."

"It worked," I say. "He’s not dealing in hypotheticals anymore. He’s involved."

"Mmm," she hums, pleased. "Is that what you’re hoping for, David? For him to be involved?"

"It’s what I’m ready for," I say, honest. "He’s crossed the line in his head. Now he just needs to cross the threshold."

"I have a plan for tomorrow," she says, her voice turning playful but sharp. "Since he’s so worried about my 'condition'... I think I might need some help. Physical help."

"Be bold," I tell her. "If he touches you... let him. Let him feel what he’s been jerking off to."

"I will," she promises. "Hurry back, David. I’ll have stories."

"I love you."

"Love you too."

We hang up. The hotel room folds to quiet again.

I stare at the ceiling, my pulse still up.

Robert thinks he’s fighting a battle for my honor. He doesn't realize he’s already lost. My wife is the storm, and she’s steering him right into the rocks.

And I can't wait to watch the crash.


CHAPTER 10

The day has been a grind—meetings dragging under fluorescent lights, stale coffee turning to acid in my stomach. My body is heavy with exhaustion as I stumble into the hotel room, the door clicking shut behind me.

My suitcase hits the floor. I loosen my tie, but rest is a distant thought. My mind is tethered to Emily, to the fire she’s stoking back home.

I collapse onto the bed, phone in hand. The cam app glows like a lifeline.

I skip through the day’s footage. Nothing significant until the evening.

7:30 PM. Dining Room Feed.

The screen flares to life. Emily and Robert are seated at the candlelit table. Plates of pasta steam before them, untouched.

Emily is a vision. She’s wearing a red dress that clings to her curves like a second skin. One shoulder is bare, her blonde hair cascading over it.

Robert is across from her. His posture is stiff, but his eyes betray him. They flick to her constantly—warm, restless, hungry.

They’re talking. Her laughter is soft, intimate. Then she pauses. Her fork stills.

"Um... Robert?"

Her tone is soft, almost shy. She meets his eyes and holds his gaze with a quiet intensity.

Robert looks up. "What is it, Emily?" His voice is gruff, cautious.

She bites her lip. A flush rises on her cheeks. "The thing with Marcus... you know about it, don’t you?"

It’s low. Confiding. A secret laid bare.

Robert freezes. His fork slips from his hand, clattering against the plate. His face pales, then flushes deep red.

"Yes," he says slowly, his throat working. "I know."

Emily leans forward. Her eyes soften, pleading. "Please, don’t tell David. It would break his heart. You know Marcus saved me, Robert. I... I owed him. And I repaid him with myself."

Her words are delicate, tinged with shame, but her gaze is steady. It’s a siren’s call.

Robert’s jaw tightens. He is torn between duty and desire. "I understand, Emily. I... I won’t say anything."

His voice is rough, labored.

She’s got him, I think. She’s twisting his honor into knots.

Then—God, she does it.

She reaches up. Deliberately.

She hooks her finger under the strap of her dress. She pulls it down.

The red fabric slides off her shoulder, falling away to reveal one perfect breast. Full. Pale. The pink nipple taut in the candlelight.

My breath catches in the hotel room. I am instantly hard.

"I’ll do anything, Robert," she murmurs, her voice laden with promise. "If you keep my secret."

She sits there, exposed, radiant. Offering herself as a bribe.

Robert stares. His eyes are wide, locked on her breast. His chest rises fast. His hands clench into fists on the table.

He should look away. He should tell her to cover up.

He doesn't. He is a man turned to stone by her beauty, by the sheer boldness of the offer.

She rises. She steps closer to him, hips swaying. The dress is still askew, her breast a beacon in the dim light. She stops mere inches from him. Her scent—jasmine and heat—must be overwhelming him.

His gaze doesn't waver. He is drinking her in.

Then, with a slow, deliberate smile, Emily pulls the strap up. She covers herself. The moment breaks like a spell.

"Thank you, Robert," she whispers.

She turns and walks out of the room.

Robert sits alone. The candle flickers. He stares at the empty space where she stood. His hand trembles as he reaches for his wine glass and downs it in one gulp.

She pushed him to the edge. And he didn't push back.



1:15 AM. Bedroom Feed.

I can't sleep. The image of her breast and his hunger loops in my head.

I open the app again.

The house is dark. The hallway feed shows Robert’s door is open.

He is pacing. Restless. His silhouette is tense, haunted. He walks to the kitchen for water, then back. He stops outside our bedroom door.

Our door is unlocked. A deliberate invitation.

He pauses. His hand hovers over the wood. He pushes it. Just a crack.

The bedroom feed flicks on.

Emily is there. My goddess.

She is sprawled on the bed. Her nightgown is discarded on the floor. She is stark naked, glowing in the candlelight she left burning.

The black dildo—my gift—moves in her hand. Slow. Deliberate.

Her thighs are parted wide. Her head is thrown back.

"Ohhh..."

Her moans spill through the open door. They are soft, provocative, crafted to ensnare the man standing in the hall.

Robert is there. I switch feeds quickly. His silhouette is framed in the doorway. He is watching.

Inside, Emily twists the knife.

"Marcus..." she gasps.

His name is a taunt.

"Marcus... you're so big... fill me up..."

She drives the dildo deeper, her hips bucking.

"No one fucks me like you... oh god, Marcus!"

She is provoking Robert. She is telling him that the gardener is the only one who can satisfy her. She is daring him to step up.

In the hall, Robert’s silhouette shifts.

He doesn't tremble this time. He doesn't retreat.

His hand moves to his robe. He opens it. His hand finds his cock.

His motions are firm. Deliberate. Angry.

He strokes himself, matching her rhythm. He is watching his daughter-in-law pleasure herself to the name of another man, and he is getting off on it.

"Marcus!" Emily screams, her body trembling as she crests.

Robert follows her. His release is swift, unapologetic. He leans against the doorframe, shuddering.

He stands tall for a beat too long after he finishes. He doesn't look ashamed. He looks... resolved.

He adjusts his robe. He lingers for a moment, staring at her naked form on the bed. Then he slips back to his room.

He didn't run away. He didn't hide.

Inside the room, Emily stills. Her chest heaves. A faint smile curls her lips. She looks at the door, knowing exactly what just happened.

I close the app. My body is taut, my mind spinning.

She’s rewriting him. She’s breaking him down. And tonight, he didn't just watch. He participated.

He stood his ground.

What will he choose tomorrow? Will he cross that line? Will he take the key she offered?

I drift off, my dreams alive with her fire and his shadow. The lock is turning on a door none of us can close. And I don't want to.


CHAPTER 11

The week has been a whirlwind of stacked meetings and contracts, my mind stretched thin by numbers.

At the hotel bar tonight, Claire—a sharp brunette from the London firm—made her move. Her hand brushed mine, her perfume bold and citrusy. "Unwinding" was the word she used, her eyes promising a night of no strings.

For a second, I wavered. A warm body. A release from the tension crushing my chest.

But then I thought of home. I thought of Emily, pregnant with a lie, circling the man who raised me like a shark in shallow water.

The thrill of that—of my wife’s twisted game—was stronger than any easy fuck Claire could offer.

I declined. I walked away with her number in my pocket and a pulse hammering for another woman. My wife.



Exhausted, I collapse onto the hotel bed. My phone is already in my hand.

I skip through the day’s footage until I land on this morning.

8:00 AM. Living Room Feed.

Emily is in her yoga gear. Black leggings that paint every curve of her ass and a crop top that leaves her midriff bare.

She’s stretching. Downward dog. Her ass is high, the fabric stretched to its limit.

Robert is there, coffee mug in hand. He’s trying to look at the TV, but his eyes are glued to her. To the way her shirt rides up, exposing the smooth, pale skin of her back.

"Robert," she calls out, her voice light but laced with intent. "Could you help me? My balance is off lately. With the... baby."

She says the word baby softly, placing a hand on her flat stomach.

Robert hesitates. "Sure, Emily."

He steps closer.

"I need to stretch my hips," she says. "Can you hold my waist? Just to steady me."

He sets his mug down. He reaches out. His large hands settle on her waist.

She leans back into him.

"Like this?" he asks, his voice rough.

"Yes," she breathes. "Press a little harder. My lower back is so sore."

She grinds back—just a fraction of an inch. It’s subtle, but I see Robert freeze.

He feels her heat. He feels the softness of her ass against his trousers.

Instead of pulling away, his thumbs dig in. He massages her hips, his touch lingering, sliding dangerously close to the waistband of her leggings.

Through the screen, I see the bulge in his pants. He is hard against my pregnant wife, and he isn't stopping.

"That feels good, Robert," she whispers. "You have strong hands. Just like David... but stronger."

The comparison hits its mark. Robert’s jaw tightens. He looks down at her—at the woman carrying his "grandchild"—with a look of pure, conflicted hunger.



I skip forward. The afternoon feed.

2:15 PM. Hallway Feed.

Emily stands in the bathroom doorway.

She is fresh from the shower. She isn't wearing a robe. She is clutching a small white towel to her chest.

It covers her breasts and her groin, but leaves her sides, her hips, and the long length of her legs completely bare. She is glistening wet.

"Robert?" she calls out. "Help?"

Robert appears from the living room. He stops dead when he sees her. His eyes widen, tracking a drop of water that runs down her thigh.

"What's wrong?" he chokes out.

"I forgot my clothes," she says, looking helpless. "They’re on the bed. Bending down is... difficult today. Could you grab them?"

The pregnancy excuse again. It’s a masterstroke.

Robert nods, wordless. He walks past her into the bedroom.

I switch to the Bedroom Feed.

Her clothes are laid out on the bed. A sundress. And on top of it, a pair of black lace panties.

Robert stops. He stares at the underwear.

He looks at the door. Emily is out of sight.

Slowly, his hand reaches out. He picks up the panties.

He brings them to his face.

He inhales deeply. He buries his nose in the gusset, breathing in her scent—jasmine, sweat, and the musk of a woman who has been thoroughly used.

My breath stops. He’s gone. The Guardian has fallen. He is sniffing his daughter-in-law’s used underwear like a depraved teenager.

He stands there for a long moment, eyes closed, lost in the scent. Then, hearing a noise, he quickly drops them back onto the pile.

He grabs the clothes and walks back to the hall.

"Here," he says, his voice strained.

He hands them to her. Their fingers brush.

Emily doesn't take them immediately. She lets the towel slip—just an inch. The curve of her breast swells over the terrycloth.

"Thanks, Robert," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You know... it's hard to get dressed with this belly starting to show. Do you think...?"

She trails off, her eyes locking on his.

"Do you think you could stay? Just in case I slip?"

It’s a blatant invitation. Watch me change.

Robert trembles. The struggle is raw on his face. He knows he should leave. He knows this is wrong.

But the scent of her panties is still in his nose. The sight of her wet skin is burning his retinas.

"I..." he starts.

"It's our secret," she reminds him. "Like we agreed."

His resistance snaps.

"Okay," he whispers. "Just for a minute."

He leans against the doorframe. He doesn't look away.

Emily smiles—a slow, victorious curve of her lips.

She drops the towel.

She stands naked before him. She turns, showing him her back, her ass, the curve of her waist. She bends slowly—pretending to be careful—to step into her panties.

She gives him everything.

Robert watches. His eyes are wide, drinking her in. He is no longer the father-in-law. He is a man watching a woman he wants to possess.

I close the app, my heart hammering against my ribs.

She’s done it. She’s turned him into a voyeur. A participant.

Claire’s number burns in my pocket, but the desire for her is ash compared to the fire raging in my gut.

My wife just stripped for my stepfather. And he stayed to watch.

The line is crossed. The next step isn't watching. It’s touching. And I have a feeling Robert is ready to reach out.


CHAPTER 12

Morning razors through the conference room’s glass walls, London steel and sky stacked behind a table of contracts. I move on muscle memory—handshakes, names, the choreography of negotiation—while half my head stays with Emily: the slip of a towel, the slow coil of a yoga pose, the way she unspooled Robert one glance at a time. That heat steadies me. Then Claire walks in on Richard’s arm and tilts the room.

Her red dress clings like a dare. Brunette hair pinned high. Eyes that find mine and hold just a beat too long. Richard booms through introductions—CEO weight, silver at the temples, good teeth for a closing photo. Claire takes the chair beside him and drifts citrus across the table. She doesn’t touch me. She doesn’t have to.

We grind through numbers. Terms shift, edge toward workable. Richard steps out to grab a call. Aides migrate toward coffee. Claire slides her hand under the table until her fingers lace mine and squeeze.

“So, David,” she murmurs, breath warm, tone velvet. “Have you thought about my offer? I can sweeten your side. I can sweeten a lot of things.”

The smart play is a smile and distance. Instead I lean in and taste her—quick, hungry, a theft in the quiet. Her mouth answers with heat. Footsteps—Richard’s voice—snap us apart. Her lipstick is half a whisper on my lip; her eyes say later. I square my shoulders and go back to numbers with a pulse that won’t sit still.

We finish with ground gained and paper to draft. Claire tips me a private wink over Richard’s shoulder that lands like a match. In the lift I let my head hit the wall. Emily is my compass. Claire is a riptide. I’m still in the boat, but the current’s got teeth.

—

The bar is amber and brass, jazz under the clink of glass. I shouldn’t be here. I am anyway. Claire arrives in black—deeper plunge, darker promise. She takes me in like a habit she’s been meaning to start.

“You couldn’t stay away,” she says, laughter low.

“Back for more,” I counter, fingers grazing hers. Electricity. The whisky arrives and goes untouched.

“Hotel,” I say, mouth near her ear.

“Now,” she says, already standing.

The walk is a blur of streetlight and her perfume. The door clicks. I press her to the wall and kiss down her throat, slow, claiming. She arches; her breath hitches.

“Hands on the wall,” she orders, smile edged with iron. “Don’t touch until I say.”

I plant my palms and hold. She unbuttons my shirt like she’s done this to men who thought they were in control. Nails scrape. “Good boy,” she purrs—and then she releases me. I crash back into her and the room narrows to heat and skin.

Her dress sluices to the floor. Smooth lines. Full, heavy breasts. She kneels without breaking eye contact and takes me in—wet, patient, then merciless. Throat, then drag. A rhythm that rewires. My jaw tightens. I keep my hands off her because she told me to. I think of Emily’s fire and how surrender with her never feels like losing.

Claire rises and pushes me back onto the bed. She climbs my chest and sets herself over my mouth with a little exhale that tells me she expects precision. She gets it. She tastes like trouble ripening. “Deeper,” she breathes, fingers fisted in my hair, hips rolling to her own cadence. I follow orders until her thighs shudder and her breath fractures.

She drags me up and around, ankles locking behind my back. I slide into her and hit heat built to take and take again. In the corner of my mind: Emily—my wife, my storm. If she saw this, would she forgive? Would she watch? The question burns. I push and the burn becomes fuel.

Claire digs half-moons into my back. “Harder,” she growls. “I want to feel you tomorrow.”

“Does Richard make you scream?” I ask, because something in me wants to test the blade.

“He never did,” she hisses, tightening around me, daring me to prove I can.

We fall into a brutal rhythm—wet slap, chest to chest, the room fogged with sweat and vice. Her body clamps down and ripples; mine answers. She’s loud now, feral, riding the edge with me. I hold her open and drive through it. The crest breaks. She locks, cries out, trembles. I follow, deep and hard, shuddering until the last of it is gone.

After, she laughs—spent, satisfied, proprietary—and tucks herself along my side like she belongs there. “You’re mine tonight,” she whispers against my shoulder. “But I bet your wife burns hotter.”

The ceiling swims. The air tastes like whisky and salt. Guilt arrives late and heavy. I’ve crossed a line—clean, bright, unforgiving. Claire owns the night. Emily owns everything else. I stare into the dark with her breath steady on my skin and try not to see my wife’s eyes.

Sleep takes us anyway, tangled like a lie that fits too well. When the quiet settles, the truth does too: I wanted it. I took it. And I still belong to Emily.


CHAPTER 13

Morning leaks through the hotel curtains, a pale wash too clean for the heavy, musky air in the room.

My body feels loose, emptied out. Claire’s scent—citrus and sex—clings to my skin like a confession I can’t wash off. She sleeps beside me, naked, her brunette hair fanned across the pillow. Ripe, seasoned beauty. Dangerous.

I let her take me last night. I loved it.

And the thought bites.

I reach for my phone, hand unsteady. No text from Emily. No call. The silence hums with implication.

Is she lost in her game with Robert? Too consumed to reach for me?

The idea twists something dark and bright inside me. I betrayed her with Claire, yet the thought of Emily yielding for Robert makes my pulse climb. If she crossed a line too... does it balance us? Or break us?

I open the cam app.

11:45 PM. Last Night.

The feed drops me into the hallway.

The house is grainy and dark. Robert is pacing. He walks a restless circuit—kitchen, corridor, living room—like a penitent waiting for absolution that won’t come.

He stops at her door. His hand hovers. He knocks.

It’s small. Tentative.

She opens it.

My breath catches.

Black lace. Thigh-highs. A silk robe untied and careless, fluttering like smoke around a lit match. The cut of the lingerie frames her breasts—heavy and swollen, she claims—and the dark triangle between her legs.

"Robert?" she whispers. "Is everything okay?"

He stares at her. His eyes are wide, breath shallow. "I... I heard a noise. I wanted to check on you. On the baby."

The excuse is flimsy, but it’s the key she needs.

She steps back, opening the door wider. "I can't sleep," she says, her voice thick with need. "My body aches. Everywhere. It’s the hormones."

She touches her stomach. "Come in, Robert. Please. I don't want to be alone."

He steps over the threshold. The door clicks shut.

I switch to the Bedroom Feed.

Emily sits on the edge of the bed. She crosses her legs, the lace tightening over her thighs.

"Sit," she says, patting the mattress beside her.

He sits. He is stiff, terrified, aroused.

She leans close—jasmine and heat. She takes his hand and places it on her belly.

"Feel," she commands. "It’s so tight. So restless."

Robert’s hand trembles against her skin. "Emily... we shouldn't..."

"David is gone," she whispers. "Marcus is gone. I need help, Robert. I need a man to take care of me."

She lets the robe fall open completely.

"My breasts hurt," she says, cupping one heavy globe. "They need to be touched. Massaged."

She looks at him, eyes wide and pleading.

"Will you help me? For the baby?"

It’s the ultimate trap. The Guardian’s duty twisted into the lover’s privilege.

Robert’s restraint snaps.

His palm skims her thigh—tentative at first, then greedy. He cups her breast, testing the weight, kneading the flesh. The awe on his face is tragic—the awe of a man touching a miracle he knows is forbidden.

"Yes," he chokes out. "I'll help."

Emily sighs, leaning back on her elbows. "Harder," she murmurs. "Don't be gentle."

He obeys. He squeezes.

She parts her thighs. Her fingers slide to her center with a casual ownership that punches through the camera.

"Here too," she breathes. "It aches here too."

The line lands like a blade.

Robert lowers himself. He kneels between her legs. He submits to devotion.

His hands grip her hips. His mouth finds her.

"Ohhh..."

Emily’s head tips back. The moans sharpen. He is tasting my wife—my pregnant wife—and I am hard as stone in a hotel room thousands of miles away.

"Taste me," she commands. "It’s been so long since David did this right."

It cuts me open. Her pleasure, his surrender, my failure.

Her hand finds his zipper. "Take it out," she breathes. "I need to see it."

He fumbles. He frees himself.

He is heavy. Substantial. Larger than me. The fact lands with a cold, clean ache.

She takes him into her mouth. She is precise, relentless. She sucks him with a hunger that isn't the woman I taught, but the one she became—bolder from Marcus, trained by nights of excess.

He trembles. He holds her head.

"Wait—" he gasps.

And then he’s spilling. Helpless.

Emily pulls back. She swallows with a pointed calm. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

She looks at him. Fury flashes—pure, bright—not because he came, but because she hasn’t.

"I haven't come yet, Robert."

He scrambles, breath ragged, eager to atone. "Let me... let me make it right."

"Fine," she says, lying back. "Finish the job."

He goes down on her again. Steady now. Patience found in desperation. His tongue works.

"Wow."

The voice cuts across the hotel room.

I flinch. The screen tilts in my hand.

Claire is awake beside me. Her hair is tousled, her eyes bright with mischief. She glances at the phone screen, then at me.

"Your wife?" she asks, a smirk playing on her lips.

Heat floods my face. I start to kill the feed.

"Don't," Claire says. She reaches out, her hand wrapping around my cock. I am iron-hard.

"Poor cuckolded husband," she purrs, sliding down the sheets. "Away on business, watching his wife get eaten out by an old man."

She takes me into her mouth—warm, deft, obscene.

"Admit it," she says around me, her eyes locked on mine. "You’re loving this. Her there. Me here."

I fail to deny it.

I prop the phone up against the pillow. I watch.

On screen, Robert is working. Emily is close. Her hips are bucking off the mattress.

Here, Claire matches the rhythm. Her head bobs in sync with the pixelated thrust of a tongue a continent away.

My pulse roars. My vision narrows.

Emily breaks first. Back arched, hands fisted in silver hair.

"Yes... God... Robert!" she screams.

The name rips through the speaker.

I groan, my hips snapping up.

I explode into Claire’s throat, my release mirroring the one I watched on screen. Shame and surrender tangle until I can’t tell one from the other.

Claire swallows. She lifts her head with a wicked, satisfied smile. It mirrors the look Emily gave Robert.

The phone slides from my hand. The room steadies.

What’s left is the truth.

I took what wasn’t mine last night. She took the man I told her she could have.

We’re both burning. And I don't know how to stop.


CHAPTER 14

Claire is gone.

The room is quiet, but her presence lingers. Her perfume—citrus, musk, and the sharp tang of sex—hangs in the air like a dare.

Before she left, sitting on the edge of the bed and buttoning her blouse, she dropped the final piece of the puzzle.

"Don't look so tortured, David," she had said, wiping a smudge of lipstick from my cheek. "My marriage is like yours. Richard knows. He loves it."

I had stared at her, stunned.

"He used to travel like you," she explained, a wry smile playing on her lips. "I was lonely. I found a driver. Richard found out... and he didn't get angry. He got hard. We’re open now. Free. Stronger."

She kissed me one last time—a soft, forgiving press of lips. "I hope you and Emily find that freedom. It’s better on the other side."

Now, the morning sun floods the room, too bright for the churn inside me.

I replay the night: Emily’s cries for Robert, Claire’s dominance over me, the shattering of every vow I thought mattered.

I betrayed my wife. And I loved the fall.

But Claire’s confession sanded the sharp edges off my guilt. Maybe this isn't wreckage. Maybe this is evolution.

I grab my phone. My hand is steady.

I open the kitchen feed.

Emily is there. She’s wearing a loose silk robe, hair sleep-tousled, a glow on her skin that no makeup can mimic. She is humming as she makes coffee.

My chest tightens. Love and lust crash together.

I call her.

"Hello, my love." Her voice is sweet, teasing. The melody that steadies me while she pours gasoline on everything else.

"Good morning," I say, and I realize I’m smiling. "You sound happy."

A low laugh. Sultry. The laugh that brought Robert to his knees last night. "Oh, I am. Did you watch? All of it?"

"It drove me wild," I admit, my voice rough. "Watching you break him... watching him serve you... I wanted to reach through the screen."

"I missed you," she says, and I hear the truth in it. "But Robert... he was thorough. He was so desperate to please me."

"Did he finish the job?"

"Twice," she purrs. "He has a lot of... pent-up energy. For an older man."

The jealousy spikes—sharp and hot—but it twists instantly into arousal.

"Good," I growl. "Drain him, Em. Take everything he has."

"I intend to," she promises. "He’s still asleep. I think I wore him out."

"I’m back tomorrow," I say. "That gives you one last day with him. Make it count. But tomorrow night? You’re mine."

"Oh, I will, my love. I’ll make sure you have plenty to clean up."

She hangs up. I stare at the black screen, heart thudding.



I walk into the office lighter than I have in years.

The guilt is gone. In its place is a strange, cold clarity. We are not a normal couple. We are monsters of appetite, and we found each other.

Richard greets me in the conference room. He’s grinning, a contract ready to sign on the table.

He looks at me. Really looks at me. His eyes have that tuned glint—the look of a man who recognizes his own kind. He smells his wife’s perfume on me. I know he does.

And he doesn't care.

"Thanks for working through the night, David," he says, his voice thick with subtext. "Claire tells me you were... very persuasive."

I match his grin. I lean into the power dynamic.

"Claire is a formidable woman, Richard. You’re a lucky man."

"I know," he says, signing the paper with a flourish. "She has needs. I’m just glad she found someone worthy of her time."

He hands me the pen. It feels like a baton being passed.

I sign. Then, I look him in the eye.

"You know," I say, my voice casual but deliberate. "If you’re ever in the States... you should visit. My wife, Emily... she’s incredibly hospitable."

I let the silence hang for a second.

"She loves entertaining guests. Especially men who know how to appreciate a woman like her."

Richard’s grin widens. He understands perfectly.

"I might just take you up on that, David. Sounds like we’re cut from the same cloth."

He claps my shoulder. A badge of honor instead of a mark of shame.



The rest of the day drifts. I eat lunch at a quiet café, watching the London rain.

I give Emily space. No calls. No text checks.

I want her to have this final day with Robert completely. I want her to push him past the point of no return. I trust her to steer the ship into the storm.

Back at the hotel, the room feels bigger without Claire’s heat.

I pack my bag. I’m ready to go home.

But first, I need to see.

I sit on the edge of the bed and open the cam app. The timeline blooms.

The "Final Day" with Robert.

My heart kicks against my ribs. I don't know what I’m about to see, but I know one thing: whatever she did today, it will change our family forever.

"Show me, Emily," I whisper to the screen. "Show me what we’ve become."


CHAPTER 15

The hotel room is quiet, the city’s hum a distant pulse as I sink onto the bed and open the cam app.

Emily’s promise to make today "unforgettable" won’t stop ringing in my ears. Claire’s talk of freedom, Richard’s knowing grin—they shifted something in me. But this is the final test.

I gave her the reins. Now I have to watch where she drives.

8:30 AM. Dining Room Feed.

Emily descends the stairs. She is wearing a loose silk robe, the knot careless, flashes of skin sliding in and out of view with every step.

Robert is at the stove. He moves with a focus I’ve never seen on him—pancakes stacked, fruit cut clean, coffee already poured. He looks younger. Lighter. Like a man who has finally woken up from a long, grey sleep.

"Thank you, Robert. This looks wonderful," Emily says, sitting down gingerly, a hand on her lower back.

They eat in an easy quiet, morning light ribboning across her cheekbones. Her robe loosens another inch. His eyes devour her and try not to, both at once.

"David’s home tomorrow," she says softly, like dropping a pebble in a still pond.

A flicker passes through Robert’s face—panic, calculation—before his jaw sets.

"I know," he says.

"You’ve got one day," she whispers, leaning in. Her smile sharpens. "No David today. No Marcus. Just us. Make it count."

My pulse spikes.

He doesn't blink. When she sets down her fork, he steps behind her. His thumbs dig into the tight knots along her shoulders.

"I will," he says, his voice even but thick. "I’ll take care of you today. Better than that boy ever could. I’ll give you what you need so you don't have to chase recklessness."

It’s his justification. He’s fucking her to save her. To save me.

"Bold claim," she laughs, rich and edged. "Marcus doesn't... finish early. He fills me up."

His hands slide down her arms, unhesitating now. "Last night was a warm-up. Today, I'm going to show you what a man does."

"Prove it," she purrs. "Here."

She shrugs the robe off her shoulders. It pools at her waist.

She is naked. Radiant. Her breasts are heavy, pale, the nipples darkened (a detail she likely enhanced with makeup for the role). She sits in the dining chair like it’s a throne.

He kneels.

"Is the baby resting?" he asks, his voice rough with reverence.

"Yes," she breathes. "But I'm not."

His mouth closes around her nipple. Slow, deep suction. It pulls a low, shocked sound from her throat. His hand cups the other breast, weighing it, squeezing gently as if testing the ripeness of fruit.

I’m hard and breathless, watching the man who raised me suckle my wife like a starving infant.

He breaks away long enough to strip. Daylight is unkind to aging skin, but he doesn't care; he is thick and proud. I feel the old sting of comparison and accept it.

He lowers again. His palms slide under her thighs, hoisting them over his shoulders. He buries his mouth between her legs.

"Fuck, yes, Robert... like that," she gasps, fingers tangling in his silver hair.

He devours her. It’s not pretty; it’s fervent, grateful, relentless. He eats like he’s trying to memorize the taste of her before I come back to reclaim it.

He rises, his cock heavy, close to her face.

She tips her chin. "Taste me."

She kisses him—tasting herself on his lips. Then she slides down to her knees. She takes him into her mouth. Slow at first, tongue a lazy stripe up his length, then deeper.

He groans, his hands gripping her head. "Emily..."

She pulls back, eyes fixed on him. "Put me on the table."

He hesitates. "Is it safe? For the..."

"It's fine," she insists. "I need to feel you deep."

He lifts her onto the sturdy oak table. He shoves the plates aside with a careless crash of china.

He grabs a cushion from the chair and slides it under her hips—protecting the "bump." The gesture is twisted and sweet.

Her legs fall open, slick and shining. She looks up at him.

"Are you sure, Robert? This belongs to David. My husband. Your son."

A beat. The moral precipice.

"I’m sure," he says. "He’s not here. I am."

He presses in. The head parts her; she arches and takes him. Slow. Deliberate. A tremor runs through his body like he’s standing on holy ground.

"Oh—God," he groans, his voice hoarse. "You feel... unreal. So tight."

"Fuck, Robert..." She clamps his hips with her thighs and drags him deeper until he bottoms out.

The wrongness is part of the heat—my woman swallowing the man who raised me—and it slices me open and lights me up at the same time.

He starts with short, measured strokes that build into a steady drive. He isn't Marcus; he’s craft and patience, pressure and release.

"I’m taking care of you," he growls, leaning over her, his sweat dripping onto her chest. "I’m feeding you. Does that feel good?"

"Yes!" she cries out. "Feed me! Feed the baby!"

The dirty talk snaps something in him. He pounds into her. The table groans.

"I’ll do a better job than him," Robert snarls, competitive and possessive. "I’ll make sure you stay full. You won't need anyone else."

"Harder!" she pants, eyes bright and filthy. "Make my pussy scream!"

He grabs her leg, hiking it high over his shoulder. He drives deep, hitting a spot that makes her toes curl.

"Yes—yes—right there—don't stop!"

He pounds. Cruel precision. She breaks, body seizing around him, sound tearing free—raw, triumphant.

"I’m coming—fuck—Robert!"

He locks his hands on her waist and buries himself. Every muscle in his back goes to stone.

"Emily!" he roars.

He empties inside her. He holds her there, pressing deep, ensuring every drop is delivered.

When he finally pulls out, a thick spill slides from her and drips down the backs of her thighs onto the dark wood of the table.

She sags forward, cheek resting on the table, glowing and wrecked.

Robert staggers back. His chest heaves. He looks at her—at the mess he made, at the woman he just claimed.

He doesn't look guilty anymore. He looks satisfied. He looks like a man who has just planted his flag.

I’m on the hotel bed, my fist slick, pulse in my throat.

She’s mine. But right now, in that kitchen, she belongs to him.

I let this happen. I wanted it.

And as I stare at her—used, perfect, dripping with my stepfather's seed—I know the truth I can’t unknow:

She has rewritten our family tree. And I handed her the pen.


CHAPTER 16

I step through the door, suitcase in hand. The air in the house feels different—heavier, muskier, charged with the static of secrets.

Emily is there. Sunlit in a soft yellow sundress, smiling warmly. She moves to me, her mouth already on mine.

The kiss is deep and certain. Her lips taste like strawberries and ownership.

But behind my eyes, the footage flares: her with Robert on the kitchen table, her legs wrapped around his neck, the way she screamed his name.

Three times in one day. She drained him.

"Welcome home, darling," she murmurs, pulling back. That wicked glint in her eyes tells me she knows. She knows I watched. She knows I’m caught in her spell.

"Missed you, Emily," I say, my voice low, vibrating against her chest.

Movement in the hall.

Robert lingers near the doorway. His shoulders are tight, his gaze pinned to the floor. He looks like a man who has run a marathon and lost.

He doesn't know I’ve seen everything. He doesn't know I watched him pour himself into my wife, morning, noon, and night.

His guilt bristles off him—pride, fear, and a strange, sullen shame. He looks at Emily, then at me, and I see a flicker of resentment. He had her all day. Now he has to give her back.

"Good to have you back, David," he says, his voice rough. He starts edging toward the kitchen, away from the happy reunion.

"Good to be back," I say, locking eyes with him. "Kept the place lively, I bet."

Emily’s laugh is sugar and smoke. She taps my arm, playful but sharp. "He’s been... quite helpful. Haven't you, Robert?"

Robert flushes a deep, angry red. "Coffee," he mutters, and retreats into the kitchen.

We leave him to his rattled quiet. He is a man haunted by the taste of forbidden fruit.



Later. The bedroom hums with soft lamplight.

Emily stands before me. She has changed into black lace and stockings—the same armor that broke Robert last night. But the hunger in her eyes is different now. Clearer. Bolder.

She steps in, her fingers tracing my jaw. Her body broadcasts need.

I pull her close, but not for heat yet. For truth.

"Emily," I say, holding her hips. "I need to talk first."

The mischief stills. She sits on the edge of the bed, the lace stretching over her thighs. Her eyes are open, ready.

"In the city..." I start, forcing the words clean. "There was a woman. Claire."

Emily goes still.

"One night," I say. "Her marriage is open. She said her husband loves it. It... it thrilled me, Em. The freedom. The mirror of us. I slept with her."

Her breath catches. A quick, naked hurt flashes through her features. Her fingers press into the bedspread, anchoring herself.

"You... with her?"

The soft wound in her voice cuts me.

"Yes," I say. "I don't want secrets. If we’re doing this... if we’re living this life... we’re honest."

She swallows. She looks away, processing. "Did you... enjoy it?"

"Yes," I admit. "It was raw. It was different. But it wasn't you."

She looks back at me. The hurt is fading, replaced by something complicated and true. She thinks of Robert. She thinks of Marcus. She thinks of every boundary we’ve crossed together.

She exhales, a long, shaky breath.

"I’m jealous," she says, her voice even. "It stings. I wanted to be enough for you."

"You are," I say fiercely. "You always are. This wasn't about replacing you. It was about... exploring. Just like you explore."

A small, bittersweet smile touches her lips. "I guess that's fair. I had Robert. I had my freedom. Maybe this is who we are now—monsters who eat everything."

She reaches out. Her hand finds me through my trousers—gentle, claiming.

"Did she touch you like this?" she asks. Her tone is curious, not cruel.

I nod. "Yes."

She rises to her knees. She unfastens my belt, unhurried, her eyes lifted to mine.

"Did she suck you?" she whispers, her fingers working the zipper.

"Yes."

"Did she swallow?"

"No."

Emily smiles. A victorious, proprietary smile.

"Good," she purrs. "Because that's mine."

She pulls me out. She takes me into her mouth.

It’s not a contest. It’s not a punishment. It’s a vow.

Slow heat. Sure pressure. Her rhythm isn't Claire’s; it’s Emily’s—tender and unflinching, the kind that threads jealousy into devotion and melts it there.

"Tell me," she murmurs around me, looking up. "Is my mouth better?"

"Yes," I groan, my hands tangling in her hair. "God, yes. You own me, Em."

She hums, satisfied. She takes me deeper, working the shaft, claiming every inch back from the ghost of the other woman.

She lifts her head, lips damp, eyes shining.

"Whatever we become," she whispers, "we say it out loud. No hiding."

"Always," I promise.

She smiles, glides back down, and takes me to the hilt.

Our honesty turns to pulse, to heat, to the steady, fearless work of loving each other without walls.

Robert is downstairs, stewing in his lust. I am here, washed clean by my wife's mouth.

We are broken, twisted, and absolutely perfect.


CHAPTER 17

The office hums with routine until my boss’s grin cuts through it.

"Great work on the Richard deal, David." A heavy clap to the shoulder. "Take the afternoon off. Go home to that wife of yours."

Pride flares, but my head is already there. I drive home fast, parking down the street to catch them unaware.

I let myself in, quiet as a shadow.

The living room door is ajar. A soft moan drifts out. Then a steady, rhythmic creak of the sofa springs.

I nudge the door open just an inch. The scene hits me like a blast furnace.

Robert is driving into Emily. He is relentless, but his face isn't twisted in malice; it's twisted in a strange, desperate concentration.

Her short skirt is hiked up to her waist, bunched around her ribs. Her pussy is spread wide around his thick, aging cock. She is draped over the arm of the sofa, legs wide, hips rising to meet him.

"Oh... you’re killing me, Robert," she breathes, her head thrown back.

"I have to," he grunts, driving deeper. "I have to keep you full, Emily. If I don't... you'll go running back to him, won't you?"

It’s his mantra. His excuse.

"David is too gentle," Robert growls, thrusting with a heavy, punishing rhythm. "He works too hard. He can't handle an appetite like this. I'm doing this for him. I'm keeping you here. I'm keeping you satisfied so you stay his wife."

He believes it. He truly believes he is performing a service.

Emily laughs—wicked, playful. She knows exactly which buttons to press.

"Is that right?" she purrs, mocking him. "You think you can take his place? You think you can keep me from Marcus?"

Her eyes glitter. She grinds back against him.

"Then you better try harder, old man," she taunts. "Marcus fucks me wild. He stretches me until I scream. If you want to keep me home... you have to do better than the gardener."

The comparison snaps something in Robert. The "duty" turns into a competitive rage.

"I'll show you," he snarls. "I'll make you forget his name. I'll fill you so deep you won't be able to walk to the shed."

He pounds into her. It’s possessive. It’s desperate. He is trying to fuck the memory of Marcus out of her body, convinced he is saving the family by defiling it.

"That's it!" Emily cries out, encouraging him. "Fix me, Robert! Fix what David couldn't! Keep me home!"

It stings and thrills at once. My hand finds my cock through my pants.

She’s manipulating his hero complex to get off. And he’s letting her, wrapping his lust in a cloak of nobility.

I step back out to the porch, my pulse drumming in my ears. I pull out my phone and call her.

She answers mid-thrust. Her voice shakes.

"Hello... oh..."

"Hey, love," I say, smooth, teasing. "What’re you doing?"

"Um... oh... nothing." A bitten moan. "Robert’s... helping me relax. My shoulder... is sore."

"Helping," I chuckle darkly. "Is he doing a good job? Is he taking care of you?"

"Yes..." she gasps, the phone picking up the wet slap of Robert's hips against her ass. "He's... very thorough. He says... he wants me to feel better."

"Good," I say. "Tell him I appreciate it. Tell him not to stop until the job is done."

"I... I will," she pants.

"I got a big bonus on the Richard deal. I’m coming home early—twenty, thirty minutes."

"Mm... take your time, babe," she breathes. "Drive safe... love you."

A fumbling click. She thinks she hung up. But the line stays open.

Her voice changes instantly—urgent, demanding.

"Hurry, Robert! David’s coming! You heard him—he wants you to finish the job!"

"I'm not stopping," Robert pants, his rhythm frantic now. "I'm going to fill you up. I'm going to leave you so full you won't even look at another man."

"Fuck me harder then!" she screams. "Prove it! Be the man David needs you to be!"

The pace surges on the line—his feral drive fueled by his twisted morality, her shattered cry fueled by the game.

I sit in my car, stroking myself to their frenzy. When the storm ebbs to breath and silence, I pocket the phone and walk inside.

The living room is neat again. Emily lounges on the sofa, skirt smoothed down, that sly curve to her mouth. Robert is gone.

In that smile, I see the truth: Robert thinks he’s the dam holding back the flood. He doesn't realize he is the flood. And Emily is the one making it rain.


CHAPTER 18

The bedroom is dark, but I’m wide awake. The silence of the house is heavy, pressing against my eardrums.

I check the time. 2:00 AM.

Down the hall, the guest room door finally clicks open.

Soft footsteps on the carpet. A pause outside our door. Then, Emily slips inside.

She brings the smell of the other room with her. It’s thick and unmistakable—musk, sweat, the sharp tang of sex, and the faint, lingering aroma of Robert’s aftershave.

She doesn't turn on the light. She doesn't go to the bathroom to wash him off. She knows what I want.

She climbs into bed. Her body is radiating heat like a furnace. She is naked, her skin slick and tacky to the touch.

"David?" she whispers, her voice raspy from use.

I don't answer with words. I reach for her. My hand slides down her stomach, over the curve of her hip, and finds the wetness between her legs.

She is dripping. Excessive, creamy fluid coats my fingers instantly. It’s not just her. It’s him.

"He filled you up," I murmur, bringing my fingers to my nose. The scent is primal. It triggers a rush of adrenaline and possessiveness so strong it makes my head spin.

"Yes," she breathes, moving closer, pressing her messy, used body against mine. "He didn't want to stop. He kept saying he had to... take care of me."

I pull her on top of me. I need to claim this. I need to be inside her while she is still full of him.

I guide myself to her entrance. It’s slippery, almost frictionless. I slide in deep, burying myself to the hilt in one long, smooth thrust.

"Ohhh..." She gasps, throwing her head back. "David..."

Inside, it’s a soup of heat and fluids. I am literally churning my stepfather’s seed with my own cock. It’s the most degrading, beautiful thing I’ve ever felt.

I start to move. Slow. Deliberate. Owning the mess.

"How is he?" I ask, gripping her hips, my thumbs pressing into her flesh.

Emily looks down at me. Her hair falls around us like a curtain. Even in the dark, I can see the conflict in her eyes.

"He’s... broken, David," she whispers, matching my rhythm. "He’s addicted to me. To this. But after... when he finished... I saw it in his eyes."

"Guilt?"

"Worse. Agony. He feels like he’s stealing from his own son. He held me, and he was shaking. He thinks he’s a monster."

I thrust up, hitting a deep spot that makes her shudder.

"He’s not a monster," I say firmly. "He’s a man. And we pushed him there."

"He’s suffering," she says, her voice tightening. "He told me he has to leave. He can't look at you tomorrow."

"Then we tell him," I decide, my voice rough. "It’s time. He doesn't know I’ve seen everything—that I let it happen. That I wanted it."

"You'd do that?" she asks. "You'd tell him you watched?"

"To save him? Yes. I want him to know he didn't steal anything. I gave it to him."

I pick up the pace. The wet sounds of our bodies slapping together fill the room. Squish. Slap. Squish.

I am pounding into her, harder now, driven by the intensity of the moment.

Then, instinct takes over. The instinct I’ve been nurturing for weeks.

I slow down. I reach between our bodies and place my hand tenderly on her lower stomach.

"Easy..." I whisper, softening my thrusts. "Am I going too hard? The baby... is this okay for the baby?"

It’s genuine. In that moment, surrounded by the scent of another man, my only worry is the life growing inside her. I want to protect it, even if it's Marcus's, even if it's Robert's.

Emily freezes.

Her hips stop moving. She stares down at me, her chest heaving.

She looks at my hand covering her womb. She looks at the concern in my eyes.

Her face crumbles.

"David..." A sob rips out of her throat.

"What? Did I hurt you?"

"No," she cries, tears spilling onto my chest. "No, you... you idiot. You wonderful idiot."

She collapses onto me, burying her face in my neck. She is shaking violently.

"There is no baby," she chokes out.

The world stops. The air leaves my lungs.

I freeze inside her. "What?"

She pulls back, cupping my face with trembling hands. Her eyes are searching mine, desperate and bare.

"I’m on the pill," she confesses, the words rushing out. "I never stopped taking it. It was a test, David. The ultimate test."

I stare at her, my mind reeling, trying to reorder the universe.

"A test?"

"I needed to know," she whispers fiercely. "With all this—Marcus, Robert, the swinging, the degradation—I needed to know if there were real consequences... if I brought home a bastard child... would you still stay? Would you still love me?"

She kisses me, salty and wet.

"And you would," she sobs. "You were worrying about a baby that doesn't exist while you were fucking me in a bed full of another man's cum. You passed, David. You passed everything."

The ache in my chest isn't anger. It’s a sudden, blinding clarity.

The "breeding kink" fantasy dissolves, leaving a momentary pang of disappointment. I wanted that darkness. I wanted that burden.

But then, joy rushes in. She isn't carrying a stranger's child. She is just mine.

"You manipulated me," I say, a small, incredulous smile touching my lips.

"I had to be sure."

I move my hand on her stomach, rubbing the flat, empty skin.

"I’m a little disappointed," I admit, my voice low. "I was ready to be a dad."

Emily smiles through her tears. A genuine, radiant smile that lights up the dark room.

"You really want one?" she asks. "Knowing what we are? Knowing how I am?"

"I want a baby," I say, realizing it’s the truest thing I’ve said all night. "With you. I don't care whose DNA is in the mix. I want us to be a family."

She bites her lip. She looks at me with a new kind of fire.

"Okay," she whispers. "Next month. I’ll stop the pill."

My heart leaps.

"Next month," I repeat.

"But tonight..." she grinds down on me, the friction slick and perfect. "Tonight, practice. Fill me up, David. Pretend it’s real."

The permission breaks me.

I drive into her, no longer holding back, no longer gentle. I fuck her with the promise of the future.

"I love you," I groan.

"I love you," she screams.

I explode inside her. I pour myself into her womb, mixing my seed with Robert's, reclaiming the space, preparing the ground.

We lie there for a long time, hearts beating in sync. The secret is out. The test is over.

We are solid.

But there is one loose thread left. The man in the guest room, tearing himself apart with guilt.

"Tomorrow," I say into the dark. "We talk to Robert."

"Tomorrow," she agrees.


CHAPTER 19

Morning light washes the yard in pale gold. The air is crisp, carrying the scent of cut grass and damp earth.

Robert sits on the porch bench. A cup of coffee sits beside him, cooling untouched. His suitcase is already by the door.

He’s leaving today.

He stares out at the garden, his eyes far away, lost in a landscape of guilt only he can see.

I step out, two fresh mugs in hand. I sit on the bench next to him.

"You’re really going?" I ask, though I know the answer.

He nods, not looking at me. "Yes, David. I’ve stayed too long."

"Because of Emily?"

"No." The denial comes too fast. A crack in his voice betrays him. "Your wife is... wonderful. Too wonderful."

He takes a shaky breath, his hands clasping together until the knuckles turn white.

"She deserves better than an old man loitering in her house," he mutters.

It’s time to lift the weight.

"Why did you raise me, Robert?" I ask gently.

He turns to me, surprised by the shift. "What kind of question is that?"

"You gave me everything. College. The car. The down payment on this house. But you weren't family. You were just my mother’s friend."

He stares past the lawn again, his voice lowering to a whisper.

"Not just a friend. We were lovers in college. Meant to marry. Then... she met your father. My best friend."

He swallows hard.

"I found them together once. She said it was one night. A mistake. I couldn't forgive it, even though I still loved her. I walked away."

He pauses, the memory clearly still sharp after decades.

"Years later, we met again. She was still fire. Still the only woman who made me feel alive. We were secret lovers for a long time—until the accident took them both. I raised you because I believed I could be... more than a name on paper. I wanted to be the father you deserved. The father I never got to be for her children."

The truth settles around us like dust. It explains everything—his care, his rigid morality, his pain when Emily "strayed." He sees my mother in Emily. The fire. The infidelity.

"I know about Emily and Marcus," I say quietly.

His head snaps toward me. Shock widens his eyes. "You... know?"

"I’ve known since before you came. Since the beginning. I encouraged it."

I let it land. I watch the confusion war with the horror on his face. Then I add the final piece.

"And I know about you and Emily. I pushed her toward it."

"Why?" he asks, his voice raw. "Why would you do that?"

"It started as our game," I answer. "Desire we both chose. We never meant to hurt you. She only continued when she felt you pulled to her. When we saw how much you wanted her."

I hold his gaze, steady and forgiving.

"As a kid, I overheard my father once. Talking to my mom. He didn't just forgive her affair with you—he embraced it. He knew. And he let her be free because he knew it made her happy. That’s why she never left him."

Robert goes still. Old pieces of his life are clicking into a new, startling shape. The betrayal he mourned for years was actually a permission he never understood.

"You’re still the man who raised me," I say, squeezing his shoulder. "Offering Emily wasn't punishment. It was desire—ours and yours. You deserved to feel that fire again. The fire you lost with my mother."

He blinks rapidly, eyes brightening with unshed tears. "She’s... incredible. Last night... she reminded me of her so much. That’s what tore me up. Made me feel like I was desecrating a memory."

"You don’t have to feel guilty," I say softly. "You helped me satisfy her. You made us closer. Thank you."

A long beat passes. The birds sing in the trees, oblivious to the heavy human drama unfolding below.

Then I ask the question that has been nagging me.

"Why did you really come here, Robert? It wasn’t just a visit. You showed up out of nowhere."

His hands tighten on his knees. He looks down, shame coloring his cheeks.

"I have a friend," he starts, his voice strained. "He owns a shop in town. An adult novelty store. We play golf sometimes."

My heart skips a beat. The sex shop. The yellow toy.

"Over a month ago," Robert continues, "he sent me a video. A security clip from his back office. He thought it was... amusing. A beautiful blonde woman, bargaining for a toy by letting him watch her use it."

I freeze. The timeline fits perfectly.

"He didn't know who she was," Robert whispers. "But I did. I recognized the ring. I recognized her."

He looks up at me, eyes pleading for understanding.

"I thought she had lost her mind, David. I thought she was spiraling. Cheating on you with the gardener, exposing herself to strangers... I came here to stop it. To protect you. To confront her and make her stop."

He lets out a shaky breath, a confession ripped from his soul.

"But then I stayed. I saw her with Marcus in that shed. I saw how... alive she was. And instead of stopping it... I wanted it."

We sit in the fragile silence. The air feels clearer, somehow. The pieces fit. He came as a savior, armed with evidence of her "sin," only to become the biggest sinner of all.

"You didn’t just come to protect me," I say at last. "You came because you were jealous. You saw that video, and you wanted what the shop owner had."

Robert doesn't deny it. He just nods, defeated.

"You loved my mother," I say, bridging the gap. "You raised me. And you saw Emily as a force, not a possession. Just like Mom."

I rest a firm hand on his shoulder.

"Maybe none of this was planned. But you were honest with your heart. And you gave her something I couldn't give her alone."

He looks at me, tears spilling over. "David..."

"It's okay," I say. "Go home, Robert. Keep the secret. And keep the memory. She's yours in that memory, forever."

He nods once. A tear slips free.

For the first time, I see him not as the moral authority, nor as the man who touched my wife. I see him as a man who has carried a longer, messier love than I ever understood.

The man who saved me, then let me save him back.


CHAPTER 20

The living room glows under soft lamplight. We’ve scattered pillows on the rug, creating a low, inviting nest. Candles breathe a warm, musky fragrance of amber and sandalwood.

A slow jazz line coils through the air, heavy with brass and anticipation.

Emily stands at the center. She wears a sheer silk robe that floats around her like smoke. Her eyes are bright with command, but there’s a tremor in her hands—excitement, or maybe the weight of what she’s about to ask.

She crooks a finger at us.

Robert and I sit on the sofa, watching her. My pulse lifts. This is her stage. We are just the players.

She lets the robe slide off her shoulders. It puddles at her feet.

She is magnificent. Naked. Proud. The woman who broke us both and put us back together.

She comes to me first. She cups my face, her thumb tracing my mouth.

"You’re ready," she whispers. It’s a statement, not a question.

Then she turns to Robert. Her gaze softens, becoming almost tender, before darkening with want.

"And you," she says. "I need you to take care of me, Robert. Like you promised."

He hesitates, his jaw tight. He glances at me—one last check for permission.

I nod. "Go ahead. She's yours."

He exhales, a sound between surrender and relief.

Emily lies back on the pillows. She spreads her legs, open and waiting.

"Robert first," she commands softly.

Robert moves. He kneels between her thighs. He looks at me, and for the first time, there is no guilt in his eyes. Only a shared, dark purpose.

He lowers his head. He worships her. His tongue works with a slow, maddening rhythm that makes her toes curl.

"Ohhh..." she sighs, tossing her head back.

Then, he rises. He positions himself. He enters her.

It’s deep. Thick. He fills her completely.

"God..." she gasps. "Robert..."

I watch. I sit right beside her head, stroking her hair, whispering praises while another man—the man who raised me—pounds into my wife.

He sets a punishing pace. He isn't gentle. He is desperate to imprint himself on her.

"Is he filling you?" I whisper in her ear.

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, tears pricking her eyes. "He's so big... David, look at him!"

Robert grunts, driving home. He lasts a long time, stretching her, preparing her. When he finally comes, he roars, collapsing forward, burying his face in her neck.

He pulls out, leaving her gaping, slick with his fluids and her own desire.

He rolls to the side, panting.

"My turn," I say.

I move into the space he just vacated. I don't wait for her to recover. I slide into her immediately.

The sensation is overwhelming. I glide in with zero resistance, lubricated by Robert’s seed. It’s warm, messy, and incredibly intimate.

"David..." she sobs, wrapping her legs around me. "You feel... mixed... oh god..."

I drive into her, hard and fast. I claim the mess. I churn it inside her.

"I’m mixing it up," I growl. "I’m taking what he left and making it mine."

She screams, her body convulsing. She comes hard, her nails digging into my back. I ride the wave with her, spilling myself inside, adding my volume to his.

I collapse, breathing hard.

Emily lies there, chest heaving, eyes rolled back. She looks completely wrecked. Beautifully destroyed.

"I can't..." she whimpers. "I'm done... so full..."

"Not yet," Robert’s voice cuts through the haze.

He has recovered. He is hard again.

He crawls over. He gently moves me aside.

"One more," he says, his voice rough with authority. "She needs to be sealed."

Emily’s eyes widen. "Robert? Again?"

"Again."

He pushes her legs back until her knees touch her ears. He drives into her for the third time.

This time, it breaks her.

"No... oh god... too much!" she wails, but her hips rise to meet him.

She starts to cry. Real, happy, overwhelmed tears. She is sobbing with pleasure, her body twitching uncontrollably. She has never been filled like this. Never been passed back and forth like a prized chalice.

"Take it," Robert commands, slapping her ass. "Take every drop."

I hold her hand, kissing her wet face, while he hammers the final nails into her resistance.

When he finishes this time, she is gone. She floats in a subspace of pure endorphins.

We lie in a tangle—sweat-slick, pulse-drunk. My hand on her breast, Robert’s hand on her hip. We are a knot of limbs and fluids.

"This..." she whispers, her voice a broken rasp. "This was everything."

It isn’t just sex. It’s truth. A love too wild to cage, named out loud.


Epilouge

Sunlight spills through the curtains when I wake.

My body hums, every muscle remembering the exertion. Emily sleeps beside me, lips parted, peaceful in the hush after the storm.

Love swells in my chest—clean, anchoring. A threshold crossed, and I’ve never felt more free.

I sit up. The house feels different. Lighter.

I walk downstairs. The house is still.

The door to the guest room stands ajar. The bed is made, military tight. The closet is empty. His bag is gone.

The ache that comes isn’t regret; it’s tender and grateful.

I walk into the living room. Amid the scattered pillows of last night’s altar, a single piece of paper waits on the coffee table.

Robert’s handwriting. Neat. Measured. Old school.

Dear David and Emily,

Thank you. For the hospitality. And for a night so thrilling I will carry it to my grave.

I can’t stay. I need to find my own balance again. You two have something rare—a fire that burns without consuming. Protect it.

I wish you endless adventures in love and desire. And Emily... when I miss that perfect pussy of yours, I’ll come back and join the fun. Until then, keep David busy.

With love, Robert.

A laugh escapes me, bright and helpless.

Sunlight frames the open front door. He’s gone for now, leaving his blessing like a warm hand on our backs.

I hear Emily stirring upstairs.

I look at the note, then at the stairs.

We have a baby to make (for real this time). We have a life to build. And we have a standing invitation for the man who helped us find ourselves.

I start up the stairs, ready to wake my wife the only way she deserves.

[THE END]


Author’s Note

Thank You for Reading

I want to extend a heartfelt thank you for choosing to spend your time with David, Emily, and Robert. In a world full of books, it means everything to me that you picked this one.

This story holds a special place in my heart as it is one of the very first novellas I ever wrote. Looking back, I realized it deserved a little extra care. I have recently revisited and re-edited the manuscript to polish the prose while keeping the raw, uninhibited energy of the original vision.

My only goal was to offer you an escape—a few moments of heat, thrill, and entertainment. I hope I succeeded.

A Small Favor

As an independent author, reviews are my lifeblood. They help other readers find my stories and encourage me to keep writing.

If you enjoyed the spice and the twists, please consider leaving a rating or a short review on Amazon. It only takes a minute, but it makes a world of difference.
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