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Chapter 1

The bell above the coffee shop door chimed softly as Heather pushed it open, her eyes immediately finding Gwen at their usual corner table. Steam rose from Gwen's mug in delicate tendrils as she gestured toward the empty chair opposite her.

"You're late," Gwen said, though her smile was anything but scolding. "I was starting to think you'd bailed on me for another PTA meeting."

Heather slipped into the chair, setting her purse on the floor beside her. "Never." She smoothed her sweater over her lap, a nervous habit she couldn't seem to break. "Just had to wait for Jacob to get home. Alex needed a ride to work."

Gwen leaned forward, dark hair falling across one shoulder. "How is Mr. Predictable these days? Still bringing home the same takeout on Tuesdays?"

"You know Jacob," Heather replied with a small smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Why change perfection?"

The barista arrived, setting Heather's usual latte on the table. "Anything else for you ladies?"

Gwen shook her head, waiting until the young woman walked away before leaning closer. "Speaking of perfection..." Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "I have to tell you about Ethan."

Heather's hands tightened around the warm mug. "Ethan?" She kept her expression neutral, though her heart had begun to beat a little faster.

"The younger one," Gwen continued, her eyes glinting. "The one I told you was coming over Saturday night."

Heather took a sip of her latte, burning her tongue slightly. "And?"

"And," Gwen said, pausing for effect, "he's everything you'd imagine and then some."

The coffee shop buzzed around them—the espresso machine hissing, quiet conversations blending into background noise. But in their small corner, Heather could only hear the pounding in her ears as Gwen described Saturday night in vivid detail. How Ethan had taken control without asking, how he'd made her feel seen in ways she hadn't been in years, how surrendering had paradoxically made her feel powerful.

When Gwen finished, she watched Heather's face carefully. "You're blushing."

Heather touched her cheek, which indeed felt warm. "It's just the coffee."

Gwen laughed softly, reaching across the table to touch Heather's hand. "Oh, honey. When was the last time anyone looked at you like that?"

The question hung between them, heavier than the steam from their mugs, as Heather stared into her latte, suddenly unable to meet her friend's knowing eyes.

"He's so verbal," Gwen murmured, her eyes distant as if reliving the moment. "Not just dirty talk, but... commands. Specific. Demanding." She took a slow sip of her coffee, gaze flicking to Heather. "We went to the theater Friday night. During intermission..."

Heather shifted in her seat, fingers tightening around her mug. The latte had gone cold in her hands.

"He pulled me into the women's restroom," Gwen continued, voice dropping to near-inaudibility. "Stall at the far end. Locked the door behind us."

Heather's breath hitched.

"He pushed me to my knees," Gwen said, watching Heather's reaction. "No questions, no hesitation. Just his hand in my hair, tilting my head back."

The coffee shop sounds faded into a dull roar in Heather's ears. She could feel heat spreading through her chest, down to her belly.

"Look at me," Gwen mimicked, her voice deeper now. "Open your mouth. That's it." She paused, letting the words hang between them. "He wasn't gentle. He wasn't asking permission."

Heather swallowed hard. The movement of her throat felt suddenly exposed.

"People were coming in and out," Gwen said, her normal voice returning but no less intense. "Washing hands, chatting, while I..." She trailed off, her meaning clear. "He kept whispering the whole time. 'Take it. Don't you dare pull away.' Like he owned every part of me right there, with strangers just feet away."

Heather felt a flush creeping up her neck. She couldn't look away from Gwen's eyes.

"The risk... the submission... God, Heather," Gwen shook her head slowly. "When he finished, he just helped me up, straightened my dress, kissed my forehead. Then walked out like nothing had happened."

A small sound escaped Heather's lips—half gasp, half moan.

"He does that," Gwen said softly. "Makes you feel completely used, then utterly cherished." She leaned closer. "When was the last time anyone made you feel that way?"

Heather's thighs pressed together under the table. She could feel how damp her panties had become just listening.

"Never," Heather whispered, the admission tasting both shameful and thrilling. "Never anything like that."

Gwen leaned back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she watched Heather's reaction. "I swear, Heather," she said, her voice low and intimate. "I'm still sore in all the right places. I can still taste him."

Heather's cheeks burned, and she took another sip of her latte to hide her face.

Gwen's eyes narrowed. "When was the last time Jacob fucked you?"

Heather nearly choked on her coffee. "Gwen!"

"Don't 'Gwen' me," Gwen said, leaning forward again. "I'm serious. When? Last week? Last month?"

Heather stared into her mug, the cold liquid swirling. She couldn't answer.

Gwen reached across the table, her fingers brushing Heather's wrist. "That long, huh?" Her voice softened. "Or longer?"

Heather swallowed, the admission catching in her throat. "I don't..." She shook her head. "I can't remember exactly."

Gwen waited, patient but relentless.

"Probably..." Heather's voice was barely audible. "Over a year ago."

Gwen's eyes widened slightly, then softened with understanding. "A year," she murmured. "God, honey. That's not a marriage, that's a roommate situation with benefits you've forgotten how to claim."

Gwen leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms. "He's cheating on you," she said bluntly. "Probably fucking that cute little secretary who always brings him coffee."

Heather's head snapped up. "No. Jacob would never—"

"Never?" Gwen raised an eyebrow. "Every man has needs, Heather. A year without sex? He's getting it somewhere."

"He's not like that," Heather insisted, her voice low. The words came out before she could stop them. "He's... he's more of a submissive type."

Gwen threw her head back and laughed, drawing glances from nearby tables. "Oh, honey," she said when she'd composed herself, leaning forward with a wicked grin. "I knew it. I've been able to see that in his eyes since the first time I met him."

Heather's cheeks burned. "It's not funny."

"No, it's not funny," Gwen agreed, though her eyes still danced with amusement. "It's actually kind of hot. You've been living with a secret sub all these years and never thought to take advantage?" She shook her head slowly. "Girl, you've been missing out."

Gwen's smile turned predatory. "Have you ever heard of cuckolding?"

Heather's brow furrowed. "Cuck... what?" She felt heat climbing her neck.

"Cuckolding," Gwen repeated, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "When a man gets off on watching his partner with someone else. Usually someone younger, stronger." She paused, letting the idea sink in. "Someone who can give his wife what he can't."

Heather's hands trembled slightly around her mug. "I... I think I've heard of it."

"You think?" Gwen raised an eyebrow. "Honey, I'm suggesting your husband might want to watch a young stud like Ethan have his way with you." She leaned closer. "Imagine Jacob in that chair by your bed while Ethan holds your head down and fucks your throat until you're gagging."

Heather's cheeks flamed. She glanced around the coffee shop, paranoid. "Gwen, someone will hear."

"Let them," Gwen said, undeterred. "Picture it: Jacob watching Ethan flip you over, spread those beautiful thighs, and pound that pretty pussy until you're screaming." She watched Heather's reaction. "Wouldn't that be something? Your sweet submissive husband getting hard watching another man claim what's his?"

Heather squeezed her thighs together, dampness soaking through her panties. "That's... that's not..."

"Not what?" Gwen challenged softly. "Not what you want? Or not what you want to admit you want?"

Heather couldn't answer. Her heart hammered against her ribs, and every nerve ending felt exposed. Gwen leaned back, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face. "Tell me something, Heather," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Do you think Jacob would clean you up afterward?"

Heather's eyes widened. "Clean me up?"

"After another man finishes with you," Gwen clarified, watching Heather's face flush deeper. "When you're dripping with another man's cum, do you think your sweet husband would get on his knees and lick you clean?"

Heat flooded Heather's cheeks, and she squeezed her thighs together under the table. "Gwen, that's... that's insane."

"Is it?" Gwen's eyes danced with amusement. "You just told me he's submissive. Think about it—Jacob kneeling between your legs, tasting another man on you, cleaning you with his tongue." She paused, letting the image settle between them. "Wouldn't that just drive him wild?"

Heather's breath hitched. She could almost picture it—Jacob's gentle eyes looking up at her, his mouth on her most intimate place, licking away the evidence of another man's pleasure. The thought was shocking, depraved, and somehow intensely arousing.

A whimper slipped from Heather's lips before she could swallow it. Heat pooled low in her belly, and she felt the damp fabric of her panties press against her swollen skin. The thought was depraved, twisted, yet a long-dormant hunger stirred inside her, sharp and urgent.

Gwen's eyes narrowed, a knowing glint in their depths. "You're getting wet, aren't you?" she murmured, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Just thinking about Jacob on his knees, his tongue inside you, tasting another man's cum mixed with your arousal." She leaned forward, elbows resting on the table. "Would you make him beg for it?"

A soft whimper escaped Heather's lips. Heat bloomed across her cheeks, and her pulse hammered against her ribs. The image flashed behind her eyes, so vivid it made her ache—her gentle Jacob kneeling before her, his mouth working to erase another man's claim while she watched from above.

"God, the power you'd have," Gwen continued, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Your husband cleaning you with his tongue, desperate to reclaim what was never really his to begin with." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Heather's wrist. "Tell me you wouldn't love that." "I can't," Heather whispered, shaking her head even as her thighs pressed together beneath the table. "That's not me." Her knuckles whitened around her mug. "God, Gwen, this is insane." Her voice dropped to barely audible. Heat bloomed across Heather's cheeks, and she squeezed her thighs together under the table. "But I'm..." Her voice dropped to barely audible. "I don't know why I'm admitting this, but..." She swallowed hard. "I'm getting aroused by this."

Gwen's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Of course you are." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to match Heather's whisper. "That's not 'not you,' honey. That's just the real you waking up."

Heather shook her head again, weaker this time. "I couldn't... I wouldn't even know how to..."

"I could train you," Gwen said, her fingers tracing patterns on the tablecloth. "We'll start small. Tonight, when Jacob comes home, don't wait for him to initiate. Go to him while he's changing out of his work clothes. Kneel in front of him."

Heather's eyes widened. "Kneel?"

"Kneel," Gwen confirmed, her voice firm. "Take his hands and put them in your hair. Look up at him and say, 'I've been thinking about you all day.'" She paused, letting the image settle. "Watch his reaction. If he gets hard—if his breathing changes—you'll know."

Heather's breath hitched. "And if he doesn't?"

"He will," Gwen said with certainty. "Then you'll ask him, 'Do you want to use my mouth?'" She watched Heather's face flush. "His answer will tell you everything you need to know."

Heat pooled in Heather's belly at the thought. "What if he says no?"

"He won't," Gwen promised. "But if he does, you'll just smile and say, 'Okay, honey. Another time then.' And walk away like nothing happened." She leaned closer. "The mystery will eat at him. He'll be thinking about it all night."

Heather swallowed hard. "And if he says yes?"

Gwen's smile widened. "Then you'll finally have your answer about what kind of man you've been married to all these years." She squeezed Heather's hand. "And we'll move on to lesson two." "And if he cums in your mouth," Gwen continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "you'll stand up, pull his face to yours, and kiss him deep. Let him taste himself on your tongue."

Heather's breath caught, her eyes widening. "Gwen, I... I couldn't."

"You could," Gwen countered softly, her thumb stroking the back of Heather's hand. "And you will." She leaned closer, dark eyes glinting. "Imagine his surprise when you press your cum-covered tongue against his. Will he pull away? Or will he moan and deepen the kiss, hungry for more?"

Heather's cheeks burned, but she couldn't look away. "That's... that's..."

"That's what a real woman does," Gwen finished for her. "She takes control. She surprises. She makes her man question everything he thought he knew about her." She squeezed Heather's fingers gently. "About himself."

A shiver ran through Heather despite the coffee shop warmth. "Jacob would be shocked."

"Good," Gwen said with a predatory smile. "Shock is the first step toward awakening." She released Heather's hand and sat back, her expression turning thoughtful. "After the kiss—whether he likes it or not—you'll simply smile, say 'Thank you, honey,' and walk away to finish dinner."

Heather blinked. "Just... leave him there?"

"Leave him standing there with his pants around his ankles, wondering what the hell just happened," Gwen confirmed, her eyes dancing. "Wondering when his sweet, predictable wife became this... this creature of desire who kisses with her mouth full of his cum and doesn't even wait for his reaction."

Heat pooled between Heather's thighs at the image. "He'd... he'd probably follow me to the kitchen."

"Probably," Gwen agreed. "And you'll act completely normal. Ask him about his day. Tell him Alex called while he was gone." She paused, letting the contrast sink in. "Drive him crazy wondering when the next surprise will come."

The conversation continued as afternoon light softened into evening. Heather glanced at the clock on the wall, the hands moving closer to the time when Jacob would expect her home. She shifted in her seat, the dampness between her thighs a persistent reminder of their talk.

"I should go," Heather said, though her hands remained still on the table. "Jacob will be wondering..."

Gwen's fingers tightened around Heather's wrist. "Promise me," she said, her voice low and intense. "Promise you'll try tonight."

Heather met Gwen's gaze, her pulse quickening. "What if..."

"No what ifs," Gwen cut in softly. "Just promise."

Heather swallowed, nodding slowly. "I... I promise."

Gwen's lips curved into a satisfied smile as she released Heather's wrist. "Good girl."


Heather drove home with her hands gripping the steering wheel, each tick of the turn signal counting down the moments until she'd have to follow through. The kids' music drifted down from upstairs as she pushed open the front door, the house quiet without Jacob's presence yet. She tossed her purse onto the kitchen counter, then paced the length of the living room, her pulse thrumming in her throat.

Headlights swept across the front windows. Jacob's car rolled into the driveway with the familiar crunch of gravel. The front door opened, then closed with its usual soft click.

"Hey," Jacob called from the entryway, his keys jangling as he dropped them in the ceramic bowl. "Traffic was hell today."

She grabbed his hand, her fingers wrapping firmly around his wrist. "Laundry room," she said, her voice low and determined. She didn't wait for a response, pulling him down the short hallway into the small space smelling of fabric softener.

With her back against the washing machine, Heather lifted her sweater over her head, revealing the soft swell of her breasts in a simple cream bra. Her hands moved to her jeans, unbuttoning and sliding them down her hips along with her panties until they pooled around her ankles. The cool air kissed her exposed flesh.

Jacob stood frozen, his eyes wide with confusion. "Heather? What—"

"Look at me," she commanded, her voice steady despite the trembling in her hands. She dropped to her knees on the laundry room floor, looking up at him with an intensity she'd never shown before. "I want you to fuck my mouth like I'm your personal slut."

Jacob's breath hitched, his hands hovering uselessly at his sides. "I... the boys could come down..."

"Shut up," she said, reaching forward to palm the growing hardness behind his work trousers. "Stop thinking and just fuck my mouth."

A strangled sound escaped Jacob's throat as he finally managed a shaky nod. "Yes... okay, yes." His fingers trembled as he began unbuckling his belt."Grab my hair," Heather commanded, her voice low and thick with need. "Use me."

Jacob's breath hitched as his fingers tangled in her blonde strands, his grip hesitant at first. His cock sprang free, thickening to full arousal as Heather's tongue darted out to taste the bead of precum at his tip. He wasn't huge, but he was hard—rock hard—and throbbing against her lips.

"That's it," she murmured, wrapping her hand around his base. "Now fuck my mouth with that little cock of yours."

Jacob's eyes widened at her crude words, but his hips jerked forward instinctively. His grip tightened in her hair as he began to thrust, his cock sliding between her lips. Heather relaxed her throat, taking him deeper with each stroke, her hands resting on his thighs as she surrendered to his rhythm.

"Harder," she urged around his length. "Don't be gentle. I want to feel you hitting the back of my throat."

Jacob groaned, his movements becoming more forceful, more deliberate. The washing machine vibrated against Heather's back as he drove into her mouth, his breathing growing ragged with each thrust. "God, that little dick feels good," Heather moaned around his thrusts. "Don't hold back, baby. Use my throat like it's just another hole for you to fuck."

Jacob's grip tightened in her hair, his hips snapping forward with renewed urgency. A flush crept up his neck as her words washed over him.

"You like that, don't you?" Heather pulled back just enough to speak, saliva coating her chin. "You like hearing what a tiny cock you have while I let you abuse my mouth." She slapped his ass hard enough to sting. "Harder, you pathetic fuck. Show me what that little thing can really do."

Jacob's entire body trembled as his cock swelled against her tongue. The degradation in her voice seemed to fuel his arousal, his thrusts becoming almost desperate in their intensity.

"Look at you," Heather taunted, her voice muffled by his thickness. "Getting harder every time I call your cock tiny. Does it make you feel like a real man, fucking my face with that pathetic little dick?"

Another slap to his ass, harder this time. Jacob gasped, his hips jerking erratically as precum leaked onto her tongue.

The shock of her words sent a violent tremor through Jacob's body. His eyes widened as he stared down at his wife—his sweet, predictable Heather—kneeling before him with his cock in her mouth, calling him pathetic while demanding he fuck her harder. His mind reeled, unable to process the transformation, yet his body betrayed him, swelling impossibly harder with each degrading word.

"You like this, don't you?" Heather pulled back just enough to speak, her voice thick with saliva and something darker. Her thumb pressed into Jacob's hipbone as she gripped his ass. "Your cock throbs when I call you pathetic." Her nails dug into his flesh. "Then show me. Show me how much you love being my worthless little fuck."

Jacob's entire body convulsed as her words pushed him over the edge. With a guttural cry, he exploded, hot cum flooding Heather's mouth in thick spurts. She swallowed greedily, throat working as she took every drop, her eyes locked on his the entire time.

Before Jacob could recover, Heather rose gracefully to her feet, not spilling a single drop. She grabbed his face with both hands, pulling him down into a bruising kiss. His lips parted in surprise as her tongue invaded his mouth, pushing the accumulated cum past his teeth and onto his tongue.

Jacob stumbled back a step, his body rigid. For a moment, he didn't respond, frozen between shock and something else—something he couldn't name. Then, hesitantly, his lips moved against hers, the kiss clumsy with humiliation and shame. When Heather finally pulled away, a thin string of saliva and cum connected their mouths before breaking.

"What... what was that?" Jacob asked, his voice rough and wavering.

Heather wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a slow smirk spreading across her face. "I wanted to see what kind of man you are." She stepped into her panties, pulling them up over her hips before sliding into her jeans. Bending down, she snatched her sweater from the floor. "Get dressed, honey. Dinner's not going to cook itself."

Jacob stared at her, trembling and speechless, his pants still around his ankles. "We haven't... we haven't done anything like this in over a year, and suddenly—" He gestured helplessly between them. "What's going on with you?"

"Nothing's 'going on' with me," Heather said coolly, adjusting her bra before pulling her sweater over her head. "I'm just finally giving you what you've always wanted." She stepped forward, patting his cheek condescendingly. "Now finish getting dressed. The boys will be hungry soon."

Without another glance, Heather walked out of the laundry room, leaving Jacob standing there with his own cum still coating his tongue, wondering what had just happened to his wife.

He called after her, his voice shaky. "Heather, wait. We need to talk."

She paused at the doorway to the kitchen, turning just enough for him to see the curve of her hip. "About what, honey?" she asked, her tone light as she opened the fridge. "The fact that you came in my mouth in under two minutes? Or that you choked when I kissed you?"

Jacob stumbled out of the laundry room, hastily pulling up his trousers. "That's not what I meant. This... whatever this was..."

"The boys need dinner," Heather interrupted, pulling out ground beef and vegetables. "Ryan wants spaghetti tonight."

She moved to the stove, her back to him, ignoring his attempts to speak. "Heather, please," Jacob pleaded, following her into the kitchen. "What's gotten into you?"

"The same thing that got into you a few minutes ago," she replied without turning around, deftly chopping onions. "Now if you'll excuse me, I have a family to feed."

The rest of the evening passed in a tense silence. Heather served dinner with practiced ease, engaging the boys in conversation about school and friends while Jacob sat stiffly in his chair, pushing food around his plate. Every time he tried to catch her eye, she looked away, her smile reserved only for their children.

Later that night, as they lay in bed in the dark, Jacob reached for her hand. "Can we please talk about this?"

Heather rolled onto her side, facing away from him. "I'm tired, Jacob. I have that PTA meeting tomorrow." She pulled the covers up to her chin. "Goodnight."


The bell above the coffee shop door chimed the next afternoon as Heather pushed it open, her hands trembling slightly as she scanned the room. Gwen was already there, nursing a black coffee in their usual corner, her dark eyes finding Heather immediately with a knowing look.

"You're late," Gwen said, though her lips curved into a satisfied smirk. "Or maybe not. I'm guessing your husband made you late this morning."

Heather sank into the chair opposite, her purse thudding against the floor. She wrapped her hands around her mug, the latte already waiting for her. Gwen leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "So? Don't leave me in suspense. How did it go?"

Heather's fingers tightened around her mug. "I... I did what you said." Heat crept up her neck as she remembered the laundry room. "I went to him while he was changing."

"And?" Gwen pressed, her eyes glinting.

"He was confused at first," Heather continued, her gaze dropping to the latte. "But when I knelt... when I told him what I wanted..." She swallowed hard. "His hands were shaking, but he did it."

Gwen's smile widened. "Of course he did. What happened next?"

Heather's cheeks burned. "I... I let him fuck my mouth. Like you said."

"And?" Gwen leaned closer, her voice barely audible. "Did he cum?"

Heather nodded, her knuckles white around her mug. "Quickly. Very quickly."

"The kiss," Gwen prompted softly. "Did you kiss him?"

Heather took a shaky breath. "Yes."

"And?" Gwen pressed, her eyes dancing with anticipation. "How did he react?"

"He froze," Heather whispered, the memory vivid in her mind. "Just stood there while I pushed it into his mouth." She looked up, meeting Gwen's gaze. "For a second, I thought he'd pull away."

"Did he?"

"He didn't," Heather admitted. "He kissed me back, but... clumsy. Shocked." She shook her head slowly. "He couldn't look at me the rest of the night."

Gwen's lips curved into a satisfied smile. "And how did that make you feel?"

Heather's thighs pressed together under the table. "Powerful," she whispered, the admission tasting both shameful and thrilling. "Scared, but... powerful."

Gwen laughed softly, leaning back in her chair. "Oh, honey. The sweet, predictable housewife finally showing her claws." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Heather's wrist. "Tell me about his reaction when you called his cock pathetic."

A flush crept up Heather's neck. "He... he got harder. Thicker." Her voice dropped to barely audible. "The more I degraded him, the more he seemed to like it."

"Of course he did," Gwen said, her voice rich with satisfaction. "Submissives live for that contradiction—the humiliation that makes them harder than anything else." She leaned closer. "Did he beg?"

Heather shook her head. "He just... grunted. Groaned. His whole body trembled when he came." She looked down into her latte. "I've never seen him cum that fast before."

"Perfect," Gwen murmured, her eyes distant with thought. "He's confused, ashamed, and probably more aroused than he's been in years." She tapped her nails against the table. "Tonight, when you go to bed, you're going to push him further."

Heather's breath hitched. "How?"

"You're going to make him get you off," Gwen said simply. "With his mouth."

Heather's eyes widened. "Jacob? He... he hasn't done that in years."

"Exactly," Gwen said with a predatory smile. "Which makes it perfect." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You'll wait until the house is quiet, until you think he's asleep. Then you'll roll over, press your naked body against his back, and whisper in his ear."

Heather leaned closer, her own breathing growing shallow.

"You'll say, 'I'm wet, Jacob. I've been wet all day thinking about yesterday.'" Gwen paused, letting the words settle. "Then you'll roll onto your back, spread your legs, and say, 'I need your tongue. Now.'"

Heat pooled between Heather's thighs at the thought. "What if he says no?"

"He won't," Gwen promised. "But if he hesitates, you'll add, 'Unless you'd rather I find someone else to take care of this? Someone who actually knows how to use his mouth?'" She watched Heather's face flush. "The threat alone should be enough."

Heather swallowed hard. "And if he does it?"

"Then you'll lie back and enjoy it," Gwen said, her voice thick with satisfaction. "You'll guide his head, tell him exactly where to lick, how fast, how hard." She paused, her eyes glinting. "And when you're close to cumming, you'll say, 'That's it, baby. Eat my pussy like the pathetic little sub you are.'"

A soft whimper escaped Heather's lips. Heat pooled between her thighs as she squeezed them together, her panties growing damp against her swollen flesh.


Later that night, after the dishes were cleared and the boys were settled in their rooms, Jacob cornered Heather in the kitchen. "We need to talk," he said, his voice low and strained. "About yesterday. About... everything."

Heather wiped down the counter with deliberate slowness, her back to him. "Talk about what, honey?" she asked without turning. "The fact that you couldn't handle tasting yourself?"

Jacob's shoulders slumped. "No, about—"

"Because if that's it," she continued, finally turning to face him with a cool smile, "I'd suggest you get used to it. Things are changing around here."

She brushed past him and left the room, ending the conversation before it could begin.

Hours later, when the house had fallen silent , Heather emerged from the adjoining bathroom. Jacob was already in bed, feigning sleep, his back turned to her side of the mattress.

She wore nothing but a black lace thong, the thin strap barely visible between the soft curves of her ass cheeks. Her breasts, full and natural, swayed freely as she moved to the vanity, adjusting the thong with deliberate slowness, her fingers tracing the edge of lace against her hip.

Jacob's breathing hitched, his eyes opening to slits as he watched her reflection in the dim light. He rolled over slowly, his gaze fixed on her body.

"I... I don't think I've seen you in a thong since before we got married," he said, his voice rough with sleep and surprise.

Heather met his eyes in the mirror, her expression unreadable. Without responding, she turned and moved to the bed, sliding under the covers beside him. The scent of her freshly washed skin filled the space between them as she settled on her side, facing away from him as if nothing had happened.She rolled onto her back with deliberate slowness, the sheets whispering against her skin as she settled. Moonlight caught the curve of her hip as she hooked her thumb in the thin strap of her thong.

"I've been wet all day," she whispered, her voice low and steady in the darkness. Her thumb traced the edge of lace against her hip. "Thinking about yesterday. About you tasting yourself."

She rolled onto her back, sheets whispering against her skin as she spread her legs beneath the covers. "I'm messy, Jacob. You need to clean me up."

She pushed the lace aside, exposing herself in the dim light. Jacob's breath hitched, his eyes widening as he stared at the glistening folds she'd revealed. For a moment he remained frozen, his mind struggling to process the command.

Then, with a shaky exhale, he shifted onto all fours, crawling between her spread thighs. The mattress dipped with his movements as he lowered his head, his tongue tentatively touching her wetness before beginning to lick with growing urgency.

Heat flooded Heather's cheeks as Jacob's tongue explored her with a hunger she'd never witnessed before. Years of rejection, of his polite disinterest in going down on her, melted away with each eager lap. The wet sounds of his mouth against her filled the bedroom, obscene and thrilling.

She tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer. "That's it," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Lick every drop." When he hesitated, she tightened her grip, tilting his head back. "Did I say you could stop?"

Jacob's eyes widened, but he obeyed, his tongue returning to her with renewed urgency.

"You know," Heather said, her voice dropping to a husky murmur, "that pathetic little cock of yours has never satisfied me like this." She felt his body tense between her thighs. "Never made me this wet. Never made me this close."

Jacob started to lift his head, his mouth opening to protest.

"Don't talk," Heather commanded, pressing his face back against her. "Keep licking. Your mouth is useful for one thing, and it's not talking." She ground her hips against his tongue, her breathing growing ragged. "Just be a good little sub and clean me properly."

A muffled sound escaped Jacob's lips, but he didn't resist. His tongue worked faster, more desperately, as her words seemed to fuel his submission. Heather arched her back, disbelief mingling with arousal at the sight of her husband so thoroughly under her control.

God, she thought, his tongue feels better than his cock ever has. Her body began to tremble, the building tension coiling in her belly. As the crest of pleasure approached, she remembered Gwen's words and whispered, "That's it, baby. Eat my pussy like the pathetic little sub you are."

Jacob's entire body went rigid beneath her hands, his head starting to lift in protest. Heather tightened her grip, forcing his mouth back against her slick folds just as her orgasm crashed through her.

A raw cry tore from her throat as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, grinding against Jacob's mouth as he struggled to keep up with her writhing body.

"Shhh," he mumbled against her, his voice muffled by her flesh. "The boys will hear."

"Don't stop," she demanded, her voice rough with need. "Keep going."

Her body arched off the bed as pleasure seized her, muscles clenching and releasing in waves. A long, ragged moan escaped her lips as she shuddered against his mouth, fingers tightening in his hair. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, pressing against his ears as the intensity washed through her.

"What... what is happening?" he whispered, his voice hoarse. "We haven't... we haven't done anything like this in over a year, and suddenly you're..."

He trailed off, shaking his head as if trying to clear it. "I mean, that thong... I haven't seen you wear one of those since before we got married."

Heather rolled onto her side, her back to him, pulling the covers up to her shoulder. "Get used to it," she said, her voice flat in the darkness. "Things are changing."

Jacob stared at her silhouette, his mind reeling. "But why? What's—"

"Go to sleep, Jacob," she interrupted without turning over. "I'm tired."

Minutes stretched into silence, the only sound their breathing in the darkness. Jacob shifted beside her, his voice hesitant.

"Can I... can I come?" he asked. "I'm so hard it hurts."

"No," Heather said, her voice flat in the darkness. She didn't turn over. "You don't get to choose anymore."

The mattress shifted as he settled back, but sleep wouldn't come. He stared at the ceiling, the taste of her still coating his tongue, wondering what had happened to the quiet woman he'd been married to for nearly two decades.


Sunlight spilled across the kitchen floor as Heather moved through the morning routine with practiced efficiency. The scent of coffee filled the air while she scrambled eggs, the sizzle of bacon punctuating the silence between her and Jacob. He kept glancing at her over his newspaper, opening his mouth several times only to close it again when she'd meet his gaze with a blank expression.

"Pass the salt?" he finally managed, his voice rough.

Heather slid the shaker across the counter without looking at him. "The boys need to leave in ten minutes," she said, turning to pour juice into glasses. "Don't forget Alex has that dentist appointment after school."

Jacob nodded slowly, his fork hovering over his plate. "About last night—"

"The bus will be here any minute," Heather interrupted, placing plates in front of their sons. "Ryan, eat your eggs. They're getting cold."

She bustled around the kitchen, packing lunches, signing permission slips, her movements deliberate and unstoppable. Each time Jacob tried to catch her alone, she found an excuse to move away, to call out to one of the boys, to turn on the radio.

When the front door finally clicked shut behind them, Heather immediately began clearing dishes, the clatter of silverware against porcelain filling the sudden emptiness.

"Heather, please," Jacob said, his hand on her arm. "We need to talk."

She shook him off without turning. "I have that PTA meeting today. I need to get ready."

By the time she emerged from their bedroom, dressed and purse in hand, Jacob was standing by the door, his shoulders slumped in defeat.

"Are you ever going to talk to me about this?" he asked.

Heather paused with her hand on the doorknob. "There's nothing to talk about." She opened the door without looking back. "See you tonight."

The café buzzed with lunchtime chatter as Heather slid into the booth opposite Gwen. A glass of iced water already sat waiting for her, condensation trickling down the sides.

"You're practically vibrating," Gwen said, her dark eyes gleaming with amusement. "Let me guess. Someone got her pussy eaten last night."

Heather's cheeks flushed as she wrapped her hands around the cold glass. "He was... enthusiastic."

Gwen leaned forward, lowering her voice. "Enthusiastic is good. Tell me everything."

"He kept trying to talk this morning," Heather said, her voice dropping to match Gwen's. "I wouldn't let him. Just kept busy with the boys, with chores."

"Good," Gwen nodded, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. "Keep him off balance. Never let him catch his breath."

"He looked so confused," Heather continued, her fingers tracing the condensation on her glass. "Like he couldn't recognize his own wife."

"Perfect," Gwen murmured, reaching across the table to cover Heather's hand with hers. "That's exactly how you want him—desperate, confused, and hungry for more."

The waitress arrived to take their order, and Gwen waited until she'd walked away before leaning closer again.

"So when you told him to eat you out," Gwen said, her voice barely above a whisper, "what did you say exactly? How did you phrase it?"

Heat crept up Heather's neck. "I told him I was messy," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "That I needed his tongue to clean me up."

Gwen's eyes widened slightly, then darkened with approval. "Direct. I like it." She squeezed Heather's fingers. "And when he was doing it... did you remember what I told you to say?"

Heather's gaze dropped to her water glass, her fingers tracing the condensation as heat crept up her neck. "I did," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I called him a sub."

Gwen's eyes darkened with approval, her thumb stroking Heather's knuckles. "How many times?"

"Twice," Heather said, her cheeks burning. "The first time when he started to pull away..."

"And?" Gwen pressed, leaning closer.

"He froze," Heather whispered. "His whole body went rigid for a second."

"The second time?" Gwen prompted, her voice thick with satisfaction.

"When I was close," Heather said, her thighs pressing together under the table. "Right before I came." She looked up, meeting Gwen's knowing gaze. "That's what pushed me over the edge."

"God," Gwen breathed, her fingers tightening around Heather's. "The power, huh? The way he responds to your words."

Heather nodded, her pulse thrumming in her throat. "His tongue... it was like he was starving. Like my words made him desperate to prove himself."

Gwen threw her head back and laughed, drawing glances from nearby tables. "Oh, honey," she said when she'd composed herself, leaning forward with a wicked grin. "I knew you had it in you."

"He tried to lift his head when I said it," Heather confessed. "Like he was going to protest."

"And?" Gwen pressed, her eyes dancing.

"I pushed his face back down and told him to shut up," Heather said, a small smile playing on her lips. "That his mouth was useful for one thing, and it wasn't talking."

"So what's next?" Heather leaned forward, her voice dropping as the waiter refilled their water glasses. "How do I push him further toward... you know."

"Cuckolding?" Gwen finished for her, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "The key is contrast, honey. Normalcy then surprise."

She sipped her water, her eyes gleaming over the rim of the glass. "Today, you'll be the perfect wife. Ask about his day. Listen to his boring work stories. Make his favorite dinner for dessert." She paused, setting her glass down with deliberate slowness. "Drive him crazy with how normal everything is."

Heather shifted in her seat. "And then?"

"Then," Gwen's voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, "when the house is dead silent and the boys are fast asleep, you'll transform." She leaned closer, her dark eyes glinting. "You'll go into the bathroom, put on the filthiest lingerie you own—black lace, thigh-high stockings, the works."

Heat crept up Heather's neck at the thought.

"Then you'll walk back into the bedroom," Gwen continued, her voice hypnotic. "Don't say anything at first. Just stand there and let him see you. Let him drink in every curve of your body wrapped in lace."

She paused, watching Heather's reaction. "You'll start by teasing him. Slowly. Trail your fingers over your breasts, pinch your nipples through the lace until they're hard little peaks."

Heather's breath hitched.

"Turn around slowly," Gwen instructed, her voice low. "Bend over just enough to give him a perfect view of that round ass framed by the garter straps. Spread your legs slightly so he can see how wet those panties are already."

Gwen leaned back, crossing her arms. "By the time you finally speak, he'll be rock hard and desperate."

"What do I say?" Heather whispered.

"You'll climb onto the bed," Gwen said, her voice dropping to a husky murmur. "Straddle his chest and look down at him. And you'll say, 'Remember how I told you subs don't get to choose?'"

Heather's thighs pressed together under the table.

"'Well,'" Gwen continued, mimicking the seductive tone, "'tonight I've decided you get to watch.'" She paused, letting the words hang between them. "'Watch me touch myself while I think about another mans thick cock filling every hole you can't satisfy.'" "Then you'll lean down," Gwen continued, her voice dropping to match Heather's whisper, "your breasts brushing against his chest, and you'll wrap your fingers around that pathetic little cock of his."

Heat pooled between Heather's thighs at the image.

"You'll stroke him slowly," Gwen murmured, her eyes glinting. "Just enough to make him whimper. And when he's squirming beneath you, desperate for more, you'll stop."

Gwen paused, letting the anticipation build. "Then you'll ask him—straight out—if he wants more."

Heather swallowed hard. "And if he says yes?"

"Then you'll bring it up," Gwen said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You'll say, 'Because I was thinking... what if I let someone else fuck me while you watch?'" She watched Heather's face flush. "'Wouldn't you like to see a real man stretch me open? Fill me with his cum while you sit there, hard and useless?'"

Heather's breath caught in her throat, her eyes widening as she shook her head. "No. I can't... that's going too far."

Gwen leaned forward, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial tone. "Can't stop now, honey." Her fingers traced the rim of her water glass. "Look at your hands—they're trembling." She nodded toward Heather's white knuckles. "That's not fear. That's excitement."

Heather swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "But Jacob would never—"

"Never?" Gwen's lips curved into a knowing smile. "The same Jacob who came in two minutes flat when you called his cock pathetic? The same Jacob who licked you clean last night without a word of protest?" She shook her head slowly. "He's already yours, Heather. You just haven't realized it yet."

She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Heather's wrist. "That man is a submissive. A slave waiting for his mistress to claim him." Gwen's eyes darkened with intensity. "All these years, he's been hiding in plain sight, desperate for someone strong enough to see what he really needs."

Heat flooded Heather's cheeks at Gwen's words. She could feel how damp her panties had become just listening, how her body responded to the raw truth in Gwen's voice.

"Think about it," Gwen continued, her voice like velvet. "The way he looked at you this morning—confused, yes, but also hungry. Desperate." She squeezed Heather's fingers gently. "He tasted you last night, honey. He felt how wet you were, how much you wanted his mouth on you. And he loved every second of it."

Heather's thighs pressed together instinctively.

"Tonight," Gwen whispered, her voice dropping to barely audible, "when you're straddling his chest, stroking that pathetic little cock of his, and you ask if he wants to watch another man fuck you—he'll say yes." She leaned closer, her breath warm against Heather's ear. "Because that's what slaves do when their mistresses offer them what they secretly crave."

Heather's fingers tightened around her glass, the condensation slick against her skin. She gave a small, barely perceptible nod. "I'll try it," she whispered, the words feeling both dangerous and exhilarating as they left her lips.

Gwen's lips curved into a satisfied smile, her eyes glinting with approval. "Good girl."

Heather pushed her chair back, the legs scraping softly against the floor. She grabbed her purse from beside her, the movement feeling more deliberate than usual. As she stood, her heart hammered against her ribs, each beat counting down to what she'd promised to do tonight.

"I should go," she said, her voice barely steady.

Gwen watched her, her expression unreadable except for the knowing glint in her dark eyes. "Jacob's waiting."

Heather nodded once, then turned and walked toward the door. The bell chimed softly as she pushed it open, the afternoon sunlight momentarily blinding. She stepped out onto the sidewalk, her legs feeling unsteady beneath her as she moved toward her car.

The click of the lock echoed in the quiet entryway as Heather pushed the front door open. Jacob's keys jangled from their spot in the ceramic bowl—he was already home. He stood in the living room doorway, shoulders tense, brow furrowed.

"Heather," he started, his voice strained. "We need to talk."

She crossed the room in three quick strides, pressing her body against his before he could retreat. Her lips found his in a soft, lingering kiss that tasted of mint and the latte she'd just finished. When she pulled back, her fingers traced the collar of his shirt.

"Talk later," she whispered, her thumb brushing against his jawline. She leaned in close enough that her perfume filled the space between them. "Right now, I'm starving."

Jacob's breath hitched as her fingers danced down his chest. "Starving?"

"Mmm," she hummed, her lips curving into a playful smile. "For food." She tilted her head, letting her hair cascade over one shoulder. "What's my favorite man making for dinner tonight?"

Jacob blinked, his confusion evident. "I... I hadn't thought about it."

Heather's hand slid lower, resting just above his belt buckle. "Well then," she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "how about we cook together?" She rose on her toes to nip at his earlobe. "I'll wear that apron you like."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as his hands instinctively went to her hips. "Heather, I—"

"Shh," she silenced him with another quick kiss. "No talking. Just cooking." She pulled away, turning toward the kitchen with an extra sway in her hips. "Come on, handsome. I'll even let you choose the wine."

Jacob watched her walk away, his mouth slightly agape, before shaking his head and following her into the kitchen, all thoughts of serious conversation momentarily forgotten.

The pasta water bubbled on the stove as Heather moved around the kitchen, her movements fluid and confident. Jacob leaned against the counter, watching her with a mix of awe and confusion as she chopped vegetables with practiced ease.

"You always did make the best carbonara," he said, his voice softer than it had been all day.

Heather paused, a small smile playing on her lips as she glanced at him over her shoulder. "And you always were the best at stirring the sauce." She tilted her head toward the pot. "Don't let it burn, honey."

Their fingers brushed as he took the wooden spoon from her hand, the contact sending a jolt through both of them. Throughout dinner, the tension gradually melted away, replaced by easy conversation and shared laughter that hadn't graced their dining room in years.

As they cleared the last of the dishes, Jacob caught her wrist. "Heather," he said, his voice low and serious. "We need to talk about... everything."

Heather dried her hands on a towel, turning to face him fully. "We will," she promised, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "Later tonight." She rose on her toes to press a soft kiss against his lips. "Right now, why don't you open that bottle of wine you picked out?"

Jacob's eyes searched hers for a moment before he nodded slowly, releasing her wrist. "Okay," he agreed. "Later."Jacob poured two glasses of deep red wine, the liquid catching the candlelight as he set one before Heather. "Remember that little Italian place we used to go to? Before the kids?" He swirled his wine, watching the legs race down the glass. "You'd always order the carbonara, and I'd pretend not to notice when you stole bites of my veal."

Heather laughed, the sound soft and genuine as she swirled pasta onto her fork. "You pretended not to notice? Honey, you were the one who kept pushing your plate closer."

The wine warmed their cheeks as they ate, the conversation flowing easily—college parties, disastrous first dates, that weekend trip to the mountains when they'd gotten lost and ended up sharing a tiny cabin with a family of squirrels. By the time they'd finished their meal, the bottle was half empty and years of distance had dissolved into comfortable familiarity.

The clock on the nightstand ticked past ten as Heather pushed her chair back from the table. "Go to bed," she said, her voice dropping to a low murmur that vibrated through Jacob's chest. "And wait."

Jacob's fork clattered against his plate, but he nodded, his eyes wide with uncertainty as he pushed away from the table and disappeared down the hallway.

Twenty minutes later, the bedroom door clicked open. Jacob, who'd been lying stiffly under the covers with his hands folded over his chest, propped himself up on his elbows.

Heather stood silhouetted in the doorway, then stepped into the soft lamplight. Black lace hugged her curves—thigh-high stockings ending in garter straps that framed the smooth skin of her thighs. A matching bra lifted her breasts, the dark lace contrasting with the pale flesh spilling over the tops. But it was the crotchless thong that made his breath catch, the tiny piece of fabric doing nothing to hide the glistening wetness of her folds.

"God," Jacob whispered, the word ragged in his throat. "Heather, I've never... I don't think I've ever seen you..."

"Seen me like what?" she asked, her voice husky as she moved toward the bed, her hips swaying with each step. The mattress dipped as she climbed on, crawling toward him on all fours like a predator stalking its prey. She straddled his chest, the heat of her body seeping through his thin pajama shirt.

"Like this," he managed, his hands hovering at his sides, afraid to touch. "Like you want to... to eat me alive."

Heather laughed softly, leaning down until her lips brushed his ear. "Oh, honey," she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. "That's exactly what I'm going to do." Her fingers traced the lace trim of her stockings as she slowly straightened, giving him a deliberate view of her body. She hooked her thumbs into the garter straps, her nails scraping lightly against her skin.

"See something you want, Jacob?" Her voice dropped to a husky whisper as she leaned back slightly, her breasts pushing against the black lace. "Something you've been dreaming about all these years?"

His breath hitched, his pajama bottoms tenting as his cock hardened beneath the fabric. "God, yes," he groaned, his hands clenching at his sides. "I want you so much it hurts."

Heather's lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. She shifted lower on his body, her thigh brushing against his hardness as she settled over his hips. Her fingers wrapped around his cock through the thin fabric, squeezing just enough to make him gasp.

"Is that what you call wanting me?" Heather's voice dropped to a mocking tone. Her fingers tightened around his cock, squeezing until he gasped. "You know," she continued, her voice laced with disappointment, "it makes me sad how small this thing is. Hard time pleasing me when you're barely filling my hand."

Jacob's hips bucked instinctively, his body responding to her touch despite the degradation in her voice.

"Tell me," Heather continued, her thumb rubbing circles over his tip through the fabric. "Don't you think your wife deserves something better? Something bigger?" She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Something that can actually stretch me open and make me scream your name?"

A strangled sound escaped Jacob's throat as his cock throbbed against her hand.

"Answer me," she commanded, her grip tightening. "Don't you think I deserve a real cock?"

Color rose in Jacob's cheeks, a flush of shame that couldn't stop his hips from lifting toward her touch. "Yes," he whispered, the word tasting like surrender. "You probably deserve more."

"More than what?" she pressed, her voice soft but relentless. "More than this little thing?" She squeezed again, drawing a whimper from his lips. "More than what you have to offer?"

He nodded helplessly, his breathing ragged. "More," he choked out. "Much more."

Heather's smile widened as she finally lowered his pajama bottoms, his cock springing free. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, her thumb stroking the bead of precum at his tip.

"Tell me what you want me to do," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Tell me how you want to watch another man give me what you can't." He shook his head, his voice barely a whisper. "I don't think... I couldn't watch you with..."

Her fingers tightened around his shaft, silencing his protest. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss against his swollen tip. "Oh, honey," she murmured, her lips still brushing against his skin. "I love this little cock of yours." Her thumb circled his head, collecting the bead of precum. "But not like this."

She straightened, her eyes dark with need. "I've been craving something else. Something that will really fuck me." Her grip tightened as she looked down at him. "Use me. Not like this tiny cock that hasn't properly fucked me in years." Her tongue darted out, tracing the sensitive ridge beneath his crown. Jacob's whole body jolted, a strangled gasp tearing from his throat as she lapped at the bead of precum glistening on his tip.

"Look at you," she murmured, pulling back just enough to speak. "Trembling like a frightened little boy." She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, giving it a slow, deliberate squeeze. "But this tells a different story, doesn't it?"

His hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact. "Heather..."

"Shh," she silenced him, leaning down until her lips brushed against his ear. "I have a question for you, Jacob." Her fingers tightened around his cock as she spoke. "Would you like to be my cuckold?"

The word hung between them, raw and forbidden. Jacob's eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. His body trembled beneath her, a mixture of fear and undeniable arousal.

"I... I..." he stammered, unable to form coherent words.

Heather pulled back slightly, her dark eyes searching his. "Say it, Jacob." Her thumb circled his tip, spreading his wetness. "Say you want to be my cuckold."

He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "Yes," he whispered, the admission tasting like surrender. "Yes, I want to be your cuckold."

A slow, predatory smile spread across Heather's face. "Good boy." She shifted, positioning herself over his hardness. "Now tell me what you want to see."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as he met her gaze. "I... I want to see you..."

"See me what?" she pressed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Use your words, Jacob."

His breathing grew ragged as he finally gave in. "I want to see you getting stretched," he choked out, the words barely audible. "Used. By someone... someone bigger than me."

Heather's hips rolled forward, her wetness coating his tip. "Again," she commanded, her fingers tightening around his shaft. "Tell me again what you want."

"I want to watch you getting stretched," he repeated, his voice stronger now, thick with submission. "I want to watch you getting used by a real man."

Heather lowered herself until her lips barely brushed his ear, her voice a warm whisper that made his entire body tense. "And after he's done," she murmured, "when I'm dripping with another man's cum... would you want to clean me?"

Jacob's breath hitched, his eyes wide in the dim light. He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he processed her words. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he gave a shaky nod. "Yes," he whispered, the admission barely audible. "I would."

A slow smile spread across Heather's face as she pulled back slightly, her fingers still wrapped around his shaft. "Reclaim me," she corrected softly, her thumb stroking his sensitive tip. "That's the word you're looking for, isn't it?"

Jacob's cheeks flushed deeper, but his hips bucked instinctively against her hand. "Yes," he managed, his voice thick with shame and desire. "I would reclaim you." "You want to fuck me, don't you?" Heather murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction as she shifted her hips, letting her wetness coat his tip. Jacob's breath hitched, his hips bucking instinctively. "I'll let you," she continued, her fingers tightening around his shaft, "but only on one condition."

Jacob swallowed hard, his eyes wide. "What... what condition?" His voice came out as a hoarse whisper.

"After you cum inside me," Heather said, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial tone, "you're going to lick me clean. Every last drop."

Jacob's entire body went rigid beneath her. "I... I can't..." he stammered, his face flushing with a mixture of shame and arousal.

Before he could protest further, Heather leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Remember what I said about practice?" she whispered, her voice firm and uncompromising. "You'll start now."

She pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, her dark eyes boring into his. "Say yes, Jacob. Tell me you'll clean your own cum from my pussy."

Jacob's breathing grew ragged as the words hung between them. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he finally nodded, his voice barely audible. "Yes," he whispered, the admission tasting like surrender. "I'll do it."

She lay on her back, her legs slightly parted, the black lace of her thong pushed aside to reveal glistening folds. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples pebbled beneath the sheer fabric of her bra.

Jacob's eyes raked over her as he positioned himself above, his cock nudging against her entrance. Her fingers found his chest, nails scraping lightly against his skin before pinching his nipples hard enough to make him gasp.

"Don't just take," she commanded, her voice low and thick with need. "Make me cum."

Jacob entered her with a desperate thrust, his cock rock-hard yet barely stretching her walls. The contrast between his urgency and his size was stark, pathetic.

"Is that all you've got?" Heather taunted, her nails digging into his shoulders as she met his shallow thrusts. "This tiny cock trying to fuck me properly after all these years?"

His breathing grew ragged, hips jerking erratically as her words washed over him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, dripping onto her breasts as he struggled to maintain a rhythm.

"God, you're even smaller than I remembered," she continued, her voice dripping with condescension.

Jacob's entire body tensed, his movements becoming frantic. A strangled sound escaped his throat as his cock swelled impossibly inside her.

"No," Heather commanded, her fingers tightening on his hips. "Don't you dare cum yet. I'm not even close."

But it was too late. With a guttural cry, Jacob exploded, hot cum flooding her in thick spurts that left him shaking above her. He collapsed against her chest, his body trembling with aftershocks.

Heather pushed him off, her expression dark with disappointment. She sat up, her fingers sliding between her thighs to collect the mixture of his release and her unsatisfied arousal.

"Two minutes," she said, holding her glistening fingers up to the dim light. "That's all you could manage." She looked down at his spent form, her lips curving into a cruel smile. "Get on your knees, Jacob. Time to clean up your mess."

Jacob slid from the bed, his movements clumsy as he sank to his knees on the plush carpet.

"I'm sorry," he whispered, his gaze fixed on the floor. "It's been so long... I couldn't help it."

"Okay, honey," she said, her voice thick with satisfaction. "You made a mess, and I need you to clean it up now." She watched his tongue dart out, tentative at first, then more confident as he began lapping at their combined fluids. "Every last drop of your messy load." She shifted her hips slightly, giving him better access. "This is just practice, you know," she murmured, her fingers tangling in his hair. "For when a real cock fills me up."

Jacob's hands rested on her thighs as he worked, his tongue exploring every fold of her with renewed urgency. Heather's fingers found her clit, circling the sensitive nub as her husband cleaned her.

"Imagine how much more there will be," she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth. "When a thick cock stretches me wide, pumping me full until I'm dripping..." Her breathing grew ragged, her movements more frantic. "You'll be so hungry for it, won't you? So desperate to taste another man's cum mixed with mine?"

Jacob groaned against her, his tongue working faster as her fingers flew over her clit. Heat coiled in Heather's belly, the building tension finally snapping as her orgasm crashed through her.

"Fuck!" she cried out, her back arching as waves of pleasure washed over her. "Don't stop, Jacob. Don't you fucking stop."

Her hips bucked uncontrollably against his mouth, her body trembling with the force of her release. As the last tremors subsided, she pulled him up, her fingers tangling in his hair as she crushed her lips against his.

Jacob's lips parted in surprise as her tongue invaded his mouth, pushing the accumulated mixture past his teeth and onto his tongue. He recoiled slightly, his eyes widening, but Heather held him firm, deepening the kiss until he moaned and began to return it with equal hunger.

"Fuck," he breathed, the word raw and unfamiliar in his voice. Heather's eyes widened—she'd never heard him swear like that before. He ran a hand through his hair, his gaze fixed on her.

"I can't believe this is actually happening," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "All these years... I've had these fantasies. About watching someone else with you. And now..." He shook his head in disbelief. "I can't believe it's real."

A thrill shot through Heather at his admission. She'd been right to trust Gwen's instincts about him. She smiled, tracing her fingers along his jawline as she kept that thought to herself. "Tell me more about these fantasies," she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. Jacob shifted on the bed, the sheets pooling around his waist as he propped himself up on his elbow. Moonlight caught the nervous twitch of his fingers as he toyed with the edge of the blanket.

"I never told you this," he began, his voice barely above a whisper. "But... even back then, when we first got married..." He took a shaky breath, his eyes fixed on the patterns the moonlight made on her skin. "I'd imagine it sometimes."

Heather's fingers stilled on his chest. "Imagine what, honey?" she murmured, her voice low and encouraging.

"You... with someone else," he admitted, his cheeks flushing even in the dim light. "Someone stronger than me. Bigger." He swallowed hard. "And I'd be there, watching from the corner of the room."

His voice grew steadier as he continued, the words tumbling out now that the dam had broken. "In my head, I'd see this guy touching you, his hands all over your body in ways mine never..." He trailed off, shaking his head. "I'd get so hard just thinking about it."

He met her gaze, his eyes dark with a vulnerability she'd never seen before. "God, Heather, the things I imagined him doing to you... Stretching you open, making you scream his name..." His voice dropped to a near whisper. "And me, just sitting there, watching my wife get fucked properly for the first time."

A shiver ran through Heather despite the warmth of the room. "Go on," she said, her fingers tracing circles on his skin.

"I'd picture him cumming inside you," Jacob continued, his breathing growing ragged. "Then he'd leave, and you'd call me over..." He swallowed hard. "And I'd... I'd clean you up. With my tongue."

He watched her reaction, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. "I know how sick that sounds," he added quickly. "How wrong."

Heather leaned forward, pressing her lips against his ear. "There's nothing sick about it," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "There's only what you need."

Jacob's whole body trembled at her words. "Even then, I knew I wasn't... wasn't enough for you," he confessed, his voice cracking. "That you deserved someone who could really satisfy you." He looked down, unable to meet her eyes. "Someone who could make you feel what I never could."Heather pressed her palm against Jacob's chest, feeling his heartbeat beneath her touch. "Go to sleep," she murmured, her voice soft in the darkness. "From now on, this is how it will be."

Jacob stared at her, his eyes searching hers in the dim moonlight. After a moment, he gave a slow nod, his shoulders relaxing as he settled back against the pillows.

Heather shifted beside him, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest as his breathing evened out.

"For months," she whispered into the darkness, "maybe even years... I've been wanting you." Her touch grew more deliberate. "Missing the way you used to fuck me."

Jacob's eyes fluttered open at her words, his body tensing beneath her hand.

"But..." Heather paused, her fingers stilling over his heart. "I still want something else." She lifted her head to meet his gaze, her expression unreadable in the moonlight. "Something you can't give me." She leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "I want a big cock," she whispered, the words sending a shudder through him. "One that will stretch me open, fill me completely." Her fingers traced patterns on his chest as she continued. "I want to be used, Jacob. Fucked hard and deep until I can't remember my own name."

He swallowed hard, his body tensing beneath her touch.

"But afterward," she murmured, her voice softening slightly, "I'd come home to you." She lifted her head to meet his gaze in the dim light. "Or better yet, you'd be there with me. And after... you'd hold me. Take care of me."

Her fingers curled against his chest, nails scraping lightly. "Would you like that, honey? Watching me get fucked properly, then being the one I curl up with afterward?" Her fingers wrapped around Jacob's wrist, guiding his hand between her thighs. The damp heat of her met his touch as she pressed his fingers against her entrance, her breath catching when his index finger slid inside.

"Jacob," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion as he began exploring her. "I love you. I don't want to lose you."

His finger stilled inside her. "Heather—"

"Shh," she silenced him, rocking her hips slightly against his hand. "Just feel me." She met his gaze in the moonlight. "But I need more than this. I need to feel alive again."

His finger resumed its slow exploration, thumb brushing against her clit. "I know," he whispered, his voice ragged.

Heather's fingers tightened around his wrist. "So I'll ask you one more time," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Do you want this? Do you want to watch me with someone else?"

Jacob's eyes fluttered shut, his finger still moving inside her as he considered. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he finally nodded, his voice barely audible. "Yes," he whispered, the admission tasting like surrender. "Yes, I want this." Heather's lips met his in a deep, lingering kiss. When she finally pulled back, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, she met his eyes with unwavering sincerity. "I really love you," she whispered, the words heavy with meaning in the quiet room.


Heather pushed through the coffee shop door the next afternoon, her hands trembling as she scanned the room. Her gaze darted between tables until she spotted Gwen in their usual corner, nursing a black coffee with a knowing look already fixed on her.Gwen was already there, nursing a black coffee in their usual corner, her dark eyes finding Heather immediately with a knowing look.

Gwen leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "So? Don't leave me in suspense. How did it go last night?"

Heather's fingers tightened around her mug. "He opened up," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "About... fantasies."

Gwen's eyes widened, then darkened with interest. "What kind of fantasies?"

Heather took a shaky breath. "Cuckolding," she admitted, heat creeping up her neck. "He admitted he's had these fantasies for years—about watching me with someone else."

A slow, predatory smile spread across Gwen's face. "And?"

"He said yes," Heather whispered, the words tasting both shameful and thrilling. "He wants to watch."

Heather met her gaze, her own eyes glinting with newfound confidence. "Now we find him someone to watch."

Heather leaned across the table, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that made the hairs on Gwen's arms stand up. "I want to take him dancing."

Gwen's espresso spoon stilled mid-stir, her dark eyes glinting with predatory interest. "Dancing? Honey, I don't think your husband has been on a dance floor since our senior prom."

"Exactly," Heather murmured, her fingers tracing the rim of her latte mug. "Which is why it's perfect." She leaned closer, the scent of her perfume mingling with the coffee aroma. "We'll go to that new restaurant," Heather said, leaning closer. "The one with the dim lighting and the crowded dance floor."

Heather leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that made the hairs on Gwen's arms stand up. "I want to tease him."

Gwen's espresso spoon stilled mid-stir, her dark eyes glinting with predatory interest. "Tease him how?"

"Make him watch," Heather said, her fingers tracing the rim of her latte mug. "Watch me dancing with other men." She paused, letting the idea settle between them. "And maybe... find one to take home with us."

Gwen leaned back, a slow smile spreading across her face. "So what's the plan? How do we introduce Jacob to this new world?"

Heather's fingers traced the rim of her mug, her gaze thoughtful. "I was thinking... we could make it seem natural." She looked up, meeting Gwen's eyes directly. "Like a double date."

Gwen's eyebrows rose. "With whom?"

"You and Ethan," Heather said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. "Friday night. I'll tell Jacob we're all going out together."

The spoon in Gwen's hand paused mid-stir. "That's... bold."

"Is it?" Heather leaned forward, her voice dropping. "He knows Ethan exists. He knows you're seeing someone younger." She paused, letting the implication hang between them. "This way, he can see what that looks like up close."

Gwen's lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. "And Ethan?"

"He doesn't need to know everything," Heather said softly. "Not at first." Her fingers tightened around her mug. "Just that we're having dinner. That Jacob and I are trying to be more... adventurous." "I'll see you Friday," Gwen said, her dark eyes glinting with anticipation.

Heather nodded, pushing back from the table. "Friday."

The bell above the coffee shop door chimed as Heather stepped out into the afternoon sunlight. She moved toward her car, heels clicking against the pavement, her mind already racing with possibilities.

The front door clicked shut behind Heather, the sound echoing in the quiet house. She dropped her keys in the ceramic bowl by the entry, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood as she moved toward the den.

Jacob sat hunched over his computer, the blue glow of the screen illuminating his furrowed brow as he typed. He didn't look up when she entered, his fingers still flying across the keyboard.

Heather leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. "Friday night," she said, her voice cutting through the rhythmic tap-tap of his typing. "We're going out."

Jacob's fingers stilled mid-sentence. He turned slowly in his chair, his eyes adjusting to the dimmer light of the room. "Going out? Where?"

"With Gwen," Heather continued, pushing herself off the doorframe and moving into the room. "And her date." She paused beside his desk, her fingers tracing the cluttered surface. "The four of us."

Jacob's eyebrows rose as he swiveled his chair to face her fully. "Gwen has a date?" He pushed his glasses up his nose, studying her expression. "Is she still seeing that young guy?"

"She is," Heather said simply, turning to leave the room. "And we're double dating." She paused at the doorway, glancing back over her shoulder. "Be ready by seven."

Jacob's gaze dropped to his keyboard, his fingers hovering over the keys. A muscle twitched in his jaw as he processed her words—the casual way she'd announced a double date without consultation, the implication of Gwen bringing someone new into their lives. The air in the study grew thick with unspoken questions.

He looked up, meeting her eyes in the dim light. "Okay," he said finally, his voice quieter than he'd intended.

Heather's lips curved into a small, knowing smile. "Good." She turned toward the hallway, her hips swaying slightly with each step. "I'm going to take a shower before dinner."

The sound of her footsteps faded down the hall, leaving Jacob alone with the rhythmic ticking of the grandfather clock in the corner. He stared at his computer screen, but the words blurred together as his mind raced with questions about Friday night.


Friday arrived sooner than Jacob expected. The garage door groaned open at four, his usual five o'clock ritual disrupted by an eagerness he hadn't felt in years. He loosened his tie as he stepped inside, the scent of Heather's perfume already lingering in the entryway.

He found her in the bathroom, leaning over the counter as she applied mascara in the mirror. The triangle of black lace between her cheeks was barely visible—a micro thong that revealed more than it concealed. Her matching bra lifted her breasts, the dark fabric contrasting with the pale flesh spilling over the tops.

His breath hitched. His hands reached instinctively toward the curve of her hips, fingers itching to cup that perfect ass.

"Don't touch," she said without turning, her voice low and even. Jacob froze, his hands hovering inches from her skin. She straightened slowly, meeting his eyes in the mirror. "Not without permission."

He swallowed hard, his cock already straining against his dress slacks. "Heather—"

"Rules," she interrupted, turning to face him fully. Her eyes swept over his body, lingering on the obvious bulge in his pants. "You watch, you touch, you kiss—only when I say."

Jacob's fingers curled into fists at his sides. "But—"

"One kiss," she said, cutting him off again. She turned slowly, presenting her ass to him. "Right cheek."

His trembling hand reached out, fingers brushing against the soft skin before his lips followed. The kiss was brief, almost chaste, yet it sent electricity through his body.

"Good boy," she murmured, turning back around. Her fingers traced his jawline. "Now go change. We leave in an hour."

Jacob's fingers still tingled from the brief contact, the phantom warmth of her skin lingering on his lips. His eyes remained fixed on the doorway where she'd disappeared, his mind struggling to process the command.

"Heather," he called out, his voice rougher than he'd intended. "I haven't... I don't think I've seen you in a thong like that since before we were married."

Her laugh drifted back from the bedroom, light and mocking. "Then you'd better enjoy it while you can, honey." She emerged a moment later, standing silhouetted in the doorway as she ran her hands down her sides. The black lace hugged every curve of her hips, disappearing between the soft mounds of her ass.

She turned slowly, giving him a deliberate view of how the thin strap barely contained her generous curves. Her breasts, lifted by the matching bra, strained against the dark fabric, nipples pebbled beneath the lace.

Her voice dropped to a low murmur that vibrated through his chest. "Tonight," she said, her fingers tracing patterns on the air between them, "your only job is to watch."

Jacob's breath hitched, his eyes widening as he absorbed the words.

"You'll sit at the table," she continued, her voice soft yet carrying the weight of absolute authority, "and you'll watch me dance with other men." She paused, letting the image settle between them. "You'll watch their hands on my body, their hips pressed against mine, and you will not intervene."

She took a step closer, her perfume enveloping him. "Do you understand your role for tonight, Jacob?"

He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he nodded. "I understand."

"Good," she murmured, turning away from him. "Now go change. We leave in an hour."

Jacob stood frozen for a moment, her words echoing in the sudden emptiness of the bathroom. Then, with a shaky exhale, he turned and walked toward the bedroom, each step feeling heavier than the last.

The bedroom door clicked open. Jacob looked up from where he sat on the edge of the mattress, still dressed in his work slacks. Heather moved toward the closet, her hips swaying in the black lace thong as she disappeared inside. The rustle of hangers followed, then silence.

When she emerged, Jacob's breath caught in his throat. The dress was midnight blue satin, clinging to every curve before ending high on her thighs. The neckline plunged just enough to reveal the shadow between her breasts, and when she turned to check herself in the full-length mirror, the fabric dipped low, revealing the smooth expanse of her back.

"Too much?" she asked, her voice casual as she smoothed nonexistent wrinkles from the satin.

Jacob swallowed. "It's... it's beautiful." He stood, adjusting his tie. "You look incredible."

She turned from the mirror, her eyes sweeping over him. A small smile played on her lips. "Jealous?" she asked, her voice dropping to a low murmur.

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks. "It's just... strange," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "Seeing my wife dressed to... well, like that." He gestured vaguely toward her dress. "For someone else."

Heather's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Get used to it, honey." She grabbed a small clutch purse from the dresser. "The taxi's waiting."

The restaurant buzzed with conversation, the clinking of silverware against porcelain mingling with soft jazz. A maître d' led them through the crowded dining room, past tables filled with couples leaning close, their faces illuminated by candlelight.

Gwen sat with her back to them, dark hair swept up to reveal a slender neck adorned with a single silver chain. She turned as they approached, her red lips curving into a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.

"You're late," she said, her voice husky as Heather and Jacob slid into the booth opposite her.

"Traffic," Heather replied, her gaze already fixed on the man beside Gwen.

Jacob's eyes widened slightly. Ethan couldn't have been more than twenty-five, with broad shoulders that strained against his dark shirt and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass. When his eyes met Jacob's, there was no warmth—just a cool, appraising glance that made Jacob feel suddenly underdressed.

"This is Ethan," Gwen said, her fingers curling around his forearm. "Ethan, this is Heather and her husband, Jacob."

Ethan's lips curved into a slow smile as he extended his hand across the table. His grip was firm, almost uncomfortably so, and Jacob had to resist the urge to pull away first.

"Good to meet you," Ethan said, his voice low and smooth. His eyes lingered on Heather a moment too long before returning to Jacob. "Gwen's told me... quite a bit about you both."

Jacob shifted in his seat, Ethan's words settling uncomfortably in his stomach. The knowing look in the younger man's eyes made him feel exposed, as if his deepest secrets had been laid bare on the restaurant's white linen tablecloth.

His gaze drifted toward Gwen, catching the way the candlelight caught the silver chain at her neck and traced the delicate curve of her collarbones above the neckline of her dress. He couldn't help but notice how different she looked—confident, radiant, nothing like the tired married woman he'd known all those years. When he realized he was staring, his eyes dropped to his water glass, cheeks burning.

"Jacob." Heather's voice cut through his thoughts, low and sharp. He looked up to find her watching him with amusement. "If you're going to stare at someone's chest, at least have the decency to make it the woman you came with."

Ethan's chuckle was soft, but it carried across the table. Gwen's lips curved into a smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes. Jacob's face grew hotter as he picked up his menu, the plastic feeling slick in his suddenly damp hands.

The buzz of conversation around their table faded as Gwen set her wine glass down with deliberate care. Her eyes, dark and sharp, locked onto Jacob across the candlelit space.

"So," Gwen began, her voice cutting cleanly through the restaurant's ambient noise, "we've heard an interesting little rumor about you, Jacob." Her red lips curved into a predatory smile as Ethan's gaze settled on him, cool and unreadable.

A muscle in Jacob's jaw twitched. He could feel the heat creeping up his neck. "About what?" he managed, his voice tighter than he intended.

Gwen leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that somehow carried across the table. "About how... disappointingly small you are." Her eyes danced with cruel amusement as Ethan's lips curved into a slow, knowing smirk. A soft laugh escaped him, the sound cutting through Jacob's defenses like glass.

Before Jacob could form a denial, Heather's voice sliced through the tension. "It's true." She met his gaze without flinching, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and something colder. "Every last humiliating inch."

The air thickened around Jacob. His throat constricted, and he could feel the prickle of sweat on his brow despite the restaurant's cool temperature. He stared down at his plate, the white porcelain blurring as shame washed over him in hot waves.

Gwen's fingers drummed softly against the table. "A woman like Heather," she said, her voice laced with venomous sweetness, "with those curves, that appetite... don't you think she deserves something more substantial?" She paused, letting the question hang in the air. "Something that can actually satisfy her?"

Jacob's breath hitched. He looked up, his eyes meeting Heather's—her expression unreadable except for the slight lift of her eyebrow, waiting. He swallowed hard, the taste of his own humiliation bitter in his mouth. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he finally managed a single, choked word. "Yes."

The dinner continued, the conversation flowing as freely as the wine. Heather's cheeks flushed a delicate pink as she swirled the deep red liquid in her glass, her laughter coming easier with each sip. Her gaze drifted across the table, landing on Ethan where he sat listening to Gwen with an intensity that made Jacob's stomach clench.

"You know," Heather said, her voice dropping to a husky murmur that cut through the restaurant's ambient noise, "Ethan has this way of looking at a woman..." She paused, taking another sip of wine as her eyes met Ethan's over the rim of her glass. "Like he's already undressed her in his mind."

Gwen's lips curved into a knowing smile. "He has that effect," she agreed, her fingers tracing patterns on Ethan's forearm. Jacob shifted uncomfortably in his seat as Heather leaned forward, her midnight blue dress pulling tight across her breasts.

"And his hands," Heather continued, her voice barely above a whisper now, "Gwen told me about his hands." Her eyes flickered to Jacob, a challenge in their depths. "How big they are. How they can cover a woman's entire waist."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as Ethan's lips curved into a slow, confident smile. The younger man's eyes never left Heather's face as Gwen leaned against his shoulder.

"Heather," Jacob began, his voice tight, "maybe we shouldn't—"

"Oh, hush," Heather interrupted, waving a dismissive hand. "We're all adults here." She took another sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Ethan. "Besides," she added, her voice dropping even lower, "it's not just his hands that are impressive, is it, Gwen?"

A soft laugh escaped Gwen, the sound intimate and shared. "Not at all," she agreed, her fingers tightening on Ethan's arm. "In fact, I'd say... impressive is an understatement."

Jacob's fork clattered against his plate, drawing a brief glance from the table beside them. His knuckles were white where he gripped the edge of the table, the muscles in his jaw working as he struggled to maintain his composure.

Heather's attention returned to him, her eyes glinting with something between amusement and pity. "Something wrong, honey?" she asked, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "You seem... tense."

Jacob swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. "I'm fine."

"Good," Heather said, setting her wine glass down with deliberate care. She pushed her chair back, the movement fluid and graceful as she rose to her feet. "Because I'm feeling restless." She turned to Gwen, extending a hand. "Dance with me?"

Gwen's smile widened as she placed her hand in Heather's. "I thought you'd never ask."

The two women moved toward the small dance floor at the restaurant's center, their hips swaying in unison. Jacob watched them go, his eyes fixed on the way Heather's blue dress clung to her curves, the way her hand rested proprietorially on the small of Gwen's back as they disappeared into the crowd.

Ethan leaned forward, his voice low and smooth beside Jacob's ear. "You're a lucky man, you know." Jacob turned to find the younger man watching him with an unreadable expression. "Getting to watch that every night."

Jacob's throat constricted as Ethan's words settled like stones in his stomach. He could only nod, his eyes still fixed on the dance floor where Heather and Gwen moved together, lost in the music and each other's company.

Ethan leaned back in his seat, the leather creaking softly under his weight. His eyes, dark and knowing, found Jacob's across the table.

"You know," Ethan began, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the restaurant's ambient noise, "I meet a lot of women like Heather."

Jacob's fork paused halfway to his mouth. "What do you mean, 'like Heather'?" he asked, his voice tighter than he intended.

Ethan's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Married," he said simply, taking a slow sip of his wine. "Respectable on the surface." He set his glass down with deliberate care. "But underneath..." He paused, letting the word hang between them. "Starving."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as Ethan continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "They come to me at first as friends, colleagues, neighbors." He leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on the table. "Then the late-night texts start. The accidental touches that linger just a moment too long."

Jacob's fingers tightened around his fork, the metal pressing into his palm.

"They tell themselves it's harmless," Ethan continued, his eyes never leaving Jacob's. "Just flirting, just attention." He shook his head slowly. "But I can see it in their eyes—that hunger." His voice dropped even lower. "That desperation to be wanted again, to be desired by someone who sees them as more than just a wife or mother."

Ethan's gaze flickered toward the dance floor where Heather and Gwen moved together, their bodies swaying in perfect rhythm. "Women like Heather have appetites," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Appetites their husbands either can't or won't satisfy."

Jacob swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry.

"By the time they finally admit what they want," Ethan continued, his voice dropping to a husky whisper, "they're already mine." He leaned back, a predatory smile spreading across his face. "Mind, body, and soul."

The saxophone solo swelled as Heather and Gwen moved together on the crowded dance floor, their bodies swaying in perfect sync. Two men approached from opposite sides of the floor, moving with the confidence that only comes from knowing you're wanted.

Ethan rose from the table without a word, his tall frame cutting through the crowd. He claimed Gwen with a hand at the small of her back, pulling her flush against him. Her head tilted back as he murmured something in her ear, her red lips curving into a smile that was all teeth and hunger.

The other man, perhaps twenty-eight with dark hair that fell across his brow, positioned himself behind Heather. His hands found her hips, fingers pressing into the satin of her dress as he molded his body against hers. When she leaned back into his touch, a soft sigh escaped her lips.

Jacob watched from their table, his fingers tightening around his wine glass. The stranger's hands began their exploration—tracing the curve of her waist, sliding up to brush against the sides of her breasts. Heather's eyes fluttered closed, her head resting back against the man's shoulder as his fingers dipped beneath the hem of her dress.

The fabric bunched around his wrists as his hands disappeared beneath the midnight blue satin. Jacob could see the movement of his fingers against her skin, the way Heather's hips rolled in response. The man's thumb hooked into her thong, pulling it slightly to the side as his other hand slid higher along her inner thigh.

Jacob's breath caught in his throat. He pushed his chair back, the legs scraping softly against the floor as he prepared to stand. Before he could rise completely, Heather's eyes snapped open, finding his across the crowded room.

She held his gaze, her lips curving into a slow, deliberate smile as the stranger's fingers continued their exploration beneath her dress. Then she gave a slight shake of her head—a clear, unmistakable command to stay.

Jacob sank back into his chair, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the table. Across the dance floor, Heather's eyes remained locked with his as the man behind her ground his hips against her ass, his hands working beneath her dress in slow, deliberate circles.

Heather tilted her head back, her lips brushing against the stranger's ear. Her words were lost in the music, but their effect wasn't—the man's eyes, dark and predatory, found Jacob across the crowded room. A slow, cruel smile spread across his face as his hands resumed their exploration of Heather's body.

His fingers traced the curve of her waist before sliding upward to cup her breasts through the midnight blue satin. Heather arched into his touch, her head falling back against his shoulder as his thumbs circled her nipples, making them pebble beneath the fabric.

The music shifted to something slower, more sensual. The man's hands dipped lower, sliding down her spine to cup her ass, squeezing the soft flesh through her dress. Heather's hips rolled in response, grinding against him in a rhythm that was unmistakably sexual.

Jacob's breath hitched as the man's fingers hooked into the hem of Heather's dress, lifting it slowly, deliberately. The black lace thong came into view first—a thin strip of fabric disappearing between the soft mounds of her ass. Then the dress crept higher, revealing the smooth expanse of her cheeks to anyone watching.

The stranger's hands roamed freely over her exposed skin, squeezing and caressing as Heather's eyes remained locked with Jacob's across the dance floor. After what felt like an eternity, he slowly lowered the dress, the fabric sliding back into place with agonizing slowness.

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as his cock throbbed against his zipper. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his fingers gripping the edge of the table until his knuckles turned white. Across the room, Heather's lips curved into a knowing smile, her eyes dark with satisfaction as she watched him squirm. Jacob watched as the stranger's hands settled on Heather's hips, his fingers pressing into the midnight blue satin. With a firm tug, he turned her to face away from him, pulling her back against his chest until her ass was flush with his crotch.

The man's hands slid upward, his palms molding to Heather's curves before cupping her breasts through the fabric. His thumbs circled her nipples, making them pebble beneath the satin as Heather arched against him, a soft sigh escaping her lips. His hips began to grind against her ass in a slow, deliberate rhythm that left no doubt about his intentions.

Jacob's breath hitched as he watched, his fingers tightening around his wine glass. Across the crowded dance floor, Heather's eyes found his, dark with satisfaction as the man behind her continued to knead her breasts, his movements growing bolder with each passing moment.

Ethan excused himself from the dance floor, cutting through the crowd toward the bar. A moment later, Gwen slid into the booth opposite Jacob, her perfume mingling with the scent of wine and candle wax.

"Heather looks happy," Gwen said, her voice low and smooth as she settled into the leather seat. She picked up Jacob's wine glass, swirling the deep red liquid before taking a sip. "Don't you think?"

Jacob's throat constricted. On the dance floor, the stranger's hands roamed over Heather's body, his hips grinding against her ass in time with the music.

"You need to watch," Gwen continued, her eyes dark and knowing as she set the glass down. "Really watch your wife being touched by another man." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Maybe even fucked."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as his cock throbbed against his zipper, the fabric of his dress slacks suddenly too tight. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his fingers gripping the edge of the table until his knuckles turned white.

"It's humiliating, isn't it?" Gwen murmured, her lips curving into a slow, predatory smile. "Sitting here while another man puts his hands all over your wife." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his wrist. "But look at you, Jacob."

Her gaze drifted downward, lingering at the strained fabric of his dress slacks. A knowing smirk touched her lips as she reached across the table, her fingers deliberately brushing against his erection. She met his eyes again, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

"Rock hard," she murmured, her thumb tracing the outline of his length through the fabric. "Even for such a small cock."

Jacob's throat worked, but no words came. His eyes were locked on the dance floor, on the stranger's hands moving over Heather's body like they owned it. A muscle in his jaw jumped as the man's fingers traced the curve of her waist, sliding upward to cup her breasts through the midnight blue satin. Heather arched into the touch, her head falling back against the man's shoulder. Jacob's fork slipped from his fingers, clattering against his plate. He didn't flinch. He just kept watching as the man's hips ground against Heather's ass, his movements growing bolder with each passing note of the saxophone. The restaurant's ambient noise faded to a dull roar in Jacob's ears, his entire world narrowing to the scene unfolding before him—his wife, another man's hands, and the helpless, burning shame coiling in his gut.

The saxophone solo reached its crescendo as the stranger's fingers traced the curve of Heather's spine, making her shiver against his chest. When the music finally faded, he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. Heather nodded, a slow, deliberate motion, before turning to face him. Their conversation was lost in the restaurant's ambient noise, but the predatory smile on the man's face told Jacob everything he needed to know.

Heather walked back to the table alone, her movements fluid and graceful despite the slight flush on her cheeks. Her eyes, dark with satisfaction, found Jacob's as she slid into the booth beside him. The scent of her perfume mingled with something else—something musky and distinctly feminine.

"Well?" she asked, her voice low and husky as she reached for her wine glass. She took a slow sip, her eyes never leaving his. "How did it feel, watching me with Oliver?"

Jacob's throat constricted. "Heather—"

"His name is Oliver," she interrupted, setting her glass down with deliberate care. Her fingers traced the rim, collecting moisture. "And he's very interested in taking this further." She paused, her gaze flickering toward Ethan and Gwen across the table. "Much further."

Ethan's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as Gwen leaned against his shoulder, her eyes glinting with predatory interest. The silence at their table stretched, thick with unspoken possibilities.

Heather's fingers found Jacob's thigh beneath the table, her nails scraping lightly against the fabric of his dress slacks. "What do you think, honey?" she asked, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that somehow carried across the table. "Should I let Oliver show me what he's been promising all night?"

Jacob swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he struggled to form a response. His cock throbbed against his zipper, a traitorous response to the humiliation coiling in his gut.

"Think about it," Heather continued, her voice soft yet carrying the weight of absolute authority. "Oliver's hands all over my body. His mouth..." She paused, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Everywhere." Her fingers tightened on his thigh. "And you, sitting right there, watching every second."

Gwen's soft laugh drew their attention. "Oh, honey," she said, her voice laced with amusement. "Look at his face. He's already imagining it."

Ethan's eyes darkened with satisfaction as he watched Jacob squirm. "Some men," he said, his voice low and smooth, "are just born to watch."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as Heather's fingers drifted higher, tracing the outline of his erection through his dress slacks. Her lips curved into a slow, predatory smile.

"Is that for me?" she murmured, her thumb pressing against his tip. "Or for Oliver?" She leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "Or maybe... it's for watching Oliver with me."

Jacob's breath hitched as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, squeezing just enough to make him gasp. Across the table, Gwen's eyes darkened with satisfaction while Ethan watched with an expression of cool appraisal.

"Tell me, Jacob," Heather whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Should I let Oliver take me home tonight?"

Jacob's throat worked, his Adam's apple bobbing as Heather's fingers tightened around his erection. The word tore from him, raw and broken. "Yes."

Heat flooded his cheeks, the shame burning through him as he met Heather's eyes. He couldn't believe this was real—that he was sitting here, his wife's hand wrapped around his throbbing cock, giving another man permission to take her home.

"Good boy," Heather murmured, her thumb circling his tip through the strained fabric. Her lips curved into a predatory smile as she watched his humiliation war with the undeniable hunger in his eyes.

His hips bucked instinctively against her hand, his body betraying him completely. The humiliation was overwhelming, yet his cock throbbed harder than it had in years, a traitorous response to the sheer depravity of what he was allowing.

Heather leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "I can feel how much you want this," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "How hard this pathetic little cock gets at the thought of another man fucking me."

Jacob's breath hitched as her fingers squeezed again, drawing a strangled gasp from his lips. He was drowning in shame, yet he'd never been so aroused in his life.

Heather pushed away from the table, the movement deliberate and unhurried. Jacob's eyes followed her every step as she navigated between tables, the midnight blue satin of her dress clinging to her curves with each sway of her hips. At the bar, Oliver stood with his back to her, laughing with a group of colleagues.

She approached without hesitation, her hand finding the small of his back. When he turned, surprise flickered in his eyes before melting into something darker, hungrier. Heather's fingers slid up to the nape of his neck, tangling in his hair as she pulled him down to her level.

The kiss was immediate and possessive—her mouth opening beneath his, tongues tangling in a dance that left no doubt about what she wanted. Oliver's hands found her waist first, then slid downward, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass through the satin. He lifted her slightly, pulling her flush against him as the kiss deepened, growing more demanding with each passing second.

Jacob watched from their table, his knuckles white where he gripped his wine glass. Across the bar, Oliver's hands roamed freely—one sliding up Heather's spine to cup the back of her neck, the other squeezing her ass hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth. When Heather finally pulled back, her lips were swollen and glistening, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of wine and desire.

Ethan leaned back in the booth, his eyes dark with amusement as he watched Heather and Oliver at the bar. He turned to Jacob, his voice low and smooth.

"This is getting serious," Ethan said, his gaze fixed on the couple. Oliver's hands had moved to Heather's hips, his fingers digging into the satin as he pulled her closer.

Jacob's throat constricted, but he couldn't look away.

A slow smile spread across Ethan's face. "I have to admit," he continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "I envy that guy." His eyes drifted to where Oliver's thumb was now tracing circles on Heather's hip. "Your wife... Heather... she's a hot lady." He paused, letting the words settle in the air between them. "The kind I'd love to fuck."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as Ethan's words washed over him. His fingers tightened around his wine glass, the stem slick against his palm.

Gwen's soft laughter cut through the tension. She leaned against Ethan's shoulder, her eyes glinting with mischief as she looked from Jacob to the couple at the bar.

"Who knows?" Gwen's voice was light but edged with challenge, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Ethan's forearm. "Maybe sometime will be your lucky night, Ethan." She glanced at Jacob as she spoke, catching the terrifying expression on his face. Jacob's gaze snapped back to the bar. Oliver's fingers were tangled in Heather's hair, tilting her head back as he devoured her mouth. His other hand roamed freely over her body—squeezing her ass through the satin dress, sliding up to cup her breast, thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled beneath the fabric.

Every instinct screamed at him to intervene, to charge across the restaurant and pull Heather away. But his feet remained rooted to the floor. He'd agreed to this. Wanted this.

His cock throbbed against his zipper, a traitorous response to the humiliation washing over him in hot waves. He was burning with jealousy, yet he'd never been so hard in his life.

The table fell silent as Heather approached, Oliver's arm possessively wrapped around her waist. The scent of her perfume mingled with something musky, something that wasn't Jacob's. She slid into the booth beside Jacob, forcing him to slide over as Oliver settled in beside her.

"Jacob," Heather said, her voice low and husky. "This is Oliver." Her fingers traced patterns on Jacob's thigh beneath the table. "Oliver, this is my husband."

Oliver's eyes swept over Jacob, his gaze dismissive yet appraising. "You've got a hot wife," he said, his voice carrying across the table without apology. "If she were mine..." He paused, his fingers tightening on Heather's shoulder. "I wouldn't be sharing her."

Heat flooded Jacob's cheeks as Oliver continued, his words landing like physical blows. "But then again," Oliver added, his lips curving into a slow, cruel smile, "Heather tells me satisfaction isn't exactly your strong suit."

Gwen's laughter cut through the tension, sharp and delighted. Ethan leaned back in his seat, his eyes dark with amusement as he watched Jacob's humiliation unfold.

"Look at his face," Gwen murmured, her voice laced with venomous sweetness. "He's actually blushing."

Jacob's fingers curled into fists beneath the table, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the booth. He could feel Heather's fingers tracing the outline of his erection through his dress slacks, her touch both comforting and humiliating.

"Something wrong, honey?" Heather asked, her voice dripping with false concern. "You seem... uncomfortable."

Oliver's hand slid from Heather's shoulder to her breast, his fingers cupping the weight of it through the midnight blue satin. "Maybe he's just realizing what he's been missing," Oliver said, his thumb circling Heather's nipple until it pebbled beneath the fabric.

Jacob's breath hitched as his hips bucked instinctively against Heather's touch. The shame was overwhelming, yet his cock throbbed harder than it had in years, a traitorous response to the sheer depravity of the scene unfolding before him.

"Don't worry," Oliver continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that somehow carried across the table. "I'll make sure Heather gets everything she's been craving." He leaned closer to Heather, his lips brushing against her ear. "Everything."

Heather turned to Gwen, her fingers still tracing patterns on Jacob's thigh beneath the table. "We're heading out," she said, her voice low and steady. "I've already booked a taxi."

Gwen's eyebrows rose slightly as Heather's gaze drifted to Oliver. "And I'm taking him with us."

A slow grin spread across Oliver's face, his eyes dark with satisfaction as his hand slid from Heather's shoulder to her waist, fingers pressing possessively into the satin.

Jacob's breath hitched, his eyes widening as Heather's words settled over him like a shroud. The restaurant's ambient noise faded to a dull roar in his ears, his entire world narrowing to the woman beside him and the man she was claiming.

Heather leaned closer to Jacob, her lips brushing against his ear. "It's finally happening, honey," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Everything you've been fantasizing about."

The taxi ride home passed in charged silence. Heather's hand rested on Oliver's thigh, her fingers tracing slow circles through his trousers as Jacob stared out the window, watching streetlights blur into streaks of gold.

When they reached their driveway, Heather pushed the front door open, the hinges groaning softly in the quiet house. "Jacob," she said, her voice cutting through the stillness as she shrugged off her coat, "fix us drinks." She turned to Oliver, her lips curving into a slow smile. "I'll be right back. Don't go anywhere."

Jacob watched her disappear up the stairs, the soft click of her bedroom door echoing behind her. He moved toward the kitchen on autopilot, his hands reaching for the whiskey bottle and three glasses. The clink of ice against glass punctuated the uncomfortable silence that had settled over the living room.

Oliver had already made himself at home on the leather sofa, his arm stretched along the back as if he owned the place. When Jacob returned with the drinks, Oliver's eyes swept over him, dismissive and appraising all at once. The crystal glasses clinked softly as Jacob set them on the coasters.

"Sit," Oliver said, gesturing to the armchair opposite him. It wasn't a request.

Jacob sank into the chair, the leather creaking beneath his weight. He picked up his glass, the amber liquid catching the lamplight as he swirled it, the ice cubes knocking together in the tense silence.

The soft click of heels on hardwood drew their attention upstairs. Heather appeared at the top of the landing, one hand resting on the banister as she paused to let them look.

The midnight blue dress was gone. In its place, the black lace thong barely contained the generous curve of her hips, its thin strap disappearing between soft cheeks. The matching bra lifted her breasts, the dark fabric contrasting with pale flesh spilling over the tops. A black garter belt hugged her waist, its straps attaching to sheer stockings that climbed up thick thighs to disappear under the lace. Black stilettos added inches to her height, making her legs appear endless as she descended the stairs, each step deliberate and measured.

Jacob's breath hitched, his fingers tightening around his whiskey glass until his knuckles turned white. Oliver's lips curved into a slow, predatory smile as he watched her approach, his eyes dark with hunger.

Heather stopped before the sofa, turning slowly to give them both the full effect. "Well?" she asked, her voice dropping to a husky murmur that vibrated through the quiet room. "What do you think?"

Jacob's fingers went slack around his whiskey glass. "I haven't seen you dressed like this in years," he breathed, the words slipping out before he could stop them. He started to rise from the armchair, his body moving on instinct.

"Sit down."

Oliver's voice cut through the room like glass, sharp and absolute. Jacob froze mid-stand, his hands hovering over the armrests. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he sank back into the leather, the cushions sighing beneath his weight.

"You'll only watch," Oliver added, his tone leaving no room for argument. Then he turned his attention back to Heather, his hand reaching out to trace the curve of her hip.

Oliver rose from the sofa, his tall frame casting a shadow across Heather's body as he stood before her. His hands settled on her waist, pulling her flush against him as his mouth claimed hers. Heather arched into the kiss, her fingers tangling in his hair as his tongue explored her mouth.

Jacob's breath hitched as Oliver's hands began their exploration—one sliding up Heather's spine to cup the back of her neck, the other dipping lower, fingers pressing against the damp lace of her thong. Heather gasped into Oliver's mouth as his thumb found her clit through the fabric, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles.

"You're soaked," Oliver murmured against her lips, his voice thick with satisfaction. His fingers hooked into the front of her thong, pulling the delicate lace to the side to reveal her glistening folds. "Look at that pretty pussy."

Jacob's breathing grew faster, shallow and ragged as he watched. His cock throbbed against his zipper, a traitorous response to the scene unfolding before him. He shifted uncomfortably in the armchair, the leather creaking softly beneath him as arousal and war twisted in his gut.

Oliver's fingers delved between Heather's folds, collecting her moisture before circling her clit with maddening precision. Her hips bucked against his hand, a soft moan escaping her lips as her head fell back against his shoulder.

"Please," she whispered, her voice thick with need. "Don't stop."

Oliver's lips curved into a predatory smile as his fingers continued their work, pushing her closer to the edge with each passing second. Jacob watched, transfixed, his body betraying him completely as humiliation and desire waged war within him.

Oliver broke the kiss, his fingers still stroking Heather's slick folds as he turned his attention to Jacob. The predatory smile returned to his lips as his eyes swept over Jacob, dismissive and appraising all at once.

"Strip," Oliver said, his voice cutting through the room like glass. "Now."

Jacob froze, his hands hovering over the arms of the chair. The word hung in the air, heavy and absolute. He looked from Oliver to Heather, uncertainty warring with the burning shame already coiling in his gut.

Heather's head snapped toward him, her eyes dark with frustration. "Do as he says, Jacob," she said, her voice low and sharp. The disappointment in her tone cut deeper than any command Oliver could have given.

Slowly, awkwardly, Jacob rose from the chair. His fingers trembled as they fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, the fabric suddenly thick and uncooperative. Each piece of clothing he removed felt like another layer of his dignity being stripped away. The leather of the chair was cool against his bare skin as he finally sat, his hands covering himself instinctively.

"Hands at your sides," Oliver commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Jacob swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as he slowly lowered his hands to his sides, exposing himself completely to their scrutiny.

Oliver's eyes dropped to Jacob's groin, his lips curving into a slow, cruel smile. "Well, well," he murmured, his voice laced with contempt. "I can see why Heather's been so frustrated." He turned to Heather, his fingers still stroking her slick folds. "No wonder you came looking for a real man."

Jacob's small cock stood rigid against his thigh, a pathetic testament to his humiliation. His hands flew to his groin in a desperate attempt to conceal himself, the gesture only drawing more attention to his inadequacy.

"On your knees," Oliver commanded, his voice cutting through the room like glass. The order was directed at Heather, but his eyes remained fixed on Jacob, a predatory glint in their depths.

Heather sank to her knees without hesitation, her movements fluid and graceful despite the black lace and stockings. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for Oliver's belt, the metal buckle clinking softly in the quiet room. She worked his trousers down his hips, the fabric pooling around his ankles.

Oliver's soft cock sprang free, heavy and thick even in its flaccid state. It slapped against Heather's cheek with a wet sound, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum on her skin. His hand tangled in her hair, gripping firmly as he held her in place.

"This," Oliver said, his voice dropping to a low, possessive murmur as he looked from Heather to Jacob, "is what a real cock looks like."

Heather's lips parted, poised to take him into her mouth, but Oliver's hand tightened in her hair, pulling her back just enough to still her. "Not so fast," he murmured, his voice low and commanding. He guided his cock to her lips, smearing the glistening pre-cum across them. "Taste it first. Just the tip."

Heather's tongue darted out, flicking against the sensitive head. The salty slickness coated her tongue as she swirled it around the slit, collecting every drop. A soft whimper escaped her throat.

"Look at your husband while you do that," Oliver commanded, his grip tightening in her hair. "Let him see how hungry you are."

Heather's eyes met Jacob's across the room, her expression a mixture of shame and desperate need. Her tongue continued its exploration, lapping at Oliver's cock as Jacob watched, his own pathetic erection throbbing against his thigh.

"You want to suck me, don't you?" Oliver asked, his voice dropping to a low growl.

Heather nodded, her tongue still working against his tip. "Yes," she breathed, the word muffled against his flesh.

"Beg," he commanded, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Beg for it like the desperate little slut you are."

Heather's cheeks flushed deeper, but her eyes remained locked with Jacob's as she spoke. "Please," she whispered, her voice thick with need. "Please let me suck your cock. I need it in my mouth."

"Open up," Oliver commanded. "Tongue out."

Heather obeyed instantly, her mouth wide, tongue extended and glistening. Oliver positioned himself over her, his heavy cock hovering just above her waiting tongue. Slowly, deliberately, he dragged his length across it, leaving a thick, visible trail of pre-cum in its wake.

"Now," Oliver said, his voice cold and possessive, "kiss your husband and make him taste a real cock."

Jacob's muscles tensed as Heather rose, the black lace and stockings rustling with her movements. She crossed the room slowly, her hips swaying with each step. The scent of Oliver's pre-cum still clung to her lips.

Heather knelt before Jacob's chair, her eyes dark with a mixture of shame and satisfaction. Her fingers cupped his jaw, tilting his head back as she leaned in. Jacob's breath hitched as their lips met, the salty slickness of Oliver's pre-cum immediately coating his tongue.

He tried to pull back—instinct, humiliation—but Heather's hands held him firm. Her tongue pushed past his lips, exploring his mouth, forcing him to taste what she'd just been savoring. Jacob's cock throbbed against his thigh, a traitorous response to the sheer depravity of the moment.

When Heather finally pulled back, a thin string of saliva connected their lips. Jacob's face burned with shame, yet he couldn't stop himself from swallowing—tasting again the evidence of another man on his wife's tongue.

"Good boy," Oliver's voice cut through the room, laced with cruel satisfaction. "Now you know what your wife's been missing."

She returned to Oliver, sinking to her knees on the hardwood floor. The black lace of her stockings contrasted starkly against the polished wood as she settled between his legs. Oliver's fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her mouth to his semi-hard cock.

"Suck it," he commanded, his voice low and rough. "Show your husband how it's done."

Heather's lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling as she took him deeper. Oliver's hips began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. His cock thickened and lengthened in her mouth, pressing against the back of her throat.

"Look at me while you do that," he growled, his grip tightening in her hair.

Tears welled in Heather's eyes as she struggled to accommodate his size. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her chin and the black lace of her bra. When she gagged, Oliver only pushed deeper, his hips pistoning faster.

"Take it all," he snarled. "Every fucking inch."

Heather's hands flew to his thighs, nails digging into his flesh as she fought for breath. Oliver's pace became brutal, his cock slamming into her throat with each thrust. The wet, choking sounds filled the room, punctuated by Heather's desperate gasps for air between thrusts.

"That's it," Oliver groaned, his head falling back. "Choke on it." His fingers tightened in her hair, holding her head in place as he buried himself to the hilt. Heather's body convulsed, her nails raking down his thighs as drool streamed from her mouth, coating his balls and dripping onto the floor between her knees.

Jacob had never seen Heather used like that—her body a vessel for another man's pleasure, her submission so complete it made his stomach clench.

Oliver's grip tightened in Heather's hair, stilling her movements. "Enough," he commanded, his voice rough. He pulled her off his cock with a wet pop, leaving her lips swollen and glistening. "Now feel the difference."

He pushed her toward Jacob. "Suck your husband."

Heather crawled across the hardwood floor, the black lace of her stockings rustling softly with each movement. She settled between Jacob's knees, her fingers trembling as she reached for his small cock. Her lips wrapped around him, and Jacob's breath hitched at the familiar, inadequate sensation.

Heather's mouth worked him with practiced movements, but there was no enthusiasm in her touch—just perfunctory compliance. She barely felt him filling her mouth, a stark contrast to Oliver's substantial presence. After a few moments, she pulled away, her expression unreadable.

She leaned in, pressing her mouth to his. Her tongue pushed past his lips, forcing his own to tangle with hers. Jacob could taste himself—bitter, inadequate—and Oliver—musky, dominant—mixed with the saliva coating her chin and dripping onto his bare thigh.

"I love you," she whispered against his lips, the words a tangled mess of affection and apology.

Before Jacob could respond, Oliver's voice cut through the room. "Take that thong off."

Heather rose to her feet, her fingers hooking into the delicate lace at her hips. She peeled the damp fabric down her thighs, letting it pool around her ankles before stepping out of it.

"On the sofa," Oliver commanded. "Face up."

Heather complied without hesitation, stretching out on the leather cushions. The black garter belt and stockings framed her naked center, the pale skin glistening with arousal in the lamplight.

Heather lay back against the leather cushions, her body trembling with anticipation. Oliver knelt between her spread thighs, his eyes dark with hunger as they roamed over her exposed flesh. His hands traced the curves of her hips, thumbs brushing against the sensitive skin where her stockings met her bare skin.

"Look at you," he murmured, his voice rough with desire. "So wet and ready."

He leaned forward, his breath warm against her skin before his lips closed around one nipple. Heather arched off the sofa, a soft cry escaping her as his tongue swirled around the pebbled peak. His fingers pinched and twisted the other nipple, sending sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

Oliver's mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her stomach. His tongue dipped into her navel, making her hips buck involuntarily. When he finally reached her glistening folds, Heather's breath hitched in anticipation.

"Please," she whimpered, her hands tangling in his hair. "Please taste me."

Oliver's response was immediate. His tongue flattened against her clit, circling slowly before delving between her folds. Heather's back arched off the sofa, her fingers tightening in his hair as waves of pleasure washed over her.

One finger slid inside her, then another. He curled them just right, finding that spot that made her see stars. His tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit as his fingers pumped in and out, the wet sounds filling the room.

"God, yes," Heather moaned, her hips grinding against his mouth. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Her thighs trembled, her breathing growing ragged as Oliver worked her higher and higher. His movements grew faster, more demanding, his fingers pumping harder as his tongue flicked rapidly against her sensitive bundle of nerves.

"That's it," he growled against her slick folds. His fingers pumped faster, pressing harder against that sensitive spot inside her. "Tell your husband what you need."

Heather's hips bucked against his hand, her body desperate for more. "I need..." she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as his tongue flicked against her clit.

"Louder," Oliver commanded, his voice muffled against her flesh. "Let him hear how desperate you are."

"I need to be fucked," Heather cried out, her cheeks burning with shame even as her body sang with pleasure. "Please... I need a real cock inside me."

Oliver's fingers curled inside her, making her gasp. "Bigger than what you've had?" he prompted, his tongue swirling around her clit.

"So much bigger," she moaned, her head thrashing against the leather cushions. "I need to be stretched... filled... used like the slut I am."

Jacob watched from the armchair, his own small cock throbbing as Heather's words washed over him. Every humiliating admission sent a fresh wave of shame through him, yet he couldn't look away.

"Tell him what you've been missing all these years," Oliver demanded, his fingers pumping harder.

Heather's back arched off the sofa, her body trembling on the edge of release. "I've been missing this," she cried out, her voice raw with need. "A man who knows how to use his hands... his mouth... his cock." She looked directly at Jacob as she spoke, her eyes dark with satisfaction. "A man who can actually make me come."

Oliver's tongue moved faster, his fingers curling just right as Heather's body tensed. "That's it," he growled against her flesh. "Come for me. Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like." Oliver's tongue flicked against her clit as his fingers pumped deeper, harder inside her. Heather's hands flew to her breasts, fingers pinching and twisting her nipples as she arched off the sofa. Her body tensed, thighs trembling as a sharp cry ripped from her throat. The orgasm crashed through her, wave after wave of pleasure that left her gasping, her back arched, fingers digging into the leather cushions.

Oliver rose, his movements fluid and predatory. He grabbed Heather by the hips, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh as he flipped her over onto her stomach. With a firm hand between her shoulder blades, he pushed her down until her ass was raised high in the air, her face pressed against the leather cushions.

"Face down, ass up," he growled, positioning himself behind her. He kicked her feet apart with his own, spreading her thighs wide. The black garter straps framed her exposed center, glistening with arousal and saliva from his earlier ministrations.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. Heather whimpered, her fingers digging into the sofa cushions as she braced herself.

"Look at your husband," Oliver commanded, his voice rough with desire. "Let him see what you're about to receive."

Heather twisted her head, her eyes finding Jacob across the room. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen from earlier, her expression a mixture of shame and desperate anticipation.

With one brutal thrust, Oliver buried himself to the hilt. Heather cried out, her back arching as he stretched her wide. He gave her no time to adjust, pulling back almost completely before slamming into her again. The sofa creaked beneath them, the sound mingling with Heather's gasps and the wet slap of flesh against flesh.

Oliver set a punishing rhythm, his hips pistoning as he claimed her body. Each thrust drove her forward, her breasts rubbing against the leather cushions. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her in place as he used her for his pleasure.

"God, yes," Heather moaned, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

Oliver obliged, his movements growing more brutal. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin slapping against skin, Heather's increasingly desperate cries, Oliver's guttural groans. He reached forward, tangling his fingers in her hair and pulling her head back.

"Tell him how good it feels," he growled, his pace never faltering. "Tell your husband how a real cock feels inside you."

"Better than I've ever had," Heather gasped, her voice raw with pleasure. "So big... so deep... filling me completely."

Jacob watched from the armchair, his own small cock throbbing as Heather's words washed over him. Every humiliating admission sent a fresh wave of shame through him, yet he couldn't look away as Oliver continued to pound into his wife, claiming her body in ways he never could.

Oliver's hips snapped forward, burying himself balls-deep with each brutal thrust. The wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the living room as he pistoned into Heather's slick heat.

"Fuck yes!" she screamed, her knuckles white where she gripped the sofa cushions. "That's it—right there!"

Oliver's hands dug into her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her relentlessly. "You like that, don't you?" he growled, his voice rough with exertion. "Like being stretched open by a real cock?"

Heather's head tossed back, her dark curls sticking to her sweat-slicked neck. "God, yes!" she cried out, pushing back to meet his punishing rhythm. "So much deeper than Jacob ever could!"

The leather sofa groaned beneath them as Oliver adjusted his angle, hitting that spot inside her that made her vision blur. "Tell him," he commanded, his fingers tightening on her hips. "Tell your husband what you're getting right now."

Heather twisted her head, her eyes finding Jacob's across the room. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, pupils blown wide with pleasure. "He's fucking me so good, Jacob," she gasped between thrusts. "His cock is hitting places you never even knew existed."

A guttural sound escaped Oliver's throat as he drove harder, faster. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin slapping against skin, Heather's increasingly desperate cries, Oliver's possessive grunts. He reached forward, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her head back.

"Who owns this pussy now?" he snarled, his pace never faltering.

"You do!" Heather screamed, her body trembling. "This pussy is yours!"

Oliver's free hand came down hard on her ass, leaving a red handprint on the pale flesh. "Louder," he commanded, his hips pistoning faster. "Let him hear who satisfies you."

"You own my pussy!" she cried out, her voice cracking with pleasure. "Only you can fuck me like this!"

Jacob watched from the armchair, his small cock throbbing as his wife's humiliating admissions washed over him. Each word sent another wave of shame through him, yet he couldn't tear his eyes away as Oliver continued to claim Heather's body in ways he never could.

He leaned over her, his breath warm against her ear as his fingers traced the curve of her spine. "Have you ever taken a cock here?" he murmured, his thumb pressing against her tight hole.

Heather tensed beneath him. "No," she whispered, her voice trembling. "No one's ever..."

Oliver's lips curved into a slow smile. He spat, watching the saliva coat her puckered entrance before working it in with his thumb. His finger circled slowly, pressing inward until the tight muscle gave way.

"You'd better get used to this," he growled, pressing his finger deeper into her ass. "Next time," he continued, his voice dropping to a low promise, "I'll make him watch me break you in here."

Oliver's fingers tightened on Heather's hips, his grip bruising as he flipped her over onto her back. The leather sofa groaned beneath their weight as he settled between her thighs, spreading her wide with his knees. He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock glistening with her arousal.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice low and rough.

Heather's eyes, dark and unfocused with pleasure, slowly found his. Her chest heaved, nipples pebbled in the cool air as she arched beneath him.

With one brutal thrust, Oliver buried himself to the hilt. Heather cried out, her back arching off the sofa as he stretched her wide. He gave her no time to adjust, pulling back almost completely before slamming into her again. The wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the room as he set a punishing rhythm.

His hands roamed her body—one pinching and twisting her nipple, the other gripping her thigh hard enough to bruise. Heather's fingers tangled in the sofa cushions, her knuckles white as she struggled to hold on.

"God, yes," she moaned, pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts. "Don't stop... please don't stop."

Oliver leaned down, his breath warm against her ear. "You like that, don't you?" he growled, his pace never faltering. "Like being fucked like this where your husband can see?"

Heather's eyes darted to Jacob, sitting naked and exposed in the armchair. "Yes," she gasped, her voice cracking with pleasure. "I love it... I love him watching you fuck me."

Oliver's hips snapped forward, driving deeper with each thrust. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin slapping against skin, Heather's increasingly desperate cries, Oliver's possessive grunts. He reached down, hooking his arms under her knees and pushing them up toward her chest.

"Deeper," he growled, adjusting his angle. "Let's give him a real show."

Heather's eyes widened as he drove into her with renewed intensity, hitting that spot inside her that made her vision blur. "Fuck!" she screamed, her body trembling. "Right there... don't you dare stop!"

The leather sofa creaked beneath them as Oliver pistoned harder, faster. Heather's breasts bounced with each thrust, her head thrown back against the cushions as another orgasm built deep inside her.

"Come for me," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion. "Show your husband how a real man makes you come."

His fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as he continued to pound into her. Heather's body tensed, her back arching as pleasure crashed through her. A sharp cry ripped from her throat as her inner walls clenched around him, milking his cock as wave after wave of orgasm washed over her.

Oliver's movements grew erratic, his breath coming in harsh pants. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his release.

Oliver's thick cock slid from Heather's slick passage with a wet sound. A trail of his milky release immediately began to seep from her, coating the swollen lips of her sex and pooling on the dark leather beneath her.

"Look at that mess," Oliver murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. He gestured toward Jacob, still exposed and helpless in the armchair. "Make him clean you up."

Heather's head lifted from the sofa cushions, her eyes dark and predatory as they found Jacob's. "You heard him," she said, her voice low and commanding. "Clean me."

Jacob's muscles locked. His gaze fixed on the sight of his wife's pussy—glistening, swollen, and leaking another man's cum. The mingled scents of their coupling filled the room, musky and intimate.

"Now, Jacob," Oliver's voice cut through the silence like glass. "Don't make me ask twice."

The command snapped something in Jacob. His knees hit the hardwood floor with soft thuds as he crawled across the space between them. He stopped between Heather's spread thighs, so close he could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. The scent of their sex was overwhelming now—Heather's familiar musk mixed with Oliver's dominant presence.

"Lick," Heather commanded again, her fingers tangling in Jacob's hair and pulling him closer.

Jacob's tongue darted out, tentative at first. The taste exploded across his palate—salty, tangy, and distinctly not his own. Heather's hips bucked as he made contact, a soft sigh escaping her lips. He pressed closer, his tongue delving between her folds, collecting the mixture of their fluids. The texture was thick and slippery, coating his tongue and dripping from his chin.

"Get it all," Heather moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided his mouth. "Every last drop."

Jacob's tongue worked deeper, scooping out Oliver's release from deep inside her. The wet, messy sounds filled the room as he licked and sucked, his face growing slick with their combined juices. Through the haze of humiliation, he could feel Heather's body responding, her thighs trembling as another orgasm built.

"That's it," Oliver's voice cut through his daze, laced with cruel satisfaction. "Taste what a real man leaves behind."

Oliver's voice cut through the heavy silence, low and deliberate. "Kiss him."

Heather's head lifted from the sofa cushions, her lips glistening with Jacob's efforts. Her eyes, dark and predatory, found Jacob's where he knelt between her thighs—his face a mess of her arousal and Oliver's release.

"Come here," she murmured, her fingers curling around his jaw, pulling him upward until their faces were inches apart. "Let me taste what you've been enjoying."

Jacob's breath hitched as her mouth closed over his. The kiss was deliberate, possessive—Heather's tongue pushing past his lips, collecting the traces of Oliver's release from his teeth, his gums, the roof of his mouth. She swirled her tongue through his, gathering every last drop before pulling back just enough to allow the exchange.

The thick, salty fluid passed between them—first from Jacob's mouth to Heather's, then back again as she pushed it past his lips with her tongue. The taste was overwhelming—musky, intimate, undeniably another man's essence coating his own tongue.

"Look at me," Oliver commanded from across the room. His voice was cold, detached, as if observing a fascinating specimen under glass. "Let me see you swallow."

Heather's eyes remained locked with Jacob's as she tilted her head back, her throat working as she deliberately swallowed their combined saliva and Oliver's release. A thin string of the mixture connected their lips as she pulled away, glistening in the lamplight.

"Now you," she whispered against Jacob's mouth, her fingers tightening in his hair. "Show me how much you enjoyed cleaning me up."

Jacob's cheeks burned with shame as he tilted his head back, his throat working to swallow the evidence of another man's pleasure—evidence he had just tasted twice over. The humiliation was complete, yet his body betrayed him with a pathetic throb against his thigh.

Jacob's fingers wrapped around his shaft, his small cock rock-hard against his palm. He began to stroke himself, the movement desperate and clumsy.

"Stop."

Oliver's voice cut through the room like glass. Jacob froze, his hand hovering over his erection.

"You don't get to come," Oliver continued, his tone leaving no room for argument. He watched Jacob's face, a slow, cruel smile spreading across his lips. "Maybe next time..." he paused, letting the words hang in the air. "Maybe next time you'll be lucky enough to suck me too."

Panic seized Jacob's chest. He'd never even imagined... not with another man, never with Oliver. His mind recoiled, but his body betrayed him with a flush of heat.

"I would love to see that," Heather whispered against his lips, her voice thick with satisfaction. She kissed him again, slow and possessive, her tongue pushing past his teeth as if tasting his humiliation. The thought of Jacob on his knees before another man made her thighs press together.

Oliver began dressing with unhurried movements, pulling on his trousers as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. "I've had a lovely evening," he said, his voice smooth as silk. He buttoned his shirt, his eyes sweeping over the room—Heather still half-naked on the sofa, Jacob kneeling and exposed. "But I'll need my rest." He paused at the door, turning back with a predatory smile. "Next time, Jacob."

The front door clicked shut behind him, leaving the house suddenly too quiet. The scent of sex lingered in the air, musky and thick.

Heather rose slowly, her body moving with a liquid grace Jacob hadn't seen in years. She collected her scattered lingerie piece by piece—the black thong Oliver had torn from her, the garter belt straps that had come loose during their coupling. She didn't bother putting anything on, simply draped the delicate fabrics over her arm as she crossed to Jacob.

"Come to bed," she said softly, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. She helped him to his feet, her touch surprisingly gentle after everything that had happened.

They climbed the stairs in silence, Jacob following behind Heather, watching the sway of her hips, the faint red marks on her ass where Oliver's hands had gripped her. In their bedroom, Heather slipped between the cool sheets, patting the space beside her.

Jacob settled in, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. He kept his distance at first, but Heather closed it immediately, her body pressing against his side. The scent of Oliver's release still clung to her skin, mixed with her own musk.

"Talk to me," Heather whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "Tell me what you're feeling."

Jacob's throat worked, but no words came. How could he explain the shame warring with the undeniable arousal, the humiliation mixed with something like... relief?

"I never thought..." he began, his voice cracking. "I never imagined this would happen."

Heather's hand stilled. "Did you hate it?" Her voice was quiet, vulnerable.

Jacob turned to face her, their eyes meeting in the dim moonlight filtering through the window. "No," he whispered. "God help me, I didn't hate it at all."

A slow smile spread across Heather's face. She leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a soft, lingering kiss that tasted of whiskey and regret and something new—possibility.

"Good," she murmured against his mouth. "Because I think we're just getting started."

Jacob's voice was thick, raw with emotion. "I don't think I've ever loved you more than I do right now." His fingers trembled slightly as they traced the curve of her hip, then dipped lower, seeking the warmth between her thighs.

Heather's hand shot out, wrapping around his wrist. "Go to sleep," she said, her voice low and firm. She pushed his hand away, rolling onto her side to face away from him. "You're not getting anything tonight."
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