

It had been a week since Emily last slept with Julian. I could remember every detail, every sound, and every humiliation like it was yesterday. It was all burned into my brain.

It was just the two of us now, in our living room. She was tucked into my side, legs tangled up with mine, her hand resting on my stomach, moving slow and lazy circles with her thumb. 

I kept my arm draped around her shoulders, pulling her in, feeling her warmth sink into me.

We were watching some old movie. I barely registered the plot. What I couldn’t ignore was Emily. She had changed in the last week.

She laughed more. She squeezed my side when something stupid happened on screen, sometimes reaching up to kiss my neck, then settling right back into my chest. 

She felt lighter. Happier. I hadn’t seen her this way in… honestly, I couldn’t remember.

All week, she’d been this way. More free. She sang in the kitchen when she made breakfast, danced around while she folded laundry, poked fun at me and then giggled, honest and open.

There were little texts from her during the day, dumb memes, questions about dinner, snapshots of the cat. She hugged me more, kissed me more. She’d smile for no reason at all.

I found myself thinking about it as we watched the TV. Had sleeping with Julian done this? Could just two nights make her so much happier, so much more herself? 

Was that all it took to let something loose inside her, something that I’d never managed to reach? She seemed looser in her skin. More confident. Like some part of her was just unlocked.

I wondered if she even realized it. Or if she just felt good, and that was enough. I couldn’t help but feel jealous, but the jealousy was tangled up with relief.

The thing that kept looping in my head, more than anything, was the way they’d fucked. I couldn’t stop seeing it, the way Julian had taken her, the way he’d owned her body in a way I never had. 

But it was more than that. It was the way Emily had responded. That’s what really haunted me.

It came back in flashes. Her face when she was on her back, head thrown back, eyes wild and unfocused, lips parted and trembling. 

The way she’d begged him, her voice cracking, desperate for more, begging for what only he seemed able to give.

I remembered her moans, how they kept getting louder, more raw, more real, the kind of sounds she’d never made with me, not in all our years together. 

I could see her nails digging into his back, her body arching up, totally lost. She hadn’t cared that I was watching, she’d wanted me to see it. That fact made it worse and better all at once.

The rest of the world fell away for her when Julian touched her. There was a kind of hunger in her, something animal, something she’d never let loose before.

I’d seen her lose control, felt the mattress shake under my hands as I held her down for him, heard the sounds of her pussy getting pounded, wet and filthy, echoing off the walls.

The slap of skin, the gasps, the little cries she tried to swallow down and just couldn’t. All of it played in my mind like a highlight reel, looping on a never-ending circuit I couldn’t escape.

I remembered the way she’d looked at me, right at the height of it. Her eyes rolling back, mouth open, her whole face twisted in pleasure and humiliation and pride. 

That little laugh, right before she came, the way she’d almost seemed to pity me and gloat at the same time.

The sound of Julian grunting, the look on his face as he finished inside her, the way she’d clung to him afterwards, all satisfaction and no guilt.

Even now, just sitting on the couch with her curled up against me, the memories hit hard. I felt myself stiffening, my cock getting thick and heavy, trapped inside my pants. It was shameful, pathetic, and completely out of my control.

I shifted on the couch, tried to adjust myself without being obvious. My cock pressed hard against my zipper. She must have felt it through the fabric, the way we were tangled up.

Emily pulled back slightly, looked up at me. Her lips curved into something quiet and knowing.

"You're getting hard," she said.

I blinked, opened my mouth, then closed it again. She didn't look away. Her fingers moved to my thigh, soft, steady.

"It's because we're close," I muttered. "You feel good like this."

She raised an eyebrow.

"That's all?"

I nodded, eyes forward. I couldn’t look at her. Her hand slid up, over my waistband, slipping under the elastic of my boxers. 

The first touch of her fingers against my cock made my breath catch. She wrapped her hand around it, slow and certain. My whole body tightened.

"You're already leaking," she said. "That didn’t take long."

I tried to swallow, but my throat stayed dry.

She began stroking, slow and lazy. Just enough to make it worse.

"Be honest with me."

"I am," I said.

Her hand kept moving, dragging her fingers down the shaft and then back up, thumb teasing the head. Her other hand slid between my legs, cupping my balls, holding me in place like she owned me.

"Is this really about me being next to you? Or are you thinking about the last time I got fucked?"

I flinched. Her voice hadn’t changed. It stayed soft, curious. That made it worse.

"It’s not like that," I said, barely audible.

She laughed. A quiet breath against my neck.

"You’re sure?"

"Yeah."

She squeezed gently.

"Then why’d you twitch like that when I said it?"

My eyes stayed on the TV, but I couldn’t focus. I felt everything. The heat of her palm, the pulse in my cock, the weight of her questions.

"Do you get hard when you remember how deep he went?"

"No."

"When I screamed?"

I shook my head.

"When I begged for more?"

My jaw clenched.

Her hand stopped. She didn’t let go, just stayed there, holding me still.

"I think you’re lying."

"I’m not."

She turned a little, enough to look at my face. Her thumb pressed against the underside of my cock, right where it was most sensitive. 

She rubbed slow circles. Her other hand tugged my balls down gently, then let them hang heavy in her palm.

"You know what gets you like this. You think about how I looked. What I said. How I was."

I closed my eyes.

She started stroking again. Slower now. More deliberate.

"You like remembering how he used me, don’t you?"

I didn’t answer.

"You hear me beg in your head. You see the way I opened for him."

"Emily—"

"Do you imagine it when I’m not home? Do you jerk off thinking about him inside me?"

I shook my head again, but weaker this time.

Her grip shifted, tightening slightly.

"Do you remember the sound of it? My pussy soaked, stretched, getting pounded until I couldn’t walk?"

"Stop."

"Why? Because it’s true?"

I looked down at her hand wrapped around me. She kept stroking. The slick sound filled the silence.

"Do you wish it was happening again right now?"

"Emily—"

She let go of my cock, hand moving back to my balls. She rolled them between her fingers.

"Answer me."

I could barely breathe.

"Sometimes," I whispered.

She smiled. Not kind. Not cruel. Just certain.

"I knew it."

Her fingers wrapped around my cock again, and she started stroking with a rhythm now. No rush. Just enough to keep me on edge.

"You sat there and watched him fuck me. And now you can’t stop thinking about it."

I nodded once.

"You liked it."

My voice came out cracked. "I hated it. But I couldn’t look away."

She tilted her head.

"Did it make you feel small?"

"Yeah."

She leaned in and kissed my cheek.

"I want you to say it."

I hesitated.

"Say what?"

Her hand squeezed the base of my cock.

"Say you liked watching me get fucked better than you ever could."

My cock jumped in her grip.

"I… I did."

She stroked faster for a moment, then stopped.

"Say it again."

"I liked watching you get fucked."

"Better."

"I liked watching you get fucked better than I ever could."

She let out a soft breath and started stroking again, slower now, dragging it out.

I watched her hand move, fingers closing over me, slick and warm. My skin buzzed. Everything felt distant except that single point of contact.

“I like you like this,” she said, and my whole body stiffened at the praise. I tried to pretend it was enough, but I knew what she really meant. Honest. Weak. Bared in every way. I could feel the way my chest tightened just from hearing her say it.

She kept her hand moving, torturously slow, and glanced up at me. “Take off your shirt.”

It didn’t sound like a request. I looked down at myself, uncertain, the air already cool on my skin. “Why?”

Her fingers didn’t pause. She pressed her palm against my cock and smiled. “Just do it.”

I hesitated. Something knotted up in my gut. I pulled my shirt off over my head, feeling the soft roll of my stomach, the way my chest sagged when I moved. 

I tried to fold my arms across myself, but she caught my wrist and set it on the back of the couch. Her eyes flicked down, taking in every inch of me.

She reached for my waistband and yanked my pants down. I raised my hips, cheeks burning. My cock bobbed against my belly, heavy and helpless, every nerve alive with embarrassment.

She pressed into my side, nestling against me as if nothing was unusual, her hand returning right away, fingers wrapping me up again. The TV flickered in the dark. My skin prickled everywhere she wasn’t touching.

She squeezed softly, and then the words started.

“You know, you used to look different.”

Each syllable settled on me like a stone. I felt myself shrink, chest pulling in, shame flaring up. I wanted to argue, to say I was trying, but the words never made it past my lips. 

My heart hammered. I thought about the softness at my waist, the way the hair thinned at my chest, the lack of muscle I’d once been proud of. I felt her eyes slide over my body, and I wanted to hide, to cover myself, to vanish.

Her hand never stopped. It made it worse, the pleasure too tangled up in the sting. 

My cock throbbed for her, but I hated the way it looked right now, the way it felt so small under her fingers. Her thumb circled the head, lazy and slow.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” she said, voice gentle. “Having to squeeze my thighs together to feel anything. Pretending it’s enough.”

I tried to keep my eyes on the TV, but the picture blurred. My cock pulsed in her hand, every word tightening something inside me. I felt like I was being peeled open, each complaint cutting a little deeper.

She dragged her nails across my stomach, over the soft curve above my cock. I sucked in my gut, but I knew she noticed. I wanted to disappear, but my body betrayed me, pushing up into her grip, desperate for more.

“You remember how he held me?” she asked. My jaw clenched. My chest went tight. Of course I remembered. I remembered every second. I remembered Julian’s arms closing around her, the strength in his shoulders, the way he’d moved her without effort. The way she’d melted for him. I felt small thinking about it, smaller still when she pressed herself closer and stroked me a little faster.

“I never have to fake it for him.” Her words landed soft, but the meaning twisted inside me. I pictured her on her back, eyes wide and wild, her voice raw and open, begging for more. I could barely breathe. I could feel my cock leak in her palm, thick and hot. My legs pressed together, trying to hide the way I squirmed.

She stroked slower, teasing, every movement drawn out. “You don’t fill me. You don’t even last long enough for me to cum.” Her hand tightened, a cruel squeeze, and I whimpered, the sound slipping out before I could stop it. My face burned.

I wanted to fight it, to shut down, to make it stop, but I couldn’t. Her words dug into every old wound I carried. 

I felt the truth of them like a fresh bruise. I remembered the times I’d pulled out too soon, her disappointed sigh, the polite way she’d pretend. It all rushed back.

“You’re so easy,” she whispered. “All I have to do is touch you, say a few things, and you’re already dripping.”

She was right. I could feel the slick mess all over her fingers. I felt desperate and weak.

She squeezed my balls in her other hand, rough and clinical, as if weighing them, judging and finding me lacking. “You never made me cum the way he does. You can’t. You’ll never be enough.”

My cock pulsed hard in her hand, body tensing. I could feel myself right at the edge, the humiliation burning so hot I felt dizzy. I wanted to beg her to stop, to finish, to do anything but keep going. 

I wanted to disappear, but my cock only got harder, more desperate, leaking over her fist.

She leaned in, lips to my ear, her voice sweet and deadly. “You’re going to cum, aren’t you? All over yourself, just because I told you the truth.”

I tried to hold on, biting my lip, breathing through my nose. I managed to choke out, “I’m really close.” 

My cock twitched in her grip, desperate for the friction she’d just taken away. She kept her hand wrapped around me, just tight enough to let me know I wasn’t going anywhere.

She pulled back, her gaze running over me. She looked pleased—satisfied in a way that made my chest ache and my skin prickle. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, voice light, almost casual, like she already knew the answer.

I nodded, shame burning in my cheeks, words catching in my throat. “Yes,” I managed, “please.”

She cocked her head, a little smile at the corner of her mouth. “You know I’m not going to feel it, right?”

I felt it like a punch to the gut. Her words echoed in my head, pushing out any last scrap of pride I might have had. I wanted to argue, to tell her she would, but I couldn’t. I just stared at her, helpless.

Before I could even try to answer, she stood up, letting go of my cock. I watched her undress, slow and unhurried, her shirt pulled off and tossed aside, her bra unclasped and slipping down her arms. 

Her skin glowed in the soft light, every inch of her body exposed and perfect. She hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down her thighs, letting them pool at her ankles. I couldn’t look away. She looked at me like I was nothing more than a fixture, an afterthought.

She climbed into my lap, knees on either side, her bare hips brushing my thighs. 

Her pussy hovered just above my cock. I ached for her, every nerve raw and exposed. My hands moved to her waist, but she brushed them away, taking my cock in her hand again, lining it up with her body.

But she didn’t let me inside. Instead, she pressed the head of my cock against her clit and began to grind, moving her hips in slow, teasing circles. 

Her folds were warm and slick, and I could feel every detail, every shift and press, my cock trapped between her body and her hand. I felt my pulse pounding in my ears.

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing my chest, her hair falling over my face as she moved. 

She kept her eyes on mine, her mouth twisted in a little smirk. “Do you think you’ll last?” she asked. “You never do. Even before, you could barely keep it together. Are you going to fuck me for five minutes tonight? Two? Or will it be over before I even get started?”

I tried to speak, but nothing came out. The humiliation felt like it was burning a hole straight through me. I gritted my teeth, desperate to hold back, desperate to prove her wrong, but her hips rolled again, pressing my cockhead hard against her clit. 

I felt the slick heat of her on me, her body grinding down, using me for her pleasure.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her voice low. “You’re shaking. I can feel your cock twitching. You want to be inside so bad, but you know what’ll happen. You’ll cum before you even make it halfway in, and I’ll be left with nothing. Again.”

Her words made my stomach twist, made my cock throb and leak even more. I stared at her, helpless, every part of me focused on the feeling of her pussy rubbing over me, the desperate, hungry friction, the sticky heat of her folds smearing slick all over my shaft. 

She worked herself on me, pressing harder, moving faster, letting the head slip and slide over her clit again and again.

“Are you even going to try?” she asked. “Or are you just going to lose it, right here, all over my hand, before I even get a chance to feel you inside?”

I wanted to answer, but my jaw clenched tight. I tried to think of anything else, tried to hold back, but the feeling built and built, every muscle in my body locked tight. Her words pressed down, making it impossible to breathe.

She moved her hand down my cock, cupping my balls, squeezing, then dragged her fingers back up, spreading her wetness and my precum everywhere. 

The pressure mounted, my hips starting to buck without my permission.

She just kept going, the humiliation never letting up. “You know what it feels like? Like I’m rubbing myself on nothing. I can barely feel you. You’re so small. You’re so desperate. I could cum harder from my own fingers than from your cock.”

I shuddered, the ache in my cock reaching a fever pitch. I tried to warn her, tried to pull away, but she pressed down harder, grinding her clit against the tip, and the shame crashed over me. I couldn’t hold back.

My cock jerked in her grip, and I came, hard and helpless, cum spurting over her hand, my thighs, my stomach. I moaned, my body convulsing, breath ragged, every part of me exposed and humiliated.

She didn’t stop. She ground down on me, rubbing her clit with the slick mess I’d made, her hand sliding through it, spreading it all over my skin, never looking away from my face. “Pathetic,” she said. “Couldn’t even wait. Couldn’t even get inside. Look at this mess. You’re never going to make me cum, are you? All you’re good for is making a mess on my thighs.”

She looked at her hand, totally covered in my cum, then wiped it down my leg. She really took her time with it, dragging her fingers along my skin, rubbing it in so it wouldn’t just sit there. 

I just sat there, catching my breath, staring at the TV but not seeing a thing. I couldn’t have moved if I wanted to.

After a minute, she settled in next to me again, like none of it was a big deal, and gave my thigh a quick squeeze. Then she looked up at me and grinned a little.

“Did you like that?” she asked.

I was embarrassed, but I couldn’t lie. “Yeah,” I told her. It sounded pathetic out loud, but she seemed to like hearing it. I saw it in her face.

She leaned over and kissed me right on the stomach, right where the mess was still sticky on my skin. I don’t know why, but that hit different. Then she looked up and asked, “Will you do something for me?”

I didn’t even have to think about it. “Yes,” I said, way too eager. “Of course.”

Her hand went right back to my cock, just holding it, like she owned it and didn’t care if it was still a mess. “Don’t jerk off,” she said. “Don’t cum. Not until I say you can.”

At first I didn’t even get it. “Wait, what?” I probably sounded dumb, but I was still in that daze where you can’t keep up with anything. “Why?”

She just smiled at me, real calm. “I’ve got something in mind,” she said. No explanation. She wouldn’t even give me a hint. 

I tried to read her face, but she was already back to acting like nothing big had just happened.

I sat there thinking about it, running through every possible thing she could mean. And there were a lot. 

I thought about her talking to Julian, about maybe having me watch again, about whatever she might want to make me do, about all the stuff she knew would mess with my head. I felt my heart race a little.

I tried to imagine her texting him, planning something, and I realized my cock was starting to stiffen up right there in her hand again. It was ridiculous.

She caught me looking at her, and she raised her eyebrows. “So? You’ll wait?”

I nodded, feeling like an idiot. “Yeah,” I said. “I’ll wait until you tell me.”

“Good,” she said. Just like that. Like I’d agreed to do the dishes or something. Then she turned back to the TV, totally relaxed, her hand still wrapped around me, tracing circles through what was left of my cum.

I sat there, watching the screen, half hard again and completely at her mercy, trying not to think about what she might be planning, and knowing I’d say yes to any of it.




The next day, nothing happened. I mean nothing. Emily acted like it was any other day. We had breakfast together, mostly in silence, and she headed off to work.

She texted me at lunch about groceries. I went through the day almost forgetting the promise she’d wrung out of me on the couch. 

If she noticed how tense I was, she didn’t say anything. By the time I went to bed, I figured maybe she’d just moved on. Maybe she’d even forgotten about it herself.

By the next morning, I barely thought about it at all. I went through the usual motions, coffee, a half-assed shave, staring at emails and not actually reading any of them.

I didn’t even realize how much I’d been waiting for the other shoe to drop until my phone buzzed. I looked down and saw a message from Julian’s assistant, asking me to come to his office.

I’ll admit, my heart dropped. It wasn’t like Julian called me in for anything other than work, but after everything that had happened, every message from him felt like it carried some hidden meaning.

I told myself I was being ridiculous, that it was probably just about the end-of-quarter numbers, but I couldn’t shake the nerves.

Julian’s office always smelled expensive, like cologne and leather and something faintly chemical that I couldn’t place.

He was at his desk, phone in one hand. He looked up when I walked in, gave me the usual practiced smile, and then nodded at the seat in front of him.

There was a box on the corner of his desk. It was small, square, and perfectly wrapped in silver paper with a white ribbon tied in a neat bow. 

It looked like the kind of thing you buy for someone’s birthday, only more polished. He reached over and slid it across the desk toward me.

“Hey, Mark,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “Do me a favor and give this to Emily for me, will you?”

For a second, I didn’t know how to respond. I stared at the box, wondering if I was supposed to open it. “Uh, sure,” I said, picking it up. It felt heavier than I expected. “What is it?”

Julian grinned. “Just something for her. She’ll know what it’s about.”

That answer didn’t help at all. If anything, it made things worse. I couldn’t help myself. “Is it for a special occasion or something?”

He just laughed. Not in a mean way, more like I’d asked a question that didn’t matter. 

He picked up his phone again, thumb moving across the screen, already half done with the conversation.

“Just give it to her, Mark,” he said. “She’ll be happy.”

I felt my face go hot, and for a second I just sat there, holding the box, trying to figure out if I was supposed to ask more. I wanted to.

I wanted to ask what was going on, if there was something I was missing, if he and Emily had planned this or if this was just some kind of test for me. But I didn’t say any of it. I didn’t say a word.

That was maybe the most humiliating part. I was so used to this weird new reality, so used to having to swallow everything and just play along, that I barely even tried to push back.

I caught myself thinking about what it would sound like if I did, what if I actually asked him what was going on between him and my wife? I couldn’t even picture it.

I felt a wave of shame so strong it made my stomach twist, and, embarrassingly, I felt myself start to get hard right there in his office.

I made myself stand, box in hand, and mumble something about heading back to my desk. Julian didn’t look up. He just waved me out, like he’d already forgotten about me.

The walk back to my desk felt longer than usual, the box under my arm the whole way, like a reminder of exactly how far things had gone. 

I spent the rest of the day barely getting anything done, the box sitting in my bag, its presence impossible to ignore.

When I got home, Emily was in the kitchen, hair up, sleeves rolled to her elbows, making something that smelled a little like garlic and a lot like comfort. 

I tried to act casual, set my bag down, poured myself a glass of water, but the whole time my mind was just on the box.

I couldn’t decide whether to hand it over right away or wait until after dinner. I felt weird about the whole thing, weird about the fact that Julian had sent her a gift, and even weirder about the fact that I was carrying it into our home like some kind of messenger.

Eventually, I just took it out and set it on the table. “Julian asked me to give you this,” I said. My voice sounded small, but I couldn’t help it. “He said you’d know what it was for.”

She turned away from the stove, wiping her hands on a towel, and her eyes landed on the box. Immediately, she lit up. I mean, her whole face changed.

She didn’t even hesitate, just crossed the kitchen and picked it up, turning it over in her hands, reading the little tag that Julian had signed with just his name.

She looked at me, eyes bright. “He really gave this to you at work?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound like it wasn’t a big deal. “Didn’t say what it was. Just told me to bring it to you.”

She laughed, this warm, real sound I hadn’t heard in a long time, and untied the ribbon. She didn’t open it right away, though. She just held it close, almost hugging it to her chest, smiling at me like she’d just won something.

“Should I open it now?” she asked, her voice soft.

I shrugged, not trusting myself to say anything more. My cock was hard again, the feeling so mixed up with jealousy and humiliation and something else I couldn’t even name. 

I wanted to ask her what she thought it was, if she knew what Julian was up to, if there was some inside joke or plan I wasn’t part of.

But I kept my mouth shut, because I already knew I wouldn’t get a real answer. I was just the delivery boy now.

She grinned and said, “I’ll open it.” She set the box down, untied the ribbon with slow, careful fingers, then peeled away the paper. I stood there, pretending not to care, but my eyes couldn’t leave her hands for a second.

The lid came off, and right there, nestled in black tissue, was a vibrator. Not small, either. One of those high-end things, thick, smooth, unmistakable.

She gasped. Not in surprise but more like she was delighted. “God, he actually got it,” she said, half to herself.

I couldn’t speak. I just stared at the thing, my mind buzzing. It wasn’t even about the toy itself. It was about what it meant, what it said about all three of us.

Julian had picked it out for her. He’d wrapped it, left it on his desk, handed it over to me like it was nothing. I stood there holding that box, and the whole time I had no idea.

She caught my eye, and she must have seen what I was thinking, because she smiled a little wider. 

“I texted him last week. Told him I wanted a new toy. He promised he’d take care of it.” She said it so simply, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

It hit me like a slap. My wife, asking another man to buy her a vibrator. Not a friend, not even some secret stranger, but a man I had to face at work every day.

How easily she let him in, how little it cost her to make a request like that. 

The humiliation settled in. I thought about all the things I should probably say, the lines I should draw, the questions I should ask.

But the truth was, none of them would matter. She’d already decided how things were going to be.

She held up the toy, looked it over, then glanced at me. “You okay?” she asked, but she didn’t sound concerned. More curious than anything.

I nodded, because what else could I do? My cock was stiff as a board, pressing uncomfortably against my jeans. I was embarrassed and angry and hard, all at the same time.

She came over to me, the box still in one hand, and set it on the table. Then she reached for her waistband and pushed her pants down, letting them fall to the floor. No underwear.

She just stood there, hips tilted forward, her pussy bare and smooth and right at my eye level. She didn’t even seem self-conscious. If anything, she looked proud.

She brushed a hand through her hair, then said, “Will you do something for me?”

I couldn’t breathe for a second. My mouth felt dry. All I could do was nod, eyes locked on her, heart hammering. “Yes,” I said. “Anything.”

She looked at me, just watching for a moment, and then she said, “Get on your knees.”

At first, I didn’t even process it. I stood there, dumb, until she said it again, slower this time, her voice lower. “On your knees, Mark.”

It was almost funny, in a way I couldn’t admit. I remembered all those years where she’d drop to her knees for me without a second thought, grinning, dragging my pants down, hungry for it. When was the last time that had happened?

I couldn’t remember. Now here I was, heart racing, hands shaking, about to kneel for her just because she’d told me to.

But I did it. I sank down in front of her, the hardwood cool under my knees, her bare legs right in front of my face. The world narrowed down to the sight of her pussy, close enough that I could see every little detail. 

She stepped in, grabbed a handful of my hair, and pulled my face right to her.

“Lick,” she said.

That was it. No buildup, no foreplay. She just pressed my mouth against her, and I started. The smell hit me first, sharp and unmistakable. 

The taste was salty and slick, a little tangy. I tried to focus, tried not to get lost in my own head, but it was impossible. 

Her hand stayed tight in my hair, holding me there, keeping me right where she wanted.

She let out a moan, low and pleased, and I could feel her hips start to rock against my face. She wasn’t gentle about it, either. 

I felt my nose press into her, my tongue working as fast as I could, trying to keep up with the pace she set.

“Know why I’m making you do this?” she asked, voice rough with pleasure. “Because I want my pussy wet. Really wet. That’s what I need right now.”

I nodded as much as I could, my face mashed between her thighs, my mouth working. Her fingers tightened, and she pulled my head back just enough to look down at me.

“It’s not like your cock is going to do it,” she said, her voice soft but brutal. “You know that, right? I need it soaked. And that’s never going to happen with you inside me. So make yourself useful.”

The words stung. I felt my whole body flush with embarrassment. My cock throbbed uselessly in my pants. The shame was like a second skin now, wrapping tight around everything I did.

She pushed my head back down. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

I did exactly what she said. My tongue moved faster, more desperate. I tried to remember everything she liked, every trick I’d learned over the years, but all of it felt clumsy now, overshadowed by her grip in my hair and the relentless ache of humiliation in my chest.

Every time she moaned, every time she ground her hips down, it only drove me harder. I wanted to please her. I wanted to make her forget how useless I was, even if it was just for a few minutes.

She started to breathe faster, little sounds slipping out of her, and I realized how much I missed this. The control. The certainty that I was making her feel something, even if it had nothing to do with my cock anymore.

“You’re better like this,” she muttered. “Honestly, this is what you’re good for.”

She shifted her weight, then lifted one leg and slung it up behind my head, locking me in. The back of my neck pressed into her calf, her thigh closing me off from the rest of the world. There was no escape. I couldn’t even look away.

She had me trapped right where she wanted me, her grip in my hair even tighter now, forcing me to hold her exactly how she wanted.

“Don’t just lap at it,” she said, her voice low and clear. “Circle your tongue, right here.” 

She pressed my face against the hood of her clit, showing me, grinding down hard, rocking her hips in little, impatient movements. “Now lower. Flatten your tongue, like that. Faster.”

She directed everything, not just with her words, but with her body. If I got the rhythm wrong, she’d pull my hair sharply, or dig her heel into my back to adjust my angle.

When I did it right, she’d grind down on my mouth, wet and heavy, riding my face like she owned it. She was breathing harder, but she never lost control, never let herself get carried away. She stayed above me, calling every shot.

I tried to memorize each thing she liked, each change in pressure, every spot she wanted me to focus on. But in the back of my mind, I knew none of it was for me.

I was there to follow orders, to keep her satisfied, to get her ready for whatever she actually wanted. The shame just kept building. 

My jaw ached. My tongue was numb. My cock was so hard it hurt, straining uselessly against my jeans, but I didn’t dare move.

Then, just as suddenly as she’d started, she stopped. She let go of my hair, pulled her leg away from my neck, and took a couple of steps back, leaving me there, dazed and blinking up at her.

She looked down at me, still catching her breath. She didn’t smile. “Good,” she said. Just the one word, cool and dismissive. “That’ll do.”

I knelt there, face wet, lips swollen, looking up at her for any sign of approval, for some hint that I’d done something right. She didn’t give me anything.

She reached over and picked up the vibrator from the table, glanced at it, then looked back at me.

“I just wanted my pussy nice and wet for this,” she said, waving the toy for emphasis. “I’m going upstairs.”

She didn’t ask me to follow. She didn’t invite me to watch, didn’t say she wanted me for anything else. She just walked out, her bare ass disappearing around the corner, leaving her pants in a heap on the floor.

I stayed there on my knees, the taste of her still on my tongue, my cock aching, my face sticky with her. It hit me then, how she hadn’t even bothered to let me finish her with my mouth.

She didn’t want me to make her cum at all. I wasn’t there for pleasure. I was just there to get her ready for the real thing, to be her warmup act, her prep work, her nothing.

That thought hollowed me out. I felt stupid and small, kneeling on the hardwood, waiting for any scrap she’d throw my way. How much of a man was I now, really?

If all I was good for was licking her, getting her ready, and then being left behind while she went upstairs to make herself cum with the toy another man had given her? I didn’t even know if I should be angry, or jealous, or just grateful for the chance to do anything at all.

She called down from upstairs, her voice light, floating. “Don’t forget, Mark. No cumming until I say so.”










A couple of days passed. I did my best to settle back into routine. I went to work. I answered emails, drifted through meetings, picked up dinner on the way home.

Most of it felt like moving underwater. Emily didn’t mention anything from the other night. If she even remembered her little command, she didn’t let it show.

I tried not to think about it, telling myself maybe she’d just forgotten, maybe she was letting things drift back to normal.

That evening, I came home late and found the house very quiet. I tossed my keys into the bowl by the door, checked my phone for any message from her, but there was nothing.

I figured maybe she was running late at work, stuck in traffic, out grabbing something at the store. I started to unwind, walking through the silent rooms, calling out her name once, half expecting to hear her answer from the kitchen or the bathroom. Nothing.

I wandered upstairs, planning to get changed and maybe flop on the couch until she got back.

When I reached the bedroom, the door was mostly closed, a soft strip of light slipping out into the hallway. 

I nudged it open without thinking, expecting the usual, a pile of laundry, the cat stretched out on the bed, nothing much.

Instead, I just stopped cold. I didn’t even step inside.

Emily was there, standing in front of our full-length mirror. 

For a second, I couldn’t process what I was seeing. She was wearing a red lingerie set, lacy and sheer, hugging every curve, straps running over her shoulders and around her hips, a little bow just above her ass.

I knew every piece of underwear she owned. This wasn’t something I’d bought, and it was nothing I’d ever seen her wear, not once in all our years together.

But even that wasn’t what made me freeze. It was the way she was standing, half-turned toward the mirror, one leg bent, her hand drifting up over her stomach and between her breasts.

She was posing, adjusting herself, playing with her hair, turning one way, then the other. In front of her, propped up on the dresser, was her phone.

The camera was pointed right at her, and on the screen, bright and impossible to miss, was Julian’s face. He was grinning, relaxed, eyes glued to her.

I stood in the doorway, invisible, watching my wife show herself off to another man, live from our own bedroom.

She ran her hands along her body, smoothing the straps, arching her back, adjusting her hair so it fell just right. 

She’d glance down at the screen, waiting for his reaction, and every time Julian said something, she’d smile, or shift her hips, or lean forward to give him a better look.

For a moment I just stared at the screen, at Julian’s face watching her, eating up every second. 

He was talking to her, telling her how sexy she looked, exactly how to stand, what he wanted to see. His words were easy, confident, like this was nothing unusual for him.

I barely noticed my own reflection in the hallway mirror. My shirt was wrinkled, tie half off, hair flat from the day, eyes wide. I looked like a guest in my own house.

Emily didn’t see me right away, too busy posing, twisting, giving Julian every angle, her face glowing under the light.

It all hit me at once. She’d picked out this lingerie for him, not for me. She was showing herself off for his approval, letting him decide what looked good, what turned him on. 

I felt a sting of jealousy, the heat of shame, the strange, sick arousal that left me frozen just outside my own bedroom, hard and humiliated, unable to do anything except watch.

After a moment, I made myself step into the room. Emily saw me in the mirror, but she barely reacted. 

She didn’t pause. She just gave me a lazy glance over her shoulder and said, “Hey babe,” like I was some neighbor dropping by, not her husband walking in on her posing for another man.

She turned right back to her phone, gave Julian a wide smile, and said, “See? I told you he’d show up.” Then, as if I wasn’t even there, she said, “Julian, I swear, Mark would probably cum before he could even undress me out of this.” She let out a little giggle, playful and sharp.

Julian laughed. “You really think so?” he said. “Maybe he just gets too excited when you look that good.”

Emily glanced at me in the mirror, smirked, then looked right back at Julian. “You have no idea. Honestly, he’s hopeless. You should have seen him a few nights ago.” She was still adjusting the straps, pushing her chest out for Julian’s benefit.

I wanted to yell. I wanted to smash something, punch the wall, throw my phone out the window. 

But all I could feel was the way my cock throbbed, stiff and angry, pressed up against my zipper, impossible to hide.

Emily went on, laughing, her voice casual. “We tried to fuck, but he didn’t even make it. He came before he could even get inside me. I mean, I wasn’t even trying.”

She looked at Julian, waiting for his reaction, and when he started to laugh, really laugh, Emily joined in, doubling over, her hair spilling across her shoulders.

I could feel my face flush hot, all the shame and rage and arousal tangled up together. I wanted to vanish. I couldn’t look at either of them. 

I walked over to the dresser, moving as quietly as I could, keeping myself out of the phone’s camera view.

My hands shook as I pulled open the drawer and started changing.

Behind me, Emily’s voice rose, full of glee. “Julian, you should see him right now. He’s so fucking hard. He can’t even look at us.” The sound of Julian’s laughter came through the phone, louder than before.

I stood in the corner, back to them, forcing myself to go slow, acting like I wasn’t bothered, like I hadn’t just been exposed and laughed at by my wife and her boss.

But my hands wouldn’t stop shaking, and every little sound made it worse. 

My cock pressed painfully against the fabric of my shorts. It felt like my body was betraying me all over again.

I finally pulled my shirt over my head, trying to act casual, as if I changed in the corner every day, as if it didn’t matter that my wife was showing off for another man right there in front of me.

I could feel Emily watching me in the mirror, her eyes bright, her mouth curled in that teasing, wicked grin she saved for when she was really enjoying herself.

She kept talking to Julian, little private jokes, giggling, sharing details I never imagined she’d say out loud. 

I just tried to focus on breathing, on pulling my shorts up, finding some old t-shirt, keeping my eyes down, not letting either of them see how close I was to losing it.

Eventually, I heard her say, “Okay, Julian, I’ve got to let you go.”

Her voice sounded light, almost sing-song, like she was just ending a call with a friend instead of her lover. She set the phone down on the dresser, screen going dark, and finally turned her full attention to me.

She looked pleased with herself. She stood there in that red lingerie, hands on her hips, just letting me take her in. She gave me a little half-smile, like she knew exactly what kind of effect she was having.

“Well?” she said. “How do I look?”

I just stared at her for a moment, caught between anger and awe. My throat felt tight. “You look…amazing,” I said, barely trusting my voice. “Seriously. You look incredible.”

She laughed, stepped closer to the mirror, and spun around so her back was to me.

She bent forward a little, resting her hands on the dresser, pushing her ass out, letting the lace ride up high. “And what about this view?” she said, glancing at me over her shoulder.

That did something to me. I couldn’t help myself. I crossed the room and reached out, running my hands over her hips, feeling the heat of her skin through the thin fabric.

My fingers slipped under the edge of the lace, tracing the line where her thighs met her ass. I heard her let out a tiny sound, half laugh, half sigh.

I pressed closer, desperate to feel her, desperate for any scrap she’d give me. She reached back with one hand, found the waistband of my shorts, and tugged me even closer.

Then she slid her hand inside, slipping past my boxers, her fingers wrapping around my cock.

I was already hard, embarrassingly so, and she felt it instantly. She started stroking, slow at first, her grip light, just enough to make me shudder.

She straightened up a little, still bent over, still facing away from me. “You like that?” she said, her voice teasing, playful, but with a sharpness under it. She squeezed a little tighter, picked up the pace. “Feels good, huh?”

I nodded, my face burning, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Yeah,” I said. “God, yeah, it feels amazing.”

She stroked a little harder, her thumb brushing the head, twisting her wrist just enough to make my knees weak. “You want to fuck me?” she asked, like it was the most casual thing in the world.

I almost groaned. “Yes,” I said, my voice thick. “Please. I need to.”

She let out a soft laugh, low and knowing. “Yeah? You really need to, huh?” She squeezed again, working my cock with just the right rhythm, making it impossible to think about anything except the way her hand felt on me.

I could feel myself getting even closer, my breath coming faster, hips starting to rock into her hand.

“Emily,” I said, “I’m really close.”

She stroked me even faster, her body pressed back into mine, her other hand reaching up to tangle in my hair, pulling my face down to her neck. 

I could smell her skin, warm and sweet, mixed with the faintest trace of perfume and sweat. I was dizzy with it, ready to lose control.

And then, just like that, she stopped. She pulled her hand out of my shorts and stepped forward, away from me, leaving me hanging, hard and aching and stunned.

I staggered a little, grabbing the dresser for balance, my body still begging for release, every nerve on fire.

I looked down and watched my cock actually twitch in my shorts, so hard it hurt. For a second, I just stared at it, not caring about how pathetic I must have looked.

I reached down, desperate to take the edge off, just needing to grab it, to squeeze or stroke or do anything for a second of relief. 

I didn’t even care what it said about me, about how desperate I’d become in my own bedroom.

But Emily caught my wrist before I could even get a proper grip. “No,” she said, her voice calm and certain, like she was correcting a child. “Don’t forget. No cumming until I say so.”

I hated how fast I let go, how quick I was to obey. I hated how much I wanted to protest, how the words came tumbling out before I could stop myself. “Please,” I said, “Emily, I need it so bad. Just let me, just this once—”

She shook her head, eyes almost soft with the way she looked at me. “Not yet,” she said. “It’s still just a little too soon.”

I could hear the frustration and defeat in my own voice, but I couldn’t stop myself. “When, then? Please, when can I?”

That made her laugh. She reached out and brushed her fingers along my cheek, gentle and distant. “It won’t be too long now. I promise. You’ll be fine.”

I stood there, feeling every bit of need and humiliation tangled up inside me, wanting to hate her, wanting to hate myself more. 

I couldn’t believe what I’d become — reduced to begging for permission to cum, begging my own wife while she laughed at me and her boss watched from her phone.

She gave me a look that made it clear this conversation was over. “Pull up your pants, Mark.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t protest. I just obeyed, reaching down and pulling up my shorts, tucking myself away, still rock hard and aching, my body buzzing with leftover desperation.

Two hours later, I was back on the couch, staring at the TV, letting some mindless show play in the background. 

The house felt emptier than I remembered, quieter in a way that left too much room for my own thoughts.

Emily was still upstairs, out of sight, as if the whole scene in the bedroom had never happened. I hadn’t seen her since I left. 

The memory played over and over in my head, the way she’d looked in the mirror, the sound of her laughter with Julian, the feel of her hand wrapped around me and the sharp, cold withdrawal that left me aching.

What I kept coming back to, what really caught me off guard, was the fact that I hadn’t jerked off. 

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone this long, hard and desperate, and just… obeyed. I didn’t even let myself touch it.

I sat there, my cock throbbing every time I shifted in my seat, but I kept my hands away, like it was someone else’s decision to make. 

I kept thinking about how strange it felt, how easy it had become to obey her. It was as if my body had learned new rules and didn’t need reminders anymore.

It shocked me how natural it felt. I used to think I was a different kind of man, someone who’d never let it get this far, someone who would’ve laughed at a story like this. 

Now, here I was, sitting in my own living room, holding back out of nothing but her command, as if I had no choice in the matter.

I wondered what had changed in me. What switch she had flipped that made me wait, made me desperate for the tiniest scrap of approval. I wondered how long I could take it, how long I’d keep following her rules without a fight.

Even as I questioned it, I could feel my cock getting harder. The idea that I was still waiting, still holding out for her permission, only made the ache worse. 

I started to wonder if this was all I was now, someone who only wanted what he couldn’t have, someone who needed to be told when he was allowed to feel good.

I tried to focus on the TV, to lose myself in something else, but every scene just blurred together. Every sound from upstairs made my heart jump, like I was waiting for another order. 

I couldn’t remember when I’d stopped being angry about it, when the shame and arousal had fused into something I couldn’t untangle.

That was when the doorbell rang.

I got up, still half in a daze, trying to pull myself together, wondering who the hell could be showing up at this hour. I thought maybe it was a neighbor, or some delivery I’d forgotten about. 

I hadn’t even made it halfway across the living room before I saw Emily coming down the stairs.

She was completely naked. No lingerie, nothing at all. She walked right past me, bare skin catching the hallway light, like she didn’t have a single care in the world.

For a second, I just stared, my mind blank with shock.

I opened my mouth to say something, ask her what the hell she was doing, beg her to wait, anything—but she didn’t even glance at me. 

She just walked straight to the front door, unlocked it, and swung it open wide, naked as the day she was born.

My heart hammered in my chest. I was almost too scared to look, terrified to see who was on the other side. And then, just like that, Julian stepped inside, cool as ever, a small grin on his face.

He didn’t even hesitate. He looked Emily up and down, his eyes trailing over every inch of her. “I like the way you welcome me to your house,” he said, voice warm and amused, like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Then, as casually as anything, he reached between her legs and gave her a little slap, right between her thighs, open palm catching her pussy. 

Emily just giggled, the sound bright and unbothered, like it was nothing. I felt the blood drain from my face. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I just watched.

Julian glanced over at me then, as if remembering I was there. He gave me a nod, perfectly calm. I felt my body respond without thinking—I nodded back, sheepish, eyes down. 

I couldn’t believe this was my reality, that I was standing in my own house, watching my naked wife let another man touch her before he even said hello to me.

Emily was still laughing. She reached for Julian’s hand, tugging him further into the living room. “Julian texted me earlier,” she said, her voice casual, explaining it like she was talking about a friend dropping by for coffee.

“He said he was feeling particularly frustrated today.” She smiled, glancing back at me, like she was including me in a private joke. “So I offered to help relieve some of that pressure.”

Julian just grinned wider, watching her as she led him across the room, her bare skin glowing. “It’s the least I could do,” she went on, turning to face him, “to thank you for that amazing toy you got me.”

That hit me hard, right in the chest. She was thanking him for a sex toy, offering herself up to him, right in front of me, as if it was only right to show this much gratitude. 

She sounded proud, eager, every bit the perfect slut for him. She hadn’t even tried to hide it, hadn’t looked for permission or explanation, hadn’t cared at all what I thought.

I felt the humiliation, the arousal, the jealousy, the pure helplessness of it.

Emily turned to me, eyes still bright with excitement, her body pressed up close to Julian. “Mark, we’d like our privacy right now,” she said, her voice cool and casual, as if she were asking me to take out the trash.

“And for once, I really don’t want you jerking off your little cock in the corner.” She didn’t even look at me, didn’t care to see my reaction. The words stung so badly that for a second I actually couldn’t breathe.

Julian just smirked, hands already roaming over her hips, pulling her in. They didn’t wait for my response. They were already moving, already halfway up the stairs. Emily tossed a look over her shoulder, almost an afterthought. “Oh…and remember, you’re still not allowed to cum.”

That’s what finally did it. Julian laughed, a deep, genuine sound, and Emily joined in, their voices echoing off the walls as they disappeared up the stairs together. I heard her say, “You should hear the things I have to say to him these days, Julian. He’s so fucking pathetic now, it’s almost cute.”

That was it. That was all I got. I just stood there, the house quiet except for the sound of their laughter fading away, the front door still hanging half-open, the air in the room suddenly cold and empty.

My hands hung useless at my sides. My cock throbbed in my shorts, aching and angry, and I hated it. I hated the way my body reacted, hated how much I wanted to hear more, how much I wanted to be allowed to watch, or even just to jerk off like some desperate, broken thing in the corner.

I sat down on the couch, trying to get a grip, but it was pointless. I pressed my fists into my thighs, grinding my teeth. I was so fucking angry. 

Angry at Emily, at Julian, at myself most of all. Angry that I couldn’t even be properly jealous without my dick betraying me.

Angry that I let it get this far, that I’d become the kind of man who just took it. Angry that part of me, maybe the biggest part, loved every second of it.

I hated how much I craved her approval, how I found myself hanging on her every word, every little look, even when she used them to humiliate me. 

I hated that, even now, with her upstairs in our bed with him, I was rock hard and helpless, exactly the way she wanted me.

The shame and the need swirled together, so thick I could barely separate them anymore. I stared at the wall, listening to the faint sounds from upstairs, laughter, voices, the muffled thump of footsteps.

I let it wash over me, the anger and embarrassment and twisted arousal all tangled up until I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

I knew I should get up, do something, leave the house, take a shower, anything at all to break the spell. But I didn’t move.

I sat there on the couch, hands gripping my knees, every muscle locked up. The TV was still playing, but I wasn’t seeing any of it. All I could do was listen.

At first, I just heard footsteps. A muffled thump, a creak, their voices tangled together, a laugh that could have meant anything.

Then the first sharp sound cut through. A slap, loud and clear. 

The echo of it seemed to ring down the stairs. Emily shrieked, not in pain, but in a kind of surprised delight. I heard her laugh, the sound loose and bright, nothing like how she’d ever sounded with me.

Then her voice, clear as day: “Do it again.”

There was a pause, a moment where I could almost hear Julian’s breathing, then another slap, this one even harder. The sound was unmistakable. Emily gasped, a shocked little cry that turned into a moan. She started giggling, the laughter spilling out, carried down the hall like she couldn’t help herself.

Julian’s voice followed, low and hard. “That’s what you fucking like, isn’t it? You love being used. You love being slapped around for me.”

I froze, listening to every word. I could hear Emily’s answer, breathless and needy: “Yes. I love it. I love when you’re rough with me.” Her words were so open, so eager, it almost didn’t sound like her at all.

There was the sound of the bed shifting, the mattress groaning under their weight. Another sharp smack. Then Julian again: “Tell me what you are.”

She didn’t hesitate. “I’m your slut. I’m your filthy slut, Julian. Hit me again.”

I gripped the edge of the couch, feeling my own nails dig into my leg. My chest felt hollow. I tried to tune it out, to pretend I couldn’t hear it, but the voices just kept getting louder.

Julian’s voice was harsher now, almost a snarl. “Open your mouth. Wider.” There was a sound, a wet smack, then Emily gagging a little, coughing, then laughing. “That’s right,” he said. “That’s all you’re good for. Taking cock. Being my little toy.”

She moaned again, higher now, the sounds almost desperate. “Yes. Yes, please. Harder.”

Another slap. The sound made me flinch. I pictured his handprint on her skin, the red mark blooming, her face glowing with excitement. Julian kept going, not letting up for a second. “Look at you. My perfect whore. I could do anything to you, couldn’t I?”

Emily’s voice came out between moans. “Anything. Please. I want it. I want all of it.”

There was more movement, a harsh grunt from Julian. The bed thudded against the wall. Then his voice again: “Tell me who fucks you right. Who makes you scream.”

Emily’s answer was almost a sob. “You do. You, Julian. Only you.”

He started to degrade her, his voice low but cruel. “Your husband could never fuck you like this. He couldn’t even make you cum if he begged. Useless little bitch. I own you now.”

She was moaning so loudly I could barely make out the words. “Yes, yes, yes. You own me. I’m yours. Please, Julian, choke me.”

I heard the shift, the scrape of skin on sheets, then a sharp, wet gasp as Julian’s hand closed around her throat. Emily’s voice went hoarse, pleasure and need tangled together. “More. Please. Don’t stop.”

He grunted, the sound rough and mean. “Say it. Say what you are.”

She was almost crying with it now, her voice cracking, body shuddering above me. “I’m your dirty slut. I’m yours. I’ll do anything.”

Julian hit her again, hard enough I heard her body slap back against the bed. Emily shrieked, then started to laugh, her voice wild and messy. “More, Julian. Don’t stop. Please don’t ever stop.”

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might burst. My hands were shaking. I felt sick, dizzy with shame, but my cock was like iron, straining against my shorts. 

I couldn’t tear myself away. I just sat there, listening to everything. The rough, brutal things he said to her. The way she begged for more. 

The sound of her pleasure, raw and open, so far away from anything I’d ever given her.

I hated how much I needed to hear it. I hated how bad it hurt, how it burned to think of my beautiful wife on her back for another man, loving every cruel word, every slap, every second of his hands on her throat. 

I hated myself most of all for being so hard, so desperate, so ruined by it.

The sounds from upstairs grew louder, rougher. Emily’s moans changed, higher, sharper, no longer laughter but pure need.

It was impossible not to imagine what was happening, not to see it in my mind: Julian on top of her, pushing inside, her legs wrapped around him, her hands clawing at his back, her voice filling the room.

She was moaning now, again and again, louder than I’d ever heard from her. 

The bedframe started banging against the wall, a steady, jarring rhythm that I couldn’t ignore. I heard her gasp, then sob, then moan all over again.

Every sound told me exactly what was happening. Julian was fucking her, and she was giving him everything. She wasn’t holding back at all. 

She screamed, the sound muffled by his body or his hand, I didn’t know. It was wild, raw, the kind of noise I’d only ever imagined her making for someone else.

I sat there on the couch, eyes fixed on the wall, cock hard as steel. I wanted to jerk off, just to get some relief, but I didn’t dare. She’d told me not to, and some part of me couldn’t disobey.

I slipped my shorts down around my thighs anyway, letting my cock spring free, throbbing with every sound that floated down the stairs. 

My hands stayed on my knees, fists clenched. I wouldn’t risk breaking her rule. Not even now.

Every few seconds, another burst of noise, Julian’s voice, rough and full of command. “This is all you’re good for, isn’t it? Just being used.”

Emily answered him, her voice high and broken. “Yes. Use me. Please, Julian, use me. I want it. I want all of it. Please.”

There was a slap, then the creak of the bed as he changed positions, then her scream, sharper and longer this time. “Oh god, yes, more, don’t stop, fuck me—”

Julian grunted, his voice a low growl. “I’m not stopping. I’m going to use you until you can’t walk. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You want to be ruined.”

“Yes! Ruin me, Julian! Please, I need it, I need it so bad—”

I was so hard it hurt. I could barely breathe. My whole body felt tight, skin hot, sweat prickling at my back. I stared at the carpet, willing myself not to touch, not to break. 

I listened to her scream, beg, plead. I listened to the sound of my wife being absolutely destroyed by another man, upstairs in our bed, in our house, with me right here, helpless and aching and desperate to be anything but what I was.

Every minute dragged by, a haze of sound and sensation. At some point, I stopped thinking about the time. I just drifted in it, dazed and hollow, letting every noise settle into me.

Sometimes it was a gasp, a cry, a laugh, sometimes it was just the thud of the bed, the slap of skin on skin, the low, mean things Julian was saying to her.

“Take it, you filthy slut. Take all of it.”

“Yes, Julian, please, I love it, I love you using me—”

He hit her again, another slap, another shriek, followed by breathless giggling. “Harder, Julian. I can take it. Please, fuck me harder, don’t stop, I need more—”

She was wild, completely gone for him, and I knew there was nothing left for me to claim, nothing of her that hadn’t already been given away. 

I sat there, pants around my knees, cock aching, the shame making my chest tight, my heart pounding so loud I thought it would burst. I couldn’t have moved even if I wanted to.

I heard her scream again, louder than ever, begging for more, for him, for everything he had. 

He obliged her, fucking her with a pace and power I’d never even tried to give her. I heard the words, every filthy demand, every raw, honest cry.

“I want it. I want all of you. Cum inside me, Julian. Please, please, fill me up—”

He grunted, breathless, and the rhythm changed. I could hear him slamming into her, the bed shaking, their bodies crashing together, nothing held back, nothing private. 

She screamed his name, again and again, her voice breaking with each thrust.

Then, suddenly, everything went quiet. No more moans, no more shouting. Just silence and the distant sound of the TV in the background. 

I knew what that meant. Julian had finished. My wife had been taken, used, and left spent upstairs, and I was alone on the couch, still hard, still waiting, still denied everything.

It was the hottest and most traumatic thing I’d ever experienced. I sat there in a haze, caught somewhere between humiliation and pure need, barely breathing, staring at the wall.

My mind kept looping back to every sound I’d heard, every scream, every filthy word she’d said for him. I couldn’t make sense of how badly I wanted her, how much it hurt, how raw it left me.

A couple of minutes passed. Then I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. I froze, suddenly aware that my shorts were still down around my thighs, my cock hard, sticky against my skin. 

I scrambled to pull them up, my hands fumbling, my heart hammering. I stood just as Julian appeared at the bottom of the stairs.

He didn’t look at all out of place. He ran a hand through his hair, straightened his shirt, gave me the same calm look he always did at the office. He saw me, took in the mess I was, and just smirked.

“She’s a great fuck, Mark,” he said. As casual as anything. Then he walked right past me, didn’t wait for a response, didn’t care if I had one.

I heard the front door click shut behind him. I just stood there, mind blank, shorts pulled up but barely hanging on my hips, every muscle wound tight.

The room felt empty in a way that made me feel small, like an intruder in my own home. I wanted to yell. I wanted to run. I wanted to jerk off and disappear. I didn’t do any of it.

Then I heard Emily calling me from upstairs. Her voice was hoarse, exhausted, soft around the edges, but it was enough. 

My body moved before my brain could catch up. I climbed the stairs, every step making my heart pound louder, my breath coming short. I knew what I’d find. I couldn’t stay away.

I opened the bedroom door and saw her sprawled on the bed, the sheets twisted around her legs, her body still naked, flushed, covered in little marks from where Julian’s hands had been. 

Her hair was a mess, tangled and wild, her lips swollen from kissing or biting or both. She looked ruined. She looked perfect. I didn’t think I’d ever seen her so beautiful.

Something broke in me. I didn’t bother with my shorts this time, I pulled them off and dropped them to the floor, then got on the bed, crawling up beside her, desperate for her, desperate to touch and be touched, to taste any part of what was left.

I pressed my mouth to her face, kissing her cheeks, her lips, her neck, just needing to feel her alive beneath me, to know she was real.

She let me kiss her for a second, her eyes half-closed, her body warm under my hands. Then she smiled, slow and tired, and said, “One sec.”

She looked at me, eyes searching my face, and asked, “Do you want to fuck me?”

It felt like the question had been burning inside me for hours. I almost choked on how desperate I sounded. “Yes. God, yes.”

She held my gaze, and there was something playful, almost gentle, in the way she spoke next. “There’s one condition.”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Anything,” I said. At that point, I would have agreed to anything, no matter how humiliating.

She sat up a little, her body still loose and spent, hair a wild mess around her shoulders. She looked me dead in the eye and said, “I want my pussy to feel clean before I get fucked again.”

I stared at her, the words bouncing around my head, not landing. I must have looked confused, because she smiled, slow and knowing.

“I want you to lick me clean, Mark,” she said, her voice soft but unmistakable. “You know what that means.”

My breath caught in my throat. I just stared at her, the weight of her words sinking in. She meant all of it—everything Julian had left inside her. She wanted me to clean her, to taste him, to swallow whatever was left.

She watched me, patient, giving me time to process it, her eyes steady and bright. “That’s the condition,” she said. “If you want to fuck me, you’re going to have to clean up Julian’s cum from my pussy.”

For a second, I couldn’t move. My heart hammered in my chest, my skin buzzing with shame and sick excitement. I couldn’t believe she’d actually asked. I couldn’t believe how badly I still wanted her, even now.

I just kept staring at her, unable to look away.

It hit me, really hit me, what she was asking. How wrong it was, how low I’d have to go. How there was no coming back from this, not ever. 

I was supposed to be her husband, and here she was, spent and messy, asking me to lick another man’s cum from her pussy.

And the worst part, what really made my stomach twist, was that I still wanted to fuck her. I wanted it so badly it hurt. 

I needed her, needed some kind of release, needed her approval more than anything.

Even as the shame burned through me, my cock throbbed, impossibly hard, pressed up against my belly.

I didn’t say anything. I just moved, slow and silent, down from her face, tracing a line of kisses down her chest, her stomach, breathing her in, feeling her warmth.

When I got between her legs, she spread them wider for me, no hesitation, exposing herself, showing me everything Julian had left inside her.

The wetness wasn’t just hers. I could see it, the streaks of white, the milky mess slicked over her folds, still glistening. It looked obscene. It looked like proof.

For a second, I almost couldn’t do it. I hesitated, staring at her pussy, my face hot with humiliation.

My mind spun with every reason why I shouldn’t, why this was too much, too far. But my need drowned all of it out. I leaned in, tongue out, trembling, and gave her the first tentative lick.

The taste was sharp, salty, unmistakable. It was different from anything I’d ever tasted before, thicker, more bitter, the flavor of sex and shame and someone else.

For a moment, it nearly made me gag. But she was watching me, hand in my hair, holding me there, and I couldn’t stop. 

I kept licking, getting braver, tracing my tongue through the mess, feeling it coat my mouth.

She started talking, her voice low and mean. “That’s it. Good boy. Lick it all up. You know you love it. This is all you’re good for. Cleaning me up after a real man’s fucked me.”

Her words stung, made my face burn, but they made my cock throb even harder. 

I went faster, tongue working deeper, scooping up every bit of his cum, swallowing it down because she wanted me to. She kept going, every word worse than the last, pushing me down further.

“Look at you, Mark. My little cleaner. Bet you never thought you’d be doing this, did you? Bet you never thought you’d love it this much.”

I whimpered, the shame thick in my chest, but I didn’t slow down. I pushed my tongue inside her, searching for every drop, feeling her hips start to rock, feeling her satisfaction as I worked. 

I realized, with a kind of sick certainty, that this was what I wanted.

To be here, used, humiliated, made to prove myself in the only way she wanted. The humiliation and the need became one thing, impossible to separate.

She tugged my hair, forced my face in deeper. “Keep going. I want you to remember this. I want you to know this is all you’ll ever do for me now.”

And I did. I kept going, harder, desperate for her approval, desperate to be useful, even if it meant swallowing my pride, swallowing Julian’s cum, losing every last piece of who I used to be.

Eventually, she pulled me up. She hooked her fingers under my chin and guided me up her body, her eyes half-lidded, her lips curling in the faintest, most tired little smile. 

She kissed me once then spread her legs wider, giving me my invitation. My mind went blank. My body took over.

I positioned myself, lined up with her, and pushed inside. She was still so wet, so hot, but there was no resistance, no welcome in her body, just an open, easy slide. It felt incredible.

It felt like coming home. I groaned, the sound raw, desperate, almost pathetic, and started moving, thrusting into her as deeply as I could, every inch of me wanting to disappear inside her and never leave.

But she didn’t react. Her face barely changed. She watched me, her eyes distant, her mouth slack, a look I’d never seen before. She wasn’t angry, wasn’t bored, she just seemed… removed.

Like she was somewhere else, just letting me finish what I needed to do. I tried to focus on her body, on the feeling, on the sensation of her warmth wrapping around me, but every time I looked up, her expression reminded me of where I stood.

She must’ve seen it in my eyes, because she started to speak, her voice soft and shaming. “That’s it. Go ahead. Make the most of it, Mark. Get it over with.”

Her hand brushed my cheek, almost gently, but the words landed like stones in my gut. “Bet you’ve never been this hard in your life. That’s what you like, isn’t it? You love being used up. You love coming second. Or third. Or last.”

Her words burned. I wanted to go slow, to make it last, to prove I was worth something, but I couldn’t. My body was done waiting. 

The pressure built fast, embarrassingly fast. I tried to hold on, tried to keep moving, but my hips stuttered, my breath caught, and I realized I was right at the edge.

I glanced up, hoping for a spark of encouragement, but she just smiled at me, almost with pity. “Go ahead, Mark,” she murmured. “There, there. Let it out. That’s all you’re good for.”

That finished me. The orgasm tore through me, stronger than anything I’d ever felt. 

My body shuddered, every muscle locking up as I spilled inside her, moaning her name into her neck, my whole world narrowing down to that single, desperate moment of release.

It was the best orgasm of my life. It was relief and ruin, need and shame, everything I’d been holding back finally crashing through me.

When it was over, I collapsed on top of her, breathless, limp, shaking all over. My face was buried in her hair, my hands gripping her shoulders, my whole body empty and weightless. 

I didn’t care how I looked or what she thought. I just let myself melt into her, every part of me grateful and broken and spent.

She didn’t move, didn’t hold me, didn’t say anything more than that soft, pitying “there, there,” her fingers tracing idle patterns on my back.

Eventually, I rolled off her, breathing hard, my chest still buzzing from the intensity of it. She shifted, settling against me, her bare skin pressed up to mine, her hair spread across the pillow. For a long time, neither of us spoke.

I stared at the ceiling, listening to her slow, even breaths, the room still carrying the fading scent of sex, of both of them. My mind started to clear, the way it always did after I came, every humiliating detail clicking into sharper focus.

The shame returned, brighter and cleaner in the post-nut clarity, but underneath it there was a kind of acceptance, too. 

Some part of me knew that as bad as it sometimes felt, as twisted and degrading as it had become, I’d never want to go back to before.

I took stock of everything. My body, limp and exhausted. Her warmth against my side. The bed we’d made together, the mess we’d made together. 

The ache in my chest wasn’t just pain, it was need, too. It was purpose. I didn’t know what I was anymore, but I knew I was hers. Maybe that was enough.

After a while, she spoke, her voice soft and almost shy. “Do you like this?”

I turned my head and met her eyes, searching for any trace of judgment. “Yeah,” I said. My voice sounded small. “I do.”

She gave me a look, sharp and searching, the kind that saw right through me. “Be honest, Mark.”

I swallowed, feeling my throat tighten. “I am. I hate it sometimes. I hate how much it hurts. But I love it, too. I love it because it’s you. Because it’s us.”

She smiled, something gentle and honest flickering across her face. She leaned in and kissed me, slow and unhurried, her lips soft and forgiving. I kissed her back, holding onto her for as long as she let me.

When we parted, I searched her face again, the question forming before I could stop it. “Is there something more you want?” I asked. “Something you’re not telling me?”

She looked at me, her eyes bright, thoughtful, almost excited. “Julian was talking about a friend,” she said, her voice trailing off, letting the words linger.




THE END:




If you liked the story, please do rate or leave a review! It really helps out new writers like me.
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