

I was just cucked for the first time last night. There’s no other way to put it. My wife, Emily, spent the night fucking my boss, Julian, right in front of me. 

The first time he fucked her, she came three times. And then they went a few times more. I stood at the edge of the room, hard and aching, watching the whole thing.

At some point in the early hours, Julian left the room, satisfied and grinning, while Emily lay sprawled across the sheets, sweaty and spent, eyes half-closed. She was too tired to say much.

She mumbled something soft, curled up on the edge of the bed, and was asleep before we could have a real conversation. I lay there awake for a long time, staring at the ceiling, the night replaying over and over in my mind.

The sounds, the sights, the shame, and the raw, undeniable hunger that kept coming back no matter how hard I tried to ignore it.

The morning felt strange. Julian was already gone. We said our goodbyes to the doorman, rode the elevator down in silence, and drove home with the windows cracked. 

She didn’t speak much, certainly not about what had just happened, and I didn’t even know what to say or ask.

I’d hoped that the moment we were back home, she’d jump on me and say how awesome it was and how much she loved me. 

She didn’t. Seemed a bit lost, as if she was thinking of something or someone far, far away, and there was nothing to say or do here.

She made coffee, pouring two mugs, setting mine on the counter. I sat on a stool, watched her move, trying to make sense of everything.

My mind kept flashing with images of her on her knees, her spread out on Julian’s bed, her screaming his name. 

I tried to read her face, searching for some sign of regret or guilt, but all I saw was that same calm confidence I remembered from the party, like she’d finally come home to herself.

She took a long sip of coffee, stood for a minute with her back to me, then finally turned around. 

She set her mug down, looked at me straight, and finally broke the silence. “So,” she said, voice careful but steady, “do you think we should talk about it?”

I nodded, but for a second, neither of us said anything. My hands tightened around the mug. “Did you like it?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

She looked right at me, her eyes soft but clear. “Do you want me to be honest?”

I swallowed and nodded. “Yeah. I want the truth.”

She held my gaze, didn’t hesitate. “I loved it.”

My cock twitched, just hearing her say it so directly. I shifted on the stool, trying to play it cool, but she noticed.

“Was it better?” I asked, my throat dry. I couldn’t believe I was saying it out loud.

She smiled a little, shaking her head. “It was different.”

I let out a breath, forced a small laugh. “That’s not an answer.”

She laughed too, rolling her eyes. “Fine. It was better.” Her cheeks flushed, and she didn’t look away.

There. She’d said it. It came as a slap, though I was sure she didn’t intend it that way. She was only being honest. And after all, I’d asked for that honesty.

I looked down at my coffee, then back up at her. “Do you want it again?” I asked, the words feeling heavy and real between us.

She nodded without missing a beat. “Yeah. I do.” She looked so calm saying it, so honest. It made me harder than ever, the truth of it, the ease with which she owned what she wanted.

She leaned on the counter, studying my face, searching for something. “How did you feel?” she asked, her voice softer now.

I took a deep breath, let the words spill out before I could stop myself. “It was humiliating. And I felt so fucking ashamed. I hated it, and I loved it at the same time. I couldn’t stop looking. The way you looked, looking at everything he did to you. Even now, I can’t get it out of my head.”

Emily’s smile shifted, warmer and real, her eyes shining just a bit.

I realized that the humiliation of it all was in itself a high, of sorts. I had to ask. I couldn’t help myself. My voice came out rough. “Why was Julian better?”

She took a slow sip of coffee, set the mug down, and met my eyes with a steady, almost challenging look.

“You know why, Mark. He’s bigger than you. So much thicker. I felt him stretch me in a way I never have with you. The first time he pushed in, I couldn’t help it, I just moaned. My body reacted. It’s different, being filled up that much. It made me feel wild.”

She let that hang in the air, watching me squirm. 

“And he lasted forever. You saw how many times he made me cum. He just kept going. I tried to close my legs, I tried to slow him down, but he just kept fucking me, deep and hard, until I couldn’t even think. My whole body was shaking. It hurt in the best way. He didn’t get tired. Not once. It felt like he could have kept me there all night if he wanted.”

Her words cut straight through me. My cock was rock hard, but the shame was worse than ever. I felt small, exposed, like she was looking right through me.

She reached across the counter, tracing her finger along the rim of her mug.

“His hands were everywhere. He just…he took control. Flipped me around, bent me over, threw me on the bed like I weighed nothing. There was never a moment where he was gentle or held back. I didn’t want him to be. I wanted him to use me.” Her voice dropped, getting a little breathier. “I’ve never felt that sore in my life, Mark. I can still feel it.”

She paused, letting me sit in the silence, letting it hurt. “I loved every second of it. I loved how it felt, how strong he was, how much he took from me. My body didn’t want it to stop. I don’t know if I’ll ever feel that full again with anyone else.”

She watched my face carefully, eyes never leaving mine, her words landing with every slow, deliberate syllable. “It was just… better, Mark. My whole body still remembers it. I hope you can handle hearing that. Because that’s the truth.”

It felt like someone was twisting a knife in my chest. Her words kept echoing in my head. 

Still, my cock was rock hard, straining in my pants, aching for her. The shame was almost unbearable, but the arousal burned right through it, impossible to ignore.

Emily pushed her chair back and stood up. She crossed the space between us, eyes never leaving mine.

She slid her hand down, palm pressing over my cock, feeling just how hard I was. A slow, knowing smile crept across her lips.

“You like it, don’t you?” she whispered, her hand rubbing slow circles over the bulge in my pants. “You like knowing he’s better. That I want him more.”

I swallowed hard, the words caught in my throat. “Yes.”

She stroked me through the fabric, watching my face, reading every flicker of shame and lust. 

“You know you’ll never fill me the way he did. You know you’ll never make me cum that hard.” She squeezed, a little firmer, her thumb pressing against the head. “Does that make you want me more?”

I could only nod, breath coming faster, my cock jumping in her hand. She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Poor baby. Is your little cock aching for me now, even after everything I just told you?”

I groaned, eyes closing, hips pushing up into her hand. “Yes.”

Emily stepped back, drawing it out, hands at the hem of her dress. She peeled it off slow, baring her skin inch by inch. 

She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard, dark against her pale skin. She shimmied the dress down until she stood there, in nothing but her panties.

Her body was marked with faint bruises and red streaks from the night before. 

She let me see everything, letting the shame and desire coil together inside me, making me even harder.

She ran her hands over her hips, up to her breasts, squeezing, teasing, making a show of it. 

Her eyes were fixed on me the whole time, daring me to look away, knowing I wouldn’t.

She slipped her panties off, one slow inch at a time, and let them drop to the floor. 

She stood naked in front of me, beautiful and raw, her body still glowing from everything she’d taken the night before. She spread her legs just a little, fingers trailing down to rest between her thighs.

She smiled, stepping closer. “So, Mark… do you want to fuck your wife now? Even knowing you’ll never be the best she’s ever had?”

My answer wasn’t words. I pulled my pants and boxers down, my cock standing up, flushed, desperate, leaking for her. I couldn’t hide it even if I wanted to. 

She watched with a slow, smug grin and let me see the way her body was still marked up from the night before, the faint finger-shaped bruises on her hips, the red where Julian’s teeth had caught her skin.

We moved to the couch. It was a deep, soft thing we’d barely ever used for sex before. She sprawled out, legs wide, completely naked, hair wild, skin glowing. She just looked at my cock, and her smile turned mean.

“You know you’re going into a pussy that’s still leaking his cum, right?” she murmured, dragging her nails down her stomach, fingers teasing her own clit, hips already starting to rock. 

“You watched him fuck me. You saw what he did to me. I know you saw how deep he went.”

I climbed over her, desperate, guiding my cock to her entrance. She felt warm and wet and I realized that the wetness was possibly Julian’s cum. I sank in, groaning at the feeling, but even as my cock slid into her, the shame stung.

She squeezed around me, flexing her muscles, making me work for every inch. “Do you feel how open I am?” she whispered in my ear. “He fucked me wide open, Mark. You’ve never stretched me like that, have you?”

I tried to thrust, but she grabbed my ass, controlling the rhythm. “Don’t go too fast. You know you won’t last if you do.” 

She dragged her teeth over my jaw, breathing her filthy words into my ear. “Tell me. Did you love watching me last night? Did it make you want me more…knowing you could never fuck me that good?”

I moaned, nodding into her neck. I couldn’t find words. She laughed, mean and bright, rolling her hips under me. “Did you see how many times I came on his cock? Did you count them? Three times before he even finished once. Let’s see how many times you can make me cum.”

She dug her nails in deeper, pulling me tight against her, making me fuck her harder. “Did you see my face when he came inside me? When I begged for every drop?” She looked up at me, eyes wild. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? That’s why you watched…because you wanted to see what you could never give me.”

Every word was a knife, sharp and deliberate, and it made my cock twitch inside her. I started to fuck her harder, but she squeezed, and I knew I was close already.

She caught it, smirking. “You’re going to cum, aren’t you? Just from the thought of it. Just from knowing he was bigger, better, that you’ll never be my best again.”

She pushed my shoulders back, her body still wrapped tight around me. “Look at me,” she demanded. “Look at my pussy, Mark. This is what you get now…sloppy seconds. Does it feel different? Can you tell I’m ruined for you?”

My whole body shook. I nodded, barely able to breathe. “Yes,” I whispered, “fuck, yes—”

She ran her fingers down her body, touching her breasts, squeezing them, moaning a little just to keep me on the edge.

“Do you wish it was him inside me right now? Would you watch again? Would you let him take me while you jerk off in the corner?”

I was dizzy with it, the humiliation burning so hot it almost hurt. I nodded, desperate. “Yes. I’d watch. I want to watch you take him again—”

She laughed, cold and perfect. “Of course you do. Because you know you’ll never satisfy me like he did. You’ll never make me scream like that. You’ll never see my eyes roll back for you the way they did for him. You’ll always be my little cuck, cleaning up after the real man’s done.”

My hips jerked, thrusts going wild. I couldn’t hold back. I felt it build, pleasure and shame tangled together, overwhelming. “I’m gonna cum—” I gasped, but she was merciless.

“Go on. Cum for me, Mark. Cum inside the pussy he wrecked. Show me how weak you are.”

I moaned, shuddering, cock throbbing as I spilled inside her, hips jerking helplessly. 

The orgasm hit me harder than anything I’d felt in years. My body collapsed over her, breath ragged, heart racing.

She let me rest there for a minute, her arms coming around my shoulders, warm and soft, stroking the back of my neck.

For all her meanness a second ago, now she was gentle, almost tender. She kissed the side of my head, lips lingering on my hair. 

Then she tilted my face up to hers, her eyes soft, searching mine.

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked quietly, her voice steady and real.

I nodded, still catching my breath. “Yeah. I did.” There was no point hiding anything now.

She smiled, rubbing my back in slow circles. “I knew you would.”

I looked at her, still dazed. “How did you know?”

She grinned wider, shaking her head just a little, like it was obvious. “I just did, Mark. I know you. I know what you need, even when you don’t want to say it out loud.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, warm and close. “And I love you for it.”

Something about the way she said it, so direct and calm, made my heart squeeze tight. I kissed her, soft and quick, and whispered it back. “I love you, too.” 

I realized, in that second, that I really meant it, maybe even more than ever. There was a closeness now, something honest and raw that hadn’t been there before.

I pulled back, searching her face. “Did you… did you cum?” I asked, my voice uncertain, already knowing the answer.

She just laughed, low and sweet, her fingers tracing down my chest. Then she reached between us and picked up my limp, wet cock, holding it in her hand like she was cradling something delicate. “Aww, baby,” she said, giving me a playful pout, “that’s adorable.”

I felt a blush burn hot across my cheeks. I knew what that meant. That ship had sailed. She wasn’t going to cum from me. Maybe not ever again. She kept holding my cock, stroking it absently, smiling at me with a mixture of affection and a kind of gentle pity.


It was weird, walking into the office after everything that had happened. I don’t know what I expected. Maybe a look, a nod, some private little smirk. Something. But Julian was just… normal. Business as usual.

He held the elevator for me that morning, even asked about the project I was supposed to finish. We talked about numbers, schedules, the client who always sent emails in all caps. 

Nothing out of place. Nothing about Emily. Nothing about how he’d fucked my wife while I watched, or how she’d begged for more, or how my whole life felt different now.

Next day, same thing. And the day after that. Three days went by, and Julian acted like he didn’t even remember what had happened. I’d see him across the floor, talking to HR or making someone laugh.

He sent me a Slack message about an invoice. At one point he even nodded at me across the break room, just a regular workday gesture.

He might as well have been a stranger. It started messing with my head. Maybe it didn’t mean anything to him. Maybe it was just one more night, one more woman.

I kept replaying it anyway. Every night, every time I was alone, every time Emily got undressed in front of me. I couldn’t get it out of my head.

The way she’d looked at him, the way she sounded. I’d stare at the ceiling and think about how different things were now. There was a weird kind of ache in my chest, but I was hard almost every time I thought about it. I didn’t know if I hated it or needed it.

Then Wednesday rolled around. Right after lunch, I got an email: “See me in my office. 4pm.”

Just that. No explanation, no subject. Julian didn’t usually call me in unless something was up, and my mind started racing with all the things it could be. 

Maybe he wanted to talk about that night. Maybe he was going to tell me it was a mistake, or maybe he wanted more.

All afternoon, I was distracted. Couldn’t focus on work. Couldn’t focus on anything. When four finally hit, I made my way down the hall, hands in my pockets, mouth dry. 

Julian’s door was cracked open, sunlight coming through the window, him leaning back in his chair looking at his phone.

He looked up, cool as ever. “Come in, Mark.”

I walked in, shut the door behind me, and just kind of waited. He put his phone down, studied me for half a second. Then he asked, “How’s Emily?”

My stomach dropped. Just like that…straight to the point, but as if he was asking about the weather. “She’s fine,” I said, voice tight, way too quiet.

He nodded, grabbed his phone again, glanced at it, and said, “Good.”

That was it. Nothing more. He didn’t look up again. Didn’t give me a smile, didn’t wink, didn’t even act like he remembered what happened that night.

For a second I just stood there. I felt awkward, totally exposed, waiting for something, anything, but he was already scrolling through his email. 

My heart was beating out of my chest. Was that really all he wanted? Just to check on her?

I hovered there a moment too long, then realized he was done with me. I turned, left the office, closed the door soft behind me. I walked back to my desk in a daze. 

The shame felt thick and sticky, clinging to me in a way I couldn’t shake.

That’s all he wanted to know? After all that, just “How’s Emily?” Not even a hint. Just a reminder. 

He’d been deeper in my wife than I’d ever be, and now he just went back to his day. Like I was nothing. Like I’d always be nothing.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it. How he’d grabbed her, how he’d filled her, how she’d looked at me right before she came for him, her face wild and beautiful and totally lost to someone else. 

And there I was, getting hard just thinking about it, hating myself but needing it all over again.

By the time I got home, I’d mostly convinced myself I was overthinking it. Emily was in the kitchen, humming and moving around with this easy energy. She seemed happy. Relaxed. She made me coffee, joked about my tie being crooked, all of it so normal it almost made me nervous.

She sat down across from me as I took a sip, then slid her phone over, screen lit. “Here,” she said, almost casual, but there was something tight in her smile. “You should probably read this.”

I took the phone, my stomach already doing slow flips. I saw Julian’s name right at the top of the conversation. The timestamp was 4:09pm — just after I’d left his office.

The first few messages were normal. Polite. Some little joke about work, a mention of a project. 

Then, almost instantly, the tone changed. He asked her how she was feeling after last week. If she’d thought about it since.

Her answer was fast, open. She told him she couldn’t get that night out of her head, that she’d never felt anything like it. 

My heart started to thud harder. She told him she was still sore, still tingling sometimes when she thought about him.

Julian wasn’t shy. He told her the feeling was mutual. He asked if she’d want to see him again. There was no buildup, no hedging. 

Just straight to it, almost like he knew she’d say yes. And she did. She said she wanted it, wanted him, again. My chest tightened. My cock, traitor that it was, started to stiffen as I scrolled.

They didn’t hold back after that. Emily described what she remembered, told him exactly how he made her feel, said she’d replayed it in her head a hundred times. 

She told him she’d wanted to message him first, that she’d been waiting for him to reach out. Julian replied that he’d been thinking about her every day. 

That he’d wanted to make sure she wanted more. She wrote back — yes, she did. She wanted more. Needed more.

My fingers felt clumsy on the phone. The messages just kept going. Compliments, memories, new promises. 

She told him how good it had felt when he took her, how she still felt ruined. 

He said she was unforgettable. She said he made her feel alive. He said he was planning on making her scream again. She said she couldn’t wait.

And then, just like that, he asked if she’d meet him for dinner tonight. Not just her—both of us. “Bring Mark,” he said.

My name right there in black and white, like I was just another part of the whole thing. 

Like this was our routine now. He picked a time, a place, nothing secretive. It was all out in the open.

She’d said yes. Right away. No hesitation.

That part stuck in my head. She hadn’t even asked me. Didn’t check, didn’t wonder what I’d want. She just said yes, like it was obvious, like of course she was going to fuck him again and I’d just come along for the ride.

The thought made my cock twitch, my heart pounding harder, this sick ache of jealousy and need all tangled up inside me.

I kept scrolling through the conversation, half in a trance. Emily stepped behind me, her hands sliding around my waist, her chin brushing my shoulder.

She pressed her body up against my back and reached down, finding my cock through my pants, already rock hard. Her fingers worked slow, teasing, stroking me through the fabric as I kept reading.

“Go on,” she whispered in my ear. “Read the rest. I want you to see everything we said.”

I groaned, shifting in my chair, but I couldn’t stop. She nuzzled into my neck, hand working slow and firm. The next part of the conversation, Julian told her to wear something nice. 

Classy, sexy, something that would get every head in the restaurant turning. My cock throbbed in her hand. She kept stroking, her palm squeezing just enough to make me grit my teeth.

Julian didn’t stop there. He told her not to wear any bra or panties. Nothing underneath. He wanted her bare for him. 

Wanted her thinking about what he’d do to her all through dinner, wanted her wet before they even left the table.

Emily moaned, low and mean, right in my ear. “You see that? He wants me bare under my dress. You know I’ll do it, right? I want him to see how ready I am.”

She bit my earlobe, then let out a dirty little laugh. “He’s so good, Mark. Such a man. All I want is to make him happy.”

I almost lost it right there. I could barely see the screen anymore. My hips started moving, pressing up into her hand, desperate for more.

She slid her other hand under my shirt, dragging her nails down my chest, mouth still against my ear. “You know why I’m doing this?” she whispered, voice soft and cruel. 

“Why I’m stroking your cock right now? Because if I don’t, you’ll cum in your pants the second you see me with him tonight. I want you to last, Mark. I want you to be able to stand there and watch while I let him take me again. Maybe this way you’ll have something left when it’s your turn to jerk off in the corner.”

I whimpered, breath coming in ragged little gasps. I scrolled further. The conversation got even filthier.

Emily sent a message back, bragging about how she’d wear her tightest dress, how she’d sit at the table and spread her legs for him. 

She said she loved how he owned her, how easy it was to forget anyone else in the room.

Julian sent a message right after, about me. Something about how he hoped I’d be good and quiet this time, how I’d stand back and keep my hands off while he ruined my wife again. Emily agreed. 

She wrote back that she wanted that too, that she wanted me to watch, that she loved humiliating me with him.

That did it. My cock throbbed in her hand, my whole body tight, breathless, the humiliation flooding through me and making it impossible to hold back any longer. 

She felt me tense up and squeezed, twisting her fist around the head, milking me for everything I had.

“Go on, baby,” she said, her mouth right at my ear, breath hot and wicked. “Cum for me. You know you want to. Show me what a good little cuck you are.”

I groaned, loud, hips jerking up into her hand as I exploded, shooting hot and fast into my pants, completely helpless, shamed and desperate, my vision swimming. 

She held me tight, stroking every last drop out, laughing quietly, her hand slick and warm.

When she finally let go, she looked at the mess in my pants and shook her head, that wicked little smile on her lips. “Look at you,” she said, voice low and mean. 

“You couldn’t even last a few minutes. Came in your pants just from reading a few filthy texts. Pathetic.”

She wiped her hand on my shirt, still grinning, then leaned down and kissed my cheek, soft, almost mocking. “I hope you have another pair of pants, Mark. You’re going to need them.”

She stood up, stretching, her body all lithe confidence, and looked back at me over her shoulder. “I’m going to get ready. Try not to make another mess before we leave the house.”

The drive over was mostly quiet. I couldn’t stop glancing at her in the passenger seat. She’d done her hair up, a few strands loose around her face, lipstick darker than usual.

Her dress was black, tight, silky, cut low at the chest, hugging every curve. 

I hadn’t seen her get ready, she hadn’t let me, but the way the fabric clung to her, the way her nipples pressed right through, I didn’t need proof that she was naked underneath.

Every bump in the road, every shift of the car, the dress moved with her, legs crossing, skirt riding up her thighs. She kept catching me looking and just smiled, a secret she knew I’d never really get to share.

We pulled up to the restaurant, one of those places with soft golden lighting spilling out onto the sidewalk, all glass and stone and just enough gold trim to let you know it was expensive. 

A valet took the car. She didn’t wait for me to walk around and open her door, she just slid out, heels clicking on the stone, holding her head high.

Inside, everything was polished, dark wood and deep red leather, the air humming with quiet, moneyed voices.

There weren’t many tables, just a handful, each tucked away in its own booth. The walls between booths were tall, just above head height when you sat, but open at the top. Private, but not hidden.

You could hear people laughing two tables away, catch glimpses if you leaned out, but in your own booth, it was like a little island.

Emily led the way, her hand light on my wrist. She walked right up to the maître d’, told him Julian’s name, her voice soft but confident.

The man gave her a knowing little nod, picked up two menus, and swept ahead of us, leading us through the maze of booths. 

I followed, every nerve stretched tight, feeling eyes drift after us as we passed.

The booth was all shadows and warm leather, set back in a corner with just enough light to make the table glow. 

The maître d’ held Emily’s chair for her, handed her the wine list, then nodded at me and left.

She slid in, smoothed her dress, and let her knees drift open just enough to flash a little thigh. 

I sat across from her, already half-hard, heart racing, dizzy with the memory of her hand on my cock back at home.

Julian arrived a few minutes later. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t even pause. He walked straight over, and Emily stood up to meet him. 

There was a flash of pure, greedy excitement in her eyes. Julian grinned, leaned in, and kissed her full on the mouth. Right there, in the middle of the restaurant, like he owned her, like I didn’t exist at all.

It wasn’t a chaste hello. His hand found her waist, then slid down to her ass, giving it a firm little smack. She gasped, but it was more like a laugh, leaning in, pressing her body against him.

“You look incredible,” Julian said, still grinning, hand staying low on her hips.

“I wore it just for you,” she shot back, running her hand up his chest, not shy at all. “You like?”

He stepped back, eyes raking her up and down, taking his time. “You know I do.”

They slid into the booth, and Julian finally glanced at me, just a little nod. “Mark.”


I managed a quiet, “Hey.” That was it. I could barely make myself look at him.

Julian turned his full attention back to Emily. He leaned in, voice low but not quiet, and asked, “So, did you think about it? About last week?”

Emily laughed, a bright, clear sound. “Are you kidding? I’ve been thinking about it every single day. I can’t even believe how good it was. I haven’t felt like that in years.”

She leaned forward, her hand slipping under the table, probably finding Julian’s thigh, maybe more. “You fucked me so hard I could barely walk the next day. You know what that does to a girl?”

Julian smirked, glancing down at her hand. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself. I did too. Didn’t know you could scream like that.”

She laughed again, a little louder. “God, I didn’t know I could either. Mark’s never—” She stopped, flicked her eyes over to me, then back to Julian, almost dismissing me with a single look. “It was just…so good. So much more than good. You made me feel like I was the only woman in the world. I was wrecked for days.”

I sat there, silent, watching them talk about fucking right in front of me, like I wasn’t even there. Every word made my skin burn, my cock harder, my shame bigger.

The waiter came over, pad in hand, and Julian didn’t even look at me or Emily for an opinion. 

He ordered for all three of us, smooth and confident, tossing out the wine choice and the appetizer without breaking a sweat.

I barely caught half of it. I just nodded when the waiter glanced at me for confirmation. Julian took care of everything. He always did.

When the waiter left, Julian finally turned his gaze on me, and for a moment I felt like I was being called on in class. “So, Mark,” he said, leaning back in the booth, arm stretched comfortably behind Emily’s shoulders. “How are you feeling tonight?”

I swallowed, made myself hold his stare, and managed to say, “Pretty happy, yeah.” I tried to sound relaxed, but even to my own ears it came out thin. Forced. 

It didn’t matter. Julian just gave a little nod, as if that was the only answer he expected.

“Good,” he said, then turned right back to Emily, his attention absolute. He looked her up and down, his eyes lingering on her chest. 

Her nipples were hard as diamonds under the thin fabric of her dress, clear as daylight. He grinned, cocky and amused. “Jesus, Emily, you’re horny as hell, aren’t you?”

Without waiting, he reached out and pinched her nipples, bold and direct, right there at the table. 

He rolled them between his fingers, slow and rough, his hand broad across her breast, not caring about anything but what he wanted. It was so casual. So open.

I felt the air go out of me. Emily let out a moan, not screaming, but loud enough that the conversation in the next booth dropped for a second. 

Heads didn’t turn, but the sound hung in the air, impossible to ignore. She didn’t even try to cover it. She just let it out, her eyes half closed, lips parted.

She leaned in, arching her chest into his hand, and it was like I wasn’t even there. I watched her give herself over to him, just like that. 

If I’d tried something like this, even in private, she would have laughed. Or stopped me. Or just shrugged me off.

The realization burned through me: there was nothing I could do that would make her respond the way Julian did. I’d never had that power. And now I never would.

She belonged to him. That’s what kept ringing in my head. She was his. Sexually, totally, fully. He could do anything and she’d let him. More than let him, she wanted it. She wanted him.

That was just how it was now. I could feel my cock throbbing, trapped and aching, every bit of shame mixing with the need.

Emily smiled at Julian, her eyes bright, wild, cheeks flushed. “You have no idea,” she said, her voice thick and breathy, dripping with lust and pride. “I’m so wet right now. All I could think about in the car was what you’d do to me.”

He kept his hand on her breast, fingers toying with her nipple, and she just moaned again, softer this time, but still not caring who might hear. She didn’t even look at me. Her attention was all for Julian.

The whole dinner went that way. Julian and Emily, talking, laughing, teasing each other. Sometimes it was subtle. 

A loaded glance or a shared smile. Other times, not subtle at all. She’d lean in close, whisper something in his ear, her lips brushing his jaw.

He’d put his hand on her thigh and just leave it there, fingers spreading, claiming his space. 

They might as well have been on a date for two, with me as some forgotten background prop.

They talked about everything except me. Work, music, old stories, filthy promises. I tried to follow, but it was like listening to a language I never learned.

Sometimes Julian would say something and she’d laugh, this loud, bright laugh that was nothing like the polite giggles she’d given me at dinners before. She was alive, vibrant, electric, on fire with him.

At one point, Emily slid her hand into Julian’s lap under the table. She just did it, smooth and casual, and started stroking his cock over his pants, never breaking eye contact.

Julian grinned wider, sat up straighter, let his hand drop down to her thigh, squeezing, giving her permission to do whatever she wanted.

I watched her fingers move, watched the way his body relaxed into her touch, like this was the most natural thing in the world. I was so hard it hurt, every bit of jealousy and shame turning into more need.

Emily looked right at Julian as she stroked him, her voice soft but clear enough for me to hear, even over the hum of the restaurant. “You know what’s funny?” she said, the corners of her mouth quirking up.

“The day after you fucked me… Mark tried to fuck me, too. He couldn’t do a thing for me. Could barely feel him inside me. Poor guy.” 

She squeezed Julian’s cock, then leaned in and kissed his jaw, like she was rewarding him for a joke.

Julian laughed, loud, bright, not caring at all that I was sitting right there. “That’s rough, Mark,” he said, glancing at me for a split second, just enough to make my ears burn. “Guess you set the bar too high, huh?”

Emily laughed too, a wicked, mean sound that made my skin prickle. “He tried, though,” she said, her eyes glinting. “He really did. But once you’ve had the real thing, it’s hard to go back.”

They both laughed, sharing this private joke, and I felt my whole face go hot. But my cock was so hard, straining at my pants, aching with every word. 

It was torture, it was bliss, it was everything I hated and everything I craved. I was embarrassed, exposed, but I couldn’t look away. I wanted more.

The food came and went. I barely tasted anything. I watched them eat, flirt, play with each other like I wasn’t there at all. 

Julian ordered dessert, and when it arrived, he fed Emily a bite with his fork, his other hand always on her body.

She licked the fork clean, moaning a little, playing up the show for him, for herself, for anyone who might have been watching.

Finally, Julian asked for the bill. The waiter brought it, and Julian didn’t even look at me, just pulled out his card, signed the slip, and handed it back, like this was all routine.

He stood up, helped Emily out of the booth, his hand right at the small of her back. She pressed against him, still laughing, her body loose and confident. I stood too, a little shaky, cock throbbing, shame burning through me, and followed them.

Outside, the valet had Julian’s car already waiting at the curb. He handed over the keys, all smooth and efficient.

Julian barely glanced at me, just tossed his arm around Emily’s waist as if she’d always belonged there. 

He handed my keys to the valet, told him the address, and just like that, my own car was someone else’s problem. I stood there holding nothing, feeling a little ridiculous.

Julian opened the rear door for Emily. I was about to slide in after her, already imagining the three of us squeezed in the back, when Julian stopped me with a little laugh. “Hey, Mark—why don’t you drive? Emily and I want to catch up in the back.”

It felt like a slap. He didn’t even wait for me to answer, just steered Emily into the back seat with a confident hand on her hip. 

I stood there a second, swallowing my pride, then nodded. “Sure,” I managed, forcing a smile. “Of course.”

I walked around to the front, got behind the wheel, hands trembling a little as I started the engine. 

I glanced in the mirror and saw Julian and Emily settle in, her pressed up against him, her hand already on his leg, their faces close together, laughing about something I couldn’t hear.

As I pulled out into traffic, I told myself not to look back. Eyes on the road. Just drive. Pretend nothing’s happening behind you.

But five minutes in, that illusion shattered. I heard Emily moan, a real, guttural sound, raw and desperate, nothing like her polite laughter from the restaurant. 

I tried to ignore it, gripping the steering wheel tighter, but she got louder, her voice tumbling out into the quiet of the car.

I risked a glance in the rearview mirror, just for a second. What I saw nearly made me swerve into the next lane. 

Emily’s dress was bunched up around her waist, her bare pussy spread wide open in the back seat.

Julian’s hand was between her legs, two fingers deep inside her, fucking her fast and rough. 

His other hand gripped her thigh, keeping her wide for him, his face buried in her neck, whispering filth I couldn’t make out.

Emily’s head was thrown back, her mouth open, eyes squeezed shut. She didn’t care who saw her. Not me. Not anyone else.

Her legs were splayed out, knees bent, one foot on the floor, the other up on the seat, as if she was daring anyone in the next car to look in and see her getting fingered by another man.

“Julian, don’t stop…fuck, just like that, don’t you dare stop—” she moaned, her voice loud, echoing in the enclosed space, her hips rocking up to meet every thrust of his hand. 

She was shameless, lost, totally gone for him. I could see the muscles in her legs shaking, her hands gripping the seat for balance.

I kept my eyes on the road, but the sounds kept coming. Wet, slick, obscene. Her breathing got ragged, every moan a little higher, a little more desperate.

I saw a car pull up next to us at a red light, but Emily didn’t even try to cover up. If anything, she spread her legs wider, moaning Julian’s name, her eyes wild and unfocused.

The next thing I heard was her voice breaking, rising, that unmistakable pitch I’d heard so many times before, only now it sounded different, rawer, less contained. 

She cried out, didn’t muffle it at all, just let herself go, coming for him right there in the back seat.

I didn’t need to see it to know. I could feel it in the air, taste it in the tension, every muscle in my own body wound tight as a spring.

The sounds faded into a breathless, shaky laugh from her, followed by a low murmur from Julian. 

I kept my eyes on the road, but curiosity got the better of me. I risked a glance at the mirror and caught the tail end of it.

Emily, flushed and grinning, licking Julian’s fingers clean, taking her time, savoring every bit of herself on him. The sight hit me so hard I almost gasped. My cock ached, pressed against my zipper, every nerve in my body buzzing.

All I wanted to do was pull over and jerk off. Right there, in traffic, in the driver’s seat, while they fucked and played in the back. The humiliation and desire mixed together, sharp and addictive.

Then it hit me. Emily had said this would happen. She’d teased me at home, said I’d barely last, that I’d cum the second I saw them together. 

She’d known exactly what this would do to me. She knew me better than I knew myself.

For the rest of the ride, it was nonstop. Kissing, hands everywhere, little moans and sharp gasps. I tried to block it out, but it was impossible. 

Every stoplight, every turn, every slow roll through traffic just gave them more time to play with each other.

By the time we pulled up to Julian’s building, I was nearly shaking, my cock throbbing, balls aching.

I got out, legs unsteady, trying to pull myself together. I turned and watched Julian help Emily out of the car. 

Her hair was a mess, tangled and wild, lips swollen, makeup a little smudged, dress twisted high on her thighs.

She didn’t look at me. She just ran her fingers through her hair, adjusted herself with this careless, satisfied air, then slipped her hand into Julian’s as they headed for the door.

They went inside together, Julian holding her hand, leading her through the marble lobby and up to his penthouse with a quiet confidence that made it clear who was in charge.

Emily didn’t even look back at me. I trailed after them, my heart pounding so hard I felt it in my ears, my cock still rock hard, pulsing with every step.

The second we were inside, she let go of Julian’s hand and dropped to her knees right in front of him.

She didn’t hesitate, didn’t even wait for an invitation. She just reached up, unbuckled his belt, and pulled his pants down, his cock already half hard, thick and heavy in her hands. 

I watched, frozen, as she grinned up at him. It was a look of pure hunger, pure submission, pure fucking joy.

Julian looked down at her, that cocky grin spreading across his face. He didn’t waste a second, running his hand through her hair, holding her head steady. “That’s my girl,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Look at you…my little slut. Couldn’t even wait to get to the bedroom, huh?”

She just smiled wider and took him into her mouth. She was ravenous, desperate, like she hadn’t tasted cock in weeks.

Spit was already leaking out of the corners of her mouth, dribbling down her chin as she bobbed up and down, sucking him deep, twisting her wrist as she jerked him off at the base. 

Julian groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair, hips starting to move, fucking her mouth slow and steady.

“That’s it,” he growled, looking down at her with pure ownership. “You know you love it. You know this married pussy can’t resist my cock. Can you, Emily? Look at you. You’d do anything for it.”

She moaned around his cock, eyes fluttering up to meet his, spit running down her chin. She didn’t stop, didn’t slow down, just sucked him harder, tongue working furiously, face a sloppy, beautiful mess. 

Julian slapped her cheek lightly with his cock, laughing as she chased it with her mouth, desperate for every inch.

“Such a fucking whore,” he teased, slapping her again, his cock smearing spit across her cheeks. “Bet your husband’s never seen you like this. Bet he wishes he was half the man I am. Isn’t that right, Mark?”

I couldn’t speak. I was just standing there, hands shaking, cock throbbing in my pants, every nerve screaming at me to start jerking off. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

I knew if I did, I’d be done in seconds. Humiliated, ruined, nothing left. 

All I could do was watch as my wife lost herself for him, a mess of spit and need, worshipping Julian like he was a god.

Emily kept going, her mouth working over his cock, twisting, sucking, making the filthiest sounds I’d ever heard. Spit was everywhere. 

On her lips, her chin, his cock, a slick, shining mess.

Julian’s hand kept her head in place, guiding her, setting the rhythm, using her mouth exactly how he wanted. 

She took it, eager, hungry, never flinching even when he pushed deep, choking her just enough to make her eyes water.

She pulled back, gasping for air, and grinned up at him, licking her lips, proud of the mess she’d made.

“Such a good little cocksucker,” he said, stroking her cheek with his thumb, wiping away the spit and drool. “Did you practice on your husband, or are you just a natural for me?”

She just smiled, mouth swollen, voice hoarse. “You bring it out of me.”

He laughed, and slapped his cock against her tongue again. “You love being my slut, don’t you? Can’t get enough.”

She nodded, mouth open, tongue out, begging for more.

All I could do was stand there, transfixed, humiliated, desperate, my heart racing, my cock aching. This was a side of Emily I’d never seen. 

The hungry, shameless, woman who was addicted to another man’s cock.

I realized, standing there, that I wasn’t even jealous anymore. I was in awe. I was broken open, desperate for every filthy second.

Eventually, Emily pulled off his cock, spit hanging from her chin, eyes wild and alive. 

She turned to look at me, breathless, her face red and messy, lips swollen, so fucking beautiful it hurt. For a moment, everything stopped.

She held my gaze, chest heaving, her mouth shining with drool and cum, like she was daring me to say something, to do anything. But I couldn’t.

After a few seconds, she turned away from me, still down on her knees, and looked up at Julian with that wicked little grin. “Call him over,” she said, her voice low and breathless. 

Julian grinned back, then jerked his chin at me. “Come here, Mark,” he said, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I moved closer, barely aware of my own feet on the floor, everything numb and buzzing at the same time. It was like I wasn’t even in my own body. I crouched down, right in front of her. 

My knees hit the rug. My hands hung awkwardly at my sides, useless. She reached up, grabbed the front of my shirt, and pulled me in.

She kissed me. Hard. Wet. All tongue and spit. My first instinct was to pull away. 

I could taste him, thick and unmistakable, coating her mouth, mixed with her own drool. It was humiliating, overwhelming, a line I never thought I’d cross.

But she held me there, her fingers tangling in my hair, her lips moving over mine, forcing my mouth open, making me taste all of it. Her, him, everything.

The shame hit me in a wave, hot and dizzying. I should have hated it. I should have wanted to run, to wipe my mouth, to shove them both away and walk out. 

But instead, I groaned, kissed her harder, desperate for more, my tongue searching, wanting to taste every last trace of him inside her. 

My cock throbbed, harder than I’d ever been in my life, the humiliation only making it worse.

She broke the kiss just long enough to whisper something in my ear, her breath sticky and hot.

“Do you know how pathetic you look right now? Kissing your wife with another man’s cock still fresh on her tongue? You must really love this, Mark.” She giggled, the sound mean and beautiful all at once.

I swallowed hard, my voice coming out small, almost choked. “I do. I can’t help it. I love it. I’m pathetic. I know.”

Julian laughed behind her, low and sharp, and I felt my cheeks burn even hotter, the shame radiating through every part of me. 

Emily just grinned, kissed me again, slower this time, almost gentle. She let me have it, every filthy bit of it, like a reward and a punishment all at once.

Eventually, she pulled away, licking her lips.

She looked at me, her face still flushed and messy. “Do you want more, Mark?” Her tone was playful, but the look in her eyes was anything but gentle.

“Yes,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. I didn’t care how needy I sounded. I just needed more—more of her, more of the humiliation, more of everything.

She smirked, cocking her head at me. “There’s a condition.”

I nodded. “What is it?”

Her grin widened, eyes glinting. “You don’t touch yourself. Don’t undress. Not until I say so. Understood?”

It was another slap, another line I didn’t get to cross unless she let me. But I didn’t hesitate. “Okay,” I said, swallowing the last of my pride. “Whatever you say.”

She laughed, sharp and cruel, but not unkind. “Of course you’ll do whatever I say. You’re pathetic, you know that?” She wasn’t even waiting for a response. She turned and took Julian’s hand, leaving me kneeling there, buzzing with need and shame.

They walked to the bedroom together, her body pressed to his, his arm slung around her waist. 

She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes daring me to try anything. I didn’t move. I just followed, trailing after them like a lost puppy.

In the bedroom, there was a single chair in the corner, one of those stiff, ugly things meant for holding clothes, nothing else. Julian pointed at it with a lazy flick of his hand. “There’s your spot, Mark.”

I sat down, my pants tight and uncomfortable, my cock throbbing. I watched them. I didn’t move. They stood in the center of the room, taking their time, stripping each other slowly.

Her dress slid off her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Julian’s shirt and pants landed on the floor. They kissed, hands everywhere, touching, squeezing, laughing like they had all the time in the world.

I realized what this was. The cuck chair. I was literally in the corner, watching my wife undress for another man, unable to do anything but wait for her command.

The shame was electric, burning and hot, but underneath it all was that same bottomless need. I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

From that hard little chair in the corner, I watched it all. I was helpless, aching, painfully hard, unable to even touch myself.

Emily stood naked in the center of the room, her skin flushed, hair still wild from the car and the lobby, eyes bright and greedy for everything Julian had to offer. 

Julian was already undressed, thick and ready, and she looked at him like she’d just found water in the desert.

Julian didn’t waste any time. He pulled her in by the hips and bent her over the edge of the bed, pushing her face-down into the sheets, ass high in the air. 

She didn’t fight, didn’t protest, just moaned and spread her legs wider for him.

He knelt behind her, lined himself up, and slid his cock inside her in one slow, brutal thrust. 

The sound she made was almost a scream—raw, high, desperate. He fucked her hard right from the start, no gentle buildup, just pure need.

“God, you’re such a slut,” Julian said, voice low and rough, each word punctuated by another thrust. “Look at you, wet and begging for cock. You’d do anything, wouldn’t you?” He slapped her ass hard, left a red mark, then did it again. She moaned louder, the sound echoing in the room, not caring that I was right there, forced to listen to every word.

“I love it,” Emily gasped, pushing back against him, hungry for every inch. “I want it. I want you to fuck me in front of him.”

Julian laughed, slow and mean. “Of course you do. You love making him watch. You love knowing he’ll never fuck you like this, don’t you?”

She was a mess for him, drooling into the sheets, her hands clawing at the mattress, her legs shaking. 

He fucked her deep and hard, making sure every thrust counted, making sure I could see and hear everything. He didn’t look at me, didn’t acknowledge me, but every word was for my benefit.

He pulled her up by the hair, turned her to face me, her tits bouncing, her face wrecked and beautiful. “Tell him what you are,” Julian demanded.

“I’m your slut,” Emily moaned, her eyes glazed, a little smile twisting her lips. “I’m your whore. I love your cock. I love when Mark watches.”

He slapped her face, not hard, but enough to make her gasp and moan again, her cheeks going red. 

He spun her around and threw her on her back, crawled over her, and slid inside her again, never missing a beat. 

He pinned her arms above her head, his other hand gripping her jaw, forcing her to look right at me.

“Tell him how many times you’re gonna cum for me,” he growled.

Emily whimpered, legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his back. “As many times as you want. You make me cum so hard. I can’t stop.”

He fucked her like he owned her, hard, relentless, her body rocking up the bed with every thrust. 

She was already on the edge—her breath coming in gasps, her eyes rolling back. “Oh my god, I’m gonna cum…Julian, don’t stop, please don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He sped up, grinning down at her, and she came, screaming his name, her whole body shaking. 

I watched it all from my little chair in the corner, every nerve in my body burning with shame and arousal. I wanted to cum, needed to, but I didn’t move.

He didn’t stop. He kept fucking her, laughing when she whimpered, pushing her legs even wider. “Not done with you yet,” he said, taunting. “You want more, don’t you?”

Emily was still coming down, but she nodded, begging. “Yes. More. Please. I want it.”

He gave it to her, pounding into her even harder, sweat dripping down his back, her body bouncing under him.

She was loud now, moaning, crying out, telling him how good it felt, how she needed more. 

He kept going, not letting up, his hand sliding between her legs to rub her clit, his other hand gripping her breast, squeezing hard.

It didn’t take long. Emily came again, this time almost sobbing, her whole body going stiff, then limp. 

She looked ruined, used, totally lost in the feeling of being taken apart. Julian just grinned, kept fucking her, still not close to done.

Then, suddenly, Julian glanced over at me, his expression sharp, commanding. “Mark—get over here.”

My heart dropped into my stomach. I hesitated for half a second, but there was no question what I would do. 

I stood up, my legs shaky, and walked to the bed, every step heavy with shame and a heat that made my cock pulse, useless and trapped in my pants.

Julian didn’t even look at me as I got close. He just barked, “Hold her hands up. Keep them right there.” He pinned Emily’s wrists above her head, and I leaned over, grabbing her wrists, my fingers wrapping around her delicate bones. My body shook—part nerves, part arousal, all humiliation.

A new wave of shame washed over me, scalding and bright. I was holding my wife down for another man. For Julian. Helping him fuck her.

The look on Emily’s face said it all — glee, power, absolute delight in seeing me this broken, this involved. 

She let out a low, dirty laugh. “You see that, Julian? Mark’s so pathetic, he’ll do anything just to be part of it. He’ll help you fuck me right in front of him. He loves it.”

The words stung, but the burn only made me hold on tighter, locking eyes with her. 

Julian gripped her hips and started to fuck her again, rougher, harder, his body moving with this ruthless rhythm, using her, taking her in every way I never could. 

I stared right into Emily’s eyes as she moaned, her head rolling back, her lips parted, pleasure making her wild.

She looked up at me. Right into me. Her eyes fluttered, then rolled back, her mouth open, lost in the feeling of Julian’s cock. 

She was gone, somewhere only he could take her. Every thrust made her tits bounce, made her body shake, made her voice shatter into moans and broken words. “Julian… Julian… don’t stop… fuck, just like that…”

I couldn’t stop watching. I was inches from her face, seeing every twitch, every gasp, every raw, needy sound. Our eyes met again, and in that moment, I could see the realization in her face: I would never be the man inside her, but I would always be the man holding her down, helping, desperate just to be near.

She gave me a look that was half wicked, half pitying. She actually laughed, breathless, right in my face. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” she gasped, voice cracking. “To see me ruined by someone better? You want to see what real pleasure looks like?”

Before I could answer, her body arched, every muscle going tight. She moaned, eyes squeezed shut, face twisted with pleasure, and she came, hard, legs shaking. Julian didn’t slow down. 

He just grinned, fucked her harder, riding her through the wave of her orgasm, using every bit of her.

Emily sobbed, still trembling, still clutching my hands in hers. Julian thrust deep one final time, his grip tightening on her hips. 

He groaned, head thrown back, then let go, cumming hard inside her, filling her up right in front of me.

I watched it all, watched my wife take another man’s cum, watched her fall apart for him, felt my own shame reach some new, impossible height.

Emily didn’t waste a second. She rolled over, her hair a tangled mess, her thighs sticky, her face glowing with sweat and pleasure. 

She looked up at me, eyes blazing, and pointed straight at my pants. “Take them off,” she commanded, her voice still breathless, but hard as steel.

I fumbled with my belt, hands shaking, unzipping and pushing everything down in one desperate motion. My cock sprang free, red, leaking, aching so bad it hurt.

She grinned, reached up, and wrapped her slick hand around me, her grip possessive, almost cruel.

She stared right in my eyes. “Here’s your shot,” she said, her voice mocking, “If you can last more than thirty seconds, I’ll let you fuck me. You think you’ve got that in you? After everything you just saw?” She pumped her hand once, slow and firm, and I felt my knees buckle.

“Bet you can’t do it. Bet you’re gonna cum in my hand like the good little cuck you are. Can’t help yourself, can you? Watching me get ruined, watching my pussy get filled up by a real man…you love it, don’t you? So go on, Mark. Prove me wrong. Last for me.”

She started stroking me in earnest, twisting her wrist, fingers tight, her words pouring over me. 

“Does it even feel like a pussy after that? Or is your little cock just happy for anything it gets?” She spit in her hand, made it even wetter, working me faster, never breaking eye contact. “Look at you. So weak. Can’t even fuck your wife unless she lets you. It’s pathetic. I love it.”

It barely took ten seconds. My hips jerked, my whole body stiffened, and I spilled in her hand, hot and helpless, every last ounce of self-control gone. 

Emily laughed, shaking her head as I panted, humiliated and spent, my cock twitching uselessly in her fist.

“Didn’t even make it halfway,” she said, her voice full of mock pity. “Just what I thought.”

I just stood there, dazed, her words echoing in my head, her hand still warm around my softening cock. I couldn’t even pretend anymore. 

There was no hiding what I was, no masking it with jealousy or excuses. I was exactly what she said.

A cuck, through and through. Every bit of shame I felt was what I craved. The humiliation, the helplessness, the way she looked at me was everything I wanted.

Watching her, seeing her used, ruined, taken in ways I never could, being made to wait, to obey, to watch, to clean up after…this was it for me. I finally understood it, standing there, emptied and aching, knowing there’d never be any going back. This was the only way I wanted her now. The only way I wanted us.

I was a cuck. The shame was the gift. The humiliation was the drug. And the truth was, it was all I wanted.




THE END: 


Thank you so much for reading. If you liked the story, please consider leaving a rating. It really helps out new writers like me. Thank you! 
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