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To every husband who thought he could handle the truth — and to every wife who proved him wrong.

And to Owen. You know who you are.


“She didn’t take his pride. He gave it to her. On his knees.”
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Introduction

He begged to watch. She made him pay.




When Olivia discovers her husband’s four-month affair, she doesn’t scream. She doesn’t leave. She smiles — and offers him a deal he never expected.




“One time. Someone of my choice. And you watch.”




The man she chooses is Owen — his best friend, her first love, the one who stepped aside eight years ago. Now he steps back in. And the husband is forced to sit in a low chair, hands on his knees, forbidden to touch himself, as his wife is taken apart by a better man.




But watching is only the beginning.




Olivia doesn’t stop at revenge. She turns their marriage into a cage of rules, comparisons, and ritual humiliation. A chart on the fridge measures his inadequacy in centimeters, minutes, and orgasms. A wooden chair in the corner becomes his throne of shame. And every Friday night, she reminds him exactly who she belongs to now.




On His Knees is a raw, unflinching confession of a cuckold — a man who asked to watch and got exactly what he deserved. From the first shattered photo frame to the final, devastating choice, this novel delivers the emotional destruction, power reversal, and explicit heat that hotwife and cuckold readers crave.




No safe words. No romance. Just the truth of a marriage rebuilt on broken trust — and the man who kneels to hold it together.




Warning: Explicit sexual content, humiliation, forced participation, and cuckolding themes. Intended for adult readers only.


Preface




This novel takes place in an alternate timeline of The Chair Universe. Events here may differ from On His Knees: The Second Chair, but all characters and themes are shared.




— Mark Cuckold

June 2026


Prologue

Before the first crack in the frame.




Some marriages die with a scream. Ours died with a whisper — three words I typed on a phone screen at 11:47 PM, while Olivia slept beside me.




“Can’t wait to see you.”




Not to her. To Jessica.




I sent it, then rolled over and pressed my face into Olivia’s hair. She smelled like lavender and trust. I breathed her in and felt nothing. That was the worst part. Not the guilt. Not the fear. The emptiness.




Four months of hotel rooms and borrowed perfume. Four months of coming home, kissing her forehead, and lying about where I’d been. She never asked. She trusted me completely.




That was my crime. Not the affair. The trust I stole.




When she found the messages, I expected tears. Screaming. A vase thrown at my head. What I didn’t expect was the smile. Small. Cold. Curious.




“You want to make it even?” she asked.




I said yes. I didn’t know she would take me literally.




This is the story of how I lost my marriage. Not the day she found out. The day I knelt.




— M.C.


Chapter One: The Collapse

The living room smelled of shattered porcelain and stale coffee. He sat on the edge of the couch, hands limp between his knees, staring at the shards of their wedding photo on the hardwood floor. The frame had been on the bookshelf three hours ago. Three hours before his wife had still looked at him with something other than frozen contempt. Three hours before Olivia knew about Jessica.

The fight had ended an hour ago. Or so he’d thought. She’d gone upstairs, and he’d stayed on the couch, staring at the shards of the photo frame. He’d almost convinced himself she might forgive him. Then he heard her footsteps again. Slow. Deliberate.

When she appeared at the top of the stairs, his first thought was: She’s changed clothes. Her cardigan was gone. She was wearing a thin white tank top, no bra. The nipples were visible. His second thought, the one that disgusted him even as it formed: I’m getting hard.

He crossed his legs. Too late. She was already walking down, her eyes fixed on his lap.

“You’re hard,” she said. Not a question.

He opened his mouth to deny it. Nothing came out.

“You’re sitting in the wreckage of our marriage, and you’re hard.” She laughed — a short, broken sound. “Maybe I should have cheated on you years ago. At least then you’d have been interested.”She stood at the top of the stairs now. Not the window. The stairs. Looking down at him like a queen judging a peasant. She hadn’t spoken for the last ninety seconds. Just stood there, arms crossed, letting the silence do its work.

He shifted his weight. Cleared his throat. She didn’t move.

She’s making me wait, he realized. She’s making me beg with my posture.

“Olivia —”

“Shut up.” Her voice was quiet, but the edge was new. Something cold had crystallized in her eyes during the last hour. “I’m not done thinking about what I saw on your phone.”

He looked down at his hands. The knuckles were white.

She descended one step. Then another. Each footfall deliberate, slow. When she reached the bottom, she didn’t stop. She walked past him, close enough that her hip brushed his shoulder. He flinched. She didn’t.

“Four months,” she said, standing behind him now. He could feel her breath on his neck. “Four months of you coming home to me after being inside her. Four months of lies.”

“I know.”

“No, you don’t.” She walked back around to face him. “You don’t know what it feels like to kiss someone and taste another woman’s perfume. You don’t know what it feels like to spread your legs and wonder if he’s thinking of her.”

He opened his mouth to answer. Nothing came out.

“You want to make it even?” She laughed — bitter, sharp, nothing like the warm laugh he’d fallen in love with. “You want me to fuck someone else, and we forget about it? That’s your brilliant fucking idea?”

“I was panicking —”

“You were being a fucking coward.” She stepped closer. Her chest almost touched his. He could smell her arousal beneath the anger — a musky, warm scent that made his stomach turn and his cock twitch. “You can’t even own what you did. Four months, and you thought ‘sorry’ would fix it?”

What the fuck is wrong with me? He looked down at his lap. The bulge was unmistakable. I’m getting hard while my wife calls me a coward. I’m a fucking sicko.

She noticed. Her gaze dropped to his crotch, then back to his eyes.

“You’re hard,” she said. Not a question.

“I —”

“You’re getting hard while I’m telling you how you destroyed me.” She tilted her head, curious, almost clinical. “That’s disgusting. Do you know that?”

He wanted to die. But his cock didn’t get the message.

She took a step back and pulled out her phone. Scrolled. The screen glowed — Owen’s contact.

“Last chance,” she said. “Tell me this was all a mistake. Tell me you’ll go to therapy, cut her off, do whatever it takes. Tell me you still love me.”

“I love you,” he whispered.

“Then prove it.” Her thumb hovered over the call button. “On your knees.”

“What?”

“You heard me, you fucking coward. On your knees. If you want a last chance, you beg for it like the pathetic bitch you are.”

He didn’t move for three heartbeats. Then his knees hit the hardwood. The sound echoed in the silent room.

She smiled. Not a happy smile. A victorious one.

“Now say it. Say ‘I’m a worthless husband who couldn’t keep his cock in his pants.’ ”

“I’m a worthless husband who couldn’t keep his cock in his pants.”

“Louder.”

“I’M A WORTHLESS HUSBAND WHO COULDN’T KEEP HIS COCK IN HIS PANTS!”

She crouched down to his level, holding the phone between them. “And now? What do you deserve?”

“I deserve to watch.”

The words came out before he could stop them. His own voice sounded foreign, hoarse, broken.

“Watch what?”

“Watch you with someone else.”

She nodded slowly. “With who?”

He swallowed. “Owen.”

“Why Owen?”

“Because — because he’s wanted you since college. Because he’s better than me. Because you trust him.”

She reached out and touched his cheek. Her fingers were cold. “That’s right. He is better than you. In every way.” She stood up. “And you’re going to watch him prove it.”

She turned the phone toward him, hit the call button, and put it on speaker.

Owen’s voice crackled through. “Hello?”

Olivia spoke, calm and steady. “Owen. It’s me. I need to ask you something.”

A pause. “What’s going on?”

“My husband has been cheating on me for four months. I found out today.” Another pause, longer. “And he suggested I do the same. To even the score.”

Owen’s voice dropped. “Olivia —”

“I’m choosing you. One time. But he watches.” She looked down at her kneeling husband. “Say yes.”

The silence stretched. Five seconds. Ten. The husband’s heart pounded.

“Yes,” Owen said finally. “Yes.”

Olivia ended the call. She looked at the husband’s lap — still hard, still leaking precum through his jeans.

“Don’t touch that cock tonight,” she ordered. “Not until I tell you. You want to come? You ask my fucking permission.”

She walked toward the stairs, then stopped.

“One more thing.”

He waited.

“The next time you think about what’s going to happen on Friday — and you will think about it — I want you to remember that you asked for this. You begged for it. On your knees.”

She climbed the stairs. The bedroom door closed. The lock clicked.

He stayed on the floor for a long time, knees aching, cock throbbing, staring at the shards of their wedding photo.

Then he stood up. Walked to the kitchen. Poured the rest of the wine down the sink. Opened his phone’s calendar and set an event for Friday at 8 PM. Titled it “The Appointment.” Stared at the screen.

Then he deleted the title. Left it blank.

He didn’t know what to call it. He only knew he couldn’t stop imagining it.

His phone buzzed. A text from Olivia — she was already upstairs, but he heard her typing.

“Owen just texted me. He said, ‘I’ve waited eight years. I can wait three more days. Tell your husband I’ll be gentle.’ ”

Another buzz. “I told him not to be. You don’t deserve gentle.”

He stared at the screen. His cock throbbed. He typed back: “I know.”

She didn’t reply.

He lay down on the couch, still hard, and closed his eyes. In the darkness, he saw Owen’s hands on her waist. Heard her moan.

Three days. Seventy-two hours. He would count every one. 


Chapter Two: The Choice

He didn’t sleep.

The bedroom smelled like her. Lavender detergent, faint vanilla lotion, and underneath — the ghost of her arousal from the argument. He lay on his side, staring at the wall, listening to her breathe on the other side of the mattress.

She wasn’t sleeping either.

Every few minutes she shifted. Once, she made a small sound — half sigh, half sob — and his hand twitched toward her before he stopped himself. He had no right to comfort her. He’d forfeited that right four months ago, in a hotel room with Jessica’s legs wrapped around his waist.

At 3 AM, Olivia got up. He watched her silhouette cross the room to the bathroom. The light flicked on. Water ran. When she came back, she walked to his side of the bed.

And lay down.

He froze. She’d never done that before — sleeping on his side, in the space that still held the dent of his body from earlier. She pulled his pillow against her chest and buried her face in it. Inhaled.

She was smelling him. His shampoo. His sweat. Maybe, underneath it all, the faintest trace of Jessica’s perfume, still clinging after four months of dry cleaning and desperate showers.

“I hate you,” she whispered into the pillow. “But I can’t stop loving you.”

He didn’t answer. What could he say?

She fell asleep first. He listened to her breathing even out, felt the warmth of her body inches away, and stared at the ceiling until gray light crept through the curtains.

At 7 AM, she was already dressed.

He came downstairs to find her standing by the front door, purse in hand, wearing a fitted black blouse he’d never seen before. The top two buttons were undone. A gold necklace — his wedding gift from three years ago — rested against her collarbone.

“Where are you going?” He already knew.

“I’m meeting Owen.” She didn’t look at him. “For coffee.”

“Olivia —”

“This is what you wanted.” Her voice was flat. “Fair exchange, remember? You had four months of secret meetings. I’m having one honest conversation.”

“I didn’t say you could —”

“You don’t get to say anything.” She finally turned, and her eyes were hard. “You lost that right the first time you came home to me with her taste in your mouth.”

He flinched.

“I’ll be back by noon.” She opened the door. “Don’t wait up.”

The door closed. The lock clicked. He stood in the hallway, listening to her footsteps fade down the front path.

Then he grabbed his jacket and followed.

The café was called Grounds for Thought — a hipster place with mismatched chairs and chalkboard menus. He stood across the street, hidden behind a bus stop shelter, watching through the window.

She was already inside. She’d chosen a table in the back corner — intimate, private, away from prying eyes. She’d planned this.

And there was Owen.

He’d arrived first. He was sitting at the table, hands wrapped around a coffee cup, dark blond hair slightly tousled, gray eyes scanning the room behind those stylish glasses. He looked nervous. His leg was bouncing under the table.

But when he saw Olivia, everything changed.

His whole face softened. His shoulders dropped. He stood as she approached, and for a moment, he just looked at her — like she was something precious, something he’d been waiting to see for a very long time.

Eight years, the husband thought bitterly. He’s been waiting eight years.

Owen pulled out her chair. Olivia sat. Their hands didn’t touch, but they almost did. He saw her fingers twitch toward his before she pulled them back.

I’m hiding from my own wife like a fucking stalker. His cock was already half hard. And I’m getting off on it. What the fuck is wrong with me?

He pressed closer to the bus shelter, heart hammering.

Inside the café, he couldn’t hear the words. But he could read their faces.

Owen leaned forward, elbows on the table, listening with his whole body. He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t check his phone. Didn’t glance at the waitress or the door or the clock on the wall. He just listened.

Olivia spoke for a long time. Her hands moved — gesturing, pressing against her chest, wiping at eyes that kept filling with tears. She was telling him everything. The discovery. The screaming. The four months of lies.

The proposal.

When she got to that part, Owen’s face went pale. He sat back in his chair, ran a hand through his hair, and was silent for a long moment. His mouth moved. The husband couldn’t read the words, but the shape was unmistakable:

“Is this really what you want?”

Olivia shook her head. Then nodded. Then shook her head again.

She’s torturing him, the husband thought. And she’s torturing me.

He shifted his weight behind the shelter. A bus pulled up, blocking his view for ten agonizing seconds. When it passed, Owen was holding Olivia’s hand. His thumb traced circles on her knuckles.

He’s touching her. He’s touching my wife.

The husband’s fingernails dug into the metal frame. His cock swelled against his zipper.

You’re getting hard watching your wife hold another man’s hand.

He tried to think of something else. Taxes. Work. His mother’s funeral. Nothing worked.

You like this.

The accusation came from inside, and he couldn’t deny it.

A woman stepped out of the café, carrying a tray of dirty cups. She nearly collided with the husband. “Oh! Sorry — are you okay?”

He nodded, stepped aside. When he looked back through the window, Olivia was laughing. Her head was thrown back, her chestnut hair falling across her shoulders. Owen was laughing too.

She’s laughing with him. She never laughs with me anymore.

He wanted to leave. He wanted to run home, pack a bag, drive to a motel, and pretend none of this was happening.

He didn’t move.

Twenty more minutes crawled by. The husband watched Owen stand up, walk around the table, and sit beside Olivia. Their shoulders touched. She didn’t pull away.

Owen said something close to her ear. She closed her eyes and nodded.

The deal is done.

The husband knew it with a certainty that turned his blood to ice and his cock to iron.

They stood up together. Owen reached for her hand. She let him take it. They walked toward the door.

The husband ducked behind the shelter, heart in his throat. He heard the café door open. Heard their footsteps on the sidewalk. Heard Olivia’s voice:

“Friday. Eight. My husband will drive me.”

“He’s okay with that?”

“He’ll do whatever I tell him. He has no choice.”

Their voices faded. The husband waited until he couldn’t hear them anymore. Then he leaned against the shelter, closed his eyes, and tried to remember how to breathe.

He was home by 10:30.

He sat on the couch — the same couch where it had all begun — and stared at the wall. The shattered photo frame was gone. Olivia must have cleaned it up before she left. The absence of those glass shards felt like an erasure.

The front door opened at 11:47.

Olivia walked in, kicked off her shoes, and hung her purse on the hook by the door. She didn’t look at him. She walked to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of water, and drank it standing at the counter.

“Well?” His voice cracked.

She set the glass down. Turned. Her face was unreadable — not cold, not warm, just… settled.

“Owen said yes.”

The words hung in the air.

“Of course he said yes,” the husband muttered. “He’s been in love with you since college.”

“Then you should have thought about that before you sent me to him.” Olivia walked into the living room and stopped in front of him. She was close enough to touch. She didn’t. “Friday night. His apartment. Eight.”

“You already told me.”

“Now I’m telling you the rules.”

She reached down and grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her.

“First, you drive me there. You wait outside until he says you can come in.”

He nodded.

“Second, when you’re inside, you sit where he tells you. You don’t move. You don’t speak unless one of us asks you a question.”

Another nod.

“Third —” She released his chin and stepped back. “You touched yourself last night, didn’t you?”

“No.”

“Liar.” She pointed at his lap. “You’re hard right now. You’ve been hard all morning, watching me. You think I don’t know?”

He didn’t deny it.

“Third rule,” she continued. “You don’t come. Not during. Not after. Not until I give you permission. If you break that rule, I’ll add another time with Owen. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Say it clearly.”

“I understand. I won’t come without your permission.”

She smiled — cold and satisfied. “Good boy.”

She turned and walked toward the stairs. At the bottom step, she paused.

“One more thing.”

He waited.

“Owen asked if I still love you.” She didn’t turn around. “I told him I don’t know what love is anymore.”

She climbed the stairs. The bedroom door closed.

He sat in the living room, alone, and tried not to imagine what they’d talked about after he’d stopped watching. Tried not to imagine her hand in Owen’s. Tried not to imagine what Friday would look like.

His hand moved to his zipper.

He stopped it.

Not without her permission.

He stood up, walked to the kitchen, and poured himself a glass of water. Drank it. Poured another.

His phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

He opened it.

“She told me everything. I’ll take care of her Friday. Don’t worry.”

Owen.

The husband stared at the screen. His thumbs hovered over the keyboard. He typed: “I know you will.”

He didn’t send it. He deleted the message and turned off the phone.

Then he sat on the kitchen floor, back against the cabinets, and waited for the day to end.


Chapter Three: Countdown

She stopped cooking his favorite meals.

The first morning, he woke to an empty kitchen. No smell of bacon. No fresh coffee brewing. Just a note on the counter in her neat handwriting:

“There are eggs in the fridge. Make them yourself, you useless fuck.” — O

He stood there, staring at the word fuck. She’d never written that before. Never said it to him like that.

He made his own breakfast for the first time in six years. The eggs were rubbery. The coffee was bitter. He ate standing up, staring at the empty chair where she usually sat, scrolling through her phone, asking about his day.

She came downstairs at nine, already dressed for work. A gray pencil skirt. A silky blouse he didn’t recognize. Her hair was different — curled at the ends instead of straight. Softer. Touchable.

“You look nice,” he said.

She paused at the door. “Jessica probably hears that every morning.”

The door closed. He stood alone in the kitchen, the taste of burnt coffee on his tongue, and wondered if this was what hell felt like.

Day One bled into Day Two.

He tried. God, he tried.

He bought flowers — roses, her favorite, the same kind he’d given her on their first anniversary. He set them on the dining table with a card that said “I’m sorry” in shaky handwriting.

She came home, saw the roses, and stood very still.

“Do you know what color you sent her?” Olivia asked quietly.

“What?”

“Jessica.” She enunciated the name like it tasted bad. “What color flowers did you send her? After your first night together?”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. He’d never sent Jessica flowers. But that wasn’t the point, and they both knew it.

“That’s what I thought.” Olivia walked past the roses without touching them. She went upstairs.

He followed.

“Olivia —”

“Don’t.” She didn’t turn around. “Don’t follow me. Don’t touch me. Don’t ask me questions you don’t want the answers to.”

“I want the answers.”

She turned. “Fine. Here’s one. When you were with her, did you think about me?”

“Yes.”

“Liar.” She stepped closer. “Did you think about me when you came inside her?”

The question hit like a slap. He felt his face burn — and lower down, a treacherous pulse.

“I asked you a question.”

“No,” he whispered. “I didn’t think about you.”

She nodded slowly. “That’s the first honest thing you’ve said in months.” She turned and walked into the bedroom. The door didn’t close all the way. “Sleep on the couch.”

That night, he lay on the couch, staring at the ceiling. The bedroom door was cracked open. He could hear her breathing — too fast for sleep.

At 2 AM, a new sound.

A soft, rhythmic creak. The whisper of sheets shifting.

She’s touching herself.

His mouth went dry. He sat up slowly, crept to the door, pressed his ear to the wood. Muffled. But unmistakable. A small gasp. A sigh. And then, barely audible:

“Owen.”

The name went through him like a blade. Hot. Sharp.

She’s thinking of him. She’s getting herself off to the thought of him.

His own hand moved to his cock without permission. He stopped it.

No. Not here. Not like this.

But his hips thrust against the air anyway. He was hard, leaking, desperate.

Listen, the dark voice whispered. Listen to what you’ve made her become.

He listened until the sounds stopped, until her breathing evened out, until he was sure she was asleep. Then he went back to the couch and lay awake, replaying every gasp, every whisper, every creak of the bed.

His hand moved down again.

He stopped it.

She said no. Not without permission.

He didn’t sleep.

On the morning of Day Three, he woke to the sound of her shower.

The bathroom door was open. Steam curled through the gap. He lay on the couch, listening to the water run, imagining her inside — soap sliding over her shoulders, down her spine, between her legs.

Owen will see that soon.

The thought hit him like a physical blow. He sat up, gasping.

Owen will watch water run down her breasts. Owen will hand her a towel. Owen will see the way she shivers when cold air hits wet skin.

His cock was hard. He pressed his palm against it, ashamed, aroused, disgusted.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

She came downstairs at noon, dressed for the day. Not for the library — she’d taken a personal day.

He noticed immediately.

The cardigan was gone. The knee-length skirts were gone. Instead, she wore black leggings that hugged every curve and a fitted cream sweater that dipped low enough to show the top of her cleavage. Simple. Elegant. And utterly, devastatingly feminine.

She caught him staring.

“Like what you see?” Her voice was dry. “You should. This is what you’ve been missing.”

He swallowed. “Where are you going?”

“Nowhere.” She walked to the mirror by the front door and studied her reflection. Turned sideways. Frowned. “Just practicing.”

“Practicing what?”

She met his eyes in the mirror. “Feeling desirable.”

He watched her adjust her sweater, pushing her shoulders back, lifting her chin. She was beautiful. She’d always been beautiful. But he’d stopped seeing her somewhere along the way.

“You are desirable,” he said.

“Prove it.” She turned to face him. “Right now. Get on your knees.”

“What?”

“You heard me. On your fucking knees.”

He looked at the floor. Then at her. Then he dropped.

She walked over to him, stood above him, looking down. Her black leggings were inches from his face. He could smell her — vanilla, lavender, and underneath, the musky warmth of her body.

“Now say it,” she ordered. “Say ‘I don’t deserve to touch you.'”

“I don’t deserve to touch you.”

“Louder.”

“I DON’T DESERVE TO TOUCH YOU.”

“Say ‘I’m a worthless husband who couldn’t keep his cock in his pants.'”

He repeated it.

“Say ‘Owen is a better man than me.'”

The words stuck in his throat.

“Say it, you fucking coward.”

“Owen is a better man than me.”

She reached down and touched his hair — almost gently. “Good boy. You can stand now.”

He stood. His knees ached. His cock ached. She looked at his lap and smiled.

“Pathetic. I love it.”

That evening, she called him into the bedroom.

“Zip me,” she said, turning her back to him.

She was wearing the anniversary dress. The navy blue one with the sweetheart neckline. The one he’d bought her last year, on the night he’d promised to love her forever.

His hands trembled as he took the zipper. His knuckles brushed her bare spine. She shivered.

“Slowly,” she whispered.

He dragged the zipper up inch by inch. Each tooth clicked into place. His fingers traced the path, wanting to linger.

“That’s the last time you’ll touch me before he does,” she said. “Make it last.”

When the zipper reached the top, she turned. Her lips were parted. Her cheeks were flushed.

“Friday,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

“I know.”

“Are you scared?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She reached down and squeezed his crotch — hard. “You should be. He’s bigger than you. He’ll last longer. And I’m going to love every second of it.”

She released him and walked out of the room.

Friday morning. He woke before dawn, heart pounding.

Today.

He lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, and tried to imagine stopping it. Walking into the kitchen, taking her in his arms, saying I’m sorry, I’ll do anything, please don’t.

He imagined her face. The coldness. The disappointment.

She’d say no.

A different imagination took over: her in Owen’s apartment. Her dress on the floor. Her legs around his waist.

His cock stirred. He pressed his face into the pillow.

You’re imagining it. You’re hard. And you’re not going to stop it.

He hated himself. But he didn’t hate the image. That was the worst part.

At 7 PM, they sat in the car. Engine off. His hands on the wheel.

“It’s 7:00,” she said. “We leave at 8. That’s an hour of you sitting there, hard and useless.”

She put her hand on his thigh. Squeezed.

“If you come in your pants like a fucking teenager, I’ll make you wear the wet jeans to his apartment. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled. “That’s better.”

She left her hand there for the entire hour. Not moving. Just resting on his thigh, warm and heavy. His cock throbbed against his zipper. He didn’t touch it. He didn’t dare.

At 7:58, she removed her hand.

“Drive.”

He drove.

The car ride took nineteen minutes. She didn’t speak. Neither did he. The only sounds were the engine, the turn signal, and his own heartbeat, loud in his ears.

When he parked outside Owen’s building, Olivia didn’t move.

“Last chance,” she said quietly. “Tell me this was all a mistake. Tell me you’ll do whatever it takes to fix us. Tell me you still want me.”

He looked at her profile. The curve of her jaw. The pulse beating in her throat. The way her fingers were trembling against her thighs.

“I want you,” he said. “I’ve always wanted you.”

“Then why did you need her?”

He had no answer.

Olivia opened the door and stepped out into the cool night air. He followed, his legs numb, his stomach churning. She walked to the front door and pressed the buzzer.

Owen’s voice crackled through the intercom. “Come up. Third floor.”

The door clicked open.

Olivia turned to her husband one last time.

“One more thing,” she said. “When we get inside, you wait in the hallway until he calls you. You don’t speak unless spoken to. And you don’t touch yourself. Not until I give you permission.”

“I understand.”

“Say it clearly.”

“I understand. I won’t touch myself without your permission.”

She reached out and touched his cheek — almost tenderly. “Good boy. Now follow me.”

She walked inside. He followed.

The door closed behind them.


Chapter Four: The Appointment

The drive to Owen’s apartment took nineteen minutes. He counted every one.

Olivia sat in the passenger seat, hands folded in her lap, wearing the anniversary dress. The navy blue one with the sweetheart neckline. The one he’d bought her last year, on the night he’d promised to love her forever. She’d worn it to dinner, then let him peel it off her in the hotel room, then fallen asleep in his arms.

Now she wore it for another man.

She hadn’t spoken since they left the house. Neither had he. The only sounds were the engine, the turn signal, and his own heartbeat, loud in his ears.

When he parked outside Owen’s building, Olivia didn’t move.

“Last chance,” she said quietly, still staring through the windshield. “Tell me this was all a mistake. Tell me you’ll do whatever it takes to fix us. Tell me you still want me.”

He looked at her profile. The curve of her jaw. The pulse beating in her throat. The way her fingers were trembling against her thighs.

“I want you,” he said. “I’ve always wanted you.”

“Then why did you need her?”

He had no answer.

Olivia opened her door and stepped out into the cool night air. He followed, his legs numb, his stomach churning.

She walked to the front door and pressed the buzzer.

Owen’s voice crackled through the intercom. “Yeah?”

“It’s us,” Olivia said.

“Come up. Third floor.”

The door clicked open.

Owen’s apartment smelled like vanilla and coffee. Candles. He’d lit candles.

Owen stood in the doorway of his living room, wearing a simple gray button-down and dark jeans. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows. His feet were bare. He’d clearly been waiting — maybe pacing, maybe rehearsing what to say.

When he saw Olivia, his gray eyes widened behind his glasses. He drank her in like a man dying of thirst.

“You look beautiful,” he said softly.

Olivia’s breath caught. “Thank you.”

The husband stood behind her, invisible, irrelevant. A piece of furniture. Owen glanced at him once — a flicker of guilt, quickly suppressed — then looked back at Olivia.

“Come in,” he said, stepping aside. “I made tea. And wine, if you prefer.”

They walked inside. The husband followed, his feet heavy as stones.

Owen’s living room was small but tidy. Bookshelves lined the walls. A worn leather couch faced a vintage record player. Soft jazz drifted from the speakers — something slow, something sad.

In the center of the room, facing the couch, sat a single wooden chair. Low. Uncomfortable. The kind that made you look up at whoever sat on the couch.

Owen had prepared for him.

Olivia turned to the husband. “Sit.”

He sat. The chair was hard, unforgiving. His knees were higher than his hips. He felt small. Childish.

Owen walked to the couch and sat down. He patted the cushion beside him. “Olivia.”

She walked over slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood. She didn’t sit immediately. She stood in front of Owen, close enough that her knees touched his.

“You’re nervous,” Owen said.

“Terrified.”

“We don’t have to do this.”

“Yes, we do.” She reached down and took his hand. “He needs to see. I need him to see.”

She looked at the husband. “Eyes open, cuck. If you close them, I’m stopping. And you’ll never see anything again.”

She turned back to Owen. “Undress me.”

Owen stood up. His hands trembled slightly as he reached for the zipper of her dress. He didn’t pull it down immediately. He rested his fingers on the small of her back, just above the zipper’s start.

“Slowly,” Olivia whispered.

He dragged the zipper down inch by inch. Each tooth clicked open. The navy fabric gaped, revealing the curve of her spine, the clasp of her black bra.

“Faster,” she said.

“No.” Owen’s voice was steady now. “Slow. He needs to watch every second.”

The husband sat in the low chair, hands on his knees, staring. His mouth was dry. His cock was already hard.

The dress pooled at her feet. Olivia stepped out of it, kicking it aside. She stood in black lace — bra, panties, garters, stockings. The same set he’d bought her for Valentine’s Day.

She’s wearing that for him.

Owen made a sound — half groan, half whisper. “Jesus, Olivia. You’re so beautiful.”

He pressed a kiss to her shoulder. Then her neck. Then the spot behind her ear that always made her gasp.

She gasped.

The husband’s hands clenched the arms of the chair.

Owen unhooked her bra. The cups fell away. Her breasts were perfect — round, full, nipples already hard.

He looked at them like they were holy. “I’ve dreamed about these.”

He lowered his mouth to her nipple. Olivia arched into him, her fingers tangling in his dark blond hair.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Yes.”

Owen worked his way down her body — kissing her breasts, her stomach, her hips. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties.

“Lift your hips.”

She did. He pulled them down. She stepped out. She was completely naked now, standing in front of him, legs parted, chest heaving.

“Sit on the couch,” he said.

She sat. He knelt between her spread thighs.

“Look at her,” Owen told the husband. “Look at how wet she is.”

He spread her folds with his thumbs. Her cunt glistened — slick, pink, swollen. A thread of her juice stretched from her opening to his finger.

“She’s soaking for me,” Owen said. “Not for you. For me.”

The husband stared. His cock throbbed against his zipper. Don’t touch it. Not without permission.

Owen lowered his mouth to her cunt.

Olivia cried out — a sharp, breathy sound. Her hips bucked. Owen held her down, his tongue working her clit in slow, wet circles.

“Fuck, Owen — don’t stop —”

He didn’t stop. He ate her like a starving man, his tongue fucking her opening, then flicking up to her clit, then plunging back inside. The wet sounds filled the room — slurping, sucking, obscene.

The husband watched his wife’s face. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. Her hands were in Owen’s hair, pressing him deeper.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “I’m so fucking close —”

Owen pulled back.

“No —” She grabbed his hair. “Don’t you dare stop —”

“Not yet.” He stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “I want to be inside you when you come.”

He unfastened his jeans. Let them fall. His boxers followed.

His cock sprang free — thick, flushed dark, veined. The head was already leaking precum, a clear droplet sliding down the shaft.

The husband’s breath caught. It’s bigger than mine. A lot bigger.

Olivia stared at it. “Jesus.”

“Like what you see?” Owen asked.

She reached out and wrapped her fingers around him. Couldn’t close her hand all the way.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “It’s so thick.”

“Tell him,” Owen said. “Tell your husband how thick my cock is.”

She turned her head, looked at the low chair. “His cock is so much thicker than yours. I can’t even wrap my hand around it.”

The husband’s face burned. His cock leaked in his jeans.

“Say it again,” Owen ordered.

“His cock is bigger than yours. Better. Thicker. Longer.”

“Good girl.” Owen positioned himself between her thighs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. “Now beg for it.”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me, Owen. Please put your big cock inside me.”

He pushed. Just the head. Her cunt lips stretched around the thick crown.

“Oh, fuck —” She threw her head back.

He pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Her walls stretched around him, glistening with her juice.

“Look at him,” Owen said. “Look at your husband while I fill you.”

She turned her head toward the chair. Her eyes met his. They were glassy, desperate, hungry.

Owen thrust all the way in. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned. “So fucking tight.”

“He’s so deep,” Olivia gasped, still staring at the husband. “He’s so much deeper than you. Your little cock never reached this far.”

The husband’s hands gripped the chair arms. Don’t touch yourself. Don’t come. Wait for permission.

Owen began to move. Slow strokes at first — long, deep, deliberate. Every thrust made her breasts bounce. Every withdrawal pulled a glistening coat of her juice onto his shaft.

“Faster,” Olivia begged.

“Not yet.” Owen kept the same pace. “I want to make this last. Unlike your husband, I know how to fuck.”

He looked at the low chair. “How long do you last, cuck? Two minutes? Three?”

The husband couldn’t answer.

“I’m going to fuck her for an hour,” Owen said. “She’s going to come at least three times. And you’re going to sit there and watch every fucking second.”

He sped up. The wet slap of his hips against hers filled the room.

“Tell him,” Owen grunted. “Tell him how it feels.”

Olivia’s voice came out broken. “So good — fuck — he’s so deep — your little cock could never — oh god —”

“Could never what?”

“Could never make me feel this full!”

Owen laughed — a low, satisfied sound. “You hear that, cuck? Your wife is getting stretched by a real cock. Say thank you.”

“Thank you,” the husband whispered.

“Louder.”

“THANK YOU!”

“Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for fucking my wife!”

Owen slammed in harder. Olivia screamed.

“That’s right,” Owen growled. “You’re going to thank me every time I make her come.”

He flipped her over — onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, grabbing her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust.

“Look at her,” he told the husband. “Look at how her cunt swallows me.”

The husband looked. Her pussy lips stretched wide around Owen’s thick shaft. Every time Owen pulled back, a ring of white cream coated his cock — her juice beaten into foam.

“She’s making a mess,” Owen said. “You see that cream? That’s what happens when a woman is properly fucked.”

He reached around and rubbed her clit. She shuddered.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “I’m so close —”

“Not yet.” He stopped moving.

“No — please —”

“Beg him,” Owen said. “Beg your husband to let you come.”

She turned her head toward the chair. “Please — please let me come —”

The husband stared. His mouth opened. No words came.

“Tell him you need it,” Owen prompted. “Tell him you need to come on my cock.”

“I need it,” she sobbed. “I need to come on his cock. Please. Please let me.”

The husband’s voice came out raw. “You can come.”

Owen slammed into her. “Now.”

She came — screaming, convulsing, her cunt clenching around his shaft in violent pulses. Her juices squirted out, soaking his thighs and the couch.

The husband watched his wife fall apart on another man’s cock. He was painfully hard. Pre-cum had soaked through his jeans.

Don’t come. Don’t you dare come.

Owen kept fucking her through her orgasm. When she stopped shaking, he pulled out and flipped her onto her back again.

“I’m not done,” he said. “Spread your legs.”

She did. Her cunt was red, swollen, gaping slightly. His cum wasn’t inside her yet — but her own juice was everywhere.

He pushed back in. “You’re going to come again. And again. And when I finally fill you, you’re going to thank me.”

He fucked her for another twenty minutes. She came twice more — each time louder, more broken. The husband sat in the low chair, leaking, shaking, forbidden to touch himself.

Finally, Owen grunted. “I’m going to come. Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” she begged. “Fill me up. I want to feel you come inside me.”

He slammed deep, held, and roared. His cock pulsed — once, twice, three times — pumping thick ropes of cum into her cunt.

She came again on his second pulse, her body convulsing, her legs locking around his waist.

The husband watched his wife’s face as she was filled with another man’s seed.

He came in his pants. Hot, wet, shameful.

Olivia saw. She smiled.

“Look at you,” she said, breathless. “You came in your pants like a fucking teenager. Disgusting.”

Owen pulled out. A thick white string of cum stretched from his cock to her cunt, then broke, dripping onto her thigh.

“Clean it up,” Olivia said. “Cuck. Get over here. Clean my thighs.”

The husband stood. His legs were shaking. He walked to the couch and knelt.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

He opened it.

She took two fingers and scooped the cum off her thigh — a thick, warm mixture of Owen’s seed and her own juice — and pushed them into his mouth.

“Swallow.”

He swallowed. Tasted salt, copper, something bitter.

“All of it.”

She wiped more cum from her cunt and fed it to him. He swallowed again.

Owen watched, silent, satisfied.

“Say thank you,” Olivia said.

“Thank you.”

“Thank you for letting him come inside me.”

“Thank you for letting him come inside you.”

“Thank you for cleaning up his cum.”

“Thank you for cleaning up his cum.”

She patted his head. “Good little cuck. Now go get a towel. And then you can sit in the corner until we tell you to leave.”

He stood up. Walked to the bathroom. His jeans were wet. His face was wet. He didn’t know if the wetness on his cheeks was sweat or tears.

He brought back the towel. Olivia took it, wiped herself, then threw it at him.

“Keep it,” she said. “A souvenir.”

He held the towel. It was warm. It smelled like her. And like Owen.

He sat in the corner, the towel clutched in his hands, and watched his wife curl up beside another man.

She didn’t look at him again for the rest of the night.


Chapter Five: Ashes

The morning light sliced through Owen’s thin curtains, striping the floor in pale gold. The husband woke to the smell of coffee and sex — two smells that would never separate again in his mind.

His neck screamed. He’d fallen asleep in the low wooden chair, spine curved at an unnatural angle, cheek pressed against his own shoulder. A line of dried drool crusted the corner of his mouth. His jeans were still damp from last night.

He looked down. A dark stain spread across his crotch — he’d come in his pants again. When? He didn’t remember. His body had betrayed him sometime in the night.

Olivia sat on the edge of the couch, wrapped in a sheet. Her chestnut hair was a wild tangle, makeup smeared into raccoon rings around her eyes. There were dark purple marks on her neck — hickeys. Owen’s mouth.

She wasn’t looking at him. She was staring at the wall, her expression blank, hands limp in her lap. The sheet had slipped, revealing the curve of one breast. She didn’t pull it up.

“You’re awake,” she said. Not a question.

“Yeah.”

“Did you sleep?”

“No.”

“Neither did I.” She turned her head slowly, like a woman waking from a long anesthesia. “Every time I closed my eyes, I felt him. Still feel him.” Her hand drifted to her stomach. “Inside.”

He flinched.

From the kitchen came the sound of a coffee maker sputtering. Footsteps. Owen appeared in the doorway, wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, three coffee cups balanced in his hands. His gray eyes were bloodshot. His dark blonde hair stuck up in ten directions.

He looked at Olivia. Then at the husband. Then at the wet stain on the husband’s jeans.

A flicker of something — disgust? amusement? — crossed Owen’s face.

“I made coffee,” Owen said. “Black. There’s sugar and cream in the kitchen.”

The husband didn’t move. Neither did Olivia.

Owen set the cups on the table. He sat on the arm of the couch — as far from Olivia as he could get while still being in the same room.

No one spoke.

Olivia was the first to move.

She stood up slowly, clutching the sheet to her chest, and walked to the window. Her bare feet made no sound on the hardwood. She stared out at the street, her reflection ghostly in the glass.

“Now you know what it’s like,” she said.

Her voice was hoarse. Calm. Hollow.

“To sit and watch someone touch what you thought was only yours.”

The husband opened his mouth. Closed it. What could he say? I’m sorry? He’d said that already. I love you? She wouldn’t believe him.

She turned. The sheet slipped, and she didn’t catch it. She stood there, naked, marked, her body still flushed from sleep and what had come before.

“He was bigger than you,” she said. Factual. Quiet. “I didn’t expect that. It hurt at first. But then…” She trailed off. “Then it didn’t.”

Stop, he thought. Please stop.

“He lasted longer too. Almost forty minutes.” She touched her lower belly. “I felt him here. In my guts. You’ve never been that deep.”

“Olivia —”

“He made me come three times.” She held up three fingers. “Count them. Three. You’ve made me come maybe three times in six years. Total.”

He wanted to look away. Her nakedness was an accusation — this body was his last night, and you let it happen.

He couldn’t look away.

“I asked him to stay inside me after he finished,” she continued, walking toward him. “I wanted to feel him soften inside me. I wanted to remember how full I was.”

She stopped inches from his chair. Looked down at the stain on his jeans.

“And you came in your pants again. Like a fucking teenager.” She laughed — a terrible sound, broken and bitter. “Pathetic.”

“I couldn’t help it —”

“Couldn’t help it?” She crouched down, face level with his crotch. She reached out and pressed her palm against the wet denim. He gasped. “You’re still hard. Right now. Even after watching me get fucked by another man for an hour, you’re still hard.”

He couldn’t deny it.

“You’re a fucking cuck,” she said, standing up. “That’s what this is. That’s what you are.”

She walked to the bathroom. The door didn’t close all the way. He watched her silhouette step into the shower.

Owen shifted on the couch arm, rubbing the back of his neck.

“She’s not wrong, you know,” Owen said quietly.

The husband’s head snapped toward him. “What?”

“About you being a cuck. I’ve known for years.” Owen picked up his coffee, took a slow sip. “The way you looked at her — like she was a possession, not a person. The way you took her for granted. You didn’t deserve her.”

“And you do?”

Owen set the cup down. “I’ve loved her since before you even noticed she existed. I’ve been patient. I’ve been kind. I’ve never lied to her.” He stood up. “Last night, I gave her something you’ve never given her.”

“What’s that?”

“Respect.” Owen walked to the bathroom door, paused. “And three orgasms. In one night.”

He knocked softly. “Olivia? You okay?”

Water stopped. “Yeah. I’ll be out in a minute.”

Owen glanced back at the husband. “You should clean up too. There’s a towel in the hall closet. And —” He pointed at the couch. “The sheet needs to go in the wash. You can do that.”

A command. Not a request.

The husband stood up. His legs were shaking. He walked to the couch, pulled the sheet off. A large wet stain marked the center — a mix of fluids, still damp.

His cum, the husband thought. Owen’s cum. Her juices. All mixed together.

He carried the sheet to the washing machine in the hall closet. Opened the lid. Dropped it in. Added detergent. Started the cycle.

The machine hummed. He stood there, watching it spin, and tried not to think about what he was washing away. Tried not to think about the fact that he was cleaning his wife’s sex sheets from another man’s apartment.

His phone buzzed. A text from Olivia:

“Don’t forget the towel. The one on the floor by the bed.”

He went back to the bedroom. Picked up the towel. A thick, creamy smear stained the terry cloth — white and opaque, mixed with something pink.

He carried it to the washing machine. Stared at the stain.

You’re going to touch it. You’re going to wash it. You’re going to pretend it never happened.

He dropped the towel in with the sheet. Closed the lid. Pressed start.

Olivia came out of the bathroom wrapped in a fresh towel, her hair wet, her face clean of makeup. She looked younger. Vulnerable. Like the girl he’d married.

“We’re leaving,” she said. “Get your shoes.”

They didn’t say goodbye to Owen. He was in the kitchen, making more coffee. He raised a hand as they walked out. Olivia didn’t wave back.

The drive home was silent.

Olivia sat in the passenger seat, staring out the window, her bag clutched in her lap. She’d changed into jeans and a sweater — Owen’s sweater. A soft gray thing that smelled like vanilla and coffee and something else. Something musky.

She’s wearing his clothes.

His hands tightened on the steering wheel.

When they pulled into the driveway, Olivia didn’t move.

“Are we even?” she asked quietly.

He turned off the engine. “I don’t know.”

“Neither do I.”

They sat in the car for a long moment. Then Olivia opened her door and walked inside without looking back.

The house felt different. Smaller. Colder. Like something had been sucked out of the walls.

Olivia went straight to the bathroom. He heard the shower start again — hot, pounding, as if she could wash away the past twelve hours.

He sat on the couch, the same couch where this had all begun, and stared at the ceiling.

She fucked another man.

I watched.

I got hard.

I came in my pants.

The shame was a living thing, coiled in his stomach, feeding on his guilt.

He heard the shower stop. Heard the bathroom door open. Heard Olivia’s footsteps on the stairs — and then silence.

She didn’t come down for the rest of the day.

He made dinner. Grilled chicken, rice, steamed vegetables — the same meal he’d made a hundred times. He set two plates on the table. Poured two glasses of wine.

Then he climbed the stairs and knocked on the bedroom door.

“Olivia. Dinner’s ready.”

No answer.

He pushed the door open.

She was lying on the bed — his side of the bed, curled around his pillow. She’d changed into one of his old t-shirts. The gray one with the college logo. Her hair was still damp, fanning across the pillowcase.

The dress she’d worn to Owen’s apartment — the navy blue anniversary dress — was in the trash can by the dresser. He could see the fabric crumpled among tissues and torn envelopes.

“I’m not hungry,” she said.

He sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped. She didn’t move away.

“Olivia —”

“Don’t.” Her voice was muffled by the pillow. “Don’t try to fix this. Don’t say you’re sorry. Don’t tell me you love me. Just… don’t.”

He lay down beside her. Not touching. Just there.

They stayed like that as the sun set and the room grew dark.

At midnight, she spoke.

“He looked at my eyes,” she whispered.

His heart clenched. “What?”

“Owen.” She rolled over to face him. In the dim light, her eyes were huge, wet, searching. “When he was inside me… he looked at my eyes. The whole time.”

He said nothing.

“When did you last look at my eyes?” she asked. “Not at my body. Not past me at the TV. At me. When?”

He tried to remember. Tried to find a single moment in the past year — the past two years — when he’d truly seen her.

He couldn’t.

“That’s what I thought.” She turned away again. “Are you hard?”

“What?”

“Are you hard right now? Lying next to me, thinking about his cock inside me?”

He didn’t answer. But his body did. She could feel it through the sheet.

“You’re disgusting,” she said. But there was no anger in her voice. Just exhaustion. “Don’t touch it. Suffer, you fucking cuck.”

She pulled the sheet tighter around herself. “Goodnight.”

He lay in the darkness, staring at the ceiling, hard and aching and full of a shame so deep it had no bottom.

He didn’t sleep.

At 3 AM, he got up. Walked to the guest room. Opened the closet. Inside, on the top shelf, was a cardboard box. He pulled it down.

Wedding photos. Their first dance. The bouquet toss. Olivia laughing, her head thrown back, her brown eyes glowing.

He looked at her eyes in the photos.

He looked at her eyes during sex. I never did.

He put the photos back in the box. Closed the closet. Went back to their bed.

Olivia was still asleep. He lay down beside her, not touching, and stared at the ceiling until the sun rose.


Chapter Six: Aftermath

Day 8. She stopped cooking his favorite meals on Day 3, but he didn’t notice until Day 8. That was the problem, wasn’t it? He never noticed.

He woke to an empty kitchen. No bacon. No coffee brewing. Just a note on the counter in her neat handwriting:

“There are eggs in the fridge. — O”

He made his own breakfast for the first time in six years. The eggs came out rubbery. The coffee bitter. He ate standing up, staring at the empty chair where she used to sit, scrolling through her phone, asking about his day.

She came downstairs at nine, already dressed for work. A gray pencil skirt. A silky blouse he didn’t recognize. Her hair was different — curled at the ends instead of straight. Softer. Touchable.

“You look nice,” he said.

She paused at the door. “Jessica probably hears that every morning.”

The door closed. He stood alone in the kitchen, the taste of burnt coffee on his tongue.

You deserve that, he thought. Every bitter sip.

Day 10. She handed him a notebook.

Not a diary. A rulebook.

“New rules,” she said, sitting on the arm of the couch, legs crossed. “You’re going to follow them. Every day.”

He opened the first page. Her handwriting, neat and sharp:

Rule 1: Every morning and every night, you will say, “Thank you for letting me watch you with Owen.”

Rule 2: Every Friday night, you will put on Owen’s t-shirt — the one I wore home — and sit in the chair from his apartment for one hour. You can read. You can stare at the wall. You cannot leave.

Rule 3: You do not touch me first. Only I touch you. If you break this rule, you sleep on the floor for a week.

Rule 4: When I ask you a question, you answer with full honesty. If I catch you lying, I add another time with Owen.

“Read them out loud,” she said.

He read. His voice cracked on “Owen’s t-shirt.”

“Do you accept?”

He looked at her. The woman he’d married. The woman who’d come home wearing another man’s clothes. The woman who now held a notebook full of rules for his life.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled. Not warmly. “Good boy. Turn to page two.”

He turned.

A table. Hand-drawn. Two columns.

	Owen	Husband
	18 cm	13 cm
	24 minutes	5 minutes
	3 orgasms per night	0.2 orgasms per time
	Yes (foreplay)	No
	Yes (aftercare)	No
	3 times in one night	3 times in six years


“This stays on the fridge,” she said. “I update it every week. You can add to your column if you improve.”

“Improve how?”

She shrugged. “Learn to last longer. Learn to make me come. Learn to be a better man.” She stood up. “But we both know you won’t.”

She walked to the kitchen, pulled a magnet from the drawer, and stuck the page to the refrigerator door. Right at eye level.

“Now,” she said, “lunch.”

She pulled out a package of liver.

He hated liver.

“Eat your fucking dinner like a good boy,” she said, sliding the plate toward him.

He ate.

“Say thank you for the food.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

He chewed the rubbery meat. Swallowed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“That’s better, you pathetic fuck.”

Day 12. He drove past the library.

He told himself it wasn’t on purpose. He needed to pick up milk. The grocery store was in that direction. The library just happened to be on the way.

He parked across the street and watched through the glass doors.

Olivia was at the front desk. Her hair was shorter — chin-length now, sleek and modern. She was wearing a red blouse, bright and bold, nothing like the cardigans she used to wear. She was laughing at something a coworker said. Her whole face was alive.

A man approached the desk. Late twenties. Fit. Good jaw. He leaned on the counter, said something, and Olivia laughed again. Her hand touched his forearm.

The husband’s stomach turned.

Would she fuck him too?

The thought should have made him angry. Instead, his cock stirred.

You’re getting hard watching your wife flirt with a stranger.

He pressed his palm against his jeans, trying to hide it. A woman walked past his car, glanced in, saw his hand pressed between his legs. She hurried away.

He didn’t care.

He watched until Olivia disappeared into the back room. Then he drove home without buying milk.

That night, she found him in the kitchen, staring at the rulebook.

“You went to the library today,” she said. Not a question.

“How did you —”

“The security cameras.” She sat down across from him. “I saw your car. I saw you watching me through the window.”

He didn’t deny it.

“And you got hard, didn’t you?” She leaned forward. “Watching me laugh with another man?”

“No —”

“Don’t lie to me.” She reached across the table and grabbed his crotch. He was hard. “Rule 4. What happens if you lie?”

“You add another time with Owen.”

“That’s right.” She released him. “So now it’s not one time. It’s two. And you’re going to watch both.”

She stood up, walked to the refrigerator, and pulled out a pen. On the comparison chart, she added a new row:

	Owen	Husband
	2 times (so far)	0


“Keep lying,” she said. “I’ll fill up your whole column with zeros.”

Day 14. She came home from the library and changed in front of him.

Not seductively. Just matter-of-fact. Pulled her blouse over her head. Unhooked her bra. Took her time finding a new one.

He watched, unable to look away.

“See something you want?” she asked, not turning around.

“You know I do.”

“Then why didn’t you stop me from going to him?” She slipped on a new shirt. Turned. “Because you like this. You like wanting what you can’t have.”

She walked past him, close enough that her hip brushed his.

“Guess what? Now you can’t have me at all.”

She climbed the stairs. He heard the guest room door close. The lock clicked.

He sat on the couch, hard and alone, and stared at the comparison chart on the fridge.

18 cm. 24 minutes. 3 orgasms.

13 cm. 5 minutes. 0.2 orgasms.

He walked to the kitchen, opened the freezer, and took out the vodka. Poured a glass. Drank it standing at the counter, staring at the numbers.

Then he poured another.

Day 16. She handed him her phone.

“Look.”

He looked. A text from Owen:

“She stayed until morning. I made her breakfast. She said no one had ever done that for her.”

Below it, a photo. Olivia sleeping. Hair spread across Owen’s pillow. The sheet pulled down to her waist, one nipple visible. Her lips slightly parted.

His hand shook.

“Save it,” she said.

“What?”

“Save the photo. I want you to have it.”

“Why?”

“Because every time you look at it, you’ll remember who she belongs to now.”

He saved it. She took the phone back.

“Make it your lock screen.”

“I can’t —”

“You can, and you will. Do it.”

He changed his lock screen. The photo glowed on his phone. His wife. Another man’s bed. Another man’s sheets.

“Now go to work,” she said. “And show it to someone.”

“Show it to —”

“A coworker. A stranger. I don’t care. Just make sure someone sees. I want you to feel the risk. I want you to wonder if they’ll ask who the man in the background is.”

He went to work. Sat through a meeting. At lunch, he set his phone on the table, screen up. A colleague glanced at it.

“Nice photo,” the colleague said. “Your wife?”

“Yeah.”

“Looks like a hotel.”

The husband’s stomach dropped. “Honeymoon.”

The colleague nodded and looked away. The husband grabbed his phone and put it in his pocket.

That night, he told her.

“Someone saw. He asked if it was a hotel.”

“What did you say?”

“I said it was our honeymoon.”

She laughed. “You lied. That’s another time with Owen. We’re up to three now.”

She walked to the fridge and updated the chart:

	Owen	Husband
	3 times	0




Day 18. He woke at 2 AM to a sound.

Soft. Rhythmic. Coming from the guest room.

He crept to her door. Pressed his ear to the wood.

She was touching herself. He could hear it — the wet slide of fingers, the small gasps, the hitch in her breathing.

And then, barely audible: “Owen.”

The name went through him like a blade.

She’s getting herself off to the thought of him.

His own hand moved to his cock without permission. He stopped it.

No. Not here. Not like this.

But his hips thrust against the air anyway. He was hard, leaking, desperate.

He stood there, listening, until the sounds stopped. Until her breathing evened out. Until he was sure she was asleep.

Then he went back to bed and lay awake, imagining what she’d imagined.

Day 19. She came home from work with a small paper bag. She set it on the kitchen table in front of him.

“Open it.”

He reached inside. His fingers touched cool silicone. He pulled out a dildo. Thick. Dark. Veined. Larger than his own cock.

“That's Owen's size,” she said. “I measured.”

He stared at it.

“Tonight, you're going to use it on me. While I call him.”

“What —”

“You heard me.” She walked to the couch and sat down, spreading her legs. “Get on your knees. And don't you dare use your own cock. Only the toy.”

He knelt. His hands shook as he held the dildo.

She pulled out her phone, dialed, put it on speaker. Owen's voice came through: “Hey.”

“Hey yourself,” Olivia said. “My husband's about to fuck me with your size. You want to listen?”

A pause. Then: “Yeah. I want to listen.”

Olivia looked down at the husband. “Start. Slow.”

He pressed the silicone head against her cunt. She was already wet. The toy slid in easily.

“That's it,” she said into the phone. “He's pushing it in. It's not the same as you, but it's close.”

Owen's voice: “Tell him to go deeper.”

“Deeper,” she ordered.

The husband pushed. The dildo disappeared into her. She moaned.

“He's all the way in,” she told Owen. “He's sweating.”

“Good,” Owen said. “Make him fuck you with it. Hard.”

The husband pumped the toy in and out. Wet sounds. Olivia's breathing quickened.

“Faster,” Owen said through the speaker.

The husband obeyed.

“I'm close,” Olivia gasped. “Owen — tell me when —”

“Now,” Owen said. “Come for me.”

She came, clenching around the silicone, her body shaking. The husband kept moving the toy until she pushed his hand away.

She ended the call. Looked at him.

“You didn't come, did you?”

“No.”

“Good. You don't get to. Clean the toy. Then put it on the nightstand. Tomorrow night, you'll use it on yourself.”

He stared at her. “On myself?”

“You heard me. You want to know what his size feels like? You're going to find out.”

Day 20. She gave him a new rule.

“Every night before bed, you kneel at the foot of the bed for five minutes. You face the wall. You think about what you did to me.”

“For five minutes?”

“Five minutes of silence. No phone. No moving. Just kneeling and remembering.”

That night, he knelt. The floor was hard. His knees ached. He stared at the blank wall and tried not to think.

He thought anyway.

He thought about Jessica’s mouth. About the hotel room. About the lies he’d told.

And underneath all of it, he thought about Owen’s hands on Olivia’s hips.

His cock pressed against his jeans.

You’re kneeling in your own bedroom, getting hard thinking about your wife getting fucked by another man.

He didn’t move. He stayed for five minutes. When she said “get up,” he got up.

“Good boy,” she said. “Tomorrow, six minutes.”

Day 23. He found the chair from Owen’s apartment in the corner of their bedroom.

He’d brought it home weeks ago. Now it faced the bed.

“Tonight you sit in it,” she said. “For one hour.”

“What do I do for an hour?”

“You sit. You look at the bed. You remember what happened there.” She paused. “And you wear his t-shirt.”

She tossed him the gray t-shirt — the one she’d worn home from Owen’s. It still smelled like him. Like her. Like sex.

He put it on. The fabric hung loose on his shoulders. It smelled like vanilla and sweat and something else. Something that made his cock throb.

He sat in the chair. Facing the bed. The empty bed where she’d lain with another man.

She left the room. Closed the door.

He sat for an hour. Alone. Hard. Humiliated.

When she came back, she looked at his lap. Saw the bulge.

“Did you touch yourself?”

“No.”

“Good boy.” She smiled. “Tomorrow, two hours.”

Day 25. He couldn’t take it anymore.

“I need to touch you,” he said.

She was reading on the couch. Didn’t look up. “No.”

“Please —”

“Please what?” She closed her book. “Please let me fuck you? After you watched another man do it better?”

“I don’t care about better —”

“You should.” She stood up. Walked to him. Pressed her body against his. He was instantly hard. “He’s bigger than you. Longer. Thicker. He lasts three times as long. He makes me come three times a night.”

She reached down and grabbed his cock through his jeans.

“This? This is a consolation prize. And you don’t get to claim it.”

She released him. Walked away.

“Get on your knees.”

He knelt.

“Face the wall. Five minutes.”

He faced the wall. Hard. Humiliated. Desperate.

Behind him, he heard her unzip her jeans. Heard the wet sound of her fingers.

She was touching herself again. Touching herself to the thought of Owen.

He knelt there, listening, as she moaned another man’s name.

When she finished, she walked past him without a word.

“You can get up now.”

He got up. His knees ached. His cock ached. His soul ached.

He walked to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and stared at the comparison chart.

Owen: 18 cm, 24 minutes, 3 orgasms.

Husband: 13 cm, 5 minutes, 0.

He closed the fridge. Went to the bedroom. Sat in the chair in Owen’s t-shirt. Faced the empty bed.

One hour.

He counted every second.


Chapter Seven: The Second Appointment

Three weeks had passed since the first night in Owen’s apartment. Twenty-one days of rules, charts, kneeling, and the chair. Twenty-one days of Olivia’s cold smiles and the ghost of another man’s scent on her skin.

Now it was Friday again. 7 PM. The second time.

The husband stood in the kitchen, watching Olivia put on her makeup at the table. She’d laid out her outfit the night before: a short black dress, nothing like the modest cardigans she used to wear. Lace underwear she’d bought online last week. He’d seen the package arrive.

“You’re staring,” she said, not looking up from her compact mirror.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just don’t touch yourself before we leave. I want you hard when you watch.”

She finished her lipstick — dark red, almost black — and stood up. Walked to him. Pressed her body against his. She was wearing heels already, so her face was level with his. She reached down and cupped his crotch.

“Still soft. Good. We’ll fix that later.”

She stepped back. “Get the keys. You’re driving.”

The drive to Owen’s apartment took fourteen minutes. Olivia sat in the passenger seat, one hand on her own thigh, the other holding the small overnight bag she’d packed. Neither of them spoke.

When he pulled into the parking lot, she didn’t move.

“Before we go up,” she said, “I need to tell you the new rules for tonight.”

He turned off the engine. “What new rules?”

“Tonight, you’re not just watching. You’re participating.”

His mouth went dry. “Participating how?”

“You’ll see.” She opened her door. “But first — on your knees.”

“Here? In the parking lot?”

“No one’s watching. And even if they were — that’s the point.” She pointed at the asphalt. “Kneel.”

He got out of the car and knelt. The gravel bit into his knees through his jeans.

She stood over him, looking down. “Say it. Say ‘I am a cuckold, and I am grateful for everything you and Owen do to me.’ ”

“I am a cuckold,” he whispered, “and I am grateful for everything you and Owen do to me.”

“Louder.”

“I AM A CUCKOLD, AND I AM GRATEFUL FOR EVERYTHING YOU AND OWEN DO TO ME!”

A car drove past. The driver glanced at them. The husband’s face burned.

Olivia smiled. “Good boy. Now get up. We have an appointment.”

Owen’s apartment smelled like candles — vanilla and sandalwood. He’d set the mood. Soft music played from the speakers. The lights were dim.

Owen stood by the door, wearing a dark gray henley and black jeans. He looked at Olivia first, then at the husband. A flicker of something — uncertainty? — crossed his face.

“You’re really doing this again?” Owen asked her.

“We’re not just doing it again.” Olivia walked inside, pulling the husband by the collar. “Tonight’s different. Tonight, he’s not just watching.”

She turned to the husband. “On your knees. In the center of the room.”

He knelt. The carpet was soft. He stared at the floor.

Owen raised an eyebrow. “What’s the plan?”

“The plan,” Olivia said, “is that you and I are going to fuck. And he’s going to help.”

She walked to Owen, reached up, and unbuttoned his henley. “I know you’re a good man, Owen. I know you don’t want to hurt him. But this isn’t hurting. This is giving him what he needs.” She glanced down at the kneeling husband. “Look at his pants. He’s already hard. He gets hard when I talk about you. He came in his pants watching you fuck me last time. You want to give him what he needs?”

Owen looked at the husband’s lap. The bulge was obvious.

“Yeah,” Owen said slowly. “Yeah, I do.”

“Then start.” Olivia stepped back. “Make him beg.”

Owen walked to the husband. Stood over him. The husband stared at Owen’s boots.

“Look at me,” Owen said.

The husband looked up.

“You want this?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir.”

Owen’s mouth curved. Not quite a smile. “Good. Then here’s how it’s going to work. You’re going to stay on your knees the whole time. You’re not going to touch yourself unless one of us tells you to. You’re not going to come until we say you can. And when we’re done —” He glanced at Olivia. “When we’re done, you’re going to clean up the mess.”

“What kind of mess?”

“You’ll see.”

Owen turned to Olivia. “Take off your dress.”

She pulled the black fabric over her head and let it fall. Black lace bra. Black lace panties. Garters. Stockings.

“On the couch,” Owen said.

She lay back on the leather, legs slightly apart. Owen knelt beside her, then looked at the husband.

“Come here. Crawl.”

The husband crawled on his hands and knees until he was at Olivia’s feet.

“Take off her shoes,” Owen ordered.

He unbuckled her heels, slid them off. Her feet were warm, slightly damp.

“Now her panties. With your teeth.”

He lowered his head, gripped the lace with his teeth, and pulled. The fabric slid down her thighs. She lifted her hips to help. Her cunt was already wet — he could see the slick shine on her inner lips.

“Look at that,” Owen said. “She’s soaking for me. Not for you. For me.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it. Say ‘Olivia’s cunt gets wet for your cock, not mine.’ ”

“Olivia’s cunt gets wet for your cock, not mine.”

Owen reached down and ran a finger along her slit. She moaned. He brought the finger to the husband’s lips. “Taste.”

The husband opened his mouth. Owen pushed the finger inside. The taste was salt and musk and something sweet. His own cock throbbed.

“Thank you, sir,” the husband said when Owen pulled the finger out.

“Good boy.”

Owen stood up and unbuttoned his jeans. They fell to the floor. His cock sprang out — already hard, thick, the head dark and glistening.

“Look at it,” Olivia said from the couch. “Look at what a real cock looks like.”

The husband stared. It was bigger than his. Longer. Thicker. The veins stood out along the shaft.

“Tell me,” Owen said. “Is yours that big?”

“No, sir.”

“Is yours that thick?”

“No, sir.”

“Can you make her come with it?”

“No, sir.”

Owen laughed. “No, you can’t. But I can.” He turned to Olivia. “On your hands and knees.”

She rolled onto her stomach and pushed up onto her elbows and knees. Her ass was in the air, her cunt exposed, wet and pink.

Owen positioned himself behind her. He looked at the husband. “Watch. Watch where my cock goes.”

He pressed the head against her opening. She gasped.

“Beg for it,” Owen said. “You, on your knees. Beg me to fuck your wife.”

“Please, sir,” the husband said. “Please fuck my wife.”

“Louder.”

“PLEASE FUCK MY WIFE!”

Owen pushed inside her in one long, slow thrust. Olivia’s mouth opened in a silent scream.

The husband watched the point where they joined — watched Owen’s thick shaft disappear into her cunt, watched her labia stretch around him, watched the wet ring of her arousal coat his skin.

“You see that?” Owen said, not moving. “That’s what a real fuck looks like.”

He began to thrust. Slow at first, then faster. The wet sounds filled the room — the slap of his hips against her ass, the squelch of her cunt around his cock.

The husband’s own cock was painfully hard. He pressed his palm against his jeans, trying to hide it.

“Don’t hide it,” Olivia said between moans. “Touch yourself. I want to see you stroke your little dick while he fucks me.”

He unzipped his jeans and wrapped his hand around himself. He was already leaking precum.

“Slower,” Owen ordered. “I want you to last. You’re not allowed to come until I do.”

The husband slowed his strokes.

Owen fucked her harder. Olivia’s moans turned into cries. “Yes, yes, yes — fuck me — don’t stop —”

“Tell him,” Owen grunted. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels so good — his cock is so deep — you’ve never been this deep —”

The husband’s hand moved faster. He couldn’t stop it.

“I said slower,” Owen snapped. “Or I’ll stop and you’ll watch without touching yourself at all.”

The husband forced his hand to still. His cock pulsed, desperate.

Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. Olivia came twice — the first time with a scream, her cunt clenching around Owen’s cock; the second time quieter, her whole body shaking.

Owen didn’t stop. He kept fucking her, steady and brutal.

“I’m close,” he said. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” Olivia gasped. “Fill me up. I want to feel it.”

“You —” Owen looked at the husband. “Come here. Lie down on your back. Slide under her.”

The husband lay on the floor beneath Olivia’s face. She looked down at him, sweat dripping from her chin.

“Open your mouth,” Owen said.

The husband opened his mouth.

Owen pulled out of Olivia. His cock was slick, glistening with her juices. He pointed it at the husband’s face.

“Say thank you for letting me fuck your wife.”

“Thank you for letting me fuck my wife.”

“Say thank you for making her come when you can’t.”

“Thank you for making her come when I can’t.”

Owen stroked himself twice, three times. Then he came.

The first rope of cum hit the husband’s chin. The second landed on his lips. The third splashed across his cheek and into his open mouth. He tasted salt, warmth, bitterness. He swallowed.

Owen kept stroking, milking the last drops onto the husband’s face. “Don’t wipe it off,” he said. “Leave it there.”

Olivia climbed off the couch and knelt beside the husband. She looked at his cum-covered face and laughed.

“You look so fucking pathetic,” she said. “I love it.”

She reached down and scooped a glob of Owen’s cum off his cheek. She pushed her fingers into his mouth. “Suck.”

He sucked. Tasted himself. Tasted her. Tasted Owen.

“Now clean the rest,” Owen said. He pointed at the wet spot on the couch where Olivia had been lying. A small puddle of mixed fluids — her cum, his cum, the evidence of their fucking.

The husband crawled to the couch and put his mouth on the stain. Licked it. The taste was stronger there — copper and salt and something else.

Olivia watched, arms crossed. “That’s your dinner. Enjoy it.”

He licked until the stain was gone. Then he sat back on his heels, cum drying on his face, cock still hard in his open jeans.

Owen pulled up his jeans. “Same time next week?”

“Same time,” Olivia said. She looked at the husband. “But next week, you bring the wine. And you pour it for us while we fuck.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She reached down and patted his head. “Good cuck. Now drive us home. You have to sit in the chair for an hour before bed.”

He stood up, knees aching, face still wet. He didn’t wipe it off. She hadn’t told him he could.

They walked to the car. He drove. She sat in the passenger seat, one hand on Owen’s t-shirt — the one she’d brought in her bag, already smelling like him.

Neither of them spoke.

When they got home, she pointed at the bedroom. “Chair. One hour. And don’t clean your face. I want to see it when I check on you.”

He sat in the wooden chair, facing the bed, Owen’s cum still drying in streaks across his cheeks. His cock was soft now — finally soft.

He stared at the empty bed and waited.

After an hour, she came to the doorway.

“You can wash now,” she said.

He stood up, walked to the bathroom, and looked in the mirror.

The man staring back had white crust on his chin, red eyes, and a collar of shame around his throat.

He turned on the water and scrubbed until his skin was raw.

But no amount of scrubbing could clean the memory.


Chapter Eight: The Black Dress

Three days passed like three years.

He didn’t follow her on Friday. Didn’t ask where she was going. Didn’t watch her get dressed. He sat in the living room, staring at the blank television, as she walked past him in a cloud of perfume and silence.

The door closed.

She didn’t come home that night.

He lay awake in their bed — his bed now, she’d taken the guest room — listening to the house settle. Every creak of the floorboards was her footsteps. Every gust of wind was her key in the lock.

At 3 AM, he stopped waiting.

At 8 AM, he started drinking.

She walked in at noon.

He was at the kitchen table, nursing a whiskey he’d poured an hour ago, when the front door opened. The sound made him flinch. He hadn’t heard her car. Hadn’t heard anything except the blood rushing in his ears.

Olivia stood in the doorway.

She was wearing different clothes than she’d left in. A man’s button-down — pale blue, sleeves rolled up, tails brushing her thighs. Owen’s. It was Owen’s.

Her hair was damp. She’d showered somewhere else. Her neck was bare — no necklace, no earrings. Just the faint, fading marks of a man’s mouth.

She looked at him. He looked at her.

“Morning,” she said.

“Where were you?”

“Where do you think?” She walked past him toward the stairs. “Don’t pretend you care where I sleep.”

“I’m your husband.”

She stopped on the third step. Turned slowly.

“Are you?” Her voice was quiet, almost gentle. “Husbands don’t watch other men fuck their wives. Husbands don’t suggest their wives go find someone else. Husbands don’t lie for four months and expect forgiveness.”

He stood up. The chair scraped the floor.

“I made a mistake —”

“You made a choice.” She descended one step. Then another. Now she was level with him, close enough to touch. Her brown eyes were calm. Too calm. “Every day for four months, you chose her. Every morning you kissed me goodbye and chose her. Every night you came home and chose her.”

“I didn’t —”

“What did she taste like?” Olivia asked. “When you kissed her, what did she taste like? Was she sweeter than me? Was she tighter? Did she do things I wouldn’t?”

He couldn’t answer.

“I thought so.” Olivia turned and climbed the stairs. “I’m changing. There’s something I want to show you.”

He waited in the living room.

The whiskey was empty. He poured another. Then another. The clock on the wall ticked too loud. Each second was a hammer blow.

Twenty minutes passed.

Then the bedroom door opened.

He looked up.

And forgot to breathe.

She stood at the top of the stairs in a dress he’d never seen before.

Black. Tight. The fabric clung to every curve — her breasts, her waist, her hips, her thighs. The neckline plunged low, revealing the soft swell of her cleavage. The hem stopped mid-thigh, showing legs that looked longer, smoother, more dangerous than he remembered.

She was wearing heels. Black stilettos. The kind women wore to ruin men.

Her hair was down, chestnut waves falling past her shoulders. Her lips were red — dark red, like wine, like blood. Her eyes were lined with kohl, smoky and deep.

She looked like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

She looked like a woman who was about to take it.

“Say something,” she said.

He couldn’t. His mouth was dry. His hands were shaking. His cock — traitor that it was — was already hardening in his jeans.

Olivia walked down the stairs. Each step was slow, deliberate, torturous. The dress shifted with her movement, revealing flashes of thigh, glimpses of black lace beneath.

She stopped in front of him. Reached out and took the whiskey glass from his hand. Set it on the table.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said softly.

“About what?”

“About you. About me. About Owen.” She trailed a finger down his chest, stopping at his belt. “About what we’re doing to each other.”

He caught her wrist. “Olivia —”

“Do you want me?” she asked. Her voice was low, husky. The voice she used in bed. The voice she’d used with Owen.

“Of course I want you —”

“Then prove it.”

She pulled away and walked to the couch. Sat down slowly, crossing her legs, letting the dress ride up her thighs. She patted the cushion beside him.

“Sit.”

He sat.

She turned to face him, close enough that her knee brushed his thigh.

“You watched him touch me,” she said. “You watched him kiss me. You watched him take me in ways you never have.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“Do you know what he did to me? What he said to me?”

“No.”

She leaned closer. Her perfume — new, expensive, not hers — filled his lungs.

“He called me beautiful,” she whispered. “He said I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. He kissed every inch of my body. He asked me what I wanted. He listened.”

She’s doing this on purpose, he thought. She’s trying to destroy me.

“He asked me if you ever went down on me,” she continued, her lips brushing his ear. “I told him no. Not in years. He looked so sad for me. So sorry.”

Her hand slid onto his thigh. Squeezed.

“So he did it himself. For an hour. He made me come three times with his mouth.”

The husband’s breath came in ragged gasps. His erection was painful now, straining against his zipper.

Olivia pulled back and looked at him. Her eyes were hooded, dark, full of something between hunger and contempt.

“He was better than you,” she said. “In every way.”

The words landed like a physical blow.

“You’re lying,” he managed.

“I’m not.” She smiled — slow, cruel, beautiful. “He’s bigger. Harder. He lasts longer. He knows how to touch a woman.” She paused. “He made me scream your name. Did you know that? While he was inside me, he made me scream your name.”

“Why?”

“Because he wanted me to remember who I belonged to. Even when I was coming apart on his cock.”

The husband’s hands clenched the couch cushion. His whole body was trembling — with rage, with shame, with a desperate, humiliating arousal he couldn’t control.

“Why are you telling me this?”

Olivia leaned forward and unbuttoned his jeans.

“Because I want you to understand,” she said, slipping her hand inside. “I want you to feel what I felt. Every time you came home to me after being with her.”

Her fingers wrapped around him. He groaned.

“And I want you to show me,” she continued, stroking slowly, “that you still want me. That you can still make me feel something. That I’m not just the woman you settled for.”

She pulled her hand away and stood up. The dress fell back into place.

“Make me forget his hands,” she said. “Make me forget his kisses. Make me scream your name like I screamed his.”

She turned and walked toward the stairs. At the bottom step, she looked back over her shoulder.

“If you can.”

Then she climbed.

He followed.

He didn’t think. He just stood up, jeans undone, heart pounding, and walked up those stairs like a man walking to his execution.

She was in the bedroom. Standing by the window, backlit by the afternoon sun, the black dress a silhouette against the light.

“Close the door,” she said.

He closed it.

“Lock it.”

He locked it.

She walked toward him slowly, those stilettos clicking on the hardwood. Stopped inches away. Reached up and unbuttoned his shirt, one button at a time. Her fingers were steady. Her breathing was calm.

He was shaking like a leaf.

“You’re scared,” she observed.

“Yes.”

“Good.” She pushed his shirt off his shoulders. “You should be.”

She stepped back and turned around. “Unzip me.”

His fingers fumbled with the zipper. The dress slid down her body, pooling at her feet.

She was wearing black lace. A bra that pushed her breasts together. Panties that disappeared between her cheeks. Garters. Stockings.

She dressed up for him, the husband thought. For Owen.

And now she’s wearing it for me.

She turned to face him, naked except for the lingerie.

“Take off your pants,” she ordered.

He did.

She looked at his erection — hard, leaking, desperate — and smiled.

“Good. At least you still work.”

She pushed him onto the bed.

What followed was not lovemaking.

It was war.

She climbed on top of him, pinning his wrists above his head, her hips grinding against his. She was stronger than he remembered. Fiercer. She took what she wanted, and she took it hard.

“Is this what you imagined?” she gasped, riding him. “Is this what you wanted when you sent me to him? Watching me like this?”

He couldn’t answer. His whole world had narrowed to the heat of her, the sound of her, the way her breasts bounced with every thrust.

“You like it, don’t you?” Her nails dug into his chest. “You like knowing he was inside me. That I came on his cock. That I screamed his name.”

“Olivia —”

“Admit it.” She leaned down, her lips against his ear. “Admit that watching me with him made you hard. That thinking about it now is making you harder.”

He closed his eyes. The truth burned in his throat.

“Yes,” he whispered.

She laughed — breathless, triumphant, broken.

“I knew it,” she said. “I knew it.”

She flipped him over, onto his stomach. Climbed on top of him from behind. Her hands gripped his hips.

“Now show me,” she said. “Show me you want me more than he ever could.”

He pushed into her from behind, and she cried out — a sound that was pain and pleasure and fury all at once. He fucked her like a man possessed. Like a man trying to exorcise a demon.

But she kept talking.

“You feel that?” she gasped. “That looseness? That’s him. He stretched me out. Your little cock barely touches the sides now.”

“Shut up —”

“Make me.” She slammed back against him. “Make me shut up, you pathetic cuck.”

He fucked her harder. The bed slammed against the wall. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her back.

“Don’t come,” she ordered. “Not until I say.”

He held back. She reached between her legs and touched herself, moaning.

“He lasted forty minutes,” she said. “You’ve got five left. Make them count.”

He fucked her harder. Faster. She was moaning now — not faking it, not performing. Real. Raw.

“Now,” she said. “Come now, you fucking cuck.”

He exploded inside her. She kept moving, grinding, until she came too — a sharp, desperate cry that sounded like his name.

Or maybe it was Owen’s. He couldn’t tell anymore.

Afterward, they lay tangled in the sheets, sweating, gasping.

Olivia was crying. Silent tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I still don’t know if we can make it,” she whispered.

He pulled her close, her head on his chest.

“Neither do I,” he admitted.

“But we’re here,” she said. “We’re still here.”

He looked down at her. At the woman he’d married. At the woman who’d been fucked by another man. At the woman who’d just fucked him while describing every detail.

“I love you,” he said.

She didn’t say it back.

She reached over to the nightstand and picked up her phone. Opened it. Showed him the screen.

A text from Owen, sent twenty minutes ago:

“She scream my name again?”

Olivia typed back: “No. His. Once.”

Owen’s reply: “Progress. Next time, mine again.”

She set the phone down and looked at her husband.

“You have one chance,” she said. “Don’t fuck it up.”

She turned away. Pulled the sheet over her shoulder.

He lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, and wondered if he’d already lost.


Chapter Nine: Judgment and Choice

The morning after the black dress, the house felt different.

Not healed. Not forgiven. Something else — colder, sharper — had moved in. He woke to an empty bed, the sheets still damp from the night before. Olivia was already downstairs. He could hear her moving in the kitchen, the clink of a coffee cup, the slide of a drawer.

He put on his jeans and walked down. She sat at the table, wearing his old gray t-shirt — the one she’d been wearing for weeks. Her hair was messy. Her face was bare. She was drinking coffee and staring out the window.

“Morning,” he said.

“Morning.” She didn’t look at him.

He poured himself a cup and sat across from her. The silence was thick, but not hostile. Just… waiting.

“We need to talk,” she said finally.

“I know.”

“Not just us.” She turned to face him. Her brown eyes were tired but clear. “All three of us.”

His stomach dropped. “You want Owen here? In our house?”

“I want to look at both of you. In the same room. And I want to ask questions you’re both going to answer honestly.” She set down her mug. “Or this ends right now. Divorce. No more games. No more revenge. Just lawyers and paperwork and a year of crying into wine.”

He swallowed. “When?”

“Tonight. Seven o’clock. I’ll text him.”

She stood up, walked to the stairs, and stopped.

“One more thing.” She didn’t turn around. “Whatever happens tonight… I need you to know that I still love you. Even after everything. Even after Owen. Even after the black dress and the screaming and all the shit we’ve done to each other.”

His throat tightened. “I love you too.”

“I know.” She climbed the stairs. “That’s what makes this so fucking hard.”

The day crawled by.

He cleaned the house — vacuumed the living room, dusted the bookshelves, scrubbed the kitchen counters. He wanted the place to look respectable, but not like he was trying too hard. He wanted Owen to see that this was their home, not a battleground.

But of course, it was a battleground.

At 6 PM, Olivia came downstairs. She was wearing jeans and a simple white blouse. No makeup. Her hair in a ponytail. She looked like the girl he’d married — unadorned, real, vulnerable.

“Thank you for cleaning,” she said.

“You’re welcome.”

They stood in the living room, awkward, not touching.

“He’ll be here soon,” she said.

“I know.”

“Are you going to be okay?”

He laughed — short, bitter. “No. But I’ll pretend.”

She almost smiled. “That’s all I ask.”

The doorbell rang at 7:01.

Owen stood on the porch, hands in his pockets, wearing a dark button-down and chinos. His gray eyes flickered between the husband and Olivia. He looked nervous. Guilty. Determined.

“Come in,” Olivia said.

He stepped inside. The husband closed the door behind him.

Three people. One living room. A thousand unspoken things.

“Sit,” Olivia said. She pointed to the floor. “Both of you.”

Owen blinked. “On the floor?”

“On your knees. You’ve both been inside me. Now you can kneel in front of me.”

The husband dropped first. His knees hit the hardwood. Owen hesitated a moment longer, then followed. They knelt side by side, facing her.

She sat on the couch, legs crossed, looking down at them.

“This is where we decide what comes next,” she said.

She pulled out a notebook. The rulebook. She opened it to the comparison chart.

“Owen,” she said, “tell him how many times you’ve made me come.”

Owen didn’t hesitate. “Seven.”

“Seven,” she repeated, looking at the husband. “You’ve made me come maybe three times in six years. You’re a useless fuck.”

The husband stared at the floor.

“Look at me when I talk to you.”

He looked up.

“Now tell Owen — tell him that his cock is better than yours.”

“Olivia —”

“Say it, you fucking coward. You’ve been watching him fuck me for weeks. You’ve been getting hard to it. Now say it out loud.”

The husband’s throat worked. “His cock is better than mine.”

“Louder.”

“HIS COCK IS BETTER THAN MINE.”

Owen shifted beside him. The husband could see the bulge in Owen’s chinos.

He’s getting hard, the husband thought. He’s getting hard to my humiliation.

“Good,” Olivia said. “Now shake hands.”

They turned to each other. Owen extended his hand. The husband took it. Owen’s grip was firm, confident. The husband’s was sweaty.

“Say ‘Thank you for fucking my wife better than me.’ ”

The husband’s voice cracked. “Thank you for fucking my wife better than me.”

Owen smiled. “You’re welcome, cuck.”

Olivia clapped her hands once, softly. “Now we can talk.”

She made them sit on the couch — one on each side of her. She took their hands. Owen’s in her right. The husband’s in her left.

“I’m going to ask you questions,” she said. “And you’re both going to answer honestly. If you lie, I’ll know. And I’ll walk out that door and never look back.”

Owen nodded. The husband nodded.

“Owen.” She turned to him. “When did you first fall in love with me?”

Owen didn’t hesitate. “The first day of literature class. You were wearing a yellow sundress and you had a pencil behind your ear. You argued with the professor about symbolism in The Great Gatsby. No one else spoke up. You did. You were so smart, so brave. I knew right then.”

Olivia’s hand tightened around his. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because I was shy. Because I thought I had time. And then he showed up.” Owen glanced at the husband. “He was confident. Handsome. He made you laugh. I thought… she deserves someone like that. Not me.”

“You were at our wedding.”

“I was.” Owen’s voice cracked. “I watched you say ‘I do’ to him. I smiled. I clapped. I drank champagne and told myself I was happy for you.” He paused. “I wasn’t happy. I was dying.”

Olivia turned to the husband. “Now you.”

He felt sick. “What do you want to know?”

“Why did you cheat?”

The question landed like a knife.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I mean, I know the excuses. Work stress. Feeling invisible. The thrill of something new. But the real reason?” He shook his head. “I was selfish. I stopped seeing you. I stopped appreciating what I had. And Jessica was there, and she made me feel wanted, and I was too weak to say no.”

“Did you love her?”

“No.” He said it firmly. “I never loved her. I loved the way she looked at me. But I’ve only ever loved you.”

Olivia was silent for a long moment.

“Owen.” She turned back. “Those nights with you. Was it just sex?”

Owen’s jaw tightened. “No.”

“What was it?”

“Eight years of wanting. Eight years of watching you choose someone else. Eight years of telling myself I was happy being your friend.” His voice dropped. “It was the only time I’ve ever felt truly alive.”

Olivia’s eyes filled with tears. “And now? What do you want now?”

Owen looked at the husband. Then at Olivia.

“I want you to be happy,” he said. “Even if it’s not with me.”

Olivia released both their hands.

She stood up and walked to the window. The sun was setting, painting the room orange and gold.

“I’ve been reading about infidelity,” she said quietly. “About why people cheat. About whether marriages can survive. About what comes after.”

She turned to face them.

“Most couples don’t make it. The betrayal is too big. The trust is too broken. They try therapy, they try forgiveness, they try to pretend it never happened. But it always comes back. The images. The doubts. The what-ifs.”

She looked at the husband.

“You watched me with him. You sat there and watched another man put his hands on me. And you didn’t stop it.”

He flinched.

“I don’t know if I can ever forget that,” she continued. “I don’t know if I can ever forget the look on your face. The way you sat there, hard and helpless, while I came apart on top of him.”

Her voice broke.

“And I don’t know if I can ever forgive myself for wanting you to see it.”

Owen stood up. “Olivia —”

“Sit down.” Her voice was sharp. He sat.

She walked to the husband. Knelt in front of him. Took his face in her hands.

“I asked him to make me scream your name,” she said softly. “Do you know why?”

He shook his head.

“Because no matter who I was with — no matter how good he made me feel — it was always you. In my head. In my heart. Even when I hated you, even when I wanted to destroy you, it was always you.”

Tears streamed down her cheeks.

“I don’t know if we can fix this. I don’t know if the trust will ever come back. But I know I’m not ready to give up.”

She turned to Owen.

“And I know I can’t see you anymore.”

Owen’s face went pale.

“Olivia —”

“I’m sorry.” Her voice was firm, even as tears fell. “You deserve someone who chooses you first. Someone who doesn’t have to destroy her marriage to be with you. Someone who loves you the way you’ve always loved me.”

“That’s not fair,” he said. “I waited eight years —”

“And I’m asking you to wait a little longer.” She stood up, walked to him, and pressed a kiss to his forehead. “Not for me. For yourself. Give yourself time to find someone who can love you back the way you deserve.”

Owen closed his eyes. His hands were shaking.

“What if I don’t want anyone else?”

“Then you’ll be alone,” Olivia said gently. “And I don’t want that for you. You’re too good to be alone.”

He stood up slowly. Looked at the husband. Then at Olivia.

“If he hurts you again,” Owen said quietly, “I won’t be a gentleman next time.”

He walked to the door. Opened it. Paused.

“Goodbye, Olivia.”

“Goodbye, Owen.”

The door closed. He was gone.

The house was silent.

The husband sat on the couch, shaking. Olivia stood by the door, her hand still on the wood.

“Did you mean it?” he asked. “About not giving up?”

She turned.

“I meant every word.” She walked back to him, sat down beside him, took his hand. “But I need time. Time to figure out who I am. What I want. Whether I can ever trust you again.”

“How much time?”

“A month.” She squeezed his hand. “One month apart. No contact. No checking in. No jealousy. Just… space.”

“A month of what? Separation? Divorce?”

“A month of thinking.” She met his eyes. “At the end, we decide. Together. Whether we try again or walk away.”

He nodded slowly. “Where will you go?”

“My mom’s. Or a hotel. I haven’t decided.”

“I’ll pack a bag.”

“No.” She stopped him. “It’s my choice. I’ll pack.”

She stood up. Walked to the stairs. Looked back.

“One more thing.”

“Yes?”

“That night — with Owen — the last time. The one I didn’t tell you about.” She paused. “He asked me if I would leave you for him.”

“What did you say?”

Olivia smiled — sad, small, real.

“I said I didn’t know. But now I do.”

She climbed the stairs.

He stayed on the couch, listening to her footsteps fade down the upstairs hallway. The guest room door clicked shut.

Silence. Then, muffled voices. Not the TV. A phone conversation.

He crept up the stairs, pressed his ear to the guest room door.

“…told him we were done,” Olivia was saying. A pause. “I know. I lied.” Another pause. “He’s downstairs. He can’t hear.”

The husband’s heart stopped.

“I want you to watch,” she said. “Turn on the video. I want to see your face when I touch myself.”

He heard her unzip her jeans. Heard the wet sound of her fingers.

“There,” she said. “I can see you. Are you hard?”

A man’s voice — Owen’s — came through the speaker, low and rough. “Yeah. I’m hard.”

“Good. Don’t come yet. I want to hear you beg for it.”

The husband stood frozen in the hallway. His cock was hard. He didn’t touch it.

“I hear someone breathing,” Olivia said suddenly. “He’s outside the door, isn’t he?”

A pause. Then Owen’s voice: “You want him to come in?”

“No. I want him to stay there. And listen.” She raised her voice. “You hear me, cuck? You stay right there. You don’t come in. You don’t touch yourself. You listen.”

The husband didn’t move.

For the next twenty minutes, he stood in the hallway, listening to his wife moan another man’s name through a phone speaker. When she came, she screamed “Owen” so loud the neighbors must have heard.

The call ended. The guest room door opened. Olivia stood there, flushed, her hair a mess. She looked at the bulge in his jeans.

“Did you come?”

“No.”

“Good. Because you’re not allowed to. Not until I say.”

She walked past him into the bedroom. “I’m sleeping alone tonight. You can sit in the chair for an extra hour. Think about what you heard.”

The door closed. He stood in the dark hallway, hard and aching, and then he walked to the wooden chair in the corner of the bedroom. He sat. Faced the empty bed.

One hour. He counted every second.He sat in the living room, alone, and pulled out his phone. Opened the calendar. Thirty days. He set a reminder for thirty days from today.

Then he went to the kitchen, poured the rest of the whiskey down the sink, and stood in front of the refrigerator. The comparison chart was still there.

Owen: 18 cm, 24 minutes, 3 orgasms.

Husband: 13 cm, 5 minutes, 0.

He took the chart down. Folded it. Put it in his pocket.

Then he walked to the bedroom, lay down on her side of the bed, and pressed his face into her pillow.

It still smelled like her.

And underneath, faintly, like Owen.

He closed his eyes and waited for morning.


Chapter Ten: Thirty Days Later

He didn’t call.

The first week was agony. Every night he picked up his phone, scrolled to her name, typed out a dozen messages — I miss you. I’m sorry. Can we talk? — and deleted every one.

She’d asked for space. He owed her that.

The second week, the silence became a living thing. It followed him to work, sat in the passenger seat of his car, lay down beside him in their empty bed. He stopped sleeping on his side. He slept in the middle now, starfished across the mattress, pretending the warmth on either side was her.

The third week, he started therapy.

Dr. Chen was a small woman with kind eyes and a no-nonsense manner. She asked him why he’d cheated, and he gave her the same answers he’d given Olivia. She asked him why he’d agreed to watch.

He couldn’t answer that.

“Take your time,” she said.

He never did.

On the twenty-eighth day, he drove past the library.

He told himself it wasn’t on purpose. He needed to pick up milk. The grocery store was in that direction. The library just happened to be on the way.

He parked across the street, just like before. Watched through the glass doors.

Olivia was at the front desk. Her hair was shorter — chin-length now, sleek and modern. She was wearing a red blouse, bright and bold, nothing like the cardigans she used to wear. She was laughing at something a coworker said. Her whole face was alive.

A man stood at the counter. Mid-thirties. Fit. Dark hair. He leaned in, said something, and Olivia laughed again. Her hand touched his.

The husband’s chest tightened. Below his belt, a familiar throb.

You’re getting hard watching your wife flirt with a stranger.

He pressed his palm against his jeans. Didn’t look away.

She hadn’t mentioned anyone new. But why would she? She didn’t owe him anything anymore.

He sat in his car for twenty minutes, watching her smile at another man. Then he drove home without buying milk.

On the thirtieth day, she texted him.

“Coffee? 2pm. Our place.”

Our place. The café where they’d had their first date. A small Italian place with red vinyl booths and terrible espresso and the best tiramisu in the city.

He arrived early. Sat in the booth where they’d sat six years ago, when she’d worn a yellow sundress and argued with him about the ending of Casablanca.

“He should have stayed,” she’d said. “Love is worth the sacrifice.”

“He let her go because he loved her,” he’d argued. “That’s the sacrifice.”

They’d agreed to disagree. Then they’d kissed for the first time.

He was staring at the table when she sat down across from him.

She looked different.

Not just the hair. Her whole posture had changed. She sat straight, shoulders back, chin up. Her brown eyes were clear. There were no dark circles underneath. She’d been sleeping.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

The waiter came. They ordered coffee. Black for him. Latte with cinnamon for her. She still drinks the same thing, he thought. Some things don’t change.

“How have you been?” she asked.

“Terrible. You?”

“Better.” She wrapped her hands around her cup. “The first two weeks were hard. I cried every day. I almost called you a dozen times.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because I needed to know if I could survive without you.” She met his eyes. “I can.”

The words hit him like a punch.

“I’m not saying that to hurt you,” she continued. “I’m saying it because it’s true. For six years, I built my whole life around you. Your schedule. Your preferences. Your happiness. I forgot I was a person too.”

“And now?”

“Now I remember.” She set down her cup. “I’ve been seeing a therapist. Reading. Writing in my journal. I even started an Instagram account — just for me, just for fun. I post pictures of books and coffee and sunsets.” She almost smiled. “I have twelve followers. Mostly bots.”

He tried to smile back. Failed.

“Olivia… what are we doing here?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “That’s why I wanted to meet. To figure out what comes next.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out an envelope. Thick. Cream-colored. She slid it across the table.

“What’s this?”

“Open it.”

He did.

Inside were divorce papers. Already filled out. Already signed. Her signature was neat, steady, at the bottom of the last page.

“I’m not saying I want a divorce,” she said quickly. “I’m saying I need you to look at those papers and decide if that’s what you want.”

He stared at the pages. The legal language blurred together — irreconcilable differences, dissolution of marriage, division of assets.

“Why would I want this?”

“Because I can’t go back,” she said softly. “To the way things were. To the woman I used to be. Even if we stay together — even if we go to therapy and work through this — I’ll never be the wife who trusts you completely. Who believes you when you say you’re working late. Who doesn’t wonder, every time you look at your phone, if you’re texting someone else.”

“That’s not fair.”

“No,” she agreed. “It’s not. But it’s honest.”

He set down the papers. His hands were shaking.

“What do you want, Olivia? Forget what’s fair. Forget what’s honest. What do you want?”

She looked at him for a long, searching moment.

“I want to be happy,” she said. “I want to wake up in the morning and not feel like I’m drowning. I want to look at myself in the mirror and see someone I respect.”

“And if that means leaving me?”

She reached across the table and took his hand.

“I don’t know if it does. That’s the truth.” She squeezed his fingers. “I still love you. Part of me will always love you. But love isn’t enough. Trust is enough. Respect is enough. Feeling safe is enough.”

“And you don’t feel safe with me.”

“No.” Her voice cracked. “Not right now. Maybe not ever.”

They sat in silence.

The waiter brought their coffee. Neither of them drank.

“What about Owen?” he asked finally.

Olivia pulled her hand back.

“What about him?”

“Have you seen him?”

“No.” She shook her head. “He texted me a few times. I didn’t reply. I meant what I said — I can’t see him while I’m figuring this out.”

“Do you want to see him? After?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “He’s kind. He’s patient. He’s loved me for eight years. But he’s also the man who fucked me while my husband watched. That’s not nothing.”

“Does it make you hate him?”

“No.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “It makes me understand him. And that’s worse.”

He picked up the divorce papers.

“I’m not signing these today.”

“I didn’t ask you to.”

“Then what are you asking?”

Olivia stood up. She left cash on the table — enough to cover both coffees and a generous tip.

“I’m asking you to think,” she said. “Really think. About who you are. About what you want. About whether you can be the husband I need, or whether we’re both better off starting over.”

She picked up her purse.

“Take a week. Then call me. We’ll meet again, and you can give me your answer.”

“Olivia —”

She leaned down and pressed a kiss to his cheek. Her lips were soft, warm, familiar.

“Goodbye,” she whispered.

She walked out of the café.

He watched her go — the red blouse, the shorter hair, the straight shoulders. She didn’t look back.

A week later, he signed the papers.

He didn’t cry. He didn’t drink. He drove to her mother’s house — she was staying there temporarily — and handed her the envelope.

She opened it. Read his signature. Nodded.

“Okay,” she said.

“Okay,” he echoed.

They stood on the porch, strangers now, connected only by six years of memories and a wound that would take years to heal.

“I hope you’re happy,” he said.

“I hope you are too.”

She closed the door. He walked back to his car.

The divorce was finalized six weeks later.

Olivia moved into a small apartment on the other side of the city. She sent him a photo of the living room — plants on the windowsill, books on the shelves, a yellow couch that he would have hated. He liked that she chose it anyway.

He stayed in the house. Too many memories to leave, too much effort to sell. He slept in the middle of the bed now, alone, and tried not to think about the nights she’d slept on his side.

They texted sometimes. Holiday greetings. Birthday wishes. Polite, distant, careful.

“How’s work?”

“Fine. You?”

“Good. The library got a new grant. I’m heading up the children’s program.”

“That’s great. You were always good with kids.”

“Thanks.”

Then silence.

One night, three months after the divorce, he couldn’t sleep.

He got up, walked to the closet, and pulled out the cardboard box. Wedding photos. Their first dance. The bouquet toss. Olivia laughing.

He looked at her eyes in the photos.

Then he reached deeper into the box. His fingers touched fabric. Owen’s t-shirt — the gray one she’d worn home that first night.

He pulled it out. Pressed it to his face.

It still smelled like her. Faintly. And underneath, like him.

He carried the shirt to the bedroom. Sat in the chair — the chair from Owen’s apartment — and put the shirt on. It hung loose on his shoulders.

He sat there, facing the empty bed, and didn’t move for an hour.

His cock was hard. He didn’t touch it.

When the hour was up, he took off the shirt, folded it, and put it back in the box.

Then he lay down on her side of the bed and stared at the ceiling until dawn.

His phone buzzed the next morning.

A text from an unknown number. He opened it.

A photo. Olivia, laughing, her head thrown back, her shorter hair catching the sunlight. She was at a café. Across from her, visible only as a pair of hands wrapped around a coffee cup, was a man. Not Owen. Someone new.

The message below: “She said yes to coffee. I’m not giving up this time.”

Owen.

The husband stared at the photo for a long time. His ex-wife looked happy. Genuinely happy. The kind of happy she hadn’t been with him for years.

He zoomed in on her face. Her eyes. She was looking at the man across from her.

She’s moved on, he thought. She’s really moved on.

His thumb hovered over the reply button. He typed: “Take care of her.”

Then he deleted it. Didn’t send.

He saved the photo. Hidden folder. Same folder where he kept the lock screen screenshot, the black dress photo, the comparison chart.

Three weeks later. His phone rang late at night. A video call. From Owen.

He almost declined. But his thumb pressed “accept” before his brain could stop it.

The screen lit up. Owen’s face, half in shadow, a lazy smile. “Hey, cuck. Thought you’d want to see this.”

The camera turned. Olivia was on her knees in front of Owen, naked, her hair pulled back. She was looking up at the camera — at him.

“He’s watching,” Owen said. “Go ahead.”

Olivia opened her mouth. Owen’s cock slid between her lips. The husband watched her take it — all of it — her cheeks hollowing, her eyes never leaving the camera.

“You see that?” Owen said. “She never did this for you. But she does it for me. Every night.”

The husband’s hand moved to his cock. He didn’t stop it.

Olivia pulled off, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the head. “Are you hard?” she asked the camera.

He nodded.

“Good. Stay hard. Watch.”

She took Owen’s cock again. Deeper. Gagging. Tears streaming down her cheeks. She didn’t stop.

The husband watched until Owen grunted and pulled out, coming on her face in thick ropes. She smiled at the camera, cum dripping from her chin.

“This is your life now,” Owen said. “Watching.”

The call ended.

The husband sat in the dark, his own cum cooling on his stomach. He replayed the video in his head. Then he opened his phone, found the call log, and hit “record” — saving the audio for next time.

There would be a next time. He knew it. He was already waiting.He set the phone down, walked to the bathroom, and looked at himself in the mirror.

“You’re a fucking cuck,” he said out loud. “Even now. Even after she’s gone. You’re still hard.”

He was.

He didn’t touch himself. He went back to bed, and closed his eyes.

When he woke, the phone was dark. The photo was still there. The ache was still there.

He didn’t know if it would ever go away.

He wasn’t sure he wanted it to.
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To leave a review:

1. Go to your Amazon account

2. Find On His Knees in your library

3. Click "Write a customer review"




Thank you for reading. Your words matter.




—Mark Cuckold


BOOKS BY THIS AUTHOR




The Chair Universe (On His Knees Series)

Welcome to The Chair Universe – a raw, unflinching world of power, submission, and the marriages that burn brightest on the edge of ruin.




Each book stands alone, but together they form a shared universe where keys open more than doors, chairs are never just chairs, and the line between cuckold and bull is thinner than a crack in the wall.




Book 0 – The Brass Key（On His Knees: A Cuckold's Confession）

An alternate origin. Daniel receives a brass key. Olivia moves in next door. A new chair, a new game, and a client who wears a mask. This is where it could have started.




Book 1 – On His Knees: The Second Chair

Daniel cheated. Olivia took revenge. A chair, a chart, and a bull named Owen. This is where it began.




Book 2 – A Cuckold's Freedom

Daniel thinks he's free. Then Olivia moves in next door. And a new woman named Chloe has plans of her own.




Book 3 – A Cuckold's Hunt

Owen was once a cuckold. Now he’s the hunter. But the past doesn't stay buried – and the chair has a way of coming back.




No safe words. No romance. Just the truth of what happens when you stop pretending.




 Bound by Betrayal The Complete Trilogy

[image: BOOKS BY THIS AUTHOR]

ADULTS ONLY. The complete hotwife / cuckold trilogy in one box set.

One woman. One husband. Three books. No limits.

Book 1 – The Secret

He watched her through a cracked window. He should have been angry. He got hard instead.

Book 2 – The Performance

Cameras, strangers, and a wife who performs for her husband’s eyes only.

Book 3 – The Reckoning

A car crash steals his memory. Can their darkest secrets survive?

This is not a safe romance. There is no “fixing” the cuckold. There is only raw honesty, jealousy, desire, and a marriage that burns brighter the more it’s tested. 


Bound by Betrayal Series


Bound by Betrayal: The Complete Hotwife / Cuckold Trilogy

He wasn't supposed to get hard watching another man touch his wife. But he did. And he couldn't stop.

Mark thought he knew jealousy. Then he met Emma—a mixed-race dancer with pale skin, dark hair, and a smile that could ruin a man. He fell for her in a dance studio. But he discovered his true desire through a cracked window, watching her kneel for someone else.

This is not a love story about fixing a broken marriage. This is a story about a marriage that burns brighter the more it's tested.

Over three raw, explicit books, Mark and Emma descend into a world of voyeurism, humiliation, compersion, and raw need. From secret hotel rooms to staged videos for a green card, from a car crash that steals his memory to a final reckoning with the men who've used her—Bound by Betrayal asks the question no marriage manual dares to ask:

What if the only way to truly possess your wife is to watch her belong to someone else?

For readers who crave jealousy that aches, desire that shames, and a husband who never looks away.


The Hotwife Chronicles(THE QUEEN'S GAME SERIES)

She belongs to him. But her body… her body belongs to everyone she chooses.




The Hotwife Chronicles follows Maya and Ethan, a married couple who discover that sharing her with other men doesn't break their marriage—it transforms it. What begins as a whispered fantasy becomes an exploration of power, jealousy, surrender, and the boundaries of love.




Book One: The Neighbor

Maya meets Nico—a patient, commanding neighbor who teaches her the art of surrender. For the first time, she gives up control. Ethan watches. And something unexpected happens: he doesn't look away.




Book Two: The Trainer

Jax enters the gym and her life. Young, rough, hungry. He pushes her body to its limits—and pushes Ethan to confront his deepest insecurities. When two men compete for one woman, only she decides who wins.




Book Three: The Thief

Colin is different. Gentle. Patient. Ethan's best friend. He doesn't want to own her—he wants to see her. And emotional betrayal cuts deeper than any physical one. Maya must choose between safety and the terrifying freedom of being truly known.




Book Four: The King's Game

The ultimate surrender. Three men—Jax's brutality, Nico's control, Zayn's breath—and one husband who has finally learned to trust. Maya is taken to the edge of her limits. But at the climax, she remembers who she comes home to.




What readers are saying:




"This series isn't just about sex. It's about marriage."

"I cried when Ethan cried."

"Finally, a hotwife series where the husband isn't a doormat—he's the anchor."

"The tension in Book Three destroyed me."




For readers who want their smut literary, their cuckold angst real, and their happily-ever-after earned.




Warning: Explicit sexual content, group sex, anal, BDSM elements, emotional betrayal. Not for the faint of heart. For the brave.

My Father's Key: Watching him unlock my wife was the therapy I needed

I was broken.

A car accident left me with scars you can't see. In the bedroom, my beautiful wife Emma was patient, loving, and achingly unsatisfied. My equipment was dead. My confidence was dust. Our perfect marriage was quietly suffocating in a bedroom that had gone silent.

Until I noticed my father watching her.

George is a good man, a widower who buried his desires with my mother. But when he moved in to help with our newborn, I saw the way his eyes clung to Emma's curves. I saw the shame on his face—and, to my shock, I felt a jolt of life between my own dead legs.

That forbidden spark became a plan. A little teasing to jump-start my recovery. A flash of skin. An “accidental”　touch. I told myself I was in control, that watching my father's rough hands worship my wife's body was just medicine for a broken man.

But the cure is more addictive than the disease.

Now I watch as Emma, my perfect, innocent Emma, blossoms under his attention. I watch her moan his name. I watch her give him what I can't. The pain is exquisite. The pleasure is soul-shattering. And the terrifying truth is dawning on me:

I don't just need this. I crave it. And I've unlocked a door that can never be closed again.

My Father's Key is a scorching, emotionally brutal novel of cuckold lust, forbidden family bonds, and the twisted road to a new kind of wholeness. For readers who demand their erotica to be as psychologically charged as it is physically explicit.

Behind the Green Light: What would you let your wife do if you had to watch?

They said the Nest Cam was for security. It became the window into a marriage I didn't know I had.

When Michael comes home early on a September afternoon, he finds his wife Claire in their living room with their neighbor Dominic. But instead of confronting them, he watches. Through the Nest Cam she installed to keep their family safe, he witnesses every detail—the sounds she makes that he's never heard in eleven years, the way she touches a man who isn't him, the private smile she gives Dominic afterward. A smile Michael thought belonged only to him.

He should be furious. He should storm in and end it.

Instead, he saves the footage. He watches it again that night. And the night after that. The jealousy and the arousal fuse together until he can't tell them apart—and he stops wanting to.

What begins as silent surveillance becomes an obsession that pulls him deeper into his wife's secret life: the texts she forgets to delete, the new lingerie hidden in old drawers, the business dinners that aren't business. He tells himself he's gathering evidence. But when he climbs the trellis outside Dominic's bedroom window to watch them with his own eyes, he has to admit the truth: he doesn't want to stop her. He wants to watch.

The Green Light is a novel about the dark, unnamed territory between voyeurism and complicity, jealousy and desire. It asks what happens when a husband stops being the hero of his own marriage and becomes something more complicated—a witness, an architect, a man who discovers that the thing he's been fighting might be the thing he wants most.

For readers of literary psychological fiction and emotionally complex erotica, this unflinchingly honest debut explores the question no marriage manual dares to ask: What if you gave your wife permission to become someone new—and stayed to watch?

What He Wanted to See:A Marriage on the Edge of Desire

He found a photo of his wife. What he felt wasn't anger.

A year ago, Ethan Harper discovered a picture from their beach vacation. His wife Megan was laughing, beautiful and unaware. In the background, a stranger was staring at her with unmistakable hunger.

Ethan should have been furious. Instead, he was aroused. Deeply, helplessly aroused. And that forbidden arousal became the first crack in a marriage that had been quietly dying for years.

When Megan meets Marcus Webb—a personal trainer with a body like sculpted stone and the confidence of a man who always gets what he wants—the fantasy becomes terrifyingly real. With Ethan's permission, Megan steps into a world of erotic discovery that awakens desires neither of them expected. But as the boundaries between arrangement and obsession blur, Ethan discovers that watching his wife with another man doesn't just change her. It changes him.

And the man he's becoming is someone he doesn't fully recognize.

What He Wanted to See is a raw, psychologically charged exploration of jealousy, desire, and the unexpected places love can survive. For readers who crave emotional depth alongside scorching heat, this is a story about what happens when a marriage is pushed to its absolute limit—and what remains when the fantasy ends.

Perfect for fans of emotional hotwife fiction, cuckold angst with real psychological stakes, and marriage stories that don't flinch from the complexities of desire.

THE LIST:A Hotwife's Journey | A Cuckold's Confession

My husband gave me a list of four names. One was his best friend. One was my trainer. One was my yoga instructor. And one…　one was the man he'd been hiding from me for six months.

Claire Vance has a good marriage. Five years, a comfortable home, a husband who adores her. But when Paul whispers other men's names in the dark, something inside her wakes up. She agrees to his arrangement: complete honesty, no secrets, and she always comes home.

But honesty is fragile. Soren teaches her to breathe with his hands. Theo counts her orgasms like reps. Adrian loves her from a distance, crying when he comes inside her. And Julian —　the man in the grey suit, the one Paul lied about —　shows her what it means to choose submission, not just surrender it.

Claire isn't a victim. She isn't a pawn. She's the one in charge, even when she's on her knees. And every night, she brings everything she's learned back to the husband who's been watching from the chair.

The List is a raw, literary exploration of cuckolding, desire, and the blurred line between fantasy and reality. If you like Jade West's intensity and the emotional depth of Kenny Wright, this novel will stay with you long after the last page.

Warning: Explicit sexual content, dominant/submissive dynamics, and themes of marital exploration. Not for the faint of heart.

His Wife,Their Playground  A Hotwife and Cuckold Novel

Jake thought he had a good marriage. A house in the suburbs. A beautiful wife named Emma. A son named Tommy. Normal life.

Then one morning he looked through a loose slat in his neighbor's fence and saw something he couldn't unsee. Another man. Another woman. A secret that woke something dark and hungry inside him.

Now Jake can't stop imagining Emma in the same position. On her knees. Mouth open. Eyes closed. Taking a cock that isn't his.

And Emma? She's been having her own thoughts. A photographer named Liam. A trainer named Marcus. A stranger at a party named Derek. And Tom—the ex-boyfriend she never quite forgot.

This is not a story about cheating. This is a story about a husband who gives his wife permission to be free. And then watches.

Watches her dress up for another man.

Watches her walk out the door.

Watches her come home with someone else's come still inside her.

And loves her more for it.

What readers can expect:

- First-person male perspective (Jake)

- Explicit, raw sex scenes (no euphemisms)

- Multiple bulls with distinct personalities

- Cuckold emotions: jealousy, compersion, shame, arousal

- From the first kiss to the ultimate four-man finale

- No cheating —　full consent, full honesty, full love

For readers who want the heat without the heartbreak. For husbands who want to see their wives ruined and reclaimed. For anyone who's ever closed their eyes and imagined something they were too afraid to say out loud.

Watching Her

He gave her permission to want. Now he's terrified she'll want more.

Mark has been married to Emma for ten years. He loves her. He trusts her. But somewhere along the way, watching other men desire her became the only thing that made him feel alive.

The game started small—a glance held too long at a bar, a hand brushed against a stranger's arm. Then it became real. A night in a velvet alcove. A pool hall where she lifted her skirt for four boys who couldn't look away. A weekend at a billionaire's villa with no phones, no rules, and no one to watch them but each other.

Emma says she's not performing anymore. She's not doing this for Mark. She's doing it for herself—and that terrifies him more than any fantasy ever did.

When Mark's best friend Ethan confesses he's imagined fucking Emma for years, Mark doesn't shut it down. He asks for details. He gets hard. He invites him to dinner.

Now the three of them are tangled in something no marriage was built to survive. And Harrison Cole—the silver-haired media mogul who's already claimed Emma for a night—wants more than a weekend. He wants a piece of her that Mark isn't sure he can give.

Watching Her is a raw, unflinching dive into the heart of cuckold desire—where jealousy and arousal are the same nerve, where love doesn't die when another man's hands are on your wife, and where the only rule left is: don't pretend you don't want it.

For readers who believe the hottest thing isn't watching—it's not knowing if she'll come back.

Just Watch Me in Burgundy: Amber Light: A Cuckold Romance

One marriage. Ten days. A game that became something else.

Ethan Cole has a perfect marriage. He also has a secret game he's been playing with his wife Claire for almost a year. The rules are simple: she goes into a bar first, he follows, he watches, they go home and have the best sex of their lives. It's controlled. It's safe. It's his design.

Domaine Marchand, a wine estate in Burgundy, seems like the ideal stage for the next round. Julien Marchand, the owner, is a former jazz guitarist who speaks about wine the way other men speak about women—with patience, with attention, with the quiet certainty that the best things in life don't need to be forced. They only need the right conditions to become what they already are.

Claire listens. Ethan watches. And over ten days in the amber light of the French countryside, the game Ethan designed begins to play by its own rules. Every glance between Claire and Julien, every private moment Ethan catalogues from the shadows, every confession in the dark pulls the three of them deeper into a geometry none of them can escape.

Amber Light is a literary hotwife novel about the architecture of desire—the rooms we build to contain it, the walls that crack under its weight, and the unexpected shapes that emerge when we stop trying to control what we want and finally let ourselves have it.

Perfect for readers of slow-burn erotic fiction who crave psychological depth, emotional honesty, and the kind of sexual tension that builds like a storm over a French vineyard.

This novel contains explicit adult content and themes of consensual non-monogamy. For mature readers only.

The Trainer's Wife Series

When Mark realized he could no longer physically satisfy his near-perfect wife, Emma, their marriage embarked on a journey toward a point of no return.

This is more than just a series exploring cuckoldry and hotwife fantasies; it is a visceral psychological exploration into the most forbidden corners of modern desire. From the calculated intervention of Jake, Emma's aggressive gym trainer, to the cold precision of a color-coded schedule, Mark and Emma navigate a landscape where indulgence, jealousy, and deep-seated affection collide.

In this shattering of traditional boundaries, they are forced to reinvent their intimacy and redefine what it truly means to belong to one another.

THROUGH THE WINDOW   A Cuckold's Confession

I saw my wife through the window. She was watching another man masturbate.

That was the moment my perfect marriage began to crack.

Mark has everything: a beautiful, gentle wife named Emma, a steady job, and a future they've planned together. But one afternoon, he catches Emma peeking through a neighbor's door. Inside, a pathetic, middle‑aged bachelor is pleasuring himself to her photograph.

Mark expects her to walk away. Instead, she walks in.

What follows is a slow, devastating unraveling—of trust, of identity, of the man Mark thought he was. Through hidden cameras, overheard phone calls, and video recordings he was never meant to find, Mark discovers a side of Emma he never imagined. And a side of himself he's afraid to name.

Through the Window is a raw, psychological exploration of voyeurism, betrayal, and the forbidden thrill of watching the woman you love surrender to another man.

For readers of dark erotica and cuckold/hotwife fiction who aren't afraid to look into the shadows of desire.

Note: This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature readers.

Through the Window Book 2: Her Surrender, His Ruin

I saw them through the hole in the wall. Her white body. His dark hands. The way she moved for him—a rhythm she'd never shown me.

My wife Emma was always the untouchable ice queen. But when I discovered her with him—a short, ugly janitor with a grotesque, turkey-neck cock—something broke inside me. And something else…　awakened.

I should have been filled with rage. Instead, my body betrayed me. I grew hard watching another man claim what was mine.

Now I can't stop. I've planted cameras in our home. I follow her to the crumbling “Tube-Shaped Building”　where she fucks him like an animal. Every moan, every orgasm, every time he fills her with his seed—I watch it all. My revenge plan is cold, meticulous. But the more I see her surrender to him, the more I realize: I don't just want to punish her.

I want to watch her fall completely.

Through the Window, Book 2 plunges deeper into the darkness of obsession, voyeurism, and twisted desire. For readers who crave raw, unfiltered hotwife and cuckold psychology—where the line between love and humiliation blurs forever.

Warning: Contains explicit sexual content, voyeurism, infidelity, and psychological themes intended for mature audiences only.

J-005: A Cuckold's Contract  Three Months of Submission –　A Cuckold's Confession

He gave her away. Then he watched. Then he joined. Fang Jun thought he knew shame.

A corrupt business deal. A sex tape. A blackmailer named Torada who wanted only one thing: his wife, Wenjie.

To save her family, Wenjie signs a Level‑Five training contract at an exclusive Tokyo club. For three months, she will be J-005 —　a body without a name, without a past, without a marriage. Her anus will be measured, filled, stretched, and conditioned to climax on command. Her will will be rewritten. Her husband will be given a front‑row seat.

But Jun does not stay in the audience. He begins as a guilt‑ridden observer. He ends as something far worse: an accomplice. He trades his wife's deepest secrets to her trainer. He hands over her wedding ring. He puts on a black mask and, without her knowledge, becomes the fifth man to ejaculate inside her during a public competition.

J-005 is a raw, unflinching first‑person account of cuckolding as both destruction and strange redemption. It explores the razor's edge between love and possession, humiliation and desire, surrender and choice. For readers of The Story of O and The Training House —　but darker, more intimate, and set in the neon‑lit underworld of Tokyo.

This is not a romance. This is a confession.

THE BORROWED WIFE: A Hotwife & Cuckold Marriage Pact

What would you do to buy your dream home?

Evan had a foolproof plan: divorce his wife Sophia on paper, let his best friend Mark legally marry her, secure the bank loan, then quietly remarry her. Just paperwork. No feelings involved.

But the night after the “ceremony,”　Mark's hand lingered on her thigh. Sophia didn't move it away. Evan watched from the couch, and instead of rage, he felt something else—a hot, shameful pulse in his groin.

That was the beginning.

Now Sophia wears the stockings Mark buys her. She calls him from his bedroom. She moans his name while Evan listens through the phone speaker. And when they finally share her body—one in her mouth, one inside her—Evan realizes he doesn't want to stop. He wants to watch.

The Borrowed Wife is a raw, psychological deep dive into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle. It explores the razor's edge between jealousy and arousal, love and possession, marriage and shared ownership. If you've ever fantasized about watching your wife become another man's desire—or being that wife—this novel will consume you.

Warning: Explicit sexual content, MFM threesomes, voyeurism, and psychological edge play. Not for the faint of heart.

Her Hunting Ground: A Psychological Romance of Desire and Deception

The story continues! Book 2: Beyond the Rulebook is now available for pre-order. Don't miss the next chapter of Claire and Daniel's journey.

Her marriage was a masterpiece of design. Until she decided to tear it down.

Claire is an architect who lives by the blueprint. Her life is a structure of elegant lines and calculated risks. Her husband, Daniel—wealthy, composed, and observant—is the bedrock of her existence. Together, they are the envy of Boston high society. But beneath the vaulted ceilings and the Rolex-ticking silence, Claire is starving. When she enters her private "hunting ground" in a rain-slicked Chicago, she believes she is finally drawing her own lines. She doesn't realize that Daniel is watching every move, measuring every breath, and calibrating the exact moment of her collapse. A sophisticated psychological exploration of desire, power, and the thin glass wall of an open marriage. In the game of predator and prey, the most dangerous place to hide is in plain sight.

"In this house, there are no accidents—only the collapses I choose to allow." 


Beyond the Rulebook (Book 2) - Available for Pre-order 

The game has changed. The rules have evolved. The hunt is just beginning. 

They said it was just an arrangement. A controlled experiment in desire. A way to set their marriage on fire without burning the house down. 

Claire and Daniel thought they had mastered the art of the Stag and Vixen. They survived the first contact, the first night, and the first bittersweet goodbye. But once you open a door to the unknown, you can’t simply close it and expect the room to look the same. 

In the second installment of the Her Hunting Ground series, the boundaries of their private sanctuary are about to be tested like never before. When a new shadow enters the frame, Claire realizes that being a "Vixen" isn't just a role she plays—it’s who she is. And Daniel discovers that the true cost of sharing isn't jealousy; it's the realization that some hungers, once awakened, can never be fully satisfied. 

Is their bond strong enough to survive a new level of surrender? Or will the hunting ground they built together become the place where they lose themselves? 

The journey into the depths of modern desire continues. Pre-order now and lock in the special launch price. 
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