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The Room Next Door

Hubby Watches His Wife’s Vacation Fantasy Become Real… With Four Men

By Emily Felix
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***


He said yes with his silence.

She answered with a moan, and four men inside her.


Chapter 1

The sun hung high, bleaching the stone walls of the seaside resort in a hazy gold. Bougainvillea spilled like wine over white balconies. Somewhere nearby, a wind chime clinked lazily. Daniel stepped out of the cab with a grin, already loosening his shoulders as the salt air filled his lungs.

He turned toward Kate. She was still in her seat, scrolling through her phone, thumb gliding in slow, distracted strokes. She had one leg crossed, the hem of her slate-colored sundress riding up just enough to expose a soft triangle of thigh. Her sunglasses slid slightly down the bridge of her nose, catching the light. She didn’t notice. Or didn’t care.

He waited a second longer than he should have before she looked up and offered a faint smile. Not tired. Not annoyed. Just... somewhere else. Daniel held her hand a little tighter than usual, like he could anchor her back into the moment. He was trying. Excited. Hopeful. They hadn’t had sex in nearly four weeks, and part of him believed—needed to believe—that this trip might bring her back to him.

He extended a hand. "Come on. We're officially on vacation."

She slid her sunglasses into her hair and took it, letting him help her out. Her grip was soft, but there was something warm in her fingers, like she wasn’t entirely gone. As she stood, her dress caught a breeze, pressing against her body for half a second. No bra. He could see the faint outline of her nipples, the natural curve of her breasts—high, full, unfairly perfect. Daniel looked away too quickly, like it was wrong to notice.

As they crossed the open-air lobby, she walked a step ahead, glancing at the framed black-and-white photographs on the walls. Her hips moved with unthinking ease, the kind of sway that didn’t ask for attention but pulled it anyway. A young guy in board shorts and no shirt passed them, doing a double take. Daniel saw it. And then saw Kate’s lips twitch, just slightly, into the ghost of a smile. She glanced at Daniel and squeezed his hand this time. Just once.

At the front desk, the receptionist handed over their keys. An old-school brass set with leather fobs.

"Early check-in. Can you believe our luck?" Daniel said, chuckling.

Kate turned to him with a small, sincere nod. "It’s beautiful here."

They stepped into the elevator. Daniel tried to brush his knuckles against her waist, casual and light. She didn’t lean in—but she didn’t pull away either. Her eyes lifted to the mirrored wall, fixing her hair absently.

The suite was on the third floor, corner unit. Daniel pushed open the heavy wooden door, greeted by a soft whoosh of cold air. Inside, the space was bigger than he expected. Terracotta tiles stretched across the floor, warm and clean beneath their sandals. A canopy-draped king bed stood in the center, draped in gauzy white linen that swayed in the breeze. Beyond it, a set of arched glass doors opened to a wide balcony overlooking the sea.

There was a mirror—tall, antique, angled toward the bed. A complimentary bottle of wine sat on the nightstand, beads of condensation sliding down the glass like sweat.

Kate wandered in behind him, slow and quiet. She ran her fingers along the edge of the bedframe, touched the curtain with a barely-there sweep. Like she was in someone else’s dream.

"It’s perfect," he said.

"Mhm," she replied, eyes on the mirror.

Daniel lingered for a second, watching her drift across the room, not touching much. Just looking. Then he turned into the bathroom, the need for cool water sudden.

Cold water hit his face, but didn’t dull the pulse behind his eyes. Through the vent, he heard it—bass-heavy music thudding faintly from next door. Then laughter. Male voices.

"You said she was married. That don’t mean off-limits, though."

Daniel froze. A flush spread down his neck. He turned off the faucet, heart thudding.

When he stepped back into the room, towel in hand, he saw Kate standing still. Her hand rested on the edge of her suitcase, her head slightly tilted toward the wall.

She didn’t look angry. Not even annoyed. Her eyes were narrowed, curious. There was a ghost of a smirk at the corner of her mouth—like she was amused by something only she understood.

Daniel cleared his throat. "Hear that?"

She glanced at him, then shrugged. "Walls are thin, huh."

Later, he’d remember that exact shrug. How it wasn’t disapproval. Just a pause. A breath held. Then released.

Daniel stood alone for a beat, listening to the far-off call of gulls. He smiled to himself, forcing hope into place like a picture frame that wouldn’t quite hang straight.

Vacation had just begun.

***

Daniel leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, watching her. She'd barely said a word since that voice next door, but something had shifted. Her focus now was sharp, intentional.

Kate unzipped her suitcase slowly, not rummaging, but choosing. First came the basics—cotton sleep shorts, a rolled-up tank top. Then something darker. She pulled out a pair of sheer black mesh panties—so thin they looked almost illegal, with scalloped edges and a center seam that would hug her pussy like a secret. She smoothed them out on the bench with two fingers, her touch soft, almost reverent.

Daniel blinked.

Next, a strappy black bodysuit. The kind that looked stitched from temptation—thin glossy lines that would trace her curves like scaffolding, leaving nothing to the imagination. It would frame her breasts, cage her waist, and vanish between her legs. He’d never seen it before. She didn’t explain. Just folded it flat like it was nothing. Then came the thong—blood red lace, whisper-thin, the fabric so delicate it looked like it might dissolve on skin. A tiny gold charm dangled from the waistband, shaped like a heart or maybe a flame—it winked when it caught the light, shameless and pretty.

He wanted to ask. When did she buy these? Why here, now, like this? But the way she moved – quiet, focused, unhurried – kept the words lodged in his throat. Asking would ruin it. Or worse, make it about him when it clearly wasn’t.

She wasn’t performing. She wasn’t hiding. She was simply doing.

Kate laid the lingerie out on the edge of the bed like offerings. Then stood back, hands on her hips, eyes on the display.

The room felt too still. A shaft of sunlight spilled across the tile, cutting through gauzy white curtains that barely moved. The scent of salt and warm linen hung in the air. The bed, moments ago untouched, now looked staged—like a set for something Daniel wasn’t invited to yet.

Daniel’s heart was beating too fast. He shifted his weight, suddenly aware of his erection, of how stupid it would feel to adjust himself like a teenager. He said nothing.

Daniel didn’t dare move. She was still in her own world, but somehow, he was in it too, just on the outside of the glass.

She turned and walked to the balcony doors. Opened them. The sea breeze rushed in again, catching her dress, lifting it just enough to show the faint shape of her ass beneath the cotton. No underwear. Just soft curves under light fabric.

His breath caught. The way her hips moved. The sway. There was nothing deliberate in it, but it worked on him anyway. Like gravity. Like truth.

He tried to sound casual. "That one’s new."

Kate glanced over her shoulder. Her hair caught in the breeze. “Mhm. Figured I’d treat myself. If you get something out of it too… lucky you.”

She smirked and just turned back to the ocean like she hadn’t said anything suggestive at all.

Daniel stayed where he was, mouth dry, pulse loud in his ears. That little line, half tossed-off, half barbed, lodged under his skin. The lingerie might not have been for him. But the way she'd look in it? The way she'd move, like she knew he was watching and didn’t care? That would work on him. Too well.

***

The breeze was saltier now, thick with sun and something faintly herbal from the resort garden below. Kate stood barefoot on the balcony, one hand braced lightly against the railing, her gaze unfixed. The ocean stretched out in front of her, glittering like broken glass. But she wasn’t really looking at the water.

Below, scattered along the beach and poolside loungers, were bodies—lean, tan, young. Their laughter floated up in patches, unrehearsed and careless. One of them tossed a football back and forth. Another tipped a beer into his mouth, arm flexing as he leaned back. They moved like they’d never questioned their place in the world.

Kate let her head tilt slightly, one hip cocked, eyes shaded by her lashes. A strand of her hair blew across her lips. She didn’t brush it away.

She lit a cigarette.

She’d quit two years ago. Hadn’t even missed it. But the moment her thumb struck the lighter, it felt like waking up into her own skin. Just one. Just to feel the bitterness bloom again.

The first drag burned her throat in the best way. She held it, eyes on the curve of some stranger’s shoulder down by the beach.

She wasn’t angry. Not really. Not sad, either. Detached, maybe. Like she’d slipped into some slow-motion layer of herself. She loved Daniel. She did. But she didn’t want to talk about love right now. She didn’t want to be anyone’s anything. Not a wife. Not a woman trying to reconnect. She just wanted to be.

Inside, she could hear him moving. The gentle tap of his fingers on the tablet screen. "Hey babe," he called from the couch, cheerful, "This seafood place has crazy reviews. Right on the boardwalk. Might be perfect for night one."

"Sounds nice," she said over her shoulder, her voice soft, smoky.

She didn’t turn around.

He kept talking. Listing things on the menu. Octopus carpaccio. Some grilled snapper dish with chili oil. She half-listened, nodding at intervals. His voice made her feel warm in a way that didn’t quite reach the surface.

Another sound carried up from next door. This one closer. A deeper laugh—low, slow, almost a growl.

Kate didn’t react. Her fingers tightened just slightly around the cigarette.

She stood still, not posing, not planning. Just present.

But something about that voice made a warmth creep up the back of her neck. Not desire. Not yet. Just a shift. A flicker of attention, like a light being tested.

Young voices. Strong bodies. Cocky men. The kind who look at you like they already own your mouth.

She exhaled slow, the smoke curling past her lips.

She stayed where she was.

She didn’t want to move. Because for the first time in weeks, her body felt like it was hers again.

***

Later that day, they walked side by side down the curved path toward the boardwalk, the light fading into gold around them. Daniel held her hand, fingers laced tight, thumb brushing idly across her knuckles. The stone path was still warm beneath their sandals, each step echoing softly against the hush of approaching night. It felt romantic. Or at least, he told himself it did.

She was quiet, eyes fixed on the horizon where the sun was dissolving into sea. The breeze stirred her hair, and she tilted her face into it, lips parted like she was letting something go.

He looked at her sideways, searching for an opening. A flicker. Something.

She looked beautiful. She always did. Tonight it was that knee-length black backless slip-dress—the one with the satin sheen that caught every last ounce of sunlight, clinging to her hips and swaying around her thighs like it had a rhythm of its own. Thin straps framed her bare shoulders, and her skin practically glowed against the dark fabric. Her lips were painted wine-red, her eyes subtly smoked. No jewelry, just confidence.

Daniel hadn’t seen her dress up like this in weeks. But the truth was—she looked like this four weeks ago, too. Same dress. Same skin. Same curves. He just hadn’t felt it then. Hadn’t noticed it the same way. And now it hit him like a punch to the chest: how much he’d missed wanting her. Not out of duty, not out of routine. Out of awe.

But there was something unreachable about her now, like she was behind glass. Close enough to see, but impossible to touch.

They’d been married seven years. She was thirty-two now, he thirty-four. Met at a summer wedding in Montauk—she wore a blue dress, danced barefoot in the sand, and made fun of his tie. He proposed two years later, after she landed her first big interior design client and they’d scraped enough together to get out of the apartment with the crappy heating. Their life now? Comfortable. Predictable. Two decent incomes. A condo with mood lighting. Brunches with friends. Sex that had grown... infrequent. Polite. Safe.

But there were good things too. Always had been. Quiet rituals. In-jokes. The way she used to steal the blanket then pretend it wasn’t on purpose. He still loved her. That hadn’t changed. He just wasn’t sure if she felt any of it the same way anymore.

He leaned in for a kiss. Not dramatic, just a simple brush of the mouth. She returned it, gently. But it was like kissing a memory—soft and present, but already fading.

He ignored the hollow space it left.

This trip was about reconnecting. They’d needed it for months. He’d even packed the massage oil she liked—the one from last summer, the one with the orange label that always got on the sheets.

“She just needs time,” he thought. “Sunlight. Wine. A few good nights.”

They kept walking. Her hand was still in his, but her gaze never left the sea.

***

Dinner had been good. Easy, even. They’d talked about nothing and everything—old movies, a weird waiter, the kind of nonsense they used to get lost in without trying. For a little while, it felt like it used to. Like something familiar still lived between them, flickering quietly beneath the surface. The walk back was quiet, their footsteps softened by sand and the wine settling in their blood. She’d peeled off her heels the moment they entered the suite and vanished into the bathroom. By the time she reemerged, the mood had changed—calmer, quieter, and harder to read.

The room was dim, lit only by the soft blue cast of the moon filtering through gauzy curtains. The sea whispered beyond the balcony doors, low and rhythmic. Occasionally, a burst of laughter floated in from the room next door—muffled, but unmistakably young. It cut through the quiet like static, distant but intimate. Daniel heard it. So did Kate. Neither said anything.

Kate wore a pale mint satin sleep set—camisole and shorts, both impossibly soft-looking and trimmed with sheer embroidery. The top hugged her chest with delicate lace that dipped between her breasts, scalloped and teasing, barely hiding her nipples beneath the cool fabric. The thin straps cut elegantly over her shoulders, and the matching satin shorts clung high on her hips, hemmed in a translucent mesh that revealed more than it covered. From behind, the fabric cupped her ass like a whisper, tight, gleaming, and designed to be looked at. She hadn’t worn anything like this in weeks. Not at home. Daniel couldn’t stop looking. She looked unreal. Like a fantasy with a pulse. Everything he’d missed, wrapped in mint and moonlight.

"I’m really tired," she said, soft, almost apologetic—then she stepped in close, slow and silent, she leaned in without another word, her hand resting for a beat on his chest as if deciding something. Then she kissed him, long and slow, deeper than he expected. Then she’d whispered "Goodnight," turned away, and slipped beneath the covers. Now they lay on their backs, side by side on the king-sized bed, a few inches of quiet distance between them.

Daniel stared at the ceiling. Wide awake.

She breathed evenly beside him, one leg folded over the other, her hair spilling across the pillow. He hadn’t dared reach for her. Not yet.

His mind wouldn’t stop. It circled—her lingerie, the sheen of her dress earlier, the breeze lifting it just enough to show the curve of her ass. And the voices next door. That laugh.

He swallowed. Under the sheet, his fingers moved slowly, lightly. Just a touch. Not full strokes. Not need. Just... tension.

He wasn’t even sure what he was thinking about anymore. Her, yes. But also her being seen. Being watched. The idea that someone else might have seen her tonight. Or wanted to.

His breath hitched.

Kate stirred. Rolled slightly, not fully awake. Her voice came soft and low: "What are you thinking about?"

He hesitated, then: "You."

"Mhm," she murmured.

She rolled over again, her back now to him, but closer than before. Her body brushed his lightly, just enough to be felt. She pulled the sheet up, then down again, exposing one bare shoulder. The moonlight caught it.

Daniel stayed still. Didn’t press into her. Didn’t chase. He just let it burn. That tiny space between them. That unbearable near-ness. He wanted to believe that kiss meant something. That she still let him in. But her back said otherwise. Her shoulder said otherwise. Everything lately said otherwise.

He closed his eyes. And kept thinking of her in that red thong, folding it like it wasn’t dangerous.

The ceiling stayed blank.

Sleep didn’t come.


Chapter 2

The sun was already high by the time they made it to the balcony. Late morning. The kind that tasted like too much wine the night before and nowhere to be. Daniel carried the tray, two coffees, two croissants, a little bowl of butter with one of those tiny wooden knives. Kate followed, barefoot, hair tied up in something loose and lazy.

She wore one of his old white button-downs, the sleeves rolled sloppily up to her elbows. It hit mid-thigh and shifted with the breeze. Her legs were bare, smooth and crossed at the ankle, stretched toward the sunlight like a cat waking up.

Daniel tried not to stare. Or maybe he didn’t try that hard.

Her thighs shifted as she reached for her cup, the shirt falling open just enough to flash the curve beneath her hip. It didn’t look intentional. But somehow it always didn’t. The light caught the sheen of her legs, and Daniel had the strange sense he wasn’t the only one who might’ve seen her like this. She saw him looking. Didn’t fix the shirt. Just kept buttering like it was her right.

The balcony overlooked the beach, but the real noise came from the suite next door; music, low and bass-heavy, and the occasional burst of laughter that pushed through the walls like it was meant to be shared. Their balconies were practically touching, divided only by a short waist-high railing, easily hoppable, like something meant more to suggest separation than enforce it. Someone shouted something about tequila. Someone else laughed so hard it cracked.

Daniel glanced sideways. Kate was buttering her croissant like none of it existed.

"They’re not quiet," he said, trying to keep it light.

Kate didn’t look up. Just bit into her breakfast, chewed, and then—like she’d been waiting for the setup—said, "Think we should introduce ourselves to the frat house next door?"

Daniel snorted. "Only if I can supervise."

That got a smirk out of her. Quick and dry. Not dismissive, not sweet either. Her eyes flicked toward his, and for half a second, he caught it… that look. The one that wasn’t exactly teasing. The one that saw through the joke, peeled it open, and left the meat of it exposed.

She knew. She’d heard what he heard yesterday when they arrived. Maybe more.

He thought about the laugh last night. The way her body shifted when it came through the wall. Not a flinch. Not disgust. Just stillness. Attention. Was she listening? Was she curious?

He kept thinking about the kiss before bed. How deep it was. How she’d slipped away after like it meant nothing.

Daniel sipped his coffee. It was already going cold.

She leaned back in her chair, knees falling apart slightly, her foot brushing his shin under the table.

"Besides," she added, reaching for her mug, "you supervise like a man who wants to be overruled."

He didn’t answer.

Because maybe he did.

***

Three months earlier.

The breakroom smelled like reheated noodles and old lavender hand lotion. Kate sat on the edge of the desk, sipping coffee from a chipped mug while Tanya paced in front of the window, phone in one hand, the other gesturing mid-story like she needed air to land her point.

"Bar bathroom," Tanya said, like she was dropping the title of a movie. "Twenty-one. Tightest body I’ve ever seen. Asked if he could taste me before even buying a drink."

Kate choked slightly on her coffee. "Jesus, Tan."

But the image landed fast and hot. The thought of being pinned against a bathroom wall by someone too young and too confident. The idea of being looked at, not like a wife or a project lead, but like a prize. Like a problem someone wanted to solve with their mouth. It was absurd. She knew that. And still, her thighs pressed together on the desk, involuntarily. A tiny shift. Just enough to ground the flicker before it got dangerous.

"Swear to God." Tanya raised both palms. "He had this dumb little mustache and a six-pack you could bounce a nickel off. And zero shame. Looked me dead in the eye and said, 'You came in here for me, right?'"

Kate laughed. She had to. It was ridiculous. But something in her belly tugged. A quick flash of heat that came and went too fast to name.

Tanya flopped into the chair across from her, skirt hiking up. She kicked off her heels and leaned forward, elbows on knees. "Girl, I’m telling you, the boy just dropped to his knees. No warning. Pulled my panties to the side like he knew I wasn’t going to stop him."

Kate’s breath caught. Not visibly. But she felt it. A catch at the base of her spine.

"Married sex is fine, hun. Safe. Sweet. But 20-something cock? That’s cardio with benefits. And you don’t get it to last, you get it to ruin your afternoon and make you think about it in staff meetings."

Kate smiled but didn't answer.

Her mind was still stuck on that bathroom. That look Tanya described. The hunger. The absolute certainty.

She hadn’t been touched like that in months. Not wanted like that. Not in a way that made her feel lit up from the inside, like her body was a need instead of a familiarity.

Daniel still kissed her goodnight. Still said he loved her before shutting off the lights. But that fevered urgency, that rough grip on her hips in the hallway, the whispered filth against her neck while dinner burned, that had slipped away so quietly she hadn’t noticed it was missing until Tanya described its return.

And now, she noticed. All of it.

Not grabbed by the waist in the hallway. Not kissed before the groceries were put down. Not pressed against a cold surface because someone couldn’t wait. No. Lately it was schedules. Blankets. Mutual tiredness.

And now Tanya, with her divorce swagger and unapologetic smirk, had reminded her of something sharp. Something alive.

"He was a personal trainer, by the way," Tanya added, smirking. "Said my thighs were too good to keep to myself. I mean, what was I supposed to do? Disagree?"

Kate laughed again, a little too loud. Then stared into her coffee like it held a secret.

The present slipped in sideways. Light poured across the table in long, warm lines, catching the curve of her thigh where his shirt had ridden up. The spoon in her cup made soft circles, slow and absent, the kind that belonged to a woman who hadn’t tasted her own coffee in minutes. Across from her, Daniel was still talking, something about fire jugglers and overpriced oysters, trying to make her smile.

She did. Automatically. Then nodded, eyes flicking to his mouth, not because of what he said, but because it felt polite. Expected.

But her mind hadn’t followed him there.

Her body was here, on the balcony. Bare legs, oversized shirt, warm mug. But her thoughts were tangled in another moment entirely, back in the breakroom. Back in Tanya’s voice, low and laughing. The way she described being taken apart in a bathroom stall like it was a reward, not a risk.

Back to the raw hunger behind someone else's eyes.

She could feel it now… just a whisper of it, low and sharp. The idea of a hand closing around her wrist, of a stranger tugging her into a wall like she was the answer to a problem he hadn’t known he was asking. The thought made her thighs shift slightly beneath the table. She uncrossed and recrossed them, the movement small but deliberate. A faint heat bloomed there—one she didn’t want to name. She caught the edge of it in the breeze, something warm and slightly musky rising from between her legs, subtle but real. Her breath slowed. She pressed her thighs tighter, clenching around the tension like it might keep her grounded.

Still wondering, not idly, but with a heat that refused to settle, what it might feel like to be wanted like that. To be touched like it wasn’t a request but a need. To be asked, not sweetly, but shamelessly: Did you come in here for me?

And if she answered honestly, if she whispered yes with her breath already caught in her chest, what then?

Her coffee had gone cold. Her cheeks hadn’t.

Daniel looked at her then. Tilted his head slightly.

"You okay?"

She smiled. Soft. Automatic.

"Yeah. Just thinking."

He nodded and went back to talking—something about renting bikes, or a flea market.

He didn’t press.

He didn’t know.

***

Daniel was still drying off from the pool when she mentioned it.

"I made a dinner reservation," Kate said casually, flipping through something on her phone, legs stretched across the hotel bed. "Someplace local. Romantic. You’ll like it."

He blinked. "You made a reservation?"

She looked up at him then, expression half-hidden, like she was holding back a smirk. "Surprised I’m planning things now?"

"No, I—" He smiled, pulled a towel around his waist. "Just surprised in a good way. That’s all."

She didn’t respond. Just smirked to herself and kept scrolling.

Later, as the sun began to sink low and the sky softened to a dusky orange, she disappeared into the bathroom. Daniel sat on the edge of the bed, freshly showered, unsure if he should dress up or keep it casual. He checked the time. Then checked again.

The door was cracked slightly, steam curling out. He could hear her humming something under her breath. The sound of perfume being misted. Fabric sliding over skin.

When the door finally creaked open, he looked up—and forgot how to breathe.

Kate stepped into the room slowly, adjusting one of the thin straps on her shoulder, and the world tilted. The dress was deep red—sultry, unapologetic, sleeveless and backless, dipping low between her shoulder blades like a whispered secret. The front hugged her chest with just enough slack to draw the eye, the fabric skimming her breasts with nothing underneath. Her nipples pressed lightly through the satin, two perfect shadows that caught the light when she moved.

The slit climbed high, high enough to show the delicate edge of her upper thigh with each step. The dress shimmered like wet heat with every movement, clinging in some places, gliding in others, like it knew exactly what parts of her to frame and which to leave to the imagination.

She didn’t walk. She glided. Like the dress wasn’t clothing, but choreography.

Her hair was down. A soft wave. Barely touched. Her lips matched the dress.

Daniel stood without meaning to. He didn’t say anything. Couldn’t.

His cock stirred beneath the towel, embarrassingly fast. He felt it thicken before he even registered the thought, just from the way she moved, the way the air seemed to follow her. Shame and awe folded into the same breath.

She looked like she belonged to another world. One with velvet ropes and sharper men. Daniel felt underdressed just breathing the same air. His cock stirred just from watching her adjust a strap, the faintest flicker of silk sliding over her skin like permission he hadn’t earned.

She turned to check herself in the full-length mirror and adjusted an earring. Then bent slightly at the vanity to fix the strap of her heel, her ass pushing against the fabric as the hem rose another inch. Her entire body looked like it had been carved from devotion and fire—taut and honed from all those almost-killed-me Pilates classes she committed to like ritual, grinding through sweat and burn three times a week without missing a beat. It wasn’t just her thighs. It was everything—her tight arms, the high curve of her ass, her toned back, the soft lines over her stomach that flexed with even the smallest shift. She moved like a woman who knew what her body could do—and deep down liked what it made other people feel.

Every hold, every pulse, every shake on the mat had brought her here: a body sculpted by effort, lit by confidence, and now gift-wrapped in wet-red silk.

Daniel’s throat tightened. In the reflection, she ran her hands slowly down her sides, smoothing the fabric across her hips, then over her stomach, pausing just above the fabric's dip at her pelvis. A tiny shift in her stance widened the slit, revealing the bare sweep of her inner thigh. No underwear. Definitely none.

"You gonna get dressed, or are we eating in?" she asked.

He swallowed. "Right. Yeah. I—just give me a sec."

She caught him watching her. Didn’t hide the way she smiled.

When she turned again, the dress shifted just enough that the shape of her breasts pressed clearly beneath the fabric. The nipples. The curve.

She hadn’t dressed like this for him in a long time.

He remembered when she used to, three years ago, maybe four. At a wedding. At that rooftop place in LA. But this was different. This didn’t feel like remembering. This felt like something dangerous.

She looked like a woman you couldn’t touch. Not without permission. Not without consequences.

Daniel pulled on his shirt with shaking hands.

He didn’t know whether to be grateful or scared.

A flicker crossed his mind: what if someone else saw her like this? Not in his memory, but now. Here. What if one of the guys next door stepped into the hallway at the wrong moment and caught the curve of her ass, the sway of her hips as she walked ahead of him? Would she pretend not to notice? Or would she glance back, just to see if they were still watching?

***

The hallway was quiet at first. Somewhere down the hall, a door thudded shut. Then nothing. Just the soft whisper of her heels, the brushing sound of her dress moving like water. The air was still. Too still. Daniel’s throat felt dry, like the moment was waiting to be interrupted. Their footsteps padded softly over the tile, the walls lit with amber sconces that gave the corridor a kind of glow. Daniel walked just half a step behind her, eyes locked on the sway of her hips as the slit in her dress teased open and closed with each motion. He kept catching glimpses of her upper thigh, the soft flash of skin between stride and slit. He wasn’t sure if it was worse that she didn’t seem to notice... or that she did. Every man they passed tonight would see her like this. Not his wife. Just a woman who looked too good to belong to anyone.

The door next to theirs clicked open.

Voices. Laughter.

Four guys stepped out. Young. Mid-twenties, maybe. Two in tank tops, one in a hoodie, one shirtless. All cologne and swagger. The one in front had dark hair, sharp cheekbones, and the kind of smirk that usually meant trouble. Confident. Built like he spent his mornings lifting and his nights being lifted. His hoodie sleeves were pushed up, revealing lean arms covered in tattoos that made your eyes wander. Jordan.

His eyes found Kate instantly.

"Damn," he said under his breath, then louder: "Hope the food’s not as hot as your dress."

Daniel’s chest tightened. He didn’t know what he expected, maybe a frown from Kate, a polite smile, something.

Instead, she laughed… soft, breathy, like the compliment caught her off guard but landed somewhere deep. Her laugh wasn’t polite. It was real. Familiar. The kind she used to give him, back when the tension between them was playful instead of strained. Her body tilted slightly toward the sound. Just a hair. Not enough to be obvious, but enough for Daniel to feel it.

She glanced at Daniel.

Didn’t bristle. Didn’t defuse it. Just looked at him with a calm that said everything, like she was waiting to see what he’d do with it.

And then her hand—light on his arm, like she remembered it should be there—squeezed. She didn’t reach for him right away. It came a second later, like the thought trailed behind the moment. Her fingers barely pressed into his sleeve before letting go again. Not grounding him. Just reminding him he was still there. An afterthought.

Jordan was still grinning as the guys shuffled toward the elevator. One of them looked back. Just for a second. Then Jordan glanced back again too, not at Daniel. At her. Like she’d left a scent in the air he wasn’t done chasing.

Daniel looked at Kate, and she was already facing forward again, like nothing happened. Like it hadn’t mattered.

But it had.

He didn’t speak. Couldn’t. The worst part wasn’t the flirt, it was how easily she absorbed it. How natural it looked on her. Like she could’ve slipped into their group, and none of them would question it. And maybe… just maybe, she wouldn’t hate it either.

He knew it had. And that was the part that scared him most.

***

The restaurant sat tucked into the curve of the beach, open-air, but intimate. Candles flickered on every table, the white linen catching a faint breeze from the sea. A jazz trio played something low and slow from the far end of the patio, just enough to set a mood without demanding attention.

Daniel sat across from her, the hallway encounter still clinging to his nerves. His shirt clung to his back with leftover adrenaline. She, on the other hand, looked unruffled. Untouchable, even. Legs crossed, one heel swinging gently, one arm resting on the chair beside her like she owned the night.

She ordered the wine. Then the shrimp tartare. Her voice had a kind of casual elegance he hadn’t heard in a while. And when the waiter nodded and turned away, Daniel didn’t miss the quick double-take he gave her figure before disappearing into the kitchen. He stumbled slightly when his hand brushed a fork off the tray, muttering an apology before vanishing.

It wasn’t just him.

The older couple two tables down had been glancing over every few minutes. The wife, trying to hide it. The husband, not even pretending.

Daniel tried to focus on the menu, but kept looking up at the way her neckline dipped forward as she leaned to reach for her glass. At the slight shine of her skin from the candlelight. At the bare stretch of her back when she shifted in her seat. She lifted her wine glass slowly, lips parting as she took a sip. Not showy. Just… elegant. Unhurried. The kind of sensuality that didn’t need to try because it had already won.

He felt proud.

And stupidly jealous.

She noticed him watching.

"What?" she asked, not unkindly.

He shrugged. "Nothing. Just... you look amazing tonight."

Kate smiled, slow and private. Then she leaned in, lowering her voice.

"I think that boy at the next table just came in his pants."

It was said lightly, almost amused. Like a private joke. But the way she said it—like she knew the effect she had—tightened something in his gut.

Daniel tried to laugh. He did. But it stuck a little halfway up his throat.

He didn’t look at the kid. He didn’t need to. The idea of her being seen like that felt like a current running up his spine. Would she let them? Would she like it?

She sipped her wine. Didn’t look at him again.

***

They barely spoke on the way back to the suite.

He wanted to reach for her hand. Thought about it twice. But the way she moved—calm, just ahead of him, like she’d already closed the night behind her—made it feel like touching her might break whatever spell kept her near.

The elevator ride was quiet—Kate humming something under her breath, Daniel still trying to read her mood. By the time they reached their door, the hallway was empty, the music from next door replaced by the hush of waves.

Her dress hit the floor without a sound the moment their suite door closed.

Daniel didn’t say anything. Didn’t dare. He watched her bare back arch slightly as she stepped free of the fabric, like she wasn’t just undressing, but reminding him she could still do this. Not for him. For herself.

Kate stood in the soft golden light from the bathroom, framed like something out of a painting. She didn’t say anything—just peeled the fabric down inch by inch, letting the straps fall from her shoulders before stepping out of it completely. No lingerie. No jewelry. Just the clean, uninterrupted curve of her back as she slipped beneath the covers.

Daniel lay still, eyes wide open, watching every second like it might be the last.

She faced away from him at first, sheets rustling as her bare skin met cotton. Her foot brushed his calf. A small touch, but deliberate.

Silence stretched.

Then, her voice—soft, curious:

"You think I’m too old to be noticed like that?"

He blinked. Turned slightly toward her.

"You’re the kind of woman who makes them forget their age."

She didn’t answer right away. Just let the words settle between them like smoke. Then she moved—slowly, deliberately—turning toward him in the dark. One arm draped across his chest, fingers drawing a lazy line down his stomach. Then lower.

"You still want me?" she asked. Her voice didn’t tremble. It was low. Direct. Like a dare.

Daniel’s breath caught. He nodded.

Her lips curved slightly. Not a smile—something quieter.

"Then let me remind you how lucky you are."

She slid under the sheets.

His breath faltered when her lips wrapped around the tip of his cock—slow, intentional, like she was easing into something she already owned. Warm, wet, the soft drag of her tongue tracing under his shaft before she took him deeper. Her mouth moved with a kind of reverence, not rushed, not performative. Just smooth, skillful glides that made his spine arch and his thighs tense.

She didn’t use her hands at first—just her mouth and her tongue, lips wrapped snug around him, the suction subtle but firm. She set a slow rhythm, teasing the sensitive underside of his tip each time she slid back. Her cheeks hollowed slightly with each pull, her jaw opening wider as she eased down on him again.

Daniel’s stomach clenched. He watched the sheets rise and fall with the movement of her shoulders, her hair spilling forward like a curtain around her face. She looked almost serene. Controlled. Like she wasn’t doing this for effect—she was doing it because she wanted to.

When her hand finally wrapped around his base, her thumb stroked the underside gently, syncing with her mouth. The pressure made him groan, low and breathless. She didn’t look up at first, just kept her pace. Then her eyes opened—slowly, lazily—and locked onto his.

That look? It melted him. He felt seen. Owned. Worshipped. And completely undone.

He reached down, needing to touch her—her hair, her cheek, something. But she pushed his hand away. Gently. No anger. Just a quiet reminder: Her pace. Her terms.

Another laugh drifted from next door. Closer this time. Like someone leaning too far into a story.

Daniel heard it. And something about that sound—those young men, just a wall away—sent a flush down his chest. Kate didn’t flinch. Didn’t stop. Maybe she wanted them to hear. Maybe that was the point.

Her head dipped lower, throat relaxing as she took him deeper. He gasped—sharp, helpless. The tip of his cock nudged the back of her throat, and she held him there for a beat, tongue still swirling.

The sea whispered through the open balcony door.

Daniel’s body jerked. His legs tensed. He could feel the orgasm building, inevitable and panicked and white-hot.

He came too fast. He always did when she took control like this—when she acted like his body was hers to use, to drain, to savor.

She stayed with him through it. Swallowed everything. Then let him fall from her mouth with a wet sigh. Her tongue flicked lazily over the tip, almost like punctuation.

She wiped her lips on the edge of the sheet and crawled back to her side of the bed without a sound.

No kiss.

Just, "Sleep. Big day tomorrow."

She turned her back to him. Again.

He wanted to say something. Reach for her. But the space between them felt too full of her silence, of everything she hadn’t said tonight. He didn’t know if she was giving him comfort… or just returning to routine.

Daniel lay there, cock still twitching, the air around him thick with salt and something heavier.

Loved.
Spent.

And still not sure who she gave that to.

She shifted in her sleep. Her thigh hooked over his. Soft. Familiar.

But she was already somewhere else.


Chapter 3

Daniel woke with his arm outstretched, reaching for the body that wasn’t there.

For a moment, he thought she might still be beside him, the faint dent in the pillow, the heat in the sheets. But the soft hush of the shower had long gone quiet, and the scent of mint and steam had already faded from the room.

He sat up slowly. His body was loose. Spent. Still humming with the echo of her mouth on him. Last night, she’d reminded him, touched him like she meant it, like she remembered.

It had to mean something.

He smiled to himself, the kind that felt private. Reached for the sheet, tucked it around his waist. He still felt warm where she’d been. Still stunned by how fast it happened. How she’d kissed him, slid down the bed, and taken him in her mouth like it was hers to use. And when she’d finished—God, when she’d swallowed without a word and rolled over like it was nothing—he’d just stared at the ceiling, breathless.

But now she was already dressed.

She stood by the sliding balcony doors, backlit by sun. The robe was gone. In its place: one of her flowy cotton dresses, the pale yellow one with the open sides. She held a mug in both hands, steam curling around her cheekbones as she sipped, one hip tilted into the light.

She didn’t look back when he stepped out of the bedroom. Didn’t speak. Just scrolled, thumb moving slow over her screen.

"Morning," he offered, clearing his throat.

"Hey," she said, without looking up. Her voice was soft. Neutral.

He moved toward the kitchenette, glancing at the teapot. Still warm. She’d made enough for both.

That had to be a good sign, right?

He poured himself a cup, shirtless, still a little dazed. He stood there, trying to read her. She was close, but she felt far again. Like last night had folded into her sleep and vanished.

She took another sip and set her mug down on the counter, eyes flicking briefly to his chest, then away.

"Sun’s stronger today," she said absently.

Daniel blinked. "Yeah?"

"Mhm," she murmured, reaching past him for her phone charger. Her arm brushed his shoulder.

Warm. Smooth. Real.

His pulse stuttered. He almost leaned into it. His hand twitched, lifting slightly, but he stopped himself. It would have been so easy to place a palm on her waist, to kiss the back of her neck. But she was already stepping away.

And then she paused.

Just for a second. Not long enough to mean anything. Not short enough to mean nothing. Her eyes caught his, unreadable, then drifted back down to her phone.

She was here. Present. But already somewhere else.

Daniel lingered by the sink, sipping slowly. Watching her from the side. The tension in her shoulders. The way she kept her weight on one foot, casual but alert. Not closed off. Just—not his, either.

He thought about stepping closer. Wrapping his arms around her from behind. Kissing the back of her neck.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he stood quiet, mug warming his hands, waiting for a moment that didn’t come.

Maybe last night had meant something. Maybe it hadn’t.

Maybe she’d just needed to come back into her body.

And maybe that had nothing to do with him at all.

***

The second glass of wine tilted a little too close to the edge of Kate’s lounge tray, but she didn’t flinch. She just lifted it, swirled, and sipped, gaze skimming lazily over the sea.

Mid-afternoon. Room service trays pushed to the side,some grapes, a half-eaten croissant, two empty butter cups. The sun was lower now, warm but not punishing. A breeze rolled in steady from the coast, stirring the curtains and lifting the edges of her robe.

Daniel filled her glass again. Carefully. A little domestic ceremony. He sat beside her, wearing nothing but swim trunks, chest still damp from their earlier dip in the pool. She wore a sheer, pearl white beach cover-up, the kind that clung slightly to damp skin, thin enough to hint at the bikini beneath, loose enough to sway when she shifted. One strap had slipped off her shoulder, exposing the warm line of her collarbone. Bare legs stretched over a cushion. Not posed. Just comfort.

She didn’t thank him for the refill. But she didn’t move away either.

He watched the way the fabric shifted when she crossed her legs. The way her fingers lingered on the stem of the glass. Maybe she’d take his hand after lunch. Maybe they’d nap together, tangled up, like before. The thought made his throat catch.

There was a time she used to curl into him after two glasses. Slur her words, tease his chest hair, slide her hand down his waistband just to feel him harden in her palm. Once, in Miami, she’d straddled him in a lounge chair and whispered dirty things until they had to run inside before she left a stain. He’d laughed the whole way up to the room.

He wanted this to mean something. The quiet. The wine. The fantastic blowjob last night.

"We could just stay here all day," he said. Voice low. Testing.

Kate's lips curled faintly around the rim of her glass. "You’d get bored."

He blinked. "You wouldn’t?"

She tilted her head, sunlight catching in the strands of her hair. "Not if the wine holds out."

It wasn’t a jab. Not exactly. But it nudged something quiet inside him—a reminder that they were still finding each other again, still suspended between past comfort and whatever came next.

Still, he smiled. "I like this. You. Relaxed."

She took another sip. Didn’t argue.

He watched her for a beat longer, then rose. As he stepped past her chair, he let his hand drift down, fingers brushing her ankle. A light, tentative touch. Not asking for anything. Just reminding her he was there.

She didn’t react. Didn’t flinch. Just reached for her phone and murmured, "Shower's all yours."

His hand hovered in the air for a second longer, then dropped.

"Right," he said. "Shower."

***

Steam licked the mirror as Daniel stepped under the water. The tiles were cool beneath his feet, the heat making his skin buzz. He lathered slowly, savoring the small luxury of time, no meetings, no phones, no chores. Just her. Just now.

Maybe things were turning. Last night, she’d blown him. This morning, she didn’t shrink away. That little smile. Those looks she gave. The wine. All of it felt... warmer.

He tilted his face into the spray, letting the thought stretch. What if this trip was working? What if she was coming back to him?

He pictured it:

He’d towel off. Step into the bedroom. She’d be there, still barefoot, lounging with a smile that told him to come closer. He’d kiss her neck from behind. Maybe she'd press back into him, soft and warm, letting him feel her through the thin cotton. Maybe she’d whisper something low, teasing. Let his hand drift under the hem.

Maybe they’d fuck right there. Slow. Unhurried. Just to feel each other again.

The steam thickened. Hope curled in his chest like warmth in a mug.

***

He was drying off when he noticed it.

Not a noise. A shape. A shift in light through the curtain.

At first, just a silhouette. Soft and distorted through the misted glass. A woman’s shape. Long legs. Hips angled lazily. One arm raised.

Then… her bare feet. Pale against the sunlit tile. One toe painted red, flexing slightly as she shifted her weight.

Next came the glint of a wine glass. Her fingers wrapped around the stem. Then the hem of something red, short, fluttering where the breeze caught it. Satin, maybe. Or something thinner.

And then her laugh.

That open, unguarded laugh.

"Vacationing with your husband," came a voice, smooth, low. Eli, maybe. "Or with that body?"

More laughter.

"You lightin' all of us up or just your cigarette?" Darnell added, grinning as he handed her the wine bottle. "Top-up, goddess?"

Kate didn’t answer. Just smiled, half amused, half lazy, and extended her glass without a word.

Jordan leaned in to light her cigarette, letting the flame hover a bit too long. "That robe’s going to start a fire if you’re not careful," he said, smirking.

Kate exhaled slowly, the smoke curling off her lips like punctuation. "Good thing it’s a vacation, then."

Daniel’s fingers tightened around the curtain.

Did Jordan's hand linger on hers when he lit that cigarette? Did Darnell brush her thigh while offering the wine?

She hadn’t pulled away. She hadn’t looked uncomfortable. If anything, she looked... right there. Settled into it.

Backlit by sun. Standing on the balcony, the robe shorter than the ones she usually wore back at home. Deep red satin. Bare legs. Bare shoulders. Her hair twisted up in a lazy knot. One hand cradled a wine glass. The other held a cigarette.

Daniel froze.

She hadn’t smoked in years.

Wind tugged at the hem of her robe, parting it just slightly along her thigh. She stood loose-limbed, almost statuesque, her head tilted back as she exhaled.

And she wasn’t alone.

Three of them. The guys next door.

He recognized one of them now—tall, tattooed, cocky smile. Jordan, he’d overheard someone say near the elevators yesterday.

The other two were close behind: Darnell, broad-shouldered with a casual, almost lazy confidence, and Eli, shorter, leaner, with a quiet gaze that lingered a second longer than it should.

They looked like they didn’t ask for attention. They expected it. And they had it, especially now.

Jordan was closest. Sleeveless shirt, beer in hand. Darnell and Eli beside him, leaning over the railing. A shared balcony, practically. Just a gap between them and her.

One of them lit her cigarette. Daniel couldn’t see which; he was too far, too fogged in steam. But he saw the motion. The spark of the lighter. The way her eyes softened for a moment as the flame met the tip.

"You must be the hottest woman here," one of them said.

Laughter. Easy. Not crude.

Another chimed in: "That robe should be illegal."

Kate laughed. Really laughed. Head tilted back, that throat-bare, wine-in-hand kind of laugh. The kind she used to give him when they were drunk and barefoot and couldn’t stop touching each other.

She wasn’t flirting.

But she wasn’t closing it off either.

She was glowing. At ease. Her body angled toward the sun, open. Breasts shifting subtly under the satin. She leaned a little on the rail, one foot crossed over the other. Her elbow brushed Jordan’s bicep as she shifted, and she didn’t move away. At one point, she clinked her glass softly against Eli’s, their fingers briefly touching around the rim.

Daniel stood motionless, towel slack in one hand.

He should call her. Say something. Step out and joke about the smoke.

But he didn’t.

He just watched.

His cock stiffened without warning. Pressed against the inside of the towel.

He hadn’t even touched it.

This was wrong. He should stop watching.

But he didn’t.

He couldn’t.

The shape of her legs, her posture, the way she held her glass, not guarded. Not performative. Just alive in her body. For the first time in days, she looked like she belonged somewhere.

And it wasn’t inside with him.

He didn’t say her name.

Didn’t interrupt.

If he did, she’d come back inside. Probably offer him the rest of her wine. Smile like nothing had happened.

But something in him didn’t want her to.

Not yet.

He just stood in the steam, towel slowly tightening around his waist, watching the way she looked freer out there than she had with him all week.

And when she finally stepped back in, cheeks pink, eyes distant, her glass empty, she didn’t mention them.

He didn’t ask.

She walked to the bathroom, unhurried, her cover-up clinging damply to her back. It shifted as she turned. Just enough to reveal the deep curve where hip met thigh. He saw the edge of red satin riding high. A shadow that might have been a handprint, or just the light playing tricks.

Probably nothing.

But maybe.

***

Kate stepped back inside like nothing had happened.

Her cheeks were pink, but maybe it was the wine. Or the breeze. Or the heat from three young men watching her like a shared fantasy. She walked past him barefoot, glass in hand, and set it down on the counter with a soft clink.

Then, without looking at him, she wiped the rim of her glass with her thumb. A quick, unconscious gesture. Like she’d done it a hundred times.

"Refill?" she asked, voice even.

He blinked. "No, I’m good."

She nodded. Turned away. That was it.

He stood frozen for a beat, towel still clutched around his waist, chest prickling with steam and questions.

"Looked like you were enjoying yourself out there," he said finally, aiming for lightness.

Kate glanced back. One brow raised. "Just being polite. Don’t be weird."

She said it breezily. No edge. No guilt. Like it was obvious. Like he was the one making something out of nothing.

Maybe she was right.

Maybe she wasn’t.

He watched her walk to the bathroom. She didn’t close the door behind her.

The faucet turned on. Water rushed. Then quiet. Then the soft clack of a cabinet.

He stared at her half-finished glass. Red lipstick on the rim. But he swore she had taken a different glass outside. Or was that Eli’s hand brushing hers when they traded bottles? He pictured the lighter again, the way Jordan had hovered too long, Kate’s smile catching the edge of it like sunlight. A moment that lingered.

He lay back on the bed. Stared at the ceiling.

He should be angry. Or at least confused. But all he felt was heat low in his belly. The kind that pulsed in rhythm with the memory of her legs catching the light.

He slipped a hand beneath the sheet. Just to adjust himself.

But his cock was already hard.

He left it alone.

Then he poured himself something stronger. Not wine. Bourbon.

And waited.

***

She didn’t say anything when she came out.

She just untied her robe. Let it fall from her shoulders in a slow shrug, pooling at her feet.

Red thong. No top.

She walked to the bed with casual grace, as if this was just what happened next. Her breasts moved naturally with each step, unbothered, unhidden. Her nipples were dark and firm. Her eyes locked on his, expression unreadable.

Daniel didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

She climbed onto him like she already owned the space between his legs. No foreplay. No words. Just one kiss… low and firm, and then her knees straddling his hips, the mattress dipping under her weight.

He tried to sit up, to touch her more fully, but she pressed a hand to his chest. Light. Controlling.

"Let me."

She reached between them and lined him up.

Daniel gasped when she sank down.

Warm. Slick. No hesitation. Like her body had already made the decision.

She rode him with control, not frantic, not affectionate. Just steady, intentional rolls of her hips. The kind that made his breath catch and his thighs tense. Her thighs flexed with each motion, rhythm slow but powerful.

Her breasts bounced with every grind, full and high, right there. He reached up to cup them, to feel the weight, but she didn’t lean in. She just watched him touch her. Eyes locked on his.

Not soft.

Hungry.

Daniel moaned her name once. A whisper. Almost reverent.

Kate leaned forward, lips close to his ear. Her breath was warm.

"Tell me you didn’t like it. Watching."

His breath hitched. "I—what?"

Her hips moved faster now. Not wild. Focused.

"The balcony," she said. Her voice was velvet and sharp. "You watched. I felt you."

Daniel swallowed. His hands gripped her thighs now, barely holding on.

She kept going.

"You liked it when Jordan lit my cigarette. When Darnell poured me wine. When Eli called me goddess."

She ground down harder.

"Say it. Say you liked it."

He broke.

"I did."

She grinned. Not sweetly. Like she’d just won something she hadn’t even been chasing.

"Of course you did."

She adjusted her angle, grinding deeper now. Her clit catching just right. Her thighs trembling slightly. The friction was intense, the pressure brutal in its precision.

He moaned again, louder now. Tried to thrust up to meet her, but she held him down with her palms flat on his chest.

"You’re gonna come just from watching me, aren’t you?"

He nodded, eyes wide.

"Good," she whispered. "Do it."

He came fast. Buried deep. Hips jerking, muscles locking, cock pulsing helplessly inside her.

She didn’t stop. She rode through it, working herself over his spent body until she came too.

Not loud. Not shaking. Just a long, quiet breath. A final roll of her hips.

She stayed there for a moment, his softening cock still inside her. Her chest rising and falling calmly. Her hair stuck to her neck. She looked down at him like she was studying the aftermath.

Then she leaned forward and kissed his chest. Soft. Absent.

"That’s more like it," she whispered.

She slipped off him, padded to the bathroom. The door clicked but didn’t shut.

Daniel lay there, dizzy.

Drained.

Still hard.

His hands twitched at his sides, unsure if he wanted to pull her back or beg for more.

He touched the spot where she kissed him.

Then stared at the ceiling, wondering if she came for him.

Or for what he let her do.

He didn’t fall asleep.

He just kept feeling it—her hips, her words, her weight.

And when he finally closed his eyes, it wasn’t her smile he remembered.

It was the way Jordan held the lighter.

Too long.


Chapter 4

The box was white and square, tied with a ribbon that looked too fancy for something casual. Kate dropped it on the bed like it weighed nothing. She looked weightless too, fresh from her spa appointment, skin glowing, robe half-tied over a one-piece black swimsuit. Her legs glistened slightly, still damp from the walk. The scent of eucalyptus and massage oil trailed behind her, subtle but unmistakable.

She pulled her sunglasses off with one hand and tossed them onto the dresser. Her eyes were bright. Cheeks flushed. Hair up in a lazy twist. She looked relaxed in a way that made Daniel’s chest ache.

"From next door," she said casually, tugging her hair free from a clip. "Chocolates. Said I looked too serious for a spa girl."

Daniel looked up from the balcony doorway. He tried to keep his voice steady. "That was nice of them."

She shrugged. "Spa people are always chatty."

But this wasn’t from the spa.

She walked barefoot to the bathroom, robe fluttering open at the thigh, and disappeared inside without looking back.

Daniel stepped toward the bed. The box sat there like it dared him to touch it.

He opened it slowly. Six dark chocolates. Neatly arranged. One bitten, the bite shallow, clean. One missing entirely.

He stared at the bitten one for a long second. His stomach tightened. He almost picked it up. Almost tasted it. Just to know what her lips had touched.

Instead, he closed the lid halfway.

Underneath, a folded square of paper.

Smile more.

No name.

***

They ate lunch by the pool. The sun high and harsh above, glinting off the water. Kate wore the same sunglasses, a loose wrap dress that barely covered her bikini, and she sat sideways in the lounger like she owned the view. Her legs crossed, toes tapping idly, barely touching her salad. She sipped rosé like it was a secret she wasn’t ready to share.

"That masseuse was magic," she said, absently. "Her thumbs knew things about me that even you don’t."

Daniel chuckled, trying to match her ease. "Sounds like I’ve got competition."

She didn’t bite. Just stretched slightly, arching her back. "You’ve got no idea."

He tried to segue into a compliment. "You look... incredible today. Spa glow and all."

She smiled. Once. Brief. Then went back to her wine.

Daniel tried not to read into it. Tried not to watch her lips as they touched the rim of the glass.

She smiled again, this time, at her phone.

He hated how much he noticed that.

“Good spa?” he asked.

She nodded. “Hot towels. Quiet music. A woman massaged my calves for twenty minutes. Might’ve moaned.”

He smiled again, trying to stay playful. “Glad someone’s making you feel good.”

Kate didn’t look up. “Mmm.”

Then, with perfect timing:

"Jordan gave me his number. As a joke."

He blinked. “What?”

She shrugged. “Said I should have it. In case I got bored.”

He tried to laugh. “What is he—twenty-two?”

"Probably," she said, unfazed.

“Did you give him yours?”

“Nope.”

“Did you keep his?”

She tilted her head. “What do you think?”

Daniel swallowed. Tried to smirk. It came out hollow.

He turned back to his drink. What if she did? What if she texted back? He imagined her phone lighting up late at night. A grin she hid from him. Would he even blame her?

They finished eating. Back to the room. More silence. More wine.

***

Twilight fell heavy and pink.

Kate’s legs were curled under her on the lounge chair. A second glass of wine tipping lazily in her fingers.

Daniel sat across from her. Pretending to read. Watching her mouth more than the words on the page.

She licked the rim of her glass. Smirked slightly.

"Jordan gave me his number. As a joke."

He looked up. “What?”

She shrugged. “Said I should have it. In case I got bored.”

“Did you give him yours?”

“Nope.”

“Did you keep his?”

She tilted her head. “What do you think?”

Daniel tried to laugh. It came out thin. “I think you’re glowing.”

She stood up. Walked barefoot to the railing. “It’s the rosé.”

Then she stepped outside. Left the door open.

Daniel turned a page he didn’t read.

***

Minutes passed. Too many.

A second voice drifted through the crack in the sliding door. Deeper than the first. Familiar. Darnell? Eli? It carried that casual confidence, the kind Daniel didn’t have.

He stood up, book hanging limp at his side.

Kate’s sandals were still by the door. Neatly placed. Waiting. He stared at them too long. Imagined her feet now—crossed at the ankle, dangling from a deck chair. Maybe tucked beneath her while she laughed. Maybe resting gently against someone else’s leg.

Another low laugh. This one closer.

Daniel took one step toward the glass. Stopped. His hand twitched at his side. The curtain fluttered, lifted just enough for a shadow to shift. He could pull it back. He could see.

He didn’t.

Because something in him already knew he didn’t want to.

He looked down. His cock was hard. Achingly so. Pressed against the inside of his shorts like it didn’t care what was happening.

He should be furious. He should be protective. He should be anything but this.

But he was hard.

And that scared him more.

A door clicked closed. Not theirs.

Daniel froze.

The breeze stirred again. The curtain shifted.

Her sandals stayed where they were.

***

She returned thirty minutes later.

Her dress was slightly twisted at the waist, one strap slipping off her shoulder. Her lips were bare now, and her mascara looked smudged under one eye. There was a faint sheen of sweat along the curve of her back. A pinkish stain dotted the hem of her dress. Her lipstick—reapplied, maybe—sat slightly crooked. Like she’d done it in a hurry. Or with someone watching.

She didn’t look at him. Just walked past, picking up her wine glass, sipping as if she'd never left.

As she brushed by, her thigh grazed his arm. Warm. Too warm. Like her skin had been close to someone else’s.

She disappeared into the bathroom. The door didn’t quite latch.

Daniel sat still. Then stood. Quietly.

He moved to the balcony, heart hammering.

He looked over the partition.

Two wine glasses on the ledge. One with red smudged around the rim. One half full.

No one else there. Just the scent of wine and the sea.

He stepped back.

Inside, the faucet turned on. Then silence.

He sat again.

And waited.

***

She came out wearing the same red silk robe from last night. Short. Nothing underneath.

Daniel sat up slowly, watching her in the low light. She didn’t speak. Just stood there for a moment, barefoot, flushed, her hair a little messy in the sexiest way. The robe clung to her thighs and framed the soft swell of her breasts.

She untied it slowly, letting the fabric fall open with no urgency. Her nipples were already hard. Her eyes never left his.

She walked over and stood beside the bed. "Lie down," she said.

He obeyed without thinking. She knelt beside him and ran a finger down his chest—light, barely there. Then she wrapped her hand around him.

One stroke. Then another. She watched him the whole time.

"Already hard," she murmured. "Didn’t take much, did it?"

He didn’t answer.

She swung her leg over and climbed on top, settling onto his lap with deliberate weight. The heat of her made him flinch.

Her thighs straddled him, her palm still wrapped around his cock. She pressed the head against her entrance, rubbed herself along it once—twice—before slowly lowering down with a breathy exhale.

He was already hard.

She kissed him once—deep, open-mouthed—then lined him up and sank down with a slow exhale.

He gasped.

She moved slowly at first. Grinding in long, deliberate circles. Her robe fell open, baring her breasts. They bounced lightly with each thrust. Her eyes didn’t close.

They stared into his.

Not affectionate.

Hungry.

He reached for her. She let him. Hands on her waist, then her hips, then her breasts. She didn’t respond. Didn’t react. Just kept moving.

He moaned her name.

She leaned down.

“Wanna know what I did?” she breathed, her breath warm against his cheek.

He blinked. Mouth dry. “Out there?”

She rolled her hips, grinding deeper. Her eyes didn’t soften.

“You didn’t stop me. That’s the part you liked, isn’t it?”

He swallowed.

She leaned closer. “You let me walk out that door. And now you want me more than ever.”

She kissed him, then pulled away just far enough to whisper:

“Or do you just want to feel it?”

He didn’t answer. Didn’t want to.

She grinned. Pressed harder. Faster.

Her breasts swung in rhythm. Her thighs slapped against his hips. Her nails dragged down his chest. She was riding him like she knew he couldn’t last.

And she was right.

“Say it,” she whispered.

He gasped. “What?”

“That you like not knowing.”

He hesitated. Shame coloring his face. Then, in the smallest voice:

“I do.”

She clenched around him. A sharp exhale. Her orgasm rolled through her, quiet and tight.

His followed seconds later. Explosive. Full-body. A surrender.

She stayed on him. Breathing evenly. Sweat cooling between them.

Then she leaned forward and kissed his jaw. Light. Pleased.

“You’re welcome.”

She rolled off and turned away.

Daniel stared at the ceiling.

Still inside her. Still unsure.

But more alive than he’d felt in months.

***

He thought about asking what she did out there.

Did he touch you? Was his hand on your thigh? Did you laugh into his neck?

The questions hovered, bitter on his tongue, but never made it past his lips.

He turned his head, watching her breathe, slow and content.

Her wine glass still sat on the nightstand, nearly empty now. A faint lipstick smudge still curved around the rim, not from their room service. Her hair was still damp from her shower. Her skin still flushed.

And on her thigh, just below the hem of the robe, he saw it.

A faint mark. A bloom of pink.

It could’ve been from the robe bunching. From the edge of a chair. From anything.

Or from fingers.

He stared at it too long.

He didn’t want to know.

He already did.

And that scared him more than anything.


Chapter 5

It came back to her sometimes, usually at odd hours—Rachel, older, cooler, always in control, swirling her glass on that rooftop dinner months ago. Laughing first, then serious.

"You don’t leave your husband, babe. You just... borrow someone else’s dick sometimes."

Kate had laughed then, sharp and a little drunk, but Rachel wasn’t done.

She had leaned in, eyes locked, lips glossy under string lights. “It’s not cheating if he makes you wetter than your husband ever did.”

Kate had rolled her eyes, but the line stuck. So did the next one:

"It’s not about sex. It’s about remembering you could still get anyone. That’s power, sweetheart."

Kate remembered the way Rachel crossed her legs after that, as if she’d just dropped a lit match and walked away from the fire.

It felt like a line from a movie. A line you weren’t supposed to use in real life.

And yet.

Now, as she stood in front of the bathroom mirror brushing out her damp hair, that sentence drifted back like a tune she couldn't shake.

She was humming. Not loud. Not for anyone. Just content.

She moved to the closet and stood there for a while, longer than usual. Fingers tracing each hanger, pausing over a black maxi dress before choosing the sundress. Pale peach, soft fabric, short hemline. The kind of thing that fluttered when she walked.

She held it against her body and checked the mirror. Smoothed her hands over her hips. Then turned slightly to the side, appraising her profile. A tiny smile played on her lips. Like she approved of herself.

She didn’t see Daniel watching from the bed, eyes barely open, breath slow like sleep. But he was. Taking in every detail. A voyeur in his own marriage.

She slipped the dress on, tied the waist. Touched up her lipstick. Spritzed perfume lightly over her collarbone.

Her phone lit up.

Jordan 🥃: You still want that second drink?

She read it once, didn’t reply, then flipped the phone over again.

Daniel’s chest tightened. No sound. No movement. Just a slow burn under the ribs.

Kate tapped her hair into place, spritzed perfume lightly over her collarbone, and slid into a sundress… short, loose, with a tie around the middle. Casual. Sexy without trying.

She didn’t say where she was going.

"Back in a bit," was all.

Daniel waited three minutes after the door clicked. Then grabbed his keys.

***

The air clung to him, thick with salt and heat, that unmistakable summer humidity that turned every movement into a slow stretch of skin. The boardwalk buzzed with low chatter, couples strolling, sandals slapping lazily against pavement, but Daniel didn’t hear any of it. Not really.

He moved with false purpose, like a man heading somewhere but not in a hurry to arrive. His eyes swept the benches instinctively, and then—

There she was.

Tucked into a secluded corner of the boardwalk, shaded by palms and mostly hidden from foot traffic, Kate sat in Jordan’s lap like she’d claimed the spot hours ago. Her legs were lazily draped across his, toes brushing the wooden bench slats. Her head tilted back in an easy laugh that melted into the air like smoke. One hand toyed with the chain around his neck, fingers slow and knowing, like they’d done this before.

Jordan looked every bit the king of this moment—shoulders relaxed, hand sprawled boldly on her thigh, fingers teasing just under the hem of her dress. She leaned into it. Into him.

Then came the kiss.

Not rushed. Not hesitant. Just… slow. Certain. Familiar.

Jordan cupped the back of her neck like it was his right. His other hand slid from her hip to her ass, squeezing, owning, while she tilted deeper into him like she'd been waiting all day.

He pressed his palm against her breast, a firm pass through the fabric, testing, claiming. Kate didn’t flinch. If anything, her hand rose to his chest, bunching into his shirt like she needed to hold on.

Daniel froze mid-step. Breath caught halfway.

Then she slid off his lap.

He thought—hoped—she might walk away.

But she didn’t.

She knelt.

Jordan leaned back, lazy and expectant, like a man waiting to be entertained. His arms stretched along the backrest, casual, ready.

She didn’t look around. She didn’t need to. She knew he might see. And maybe, she wanted him to. She didn’t hesitate. She brushed her hair over one shoulder, smoothed her skirt with one hand, and reached for his belt with the other. The dress slipped forward just slightly as she bent, the neckline dipping enough to make Daniel feel sick.

He couldn’t see everything, but he didn’t need to.

The way her elbow moved, the deliberate dip of her head, the shift in Jordan’s posture—legs spreading, chest rising with a sharp breath—it all painted the rest.

Her hand gripped his knee, grounding herself. The other vanished from view. Her rhythm wasn’t rushed. She took her time. Like this wasn’t a new act. Like she'd done it for him before.

Jordan’s head tilted back. His mouth parted, and he let out a breath that wasn’t quite a moan, but close.

Daniel’s heart raced. His stomach flipped. And still—still—his cock hardened like it had a mind of its own.

He should’ve turned around. Should’ve said something. Should’ve done anything but just… watch.

But his body betrayed him.

He stayed where he was, muscles locked, breath shallow.

Each bob of her head felt like a punch and a caress at once. He wanted to be sick. He wanted to come.

He didn’t blink. Couldn’t.

Her. On her knees.

Jordan. Relaxed. Loose. Smiling like he’d earned it.

Daniel just stood there, anchored by shame, and something worse.

Need.

He didn’t interrupt.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just watched. And hated that he wanted to.

***

He didn’t go back to the room right away. Instead, he walked along the beach, barefoot on the cooling sand, the ocean dark and loud beside him. The boardwalk scene played on a loop in his head—her lips, her knees, the slow, shameless rhythm of it all. He kept thinking if he’d imagined it. But no, it was real. Too vivid to be anything else.

By the time he finally returned to the room, the lights were off and the place felt hushed, like she’d gotten there first and erased any trace of what had come before.

The bathroom door was closed. Water ran behind it.

Her bikini—still damp—hung from the balcony railing like it had been left there without thought, but perfectly placed. A tiny triangle top. Bottoms tied at the hips. Dark red. It shimmered in the soft light from outside.

He stepped toward it, drawn like it meant something. His fingers brushed the fabric. Still wet. Still warm.

It clung to his skin for a moment. Slick with seawater and maybe something more. The knots still shaped from hands—his or someone else’s. The inside held the scent of her: salt, sunscreen, sweat, and a little perfume. He didn’t pull away immediately.

He stared at it, hanging there like proof. Proof of something he didn’t know how to ask about.

The water kept running.

He let go. Sat down. Waited.

When she finally emerged, steam rolled out behind her. A towel was wrapped loosely around her chest, her hair dripping and clinging to her collarbone. Her skin flushed in patches from the heat—or from whatever came before it.

A faint mark rested under her collarbone. Too wide for a wrinkle. Too soft-edged for a seatbelt.

She was humming. That same lazy tune from earlier.

Her eyes met his briefly. Saw him staring at the bikini. She said nothing.

And that silence felt like a door closing gently, firmly.

He smiled. Reflex. Like nothing had shifted.

That night, he didn’t ask.

He lay beside her, eyes open, body still, while her breath moved steady and slow beside him. Already asleep.

His hand hovered just above the sheet, twitching against his waistband. He tried not to. Then gave in.

He jerked off quietly, staring at the ceiling, his mind playing the same loop. Her knees on the pavement. The bob of her head. Jordan’s hands relaxed, fingers loose, as if he’d earned it.

He bit the inside of his cheek when he came.

His heart was pounding. Not from guilt. Not anymore.

He used to be afraid of being replaced.

Now he was afraid of being forgotten… and he still couldn’t look away.

He didn’t know what he was becoming.

But he knew this much: he wasn’t going to stop her.

And the worst part was, he didn’t want to.


Chapter 6

The morning sunlight spilled across the suite in warm ribbons, glowing off the tile floor and the linen sheets tangled around Daniel’s ankles. Somewhere in the haze between sleep and wakefulness, he felt movement—a whisper of soft feet padding across the room, the faint clink of ceramic.

Then the smell hit him. Coffee. Strong. Fresh.

He blinked one eye open.

Kate stood by the table in nothing but a loose tank top and panties, pouring a cup with unhurried ease. She turned when she noticed him stirring, smile warm, eyes soft.

“Morning,” she said. “Made yours the way you like it.”

She brought it over, the ceramic warm in his hands, and leaned down to kiss his temple. Her fingers slipped into his hair briefly, tenderly. Then gone.

He watched her walk away, hips swaying under the cotton. The hem of her tank top brushed just below her ass. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d kissed him first thing in the morning. Or made coffee. Or hummed that soft little tune under her breath like she had nothing in the world to worry about.

He remembered last night.

He remembered standing frozen on the boardwalk, watching her kneel between another man’s legs like it was the most natural thing in the world. The rhythm of her head, the way Jordan had leaned back, satisfied, casual.

He remembered how he walked the beach for what felt like hours, and then came back to find her humming in the shower. Her bikini damp on the railing. A mark on her chest that hadn’t come from him.

He remembered jerking off in silence while she slept beside him.

Now, she was bringing him coffee.

She was different today. Not just relaxed. Radiant. Sweet. Playful.

It was easy to believe that something between them had shifted.

In the bathroom, he was brushing his teeth when she stepped in behind him. Met his eyes in the mirror. No words. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek, toothpaste be damned, then smirked and padded away, humming again.

Daniel spat, rinsed. Still staring at himself, trying to process the moment. That kiss felt... normal. Domestic. Almost loving.

She bent down to pick up her towel off the floor, and her thong rode up just enough for him to see the curve of her ass. He stepped closer, reached out. His fingers found her hip.

She didn’t pull away. Didn’t say anything. Just let it sit there.

Then she stood upright and walked to the closet like it hadn’t happened at all.

He lingered.

Watched her sort through swimsuits and coverups. She tried on one top. Then another. Checked herself in the mirror. Frowned. Changed again. He watched her slide a hand under her bra to adjust something twice. It didn’t seem like vanity. It felt... loaded. Intentional.

She caught his eye in the mirror once, smirked, then went back to adjusting a strap.

Daniel leaned against the doorway, coffee cooling in his hand.

He felt closer to her than he had in weeks.

And yet, the closer she got, the less he understood what she wanted.

***

They stepped out just before eleven, beach towels slung over their shoulders, the sun already heavy in the sky.

Kate walked just ahead of him, hips swinging with an easy rhythm. The yellow bikini she wore rode up with each step, the fabric disappearing deeper between her cheeks. The bow on her right hip kept loosening slightly, and Daniel couldn’t tell if it was on purpose. He wanted to fix it. Or maybe untie it altogether.

A guy on a beach cruiser rolled by and gave her a second look—slow, appreciative, open. Daniel saw it. So did Kate. She didn’t react. She didn’t need to.

There was something about the way she moved this morning—relaxed, yes, but almost performative. Like she knew she was being watched and had quietly decided to make it worth their time.

He followed her down the steps toward the sand, his eyes locked on the sway of her ass. His mouth was dry and he hadn’t said a word yet. The sun was casting bright patches over the sand, the kind of light that made everything sharper—colors more saturated, bodies more naked.

The yellow bikini, was low in the front, tied at the sides, the color making her skin look darker, glossier. Daniel hadn’t seen it before. She hadn’t mentioned buying it. It clung in all the right places, and something about the way she adjusted the straps as they walked—slow, almost absent—made his stomach tighten.

They found a spot near the wooden walkway, just a few towels down from where Eli, one of the guys from the room next door, sat half-reclined with a paperback, sunglasses on, shirt off. He wasn’t built like a gym rat—no shredded abs or puffed-up chest—but his body had that natural, effortless strength. Long limbs, lean muscle, skin sun-kissed and confident. He sat with his legs wide, elbows resting comfortably, the book balanced on one thigh. Everything about him looked easy. Comfortable. Like he belonged here more than Daniel ever had. Even from a distance, he radiated a kind of stillness that didn’t ask for attention, but got it anyway. Kate gave him a small wave, casual, like she did it without thinking. He raised his hand in return, nodded.

Daniel laid the towels down. Kate slipped off her wrap with a single motion, not dramatic, but not shy either. She stretched, arms overhead, then lay down on her front, legs parted slightly, ankles crossed. Her skin glowed.

He sat beside her, fumbling with the sunscreen bottle. “Want me to get your back?”

She turned her head. Smiled.

“You go swim. I’ll ask Eli in a sec.”

His hand froze mid-cap twist. She was already turning away, settling into her towel like the matter had been decided.

He stood, robotically. Walked to the shoreline. The ocean felt cold and pointless.

He floated a little beyond the shallows, just far enough to watch.

Eli stood and walked over. Bent at the waist. Said something—Kate laughed.

Then he knelt beside her, unscrewed the bottle, and squirted a line of lotion into his palm. The slick sound of it squirting out cut through the soft murmur of the beach. He rubbed his hands together first, warming it, then pressed his palms to her bare shoulders.

Daniel watched from the water as the first touch landed. Kate's shoulder flinched—barely—then settled. Her head turned slightly to the side.

Eli moved slowly. Deliberately. Gliding his hands in wide, confident strokes from the tops of her shoulders down to the middle of her back. The lotion left a faint shimmer on her skin that caught the sun, glistening.

Kate’s bikini top was still tied. But then—quietly, almost without motion—he reached to the bow at the center of her back. Tugged. Let it fall open.

Daniel didn’t realize the straps were gone until they lay loose on either side of her towel.

Eli’s hands moved lower, spreading the oil across her back with slow, circular motion. When he got to her lower back, he adjusted position, sliding one hand lower until it landed on the curve of her hip. His other continued up between her shoulder blades. Smooth. Unhurried.

Her eyes remained closed. But her lips parted slightly. A small breath escaped her, soft and satisfied.

Daniel gripped his forearms under the water. He was hard, stiff beneath the surface, but didn’t adjust himself. Just watched.

Eli’s fingers didn’t leave her when he moved from hip to the top of her thigh. They slid. Testing. Like they were looking for a boundary. There wasn’t one.

The top of her breast peeked out to the side. Daniel wasn’t sure if Eli saw it or brushed it by accident. Either way, Kate didn’t react.

And neither did Eli. . One rested on her hip as he worked the other across her shoulder blades in slow, circular strokes. Her body didn’t flinch. She looked serene. Maybe even pleased.

Daniel stayed in the water, chest submerged, cock hard and pulsing under the surface.

What if Eli was hard too? What if Kate could feel it?

Maybe she wanted to.

From the beach, the two of them looked peaceful. Like they belonged there. Like this was normal.

Someone walked past Daniel’s spot in the surf and said, just loud enough for him to hear: “They look good together.”

He didn’t know if they meant Kate and Eli.

But it felt like they did.

He didn’t swim back right away.

He wanted to be mad. He wanted to storm up the sand, drag her towel back up, demand to know what the hell she thought she was doing. But even now—even soaked to his chest—his cock was hard. Not just hard. Owned. Owned by what he was watching, owned by the sound of her breath, the way her lips parted, the soft arch of her back beneath another man’s hands.

That part scared him the most.

And just before Eli stood up, Kate lifted her head slightly. Just enough. Her chin tilted toward the ocean, toward him. Her eyes met his for a second, maybe two. No surprise in them. Just calm recognition.

Then she closed them again.

And laid her head back down.

***

Back at the suite, the air felt thicker. Post-lunch heat settled in through the sliding doors, and the cold from the AC was barely winning the battle. The three of them entered with a lazy kind of energy, the way people did when the sun had baked them just enough to blur time.

Kate was still laughing at something Eli said. Something about yoga. Something Daniel didn’t catch.

“You’re good at stretches?” she asked, pulling her hair up off her neck, twisting it into a loose knot.

Eli shrugged. “I can follow instructions.”

Daniel mumbled something about his charger and slipped into the bedroom.

He was gone less than two minutes.

As he stepped into the hallway, he heard nothing at first. Then… something low. A murmur. Not laughter. Not words. Just sound.

He rounded the corner slowly, expecting them out on the balcony or still chatting by the couch.

Instead, the sight hit him in a single, silent impact.

Kate was bent over the back of the couch, her palms flat against the cushions, fingers stretched wide like she was anchoring herself. Her toes curled slightly into the carpet, knees loose, parted in a way that felt less accidental the longer he looked. The yellow string of her bikini bottoms had disappeared into the cleft of her ass, the knot barely visible now, nestled where her cheeks met.

Her back rose in a deep arch, like she was offering it—like her whole body had melted into that position from muscle memory. The curve was obscene and perfect. Each breath she took deepened it, the motion soft and slow, like a sigh blooming across her skin. It didn’t feel like stretching. It felt like foreplay. Like this wasn’t her first time holding that pose for someone else's benefit.

His pulse jumped. His fingers tightened around the charger. Something kicked low in his gut—equal parts threat and arousal.

The air in the room felt still, thicker somehow.

Eli knelt behind her.

One hand was on her inner thigh. The other pressed gently on her lower back, coaxing her hips into a deeper fold. His lips were close… too close, to the curve of her upper thigh.

Neither of them moved when Daniel entered.

No scrambling. No apology. Just a frozen frame, like a photo caught mid-motion.

Daniel stopped. One step into the room.

The air between them all vibrated with something unspoken.

Kate turned her head. Her hair was falling loose again, sticking slightly to her cheek from the humidity. Her eyes met his. Steady.

“We were just stretching,” she said, soft, almost amused. “You can watch if you want.”

She held the eye contact.

Daniel didn’t speak.

He walked over to the charger in his hand. Set it down on the edge of the counter without plugging it in.

Then pulled out a dining chair. Turned it toward the living room. Sat.

Eli didn’t speak either.

His hands started moving again. Slower now. Not hurried. Not unsure.

One traced the length of her thigh, then swept gently up to the dip of her waist. The other glided from the top of her spine down to the swell of her ass.

Then lower.

Eli’s hand didn’t just rest on her thigh now. It moved. Slow. Upward. He pressed along the inside, stopping just short of the crease where her body began. Testing. Feeling. His thumb dragged gently along the line where skin met suit.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t correct him. She adjusted slightly, tilting, parting just a little more. Subtle, but deliberate. Like a woman giving silent permission.

His other hand returned to her back, broader now, more certain. Fingers spread like a man mapping out what was his.

And still, Kate didn’t blink. Didn’t look away.

Kate exhaled softly.

Daniel sat completely still.

He could say something. Ask what the fuck this was. But his mouth was dry. The words didn’t form.

He could walk over and pull her upright, demand answers, pretend this still meant something he controlled. But his legs stayed planted. He didn’t move.

He just sat there, the chair creaking beneath him, watching another man’s fingers glide across his wife’s skin like it belonged to him.

And the worst part—worse than the heat in his throat or the sting in his pride—was knowing he didn’t want it to stop.

Not really.

She wasn’t asking if Daniel was okay. She wasn’t apologizing.

She was offering him a seat. To watch.

And he took it.

Eli’s hand lingered near the tie of her bikini, fingers hovering just close enough to brush fabric.

Kate’s voice broke the quiet, soft, steady, still watching Daniel.

"It’s fine," she said. "He’s good with his hands."

And watched.

***

Daniel didn’t know what this was anymore. A stretch? Foreplay? A test? Every breath felt like a negotiation.

Kate dropped lower, her elbows replacing her hands on the cushions. Her back dipped even deeper, the new position drawing the fabric of her bikini tighter, higher, until the bottoms looked like they were holding on by a thread.

Eli adjusted again, almost naturally. His hands slid lower, down the backs of her thighs, lingering there, shaping the muscle with slow pressure. She let out a soft sigh—barely a sound. It sent a throb through Daniel’s cock.

He hadn’t touched himself. His thighs twitched, muscles clenched tight from holding still too long. The armrest dug into his palm, fingers tense. The ache in his cock had gone from sharp to dull and maddening.

She shifted again. Her knees widened, opening just slightly more, and Eli’s hand rode the motion like he’d been expecting it.

Kate’s voice floated out, almost casual. "It’s good to stretch like this. Opens everything up."

Daniel gripped the armrest of the chair, knuckles paling. His cock pulsed against the inside of his swim trunks. Still untouched. Still hard. His entire body tuned to their energy.

He didn’t know if Eli was hard. Didn’t know if he’d pressed against her while adjusting her hips. Didn’t know if Kate was wet.

But he felt like he knew.

Felt like all of it had already happened in some shadowy corner of this room that didn’t belong to him anymore.

Eli’s hands slowed. One last glide down the line of her leg. Then he pulled back and stood.

Kate stayed in place for a breath. Two. Then straightened.

She didn’t rush. She adjusted her bikini casually, pulled the top tight, and re-tied the bottom with a flick of her fingers.

She looked over at Daniel, almost playful. “You should try it sometime. Feels really good.”

Then she turned. Kissed Eli’s cheek—soft, slow, like it was earned.

He didn’t kiss back. But he didn’t need to.

“Thanks,” she said.

Eli nodded, grabbed his shirt, and left without a word.

Daniel stayed seated.

Kate walked past him slowly, towel tossed over one shoulder. The edge of it brushed his arm. Her thigh grazed his as she passed. The heat of her skin lingered.

He stared at the curve of her ass as she disappeared into the bathroom. His body tense. Drained. Strung up between desire and disbelief.

Then he heard the water running.

The bath.

He imagined walking in. Joining her. Touching her the way Eli had. But the image felt foreign. Like someone else’s fantasy.

So he didn’t follow.

Didn’t call out.

He sat there, replaying everything. Her voice. Eli’s touch. The way she adjusted her hips. That towel slung over her shoulder like nothing had happened.

His cock was still hard.

He thought about Eli’s hand on her thigh. Wondered if it had slipped beneath the strap—just a little. Wondered if he’d touched her where Daniel couldn’t see.

The water in the bath sloshed as she stepped in.

Still, he didn’t move.

A few minutes later, she stepped out in a robe, towel-drying her hair. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat.

She passed him again, heading toward the closet, and said—casual, effortless—“He’s gentle, isn’t he?”

Like she expected him to agree.

He opened his mouth. Closed it. There was nothing to say that wouldn’t sound pathetic.

He didn’t respond.

She didn’t wait for one.

He didn’t know what had just happened. What had been happening since they arrived here.

He’d had more sex in the last few days than the last few months. He’d seen his wife on her knees, sucking a man younger than him. He’d watched her open her body under the hands of another like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And yet, none of it felt wrong. Or forced. Or even shocking anymore.

What scared him was how much he wanted more.

If she’d told him to leave the room, he would’ve.

If she’d told him to stay, he would’ve done that too.

She was opening everything.

And Daniel? He didn’t want to stop her.


Chapter 7

The light came in slow through the thin linen curtains, warm and colorless, casting soft stripes across the floor and their bed. Daniel woke without an alarm. No sounds from outside. No gulls. No hallway noise. Just that strange, hush-drenched quiet that only came with places you didn’t live in.

Kate was still in her sleep.

She lay on her side facing the window, one bare leg draped outside the sheet, her thigh caught in the sunbeam. Her back rose and fell in slow rhythm, hair half-stuck to her cheek, lips slightly parted. The sheet had shifted in the night—her tank top rucked high, panties twisted, one strap falling off her shoulder. Everything about her looked relaxed. Open.

Her breast rose and fell with each breath, the tank top barely clinging to the soft underside. One nipple outlined against the thin fabric, dark and relaxed. A smudge of mascara still lingered under one eye like evidence.

But not toward him.

Daniel lay still, careful not to move the mattress. He stared at the back of her neck. That soft curve between shoulder and jaw. There was a time he would’ve rolled into her without thinking. Kissed that spot. Pressed his body against hers and waited for her to make a sound.

But now? Now he just watched.

Her breathing changed slightly. Deeper. Then shallower again. Not waking up. Just shifting into some lower, slower dream.

He wondered if she was dreaming of him.

And then, as if the morning didn’t already have a pulse of its own, her phone lit up on the nightstand. No sound. Just the screen flaring to life with one line.

Malik: You sure you’re ready for me today?

Daniel didn’t touch it.

He read it twice. Three times. The words didn’t change. But the feeling they sent through his chest did hot and cold at the same time.

He hated that Malik could just say it like that. That he could assume she’d be ready. That maybe… she already was.

And what stung worse was the twitch in his cock when he imagined it. Her already knowing. Her already planning.

Ready for me.

He didn’t know what that meant. Not exactly. Not yet.

But he knew enough.

He glanced back at Kate.

She was deep in it still—some slow, private sleep he wasn’t part of. Still beautiful in the way only distance could make someone feel.

He thought of how she’d gasped the night before, hips grinding down, hands pressing into his chest like she was holding him there. Not his name. Just breath. Just pressure. And that mark on her thigh—that wasn’t his.

His cock stirred—slow, unsure—caught somewhere between guilt and heat.

He lay there for another minute.

Then he rolled onto his back, stared at the ceiling, and tried to remember when exactly his marriage had become this.

And why he didn’t want to change it back.

Maybe he didn’t want to stop it. Not really. Maybe he wanted her to come back to him drenched in someone else. Wanted to kiss her after. Ask her how it felt. Or maybe—maybe he didn’t want to ask. Just feel it. Taste it. Wonder.

He used to wonder if she was slipping away. Now, it felt simpler than that. He’s not the first. He won’t be the last. And maybe that’s the part that keeps me here.

Then she murmured something. Soft. Incoherent.

But the name wasn’t his.

***

The afternoon settled around the suite like steam. Heavy, slow. The kind of heat that softened time and quieted thought. Daniel stepped out onto the balcony with his coffee, freshly poured but already too warm to be comforting. He took a breath. The salt in the air coated his tongue.

The ocean murmured somewhere below, but it wasn’t the sound that stopped him.

Kate stood near the railing. Her body faced the water, but her head was tilted down, gaze fixed on her phone. The black one-piece clung to her in a way that made movement unnecessary. Wet from a recent dip, it rode up high on her hips, dark fabric cutting into the soft line where ass met thigh. The low back framed her spine, catching little drops of water that hadn’t quite dried. Her hair was up, a few tendrils curling from humidity, clinging to her temples and neck.

She looked untouched. Except she wasn't.

Her skin gleamed in the light, heat-kissed and loose. One hand cradled her wine, stem between fingers like she’d been holding it for hours. The other thumbed her screen slowly, lazily. Not texting. Just browsing. Or maybe waiting.

Daniel stood there, watching the play of light on the swell of her ass. The way the curve of her shoulder caught a shadow. He hadn’t spoken yet.

She didn’t acknowledge him at first. Just kept scrolling. Letting him take her in like she was part of the landscape.

Then her head turned. Not fully. Just enough to catch him in the corner of her eye.

"Malik said he might swing by," she said. Voice casual, like she was asking if they were out of ice. "Wants to talk about surfboards. That cool?"

The words landed, but the meaning was secondary to the tone. It was too light. Almost playful. Like they were in on a joke he hadn’t been told yet.

She didn’t wait for his answer. Didn’t turn fully. She looked back at the water, sipped her wine.

Daniel stepped forward, just one pace.

The coffee in his hand was already cold.

He opened his mouth. Closed it.

There was nothing to say that wouldn’t sound like permission.

So he stayed quiet.

And watched her scroll.

***

Daniel was still drying his hair when Malik found him.

Malik and Kate had been talking for nearly an hour, drifting easily between flirtation and conversation, low murmurs that floated through the air like secrets. Laughs that didn’t sound like his wife’s. The kind you lean into. The kind you don’t expect to end. When Malik had arrived, he wasn’t even wearing a shirt, just a pair of dark swim shorts that sat low on his waist, clinging to his hips in a way that made it hard not to look. His torso was cut tight, lean muscle roped under smooth skin, glistening with sun and sweat. And just beneath the fabric, there was no hiding the weight between his legs; thick, outlined, shifting slightly as he leaned into one hip. Daniel had watched from the couch as Malik leaned into the balcony rail, towel slung casually over his shoulder, body language relaxed but charged. Like he already knew the answer to questions he hadn’t asked yet.

He hadn’t heard the words, not clearly. Just the tone. The occasional lilt of her voice when she said something she wanted him to hear. And Malik’s deeper reply, smoother, slower.

Whatever it had been, it was enough to change the temperature of the room.

Midway through the conversation—flirty, quiet, occasionally punctuated by Kate’s laugh—Daniel had given up pretending to read. The throb in his cock had been building since the first murmur. So he walked down to the pool, hoping the cold water would cool him off. It hadn’t. His erection didn’t listen to reason.

After about thirty minutes, Daniel had just stepped out of the pool, towel slung over his shoulders, chest still wet and glistening in the evening sun. He hadn’t noticed Malik approach at first, just sensed the weight of someone watching.

Malik stood nearby, bare-chested, skin slick with sweat, the towel around his neck darkened with heat. He wiped his face, then dragged the edge of the towel across his chest, slow, casual, like he had all the time in the world.

He glanced toward the direction of their suite. Then back at Daniel.

"She looked like she needed to cool off," he said, voice low, easy. "Hope you don't mind I helped."

Daniel let out a short breath of a laugh. It didn’t reach his eyes. "She, uh... she’s been enjoying the sun."

Malik nodded once. Smirked. "She’s got a way of drawing heat, man. Thought I’d give her a proper rinse."

There was a pause. A long one.

Nothing about the words was crass. But they landed like pressure.

Malik turned and started walking.

Daniel didn’t think. He followed.

Late afternoon light filtered through the poolside cabana, the sun already beginning its long stretch toward evening. Daniel was shirtless, a towel around his waist, half-distracted by the slow drip of water tracing down his chest. He turned when he heard the voice.

"She said she needed a rinse."

Malik stood a few feet away, barefoot on the tile. No shirt. Towel slung over his neck. His skin gleamed with heat and salt, chest cut in that effortless way that didn’t need announcing. The kind of build that lived in the space between tension and ease. His voice was calm. Deeper than it needed to be.

Daniel blinked. “Sorry?”

Malik’s mouth curved just slightly. "The shower. She’s in there now."

Daniel’s gut tightened.

It took a beat to realize what was happening, not because he didn’t know, but because he couldn’t believe how naturally it was unfolding. How mundane Malik made it sound. As if she were a shared room, a casual thing being passed between friends.

Malik didn’t wait for permission. He turned. Walked.

Daniel followed.

Not because he had to. Because he couldn’t not.

The corridor back to the suite felt longer than it should have. Malik walked ahead, loose-shouldered, towel swinging low against his hips. The fabric barely clung to his waist, threatening to slide. Daniel's eyes traced the water dripping down Malik's back, catching on the dark curve of a tattoo inked across his shoulder blade, something abstract but aggressive. The muscles beneath it shifted with every step.

He wasn’t walking like a guest. He was walking like he already belonged.

Daniel tried to look away. Failed. His mind filled in too much. Malik's body wasn’t just stronger. It moved differently. Purposefully. Daniel felt like a ghost behind him.

“She wanted that,” he thought. “Not just the body, his presence. His command.”

He remembered how Kate used to sound with him. Back when things were simpler. Familiar. Quieter.

She never gasped for him like that.

Now he was trailing the man who did.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t dare. Just walked through the slow throb of jealousy and something deeper.

A need he couldn’t name.

By the time they reached the suite, the door was already cracked open. Steam pulsed softly from inside, curling into the hallway like breath.

Malik stepped through first.

Daniel froze.

The sound hit him almost instantly. Water. Full, high-pressure, splashing against tile. But it wasn’t just the water.

It was her.

First came the soft thud… a shoulder, maybe her back, against the wall. Then the slippery shift of feet against wet tile. The sound of spray bouncing sideways, catching on skin.

She giggled. Loose. Breathless. The kind of sound that belonged to a different woman. A freer one.

Another thud. Closer now. A suction sound, obscene in its intimacy, like wet mouths finding wet skin. Then came the slow grind. Flesh on flesh. Heavy. Intentional.

Her breath broke on a vowel, something between "Malik" and a moan she couldn’t finish.

Daniel’s throat tightened.

A laugh. Not polite. Not performative. A laugh with her throat open. Warm and loose and wet.

Then came the gasp. Sharper. Faster.

Then nothing but water for a moment.

Then skin. The smack of it. Wet, heavy, obscene. Like flesh meeting flesh with force and rhythm.

Daniel’s throat went dry.

He moved one step closer. Just enough to see the bathroom door—not shut. Not even trying to be.

And just inside, through the crack in the hinge, he could see shadows moving.

Kate’s voice. High. Tighter now. Borderline pleading. Her tone cracked with something sweet and desperate. "God… Malik…"

Then the scrape of tile. Her bare foot, slipping or shifting. Followed by Malik’s voice, low and slow:

"Keep that leg up. I said hold still."

Daniel gripped the wall.

The steam was rolling harder now. And in it, her moan rose—not loud, but real.

Not his wife’s voice. Not the one she used with him.

It was deeper. Rawer.

Like something had been unlocked inside her and poured out into the air.

"Yes," she breathed. Then again. Louder. "Yes. Yes."

Malik made a sound then not words. Just breath. A command. It rumbled.

Daniel pressed his hand flat to the wall.

The door cracked more as someone inside shifted. Daniel didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

His cock was already hard. Painfully.

The next moment came in pieces: a new angle of the water spray, redirected. The wet slap again. A sharper one. A squeal. Her giggle—spilled laughter, bouncing off tile.

Then the sharp inhale that followed it. Her breath catching like she couldn’t contain any more.

Kate’s voice: "Harder, Malik. Right there."

Daniel shut his eyes.

Malik replied, his voice like gravel warmed in the sun: "You want them to hear you, don’t you?"

There was no reply.

Just the rise of her moan. Open. Shameless.

Daniel could picture it. Her leg hooked high, Malik’s hand gripping her ass. Water pounding over her chest. Hair soaked. Her mouth slack, open. Body arched in that way that looked like offering. Looked like ownership.

The sound came again. Skin against skin. Palm on ass. Hard. Followed by her fuck, whispered but shattering.

Daniel didn’t move.

He wanted to interrupt. But what would he say? That he’d heard too much? That he hadn’t heard enough?

His legs trembled slightly, the effort of holding still becoming unbearable. He could feel the towel darkening with pre-cum, warmth spreading beneath the fabric like a confession. His hand tightened around the doorframe, knuckles whitening with restraint.

His hand twitched at his waistband. His cock pressed harder against the towel. He didn’t stroke. Didn’t dare.

He thought about the way Kate used to whisper his name in bed—soft, loving, like she needed it to come. And now, listening to her gasp someone else’s... it wasn’t just betrayal. It was transformation.

He pressed his forehead against the wall. Closed his eyes. Thought:

If I say her name, will she stop?

Or will she moan his louder?

He just stood there. Listening.

Frozen.

Owned.

Then, a gasp… not sharp, but shaking. Then silence. Then the thud of her back hitting tile. And his grunt… low, feral, final.

Daniel’s hand slipped slightly against the wall. The sound of her breathing filled the silence again. Slower now. But not done.

Then came her voice… softer, almost a whimper:

"Malik... don’t stop..."

It wasn’t for him.

The shower kept going.

So did they.

And he stayed there. Hard. Forgotten. And needing more.

***

The water stopped. Just like that.

Silence came next, not sudden, but slow. It dripped. Cooled. Spread.

Daniel moved fast. Quiet. Careful. He backed away from the wall like he hadn’t been leaning into it, like he hadn’t pressed his forehead against the plaster just to stay upright.

He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. Adjusted the towel over his lap. It was damp—too damp—and he couldn’t tell anymore what was pool water and what was pre-cum.

She’ll know, he thought. She’ll smell it on me. Taste it on herself.

He crossed the room on steady legs that still shook and sank into the closest chair. Picked up the book he hadn’t opened in hours. Flipped to a random page. He didn’t even know what chapter he was on. Let his eyes glaze over the words. They didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but the sound of the bathroom door creaking open.

She emerged barefoot. A soft slap of her foot against tile. Then another. Her shadow crossed the doorway first, thick with steam, bending around her curves before she appeared fully. Steam followed her out like it was still clinging to her.

Daniel's gaze dropped. Her calves flexed with each step, smooth and gleaming. Her nipples bounced slightly with every movement, still wet, brushing the air like they didn’t care who saw.

She didn’t wrap herself up. She let herself be seen.

The towel around her hips was barely holding. Her chest was bare. Her nipples flushed, tight from heat or friction or both. Her hair was soaked and wild, strands curling around her face, dripping onto her collarbone.

Water trailed in slow beads between her breasts, catching the light as it slid down the plush curves. They swayed slightly with each breath, heavy, glistening, flushed from the heat and what had just been done to them. Her nipples were hard and ruddy, the kind of stiff that begged to be bitten or sucked. The water curved beneath them, rolling down her stomach like it had memorized her body. Her skin still glistened. Her breath was slow and steady, like nothing about this was unusual.

Her thighs were damp. One of them—the left—bore a bloom of red just under the curve of her ass. A handprint. Bold and unmistakable.

Daniel didn’t breathe.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

Kate walked past him like the room belonged to her. Like she hadn't just been transformed into something he couldn't touch. Like she wasn’t soaked in someone else.

She paused only to lean down.

Daniel leaned in, just slightly—instinct more than thought. A need to feel something, anything. She hesitated for a breath. Her eyes flicked to his. And then she kissed him.

Soft. Quick. On the mouth.

Her lips were damp. The heat of her still rising off her skin. The taste that hit his tongue wasn’t just mint, though that was there. It lingered just long enough to taste like someone else. Like something earned by another man.

His cock twitched under the towel, hard and needy. Her hand brushed against it—casual, unhurried, like she was checking he was exactly as turned on as he should be. Like she already knew. Her fingers lingered just a moment too long, pressing against the shape through terrycloth.

He stayed still. If he moved, he’d lose it… his control, his story, maybe even his marriage. His legs trembled again. His lips tingled with the taste.

His stomach twisted.

She exhaled first, just a small breath, soft and satisfied, like the air carried memory.

She whispered, low enough that it almost didn’t register:

"Thanks for waiting."

Daniel gave a half-nod—reflexive, wordless. The kind you give when there’s nothing left to say.

Then she turned.

Walked to the bed.

Didn’t look back.

Didn’t need to.

The towel shifted higher on her thigh with each step. The red mark peeked out again.

She pulled back the covers like it was any other night. The towel shifted again. The red mark flashed one last time, not fading. Just waiting. Like the man still in her skin didn’t matter.

Daniel sat there. Book open. Pages blank.

Every word he read tasted like someone else.

***

Daniel didn’t go to the bed right away.

The air felt too thick. The silence too sharp.

He poured himself a drink instead. Not because he wanted it, because he needed something to do with his hands.

The bottle he chose was heavy. Familiar. He stared at it for a few seconds before uncapping it, watching the amber liquid settle. He poured like he was being watched… slow, controlled, like any spill would say too much. The neck clinked against the glass once. Then again. His fingers trembled just enough to spill a few drops onto the counter.

The glass shook in his hand as he raised it. He took a long sip. Then touched his lips.

They still tingled. Still carried the taste. Not just mint. Not just her. Something heavier. Faintly salt. Faintly him.

He didn’t want to name it. That would make it real.

Daniel walked to the balcony and slid the door open. The night air came in like a slap. Cool and thick with sea salt and distance. It didn’t clear his head. It widened it.

He stepped out. Let the breeze settle over his bare chest. The glass in his hand dipped slightly as he scanned the dark.

Then he saw it.

A towel. Folded neatly over one of the chairs. Not his. Not hers. Bigger. Darker. Damp.

Malik’s.

It sat there like it had been placed with purpose. Like a calling card.

Daniel stared at it for too long. Imagined Malik drying himself off with it, slow, sure strokes, muscles flexing under dark skin. He imagined her watching. Or helping. Or laughing.

It was still wet. Soaked in the heat of someone else. It probably smelled like ocean. Like sweat. Like her.

The drink in his hand warmed and stayed full. He didn’t sip again.

He went inside eventually. Quiet. Careful.

Kate was already asleep. Or pretending to be.

She lay on her side, facing away from him, the sheet draped low across her back. One leg kicked out, bent at the knee. Her thigh was bare. Exposed. The same bruise—not quite a handprint now, more like a claim—rested bold against her skin.

Her breathing was soft. Rhythmic. Oblivious.

He stood by the bed for a while. His towel still hung loose around his waist. He didn’t remove it. Didn’t move.

He didn’t want to wake her. But part of him hoped she would wake. Roll over. Whisper something that would make this feel like less of a fall.

She didn’t.

Daniel slid into bed beside her.

He didn’t touch her. Not at first.

He lay there. Eyes open. Cock hard.

His hand moved before his brain did.

Under the sheet. Slow. Silent. He wrapped his fingers around himself and stroked in shallow, trembling pulls. Eyes wide. Mouth closed. Every nerve screaming quietly.

The sheet rustled with the motion. Subtle. Just enough to feel real.

She shifted in her sleep. The sheet dipped lower. One breast slipped into view. Heavy. Relaxed. Glowing faintly in the ambient light.

He didn’t look away.

His mind turned in loops:

She’s not just mine anymore.

But she still comes back to me.

He made her moan like that… and she kissed me after.

Is that what freedom feels like? Letting go... and being touched by the fallout?

He didn’t stroke to finish. He stroked to remember.

When he came, it wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even visible. Just a sharp flex down his spine, a flicker behind his eyes, and then the warmth spilling over his hand.

It soaked his palm. His belly. The sheets.

He didn’t wipe it. Didn’t shift.

He felt it cooling on his skin. And still, he was hard.

He just lay there.

Still watching her sleep.


Chapter 8

The suite smelled like sea salt and sunscreen and the faint trace of rose from Kate’s lotion. She stood near the window, one leg propped on the low table, slowly rubbing the cream into her shin with long, casual strokes. She was humming some low, off-key tune that had no rhythm but made her seem impossibly calm.

She moved slowly. Like she had nowhere to be. Like the moment was hers alone.

The red satin robe hung open down the middle, clinging loosely where it still touched her hips. The way she lifted her leg let the fabric slide higher, baring the soft inside of her thigh. Her fingers circled the skin there, gentle, lazy, like she was enjoying her own body more than anyone else's presence.

The robe had no belt. Just two corners lazily drawn together and crossed at the front. When she leaned forward to switch legs, the silk gaped open just enough to reveal the curve of her breast, a heavy, perfect swell that jiggled slightly with the motion. Her nipple wasn’t visible, not yet, but it pressed against the fabric like it wanted to be.

She shifted and massaged the lotion into the top of her other thigh, closer to the crease. The bruise—fainter now, but still visible, peered out like a kept secret. She didn’t touch it. Didn’t avoid it either. Just let her knuckles skim past it, slow and unbothered.

Daniel sat in the corner chair, book in hand. He’d been on the same page for twenty minutes.

The smell of her lotion mixed with salt and skin and something else… something warmer, almost too intimate to name.

Every time he blinked, his eyes landed somewhere new: her shin, the arch of her foot, the sway of her breast beneath the satin when she leaned forward.

He adjusted his grip on the book. His fingers felt slick against the cover. His cock twitched once, then again, as if trying to decide whether to rise.

He read the same paragraph five times. Nothing stuck. Except the image of her breast catching the light.

Her hair was still damp. Tied loosely. Wet strands stuck to her shoulder. From the morning swim? From a shower?

He didn’t ask.

Because she hadn’t said a word about yesterday. And he wasn’t sure what would happen if he did.

"We should do drinks today," she said suddenly. "With the guys. Eli and Jordan. Just chill."

Daniel didn’t answer right away.

He wanted to ask: Why them? Why now? But the words stayed in his throat like stones.

She looked at him over her shoulder. Not waiting for agreement, just confirmation.

Their eyes met.

Just for a moment.

Long enough for him to feel something shift. Like she already knew he wouldn’t say no.

"I’ll text them," she said. And she did.

***

It was close to eleven when the knock came.

Daniel looked up from the small bar area. He’d opened a bottle of wine. His hand still gripped the neck.

He almost stepped toward the door.

Then he remembered it wasn’t for him.

His heart thudded. Just once. Loud enough to feel in his fingertips.

Kate didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just called out:

"It’s open."

Eli walked in first. Polished. Courteous. A bottle of white in hand, beads of condensation running down the label. He gave Daniel a polite nod.

Kate’s face lit up. Not exaggerated. Just... bright.

"Perfect timing," she said.

Jordan followed right after. Shirt half-unbuttoned. Smile already playing at the edge of his mouth.

"Hope we’re not overdressed," he joked.

Daniel had poured two glasses. He hesitated, then opened a third.

Kate shifted on the couch to make room. The robe rode up again. Higher this time.

The silk clung to the bottom curve of her ass as she settled in, one hand smoothing the edge like she was daring gravity to take it further. Her bare thigh gleamed. The bruising showed faintly again, so faint it could be missed unless you were looking for it.

She didn’t fix the robe.

"Come on," she said, patting the space beside her.

Eli took it. Smooth. Quiet. Close.

Jordan grabbed the chair opposite her but leaned forward. Eyes on her legs.

Daniel sat off to the side. Not quite part of the group. Not quite apart.

Jordan raised his glass. "To married life," he said. "Guess the others have been doing it all wrong."

Kate clinked her glass against his. Laughed.

Then she glanced at Daniel. Just once. Just long enough.

The look wasn’t playful or apologetic. It was knowing.

Like she was checking whether he was still watching.

Eli didn’t toast. He just watched her. Eyes locked like he was trying to memorize how she moved.

Kate leaned back. Crossed her legs. The robe parted more. One breast peeked loose now, half-shadowed in the low light, nipple soft and visible for anyone looking.

No one looked away.

Not even Daniel.

***

Kate poured the drinks herself.

She didn’t ask Daniel to help. She didn’t even glance at him. Just uncorked the second bottle with a practiced twist and bent forward deliberately, letting the red silk slip off her shoulder.

The robe dipped low. Her cleavage deepened.

She picked up the first glass and filled it slowly, the liquid swirling like blood in the dim light. As she leaned forward again for the second glass, the silk tugged farther down, the fold of fabric barely containing the heavy rise of her breast. A flush of pink peeked along the edge—enough to freeze Daniel mid-breath.

Jordan whistled softly. "Red wine and a red robe? You’re killing us."

Kate smiled without looking up. The pour was slow, generous. She handed his glass to him last, fingers brushing his.

Eli’s voice was softer: "You’re art. I hope you know that."

She looked at him. Eyes narrowed with something close to appreciation. Or challenge.

She blushed faintly. Then she adjusted her posture, sitting up straighter, letting the robe fall a bit looser. Like she wanted to be seen—clearly, fully.

Daniel noticed the shift. She never blushed like that when he complimented her. She never adjusted herself to give him a better view.

That part was new. She didn’t pull the robe up. In fact, she adjusted her seat slightly and let the silk shift again, letting the fabric mold to her skin like a second thought.

Daniel sat stiffly on the edge of the couch’s armrest, hands clenched together in his lap. He had started to speak—to offer to get something—but stopped when no one turned his way. The wine in his glass had gone untouched.

Kate moved back to the couch, settling between them. The robe slid as she did. Her thigh met Eli’s with a subtle press. She didn’t shift away.

Her other hand found Jordan’s knee, resting there like she’d done it a hundred times.

They kept talking. Light, teasing. She laughed often. Touched their arms when she spoke. Tilted her chin back when she listened. Every movement felt intentional, languid. Measured.

Daniel sat angled just outside their triangle. He tried to interject once—something about the type of wine or the view—but Jordan kept talking, and Kate laughed louder. No one turned to him.

The couch had become its own center of gravity. He was orbiting it, no longer part of the constellation.

She was five, six feet away. But she might as well have been across the room.

Then it happened.

Jordan told some half-dirty story about a surf instructor with too much confidence. Kate laughed, loud and unguarded, and the robe slipped.

Time stilled.

The silk caught just atop her nipple, swaying with her breath. Daniel held his own, waiting to see if it would fall. The fabric hesitated, as if deciding whether to reveal her fully. Then, finally, a hard, blushed nipple winked out before the robe clung again against her ribs.

Jordan saw it.

Eli definitely saw it.

But no one reached for it. Not yet.

She didn’t fix the robe.

Instead, she turned her head—just slightly—and locked eyes with Daniel.

It wasn’t coy. It wasn’t cruel. It was acknowledgment.

Then she said, calm as ever: "Daniel, could you get the other glasses? The good ones."

He stood quickly. Too quickly. He grabbed them from the shelf near the sink, his hands shaking just enough to clink the rims.

He lingered there, caught between watching and pretending not to. His eyes tracked Jordan’s hand, now gliding slowly along Kate’s thigh. Eli’s head had tilted, leaning closer.

Daniel shifted his weight. Thought about clearing his throat. Thought better of it. The sound felt louder than it should’ve been.

As he turned back, he caught it—Jordan’s hand inching higher on her thigh. Eli’s gaze dropping. And Kate, unmoved.

Eli’s hand rose behind her neck, brushing a strand of hair back.

Then a kiss. Soft. Right at the base of her jaw.

She inhaled, slow. Her lips parted but no words came.

Daniel paused halfway back to the couch. Two glasses in hand. Unsure if he should keep walking.

"That okay?" she asked. But not to Daniel. Not really.

To the room.

Daniel opened his mouth. For a second, he thought she meant him. That she wanted his permission.

Then closed it. She wasn’t looking at him.

Nobody answered.

Kate moved Jordan’s hand higher. From her knee, to her thigh. Just enough to settle under the hem of her robe.

Then she turned her body, just enough to guide Eli’s face lower.

Her breast pressed to his mouth.

Eli didn’t rush. His lips parted over her skin, warm and slow, dragging across the curve of her breast before closing around her nipple.

Kate’s back arched almost instinctively. Her lips parted in a breathy sigh, head tipping back as her fingers wove into his hair. She held him there, not just guiding but keeping him, pressing him closer with a softness that felt possessive.

His tongue flicked, then flattened. One of his hands settled at her waist, fingers splayed against the silk, anchoring her.

Jordan shifted closer. His palm lifted slowly and cupped her free breast, thumb circling the nipple in slow, lazy swipes. She gasped… quiet, breathy, but didn’t stop him. Her head tipped toward him as his mouth found the soft skin of her neck.

He kissed up, just beneath her ear. Then lower again, jawline to earlobe, biting gently. His other hand stroked her thigh.

Between them, Kate’s chest heaved. Her mouth was parted, breath uneven, face turned to the ceiling. Fingers still twined in Eli’s hair, her back arched into both men’s hands and mouths.

From Daniel’s vantage, she was framed perfectly—his wife, caught between two young, hard-bodied men. Their mouths on her. Their hands claiming her. And she... yielding.

Her robe shifted more. The fabric pooled at her sides now, baring both breasts to the air, but her attention stayed on the heat of Eli’s mouth and Jordan's hands.

She exhaled again. A slow, controlled sound. Daniel could see her nails flex against Eli’s scalp as she whispered something he couldn’t hear.

Her other hand still rested on Jordan’s thigh. Higher now.

Daniel stood frozen. Watching his wife offer herself like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Like she’d already forgotten he was there.

Daniel's cock throbbed beneath the fabric. A pulse he couldn’t control. His legs ached with the effort to stay still.

He could almost feel it—what Jordan must be feeling. The weight of her breast in his palm. How warm her nipple must be against his skin. That softness Daniel once knew, now belonging to someone else.

And Eli—Daniel watched the way his mouth worked, slow and deliberate, lips tugging and teasing. He imagined the heat of her breast inside that mouth. The way her skin must taste, must smell. Her fingers clenched in Eli’s hair, holding him there like she needed it.

She never held Daniel like that.

And yet this was real. This was her. And he had no say in any of it.

His heart ached with it. His cock twitched again. He stood still not because he chose to, but because moving might shatter something delicate. Something sacred. Or something already broken.

And still... he watched.

But he hadn’t forgotten. Not one second of it.

Kate’s moan was soft but unmistakable. It vibrated low in her throat as Eli suckled gently at her breast, lips closed around the swollen peak, tongue working in slow, deliberate flicks. Her hand slid higher up Jordan’s thigh, fingers tracing the line of his shorts until they found the unmistakable ridge of his cock.

Jordan hissed through his teeth. "Fuck, you’re something else."

She smiled faintly, eyes half-lidded. Her hand didn’t stop. It stroked the length of him through the fabric, slow and teasing. Then—without warning—her fingers slipped under the waistband.

Daniel stood abruptly. The air felt thick. His vision pulsed.

He didn’t want to leave. He wanted to watch. He hated that he wanted to.

Her eyes met his. Not pleading. Not apologizing. Just... permissionless.

"I… I’ll step out," he managed.

Kate didn’t flinch. She didn’t even look at him.

"Leave the door open," she said, her voice velvet-wrapped steel. Light. Final.

His knees nearly buckled. That was it—his place, assigned in four words.

Daniel hesitated a beat too long, then walked out. The door creaked but didn’t shut. He didn’t let it.

***

The hallway was cooler, but not enough. Daniel’s skin still burned. He gripped the wall, heart thudding in his chest. His erection pressed uncomfortably against his shorts, and the taste of her kiss from earlier still lingered on his lips—ghostly and sweet.

He tried to steady his breathing.

But then he turned.

Just once.

The door was still ajar. A crack wide enough to tempt him.

His hand hovered near the frame. His breath hitched. One step. Two.

The air leaking out was thick, humid with sex, like walking past a sauna just as someone moaned inside.

He stepped closer. Just a glance, he told himself.

Inside, the lights had dimmed further. Shadows danced across the walls before the picture became clearer and lit by the afternoon glow.

Kate knelt between them now. Her red robe was gone, discarded somewhere out of view. Her body was bare, skin glowing in the harsh light. Her ass was high, perfectly arched, and her back slightly curved as she looked up at the two men.

Jordan stood to her right, his cock thick and long, flushed a deep pink, already leaking precum down his shaft. Eli stood to her left, his dick slightly slimmer but beautifully curved, the head already glistening and sensitive. Both cocks looked massive in contrast to Kate’s delicate hands—her fingers couldn’t quite wrap all the way around either.

Kate’s palms glided in slow, alternating strokes. Her grip was wet, eager, confident. She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to tease the underside of Jordan’s cock before dragging a slow stripe along Eli’s. Her lips parted, but before taking either, she let her tongue run along her bottom lip, savoring the moment.

She giggled softly, spit already dribbling down her chin. She caught the head of Eli’s cock and smeared the slickness along his shaft, then turned back to Jordan.

Her lips wrapped around him, slow, deep. She closed her eyes as she sank down, the tip pressing to the back of her throat. She looked blissed out, like this was her escape, not her performance. Her head bobbed once, then again, her hand stroking Eli with steady rhythm. When she pulled off Jordan, her mouth made a wet pop, and her tongue swirled teasingly over the tip before she licked her lips again, ready for more.

Daniel’s breath hitched. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. This wasn’t just sex—it was theater. A performance. And Kate was the star.

She made eye contact through the crack.

Not a flinch. Not a smirk.

Just full awareness. She knew.

Her lips returned to Eli’s cock, wrapping him in a wet kiss before she jerked Jordan harder with her free hand. Her spit coated them both now. Her jaw worked, gliding and stretching, wet sounds echoing in rhythm.

Jordan grunted, his hand finding her chin, tilting her up so she could take more of him. "You like putting on a show, don’t you?"

Kate moaned in response, shifting her weight slightly so her breasts pressed against his thighs as she leaned deeper.

Jordan's fingers slipped into her hair, brushing it back from her face so he could watch her lips stretch around him. "That's it," he muttered, almost reverent.

Eli, still silent, placed his hand gently on the back of her head. "Open wider," he said, the first word from him that night—low, commanding, impossible to ignore.

She pulled off Jordan with a pop and turned to Eli. “You taste different,” she murmured, tongue flicking at his tip. “But I want both.”

Eli’s breath was shorter, quieter—he didn’t talk, but the way his hips moved forward, slow and aching, told her everything.

Kate’s hands kept moving, slick and confident. Her grip changed on Jordan, tighter now, twisting at the top. Then she leaned down again—this time taking Eli deeper, her mouth stretching wide, her cheeks hollowing.

Daniel saw her hands flex as she held the base of both cocks, stroking one as she swallowed the other.

Then she switched—her mouth sliding from Eli to Jordan in one slow, deliberate arc. She spit into her palm and jerked both shafts side by side, dragging her tongue between them.

“You’re so hard for me,” she whispered to no one in particular. Or maybe to both. “You like using my mouth, don’t you?”

Neither answered.

They didn’t have to.

Daniel stood frozen in the hallway, pulse racing, body aching.

His hand gripped the wall for balance. His cock throbbed inside his shorts, pre-cum already darkening the fabric. His legs trembled beneath him. He didn’t dare touch himself. Not yet. Not like this.

She looked up through the crack, past both cocks—and found Daniel.

Her tongue was still pressed to Eli’s shaft. She didn’t blink.

He gasped softly.

This was real. This was her. And he had no say in any of it.

And inside, his wife kept going. Owned the moment.

Completely.

He could almost feel it—what Jordan must be feeling. The weight of her breast in his palm. How warm her nipple must be against his skin. That softness Daniel once knew, now belonging to someone else.

Eli, more composed, was still—his face flushed, his jaw tense, letting her take from him with a reverence that felt deeper than lust.

Daniel’s cock throbbed again. A cruel, aching pulse.

And he hadn’t even seen the best part yet.

Kate didn’t stop.

For a moment, Daniel thought she might. That she’d freeze, that she’d remember he was there and pull away.

But she didn’t.

Her mouth was stretched around Eli’s cock, lips shiny and parted, her eyes still locked on Daniel through the crack in the door. Her tongue flicked once, almost playful, and then she sank deeper, taking him in with slow, rhythmic effort.

Daniel couldn’t move. His breath stuck in his throat. He hovered by the door for a few seconds longer, fingers grazing the edge of the frame.

She shifted slightly on her knees, adjusting to take both cocks, her back curving into something obscene and elegant all at once. One of her knees was slightly red from the rug. She didn’t shift. She wanted that sting.

The air smelled like sweat and sex, and Daniel noticed the smallest thing: the way a strand of her hair clung to her cheek, dark with spit. That mundane detail hit harder than anything else.

Then she pulled back just enough to speak.

“You wanted to see what it looked like, didn’t you?”

Her voice wasn’t cruel. It wasn’t even teasing. It was acknowledgment—soft, brutal, inescapable.

She didn’t wait for an answer.

She turned to Jordan, opened wide, and took him into her throat, thicker than Eli, stretching her lips more. Her jaw trembled slightly at the width, but she didn’t stop. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second, then opened again with something between surrender and hunger. The taste hit her tongue—salt and musk—and she let her lips seal tighter around him, like she wanted to feel every inch. No hesitation. No apology. Just a wet, messy sound that echoed like thunder in Daniel’s skull.

Jordan’s head tilted back. One hand in her hair. The other braced on the couch.

The sound was obscene. The kind of slick, guttural suction that sent a jolt straight through Daniel’s core. His knees nearly buckled.

Kate moaned around him. Deep and dirty. Daniel’s thighs tensed. His cock twitched, unbidden, straining against the fabric. A wave of heat pulsed up his neck, and he reached for the twitching in his groin to control himself, lightheaded, trembling, completely undone. She pulled back only to catch her breath, then dragged her tongue down the underside of Jordan’s cock with a reverence that made Daniel ache. She stroked Eli like he was breakable—fingers soft, almost tender, tongue flicking along his length like a secret. But she took Jordan like he owed her something—hungry, wet, letting the mess coat her lips without care. Jordan groaned, pushing deeper. Eli gasped, his breath held. The contrast made Daniel dizzy.

She stroked Eli again, hand gliding with practiced rhythm, before shifting her mouth back to him. "I love how different you taste," she murmured between licks, her voice low and wicked. Then she turned, dragging her tongue along the head of Jordan’s cock. "I could spend all day between these two cocks..."

She looked through the crack in the door again, locking eyes with Daniel. "You like watching me filthy, don’t you, baby?" Her pace wasn’t frantic. It was deliberate. A dance. She knew exactly how she looked. How she sounded. How much he was watching.

And then—

Jordan's breath hitched. "Gonna come, fuck—" he muttered, voice thick and trembling.

Kate jerked faster, her strokes tightening, tongue swirling over Eli’s head while her fist pumped Jordan with urgent rhythm. She leaned in, one hand gripping the base of each cock, her wrists slick and straining.

The muscles in their thighs flexed. Their breathing turned ragged. She adjusted her angle, tilting her head to kiss the underside of Eli’s shaft while her thumb smeared precum over Jordan’s tip.

She braced herself—hands wrapped around both cocks, cheeks flushed—ready to take it. Her grip was firm, her strokes practiced, each movement slick with spit and cum. Her breasts pressed together slightly as she leaned in, the flushed skin gleaming under the dim light. The spit on her chin caught the glow, shimmering, obscene. Her eyes flicked between both men, then back to Daniel, almost as if daring him to blink. Pumping them with rhythm, her knuckles slick, her breathing shallow.

Jordan groaned, voice jagged and desperate. “Don’t stop. Don’t even blink.”

Eli’s tone followed—cool, silky, almost amused. “Let him watch.”

Kate didn’t look away. She smiled.

Daniel stood frozen, barely breathing.

The door stayed open. The moans inside got louder. The light was dim now, but not enough to hide what was happening. Not enough to hide her body—bared, used, radiant. Her skin glowed under the pressure of hands and mouths. Her hair clung to her shoulders in wet tendrils. Her lips glistened with spit and precum.

Jordan twitched first, his thighs flexing, breath catching. A groan ripped from his chest as thick ropes of cum splashed across Kate’s cheek, her lips, and the curve of her jaw. She giggled softly, like it delighted her.

Seconds later, Eli came with a grunt—quieter but no less intense. His cock jerked against her palm, painting her chest in milky spurts that dripped down between her breasts, pooling at her sternum.

Kate exhaled slowly, her hands still stroking them both through the aftershocks, her face and tits glistening with it. It was hot on her skin, sliding down her jaw, clinging to her nipples like it belonged there. Her lips parted slightly as she caught her breath, the taste still fresh. Then, slowly she wiped her cheek with the back of her hand, then licked it clean, slow, unapologetic.

Daniel’s cock throbbed inside his shorts. He didn’t dare touch it. Not yet. Every pulse from them echoed in him. He staggered a step backward, barely catching himself on the wall. His chest rose and fell like he’d run a mile. A tremor raced through his thighs. He was aroused, wrecked, and nowhere near release.

And—he didn’t know if he was allowed back in.

Or if he wanted to be.


Chapter 9

Kate didn’t announce it. Didn’t tease. She just got up after breakfast, kissed Daniel’s cheek, and disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes. When she emerged, she was in a short, light sundress, thin, clinging, the kind she only wore when she wanted to be looked at. Her skin glowed faintly from lotion, and he caught a whiff of her perfume, jasmine and musk, not the kind she wore for him. A hint of gloss on her lips. She wasn’t dressed for errands. She was dressed for something else. Then, without another word, she slipped into the room next door.

The door shut. Quietly. That made it worse.

Daniel sat there for several minutes, staring at his half-eaten toast, the sound of waves hitting the shore in the distance. The coffee had gone cold in his hand. Something inside him had gone cold too… but not completely. Not where it counted.

He stood eventually. Walked to the window. Watched the sea for a long time.

That day, it was the red thong that undid him.

Not the fact that it was drying on the balcony, dangling lazily from the clothesline, catching the breeze. Not even the lace, or the small damp spot near the crotch.

But the fact that it wasn’t his.

It wasn’t from anything they had done. Not that day. Not even close. He hadn’t touched her. Hadn’t even seen her undress.

And now it hung there. Like a flag. A claim. It fluttered like it was waving at him. Or mocking him. He imagined how it came off… was it peeled slowly down her thighs, teeth maybe tugging at the waistband? Or yanked impatiently by someone else, crumpled and tossed aside? The thought lodged in his chest, sharp and undeniable.

He tried to read. He tried to watch TV. He even tried masturbating, but nothing landed. Nothing scratched the itch. The ache kept growing inside him, spreading across his chest, tightening his lungs.

Then came the sounds.

Low at first. Laughter. A man’s voice, low, rich, relaxed. Hers too… soft, melodic, breathless, like it was happening into someone’s neck.

He could hear someone breathing hard. Not her. Lower. Male. Then her again… sharp, clipped, like a cry bitten off too late. A pause, then the rhythm. Skin on skin. The slap and drag of bodies meeting. A grunt.

"Take it," someone said. Muffled. Commanding.

Her response came broken, half a moan, half a whimper. A choked sound Daniel had never heard from her before.

Daniel’s fingers trembled at his sides. His cock ached, untouched and pulsing, as if his body was reacting without permission.

He didn’t move.

The wall felt warm beneath his palm. It was too thin.

He pressed his ear against it anyway.

He could almost hear her name, maybe not fully spoken, but broken across someone’s tongue. There was a thud. Something hit the wall… headboard or shoulder, maybe. Her laugh followed, blurred by the plaster.

Daniel’s hand drifted between his legs without thinking.

He stopped himself. Stared at the ceiling. Then at the door.

He didn’t open it. Didn’t walk out. Just sat there, letting the noise fill him up, letting it vibrate in his bones.

The moan cracked into a laugh. The wall pulsed against his temple. Then— Bzzzz. Kate’s phone lit up on the nightstand. Rachel.

He answered it without thinking.

"Hi Kat—"

"Hi Rachel," he said, his voice rough.

"Oh. Hey Daniel."

Rachel’s voice was warm, knowing.

“You sound wrecked,” she said. “She finally do it?”

Daniel didn’t lie. “Yeah.”

“Who?”

“Does it matter?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “I guess not.”

He almost said more. But Rachel beat him to it.

“You gonna tell me what she’s doing, or do I have to imagine it?” she teased, voice warm and wicked.

Daniel let out a shaky breath, lips parting, but no words came. Just a flush that started in his chest and crept up his neck.

His breath caught. That made it worse. Or better. He wasn’t sure anymore.

Then Rachel's voice slid in again, soft but firm: “So why haven’t you stopped her?”

He swallowed. Let the question hang for a moment.

“Because I don’t want to,” he said.

There was silence on the other end.

Then Rachel exhaled long and low. “God, Daniel. You’re not even jealous anymore, are you?”

“I don’t know what I am,” he replied.

“Yeah, you do,” she said gently. “You’re alive.”

And God help him, he felt it.

He didn’t say anything. Just stared at the wall. Listened.

The rhythm was back. Slow. Unrelenting.

He closed his eyes.

And let it all in.

He didn’t picture them. He didn’t need to. The sounds were enough. The knowing was enough.
And the ache—God, the ache—felt like being touched from the inside out.

The lace would still be drying by morning. A trophy. A truth.


Chapter 10

The sky outside their suite had shifted to deep violet. That kind of bruised twilight that softened the corners of everything it touched—walls, window glass, bed sheets. It poured in from the balcony, spilling across the tiled floor like a silent invitation. The sea was a dark smear on the horizon. And the whole room felt paused.

Daniel lay on his back, half-dozing, still in yesterday’s clothes. His breath moved slow and shallow, chest rising just enough to prove he was awake. A glaze of sweat lingered on his neck, a trace of the afternoon heat that the AC now fought to tame. The wine had dulled his edges. The silence, sharper than ever, scraped gently at his skin.

Later, much later, she came back to their room yesterday.

He didn’t hear the door open—just the sound of her heels. The soft thud of her bag hitting the floor. The rustle of skin against fabric as she slipped her wrap off and climbed onto the bed like she already owned it.

Her thighs were still trembling. Her hair was a mess. Her skin smelled like sex and salt and other men. She straddled him without a word, silk still clinging to the sweat on her inner thighs. She rode him like she needed to—fast, slow, biting her lip, watching his face. He felt the slick heat of her, still stretched from someone else. No teasing. Just taking.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t speak. He just let her use him, hold him, finish what the others had started. She moaned against his mouth, shivered once hard, and collapsed on top of him. They didn’t talk about it.

Since then, they’ve been easy. Casual. But the energy between them has shifted entirely.

She hums more in the mornings. He touches her less out of habit and more out of need. There’s laughter sometimes. But more than that: there’s this crackle in the air, like something dangerous and beautiful lives between them now.

Whatever they came here looking for, this wasn’t it.

But it’s what they’ve found.

He hadn’t meant to fall asleep now. Just a few minutes of quiet. Eyes closed. Mind blank. But the bed was soft. Too soft. The sheets still smelled faintly like her shampoo, lotion, something floral he couldn’t name. He listened. No music. No TV. Just the bathroom door cracked open, and the familiar, faint click of lipstick being uncapped.

She was in there. Moving slow.

Kate stood at the mirror, one hip cocked, her back half-turned to him. A short silk wrap clung to her like vapor. Dark and expensive. Tied just loose enough to sway when she walked, flutter when she shifted. Beneath it, sheer black thigh-highs hugged her legs, the lace hugging high on her thigh. A slim garter strap looped just above her knee, delicate and unnecessary. Her skin glowed in the mirror light.

She applied her lipstick with precision. That deep shade she only wore when she wasn’t interested in being sweet. A slow, even drag. Blotted it softly. Then turned her head one way, then the other, studying the effect. No rush. Like she had all the time in the world.

Daniel watched her through the mirror, eyes heavy, heart rising. His cock twitched beneath the sheets, slow but definite. He didn’t move. He didn’t speak. Just watched. Let the tension coil. Let the silence breathe.

Then—

A knock.

Three taps. Light. Familiar. Confident.

Then a voice through the shared door.

Jordan’s voice. Low, casual. Like they were late to something he was looking forward to.

“Everything ready?”

Kate didn’t flinch. Didn’t adjust her robe. Just glanced over her shoulder at Daniel.

No smirk. No question. No theatrics.

Only: “They want us now. Let’s get going.”

Daniel sat up. Breath caught in his throat. The room tilted a little. He braced a hand on the bed.

Kate didn’t wait for him. She moved to the door, heels silent but certain on the tile. She opened it with one hand, fingers loose around the knob. Didn’t look back.

The robe shifted as she walked, parting at the thigh, flashing bare skin where the garter dipped beneath the hem. Then the door clicked gently behind her—not closed, not wide. Just enough for Daniel to know he could still follow.

He stood.

Wiped his palms on his pants. Felt the tremble in his fingers. His mouth was dry. His chest too tight. He crossed the room slowly. Stopped in front of the door.

Paused. Just one breath.

Then followed.

He left the door ajar behind him.

The room next door was dim—lamplight only. Low, golden. The kind of light that made shadows stretch long and bodies glow like they were painted in wet oil. It was the light of intention, of hunger kept warm but not yet unleashed. Music hummed softly from a speaker tucked into the corner—lofi jazz, understated and slow. A beat that didn't call attention to itself but pulsed through the floorboards like a second heartbeat.

The scent met him before anything else. Thick and layered. Sex, sweat, incense. Something floral and heady, the aftermath of a candle burned too long in a room with no open windows. Beneath it: lotion. Bourbon. The faint salt of dried skin. The smell of a woman who’d been worshipped and taken.

Daniel stepped in. The door behind him eased shut with a sigh.

His chest tightened. His cock twitched. His whole body knew where he was before his mind caught up.

The four men were already there. They didn’t look at him. They didn’t need to.

Malik stood by the window, shirtless, barefoot, a dark shadow against the dusky light. Built like he had never once been unsure of his strength. Arms folded across his chest. A muscle twitched along his jaw as he watched the door.

Jordan sprawled on the edge of the bed, one leg up, the other hanging loose. Shirtless too. A drink in his hand, condensation sliding down the glass. He was already half-hard beneath his shorts, the outline of his cock impossible to ignore. He looked amused. Like he’d been waiting for this to start for hours, and now the main act had finally arrived.

Darnell was in the corner, back in an armchair with one ankle resting on his knee. He sipped from a glass of bourbon, rolling it slow in his grip, eyes shadowed but alert. The way he watched Kate was different. Not hungry, not playful. Devotional. Like she was both flame and altar.

And Eli—Eli knelt on the floor on a thick folded towel. He’d lit candles. Three. Maybe four. Tiny tea lights that flickered like offerings around him. His shirt was unbuttoned, chest exposed, lips parted slightly. Like prayer lived just behind his tongue.

Kate didn’t say a word.

She stepped in without hesitation. The wrap clung to her for a second as she moved, the hem brushing her thighs, then lifting just enough to reveal the straps hugging her hips. Her heels clicked once against the floor, then again, quieter.

She paused in the middle of the room, her back to the others for half a breath.

Then untied her wrap.

One motion. Fluid. A slip of fingers and the silk gave way.

The robe hit the floor without a sound.

No bra. No panties. Just the black thigh-highs clinging to her legs like they were molded there. And the garter—thin, elegant, jet-black satin hugging her hips like lingerie meant for worship. The straps drew the eye up to her waist and down again to the dark triangle between her thighs.

She stood there. Not modest. Not performative.

Her body caught the light in pieces. A gleam on her collarbone. A shimmer across the slope of her breasts. A glow along her thighs. Her nipples were already tight, and a faint sheen of sweat shimmered beneath them. Her lips were parted just slightly, breath even, chest rising slow.

She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t ask for permission.

She just stood. Naked. Exposed. Unapologetic. Like this was her space now. Like she’d invited them in.

Daniel froze.

She was breathtaking. Terrifying. Sacred.

None of the men rushed her. Not a single one moved toward her too fast. They came forward in slow, syncopated steps. Like it was a ceremony. Like she was the center of gravity, and they were orbiting.

Malik peeled away from the window first, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on her.

Jordan stood, still sipping, smirk fading into something quieter.

Darnell set his glass down gently and rose with a grace that didn’t match his size.

Eli stayed kneeling, head tilted back, hands resting on his thighs, waiting for her signal.

They moved toward her, not as men eager to touch, but as men summoned.

Like choreography.

Eli moved first.

Still on his knees, he crawled forward—slow, reverent—until he was just in front of her. His hands came up carefully, like he was afraid to break something holy. He touched her thighs, just the outer edges at first, thumbs gliding in slow half-circles. Then he leaned in and kissed her knee.

Just once. A soft press of lips.

Then the other.

His hands slid upward, cupping the backs of her thighs, pulling her slightly closer. He kissed higher now, inner thigh, then the top of one stocking where lace met skin. His mouth opened slightly. Tongue warm. A wet drag. He didn’t rush.

Kate exhaled. A quiet sound. Not quite a moan. More like approval.

Eli’s hands moved to her hips, fingertips tracing the curve where garter strap met skin. His eyes never left her body. He kissed again, just beside the crease of her pussy, not touching it. Not yet. Just close enough for heat.

His breath was hot against the crease of her sex, but he didn’t touch. Not yet. He lingered there, just breathing her in like he was memorizing her scent. Daniel saw her hips shift—just slightly—like her body knew it deserved more.

Then Eli leaned in fully.

His tongue met her slowly, a soft lick that made her knees tremble. He started at the bottom, dragging upward through her folds, parting her just enough with his thumbs to open her. He licked again—firmer this time—pressing his mouth to her like he needed her taste.

Kate let out a breathy moan. One hand came to rest lightly on Eli’s head, not pushing, just there. His mouth worked slow, deliberate, tracing her with his tongue like he was writing love letters into her skin.

Daniel stared, frozen. Her legs widened slightly. Her thighs flexed. And Eli just kept worshipping her with his mouth—small flicks, deeper strokes, lazy circles that made her belly tighten and her breaths turn into soft, high whimpers.

She was dripping, and he drank from her like it mattered.

Kate's eyes fluttered closed.

For a moment, no one moved.

The music played on, just a little louder in the silence—a lazy rhythm that throbbed against the walls. The candles flickered. Daniel’s gaze dropped to the rise and fall of her chest, the way her ribs expanded, her breath catching and releasing like waves hitting shore.

It felt like the whole room exhaled with her.

Then Darnell stepped in. Behind her,

His presence was heavier than the others. Solid. Commanding. His broad hands came to her shoulders, warm and firm, spreading across her skin like he meant to own it. He rubbed in slow, deliberate circles, thumbs working into her muscles until her knees softened. Then he moved lower, tracing the length of her spine, settling on her waist.

His grip tightened.

Then lower still.

He cupped her ass in both hands, full and possessive. Spread her open just slightly, just enough. Let her breathe into it. Let her feel how held she was.

“That’s it,” he murmured near her ear, voice like gravel over velvet. “Just stay open for me.”

Daniel saw her back arch. Saw her exhale like she’d been granted permission to fall apart. Her spine curved into the space between them, thighs loosening, tension slipping from her shoulders.

She let him.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink.

Jordan approached from the front. His drink was gone. His gaze was lazy, confident. He ran a knuckle down her sternum first, slow and light, before reaching up to cup her breast. His palm was rougher than Eli’s. He rolled one nipple between thumb and forefinger, watched her mouth part.

Then he bent and kissed it.

Once. Then again. Then sucked it—soft at first, then harder. Her nipple stiffened under his tongue, and Daniel knew that reaction. He’d done it to her and seen it a hundred times before—but never like this. Never with her chest offered to another man.

Kate’s breath caught. Her back arched deeper, her spine pulling her forward as if her body was chasing the sensation. Jordan’s mouth stayed latched on, sucking slow, then faster, letting his tongue tease the tip while his other hand came up to squeeze her other breast. Her legs shifted again—just a little—but it was enough to make Daniel feel like the floor beneath him wasn’t steady.

Still, Malik didn’t move.

He stood with arms crossed, watching. Not bored. Not eager. Just focused. His stare burned hotter than hands ever could. He hadn't so much as taken a step forward, and yet Daniel could feel the pressure of him in the room—dense, undeniable.

Kate felt it too. Daniel saw her glance over her shoulder at him, just a flick of her eyes, a quiet plea. Not desperation—something deeper. A need she wasn’t voicing.

Malik smirked. Shook his head once, slow.

Not yet.

Daniel swallowed hard. The others were already on her. She was being kissed, licked, held. But the one man she hadn't touched—the one she might want most—was still just watching.

He wanted her to feel it.

The weight of his gaze. The promise of what hadn’t touched her yet. And the permission he hadn’t given her to break.

She hadn’t even felt his hands—and already, she looked half-wrecked. Like her body was unraveling from nothing more than the idea of his touch.

Daniel was frozen.

He stood near the door, one hand clenched at his side, the other limp. His cock was already hard—had been since she dropped her robe—but now it ached. There was a heaviness in his gut. A pulse in his throat. He didn’t know where to look, or whether he should even be in the room.

Then Kate glanced at him.

Not inviting. Not cold. Just present.

Her voice came soft. Measured.

“Sit. Watch. Be still.”

Daniel obeyed.

She didn’t smile. Just gave the faintest tilt of her head—like a queen acknowledging the servant who'd taken his proper seat.

He sank onto the chair like his legs might not hold him any longer. His heart thudded against his ribs. He told himself he was just watching. That it didn’t mean anything. That she was still his wife. That this was still his marriage.

But his hand trembled.

His cock throbbed in his pants, full and pulsing and desperate. He didn’t move. Didn’t reach for it. Just let it ache. Let it sit heavy between his thighs while he stared.

He told himself he wasn’t enjoying it. That it was just a phase. Just a performance. That it wouldn’t change anything between them.

But none of that held.

She was in the center of the room—glowing, claimed, worshipped.

And he didn’t move a muscle when she said it. He just sat. Watched. Stayed still.

Eli moved with a kind of quiet certainty.

He guided Kate backward, hands at her hips, until the backs of her thighs touched the bed. She let him. Her knees bent, and she eased down, silk-clad legs spreading slightly as she lay back.

She lay back slowly, her eyes flicking to Daniel once before closing. Not shy. But not untouched, either. Her breath caught in her throat. She spread her legs wider.

A queen opening herself to be worshipped. Her calves dangled off the edge, toes pointed, the garter straps stretching across her thighs like thin black silk reins.

Eli knelt.

The air felt thick with heat and scent, like her arousal had seeped into the walls. The kind of room that wouldn’t forget what happened inside it.

He kissed her navel first, then lower, down the soft line of her stomach. Each kiss was a sentence, each pause a breath. His hands slid up along her ribs, thumbs brushing just beneath the curve of her breasts, before gliding back down to her hips.

Kate moaned softly.

She let out a soft moan—one Daniel had heard countless times in their bed. But this one felt different. There was no whisper for him. No reaching hand. Only pleasure—pure, undivided—and it wasn’t his doing.

Her hands gripped the sheets beside her. Not balled into fists, not desperate yet—but grounding herself.

Eli's tongue found her again. Slower this time. More deliberate. He licked up through her folds and stayed there, mouth open, tongue moving in slow, perfect strokes.

She sighed.

"He's so gentle," she whispered.

Daniel felt the words in his chest like a bruise.

Jordan moved next. He leaned over her from the side, one hand on the bed beside her head. He kissed her mouth, deep and open. She kissed him back. Their tongues met, messy and hungry, and his other hand rose to her throat.

Not tight. Just there. Possessive. A reminder.

Her eyes fluttered as his fingers settled at her throat. Not in fear—but in surrender. Her mouth opened wider, and she kissed him deeper, arching up between him and Eli at once. One man holding her throat, the other devouring her pussy.

Kate moaned into his mouth.

Daniel watched, breathless. He’d held her throat like that before—felt her pulse under his palm—but she’d never melted into it like this. Never moaned like that.

Darnell dropped to his knees beside her chest. He didn’t speak. Just watched her, hand already on his belt. She turned her head, reached up. Unbuckled him with one hand.

His cock was thick and heavy in her palm, already hard. She held it in both hands first, slow and reverent, thumbs gliding over the warm skin. She ran her finger along the thick vein underneath, as if learning its shape. Then she leaned in and whispered something Daniel couldn’t hear—something that made Darnell’s jaw clench, his hand dropping to her hair.

She licked him then. From base to tip, tongue flat and slow. Then again, slower. Her mouth opened wider, taking just the head in, tongue swirling around the crown like she was savoring him.

Daniel stared.

His mouth was open. He didn’t breathe.

She was being kissed, eaten, and now sucking. All at once. Her body a temple, every part of her being touched, worshipped, claimed.

Her back arched.

She was panting now.

"More," she gasped.

Her fingers gripped the sheets tighter. Her legs widened. Her hips rolled up into Eli’s mouth, then back down.

"Take me," she said.

He didn’t know which one she meant. Maybe all of them. Maybe none of them. Maybe it didn’t matter anymore.

She didn’t say who to.

Darnell stood beside the bed now, his cock heavy, flushed, and glistening. He didn’t speak. Just looked down at her—like he already knew what she was going to do, and exactly how good she’d make it feel.

She wasn’t in a hurry. Not anymore. She licked her lips, tasted the salt of him still there. Her eyes trailed up his body, then past him, to Daniel. She held his gaze for a beat. Silent. Electric. Then turned back, slowly, to the task in front of her.

Her hand rose—not to touch, not yet—but to trace the air beside his cock. A ghost of a caress. Like she was memorizing it without contact.

Then she leaned in.

Her mouth opened near his thigh, and she kissed just beside it. Then lower. Then again. A string of soft, reverent kisses up along his shaft without ever fully taking him in. Each one deliberate, like a promise.

Only after all of that did she finally let her lips graze the head.

Her lips parted, brushing against the swollen crown like she was testing the temperature of something dangerous. She flattened her tongue and dragged it across him—once, twice—then circled it slowly around the ridge, letting her spit coat him. Her breathing grew slower, deeper. Focused.

She kissed the tip once, then again. Her mouth opened wider, and she let just the head in—warm, wet, welcoming. She held it there for a moment, not moving. Her cheeks hollowed slightly, tongue flicking gently beneath.

Then she pulled off with a soft pop and kissed the head again, slower this time, like she was savoring it. The sound was low and thick—her spit stretching in a thin strand before snapping loose, pooling on her tongue.

She blinked, exhaled, and went back in. Deeper.

Her lips slid farther down his shaft. Her jaw stretched. Her tongue worked the underside with practiced rhythm.

When she pulled off again, her chin was slick.

She wiped her mouth slowly, like she knew Daniel was watching. Her mascara had already begun to run. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, then dropped to her knees—not like a slut, not like a wife. Like a woman who knew her worth, even with someone else's cock on her lips.

She moved slowly. No hesitation. Just a calm grace, like she’d been here before. Like she knew exactly what she was about to do.

Her hands came up first. Both of them. She wrapped one around the base, then the other. She needed both—he was that thick.

Her wrists moved in slow tandem, twisting in opposite directions like she was wringing pleasure out of him with each pass. Her fingers stretched, barely meeting around the girth. Each stroke made her elbows dip slightly, her shoulders roll forward with focus.

Daniel noticed it instantly.

She’d never needed both hands with him. Not even close.

That thought landed like a punch to the chest. He watched her palms glide wetly over another man’s cock, watched her work it like it was a skill she’d always had but never used with him. Like she’d been waiting for the right one.

She stroked him slowly, twisting a little at the top, her thumbs pressing into the sensitive ridge just below the head. The room was quiet except for the wet slide of her palms—slick, gloppy, obscene. The kind of sound that made Daniel shift in his seat. The kind that didn't belong to porn but to something deeper. Something hungry.

Then her tongue.

She leaned in and licked the crown, slow and wide, letting her spit pool over the tip. Her lips pressed to it, then parted. She kissed down one side. Then the other. Her mouth found his balls, and she sucked one in, slow and deliberate.

Darnell grunted. A deep sound, from the chest. “Fuck, girl.”

She smiled with her mouth full.

Daniel couldn’t move. He was sitting, but it felt like falling. His hands clenched the edge of the chair. His thighs burned. He was hard—aching, and the heat in the room felt unbearable.

Kate looked up at Darnell again. And then she opened her mouth wider.

The head disappeared first. Then more. She pushed down, slow at first, until her lips met the middle of his shaft. Then she gagged.

But she didn’t stop.

She pulled back and went again. Deeper this time. Her throat stretched, slick and straining. Her mascara ran, black streaks blooming down her cheekbones.

Daniel saw her blink the tears away. Saw her drool spill from the corner of her mouth and drip down her chin.

Darnell grabbed her hair.

Not yanking—just firm. He held her there, gauging her breath, the flex of her neck, the tremble in her throat. He fed her a few inches. Then pulled back. Then deeper. Her gag came sharp—a wet choke that made her eyes flutter—but she didn’t pull away. She blinked up at him, gave the smallest nod.

That’s when he started to fuck her mouth in earnest.

Slow, but relentless. A steady rhythm. He used her head like he owned it—hips rolling forward, back, forward again. Her nose met his pelvis, her throat widened to take him. Each pass dragged saliva across her lips, down her chin, onto her tits.

Her hands gripped his thighs tighter, not bracing, participating. Letting him own her pace.

Her nose bumped his pelvis with each pass. Her gagging softened into wet, rhythmic sounds—loud, slurping, indecent. Each thrust filled the room with gloppy echoes, a filthy applause that made Daniel’s pulse thunder in his ears.

Behind her, Jordan stood. Stroking himself. Watching.

He didn’t say a word. But he looked right at Daniel as he did it, slow, deliberate strokes in time with Darnell’s thrusts. A smirk pulled at one corner of his mouth, not mocking, just knowing. As if to say—You seeing this? You letting this happen?

Kate's hands gripped Darnell’s thighs now. She wasn’t pulling away.

Daniel was sweating. His skin felt too tight for his body, like it couldn’t contain what he was feeling. His stomach clenched. His throat was dry. His cock twitched in his pants—helpless, aching, untouched.

She used to gag brushing her teeth.

Now she was face-fucking herself on a stranger. And smiling.

Every inch of him burned. He couldn’t tell if the room was hot or if it was just him.

Her throat kept opening. More. The sound of it—choking, slurping, breathless—was unrelenting. Her spit coated everything. His cock, her chin, her chest. It dripped down to her garter belt.

Then she looked up at Daniel.

Right into him.

Her eyes were glassy, shimmering with tears that didn’t fall. A single strand of drool clung to her lower lip. She blinked once, slowly, almost gently. Then her throat flexed again, swallowing more of Darnell inside her.

And then—she smiled.

Slow. Filthy. Unapologetic.

While choking on another man’s cock.

The sound of it filled the room now—wet, gloppy, obscene. It didn’t sound like porn. It sounded like need.

Darnell pulled out slow, wet and heavy, a thin string of spit still tethering him to her lips before it snapped. He stepped back, breathing hard, cock twitching as it left her mouth with a final shiver.

Kate stayed where she was—on her knees, drool on her chin, hair tousled, her chest rising and falling like she’d just run a marathon. But her eyes weren’t dazed. They were clear. Ready.

Jordan moved behind her.

No hesitation. He pressed a palm to the small of her back and nudged her hips forward. She obeyed without a word, rising to all fours.

The moment he entered her, she sighed. A soft, drawn-out exhale like slipping into a hot bath.

“This pussy missed me,” Jordan muttered, his tone low and cocky as he bottomed out.

He started hard. Quick. His hips slapped against her with sharp, wet sounds that echoed off the walls. The bed frame groaned. Kate grunted into the mattress, her hands fisting in the sheets. But she didn’t ask him to slow down. If anything, she pushed back into him.

Eli came forward again—quiet, watchful. He didn’t say anything. Just knelt beside her, stroked her cheek, kissed her neck. Gentle. Anchoring. Like a balm against Jordan’s rough rhythm.

Daniel couldn’t look away.

Then Malik stepped forward.

He was the only one who hadn’t touched her yet.

Kate looked up at him, eyes flicking from his face to what hung heavy between his legs.

She gasped. A flash of nerves? Or excitement? Maybe both.

“You sure?” Malik asked, voice deep and even.

“I want it all,” she said.

Her breath caught on the last word—half anticipation, half hunger.

She wasn’t rushing. She wanted to remember this part. Wanted him to take his time. Daniel saw her shoulders rise with a breath—and then relax, like her body had already said yes.—half anticipation, half hunger.

Malik didn’t move right away. He just looked at her, like he was reading her body, memorizing every breath, every shift.

Then he knelt behind her. Calm. Confident.

He opened the lube slowly, slicked himself with care, then rubbed more into his fingers. He didn’t rush; he warmed his hands first, then placed one on the curve of her ass. His thumb stroked along the crease gently, coaxing her to breathe deeper.

Kate moaned into the sheets, back arching slightly.

Malik brought his fingers to her ass, circling, testing. She twitched once, but didn’t pull away. He pressed, worked her open gradually—one finger, then another.

Daniel had never seen her touched like this. Prepared. Worshipped. Split open for someone else, with no fear, no shame. Just desire. His hand gripped the edge of his chair like a lifeline.

Malik leaned in. His cock pressed against her, just the tip at first. A pause. A breath. Then more.

Kate moaned. Long. Trembling.

“Yes,” she said.

She turned her head sideways, cheek pressed to the mattress, mouth open.

“Fill me. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

Malik sank in, inch by inch, and Jordan didn’t stop moving.

Jordan’s strokes stayed sharp and hungry, snapping against her with greedy precision. Malik’s entry, in contrast, was slow, claiming her inch by inch like he had all the time in the world. One used her. One filled her. And somehow, she wanted both.

Kate gasped, her body caught between the two rhythms. Her back arched hard, her moan rising raw from the center of her chest. Her fingers clawed at the sheets.

Then, between moans, she turned her head slightly—just enough to look toward Daniel.

“You watching, baby?” she whispered, her voice slurred with heat. “Watch what they do to me.”

Daniel saw it all—how easily they handled her, how her body took them like it was made for this. Like they knew things about her he didn’t. Or maybe things she’d only just discovered herself.

When both of them were fully inside her—filling her, stretching her—Kate’s head fell back.

Daniel’s thighs twitched. His breath came ragged. Shame curled hot in his chest, but so did something else—something dark and blinding. He used to be enough. Used to be the only man who made her gasp, moan, beg. Now she was split wide on two cocks, and she looked like she was being reborn.

And the worst part?

He didn’t want it to stop.

He wanted more.

He wanted to thank them. Wanted to see how far they’d take her—how far she’d let herself go. Wanted to see what she became next. Wanted to see how far she’d let them take her.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mouth hung open.

She was glowing.

The rhythm was slow but relentless. Two sets of hips meeting her from behind, rocking her forward and back like a tide.

The room was thick with it—squelching lube, the slap of wet skin, Kate’s moans swallowed between gasps. It was a sound that clung to the walls, that settled deep in Daniel’s chest. His breath matched the rhythm—slow, shaky, shameful.

She was being fucked. Taken. Owned.

And it didn’t stop.

Jordan pulled back, slow and deliberate, leaving just the tip inside her before driving forward again. Malik held steady, thick and unrelenting in her ass. The back-and-forth rhythm stretched her open with each shift, her body caught in a tug-of-war between hunger and fullness.

Kate gasped, then whimpered, a high-pitched sound that barely sounded human.

"Danny..."

She didn’t finish the sentence. Didn’t need to.

"F-fuck," she breathed, voice cracked and trembling. "I can't—"

Malik leaned down, mouth near her ear.

"Yes, you can," he whispered. "You're already doing it. Taking us like you were made for it."

Jordan reached forward and slapped her ass, the crack sharp and echoing. She cried out—not in protest, but in something deeper. Pleasure laced with surrender.

They moved in rhythm now. When one pulled back, the other pushed forward. Her body rocked between them, anchored only by her grip on the sheets and the breath she tried to keep steady.

"So fucking tight," Jordan grunted. "Like she’s never been stretched before."

Daniel’s hand was still gripping the chair, knuckles white. He felt like he couldn’t breathe—like the air in the room had thickened with every slick, gloppy thrust.

Kate’s words started to fall apart. Moans broke into nonsense syllables, vowels stretched into helpless cries. Her thighs trembled. Her jaw slackened.

She turned her head again, barely lifting her cheek from the mattress.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered—barely audible, but Daniel heard it like it was meant for him. “Please don’t stop.”

She was undone. Unraveled. Filled completely.

And still, she asked for more.

She looked holy for it.

And Daniel finally understood.

This wasn’t her changing.

This was her becoming.

Jordan was the first to pull out.

He did it slow… like he wanted her to feel every last inch slide free. A wet, satisfied sound followed. Her body rocked forward from the absence, trembling on hands and knees, breath stuttering.

Malik didn’t stop.

He stayed buried deep in her ass, his hands tight on her hips, the base of his cock glistening with lube and her slick. He moved slow now, crushing and deep, every stroke a deliberate drag through the tightest part of her.

Kate’s thighs quaked. Her jaw hung slack. Her eyes stared somewhere beyond the mattress, glazed and open.

She looked ruined.

Her body shook beneath Malik’s weight. Her lips parted, soundless. Her eyes fluttered open like they didn’t want to.
Then—soft, wrecked, beautiful—she said: “Come here.”

Eli moved instantly.

He crawled forward, between her shaking legs, settling just beneath the place where Malik stretched her from behind.

Then his tongue touched her clit.

Kate arched so hard she almost collapsed.

“Oh—fuck—”

Eli licked slow at first, methodical, patient. His hands gripped her thighs—not to control, but to hold steady. His tongue moved in lazy circles, pausing to kiss her clit like it was sacred.

Daniel had eaten her like that once. Tender. Patient. But it had never made her hips buck like this. Malik kept moving, each thrust pushing her forward into Eli’s mouth, grinding her cunt against his tongue. The rhythm wasn’t perfect, but it didn’t need to be. It was carnal. Instinctive.

“Don’t stop,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop, don’t stop—please, don’t stop.”

Daniel had moved without realizing it.

He was off the chair. Kneeling now. Not close, not part of it—but closer than before.

His hand wasn’t stroking. Just pressing.

He was on the floor. Hard and aching. Kneeling like he belonged there. Like he didn’t deserve more than to watch her be made holy. Palming his cock through his pants like it might make the ache less unbearable. It didn’t.

Her body bucked. Her thighs clamped around Eli’s head. Her voice broke into a scream—and then shattered into sobs. Not from pain. Not from regret. From the unbearable fullness of being seen and used and adored all at once.

Kate was coming apart.

Her thighs tightened around Eli’s head. Her spine arched like a drawn bow. She moaned—long and broken—and then her whole body jerked forward as the orgasm ripped through her.

Malik groaned, hands digging in. His thrusts turned short, clipped, rough. He gave a final push, then held. Deep. Still.

He came inside her with a low, guttural noise.

Eli didn’t stop licking.

Even as she shook, even as her body trembled from the release, his tongue stayed on her clit—soft now, soothing. Worshipful.

Kate gasped through it, riding aftershocks like waves. Her head dropped. Her arms gave out. She collapsed onto the bed with Malik still buried in her, with Eli still nestled between her thighs.

“Jesus,” Eli whispered, looking up at her. His mouth was shiny, lips red.

“You’re unreal.”

She didn’t reply. Couldn’t.

Her thighs twitched. Her breath came in shudders.

Malik eased out of her slowly. Eli kissed her inner thigh.

Kate lay still, filled and wrecked and glowing.

Then her eyes opened.

She turned her head.

Met Daniel’s eyes across the room.

“This is who I am now,” she said, voice quiet but clear. “Do you see me?”

This was her world now. Her pleasure, her ruin, her kingdom. And he was just a man on the floor, kneeling at the edge of her becoming.

Daniel’s chest cracked open. All the shame, the hurt, the lust, the hunger—it spilled into one thing:

Yes.

“Yes,” he said, barely more than a breath. “You’re everything.”

He didn’t move.

He watched the cum drip from her.

Watched her smile through it.

And he stayed there, on his knees, until her breath evened out. Until the room stopped shaking.

And for the first time, Daniel didn’t feel like he was losing her.

He felt like he’d finally found her.


Epilogue

The morning after didn’t feel like an ending.

It felt like surf on bare feet. Warm sun on skin. Coffee on the breeze. A body that ached in places you couldn’t see. His thighs still trembled when he walked. His cock hadn’t softened until hours after it was over. Even now, he could still feel the ghost of arousal in the pit of his stomach—shame twisted with something holy. He hadn’t come. She hadn’t let him. That felt... right. A mind still reeling from everything it had witnessed—and craved more of.

Daniel and Kate walked the shoreline in silence, their sandals swinging from their fingers, their steps soft against the sand. The tide rolled in slow, playful waves, licking at their ankles like the ocean had its own kind of afterglow.

She was wearing one of his old T-shirts, stretched slightly over her hips, and nothing else. Her hair was tousled, her eyes still lined faintly with last night’s mascara. She looked undone and divine.

He was wearing a smile he hadn’t felt in years—something quieter than joy, but deeper. Like peace with a pulse.

He’d woken up before dawn. She was curled beside him, on her stomach, one leg bent, her skin still slick in places that made his chest clench. There was cum on her thighs. He hadn’t wiped it off. Just watched it glisten in the soft light, like it belonged there. Like she did.

He could still hear her laugh from hours ago—hoarse and high, her head thrown back as Jordan poured them another round. The way she leaned into Malik’s shoulder, like she’d known him forever. Like Daniel wasn’t losing her. Just learning to share what he could never own.

Neither of them had spoken about the night.

Not yet.

But it was there—in the way she leaned into his shoulder, in the way his thumb brushed hers when their hands met. In the pause before each breath, like their bodies were still waiting for the next command.

Kate stopped near a driftwood log and looked out over the horizon. The sea glittered like it knew something they didn’t. Like it had watched through the walls.

Then she turned to him.

She kissed the back of his hand, slow, like she meant it.

“You looked at me last night,” she said, "like I was made of fire."

Daniel didn’t hesitate.

"You were."

Her smile came soft, but steady. Not coy. Not proud. Just... full. Like the space inside her had been emptied and refilled with something real. Something hers. Something earned.

He watched her for a second longer. Watched the way her body moved now—looser, lighter. Like a woman who had stepped fully into herself. Not changed, but clarified.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He ignored it.

Then hers buzzed too.

She checked the screen.

A message from Jordan:

Same suite, next summer?

Kate didn’t say anything right away. She just turned the screen to show Daniel.

He read it.

And for a second, the old Daniel flickered—the one who would’ve flinched, who would’ve asked if she really wanted that again.
But he was gone now. Burned away somewhere between the first slap of skin and her second orgasm.
This Daniel? He just smiled. Saw the words. Saw the smile already threatening to pull at the corners of her mouth.

Paused.

And then smiled back.

Not forced. Not pretending.

Real.

A smile that said: I know.
A smile that said: I want it too.

She slipped her hand into his again.

They kept walking. Slow. Barefoot. The sun rising higher above them.

No tension in the silence. No questions in her eyes.

Whatever they were now—husband and wife, fire and kindling, witness and worshipper—it was honest. Fierce. Unshakable.

They were new.

Reborn.

And this time, it would burn the way it was always meant to.

Together.

Even if the room next door was never empty again.

Especially if it wasn’t.

And maybe next time, he wouldn’t sit on the edge. Maybe next time, he'd be on his knees from the start. Waiting. Ready.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Foreword

This is the longest story I've ever written... and also the most personal.

With this one, I wanted to slow things down. Really slow things down. Let the characters breathe, grow, ache, and pull you into something deeper than just a quick fix. So if you’re here looking for instant action… hold tight. The first few chapters are a simmer. But once the heat kicks in? It doesn’t let up.

When the action starts, it blasts. And it keeps blasting; right to the end.

This story also marks the second instalment of a brand-new series I'm calling The Open Marriage Club, a space where I’ll be exploring longer, more emotionally complex cuckold stories. Stories with weight, buildup, ache, and explosive payoff. But don’t worry: for those who enjoy the fast-and-filthy ride, the Cuckold Chronicles series will continue to bring those quickies you know and love.

I also want to give a huge thank you to one particular reader — you know who you are. Your review (yes, on 'The Room Next Door' book) gave me the final push to finish this story that had been stuck on my desk for far too long.  You reminded me that readers do see the layers. That taking risks is worth it. That I’m allowed to try something different — and still stick the landing.

If you’ve ever finished one of my stories and felt something (lust, heartbreak, longing, maybe even a little ache) I’d love to hear it. Your reviews and ratings aren’t just helpful. Sometimes, they’re the reason a story like this gets told at all.

Now, buckle up.

Let her take the lead.

And let yourself fall.

~ Emily Felix


CHAPTER 1 – Friday Again

The water had stopped running five minutes ago. I just stood there, towel in hand, watching the steam fade from the mirror like breath on glass. My heart wasn’t racing, but something low and tight pulled in my gut... like a fist curling slowly. I already knew what I’d see when I walked out. I always knew. The last Friday of the month didn’t sneak up on me.

I dried off slow, like I could delay the moment. My cock had been twitching since I woke up, but not from anything I’d done. It was her. It was always her. I could already hear her moving across the bedroom, faint footsteps like a countdown.

I looked at the clock. 12:24 PM.

He’d be here in a little over thirty minutes.

By now she’d be almost ready. Perfumed, powdered, lotioned. Dressed for him. Or for me. Or for both of us in our own separate, twisted ways.

And still, every single time, I got hard before I even saw her.

I opened the bathroom door.

She was already in front of the mirror.

Her camisole was already on, but she hadn’t put the heels on yet. I watched as she lifted one leg slowly, balancing effortlessly on the other, and slid the pointed toe of her Jimmy Choos in—then bent to buckle the strap with a click that echoed across the hardwood like a gunshot. Not rushed. Not casual. Like a practiced ritual.

Her calves flexed with each movement, skin glistening faintly from the lotion she’d rubbed in earlier. She let her hair fall forward as she reached for the second heel, humming something soft under her breath—something sexy and wordless and just for herself.

When she stood fully, now in both heels, it was like watching a statue of sex come alive.

She looked up, saw me, and smirked.

The steam still clung to my skin, my hair damp, towel low on my hips, and there she was—perched on the edge of her vanity like the goddess she was, one slender leg crossed over the other, her diamond-studded heels catching the apartment’s soft lighting.

The same type of heels that used to make my breath catch when I first saw her at the university library. Before her, heels were just something hot girls wore, something to glance at, maybe jerk off to later in bed. But hers? These specific diamond-strapped stilettos? They were sacred. I’d kissed them once, trembling, the night she came home wrecked from one of his visits and let me unbuckle them with hands that wouldn’t stop shaking. Now they weren’t just shoes. They were a symbol. Of who she was. Of what I was.

She looked like a dream wrapped in silk and sin.

That mint-blue satin PJ set hugged her curves so perfectly, I had to blink to convince myself I wasn’t still asleep. The camisole barely held her luscious tits in place—those flawless mounds rising and falling gently with every calm breath she took. The floral embroidery and sheer triangle cutout between her breasts showed teasing glimpses of tan skin and nipple shadows beneath. A tiny satin bow rested in the center like it was there to be untied.

Her shorts were even filthier. The same soft, shiny satin fabric clung to her hips and rode high up the curve of her ass. Lacy embroidery at the sides opened up to show flashes of bare skin. When she shifted to reach for her lipstick, the light caught the roundness of her butt perfectly, like it knew where to look.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I could tell.

The smooth glide of satin against bare pussy was something I’d gotten to witness once before, when she let me shoot photos of her in another set almost identical to this one—but in ivory. This one, though… this one was her Daddy’s favorite. And today was Friday.

The last Friday of the month.

I leaned against the doorframe, towel still on, dick already heavy.

"You’re staring," she murmured, lips parted just enough to drag the lush red lipstick across them with surgical precision.

I didn’t deny it.

"You look unreal."

She smiled in the mirror, but didn’t stop applying.

"I like this color on me," she said. "It makes my skin look expensive."

"You are expensive," I murmured, half to myself.

She chuckled and set the lipstick down. Then, slowly, deliberately, she stood.

The satin caught light in all the right places... the arch of her back, the curve under her breasts, the subtle lines of her waist. Her nipples were hard. Always were on Daddy Fridays. Maybe it was the anticipation. Or maybe it was just how much she loved getting ready for him.

She walked over to me, heels clicking softly across the floor, and ran a fingertip down my still-damp chest.

"How long has it been since I wore this one for you?"

I swallowed. "Last month. Second Friday."

Her smile widened. She loved how well I kept track. She loved that I noticed. That I remembered.

"Good boy," she said.

I shifted against the doorframe, the towel tightening around my hips. My cock twitched.

She leaned in and kissed my collarbone, soft and unhurried.

"He’ll be here soon," she whispered against my skin. "And you’re going to be good, right?"

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

She looked up at me, palm splayed flat against my chest.

Her touch was light, but it burned straight through me. My skin broke out in goosebumps. I could feel every ridge of her palm, every press of her fingers like they’d been etched into my body long ago. My heart pounded like it wanted to reach up into her hand and stay there.

I wanted to kiss her. Desperately. My lips actually parted, but I didn’t move. I waited. I always waited. She led, I followed, that’s how it worked. That’s how I liked it.

"You really don’t wear this for him?" I asked, my voice low. I didn’t mean to let it out, but it slipped — raw and small, like something inside me needed to hear it one more time.

She paused. Smirked. Then leaned in, brushing her lips just shy of mine.

"He doesn’t even know I own this one. I don’t wear this for anyone else. Not even him. This color? This set? This is yours."

And that was her gift. Her sick, sweet, perfect way of loving me.

I’d watch her offer her body to another man in less than an hour. I’d hear her moan for him, beg for him, break for him. And I’d be hard the entire time, every second.

She ran her fingers up my neck, curled them gently behind my head, and tugged me down until our foreheads touched. Her breath smelled like peppermint.

"You’re still my favorite boy," she whispered.

And when she kissed me—slow, firm, possessive—I believed it all over again.

But she still wore my color.

She still kissed me first.

She still called me her favorite.

And yet, even as her words tried to anchor me, my mind flashed to the last time she wore this same set. I remembered her coming out of the bedroom late—makeup smudged, her thighs trembling as she stripped in silence. She didn’t say a word that night, even long after he was gone. She just pulled me to the floor and let me bury my face between her legs while she held my head there and whispered how full she still felt. The satin was damp, fragrant with her perfume and something else entirely. I licked until she came again, and I didn’t stop even after that.

The taste haunted me. It still made my cock ache.


CHAPTER 2 – The Message That Started It All

I wasn’t the kind of guy girls like her even noticed.

Not at clubs. Not in class. Not in the cafeteria line or walking across the quad. I was always just… there. Quiet. Watching. Doing my own thing. Lean, soft-spoken, a little awkward when I spoke too long. I didn’t have big muscles, a deep enough voice, or that kind of presence that made people turn around when I walked in. And it’s not like I came from money or had some high-status legacy to fall back on either—I was just a scholarship kid from a sleepy suburb outside Flagstaff, raised by a single mom who worked double shifts at a pharmacy. I got into business school because I was good with numbers, not people.

What I did have was a camera.

It was my hobby, my crutch, my mask, my excuse to exist in spaces I otherwise wouldn’t be invited to. Photography had started out as a way to kill time in high school—just me, some borrowed gear, and a deep curiosity about angles, color, and light. But somewhere along the way, it became how I interacted with the world. The lens let me look without feeling like a creep. It gave me purpose. An excuse to be near beautiful things.

And she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

I first noticed her during freshman orientation at the University of Arizona. She wasn’t just pretty, she was stunning. The kind of White Asian beauty I’d only ever seen on the internet or in the social media explore feeds I’d scroll through at night when I couldn’t sleep. She looked untouchable in real life, like she didn’t even live in the same reality as guys like me. Petite but curvy in all the ways that made you stop mid-step. Her hair was dark and silky, always done, always perfect. Her skin glowed like it had its own lighting team. Tight little waist, thick thighs, and a rack that never looked like it belonged on a girl that size.

Later, I found out why—her tits weren’t real. But fuck, they looked it.

And the way she carried herself… God. She didn’t just walk... she floated, like she knew everyone was watching and didn’t care. She wore crop tops like they were uniforms. Skin-tight leggings. Designer sneakers. Always had her nails done. Always had lip gloss on.

She was an Instagram girl. An influencer/model. A micro one, but legit. She had some small brand deals, a sizable followers count, and a blue check. Guys swarmed her. Girls followed her just to dress like her. Professors smiled longer than they should when she spoke. I knew her name before we ever shared a class. Everyone did.

Her name was Kim Schäfer.

And I’d had a crush on her for a full semester without even once getting close.

Until one night.

I was drunk, hard, and across a passed-out roommate. It was just past 2 AM, and I’d been scrolling through her Instagram feed for almost an hour—one hand nursing a warm vodka soda, the other itching to jerk off. Her last photo was from the gym: tight leggings, sweat-kissed skin, a smirk that knew exactly what it did to people. I nearly typed out something filthy. I almost sent her a message I wouldn’t be able to take back. I’d stared at the empty DM box for a full minute, thumb hovering over the keyboard, hard as fuck under my sweats, heart pounding like I was about to confess a crime.

And then I chickened out and typed something safe. Safe-ish. I’d scrolled through her page like I always did, liking a couple of older posts just to feel like I existed for a second. And then, like an idiot, I sent her a message.

Hey, your feed is great. If you ever want pro-level photos for free, I’d be down to shoot. I love your vibe.

I passed out two more drinks later, not even remembering I’d sent it.

The next morning, I woke up with a sour taste in my mouth, a headache like a nail behind my eyes, and the kind of creeping dread that only comes from knowing you probably did something stupid the night before. My phone was still warm from being under my pillow, screen dimmed but not dead. Notifications blinked.

I was already reaching for it with the intention of deleting every trace of my existence online.

Until I saw her reply.

Kim: I actually checked out your page. Your style’s kinda hot. I could use a refresh. Let’s do it.

My heart slammed into my ribs.

I blinked. Read it again. Thought maybe it was a bot or a prank. But no—it was her. The little blue check next to her name. The same profile photo I’d zoomed in on more times than I’d admit.

I replied as cool as I could.

Me: I’m free anytime this week.

Kim: Come by Thursday at 4. I’ll send you my place. Bring your best lens. :)

***

Thursday came too fast.

I stood outside her apartment door, gripping my camera bag like it was the only thing keeping me upright. Her place was in one of those newer midrise luxury buildings just off campus—the kind with rooftop pools and electronic locks. Definitely not something a student could afford unless their parents were loaded or... well, unless they had other means.

When she opened the door, I forgot how to breathe.

She was barefoot, wearing tiny denim shorts and an off-shoulder crop top that kept slipping down her arm. No bra. Her nipples pushed subtly against the fabric, and her hair was tied up in a loose bun with two strands curled along her cheekbones. Minimal makeup. Glossy lips. Still looked like a dream.

"Hey Kevin," she said, voice casual, smile tilted. "You look nervous."

I laughed, and it came out weird. "Little bit."

"Don’t be. It’s just me." She stepped back. "Come in."

Her place smelled like something fruity and expensive. Candles, probably. The kind that came in glass jars with gold foil labels.

And there were little things that didn’t quite add up. A pair of size 12 expensive leather slides by the door, way too big to be hers. A sleek black bottle of Tom Ford cologne on the bathroom sink, standing proud among her pink razors and skincare serums. I didn’t dwell on it then. Just figured maybe she had an older brother. Or a very rich ex. Or roommates who had one, maybe.

But looking back? It was obvious. Even then. There was sunlight pouring in through tall windows, and everything inside was modern and pretty and a little messy, like she lived alone but didn’t stress about it. A pink velvet couch. Throw pillows that probably cost more than my entire camera setup. A glass coffee table stacked with beauty PR boxes and fashion magazines.

She led me to the balcony first. "Light’s better out here. You cool shooting with backlight?"

I nodded, trying not to stare at the soft curve of her waist where her top kept riding up.

She posed like she’d done it a thousand times. And maybe she had. Elbows resting on the balcony rail, her back arched just enough to make the line of her ass pop under the frayed edge of her shorts. She turned and glanced over her shoulder, tossing her new moon night sky colored hair as if she were born with wind machines and soft lighting. She pouted for one frame. Laughed in another. Bit her bottom lip next, then licked it slow—like she knew damn well the effect it had, and enjoyed it.

Every time she shifted, the strap of her top slipped further down her arm, teasing more bare skin, the curve of her collarbone, the subtle swell of her breast. Her fingers played with the edge of the balcony rail while she stretched, cocking a hip. One moment playful, the next impossibly sultry.

I kept clicking like I was on autopilot, the shutter sound the only thing keeping me from losing my grip entirely. I’d lost all sense of framing by then—wasn’t even sure if I was still in focus.

Didn’t matter. She looked perfect in every shot.

"You’re always this quiet when you shoot?" she asked after a while, tossing her hair to one side.

"When the model looks like you, yeah."

She grinned. "Cute."

I caught her in profile right then—sunlight skimming her cheekbone, a sliver of lace visible beneath the edge of her top. I had to adjust my pants just to hide my hard-on.

We moved back inside after about thirty minutes. She offered me a drink.

"Water’s fine," I said.

"No fun," she teased. "You sure? I’ve got wine, tequila..."

"I’m still recovering from my last tequila night."

She raised an eyebrow. "Was that when you sent me the DM?"

I flushed. She laughed.

"It was cute. Don’t worry. You didn’t beg or anything."

She moved past me to grab a glass of wine for herself, and I watched the sway of her hips in those shorts like it was a goddamn nature documentary. Perfect rhythm. Tight ass. The shadow of her inner thighs brushing with each step.

She didn’t sit across from me when she came back—she sat next to me. Right next to me. Her bare thigh brushed mine.

"So," she said, taking a sip. "You got a girlfriend?"

I blinked. "No."

"Good." Another sip. Her smile was wicked. "I don’t like getting messages from guys who’re taken. It’s messy."

My throat was dry.

"I broke up with someone right before uni," I said, half hoping that’d make me sound more interesting.

"Long distance?"

"Yeah. She’s across the country now."

"Sucks for her," Kim said. "You take good pics."

And then, like it was nothing, she reached out and adjusted the hem of her top, tugging it slightly lower—just enough to flash the edge of her breast before it fell back in place. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine.

"You can tell me if you want to shoot something a little sexier next time. I don’t mind."

My cock throbbed so hard I actually shifted in my seat.

For a second, my brain short-circuited. I pictured her climbing into my lap right then and there, wrapping those thick thighs around me, grinding that bare pussy against the bulge in my jeans. I imagined her tits spilling out of that top, imagined what they’d feel like in my hands—warm, heavy, perfect. The fantasy hit so fast, so vivid, I almost groaned.

And then I blinked.

She noticed.

And smirked.

"That’s all for today, though," she said, standing. "Gotta keep you on your toes, right?"

I packed my gear slowly, brain still swimming, senses shot.

At the door, she leaned in like she might kiss my cheek. Then she stopped just short.

"Thanks for coming. And for being respectful. Most guys don’t make it through an hour without being weird."

I laughed, breathless. "Trying my best."

"Keep trying," she said.

It sounded like a joke, but it wasn’t. It sounded more like a command underneath. Like she knew exactly what she was doing—and that I’d follow, no matter where it led.

And closed the door.

My hands didn’t leave the front of my crotch for a second as I was trying to hide the twitching bulge during the whole walk back to the dorm.

I texted my roommate (the passed-out one from last night) like it was nothing. Shoot went good. Chill vibes. Pretended I wasn’t still throbbing under my jeans. Pretended I wasn’t about to walk straight past my floor and into the first empty bathroom stall I could find.

I locked the door, dropped my bag, and jerked off like my life depended on it—thinking about the flash of her nipple, the way she said I could shoot something sexier next time, and how close her lips had come to my cheek.

I came faster than I wanted to.

Didn’t even feel guilty.

I’d do it all over again tomorrow if she asked.


CHAPTER 3  –  Getting Closer

It didn’t happen all at once. There was no dramatic moment, no big shift.

Just a quiet pattern.

One shoot became two. Then three. Then a routine.

And suddenly, her name was the one thing that could make my phone screen feel radioactive.

You free Tuesday afternoon? Pack the sharp lens.

No emojis. No fluff. Just her.

Sometimes she’d attach a location, sometimes not. Sometimes, just a time, a tone, and a picture of a skirt or a lipstick tube she wanted to match the vibe of. I’d say yes before thinking. Before checking class schedules. Before remembering if I had a midterm the next day. Didn’t matter. I always said yes.

I started checking my phone like a compulsion. Between classes, mid-conversation, even in the shower with a towel draped over the sink. Just in case. I’d wake up in the middle of the night and check my notifications like a junkie hoping for a fix. Sometimes it was just an ad or my roommate’s group chat. But once in a while, it was her.

When it was her, my body reacted before I even finished reading. Palms clammy. Pulse high. Cock twitching under the sheets like it knew something I didn’t.

I started turning down plans. Making up excuses. "Group project meeting," I’d say. "Library shift." The lies came easy, sliding out smoother each time, because the reward was always the same: her. Her voice. Her presence. Her world.

She never called it a shoot. Just "content."

The locations changed. Her vibe didn’t.

One week, it was a studio space she said she "borrowed from a friend" — all white walls and mounted lights that made her skin look airbrushed in real time. Another week, it was a beach outside town, where the wind caught her hair just right and the fading sun lit her face like it had a crush. Once, she asked me to come by "early, like 9ish," and I showed up to find her still in a robe, brushing her teeth in a bathroom full of pink steam. We shot in her bedroom that day.

She picked the outfits.

Always.

One morning, I arrived earlier and caught her mid-decision. She was standing in front of a garment rack I hadn’t seen before—sleek, black, filled with hangers that looked like they belonged in a showroom. Silk, mesh, lace, denim, velvet—one of everything, all in her size, all pressed like someone else had steamed them for her.

She held two pieces up to the light: one was a curve-hugging nude slip-like dress with thin spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline, the kind of thing that would look see-through the moment she stepped into sunlight. The other was a black oversized tee with thigh-high stockings. She noticed me watching and didn’t flinch.

"Which one?" she asked.

I swallowed hard. My brain said tee. My cock said the first one. I gave a shrug that meant nothing and everything.

She smirked. Then slipped into the nude one right there, back turned, but mirror facing. My eyes caught everything.

She adjusted one strap, looked at herself from the side, then caught my eyes in the reflection.

"This one’s too much for Instagram, I guess," she said, smoothing the fabric over her hips. It clung like it had memory.

Then she turned away from the mirror and started walking toward the balcony door. "But not too much for you, right?"

And just like that, I forgot what breathing was.

I never actually saw her decide on an outfit other than that one time. They just appeared, like she’d already run through the possibilities hours before I arrived. Sometimes high-end streetwear, all sleek silhouettes and price tags I didn’t want to Google. Sometimes, lacy bodysuits with jeans so tight they looked painted on. A couple times, full-on lingerie sets she styled like fashion editorials — under an oversized blazer or with a silky scarf tied like a top. Never trashy. Always curated. Sexy in that offhand, weaponized way only she could pull off.

I never asked who bought them.

She never said.

Once, she texted me a selfie in a blush pink satin slip and said, Might use this look tomorrow. Bring the lens that makes me look good (with several o's in the good).

I stared at the message so long I forgot to breathe. Screenshot it without thinking. Read it five times between classes. Her words burned themselves into my head, looping over and over, like a song lyric whispered against my ear. I imagined her saying it out loud, imagined her smirking as she typed it, imagined her body in that slip and her voice in my ear, slow and amused: "make me look gooooood."

By the time I got back to my dorm that night, I was hard before I even made it through the door. I barely remembered to lock it. Just dropped onto my bed, phone still glowing in my hand, and stared at the photo again, the curve of her hip, the way the fabric cupped under her tits, the flash of her collarbone. I could almost feel her skin under my tongue.

I jerked off in silence, biting my lip to keep from moaning. Not even trying to last. I just wanted to feel it. Her. The tease of her approval, her power, her fucking voice in my head. I came fast, thighs twitching, vision swimming.

And I still checked my phone again the second after, just to see if she’d sent anything else.

She never asked me to cancel plans. But she never asked if I had them, either.

I started missing lectures. Turning in assignments late. Skipping meals. None of it felt like sacrifice. Being around her — watching her pose, stretch, laugh, flick her eyes up to meet mine just long enough to make my hands tremble on the camera — it felt like getting high. Like I couldn’t remember what I’d done before, or what I was supposed to be doing now.

I didn’t just want her attention.

I needed it.

Like a fix.

***

It was between setups that I started to realize something else.

We didn’t just shoot. We talked.

Sometimes she’d sit cross-legged on the floor while I changed batteries or adjusted a lens. Other times, she’d flop back on the couch, phone in one hand, sipping green juice with the other, and ask random shit.

"You ever cry during movies?"

"You think people who read Murakami are weird?"

"If I went off-grid, would you still DM me?"

At first, I gave careful answers. Then I gave honest ones.

She liked indie films. The sad or the coming-of-age kind.

She collected old books but hated reading on Kindle.

She followed twelve astrology meme accounts but didn’t know her birth time.

She liked walks at night. Hated loud bars. Thought Valentine’s Day was dumb. Claimed sushi was overrated unless it was from one place in L.A. And once I got past her smoking looks and the persona she wore for the 'gram, I started realizing how much our tastes actually lined up—same kind of movies, same hate for noisy places, same obsession with old bookshops and late-night playlists that made you feel something.

"You’re such a soft boy," she said once, licking the last of her smoothie off a straw. Then she looked up. "With a pervert’s camera."

I froze.

My throat tightened, but not from shame. It was something else. A jolt of heat. Embarrassment, maybe. Or recognition.

Did she know? Had she seen how I looked at her? How I lingered on the curve of her ass longer than necessary through the lens? How I zoomed in too tight when her bra strap slipped, or when her lips parted just a little too much?

She went right back to sipping her drink, eyes never leaving mine. Like she was waiting. Like she wanted to see what I’d do with her words. I sat there, pulse hammering, unsure if I should laugh or apologize or drop to my knees.

My fingers twitched near the camera bag.

Was she serious? Was it just a joke? Did she want me to squirm? Did she want me to beg?

And fuck, part of me wanted to.

She laughed after a good few seconds, seeing me flutter. But it wasn’t mean.

"Relax," she said. "It’s a compliment."

Later that week, after a shoot at this brutalist rooftop spot she liked, she offered food.

"You hungry?"

"Kind of."

"Let’s get something. My treat."

She didn’t ask what I wanted. Just drove.

The restaurant was one of those casual-rich places where the napkins were linen but the waiters had tattoos. She ordered for both of us without hesitation… ahi tuna sliders for her, truffle fries and a cocktail I couldn’t pronounce for me, and I nodded like it was normal.

It wasn’t.

She paid with a black card.

I didn’t ask.

In the car, she drove with one hand, her other arm resting across the center console. Her shorts rode high on her thighs, the hem nearly folding into the curve where skin met seat, and I spent half the drive pretending to look out the window just so I wouldn’t stare too long.

But I stared. And she noticed.

She shifted in her seat, readjusted how she sat—just a little—enough to make her thigh stretch longer, smoother, shinier in the late afternoon light. My fingers curled into my jeans, jaw tight, breathing shallow. I tried to look away.

"You can stare," she said. Her voice was smooth, lazy. Like it cost her nothing.

She didn’t look at me when she said it. Just reached forward, turned the volume up.

The bass kicked harder. Some vibey R&B playlist she said she used to make out to in high school.

"Don’t judge me," she grinned.

I didn’t.

She tapped the steering wheel in rhythm, humming a little. I kept my hands in my lap.

I felt like cargo. Like company. Like something she’d picked up for the day and might drop off whenever the mood passed. And I didn’t mind.

Not even a little.

Because I knew she’d text again.

She always did.

***

One time, the shoot had been going long. Longer than usual. She was experimenting with new looks, new tones. We'd just wrapped a set in front of the window, sunlight streaming through sheer curtains that made her skin glow. She looked at the next outfit, then at the folding screen in the corner, and without saying a word, picked it up and walked behind it.

The folding screen was cheap. One of those flimsy tri-panel ones with cherry blossoms painted on it. Not meant to be sturdy. Not meant to hide much. But it stood in the corner of the studio we were shooting that day, between the natural light and my self-control.

She slipped behind it casually, already unzipping something. I heard the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of a shoe hitting the floor, the sound of a hook unclasping.

Then her voice: "You’re not peeking, are you?"

I didn’t even try to lie. "Not yet."

She laughed—throaty, amused, like she expected that answer. I heard the smirk in her laugh. Like she was testing how far I’d go if she asked. A second later, something came sailing over the top of the screen and landed at my feet. Lacy. Black. A bra.

My mouth went dry. I didn’t touch it, but I stared like it might burn a hole through the floor. The urge to pick it up, to bury my face in it, was so strong it almost scared me.

"Could’ve used that line for the captions," she said. More rustling. Then silence.

When she stepped out, the world tilted.

It wasn’t just how she looked. It was how she looked at me. Like she already knew the chaos she caused and didn’t mind letting me drown in it.

She was barefoot, balancing delicately while adjusting one of her earrings. The outfit was sheer—so sheer it looked illegal. Pale lilac mesh, scalloped lace trim, a deep neckline that made it obvious she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her nipples were outlined, faint and perfect. The bottom hem grazed the tops of her thighs, barely. I had to blink.

"Be honest," she said, tilting her head slightly. "Too much?"

"No, it’s—it’s perfect," I managed, the words scraping out of my throat like they barely survived the heat.

I lifted the camera just to have something between us. My hands were trembling. I pressed the shutter out of instinct, but I couldn’t focus. Literally or otherwise. She saw the way my hands shook. And instead of asking, she adjusted the strap on her shoulder in slow motion, like she wanted to see if I’d drop the camera.

Then she stepped forward. Slowly. One heel still off, dangling from her fingers. Then, with no warning, she placed her hand on my shoulder, just to steady herself she said, and lifted one foot to slide it into the heel.

Her thigh brushed my arm. Her fingers lingered just a second too long.

I felt like my whole existence was caught in my throat. I could feel the warmth of her thigh through my sleeve, like it had left a mark. I didn’t dare shift. I didn’t dare exhale.

I didn’t move.

She didn’t either. At least immediately. After what felt like a lifetime in freeze, she walked past me toward the next rack of clothes, hips swaying, completely unfazed. I stayed frozen in place, camera heavy in my hands, pulse louder than the shutter.

***

She sat with one leg tucked beneath her, the laptop balanced on a tray beside a green candle flickering low. I was at the foot of her bed, half on the carpet, half on a throw blanket that smelled faintly like her lotion. The window behind her was cracked just enough to let in a breeze, carrying the distant hum of traffic and the soft scent of whatever body mist she’d sprayed earlier.

We were sitting there, editing photos on her laptop. She’d pulled up a folder labeled K-Boy and clicked through casually, as if she hadn’t named it that on purpose.

My stomach flipped. K-Boy. She said it like a joke. Clicked it like it meant nothing. But I couldn’t stop staring at the name. She’d labeled me.

Did she have a J-Boy? An M-Boy? Or was I the only one with a folder? I hated how much I wanted it to mean something.

"Most guys I’ve dated get... weird," she said, not looking at me. "Needy. Controlling. Like, once they see how many people are in my DMs, they start spiraling."

She sipped her iced matcha through a thick glass straw. Her lip gloss left a mark on it. She licked a drop off her bottom lip like it was nothing. Like she didn’t even notice me staring. Like she didn’t need to.

"I hate that shit. I don’t need someone who wants to own me. I need someone who lets me... do my thing."

She looked right at me then. Held it.

"You do that."

I swallowed. Nodded.

She smiled, small but real. "Thanks for never making it weird. You never ask to fuck."

The way she said it wasn’t cruel. It was… grateful. Like she knew exactly what I wanted and was rewarding me for not asking. "You don’t get all jealous or pouty when I post stuff. You’ve been so good for me."

That word short-circuited something in me. Good. Like I was hers. Like she’d trained me without ever needing to say it out loud.

The word good echoed in my head like a bell.

I didn’t know what to say. My mouth went dry. I wanted to reach out. I wanted to press my face to her thigh and stay there until she told me I could breathe again.

Instead, I said, "I just like being around you."

She grinned wider. "You’re my creative partner."

Then, a few clicks later: "My favorite person to be around lately."

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

My body kept replaying her words.

Good.

Creative partner.

Favorite.

I turned the words over like they meant more than they did. Maybe they didn’t. But I needed them to. I turned onto my side, hard and aching, replaying her voice in my head like it was gospel. I didn’t jerk off. I didn’t dare. Not without permission. I kept my hands to myself, just like she liked it. Just like a good boy should.

***

It had been a month since that night. Since the drunk DM. Since she’d said yes. Since I walked into her apartment thinking it would be one shoot—maybe two—and walked out with my brain rewired. We'd spent more time together in the past four weeks than I had with anyone all year. Shoots turned into late edits. Late edits turned into shared food, borrowed playlists, inside jokes.

But it wasn’t just time. It was change.

People on campus noticed. I noticed. The quiet guy with the camera, the one who always kept to himself, was now the one walking out of cafés with the hottest girl on campus beside him. I’d catch guys looking at her, then looking at me like they couldn’t figure it out. Like they were trying to do the math in real time.

She’d started buying me shirts. Said I dressed like a midwestern startup intern. The first time she handed me a black button-up and told me to try it, I thought she was joking. But then she leaned in and adjusted the collar herself. Said I looked good in navy too. Next came new pants, different shoes. Somehow, without making a big deal of it, she styled me into someone I didn’t recognize when I walked past reflective glass. Someone smoother. Sharper. Someone who looked like he belonged in her orbit.

She had become the center of my orbit without even trying. My routines shifted around hers. The way I thought about myself, the way I moved through the world, it all bent in her direction. She made me sharper without cutting me down. Made me want things I never used to let myself want. Her presence changed the texture of my days.

And now... here we were.

The shoot had run late, like it always seems to nowadays.

The evening light pooled low across her bedroom floor, soft and golden, catching the tousled edge of her sheets and the sheen of her collarbone. She'd changed into something simple after the last set, a ribbed tank top with no bra, grey cotton shorts that clung to her hips, hair half up, half wild. Not styled, not posed. Just her. Just there.

We didn’t talk much after. We never did when the shoots ended this late. She'd look through the images on the camera while I packed up cords and reflectors, the unspoken rhythm between us thick with something that felt heavier than silence.

When I finally zipped the bag closed, she walked me to the door.

She didn’t say anything, just walked ahead slowly, barefoot, the pads of her feet whispering across the floor. At the doorway, she leaned her hip into the frame and crossed her arms loosely under her chest, one thumb playing with the hem of her tank top. Her eyes flicked over me—once, twice—not hurried, not shy. Just taking inventory.

I followed behind, slower. My pulse was everywhere… neck, wrists, cock. The room felt too quiet. Her scent was still thick in the air, warm and faintly floral. The door was right there. But I didn’t reach for it.

Was this it? Was I supposed to leave? Did I want to?

We didn’t speak.

Her hand lingered on the doorknob. Mine hung by my side.

I looked at her. Not just at her body, or her lips, or the tan line peeking out from under her top. I looked at her. And she looked right back.

There was something behind her eyes; testing, maybe. Like she already knew what I wanted. Like she was waiting for me to admit it. I could picture her smirking if I turned away first. That’d ruin me.

"Thanks again," I said, voice low. Rough.

She didn’t answer. Just stared.

I shifted my weight, suddenly too aware of my own body. She tilted her head, almost amused.

"Kev... You gonna kiss me or just stare?"

I stood there, breath caught, unsure if I deserved it. Unsure if she meant it. Was this real? Was it part of the script she wrote for me without saying a word?

I stepped forward. Not fast. Not hungry. Careful.

Every inch closed between us felt like another second I wasn’t sure I deserved. My chest rose and fell shallow. I thought about everything that led to this moment… every shoot, every time I held back, every time I walked away hard and unsatisfied just because she hadn’t said I could stay. My breath hitched.

I was scared she’d pull away. Scared she wouldn’t. And more scared that this might change everything.

Her chin tilted up half an inch. That was all I needed.

I kissed her.

My fingers hovered near her waist but never landed. I didn’t want to hold her, just be allowed to touch. She didn’t move at first. Let me come to her. Let me prove I could be gentle.

It wasn’t perfect. My lips were nervous. My hands didn’t know where to go—until she reached down and gently guided them to her waist. Her touch was light, but intentional. Like she was letting me hold her, not asking for it.

My mouth found hers and like always, she was in control in this too and she didn’t rush. Her lips were warm and parted, tasting faintly of matcha and lip gloss, soft but certain. She kissed like she’d already done it in her mind and now she was letting me catch up. I tried to follow her rhythm, to mirror her ease, but I was too aware of everything… how plush her bottom lip felt between mine, how her breath mingled with mine, how our mouths moved like they’d been circling this moment for weeks. Her tongue brushed mine once, teasing, not greedy. Testing.

I let her lead.

For a few whole seconds, the world stilled.

Then she pulled back.

Not far. Just enough to make me miss it. Just enough to make me wonder if I’d imagined how warm she’d felt. My eyes opened slower than I meant them to. Hers were already watching me, like she was waiting to see what I’d do with what she just gave me.

Her smile was half-smirk, half-something else I couldn’t name.

"Finally," she said. "I thought you were never going to."

She opened the door behind me.

The hallway light felt cold.

I blinked in it like I’d come up for air. My body didn’t feel like it belonged to me. My jeans felt too tight. My hands were still tingling from where they’d held her waist, like they remembered something my brain hadn’t caught up to yet.

I walked away with my heart pounding, my cock hard, and her taste still lingering on my lips.

Was it just a kiss? Was it more? Would she remember it tomorrow? Would I ever forget?

I wanted to turn around and ask what it meant. But I didn’t. Because good boys don’t.

My lips still tingled like her gloss had stained them. Every part of me was alert, electric, starving.

Five minutes later, my phone buzzed.

I nearly dropped my keys pulling out my phone. Just one text. Just her. No emoji.

I stared at it so long I nearly missed my floor.

Kim: Same time next week?


CHAPTER 4 – The Unavailable Weekends

The kiss changed something.

Not in her, maybe. Or if it did, she didn’t show it. But in me? Everything shifted.

I replayed it over and over that night... how she leaned in, how her fingers settled around my waist like she was claiming something. She hadn’t mentioned it again. Not once. Not even a flirty callback. And somehow, that made it worse. Or better. I couldn’t tell.

It stayed with me longer than it should have. In the way my breath caught every time I passed the mirror. In the way I flinched when my phone buzzed, hoping it was her, fearing it wasn’t. Her silence after the kiss didn’t cool me; it wrecked me. Made me hungrier for the next time. Made me want to earn another one.

I woke up the next morning with the taste of her still in my mouth and the ache of restraint still pulsing in my gut. Every part of me wanted to text her something—anything. But I didn’t. I waited. Like I always did.

She texted first. Like she always did.

Last night was great! See you later... xoxo.

And we slipped right back into our rhythm. Shoots. Edits. Late nights with lo-fi playlists and glowing screens. Takeout containers balanced on her knees while she scrolled through selects. Me sitting cross-legged at her feet, adjusting light curves and cropping to her taste. There was comfort in the pattern. In the way she moved through the room like she owned it, and maybe, owned me too.

Sometimes she’d lie across the couch in nothing but boxers and a worn old men's tee, oversized and sliding off one shoulder, her bare legs stretched out while she flipped through selects on the camera. I’d sit cross-legged on the floor, laptop open, adjusting light curves and hue balances as she directed over her shoulder—"brighter," "nope, not that one," "wait, go back, I liked that shadow."

Her voice was soft but decisive. My hands moved fast to keep up. I didn’t mind. I liked being useful. I liked the way she let me orbit her, as long as I stayed in my place.

She’d toss me fries between edits, brush her foot against my back without noticing, or lean over to check the screen her breath hitting the side of my cheek like something earned. It was intimate, but never sexual. Teasing, but never crossing that invisible line.

I got so much of her.

Just not all of her.

But patterns always have gaps. And hers started to show.

She disappeared on weekends. Not every weekend... just the second and last of every month. Like clockwork.

The first time, I didn’t think much of it. She said she was slammed. “Got a family thing Kev. Back Monday x.” I didn’t question it. We weren’t a couple. We weren’t anything official. I barely even knew what we were.

But the next time, it happened again. “Busy again this weekend. Next week’s all yours tho <3”

I read that line five times. Then again in the middle of the night. Then again while brushing my teeth.

She wasn’t cold. Not exactly. But the warmth went dim. The texts slower. Shorter. The read receipts still showed. The stories stopped.

And I told myself I was being dramatic.

Until one Saturday afternoon, I passed her building after grabbing coffee. Her car... black, tinted, unmistakable, was parked in its usual spot.

She’d told me she was out of town.

I stood across the street for a full thirty seconds. Staring.

Was someone inside with her? Another photographer? A boyfriend she never mentioned? I hated the thought. Hated that it made my stomach twist. Hated that I felt a pulse of heat low in my gut, like I deserved to ache this way. Like it was part of the role I’d been assigned—watching, wondering, never asking.

I didn’t knock. Didn’t text. Didn’t call her out.

I just noted it. Quietly. Like someone filing away a clue they’re not ready to solve yet.

Back in my room, I opened Instagram. Nothing. No new posts. No stories. Just a photo (that I shot) from earlier in the week still racking up likes. I opened our texts. Re-read the ones where she said she missed me.

And then closed the app like it might bite me.

I’m not her boyfriend. I’m not even sleeping with her. I have no right to ask. Right?

But something beneath that logic whispered: Whatever this was, it moved how she wanted.

***

It was a Wednesday when the message came.

Kim: You free Friday night? Dress hot. Drop by my place at 7. I'll drive.

That was it. No context. No emoji.

I stared at it like it was in another language. Then read it again, slower.

I spent the whole of Friday afternoon rifling through my closet, trying on shirts I didn’t even like, wondering what the fuck “hot” meant in her language. When I finally decided on a charcoal button-down I thought made me look semi-presentable, she laughed.

"No, babe," she said, walking over to her wardrobe. "Wear this. I picked it for you like... three weeks ago. Just didn’t think you were ready yet."

She pulled a shirt still in plastic from the back of her closet. Deep navy. Slim fit. Pressed. Fucking beautiful.

"Trust me," she said. "I like you in navy."

I took off the shirt I was wearing, peeled it off slow. She didn’t leave the room. Didn’t even turn away. She stayed, leaning against the doorframe, watching. Her eyes tracked down my chest like she was cataloging details, lingering on my stomach, the slope of my shoulders, the skin under my collarbone. Not hungry. Just observant.

I slipped on the navy shirt and began buttoning it. Her gaze didn’t soften. If anything, it settled in deeper.

When I got to the last one, she stepped in without a word. Her hands didn’t just fix my collar, they claimed space. She adjusted the fabric slowly, palms dragging softly across my chest, fingertips smoothing the edge like she was shaping the shirt to fit the man she’d picked it for. Her eyes followed the motion, then lifted to mine.

She didn’t smile. Just stared for a second. Like she was double-checking the final detail before letting it go (which she hadn’t). Like I was hers to tweak into place.

"Hold still," she murmured, and then leaned up and kissed me.

It was soft. Slow. The kind of kiss that starts as nothing but ends with your heart in your throat. My hands moved instinctively, fingers ghosting toward her waist, wanting more. Wanting to deepen it.

She stopped me with a light press on my chest.

"Not now," she said. Not cold. Not playful. Just... firm. "You're not messing up my work."

And she walked out of the room, heels clicking lightly, like nothing had happened. Like she hadn’t just rewired my entire night with a single kiss and a single rule.

We left her place just in time to make it to our reservation. I still had no idea where we were going. But seeing how I and she was dressed, we were definitely going to a place where you take a date to. Her hair was down. She wore a slinky black dress with thin straps that kept slipping off her shoulders, and a cropped leather jacket that made her look even more unreal. Minimal makeup. Lips glossy. Heels high. No bra.

My brain short-circuited the moment I opened the car door at our destination.

It was a new, swanky restaurant in downtown—rooftop, moody lighting, servers in black aprons, reservations booked weeks in advance. She walked a couple of steps ahead of me, and every single man in that place turned to look. Some recognized her. One even whispered her handle to his friend.

She ignored them all.

When we got to the host stand, the guy barely glanced at me. His eyes were on her the whole time.

She hooked her arm through mine casually.

"We have a reservation under Ms. Schäfer," she said, her voice cool. "For two."

Dinner flowed. Conversation easy. She ordered the wine. Chose the dishes. Asked about my classes, my portfolio, my mom. Made me laugh so hard I nearly choked on a sip of water.

When the bill came, I reached instinctively.

She stopped me with just a look. Then tapped her card on the machine, dropped it back in her purse, and smirked.

"You didn’t think you were paying, did you?"

I flushed. Shook my head. Swallowed whatever pride I had left.

She crossed her legs slowly under the table, and her foot brushed against my calf. Deliberate. Not innocent.

Her foot slid higher. Just once. Just enough. Her fingers rested briefly on my knee like she was anchoring me there. My cock stirred against my thigh, and I forced myself not to flinch. She didn’t say a word, just smiled at the waiter like nothing had happened.

Then she turned back to me, leaned in like she was about to whisper something filthy.

"You’re cute when you try to act composed," she said, and brushed her lips against mine—barely there, more breath than contact. A reward. A tease.

My mouth chased hers without meaning to, like instinct.

She let me kiss her. Really kiss her. My pulse thumped. My hand started to move, desperate to find a place on her thigh.

She caught it before it got there.

“Eyes up, baby. Everyone’s watching,” she said, pulling back.

She sipped her wine like she hadn’t just denied me twice.

Later, while we waited for the valet, she stood behind me and ran her fingers up the back of my neck, playing with the baby hairs at my nape.

It wasn’t sexual. Not overtly. But it made my skin burn.

It was the first time I realized this wasn’t a date.

This was a test.

And I wanted to pass.

***

The car ride home was quiet. Not awkward. Not tense. Just... quieter than usual.

Her hand rested casually on the gear shift, and every time she changed lanes, her knuckles brushed the inside of my thigh. Not by accident. Not entirely on purpose either. Just enough to remind me she was there. Her dress had gathered slightly on her legs, bunching at the tops of her thighs. The hem rode high, and the car’s heater blew low and steady across my legs.

I tried to glance at her without making it obvious. Her face was unreadable. Calm, but not distant. Her lips pressed together like she was holding something in. The city slid past in long, warm blurs. A song came on—low, vibey, something slow and nostalgic. She didn’t change it. Let it play.

I wanted to say something. Anything. But she looked like she was building the words brick by brick. Like if I interrupted, the whole structure might fall.

Halfway to my place, she spoke.

"Hey. I know I’ve been kind of weird lately. Disappearing some weekends. Being hot and cold. I just... I didn’t want you to think it’s you."

I turned toward her, but she kept her eyes on the road.

"It’s not that I don’t want real things," she continued, still without looking at me. "I do. But I’ve had to learn to pace myself. To protect what matters. The last guy I was with didn’t respect boundaries. It has taken me two years now to even think about dating," she flicked her eyes to me as she said that, before once again returning them to the road.

After a beat, she spoke again, "I promised myself I’d never feel obligated to explain my life to someone again. So yeah... if I disappear some weekends, it’s because that part of me isn’t up for negotiation. Not yet. But this—us—matters. I wouldn’t be here if it didn’t." She didn’t blink when she said it. But her fingers curled tighter on the wheel, just once. Like she still remembered how it felt to be held too tightly by the wrong hands. A flash of something passed through her face—anger? Pain? I couldn’t name it. And then it was gone. She shifted in her seat slightly, like she needed to reset.

I thought about reaching for her hand. Just to let her know I heard her. But I didn’t. I stayed still. Because this wasn’t my moment to comfort her. It was hers to control.

She glanced over again.

"So I want to take this slow. No pressure. I don’t want anything heavy. Just someone who gets me. Who lets me be me without the guilt trip."

I nodded. Because what else could I do? I wasn’t going to ask for more.

But that didn’t stop her words from sticking. Because somewhere between the lines, I was trying to find out what she thought I was.

Not a boyfriend. Not a friend, either. Something in between. Something she could kiss in parking lots but not keep overnight.

When we pulled up to my building, the car idled for a few seconds longer than usual. I unbuckled slowly, half-turning toward her, waiting—just hoping—she might say something. That she might kill the engine. That she might come up. There was a pause. A beat too long. Her eyes flicked to mine, unreadable.

And then she leaned across the console and kissed my cheek.

"You’ve been so good lately. Keep it up."

She didn’t wait for a reply. Just shifted the car back into drive.

That line stayed with me all the way up the stairs. Through the door. Into bed.

So good.

I didn’t even jerk off to her body that night. In fact, it had been a couple of weeks since I'd jerked off. Why, I didn't know. Probably some crazy part inside me was saving up? I don’t know. It was just the way she said it that didn't need anything more.

So good.

***

My dorm room was dark when I got in. My roommate was passed out in bed, a hoodie pulled over his head, one leg dangling off the side like a corpse.

I sat on the edge of my mattress for a full minute before moving. The shirt still smelled like her perfume—subtle and expensive, with a warmth that clung to my skin like a memory.

I pulled out my phone. Nothing.

I checked again. Still nothing.

She hadn’t texted.

I opened Instagram.

I didn’t stop at her grid—I went through the tagged photos too. Her last tagged post was with a group of people I didn’t recognize. One guy’s comment just said “miss u 🔥.” She hadn’t liked it. But she hadn’t deleted it either. Another one had called her “wifey.”

I told myself it was just her brand. Just clout-chasing strangers trying to flirt with a girl they’d never meet. But it still burned. Because I knew what it felt like to be near her. And I wasn’t sure how many other people did too.

I stared at her profile photo. Then clicked back into our DMs. The kiss. The dinner. The wine. Her foot against mine. Her fingers in my hair.

Was that a date? Was it just dinner?

Or was I being curated—like a part of her aesthetic?

Something presentable. Contained.

My roommate mumbled something in his sleep. I didn’t hear it. I was still replaying the way she leaned over the table like I was her reward.

I laid back. Closed my eyes. Pressed my forearm over my mouth like I could still feel the heat of hers.

Was this just what it looked like to date someone out of your league?

Or was this something else entirely?

***

Saturday morning. I left early, trying to shake the weight off. Got coffee. Walked a few blocks without thinking.

The city felt too clean, too awake.

I passed a boutique near the edge of downtown, the kind that always had sleek displays and mannequins posed like they were bored of being expensive.

In the corner of the window: a pair of men’s loafers. Size 12. Same color, same brand, same shape as the ones I’d seen by her door that first week. I never asked her about it, and she never explained it herself. And now, staring at them again, the silence landed harder than the truth ever could. Humiliation and arousal tangled together in my chest—tight, pulsing. I wasn’t even in the running. Just orbiting something I’d never be invited to touch. Expensive. Minimal. Not mine.

My stomach tightened.

I didn’t stop walking.

Didn’t check the price tag. Didn’t look again.

Back in my room, my phone buzzed.

Kim: Come by tomorrow. Afternoon. I need to talk to you about something important.

I stared at it for a beat. Even though it was through a text, I could feel that the tone was different.

Something was different.

I typed: Okay. I’ll be there.

Sent.


CHAPTER 5 – The Reveal

Sunday came like a slow, heavy breath I couldn’t exhale.

Ever since the dinner, I hadn’t been able to sleep right. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her across that restaurant table again, lips slick with gloss, fingers toying with her wine glass, saying things I wasn’t sure how to hear. Saying them like they were boundaries, but sounding like doors I still wasn’t sure I was allowed to knock on.

And then the text. Thirteen words.

Come by tomorrow. Afternoon. I need to talk to you about something important.

Important. Not urgent. Not sweet. Not playful.

My brain had latched onto that word and gnawed on it all night like a starving animal. What did important mean to a woman like Kim? Did she want to call things off? Was I too much? Not enough? Had I gotten too close? Had she found someone with a black card and a better camera? Someone who didn’t come from cheap suburbs and take the bus freshman year?

I woke up before 8. Tried to eat. Failed. Took a shower just to kill time. Then another one just before leaving. The day was hot already, that kind of early summer heat that made you feel like the air was pressing back. The water didn’t help much. I still felt damp when I stepped out, my skin sticky with nerves and heat.

I stared at the shirts in my closet like they were test questions. Picked a plain white one she liked on me. The one she'd complimented, I looked good in once. I buttoned it slow, wiped my palms twice before grabbing my keys. My hair was still slightly wet, and my pulse hadn’t settled all morning.

The walk to her place felt longer than usual. Every step heavier. The world too bright, the sky too flat. Even the trees looked tired.

Her building shimmered in the heat. The lobby smelled like lemon and glass cleaner. I barely remembered pressing the elevator button. My hands didn’t feel like they belonged to me.

When the door opened, she didn’t greet me with a kiss. Didn’t smile. She wore a loose gray tee that dipped off one shoulder and a pair of soft cotton shorts that hugged her hips. No makeup. No bra. Her hair was up, messy but intentional, like she’d spent just enough time making it look like she hadn’t tried.

She didn’t say hi. Just stepped aside and nodded.

“Come in.”

I froze for half a breath.

Some part of me had hoped for a kiss. Even just a small one. A soft brush of her lips against mine, or her palm on my chest, telling me she was glad I came. I wanted her to pull me in. Or push me away. Anything but this quiet.

But she didn’t meet my eyes at first. Her gaze stayed somewhere just to the side of my shoulder, like she hadn’t decided what version of me she was letting through the door yet. And when her eyes finally did land on mine, they were unreadable. Calm, but not warm. Measured. Like I was being studied more than seen.

I stepped in anyway, even though something in my chest felt caught. Like I’d walked into a different kind of silence than the ones we’d shared before.

The air inside was cooler than outside, but I still felt warm. Her place was quiet. Dim. Soft sunlight filtered through sheer curtains, and the faint hum of her air conditioner buzzed beneath it all.

I stepped in slow. The door clicked shut behind me.

Then I saw them.

On the dining table: a tall, narrow glass vase. Inside it, a bouquet of fresh white lilies.

My breath snagged.

Kim wasn’t a flowers-on-the-table kind of girl. She decorated with art books, designer candles, and skincare jars. The kind of luxury clutter that looked curated, not sentimental. But those lilies? They didn’t belong.

They looked too pure. Too ceremonial.

Too... deliberate.

Something had changed.

I stood there, still holding my keys like an idiot, and turned to face her. She’d already walked ahead of me, bare feet soundless on the hardwood. She curled one leg under herself as she sat on the couch, back straight, arms resting across the top like she was bracing herself.

She didn’t tell me to sit. Didn’t pat the cushion beside her. Just looked at me.

I hesitated, hovering near the edge of the couch like I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to be there. For a moment, I didn’t know if I should kneel or sit or just keep standing like a waiter waiting for instructions. My knees twitched like they might bend. My chest was tight with that heat again, the kind that came from not knowing the rules.

She glanced at the space beside her. Just once. A flick of her eyes. No smile.

I sat. Carefully. My body felt too large for the space, too loud. The cushion dipped beneath me, and the warmth radiating from her side hit me like static. She didn’t shift to make room. Didn’t acknowledge me. Just stayed exactly as she was—composed, elegant, unknowable.

I didn’t speak. I wanted to. I wanted to ask what this was, what I was walking into, what the hell the lilies meant. But the silence pressed down on me like gravity.

And so I just sat. Small. Waiting. Like a good boy does.

She began first.

"Do you want something to drink?"

Her voice was soft. Not cold, not warm, just even. Like she’d been practicing the words. Like she needed to say something before the air collapsed between us.

"Water's fine," I said. My voice came out quieter than I meant. Scratchy. Like I’d been holding it in for too long.

She stood and walked into the kitchen. I watched the swing of her hips beneath the hem of her shorts, the way her bare legs moved with that effortless grace I knew too well. She didn’t ask how I was. Didn’t glance back. Just poured the water, ice cubes clinking into the glass like punctuation.

She came back with two glasses. Handed me one. Her fingers brushed mine. Just barely. But it was enough to set off the hum already building low in my chest.

Her fingers were cool from the glass. Mine were warm, almost clammy, palms still damp from where they’d been pressed against my knees. The contrast sent a jolt through me. My breath caught for a second too long.

And then, without warning, my mind flicked back. The last time her fingers had been on me. The soft drag of her thumb across my collarbone when she adjusted my shirt. The way she'd once trailed her nails down the front of my belt and smiled like she knew exactly what it did to me. It wasn’t even a kiss. Just touch. Controlled. Intentional. Claimed.

I felt it again now… that same restraint, that same ache. Some part of me lit up at the contact. A flicker of hope. Maybe she still wanted to touch me like that again. Maybe she would.

But she didn’t.

She let go.

Turned away.

Sat down again. Not closer. Not further. Exactly where she'd been.

Music played low from her smart speakers, something atmospheric and slow. It made the silence feel even more deliberate. The silence lingered. Thick, stretched, breathing around us.

She took a sip. Set her glass down. Looked straight ahead.

"I know I've been saying this a lot over the last couple of months, but it's true, you've been good to me, Kevin," she said finally.

My heart hitched. The words landed soft, but they echoed sharp.

"You’ve been patient, kind. You’ve never pushed. You’ve made me feel... safe. And seen. And I don’t take that lightly."

I swallowed.

She turned then, just a little, facing me more fully. Her eyes were calm, but there was something under the surface. Something she was holding tight.

"Which is why I need to be honest with you. About... the weekends. About me."

My stomach tightened.

She paused. Like she was weighing how much to give. Then she began.

"I've been in an arrangement for about a year. A private relationship. It’s... not public. Not something I post about. Not something most people know. Actually, no one at all."

My grip on the glass tightened. I didn't move.

"He’s older. Married. Powerful. He travels a lot. He handles things most people don’t even know exist. And for a while now... he’s been part of my life in a very specific way."

She didn’t say the words. But I heard them anyway.

Sugar daddy.

I knew. I think I always knew. The clues were never really hidden. They just didn’t feel real until now, laid bare between us like an open secret.

My brain flickered fast through the details I’d ignored on purpose. The way she never reached for the check. The slides by her door. The sleek black cologne bottle next to her skincare. The always new wardrobe. The bouquet of lilies that didn’t belong.

What does an arrangement like that look like? Does he pay her rent? Does he fly her out on weekends to fuck her in some penthouse suite before sending her home with designer bags? Does he pick the lingerie she wears? Does he tell her who she can touch? Who she can kiss?

A flush of jealousy surged so fast it made me dizzy, hot, shameful, and sickeningly hard.

And yet...

"It’s not what you think," she said, watching my face. "Or maybe it is. I don’t know. But what matters is that he’s not... gone. He’s still in my life. Still a part of it. And when things started with you, I had to... I had to ask."

My breath caught.

"Ask what?"

She didn’t flinch.

"I had to ask him if it was okay to see you. To have you around. Even just for shoots. Even just as a friend. He doesn’t like surprises. And he knows how I can be... spontaneous. Curious. He needed to be sure you weren’t some random guy I was hooking up with behind his back."

My throat went dry.

"So... what? You had to get permission to talk to me?"

She didn’t answer right away.

"I had to show him you weren’t a threat. That you weren’t going to ruin anything. That you respected me. That you could be... useful. Loyal."

Useful. Loyal.

The words throbbed like bruises.

Useful hit harder than cute ever did. Harder than hot, than sweet, than anything she'd ever called me. Because it wasn’t just about attraction. It was about function. But not in a way that erased the warmth I’d felt from her, or the connection we’d built. It wasn’t love, maybe. Not yet. But it wasn’t cold either. Being a piece that fit didn’t mean I was disposable. It meant I had a place. A role she trusted me to hold. A tool, yes—but a trusted one. A resource, maybe—but one she chose to keep.

And I could already picture her saying it to him. Explaining me. Justifying me.

He’s useful. He edits. He helps. He waits. He doesn’t ask for more.

That thought should’ve broken something in me.

But instead, it made my cock press tighter against my thigh.

Because some small, filthy part of me felt proud.

Shamefully proud.

I let the words fade. Let the silence breathe.

The air conditioner kicked on with a soft whirr, sending a chill across the back of my neck. I took a slow sip of the water I'd been holding all this time, more for something to do than because I was thirsty. The ice had melted.

She didn't move. Neither did I.

Then, after a beat that stretched long enough to feel like a warning,

"I’m not allowed to be physical," she said slowly, "Until he accepts you."

The glass in my hand suddenly felt too cold. Too heavy. She watched my hands tightening around the glass but didn’t say a word.

My heart was thudding in my ears. I felt heat climbing my neck, but not from anger. Not just from confusion. It was something else. A darker pull under it all.

She needed his permission to kiss me?

To touch me?

To keep me?

I wasn’t even the main story. I was a side thread. A subplot in someone else’s world.

And I still wanted her more than anything.

She watched me, carefully. Not cautious. Just present. Fully.

"I’m not ashamed of it," she said. "He’s good to me. It works for us. I get security. Protection. He gets... me. On his terms. And I respect that."

Her voice didn’t waver. Not once.

"But you? You’re the only part of my life I chose without needing to be told I could. That’s why I’m telling you this. Because I care about you in a way that isn’t transactional. I won’t lie to you. I won’t pretend this is simple. It’s not. But if you want to keep seeing me, if you want to be a part of this... this is what it comes with. And I hope you do, Kevin. I want you in this. In my life. I don’t know where this leads yet, but I know I still want you here."

I stared at her. My chest felt tight.

I should have stood up. I should have walked away. I should have said something sharp, something proud, something self-protective.

But I didn’t.

Because my cock was hard.

Because my heart was thudding with something close to awe.

Because she didn’t lie. Because she trusted me enough to tell me the truth. Because she still looked at me like she wanted me to stay; words can lie, but the eyes... they never lie.

I knew I was already hooked.

Because some sick, deep part of me liked it. Liked being vetted. Liked being allowed. Liked the thought that she had to prove I was safe.

I wasn’t her boyfriend. I was her secret. Her gamble. Her bet.

And all I could think about was what else he hadn’t allowed her to do with me yet.

And when she might be allowed to start.

A new thought crept in, slow and uninvited.

Had he already seen me?

Had she shown him a photo? A message?

Had the man she called powerful studied me the same way she did, but colder, more strategic? Did he glance once and say "not yet" while she nodded and said nothing more?

The idea made my stomach twist.

And made my cock twitch.

I hated that it did. But I didn’t want it to stop.

Because now he wasn’t just a shadow. He was in the room with us, in the spaces between her pauses, in the curve of her lips when she told me I was good.

And part of me wanted him there.

Watching.

Allowing.

Deciding.

And part of me, the part she hadn’t touched yet, the part she still owned anyway, was already wondering what it would feel like to be chosen next. Not ready. Not sure. But wondering.

Because I didn’t know what this meant yet. I didn’t know who I was supposed to be in this story. Maybe I already knew—some version of it—but I wasn’t ready to say it out loud. Not yet. All I knew was that I wasn’t ready to walk away.

Not yet.

I stayed sitting for too long.

The silence between us wasn’t tense anymore. Just heavy. Familiar. Like something soft draped over my shoulders, warming and weighing me all at once. Her words were still in the air, but they weren’t echoing anymore. They’d already landed. Every last one of them.

I looked down at the glass and then my hands. It was sweating. My fingers had loosened. Somewhere along the way, I'd stopped bracing the nothingness.

"I don’t know what this means yet," I said finally, after a pause that stretched long enough for my throat to close up.

The words sat there like something I wasn’t supposed to say. Like they needed clearance. Like I needed her permission just to speak them.

There was a pause. She didn’t fill it.

So I did.

“Why do you need him?” I asked. My voice wasn’t sharp. It wasn’t bitter. Just... quiet. Too quiet. Like I already knew the answer, and asking was just a form of surrender.

She didn’t flinch. She leaned back slightly, her fingers smoothing across her knee like she needed a second to choose the right truth.

"Because I know what it’s like to lose everything," she said.

Her voice wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t broken. But it carried weight.

She told me about her dad. About how they used to have money. A lot of it. Vacations, memberships, a house with too many bedrooms. And then one bad business deal turned into five, and the market turned, and her father kept gambling for a win that never came. Until he collapsed in the middle of a phone call and never got back up.

Now it was just her, her mom, and her little brother. A smaller apartment. A leaner life. And a woman who knew, too young, that nothing is guaranteed—not love, not wealth, not security.

“I don’t want to live like that again,” she said. "So no, I’m not ending my arrangement with him. It’s not just the money. It’s everything I’m learning. He’s teaching me things—about business, about branding, about leverage. I take notes. I listen. I’m saving up. By the time I graduate, I’ll be debt-free and ready to launch my own line. A beauty brand. A real one. Something recession-proof, scalable. That’s why I became an influencer to begin with. Build the base first. Then the product."

She looked at me then.

"He gives me freedom. And I wouldn’t be telling you any of this if I didn’t think you mattered. By the time I graduate, I’ll be debt-free, with savings and strategy. And I can’t give it up—not when it’s taken me this long to build something for myself. Not when I finally feel like I have a way forward."

What I felt hearing it—it wasn’t anger. Not fear either. Just the kind of numb that comes when you realize the floor has been slowly shifting beneath you for weeks and you never noticed until you almost stumbled.

"I just... I need to think." I said,

She nodded. No hesitation. No protest. Just a small, subtle motion of her chin.

"Okay," she said.

I didn’t look at her right away. My eyes drifted lower instead—to her legs folded neatly beneath her, to the hand resting on her knee, to the soft line of her lips that hadn’t frowned once since I sat down.

I felt shame pressing at my ribs. Not just for hesitating, but for needing space at all. For not dropping to my knees right then and there and begging her to keep me, to not let this end. For not knowing whether this ache in my chest was fear, or longing, or both tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate one from the other. Some part of me still wanted to resist. Another part wanted to surrender entirely. And neither part trusted me to choose right.

The disappointment in her eyes wasn’t sharp. It didn’t accuse. It just... settled there. Like she'd already predicted this. Like maybe she’d had the conversation in her head long before it happened. Which I later learned she had.

"If you come back," she said, softer now, like she didn’t want to wake something sleeping between us, "come back because you want all of it."

That sentence landed differently. It wasn’t a dare. It wasn’t a challenge. It was an offering. One with terms.

All of it.

The shoots and the wine nights. The silence and the posing. The way she let me orbit her, and the parts she gave to someone else. The rules she didn’t write down but still expected me to feel in my bones.

And what did she mean by all of it? Did that include watching her get dressed for someone else again? Did it mean waiting for her while she let someone else touch the parts of her I’d only ever worshipped from inches away? Did it mean waiting outside her room while he decided how long I’d stay in her life?

My brain twisted it into a dozen versions of submission before I could stop it.

And I hated that some of them made me hard.

The parts I hadn’t seen yet. The parts I might never be allowed to.

My legs didn’t move at first. Then they did.

I stood. Slow. Not because I was trying to be dramatic, but because something about standing up felt heavier than it should have. Like whatever this was, it had settled in my bones without permission.

She stood too. Walked ahead of me to the door. Didn’t look back to check if I was following. She knew I was.

She didn’t open it immediately.

She turned. Stopped just short of me.

Then, finally, she placed her hand flat on my chest. Right over the center. Her palm was warm. Steady. Dry, but not clinical. Confident in a way that made my breath hitch before I even realized she’d touched me.

If she pushed, I would’ve fallen forward.

If she pulled, I would’ve followed.

She didn’t do either.

Just held me there. One last pause. One last command before her words found their voice.

"I know this isn’t the fairy tale version," she said quietly. "I’m not pretending it is. But I’ve never lied to you. And I wouldn’t invite you into this if I didn’t think you could handle it."

And then, after one more beat of quiet that clung like breath before a sob,

"Kev," she whispered. Her eyes didn’t waver. "What we’ve had so far has been really great."

A pause. The kind you don’t breathe through.

"I hope we’ll have more of it."

I couldn’t speak. My lips parted slightly, but no sound came.

She didn’t lean in. Didn’t kiss me. Just let her hand linger against my chest like she was listening to what my heart might say before I did.

And then she opened the door.

I stepped out.

The hallway air felt colder than I remembered. Sterile. Too clean. Like I'd walked out of somewhere living and into something clinical. My skin missed her scent immediately—the faint perfume, the lotion, the candle wax and warmth. Leaving her behind felt like shedding something I hadn’t realized I needed to keep.

And somewhere inside the fog in my chest, a sick thought crawled in.

Had she already texted him?

Was this whole conversation part of something bigger? Did he already know I was here? Had he watched her let me speak, let me stammer, let me leave?

My body felt hollow. But my cock was still heavy.

The guilt twisted with the want, knotted in my gut, and sat there like a curse I hadn’t earned the right to break.

I kept walking. Footsteps slow, off-balance, dragging memory behind them.

I didn’t know what I wanted.

But I knew one thing.

I hadn’t stopped wanting her.

Not for a second.


CHAPTER 6 – The Decision

The days after our talk didn’t feel like days.

They felt like spaces between things. Like the parts of a song where the sound fades just long enough to make you ache for the next note. I moved through them the way someone moves through fog: slow, unfocused, a little damp with the weight of something invisible.

Her words replayed endlessly.

Until he accepts you.

Come back because you want all of it.

I hope we’ll have more.

The phrases looped in my head like chants, pulling at me in places I didn’t know were soft. I heard them while brushing my teeth. While heating leftovers I didn’t want. While lying in bed and staring at the ceiling fan until the blades blurred.

Somehow, knowing I’d been vetted made everything worse. Made her hotter. Made the want sharper. More painful.

Was she always this far ahead of me? Was there ever a version of her that didn’t already belong to someone else?

I’d wanted to believe that I was the first person she’d let behind the curtain. That I was the one she was choosing, letting in, slowly and deliberately.

But now it felt like I’d been invited into a house someone else already lived in.

And I still wanted to stay.

That fact alone made me angry.

Worse: it made me hard.

I’d lie to myself sometimes and say I wasn’t thinking about her. That I wasn’t craving her voice, or her scent, or the silence she wore like perfume when she was deciding how close to let me stand.

But then something would happen. I’d walk past someone wearing the same perfume. I’d open Instagram and see a photo of a girl in thigh-high socks on a messy bed. And I’d be right back there again—in her apartment, on the couch, watching her legs shift under her shorts while she told me I needed another man’s permission to kiss her.

My cock would twitch, and I’d close my eyes and curse myself.

One morning, I stared at my reflection for a long time. Too long. The kind of staring that makes your own face feel unfamiliar.

What kind of man waits to be approved by another man just to touch his girl?

What did I even look like to him? If he knew about me—and he had to know by now—what did he see when he imagined me? Some obedient little soft boy sitting in silence, hoping for a nod? Did he already see me as beneath him? Was I already being measured, weighed, maybe even laughed at? Did she describe me to him in passing, like something gentle but useful… someone who accepts, who listens, who waits?

The humiliation curled warm in my gut. And I hated that I felt it harden me.

What kind of man keeps waiting... even after he’s told not yet?

I splashed water on my face. Not to wake up. Just to stop looking.

Class didn’t help. Work didn’t help. I kept checking my phone like a habit I didn’t remember forming. I’d tap open our message thread without meaning to, stare at the blank space where her reply should’ve been, even though I hadn’t sent her anything.

Twice, I typed out a message.

Hey.

I miss you.

Once I even typed, Are you seeing him this weekend?

I never sent them.

I deleted them just as quickly, heart pounding with a guilt that didn’t have a name.

One night, late, I laid in my bed in my room lit only by my screen. I opened our thread again.

I typed: I think it’s better we don’t see each other anymore.

My thumb hovered.

Deleted it.

Typed it again, slower this time. Read it back. I meant it, maybe. Or I wanted to. Or I wanted her to beg me not to.

But I couldn’t hit send.

My hand drifted down instead. Almost unconsciously. But I hesitated. Not out of pride. Out of guilt. Out of something heavier than shame.

My fingers hovered, as if waiting for permission that wouldn’t come. I whispered her name. Once. Twice. Softly, like she might hear it through the walls. Like she might say yes from wherever she was.

Then I touched myself. Slow. Careful. I edged there for a while, holding myself back with each breath, remembering that she hadn’t said I could. That I wasn’t allowed. And maybe wouldn’t be, ever.

It didn’t matter.

I thought about her hand on my chest.

Her saying, If you come back...

The way she didn’t kiss me.

The way she didn’t have to.

I came anyway… reluctantly, fast, miserably. A quiet grunt, jaw clenched, hand tight around myself like I could control the regret flooding through me.

I hated that I felt relief.

And that was the moment I knew: I wasn’t letting go.

I couldn’t.

A few days later, she posted again.

Nothing dramatic. Just her… smiling, radiant, gorgeous in that way that felt like a punch. She was somewhere outdoors, skin glowing, hair tied up, lips glossy.

No caption. Just an emoji. A sun.

The comments were what you’d expect. Heart eyes. "Glow different." One guy asked if she was single. Another just said, "Perfect." A few girls dropped fire emojis and called her an icon. The kind of replies that piled up under every one of her posts—thirsty, admiring, jealous, hopeful. All of them thinking they saw her. None of them knowing anything at all.

But all I could think about was who took the photo. Was it him? Was she glowing like that because someone had just called her good girl off-camera, fingers still brushing her thigh? Had she just had an amazing fuck, the kind that left her skin warm, her lips redder, her eyes softer? Was she smiling because she knew the picture would drive men crazy—me included?

I read the comments, but they blurred. Just noise. What I really saw was her eyes. Her mouth. Her collarbone. The exact parts of her I hadn’t been allowed to touch. The parts I didn’t know if I ever would.

I read them all, even the stupid ones. And somehow it made my chest feel heavier.

Because she looked happy.

Because she looked complete.

Because she looked like she didn’t need me at all.

And maybe she didn’t.

She was strong enough to let me walk away.

And that made me want her even more.

Not because I thought I could fix her.

But because I wanted to be worthy of staying.

***

The week had cracked something open in me. But it was this morning—Thursday, it’s the fourth day since I last saw her—when it stopped bleeding and started forming into something else. Not peace. Not resolve. Just... shape.

I’d woken up too early again. My alarm hadn’t even buzzed. The light through the blinds looked different. And I couldn’t tell if it was dawn or guilt. I lay still for a long time, trying to find the version of myself I was supposed to carry into the day. Strong? Detached? Still undecided?

Instead, I found the same thing I’d found every morning since that night: her voice. Her words. The ones that didn’t tremble.

If you come back, come back because you want all of it.

She hadn’t begged. She hadn’t manipulated. She’d just... said it.

And I was still here, six days later, orbiting the gravity of that choice.

I started listing things. Not on paper. Not out loud. But the way your brain does when it doesn’t trust your heart not to self-destruct.

I thought about how electric she was. How when she looked at me, it wasn’t just with her eyes, but like she was seeing a part of me no one else ever tried to reach. I trusted her. That hadn’t changed. And she’d told me the truth, not because it was easy, but because she respected me enough to be honest.

But there were things I couldn’t ignore. I would never be the only one. I would have to meet the man who, by some silent arrangement, owned the gate to her body. And there were ways I could be humiliated that I hadn’t even imagined yet. That scared me more than I wanted to admit.

And then there were the questions that didn’t have answers. Would I lose myself in this? Would I become someone I couldn’t recognize, someone I hated? Or had this already been inside me all along, waiting to be called by its name?

I looked at myself in the mirror again. Same face. Same tired eyes. Same guy who’d started shooting photos that made her look like the goddess she was.

I stared longer than I should have, taking in the slope of my shoulders, the curve of my jaw, the way my body stood still like it was waiting for approval. A sick thought surfaced: what if she’d shown him those photos? He sure would have. It had been a little over a couple of months since that first shoot. And there had been five weekends she was gone since then—now I knew, it was with him. Her Sugar Daddy had already seen the work I’d done, the way I framed her with reverence, like something sacred and untouchable... Was I documenting the thing I’d never be allowed to touch?

My cock twitched at the humiliation, thickening just from the thought. I hated that. Hated that I was hard. Hated that part of me wanted her to show him more. And I didn’t look away.

I still wanted her.

Even knowing everything. Whether I fully accepted it or not, now I knew it was even more because of it.

Not because she made it easy. But because she made it real. She didn’t offer fantasy. She didn’t dangle some pretend purity I could cling to. She offered the truth. With terms.

And no one had ever done that before.

***

The fantasy slipped in around noon. Like a splinter sliding under skin.

I pictured myself beside her on the couch.

Her thigh touching mine. Our phones in hand.

She types something.

He’s ready.

The words barely leave her screen before the air around me shifts. Her thigh is still pressed lightly to mine, but now I feel the heat of it more clearly, like it’s pulsing with the weight of what she just sent. Her phone lights up in her palm, casting a glow across her wrist, her knuckles, the curve of her nail. She doesn't show me the screen right away.

My breath catches. My heart punches behind my ribs like it wants to answer the message too. I wonder if he’s already read it. If he’s smiling. If he knew I’d say yes all along.

Maybe he was waiting. Maybe this was the moment I was handed over.

I didn’t know if I wanted to watch.

But I now knew I wanted to belong.

And I hated that the thought made me shift in my seat, my cock heavy and half-hard against my thigh.

***

By late afternoon, the pros and cons had stopped being a list. They had turned into something heavier, knotted, tangled. They weren’t conclusions. They weren’t clarity. They were truths. And they weren’t going anywhere.

I kept thinking: what does it mean to say yes to someone who belongs, even partially, to someone else? What does it mean to step into a room knowing you weren’t the first one invited inside? Could I carry that? Could I stay soft in the face of it? Could I stay standing?

I would not get all of her. I would not get the guarantee that I’d be enough. I would not get the storybook. I would not get the parts of her she’d already handed over. I would not get certainty. I would not get safety.

But I would get her. Not a fantasy. Not a filtered version. Her. As she is. Albeit on her terms.

And for the first time in my life, the idea of being chosen that way didn’t feel like losing.

It felt like being seen. Like being invited to stop pretending I wanted something simpler, safer, smaller than this.

***

It wasn’t a grand moment. No burst of music. No sudden lightning bolt of clarity. Just the quiet click of something inside me making space.

I picked up my phone.

I stared at the screen, thumb hovering, like even touching it too soon would tip me over a ledge I hadn’t quite named. I scrolled through our old messages once, then again, pausing at the last thing she sent. Take the time you need.

I thought: Once I send this, I don’t get to un-know. I don’t get to pretend I hadn’t said yes.

The silence in my room felt louder than anything.

I typed the message slowly. Without drafts. Without second-guessing.

I’ve been thinking. If the offer’s still open... I want in. All of it.

And I hit send.

The reply came in seconds.

My phone buzzed once, then again, as if even the vibrations couldn’t contain what was on the other end. I hadn’t even had time to set it down before her name flashed across the screen.

Incoming call: Kim.

I took a breath that didn’t feel like mine and answered.

"Oohhhh Kevin," she exhaled, and the sound was everything I didn’t know I’d been waiting for. Warm, full of that low, girlish excitement that lived in her throat when she was really, truly happy. "You don’t know how happy you’ve just made me. I’ve been dreading these last three-four days… felt like I was back in high school, constantly checking my phone to see if you’d texted. I swear, every hour."

I let out a breathless laugh, equal parts relief and disbelief. I didn’t speak yet. I wanted to hear more of her voice.

"You don’t know what it means that you said yes. Thank you. I promise we’re going to have so much fun," she said, the last word curling like a promise. "It's the fourth Friday tomorrow. He wants to meet you."

My fingers tightened around the phone, just slightly, like I was bracing myself for something I didn’t yet understand. I sat down slowly, knees softening beneath me, the words echoing down my spine with a heat that felt closer to surrender than surprise. There was no command in her voice, but it didn’t matter; my body had already answered.

A single thought pulsed quietly: I didn’t know if I wanted to be chosen. But I knew I wanted to be accepted.

My throat closed up for a second. I swallowed around it.

"Wear something nice," she added, her tone tilting into playful. "I want him to have the best first impression of you."

It was the way she said it; not as a tease, not as a game, but like she meant it. Like my impression mattered to her. Like I mattered.

There was a pause, a quiet aftershock that hummed through me. I stayed on the line, not wanting it to end just yet. She must’ve felt it too, because she spoke again, softer this time.

"You’re really doing this," she murmured.

"Yeah," I said, my voice a little hoarse. "I am."

A silence stretched, but it wasn’t empty. It was warm. Close. Her breath was still there, soft and steady.

"I’m proud of you, I'm soooo fucking happy I made the right decision with you, Kev," she said.

I closed my eyes. That did something to me… something hard to name.

"Sleep well tonight," she added. "See you at 11 tomorrow..."

And then, only then, the call finally clicked off.

After we hung up, I sat there for a minute, the phone still warm in my hand. It was quiet again, but not the same kind of quiet. The kind that echoed through the chest, sharp and almost holy.

My thumb hovered over her name again. Just to send something. A thank you. A heart. Anything to let her know I was still there, still buzzing from her voice. But I stopped myself.

I’d said yes.

And now, she held the timing.

It wasn’t my place to follow up. Not yet. Not this time.

That quiet ache of wanting to reach out, to speak again, to hear her smile… tightened in my chest like a leash gently pulled. A reminder: I’d stepped into her pace now. A few more seconds passed before I stood and walked to the mirror.

The same mirror. The same face. But something in me was different now.

The glass didn’t just reflect. It framed. It offered something like truth… stripped of pretense, dressed in the heat of what I’d just agreed to.

Did she tell him I was sweet? That I was obedient? That I came when called?

My cock twitched, traitorous and eager. I hated how much I wanted to be seen that way. Not just seen; spoken about. Summarized. Given over.

And yet… a part of me hoped she already had.

My heart was a slow thud in my chest. My cock was already responding, thick and aching. I felt flushed, hard, scared.

But it didn’t feel wrong.

It felt chosen.

And maybe that was the difference. The week before had been about uncertainty. This was about knowing. About stepping forward without pretending I didn’t understand what I was walking toward.

This time, it wasn’t about being good enough. Or being accepted.

It was about wanting her. And wanting all of it.

I didn’t know what meeting the sugar daddy would bring. What it would look like. What it would feel like.

But I knew I wasn’t done craving her. I wasn’t done listening to her voice curl into my bones. I wasn’t done waking up with her name on my tongue like a psalm I didn’t believe in but still needed to whisper.

I wanted her. And all the darkness she came with.

Even if it changed me forever.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough.

I didn’t know if I’d be enough. But I knew I’d try—because she was the first thing that ever made me want to be. And if it broke me open? At least it’d be her hands that did it.

I wasn’t walking into this steady. I was walking in soft, hard, already half-claimed… and begging not to be turned away.


CHAPTER 7 – The Meeting

The hallway looked the same. Same off-white walls. Same stale lemon scent from the janitor's closet near the elevator. Same soft hum from the overhead lights. But nothing about it felt familiar.

Every step I took felt louder than it should've. My shoes tapped too sharply against the tile. My palms were already damp, and I hadn’t even raised my hand to knock yet. The air wasn’t warm, but I could feel sweat prickling at the base of my spine anyway. The shirt she told me to wear clung tighter than it had when I tried it on at home—slim-fit, deep charcoal, the one she'd picked weeks ago but hadn’t let me wear until now. She’d texted me earlier today with four words: "Wear the charcoal shirt." No explanation. No emoji. Just the command, followed by her usual silence.

The fabric stretched across my chest with every breath. I could feel the sweat gathering low between my shoulder blades, my body already heating beneath the collar like it knew it was being dressed for someone else's approval. The scent of my own cologne—clean, woodsy, too polite—mixed with something sourer underneath: nerves, heat, something primal. I shifted the strap of my bag higher on my shoulder and kept walking, but every step felt less like movement and more like surrender.

My cock wouldn’t settle. It kept brushing against the inside of my briefs, thick and half-hard since I left the apartment. Every small vibration from my steps sent a reminder. I tried adjusting myself discreetly in the elevator. It didn’t help.

I’d tried rehearsing something on the way here, a line, a joke, even just a hello that wouldn’t sound like I was choking on it. But the words felt fake, thin. Like plastic on my tongue. I gave up halfway up the flight of stairs and let the silence hang in my chest instead.

I didn’t know what this was supposed to be. An interview? A test? A ritual?

But I knew this wasn’t just another Friday.

She hadn’t said much on the call. Just that he wanted to meet me. Not needed. Not requested. Wanted. Like I was being summoned.

My throat was dry. My cock heavy. The hallway stretched in front of me like a corridor to something irreversible. My breath fogged faintly on the doorframe as I came to a stop. I could feel the thud of my pulse behind my ears. The same fingers I’d used to edge myself at night hovered now, trembling slightly as I raised them to knock.

Then waited.

A few seconds passed. Then the latch clicked.

And the door opened.

I didn’t breathe.

She stood behind the door at first, just inside the frame, not stepping back, not speaking. Just watching. Just... letting me see.

Her dress was a halter, barely-there, like liquid bronze poured onto her skin and then scooped out in all the most dangerous places. The fabric shimmered every time she shifted, and I could hear the faint clink of rhinestone straps swaying gently, soft, feminine music made for one man’s ears. The plunge in the front dipped low enough to show the under-curve of her tits — not just cleavage, but promise. A thin sheen of oil coated her collarbones and the swell of her breasts, catching light like she’d been polished for worship. Her nipples were hard, pressed tight against the shimmer of the fabric like they’d been waiting for friction, for air, for eyes. Not shy, not passive — just perfect, and proud. The kind of arousal that didn’t just come for me. The kind that told me she’d been ready long before I arrived.

Her chest shimmered like she’d been dusted in gold. I could smell her perfume before I even stepped inside... rich, floral, unmistakable. It hit the back of my throat. Potent. Intimate. The kind of scent meant to linger on skin and sheets. The kind of scent that only made sense if someone would be close enough to inhale it from her throat.

I couldn’t stop imagining it... her stepping into that dress without a bra, no panties, sliding the material over her hips slowly, smoothing it down with both hands in front of a mirror, maybe holding her hair up to admire the curve of her bare back. And doing it all knowing full well I’d see it... but never touch.

Her legs stretched long, smooth, oiled to perfection. They glowed. And her heels—fuck, her heels—were a kind of weapon I wasn’t prepared for. Nude-toned, rhinestone-strapped, delicate and cruel at the same time. They wrapped around her ankles like jewelry meant to be kissed. Every inch of her was styled, polished, perfected. But not for the camera. Not for Instagram. Not even for herself.

This wasn’t for me.

It had never been for me.

I didn’t say anything. My tongue felt too big in my mouth. My cock twitched so violently I had to shift my stance. She watched me notice her — eyes calm, unreadable — like she was checking to see how long it would take before I broke.

And God, I was close.

I’d never seen her like this. Not for our shoots. Not even on that rooftop date. She looked like something curated for a private museum, a piece that would never go on public display. Not sacred. Not innocent. But expensive. Owned.

She smiled, just barely. "Hi, Kevin."

Her voice was light. Casual. Like we weren’t standing at the mouth of something massive. Like she wasn’t dressed like a gift someone else was about to unwrap.

I swallowed. My hand twitched like it might reach for her waist, like some dumb part of me still thought I could pull her in, kiss her, make this feel mutual. My body leaned forward half an inch before my brain caught up. I stopped myself. Because this moment wasn’t mine to take. Because she hadn’t given it. I tried to find my voice. Failed.

She didn’t seem to mind. She just stepped back slowly, letting the light catch every curve, every shimmer, every inch of skin she'd chosen to bare. She didn’t kiss me. Didn’t touch me. Just kept her eyes on mine like she could feel what it was doing to me.

Like she already knew I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since the moment we hung up.

Like she knew I hadn’t touched myself since that night.

And like she was proud of that.

She turned and walked in, heels clicking soft and sharp against the floor. Each step echoed like a countdown... measured, practiced, final. I didn’t move right away. I stood there, frozen at the threshold, the hum of the hallway dulling behind me, my pulse roaring in my ears. I wanted to drop to my knees. Right there in the doorway. Not out of desperation, but reverence. Like she’d walked past not as a girlfriend or a model or a tease, but as a procession. A ceremony. Something holy in heels and oil and gold dust.

Her hips swayed with the kind of grace that wasn't meant to seduce, only to be honored. And I knew with a sick, slow certainty: I wasn’t following her in. I was being allowed.

My first step wasn’t instinct. It was surrender.

But I followed anyway, shutting the door behind me. The soft metallic click landed like a trigger pull… not loud, not violent, but final. Like something had just been locked in. Or out. And I couldn’t tell which one I was.

She didn’t speak right away. Just walked ahead, bare-backed and gleaming, like a vision from someone else’s fantasy I wasn’t supposed to be inside. Her heels whispered against the wood, each step as deliberate as the way she’d turned away from me. No pause. No hesitation. Like I was already expected to follow.

When she reached the living room, she turned and finally looked at me fully. Not smiling. Not smirking. Just... still. Still in that way she got when she was reading me, like I was a lens she’d adjusted before and was checking again for focus.

Her eyes trailed over me slowly — from the shirt she’d picked to the shoes she probably approved by implication. She didn’t look surprised by how hard I was. She didn’t look flattered, either. She looked like she’d planned for it.

And then, just like that, she closed the distance.

No words. No buildup. Just heat and gravity and the soft, electric brush of her palm against the back of my neck as she pulled me in and kissed me.

Deep. Messy. Her mouth opened to mine like she’d been holding something back all week and finally let it spill. Her tongue slid slow, then fast, then slow again — a rhythm that wasn’t about teasing, but about saying something she hadn’t put into words yet. I tasted gloss and heat and something sour-sweet, like wine she'd sipped earlier. But it was her breath against mine that did it. That small, unfiltered rush of air as she exhaled into me — it didn’t feel like affection. It felt like a goodbye that wanted to be a promise.

Her fingers curled at the base of my skull. I didn’t kiss back right away. I was too stunned. Too full. My hands hovered, not knowing where they were allowed. One found her waist. She let it stay. But it was her kiss that held all the weight. Like it wasn’t just a kiss. Like it was an instruction. A seal.

And then she broke it.

Her forehead stayed against mine, lips parted, her breath just a shallow whisper between us.

She didn’t step back. She leaned in. Her mouth near my ear now. And when she spoke, her voice was soft, but thick. Like she was handing me something with both hands.

"No matter what I do today," she whispered, every syllable a fingertip down my spine, "no matter what you see... just remember: I chose you. I like you more than anyone I’ve met in years. I want you in my life. Really in it."

My breath hitched. Her hand found my chest and rested there, right over my heart like she needed to feel it answer.

She didn’t say the L-word.

But she said everything around it.

"You’re the only one I want to come home to. I want you to be my person, Kevin. Even if someone else gets my body sometimes... that part of me—what's left, my softness, the part that lets go—I want that to be yours."

My throat burned. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t swallow. Her words had already split something open in me, and her touch was the only thing keeping it from spilling out.

Her lips didn’t just brush — they lingered, warm and breathy, grazing the curve of my cheek, the edge of my temple, then pausing at the corner of my mouth like she was branding me with each pass. I tilted toward her, involuntarily, aching for more. But she held control with that same infuriating grace — a kind of erotic mercy that only made the wanting sharper.

"I really hope this works out," she murmured, and this time her lips were at my ear, hot and slick with gloss. "Because if it does... we can finally do more."

Her fingers slid down the center of my chest, slow and deliberate, like she was tracing the promise of everything that hadn’t happened yet. My cock pulsed hard against the inside of my jeans, thick and almost sore. I could barely breathe.

She leaned back just enough to look at me, and fuck, her eyes. Glittering, dangerous, completely serious. "Anything you want, baby," she said, and it wasn’t a tease.

My knees nearly gave.

I opened my mouth — maybe to ask what she meant, maybe to say her name — but the words stalled. Nothing came out. Just a soft breath. A helpless stammer that died before it even found shape. I shut my lips again like I wasn’t sure they still worked.

She saw it. Of course she did.

And for just a second, her expression shifted. The faintest smile curved her lips — not smug, not playful, but... pleased. Like she'd just seen exactly what she wanted. Like I’d passed some test without even knowing I was taking it.

Not because I didn’t want to ask what she meant.

But because I already knew.

Because her voice had settled between my ribs. Because my cock was aching like it needed to be told when it was allowed to twitch. Because my body had already made the choice.

And it was screaming yes.

She didn’t say anything, instead she just reached for my hand — not tugging, not leading, just holding, like a quiet tether. Her fingers laced through mine with a softness that betrayed nothing of what was coming. She didn’t even glance back as she walked us out the front door of her apartment.

The hallway was still. Silent. The same bland carpet. The same recessed lights humming overhead. But my body felt like it was moving through something heavier — like the air had thickened with anticipation, like the silence had shape. Her heels made soft clicks on the hallway floor, rhythmic and unhurried, as if there was no urgency to what we were about to do.

She didn’t stop until we were standing directly across from her apartment.

That was when it hit me.

This door. This man. This entire... presence I had built in my head — it wasn’t some abstract figure anymore. He’d been here. Right here. Not always. But enough. Twice a month. Always the second and last Friday. Just across the hall.

He didn’t live here. But he didn’t have to.

He’d been inside. He’d left his scent. His rhythm. His place.

And he’d never needed to knock.

She raised her hand and knocked once.

Not hard. Not polite. Just one soft, confident tap of her knuckles against the wood.

Then she reached into her dress. Not a pocket. Not a purse. Her cleavage.

Her fingers dipped in slow, then came back out with a silver key held between two manicured nails like a party trick she’d done a hundred times. No fanfare. No words. She slid the key into the lock, turned it, and pushed the door open like she lived there.

She didn’t even glance at me as she walked in.

I didn’t step in right away. I stood at the edge like someone afraid to cross into a room that might swallow him whole. Her scent still lingered faintly on my shirt — soft, floral, familiar — but inside, everything was different. Stronger. Older. Less forgiving. The contrast was jarring.

The scent hit me first.

It wasn’t overwhelming,  just precise. Like everything inside had been engineered for effect. A slow burn of cedarwood and leather, something faintly herbal in the background, and underneath it all... a trace of cologne that clung to the air like memory. It wasn’t the kind of smell you found in stores. It was older. Sharper. Personal.

The apartment itself was quiet. Too quiet. But not cold. It felt curated. Masculine. Dark wood floors. Deep charcoal walls. Brass accents that gleamed in the soft ambient light. No clutter. No noise. Everything intentional. Like the kind of place a man lived alone by design, not by accident.

And she didn’t hesitate.

She walked in like she belonged.

Like she’d done it before.

Like this was just another room she moved through, no different than her own.

My heart thudded harder. Not because I felt out of place. But because she didn’t.

He was already seated when I stepped in.

A deep leather couch anchored the far end of the room — oxblood red, worn in like it had a memory. And there he was, right in the center of it.

He didn’t rise. Didn’t turn. Just looked up once, slowly, and locked eyes with me. His gaze didn’t prod or challenge. It simply held,  like a verdict I wasn’t allowed to hear yet.

A short glass rested in one hand, heavy with dark liquor. His other arm sprawled along the back of the couch… casual, controlled. His posture was easy, but everything about him was deliberate. No wasted movement. No posturing. Just presence.

He was Black. Mid-fifties. Broad-shouldered. Built like someone who had never once let his age dictate his authority. His jaw was strong, beard trimmed short with just enough salt to suggest wisdom, not softness. The skin around his eyes was smooth but settled. Calm. The kind of calm that made you straighten your spine without even realizing it.

I recognized him immediately.

Not just from the photos. Not from the headlines or the magazines. From the YouTube thumbnails. From the TED-style keynotes that got circulated in college group chats.

Devon L. Shaw.

Legendary investor. Billion-dollar exits. Early backer of companies that had reshaped the internet. A living myth in the world I was trying to get into. The kind of alumnus our university bragged about on banners during homecoming week. The kind of man who made other men feel like they’d shown up late to the game.

And now… that same man was the one fucking Kim.

She didn’t pause when she saw him. Didn’t slow or shift or explain. He set the glass down on the side table without offering anything more than that glance. She walked straight up to him, placed a hand gently on his jaw, and kissed him.

On the lips.

Not a peck. Not polite.

It was long. Confident. Familiar.

I stood frozen in the center of the room, heart hammering, cock already hard and pressing against the inside of my jeans.

She didn’t look at me once during the kiss.

It was deliberate.

And it was so fucking hot.

Hot in a way that hurt. The kind of heat that settled low and tight and shameful. I’d imagined kissing her like that — hands in her hair, her mouth opening under mine, her body yielding. But she’d never kissed me like that. Not once. Not even close. And seeing her do it now, so easily, so completely at ease in it... it made something inside me fold in on itself.

There was no hesitation in her. No nerves. No waiting for permission. She kissed him like she was already home. Like his mouth was hers, and hers his. Like this wasn’t a performance, but a return.

A part of me wanted to interrupt. Wanted her eyes back on me. Just for a second. But the thought made my stomach turn. That wasn’t the role. That wasn’t the point. This moment wasn’t mine to have, and somehow, that made it hotter. More sacred. Like watching something you shouldn’t and realizing you never really belonged there to begin with.

When they finally parted, she smiled at him. Something real. Something that reached her eyes in a way that made my chest tighten.

Then finally, he turned his gaze back to me.

"Kevin."

My name in his voice sounded heavier than usual. Like it carried weight.

"Come in. Sit."

He gestured to a single chair directly opposite the couch. Low-backed, sharp-lined, upholstered in something dark and expensive. It faced them perfectly. Like it had been placed there on purpose. I wondered if every guest sat here, or if this chair was meant just for me. It didn’t have armrests, I noticed. Just a low, clean shape that offered no place to hide, no place to lean.

I walked over, trying not to trip on my own breath, and sank into the chair. The room smelled like him. That same blend of cedar and cologne, but deeper now… like the air had been trained to obey him.

Meanwhile, they looked joined — Kim didn’t return to my side. She slipped into the seat beside him. Crossed one leg slowly over the other. Rested her hand, light and practiced, on his thigh. She practically draped against him, their bodies forming a single silhouette while I sat alone, upright, exposed. Like a student across from a panel. Or worse… a petitioner.

Her dress rode up as she settled. The hem just barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She didn’t adjust it. She didn’t have to. Every inch of her body was on show like it was meant to be.

Devon picked up his drink again, swirled it once, then met my gaze without flinching.

"She’s told me a lot about you."

His voice was smooth. Low. A little gravel at the edges, like it had been steeped in good bourbon and harder truths.

"Said you were respectful. Open. Curious."

I nodded. My throat was too tight to speak right away.

He smiled, but not like he was amused. More like he already knew everything I might say.

"So. Tell me about yourself. Your major? Your family?"

I cleared my throat and tried to answer. Business school. Single mom. Grew up outside Flagstaff. Photography as a side hustle. A quiet kid who always blended in, who watched from the edges while everyone else moved in bold lines. I’d gotten good at capturing things — not being part of them. Maybe that’s why I liked Kim so much. She saw me. Or at least, she let me orbit close enough to think I was being seen. But every word I said now felt like it was being measured. Not by tone. By content. As if he already knew the answers and was just checking how well I’d present them, like a résumé for a position I hadn’t even realized I was applying for.

"What drew you to her?"

That question landed different. Not because I didn’t know the answer. But because saying it out loud, in front of both of them, felt like stripping.

I glanced at Kim. She wasn’t looking at me. She was watching Devon, one hand absentmindedly tracing a circle on his thigh with her fingertips.

"She’s... brilliant," I said. Too soft. I coughed. Tried again. "She’s unlike anyone I’ve ever met."

He nodded. "She is."

That was it. Not protective. Not proud. Just confirming what he already knew.

The conversation went on like that. Surface-level. Civil. But every beat felt like a vetting. Not hostile. Not cruel. Just quietly powerful. Like he was already inside the life I wanted and was evaluating whether I was worth leaving the door cracked.

My cock throbbed. Hard. Desperate. I kept shifting in my seat, trying to hide it, to adjust without looking obvious. But Kim noticed. I saw her glance. Then return her focus to Devon like she hadn’t.

Her hand kept moving.

Up and down his thigh. Occasionally drumming her nails. Once, she even tugged gently at his ring, a thick gold band that looked older than either of us.

My thighs twitched, tense beneath the fabric. I didn’t realize I was gripping the seat until my knuckles began to ache. My mouth had gone dry. Every time her fingers made contact — skin on skin, or the faint clink of her nail on metal — my breathing changed, shallow and sharp. The air between us thickened, pressing against my chest. It didn’t matter that nothing had been said. It was already happening. And I was already drowning in it.

I couldn’t look away.

He leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees, drink still in hand.

"Tell me, Kevin. Do you understand what she needs?"

The question landed like a dropped stone.

I opened my mouth.

And for a second, I wanted to say yes. Desperately. But the word caught behind my teeth. Because deep down, I knew I didn’t fully understand. Not yet. Not in the way he did.

Moments flickered in my mind… the times she held back, the way she’d look away when I kissed her neck, the gentle way she would guide my hands without letting me lead. Things I hadn’t understood until now. Things I’d ignored.

And suddenly, a flicker of fear bloomed low in my gut.

What if I said the wrong thing now?

What if this was the moment that decided whether I got to stay?

I didn’t answer. Because I didn’t need to.

My cock was already aching.

And my heart — traitorous, trembling — had already whispered yes.

Devon leaned back slowly, glass in hand, but his eyes stayed locked on mine. The air between us held weight — not hostility, not even challenge. Just gravity.

"This isn’t just about her."

His voice was smoother now. Slower. Like every word was being chosen with care.

"This is about you too. If you want to be in this life, I need to know you can take it."

My mouth went dry again. Not from fear. From the truth of it. Because I did want it. Maybe more than I should. Maybe more than I even understood.

I nodded. Not a sharp nod. Not performative. Just... surrender. Plain and honest.

That’s when she stood.

Kim rose with a grace that didn’t belong to this moment, like she was weightless, like she'd done this before. Her heels made the faintest sound against the hardwood, and then she was in front of me, lowering herself just enough to meet my eyes.

She cupped my jaw with both hands, her touch warm and steady, and leaned in close enough for her breath to hit the edge of my cheek. Her thumbs brushed just under my cheekbones, it wasn't soft neither rough, it was just knowing. Like she could feel the exact line where my breath started to falter.

"You’re doing amazing, baby. Just one more step now."

Her words didn’t soothe. They unmade me. Gutted me gently. Because she wasn’t just encouraging me, she was leading me.

She took my hand.

And she didn’t pull. She just walked.

I followed.

We moved deeper into the apartment, past the living room, past the silent kitchen, and down a short hall. The lighting shifted subtly, warmer now, dimmer. Even the air felt thicker. Like it had been exhaled by something ancient and waiting. I found myself breathing shallower, not because I was scared, but because anything louder than a whisper might feel disrespectful.

As we moved down the hallway, I passed a framed portrait — large, commanding, hung with care. Devon stood beside a striking woman with intelligent eyes and elegance carved into every line of her body. Between them was a boy — tall, lean, confident — maybe my age. Maybe Kim’s. They looked like a family that didn’t just exist together, but ruled together. And for a split second, I wondered if this house still belonged to that version of him. If I was walking into something I wasn’t just unprepared for, but unworthy of. Like the walls themselves knew to go quiet.

The master bedroom opened like a secret.

It was massive. Softly lit by recessed lighting that curved along the ceiling like a glow only meant for night. A king-sized bed anchored the room, draped in slate-gray silk sheets that caught the low light like skin. Opposite the bed was a sunken lounge area — plush seating in almost a full-circle, upholstered in soft, dark velvet. It didn’t feel like a place to lounge. It felt like a place to watch. I thought of my bed... narrow, familiar, soft from nights I spent imagining where I'd be holding her. This wasn’t that. This wasn’t for comfort. This was for claiming.

Devon followed behind us. I felt him more than heard him — the air shifted when he entered. Kim turned toward him, still holding my hand.

"Is this okay with you?" she asked, voice low but clear.

He didn’t pause. Didn’t hesitate. He gave one nod. My knees almost gave away at that moment. One nod. That’s all it took. Like a door had opened behind my ribs and I was already falling through it.

She turned back to me, both hands now wrapping around mine.

"Then stay," she said. Her eyes searched mine like she was offering something rare. "Watch. Be good for me."

My fingers clenched around hers before I could stop them, not in defiance, but in need. My cock throbbed inside the briefs she’d asked me to wear. Every instinct said to drop to my knees. But this wasn’t the moment. Not yet.

She gave me a smile then... soft, knowing, like a promise unspoken. Like it said: it's going to be fine. We're going to be fine.

My pulse roared in my ears.

I didn’t know if I was ready.

But I now knew I belonged here, on the edge of something I couldn’t name, with no intention of turning back.


CHAPTER 8 – First Times are special. Aren’t they?
 

The master bedroom wasn’t just a room. It was a different gravity.

Devon settled into one of the low, deep chairs facing the bed—the kind of chair that looked custom-built to command. Wide frame, dark leather, masculine as fuck. But before joining me and him, Kim crossed the room with the same sultry calm she always carried, the hem of her dress brushing high up her thighs with every step. She paused for a beat at the bar cart in the corner, fingers tracing the neck of the decanter like she was petting it, her movements slow and fluid, reverent without being showy. Her back arched just slightly as she leaned forward to pour, the shimmer of her dress tightening low across her hips and ass— no panties beneath... the dress didn’t allow for one, her complete back was on display in the backless dress, oiled skin catching the warm light. She poured the bourbon with practiced care, one hand steady, the other lightly brushing the lip of the glass like she was handling something delicate. She didn’t glance at me, but I knew she knew we were both watching. It was all very intentional I could tell. All of it. The ritual, the rhythm, the offer. Her way of reminding me and her sugar daddy where she belonged.

She turned and walked back to him, holding the glass in her hand like an offering. Devon took it without a word, their eyes meeting for just a second before she leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and devout. Then, slowly, with a grace that made my whole body tighten, she lifted one leg and swung it over his lap. Her leg stretched impossibly long across his thighs, the rhinestoned heel on her ankle dangling like jewelry, catching light with every shift. She sighed when she settled in his large lap, like this wasn’t just comfort—it was home. The fabric of her dress slid up her thighs, high enough to make my breath stop. My body flinched at the sound of it. Like the shift of her weight was a key turning in a lock only I could see. I sat frozen, watching her fit herself into him like she’d been molded for it. She didn’t look posed. She looked placed.

I was seated across from them, just a few feet away in one of the plush, curved chairs that formed the lounge circle. It wasn’t a throne. It wasn’t a couch. It was exactly what it was meant to be: a witness seat.

Devon held his glass in one hand, the amber liquor catching warm light as it tilted near the armrest. His other hand rested casually on Kim’s bare back, thumb brushing her skin in slow, absent strokes. Not possessive. Not hungry. Just claiming her, gently, like a man secure in the fact that he didn’t need to announce ownership. He just was.

Kim leaned into his chest, her arm wrapping under his as she nuzzled into the crook of his neck. Her dress shimmered against him, all that liquid bronze and nothing underneath. The fabric around her hips had bunched just slightly as she shifted, baring more thigh than modesty would allow — and neither of them seemed to care.

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. My cock throbbed beneath the fabric of my briefs, heat pooling so hard in my gut it made my fingertips tingle. I wasn’t just turned on. I was unraveling.

"You nervous?" Devon asked, voice smooth as poured syrup. His eyes met mine, calm but unreadable.

I opened my mouth. Swallowed. Nodded.

He chuckled softly, not mocking—just amused by my honesty.

"Good. Means you understand the weight of it."

Kim looked up at me and then at Devon, smiling like she’d just been complimented.

He took another sip, then spoke again, voice steady, slow, like he was dictating something that didn’t need repeating.

"She’s got a beautiful heart," he said. "Smart girl. Fierce when she wants to be. But me? I’m not the guy for that part of her. Never pretended to be."

His hand slid a little higher on her thigh, thumb grazing the curve where it met her hip.

"Her body? That’s mine. That’s what this is. Physical. Private. Clean. That’s what I pay for. Twenty grand, every month. Wired without a hitch — And in return? She does the things my wife won’t even talk about. Gets on her knees without me asking. Spreads her legs without hesitation. Moans when I finish in her mouth. Chokes on my cock with a smile. No guilt, no catch, no confusion. Just wet, eager, nasty fucking honesty—exactly how I like it. And she likes it too."

He tilted his head toward her, voice smooth but edged with a dare. "Don't you, babygirl?"

Kim's lashes fluttered as she looked up at him, eyes glossy with need. Her breath hitched as she nodded, then whispered, loud enough for both of us to hear—intentional, unashamed.

"Yes, Daddy."

Her voice was soft, but the way her thighs shifted, the way her lips parted around the words, it was clear she was soaked just from saying them.

"See!? This’s why it works." he finished. From Kim and my reaction to everything he said, It was clear he's made his point.

My face flushed hot. The words were filthy, and hearing them from him—calm, direct, completely unapologetic—made my stomach twist in ways I didn’t know it could. My cock throbbed at the raw honesty of it, at the ease with which he described using her. Like she wasn’t just his plaything, but his reward. I could barely look at her, and yet I couldn’t stop.

Kim looked over at me for the first time in a while, a flicker of something crossing her face. Not shame. Not doubt. Just a question—was it too much? Was this the part where I flinched?

But when she saw my eyes, wide and locked onto them, saw the way I shifted in my seat, the way my breath shook as I tried to hide the way I was getting harder just hearing him speak, she smiled. Not softly. Not sweetly. Sluttily. Bright and proud and satisfied.

Her smile said: good boy.

His fingers slid just beneath the hem of her dress, a subtle stroke along the inside of her thigh that made her hips shift and her breath catch. My eyes locked onto the motion, transfixed by the way she softened instantly against him. It wasn’t crude. It wasn’t rushed. It was proof. Quiet, undeniable proof. My cock twitched, thick and helpless, straining against the fabric like it needed to feel it too.

Kim purred softly against his shoulder.

"See but the heart? That’s something else. That’s hers to give. I don’t ask for it, and I sure as hell don’t fake like I can hold it."

He looked back at me.

"She told me about you. Showed me your picture. Said you were... different. Not a threat. Not a boy trying to mark territory. Just a soft one. A quiet one. Someone who listens. Learns. Waits."

He let that sit for a moment.

"And I respected that. Because she doesn’t do that often. Doesn’t ask for many things. But she asked for you. And I trust her."

Kim's hand slid across his chest, fingers curling slightly over his pec. Her lips brushed his neck.

"He’s been so good, Daddy," she whispered. "Didn’t even try to touch me once until I made the move."

His brow lifted slightly as he glanced at me.

"That true son?"

I nodded, embarrassed but flushed with heat.

He smiled, slow and approving.

"Then you understand more than I thought."

Kim turned her face then, looking at me fully, eyes soft and warm.

"You’re doing so good, baby. I’m proud of you."

God.

A rush hit just under my sternum, hot and helpless. My cock pulsed so hard I had to clench my thighs. I felt dizzy. Floaty. Fucking reverent.

Devon leaned back, arm now draped casually along the back of the chair behind her.

"I’m married," he said simply, his fingers absently twisting the gold band on his ring finger—the same one I’d noticed earlier, old and worn, definitely older than both me and Kim. A quiet kind of proof. The kind that didn’t need words. "Contentedly. Got a bright kid who's at Yale now. A home. A whole world. And none of that’s going anywhere. But what I get from her? I don’t get that anywhere else. And I’m not giving it up either. Not for guilt. Not for fantasy. And certainly not for another man."

He looked at me again.

"That includes you."

I didn’t shrink. I didn’t flinch. I just nodded.

Because it made sense. Because it was honest. Because everything in my body already knew I didn’t want to fight this. I wanted to serve it. I wanted to belong to it.

"Trust me, son—I’m saying this from years of experience with girls and women all around the world. This girl here? She’s one hell of a minx. Knows exactly what a man needs before he even says it. And fuck, does she deliver."

And watching her deliver it to him—while I sat there, hard and helpless—felt like being granted access to something sacred and profane all at once.

Kim shifted slightly, adjusting her position across his lap, and the movement hiked her dress up a few more inches. Her inner thigh gleamed, bare and soft. A faint sheen of wetness clung to the delicate skin there—just a hint, but enough to tell me she was already soaked. Already aching. Devon’s hand trailed back down, settling at the dip just above her knee, fingers stroking idly.

"She’s yours, emotionally," he said, voice lower now. "If you can handle that. If you can live with this. If you can carry it."

He tilted his head slightly.

"Can you?"

I tried to answer. My throat hadn't relaxed, in fact I'd forgotten how it is to have it relaxed. I nodded again.

Devon narrowed his eyes, that same calm weight behind them. "Say it out loud. I need to hear it."

My lips parted, dry. I swallowed.

"Yes," I said. "I can."

Kim's gaze met mine. There was nothing teasing in it now. Just something raw. Honest.

Devon took one final sip, then set the glass down.

"You want her, don’t you?"

The question rang in the silence. Not rhetorical. Not leading. Just the truth, needing to be said.

I nodded. My voice came out barely a whisper.

"Yes. I want her."

It was like kneeling in a church I’d never been baptized in, watching the altar open itself to another priest. I didn’t just want her—I wanted to be let in. Not to take, but to witness. I thought I’d be jealous. I thought I’d burn. But all I felt was… ready. Open. Starving in a way that didn’t ache, but reverberated. Like something deep inside me had finally stopped hiding.

He looked down at Kim. Brushed a hand slowly along her jaw.

"Then watch."

His fingers hooked the edge of her dress, and her body shifted.

He didn’t look at me again.

He just said the words that sealed it.

"Because this is how it starts."

And I knew, right then, nothing would ever be the same again.

The natural light filtering through the windows had dimmed. Not drastically, but just enough to soften the edges of the room, to make the shadows deepen and the golds glow warmer. Devon hadn’t moved much, but everything about the space had shifted. It was quieter now, denser. Like anticipation had replaced the oxygen.

He looked at her, not me, and simply said, "Stand up, babygirl."

Kim obeyed instantly.

Her body unfolded in his lap like silk rising on heat. She didn’t rush. She didn’t tease. She just moved with that same quiet grace, as if her body knew its own instructions better than her mind ever could. When she stood, she paused there between us, back straight, legs slightly parted, framed by the dimmed chandelier light catching in her hair.

Devon gave her a single nod.

And she began to undress.

Her hands reached behind her neck, unclasping the halter. The dress barely resisted her. It slid down like it had been waiting to leave her body, pooling at her ankles in a whisper of fabric and shimmer. She stepped out of it in her heels, slowly, her toes pointed just enough to make it look like choreography. The layered gold jewelry around her neck and wrists glinted softly, delicate against the bare canvas of her body.

She was naked.

But she didn’t just step away from the dress and leave it behind. I watched her bend slowly, deliberately, and pick it up—folding it carefully in her arms like it deserved care. For a moment, she held it against her chest, the fabric hiding nothing, just offering the illusion of modesty. Then her eyes flicked to mine. Not soft. Not shy. Just a glance that said, 'You see this? You don’t get to touch it yet.' She extended the folded dress an inch or two in my direction, never fully offering, only reminding me. Then she turned and placed it neatly on the edge of the bed, like she was giving the moment weight, like even the dress knew who it came off for.

Except for those heels. And the jewelry. And that look in her eyes that made it very, very clear this wasn’t the first time she’d done this. Not for him. She was completely naked.

It was the first time I’d ever seen her like this... fully, unguardedly nude. And never in any fantasy had I imagined there’d be another man in the room. Let alone an older Black man, watching her, owning her, like this was just another night for them. Like this was normal. Like I was the one out of place.

Her nipples were already hard, but as the cooler air skimmed across her skin, they seemed to tighten further, pebbling like they were reaching for the room itself. I watched a light shiver ripple over her shoulder blades—barely there, but unmistakable—and then melt away when Devon looked at her. That look alone made her stomach tense, her posture subtly sharpen, like even her muscles wanted to obey him.

Her breasts were full, lifted high and flawless. They looked natural, too natural. The kind of perfection that made you wonder if someone else had paid for them. They were just... perfect. Her nipples dark, perfect, set against skin that looked impossibly smooth. Her waist tapered like a dream and gave way to hips that didn’t just sway, they commanded. Her thighs were soft and thick and powerful, with just a hint of a gap when she shifted her weight. And when she did, I caught it... another shimmer between her legs, trailing along the inside of one thigh. She was wet. Not a little. Not just turned on. She was dripping.

And between those damp thighs, her pussy lips parted ever so slightly, flushed and wet and framed by the tiniest landing strip—manicured, intentional.

My cock strained so hard against my briefs I thought the waistband might snap.

This was the moment I’d dreamed about in secret. Every night after shoots. Every time I touched myself alone with the lights off. But now that it was happening, now that she was finally completely bare in front of me instead of almost in those outfits she wore for our shoots, it didn’t feel like those fantasies.

It felt better.

Because it wasn’t for me.

It was for him.

And that made it real.

Devon’s eyes lingered on her breasts, hungry but calm, like a man admiring the work of art he commissioned. He was a tits guy... you could see it in the way his thumb brushed under one, lifting it slightly like he was testing its weight, its worth. She didn’t flinch. She leaned into his touch, arching her back a little, presenting them like they were his reward.

He cupped both mounds with practiced ease, thumbing her nipples until they stiffened further, then leaned in and took one between his lips. She sighed—soft and indulgent—and shifted, climbing back onto his lap to straddle him. Her arms wound around his neck, and she began to kiss along his jaw, trailing up to his temple, whispering little things I couldn’t hear but could feel. She kissed his ear, his cheekbone, the crown of his head, slow and loving, like she was worshipping her favorite place in the world while he sucked on her tits like they belonged in his mouth. His hands slid down her back, gripping and kneading her ass possessively, spreading her just enough to make her grind against him. She moaned louder this time, the friction drawing a gasp from her lips, and she kept kissing him... messier now, wetter, like her whole body was syncing to the rhythm of his mouth on her chest and his palms claiming every inch of her backside. And by the way she moved, by the way she melted into him, those tits absolutely belonged to him.

She didn’t need direction. Didn’t hesitate. But I couldn’t stop the ache in my chest as I watched her slip from his lap and sink to her knees in front of him.

I’d imagined her like this before. Not exactly... never this raw, never this shameless, but something close. In my fantasies, she was kneeling for me, looking up at me with those same wide eyes, waiting to please me. But this? This was harder. And somehow, hotter.

There was pride in her posture. Not desperation. Not duty. She wanted this. Wanted him. And I’d never seen a woman look so proud to serve.

From where I sat, her body looked unreal. The curve of her back as she knelt between his legs, the way her ass stayed perfectly lifted as if begging to be touched. Her thighs spread slightly for balance, muscles tightening with every controlled motion. I saw the dimples at the base of her spine, the arch of her foot inside those heels. Her tits, although heavy, held high while giving an illusion of a slight sag, swaying just enough to tease the eye. She was the kind of naked that didn’t feel plain, it felt offered. Presented. And from where I sat, it felt like I had the best seat in the house to watch it all.

A part of me flared... jealousy, maybe. A sting. But it fizzled almost as quickly as it came, smothered by something bigger. Erotic awe. Reverence, even. Because this wasn’t submission. This was devotion.

She leaned forward slowly, resting her hands on his thighs, and then looked up at him through those thick lashes, waiting.

Devon didn’t say a word.

She unbuckled his belt.

The sound of it sliding free was louder than it should’ve been. Or maybe I was just tuned to it now. My senses had narrowed. Everything was sound and scent and heat.

She opened his pants. Pulled them down enough to free him.

And then I saw it.

His cock.

It was massive. Thick. Heavy. Dark. Veins ran like raised ridges across the shaft, pulsing just beneath the skin. It looked angry with need. The kind of cock that looked like it needed to be handled with both hands—and she did just that. Her fingers wrapped around the base and still couldn’t meet. It made me feel… small. I wasn’t tiny, just average. But next to him? I didn’t compare. Her tongue flicked out, just once, a slow sweep along the underside of his cock, like she was tasting a memory she craved.

Then, with her lips parted and her eyes never leaving his, she leaned in and kissed the head softly—almost doting—before opening wider and swallowing him down in one smooth, practiced motion. Her lips stretched around him, impossibly wide, and already the spit was spilling down the sides of her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed.

Devon let out a low, satisfied breath. “There you go, babygirl,” he murmured. “Show him how it’s done.”

She moaned at the praise, and I felt it like a shock to my spine. Her moan didn’t sound like pleasure. It sounded like worship. Like she needed this more than air.

Her throat worked around him. Her jaw flexed. Spit dripped to the floor.

She pushed further, her throat opening with practiced ease, like his cock had a home there. Her spit-coated lips glistened, stretched taut around that thick shaft, her nose burying into his base like it was instinct. And then she moaned... a loud, wet, desperate sound, the kind that vibrated around him and made my balls pull tight. It wasn’t just a moan. It was a whimper of addiction, a soaked, choking sound that said she didn’t just want this, she needed it to breathe. And hearing it, watching her swallow him like that, left no doubt in my mind—she’d done this before. For him. Many times.

I couldn’t look away. Not even for a beat.

My cock twitched helplessly in my pants. I was painfully hard, breath short, pulse pounding in my ears. I hadn’t even touched myself.

But I was already close.

Because this wasn’t just watching someone get head.

This was something else.

Her body was his. Her mouth was his. Her reactions were honest, not for show, not for performance, just for the pleasure of giving. And me? I was there to see it. To feel it in my bones.

I’d watched porn like this before. White girls, pretty mouths, hungry for thick Black cock. I knew what that did to me. I knew how many times I’d finished to that exact scene, alone in my room.

But this?

This was real.

It was Kim.

My Kim.

And it made me feel something deeper than lust.

It made me feel... whole. Like something inside me had found its place. Like maybe I wasn’t just some boyfriend, or a guy who got lucky with a girl way out of his league.

Maybe I was something else too.

A voyeur?!

A cuck?!

My thighs were clenched, every muscle in my body braced like I’d already come. My briefs were soaked through with precum, the fabric clinging and hot. I gripped the seats of the chair like they were the only things keeping me tethered to the moment—heart racing, skin electric, breath short.

And God help me, I loved it.

Devon caught me staring. I didn’t even try to look away.

He smirked, calm and cocky like always, then said it low, like a truth he didn’t need to dress up:

"This isn’t some porno, son. This is real. And it’s yours—if you can take it.

The words hit me like a brand, searing and permanent. I could feel them settling into my bones, rearranging who I was. I sat there, breath caught, cock aching, mind unraveling as Kim continued to worship him like nothing else mattered. And maybe, in that moment, nothing else did. I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was feeling everything. The heat, the ache, the surrender. And I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want to look away. I didn’t want to pretend I was anything but exactly what he said.

Because he was right. This was mine now. If I could take it.

She didn’t stop. Didn’t slow down. Her head kept moving, bobbing harder now, wetter, messier. Devon’s hand rested gently on the back of her head, guiding, not forcing, his fingers curled just enough to let her know he was there, that he owned this moment, and so did she. Her moans deepened, vibrating along his shaft as her pace quickened. The obscene slurp of spit echoed in the room, long strings dripping from her chin to her tits, matting against the glinting gold of her necklace.

I watched her take him deeper, impossibly so, until her face was flushed and her throat bulged with the sheer size of him. She twisted her wrists at the base of his cock, working every inch of him with greedy, reverent precision. One hand dropped lower, gently cupping his balls, rolling them in her palm like she knew exactly how he liked it. She massaged them with care, a rhythmic squeeze that made him groan again, louder this time. She was devouring him like it was a privilege, like she wanted every second of it branded on her tongue.

Devon let out a groan... loud, primal. His eyes locked with mine, not with malice, but with quiet dominance. He wanted me to see this. To understand what it meant.

“Attagirl,” he growled, low and filthy. “That’s it. Make Daddy proud.”

Her moan was a sob, half-drowned in cock. Her body trembled slightly... not from struggle, but from arousal. Her thighs pressed together, grinding, desperate for friction, while her hands pumped the base with slick sounds that seemed louder than anything else in the world. Her whole body was moving now, hips rocking as if the act of sucking his cock was enough to make her come.

He started to tense. I saw his legs stiffen, his grip in her hair tighten, and then—

“Fuck, babygirl,” he growled, and with one final thrust, he held her down. Deep. Nose buried, lips stretched, her throat rippling as he came.

I watched her swallow him... every pulse, every spurt, every inch. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t gag. Just stayed there, throat working until the last drop was gone. When he finally let her go, she pulled back slowly, lips slightly puffy and dripping wet, a long thread of cum stretching between her mouth and his tip.

She looked exactly like she was; enjoyed. Mascara smudged, cheeks glowing, lips glossy with spit and pride. And radiant. Like being used that way didn’t ruin her; it completed her.

And me? I felt like I’d just come untouched. My briefs were soaked. My heart was pounding. My hands, gripping the seat, had gone numb.

This wasn’t porn. This wasn’t fantasy.

This was real.

And it was mine, if I could take it.

***

Kim wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, catching a smear of spit and the last glisten of cum before it could drip further down her chin. The sheen still lingered on her lips, and for a second, she didn’t rush to remove it. She looked radiant—ruined in the most deliberate, erotic way. Her mouth puffy, her chest flushed, her skin glistening not just from exertion but from being used. She turned her head slightly toward me, and for a moment, our eyes met. There was a glint in hers that was smug, satisfied, and knowing... but she didn’t stop to acknowledge me. Her breath was shallow but steady, her chest rising and falling with a kind of satisfaction I’d never seen on her before. She slowly rose from her knees, she turned toward the drinks area, hair slightly tousled, lips swollen, and started moving again—naked, graceful, like there was nothing strange about any of this. She didn’t bother covering herself; which told me the day was just getting started.

She opened the small fridge with one hand, her ass swaying with lazy confidence as she bent over, the curve of her hips pulling taut, her thighs slightly parted like she’d forgotten modesty even existed. Every step she took seemed more liquid than the last—those heels clicking softly, confidently, her posture loose and powerful. She pulled out one of the mini bottles of chilled water. The cap cracked open, and she chugged half of it right there, head tilted back, throat working, her breasts rising as her body refreshed itself. Her skin shone. From sweat. From spit. From sex. From the power of being seen.

Then, as casually as if it were just another Tuesday night, she took another glass and fixed Devon the same drink as before—two fingers of dark bourbon, neat. Her heels clicked softly on the hardwood as she carried it back, as she neared him, she brought the glass to her lips and licked a single drop of bourbon from the rim—slow, casual, filthy before presenting it to him with both hands like an offering. He didn’t say thank you. He just took it, his cock still out, softening slowly, but remaining big. Heavy-looking. Impressive. She didn’t even glance at me as she handed it to him, like I wasn’t there yet, like I hadn’t earned the right to be seen.

It was only after that when she turned again, toward me.

Her eyes landed on mine, and something in her softened. She reached back to the mini fridge, holding out the rest of the half-drunk bottle of water to me. I didn’t hesitate. My mouth had gone dry somewhere in the middle of watching her throat open around Devon’s cock. I took it, fingers brushing hers, and drank. Fast. My lips were trembling.

Devon chuckled quietly behind the rim of his glass. "It’s only fair, isn’t it?" he said.

I looked up.

He was watching me now, eyes sharp, not unkind. Just... knowing.

"She’s been good. You’ve been patient."

He leaned back, swirling the drink in his hand. "Let’s see what she’s like with you now. I’ll need a few minutes before I’m ready for round two anyway. Not as young as I used to be, even if I still look the part."

Kim giggled, the sound soft and girlish and filthy all at once. She turned to him, leaned over, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Then she pivoted, those hips swaying, those tits still flushed and faintly marked from his mouth. Her eyes found mine, her eyes dropped to the tent in my briefs, and her lips curled into a slow, wicked smile.

"You’ve been holding this in for weeks, haven’t you?"

She walked toward me slowly, deliberately, her heels clicking on the wood floor, her eyes never leaving mine. I was still seated, still trembling, still not fully convinced I hadn’t imagined the last thirty minutes of my life. and as she closed the distance between us, she let her fingers trail along my jaw, cupping my face gently like she was claiming it

“You heard Daddy, baby.” She took my hand, and gently tugged.

I stood awkwardly and unsteadily like I'd forgotten how to use my legs. She then pressed her body to mine swiftly, kissing me once—soft, sultry—and then turned, guiding me with a backward step, leading me toward the bed like I was something precious she was finally allowed to unwrap.

When we reached it, she kissed me once again. But this time, it was,

Hard.

She kissed me with a hunger that buckled my knees. Her scent hit me first, faint perfume clinging to her hair, overlaid with the heavier smells of sex and sweat and bourbon. Her lips were warm, slick, soaked in everything I’d just seen. The kiss wasn’t rushed... it was messy, unhurried, soaked in claim. Her tongue found mine like it belonged there. My cock throbbed against my briefs just from the way she tasted—just from the way she took me in that kiss. Her lips were slick, demanding, her tongue sliding between my lips like she owned the space inside me. And maybe she did.

I groaned, a sound torn straight from my chest, and my hands flew to her — to her face, to her neck, to her back. My fingers threaded into her damp hair, pulling her closer.

Her tits pressed to my chest, flushed and slick, and I felt her moan into my mouth. I kissed her like I’d been starving and this was the first taste of anything real. Nothing else existed... not the bed behind me, not the man watching us from across the room. Just her, and this mouth, and the way it unmade me. And yet, even as my hands twitched with the need to touch her fully, I hesitated. There was a part of me still asking for permission, still unsure if this moment was really mine to claim. But she didn’t let me stay frozen for long.

She pulled back just enough to speak.

"It’s okay. We have time. I want you. Let me have you." she said as her hands found mine, guiding them, showing me there was no need to ask anymore

I nodded, breathless, my hands finally allowed to roam. One slid up her back, fingers tracing the sweat-slick curve of her spine, while the other gripped the side of her hip, pulling her closer, anchoring her to me like I might disappear if I didn’t hold tight. Then my hands moved—one rising to cup the underside of her breast, feeling its impossible softness, the weight of it heavy and perfect in my palm, the nipple still stiff, rubbing against my skin. The other hand dropped lower, slipping around to squeeze her ass—full and firm and made to be held, kneaded, claimed. She arched into both touches, a little moan escaping her lips, and I didn’t stop myself, because she, or more truthfully, he, had given me the permission to do so.

She then guided me down onto the bed, crawling over me, her skin warm and slick and perfect. Her eyes dropped between us, taking me in for the first time without clothes between us. She bit her lip and gave me a tiny smirk, then wrapped her fingers around my cock... slowly and sultrily. She stroked me once, then twice, letting the head press against her slit, dragging it through her slick folds, coating me in the wetness still meant for him. I saw Devon from the corner of my eye—still lounging, sipping his bourbon, his cock soft now but still visible, still heavy, watching us like it was a show made just for him. She angled her hips and lined me up, breath hot against my cheek.

She was wet for him, but I was the one going to be inside her now. And it still didn’t feel like she was mine.

"God, you’re shaking," she whispered, kissing my jaw. "It’s okay, baby. Let me take care of you."

She lined me up and sank down onto me with a slow, practiced ease that made my eyes roll back. She was so wet. So warm. So ready.

And I was so far gone.

I didn’t last. Couldn’t. She felt too good... tight and soaked and greedy around me. Her hips moved in slow, delicious rolls, taking me deeper, like she already knew exactly how I liked it. My legs trembled as she ground down, her hands pressing against my chest, anchoring herself, guiding every stroke with a rhythm that made it impossible to hold back. I tried—God, I tried—to slow my breathing, to hang on, to memorize the feel of her wrapped around me. But the pressure built too fast, the pleasure too sharp. My hands clawed at the sheets beneath me, desperate for something to hold. And then I came... violently, helplessly.

It felt like a betrayal—like I hadn’t even earned the right to be inside her yet. My chest heaved, every breath ragged and hot, my skin damp and flushed like I’d just run a marathon, not been touched once. My hips bucked up into her one last time, and I released with a broken moan that felt like it had been building for weeks. Months. Years. Somewhere behind her, I thought I heard Devon chuckle—low and knowing, like he’d seen this coming the whole time.

I gasped. She didn’t stop moving. Just rocked gently, holding me inside her, her hands framing my face.

"I’m sorry," I murmured, eyes shutting tight. "Fuck. I’m sorry."

She leaned in, kissed my forehead, and smiled.

"We’ve got forever, remember?"

And I believed her.

Kim slid off me slowly, like her body didn’t want to let go just yet, and for a second, I thought she might stay—stay wrapped around me, stay mine. But then her eyes flicked to Devon. And the second she turned, I felt the shift.

She was still glistening. Still naked. Still barefoot, heels abandoned somewhere near the drinks cabinet. Her inner thighs were slick, but her posture was somehow... reset. Softened. Her glow hadn’t dimmed. If anything, it had deepened, like she was lit from the inside.

Devon’s cock was already half-hard again. Just from watching us.

She saw it immediately. Grinned.

"Your turn again, Daddy," she said, her voice light and airy, but it hit me like a hammer to the chest.

Then, as if remembering the rules of her own body, she glanced at me and pressed a kiss to my cheek. "I’ll be back in a jiffy. Just wanna freshen up."

She walked across the room, unhurried, cum-streaked and beautiful, and disappeared into the ensuite.

I was still in bed, soft now but aching all over. Inside. Outside. Every part of me had been peeled open, then filled with something I didn’t recognize yet. I sat up slowly and slipped out from under the covers, my legs wobbly as I made my way back to the lounge chair I’d occupied earlier. The one across from Devon. The one I now realized was always going to be mine.

He didn’t look at me at first. Just sipped his drink, eyes on the bathroom door.

"You did good," he said eventually. His voice was low, even, like he wasn’t just making conversation. "You lasted longer than I thought."

I gave a breathless chuckle. "Didn’t feel like long."

He smiled behind his glass. "That’s how it always feels the first time. Especially with her."

The sound of water running from the ensuite filled the silence between us. I found myself staring at the closed door, waiting, listening. My fingers gripped the armrests again.

Then, the water stopped. A pause.

And I heard it.

The soft, confident click of her heels against the tile. Then the low, steady rhythm of her steps as she crossed back toward us. Each one felt deliberate, like punctuation in a language I didn’t yet understand but desperately wanted to.

I turned my head as she reappeared in the doorway.

She was glowing.

Fresh makeup. Hair brushed to silky perfection. Still in her birthday suit. Skin radiant and scented with lotion and something sweeter—perfume? No, sex. The faint trace of it still clung to her, and it made my mouth dry all over again.

Devon reacted too, though barely. His eyes flicked toward her, his nostrils flared just slightly, and he shifted in his seat like something primal had just stepped back into the room.

Kim emerged freshly cleaned, hair brushed, makeup lightly reapplied. Her body was the same—but also different now. Polished. Offered.

Her eyes were on Devon.

She crossed the room with an effortless grace, kneeling before him like it was instinct. Her hand reached for his cock, and even before she touched it, he was hard again. Fully. Thick and ready. She took her time—stroking, licking, teasing—until his hips shifted with need.

Then he stood. Took her hand. Led her to the same bed with the quiet command of a man claiming what was his. She climbed up, and he followed, not with haste, but with purpose. Devon laid her back gently, spreading her thighs with both hands, slow and wide, as if unveiling something sacred.

He ran a finger through her slit, then slid it inside with casual ownership. "Still warm from the boy," he murmured, more to himself than anyone else. "Good."

Kim moaned, hips twitching.

He leaned over her, his face burying between her breasts again, mouth sealing over one nipple while his free hand toyed with the other. She writhed under him, whimpering, hands going to the back of his head and neck as she kissed the crown of his head.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "Please fuck me. I need it."

Only then did he position himself at her entrance, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her soaked opening.

I watched.

There was no hesitation. No buildup. He pulled her legs apart and pushed into her like he’d done it a thousand times—and maybe he had.

She gasped. Then moaned. Then wrapped her legs around his back like she was trying to trap him inside.

He fucked her hard. Deep. Measured. Rough. His hands found her hair, twisting it around his fist and yanking her head back until her throat arched and her moan turned into a cry. He growled into her ear, bit her shoulder, just hard enough to mark. His other hand came down on her ass with a loud slap, and she yelped, then shivered.

Her tits bounced with every thrust, wild and perfect, nipples stiff and swollen. Her reapplied mascara had started to smudge again, and a thin line of drool had begun to seep from her parted lips onto the pillow as she panted, whined, surrendered.

Devon grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, folding his body over hers like a shadow that owned the light. From where I sat, the image burned into me... her flushed body splayed out beneath his, tits glistening with sweat and spit, arms stretched and trembling, legs parted wide as if she'd been made for this exact moment. Every motion was purposeful, he wasn’t just fucking her. He was reclaiming her. Like a king returning to his throne, and I was the witness, powerless and aching, watching a truth I could never unsee.

He flipped her onto her stomach and took her from behind. Her back arched, ass raised, and he grabbed her hips like he owned them. Like he always had. He slammed into her, louder now, faster. Her whole body rocked with each stroke, her nails clawing the sheets, her cries echoing off the walls.

She screamed into the pillow and begged for more.

Then her head turned, just enough to find me across the room. Her eyes locked onto mine—wide, wild, and glistening.

"You watching me, baby?" she called out, her voice breathy but clear, even as her body rocked from Devon’s thrusts.

I swallowed hard, nodding like my life depended on it.

She bit her lip, then moaned again, louder this time, like the sound itself was for me.

My fists clenched the armrests like I was bracing through a storm. My spent cock twitched uselessly against the inside of my thigh, and I couldn’t even swallow—my mouth still too dry, still too in awe. How was she able to accommodate him like that? The sheer girth of Devon's cock, thick and unrelenting, disappeared into her tight, greedy pussy like her body had memorized it. Like she'd been trained by him to take every inch without protest, without pause. And all I could do was sit there. Watch. Ache.

But it wasn’t jealousy.

Not exactly.

It was reverence. Arousal. Worship.

She wasn’t just his. And she wasn’t just mine.

She was hers.

And we were both lucky enough to be chosen.

Devon looked over his shoulder at me once, as he slammed into her again and again.

"Watch close, son," he said. "This is what real power looks like."

And I did.

Every second of it.

I remembered what she’d told me before we even stepped into Devon’s apartment. "No matter what I do today... just remember: I chose you. I like you more than anyone I’ve met in years. I want you in my life. Really in it."

And now, watching her body quake beneath him, her voice cracking with pleasure, I didn’t just understand it, I worshipped it. I craved it. Craved the raw holiness of seeing her be every wild, filthy thing she’d ever been made to hide. Craved the way Devon took her without apology and she bloomed for it. And craved knowing, with absolute clarity, that I was the one she whispered those words to. That even as she came around another man’s cock, the deepest part of her still belonged to me.

And this wasn’t just what I wanted. It was who I was.

***


CHAPTER 9 – A New Life Begins

It had been a little over a month since that Friday at Devon’s, since everything changed. The sun was too bright, the air too crisp, the day too perfect for it to feel real. I walked across the main campus path like I was floating in someone else’s shoes, skin prickling under invisible stares. Beside me, Kim walked with her fingers gently hooked around my arm—not tight, not possessive, but sure. Confident. Like this was hers. Like I was hers.

And I was.

She wore a cropped white cardigan over a tiny black tank that barely clung to her full breasts, the edge of her ribcage peeking out each time we moved. Her low-rise jeans wrapped around her hips like a second skin, and her black patent Versace pumps clicked against the pavement with the sort of deliberate rhythm that turned heads without apology. She didn’t look at the people we passed, didn’t slow her stride, didn’t flinch when whispers started.

I did. My eyes darted left and right, hyperaware of every twitch, every glance. Two guys from my econ class gave me the kind of nod reserved for sports captains or lottery winners. One even smirked, nudging his friend like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Their eyes dragged down Kim’s body with open hunger, and then back to me with something else entirely: disbelief.

Behind them, a girl I vaguely recognized from the campus coffee shop openly scowled at us. Not at Kim. At me. Like I had no business being where I was, holding who I was holding.

“Bro, you’re literally living the dream,” one of the guys said once, smirking at me from across the dining table in the common room.

“Hot girl. Rich. Fashion influencer. What’s the catch?”

I laughed because I had to. Because anything else would be weird.

But the catch? The catch was that the last time I’d kissed her lips, they still tasted like him. That the dress she wore in her latest post was a gift he had slipped off her the night before.

I wanted to scream it sometimes. Not out of anger. Out of twisted pride. Like if they only knew. If they could just see the things I’d seen.

But that’s the curse of wanting a girl like Kim. The girl everyone wants. The girl who’ll let you in — but never all the way. Not unless he says so.

No one ever said it out loud, but I’d heard it all before… those looks weren’t new. They’d become routine now, almost expected, part of the background noise that came with walking beside someone like her. And still, I knew exactly what they were thinking.

That she was out of my league.

That I must’ve done something unnatural to deserve her.

And the truth? They weren’t wrong. At least, not entirely.

Because she wasn’t just mine.

Not really.

Kim tightened her grip slightly, just enough to draw me back from the spiral I was slipping into. Then, without breaking stride, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. It was a soft, casual thing, warm and slow and filled with something I couldn’t name. My skin burned in its wake.

Behind us, someone muttered under their breath. "Fucking hell."

I didn’t turn around. I didn’t have to.

The heat rushing up my neck wasn’t shame exactly. Or maybe it was, but not the kind that made you shrink. This one mixed with pride, with confusion, with that strange rush of knowing I was part of something deeper than what the world saw. I wasn’t just the guy with the hot girl. Not just the lucky nerd who landed the unattainable queen.

I was the boy who watched her kneel for another man.

Who kissed her after.

Who wanted to.

And none of these people knew. Not the guys giving me envious nods, not the girls shooting daggers my way, not even the professors who pretended they weren’t watching Kim walk into lecture halls like she owned them.

They didn’t know that I wasn’t just in love with her. She had me in ways no one else ever could. And she changed me.

Both of them did. Kim and Devon.

The wind caught her hair as we turned toward the business building, strands brushing my cheek like silk. Kim glanced sideways at me then, and I caught the edge of a smile on her lips—knowing, amused, almost proud.

Like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

And the truth was, I didn’t care if the whole world stared.

Not when I had her on my arm.

Even if I won’t be the only one to have her, I’ll be the one she comes back home to, I'll be the one she clings to after, slick and shaking, whispering truths she wouldn’t dare give anyone else.

***

By the time we got back to her apartment, the sun had already dipped low enough to pour amber light through her west-facing windows, coating the hardwood floors in a soft gold. She walked in ahead of me, hips lazy in her stride, skin still flushed from what had just happened. I followed, heart full and head spinning.

It had been nearly two months now since that first time at Devon’s.

That day, after everything, after I watched her get split open and filled, after she’d ridden Devon for nearly an hour until he was spent and slumped beneath her, she had pulled me into her mouth, kissed me slow, tasted like sweat and sin. Then we came back here. Her place.

Where I belonged now.

She kicked off her heels by the door, sighing like it had been a long day at work instead of a long day getting fucked—which, in a way, it was work for her; she gets paid for it.

She turned to me and pressed a kiss to my lips, firm and easy. Familiar now.

"You ready to hear the full story now?" she asked, voice low, casual. Like it wasn’t the question that would change everything.

I nodded.

She'd said, "Let's shower first," and we did—a hot, slow rinse where she let me wash her. My fingers had memorized the curve of her thighs, the weight of her breasts, the sting of the marks Devon left on her hips. She’d teased me under the water, letting her fingers graze my cock, her lips brush my shoulder. But nothing more. Not yet.

Now we were on the couch, both of us completely naked, but it didn’t feel sexual. It felt honest. She curled her legs up beneath her, her wine glass tucked between both hands, her dark hair damp and loose over one shoulder. Her skin still glowed with the kind of afterglow you can’t fake.

She took a sip, and then she started talking.

"Two years ago," she said, her voice soft but sure, "I was broke. Not starving or homeless, but definitely tired of minimum-wage shifts and group project freeloaders. I wanted more."

I didn’t speak. Just watched her. Listened.

"A few girls I knew were already doing it. Sugaring. One of my roommates met this real estate guy who basically moved her into his guesthouse. I thought she was crazy until I saw how relaxed she looked every day. She was always glowing."

She smiled a little, remembering. "So I signed up. Put up an anonymous profile. No face. No real info. Just enough to give a sense of me. A couple of photos—lingerie shots, no face, just soft lighting and suggestion. Enough to stir curiosity."

Her fingers traced the rim of the wine glass. "Pretty soon, my inbox was full—just like I figured it would be. But then this guy starts messaging me. Polite. Thoughtful. Not pushy. Proper spelling. No photo on his profile either. It stood out."

I already knew who it was, but I didn’t say it.

"It was Devon," she said, confirming it with a grin. "Neither of us knew it at first. He’d come to give a guest lecture at our school that semester—one of those talks for business minors about financial agency and entrepreneurship. I’d sat in the back row, thinking he looked hot for someone giving a talk about tax planning."

I laughed, and she smiled.

"When we finally met in person? It was this upscale hotel restaurant. He wore a suit that probably cost more than my tuition. Everything about him was calm, polished. Not creepy. Just… composed. He made me feel safe and out of my depth at the same time. That's how it started. He fucked my mouth at the end of that first date—not rough, not rushed, just steady, with this confident control that left me shaking in the elevator ride back down. The second time we met, he took my pussy. Same hotel, different room. I gave it to him without hesitation."

She didn’t linger on it, just let the silence stretch while the images soaked into me. The casual way she said it, like handing over the facts of her life—it only made it hit harder.

She leaned into the couch a little deeper, and I shifted where I sat, my cock thickening with every new detail she gave me—half from the images, half from the fact that she was telling me all of it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"Within two months, he offered to pay for a boob job. It was my birthday present. I knew it was for him. But I didn’t care. I wanted it too."

She cupped her breasts lightly now, almost absent-mindedly. "They were decent before. But now? Now they’re art. He paid for the best. Beverly Hills surgeon, no half-measures."

I swallowed, my throat dry, and took a sip of my wine.

I’d always thought she was flawless. But now I understood—she hadn’t just been born perfect. She had crafted herself. Chosen every curve. Made herself into someone who got what she wanted.

"He’s a tits guy," she said with a smirk. "Likes them heavy and soft."

I stared at her chest without shame, without trying to hide it. She knew I was looking. She let me.

"And I started saving," she added. "At first, he paid me per date—standard rate the other girls on that site were getting, nothing flashy. But just before the boob job, he made me an offer: a monthly 'gratuity' in exchange for exclusivity. Said he didn’t want to share me. I was a little torn at first—what if I wanted a boyfriend? But my last relationship had wrecked me enough to believe no one really would want me as a girlfriend."

I blinked, heart pulling tight. "Well, they were idiots then," I said softly. "Because anyone who wouldn't want you... doesn't deserve to know what it feels like to be seen by you."

She stared at me for a second, then smiled—small, a little cracked around the edges. "Fuck, Kevin," she said, almost laughing. "Why do you always say exactly what I need to hear?"

Then she kissed me. Slow. Deep. Like her whole body exhaled into it. It wasn’t about heat, or need, or show. This kiss was what making love felt like.

She pulled back her mouth while giggling like someone who finally felt safe being known as she continued, "Alright, let me finish this sweetie, and Devon promised to keep me well-fucked twice a month minimum. It wasn’t a hard sell. After that, he started giving me monthly payments. I never spent them—unless it was on something that made me more valuable. Or something that earned, not depreciated. He taught me to invest. Told me what to avoid. How to set up accounts."

She met my eyes, steady now.

"I’ve been in this for two years, Kevin. I’ve got almost a million dollars invested. It’s all clean. No dumb crypto shit. No tax fraud. Just smart money. And after six months into the arrangement, he moved me in here," she added, gesturing around the apartment. "I haven’t spent a cent of my own since. Everything is paid for by him. And in return? He gets to do things to me that no good little housewife would even dare to imagine doing for her husband. Things that'd make her clutch her pearls and call a priest if she even dreamt about them."

I felt my body go still.

Not jealous. Not intimidated.

Just in awe.

Here was this girl—this beautiful, terrifying, brilliant girl—and she had planned all of it. Built a life. A future. While I was still fumbling through electives and trying to remember laundry days.

She saw the look in my eyes and set her glass down.

Then she touched my knee.

"You still okay with all of this?" she asked. "With... me?"

I looked at her. Looked hard. At the way her face held no shame. No apology. Just honesty. Her mouth slightly parted, waiting. Her fingers warm where they rested on my skin.

I nodded. Then spoke.

"Yeah. I’m okay. I… I get it. And I want to be here."

Her smile then—soft, satisfied, a little wicked—made something in my chest twist tight.

"Good," she said, and leaned in to kiss me again.

Not hungry. Not urgent.

Just home.

I had no idea where this was going. But if she was leading, I knew I’d follow.

***

The days and weeks that followed slipped into something that felt like a rhythm. By the end of the second month, it felt like second nature—this strange arrangement we were building, like we were no longer in the afterglow of that first time, but actively making something new. A routine. A strange, erotic domesticity that curled around me like the scent of her sheets. I started sleeping over at her place more often, sometimes two, sometimes three nights a week. Sometimes I brought a change of clothes. Sometimes I didn’t. Sometimes I left in the morning still smelling like her.

We fucked more now.

Not constantly, not like horny teens, but when we did, it felt deliberate. Like she was taking me, and I was offering myself. Her kisses were different too—not rushed, not soft either. They landed on me like claims. Her mouth would press into mine, tongue slow and sure, one hand in my hair or on my chest, and I’d melt beneath her, every single time. And yet, even in the middle of fucking me senseless, she might murmur something like, "Daddy's visiting tomorrow night."

That was the thing. She never stopped talking about Devon.

Not in a cruel way. Not to hurt me. It was just fact. Casual. As if my body was hers and his in different ways, and she saw no reason to pretend otherwise. She'd kiss my cock in the dark, tell me I was hers, then remind me that her holes belonged to someone else on certain nights of the week.

Some nights, I was invited.

She’d send me a text while I was still in class: "Dinner's at seven. Wear something black. Daddy wants an audience."

And I’d come. Every time.

Other nights, she'd press her lips against mine as she left her apartment for the door across hers after whispering, "This one's private, baby."

And I’d just stay back. At her place.

Always obedient.

Always aching.

Waiting for her return.

But she never kept secrets. That was part of the deal I hadn’t known we were writing.

Because the next morning, or sometimes later that night, she’d crawl onto my lap, straddle me while we both were still a little naked and lazy and warm, and she’d tell me everything.

"You should've seen how Daddy spanked me, baby," she'd purr into my ear, grinding against me through whatever flimsy clothes she'd tossed on after her shower. "Bent me over the counter and made me count every slap. I was dripping before he even slid in. You would've cum in your pants."

She told me where he came. What he did to her ass. How she moaned. How she begged. What she called him while she came. Whether she wore her heels.

Sometimes she’d say it with a giggle. Sometimes with a slow, filthy drawl that made me bite my lip and close my eyes, fists clenched to keep from exploding right then.

These post-fuck recaps became a ritual. I’d sit on the couch in the soft, flickering light of her living room, and she’d climb onto me like I was her chair. Her throne. She’d grind herself lazily against the bulge in my sweatpants while telling me about how Devon had made her squirt or kept her cock-drunk and cross-eyed for an hour straight.

Sometimes she’d make me feel the marks his mouth and hands left on her. Let me run my hands over the prints he’d left on her thighs or the faint sting on her breast. Sometimes she’d suck my fingers into her mouth while recounting how he’d finished on her face and made her swallow every drop.

And every single time, I’d get hard. And every single time, she’d notice.

She never laughed at me for it. Never mocked.

She’d just look down at me with that sly, warm smile that said she knew exactly what I was, and exactly what I needed.

Because the truth was starting to settle in. The truth I didn’t say out loud, not even to myself, until I had to face it one night when she kissed my forehead and whispered, "You're my favorite audience."

I wasn’t just her boyfriend.

I was her voyeur.

Her witness.

Her keeper.

Her cuck.

I kept her wildness. Held space for it. Let it bloom.

And I liked it.

God, I liked it more than I ever thought I would.

It didn’t matter how many times he came in her. How many nights he spent rearranging her insides while I wasn’t there. Because when she was done being his, when her body was sore and her voice hoarse and her skin flushed from everything they’d done—she came home to me.

She curled up in my arms like I was her landing place. Her reward.

And when she kissed me after, tasting faintly like someone else's cum, I didn’t flinch.

I moaned.

Because somehow, impossibly, this was ours.

***

It was late.

The kind of quiet that only came after everything had been said or screamed or moaned. Her skin was still warm when she pressed into me, bare and soft, her thigh sliding between mine, her arm tossed over my chest like I was her pillow, her anchor. She smelled like sex and lavender body mist—a scent I now associated with coming undone.

The lights were off, the city murmuring outside her windows. But the world in here had shrunk to the outline of her body against mine, the rhythm of her breath, the faint ache in my cock that hadn’t gone down completely. The wet spot between her legs still clung to my thigh, and I didn’t move.

Her voice was barely a whisper. "You're still okay with all of this, right? With how this works? You'd tell me if you weren't?"

I turned my head toward her, even though I couldn’t see much more than the faint shimmer of her cheekbone in the dark. My hand came to rest against the curve of her waist, thumb dragging across her hip, slow and steady. "I’m not just okay," I said. "I feel... alive."

She let out a tiny sound. Almost a laugh. Almost a sob.

"It’s like watching you become who you really are," I murmured, my fingers pressing just a little deeper into her skin. "And I get to be part of that."

She shifted then, pushing herself up just enough to look down at me, her face inches from mine. In the dark, her eyes glinted wet. She leaned in and kissed me. Not quick. Not teasing. Just deep, unhurried, like she was pouring something into me. Something raw and impossible to name.

When she pulled back, her lips brushed mine. "You're the first guy I've ever wanted to tell everything to," she whispered. "Even the ugly, raw, sticky stuff I used to keep locked up."

I didn’t say anything back. I didn’t have to. I just held her tighter.

She settled against me again, and this time, our legs tangled. My hand rested on the small of her back, tracing slow circles while her breath warmed my chest. I wasn’t asleep, not really. Just floating, full of her. Her toes tucked behind my calf. Her breath evened out slowly, her body heavier, sleep catching up to her.

And just as my eyes started to drift, I felt her lips near my ear again, barely there.

"Daddy says he wants to try something new next time. You okay with that?"

My eyes opened, even in the dark. "What kind of new?"

She giggled, sleepy and wicked. "The kind you don’t forget. The kind that might change the way you look at me."


CHAPTER 10 – The Things His Wife Won’t Do

It was another Friday night.

The kind she’d warned me about—the kind I wouldn’t forget.

"Daddy says he wants to try something new next time. You okay with that?" I’d heard her voice in my head all day. That sleepy giggle, that wicked softness. "The kind you don’t forget. The kind that might change the way you look at me."

And now, it was here. That night. The new thing.

I was already hard by the time we crossed the hallway. Kim held my hand the way she always did now, like it belonged to her, like I belonged to her. She wore a knee-length overcoat, her legs gleaming in nude thigh highs with red back seams and lace tops, five-inch red patent pumps catching the light, the quiet click of her heels echoing off the corridor tiles like a countdown.

Earlier that morning, I’d seen the enema bag drying on the bathroom rack. She didn’t say a word about it. Just gave me a wink. At the time, I hadn’t fully grasped what she was preparing for. I didn’t even know she owned butt plugs, let alone wore them casually like jewelry beneath her jeans. But now, watching her move through the day, I started piecing it together.

She’d spent most of the day walking around in a big fat silicone plug, humming to herself like she wasn’t stuffed full already. By evening, I watched her switch it out for a one with a red jeweled base—the jeweled mark of who she became when she belonged to him.

And now, under that coat, I knew exactly what she had on.

The moment we stepped inside Devon’s apartment, she dropped the coat without a word. I caught it from behind her like it was routine. Like this was who we were now. Her body glowed in the overhead light—that sheer red tulle babydoll barely covering anything, crimson embroidery coiling across her breasts like vines claiming fruit. It was practically nothing, and yet somehow hotter than if she’d walked in naked. The matching thong clung to her like it had been licked into place, and the jeweled plug winked at me beneath all of it with every step she took.

Devon didn’t speak either. He didn’t have to. He was sitting on the couch, legs spread wide, black dress shirt undone just enough to show the chain around his neck. She walked straight to him, hips loose and confident, and dropped to her knees like gravity was stronger around him.

No greeting. No hesitation.

She reached for his belt slowly, like it was part of a ritual she’d memorized long ago. Her fingers moved with reverent patience, unfastening it loop by loop, the soft jingle of the buckle somehow louder than it should've been. She pulled it open, slid the leather through the loops with the kind of focus that made the air feel thicker.

Then she leaned forward, ignoring his cock entirely, pressing her lips to the inside of his thigh—soft, deliberate. She kissed with her red painted lips there once, then again, and again, each one closer to the heat of him. Not rushing. Never rushing. Her tongue followed the curve of muscle, tracing the indent where thigh met groin, then slid lower, nudging his legs apart with her shoulders until he spread wider for her.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t ask. She just bent lower and parted him with her fingers.

Then she rimmed him—long, slow licks that dragged from bottom to top, then circled with obscene tenderness.

From where I sat, my breath caught. I’d never seen her do that before. I never even imagined she would. The way her tongue worked, the way she held him open with both hands like a slut on her knees and a priestess in the same breath, filthy and sacred all at once… it made my cock twitch with something raw and twisted. I felt like I was intruding, and yet I couldn’t look away. That was the moment it hit me: she wasn’t just Devon’s plaything tonight; she was something more primal, more devoted, and more obscene than I’d ever seen her. And I was the one watching. Me. Her boyfriend. Her chosen witness to this filthy, sacred ritual. She moaned into it, just a little, like this was how she greeted her Daddy today. The sounds were wet, lewd, echoing in the still room. Devon groaned, a sound that rumbled from deep in his chest as his hand slid into her hair.

He didn’t guide her.

He claimed her.

She went deeper. Her face pressed closer. The angle was awkward, but she didn't care. She ate him out with the same hunger she brought to his cock, and maybe more. The raw, filthy noise of it filled the room, a soundtrack of submission and pride.

When he pulled her back by the hair, his eyes were heavy-lidded, almost dazed. Then he spat—directly into her open mouth.

She opened wide for it, let it hang there on her tongue, looked up at him while her chest rose and fell.

Then she swallowed.

"More?"

Her voice wasn’t breathless. It was needy.

He gave her more.

When she finally moved to his cock, it was like watching a girl shift gears from worship to hunger. She kissed his shaft first, tenderly, then dragged her tongue along the underside with a long, deliberate stroke that made Devon grunt. Her hand cupped his balls, fingers massaging the weight of them like she knew exactly how full he was. She kissed them too, one at a time, soft and wet, letting them rest against her cheek for a beat before pulling back and spitting into her palm.

When she lubed his cock, it was her own spit she used. She wrapped her hand around him and worked it in slowly, almost lovingly, rubbing him like she was polishing silver, eyes half-lidded, like she was high on the ritual of it. Her thumb circled the head, spreading the drool across it in glossy slicks. Devon watched her with a look that was part awe, part expectation, because this wasn’t new to either of them. This was how she always got him ready for occasions like tonight.

Then he slapped her cheeks with his cock—once, light enough to tease, then again, rougher. She moaned into it, lips parted, tongue out, taking the weight of him against her face like it grounded her. She turned to me as he did it, her cheeks crimson from the cock slaps and what it was doing to her inside, her red lips slightly puffy, her eyes wild.

"He wants me messy," she said, like a confession.

Her hair was a fistful now. His and her spit clung to the slopes of her breasts.

She turned her head slightly, eyes catching mine across the room. "Lube?" she asked, voice light, like it was the most casual thing in the world.

I blinked, following her gaze as she nodded toward the coat still draped across my lap—the overcoat. It was forgotten until now. I fumbled through the pockets, fingers grazing keys, lip gloss, tissues... and then the small black bottle. I held it up.

She crawled over to me on all fours, completely unashamed, face streaked with cum, her thong still tugged aside. She plucked the bottle from my hand with a wink, turned, and padded back to him.

He took his time, starting with the plug.

One hand gripped her waist, the other reached down between her cheeks. His fingers curled around the jeweled base and gave it a slow, twisting tug, easing it free from her hole with a wet pop that made her gasp. Her thighs trembled slightly as he held the slick toy up, inspecting it like it was a prize before letting it fall to the floor with a soft clink.

Her ass was already slick from hours of wear, but he wasn’t in a rush. She handed him the bottle, and he poured a long stripe of lube over the crease of her ass, watching it glisten and slide down between her cheeks. Then he spread it with his fingers, working it into her slowly—two, then three, stretching her open until she whimpered, rocked back against him.

When he lined his cock up to her hole, there was no teasing. He pushed in, slowly, steadily, inch by thick inch.

She choked out a moan that sounded almost panicked. "Oh fuck, Daddy—slow, please... you’re too big tonight."

"It’s the same cock as always," he grunted, gripping her hips tighter.

"I know," she gasped, voice trembling, "but it feels bigger... every time."

He sank in deeper. Her body jolted forward slightly, hands braced against the couch cushions.

"Because your ass knows who owns it," he growled.

"Yes," she sobbed, hips trembling. "Yours. It’s yours, Daddy."

He bottomed out with a grunt, staying buried for a beat before dragging back out an inch, then thrusting again. Slow at first. Deep. Making her feel every inch.

She moaned louder now, her voice breaking, body open and helpless under him. Her ass swallowed him greedily, clenching each time he pushed deeper.

From my chair in the corner… my chair, the one that had become my place in this theater of submission—I watched everything. I saw the way her pale, flawless skin contrasted with the deep brown of Devon's muscular body, the black of his cock disappearing inch by inch into the tight rosebud I never knew could take so much.

It was obscene.

It was art.

The way her back arched, the way her body trembled as he filled her deeper and harder than I ever could. Her whimpers. His growls. The slap of skin meeting skin, louder than breath, louder than thought.

She looked like she was being split open, but her moans betrayed her pleasure. This wasn’t pain. It was worship. Her body offered up, opened, and owned.

He fucked her hard.

Her cries were ragged, low, full of need that no one else could ever satisfy. Her body was still arched, trembling from the last thrust, her hands gripping the couch like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

Then his hand slid beneath her, finding her clit. He didn’t tease it. He pressed down, firm and deliberate, his thick finger circling it while his cock pumped into her with punishing force. She jerked, gasped, then wailed—a strangled sound that made Devon growl in approval.

"That's it," he said, never slowing. "Let it out. Let him hear it."

"Oh—oh fuck, Daddy—I'm cumming, I'm—"

Her voice shattered as her hole clenched hard around him, every muscle locking as her orgasm crashed through her. Her knees buckled. Her moans turned to sobs, desperate and cracked, as he fucked her through every last spasm, his thumb never leaving her clit.

"You're still so fucking tight," he grunted, eyes dark with focus. "Always squeeze me like you're trying to keep me."

She could barely respond, just nodding, mouth slack, eyes glazed with the kind of pleasure that bordered on madness.

Then Devon stepped back, chest rising, cock glistening with the lube and slick her body gave up so easily for him. Kim whimpered the moment he slipped out, her body rocking gently from the sudden emptiness, hole fluttering as if mourning the loss. He looked down at her like a man ready to make the final mark.

He stood over her. "On your knees."

She obeyed. Of course she did. She knelt like it was her birthright.

He painted her face in thick streaks, his cum catching in the lashes of one eye, streaking across her cheek, her chin, the corner of her lips.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She smiled.

Then dragged two fingers through it and smeared it into her skin like moisturizer.

And after he had drained every last drop out on her, she immediately leaned forward and sucked him clean.

Licking from base to tip. Humming like she was tasting dessert.

She lingered for a beat, lips grazing his head one final time, before she turned to me.

"He doesn’t fuck me," she said quietly. "He uses me. And I love that he does."

I didn’t speak.

I couldn’t.

I just watched her… wrecked and radiant and fully, blindingly alive. My cock was impossibly hard, aching in a way that felt almost foreign. I'd forgotten about it entirely, until now—until the moment slowed and the image of her being used like that, worshipped like that, landed in my gut with the weight of something real. Nothing I’d ever seen, no porno, no twisted fantasy, no deep-night imagining had come close to this. And yet, here I was, witnessing it live, breathing it in, feeling it in the pulse at the base of my cock.

What did it mean to be loved by someone who gave herself like this to another man?

The question didn’t ache. It didn’t scare me. It just… lingered.

Devon hadn’t been done after that first round. After she’d licked him clean and kissed me with the taste of him still on her tongue, the three of us sat for a while; drinks in hand, the lights dimmed low. She curled into his lap, her babydoll riding high on her hips, her thighs still trembling with aftershocks. He spoke casually, like this wasn’t strange at all, like a freshly fucked cum-soaked girl, young enough to be his son’s girlfriend, curled in his lap like a used-up toy was just part of the ambiance. I'd realized that these were the kind of things his wife wouldn’t do. Rim him, choke on his cock till her makeup ran, take him raw in her ass till she screamed, then kneel in his lap while he used her body like a fuckdoll. She wasn’t just offering herself… she was the offering.

The talk meandered—business, markets, politics—he spoke and educated, and we listened. She nuzzled his chest as he palmed her tits lazily, fingers tweaking, kneading, never letting her settle. And then, when her hand drifted down to his cock again, hard all over, he pulled her back to him.

This time, he took her pussy. No condom. Just the same raw, unfiltered desire. She’d ridden out a few more orgasms on his cock before he had cum a second time and was finally satisfied for the night. By the time we left his apartment, I was still hard, still aching, and still untouched after nearly four hours since we’d first crossed that hallway. I hadn’t cum once. And I hadn’t even thought to.

Kim had told me, on the walk back to her place, that she’d be going again tomorrow. It was Saturday, and Devon would be taking her all afternoon before flying back to his wife in New York later that evening—in his own Gulfstream, same as always. It wasn’t jealousy I felt. It was something heavier. Stranger. Like awe laced with reverence.

Later, back in her bed, she curled up beside me, her face clean now, her body warm and flushed. Her arm draped over my chest again like we were back where the night began.

She kissed the center of my chest. Soft. Grateful. Real.

"Thank you," she whispered, "for letting me be her too."

And I held her like she was mine.

Because in some twisted, inverted, beautiful way, she was. And I never wanted to give her back.

I still hadn’t cum. My cock throbbed against the sheets, untouched, desperate. But she was worn out—used, filled, loved in every way she needed tonight. I didn’t want to jack off. That felt wrong now. So I just stayed hard, aching, and let her fall asleep draped over me, while I stared at the ceiling, quietly wrecked, quietly whole.


CHAPTER 11 – Her Rules, Her Reign

It had been nearly six months since the night she invited me in.

Six months since I crossed that invisible line from curious boyfriend to something else entirely. Something smaller. Something softer. Something that belonged to her.

Six months of late-night whispers, of trembling hands and bitten lips. Of watching her body get taken, used, and wrecked—sometimes by me, more often by Devon. She relished me when she wanted softness, when she needed slow kisses and gentle hands. She’d ride me with affection, stroke my hair, let me taste the sweat on her chest. But I knew I didn’t fuck her like he did. I didn’t split her open. Didn’t leave her shaking. I tried not to let it haunt me—tried not to wonder, in the quiet, if she still craved me the same way. But even on the worst nights, I’d remember the way she held me after—after she’d been filled and wrecked and used. The way she cupped my cheek and whispered things that curled deep inside me.

“He gives my body what it needs, baby,” she said once, voice filthy-soft. “But you—you’re the one who grounds me. My peace. My man.”

I hadn’t answered. Just rested my head against her chest, her heartbeat steady in my ear, and let the warmth of her words settle somewhere deeper than pride. She reigned me with that mix of heat and honey—fucked by one man, worshiped by another. And I? I lived for it now.

Most people would call it pathetic. Maybe I would’ve too, once. But then why did it feel like the only time I was really breathing?

I was curled beside her now, her back to my chest, the silk of her robe half-draped off one shoulder. The room still smelled like him… like the thick, musky afterglow of what they’d just done. Devon had visited us this time—his wife was flying in tomorrow morning to join him for some gala in town. Which meant tonight was his only window to have Kim… but in our bed. Not that it was new. It wasn’t unusual. This happened sometimes. His wife or his son would sometimes be here too, attending some event while he slipped away to her. I think I’ve gotten used to this life now. Devon had left twenty minutes ago, and the bed still bore the imprint of his weight. I hadn’t moved. I hadn’t spoken. I just lay there, breath shallow, heart hammering, waiting.

She turned slightly, the corner of her mouth curling. That knowing smirk. The one that had come to mean everything. She knew exactly what I was waiting for. But tonight—

"No, baby. Not tonight."

I blinked. Her voice was soft, almost loving. But final.

"You’re not going to get inside me. Not after that."

Her hand came up, cupped my cheek, and I leaned into it like a starved thing. She tilted my head down, kissed my forehead, then looked at me with lazy eyes that still glittered from her climax.

"But you can make me cum again. With your mouth. Just your mouth."

I didn’t speak. I didn’t hesitate. I slid down her body like it was my calling. My tongue found her thighs first, warm and trembling, and she sighed like it was the most natural thing in the world. I kissed her slowly, reverently, savoring her taste—not just what lingered from him, but the deep, messy ache of her own need. Every flick of my tongue was for her, every lick a promise to bring her there again.

"Slower," she murmured, threading her fingers through my hair. "Make it feel good. There you go. Make me cum on that pretty mouth, baby."

She spread her legs wider, arching just slightly, her heel digging into the mattress as I kissed and licked and sucked like a man possessed. Her moans began low and lazy, like a cat stretching in the sun, but they grew. God, they grew.

"Mmm, you love this, don’t you?" she gasped. "My sweet little thing... making me feel good again with that pretty mouth. He left me aching for more, baby. Stretching me so deep. And now you get to take care of me."

Her hips rolled forward, and I moaned into her, the heat of her, the taste of her, the way she used her voice like silk and steel. I licked harder. Deeper.

"You’re perfect like this. Just for me. Just for my pleasure. That’s all you ever need to be, sweetheart."

And I believed her.

When she finally came, it was all over my mouth—her thighs clamped around my head, her cries echoing in the room, her fingers tugging at my hair with that raw edge of possession. I didn’t stop. Not even after she came. Not until she pushed me off with a soft whimper and a smile that melted me completely.

She pulled me back up to her chest and wrapped me in her arms.

"You’re perfect," she whispered, her breath warm against my temple. "My perfect boy."

Her fingers found my cock then—aching, twitching, still untouched after everything. She wrapped her hand around it like she owned it, like it was hers to torment, not soothe. She started stroking… slow, deliberate, maddening. I groaned, my hips twitching against her thigh, already undone and she’d barely even begun.

“Not yet,” she whispered, brushing her lips against my temple. “Just stay right here. Let me feel you build for me.”

I nodded, helpless. My lips found the soft weight of her breast, the skin still flushed and tender from earlier. I kissed the swell, the underside, lavishing every inch she gave me. My tongue curled around her nipple, slow and reverent, savoring the little gasp she gave me for it. Her hand never sped up. Just enough pressure to keep me squirming, leaking, moaning.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “Look at you. Mouth full of tit, cock in my hand, asking without saying a word.”

I whimpered around her nipple.

“You love this, don’t you? Being mine. Being ruled. Knowing you don’t get to cum until I say so.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please. Please...”

She smiled again, slow and decadent, curling her body tighter around mine like silk binding a gift. Her other hand slid down, cupping my balls, squeezing lightly. I cried out.

“You’ve waited all night. Been so good. Took care of me so well.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “And now I get to watch you fall apart.”

And then she moved—her grip tightening, her strokes turning fast, practiced, filthy. My mouth stayed on her breast, sucking as my moans spilled out across her skin, helpless and messy. Her voice was in my ear, steady and low.

“That’s it. Let go for me. Cum for me. Give it to me, baby. I’ve got you.”

I shattered.

It hit me like a wave, violent and hot and endless, spilling across her hand, my thighs, her belly, anywhere it could reach. My whole body jerked, twitching in her arms as she held me through it, kissing my forehead like she’d just finished taming something wild.

She didn’t let go. Not until I sagged against her, boneless, breathless, emptied in every sense of the word.

And I knew I’d never belong anywhere else.


CHAPTER 12 – Saying The Special Word—Finally

It had been a year now.

A year since I surrendered the illusion of being the man in control. A year since I stopped pretending this wasn’t what I wanted... what I needed.

Twelve months of letting go, inch by inch, of the ego I once clung to. Of learning how to sit still, how to breathe through jealousy, how to worship her from the sidelines like the good, obedient thing she’d trained me to be.

The seasons had changed. Birthdays, holidays, exam seasons, hangovers, Sunday markets, and long rainy evenings—they’d all passed, and still, we remained steady in our rhythm. Like clockwork, the last weekend of every month, I found myself back in this chair. Devon’s chair. The master’s chair.

And by now, it knew me.

The leather no longer creaked under my weight; it molded to me, welcomed me, reminded me of who I was in this house. In this room. I didn’t fight it anymore. Didn’t flinch when the sheets smelled like another man. Didn’t lie to myself about what I was here to do.

She stood across the room in front of the mirror, fussing with her hair. The soft amber lamplight caught the ends of it, turning black silk into gold. Her body—my god, her body—was framed by something new tonight. Something bolder. Something dangerously bright.

The lingerie clung to her like it had been painted on.

Highlighter-yellow straps wrapped around her curves, biting into her hips and ribs with unapologetic precision. A sheer mesh bra, embroidered with neon-pink florals, held her breasts like they were precious and wicked all at once—plump, lifted, the swells peeking just over the scalloped edge. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, stiff already.

A matching garter belt hugged her waist, cinched tight, and the straps connected to fluorescent stockings that kissed her thighs like cuffs. On her feet, a pair of glossy matching yellow pumps completed the look. She looked like a goddess from a fever dream... glowing, unattainable, untouchable. Except she wasn’t. Not to Devon.

And not entirely to me.

She caught me staring. Of course she did. That smirk slid across her lips like it belonged there, smug and teasing and knowing all at once.

“You like it?” she asked, adjusting one strap at her shoulder, watching me through the mirror.

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. “You’re perfect.”

She turned. Slowly. Letting me see the sway of her hips, the way her breasts shifted in the sheer cups, the tug of the garter straps with every step. My cock stirred helplessly beneath my jeans. She knew. She always knew.

She stopped right in front of me. I didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her perfume hit me first... warm, floral, layered with something carnal. And beneath it? That trace of sex that never quite left this room. Like Devon’s presence lingered even before he physically arrived.

Her hands landed on my shoulders, nails lightly grazing my skin. Then she leaned forward. Just enough for her breasts to spill toward me, for the sheer mesh to tighten across them. I saw the outline of her nipple through the fabric. I felt her breath on my face.

“You look so damn pretty when you’re waiting like this,” she murmured, the softness of her voice edged on sweetness. “All soft and needy just for me.”

Something swelled in my chest, something sharp and warm and too full to name. Maybe it had been building for weeks. Months. Hell, maybe it had been waiting for the perfect moment, and this was it. Her body gleaming like a sexed-up sunbeam, her voice sinking into me, the anticipation of what was coming.

I’d almost said it once before, a few months back, when she curled up in my lap after a weekend with Devon, half-asleep and still glowing, but I’d swallowed it, afraid it would make me look weak.

The words pushed through me now, uninvited and unstoppable.

“I love you.”

It cracked in my throat, rough and unguarded. A truth laid bare.

She froze for a beat. Her eyes searched mine. No games. No smirk. Just something real. Then—

Her smile melted into something softer. She didn’t speak right away. Just slid slowly, deliberately, down to her knees. Her hands braced on my thighs. The straps of her lingerie glowed against her flushed skin. She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, the way she did when she wanted to ruin me without lifting a finger.

And then she said it.

“I love you too.”

Not a whisper. Not a tease. Just truth.

The air left my lungs. My hands trembled where they gripped the arms of the chair. My heart thudded against my ribs like it was trying to claw its way to her.

She reached up and touched my face. Brushed her fingers along my jaw, then leaned in and pressed the softest kiss to my knuckles—slow, lingering, reverent. Her lips stayed there for a breath longer than necessary, and when she pulled away, she traced the back of my hand with her thumb before gliding her palm across my cheek, cradling me like I was something precious. I leaned into it like I was starving. She leaned in further, closing the space between us, and kissed me—softly, tenderly, her lips brushing mine like a promise. It wasn’t a tease, or a reward, or part of any ritual. It was just her. Just love.

She pulled back. Eye's on the brink. A smile on her lips as she said, “I know what this life looks like from the outside,” she said quietly, still kneeling. “But we know better, don’t we? This is ours. This…this is love too.”

I nodded. Or maybe I didn’t. I couldn’t tell anymore. My entire body was buzzing, flooded with the power of hearing her say it back. Of knowing I wasn’t just the boy in the corner. I was hers.

Then the old grandfather clock in the hallway let out a low chime, deep and deliberate—just once. A sound I’d come to associate with inevitability.

Devon was a punctual man.

She turned her head slightly toward the hallway, then back to me. And like a switch, the softness behind her eyes folded back into something sharper. Hungrier. That smirk returned, blooming slow across her lips.

“Good timing,” she said, standing up, brushing the edge of her garter strap back into place. “He’ll be here any second.”

She turned toward the bed and gave her hair one last toss over her shoulder. Then, with unhurried grace, she walked to its edge, dropped to her knees, and settled at its foot—chin high, lips parted, spine straight. A perfect offering, poised in her neon lingerie, ready to welcome him the moment he stepped through that door. Ready to use her mouth to mark his arrival, to remind him who this night belonged to.

“Tonight's such a special night.”

I stayed in the chair, heart still raw, cock still hard, watching the woman I loved ready herself to be wrecked by another man. And somehow, I didn’t feel small. I didn’t feel lost.

I felt branded.

Loved.

Owned.

And I knew that no matter what happened next, no matter how loud she screamed or how hard he fucked her, that word—love—would echo louder in my chest than any moan could.

It was hers.

Just like I was.


CHAPTER 13 – The Gift of Her Body

Devon didn’t knock.

He never did.

The door opened with that same smooth finality it always had—quiet, deliberate, inevitable. And then he was there. Broad-shouldered, calm, freshly showered. Button-down rolled to his elbows, gold watch glinting under the light, a small overnight bag slung over one shoulder. Kim didn’t look up right away. She didn’t need to. She stayed where she was—kneeling at the foot of the bed, waiting like a ritual offering, this time in a soft blue lace teddy with high-cut hips and a barely-there mesh bra that left the curve of her breasts teasingly exposed. Her heels matched—baby blue stilettos that clicked gently on the hardwood when she moved. It had been nearly six months since we’d said those three words in this very room, six months since her lips brushed mine and everything changed. And yet, time had moved fast. Too fast. Our love had only deepened, grown more infectious in the quiet moments between the loud ones. Devon’s dates continued, each one more intense than the last, but so did our life. Kim’s investment account had nearly doubled since when I first knew about it. Her monthly gratuity—wired every month like clockwork from Devon—had grown too. Her Instagram following had skyrocketed past the early millions, just like her portfolio. She was thriving. And I? I was still right here, more in love, more in awe, still in disbelief of who I'm sharing this unbelievable life with while still growing more enamored of watching her kneel like a goddess, all soft curves and sharpened purpose.

I watched it all from the chair. My chair. The one I sat in every time I was given the privilege, watching the woman I loved give her body away. Except tonight, something was different. It hummed in the air. I felt it before I understood it. The look Devon gave her was one of easy possession, yes—but also something else. Something layered. And when his eyes flicked to me, I felt it again. That hum.

Ownership... shared.

He didn’t say much. Just dropped the bag on the dresser, unbuttoned his cuffs, and gave Kim a nod. She moved like she’d been waiting for it—like it was a starting gun.

“Hi Daddy,” she said, as she sank to all fours, her voice syrupy, girlish, perfectly obscene.

He didn’t speak. Just let her crawl forward on hands and knees, her ass arched, pumps clicking faintly against the floor until her mouth was on him.

I watched.

I always watched. But lately I didn’t feel pushed to the edge. I felt... folded in. Like I was part of the design.

***

Later, after she’d been taken in every way Devon liked, after her hair was a mess and her makeup a ruin of pretty streaks down her flushed cheeks, after she’d moaned and cried and begged and come and come again—he didn’t just roll away like he sometimes did.

He pulled her into his arms. Let her rest against him. Then, after a moment, he looked at me.

"She’s gonna need a few minutes,” he said. “Go get the box from the bag.”

I stood without thinking. My legs were unsteady. My mind was still swimming with the sounds she’d made. The way her body arched for him. The wetness between her thighs. The smell of sweat and sex and something deeper.

I opened the bag. Inside was a small velvet box.

I brought it over.

Devon sat up slightly and cracked the lid open.

Inside was a curved barbell—short, elegant, with tiny red diamonds on either end.

He looked down at Kim. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, dazed but happy. She was floating.

It was something he’d once floated to her after a particularly long indulgent fucking on a Caribbean vacation—half-teasing, half-serious, murmured against her sweat-drenched skin. She’d giggled, browsed on her phone the next morning, and pulled up the exact one from a private jeweler’s catalog. The price tag alone had made my stomach flip when she'd showed the same page to me when she was back from that trip—this wasn’t costume shop play. This barbell cost more than a used hatchback, more than what I thought I’d save up for an engagement ring someday. And yet... here it was, now in front of us.

She’d picked red diamonds for a reason. Red was Devon’s color. It always had been. From the jeweled butt plug she wears on her backdoor dates with him, to the lingerie he preferred her in at times, he marked her in crimson. This was no different.

“You still want it, baby?” he asked smiling, knowing the answer already.

She nodded without hesitation. “Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her temple and passed the box to me.

“I know you’ll be the one who puts a ring on her finger someday,” he said, voice low, not mocking. Just... final. Like fact. “But let me take this one, son.”

I held the box tighter. My chest hurt, but not from jealousy. From something else. A strange, aching pride.

Devon simply looked at her, still having that glassy eyes from being thoroughly fucked.

“You’ll get it done tomorrow,” he said, brushing her hair back from her flushed glowing face. “Send me a picture once it’s healed.”

Kim let out a lazy, blissed-out laugh, her fingers stroking along his chest. “Of course, Daddy,” she murmured. “And next time, you can have a proper look... and a proper play.”

Devon smiled. Satisfied.

The red diamonds caught the light like blood and fire—waiting.

***

That night, for the first time since that first Friday nearly a year and a half ago, Devon didn’t close her off when he was done. He left her open for me—raw, dripping, still glowing with the heat of him, like a flame he’d lit and handed over.

“Go on,” he said. “She’s all yours now. She’s been fucked good and wet. Take your turn.”

My hands trembled as I touched her.

She was soft and wrecked and warm and still dripping.

And she turned her head toward me, smiled sleepy and wide, and whispered, “Come love me, baby.”

So I did.

And it wasn’t hurried, or pitiful, or shameful.

It was mine. The gift of her body.

Given—freely, deliberately—by both of them.

And when I collapsed beside her after a few really good minutes and a really great orgasm for her and me, she moved her head on my chest, Devon lit a cigar and looked over at me from across the room with something almost like respect.

He nodded.


CHAPTER 14 – Captured Obedience

It had been a slow, quiet morning.

The kind that followed nights like those—where your body still hummed with memories, where the sheets cooled slower than usual, where the air felt heavier with everything that had happened.

But her absence didn’t feel like silence. It felt like waiting. Like buildup. Like the calm before something deliberately cruel and sweet.

Kim had left early, before I’d even stirred fully, already dressed for her day with Devon. I hadn’t seen her outfit—she’d teased that part on purpose, slipping out before I was up, dropping only a kiss on my forehead and a whisper near my ear: “Be good today, baby. You’ll need your strength tonight.”

The day had crawled.

I’d gone to class that morning—last semester of my final year—and barely absorbed a word. I kept checking my phone like a man possessed, wondering what she was wearing, what she was doing. Kim had already graduated, months ago now. She was a full-time influencer these days, with brand deals, video shoots, and a growing empire that seemed to expand with every passing week. I came home, tried to focus, worked half-heartedly, did laundry, cooked something just to keep my hands busy. But everything still smelled like her, every room echoed with the sound of her moans from the night before, and my cock wouldn’t settle.

And then, sometime just before sunset, my phone buzzed.

No message preview.
Just a video.
From her.

I opened it, and the moment it lit up my screen, I forgot how to breathe.

Kim was on her knees again. A hotel room—tastefully done, discreet, because just across the hallway, in their usual rendezvous spot, Devon’s wife and son were staying for the weekend. They were in town with him for a conference, which meant this little escape had to be even more careful, more thrilling in its secrecy.

Her pierced nipples were on full display now, the red diamond-tipped barbells glinting every time she moved. The same ones Devon had gifted her… the ones she promised to get professionally done after that night he handed her the box like it was a sacred offering. They looked wicked on her ever since they went on her. Flashy. Owned. Devon’s silhouette stood tall behind the camera. Her hair was down, lashes thick, lips glossed and slightly parted. She looked flushed already. Wrecked. Perfect.

"Hi, baby," she said, smiling into the lens. That smile… the one she only used when she was teasing. The one that made me melt and ache at the same time.

She licked her lips. Slowly. Then she turned to straddle Devon’s thighs, camera now angled upward, capturing every detail.

"You miss me already?" she whispered, reaching back to guide his cock to her soaked pussy. "I’m going to show you something special tonight. Something just for you."

And then she sank down.

I gasped. My hand was already on my cock before I realized it.

The way she moaned… low, drawn out, broken at the end; it was the kind of sound she usually saved for the best of fucks.

She rode him like she belonged there, like she’d been waiting all day to be used when this was probably her fourth round, she fucked his cock like she still couldn’t get enough, and the camera never shook. It stayed steady, like Devon was giving me front-row seats to her surrender.

Halfway through, she looked straight into the lens again.

"Don’t cum, baby," she murmured. "You hear me? This is just for you to watch. Just to feel. I want you hard all night. And when I come back, I’m going to slide into your lap and you’re going to give me that orgasm. You understand? Nobody else gets it. Just me."

She clenched around him then—on purpose. I could see it. Devon grunted off-camera.

"Be a good boy and wait for me."

The video ended.

And I sat there, leaking, shaking, edged and ruined by a woman who wasn’t even in the room.

I didn’t move for ten full minutes.

Didn’t trust myself to.

Because all I wanted was to obey.


CHAPTER 15 – In the Kingdom of Her Making

It had been a few months since I walked across the graduation stage, that stupid cap tilting to one side, the cheering from the back row barely registering under the weight of Kim’s gaze locked on me from the crowd. I remembered the way her eyes had shone, not just with pride but with something deeper. Possession. Affection. That insatiable, layered love only she could give.

And then life had sprinted forward.

Kim had been building this for years. Four, to be exact. Four years of posting, editing, scripting reels, negotiating brand deals, and managing audience heat. Out of those four, I’d been in her life for three. Devon had been there longer—five, since that very first message on the sugar site. But what we were building now… this felt like something else. Something she owned. And I had the privilege of helping her shape it.

Her brand launched like a firecracker.

She’d always had taste, but now it had a name, a line, a following. Kim's skincare and beauty line exploded out the gate with carefully timed drops, live launches, influencer kits, and PR blitzes that she executed like a general at war. I ran the backend—site logistics, vendor ops, digital finance, and customer funneling. She called me her CFO, but only in public. In private, I was still her baby. Her boyfriend. Her obedient boy who handled spreadsheets by day and held her aching thighs by night.

Devon was there too, though never in the spotlight.

He kept visiting twice a month, like clockwork. Their arrangement hadn’t changed. She still gave him those weekends. I still stayed home. Sometimes she sent pictures. Sometimes I watched from the corner. Sometimes I simply waited, hard and patient, until she came back and rode the waiting out of me.

But even he saw what we were building.

It had been in one of those late-night video calls she had with him, after she’d brought him to an orgasm— and after a quarterly report I’d put together—that he’d said it:

"If the numbers hold like this, I’ll be in for your seed round."

It hadn’t been a joke.

Fourteen months later, right on track, we were ready. Revenue was clean. Profit retention consistent. Burn rate low. CAC better than projected. We were post-MVP and thriving. That’s when the offers started coming in.

But none of them touched Devon’s.

1.75 million. For 15% equity.

No negotiation. No counter. Just his wire hitting our account.

Which meant Kim retained 85%.

She’d laughed that night when we saw the funds land, drunk on champagne and dressed in nothing but her satin robe. The whole apartment smelled like strawberries and sex—her scent. She spun once, her robe fluttering open just enough to show the glint of the red diamond piercing still catching the light.

She straddled the armrest of the couch where I was seated, holding her flute of champagne in one hand and dragging the other slowly through my hair. She sipped her champagne, eyes glinting. “All this, and I still get to make you beg.” she teased, crossing one leg over the other. Her bare foot rested in my lap now, delicate toes pressing against the hard shape growing beneath my waistband.

I kissed her thigh, smiling into her skin. “You earned it. I just get to kneel at the edge of your throne.”

I leaned down and kissed her foot—softly, then again, slower, worshipping it like I’d done a hundred times. She hummed, pleased, letting me take my time.

Then she slipped the robe off one shoulder, exposing one perfect breast and the barbell that glinted like a crown jewel. "You helped build my empire, baby…" she whispered, tilting my face up with a single finger under my chin. "But you still don’t get to cum without permission."

She let my head rest on her stomach as she drank the rest of her champagne. I just stayed there, aching, desperate, content.

I’d smiled, hard and aching for her, not just from arousal, but pride. This woman—mine, his, ours—had built a kingdom, and I got to be at her feet while she ruled.

To celebrate the deal, Devon took her away.

Just the two of them. Three days. No calls. No texts. No video.

I told myself it was fine. That I understood. That this was the dynamic we’d signed up for. But by day two, I wasn’t fine. Not even close.

I stayed up both nights, checking her socials like an addict. She hadn’t posted a thing. My chest felt like a fist. All the what-ifs, all the insecurities came rushing back.

What if she didn’t want to come back? What if this was the real goodbye?

I broke.

I couldn’t stop pacing that first night. Her robe still hung on the hook behind our door, like she’d be back in a minute, like this was just a dinner date, not a weekend escape. But the silence grew thicker by the hour. I found myself walking past her vanity—where she’d left her lip gloss, the same one she’d applied before leaving—and the sight of it made something in me crack.

I opened her laptop. Pulled up her account's content calendar, pretending to check engagement stats. Just a small task to feel close to her. That’s when I saw it—a draft reel saved in her folder. A promotional lingerie video she’d filmed for a Valentine’s drop. The lace was red. The same shade as Devon’s color. The camera angle didn’t even try to hide how hard her nipples were under that mesh. Her voice was playful, sweet, the same tone she used when edging me on our quiet nights.

I watched it three times. I got hard. I unzipped.

And then I stopped.

Shame hit me so hard I doubled over on the edge of the bed.

I crawled into her side, into the warmth of the pillow that still held the scent of her perfume. I clutched it, held it to my chest like a child, like a man abandoned. My cock ached, throbbed—but I didn’t touch it. I couldn’t.

Because that orgasm didn’t belong to me.

It belonged to her.

And she wasn’t here to take it.

Tears came like a flood. Full-body sobs I hadn’t felt since childhood. I buried my face in her pillow and whispered into the fabric like it could hear me.

“Please come back to me. Please still want me.” The kind that came from loving someone more than you loved yourself.

But she returned.

I was still sitting in the living room, laptop open but untouched, when I heard the front door click the next night. My heart stopped. She stepped inside looking radiant and relaxed, wearing something soft and flowing that clung to her like casual luxury—perfect for a first-class lounge or the backseat of a town car. The faint musky scent of his cologne still clung to her skin, subtle but unmistakable. Light hickeys speckled her neck, blooming like faded roses just beneath her jawline, hinting at what I couldn’t see—what was surely scattered across the rest of her body. Her skin glowed like the weekend had kissed every inch of her, and she wore it all like it was just another day.

I stood. My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

"Kev?" she called.

It broke me.

"I thought I was okay," I said, voice cracking, my fingers clenching and unclenching at my sides. "But I’m not. I—I don’t know how to do this sometimes. When you're gone like that. When I know what he's doing to you, how good it must feel, how natural it must be now… I start to feel like I’m disappearing. Like I’m just this thing you come home to. Like I’m the loser in all this."

She didn’t say anything right away. Just dropped her bag with a soft thud, her brows furrowed, her lips parting like she wanted to speak but couldn’t find the words yet. Her heels clicked once, twice across the floor, and then she was there—her hands cupping my face, her fingers trembling just slightly. Her eyes searched mine, full of something sharp and quiet and wounded, and just beneath that—moisture, unshed tears clinging to her lower lashes. She blinked them back, swallowed hard, and I saw the fight in her throat—the effort to hold it together, to be strong for me, even when her heart was just as raw. Her jaw tightened like she was chewing through pain, her breath hitching once before she exhaled slow, controlled, like if she didn’t, she’d unravel with me.

She pulled me in. Not with force, but with purpose. Her arms wrapped around me tightly, her cheek pressing against the crown of my head as I finally let myself shake in her hold.

"Don’t you ever say that," she whispered into my hair, voice trembling slightly. "Don’t you dare."

I clung to her. My face buried against her collarbone. My body shaking.

"I don't want to lose you ever baby," she said, her voice quieter this time. A confession. "You're the only one I trust with my heart, Kev. You're the only one I want to grow old with."

She kissed the side of my head, held me tighter, let me fall apart without pulling away.

Only then did she step back—her eyes still moist, blinking rapidly as if trying to will the tears away without letting them fall. Her lashes fluttered with restraint, her chest rising and falling with the quiet tremble of breath she hadn't yet released. She moved slowly and reached into her tote. "Come sit with me," she said. "I have something to show you."

And that’s when she handed me the paperwork.

She’d signed over 10% of her equity to me. From her own share.

I couldn’t speak.

Devon had paid 1.75 million for his slice. And she gave me mine for nothing.

But when I opened my mouth to protest, to refuse, she cut me off.

"You’ve already given me everything, Kev. Your time. Your patience. Your worship. Your hands and your love and your obedience. I don’t want anything else. Just you."

My throat closed.

And then she added, almost teasing—almost:

"Besides, I still own 75%. I’m still the Queen. You’re just the consort." she giggled—light and unfiltered—the kind of playful, almost girlish joy she let no one else see. That laugh, that moment, was mine alone..

And in return, I didn’t laugh. I broke again.

I crawled to her right there on the rug, buried my face between her thighs, and whispered thank you like a prayer.

That night, we made love.

Not fucked. Not edged. Not obeyed.

Loved.

She led me to the bed without a word, undressing with an ease that felt ceremonial—her movements slow, reverent. The soft lamplight caught on the barbell in her nipple, the red diamonds glinting like quiet fire, her skin still flushed from the weekend’s heat. She climbed onto the bed like she belonged there, like the bed itself bowed to her presence.

I lay beneath her, trembling. She straddled me, guided me inside her with a sigh so deep it seemed to come from her soul. Her hands rested on my chest, fingertips light, like she was feeling for the rhythm of my heart. She moved slowly, hips rolling in long, deep waves that made me cry out, made me see stars.

Tears blurred my eyes as she rode me, and when I whispered that she was everything—everything—I saw her eyes glisten too.

"Touch me," she whispered, guiding my hand up to her breast. My fingers brushed over the sensitive buds and the piercing, the small red diamonds warm against her skin.

"Both of you left your marks on me," she said, voice cracking. "But only you own this. My heart."

I lost it. Came inside her, shaking, sobbing, holding her like she was my breath. She wrapped her arms around me and stayed there, her lips at my temple, murmuring things I’d hold onto for the rest of my life.

And I believed her. Because she came back. Because she stayed. Because she chose me, even when she didn’t have to.


CHAPTER 16 – On My Knees, As Always

Two years later, everything had changed—and yet, nothing had.

Kim’s brand had grown into a beast. What started as a boutique skincare line was now a full-fledged beauty empire. Multiple rounds of funding had come and gone, each more competitive than the last, and yet Devon still held his 15%—never budging, never asking for more. He didn’t need to. The rest of the world had finally caught on to what we’d known from the beginning: Kim was a fucking force.

She was the CEO, the muse, the star, the face. I remained behind the scenes, still her CFO, her handler of systems and structure and scale. Our dynamic hadn’t shifted an inch—even if the world thought we were just another power couple.

We weren’t.

She was still the one who made me ache. Still the one who whispered no when I begged to cum. Still the one who left on those weekends with Devon—twice a month without fail.

And sometimes? Sometimes she didn’t even leave. Sometimes she bent over our shared desk in the office, makeup perfect, voice soft as silk as she giggled through Devon’s thrusts behind her—while I sat two rooms away, pretending to finalize payroll but barely able to focus. One afternoon in particular, I remember the door hadn’t quite closed all the way. I could hear the slap of skin on skin, the low, guttural grunts, and then—her moan. Long. Shaky. Like she was trying to hold back and failing.

I stared at my screen, hands trembling on the keyboard, only to find a pair of her panties resting on it—delicate, black lace, still warm. My breath caught. I didn’t dare touch myself. I just sat there, hard and aching, until my phone buzzed.

A message from her.

Leave that load for me, baby. I want it later. From my good boy. I’d hear her moans through the wall, timed with the creak of the furniture, and I’d bite my lips just to stay quiet.

But through it all, we were growing—professionally and personally.

We were also happy.

The business thrived, our intimacy deepened, and the weight of the life we’d built never stopped feeling heady. She was still mine in all the ways that mattered, even when she belonged to him in the ones that wrecked me.

And then came the proposal.

I asked Devon first.

It was an evening at his apartment, the same place where everything started all those years back—a quiet, oddly formal dinner where Kim had excused herself to take a call, and he’d poured me a second scotch without needing to ask.

"So," he said, the corner of his mouth twitching. "You’re doing it, aren’t you?"

I blinked, caught off guard. The ring had been sitting in my drawer for over a couple of weeks now. I’d bought it after months of going back and forth, wondering when—if—I should bring it up. I hadn’t told a soul. And yet here he was, reading me like he always did.

"I told you, years back," he went on, sipping slowly, "You’d be the one to put a ring on her finger. Didn’t I?"

I nodded, quietly. "Yeah," I said, voice low. "I remember..."

He smiled. It wasn’t smug. It was proud.

"Then go make it official," he said. "You have my blessing."

When I proposed to her, it wasn’t on some yacht or mountain peak or rented hall. It was in our office, at the end of a twelve-hour day. She was still in her fitted blazer and silk blouse, her heels kicked off under the desk, her hair pinned up like she meant business.

I got on one knee beside her chair. Pulled the velvet box from my pocket. Opened it.

She froze.

And then—slowly—tears welled in her eyes.

She didn’t scream. Didn’t gasp.

She just smiled. Quietly. Fully.

"Finally," she whispered. "You fucking sap." she giggled, tears streaming down her eyes.

Before I could rise, she stood instead—then straddled me right there, her knees pressing into the office chair cushion, her fingers cupping my face. She kissed me slow, almost reverent, before pressing her forehead to mine.

Her hand slid between us, ghosting over the bulge in my pants, teasing but not giving. "You get the ring, baby," she murmured against my lips, "but don’t forget who gets this body tonight."

I groaned into her mouth. She didn’t let me finish.

"Wait for me," she said. "Be good. Let it build."

And then she kissed me again—harder this time—before slipping the ring onto her own finger, right there on my lap, sealing us with her touch and her command.

Two months later, Devon gave us a house.

Not just a house. A gift layered in symbolism.

A modern desert estate perched high above Phoenix, built into the hillside with panoramic views of the city’s twinkling lights below. The façade gleamed with glass and sandstone, blending into the warm, arid surroundings while still feeling indulgently private. Inside, wide, open-concept rooms flowed into each other, the walls painted in soft earth tones, with accents of bronze and dark walnut. Floor-to-ceiling windows let in the brutal Arizona sun by day and the quiet, gold-washed dusk by evening. Every detail was sleek, curated, expensive—marble countertops, recessed lighting, a gourmet kitchen with matte-black fixtures, and an indoor-outdoor lounge that spilled onto a private deck with a plunge pool that overlooked Camelback Mountain.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t flashy. But it was hers. His. Ours.

When we arrived for the first time, Kim’s and my name were already etched into the marble doorplate. Inside, the master bedroom bore his unmistakable fingerprints—restrains tucked discreetly in the nightstand drawer, her favorite wine chilled in the minibar, a new vanity custom-built in the corner with soft rose gold accents and drawers that already held a few high-end designer pieces in her exact size.

There was even a red silk robe embroidered with her initials hanging from a hook in the ensuite. And when we opened the walk-in closet? Half of it had already been stocked. Not just clothes—his taste. His selections. A mark that even when absent, his presence lingered. The custom walk-in closet had velvet-lined drawers, glass shelving lit from within, and mirrored walls that turned dressing—or undressing—into performance.

Kim smirked when she saw it all. She gave a quiet, amused little laugh—low and knowing—then whispered, "Daddy still knows how to make an entrance, doesn’t he?" I stood beside her, grateful but small. Like this man, this Bull, still owned pieces of her even within the home we now called ours.

And maybe he did.

The paperwork arrived with a handwritten note: For the both of you. May your future be as strong as her will, and as steady as your love.

Kim stared at the note for a long time.

Then folded it slowly and tucked it into the jewelry box that held her red diamond barbell ready to wear for her next 'appointment'.

We moved in that spring.

And I never stopped worshipping her from the foot of our shared bed, still in awe that this woman, this empire, this life—was mine to serve.

But that night, as I knelt, in our new home, she extended a hand toward me and gently pulled me up beside her. Her eyes were soft, warm with something deeper than dominance. She kissed me slow, lips brushing mine like a promise.

"Get used to kneeling," she whispered, tucking me into her embrace, her voice a purr in the dark. "You’re mine forever now."

And I smiled into her neck, knowing I already had been—for a long, long time.

Forever.


Chapter 17 – The Wedding Day

The morning of our wedding arrived not with a bang but with a softness that felt earned. The air outside was still, the kind that seems to pause for you, like even the world understood this day mattered.

The sheets were still warm where she’d been, holding the faintest trace of her perfume—something floral, expensive, just like her. I pressed my nose into the pillow, letting the loneliness stretch, sharp and sweet, like the ache of knowing she was mine but never only mine. I sat on the edge of the hotel bed, my palms resting flat against the sheets, the same sheets Kim had kissed me goodnight on just a few hours ago. She'd left before sunrise to get ready, whisked away into a world of hair sprays and silk robes and whispered secrets, while I was left alone with my breath, my thoughts, and the quiet hum of forever.

It wasn’t a grand wedding. We didn’t want that. Kim had insisted on something intimate, something meaningful. And it was. A tiny garden tucked behind the glassy modern chapel just outside Phoenix, white chairs lined with ivory ribbons, strings of soft fairy lights draped through the trees like constellations come to bless us. Only those who mattered were invited. Family. A handful of close friends. And two guests, one of them quietly, irrevocably, the architect of our story: Devon, and his wife.

They arrived just before the ceremony began. Devon looked like he always did—calm, unreadable, powerful without trying. There was something in the way he looked at her—just one glance, one second too long—that reminded me of nights I shouldn’t have watched but did. Nights when she wasn't glowing with wedding joy but dripping with something darker, deeper, more primal. Nights she gave him everything. His wife, elegant in a sleek maroon dress, kissed Kim on both cheeks as if they’d known each other forever. And in a way, they had. Their lives had braided together in ways I still couldn't fully name.

Devon had been one of the earliest backers of Kim’s beauty brand. A seed round investor through the fund he managed. He’d believed in her when she was still pitching out of a cramped co-working space, still designing prototypes in our tiny kitchen, her laptop surrounded by glass jars and essential oils and mockup labels. He saw her. Not just her body. Not just her ambition. But all of her. And that belief had shaped her more than any ring I could ever offer.

He’d pulled us aside during the rehearsal dinner the night before, told us there were whispers of something big in the pipeline. A merger. An IPO. Maybe even a buyout. "Two years, three max," he’d said, sipping his whiskey like it was just another Tuesday. "Either way, you’re going to be sitting on enough money to make sure not just your future is set, but your future family’s future."

I remember how Kim had looked at me then. Not wide-eyed or giddy, but calm. Steady. Like she was already imagining the house, the kids, the long vacations where we didn’t have to check bank balances. Like she was imagining our life. My life. Funded, in no small part, by the man who had once emptied himself inside her like she was his.

And now, it was our wedding day.

When she walked down the aisle, nothing else existed. She wore white. The kind of white that was supposed to mean untouched, unspoiled. But on her, it was a different kind of truth—a quiet defiance wrapped in silk. She'd been taken. Fucked. Owned. And yet, somehow, she looked reborn. On anyone else, that white would’ve meant innocence. Purity. But on her, it meant resurrection. She’d been loved, reshaped. Touched in ways I could never undo. And yet, here she was, walking toward me like I was the only ending she’d ever wanted.

The dress hugged her in ways that made time slow. The low back. The cinched waist. The tiny glimmer of her diamond belly chain that only I noticed because I knew to look for it. I remembered when I first saw that belly chain—during a private 'our eyes only' shoot I filmed, her barely dressed, straddling Devon as the charm pressed flat against her stomach with every grind. And now here it was, glinting like a secret between us as she walked toward me. Her hair was swept up, strands falling around her ears like intentional accidents. Her lips were painted the softest rose. And when she smiled at me, it felt like my heart was bowing.

The ceremony was brief but beautiful. Vows spoken with trembling hands. A kiss that tasted like the first one all over again. She cried. I cried. Even Devon’s wife dabbed the corners of her eyes with a tissue. Then came the reception. A slow burn of wine and music and laughter, the kind that lingers under your skin like a favorite song.

At some point, I found myself standing alone near the bar, watching her from a distance. Kim was glowing. Two men from one of the private equity firms backing her company had cornered her earlier, laughing at something she said, their eyes doing more talking than their mouths. She smiled politely, but didn’t move away. My fingers tightened around my glass. I wanted to go to her, but some part of me always stayed rooted—watching, letting her be admired like art I was lucky just to hang on my wall. That’s when I noticed Devon standing off to the side, his wife deep in conversation with one of Kim’s cousins, her hand animated in the air. He was alone. Holding a drink. Watching.

She saw him before I did. She moved toward him like it was the most natural thing in the world, her train dragging behind her like a whisper. I followed, not because I had to, but because I couldn’t not. When I reached them, her hand was on his forearm, her voice low but clear.

"Thank you," she said. Just that. But the weight of it was a cathedral.

He smiled. Just the corners of his mouth. "For what?"

Kim looked up at him with a kind of reverence I’d come to understand but never possess. "For shaping me into who I am today."

They stared at each other for a moment. Just one moment. But it hung in the air like incense, thick and sacred.

Then he turned to me. Glass in one hand. Voice barely above the hum of the music.

"She’s yours forever, son," he said, his eyes steady on mine. "But she’ll always carry my cum."

I swallowed. Felt my knees weaken just slightly.

The words hit like a punch to the base of my cock. I saw it—her body wrecked, legs trembling, face smeared with drool and sweat, his cum leaking from her stretched-out hole after one of those nights I watched from the corner, shaking with need, her moans sharper than my pulse. And now she was mine. But not really. Not entirely. That truth lit something sick and sacred inside me, carving itself into my chest like a brand.

And somewhere deep inside, behind the white button-down shirt I’d worn to marry the woman I loved, I got hard.

Because what kind of man gets hard at his own wedding—remembering another man’s cum still inside his bride?

And maybe that’s what love is for someone like me—learning to worship what you can never fully claim.


Chapter 18 – The Wedding Night

The suite smelled like roses and candle wax, like money and memory. We were back in town, in one of those five-star hotels with skyline views and hushed hallways, the kind of place people booked not just to sleep but to make a night feel important. And this one was ours. Our first night as husband and wife.

Kim stepped out of the bathroom before I could finish pouring the champagne. She hadn’t said much on the ride here, just leaned against the window and let the lights wash over her skin. But when she emerged now—barefoot, glowing, wrapped in white lace so thin it looked like a sin—I stopped breathing.

Her bridal lingerie was custom, of course. Corset-style bodice with satin ribbon lacing up her back, sheer cups barely holding her breasts, her diamond nipple piercing glinting red faintly below like a secret only we knew, the lace sculpted low against her stomach to reveal the little diamond belly chain still clinging to her skin. The panties matched, if you could call them that—more of a whisper of fabric, cut high, her soft curves bare and perfect beneath the moonlight slicing through the windows.

"You like?" she asked, voice low, teasing.

I couldn’t speak. My throat tightened. She looked like every fantasy I'd ever had dressed up in white lace and satin sin… my bride, my wife, mine. And just for a second, I let myself believe that. That tonight was for me. That she'd put this on for my eyes, my hands, my cock. Just one second... before her gaze moved past me, to him.

I turned. Devon was standing there, by the sitting area, having just let himself in. No knock. Just presence.

He didn’t ask. He never had to. Devon didn’t enter rooms; he took them. Even now, in our honeymoon suite, it felt like we were the guests.

I couldn’t even blame him. Part of me had been waiting for him to come.

He was still in his suit from the wedding, only the tie loosened now, his jacket draped over the chair. His eyes didn’t move from her. Not once.

Kim walked toward him like gravity only existed in his direction. She didn’t rush. Every step was deliberate, hips swaying like music, like worship. Her heels clicked softly against the polished floor, each sound a countdown. I didn’t move from where I stood with the glasses, didn’t interrupt. I’d seen this rhythm before. I knew how it ended. But tonight felt different. It felt sacred.

She stopped in front of him, eyes lowered, voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you, Daddy."

Devon raised a brow. "For what?"

"For making me into the woman I am."

He didn’t smile. Didn’t answer. Just reached out, letting his fingers graze her side, dragging slowly down the satin corset to grip the back of her thigh, pulling her between his legs like he was claiming her again.

Kim moaned, a quiet, broken sound, her breath catching even before he sat back on the couch and spread his legs. She dropped to her knees without needing to be told. The train of her bridal robe pooled around her, her veil slipping down one shoulder, her posture perfect—knees wide, spine straight, waiting to serve.

She unbuckled his pants with steady fingers, no hesitation, like it was muscle memory. Like her body remembered what to do even if her mind wanted to pretend tonight was different. She pulled him free, thick and heavy in her hand, already hard, already leaking for her. Her lips brushed the tip in a kiss—not a suck, not a take—just reverence. A whisper of worship.

She sat back slightly on her heels, her lace gloves still on, stroking him with both hands now, palms sliding over the thick, veined length like she was polishing something sacred. Her wrists twisted with rhythm, not haste, just an easy, teasing glide. When he groaned, her grip tightened, her gloved fingers squeezing around his base as her thumbs swirled over his leaking tip.

She bent lower, lips parted, breath warm against his cock. Her tongue licked a slow, sinful line from the base to the crown, flicking the underside with practiced pressure. Then she took him in… just the head at first, sucking gently, her lips creating a perfect seal before she popped off with a soft moan that vibrated against him.

She dragged her tongue over his balls next, licking them one at a time before sucking one into her mouth, then the other, her hands never pausing their strokes. The satin of her gloves rubbed against his shaft with every pass, textured and filthy, while her spit made everything slicker, sloppier, hotter.

Devon groaned again, low and rough. His head tilted back against the couch, eyes shut, hands gripping her hair tight enough to guide but not stop her. His chest rose and fell with short, broken breaths.

I stood frozen, throbbing, watching the woman I’d just married service him like she’d waited her whole life for this moment. And maybe she had. Her mouth moved like it knew him better than it knew me, like it remembered every vein, every twitch. And her eyes… they found mine for a second, wide and full and dripping with sin, before she swallowed him halfway down again, moaning around his cock like it fed something in her.

She was so fucking beautiful like this. And he was going to cum all over her for it.

Then she looked up at him, her lips slick, her eyes shining. "I love making you cum on my wedding night, Daddy."

Devon’s hand curled tighter in her hair, his jaw tight. “That’s it. Stroke it like a good wife should. Open those lips if you want Daddy’s cum all over your vows.”

She whimpered, nodding as her hands moved faster, wrists twisting, dragging his cock between her spit-slicked palms. Her breasts swayed with each movement, nipples hard beneath the sheer lace. Her wedding ring flashed with every stroke, the diamond catching light like a taunt.

"Please, cum for me," she begged, breathless now. "Mark me, Daddy. I want to wear it when I ride him next."

That broke him.

Devon groaned, deep and primal, and thick ropes of cum erupted onto her face, striping her cheek, her lips, her neck. She kept jerking him through it, her hands milking every drop until the last spurt splattered her chin. She held her position, eyes closed, tongue peeking out to taste him off her lower lip.

When she finally moved, it was only to lift her hand. His cum dripped over the diamond I put on her finger—white and glistening, obscene and perfect.

I saw it before she did. A thick line of it, milky and slow, rolling down her finger like a second vow, claiming her in silence. I didn’t move. I didn’t breathe. I just watched. And somehow, I was harder than I’d ever been.

Devon let out a satisfied breath and stood. He fixed his pants, then bent down to kiss her forehead like he was proud. Like a mentor.

"Congratulations, you two," he said, glancing at me for the first time all evening. "Enjoy your night. I’ll see you both next weekend."

He left without another word. The door clicked shut.

Kim stood slowly, dragging her fingers through the thick mess streaking her chin, the last traces of his release glistening on her flushed skin. She wiped her cheek with slow, practiced grace, but didn’t rush. There was something in the way she moved… unbothered, owned, like this was just the natural progression of a wedding night.

Her eyes found mine from across the suite. Not ashamed. Not sheepish. Just full, shining with something I couldn’t name… devotion maybe, or triumph. I saw the way her lips stayed slightly parted, like she was savoring the taste of him still on her tongue.

And then she smiled. Soft. Dangerous. Intimate.

She just walked toward me, still in her heels, still in lace, the scent of another man’s release trailing behind her like perfume. And when she reached me, she kissed me… deep, messy, tasting like everything I’d just seen.

I didn’t step back. I didn’t speak. I just waited. Because whatever was about to happen next—I’d already surrendered to it the moment I said “I do.”

She didn’t speak.

She just took my hand.

"Come," she whispered. "Let’s make it official."

She pulled me to the bed. And that’s where we consummated our wedding… filthy, slow, and drowning in the mess we’d already made.

Her skin still glowed with the mess he’d made, cum glistening in the hollow of her collarbone, streaked across her cheek, dried just beneath her jaw. She hadn’t cleaned it all. She didn’t need to. His mark was part of the night now.

But her thighs… her thighs were wet from something else. Not from his release, but from her own. From how hard she’d worked for him. From how ready she still was.

The scent of him lingered only faintly now, overtaken by her need and mine. Still, there was something heady in the air, something feral, something fucked and beautiful. She didn’t hide it. She spread herself wider, pulling her lace aside like an invitation to return to what had just been used. Her fingers slid through the glistening heat between her legs as I knelt down. Not to erase anything. Just to taste what was ours now.

I licked her slowly, tracing the edge of her folds, then slipping my tongue into her until she gasped, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. I could still taste her slick, but now it was sharpened with hunger, hers and mine. I tongued her until she begged, until her voice cracked and her legs shook and she pulled me up into her like she needed to be taken.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, stocking-clad legs locking around my waist as I sank into her. Her pussy opened like it knew me, like it remembered this rhythm even through the stretch and slickness of what had come before.

"You’re still soooo tight," I groaned into her neck, my cock buried to the hilt.

"I want to be overflowing," she whispered, dragging her nails down my spine. "Breed me, baby. Make sure I never forget who I married."

And I did. I fucked her harder than I ever had, deep and slow, then fast and filthy. She met every thrust like she’d been waiting for it. Her eyes locked on mine. Her breath stuttered. Her hands clutched me tighter.

When I came, it wasn’t gentle. It was everything.

I filled her with a groan, my cock twitching inside the heat that had taken so much and now demanded more. I came into her like it was the first time all over again. Like I had something to prove.

My cum spilled into the same pussy that had welcomed more of him than it ever had from me—one weekend after another, load after load. And yet, in this moment, she was wrapped around me, whispering my name, letting me mark her from the inside like it mattered. And I loved her harder for it… because she chose me, not instead of him, but with him still lingering on her. And maybe that’s what love was for me… aching, filthy, and absolutely real.


EPILOGUE

It was quiet out here. The kind of quiet that wasn’t empty, just full of everything unsaid. Wind in the trees. Water lapping gently against the dock. A few birds calling out like they had nothing better to do. And me—sitting in an Adirondack chair with a half-empty glass of whiskey and a cock so hard I could feel the pulse of it behind my zipper.

We’d bought the lake house for our second wedding anniversary. A place just for us. Somewhere to escape when the city got too loud, when our schedule too crowded, when the arrangement too consuming. It was Kim’s idea—she’d wanted something with big windows and an outdoor tub, a kitchen with a skylight, a bed that faced the water. "For when we’re old," she’d said, smiling. "For when it’s just us."

It wasn’t just us this weekend. It was just me.

She was with him. Somewhere in the Alps, in a chalet tucked between frost-covered pines, where the windows fogged from firelight and heat, not distance. A quarterly retreat, she called it. A chance for them to reconnect, for her to serve, to thank him for all the doors he’d opened—her brand, her deals, her future. The last photo she’d sent had been taken mid-motion, somewhere along a snowy mountain road in the Alps. She was in the passenger seat—his cock hard in her mouth, the thick head nestled between her lips as her gloveless hand stroked the shaft with steady reverence. Devon’s other hand gripped the wheel, wrist taut with control as he steered them effortlessly around a bend. Her eyes looked up at him, wild and dreamy, while her other hand held the phone out at a downward angle. The seatbelt dug between her braless breasts, pushing the already snug one-piece ski suit tighter still—just enough to outline the curve of her pierced nipples through the fabric. His watch gleamed in the wintry light just above where her tongue disappeared into his lap—like a brand, like ownership.

I hadn’t replied. Not because I didn’t want to. But because I knew she’d send more.

It had been nearly a year since the buyout. Her beauty brand had exploded—Devon’s connections made sure of that. We’d sold to a major conglomerate based in Singapore, and the payout had been life-changing. For all of us. Kim and I were officially rich now—more than comfortable, the kind of wealth that buys silence and privacy. Devon was even richer, of course. Always had been. Always would be. But he spent most of his time in Europe now, tending to other businesses, other cities, other women, probably.

These days, he only sees Kim once a month. That was the new rhythm. One long weekend, wherever he summoned her. The rest of the time, she was mine—fully, deeply, lovingly mine. And yet, never fully just mine.

"You think he’s got another girl over there?" I’d asked her once, half-joking, half-hoping.

Kim had smiled as she pulled on her earrings. "Probably."

"Have you asked him?"

She’d kissed my cheek. "It’s not our place, baby."

That was the thing. Devon didn’t owe us explanations. Kim didn’t need permission. He was the alpha. The benefactor. The one she still called Daddy when he told her to. And she… she was still his favorite slut. The one who still did things his wife never would. The one who made him forget that he ever needed anyone else, if only for a weekend.

And me? I was the one who held her every other night. The one she came home to. The ever-loving cuck consort who’d stopped needing to compete, because I already knew I’d won.

She didn’t love him the way she loved me. But she’d never stop serving him—not with her heart, but with her holes, her obedience, her debt. And that was still okay with me.

The lake shimmered in front of me. Our dock sat empty, the paddleboard resting like a sleeping pet beside it. I remembered the first time we swam out there together—how she climbed onto the board and stripped off her bikini top like she didn’t care who was watching. I’d followed her, hard and helpless, floating in her gravity even back then.

Now, I floated in something deeper. Something filthier. Something far more permanent.

Because loving Kim didn’t mean owning her. It meant worshiping her. It meant accepting that the same mouth that kissed me goodnight had kissed his cock that afternoon. That the same pussy I made love to on lazy Sunday mornings had been stretched wide for someone else just days before. And not in secret. Never in shame. She never lied to me about it. She never hid. That was what made it beautiful.

Some men get the girl. I got the whole goddess.

My phone buzzed beside me. I didn’t check it right away. Just took another sip of whiskey, let the ice clink, let the ache settle deeper into my spine.

Then I looked.

A picture. Just one.

Kim, perched on his lap, in a barely there satin slip, hair slightly tousled like she’d been fucked already and was about to be again. One strap hung low off her shoulder, the other barely clinging on. Devon’s hand rested on her thigh, possessive, familiar. But her eyes—her eyes were locked on the camera.

On me.

She was blowing a kiss. And I knew what she’d be doing next. And still—I smiled.

I stared at it for a long time, cock aching, heart full—because no matter who came in her, she always came home to me.
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CHAPTER 1: THE CRASHOUT

Claire was twenty-six, Ben twenty-eight. They’d met not long after college… Claire working her way up in marketing, Ben still finding his feet in architecture. They fell in love fast, moved in even faster, and spent the next few years climbing their respective ladders. Claire had been a marketing associate at a mid-sized agency, sharp and dependable. Ben had worked in architecture, slowly building a name for himself with smaller residential projects.

They got married two years ago, and when Claire found out she was pregnant, they decided to buy the house. It was modest but charming, with space for a nursery and a backyard big enough for birthday parties they hadn’t even imagined yet. It felt like the beginning of something. They just hadn’t realized it was also the countdown to something else.

Then the market crashed. The headlines came first, and soon after, the layoffs. It had been nearly six months since they both lost their jobs… cut loose in the same bleak two-week stretch in the spring of 2009. The crash might’ve happened last fall, but for families like theirs, it was just beginning. The real damage didn’t come all at once. It trickled in… through thinned-out savings, vanishing grace periods, and now, the foreclosure warning pinned to their front door. A single sheet of paper that felt like a final, cruel nail.

Claire stared at it, crumpled slightly in her grip, hands trembling. She’d just come in from the cold, her cheeks flushed and raw. Ben sat at the kitchen table, eyes sunken and shoulders hunched. He didn’t look up when she walked in. He didn’t have to. He already knew.

"They gave us thirty days," Claire said quietly. “After that, it goes back to the bank.”

Ben didn’t reply.

Claire dropped the notice onto the table. “We’ve tried everything. The bank won’t work with us anymore. We missed too many payments.”

She moved to the counter, poured what was left of the stale coffee into a chipped mug, and took a sip even though it was cold. Ben hadn’t eaten today. Neither had she. Meals had become optional without them even realizing or telling it out aloud—like date nights, like laughter, like touching each other in bed.

Ben finally looked at her. His eyes weren’t angry. Just… empty. “I know.”

She slid into the seat across from him, her voice trembling. “What are we going to do?”

Ben didn’t answer right away. He stared down at the tabletop, fingers twitching, like he was wrestling with something he didn’t want to say.

“I’ve been thinking,” he began slowly, cautiously. “There might be someone we could talk to. I don’t know if it would help. It’s a long shot.”

Claire leaned forward. “Anything. Please.”

Ben hesitated, then reached for his phone and opened a contact. “John Xavier.”

Claire’s brow furrowed. That name felt... large. Important. Like someone who didn’t belong in their little kitchen full of unopened mail and cheap diapers.

Her brows lifted. "The financing guy?"

Ben gave a small nod. “Yeah. He was more than that, though. Back when I was starting out in architecture, he kind of took me under his wing. Helped me land my first few clients. Kept in touch for a while, said I could call him if I ever needed anything.”

Claire tilted her head, watching him. “You think he’ll take your call?”

“No. But he’s the only person I can think of who might.”

There was a long silence between them. Claire’s eyes drifted to their toddler’s toy car on the floor… a bright, cheerful red plastic, out of place in their dim kitchen.

“Do you trust him?” she asked finally.

Ben looked her in the eye. “I did. Back then. I still think he’s a good man.”

Claire exhaled slowly. “Then we go together. Whatever he offers... we hear him out. Together.”

Ben gave a faint nod. “Alright.”

And just like that, a fragile thread of hope threaded through their desperation.

They didn’t know what the meeting would bring.

Only that it might cost more than they ever expected to give.


CHAPTER 2: THE PROPOSAL

They stepped out of the dank hallway and into a world of polished marble and soft ambient light. Claire instantly became hyper-aware of everything—of the sound of her own breathing, of the thinness of her dress, of the worn soles of her shoes that echoed awkwardly against the luxurious tile. The air smelled expensive, masculine, clean in a way that made her feel dirty by comparison. Her heart was already racing, and they hadn’t even sat down yet. John Xavier’s office building felt unexpectedly intimate—every surface gleaming, every shadow precisely placed. Claire’s heels clicked nervously on the tile as Samantha, John’s secretary, led them down a low-lit corridor. The air carried that subtle, masculine cologne Claire hadn’t smelled in years—not the kind of synthetic spray Ben used to wear to client meetings, but something deeper and expensive, almost primal. It clung to the walls and seemed to trail after Samantha, who moved ahead of them with the effortless confidence of someone who belonged.

Samantha was a stunning, poised woman in her forties, the kind of presence that made people lower their voices without realizing why. Her tailored black suit hugged her body perfectly, the cream blouse beneath hinting at lace she wasn’t pretending to hide. The click of her heels echoed softly on the floor, a metronome for the rising tension that had taken over Claire’s chest.

Claire couldn't help but compare herself—Samantha’s outfit was everything hers wasn’t: commanding, sexy without being vulgar, high-end and tailored. Even the way she stood behind the desk felt like a performance honed over years, a woman who knew how to wield elegance like a weapon. Claire felt the ghost of a chipped nail on her right index finger and folded her hands in her lap, hiding it like a stain. She suddenly hated how modest her dress looked—like it belonged to someone who had already given up. Claire’s own formal work dress was a once-prized charcoal sheath, modest and dependable. It fit, but not like it used to. And it had been over a year since she’d even walked into a boutique.

Samantha was polite, professional, but the glances she threw over her shoulder were sharper than they should have been. Compassion, yes—but also a quiet certainty. She’d seen this before. Maybe too often.

The reception area they arrived in was a study in restraint: dark walnut, minimalist furniture, and one abstract painting—black and gold intertwined, the kind of art that cost too much and meant nothing. The scent of leather and faint whiskey hung in the air.

“Please, have a seat,” Samantha said, her tone smooth but soft enough to feel personal. But her gaze lingered a moment longer on Claire’s figure, her eyes briefly lowering to take in the hem of the work dress, and then flicking back up without expression. Not a sneer. Not pity. Just confirmation—like the outcome was already obvious, and Samantha was simply waiting for the inevitable to unfold. Claire sat beside Ben, folding her hands in her lap to hide the trembling. Ben’s eyes never left the floor. He looked like a man who had forgotten what confidence felt like.

They waited long enough for the silence to feel like a verdict. Claire sat stiffly, the plush leather of the chair making her feel like a child trying to act grown-up. She wanted to reach for Ben’s hand again but stopped herself. He felt far away, even though he was inches beside her. He hadn't spoken a word since stepping inside. Claire tried to imagine the conversation that was about to happen, and every scenario she thought of ended the same way—with them walking out poorer, smaller, hopeless. The hum of the intercom made her jump. Her stomach clenched involuntarily, as if her body had already decided what was coming before her mind could catch up. She wiped her palms against the fabric of her skirt without thinking, suddenly aware of how clammy they were.

Samantha reappeared. She didn’t speak right away, just let her gaze move between the two of them, assessing, weighing, before offering a serene smile. “Mr. Xavier will see you now.”

As she guided them to the door, Claire’s eyes caught the faint shimmer of garter straps beneath the pencil skirt, and the modest slit that made Samantha’s stride impossibly elegant. It wasn’t overt—it was deliberate. Claire’s throat tightened. It had been months since she had felt desirable enough to be seen that way.

The office itself was warmer than she expected. Amber light flooded in from tall windows, catching on the dark wood and gold accents that seemed to frame the man seated behind the desk like a painting. Claire’s breath hitched before she even fully registered him—he exuded command without motion. Her body tensed, as though it had just walked into something it couldn’t walk back out of.

She felt his presence before he even lifted his head. And when he did, it wasn’t a casual glance—it was a deliberate, assessing look that made her feel peeled open, like he could see not only the shape of her body, but the shame clinging to her spine, the desperation she’d buried in layers of pride and decency.

There was no warmth in his eyes. Only possession. And yet—her thighs pressed together instinctively.

He didn’t stand. He didn’t have to.

When he finally did look at them, the weight of his gaze landed on Claire like gravity.

He was older—tall, broad, and unmistakably Black, his skin the deep, polished mahogany of confidence and command. The kind of man whose presence filled a room even when he didn’t speak. There was nothing soft or aged about him—only experience, density, and the aura of someone used to being obeyed. The salt-and-pepper in his beard wasn’t fatigue; it was confidence. He wore his suit like armor, and when he smiled, it wasn’t friendly. It was patient.

“Claire. Ben,” he said, his tone smooth, intimate, practiced. “I appreciate you both coming.”

Ben nodded stiffly. “Thanks for seeing us.” His voice cracked slightly, and John’s brow twitched, as though noting it for later.

John gave a small nod. “I’ll be direct. I saw your files after our call Ben.”

He leaned back, fingertips brushing together, gaze drifting between them. “You’re not the first couple to sit in those chairs. The crash has left too many people stranded. Good people. Young couples with ambition, potential—and very little time.”

Claire’s stomach flipped. A strange heat pulsed low in her belly, something dangerously close to anticipation. She wasn’t sure if it was fear or curiosity—or some toxic mix that curled in her gut like guilt wrapped in silk.

John continued, tapping a file on his desk. “Your bank—truthfully—was preparing to offer you to one of my associates. Claire especially. You’d be surprised how often it happens. They pull up a file, see missed payments, glance at a photo, and… suggest alternatives. Glad you guys approached first.”

His gaze lingered on Claire.

“I know you, Ben. I mentored you when you started. I still think of you as one of the more promising minds I encountered. But this—this offer—has nothing to do with that. This is personal. And very specific.”

Ben’s shoulders tightened. “What kind of offer?”

John smiled faintly. “Simple. I pay your mortgage—on time, in full. No paperwork, no middleman, no legal circus. The house stays yours. Everything stays quiet.”

Claire leaned forward slightly. She didn’t even realize she’d done it.

“In return,” John said, his tone slowing, eyes fixed on Claire like he was already undressing her, “Claire becomes my release. Three days a week. Where and when I say.”

He let the silence stretch. Then, without softening, he added, “You’ve got that look about you, Claire. That soft, fuckable energy. The kind that turns heads in a grocery store even when you’re not trying. The kind of body a man wants to wreck and remake until it forgets who it ever belonged to.”

His eyes slid down her chest, unapologetically. “You walk in here looking like a proper little wife, but I guarantee you’ll leave here knowing you were made to be used. And loved for it.”

He smiled then, a dark gleam behind it. “You’re not just perfect for this deal. You’re the reason this deal exists.”

He let the words hang, confident she felt them everywhere.

Ben sat up straighter, the movement abrupt. His jaw clenched, face turning red. "You can’t be serious," he muttered, voice low and shaky. "You want her to... just like that? Three times a week?"

John didn’t flinch. “Yes. Just like that.”

Ben looked at Claire, then back at John, his face twisted in disbelief. "What the f—" he started, but the profanity died on his lips the moment Claire's hand reached across and grabbed his. Her grip was tight, urgent, unmistakable. A command disguised as comfort.

He turned to her, stunned, blinking like he couldn't believe she was the one stopping him. She didn’t speak, didn’t even look at him directly—but her hand stayed firm on his.

And just like that, the fight drained out of him. He didn’t stand. He didn’t walk out. He just simmered, helplessly stuck in the space between pride and panic.

“You can say no,” John said calmly. “You can walk out right now. But if you do, the payments stop. The bank steps in. And someone else gets the file.”

He folded his hands. “But if you say yes, you get stability. A roof. Food. Peace.”

“Some of us,” John added, almost casually, “saw the crash coming. Saw the desperation it would create. That’s why we set up this little... stimulus package. Our own version of relief. Direct. Discreet. Mutually beneficial.” He smiled—not cruelly, but like a man pointing to fine print he knew no one ever reads. “The banks get their pound of flesh one way or another. At least this way, you get something back.”

Silence returned like a thick blanket. The ticking clock behind her now felt louder, almost mocking. Claire’s mouth had gone dry, and yet there was a dull pulse throbbing between her legs—shameful, unwanted, and undeniably real. She shifted slightly in her seat, trying to refocus, but the image had already crept in: her on that couch in the corner, legs open, throat stretched. It wasn’t a choice anymore. It was a gravity she was falling into.

Ben opened his mouth once again—probably to try to object once again—but she reached over and clutched his hand once again, harder this time. He looked at her, startled, and stayed silent.

John watched the exchange, not smug, not cruel—just patient. Like he had all the time in the world.

Claire’s thoughts raced. Samantha’s smirk. The look she’d given her. That blend of pity and knowing. The way John was looking at her now—not like a wife, or a problem. But like something valuable. Like a contract.

“I’ll do one session,” Claire said finally, her voice quieter than she expected, the words catching on her tongue like they were never meant to come from her. A fine tremor danced across her skin, and she was painfully aware of the warmth pooling between her thighs. Her body had already decided, long before her mind gave permission. “A trial. But Ben stays.”

John studied her, as if measuring not just the words, but the way she held her body.

He stood slowly. “That’s reasonable.”

He turned to Samantha’s intercom, pressed the button. “We’re not to be disturbed until Claire and Ben leave.”

“Yes, of course sir,” came the smooth reply.

Claire looked toward the door and caught Samantha’s parting glance through the glass—one final look, and this time, it was unmistakably smug. A woman who’d seen enough to know exactly what came next.

John moved toward the far corner of the room, to a leather couch that was wide and low. Ben and Claire hadn’t noticed it when they walked in. But now it meant exactly what was about to happen.

He extended a hand toward Claire.

She looked at Ben again. His eyes were wide, blinking slow, like he couldn’t process what he was seeing. His lips parted, but no sound came. He looked at her, then at John—then back at her, as if trying to wake up from something. The man across the room wasn’t just anyone. John had been his mentor, once. A man he admired. Trusted. Respected.

And now he was watching that same man take his wife by the hand, walk her toward a couch like it was a transaction he’d already paid for.

Ben's fingers curled tightly on his lap. His leg bounced with a nervous energy he couldn’t suppress. His jaw clenched. His nostrils flared. And yet, not a word. Not a protest. His body was screaming. But his mouth stayed shut.

And Claire saw it—that moment where something inside him cracked.

Rage, yes. But underneath it? A sick, undeniable flicker of arousal that made his shame burn even hotter.

Claire took John’s hand. Her fingers curled around his, and for a second, she saw it all—herself on her knees, moaning for someone she barely knew, her husband watching, powerless. She saw her body betray her, not once, but over and over.

And still, she said it.

“We’re doing this,” she whispered.

John nodded once, and brought his hand to the back of her and guided her to the wide leather couch in the corner of his office, his fingers light yet assured on her wrist. The room felt warmer now, heavier with tension, and Ben remained seated in the chair where he’d been, silent and frozen like a man caught in a dream too lucid to shake.

John didn’t rush. He stepped behind Claire, his body close enough that she could feel the heat of him through her dress. He smoothed his hands along her arms first, slowly, as though she were something delicate and expensive. She inhaled sharply at his touch, and in the thick silence, the only sound was Ben’s shallow breathing behind them.

Claire’s heart pounded. She could feel her husband’s stare like static electricity across her back, and somehow, that only made her spine straighten more.

John reached up with one hand and gently brushed her hair aside. She felt the cold metal of his cufflink tap once against her skin—just a fleeting click—as his fingers found the zipper. Even that sound felt obscene in the silence. Claire stiffened.

Time seemed to stretch. Her breath caught in her throat. She could hear Ben breathing, that same measured, stunned rhythm, and realized how eerily quiet he was—how his silence wasn’t just defeat. It was permission. A silent, aching surrender that pulsed just beneath the surface.

John didn’t move yet. One hand rested at the small of her back, the other at the zipper’s starting point, and in the stillness, the weight of the moment pressed down. This was the precipice. The moment where clothes became confessions.

Claire heard the faint shift of Ben’s breath—shallow, uneven. She imagined him watching her, seeing her flinch and melt under another man’s touch. Her skin tingled, not just with nerves, but with heat.

The air in the room grew impossibly still. Claire could hear her own heartbeat, the whisper of fabric against skin, the minute creak of the leather chair as Ben adjusted his position. Then came another sound—a quiet brush of John’s cufflink as it grazed her back again.

She caught the scent of John’s cologne, faint but musky. She realized then how silent Ben had gone. And that silence—it didn’t feel like restraint. It felt like reluctant permission. Like something primal in him had surrendered the second she stepped out of her heels.

John's cufflink clicked again, brushing along her spine as he slowly began to slide the zipper down. Claire’s skin prickled as the fabric parted, inch by inch. The sound of the zipper was soft, but in that silent room, it was thunder.

He didn’t rush. The backs of his knuckles skimmed her spine, unhurried. Her dress loosened and then gave way, slipping off her shoulders and pooling at her feet with a whisper. Beneath it, she wore a matching bra and panties—nothing special, but coordinated. Clean. She hadn’t expected to be seen. Not like this.

John looked at her. Not hungrily. Not greedily. Just… like she was already his. The confidence in his gaze wrapped around her like a second skin.

John didn’t touch her right away. He just looked. Letting his gaze roam down the elegant curve of her legs, over the swell of her hips, and up to the perfect way her bra cupped those big, tight tits like a gift.

“Goddamn,” he muttered, more like a man admiring art than stripping a wife. “You’ve been hiding all this?”

He stepped in close, big hands sliding around her waist and up to her chest. His thumbs skimmed under the lace, then dragged up until he had both tits in his palms. He squeezed them slowly—testing the weight, the firmness—letting her feel just how thoroughly she was being claimed.

Claire gasped, spine arching as he played with her, his thumbs brushing her nipples through the fabric until they stiffened like they knew who they belonged to now.

“Look at this body…” he growled low, gripping her ass next, kneading it through her panties like he was imagining all the ways he’d use it later. “Fuck, I could bend you over right now.”

Then his voice dropped. Controlled. Dangerous.

“But not yet. Just a blowjob today,” he said, squeezing her ass again. “Something to start us off.”

“Now tell me once again, use your voice Claire, Do you want this?” he asked again, his voice low, rich.

Claire hesitated for only a breath. Then she nodded, whispering, “Yes Sir! I want this...”

He smiled and said, “Then come get it,” as he backed into the wide leather couch and sank down, legs parted, cock already hardening behind his zipper. He unbuckled his belt and undid his pants, pulling himself free with one hand while the other rested lightly on her hip.

Claire’s breath caught.

It was the first cock she’d seen that wasn’t Ben’s in years—and the first Black cock she’d ever seen in real life. Her eyes widened. It was thick, heavy, darker than she expected, with veins that pulsed like it had its own hunger. It looked like it belonged inside someone else's wife. Like it knew its power.

She blinked, mouth going dry, breath shallow.

He held it casually, like it was nothing—like he’d done this before. Like he knew it would wreck her.

Claire knelt, knees pressing into the plush rug. Her hands hovered, hesitant. Her eyes flicked up at John, then back at Ben—her husband still frozen. The man who used to be her only. And now, she was here, about to wrap her lips around another man’s cock while he watched.

She wrapped her hand around the base slowly. He was hot in her palm, thick and pulsing. Her fingers didn’t meet. That made her blink again.

This was happening.

She licked him first—soft, tentative. Letting the taste coat her tongue. Her lips parted, breath shaking. She glanced up again, saw John’s steady gaze, his hand resting patiently on her head.

He didn’t push. He didn’t have to.

She opened her mouth, licking him softly at first, tasting him, letting the anticipation build. The salt hit first. Then the warmth. Then the weight—the kind of cock that made her jaw ache before she’d even gotten halfway down. Her tongue moved instinctively—tracing the ridge of his head, flattening against the underside as she took more of him in.

Her lips stretched around him, skin brushing skin, slick with spit. The taste of him hit hard and earthy. She tongued the sensitive underside, letting the ridge drag against her tongue, savoring every pulsing twitch.

Behind her, she knew Ben was watching. He hadn’t said a word. Hadn’t even stood. She couldn’t bring herself to look at him yet. But she knew he was there. And somehow, that made this filthier.

She moaned softly around him, letting herself sink into it.

She was dripping. Her panties soaked, clinging to her like a second skin. All from sucking cock in front of her husband.

Ben’s hands clenched the armrests. His cock throbbed hard against his pants, a brutal contradiction to the shame twisting in his gut. He shifted, trying to hide the tent forming in his slacks, but the pressure only made it worse. His wife was on her knees for another man, and he was hard as fuck.

He should stop this. Say something. But his cock pulsed like it needed to watch her break.

She’d never done this with such abandon before. With Ben, it had always been rushed, functional. Claire took her time, exploring him with her mouth—suckling the head, trailing her tongue down the thick shaft, licking along a vein that throbbed against her cheek. She twisted her wrist while sucking, letting spit run down from her lips to her knuckles. It dripped in strings across her chest, wetting the center of her bra.

She blinked up at him through her lashes, jaw already aching, throat twitching as she took him deeper each time. He was stretching her in ways Ben never had. Each slow, slick descent made her nipples stiffen against her bra.

Then came her first deep breath, her first real push to take more.

She inhaled, opened wide, and let him slide deeper. Her throat spasmed. She gagged, choking slightly—but she didn’t stop. Her eyes watered, and she swallowed around him, trying again. And again. Determined.

John let out a breath, low and approving. "Good girl," he said softly.

His voice dropped lower, his tone rich with indulgent power. “You were made for this,” he murmured. “On your knees, taking cock like it’s what you were born to do.”

Claire whimpered through her moan, the praise hitting her like a spark. Her tongue fluttered against the underside of his shaft as she doubled her efforts.

Then his voice darkened—commanding, coaxing.

“Tell him what you’re feeling,” John said, not even looking at Ben. “Tell your husband how good it feels to serve a man.”

Words spilled from her without thinking:

“You like watching me, babe?” she murmured around John’s cock, flicking her eyes toward Ben. “Look how much I can take... I didn’t know I could suck cock like this.”

She giggled, the sound wet and obscene. “God, he’s so much bigger than you.”

She should’ve felt guilt. But all she felt was full.

Ben made a sound—a tiny, broken breath—but he didn’t move.

Claire kept going, faster now. She felt herself getting wetter just from the act of it, from the filth, from the power. From the loss of control.

John’s grip on her hair tightened. His hips rolled forward once, then again. Claire gagged as he pushed deeper, but she didn’t pull away. Her eyes fluttered shut as his cock hit the back of her throat. She swallowed, coughed, then swallowed again, desperate to please him.

Spit clung between her lips and his cock like a leash. It trailed across her chin, smeared down her throat, and soaked the edge of her bra. She could feel the wet mess coating her face, her chest, her mouth a filthy halo around him.

She saw herself briefly in the polished edge of the bookshelf mirror beside the couch. Her mascara was smudging. Her cheeks flushed. Her lips slightly puffed and red. And still she bobbed, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes.

John’s thumb brushed a trail of spit from her chin. His other hand guided her head with calm, practiced pressure.

“Look at you,” he said softly. “Husband right there. And you’re begging my cock to stay in your throat.”

Ben twitched—his legs shifting, a hand unconsciously grazing the hard bulge in his slacks before he jerked it away.

John growled low—deep and rough—then pulled back and spilled across her chest. Thick spurts hit her skin, hot and fast, making her flinch and gasp. She moaned softly, body trembling as his cum coated her breasts, dripping down between them.

He stroked the last of it out slowly, his other hand cupping her cheek.

She stayed kneeling, breathing hard, chest rising and falling with each shaky inhale. Her whole body buzzed, her thighs slick and trembling, his scent thick in her nostrils.

Her lips were swollen, her chin and chest sticky. A drop of cum slid slowly between her breasts.

She’d crossed the line. And now she never wanted to go back.

She didn’t even wipe her chest clean. Let him see the mess. Let the office smell like her.

The room was silent except for her breathing.

Claire turned slightly and looked toward Ben.

His face was pale, jaw locked, knuckles white around the chair’s arms. He looked broken—confused, aroused, and undone. His eyes moved from her to John and back again. But he didn’t speak. Didn’t stand. Just watched.

John reached into his jacket and pulled out a slim envelope. He placed it beside her on the couch.

“That’s for today,” he said. “You’ll get your official schedule tomorrow. You start from next week.”

He looked at Ben now for the first time in minutes.

“Most of my associates prefer to share. Rotate wives. But Claire…” His voice dropped to a slow rumble. “Claire might just be all mine. She’s that good.”

Claire didn’t speak. She was still catching her breath, still kneeling in front of him, chest sticky and flushed, lips swollen and slick.

Ben finally stood, shaky and pale. He didn’t say a word.

Claire gathered her dress with trembling hands. She didn’t bother putting it back on properly—just held it against herself as John helped her to her feet.

They walked out together, silent. Samantha was still seated at her desk, pretending to type something. She didn’t look up, but the corner of her mouth twitched.

They left without a word.

The air outside felt cold and wrong.

But Claire’s skin still burned with heat.

***

The car was silent, save for the low hum of tires on asphalt and the rhythmic blink of the turn signal.

Claire leaned back in the passenger seat, seatbelt draped carelessly across her chest. Her lips were still parted, breath slow and steady. Her hair clung to her face in damp strands, her chest still sticky beneath her coat. She hadn’t cleaned up. Hadn’t tried to. The scent of sex clung faintly to her skin. She wore it like perfume.

Ben sat beside her, hands locked around the steering wheel like it was holding him together. His jaw worked soundlessly. His eyes never left the road. But there was too much heat in his face, too much tension in his shoulders for this to be silence. This was a storm waiting for the right crack.

Claire turned her head. “You haven’t looked at me once.”

Ben's fingers tightened. “I can't.”

“Why?”

He exhaled through his nose. Shallow. Strained. “Because if I do, I’ll see it. Him. On you. Still.”

Claire wiped her thumb across the corner of her mouth. “That obvious?” She smiled. “It’s in my throat too. I can still feel him. Taste him.”

She let the silence thicken, then added, "He didn’t even have to ask, Ben. I opened my mouth because I wanted to know what it felt like to serve him. Not just suck. Serve."

Her voice dropped, thoughtful and filthy all at once. "It wasn’t just the taste. It was how calm he was. How fucking sure he’d fit. Like he already knew my mouth would make room for him. And it did."

She turned slightly toward him. "And you watched me learn that in real time. Watched me open wider. Push deeper. Let him use me like I’d been practicing for that moment my whole life."

Ben flinched.

She leaned closer. "He was so fucking thick, Ben. My jaw still hurts. Like he reshaped it."

“Goddamn it, Claire.”

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say you liked watching.”

“I didn’t.” His voice cracked. “I hated it. Every second. I wanted to grab you. Pull you away.”

“But you didn’t.”

He finally turned to look at her, just for a second. His eyes were raw. “Because you didn’t want me to.”

Claire nodded. "And you didn’t want to stop me. That’s the part you can’t admit, isn’t it? You wanted to see it. What I'd do. What you'd feel."

Ben gritted his teeth. “I don’t even know what I feel right now.”

She leaned in again, voice low and soft and lethal. "You were hard, Ben. I saw it. While I sucked him off. While he used my throat. You were hard."

Ben shifted in his seat, almost instinctively. His slacks were still visibly tented, and he tried to angle his hips, subtly, like it might hide the truth. But it was too late. Claire saw everything. The rigid bulge pressing against the fabric. The slight twitch when she spoke. The flush creeping back up his neck.

She smiled, slow and cruel.

"You keep saying you hated it. But your cock—your cock was throbbing while I gagged on him. That wasn’t hate, Ben."

Her fingers grazed his thigh lightly, just above the knee. He flinched.

"I saw you twitch when he moaned," she whispered. "You didn’t look away."

He didn’t deny it. Just pressed his foot harder on the gas.

“I got wet the second I knelt down,” she said, staring out the window now. “You know that? Not when he touched me. Not when he undressed me. When you watched. That was the moment."

Ben made a small sound, like something cracking inside.

She turned her head, studying him. “I liked it, Ben. That part. Your eyes on me. The way your face fell when I moaned for him. It was like I was... finally seen.”

“You think this is some fucking breakthrough?” he said. “Some therapy session?”

Claire didn’t blink. “I think you let go today. Of whatever illusion you were clinging to. That we were still okay. That we were still yours.”

He jerked the wheel slightly, correcting. “Don’t say that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to believe you’re proud of it.”

She was quiet for a beat. Then softer: “I’m not proud. I’m honest. That matters more now.”

Ben glanced at her, pain flickering deep in his face. "Is this who you are now?"

Claire didn't answer right away.

Then, carefully: "Maybe it's who I always was. Maybe I just needed someone else to see it. To want it. But that’s not the only reason, Ben. You think this is about pleasure? About some kink I suddenly discovered? This is about survival."

Ben’s eyes narrowed slightly. She could see him pulling back from the edge of his disgust.

She continued, her voice gaining weight. "Two of the girls I interned with lost their homes last month. One’s living with her in-laws. The other—single mom with twins—moved back to her parents’ one-bedroom. You think this doesn’t happen to people like us? It does. Every damn day. We’re just one step behind it."

Ben looked straight ahead. But he didn’t interrupt.

"This isn’t just about today. It’s about keeping a roof over our son’s head. About having groceries next week. About not choosing between diapers and the power bill."

Ben exhaled sharply, the tension in his grip loosening just slightly.

Claire looked down at her lap, then back at him. "I don’t like that this turned me on. But I’m not going to lie and pretend it didn’t. And I won’t apologize for doing what I had to. For us. For him."

Ben’s voice was rough. "So this is our life now. Blowjobs for balance sheets."

Claire’s jaw tightened, but she didn’t look away. "This is our life now... safe. Stable. Still ours."

She turned in her seat, facing him fully, her voice low but unwavering. "You know what the worst part is? I didn’t feel humiliated. I felt chosen. Seen. Desired."

Her fingers flexed against his thigh, nails just lightly pressing. "He looked at me like he already owned me. And you... You looked like you wanted to watch him claim what used to be yours."

Ben’s jaw twitched.

"Do you remember the last time you made me feel that desired, Ben? Because I don’t. Not when I got promoted. Not when I wore that red dress to your firm’s holiday party. Not even on our wedding night."

Her tone darkened, just slightly. "But today? I felt it. Every inch of his stare told me I wasn’t just a desperate wife. I was his. And I liked it more than I should have."

She let that sit for a moment, folding back into her seat, her gaze drifting to the windshield as if she could see it all happening again in the reflection. The weight of her words hung between them—filthy, raw, and undeniable.

Ben didn’t move. Just breathed. Shallow. Tense.

Claire's voice softened, not quite tender—more matter-of-fact. "I know it sounds fucked up. But this... it’s the first time in months I didn’t feel like we were drowning. It was control. Security. Just... handed to us."

Ben blinked slowly, something loosening in his jaw.

Then, finally, he muttered, "He paid more in one day than I’ve made in three months."

Claire turned to him. No smirk. No I-told-you-so.

"Exactly," she said. "And he hasn’t even fucked me yet."

Ben inhaled sharply—just once—but it was enough. Enough to betray the surge of heat behind his eyes. The image was already in his head: her bent over, moaning for another man, his cum not on her chest this time but leaking out of her pussy. He looked away, jaw flexing, a tremor twitching his thigh beneath her hand.

His knuckles pressed briefly against the steering wheel, like he needed to feel something solid.

Claire watched it all, quiet now, her touch light but unshaken.

His hands relaxed just a little more. His shoulders still tight, but no longer locked. Like something inside him had loosened—not in surrender, but in recognition. The truth was ugly, yes. But it was theirs now. And he wasn’t pushing it away anymore.

Claire reached across and rested her hand on his thigh. Not teasing now. Just grounding.

“This is only the beginning, Ben,” she said. “But we’re still in it together. Just in a way we didn’t see coming.”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t push her hand away either.

The car rolled on. The scent of him still lingered on her skin.

Claire shifted slightly in her seat, the fabric of her panties clinging to her soaked folds. She could feel the mess drying between her breasts, sticky and faintly warm under her bra. Her thighs stuck to the leather, every movement reminding her of what she’d done—and how much she’d loved it.

She didn’t adjust anything. Didn’t wipe her chest. Let it dry there, like a stain they couldn’t pretend didn’t happen.

Her panties were soaked through. Not just from the blowjob. From what it meant. From how completely she had surrendered—and how easily it had come to her.

And Ben finally looked at her.

Not with rage.

Not with love.

But with the stunned ache of a man who’d just watched the old version of his life die.

And realized this new one might keep them alive.

And maybe, just maybe, it kept something else alive in him too. Something he wasn’t ready to name.


CHAPTER 3: RULES & ROUTINES

The scent of him still lingered when Claire stepped into the shower that night, steam rising around her like fog over a battlefield. Her panties were ruined, soaked through even before John had finished on her chest, and now they lay curled inside the bathroom hamper, stained proof of how far she’d gone. Her bra was stiff with dried spit. Her throat ached. Her thighs trembled when she parted them beneath the stream of hot water. Steam clouded the mirror beside her, and through the haze, she caught flashes of herself—red marks blooming along her neck, the faint outline of his fingers still visible on her hips, lips slightly swollen from where his cock had stretched them raw. She dragged a wet hand over her chest and felt the ghost of his cum still clinging there. She didn’t wash it away. Not all of it.

Her hand drifted lower, between her thighs. Just a touch, slow and tentative, remembering the weight of him on her tongue, the sound of his breath when he came. Her fingers circled once, twice—just enough to feel the ache spark again—and then she stopped. Not because she didn’t want to, but because she wanted the ache to last.. And in the room down the hall, Ben lay awake, staring at the ceiling, the image of her kneeling never leaving his mind.

That was Sunday.

By Tuesday morning, the rules had been drawn.

Claire opened her phone to the new schedule John had texted. It wasn’t long. Just a few lines.

Tues. 11 AM
Thurs. 3 PM
Sat. Night (flexible)

Same conditions apply. You show up ready. You leave full.

No excuses. If your cunt isn’t soaked when I spread you, you go home untouched. Perfume on. Heels strapped. No panties unless I say otherwise. I want to smell your need before I even undress you.

Below that, a photo. Claire’s first outfit: a sheer red lingerie set barely stitched together, with matching thigh-highs and six-inch heels in glossy black. Laid out on silk sheets. Waiting.

It arrived that evening, hand-delivered by Samantha—John’s secretary—who met Claire outside her office building with a matte black box and a knowing smirk. “All the best, honey,” she purred with a wink, before striding off like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Claire had held the box close to her chest all the way home, the weight of it as heavy as the truth it carried. And inside it? Everything Samantha had said it would be—lace, heels, perfume, and a note handwritten in John's sharp, unmistakable script. Samantha had even included a silk pouch of body shimmer and nipple cream, along with a post-it that simply read: He likes them soft.

Claire didn't even have to ask how she knew.

Months later, when Claire came into the office for something minor, Samantha barely glanced up from her screen. Just looked over her glasses with a faint smile and said, “Heard you’ve been keeping him very satisfied.”

Then, without skipping a beat: “And how’s Ben holding up?”

Claire blinked. Samantha just chuckled. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Most wives break before the husbands do. You’re doing great.”

But long before that moment—before Samantha’s knowing smile, before the routine set in—there was the very first time. The real beginning. Claire’s first true appointment.

It was Tuesday. And her first 'day' officially in this new arrangement.

The night before had been different. Charged. She’d taken extra time in the bathroom—shaving everything, from her legs to her pussy, until her skin gleamed smooth and flawless. She’d applied lotion, checked herself in the mirror, and admired the soft glow of her body under the bedroom light. Like a model preparing for a shoot. Like a woman about to be seen in a way she hadn’t in years.

Ben had watched her. Had barely said a word. But when she slipped into bed next to him, still warm from the water, still smelling faintly like vanilla and arousal, he couldn’t stop himself. He touched her like she was fragile and filthy all at once. Like he knew this was the last night she was only his.

She was wet the moment he slipped inside. Not because of him. Because of what was coming. Because tomorrow, for the first time in years, someone else was going to fuck her.

And Ben knew it. Knew what every moan meant. Knew what her tight little gasps were imagining. He fucked her like a man trying to memorize her. But she came thinking of another.

And he didn’t stop her.

And now Ben was in the kitchen, feeding their toddler mashed banana and pretending like it was just another Tuesday. Like his wife wasn’t about to go get used by a man who’d already made her forget who she belonged to.

She paused at the threshold, taking a slow breath. The scent of her perfume curled faintly in the air—delicate, floral, and undeniably sexual. Underneath her clothes, the lingerie clung like a secret she wanted someone to discover. The lace rubbed against her still-tender nipples, her bra doing little to hide how swollen they felt after yesterday's rough use. The garters pressed into the soft flesh of her thighs with every step, and between them, her panties were already damp again. She hadn’t even left the house.

She walked in slowly, wrapped in an oversized coat that reached to her knees, but beneath it she wore nothing but the lingerie he had picked out—the red lace grazing her nipples, garters cinched tight to her thighs, and panties so sheer they felt like a joke. Every step reminded her how wet she was. The coat hid her, but barely. And she liked it that way.

Ben looked up, mid-spoonful, and something flickered in his eyes. He opened his mouth to say something—but stopped. His nostrils flared. The banana on the spoon dripped onto the tray, forgotten for a moment as he looked at her just a second too long. Claire saw it. Saw him glance down at her thighs. Saw the shift in his jaw when he realized he was staring. He turned back toward the sink too quickly.

But it was too late. She'd caught him.

Ben looked up. Their eyes met.

Claire didn’t smile. As she passed behind him, the damp warmth between her legs throbbed with awareness. If he only knew she’d soaked through the lace before she even stepped out the door...

"You know I have somewhere to be," she said softly, adjusting her coat. Her collar hid the perfume, but not the heat beneath her skin.

Ben nodded once, his face blank. He wiped their son’s mouth and turned back to the sink. But Claire saw it. The twitch in his jaw. The way his eyes darted to her thighs. The way his breath caught as she brushed past.

***

The elevator ride to John's floor felt longer than usual. Claire stood in the mirrored corner, staring at her own reflection. Her lips were touched up, glossed with the same shimmer he said he liked. She adjusted the collar of her coat, making sure the red strap of the bra didn’t peek too soon. Her thighs pressed together. She was already wet.

The slow rise of the car made her stomach flutter. Every ding of the passing floor pulled her tighter into herself. Her nipples were stiff, barely concealed beneath the coat, and her heart thumped in her chest like she was walking into something irreversible. Because she was.

She imagined him on the other side of the door. Waiting. Knowing. Probably hard already.

She didn’t want to arrive clean. She wanted to arrive wanting.

John didn’t greet her with words. He opened the door and simply stared.

She stood in the hallway of his high-rise, coat open just enough to show the red strap crossing her chest. Her nipples were already stiff. She hadn’t even stepped inside yet.

John’s eyes moved slowly, deliberately—starting at her throat, following the slope of her breasts beneath the taut lace, pausing at the curve of her hips, then dragging downward to her heels. His gaze wasn’t hungry. It was possessive. Evaluating. Like he was checking over something that already belonged to him, making sure it was exactly as he ordered. Claire felt her breath catch—not because she was shy, but because being looked at like that made her legs weak. She was stripped before he ever touched her, her body reacting to his silence with a heat that pulsed between her thighs.

"Turn around," he said.

She obeyed.

He pulled her coat off slowly, letting it drop to the floor. The fabric slid over her shoulders, guided by his hands—not rushed, but reverent. His fingers brushed the back of her neck, deliberate and slow, sending a shiver rippling down her spine. The cool air of the apartment licked at her exposed skin, hardening her nipples even further. She stood there, arms at her sides, dressed like a gift he’d already unwrapped.

"He let you leave the house like this?"

Claire said nothing.

John grinned. "Good. That’s what I thought."

***

By the end of the first week, Claire’s world no longer ticked by clocks but by cock. Mornings were for pretending, afternoons for submission, and nights for the slow, sticky shame of confession. Her body adjusted faster than her conscience. And John never had to ask twice.

Tuesdays were for his office couch. Legs wide, heels off, her face buried into a velvet pillow while he fucked her from behind, one hand fisted in her hair and the other gripping her throat just enough to make her moan like she’d forgotten her name. Her panties would dangle from the end of the couch by the time he came, forgotten like a receipt from a purchase already made. Her ass would stay raised, face pressed into the velvet pillow, cheek streaked with tears and mascara, her lipstick smeared across the cushion like a confession. One of her heels always slipped off mid-thrust, the other barely hanging on, tapping the floor with every deep stroke until it clattered sideways on the carpet. The room would fill with the sound of skin and breath and the soft gasp she couldn’t swallow, her hair tangled around his fist as he took her harder.

He used her like she was furniture—something soft to bend over, to fuck into, to mark and leave behind.

Thursdays were more leisurely. He made her kneel first, nude most days but for jewelry—his choices, not hers. Pearl earrings. A diamond choker. The heels stayed on. He’d sit on the edge of a plush chair while she worshipped him with her mouth, her back arched in perfect form, ass raised high in invitation.

Midway through the slow, steady rhythm of her sucking, he’d tap her cheek with two fingers. “Take a picture,” he’d murmur. “Show your husband how happy your throat looks full.”

Mascara already streaking, Claire would lift her phone obediently, stretching her lips wider around the thick length pulsing on her tongue. She’d angle it low, so the pearls around her neck glittered above the spit and cock. She sent the photo to Ben with no caption. None was needed. He always opened them. Sometimes hard before he even realized it. Other times, soft and sick with jealousy. But he never ignored them. Never turned away. He needed them. Hated himself for it—but needed them all the same.

Later, after John finished deep in her mouth, he’d make her open wide and show the mess, letting the thick sheen of his cum glisten on her tongue and teeth like something she was proud to wear. Her throat would twitch as she held it—eyes glossy, breath shallow, lips quivering around the taste. He’d murmur how good she looked like that. How trained. Then he’d stand behind her and stroke himself again, tapping his cock now against her waiting wet lips before he stepped back and got ready for his round two.

He told her not to move. Not to speak. Just to hold the position and breathe through the fullness.

Claire’s legs would burn from kneeling, but she never broke posture. He liked seeing the slick pool slowly drip from her cunt to the rug below, evidence of how ruined she was without even being touched there. Her heels dug into the backs of her thighs, her jewelry glinting in the low light, and the room stayed silent except for her faint whimpers as the aftershocks rolled through her body.

It was always the same afterward—he’d leave her like that, still leaking, still open, and she would text Ben without wiping her mouth or her pussy. A simple selfie. Mouth parted. Knees wide. Neck shining with spit and cum.

Saturdays? That was when he made her beg. Every week a different room. Different position. Sometimes he filmed it. Sometimes he made her call Ben afterward.

Ben would answer, voice tight, already knowing what was waiting on the other end. Some nights, it was just Claire's breath—shaky, uneven, her voice still ragged from screaming into a pillow. Other times, it was worse.

“Say hi to your husband,” John muttered once, still inside her, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

Claire obeyed, voice trembling, breathless: “Hi baby. I miss you. I’m still full of him.”

Ben couldn’t speak. He just listened. Listened to the slick sound of John still moving inside her. Listened to her gasp as she was filled again right there on the line.

“He’s not done with me yet,” she whispered.

And then John grunted, low and brutal, and Claire moaned as her body arched, the call still open.

Ben sat in silence, the phone against his ear, his other hand gripping the sheets, hard. He stayed until the call disconnected itself. He didn’t even realize he was hard until it throbbed painfully against his jeans. Once, he came on her face and made her ride the elevator home like that—cum crusting at the corners of her lips, legs still trembling.

He always knew when she was back. The silence changed. The house felt different. Warmer. Filthier. Like it remembered what she’d done. He could hear the subtle click of her heels on the tile, the faint sound of the bathroom door closing, the spray of the shower starting—and all of it made his pulse quicken.

Ben noticed the changes first in her underwear. She’d leave them in the laundry, still damp, the lace stiff with dried slick. Once, she left a pair on the bathroom counter. Soaked straight through. Still warm.

That night, he took them in one hand and jerked himself off in the dark, standing alone in their bedroom, her scent thick in his nostrils. He came fast. Too fast. And hated himself for it. He didn’t even wipe off. Just crumpled the panties against his cock and let the guilt rot in his stomach.

But the worst part—the part that kept him awake long after she fell asleep beside him—was how hard he got when she whispered it all to him after every session. She never gave him time to pretend. No time to delude himself. And it was always the same: the moment she came home, hair messy, thighs still tacky, breath sweet with another man’s cum, he’d be on her. Desperate. Needy. Possessive in all the wrong ways. He fucked her like a man starved, trying to fill a hole that someone else had already claimed.

She wouldn’t even shower first.

She'd pull him to the bed, his cock already hard, and climb onto his lap, still leaking, still open, her cunt warm with the mess John left behind. And she’d ride him like that—slow, deliberate, almost loving—while she told him every filthy detail. How John yanked her hair back until her throat stretched, how he shoved his cock so deep she nearly blacked out, how he made her lick her own cum off his balls after he slapped her pussy raw.

“He didn’t even wait for me to beg today,” she’d whisper, grinding down, her slick coating his shaft. “He just took it. Bent me over and used me like a hole.”

Ben would groan, guttural, hands gripping her thighs like he could change something, but it was too late. Once—just once—he asked, mid-thrust, breath catching, "Who were you thinking about?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. The scent was in her skin. The hickeys were already blooming.

He fucked her like he needed to erase it—but all it did was remind him how badly he’d lost her.

And Claire would take it. Would moan for him. Would even come for him, sometimes.

But every time she clenched around his cock, it wasn’t him she was remembering.

It was John.

And he knew it.

"He made me wear nothing but a leash today," she’d whisper, riding him slow. "Clipped it to my collar and walked me around the apartment like a pet. Told me to crawl. Said I didn’t need dignity anymore—not when I moaned like a bitch in heat."

She leaned down as she rolled her hips. "He fingered me in the kitchen while I was on all fours. Told me not to make a sound. But I couldn’t help it. I came screaming. Twice."

Her nails raked down his chest. "And then he made me clean his cock from both our juices with my mouth while his cum ran down my thighs. I was dripping, baby. You should’ve seen me. I looked obscene."

Ben’s hands trembled on her waist. His eyes were glassy, lips parted, breath catching with every cruel, filthy word she fed him like a punishment. She rode him slow, like it wasn’t even about pleasure anymore—just ownership. A rhythm of humiliation he couldn’t escape.

Ben would groan, trying to keep up. Trying to claim something that was already gone.

Claire smirked, her eyes half-lidded as she whispered, "You're throbbing just from hearing about what he did to me, aren’t you? Poor baby... trying to fuck it all away."

She rolled her hips tighter, grinding his cock deeper inside her used, aching pussy. "You think this makes you man enough again? Hm? While I'm still leaking him?"

Ben’s breath hitched—humiliated, overwhelmed, and harder than he’d ever admit.

"That's it," she purred, lips brushing his ear. "Cum in your wife’s used hole. Show me it matters. Show me whether it’s still yours."

She didn't stop moving. Her body rolled with deliberate cruelty, grinding him deeper into the mess he didn’t make, her voice barely above a breath now. “You feel that stretch, baby? That’s not yours. That’s him. That’s what he left behind.”

Ben whimpered, a broken sound caught between desperation and need.

She kissed his temple, mockingly gentle. “You’ll never fuck it out of me. But you’ll keep trying, won’t you?”

And Claire would let him. Let him thrust, let him shake, let him believe this was his moment—while her body reminded them both of who had claimed it first. She would even come for him, sometimes. But the handprints on her ass. The bite on her collarbone. The stretch in her cunt. None of it came from him.

Every thrust reminded him.

She was his wife.

But she was John’s slut now.

And when it was over—when Ben came with a choked gasp, burying himself as deep as he could inside the heat that didn’t belong to him—he’d collapse back, panting, dazed, eyes wide as if he couldn’t believe what he’d just done. For a few seconds, he’d lie still, staring at the ceiling, sweat cooling on his skin, heart pounding against the silence.

What am I doing? the thought would whisper.

But then, he’d hear the water running—Claire in the shower, humming softly, scrubbing herself clean—or maybe just reliving it.

And before the regret could settle in too deep, his cock would twitch again.

And he’d want her all over again.


CHAPTER 4: THE SURRENDERING DEEPENS

It was no longer about obligation. No longer about survival. Somewhere between the second week and the third, Claire stopped pretending. She didn’t just obey. She responded. She bloomed.

It showed in her walk—hips looser, bounce lighter, thighs brushing with quiet heat each time she crossed a room. It showed in the way she carried herself through the house, like her body had been unlocked from the inside and she was still adjusting to how freely it moved now. Even the way she kissed Ben had changed. Softer, but distracted. Like her mouth remembered something bigger.

Sometimes she’d catch her own reflection in the hallway mirror—the darkening shadow of love bites beneath lace, the constant flush across her chest, her nipples always straining against fabric. She liked how slutty she looked. She liked that Ben noticed too. That he pretended not to see the way she shifted her thighs at breakfast, or how she never bothered with panties anymore unless John asked her to. Claire felt stretched every day now—even when John hadn’t touched her. Like her body had been trained to crave more, to expect to be used. She used to belong to Ben. Now she belonged to the week. To the routine. To the men who couldn’t stop needing her. Sometimes, in quiet moments with Ben, she’d catch the wary hunger in his eyes and feel a cruel little thrill knowing she’d become someone neither of them fully recognized anymore.

Tuesday, John didn’t ask. He didn’t give orders. He just looked at her, and she knew what to do.

That look alone made her clench. The hunger in his gaze, the calm authority behind it—it told her everything. Her cunt throbbed before she even moved. She wondered if he’d take her throat this time, or bend her over the desk again. Would he make her keep her heels on? Would he finish inside, or leave her dripping for the ride home?

She didn’t know, and that only made her wetter. The not-knowing was its own kind of heat.

Last week, he’d made her hold herself open for him while he watched. She’d moaned just from that. And now, the memory lit up her body like a fever.

She was already wet when she turned around. Already moaning before he touched her. Already bracing her hands against the polished wood of his desk like it was routine—like she knew she needed to be bent, opened, taken.

He didn’t undress her this time. Just pushed her lingerie to the side, pulled her cheeks apart, and slid in like she’d been made for it. No teasing. No warning. Just thick, smooth pressure that made her gasp—loud, high-pitched, unashamed.

“Oh fuck… yes…” she choked out, eyes fluttering. “God, you feel so fucking good…”

John grunted behind her, one hand gripping her hip while the other clamped at her shoulder, steadying her like a beast mounting his mate. She arched back into it. Not just taking. Wanting.

John’s grip tightened. He shoved her face gently but firmly into the desk, his voice low and rough at her ear. “You know how I like my whores—face down, dripping, cock-drunk.”

Claire moaned, her breath fogging against the polished surface. “Please… fuck me harder… I need it…”

He slapped her ass, sharp and loud. “You like this, don’t you? Being fucked like a married fucktoy. Like a hole I own.”

“Say it,” he growled.

Claire’s breath hitched. Then broke.

“You’re… you’re so much bigger than him.”

John groaned, driving into her harder, deeper. Her moan pitched up into something broken and honest. “Fuck, you stretch me—fuck, I can feel you everywhere…”

And somewhere, back at home, Ben was fumbling with his phone.

He hadn’t meant to check her voicemail. He wasn’t even sure what button he hit. But suddenly, her voice spilled through the speaker—tinny, raw, so real he nearly dropped the phone.

“Oh fuck, John… harder… please…”

Ben froze. Every nerve ending in his body lit up like fire. He looked at the screen—his name blinking at the top of the message. She’d called him by accident. Or maybe the phone had recorded it by mistake. Either way, it was her. It was real. And she was getting ruined.

He should’ve stopped it. Should’ve deleted it. But he didn’t. He held the phone to his ear like it was oxygen and sat down on the edge of their bed with a hand already drifting to his zipper.

Claire’s voice poured through the speaker, soaked in sin. “So much bigger than him… God, yes… stretch me—fuck me like he never could…”

Ben’s stomach twisted. His cock throbbed harder.

Then John’s voice, low and smug: “That’s it. Let your husband hear what a real cock sounds like inside you.”

Claire gagged. Moaned. Choked out something incoherent between thrusts.

A wet slapping sound followed, rhythmic, brutal. The kind of fucking you couldn’t mistake for anything else.

Ben’s hand trembled as he stroked himself, shame heating his cheeks. He didn’t want to listen.

He couldn’t stop.

He came into his fist seconds later, panting like he’d run a marathon.

He stared at the wall for a long time.

That night, when Claire came home, he didn’t even wait.

He pulled her coat off the moment she closed the door, didn’t care if she was still sore, didn’t ask if John had just finished with her.

He bent her over the dining table. Ripped her panties off. Fucked her hard. Fast. Dirty.

“You like getting used?” he snarled in her ear.

She moaned. “Yes.”

“You like being stretched by someone else and coming home with his cum still dripping out of you?”

“Yes…”

He slammed into her, palm slapping her ass. “You fucking whore. You’re my little slut. Say it.”

“I’m your slut.”

“Whose cunt is this?”

“It’s yours,” she gasped. “It’s always yours…”

Even if it wasn’t true.

Even if it belonged to both men now.

She came screaming, and he didn’t stop until he was buried deep, holding her hips so hard she gasped, fingers clawing at the edge of the table, eyes rolling back as she felt every inch of what he was trying to reclaim.

***

The day had started like a secret.

John hadn’t told her where they were going. He hadn’t said a word as he picked her up, hadn’t commented when she slipped into the passenger seat wearing nothing beneath her thigh-length coat but a pair of strappy heels, sheer black stockings clipped to a garter, and a barely-there club dress made of whisper-thin black mesh that shimmered under the lights like liquid sin. The dress was stitched in strategic places, barely covering her nipples with delicate lace appliqué and leaving most of her side exposed in a swooping, obscene cut that trailed down her waist. It left nothing to the imagination. The hemline stopped just under the curve of her ass, exposing the lace tops of her garters and the bare swell beneath. Every shift of her hips threatened to flash more. The neckline plunged down between her breasts, deep and scandalous, teasing the swell of her chest with every breath. It made her look more indecent than if she’d walked in naked. No panties. No bra. Just heat and perfume, and the faint soreness between her legs that hadn't faded since Thursday.

Earlier that evening, when Claire had emerged from the bedroom in the same outfit, her coat still not over her, showing the scandalous view of sheer mesh and garters, Ben had frozen mid-step. He hadn’t said a word. Just stood there in the hallway, jaw tight, eyes devouring every inch of her like a man witnessing the final crack in whatever illusion of control he had left. His gaze dipped to her breasts, barely concealed by the fabric, and lingered at the swell of her thighs. She watched his throat work, watched his fists clench like he wanted to say something—beg her to change, demand she stay. But instead, he stepped aside and let her pass. She kissed his cheek on the way out. He didn’t kiss her back.

In the car with John, Claire tried to cross her legs, to shift some pressure off the ache—but she couldn’t. Not with how soaked she was already. The coat bunched up around her thighs, and each bump in the road sent heat lapping up her spine.

She wanted to ask where they were going. She wanted to ask who else would be there. Would anyone watch? Would he let someone touch her?

She stayed quiet. John didn’t like questions on nights like this. And the silence only wound her tighter.

Her thighs trembled by the time they reached the nondescript downtown building, and her heart was hammering before the elevator even opened.

That Saturday night, John took her somewhere new. A private club. Inside, everything was velvet and leather, warm light and whispered moans. An exhibitionism night.

He didn’t tell her what to expect. Just led her by the hand and sat on a wide velvet couch near the center of the room.

People were already watching. It was obvious they’d been enjoying themselves for a while now—moans floated lazily through the room, paired with the low hum of conversation and skin on skin. Most of the women were young, stunning, dressed like Claire—or even less. Some wore sheer lingerie with nothing beneath. Others were topless, their breasts swaying as they rode their partners. A few were fully naked, sprawled across couches or kneeling between thighs, mouths full, fingers wet, eyes closed in bliss. No shame. No hesitation. Just bodies in motion, soaked in decadence. Claire didn’t just fit in. She belonged here. The air around her seemed to hum with approval, as if the room itself had acknowledged her arrival. Her nipples tightened beneath the lace, and her breath came a little shorter. She could feel eyes on her. All of them. And for once, it didn’t make her shrink. It made her bloom.

Then John unzipped his pants. Looked at her.

“Knees.”

She knelt.

Her hands trembled with anticipation as she reached for him, unzipping his slacks and pulling him free—thick, hard, already leaking. She licked the bead of precum from the tip and moaned softly, as if just the taste ignited something primal in her.

Then she took him into her mouth, inch by inch, with no hesitation, no trace of modesty. Her lips stretched wide around him, slick and eager, her tongue swirling greedily as she began to bob her head in slow, languid strokes. She moaned low in her throat, sending vibrations down his shaft.

He grabbed a handful of her hair, guiding her deeper. She gagged once, then adjusted, sinking until her nose brushed his skin. The wet, filthy sound of her mouth working his cock echoed against the velvet couch. Each thrust made her mascara run more—inky tears streaking her flushed cheeks as spit and slick smeared her chin.

She pulled back with a pop, eyes glassy, breath hot against his cock. Then dove back down, faster this time, hungry, desperate to please. Her throat opened for him, and she let him use it, just the way he liked.

A lewd slurp followed every descent. Her fingers dug into his thighs. Her own soaked thighs clenched. And still, she didn’t stop.

A masked man nearby was already touching himself.

Claire saw it. Saw him watching. Saw the bulge growing beneath his hand. He sat so still, so upright, it made her pulse race. There was something familiar about the way he stared—like he knew her body already. Like he’d memorized the sound of her moans and was trying not to lose himself in public.

His hands twitched. His breathing quickened. And when she gagged a little, his head tipped back, just slightly, as if he could feel it too.

She couldn’t see his face. But something in her belly tightened at the thought.

Did he know her? Had he seen her before?

Did she want him to?

She moaned around the cock in her mouth. Her thighs clenched. Her pussy pulsed. A bead of slick ran down her thigh. She didn’t wipe it.

She pulled back for air and whispered, “I want to be your favorite whore.”

“Let them see what a married cockslut looks like,” she added, her voice trembling with pride and heat.

John grabbed the back of her head and pushed her back down.

She let him. Gladly.

She never told Ben what happened that night. She didn’t need to. Her body spoke for her.

***

The next morning, Ben pulled her onto his lap in bed and kissed her like a man lost at sea. But all she could taste was memory. Her lips were still tender. Her cunt sore. Her thighs still sticky in places no amount of showering could reach.

He could smell it. He wouldn’t say it, but he knew. The musky, faintly sweet scent of sex that clung to her skin in invisible patches, settling behind her knees, at the base of her spine, between her breasts. She hadn’t scrubbed it off. Not all of it.

When he pulled up the hem of her simple black negligee—thin, silky, clinging to every curve like a second skin—he hesitated, just for a second. Her pussy was puffy. Stretched. She was wet, but it wasn’t all for him.

And Claire? Claire watched him hesitate. Watched his cock twitch against her hip. Watched the conflict ripple through his expression before it melted into hunger.

“You still want me,” she whispered.

“I always want you.”

“Even after last night?”

“Especially after last night.”

She smiled. “Then claim me.”

He did. Roughly. Sloppily. Desperately.

Her body jolted with every thrust. She gasped when he gripped her hair. Cried out when he bit her shoulder. And when he shoved her knees back, spreading her open, she moaned something she hadn’t meant to say:

“You’re not as big as him, but fuck—you know how to use it.”

Ben stiffened for half a breath—but he didn’t stop.

Ben didn’t stop. Couldn’t. He pounded her harder, like he could chase John’s ghost out of her cunt with sheer force.

“You’re dripping just from hearing about him, aren’t you?” she taunted.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “Trying to fuck it all away…”

“Say it,” he snarled.

“I’m your little slut,” she gasped, her voice breaking around the words.

She clung to him tighter, her breath hot at his ear. “You don’t want to lose me, do you?” she whispered, breathless, grinding against him. “Then fuck me like you mean it.”

And when he finally pushed into her, she moaned like it hurt. Like he wasn’t enough. Like she’d just gotten fucked the night before by someone bigger, rougher, better.

Because she had.

But she still came for him.

Because she was his.

And she was John’s.

And she loved it that way.

Ben lay there afterward, her skin still warm beneath his palm. He stared at the ceiling, breath slowing, cock softening inside her. A flicker of something twisted in his chest—not just jealousy, not just lust. Something uglier.

Is this who I am now?

Claire shifted slightly, her cunt still fluttering around him, and sighed—content, fucked-out, glowing. That sound alone made his dick twitch again.

Yeah, he thought grimly. I guess it is.


CHAPTER 5: FINANCIAL FREEDOM IS HERE; YET STILL?

The sheets were still damp when Claire woke up. Not from sweat. Not from heat. From everything that hadn’t been spoken the night before. Her cunt still ached with the echo of Ben’s thrusts. Her pussy still felt sore, stretched in ways Ben could never take credit for, the ghost of John’s cock imprinted in every slow step. Her thighs stuck faintly as she moved, slick residue dried to a faint glaze between them. Even after hours of sleep, her body hummed like it was still on display, still aching to be filled again. The scent of sex clung to her skin, especially behind her ears, beneath her breasts—places he always left marked, always buried himself against. Every subtle movement reminded her body who had claimed it last, and how much she craved to be taken again. It felt like the morning after their last explosive night together, like nothing had changed at all.

But everything had.

Not in the way mornings used to change. This wasn’t recovery — it was ritual. A rhythm honed over months of surrender. The kind that didn’t ask for forgiveness, only repetition. Her body no longer recoiled from it. It opened to it.

Nearly a year had passed since that Sunday morning when Ben had pulled her onto his lap, desperate to reclaim something already shared. Since then, seasons had turned, debts had cleared, and the ache between her legs had gone from rare to routine. This wasn’t the morning after anything specific. This was just another morning. One of many. One of hundreds. Because the arrangement hadn’t ended with a check or a contract. It had blossomed into something else—a rhythm, a hunger, a new normal.

The mortgage payments had been paid steadily. Every month, like clockwork. No more pink letters in the mail. No more sweaty silences at the dinner table. Their credit scores had begun to breathe again. Ben had taken on a private architecture commission—a modest heritage restoration, but his first in over a year. Claire had landed a part-time marketing consultancy. Just three days a week. Flexible. Enough to make her feel like a professional again. Enough to leave her Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays open.

That morning, she padded barefoot across the kitchen tiles, coffee mug warming her palm, garter prints still faint on her thighs. Each step across the cold kitchen tile sent a reminder up her spine—the dull throb between her legs, the faint tacky smear where his cum had dried inside her. Her robe clung where it shouldn’t. She hadn’t even bothered to wear panties. Not anymore. What was the point? The toddler was with Ben’s sister for the weekend, and the house was too quiet. But not empty. The silence hummed with memories.

Her eyes drifted to the dining table. The edge where Ben had bent her over after listening to her voicemail. The corner where he’d gripped her thighs, trying to reclaim something he already knew he’d lost. Or maybe never had to begin with. She reached out and brushed her fingertips across the wood—lightly, like it could still burn. It had held her hips more than once. Felt the slap of skin on skin. Heard her scream for another man while Ben watched in silence.

It wasn’t loss anymore. It was memory, ritual, heat—etched into the grain of their furniture, the folds of their sheets, the spaces between their silences. Something they still hadn’t named, but had begun to live with. Own. Crave.

***

John called them both on a Tuesday.

They were seated on the couch, sipping wine. Claire wore one of her new silk robes—a gift John had sent after their first month. Pale lavender. Barely knee-length. No bra. Just her nipples brushing lightly against the fabric with every breath.

John’s voice came through the speaker, calm as ever.

"You’re free now. You’ve done well, Claire. I always reward discipline. Even when it’s borrowed from your husband’s pride."

Claire blinked. "What?"

Ben shifted beside her.

"The debt is in the clear, let Ben know," John continued. "You guys have made it past the threshold. Credit score’s stabilized. My associate confirmed it this morning. I don’t need to keep helping you anymore. Unless you want me to."

There was a silence so long it became another character in the room. The silence wasn’t empty. It buzzed. Claire’s breath caught in her throat, her thighs unconsciously tensing beneath the robe. Ben stared at the glass in his hand like it held a truth he wasn’t ready to say aloud. No one looked at the phone. But they all felt it. The possibility hanging there like a knife above the table.

Ben cleared his throat. "So... that’s it? We just stop?"

"We can," John said. "Or we can stop pretending this was just about money."

Claire’s chest rose slowly. The air felt thick.

John's voice dropped to a low murmur. "If I never touched your bank account again... would you still show up next week, Claire?"

She didn’t answer.

Something in her clenched. Not just her heart. Lower. Deeper. The place inside her that used to belong to shame. Her nipples stiffened against the silk. Her breath stuttered. It wasn’t a question. It was a calling.

Her hand slid to her thigh, fingers curling just above the hem of the robe. Her thighs pressed together.

Ben watched her.

John chuckled, deep and smooth. "Thought so."

Ben exhaled. He should’ve been angry. Relieved. He should’ve felt like a man whose wife had just been returned to him, debt-free and dripping with freedom.

He should’ve resented this. Should’ve felt the urge to say enough. But all he felt was tightness — in his chest, in his pants, in the way his eyes clung to the soft flush climbing her throat. She hadn’t answered John. But Ben already knew her answer. Because it was his answer too.

Instead, he said the one truth he hadn’t admitted aloud.

"Watching you..." He paused, swallowed. His voice was rough when it came out. "It’s the hardest, hottest thing I’ve ever done."

Claire turned to him. Her robe parted slightly, revealing the inner curve of her breast. Her eyes were wide, pupils dark.

"I can’t stop wanting it," she whispered. "Not just him. Us. The way we are now."

Ben nodded.

Claire picked up the phone again.

"Thursday," she said. "I’ll be there. Because I don’t want to stop."

***

Earlier that day, Claire had stood in front of the full-length mirror, her fingers smoothing over the black mini skirt she’d chosen—the same one he’d once flipped up and fucked her in without warning. No panties. No hesitation. She sprayed perfume behind her ears, between her thighs, then ran a drop of scented oil down her cleavage until it gleamed. Her nipples were already stiff. She rolled a layer of gloss over her lips, then leaned close to the mirror, imagining the slick trail she’d leave on John’s cock.

For a second, she touched herself. Just once. Two fingers grazing the bare lips beneath her skirt. Wet. Aching. But she pulled back quickly. That wasn’t hers to take. Not today. She belonged to him tonight—every drop of slick, every breathless moan.

She considered texting John, but the outfit, the slick heat between her thighs, and the memory of his hands around her throat made her smile instead. He already knew she’d be ready.

She arrived at John’s apartment just before sunset.

The short black mini skirt hugged her hips indecently, every sway of her walk offering a glimpse of bare thigh—and more. Her white blouse clung to her curves, tucked in but unbuttoned just enough to hint at the edge of lace she wasn’t wearing. No panties. No bra. Just her skin beneath fabric, slick with perfume and anticipation.

She knocked only once before letting herself in. She didn’t wait for an answer. Didn’t need to. She took a breath, smoothed her skirt down her bare thighs, and whispered, “Be good,” to herself—like a prayer before being claimed.

John was seated in his armchair, legs spread, cock already hard in his hand. He didn’t speak.

Claire walked straight toward him, unhurried, hips loose, hair spilling over one shoulder. She straddled him without a word, pressing her lips to his like they belonged there—not with gratitude, not with performance, but with hunger. Ownership. Familiarity.

The kiss deepened. Her hips rolled. She gasped into his mouth as he pushed inside her in one slow, brutal thrust. Her cunt clung to him, soaked and stretched, like it hadn’t taken anything else in weeks. She moaned into his mouth, her body sucking him in with greedy pulses, her pussy clenching as if trying to memorize every vein. It was the stretch she needed—the stretch she craved even when she swore she didn’t. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

Then the door creaked open.

Ben stepped inside, quiet as breath. He froze for a second. Not in shock—but in reverence. Her body was already bouncing, tits swaying, his wife moaning on another man’s cock like she belonged there. It hit him like hunger and grief all at once.

Claire didn’t stop riding.

She turned her head toward him, eyes glassy, breath ragged. Her hips didn’t falter.

John grunted, tightening his grip around her waist.

Ben took the same seat he always did. The corner chair. The one with the best view.

Claire met his gaze. Held it. Didn’t blink.

"You watching, baby?" she moaned, her voice thin and cracked with pleasure.

Ben nodded.

"You see how deep he is? How he splits me?"

John growled. Claire gasped.

"He owns this pussy now. But I still need you. I need you to see me. See what I let him do. See who I am now."

Ben's cock throbbed in his pants. He didn’t even pretend to hide it anymore.

Claire rocked harder, faster, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the apartment.

"You see me, baby?" she gasped, glancing at Ben through heavy lashes. "See how my pussy swallows him like it was made for it?"

She rolled her hips down hard, making herself gasp again. "You never stretched me like this. Not even close. He fills me past where you ever reached, baby. And I still want more." And then she turned her head, eyes softening for a breath, and whispered, "But you still see me, don’t you, baby? You still hold me when it’s over. You stay, even when I’m soaked in another man’s cum. You listen when I moan his name. You don’t look away, and that’s how I know—this isn’t about giving me up. It’s about never letting me go." A beat. A gasp. "You make me feel safe even when I’m being ruined."

Her body stayed impaled for a moment, trembling, twitching—her pussy still spasming in aftershocks as John's cock throbbed inside her. She shivered as a fresh trickle of his precum and her juices escaped and ran down the curve of her ass. Her nipples brushed his chest, still achingly stiff, and her breath hitched like she was ready to ride again, even before her first orgasm had truly faded.

She tilted her head back once again, eyes burning. "Bet you’re leaking just from watching. I know that twitch in your pants, Ben. Don’t hide it. Touch it if you need to. I want you hard while I’m getting used." Her breasts bounced wildly, the curves of her chest slick with sweat, glistening each time the overhead light caught the rhythm. The valley between her tits shimmered, streaked with perspiration, and every bounce sent a fresh trail down her belly. Her thighs trembled with effort and overstimulation, her soaked pussy fluttering around John’s cock, gripping him on every upward drag, every downward plunge. She lost her rhythm for a moment—not from fatigue, but from need—then found it again, grinding deeper, angling her hips to feel him press against the most sensitive, ruined parts of her. Her moans came ragged, broken, her jaw slack and her mascara smudging down her cheeks from sheer exertion and ecstasy. Her moans grew louder, less coherent, her head thrown back, her thighs trembling.

"Please," she begged. "Please, I need it—fill me, stretch me, claim me. I need to be taken. Need to be yours."

She reached out a hand.

Ben stood. Moved to her side. Took her hand in his.

"I’m here," he whispered, throat tight.

Her body was suspended—cock buried inside her, fingers entwined with Ben’s, her lips parted like she was trying to cry and moan at once. Her breath hitched as John angled up into her, his cock stroking her deepest spots while Ben whispered encouragement at her ear. Her pussy clamped down again and again, fluttering, pulsing, almost convulsing, like it couldn’t decide whether to milk or scream. She wasn’t being watched anymore. She was being held.

And that’s when she came.

Her whole body seized, cunt pulsing around John’s thick cock. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her release crashed through her like a storm. John groaned and followed—filling her with one final, brutal thrust.

Claire collapsed into his chest, panting, sweat-drenched, legs still twitching.

But John didn’t pull out. And she didn’t move.

Her body twitched around him, every tiny spasm milking the last drops of cum. The weight of him still inside her made her whimper—soft, high, and wrecked. She ground faintly, hips twitching in small circles as if trying to make it last.

Ben was the one who moved. Gently. Reverently. He rose to his feet and leaned in, wrapping an arm around her back as he helped her lift off John’s cock. A lewd wet sound followed, a slick trail of cum stretching between them before spilling in fat drops onto the sheets.

Ben wiped a slow streak of cum from her thigh with the sheet, like it was precious. Like she was. Then he pressed a soft kiss to her shoulder, his touch reverent, grounding her without saying a word.

Ben knelt beside them, forehead against her arm, his hand still tangled in hers.

They didn’t say a word.

Didn’t need to.

Later, as she sat on the edge of the bed and let John’s cum drip slowly down her thigh, Claire turned toward Ben, voice soft, reaching for his hand again.

"We thought we sold our pride to save our house. But what we got back... was something deeper."

***
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For every good girl who got tired of waiting for permission and opened her legs anyway for something very big and black.

Welcome to the deep end, Ladies. Have fun!


Prologue

Rain pattered softly against the floor-to-ceiling windows of the high-rise hotel suite, city lights winking beyond the glass like voyeuristic eyes, watching, judging, aching to see more. The room was dim, lit only by the warm flicker of a bedside lamp that threw golden shadows across Camila’s skin, illuminating her like a goddess in the throes of something unholy.

She was straddling the man beneath her. Not Ryan.

Jesiah.

Camila’s body was temptation incarnate. Her cinnamon-toned skin shimmered with a fine sheen of sweat, soft and glowing under the amber light. Her curves undulated like silk over fire, hips rolling in a slow, devastating rhythm, her stomach flexing with every controlled grind. Her full breasts swayed freely with every movement, nipples dark and tight, catching the faint air from the vent above as she arched and swayed. A sheer black garter belt clung to her waist, the straps stretched over her hips and latched onto lace-topped stockings hugging her thighs like a second skin. Her stiletto heels sank into the mattress, adding a deliberate rhythm to every thrust and bounce.

She was a vision of sin; controlled, focused, intoxicated by the moment.

Beneath her, Jesiah was all dark, delicious power. His skin glistened with sweat, muscles shifting under her with every motion. His cock… massive, thick, veined, pushed into her soaked pussy with obscene precision. The head flared and disappeared with every roll of her hips. Her cunt clung to him greedily, stretched to capacity, lips parting wider with each descent as slick heat dripped down between them.

Across the room, Ryan sat by the velvet drapes.

Naked. Erect. Trembling.

His hands rested on his thighs, white-knuckled. He hadn’t touched himself. He didn’t dare. But he didn’t need to. His cock throbbed violently, twitching with every moan she made, every slap of skin, every wet sound of penetration echoing through the suite. He was right there, on the edge, just watching. His chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, eyes glassy, jaw clenched from the pressure in his balls.

Camila tilted her head toward him, catching his stare.

"You see this, baby?"

Her voice dripped with authority, low and delicious. She dragged her nails across Jesiah’s chest, then leaned forward to kiss his jaw, her breasts sliding over his skin. Her hips kept rolling, but slower now, more deliberate.

"You picked him. You begged for this."

Jesiah groaned, thrusting up into her with raw hunger. His hands gripped her ass tight, spreading her open as she gasped, sharp, high-pitched, filthy.

Ryan jolted in his seat. His cock pulsed wildly. His breath stuttered.

Camila let out a dark giggle, her eyes on fire as she looked at him again.

"And now? Now you don’t even get to come unless I say so," she warned. "Not unless I want you to. Not unless this turns me on so much, I decide you’ve earned it."

Jesiah bucked up harder, making her cry out. Her heels dug into the mattress. Her spine arched. Her garter straps pulled tight. Her breasts bounced with reckless rhythm.

Ryan whimpered. One more second, and he’d spill untouched.

"Keep watching, baby," Camila teased. "Tonight’s just begun."

She dipped forward and captured Jesiah’s mouth in a lewd, open kiss. Their tongues tangled, wet and messy, as the bed creaked under them. Jesiah took control of her hips, fucking up into her with delicious urgency. She moaned into his mouth, gasped when he bit her lip.

The room reeked of sex. Sweat. Her. The scent clung to everything. Ryan’s untouched drink sat on the table, ice melted into a sad puddle.

Camila broke the kiss and stared straight at Ryan.

"My body. My rules. Your place is right there."

The rain outside turned heavier, city lights blurring into a streaked mosaic behind the window.

Inside, the heat wrapped around them all.

And for Ryan, this wasn’t punishment.

It was the beginning of the only paradise he’d ever needed.

The prologue fades into silence, but the story is only just beginning.


Chapter I

The house was still.

Not quiet… still. That pregnant kind of stillness that settles right before a storm, or just after a heartbreak. Camila moved through it like a shadow, bare feet skimming the cool hardwood as the first blue light of morning touched the walls.

She stood in front of the dresser, the soft whirr of the ceiling fan the only sound. The leggings hung from her hand like a question. She'd worn them a hundred times, maybe more, but today the fabric felt heavier, the stretch tauter. As if it, too, could sense something had shifted inside her.

She sat on the edge of the bed and slid them up her legs slowly, the smooth black material catching slightly on the dry skin of her heels. Over her knees. Up her thighs. Higher. Her fingers smoothed the waistband into place, a practiced motion. And yet—it felt different. Her hips, fuller than they used to be. Her belly, softer. The snugness around her ass made her pause. It felt... uncomfortably erotic.

Her curves were different now, heavier, softer, more woman than girl. Her ass, round and plush, filled the leggings in a way that felt indecent in the mirror's light. Her breasts, cradled by the cotton bra, swayed subtly when she moved. Not pornographic. Just... ripe. Sensual in a way she hadn’t looked at herself in years.

She rolled her shoulders, letting the hoodie slip down for a moment, just to see how her body moved. The skin along her collarbones was still smooth. Her nipples, visible through the thin fabric, puckered slightly from the morning chill—or maybe from something else. The thought embarrassed her.

She reached for her bra next. White, simple, cotton. Functional. Not the lacey ones she used to wear, back when she cared about what she looked like beneath her clothes. She didn’t bother checking for matching panties. That wasn’t her anymore.

Still, she lingered in front of the mirror, turning slightly to the side. Her silhouette looked more hourglass than she remembered; a full-bodied Latina at thirty-two, all hips and curve and heat. She used to hate that. Used to wish she was slimmer, tighter, less loud in her skin. Now she wasn’t sure. Maybe Jesiah would see her today—really see her—as she bent into a forward fold, the curve of her spine, the gentle swell of her hips.

The thought made her thighs press together.

Camila stood and caught her reflection in the long mirror. Not vanity. Curiosity. Who was she now, really?

A woman who woke up early to stretch in a room full of strangers? A wife? A ghost of someone she used to like?

The mirror didn’t answer.

Behind her, the comforter shifted. Ryan groaned lightly in his sleep. She didn’t turn around. Just slipped her arms through a hoodie and tugged her ponytail tight.

"You look good," Ryan said, voice rough with sleep.

She looked at him through the mirror. He was propped up on one elbow, phone already in hand, eyes not on her. The comment felt like something he said out of habit, like asking if she needed milk.

"Thanks," she replied, tightening her shoelaces.

Their wedding photo caught her eye, framed on the nightstand, slightly crooked. She used to straighten it every morning. Now she just saw it.

They'd been married five years now. Love at first sight, the kind people roll their eyes at until it happens to them. Ryan had proposed exactly a year after their first date, on the very same beach where they'd met. It had felt like fate then.

Now, it just felt… distant.

Ever since the miscarriage, He had been careful with me. Too careful.

As if I might break again. As if I already had.

He had stopped touching her without asking. Stopped making jokes he used to make. He treated her like she was made of glass.

Or worse, like she was already broken, and he was just gently carrying the pieces around.

They hadn’t had sex in almost four months.

It wasn’t even a fight. Just a silence that stretched too long. She’d stopped trying. So had he.

The kitchen was dim when she walked in. The overhead bulb flickered before turning fully on. She moved without thinking: opened the cupboard, found her travel mug, brewed the coffee. The smell was familiar, but the warmth didn’t reach her.

She leaned against the counter, sipped from her mug, and let her hand drift absentmindedly across the curve of her own hip. A ghost of a touch. A reminder that she could still feel something, even if it was just her own skin.

She sipped mechanically, eyes on the dark sky outside the kitchen window. The neighbors’ sprinklers kicked on.

Life, on loop.

Her phone buzzed. Reminder: Yoga - 6:15 AM. Studio 2.

She pocketed it, grabbed her keys, and moved toward the door. Ryan hadn’t followed. He rarely did.

"I’ll be back in an hour," she said, loud enough to carry.

"Mhm."

That was it.

The garage door creaked open. The car was cold. She reversed out of the driveway slowly, hands steady on the wheel, even though her chest felt like it was cracking beneath her ribs.

She didn’t bother checking the rearview.

No one was watching.

And she wasn’t sure which part hurt more—that Ryan didn’t ask her to stay, pin her against the kitchen counter, and fuck the need out of her like he used to back when they were young and insatiable… or that she didn’t even want him to. Not really. Not anymore. The hunger she used to feel for him had dulled to something quiet, like a memory she was scared to revisit, because what if it was gone for good?

Jesiah greeted her at the studio door with a quiet nod. He didn’t smile, didn’t offer a chirpy greeting like some of the younger instructors. Just a slow, grounding nod, as if to say, You made it. Camila nodded back, her lips twitching in the barest echo of a smile. Her cheeks flushed before she could stop them.

He was tall. Black. Smooth-skinned and sculpted like he’d been born in a Greek tragedy and raised in porn. Jesiah didn’t just have a body—he wore it like a slow promise. Each muscle cut clean but not bulky, long and lean, carved like he was chiseled with worship in mind. Broad shoulders that begged for touch. A chest you could fall asleep on. Abs that moved like a whisper when he twisted. His waist tapered in clean, his arms defined but fluid, graceful even when he stood still.

There was something slow about him. Not lazy—measured. Every move felt earned, like he never wasted a breath. Just standing near him made her stomach tighten. Not fear. Anticipation. That low, restless kind that curled between her thighs and made her shift in place.

She caught herself staring once. Just a second too long as he bent forward to adjust the playlist. The curve of his ass in those soft black joggers did something to her chest. Like it pushed a button that hadn’t been touched in months.

Ryan had suggested the yoga class. Meant well. Thought it might help her feel stronger, clearer, something gentler than weights and resistance bands in the garage. He didn’t know this was what she’d find. What she’d feel.

There was something still about Jesiah, something that never needed to speak to be heard. A steady masculinity. Heavy. Warm. It wrapped around her like heat in a sauna. Made her chest tighten. Made her thighs shift.

Camila had taken to it immediately. Maybe too much.

The last two weeks, every time Jesiah adjusted her pose, every time his voice washed over her like a slow pour of warm honey, she left the studio feeling damp between her thighs. Not from the sweat.

From wanting.

It had been months since she’d felt that. Since her body had reminded her, it still knew how to ache for something.

And now, all it took was a look. A word. A touch.

She felt younger when he was near.
Hungrier.

You’re married, her mind hissed. You love Ryan.

She did. At least… she used to. And maybe still did, in the way you love an old house—the foundation cracked, the walls stained, but still the only place that’s ever felt like home.

But Jesiah made her body remember. And it was hard to argue with muscle memory when your thighs stayed wet for hours after a sixty-minute class.

She rolled out her mat at the back of the room, like always. A safe corner where no one would watch her too closely. But she could watch him. The line of his arms as he demonstrated. The deliberate stillness in his posture. Jesiah didn’t perform yoga—he lived it. Every breath he took felt earned.

The class began slow. Breathwork. Gentle transitions. Camila moved through the motions, but her body hummed with a quiet, pulsing heat. Jesiah’s voice, rich and low, curled around the room. It felt like a caress—like a hand tracing down the slope of her spine.

Then came the first touch. She was in Warrior II, arms stretched wide, body open. Jesiah moved behind her. His palm ghosted across her waist as he adjusted her stance—fingers brushing the swell of her hip, the side of her ribs. His hand was warm. Firm. Just a second longer than necessary.

But it wasn’t just his hand. As he leaned in, aligning her hips with a subtle tug, she felt the faintest pressure—his body brushing hers. And for a split second, she was aware of something solid, thick, resting against the top of her ass through his joggers. Not hard. Just there. Heavy.

Her breath caught. Her thighs clenched. Her mind screamed that it had to be an accident. That she was imagining it.

But her body? Her body didn't care.

The contact sparked something under her skin that made her pulse throb between her legs. A soft ache bloomed low in her belly.

He stepped away. But the imprint of him lingered, like heat pressed into her muscles.

Downward dog. Forward fold. Her hair spilled across her mat, and her body trembled—not from exertion, but from how much she wanted to be touched again. She didn’t dare look up.

Savasana. The lights dimmed. She lay flat, arms open, eyes closed. The quiet settled around her like water, and somewhere beneath her collarbone, something cracked open. A tightness she hadn’t known was there began to unspool.

Her throat burned. A tear slipped down her temple and pooled in her ear. Then another.

She didn’t sob. Didn’t move. But inside, she felt like she was splitting.

Jesiah crouched beside her—she hadn’t even heard him approach. A calloused hand rested gently on her shoulder. Not pressure. Just presence.

He didn’t say a word.

She didn’t need him to.

She inhaled. Deeper than she had in days. Weeks. Her chest opened, her limbs went loose, and the tears stopped not because the ache was gone, but because it finally had space to breathe.

For the first time in weeks, she didn’t feel numb. Or hollow. Or ashamed.

She felt real again.

When she opened her eyes, Jesiah was gone. But folded neatly on the edge of her mat was her towel—clean, still warm, smelling faintly of his skin. He must've got it for her while she cried.

The gesture was small. Thoughtful. Intimate in a way that made her chest throb.

And in that moment, something inside her tilted.

This isn't a crush, she told herself. This is a problem.

Because that was the exact second she realized she might start lying to Ryan.


Chapter II

The sun had just begun to climb higher when Camila stepped out of the yoga studio, body loose, mind unmoored. Jesiah hadn’t said anything when class ended—just a quiet nod, the same unreadable look in his eyes as she passed by him to grab her mat. But her skin still burned where his hand had rested during savasana. That touch had felt… knowing. Calming.

She didn’t look back. Couldn’t.

***

The drive home was quiet, but her mind wasn’t. Her body pulsed with heat, the ghost of Jesiah’s touch still clinging to her like sweat. Summer air rolled through the window, cool against her fevered skin, but it did nothing to calm the ache between her thighs.

She pulled into the driveway and sat there for a moment, gripping the wheel, eyes closed. She could still feel the shape of his hand spanning her ribcage. The width of his chest when he’d bent near her. The way her breath had caught when his fingers steadied her hips and she’d accidentally leaned back into him.

Inside, the kitchen was warm with the scent of butter and pancakes. Ryan was busy, in pajama pants, flipping another round onto a plate. He looked up, gave her a smile that tried to be casual but didn’t quite land.

“You’re back early,” he said. “Hope you’re hungry.”

Camila nodded, stepping into the space. Her legs still felt unstable—like her balance was somewhere back in that studio.

He slid a plate toward her, then held out a fork. “I figured you’d need something sweet after all that stretching.”

There was something in his tone. A little too light. A little too practiced.

She sat down, legs crossed tight, and took a bite. Syrup pooled against her lips.

“It was… intense,” she murmured.

Ryan leaned across the counter, watching her too closely. “Yeah? That instructor good?”

Her fork paused mid-air.

“He’s very… precise.”

“Hmm.” Ryan leaned in and kissed her temple. But it wasn’t casual. His hand brushed the back of her neck, then lingered there, thumb moving in a slow circle. His hand rested at the small of her back for a beat too long. Like he was trying to memorize her.

Camila froze, mid-chew. Something about his touch felt… different. Not loving. Not comforting.

Like surveillance.

“You okay?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

He pulled away slowly, face unreadable. “Yeah. Just thinking we should take a weekend off. That vineyard in Carmel? You used to love it there.”

She smiled too quickly. “Sure. That sounds… really nice.”

But even as she nodded, something inside her curled in discomfort. The suggestion should’ve thrilled her. Time away. Just them. But it felt more like a deflection. A detour.

Ryan used to kiss her like she was oxygen. Now, every affection felt careful. Like he was touching a cracked glass.

And she used to ache for him.

Now, she felt the ache slowly driving to someone else.

Jesiah didn’t touch her like she’d break. He didn’t flinch away from the heat of her body. He steadied her, grounded her—but not to protect. To challenge. To awaken.

She pushed the plate away gently, appetite lost, and excused herself with a kiss to Ryan’s shoulder.

As she walked down the hallway, she didn’t look back.

Because her skin was still tingling.

And she didn’t want him to see it.

***

Later that evening, the house sank into its usual quiet. Ryan’s voice hummed faintly from the upstairs office, the muffled cadence of a man pacing during a work call. Camila stood in the bathroom, wrapped in a towel that clung damply to her curves. Water trickled from the ends of her hair, tracking the line of her spine, dripping past her ass to her thighs.

She caught her reflection in the mirror—flushed, a little wild-eyed. Her breasts lifted with every shallow breath. She didn’t look like someone making dinner plans. She looked like someone on the edge.

The towel slipped a little as she sat on the edge of the tub. Her knees parted slowly, deliberately. One hand held the porcelain beside her. The other slid lower.

She just wanted to feel something real.

Jesiah came back to her in snapshots. His skin, deep and smooth. His chest, broad and sweat-slicked in the studio light. The black shirt hugging muscle, the way his shorts framed his thighs like they were carved from stone. The tattoos on his ribs. How he moved like breath and muscle were the same thing.

And that scent—clean and masculine. Like pine and sweat and heat. She hadn’t meant to inhale him, but she had. Involuntarily. Shamelessly.

Her fingers found her clit and pressed. Gently. Rhythmically.

She thought of him behind her, palms bracing her hips. The strength in his arms, the flex of his core as he rocked into her. He could’ve had her right there. Bent over her mat. Her moans muffled by the floor. The class long gone. Just the two of them, sweat-slick and greedy.

She was already close. Already unraveling.

And then—

Ryan.

His voice floated down again, softer now. Maybe he’d ended the call. Maybe he was listening.

Camila’s eyes snapped open. Her hand slowed. The high in her chest faltered.

She remembered his offer that morning. The coffee. The vineyard. His kiss at the corner of her mouth, too sweet. Too soft.

She should’ve been grateful. She should’ve wanted that.

But she didn’t.

Not right now.

Her hand dropped away.

She sat still, chest rising and falling, heart knocking against her ribs. The ache between her legs didn’t ease. If anything, it throbbed harder. Like her body was punishing her for denying it.

“I’m not supposed to want this,” she whispered.

But the words didn’t carry weight. They felt empty. Distant. Her thighs still trembled.

***

Camila lay in bed with the lights off, the glow from her screen flickering against the shadows of their room. Ryan had fallen asleep early, one arm tossed across his chest, his mouth slightly parted. The soft rhythm of his breathing filled the silence, steady, oblivious.

She opened Instagram.

Searched: @Jesiah.Moves

The page loaded slowly. Too slowly. Like it knew what she was about to do. Like it wanted to tease her.

The grid lit up with thumbnails—him shirtless mid-pose, him exhaling into a long twist, him standing tall and sweat-slick with closed eyes and open palms. It looked like worship. And tonight, it felt like sin.

She tapped one video. Then another.

In one, Jesiah was shirtless, skin slick with sweat, muscles taut and glistening. His tattoos curled down his ribs, inked script against sculpted bronze. His breath came slow and even as he folded forward, shorts slipping low enough to expose the sharp V of his hips.

Camila’s breath hitched.

Her eyes traced every line of him, every ripple of movement like she was reading something sacred. Something dangerous.

She watched it again. And again.

The sheets felt too heavy, too warm. Her legs shifted. Her free hand crept beneath the covers. She grazed her thigh, then slid inward, just enough to feel the edge of herself.

She didn’t go deeper. Not yet. She wanted to hover there. To ache.

She imagined his hands again—those palms, wide and grounding, braced against her skin. His breath against her ear. The pressure of his chest at her back, pinning her in place like she needed holding down.

And then she heard it.

Ryan’s breath. Closer now. A small rustle from his side. He shifted, murmured something incoherent in his sleep. His wedding band grazed her hip as he turned. Cold metal. Warm skin. She didn’t move.

Camila froze.

Her hand pulled back, empty.

She stared at the phone, heart pounding. Jesiah’s paused image blinked back at her, frozen mid-stretch.

She should’ve felt ashamed.

You’re a wife, Camila. A married woman. But your body doesn’t remember vows.

But her thighs still trembled. And shame felt so far away.

She turned off the phone, placed it face down.

But didn’t roll over.

Didn’t look at Ryan.

She opened Instagram again. Typed his name. Her fingers trembled—and not from shame.


Chapter III

The shirt clung in all the wrong places. Or maybe all the right ones. Camila stared at her reflection, arms halfway through a cotton tank she hadn’t worn in over a year. The fabric was thin—so thin she could almost see the outline of her nipples if the light hit just right. It was cropped slightly, the hem ending just above her navel. A line of soft skin peeked out above her leggings. She tugged at the fabric, trying to make it sit lower. It didn’t.

She reached for her leggings next, not the thick, forgiving ones she usually wore. These were softer, stretchier. Black with a high waistband that hugged her tighter than she remembered. She eased them up over her hips, the elastic catching for just a second before snapping into place.

Her ass looked… obscene.

She turned sideways. Then again. Bent slightly. Watched the way the fabric stretched tight across her curves. She could see the dip of her lower back, the subtle roundness of her thighs pressing forward.

Not obscene like vulgar. Obscene like ripe. Like fruit too soft to carry. Like something you couldn’t unsee once you'd seen it.

The mirror didn’t judge. The mirror noticed.

Her nipples pricked under the fabric. Her thighs rubbed softly as she shifted.

“It’s summer,” she muttered, smoothing her top. “Just hot. That’s all.”

But the mirror didn’t blink. The mirror saw hunger.

It saw want. It saw a woman pretending not to know exactly what she was doing.

She arrived at the studio early. Too early.

Jesiah was already there. Alone. Shirt damp from a run, a towel slung across one shoulder. His joggers hung low, clinging slightly at the hips. His eyes flicked to hers as she walked in, just once. But they stayed on her a second too long.

“Morning,” he said, voice thick with sleep or sweat or both.

“Morning,” she echoed. Her own voice felt too light. Too careful.

The room was still. Dim. The scent of mat cleaner barely covered the heat of bodies past. Camila laid hers near the front this time. Not her usual back corner. Not today.

The class filled slowly. The music started. Low tempo. Jesiah’s voice cut through the hush like a slow drag of silk.

“Let’s begin.”

Camila folded into her breath. Inhale. Exhale. Her body obeyed, but her mind stayed restless. Every time he moved past her, her pulse jumped. Every time his voice dipped low, her muscles tensed in ways they shouldn’t.

Then came the first touch.

He adjusted her in downward dog. Just a firm press at her lower back. A sweep of his palm along her hip.

Her breath hitched. Loudly.

He paused. Hand still resting on her waist.

She didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just stayed there, body buzzing.

He adjusted her again. Slower. Deliberate. His fingers brushed her ribcage. His chest hovered near her back. His hand didn’t shake. Not even when it lingered too long on her skin.

Her thighs trembled.

He stepped away.

But the heat stayed.



She leaned deeper into the next pose than she usually did. Let her spine curve with intention. Let her breath sound a little louder. Her leggings stretched tighter over her hips, the fabric clinging like a second skin. She felt the sweat bead along her lower back, tracing a slow, teasing line down the curve of her spine.

Jesiah moved behind her again. His presence was unmistakable now—a pull in the air, a gravity her body answered without question.

His hand hovered first. Then settled. A firm palm just above the swell of her hip, guiding her deeper. Her breath hitched, sharp and needy.

And then—

She felt it.

The unmistakable press of something thick, warm, and heavy against the soft curve of her ass. Not fully hard. But there. Undeniable.

It wasn't an accident. Couldn't be. Not the way it lingered.

Her body locked up for a second. Every muscle clenching on instinct. She heard the soft catch of his breath behind her.

Then, she exhaled.

Slow. Deliberate. Letting her thighs relax, her spine dip just a touch further.

Jesiah didn’t apologize. Didn’t flinch or pull back. His hand only adjusted slightly, a barely-there pressure guiding her hips. His cock still brushing faintly behind her.

Neither of them spoke.

Neither of them moved.

And in that pause, everything shifted.

Her nipples tightened. Her core throbbed. Her cheeks flushed—not with shame, but with the quiet, dangerous thrill of being wanted. Of wanting right back.

She stayed bent. And he didn’t step away.

***

That night, she dreamed of him.

It started quiet. His voice, low and coaxing. "Breathe into the bend, Camila." Her body obeyed like it had no say. She was on her mat, back arched, hair sticking to her neck. Jesiah behind her—his hands firm on her hips, thumbs pressing into the tight notches above her ass.

And then—he didn’t move away.

He leaned in. His breath hit her ear. "Stay just like that."

She did.

He pressed himself flush against her, chest to back. His cock nestled between her thighs. Hard. Heavy. Pulsing. Her arms pinned above her head, his hand locking her wrists together like a promise.

He bent her deeper. She moaned—sharp, desperate. The kind of sound that wasn’t practiced, just pulled.

His lips grazed her ear. "Good girl."

He fucked her. Slow. Intentional. Brutal in how deep he went, how much he held back. She could feel every inch dragging against her walls, the way he pulsed inside her like he knew exactly what she needed. His grip on her wrists tightened with every thrust, holding her steady as her knees wobbled.

"You like that?" he rasped. "Being taken like this? Bent open and used?"

She couldn’t answer. Just gasped, choking on every stroke, her face flush with the mat. Her nipples scraped the surface. Her clit throbbed, untouched and begging. Her body rocked with his, thighs burning, moans spilling out like confessions.

He didn’t rush. He took his time. Each stroke measured. Controlled. But hard. So hard. Like he wanted to leave something in her that she wouldn’t forget.

She felt her orgasm build fast. Shamefully fast. But he didn’t let up. One hand left her wrists and slid around her neck, tipping her head back, holding her open as he slammed into her.

"You’re dripping," he groaned into her ear. "So fucking wet."

Her body shattered around him. She came hard—legs shaking, toes curling, mouth open in a silent scream. Her orgasm hit like a wave breaking, loud and feral. She didn’t know if she was crying or laughing, only that she wanted more.

Jesiah didn’t stop. Not at first. He kept fucking her through it, whispering filth into her ear, until she sobbed from the overstimulation. Only then did he slow, dragging one last thrust in deep and staying there, pulsing inside her.

"That’s it," he breathed. "That’s my good girl."

She woke up gasping.

Soaked.

Her panties clung to her, damp with slick. Her thighs trembled as if she hadn’t left the mat. Her chest rose in short, broken breaths. Her skin was flushed, hot to the touch.

She rolled to her side, heart pounding, the sheets twisted and damp beneath her.

Ryan slept beside her. His mouth parted in a soft snore. Peaceful. Trusting.

Her eyes filled with heat. Not tears—something else. Something heavier.

His hand rested between them, the wedding band cold against her hip.

She didn’t move.

"You’re a wife," she whispered.

But the ache pulsed beneath her skin.

Unrepentant.

And she knew, in the quiet throb between her legs, that her body had already made a choice her mind hadn’t caught up to.

***

The shower steamed around her. She stood under it, hands braced against the tile, water beating down like punishment. Her mind spun. Her core still throbbed. She hadn’t touched herself. But her body felt wrecked.

A noise.

Down the hall.

Footsteps?

She stilled.

Listened.

Nothing.

The fear wasn't sharp. It was slow. Creeping.

Was Ryan watching? Had he noticed something different in her this morning? Had she made a sound last night?

She rinsed fast. Wrapped herself in a towel. Stayed quiet.

***

Later, in bed, she pretended to sleep.

Ryan’s breaths were steady beside her. One arm sprawled toward her side of the bed. The weight of the blanket was too warm, but she didn’t kick it off. She needed it—like a shield.

The room smelled faintly of his cologne and detergent. Domestic. Familiar. Nothing like sweat and rubber mats and Jesiah’s voice in her ear.

She turned slightly, careful not to shift too much. Her thigh brushed Ryan’s. He didn’t stir.

Camila opened Instagram under the blanket. Searched: @Jesiah.Moves

The profile loaded. Same grid. Same poses.

She tapped one video. Then another.

Jesiah shirtless. Jesiah stretching. Jesiah on all fours, arching into a twist that made her thighs press together again.

She took a screenshot.

Zoomed in.

His abs. His hips. The slight bulge in those joggers. Her stomach flipped.

Her fingers hovered just below the waistband of her pajama shorts.

She didn’t touch herself.

Not tonight.

But her body responded anyway.

The ache wasn’t foreign anymore.

It was familiar. Intimate. Like a secret only her thighs understood.

“Was it really the heat?” she wondered.

“If he touched me again, would I stop him?”

And for once, the silence that followed didn’t feel like shame.

It felt like truth.


Chapter IV

The class had ended like any other. Mats rustled. Bodies shuffled quietly. Thank-yous were whispered between exhales as people filed out, muscles loose, minds quieter.

Camila stayed longer than she needed to. She moved slower than usual, towel in hand, gaze unfocused. She wasn’t stalling—but she wasn’t quite ready to leave either.

Jesiah was at the front of the room, kneeling to roll up a mat someone had left behind. His movements were as deliberate as ever—shoulders rolling smooth under his thin black shirt, biceps taut, patient.

She didn’t think he’d look at her.

But he did.

“Studio’s free after hours,” he said, voice low.

Camila’s breath caught, just for a second. Heat bloomed low in her belly, subtle but unmistakable—like her body had heard the offer before her mind had a chance to object. Not loud enough for anyone else to hear. Not a question. Not a demand. “If you ever want more one-on-one time. No pressure.”

The words hung in the humid air between them. Camila didn’t answer. She didn’t nod right away, either.

She just looked at him. Held his gaze for a long, quiet beat.

Then—barely a movement—she nodded once.

Eyes met. Nothing was confirmed.
But everything was understood.

***

Later that evening, the house was soaked in domestic rhythm.

Ryan was upstairs on a Zoom call, pacing softly back and forth in his office. She heard the muffled thrum of his voice through the closed door. Words like "quarterly" and "alignment" floated through the air like they didn’t belong to her world anymore.

She slipped on her sneakers by the front door.

“I’m just heading out for a drive,” she called, tone light. Not too casual. Not too pointed.

She waited.

Nothing from upstairs.

She opened the door and stepped into the night.

***

The studio felt different at night.

Dimmer. Quieter. Almost secretive.

The front windows were covered. The lights overhead softened. Incense trailed from a small ceramic dish near the stereo—something dark and woody. Cedar maybe. Sandalwood. It felt heavier than the citrusy spritz they used in the morning. More intimate.

Jesiah was already inside. No smile. No greeting. Just a glance. A nod.

He was barefoot, a black tank clinging to his chest, joggers loose around his hips. He looked like he’d just finished something himself—maybe a run, maybe just breathing.

Music played low. Slower than the morning playlists. Not yoga music, not really. Just rhythm. Pulse. Something that moved without words.

Camila stepped inside.

Her top was loose, casual, something she'd grabbed on instinct. Or maybe not entirely on instinct. Maybe part of her had known—had chosen the softness, the cling, the absence of a bra—with a kind of quiet recklessness she couldn’t bring herself to name. But she hadn’t worn a bra. The cotton clung to her subtly, and she could feel the air brushing her nipples through it. She didn’t tug it down. Didn’t adjust.

Her leggings hugged her hips tight. She felt how she moved. She felt how her body carried weight again, curve again. She wasn’t pretending to be unaware. Not anymore.

She rolled out her mat. Slower than she needed to. Intentionally.

Jesiah walked past her. Close. But didn’t touch. She caught the faint scent of his skin—clean and warm—and felt the ghost of his body heat trail behind him like static.

He paused beside her and spoke, voice low.

"Just breathe."

It was almost a whisper.

And somehow, it was the loudest thing in the room.

The poses began slow. Intimate. Less a sequence than a ceremony.

Camila settled onto the mat, her breath already coming faster than it should. Her chest rose and fell with anticipation she tried to name as nerves, but her body knew better. Jesiah’s voice drifted through the studio like warm smoke, guiding her into hip openers and slow forward folds. His tone was low, patient, almost reverent. Like he was reading scripture.

There were no other bodies. No quiet shuffles. No breath but her own. And his.

The soft thump of bass pulsed under it all, not loud but insistent, threading through the quiet like a second heartbeat. Outside, the world felt impossibly far away. Inside, it was just skin and stretch and silence.

“Let it open,” Jesiah murmured, as she settled into a seated straddle. Her thighs extended, hamstrings burning, spine reaching tall before she began to fold. Her palms slid forward along the mat. Her torso dipped. She wasn’t just stretching. She was offering.

Sweat gathered quickly at her brow, slicking her skin. Her hips trembled as she leaned further. Her breath caught in her throat—half effort, half something else. Something deeper.

Jesiah’s steps behind her were silent, but her body felt him approaching. The air shifted with his nearness. Her spine tingled in anticipation before she even felt his touch.

A warm hand landed at the small of her back. Firm, grounding. Not pushing—guiding.

She shivered.

Then his hands moved. One slid down to the crease of her hip, adjusting the tilt of her pelvis. The other glided up the sides of her ribs, fingers spread, like he was tracing her open.

Soft.
Intentional.

He touched her like she was something sacred. Not fragile. Just... worthy of reverence.

Each adjustment lingered. Just long enough for her breath to falter. For heat to pulse in the pit of her stomach.

Her mind tried to name the sensations—professionalism, assistance, maybe kindness—but her body had no such interest. Her body had already begun to hum.

When he adjusted her again in a low lunging twist, one hand guided her shoulder deeper, the other settled firmly on her thigh—his fingers splaying just above her knee, skin to skin. The pressure was slow. Deliberate. Not testing. Knowing.

He said nothing.

And yet, her body tightened around the absence of sound. Her thighs, still parted, pressed together tighter once he moved on. A pulse beat between them, persistent now, and entirely unignorable.

“Take your time,” Jesiah said. “Let it melt.”

She tried. She truly did. But the only thing melting was her composure.

Her core throbbed—slick now, soaked through her leggings, the heat of her need pressed tight and aching between her thighs. A slow, pulsing want that bloomed every time her hips opened farther. Her leggings clung too tight. Her nipples, stiff and unhidden beneath her top, dragged with every breath. Every movement stoked the heat inside her, until it was more than distraction—it was the center.

Her breath became shallow. Eyes fluttered shut. She was supposed to be in her body.
Instead, she was unraveling in it.

Jesiah moved past her once. Twice. Close enough that she could feel the warmth of him, the gravity of his presence. He didn’t touch. Didn’t speak.

And still, she burned.

“Forward fold,” he murmured next. His voice a thread, low and husky.

She obeyed.

Her legs spread in a wide V. Arms stretched ahead. Spine curving long. Hips tilted up. Her ass lifted, full and round in her tight leggings, back arched into offering.

Jesiah stepped in behind her.

The air shifted again. Time slowed.

His hands landed on her thighs. Strong. Grounding. The heat of his palms sank straight into her muscles, firm and unhurried, like he wasn’t just holding her—he was anchoring her. It was the kind of touch that reminded her of everything Ryan used to do without thinking. The way he’d once gripped her hips in the kitchen, steady and sure, before that too had turned careful. This wasn’t careful. This was claiming.

He spread her farther, just an inch. Then another. The movement was so subtle, but it shattered something inside her.

She gasped. Quiet, but sharp.

Then his hands moved again. Fingertips skimmed up the crease of her inner thighs—featherlight, but searing. Up toward the edge of where decency ended. He stopped just shy of the point where skin turned private.

Her body locked.

Not in fear.

In anticipation.

And then—without conscious thought—her hand reached backward.

She shouldn’t.
But her body didn’t ask permission.

She found him. He was close. So close. And she could feel the suggestion of him just below her wrist—thick, hanging heavy, restrained… for now.

Her palm pressed flat against his chest. Warm. Solid. The slow, steady beat of his heart pulsed beneath her fingers. He was calm. Entirely unshaken.

Jesiah didn’t flinch.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

He just stood behind her, letting her feel all of him—his breath, his heat, his weight. The line of his hips just shy of hers. His chest rising slowly under her touch.

Her cheek was still pressed to the mat. Her body folded forward, breath jagged. But her head turned enough that their eyes met.

He looked at her.

Not like a student. Not like a woman breaking.

Like a woman choosing.

One breath.
Then another.

Then he lifted his hand.

And laid it gently over hers.

Not to hold. Not to stop.

Just to say—I’m here. And under her, slick pooled hot and hungry between her thighs, her breath trembling at the edge of a moan she didn’t dare release.

No words were spoken.

Just breath.

Camila stayed folded for a heartbeat longer, grounded by the weight of his hand over hers. Her chest trembled with every inhale, her lips parted in silence. Jesiah stood behind her, unmoving. The moment didn’t ask for movement. It asked for surrender.

Slowly, she lifted her body upright, rising to her knees. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Her eyes found his—dark, unreadable, but burning. Jesiah didn’t move back. He stayed right there, heat radiating from his skin, tension crackling in the air between them like electricity.

His hand came up and cupped her jaw. His thumb brushed the corner of her mouth—soft, sensual, claiming.

She looked up at him.

He leaned in.

She tilted her chin.

Their mouths met.

It wasn’t a peck. It wasn’t polite.

It was slow, deep, and unrelenting. The kind of kiss that didn’t ask, it simply took. His lips slid over hers, opening her with intention. Tongue slipping in, stroking hers with a rhythm that made her clench. Her hands found his waist, fingers sliding under the edge of his tank, feeling the warm skin stretched over his taut obliques. He tasted like heat and breath and need.

Jesiah's hands roamed up her sides, fingers dipping under her shirt, thumbs brushing the underswell of her breasts. She gasped softly against his mouth as his thumbs found her nipples—already hard, already aching—and rolled them gently between finger and palm.

The kiss broke with a soft pull of her lower lip. His forehead rested against hers, both of them breathing heavy, breath mixing.

“You still want this?” he murmured, voice low, rough with restraint.

She nodded. Her throat was too tight for words.

He kissed her again—harder this time. Tongue plunging deeper, his hand gripping her waist like he needed her grounded. Her body melted into his. Her nipples dragged against the fabric of her shirt, and she whimpered into his mouth.

Then he stepped back. Barely. Just enough to see her fully.

She stayed kneeling, dazed, mouth parted, chest rising in quick, shallow pants. The shirt clung to her skin, damp with sweat, nipples outlined like punctuation marks. Jesiah's eyes moved slowly down her body, drinking her in.

He reached for her shirt and spoke softly, "Okay then."

He lifted the hem slowly, inch by excruciating inch. His knuckles brushed her ribs, then her belly, then the under-curve of her breasts. She lifted her arms without hesitation, baring herself to him fully.

Her breasts were soft and full, nipples flushed and begging for attention. Jesiah didn’t speak. Just lowered his mouth to the space between them and pressed a wet, reverent kiss. Then another. His tongue flicked at one nipple, then the other, before taking one into his mouth and sucking.

Camila moaned, her head falling back, back arching into him. Her hands threaded into his hair.

He kissed lower. Tongue dragging slowly down the line of her stomach. Hands at her waistband.

He paused.

Then, slowly… deliberately slid her leggings down.

She lifted her hips to help him, thighs already trembling. The air kissed her slick folds. She was drenched. Her bare pussy glistened in the low light, lips swollen, sensitive, needy.

Jesiah groaned. Deep. Low. From his chest.

"Goddamn," he breathed. Like he was looking at something holy.

His fingers skimmed her inner thighs, spreading her just enough to see her glisten. His thumb brushed the top of her slit, grazing her clit—barely a touch, but it made her whole body jerk.

Her hands moved to his joggers. She needed him now—needed to see him.

Her fingers trembled as she dragged the waistband down. And then—he sprang free. His cock bounced out, thick and veiny, flushed deep at the tip, already leaking the faintest drop of precum. It was massive. Heavy. The kind of cock that made your breath catch and your thighs clench just from the sight of it. It hung low and proud, the girthy shaft dark and pulsing, thick enough to make her knees wobble, the head fat and swollen with need. Her lips parted as if drawn by gravity, a soft gasp catching in her throat. Her pussy clenched, fluttering helplessly at the sheer thought of being filled by something that size. She could already feel the stretch—phantom pressure teasing her insides before he even touched her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, slick coating her inner skin like a desperate answer to what she saw.

Jesiah was beautiful. And terrifying. He was nothing like Ryan—nothing gentle or cautious or quietly apologetic. Ryan’s cock had always felt familiar, safe. Manageable. But this? This was raw. Bold. Visibly demanding. Jesiah's size, his presence, the sheer confidence in how he let her look—it made her feel small, stretched, soaked, and already half undone.

She reached out, hesitant but aching, and brushed her fingertips along the thick vein running up the underside of his shaft. He twitched at her touch, cock jumping in her hand, impossibly hot and heavy. Her palm cupped the base, thumb dragging lightly under the tip, catching a slick bead of precum. She swallowed hard, pussy throbbing in response.

He cupped her cheek. Let her stare. Let her take him in.

“We’ll go slow,” he whispered, thumb brushing her jaw.

Camila nodded. She should’ve felt shame. But all she felt was hunger—deep, unapologetic, pulsing through every nerve like a confession her body had already written.

But her body was already wide open. Her whole body throbbed—open, aching, ready. And as Jesiah stepped closer, cock in hand, she knew she wouldn’t just be taken. She’d be undone.

Jesiah laid her down slowly.

The mat felt familiar beneath her back—rubbery, worn from weeks of sweat and breath and movement. But tonight, it felt like something else entirely. Like an altar. A place of offering. This was where it had started. Where she'd first let herself look too long. Where she'd let her body respond before her mind could deny it. And now it was where she would surrender.

His hands trailed down her body, fingers slow, warm, reverent.

He didn’t rush. Didn’t tear clothes or yank limbs apart like in some desperate pornographic ritual. No—he unfolded her.

He opened her thighs gently, his palms coaxing her legs wider until her pussy was fully exposed to the dim light. She felt the air hit her slick folds—cool and delicious—and she trembled.

Jesiah knelt between her legs and exhaled, slow and deep.

Then he lowered his mouth to her.

He kissed her inner thighs first, slow and open-mouthed, tongue dragging along the soft skin like he was savoring her flavor before the first taste. Each kiss inched closer. His stubble grazed the delicate skin. She gasped. He licked just beside where she needed him, teasing her with patience, with control.

Camila fisted the mat.

“Oh… fuck...” she whispered, hips twitching.

Then he parted her pussy lips with his thumbs and buried his mouth between them.

His tongue lapped slow, up and down her slit, the flat of it dragging from her soaked entrance all the way to her clit. Then back again. Then again.

He sucked her clit into his mouth, softly at first, then firmer, his tongue flicking rhythmically as his fingers gripped her thighs to keep her open.

Her moans echoed off the mirrored walls. Soft, wet sounds. Her breath came ragged and quick. She could see her reflection—bare legs spread wide, his broad shoulders between them, his head moving rhythmically between her thighs—and it undid her.

She’d never looked like this before. Never been touched like this before.

Her mind flickered to Ryan. To the way sex had become an afterthought. To how careful he was now. To the condoms. The quick missionary thrusts. The silence.

Jesiah was noise. Heat. Worship.

“Fuck,” she moaned, louder now, legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

Her first orgasm crested fast—too fast. A tight snap of sensation deep in her belly, rushing forward. She bucked against his face, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. Her vision blurred.

And still, he didn’t stop. He slowed, gentled, but didn’t move away. He licked her through it, soft strokes to keep her grounded as she came apart on the mat.

She was still panting when he kissed up her body. Her thoughts flickered—this wasn’t just cheating. This was betrayal with her legs spread wide and her moans echoing. And it made her wetter than she wanted to admit.

Up her belly. Her ribs. The curve of her breast. Her collarbone.

Until his face hovered above hers again. Lips wet. Eyes hungry.

He stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers.

And then she felt him.

His cock, heavy and hard, pressing against her entrance. The head nudging between her slick folds, teasing the edge.

Camila tensed. Just for a second. Her body wanted. But her mind—

This is real.

She was really doing this.

She was about to let another man—not her husband—slide into her pussy and take her fully.

And she wanted it so badly she ached.

Jesiah held still.

“Tell me,” he whispered.

She met his eyes.

“I want it.” Her voice cracked. “I want you to fuck me.”

He pushed in.

Slowly. Carefully. An inch at a time. Her pussy stretched wide around him, walls clinging, fluttering, struggling to take him fully. Every inch hurt just enough to make it real. Just enough to make her crave the next.

Her breath shattered. She gasped, back arching.

He was big. Bigger than anything she’d taken. Her walls stretched to accommodate him, her pussy fluttering around the thickness, clenching and pulsing as inch after inch disappeared inside her.

She gripped his shoulders like she was drowning. Nails dug into his skin.

“Oh my God…”

He bottomed out, his thick black cock seated all the way inside her, the swollen head pressing snug against the back of her pussy. Her walls clamped around him, stretched to their limit, her body pulsing around the impossible fullness. The heat of him, the weight, the obscene stretch—it left her gasping, mouth open, eyes wide.

“Ahhh—ohhh fuck…” she cried, nails digging into his shoulders.

He stayed there, buried deep, letting her feel every inch of what she’d just taken. Letting her body memorize the fact that it wasn’t Ryan inside her. It was Jesiah. Bigger. Bolder. Darker. And hers now.

When he pulled back and thrust again, she sobbed.

“Yesss… Jesiah… fuuucccck…”

His strokes were slow but heavy, dragging against every tender, swollen part of her. She felt the veins pulse as he moved in and out—each inch coated with her slick. Her clit throbbed with every grind of his pelvis.

The sound of wet friction filled the room, filthy and delicious. Her hips met his on instinct, chasing every deep slide.

He wasn’t punishing. But he was overwhelming. Each stroke owned her.

“God, yes, right there—ahh—don’t stop,” she whimpered, her voice cracking.

He grunted against her neck, teeth grazing her skin. “So fucking wet for me,” he breathed. “You’ve never felt this before, have you?”

She could barely breathe. Her moans turned to broken yeses, to incoherent cries, to nothing but sound and heat and stretch.

"Jesiah... please," she choked out, the name torn from somewhere deep in her throat—raw, reverent, wrecked.

And he kept going.

She didn’t just feel fucked.

She felt feasted.

Jesiah grunted with each thrust, his pace steady, hips rolling as he fucked her slow and deep. “So fucking tight for me,” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “You feel that difference, don’t you? The way your body opens for me?”

The mat creaked beneath them. Sweat slicked their skin. Her legs locked around his waist, ankles crossing at his back.

And inside her?

Only heat.

Only stretch.

Only fire.

She wasn’t just being fucked.

She was being transformed. She couldn’t take it back. Didn’t want to. Not even if Ryan walked in right now and saw everything. Especially if he did.

Camila came apart with a cry that shattered in her throat, the echo of his name still hanging between them like smoke.

Jesiah had kept moving—slow, deliberate strokes that never let her come down fully. He kissed her neck, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp again, and murmured low against her skin.

“Don’t run from it.”

She hadn’t. She couldn’t.

Her body was still shivering, legs trembling around his waist, her pussy clenching around him with every aftershock, wet and swollen from being stretched and filled. He felt impossibly deep. Hot. Real.

And then, he shifted. Drew back just enough to feel her whimper, then drove in again, slow but devastating.

She sobbed, clutching him tighter, her breath breaking against his chest.

"Jesiah—please—"

It wasn’t begging.

It was surrender.

It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t quiet. It was desperate, messy, unstoppable. Her entire body seized, legs tightening around Jesiah's waist, arms clutching his back like she was drowning. Her pussy clenched around his cock in frantic, rhythmic spasms, every nerve in her body lighting up with blinding heat.

“Jesiah—ohhh—fuck, I’m—I’m—”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

She sobbed against his chest, the sound half-moan, half-breakdown, her cheek pressed to his damp skin as her orgasm wracked her. Her thighs trembled, her body arched, her nails raked across his back, not from pain, but from being utterly overwhelmed.

Jesiah didn’t stop.

He ground into her, deep and deliberate, his cock still throbbing inside her spasming cunt. He kissed her temple. Her jaw. The curve of her ear. His voice was low, ragged, and impossibly tender.

“You feel everything now,” he whispered. “Don’t run from it.”

She wasn’t running.

She was holding on.

Her body trembled beneath him, shivering with the aftershocks. Her orgasm hadn't faded, not fully. Her walls still fluttered around him, as if they didn’t want to let him go.

And he didn’t go.

He stayed inside her. Grinding, stroking, his thrusts growing shorter, faster, more urgent. Camila’s eyes fluttered open. She could feel him swelling—thickening at the base. She knew what was coming. Her breath caught.

Then he groaned—a deep, guttural sound ripped straight from his chest—and spilled inside her.

Warmth flooded her.

Thick, hot pulses of cum filled her pussy, coating her walls, spilling back out around him. Jesiah stayed buried deep, hips pressed flush against hers as he emptied himself into her without hesitation, without apology.

A single flicker of thought broke through the haze.

She wondered—briefly—what Ryan would think if he saw her now. Legs open. Filled with someone else’s cum. But the thought didn’t bring shame. It made her pulse harder.

Her legs stayed wrapped around him. Her arms stayed clutched at his shoulders.

She didn’t want him to pull out.

Couldn’t bear the feeling of being empty again.

Jesiah’s chest pressed heavy against hers, heartbeat still thudding, cock twitching deep inside her like a final reminder she’d been claimed.

Their sweat mingled. Their breaths synced. The mat beneath them was slick with heat and release and everything they couldn’t say.

Jesiah didn’t say anything right away.

He just held her.

And she held on like her life depended on it.

For the first time in months—no, years—Camila didn’t feel numb.

She felt wrecked. Open. Flooded.

But she also felt real.

Not a wife.

Not a ghost.

Just a woman.

***

Later, the room had gone still. Music looped quietly in the background, low and pulsing, a gentle rhythm over the sound of breath and heartbeat.

They lay side by side on the mat, their bodies touching but not tangled. Jesiah reached for a towel and pulled it over both of them. Not possessive. Just warm.

Neither of them spoke.

No guilt. Not yet.

Just breath. Just silence. Just sweat cooling over skin.

Camila stared up at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling slowly. Her hand found his under the towel. Their fingers laced without thought.

She didn’t know what tomorrow would ask of her.

But tonight, her body had remembered everything it needed to.


Chapter V

Camila had barely slept last night.

The weight of what she’d done clung to her like a second skin. It wasn't just guilt—it was grief. Grief for the woman she thought she was. Grief for the trust she thought she upheld. And most of all, grief for the marriage she suddenly wasn’t sure she deserved.

She’d fucked another man.

Not just another man. Jesiah.

Her yoga instructor.
Her temptation.
Her undoing. Her addiction.
The man who made her body betray everything she thought she knew about love and loyalty.

She could still feel him. That was the worst part. She woke drenched between her thighs, the soreness in her hips a raw reminder of how wide he’d spread her, how deeply he’d filled her. Her inner muscles still ached, stretched and used, as if molded to his cock. Her lips were chapped from kissing him too hard. Her throat still carried the faint ache of every moan, every sob, every cry she hadn't meant to give him.

And beneath the guilt that twisted in her chest, there was something darker, hotter—a shameful throb of arousal that hadn’t faded. She hated herself for it. Hated that her hand had drifted down, just for a second, before she stopped herself. That the memory of his voice—low and guttural—made her clench with want.

She shouldn’t feel this way.

But her body didn’t care. It only remembered being opened. Worshipped. Fucked like she’d never been before.

And then there was Ryan.

Sweet, steady Ryan—who had waited at home last night, reheated pasta for them both, and settled on the couch in his old Cornell hoodie, watching one of his World War II documentaries. He’d smiled when she walked in. Said, “Hey, babe,” and kissed her like it was any other night.

And she—still full of Jesiah’s cum—had smiled back.
Had lied through omission.
Had muttered something about being tired and disappeared into the shower.

That was last night.

This morning, she moved like a woman with something to prove. Her guilt was simmering now—no longer sharp but slow-burning. She needed to do something. Anything. Needed to reclaim something real before she lost herself completely.

So she decided: dinner. A special meal. Something warm and fragrant and full of love. Something Ryan would taste and maybe—just maybe—feel how sorry she was.

She'd make that lamb tagine he liked. Or maybe that creamy risotto he always ordered at his favorite Italian place.

And after dinner... maybe she'd go down on him.

Maybe she'd fall to her knees and take him in her mouth with reverence, with guilt, with desperation. Maybe she'd let herself be taken slowly, softly, by the man who had loved her for years; let him mark her again, fill her again, as if that would undo what Jesiah had done. And maybe, somewhere deep in her stomach, she'd ache when her body didn't flinch the way it did last night. Maybe she'd crave the difference even as she pretended not to feel it. Maybe she could wash away what she'd done with the taste of her husband. Maybe she could let him claim her again. Maybe that was how you atoned—through sweat and skin and quiet penance.

She was halfway to planning it all when she stepped into his study to grab the iPad. He always kept his saved recipes there. The shower was still running in the other room—Ryan had gone in not five minutes ago.

The iPad sat on the desk, screen dimmed but awake.
She tapped it, then entered the passcode she knew by heart—his birthday. It had always been his birthday. The device unlocked with a soft click.

It lit up.

A video. Paused.

Her blood turned cold.

Camila’s eyes fixed on the screen.

It was her.

Naked. On all fours.
Jesiah behind her.

Her back arched just right, the curve of her spine a perfect, vulgar invitation. Jesiah’s hands wrapped around her hips like he owned them—like he’d always known she was made for this. His cock, thick and impossibly dark, was buried to the base inside her, glistening with her slick. Her thighs trembled. Her mouth was parted in a moan, eyes squeezed shut in submission.

She looked split open. Feral. Worshipped.

And somewhere in her spiraling thoughts, Camila imagined what Ryan must’ve felt seeing this. Shame? Rage? Or maybe—just maybe—an arousal he’d never admit.

The kind that left him hard and helpless, watching his wife being used.

The shot was low, angled just slightly to the side. Her face was visible—mouth open, eyes shut, sweat-slicked and wrecked.

She hadn’t recorded this.

There had been no phone in sight. No tripod. No cameras anywhere.

Nothing.

Her pulse spiked. Her ears rang.

She stared at herself in disbelief, frozen in that obscene, intimate position, captured with clarity she hadn’t even known was possible. Her own voice, breathy, choked, and whimpered from the speakers.

Then something worse:

The iPad had been left halfway through the video, paused mid-thrust, Jesiah buried to the hilt inside her. Her face slack with pleasure, her body trembling. Ryan had watched. He’d seen everything.

Her sweet husband...  the man who made her chamomile tea when her cramps flared up, who rubbed her feet on long Sundays, had sat and watched her be stretched open and wrecked by a literal sex god. Watched her whimper, beg, and take every inch like she was built for someone else’s cock. Not just anyone's. Jesiah's.

She could feel it in her gut. The way Ryan kissed her last night. The way he looked at her... calm. Almost too calm.

And then she remembered.

Yesterday, just after she came home, when she was heading to the shower, he had said it so casually: “How’s the soreness in your hips today?”

She had blinked.

She hadn’t told him her hips were sore.

She hadn’t told him anything.

But he knew.

He had known since before she opened her mouth. Since before she lied by omission.

Her stomach flipped.

The video still sat there. Still paused. Her body still spread. Jesiah still inside her. The moment captured and preserved without her knowledge.

She reached for the iPad, fingers trembling.

Then dropped it.

The iPad hit the hardwood with a thud.

The screen lit up as it landed.

Jesiah’s voice spilled from the speakers... low, guttural, groaning.
“That’s it, baby. Take all this cock. Just like that.”

Camila doubled over.

Her stomach heaved.

She stumbled back against the bookshelf, knees buckling beneath her. Her hands flew to her mouth as bile surged in her throat. The walls of the study felt like they were closing in.

She had been caught.

Not just caught. Watched.

And not just watched.

Recorded, frame by filthy frame.

There she was, on display. Bent over. Owned. Her body exposed in angles she didn’t even know someone could capture, let alone want to.

Humiliation slammed into her, hot and cold all at once. Her skin flushed red, and the burn of shame prickled across every inch of her body. But deep beneath it, nestled low in her belly, curled something even more dangerous.

A flicker of arousal.

It wasn’t welcome. It wasn’t right. But it was real.

She hated that it stirred at all. That the sight of her own feasted body, her open mouth, her trembling thighs, the visible stretch around Jesiah’s cock, could ignite something inside her.

The humiliation wasn’t just about being seen.

It was about being displayed. Recorded. Archived.

Every breathless moan, every cry of submission, every filthy surrender now belonged to someone else. It was no longer hers. It was theirs. Whoever had filmed it. Whoever had watched it. Ryan. Jesiah. Maybe both.

And the worst part? The truly awful, heart-twisting part was that something inside her clenched at that thought.

Like her body remembered what it was like to be watched. Used. Desired.

Like a part of her liked it.

She tried to banish the feeling, but it clung tight. Sticky. Sinful. Arousing.

Had Jesiah filmed her? Was it him?

Had Ryan watched every second, eyes locked on her bent body being claimed by another man?

She couldn’t bear the thought.

She couldn’t bear how it made her feel.

Her breath came ragged. Her pulse roared in her ears.

She didn’t know who had recorded her.

But worse, she no longer knew who she was anymore.

Had he watched it more than once? Had he... gotten off to it?
The question slammed into her like a truck. And the worst part? Her thighs pressed together the moment it formed.

And somewhere beneath the horror… her body waited to be used again.

***

Camila avoids Ryan all day.

She watches him from the kitchen, from the hallway, from across the room as he leans over his laptop like nothing has changed. He jokes during lunch. He hums while brushing his teeth. He kisses her cheek when passing by, eyes calm. Steady.

Too steady.

She plays along. Smiles when required. Answers questions with half-hearted nods. But her insides twist with every passing moment.

Because she knows now.

And the knowing has curdled everything.

It had taken only seconds after she entered the passcode into the iPad, his birthday, just like always. What she expected was a folder of bookmarked recipes, maybe that chicken Milanese she once made him on their anniversary.

Instead, the screen had come to life with her.

Frozen mid-thrust.
Naked. On all fours. Jesiah behind her, his cock buried deep, her face open in wrecked, wild abandon.

Not a second of that had been consented to film.

But someone had.

She’d stood there, stunned, as the implications wrapped around her like a noose. Her mind raced, body locked. But her fingers moved anyway—an instinctive betrayal—and within moments, she had airdropped the entire album to her phone. Dozens of videos. Different angles. Different positions. Different nights.

Not just one. Not just yesterday.

Some went back weeks.

She’d watched Jesiah rearrange her on camera. Bend her. Kiss her. Fuck her. Stretch her open with his fingers, his cock, his filthy voice coaxing pleasure out of her she hadn’t even known she could feel. She looked a dripping mess in every frame. Hungry. Gutted. Alive.

And Ryan had watched it all.

Watched her fall. Watched her cheat. Watched her become someone else.

And said nothing.

Not a word when she came home last night with sore hips and swollen lips. Not a question when she avoided his touch. Not even a look.

He knew.

Her guilt had been thick like honey all morning. Sticky. Lingering. Sweet in its ache. She’d wanted to make up for it. She’d planned on making him dinner, on lowering herself in front of him after, letting him take her mouth—softly, slowly, like penance. Letting him mark her. Letting him claim her back.

But now?

Now, confusion warred with betrayal. Shame with something else. Something harder to name.

She lay curled on the sofa, her phone screen glowing.

The video was paused again. A different one this time.

She was on her back, legs pushed high. Jesiah’s hands gripped her knees, spreading her open as he ground into her with slow, punishing thrusts. Her head was thrown back. Her breasts bounced with each motion. His cock looked even thicker on video, the camera catching the way her pussy swallowed him, clung to him.

She should’ve felt sick.

But her thighs pressed together.

Her nipples ached.

She hated herself for it.

And she hated Ryan more for seeing this version of her and never saying a word. For knowing. For watching.

What did it do to him?

Did he jerk off to it? Did he imagine himself in Jesiah’s place, or imagine watching again from the shadows while his wife was used like a cumrag?

Had he liked it?

Her breath hitched. The thought made her stomach churn, and her cunt throb.

She replayed the moment.

Jesiah’s voice on the video, dark and deep: “You feel that? No one’s ever been this deep in you before, baby.”

And her own voice… high, broken, desperate: “Yes, yes, fuck—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

She curled tighter into herself.

He had seen that.

Ryan had seen the way she begged. The way she’d let another man come inside her without a condom. The way her body had worshipped Jesiah’s cock like it was the only truth she knew.

He had seen the moment she became a different woman. And said nothing.

And the worst part?

Some tiny, awful part of her liked being seen like that.

Not just by Jesiah.
Not just in the moment.

But afterward.

By her husband.

By the man who had held her heart since college.

Camila stared at the screen again.

The iPad had been locked when she found it on the desk—nothing suspicious about it at all. But the moment she unlocked it with his birthday, it opened straight into the paused video. No app-switching. No folder buried beneath safe-looking icons. Just her. Just Jesiah. Just that moment.

It wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t careless.

It was deliberate.

A message, silent and devastating.

He saw her.

Not just the woman she’d been to him for years, but the woman she had become under someone else. The woman who surrendered. The woman who obeyed. The woman who came apart.

The contrast rattled her: Ryan, with his calm routine and soft morning kisses, had left this brutal truth waiting for her in plain sight. As if to say, I know what you are now.

And somewhere deep inside that horror… burned something darker.

A flash hit her then. Jesiah’s cock splitting her open. Her thighs shaking. Her mouth wide as she screamed his name while he bottomed out—hard, deep, proud. Her pussy had looked obscene around him in the video, like it needed him there.

She moaned aloud. Shame, lust, and something dangerously in between curdling in her throat.

No longer just a cheater.

She was something else.

A wife who got filmed while being feasted on—and a husband who watched it happen.

Her chest burned with confusion. Rage swirled in her gut, but it had no direction. Just a low, sick twist of emotions clawing at her ribs. She stood up slowly. The phone trembled in her grip. Her feet moved before she could stop them—toward the study. Her breath caught with every step, like she was walking into a storm.

Ryan sat at his desk, back to her, calm as ever. The soft tap of keys the only sound.

She stood in the doorway. Swallowed once. Then again. Her voice cracked when it came.

"You filmed me?"

Ryan looked up from his laptop slowly. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t deny it. Didn’t even reach for the phone.

His voice was quiet. Measured. “You were so far away. I didn’t know how to reach you anymore.”

Camila’s heart pounded in her ears. Her mouth went dry.

“I just… I saw what he did to you. How your body reacted. How your voice changed. You looked alive, Cam.”

She didn’t move. Her skin felt too tight.

“Wait,” she said slowly. “So this was all intentional then?”

Ryan held her gaze. “I set it up.”

The air in the room shifted.

Her stomach dropped. “You what?”

His voice didn’t waver. “The yoga. The trial class. The follow-ups. I picked him. I watched you struggle for weeks and thought… maybe if someone else could reach you, maybe if you let go with someone who wasn't me, maybe you’d come back.”

Camila staggered back half a step.

“It was you?” she breathed. “You sent me to him?”

His jaw tensed. “I sent you to yourself.”

Silence fell. A heavy, breathless silence.

She looked down at the phone. At the frozen frame of Jesiah inside her, her mouth open, her face flushed with orgasm.

“You filmed me,” she said again. Not a question this time.

Ryan nodded slowly. “Because I wanted to remember what it looked like when you were finally free.”

Camila blinked, heat rising behind her eyes. Her legs wobbled.

“I should be furious,” she whispered.

“Maybe,” Ryan said. “But you’re not. Not really.”

She wanted to scream. But instead, she shivered. Because a truth had lodged itself in her chest:

He saw her. The version she was terrified of. The version she didn’t know she could become.

And he didn’t flinch.

He wanted her that way.

Not in spite of what she’d done.

Because of it.

***

Camila lay in bed, the sheets barely disturbed, her eyes wide open and unfocused. The silence in the room was thick, humming with the kind of tension that doesn’t break easily. She hadn't slept a wink. Not since she saw the video. Not since she confronted Ryan and saw that flicker in his eyes—not shame, not remorse. Something else.

Ryan was in the reading chair across the room, head tilted back, mouth slightly parted, glasses skewed on his nose. The reading lamp still glowed softly beside him. He hadn’t spoken much during dinner, only nodding when she said she needed time. And true to his word, he hadn’t pushed. He’d simply said, "Okay," and returned to his book after that.

But Camila hadn’t eaten. Not really. Just pushed her food around her plate and swallowed the occasional bite past the lump in her throat. Her mind had been too loud. She didn’t know what to feel. Was she angry? Ashamed? Turned on? The truth was, it didn’t matter. None of it stopped the video from playing over and over again in her head.

She slipped out of bed quietly, the covers sliding off her bare legs. Her nightgown clung to her thighs as she tiptoed across the room. She paused for a moment, checking to make sure Ryan was still asleep. He didn’t stir. Gently, she leaned in, removed his glasses with the same care one might handle something sacred, and clicked off the reading lamp. A soft, instinctual gesture. She still loved this man. Maybe too much.

In the living room, she grabbed her phone off the charger and sat down slowly on the couch, legs folding under her. She hesitated.

Then she opened the video.

Her breath caught.

There she was. Naked. Bent forward. Her moans soft, growing louder. Jesiah behind her, moving slow and deep, his body shadowed in the dim light of the studio. The camera caught everything. Every thrust. Every tremble. Every second she’d stopped pretending and started feeling.

She hit play.

Camila flinched at the sound of her own moan. So raw. So real. Not the polite, restrained sighs she usually made when Ryan was inside her. No—this was something else. Something feral. Her head in the video snapped back, lips parted, a whimper falling from her mouth as Jesiah rocked into her. Her fingers gripped the mat like she was holding on for dear life.

Her thighs squeezed together.

The shame was instant. Then the shame turned hot. Wet.

She told herself she just wanted to watch a few seconds. Just enough to understand what she’d become. Just enough to feel disgusted enough to make this stop.

But she knew that was a lie.

She pressed play again. Louder this time. The sound of her own moans filled the room—rich, breathless, unfiltered. It was like stepping into a dream she hadn’t meant to return to but couldn’t escape from. Her fingers hovered, trembling, then drifted lower, slipping beneath the hem of her nightgown. The cotton fabric bunched up at her waist as her hand slid between her thighs.

She gasped. She was drenched.

The slick heat of her own arousal coated her fingertips as she dragged them through her folds, slowly, deliberately. She circled her clit once, lightly, and her hips lifted in response. The shame pulsed in her chest, but it didn’t stop her. If anything, it made her wetter. Hungrier. Jesiah’s moans from the video, the slap of his hips against her ass, the way her own voice cracked when he pushed in deep—it all lit a fire in her gut. She remembered the stretch of him inside her, that impossible, perfect fullness. The first time he bottomed out, she’d gasped like she'd been split open and reborn. His cock had felt devastating—thick, hot, pulsing with every inch—and the way it had seated inside her had made her feel owned, possessed. Every deep stroke had scraped against a place in her she didn’t know could ache like that, didn’t know could crave so wildly.

Ryan’s touch had always been gentle. Polite. He’d kiss her neck first, whisper soft things. His hand would skim over her breast like asking permission. Jesiah hadn’t asked. Jesiah had claimed. Her body had begged to be taken. And when he did, she came alive.

She spread her legs wider, middle finger pressing down harder now, rubbing slow circles into her swollen clit while her other hand teased the edge of her entrance. Her pussy ached to be filled, but she kept to her fingers, slipping one inside, then two, curling upward until her breath caught in her throat. Her palm ground against her clit as she fucked herself gently, trying to match the rhythm in the video.

“Ahhh… oh fuck,” she whispered, hips rocking forward. She couldn’t look away. Her eyes were locked on the screen, on Jesiah’s body pounding into hers, on the way her back arched and her mouth opened in pure bliss. “Jesiah…” she moaned, not realizing the name had left her lips.

She was a mess—sweaty, needy, undone—and still it wasn’t enough.

She rubbed harder, faster, her breath coming in sharp gasps. Her thighs trembled as pressure coiled in her belly, tighter and tighter, her fingers drenched, pussy throbbing around her knuckles.

She bit her lip hard to keep from crying out as the orgasm hit—hot, wet, violent.

And still, she didn’t stop. Her hips bucked involuntarily, riding her own fingers, chasing that last aftershock of pleasure that left her cunt twitching around nothing. Her other hand gripped the couch cushion, knuckles white, while her chest heaved with gasping breaths.

A creak.

Her head whipped toward the hallway.

Ryan.

He stood there, barefoot, pajama pants low on his hips, chest rising and falling, eyes wide. Frozen.

But this wasn’t just a stunned silence. His gaze dragged across her body, over the slick spread of her thighs, the wet mess of her hand, the flushed glow on her cheeks. His cock was already pressing hard against the front of his pants, visibly straining.

Camila didn’t move.

Her fingers were still resting on her pussy, sticky and glistening. She tilted her head slightly, watching him as he watched her. Her legs stayed spread, her pussy still pulsing from the aftershocks.

One more stroke. Just one. Her thumb circled her clit again, and her breath hitched as a small tremor shook through her.

His mouth parted like he was going to say something, but nothing came.

"You like watching, right?" she asked, her voice hoarse, dazed, still glazed with the heat of climax.

He didn’t answer.

But he stepped closer.

And his cock was hard.

She smiled—something wicked blooming.

She spread her knees wider. “Come closer, baby.”

Ryan took a hesitant step forward, his breath shallow, eyes never leaving the slick heat between her thighs. Camila didn’t flinch. She leaned back against the cushions, her legs shamelessly splayed, still glistening with the mess of her climax. Her fingers were coated, her inner thighs glistening, and the scent of her release hung thick in the air like a perfume of sin and heat.

He dropped to his knees in front of her.

Camila tilted her head, watching him. There was no hesitation in her gaze now—just dark, simmering command. She let her hand fall to his head, threading through his hair with the deliberate ease of someone who already knew he’d obey.

“Clean me,” she whispered, voice low and used up, the edge of her orgasm still raw in her throat.

Ryan looked up at her once, lips parted, and then lowered his head.

He began with a kiss to the inside of her thigh, tender and slow, like worship. Another kiss, closer to the source. Then a hot exhale against her flooded folds. His mouth trembled with anticipation as he dipped lower, tongue sliding out to taste her.

He moaned the second she hit his tongue.

The taste was unmistakable—her arousal, thick and sweet, and layered with something else: the lingering echo of her climax, born not from his touch, but from her fantasy of another man. Her pussy still twitched like it remembered the stretch of Jesiah’s cock—and now Ryan was there, drinking from the same place, tongue tracing the shape another man had carved into her. The humiliation was bitter and heady. But Ryan didn’t pull back. If anything, he sank deeper into it.

He licked slowly at first, tongue tracing the slick outer lips, dragging through her folds with aching reverence. Camila twitched, the overstimulation sharp, her thighs trembling. Her fingers stayed buried in his hair, not pulling, just holding. Possessive. Testing.

Her breath hitched when he reached her clit. His tongue circled it, featherlight at first, then firmer, more insistent. She gasped and bit her bottom lip hard enough to leave a mark. The heat surged again, curling through her gut.

He sucked on her gently, tongue flicking, then flattening. Her hips lifted. Her legs spread further, as if to say: deeper. More. Now.

Camila closed her eyes and let it take her. The rhythm of his tongue, the soft wet noises echoing through the room, the warm pulse of her blood rushing louder in her ears. Her entire body became sensation—no thought, no shame, just raw, needy hunger.

“Ohhh… fuck, Ryan…” she moaned, her voice cracking.

He gripped her thighs now, holding her open as he devoured her. His mouth moved faster, more greedy. His tongue dragged through her folds like he needed to taste every drop, to make up for the fact that she’d come to someone else in her mind, to make himself useful.

And God, she loved it. The way he took it. The way he worshipped her cunt like it was penance and paradise all at once.

Her breath quickened, turning shallow, panicked almost. The pressure was building again. She was too sensitive. Too swollen. But she didn’t want him to stop. She needed this. Needed him licking her, knowing full well she had just fingered herself while thinking about another man.

The climax hit like a wave crashing through her spine.

Her legs locked around his head. Her back arched off the couch. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against his mouth, juices spilling into his waiting tongue. She cried out—no words, just a guttural cry of release.

And still, Ryan kept licking. Gentle now. Soft, reverent. Drawing out the last shivers of her orgasm until her body finally went still.

Camila’s chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. Her body was flushed, spent, open. She looked down at him slowly.

Ryan’s face was soaked—chin glistening, eyes glassy, his lips parted. He looked wrecked. Undone.

She brushed a thumb across his cheek, smearing her slick further into his skin.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice husky with satisfaction.

And Ryan closed his eyes.

He sank into her praise like it was the only thing tethering him to the world—his breath catching as the words washed over him, low and possessive. Shame burned in his chest, colliding with a twisted, overwhelming pleasure that curled his toes and made his cock throb in his pajamas. Her slick still coated his mouth, the scent of her arousal and the taste of her climax branding him from the inside out. He moaned softly, unable to stop himself, eyes fluttering shut as if the weight of her approval alone could bring him to the edge. It was unbearable, beautiful, addicting—her control, her power, her ruin—and he welcomed every last bit of it.

She slumped back against the couch, breathless. Ryan rested his head on her thigh, lips slightly swollen, chin wet. Her fingers drifted lazily through his hair, soothing, gentle.

Her voice came soft and low, a whisper over the hum of the night.

“You’re not going to stop me next time either, are you?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

Because they both knew the truth.

His voice cracked, barely audible, as he whispered, “I missed this”

She smiled.


Chapter VI

Camila walked into the yoga studio like she owned the air inside it—like her breath itself was permission enough to rewrite the atmosphere.

Gone was the wide-eyed wife seeking balance, release, or even distraction. This was a different Camila now. One reborn in the fire of secrets and betrayal, sharpened by revelation, and deliciously aware of her new power. She wasn’t here to surrender. She was here to take.

Her outfit didn’t whisper; it screamed. The crop top was a paper-thin scrap of dusty-rose fabric, stopping just under the swell of her breasts. She wore no bra—her nipples jutted out, hard and shameless, two stiff peaks visibly outlined through the cotton with every breath, every stretch. When she arched her back or raised her arms, the shirt lifted even higher, flashing underboob like bait.

Her leggings were even filthier—painted on in jet black, but laced with sheer mesh panels down the sides. Along the thighs and calves, the mesh offered flashes of skin, teasing glimpses. But the back? It was nearly see-through. Her ass was right there—high, tight, curved like sin. She wore a tiny black thong beneath, more suggestion than coverage. The straps vanished into the dip of her waist, and the triangle of fabric barely hid the center of her pussy. From the back, it did nothing. The leggings clung to her like wet paint, the thong's outline sharp and unmistakable. Each step made the material slip deeper into the split between her cheeks, catching on every flex of muscle, making it impossible not to stare.

And the front—God, the front hugged her pussy like a second mouth. The thong underneath split her lips perfectly, making her cameltoe even sharper, more obscene. The thin fabric didn’t hide the fact that she was already wet, there was a dark patch spreading slowly on the darker fabric, betraying her arousal. The outline of her slit was unmistakable, her labia pressed snug and full against the clinging material. Every subtle movement, every flex of her thighs, made the fabric ride up and nestle deeper. It was impossible not to see it. She wanted him to look. Wanted him to ache. Let the stretch of cotton and mesh say everything she wouldn’t. Let it humiliate him, turn him on, confuse him. Let it speak.

To anyone else, it looked like confidence. To Jesiah—it was a loaded gun. And she was already pulling the trigger.

He was already on his mat, prepping for class with the same calm confidence he always exuded. But when she stepped in, when the studio door clicked shut behind her like a gunshot, that calm faltered. Just for a second. But she caught it. The momentary hitch in his breath. The extra blink as his gaze swept from her painted toes, up her bare legs, past her hips, her stomach, her chest, and then finally her face—she saw it all. The slight part of his lips. The slow inhale like he was steadying himself. His Adam’s apple bobbed once, betraying more than his silence ever could.

Camila gave him nothing. No nod, no smile, no acknowledgment. Just a long, deliberate look that held him in place as she rolled out her mat at the very front of the room. Dead center. A throne in motion.

There were four others in the class—two younger women, one older woman, and a fit middle-aged man. Regulars, judging by their quiet ease and familiarity, women she recognized from previous classes. Camila offered a polite smile and a soft "hi" as she passed them, slipping easily into the rhythm of the room. They returned the greeting casually, unaware of the undercurrent in her step, the purpose in her posture. They didn’t know what she was wearing wasn’t just spandex and cotton; it was defiance, control, a weapon disguised as workout gear. And they didn’t see what Jesiah saw. That made it hotter. They chatted in low voices, already seated on their mats, their backs turned. Camila didn’t care. She wasn’t here for them. They weren’t even witnesses. They were background noise.

Jesiah greeted everyone with his usual warmth, but his eyes kept drifting. To her. The corners of his composure were tight. His voice, though still calm, carried just the slightest undertone of restraint.

She followed none of it.

He led the class through the opening flow: breath in, arms up, swan dive forward.

Camila moved to her own rhythm.

She dipped into a downward dog too early. Held it. Let her spine curve luxuriously, ass pushed high, the thin fabric between her legs stretched to the limit. She spread her feet slightly more than shoulder-width. A subtle, devastating choice. From the mirror behind her—and from where Jesiah stood—she knew the view was sinful. Her cunt was practically outlined. A heartbeat of motion and she could’ve been bare.

She looked back through her legs. Saw him staring.

She smirked to herself.

Let him watch. Let him sweat. That’s his punishment.

Each movement was intentional. Warrior II? She twisted deeper, letting her chest pull forward until her nipples grazed against her crop top, darkening the fabric. In triangle pose, she extended her torso longer than needed, just to show off the arch of her back, the strain in her thigh, the curve of her waist. It wasn’t about form anymore. It was about control.

Jesiah tried to ignore it. Tried to lead the others with composure. But his timing was off. His pacing stuttered. The sweat on his brow had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

The other students didn’t notice. Why would they? Camila kept it all on the edge: suggestive, not blatant. Just enough for Jesiah. Just enough to tighten that invisible leash she now held.

When he began moving between the rows to make adjustments, he saved her for last.

He approached during a wide-legged forward fold. Her legs spread, hands flat on the floor, spine long, ass high.

He hesitated.

Then, slowly, his hand reached toward her hip. The way he’d adjusted her dozens of times before.

Camila turned her head. Just enough to catch his gaze.

She stared.

Jesiah froze mid-reach. His hand hovered. Then retreated. He moved instead to her shoulder, adjusting air, not flesh. There was no contact. Just heat. Just intention. But oh, she felt it. The memory of his touch ghosted over her skin, a phantom echo of where his hands had gripped her hips, how his cock had filled her. Her nipples hardened further.

She didn’t break the stare. And when he moved away, she held the pose longer than anyone else. Then flowed into the next movement before he could cue it.

Later, during another stretch, he tried again, this time a palm grazing the small of her back.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. But her eyes caught his again.

Still no words. Just silence brimming with new rules.

She was no longer a student. Not here. Not to him. She wasn’t his project. Wasn’t Ryan’s puppet.

She was the one setting the tempo now. And Jesiah? He was just trying to keep up.

She caught the glint of her phone screen in her bag. A casual glance. Nothing more. She was going to give her husband something better than yoga progress today.

Class ended like it always did—with slow exhales and Namaste hands—but the air crackled differently, thick with a tension that no closing breath could ease. Jesiah gave his final bows, offered kind thanks to the class, and the others rolled up their mats, sweat-slick and blissfully unaware of the storm brewing in one corner of the studio. A few women lingered, exchanging polite chatter about shoulder tightness or weekend brunch plans. Camila gave them a soft smile when their eyes met, nodding along, but her mind wasn’t in those pleasantries.

She wasn’t leaving. Not yet.

While the others floated out, Camila stayed kneeling on her mat, calm but charged, like the eye of a storm choosing stillness. Her breath was measured. Her fingers lazily scrolled her phone, a practiced performance of disinterest. But her spine was straight, her gaze flickering up every few seconds. She was waiting for the silence. Waiting for him.

Jesiah stacked blocks by the mirror, his movements mechanical. But he was watching her. She could feel it, his eyes dragging over her, stopping, starting again. The air between them pulsed with unsaid things. Regret. Lust. Guilt. Arousal. Fear. It was all there, silent but suffocating.

Once the door shut behind the last of the regulars, Jesiah exhaled, a sound too sharp for peace. He wiped his palms on a towel and approached her like a man walking into a confession booth.

"Didn’t expect to see you today," he said. His voice was lower than usual, soft but taut, the words stretched over raw nerves.

Camila let him linger in the space between them. When she looked up, her eyes held nothing warm. Not cruel. Just precise. Like a scalpel about to make the first cut.

"How long," she asked, voice like silk over broken glass, "did you and my husband plan it?"

Jesiah froze. His breath stalled. There it was... exposure. The room had turned into a spotlight, and he was naked beneath it.

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Swallowed. Her question wasn’t really a question. It was a trapdoor. He could either fall through or stand there like a coward.

"Ryan approached me," he said finally, voice hoarse. "Weeks ago. A month maybe. He said you needed... something. That there were urges you were too good to act on. He thought if you were tempted in a controlled space, maybe you’d—"

"Break?!" she asked, cutting him off, her tone cool, razor-sharp.

Jesiah nodded once, the movement almost invisible.

"He called it a test," he added, jaw tight. "Boundaries. He wanted to see how far you’d go."

Camila gave a dry laugh. Just one. Not amused. Not surprised. Just hollow.

"So you volunteered?"

Jesiah flinched like the words were slaps.

"I told him no at first," Jesiah admitted, voice low. "Said it wasn't right. That it could cross lines. But Ryan asked again. Said it was for you. That you needed it."

He dragged a hand through his hair, eyes flicking away.

"I thought I could keep it professional. Thought it’d be harmless. And then—" he paused, swallowing thickly, "—then you showed up, and I realized this wasn’t about curiosity or games. Not for me."

Camila stood up slowly. Each motion deliberate. She didn’t yell. She didn’t curse. She didn’t demand. She just looked at him, letting her silence speak louder than fury.

Jesiah’s voice cracked around the edges now.

"That night... after class, I didn’t expect it to go that far. I told myself it was still part of the act. But once I had you, once I felt you... Camila, it wasn’t about Ryan anymore. It wasn’t even about the setup. I wanted you. I want you. That’s real."

She stepped closer. Her bare feet made no sound on the mat, but each step hit him like thunder.

"So everything else? The planning, the messages, the rehearsed glances? That was what? Strategy?"

"It was supposed to be an opening. A script. But you—" his voice dropped to a whisper, "—you rewrote every line."

Camila paused inches from him. The air between them burned. His chest rose and fell too fast now. His eyes searched hers for mercy. There was none.

She turned without a word and walked toward the mirror lining the wall. Her reflection greeted her like a co-conspirator, half-lit, glowing, fierce. She bent down, pulled her phone from her bag, and placed it on the towel stack beside the mirror. The camera faced the mat. She adjusted it slightly, just enough to catch the full view.

She didn’t look at Jesiah when she spoke.

"Take off your clothes."

Her voice didn’t raise. It didn’t beg. It didn’t ask. It commanded.

Jesiah hesitated. Then, slowly—hands trembling but obedient—he peeled off his tank top. His skin flushed with heat. When he went for his joggers, the waistband caught awkwardly on his heel. He wobbled, glanced up to see if she noticed, but she didn’t flinch, didn’t move. Just watched. Silent. Expectant.

He looked away as he stepped out of them fully. His cock was already hard, jutting out, heavy with want and shame.

Camila turned to face him. Her eyes dipped once. Then rose. Her expression didn’t change. She didn’t have to look at his cock to know it was hard. He’d been staring at her nipples all class. That sheer crop top wasn’t for airflow, it was a weapon.

The room held its breath. The game had changed.

She was done being the subject.

She was about to become the show.

Jesiah stood naked in the middle of the studio, his stance stiff, uncertain. For a flicker of a second, something crossed his face—a flash of hesitation, a flicker of shame. His eyes dipped, avoiding hers, as if bracing for judgment. His shoulders tightened, like he wasn’t sure if he should cover himself or own it. But it passed. He inhaled sharply, lifted his chin, and stood still. Vulnerable, yes. But ready. chest rising and falling, skin flushed not just from arousal, but from the sheer vulnerability of the moment. He was no longer the instructor, no longer in control. He was the one being watched now, evaluated, commanded, undone. And she wasn’t hiding her dominance.

Camila peeled off her top without flourish, without fanfare. The paper-thin crop top slid up and over her head, baring her full breasts, nipples hard from the cool air and the heat of his gaze. She didn't try to make it a show. She didn’t have to. Her control was in the lack of effort. In the way she folded the shirt and placed it down beside her mat like it meant nothing. Like he meant nothing.

Then the leggings. She turned her back to him, thumbs hooking the waistband, dragging the sheer material down slowly. A tiny thong clung between her cheeks, already darkened with arousal. When she stripped it off too, her shaved bare pussy glistened under the lights, wet, flushed, open. She stepped out of everything, stood naked for a moment in full view, and then finally turned.

"Lie down," she said, nodding toward the center of the mat.

Jesiah obeyed. Wordlessly. His cock bobbed as he moved, stiff and leaking. She watched him lie back, arms at his sides, unsure whether he should look at her or close his eyes. She didn’t give him a cue. That was the point.

Camila stepped over him, planting her knees on either side of his hips. She hovered, folds glistening inches above his cock. Her hands rested lightly on his chest. Her breath was even, calm, but her eyes burned.

"No touching," she said, her voice steady. "Not unless I say."

Jesiah nodded. His fists clenched at his sides.

She began to move. Not down, not yet, just the grind of her slick folds along the length of his cock, wetness coating him, teasing him, torturing. Her hips rocked in slow, deliberate motions, letting her swollen clit catch on the ridge of his shaft, dragging it back and forth, spreading her arousal all over him. Her pussy folds painted him with every grind, his shaft shiny with her want, her wetness soaking the base of his cock, pooling on his abs.

Jesiah groaned—low, guttural. But his hands stayed obediently still.

Camila let her head fall back for a moment, savoring the heat, the control. Every nerve ending was alive. Every drag of her pussy over his cock sent electricity up her spine. She clenched her thighs tighter around him, keeping the pressure just where she needed it.

Then, with no warning, she reached between them, angled his cock, and lowered herself onto him. Slowly. Excruciatingly slow. She kept her eyes locked on his face the whole time, watched the way his lips parted, the way his eyes rolled back for a second, the way his chest rose like he was taking in her entire being.

She didn’t moan. Didn’t gasp. Just sank down with control, inch by inch, until she was fully seated.

Jesiah’s jaw clenched. His thighs twitched. But he didn’t move.

Camila placed her hands on his chest, leaned forward slightly, and began to ride him. Not fast. Not wild. With precision. Tight squeezes. Long, slow drags. Her pussy gripped him each time she rose, milking his cock with every stroke. Her drenched pussy made a mess across his skin, every wet sound echoing between them.

She clenched when she wanted. Changed the angle when it suited her. Let her weight fall harder when she needed more friction. Jesiah was just the tool. Just the cock beneath her. And yet, it was his face—the desperate way he held back, the reverence in his eyes—that made her wetter.

She wasn’t just getting off. She was rewriting the narrative. This wasn’t a fuck—it was a reclamation.

She turned her head slightly, catching a glimpse of the mirror across the studio. She caught their reflection: her body riding him like a throne, his cock disappearing into her again and again. Her mouth parted. Her eyes wild. That was power.

She reached to the side and picked up her phone, unlocking it calmly. The small tripod she used belonged to Jesiah—he usually propped it up for his Instagram. Now, she repurposed it with a smirk, setting the phone in place and angling the lens to capture everything. With a tap, the camera began recording. This wouldn’t be a clip for likes—it would be a memory for Ryan. A punishment. A crown.

Jesiah’s breath hitched. “Camila, I didn’t mean to make a sex tape with you—it was Ryan. He asked. I should’ve said no, but then—”

She cut him off with a sharp glare. “Don’t speak. Watch me.”

She glanced at the camera. Smirked. Then leaned in close to the lens and whispered:

“You like watching, right? Here—watch this.”

Her fingers moved to her own breasts, grabbing them with a rough hunger, squeezing until the soft flesh spilled between her fingers. Her nipples flushed, hard, aching. “Bet you missed these, didn’t you?” she said into the lens, slapping them together with a wet, obscene clap.

Then she rose off his cock again, letting his shaft gleam in the light, glistening with her slick. She slapped her clit hard, gasping, eyes wild.

“Look at your wife’s pussy swallowing his big black cock,” she growled to the camera. “That’s what you set up, right? This is what you wanted?”

She angled her hips and took Jesiah back inside in one brutal stroke, bottoming out on him with a groan.

Jesiah’s back arched. “Fuck, Camila—your pussy... I’ll do anything.”

She leaned down and turned his face toward the mirror.

“Look up,” she commanded. “Watch what I’m doing to you. What he’s watching too.”

She started riding him again, harder, letting the rhythm grow wild and slick and loud. Her reflection—her tits bouncing, her hips grinding—made her pussy clench tighter.

She slowed for a moment, cupped Jesiah’s face, looked straight into his dazed, open eyes.

“You needed to feel what it’s like to be used,” she said softly.

Then she slammed back down on him again.

Jesiah groaned, fists digging into the mat. She rode him like she owned him, because she did. And the camera caught every second.

"That’s mine now," she whispered against his lips, then bit down on his bottom lip, claiming it too.

He didn’t ask for release. Didn’t beg. He knew better. This wasn’t his story.

It was hers.

And she was writing every goddamn word of it on his cock.

Camila rode Jesiah like she was possessed—driven by something deeper than lust, louder than moans. Every roll of her hips dragged a guttural sound from his throat, and every deliberate clench of her cunt around his cock made him twitch beneath her, aching to come but held at the edge by her will alone. Her wetness slicked his entire length, soaking the mat, coating his thighs, dripping in obscene strings from her stretched folds. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with her thrusts, sweat-slicked and flushed, nipples tight and raw from her own hands.

Her moans weren’t sweet or needy—they were raw, filthy declarations that punched through the silence. “Ahh—fuck—yes—fuck!” she gasped, each thrust grinding him deeper. "Mmm—god—your cock—right there—” she choked out, fingers gripping his chest for leverage.

Every slap of skin against skin echoed like a war drum, the squelch of her sopping cunt driving down on his cock loud and obscene in the otherwise quiet studio. Her climax wasn’t a build-up. It was an explosion. She threw her head back, body trembling. “Oooh—fuuuck—yes—yes—ahhh—fuck me—fuck—" she howled, the walls of her pussy clenching in hard, relentless waves.

She caught a glimpse of their reflection in the mirror—his cock buried deep in her, her cunt red and stretched wide. She held his gaze through the glass. That was power.

She wasn’t chasing release—she was wrecking him with it. Her orgasm hit like a fucking storm—loud, feral, unapologetic—and she rode it out with every muscle locked, her pussy squeezing every drop of power from her victory. She came with a wild scream, body thrashing, muscles locking around his cock. Her hands clawed into his chest, her back arched, and her slick folds pulsed violently, milking him without mercy. Her orgasm was loud, messy, primal. Her juices gushed around him, soaking them both in the aftermath.

She looked right into the lens, cunt still twitching. “Hope you got that, baby.”

Jesiah was shaking beneath her, face twisted in awe and restraint. His cock twitched inside her, his breath stuttering. He was on the edge—seconds away from losing control—but he didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare come.

Only when she sagged forward, body spent and glistening, did she give the nod.

"Now," she panted, not a request but a command.

Jesiah’s release was devastating. He came with a choked gasp, hips jerking up into her, cock throbbing deep inside her pussy as he unloaded. Thick, hot spurts filled her, and his body convulsed like something had been broken open inside him. His moan was wordless, broken, a shattered thing.

Camila didn’t flinch. Didn’t even stay.

She lifted herself off him, letting his cum spill from her swollen cunt in long, sticky trails down her thighs. His cum oozed out of her in slow, obscene globs—thick and warm, sliding down the backs of her thighs as she walked. Her pussy twitched from the aftershocks, still claiming space even as she walked away, completely unbothered.

Across the studio, she found his shirt. Picked it up and dragged it between her legs, wiping away the mess like it was nothing. She rubbed it into her folds, smearing the combined fluids, then down her thighs, not bothering to be gentle.

Jesiah lay there, still panting, cock softening and slick with her arousal and his own cum.

Camila crouched beside him, her breath cool against his ear.

"You were more convincing when you just let yourself fuck—no act, no script. Just cock, just heat."

Jesiah exhaled a laugh, low and shaky. "Then I’ll stop pretending," he murmured, still catching his breath, eyes trailing her as she walked away, wrecked and reverent all at once.

She went over to the tripod, stopped the recording with a flick of her thumb, and gathered her clothes into one arm. She didn’t put them on. She didn’t even glance at him again.

Her naked body glistened under the dim studio lights. Her breasts still flushed, nipples stiff. Her thighs slick with cum. Her cunt red, swollen, satisfied.

She turned and walked barefoot toward the back office, every step slow, deliberate, pussy still leaking. There was no rush. No need to hide. The camera had captured everything.

She wasn’t a pawn anymore. She wasn’t a wife fulfilling someone else’s fantasy.

She was the story. The ending. The fucking headline.


Chapter VII

It had only been a few days.

Not even a full week since Camila came home from the studio with something different in her eyes. Since she looked at him and didn’t bother hiding what had happened. Since Ryan sat alone in his office, shaking as he watched a video he had orchestrated carefully, his wife bent over, gasping Jesiah’s name, taking him so deep her legs trembled.

And then, just yesterday morning, she told him.

“Jesiah’s coming over Friday night.”

There was no hesitation in her voice. No question mark at the end. Just a simple statement—firm, inevitable. Ryan had nodded, mouth dry, stomach tight.

He didn’t protest. He didn’t plead. He didn’t ask if it was something she still needed or if it had gone too far. Because he already knew. It had passed the line days ago. And somehow, he hadn’t stopped it. Maybe part of him didn’t want to.

Maybe this wasn’t his idea, but now, it was his reality.

And tonight, she told him it wouldn’t be secret. Jesiah wasn’t coming over in the shadows. He wasn’t sneaking in while Ryan left the house or pretended to sleep.

He was coming through the front door.

With Ryan home. Watching.

The doorbell rang.

Ryan flinched.

His fingers tightened around the neck of the whiskey bottle. He steadied himself with a breath, then began to pour the drinks. Two glasses. One for Camila. One for Jesiah. He wasn’t offered one. He didn’t ask.

The liquid sloshed just slightly, his hand trembling despite himself.

He hadn’t seen Camila since she disappeared into the bedroom twenty minutes ago. Said she needed time to get ready. The bedroom door had clicked shut behind her with a kind of finality that made his stomach twist.

Now he heard her again.

Laughter.

Not forced. Not soft. It rolled out from the bedroom like smoke—loose, confident, detached. And it made his cock twitch.

There was something addictive about hearing her like this. Not the Camila who used to fumble through affection or shrink beneath the weight of unspoken grief—but this version. The one who laughed like she knew exactly what was about to happen, and exactly how far she wanted to take it.

It wasn’t that Ryan had lost her. It was that she was finally becoming the woman he wasn’t allowed to touch anymore. The woman he had helped push toward this edge, just to see what she'd do when she looked back at him while someone else made her moan.

He was about to find out.

Ryan adjusted the cuffs of his shirt.

Pointless. Performative. But it gave his hands something to do. Something to fix. Like straightening himself meant he still mattered in the room.

He turned toward the front door and started walking towards it.

Jesiah was already here.

Cool. Composed. That same measured energy he always carried, like nothing in the world could shake him. He stood tall in the entryway, wearing a fitted black tee that clung to his chest and a pair of slate-gray jeans that left little to the imagination. Ryan met his gaze for half a second before looking away. Jesiah didn’t smirk. Didn’t posture. He just looked like he knew exactly what room he’d walked into and what he’d come here to do.

There was a brief, awkward pause. Ryan cleared his throat and tried to smile, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

"Hey," he said, voice quieter than intended.

Jesiah gave a single nod. "Evening."

That was it. No handshake. No forced pleasantries. Just two men standing at the threshold of something unspoken and heavy, each fully aware of what tonight meant.

Ryan stepped aside. "Come in."

Jesiah stepped inside.

The door clicked shut behind him like a line being drawn.

Then he heard her heels.

Click. Click.

Both the men turned.

Camila stepped out from the hallway like a secret unveiled. The soft swish of silk trailed behind her, barely louder than the sharp click of her heels. She smelled like something expensive and dangerous—floral, dark, and just a little sweet, like the kind of perfume worn to seduce, not impress. The robe clung to her curves with every step, catching the light in smooth waves. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin beneath silk, and the whisper of black thigh-high stockings hugged tight to her legs in garters. Four-inch heels carried her forward like punctuation.

Ryan's throat dried.

Jesiah's jaw tightened. His nostrils flared just slightly. A breath escaped through his nose—more an exhale than a groan, but it vibrated with restraint. He shifted where he stood, as if grounding himself.

She didn’t greet him with words. But her body spoke volumes. She walked straight to Jesiah, eyes dragging down his chest, then lower, then back up again. Then her hand curled around his neck and she pulled him in.

Her kiss was full. Wet. Open-mouthed. It wasn’t sweet. It was possession. She tilted her chin just enough to deepen the angle, to open herself wider. Jesiah groaned softly into her mouth.

Ryan caught the way her fingers flexed as they slid up Jesiah’s shirt, the way her chest pressed to his, nipples hard beneath the silk. Jesiah’s hand found the small of her back. Gripped her like he couldn’t stop himself.

Ryan stood frozen.

Hard. Burning.

His hands hovered awkwardly at his sides, unsure of what they were supposed to be doing. He felt exposed standing there, overdressed, underprepared, and fully irrelevant. She didn’t even look at him, but he felt her awareness like heat. The way she leaned into Jesiah, the way her kiss deepened just as Ryan exhaled—like she knew exactly when he blinked. Like she wanted him to see what she looked like when she wasn’t just his anymore.

And all Ryan could do was stand there and take it.

His cock was already hard—had been for the last five minutes, thick and aching in his slacks. He hadn’t touched himself. Didn’t dare. But the weight of it pulsed behind his zipper like it knew exactly what kind of night this was going to be. The heat between them—Camila and Jesiah—made him feel like he was standing too close to a fire he wasn’t allowed to step into. And somehow, that made it worse. Better. He didn’t know anymore.

He just knew he was hard, and they hadn’t even started yet.

Camila pulled away from Jesiah’s mouth with a slow, wet drag, her eyes still locked on his. Then, without turning, she spoke.

"Get the drinks, darling," she said to Ryan, voice smooth and casual, as if she were asking for extra napkins. "And pour yourself one too. You're going to need something to hold on to."

Ryan blinked. The words hit like silk and slap all at once. She still hadn’t looked at him. Not directly. She was too busy running her fingers down Jesiah’s chest now, teasing the edge of his waistband, her thumb hooking lightly at the fabric of his jeans.

He nodded and stepped back toward the kitchen. His legs felt heavy. His cock still throbbed in his pants, stiff and awkward as he moved. He could hear them behind him—Jesiah’s breath, low and steady, and Camila’s soft hum as her hand wandered.

The glasses were still on the counter.

He poured carefully now. The one for himself this time, hands only shaking a little. The sound of ice clinking was the only thing grounding him.

Then he heard it.

The whisper of silk.

He turned just enough to see her through the doorway.

Camila was untying the robe—no words, no build-up, just a simple tug of the sash and a shrug of her shoulders. The silk whispered off her skin and dropped to the floor in a lazy puddle, exposing her inch by inch until nothing was left but skin and lingerie. It wasn’t dramatic. It was devastating.

She stood there in black lace garters that hugged the swell of her hips, sheer black stockings that climbed her thighs, and those sinful four-inch heels that made her ass tilt higher, tighter, like it was begging to be held. Her breasts were full and bare, nipples already stiff, standing proud and flushed as if they knew what came next. Her skin shimmered in the low light, golden and soft, except where her thighs were slick with arousal, dripping, wet, glistening between her legs like her body already knew who it was about to welcome inside.

Jesiah didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

His jaw flexed, and his cock visibly twitched in his jeans. He stared at her like a starving man seeing meat for the first time in days. Not like someone shocked—but like someone reverent. Ready.

Camila didn’t look at Ryan right away. She didn’t need to.

He felt it in the way she spread her legs slightly as she turned to walk away. In the way her bare, slick pussy left a trail of heat behind her. She wasn’t teasing him.

She was letting him watch.

And Ryan’s cock throbbed so hard it almost hurt.

Camila glanced over her shoulder at Ryan, finally, and her voice carried through the open space.

"Bring them to the bedroom. All three."

And then she took Jesiah by the hand.

Not rushed. Not flirty.

Just claimed him.

Ryan watched as Jesiah followed, his pace slowed by something primal, almost worshipful. Camila walked ahead of him like a vision meant to ruin men—her hips swaying with deliberate rhythm, every step pushing her ass higher, fuller, the black lace garters framing her like lingerie that looked like it had been designed for fucking, not fashion. The curve of her bare cheeks jiggled ever so slightly with each stride, the sheer stockings tightening with every motion, making her thighs look thick and biteable.

Jesiah’s eyes didn’t leave her ass for a second. His tongue flicked briefly across his bottom lip. The front of his jeans began to tent.

She walked like she knew exactly what kind of beast she was leading down the hall—slow, wet, open. And Ryan saw it all.

His wife. His woman. On display.

Her bare pussy glistened as she moved, slick already trailing down the inside of her thigh. It wasn’t a show for Jesiah.

It was a message for him.

And still, he followed.

Ryan grabbed the tray and followed, his pulse pounding.

They reached the bedroom. She led Jesiah straight to the bed—their bed. The marriage bed. But tonight, it didn’t belong to memories or monogamy. It was hers. And Jesiah's.

Camila crawled onto it like sex incarnate, her ass lifted high as she climbed across the sheets, bare pussy glistening between her thighs, leaving a faint smear of wetness against the comforter. Her heels clicked softly against the wood before sinking into the mattress. Jesiah followed like a man hypnotized.

She pulled him to sit beside her with a gentle tug, then straddled one thigh, not yet grinding but close enough to let him feel the heat of her cunt radiating against his jeans. Her hand slipped under his shirt, nails grazing his abs, before moving higher to tease one nipple with a lazy, rolling pinch.

Her other hand rested high on his thigh, just shy of his cock. Possessive. Like she was marking where she planned to unwrap him. Jesiah's palm gripped the thick swell of her ass, fingers digging into the soft curve, then trailing down to the slick wet that coated her upper thigh. He groaned under his breath as his hand slid back up, gripping tighter at the stocking band, just where lace met skin.

Camila didn’t flinch. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing his jaw, body pressed warm and shameless into him.

And Ryan watched it all happen on the bed where his wife used to curl against him. His chest burned. His cock pulsed. And the drinks trembled in his hand.

"Drinks Darling," Camila reminded him.

He stepped forward and served them. One glass to Jesiah. One to Camila. Her fingers grazed his as she took hers—not by accident. Her touch was soft. Intimate. And this time, her eyes flicked to Ryan.

The corner of her mouth curved in a subtle, knowing smile. She didn’t say a word. Didn’t need to. Her gaze dropped deliberately down his chest, to the bulge in his slacks, visibly strained and twitching—and then rose again, lazy and unbothered, before she turned her attention right back to Jesiah.

A tease without words. A knife made of eye contact. And it cut him open slowly.

"Yours goes over there," she said, bringing her attention back to her hubby, nodding toward the reading chair in the corner.

The cuck chair now.

Ryan walked to it slowly. Sat. His drink trembled slightly in his hand as he brought it to his lips.

On the bed, Camila took a breath and reached for the tripod beside the mattress. She had bought the same model Jesiah used.

She mounted her phone. Hit record.

Then turned to Ryan and smiled.

"Last time, you asked for a tape," she said. "This time, I'm the one pressing record."

Jesiah chuckled low in his chest. "You like the camera now?"

Camila leaned into him, letting her lips hover near his ear. "I like owning the story."

Jesiah’s hand slipped a little higher up her thigh, and she purred softly before continuing. "Besides, someone likes to watch."

Jesiah’s eyes flicked to Ryan just briefly, then back to her. "Yeah?"

She kissed his neck, slow and wet. "You like being watched?"

Jesiah smirked. "If it means I get to fuck you while your husband drinks it in from the corner, yeah, I think I can live with that."

Camila reached for her glass and took a sip, slow and sultry, letting the liquor coat her lips before leaning in and kissing Jesiah again, mouth full of heat and flavor. He groaned into her mouth, grabbed his glass, and drank deep, his hand not leaving her thigh as he did.

"Mmm," she whispered, licking a trace of alcohol from his lips. "That hit the spot."

"You’re already soaked," Jesiah muttered, running his thumb against the slick line between her thighs.

Camila laughed—dark and low—and climbed into his lap, one knee on either side of his thigh, straddling him with calculated ease. Her ass perched high, pressed snugly against the hard bulge in his jeans, grinding just enough to remind them both what she was sitting on. Her fingers hooked under the hem of his shirt, dragging it upward in slow, teasing increments, exposing lines of hard, tan muscle. She purred as each inch was revealed, her lips brushing the center of his chest before she kissed it, wet, lingering, territorial.

Jesiah tipped his glass back again, free hand now palming her ass with full possession. Camila mirrored him, sipping her drink without taking her eyes off his face, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles.

And Ryan sat back in the chair. Caught between ache and awe. Between love and lust, and complete, irreversible surrender.

Camila leaned in, whispering something only Jesiah could hear, her voice low and teasing. Whatever it was, it made his jaw tighten and a quiet breath slip from his lips. She kissed his cheek once, then began to slide down from his lap—but not all at once. Her lips lingered, pressing slow, open-mouthed kisses down the side of his neck, across his chest, and over his nipples, which she flicked with her tongue. Jesiah's breath hitched as her mouth dipped lower, trailing hot kisses along his abs, her nails dragging lightly down his sides. She moved with the elegance of a dancer, but every kiss was laced with intent—each one a wet, smutty promise of what was coming next.

She settled between his legs, her hands moving to the button of his jeans. Jesiah sat still, his hands resting on his sides, watching her with that same dark, hungry gaze. There was no rush. No fumbling. Camila looked up at him through her lashes as she popped the button open, the sound of denim shifting filling the air.

Ryan’s breathing hitched. From the chair, he had the perfect view of everything—his wife kneeling in between another man's legs on their marital bed. Her bare ass perched high, the black lace of her garter belt cinching her waist, heels pressed into the mattress as she crouched, poised and ready.

She pulled Jesiah’s jeans down inch by inch, past his thighs, revealing the bulge straining inside his white briefs—thick, heavy, and clearly aching to be freed. Camila let out a soft gasp—not of surprise, but of approval. Her hand slid between his legs, fingers teasing the outline of his cock through the fabric. She pressed her lips to it, slow and sensual, kissing along the length as it throbbed beneath the cotton. Her tongue traced the ridge, her fingers lightly stroking, coaxing a soft groan from Jesiah. Only when he twitched beneath her teasing did she finally hook her fingers into the waistband and pull his briefs down. His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, and heavy—and landed against her cheek with a soft, fleshy thud. Camila let out an involuntary "Ooh," followed by a girlish giggle, her eyes lighting up with delight as she turned her head and kissed the shaft where it had struck. She let her cheek rest against it for a second longer, her fingers curling around the base like it belonged to her now.

"God," she whispered, wrapping her palm around the base. "No wonder you’ve been so smug."

Jesiah chuckled. "You haven’t even tasted it yet."

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she lowered her mouth with slow, sultry intent. Her tongue made the first move, circling the swollen head in tight, wet spirals before flicking across the bead of precum like she was tasting honey off his skin. Her lips followed, parting around the tip, wrapping it in heat and wetness. She moaned softly—just for Ryan—as she took the first few inches in, letting the thick shaft stretch her mouth open. Her hand stroked the base while her other hand gripped his thigh for balance. Inch by inch, she sank down, letting spit trail from her lips, her jaw relaxing as she swallowed more of him with every sultry bob. The sound of her mouth working over his cock—slick, messy, lewd—echoed off the bedroom walls. This wasn’t just a blowjob. This was worship with mouth and tongue, designed to break both men in different ways.

Ryan’s hands flexed on his lap, fingers curling into his thighs as he struggled to stay still. His cock strained, twitching in his pants, already leaking. His hands were aching to reach for the cock throbbing in his pants, but he stayed still—because this wasn’t his night.

Camila bobbed her head in steady rhythm, her cheeks hollowing with each motion, moaning softly as she sucked. Jesiah grunted, his fingers threading into her hair but not forcing, just holding. Just feeling. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t take yet, spit dribbling from the corners of her lips, coating his cock in slick, shiny devotion.

When she pulled back, her lips smacked wetly, eyes glassy and proud. "You’re going to ruin me," she said, voice raw with arousal.

Jesiah leaned back, a grin on his face. "I fucking hope so."

Camila surged forward and caught his mouth in a filthy, wet kiss, full of spit, heat, and raw lust. Their tongues tangled with messy urgency, her moan swallowed by his groan as they devoured each other. Her hand gripped the back of his neck, keeping him there until she was done.

Then, with a teasing grind of her hips, she rose up and straddled him again, higher this time. Slowly, deliberately, she reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance. Her folds were glistening, slick with need, her body ready to take him in and put on the show her husband would never forget.

She paused, right at the tip.

Then looked at Ryan.

"You wanted to watch me get used, remember?"

Her voice was soft, but brutal.

Ryan nodded, lips parted, breath shallow.

"Then watch me come without you."

Her knees pressed into the mattress as she hovered over him, hips trembling with restraint. She angled his cock, running the swollen head through her slick folds, letting it tease and smear her wetness along her slit. Her breath caught. Then, slowly—agonizingly so—she began to sink down. The thick crown pushed inside, parting her lips, stretching her open inch by aching inch.

Her thighs tensed, her back arched, and her mouth fell open in a deep, throaty moan that filled the room, "Oooh—fuck—that’s so much cock..."

Her body shivered with each new inch taken, her pussy clenching around the thick cock invading her. It was raw, electric—every nerve ending alight as she gave herself over, fully and brazenly, in front of her husband.

Jesiah groaned, hands locking on her hips, steadying her as she took more of him.

"Too much for you, huh baby?"

She rocked her hips forward, forcing the last few inches inside, her breath hitching as she was finally, fully filled. "Just enough," she gasped, voice tight with pleasure.

Jesiah sat up, chest brushing hers, and with a low grunt, tightened his grip around her waist. Without slipping out of her, he twisted them both to the side in one fluid, dominating motion, so that now his back faced Ryan and Camila remained straddling his lap, only now turned fully toward her husband. Her spine arched as she adjusted, still impaled on his cock, her hands resting on Jesiah’s shoulders as she steadied herself. Her breasts bounced with the shift, nipples flushed and firm, and her gaze landed directly on Ryan.

Ryan sat frozen, breath caught in his throat. His cock was rock hard, twitching inside his pants—completely untouched, yet more alive than it had ever been. He didn’t know if he wanted to come or cry. Maybe both. Maybe that’s what made this so perfect—he didn’t have to choose. Every time her body sank down and rose again, it felt like a punch to the gut and a hand on his cock at the same time.

Her fingers trailed down her own body as she rode him, still grinding her hips in a slow, dirty rhythm. She played with her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples before giving them a sharp tweak, letting out a moan that was as much for herself as it was for her husband. Her gaze didn’t waver. She looked straight past Jesiah—who groaned beneath her, gripping her hips tighter—and locked eyes with Ryan, her lips parting in a smirk that said everything: she was putting on a show, and he was exactly where she wanted him— in that chair, cock twitching, and unable to touch a thing. Camila glanced down at him, licking her lips before letting out a breathless moan. "You love this, don’t you? Watching me stretch for his cock while yours stays untouched?"

The room was hot with the scent of sex, flesh, sweat, arousal. The mattress squeaked under the weight of their movements, a soft, rhythmic creak. Ice clinked in Ryan’s forgotten drink on the bedside table, untouched and sweating in the heat. His fingers twitched where they rested on his lap, aching to move, to touch, to do anything but sit still. And yet, he stayed. Because this was his place now—watching, throbbing, delirious.

Jesiah’s hands slid down Camila’s waist as she rocked atop him, the sweat-slicked skin of their bodies sliding with every grind. Without breaking their connection, he tightened his grip and leaned in, pressing a final kiss against her lips before pulling back with a low growl.

Jesiah shifted his weight beneath her and wrapped his arms around her waist, lifting her with him as he rose onto his knees. Camila gasped, her thighs trembling as she adjusted, her body naturally responding to his guidance. He gently turned her and eased her forward, lowering her onto all fours. Her palms pressed into the mattress, her knees digging into the sheets, spine curving in a graceful arch. Behind her, Jesiah settled into position, hands gliding over her hips, admiring the view as she instinctively tilted her ass toward him, wanton and waiting.

Ryan watched it all unfold from the chair—numb, aching, completely transfixed.

Jesiah didn’t rush. His hands explored first, worshipping her curves with his palms, tracing the line of her back, then gripping both sides of her ass as if he were holding the most precious thing he’d ever touched. He kissed a line up her spine, wet and open-mouthed, until he reached her shoulder blades. His lips found the soft skin of her back, then her neck. He bit down, hard enough to make her yelp and smile at the same time.

She looked positively fucked—eyes glassy, tongue peeking from her lips, hair a mess of dark waves sticking to her damp skin. Her breasts dangled and bounced slightly with each kiss, each grope of her hips. And between her thighs, her glistening folds stretched, wet and swollen, eager to be filled again.

Jesiah lined himself up and pushed forward, groaning deeply as his cock reentered her in one long, thick stroke. Camila’s mouth fell open, a loud moan ripping through her as her body welcomed him back. Her hips pressed back into him, her hands gripping the sheets as her thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched around him with every thrust, every smack of his hips against her ass making Ryan flinch.

From his seat, Ryan could see it all. Her pussy spread wide around Jesiah’s cock, swallowing him whole. Her ass jiggling with every impact. Her face, half-turned toward the mirror, twisted in pure euphoria. And just beside him, the camera on the tripod recorded every part of it, every sound.

Camila met her husband’s gaze and smiled through the haze. Her voice came out in soft pants, breathy and taunting:

"You see this, baby?"

Her ass slammed back against Jesiah as she continued. "Your wife’s pussy swallowing him whole. That’s what you asked for, right?"

Jesiah grunted in agreement, slapping her ass with a loud crack that made her giggle between moans.

"Look how much he fills me. You think you ever stretched me like this?"

Her eyes flicked to the mirror, catching her own reflection. Her mouth opened in a gasp as she watched herself being taken from behind, Jesiah's thick cock buried to the hilt, her folds split wide and the glossy trail of her juices tracing down her inner thighs, pooling just above the tops of her black silk stockings. The lace garter straps clung to her hips, framing the bounce of her ass with every thrust, while her high heels dug into the mattress, forcing her to arch even deeper for him. Her body was on display—raw, slick, beautiful, overwhelmed.

"Take it out," she murmured to Ryan without looking directly at him. "Go on. Free your cock. I know it’s twitching. But don’t you dare cum."

Ryan's fingers shook as they moved to his waistband. He unzipped and fished himself out, rock hard and slick with precum. He didn’t stroke—not yet. Just held it, thudding in his palm, waiting for permission to move.

Camila slowed her pace, grinding her hips with a filthy rhythm. Jesiah hissed through his teeth as she slipped off his cock entirely, her lips stretched and wet as she leaned back and gave her clit a sharp slap with two fingers. Then she turned her head just slightly, her eyes locking with Ryan’s.

"Stroke it for me, baby," she purred, voice heavy with lust. "Nice and slow. Let me see how much you’re enjoying this."

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He wrapped his hand around his aching cock and began to stroke, matching the tempo of her fingers on her own clit, mesmerized by the sight before him. Her gaze shifted back onto the mirror, locking not on herself this time, but on the reflection of her husband behind her, stroking his cock, lips parted, eyes wide, drinking in every filthy second.

Her breath stuttered.

She pushed back again, her pussy parting around his cock like she was made for it. "Fuck—" she moaned. "Just like that—" Jesiah gripped her hips and drove forward in response, making her cry out.

"Mmmfff—yes—just like that—fuck me—yes—"

Ryan stared in disbelief, one hand clenching his thigh, the other wrapped tightly around his cock—stroking slowly now. Watching in awe while aching with lust.

And the camera kept rolling.

Ryan’s cock throbbed in his fist, the slow strokes drawing out his tension, feeding the ache in his gut. His eyes were glazed, jaw slack, breath shallow. He was fully hard now—aching and desperate—but helpless in the chair.

Camila turned her head slightly, her smile smug and wicked. Her body trembled with pleasure, her thighs still slick and parted, Jesiah buried inside her to the hilt.

“You don’t get to come,” she said, voice silken with command. “Not until I say so.”

She rolled her hips, slowly grinding back on Jesiah’s cock, her pussy clutching him with every shift.

“If I like this enough, baby... you’ll only come again when I say you can.”

Ryan moaned—low and desperate—but didn’t stop stroking. Her words hit like a drug. She wasn’t threatening to take it away. She was setting the new rules. Terms of surrender.

Jesiah grunted behind her, his pace starting to falter. His hands gripped her hips tighter, thumbs digging into the curves as his thrusts turned more urgent.

“Hold it,” she hissed over her shoulder, this time to Jesiah. Her eyes fluttered, her back arching with the pressure building in her own core.

Jesiah obeyed, teeth clenched, cock twitching deep inside her gushing heat.

Camila slowed again, riding him with deliberate rhythm, savoring the stretch, the fullness, the way his thick shaft filled her like nothing else. Her breasts bounced with every rock of her hips, nipples tight and flushed. The scent of sex filled the room—sharp, warm, unmistakable. In the distance, the faint hum of the night and the heat of the phone still recording filled the quiet spaces between moans.

Her hands slid forward on the sheets, nails dragging across the fabric as she lost herself to the sensation—but always with control. Even as she moaned, even as she ground her ass into Jesiah’s lap, she was the one in charge.

And Ryan, fists clenched, eyes locked on her, stroked slower, trying not to tip over the edge. His cock was leaking, flushed and shiny, twitching with every sound that came from her mouth.

Camila’s voice cut through the tension, sweet and mean: “You’re close, aren’t you?”

Ryan nodded—barely able to speak.

She looked over her shoulder, locking eyes with Ryan. Her smile deepened, knowing and cruel. “Well, hold it.”

She bounced once—hard—and Jesiah growled beneath her, hands spreading her cheeks wide to watch his cock disappear into her again.

She threw her head back, moaning loud enough to rattle Ryan’s bones.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—violent and sweet—her scream tearing from her throat as her nails clawed into the sheets. Her muscles locked around his cock, her cunt stretched and slick, squeezing him with frantic pulses.

“Oooh fuck—yes—yes—ahhh—right there—oh god, YES!”

Jesiah moaned into her neck, his grip bruising her waist as he fought his own climax.

Camila rose up just enough to let his cock drag against her pulsing walls, her thighs trembling as she gasped for breath. Her fingers shot between her legs, flicking her swollen clit with a practiced snap—then again, harder. Her back bowed as she cried out, body locking tight. A gush of her warm juices burst from her pussy, coating Jesiah’s thick cock in a messy spray that shimmered down the base and coating his balls. Her moan was animalistic—raw, guttural—filling the room like a sex-soaked anthem as she squirted again, harder, hips jerking uncontrollably with the aftershocks.

Once she stilled, her breath heaving, Camila turned her head and gave Jesiah a single nod.

“Now.”

Jesiah let go with a low, feral growl. His cock jerked violently inside her, twitching as he pounded into her a few more times—quick, desperate thrusts that made her breasts bounce and her moans deepen. His grip tightened on her hips, pulling her back to meet every last stroke until he finally buried himself to the hilt.

With a groan that seemed to rise from his spine, he came.

Thick, hot ropes of cum gushed deep into her spent, clenching pussy—pulse after pulse spilling out and flooding her. Camila gasped at the heat blooming inside her, and Jesiah kept moving, slow now, grinding into her like he couldn’t bear to leave.

When he finally stilled, she slowly lifted her hips—just enough for his cock to slip out with a wet, lewd sound. A thick trail of cum followed, oozing from her swollen slit in heavy globs, running down her thighs, soaking the insides of her stockings, and painting the sheets beneath in creamy, obscene streaks.

She didn’t close her legs. Didn’t hide a thing. Her pussy gaped slightly, a glistening, used mess, dripping with everything Jesiah had poured into her.

For Ryan.

And for the camera.

After a couple of minutes, once she got her breath back and got down from her ecstatic high, Camila rose from the bed, her legs slightly shaky, thighs slick with Jesiah’s cum. She reached to the tripod beside the bed, leaned forward, and with a graceful click, stopped the recording. Then she turned to face her husband.

She didn’t cover herself—didn’t hide the creampie that dripped freely down her inner thighs soaking up the already wet stockings. The heels gave her a proud posture, each click against the hardwood floor like punctuation to her ownership.

Ryan’s breath caught. He froze as she knelt before him, her cum-soaked pussy just inches from his knees. One hand still clutched the camera remote, the other rested on his thigh.

“This isn’t your fantasy anymore,” she whispered, looking up at him with a smirk. “It’s ours.”

She reached for his cock, still hard, still twitching in his hand. Her fingers replaced his, stroking with slow, deliberate control. It took only seconds—he was right there, teetering—and with one more stroke from her slick hand, he came.

Thick spurts painted her palm, his thighs, and the edge of the chair. He groaned, body jerking as she milked him dry with a practiced squeeze. Even after his climax, he remained frozen, as if still waiting for her command.

Camila stood, reached for a towel she’d folded earlier on the dresser, and wiped herself slowly—her thighs, her pussy, even the sheen from her breasts and collarbone. She moved with elegance, her body still trembling slightly with aftershocks. A light hum escaped her lips—a soft, nonchalant melody—as if she were winding down from nothing more than a relaxing bath.

Then, with perfect ease, she walked to the laundry hamper and pulled out a pair of panties—black, sheer, soaked through. The same ones she’d worn all day.

She returned to Ryan and pressed them into his hand.

“Hold these,” she said. “That’s all you get to touch tonight."

Camila turned and walked out of the room, her nude figure swaying with each step as cum continued to trickle down the insides of her thighs. She didn’t change, didn’t look back.

Jesiah leaned back on the bed, his body spent but his smirk lingering, still savoring the high.

And Ryan stayed behind in the chair. Silent. Erect. Her panties clutched in one hand. His breath shaky. His mind spinning. Alone in the afterglow, but never more owned.


Epilogue

Sunlight spilled through the wide kitchen windows, soft and golden, draping itself over the quiet domesticity of the morning like an intimate memory refusing to fade. The warm glow touched everything—the glossy tile, the sheen of steel on the stovetop, and the bare shoulders of Ryan, who stood motionless for a moment, spatula in hand. His chest rose and fell in a steady rhythm, his pajama pants clinging loosely to his hips, revealing the faint outline of arousal he hadn't yet acknowledged. The smell of toasted bread mingled with the sizzle of eggs in the skillet, but there was no appetite in his movements. Only precision. Only routine.

Behind him, Camila sat at the dining table, legs crossed, bathed in light and decadence. She wore a short silk robe in muted champagne, barely tied, clinging lazily to one shoulder. Her skin glowed with after-sex warmth, her hair tousled and voluminous, strands falling across her cheek like the remnants of a storm. There were no panties beneath the robe. No bra. Just skin still marked with faint impressions—fingertips on thighs, teeth at her collarbone, Jesiah’s scent still somewhere on her.

Jesiah was gone. But not absent. His ghost lingered in the heat of her skin, in the stretch of her hips when she shifted in her seat. In the heavy scent still trapped in the sheets upstairs. There was a time, not long ago, when she used to make Ryan breakfast. Scrambled eggs and kisses between the toast slices. Now he stirred silently, and she watched herself getting fucked on repeat.

The iPad beside her plate played a video in an almost silent, hypnotic loop—last night’s recording. The image flickered: Camila bent over, Jesiah pounding into her from behind, her face contorted in pleasure. The low moans escaping the speakers were barely louder than the ticking of the kitchen clock, but each sound carved a deeper silence between husband and wife.

She forked a piece of toast, didn’t eat it. Sipped slowly from a tall glass of orange juice. Then, as if by instinct, she reached for her phone, swiped the screen, and turned the camera toward herself.

Click.

A selfie—no filters, no pretense. Just her—messy hair, flushed lips, that unmistakable post-fuck smirk that still curled at the corners of her mouth. Her thigh visible beneath the robe, the edge of her nipple peeking through. She sent it to Jesiah. No caption. There didn’t need to be one.

She glanced over at Ryan.

His back was still to her, but his shoulders had stiffened. The eggs were starting to overcook. He didn’t seem to notice.

She let him linger in that moment, watched the tension coil in his spine like a string pulled taut.

"You thought I was your fantasy," she finally said, her voice a slow purr, cutting through the quiet like a blade through silk.

Ryan turned just enough to look at her. His face was unreadable. But his eyes... his eyes were devoured by the glow of the iPad screen reflecting the very moment his wife had broken him.

She leaned back further in her chair, letting the robe slip apart just a little more, revealing a teasing view of her still sticky, well-used pussy beneath the table.

"But I’m your addiction now," she added with a breathless smirk. "And like any addiction, baby, you’ll tremble without your next fix."

The words landed like a whisper and a whip all at once.

Ryan held her gaze for a heartbeat longer, then turned back to the stove.

He cracked another egg. One-handed, a bit shaky.

The pan hissed.

She picked up a slice of toast and took a bite this time. Her fingers grazed the iPad screen, rewinding the video by just a few seconds to her favorite part—her own face mid-orgasm, Jesiah’s deep moan in her ear. She froze the frame, letting the image linger—herself, stretched wide and greedy, Ryan’s blurred silhouette in the background. She didn’t look away.

Ryan exhaled quietly.

She smiled, watching him melt without laying a finger. And as she chewed, she felt her phone buzz. Jesiah had replied.

One word.

"Miss you."

She bit into her toast again, licking a crumb from the corner of her mouth. Then stood and crossed the room, her bare feet silent on the tile. She stopped beside the iPad, tapped the screen, and ended the recording.

Ryan remained seated at the stove, still and silent.

Camila placed a hand lightly on his shoulder. He flinched. Looked up.

She gave him a long look, eyes warm and shining. "Yes, Camila," he whispered, a note of reverence in his voice that surprised even him.

And this time, she smiled.

She turned and walked away, switching off the recording on the iPad still perched on its stand, then heading down the hallway toward the master bath. The silk robe trailed behind her, revealing the curves of her bare thighs, a faint shimmer between them still catching the light.

Ryan stood in the quiet kitchen, pajama pants tented, his cock still aching, his chest somehow lighter. The eggs had burned. He didn’t care.

She was free now. And so was he.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Daddy’s Birthday Gift: A MFF Cuckold Hotwife Night to Remember 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/ahrU )

Ben always thought watching was just a fantasy. Something to whisper during sex, something to tease in the dark. But tonight, it’s real. 

His wife, Blake, beautiful, busty, and his for years, isn’t just being admired. She’s being offered. As a birthday gift to her best friend’s older, dominant husband... a man she calls “Daddy” with a filthy smile and no shame at all. 

And Ben? He’s watching. 

Watching as Lana peels Blake’s dress off inch by inch. Watching as her body is claimed. As Blake moans, shakes, and begs... not for him, but for Daddy. 

They’d always talked about it. Fantasized. But nothing could have prepared him for the way his wife would come alive for another man, or the way it would wreck him to see it. 

This is their night. One boat. Two blondes. And one man who takes what he wants while the husband sits across the room: hard, helpless, and more turned on than he’s ever been. 

A raw, spicy, and intensely erotic cuckold hotwife novella for readers who crave submission, power, and watching the one you love, surrender. 
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The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/M72IM )

Victoria Kensington was never meant for an ordinary life. Once a business school intern, now the adored trophy wife—and perfect hotwife—of Arthur Kensington, a billionaire nearly thirty-five years her senior. He spoils her, controls her, and has shaped her into his most prized indulgence. She lives for his praise, thrives under his guidance, and would do anything to make him proud. 

Including being shared when the moment calls for it. 

Arthur has always closed his biggest deals with more than just negotiations. Powerful men expect a certain level of trust, a bond that goes beyond contracts. When the opportunity arises to lock in a lucrative new mining venture, Arthur offers Malik Adeyemi—the commanding, impossibly built business West African mogul—his most valued possession: Victoria. 

For Malik, the deal isn’t done until he’s had her—truly had her. And Victoria? Trained to please, dressed to tempt—she was a gift meant to be admired, touched, and thoroughly claimed. 

Tonight, she won’t just watch her husband sign a deal—she’ll seal it. 

A night of pleasure, submission, and indulgence awaits in this steamy, high-heat novella where control, wealth, and desire collide. 
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A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Ns9QVr ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 


About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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