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The first thing Ben noticed when he stirred awake wasn’t the warmth of the sheets or the muted hum of the city outside their apartment window—it was the sound of her.

The hiss of her straightener. The subtle flick-flick of mascara being brushed through already-long lashes. The rhythmic press of high heels pacing across hardwood. It was Ava’s morning soundtrack, and to Ben, it was more intimate than any whisper.

He blinked the sleep from his eyes, letting them adjust to the soft amber light spilling from the bathroom. Their bedroom door was slightly ajar, the view beyond like a stage. Ava stood in front of the mirror, wearing nothing but a pale pink thong and a nude bra that barely contained her breasts. Her silky black hair fell over one shoulder, the ends still damp from the shower, as she worked her way through the final strokes of her flat iron.

She hadn’t seen him yet. Or maybe she had—and was pretending not to. Ava often left him in this space, the quiet limbo between spectator and lover. It was a game they never spoke of aloud, but both played well.

Ben remained still, letting his eyes roam over the tight, sculpted curves of her body. The soft taper of her waist, the way her full, perky ass pushed back slightly as she leaned forward to reach for her powder brush—every inch of her frame was a perfect blend of tightness and feminine allure. Her toned thighs flexed gently, calves rising as she balanced on one foot in that dancer-like grace only she seemed to possess. She had the compact, sensual build that made lingerie ads look tame by comparison—an Asian bombshell with just enough softness in all the right places. She was everything glossy magazines tried to sell—effortless, elegant, magnetic. But she was real. His.

When she finally turned, slipping a crisp white blouse off a hanger and shrugging into it, her movements were slow, practiced. She buttoned it from the bottom up, each click of plastic against fabric drawing his attention. She left the top two undone, of course—Ava always did.

Ben couldn’t help the slow, delicious ache forming beneath the sheets, his cock rising instinctively in response to the erotic ritual unfolding before him. This was their morning rhythm—his passive hunger, her effortless exhibition. Her routine wasn’t just about getting ready; it was a performance, one meant for him alone. As she turned, her hips swaying subtly, stepping into her tight pencil skirt with a graceful twist of her waist, he let his mind unravel into dangerous, needy places—each movement of hers feeding the raw tension that pulsed just beneath his skin.

He thought about the first time they met. A university mixer. He’d just finished high school and had moved to the city for his bachelor’s, a wide-eyed small-town white boy with no clue how to navigate the fast pace and sharper edges of urban life, a small-town white guy in a modest shirt and corduroy blazer, barely accustomed to city noise, let alone women like her. Ava, the sharp, stunning city girl—second-generation, raised on fast trains, neon lights, and ambition—had walked into that room like she owned it. She was 15 months older than him, already interning at a regional news station, poised and electric, her confidence both intimidating and magnetic. He had no idea how or why she noticed him, but she did. Called him over. Teased him until he flushed and fumbled half his drink.

From the very beginning, they were opposites—him humble, thoughtful, and hesitant; her bold, unfiltered, and so alive it made his chest ache. Their personalities didn’t just mesh—they collided. Cotton meeting flame. It burned hot, bright, and hasn't stopped in the seven years since. She had her world, and he had his—but together, they made something neither could have imagined alone. And she never once let him forget that she chose him.

His Ava. Ambitious. Poised. With a sense of control that made everyone else bend just a little in her presence. Including him.

She emerged from the bathroom a moment later, fully dressed but somehow more naked to him than ever. The skirt clung to her hips like silk poured over bare skin, outlining every seductive curve from waist to thigh, the fabric pulling tight with each subtle sway of her hips. Her blouse, just sheer enough to flirt with decency, clung to the soft swell of her breasts and offered a faint, tantalizing glimpse of the lacy nude bra beneath. She stepped into her nude heels with practiced elegance, the arch of her foot stretching the smooth skin of her calves, her posture tall, commanding, and maddeningly sexy. Her hand smoothed her hair one last time with precision, completing the transformation from lover to anchorwoman—still his, yet suddenly untouchable.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” she said, her voice soft and teasing, as she reached for her earrings—each word sliding off her tongue like it knew what it was doing to him.

Ben sat up slowly, the covers sliding off his bare chest, revealing the faint outline of his morning stiffness beneath. He could barely take his eyes off her. “Morning. You look…”

“Professional?” she offered with a knowing smirk, her brow raised just enough to challenge him.

“Distractingly professional,” he corrected, his voice a low murmur, barely concealing the lust coiled tight in his belly.

She walked over and kissed him on the forehead. Never the lips—not before she was camera-ready. That was one of her little rules, an unspoken ritual he’d grown to love. Even in that small moment, she reminded him that she belonged to the world first… but came home to him by choice. And God, that made it hotter. “Breakfast in five,” she said, already heading to the kitchen.



Ben joined her at the table ten minutes later, his hair still damp from the shower, his button-down shirt wrinkled in that charming, just-woke-up way she secretly loved. Ava sat across from him, legs crossed, the hem of her skirt riding high up one thigh. She sipped her black coffee, careful to avoid smudging the perfect shape of her lips. Her lipstick was flawless, as always—Ava never let it wear off without her say-so. Still, a faint mark bloomed on the rim of the cup, like a signature left behind with purpose, not carelessness. She liked leaving impressions—but only when she wanted to.

“You think anyone actually listens to me talk about inflation trends?” she asked suddenly.

He looked up from his toast, one brow arched.

“Or are they just watching for the boobs?” she added nonchalantly.

Ben blinked. “You seriously want me to answer that?”

Ava gave a casual shrug. “C’mon. You watch me every morning. You know exactly how my viewers think.”

He smirked, chewing slowly. “I think they’re torn between the neckline and the Nasdaq.”

She grinned, wicked and pleased. “Exactly.”

A pause, then she slowly slipped one foot free from her nude heel under the table, the motion delicate and unhurried. Her toes flexed against the floor for a moment before they slinked forward and brushed lightly against his ankle, a subtle caress like a whisper shared in secret. The first touch was feather-soft, almost innocent, but the intent behind it pulsed with quiet purpose.

Her bare foot began its slow ascent along his calf, the skin-to-skin contact sending a jolt straight to his groin. She nudged his legs apart with a gentle insistence, opening him up with the same confidence she commanded on air. Then her foot crept higher, sliding up the inside of his thigh, warm and teasing, toes tracing the outline of his growing erection through the thin fabric of his slacks.

Every inch she climbed stoked the fire in his gut. Her eyes never left his face, lips curled in quiet mischief, as if daring him to breathe too loudly and break the spell. She didn’t need to speak—this was her way of reminding him that she had him exactly where she wanted him, even before the cameras ever rolled.

“You know who’s on today’s panel?” she asked, watching his reaction.

Ben shook his head.

“Connor Hale.”

The name hit with a strange mix of recognition and tension. Venture capitalist. Silver-haired, sharp-jawed, full of the kind of alpha confidence that filled a room and knew it.

Ben swallowed. “That should make for… interesting banter.”

Ava hummed. “He flirts well on camera. Keeps things spicy.” Her heel pressed higher. “And I know you like that.”

Ben shifted in his seat. The erection pressing against his pants was not subtle. Ava glanced down briefly, lips curling.

But she didn’t touch him. Instead, her toes lingered for one last teasing stroke before she drew her foot back slowly, slipping it back into her nude heel with practiced elegance, like sealing a secret with a kiss. The sensual game came to a quiet end as she rose from her chair, spine straight, coffee cup in hand, her poise fully intact as if nothing had happened at all.

“Don’t be late for school,” she said, her tone breezy as ever, but then she paused—just a moment—at the edge of the hallway. She looked back over her shoulder, lips tugging into a softer smile, one that reached her eyes. “I love you,” she added. Then she turned and disappeared into the hallway to grab her bag, heels clicking with purpose, leaving behind the echo of her words and the heat they stirred in his chest.



Later that morning, Ben sat at his desk in the teacher’s lounge at Roosevelt High, the hum of caffeine machines and idle chatter mixing with the faint buzz of fluorescent lights. He was a history teacher—soft-spoken, dependable, the kind students felt safe with. A far cry from the glamorous storm of Ava’s world. He half-listened to two colleagues debating standardized test changes, but his attention was elsewhere. His laptop sat open in front of him, the screen glowing with the crisp resolution of a livestream. Ava was on.

She sat centered beneath studio lights that gave her a golden glow, her silky black hair perfectly swept over one shoulder, framing high cheekbones and full lips painted with precise, camera-perfect red. That sheer blouse clung to her lithe frame, highlighting the soft swell of her breasts and the delicate curve of her waist. On-screen, Ava was the fantasy—sexy, composed, and unmistakably Asian, her looks equal parts elegant and exotic to the average viewer. She didn’t just report—she commanded. She was the lead host for Moneyline Mornings , a mid-tier finance show broadcast nationally. Not quite Bloomberg, but getting there. Her segment— Investor Pulse —was one of the most streamed. Ben had no illusions about why. Her insights were sharp, but her neckline kept the average male viewer from ever looking away.

Five minutes in, Connor Hale entered the frame. Tall, broad, relaxed in his tailored navy suit. His salt-and-pepper hair framed a face carved with smug charm. His smile was the kind that had closed more deals than any spreadsheet ever could.

"Connor Hale, joining us again today to break down this week’s top tech moves," Ava said, her voice silky, practiced. "You’ve been busy, haven’t you?"

Connor chuckled. "Busy enough to keep my assistant frazzled and my investors happy. It’s the golden ratio."

Ava smiled knowingly. "And your viewers, Connor?"

He leaned forward just slightly, eyes locked on hers. "That depends. Are we talking about stock watchers or your fanbase?"

Ben felt the shift in her posture—just enough to suggest power, not retreat.

"I’ll assume you mean both," Ava replied smoothly, brushing her hair back. "Though we both know they’re not just tuning in for the tickers."

Connor laughed, low and rich. "Well, if market analysts looked half as good as you, the Dow wouldn’t be the only thing rising."

Ben’s jaw twitched, but he didn’t look away. His cock stirred in his pants. She was playing with fire, and she was so damn good at it.

She pivoted smoothly. "Speaking of things on the rise—let’s talk IPOs. Tech’s had a volatile week, hasn’t it?"

She moved on like nothing had happened. And yet everything had. Her confidence, the soft power play—it wasn’t just for Connor. It was for Ben, too. He knew her tells. The glint in her eye wasn’t just professional.

He didn’t mute the audio. He didn’t look around to check if anyone had noticed his sudden stillness. He just let himself watch—heart full, cock aching, stomach twisted in pleasure.

He didn’t feel jealous.

He felt alive.

Ben didn’t hear the front door open, but he felt her the moment she stepped in.

He was still seated at his desk, red pen in hand, half-heartedly grading a stack of sophomore history essays that had long blurred together into a sea of predictable answers and forgotten dates. The soft static of the school day had faded hours ago, replaced by the lingering buzz in his blood that hadn’t left him since watching her on screen. Every comment about IPOs, every glance exchanged between Ava and Connor, had replayed in his mind like a loop he didn’t want to escape. And now, as he circled yet another misspelled revolution, his cock still stirred in his pants, reacting not to textbooks but to her—the way she commanded the room, the screen, and him. His cock had stayed half-hard the entire commute home, twitching every time his thoughts wandered back to her. The look in her eyes. The way Connor leaned forward. The way Ava didn’t retreat. She didn’t flinch. She owned it.

Now she was home.

Ava’s heels clicked softly down the hall, growing louder until they reached the living room threshold. Ben looked up.

She was still in her work outfit—blazer sharp, blouse tucked in, the same pencil skirt clinging to her curves like it had been molded onto her body. Her hair was still immaculate, makeup untouched. But there was something different in her eyes now. Not the bright professionalism of on-camera Ava. No. This was her off-air glow. A gleam of something darker. Something more playful.

“You watched it, didn’t you?” she asked, setting her keys down and walking toward him with slow, deliberate steps.

Ben nodded, his throat dry. "Of course."

She smiled, soft but smug, and slipped off her blazer, folding it over the back of the couch before lowering herself onto the sofa beside him. The movement gave him a teasing glimpse of her blouse stretching ever so slightly across her chest, her full, perky breasts pressing against the delicate fabric. Ben had always loved playing with them—cupping them in bed, tracing his fingers around her nipples, burying his face between them when she let him. Not now, though. Not tonight. Tonight, she had other plans.

"Did you like the way he looked at me?"

Ben swallowed hard. His cock stirred again.

Ava leaned forward and opened his laptop, flicking through the browser history until she found the livestream tab still open. She hit replay, and the segment began anew.

There she was—centered, confident, sharp as ever. And then came Connor. That look. That smirk.

She turned to Ben, leaning in so closely her breath warmed the side of his neck, lips brushing his ear with the lightest, most deliberate graze. Her voice dropped lower—filthy, knowing, drenched in tease. “He couldn’t stop staring. You saw it, didn’t you? The way his eyes locked on my mouth... the way they dipped to my tits?”

Ben’s breath caught in his throat. "Yeah."

Ava’s fingers slid lazily along his thigh. "He texted me after the segment. Said I was distracting. Said I was… dangerous."

Ben didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

She smiled again, this time more wicked, and rose to her feet in a single fluid motion that made her hips roll with intention. Her hands moved behind her, unzipping her skirt with a soft hiss, the tight fabric loosening and then sliding down her hips like it couldn’t wait to be free of her body. The pencil skirt puddled at her feet, revealing the sleek length of her thighs wrapped in sheer stockings and the way her damp panties clung to her mound, the soft fabric drawn tight with arousal. She kept her eyes locked on his as she began to undo her blouse—slowly, teasingly, one button at a time. Each release exposed more of the creamy skin he adored, the curve of her cleavage pressing against the nude lace bra that lifted and shaped her breasts in a way that was pure torment. When the final button dropped open, she shrugged the blouse off and let it fall to the floor, standing there in just her heels, panties, and bra, her body a flawless mix of sleek power and inviting softness.

Her panties were soaked through.

Ben’s mouth parted, his cock straining visibly through his slacks as she stepped toward him with a catlike grace, her heels clicking softly across the floor. She climbed onto him, straddling his lap with a slow, controlled motion that pressed her panty covered warm pussy directly against the rigid bulge beneath his pants. She settled her weight, grinding down just enough to make him groan, her damp heat soaking through the fabric, her body close enough to smother his breath with her scent.

She leaned in, close enough for her breasts to press softly against his chest, her hips still rocking ever so slightly as she whispered in his ear, dripping filth like it was foreplay. His hands gripped her thighs, resisting the urge to grab more of her and lose control. She knew exactly what she was doing. She always did.

“Do you want to know what he said?” she whispered, lips hovering near his ear. "He asked if I was seeing anyone. I didn’t answer."

Ben's hands trembled against her waist. She rolled her hips, dragging the soft, wet swell of her pussy through her soaked panties across his hardness.

“I didn’t lie,” she added. “But I didn’t tell him about you either.”

She always took off her wedding ring before going on camera. It wasn’t a secret between them—Ben had known from the beginning. It wasn’t about shame or hiding their marriage. It was about maintaining the image. That edge of possibility. Ava understood how male viewers thought—how a bare finger made them lean forward just a little more, made them fantasize that maybe, if they ever saw her in person, they might have a chance. Models did it. Actresses did it. And Ava? She did it better. It was a man’s world, and she knew exactly how to play it like a fiddle—smiling sweetly while they handed her everything.

Ben exhaled shakily. “Why not?”

“Because I wanted to feel what it was like,” she said, her voice low and wicked, her lips curling near his ear. “To be wanted. Not as someone’s wife. Not as a name on a ring. Just me—Ava. Wet, flirty, untethered. The kind of woman a man like Connor sees and thinks, ‘I could fuck her tonight if I play it right.’ That’s what I wanted—to let him believe it. To make him hard just from the idea that he had a shot. And you know what? I fucking loved how easy it was.”

Her fingers slid into his hair, tugging his head back until he was looking up at her. Her eyes were hungry.

“You’re my one and only, you know that,” she murmured, her voice brushing the edge of a purr as she ground herself more on him. “But you love it, don’t you? You love when I act like I’m not. When I make them think they could take me. That I could be fucked by someone else.”

Ben’s jaw clenched, his hands trembling as he held her hips, not daring to move them an inch closer.

“Say it,” she whispered, her lips tracing his earlobe, her tongue flicking out just enough to make his entire body shudder.

Ben nodded, dazed, barely able to speak. “I do.”

Ava kissed along his jawline, down his neck, her teeth lightly grazing his skin. “He invited me for drinks. Just the two of us. No cameras. No producers. Just Connor. And me. He wants to see if I taste as good as I look.”

Ben’s cock jumped against the front of his pants, leaking pre-cum, straining so hard it almost hurt.

“Do you want me to go?” she asked, grinding down harder now, letting the soaked heat of her pussy smear across his bulge like a filthy promise. Her voice was low and steady, but each syllable dripped with sinful certainty.

He hesitated, caught in the undertow of need and dread.

“I want you to say it,” she breathed, biting his earlobe this time. “Say the words. Tell me to go. Tell me to let another man see what only you’ve tasted. Tell me to let him think he can own me... even just for one night.”

Ben stared into her eyes—those wicked, burning eyes—and he couldn’t hold it back any longer. She needed it. And deep down, so did he.

“Yes,” he croaked, the word breaking free like a confession. “Go.”

Ava smiled like a woman finally fed.

Ava smiled like a woman finally fed, full of control, sex, and the kind of thrill that had always made her radiant. She slid off his lap with slow grace, her heels clicking softly against the floor as she walked toward the bedroom, hips swaying in that hypnotic rhythm that could ruin a man.

Halfway down the hall, she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her soaked panties and pulled them down, slow and fluid, letting them fall to her ankles. She stepped out of them without breaking stride and tossed the drenched fabric on the dresser as she opened her closet doors. Ben didn’t move. Just stared. Harder than he’d ever been.

Inside the walk-in closet, she stood in front of the full-length mirror, holding two dresses against her body. One was sleek and tight, the other slinkier with a slit high enough to tempt a man’s imagination.

“Which one?” she asked, glancing at him over her shoulder.

Ben’s voice came out raw. “The one with the slit.”

She smiled to herself, almost proud of him, and slipped into it—no hesitation, no modesty. The black fabric clung to her skin like it had been painted on, hugging every curve, flowing open at the thigh with a teasing promise of what lay beneath. She looked every bit the woman men had always dreamed of fucking—sexy, confident, untouchable.

“No bra?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though his voice cracked from the pressure in his pants.

“Too obvious,” she said, stepping closer to the vanity and selecting a pair of panties from the drawer. “Help me pick something more fun.”

She laid out an array across the bed—lace, mesh, crotchless, barely-there pairs they used to joke about when she still modeled lingerie for catalogs. This night had been a long time coming. It started three months ago, when Connor Hale began appearing regularly on Ava’s show. He wasn’t just another suit behind a billion-dollar portfolio—he had media clout, Wall Street influence, and the kind of connections that could catapult someone like Ava from a respected anchor to a household name. Every episode he joined, the ratings climbed. Every subtle flirtation on air sparked Reddit threads, TikTok edits, DM speculation. And every time he lingered around her dressing room just a few seconds longer than necessary, the game inched closer to the edge.

Ben had seen it unfolding. Not just the attention, but the opportunity. What Connor represented wasn’t just temptation—it was leverage. A fast lane to a better lifestyle. First-class flights. Five-star penthouses. Designer clothes gifted for segments. The life they’d sometimes whispered about late at night when Ava asked, “Can you imagine if we didn’t have to budget for anything?”

And even before all that, this fantasy wasn’t new to them. They used to talk about it in bed, even when they were dating back in college. How every man who looked at her thought about fucking her. How she looked in heels, in pencil skirts, in the skin-tight blouses that barely contained her tits. Ben had always known she was a bombshell—an absolute sex dream with that toned, curvy Asian body that made heads turn in elevators, offices, restaurants. And Ava? She reveled in it. She didn’t just know what she looked like—she knew exactly how to wield it.

It had been talk for years. Harmless, filthy talk. Until now.

He picked a black thong with delicate side ties and handed it to her, his fingers brushing hers. “This one.”

She gave him a long, loaded look, then took the thong from his hand and slowly pulled it up her legs, letting the fabric snap softly into place against her always-shaven smooth mound.

“I’ll leave you something to remember me by,” she said, walking to the dresser, grabbing the panties she had worn all day—the ones soaked with her arousal and the evidence of how hard she’d teased him. She tossed them into his lap without ceremony. “Keep them warm for me.”

Ben clenched the fabric in his hands, breathing in her scent like it was oxygen, his cock twitching with helpless need. This wasn’t just play anymore. This was real. She was going out—with another man. Looking like that. Smelling like sex. And he was sitting at home, her panties in his lap, aching and hard, the cuckold he used to only imagine himself becoming.

She slipped into her heels and checked herself in the mirror one last time, smoothing the dress over her hips, her eyes half-lidded with lust and mischief.

Then she turned back to him, walked up slowly, and kissed him gently on his lips. Leaving behind her red mark on his.

“I’ll text you,” she said, grabbing her clutch.

The door opened.

The door clicked shut.

And Ben was alone—with the taste of her still thick in the air, her soaked panties clutched tight in his fists, and his cock throbbing with more need than he’d ever admit.

Ben barely moved from the couch after Ava left. The door had shut with a soft click, but the echo it left in his chest felt thunderous, like something sacred had just passed him by—and he’d let it. Her scent still lingered in the air, heady and ripe, woven into the stillness like a spell. It clung to his skin, curled beneath his nostrils, and soaked deep into the sheer, warm fabric of the panties resting across his lap.

He held them delicately at first, reverently, the way someone might hold a pressed flower or a confession. But the longer he stared at them—the darker the spot in the middle grew—the harder it became to breathe. They weren’t just hers. They were wet. Soaked. Aroused. Ava hadn’t just tossed them to him as a souvenir—she’d marked him with them. Claimed him without needing to say a word.

His cock hadn’t softened. Not even a little. It throbbed against the inside of his pants, painfully hard, twitching like it wanted to break through the fabric just to get closer to her scent. He pressed the panties to his nose and inhaled, shuddering as the musk of her filled his lungs—salty, sweet, and so undeniably hers that it made his balls ache.

He stayed there, frozen between need and helplessness, his pants strained to the point of pain, her last filthy words still burned into the front of his mind: "I want them back... later."



Ava knew she had him the moment she turned that key in the door. The power shift had already taken root back at home—Ben on the couch, throbbing, breathless, her panties clutched in his hand like a filthy little leash. She could still feel the way his eyes followed her out, the heat of his stare pressed against her back, hungry and helpless. That ache between her thighs wasn’t just from anticipation—it was from knowing she was about to become the woman they both fantasized about for years. The one who didn’t just flirt. The one who let another man take what her husband only got to watch. But Ben was behind her now—tucked away like a dirty secret, exactly where he wanted to be. Tonight wasn’t about him. It wasn’t even about guilt. It was about hunger. She had stepped fully into that other version of herself, the one she wore like lipstick and heels, the one that belonged to the cameras, the late-night fantasies, the hungry eyes of strangers who watched her and imagined her soaked, spread, and aching for their cock. Her dress hugged her like temptation dressed in black—the slit sliced high enough to promise everything and deny nothing, brushing the top of her thigh with every step she took. Even the elevator mirror caught itself staring, and she didn’t blame it. She looked like sex.

The rooftop bar was everything she expected it to be—dimly lit, polished wood, low jazz humming behind the soft clinking of glassware and rich men’s laughter. She spotted Connor instantly. He stood at a table near the edge, drink in hand, skyline glowing behind him. He wore power like cologne—tailored, understated, undeniable.

“Ava,” he said, smiling, holding out a hand like she was his.

She let him kiss her on the lips—soft and slow, no tongue, just enough pressure to feel the heat behind it. It wasn’t innocent. It was a promise. A test. And she didn’t pull away.

“You clean up even better off-air,” he murmured, eyes dragging over her sinfully clad body.

She smiled, cool and effortless. “That’s because I’m not pretending to care about the futures market tonight.”

Connor chuckled, waving the server over. “You drink?”

“Whiskey. Two rocks. If it’s not top shelf, I’m leaving.”

He raised a brow, clearly pleased. “Bossy. I like that.”

They sat. He leaned forward. She crossed her legs, intentionally slow, and felt the slit in her dress slide further up her thigh.

The conversation began in safe waters—stocks, acquisitions, the show. He liked her questions. She liked his money. But the glint in his eye had nothing to do with the NASDAQ.

“So tell me, Ava,” he said eventually, swirling his drink, “is this how you usually unwind after a segment?”

She tilted her head. “With drinks?”

“With men like me.”

Her laugh was soft but laced with something darker. “Men like you don’t usually ask. They just assume.”

“And are they wrong?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she leaned back into the plush seat, spine arched just enough to make her chest rise and her dress ride up her thighs. The slit parted wider, revealing the bare length of one sculpted sexy leg and a scandalous peek of the black thong hugging her heat.

Connor’s eyes darkened as he took it in. His hand moved next—large, warm, deliberate—as it slid onto her exposed thigh like he owned the right to touch her. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t ask. Just claimed. His fingers stroked upward, spreading slow, filthy circles just above her knee, inching closer to the soft edge of her panties.

She exhaled slowly, nipples tightening beneath her dress, a pulse throbbing low in her belly as she reached beneath the table for her phone. The weight of his hand between her legs only made her movements bolder.

Her thumb hovered. Then typed: He kissed me. No tongue yet. But very strong hands. Wants to feel how wet I already am.

Send.

Then a second message. She tilted the phone downward, flipping the camera, snapping a shot of her flushed, fuck-me-now cheeks and the wild strands of hair sticking to her lips. Connor’s hand was still on her inner thigh—his thumb now slipping closer to the crease of her pussy, testing just how soaked she was.

Snap .

Send.



Ben’s phone buzzed.

He had turned the TV on, but the screen was just noise. His mind was somewhere else—locked inside a loop of every filthy word they’d ever whispered, every scenario they’d joked about before marriage, back when this was all just kink and fantasy. But now, it was happening. Ava was out. Dressed to be fucked. Dressed to make a man like Connor forget his status and think with his cock. And Ben was here. Waiting.

Her panties were still in his hand—soft, warm, and soaked through with the scent of her need. He hadn’t even unzipped yet. He was afraid to. Like undoing his pants would make it real. Like his arousal made him complicit.

The phone lit up.

He kissed me. No tongue yet. But very strong hands. Wants to feel how wet I already am.

The blood drained from his face—and then surged violently to his cock. He let out a breathless groan, already leaking through his boxers.

Another buzz.

The photo hit harder than anything. Ava—his Ava—with her lip gloss slightly smudged, cheeks flushed, hair mussed and sexy. There was a wildness in her eyes that wasn’t just arousal. It was power. It was the thrill of knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

He dropped the remote and finally gave in. One hand gripped his cock through his pants, the other raised her panties to his face and buried himself in them, inhaling the sour-sweet scent of her soaked center. He moaned out loud this time, the shame only turning him on more. She wasn’t just out there being seen. She was being touched. Tasted. Claimed.

He stroked through the fabric, desperate and shaky, his hips rocking without rhythm, the air thick with need and panic. He could feel the tightness building in his chest. This was what they always talked about—the fantasy that had always made him ache. His bombshell wife, out in the world, being everything every man dreamed of.

And now it was happening.

He was no longer just imagining it. He was living it.

He typed back: Where are you now?  His thumb hovered.

No reply.



Ava didn’t see the message. Connor had leaned in by then, his lips grazing the shell of her ear, hot breath curling around her neck. His hand was no longer just teasing her thigh—it had found the tied edge of her thong beneath her dress and tugged lightly, testing the knot, testing her.

“You wanna get out of here and get comfortable?” he asked, voice low, fingers toying with her waistband like they had every right to be there.

Ava didn’t nod. She just stood, slow and elegant, her hips swaying deliberately as she walked toward the elevator, feeling the wet fabric of her thong cling to her slit with every step. Connor followed, just far enough behind to stare unabashedly at the sway of her delicious looking ass in that tight black dress of hers.

The moment the elevator doors slid shut, he was on her like he’d been waiting years. His hands gripped her hips, spinning her to face the mirror doors of the elevator before his mouth crashed into hers—deep, greedy, and unfiltered. Her arms went around his neck, her body arching into him with practiced ease. She moaned into his kiss, her breasts crushed against his chest, his hands sliding down to squeeze her ass through the thin fabric of her dress, fingers spreading her cheeks like he needed to memorize their weight.

His knee nudged her legs apart as he pressed himself against her, the hardness in his suit pants rubbing firmly between her thighs. Ava felt it instantly—the thick shape of him, already hard, already aching. Her hips rolled instinctively, grinding herself against the bulge like a needy slut in heat - which she was right now.

“You’re soaked,” he growled, voice thick. "I fucking knew you’d be like this underneath. Wet. Waiting. So fucking ready."

He grabbed her ass with both hands and thrust his hips forward again, letting her feel exactly how turned on he was.

The elevator dinged.

They stumbled out, hands not separating, his arm curled possessively around her waist as he led her with the urgency of a man who couldn’t wait another second to get her naked. The second the door slammed behind them, Ava’s back hit it with a thud. Connor didn’t even blink—his mouth was already on her neck, biting, sucking, pulling moans out of her with every aggressive kiss. His hands were everywhere—groping her tits through the dress, squeezing her ass, shoving up the hem to grab bare flesh like he couldn’t believe she was real.

His fingers found the ties of her thong again and this time, yanked hard enough to loosen one. The fabric sagged against her thigh. She gasped as his knuckles grazed her soaking slit, just a tease, just enough to make her tremble.

She pushed him back for a second, barely able to breathe, and turned away, reaching into her clutch with trembling fingers. Her skin burned, her lips were swollen from his kiss, and the inside of her thighs were wet with her own juices. She knew what she had to do. What she wanted to do.

She fished out her phone and hit the voice message button, turning her face slightly as she spoke, voice a wrecked whisper.

The zip of her dress came next—slow, sultry, deliberate. Then came the soft roll of her thong sliding down her thighs, the fabric making a sticky peel as it parted from her slick cunt.

She let the moment sit in the air—messy, real, filthy.

Then she whispered: “He’s so fucking big. And I’m soaking for him.”

Send.



Ben’s phone buzzed one last time.

His fingers trembled as he opened the audio file and hit play. Her voice came through—breathy, ruined, soaked in the sound of surrender—and it hit him like a fist to the chest.

He froze.

She had done it.

She was with him now. With Connor. Bent over, naked, soaked, and full. The fantasy they’d whispered about in the dark, drawn out over years of teasing, dirty pillow talk, and unspoken longing—it wasn’t fantasy anymore. It was fucking real.

And she wanted him to know.

Wanted him home alone, rock hard, clutching the panties she’d soaked for another man. Wanted him to stroke his cock to the sound of her being taken. Wanted him right there, leaking in the dark, as she got what only other men were now allowed to touch.

And he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to.

Ben was still awake when he heard the soft click of the front door.

He hadn’t moved from the couch. Her panties were still pressed to his face, soaked through and sticky from hours of clutching them like a talisman of humiliation. His cock was throbbing—angry, swollen, twitching in frustration. He hadn’t dared touch himself. Not without her. Not without permission. The audio message still looped in his mind like a curse he never wanted lifted— He’s so fucking big. And I’m soaking for him.

The living room was dim, warm shadows dancing on the walls, but nothing compared to the vision that stepped through the door.

Ava—his Asian goddess of sin and surrender. The woman who once discussed interest rates in polished blazers now walked in barefoot, her heels dangling from one hand, transformed into a vision of unapologetic ruin. Her petite frame, all tight curves and deliberate femininity, was swathed in a rumpled dress barely clinging to one shoulder, wrinkled and clinging to her hips like an afterthought. Her long black hair was a mess—tangled, sweat-slick, and unmistakably yanked by someone else's grip. Almond eyes shimmered with the last haze of orgasm, her full lips raw and swollen from hours wrapped around cock, stained with the ghost of smeared lipstick that trailed down to her chin. Her golden thighs glistened under the low light, inner skin still slick with the evidence of being thoroughly used.

Ben felt his cock jump violently in his pants. One more second of eye contact and he would’ve stained his boxers.

But Ava didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

She reeked of sex. Of him.

She just stood there. Glowing. Fucked open. Still glistening from her lover’s load.

She looked like a woman who had just been thoroughly, unapologetically used—and who loved every second of it.

Ben didn’t breathe. Didn’t move. He just looked at her like a man seeing his wife for the first time. Or maybe, seeing what she really was.

His.

And yet not just his anymore.

Ava walked forward in silence, slow and graceful, every movement dripping with purpose. She stopped in front of him and held out a hand, eyes heavy with lust and control.

He took it.

She led him into the bedroom, fingers wrapped around his like a leash. And when the door shut behind them, she finally spoke—her voice hoarse and low.

"Strip."

Ben obeyed without hesitation, shirt unbuttoned, pants pushed down, boxers soaked with precum. He stood there naked, trembling with need.

Ava stepped back and slowly undressed, peeling the wreck of her dress from her body, letting it fall to the floor in a crumple. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were stiff, dark, swollen. Her thong—what remained of it—hung from one hip, the tie on the other side undone, the crotch dark and soaked. She let it drop from her fingertips, and the scent of sex hit the air like a wave.

She climbed onto the bed, laid back, and spread her legs.

Her pussy was thouroughly used—puffy, swollen, pink and glistening with a mixture of fluids. It was the most beautiful thing Ben had ever seen.

Her voice was soft. “Kneel for me, baby...”

Ben knelt, cock twitching, eyes locked on her wrecked pussy.

She began to speak.

But this time, as she spoke, she didn’t just let him listen—she spread her legs further and reached for him with one hand, guiding his face slowly between her thighs, her fingers curling into his hair with possessive ease.

She told him everything while his tongue was on her—sloppy, eager, desperate.

He started slow, laying reverent kisses on her inner thighs, his breath hot and trembling against her skin. Then his mouth found her dripping cunt, tongue sliding up through the swollen folds. He moaned into her, his lips sealing around her slit, tongue working in wide, greedy strokes as if trying to clean her from the inside out, to claim her back.

He used his mouth like it was made to worship her—sucking, circling, flicking the sensitive spot at the top - her clit, until her thighs quivered. She held him firmly, grinding her pussy into his face with slow, commanding rolls of her hips, while verbally feeding him everything she had done throughout the night.

Every filthy detail spilled from her lips, slow and sultry, as his tongue buried itself deeper into her pulsing, glistening pussy. His mouth moved with messy desperation—lips sucking greedily around her folds, he lapped at her like he was starving, moaning into her slit.

His hands held her thighs wide open, trembling slightly from the effort, as if he needed her to stay exposed, spread, dripping—all for him. He didn’t slow down, not even when his jaw ached or her hips began to shudder above him. He whimpered into her, breath ragged, cock untouched and leaking, surrendering every part of himself through his mouth.

And Ava? She gripped his head tighter, riding his face harder with every word she spoke, her cunt twitching against his tongue as she made him relive it all.

She didn’t let him stop. He was hers. And he was doing exactly what his mouth was made for.

She spoke about the way Connor had pushed her against the hallway wall, her legs shaking as he fingered her through her thong while guests passed just a few doors down.

How he made her strip for him while still wearing her heels, then crawl to him across the carpet of the hotel room like a little showpiece.

How his cock had been hot and heavy in her mouth—how she’d drooled all over her chin, gagged with mascara running while he face-fucked her against the headboard.

How he bent her over the foot of the bed, slapped her ass until she begged to be filled, and then pounded her until she was clawing at the sheets.

How he didn’t stop when she came, but pinned her down, his hand around her throat, fucking her until her moans turned into helpless gasps.

How full she’d felt. How wet. How completely owned.

Each word was punctuated by the twitch of her thighs around Ben’s ears. Each sentence turned filthier, sloppier, wetter—as did the way he licked her. Tongue wide, greedy, trembling as he tried to keep up with the shame pouring into his ears.

“That’s it,” she whispered through a soft, shattered moan, hips rocking against his face. “Good boy. My good little husband. Just like we always imagined.”

Ben moaned into her cunt, his face soaked, his cock leaking untouched, the weight of every fantasy made real pressing down on him as her taste overwhelmed his senses.

And she just kept talking—every stroke of his tongue earning more of the night’s memories, more of Connor’s cock, more of the ways her body had been taken.

When she was finally satisfied—when her pussy clenched around his tongue and her thighs trembled against his cheeks, when another fresh wave of her orgasm crashed through her and spilled into his open, greedy mouth—she let herself ride it out, grinding slowly on his face, moaning through clenched teeth as her juices poured out of her. Her fingers twisted in his hair, holding him there until the last tremor faded, her breath sharp and shaking. Only then, when she was truly clean, truly fed, truly worshipped, did she pull him up by the chin.

His lips and jaw were smeared with her slick.

She laid him down on the bed, but instead of straddling him, she shifted behind him—curling her body along his back like silk poured over skin. Her bare breasts pressed flush to his shoulder blades, the stiff peaks of her nipples teasing his skin as she wrapped her thighs around his waist, holding him tightly in place like a reward and a warning all at once.

Her mouth found his ear instantly, tongue flicking against the lobe before she sank her teeth in gently, a low growl of satisfaction rumbling from her chest. One hand slid up to his chest, fingers teasing his nipple, pinching it just enough to make him gasp. The other hand curled around his cock from behind—slow, tight, deliberate strokes that smeared his precum over her palm.

She whispered filth directly into his ear, voice husky and honey-thick. “I rode his cock until I screamed. Let him choke me while I begged for more. You would’ve lost your mind if you saw how I looked with him buried in me. So full, baby. He split me open and I came all over him, again and again.”

Ben whimpered in her arms, completely caged by her, trembling as her words sank deep into his skin like heat.

“And now,” she purred, stroking him faster, her fingers slick with his precum and her own scent, “I want you to cum for me—cum knowing how ruined I am for you right now. Knowing you tasted my surrender on your tongue, felt how wrecked I am, how much I need you even after another man’s hands have been all over me. Cum for me because I’m still yours, even when I’m drenched in everything we’ve dreamed of.”

She didn’t just stroke—she teased. Her grip tightened and loosened, her palm twisting just right, her thumb swiping over the swollen head of his cock to spread the wetness, to make him twitch in her hand.

“Think about him,” she whispered into his ear, hot breath curling down his neck. “Think about how I bounced on his cock. How I came screaming his name while you sat at home. How he held my throat and fucked me until I couldn’t speak.”

Ben whimpered, his entire body tensing in her grip.

“Think about how flushed I looked with his cum leaking out of me,” she breathed, licking the shell of his ear. “And how I crawled into your bed after, still pulsing from him. Still stretched by him.”

Her hand moved faster now, her other hand pinching his nipple just as he moaned. His body shook beneath her—utterly powerless, utterly hers.

“He fucked your wife tonight, baby,” she growled. “And she begged him for more.”

Ben came—hips jerking, cock pulsing violently in her hand, thick spurts painting his belly as he sobbed her name like an apology and a confession.

She didn’t stop until he was empty. Until his cock twitched in her hand, limp, spent, and drained.

She smiled, slow and satisfied, then curled around him from behind, wrapping her arms around his chest like a blanket of filth and affection.

Her lips pressed to his shoulder, her fingers still damp with the slick mix of them both.

He melted into her. No words. No protest. Just raw, aching surrender.

She held him like that for a long moment—her arms draped around his chest, breath warm against his neck, the scent of sex and sweat still clinging to their skin. Then, with a tenderness that cut through the filth, she turned his face toward hers and kissed him.

Not a tease. Not a test. A real kiss.

Deep. Slow. Full of everything they had just done and everything they had always wanted. Her tongue stayed behind her lips, but her meaning didn't. Her fingers caressed his chest as she pulled back just enough to whisper, "I love you... No matter what we share, no matter who touches my body, my heart belongs to you. You are my everything."

Ben blinked up at her, dazed and full. His heart felt like it might split open.

“I love you too,” he murmured, voice cracking, overwhelmed. “We wanted this. We made this ours.”

She smiled gently, resting her forehead to his, her hand still lightly wrapped around his softening cock, fingers sticky with what they had become together. "I’m always yours," she whispered. "Even when I'm theirs."

And this time, when he drifted off to sleep, his face resting on her chest, it wasn’t just the heat of the night holding him—it was the weight of something sacred. Something shared. Something real.

The next morning, the light poured in through the blinds with a softness that belied how raw everything still felt. It wrapped the room in a hazy warmth, but Ben could still feel the ghost of everything they'd done the night before in the sore ache of his jaw, the faint dampness on his skin, and the satisfied throb in his chest.

He stirred slowly, his senses tuning into her before his eyes even opened—the warmth of her breath on his back, the softness of her bare arm draped possessively across his chest, her thigh hooked over his like she was still claiming him in her sleep. Their bodies remained tangled beneath the sheets, sticky with the memory of the night before. The scent of sex lingered in the air—stronger on the pillows, in the crumpled sheets around them, in the curve of his neck where her lips had whispered filth for hours. It wasn’t gone, just dulled, the way a bruise turns deep purple before fading.

His cock twitched slightly at the memory of her voice... hoarse, breathy, commanding—and the taste of her still faint on his lips. He hadn’t just remembered it; he had dreamt it. In sleep, he had watched her again, naked and radiant, riding another man’s cock while he knelt beside the bed, caged in silence, aching and hard, helpless to do anything but watch. Her eyes had met his in the dream, teasing and soft, while she whispered to her lover how much she loved having an obedient husband who begged to be cucked. He woke with the ache of it still thrumming in his body... his cock swollen, leaking into the sheets, the memory of her moans mingling with the sounds of a man grunting above her.

She had taken him apart piece by piece and put him back together in her image. He felt it everywhere, in the way his muscles relaxed into the mattress, in the steady ache between his legs, in the raw pride that bloomed beneath the shame. Not just love. Not just arousal. It was something else—deeper, clearer. A kind of sacred clarity. Like his cuckoldry had burned away everything that wasn’t essential.

She was already awake. Of course she was.

Ava kissed his shoulder, slow and lingering, and slipped out of bed. Her bare feet padded softly over the hardwood, her silhouette crossing through the slats of golden morning light. She didn’t speak, and he didn’t turn to look. He didn’t need to.

Because he could feel her in everything; the soreness of his jaw, the ache in his cock, the heat still clinging between his thighs. But more than that, he could feel the part of her she had given to someone else. He hadn’t touched her while she was gone last night, hadn’t been inside her, hadn’t made her cum—but someone else had. And now, even wrapped in love and shared trust, the realization made his heart thrum with something complicated and raw. It made his submission feel more real. More permanent.

She had gone to another man. She had been used, filled, enjoyed—and she had come home to him.

He breathed her in like that fact alone made him worthy. The imprint of her wasn’t just in his breath or in his bones. It was deeper. It was in the part of him that had always known he wanted this. That he wanted her , no matter how many others got to touch her body. Because she always returned to him.

And that... more than anything, was the quiet promise of what the future might bring.



A week later, on a humid Friday afternoon, Ben was at his desk in the teacher’s lounge, surrounded by the mundane quiet of teacher life—muted chatter, clinking mugs, the hum of a sluggish fan overhead. He had a stack of ungraded quizzes in front of him, a half-drunk cup of coffee gone cold by his elbow, and the school Wi-Fi sluggishly buffering the live stream he wasn’t supposed to be watching. But none of that mattered.

Because Ava was on.

His heart thudded the moment her face appeared on screen, framed perfectly by studio lighting that seemed to caress every line of her cheekbone. Today’s segment felt different. Tighter. Sharper. There was something simmering beneath the surface, something that made his cock twitch before she even spoke.

She wore a powder blue blouse, tailored and dangerous, with the top two buttons undone—just enough to hint, just enough to torment. It framed her collarbone like a whisper, giving the illusion of innocence wrapped around something deliberately obscene. But it was the skirt that really did it. Pencil-cut, dark navy, tight enough to outline the curve of her hips and the full swell of her ass. When she crossed her legs on camera, the hem slid just a fraction too high, revealing the soft dip of thigh that drove Ben insane. She shifted often—casually, like she wasn’t aware of what she was doing—re-crossing her legs, adjusting the way the fabric stretched across her lap. He knew she was doing it on purpose. She had always known how to use her body like a weapon, and today she wielded it with surgical precision. Her skin glowed. Her lipstick was a shade darker than usual, like she wanted to be kissed too hard. Her hair was sleek, her lashes thick, and her smile was pure seduction disguised as news. She looked expensive, rested, and impossibly fuckable.

Ben could feel his mouth go dry.

And then the camera cut wider.

Connor was there.

The bull. The threat. The man who had filled her last. He sat across from her like he owned the air between them. Charcoal blazer. No tie. Collar open like he’d just left someone’s bed. His body language oozed control. Legs spread. Elbows sharp. His presence alone made Ben feel like he was intruding on something private.

They were discussing crypto volatility and emerging market pressure points. None of it mattered. Because Ben saw the way Connor looked at her. Like she was prey. Or worse—property. He leaned in, and Ava didn’t move away. Her smile was soft. Knowing. Her laugh was lighter. She touched her hair, tucked a strand behind her ear after he complimented her analysis, like she was inviting more praise, or at least more attention.

Ben shifted in his seat, painfully aware of his erection pressing against the zipper of his trousers. It wasn’t just the heat pooling in his groin or the vivid memory of her mouth whispering filth in the dark—it was the context. He was in the teacher’s lounge, for fuck’s sake. Surrounded by coworkers, he was supposed to be grading, supposed to be ordinary. But his cock was hard under the table, and he was sweating beneath his collar, trying to pretend his wife wasn’t making him feel like this on live television.

He knew that blouse. Knew that look. Knew the slight curve of her lips meant something filthy. And he hated how badly he loved knowing that whatever came next, he’d be eating it up like a man starving in public, pretending he wasn’t devouring every second.

The segment ended with her laugh. It was real. Unforced. A sound he recognized from the nights when she straddled his face and moaned into the darkness.

As the credits rolled, the camera stayed a beat too long.

Connor stood first. His hand landed on the small of her back, firm and possessive. Ben saw her lean in slightly. Saw the way she tilted her head when he bent down to whisper something in her ear.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away. She smiled. And not the kind of smile she gave to fans or co-hosts.

It was his smile.

Ben stared at the frozen frame on his screen, his cock now aching.

He knew. In his gut. In the way his heart twisted. In the way his mouth went slack and his balls drew tight. Something had happened again.

And he wasn’t angry.

He was impossibly hard.



The sun was low when her name lit up his phone.

Ben was still in the parking lot, engine off, his laptop bag untouched in the passenger seat. The heat inside the car clung to him, sweat gathering beneath his collar, but the pressure in his pants had nothing to do with temperature.

He picked up immediately. “Ava.”

“Hi, baby,” she purred, her voice warm and breathless.

Ben shut his eyes, already bracing. “You looked incredible today.”

“Mm. You liked the outfit?”

“Too much.”

“I wasn’t wearing any panties with it.”

His breath caught.

“I wanted the seat under me, the coolness brushing up against my bare pussy. I was so wet, baby. Sitting across from him. Legs crossed just enough to keep things proper, but not enough to hide how badly I wanted him to see.”

He let out a soft groan, his cock straining in his slacks.

“I kept wondering if the studio chair would stay sticky. If he’d catch the scent of me while talking about crypto.”

Ben’s pulse pounded in his ears.

“I’m seeing him tonight.”

He barely whispered. “Yeah?”

A pause. Then: “Do you want to be there this time? Not to join. Just to watch.”

The silence in the car was deafening.

“I’d like it,” she whispered. “You sitting in the room, watching while he fucks me. Seeing my legs shake, hearing my voice break when I scream for him. Watching my face when I cum on another man’s cock.”

Ben whimpered, leaking into his underwear.

“Do you want that?” she asked. “Do you want to see me be his?”

He managed, hoarse, “Yes.”

She exhaled slow, satisfied. “Good. We’ll go over the rules when I get home.”



They sat across from each other in the kitchen, the hum of the refrigerator filling the silence between them, tension coiling in the air like an unspoken dare. The lights were bright and domestic, but nothing about the moment felt ordinary. Ava’s skirt was still hitched halfway up her thighs, her blouse carelessly draped open, nipples faintly visible through the soft fabric. Her lips still looked kissed raw, her legs casually crossed, one bare foot pressing into Ben’s shin under the table.

He sat opposite her, painfully upright, trying not to writhe in his seat. His cock was already leaking into his sweatpants, but he dared not move. Her eyes had that glint again—the one that told him he wasn’t here to feel comfortable.

Her voice changed, shifting from soft to sharp like flipping a switch.

“You will not touch me,” she said, smooth and cutting. “Not unless I give you permission.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied, the words tasting like heat on his tongue.

“You won’t speak unless spoken to. You’ll sit exactly where I tell you. You’ll stay dressed. You’ll stay hard. You’ll keep your eyes on me and him, and you’ll do nothing about it.”

His cock throbbed painfully, a sharp twitch that made him suck in a shallow breath. The rules made it worse. Which was the point.

“You will not cum,” she continued. “Not unless I allow it. You’ll be close enough to smell me getting fucked. Close enough to hear me beg him for more. Close enough to see my face when he makes me cum. And you’ll do nothing but watch.”

Ben moaned under his breath, shifting slightly, already aching.

“And if you forget your place?” she asked, tilting her head.

“I’ll be punished,” he murmured, cheeks flushed, eyes cast downward.

She smirked, biting the rim of her glass. “And you know how much I love punishing my husband when he forgets who owns his cock.”

The night felt different from the beginning.

There was no pretense anymore. No hiding. No slow build. Everything had already been stripped raw between them, and now, they were stepping fully into the world they had fantasized about for so long. Ava had arranged everything tonight with casual, ruthless precision. She had set the date after their talk in the kitchen, messaging Connor to invite him to their home, to take her not in secret, but in the place she shared with her husband. Ben had watched her send the invite, watched the confirmation come through, watched her smile as she closed the chat. Tonight, Connor wasn’t taking her in a hotel, or behind a closed door. Tonight, he was coming to their home, to their living room, to fuck her while her husband sat and watched.

Ben sat on the couch, palms sweating against the denim of his jeans, heart hammering in his chest. Ava moved around the living room like a vision, her silk robe clinging to her tight, smoking hot Asian curves, every step a calculated tease designed to set him on fire. Her golden skin glowed in the low light, the robe barely containing the full swell of her breasts and the delicate taper of her waist. Every sway of her hips made the silk whisper against her thighs, hinting at the luscious body underneath that had always turned heads and broken hearts. Ben’s mouth went dry just watching her, fully aware that every inch of her - his gorgeous, exotic wife - was about to be claimed again right before his helpless eyes. The dim lighting threw a warm glow across her golden skin, catching the glint of her dark hair as she tucked it behind her ear.

She wasn’t nervous.

She was radiant.

He tried not to fidget as the doorbell rang.

Ava threw a playful look over her shoulder and clicked across the hardwood in a pair of towering black Christian Louboutin heels, the red soles flashing with every confident step, the glossy leather hugging her delicate feet and ankles like a wicked second skin hardwood to answer it. She moved like she owned the space, like she owned every second of what was about to happen. Ben's cock was already stiff, trapped painfully against the inside of his pants, but he didn’t dare adjust himself.

She opened the door.

Connor stood there, casual and imposing, a fitted black button-down clinging to his frame, sleeves rolled to his elbows, jeans riding low on his hips. His smile was slow and sure, the smile of a man who already knew he was welcome.

Ava's face lit up. Not the polite smile she wore on air. No. This was different. This was hunger wrapped in silk.

"Come in," she purred, stepping aside.

Connor entered without hesitation. His hand brushed the small of Ava’s back possessively as he passed. Ben quickly rose from the couch, nerves jangling, trying to look composed even as his heart hammered inside his chest. Connor's eyes flicked to him briefly, offering a handshake - firm, quick, almost perfunctory, a gesture that felt more like a courtesy than any true acknowledgment.

"Ben," Connor said.

"Connor," Ben managed, voice rough, stomach twisting.

Connor barely looked at him again. His focus shifted immediately back to Ava, and the atmosphere in the room thickened until it felt like Ben was drowning in it.

"Can I get you a drink?" Ben offered, forcing himself to stand still without fidgeting, his hands awkward at his sides.

"Whiskey," Connor said, settling into the armchair like he owned the house.

Ben moved quickly to the kitchen, the hum of the ice machine masking his harsh breathing. His cock pulsed with every step. By the time he returned with the drink, Ava had curled herself onto the couch, her robe sliding dangerously up her stocking-clad thigh.

Connor took the glass with a nod, their fingers brushing. Ava's laugh was soft, private, meant only for him.

Ben sat stiffly on the edge of the couch, feeling like a ghost in his own home.



Before the night truly shifted, they all made a small effort at conversation. Ben offered Connor another drink, then poured a fresh glass of Grey Goose for Ava as well, offering it to her with a small, nervous smile. She accepted it with a wink, the tips of her fingers brushing his hand in passing. Ben asked Connor about his drive over, trying to sound casual, while Ava laughed softly at a joke Connor made about the city's traffic. It was polite, easy, almost normal. No humiliation, no tension yet thick in the air. Just three adults sitting in a living room, the illusion of casual civility wrapped around them like tissue paper waiting to be torn apart. Both Connor and Ava were mildly buzzed now, the edge of the whiskey softening their movements, making the room hum with a loose, decadent energy. The polite conversation lingered in the air like the last breath before a plunge, and Ava, sensing the perfect moment, decided to shift the night into what they all truly craved.

"Alexa, play something soft," Ava commanded.

The speakers filled with the slow, smoky strains of a low beat.

Ava stood slowly, letting the silk robe flutter around her like mist as she rose with effortless grace. The hem swished around her Louboutins as she moved to the center of the room, her hips swaying to the rhythm, every step deliberate, every motion designed to tease and destroy. As she turned into the low light, the edge of the robe slipped off one shoulder, exposing the black lace of her lingerie beneath—delicate sheer mesh and satin straps framing the soft swells of her perfect Asian curves like a gift unwrapped just enough to tempt.

The bra hugged her tightly, pushing her full breasts upward in a way that looked engineered for sin. Every subtle breath she took made the cups shift and rise, and the thin matching thong clung high on her hips, barely covering the glistening center between her legs. From Ben’s vantage point, seated just slightly off-center, he had an unrelenting view of her ass—the curve of her hips tapering into that bare, perfect backside, the thin strip of lace disappearing between her cheeks like an invitation to sin. The way the thong hugged her from behind made it look like it was painted on, framing the soft bounce of her as she moved. Her ass was a masterpiece—round, firm, shameless—and in that moment, it felt like the center of the room, the center of gravity, and Ben couldn’t look away if he tried. She looked like a living pornographic fantasy, her golden skin glowing under the warm light, the dark ink of her hair brushing her spine.

Her eyes stayed locked on Connor like a magnet—hungry, deliberate, and utterly unashamed. It was as if Ben had disappeared from the room entirely, a ghost sitting helpless on the sidelines while his wife burned in full color at the center of it all.

Ben trembled where he was, his breath ragged, his chest rising and falling with shallow gasps. His cock was throbbing, aching, already sticky with precum inside the cotton of his briefs. He couldn’t stop staring. He didn’t want to stop. She was everything—so gorgeous, so filthy, her body the embodiment of every shared fantasy and every cruel, beautiful reminder that she belonged to another tonight.

Connor’s eyes were fixed on her like a predator watching his prize. His fingers tapped lazily against the armrest in time with the beat, his legs spread with obscene entitlement, cock no doubt growing hard behind his zipper while she flaunted herself like a dream.

Ben bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted metal.

She was his goddess. His wife. His obsession.

And tonight, she was Connor’s to use.

Ava slowly turned her head, finally acknowledging him with a flicker of amusement and heat in her eyes. The look alone almost made Ben spill in his pants.

"Move to the chair, baby," she said softly, but with that command layered beneath the affection.

Ben scrambled up, almost tripping over his own feet, his cock swinging against the inside of his pants like a live wire. He moved to the cushioned chair in the corner like a good boy, heart hammering, throat dry. He sat down, hands in his lap, fingers twitching, trying not to pant aloud at the sight of his wife—his beautiful, filthily sexy wife—offering herself like the fantasy she had always been. Her body was glowing under the light, her thong clinging to her like a second skin, her nipples straining against the lace, her ass framed perfectly by that cruel little strip of nothing.

And now he would watch. Just watch.



Ava sauntered toward Connor with practiced confidence, her hips rolling in those gleaming Louboutins, the heels clicking softly on the hardwood as if announcing what was coming. She stood between his spread legs, cupped his jaw with both hands, and leaned in slowly- her breasts rising with each breath, barely held in place by the black lace of her bra.

Then she climbed into his lap like as if she’d done it a hundred times. Her thighs parted wide around him, her knees sinking into the couch on either side of his hips, the thin scrap of lace between her legs pressed directly over the bulge in his jeans. Her lips met his, hot and aggressive, their kiss wet and filthy, tongues tangling without prelude. Ava moaned into his mouth as she ground against him slowly, shamelessly, already dripping through her thong and onto his jeans.

Ben whimpered in the corner, his whole body tensed like a wire strung too tight. His breath came out in little hitches, his cock twitching violently in his pants.

Connor leaned back, hands moving over her without hesitation—palming her tits through the mesh, kneading them like he owned them, thumbs flicking across her nipples until she gasped and arched into his hands. One hand slipped lower, sliding beneath her thong to stroke her bare slit.

"You’re soaked," he said, grinning up at her. "You're everything a man dreams about—tight, dripping, begging for cock like it’s your purpose."

Ava laughed breathlessly, her head falling back. "Then fucking make me fulfill my purpose."

Connor gripped her hips tightly, thumbs pressing into the hollows above her thighs as he lifted her off his lap with firm control. The lace of her thong stretched taut between them for a moment before he dragged it aside with one hand, exposing her slick, needy pussy. Ben watched helplessly as Connor pulled his cock free from his jeans—long, thick, flushed with need, and gleaming at the tip with precum.

Ava reached back and grasped him at the base, positioning his shaft beneath her as she hovered over him. She looked over her shoulder, her eyes burning with lust as she caught Ben’s gaze. Then she lowered herself, slow and deliberate, the swollen head of Connor’s cock parting her folds and disappearing inside her inch by inch.

Her mouth opened in a broken cry, her back arching as she sank deeper, deeper, until her thighs were pressed flush against his and his cock was buried to the hilt inside her soaked, welcoming heat.

"Oh, fuck… fuck yes," she sobbed, clutching Connor’s shoulders for balance. "I can feel him stretching me. Every. Fucking. Inch."

Ben nearly lost it. His thighs trembled. He could feel the wet patch growing in his briefs.

Ava began to ride. Slow at first, just the grind of her hips in small, teasing circles, then faster, her hands braced on Connor’s chest, her thighs clapping against his. Her hair spilled forward as she bounced, her mouth open, moaning without restraint.

"So deep," she panted. "So fucking full."

Connor grunted beneath her, snapping his hips up with powerful rhythm as Ava rode him with reckless abandon, her thighs slapping wetly against his as her body rose and fell with practiced hunger. One of his hands held her steady at the hip, but the other slid upward, fingers spreading over her chest before curling around one of her full, bouncing tits.

He leaned forward into her cleavage, nuzzling between the supple mounds before wrapping his lips around a swollen, rigid nipple straining through the lace. He sucked hard, his tongue circling, teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out, the sound raw and perfect. Ava arched her back, offering more with a filthy cry, her voice rising in a string of whimpers and moans. "Suck them, baby… fuck, yes—bite them, don’t stop," she gasped, her fingers threading into Connor’s hair as he devoured her. Her breath came in sharp, shuddering pants, her words tumbling out between needy cries. "God, my nipples are so hard for you… keep sucking, yes, just like that… fuck, they ache when you bite them."

Connor grunted against her chest, switching from one swollen nipple to the other, his mouth leaving a slick trail of spit that glistened in the light. Ava's tits bounced with every motion of her body, wet from his mouth, glowing with heat. She groaned through clenched teeth, her whole body trembling as the sensation tore through her, her thighs never slowing their rhythm against his lap.

Ben sat helpless, his jaw slack, hunched forward, his fingers gripping the cushion like a lifeline. His cock pulsed harder with each suck, each filthy lick, each guttural moan that left his wife’s lips. He watched her melt under Connor’s mouth, her body trembling from the added attention while still grinding down hard on his cock.

He had never seen her look like this—wild, radiant, completely unraveled.

She looked like she’d been made for this moment. Like her body, her tits, her moans, all belonged to someone else now. And Ben couldn’t stop trembling. Couldn’t stop aching. Couldn’t look away.

She was his wife. But right now, she belonged to the man beneath her.

And Ben belonged to the pain, the worship, the desire clawing at him from the inside out—because even as his heart ached and his cock pulsed untouched, somewhere deep inside, he was turned on beyond reason. Watching his bombshell Asian wife—whose tight, glowing-skinned curves graced the television screen every day, admired and fantasized about by thousands of men—now fucked senseless in their living room, just a few feet away, wasn’t just torture. It was intoxicating. She was a dream woman, a living sex symbol, and she had chosen him  to kneel on the sidelines, to bear witness to her perfection being devoured. And that, no matter how painful, made him feel more hers than ever.



Ava’s body jerked as the orgasm ripped through her—full, furious, and unrelenting. Her head fell back, a scream of Connor’s name spilling from her lips, raw and broken. Her thighs clamped around his hips as her whole body trembled, her pussy pulsing around his cock with greedy, wet spasms that echoed through the room. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her back arching as she sobbed through the waves, face twisted in pleasure so intense it almost looked painful.

Ben couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t blink. He watched it all—the contractions of her cunt, the open-mouthed moans, the glistening streak of sweat down her spine—as if frozen in place. This was the moment he’d feared and fantasized about in equal measure. The moment where someone else made his wife cum. And not just cum, but unravel. Explode. Surrender so fully it looked like she’d been remade in front of him.

His cock pulsed violently in his briefs, a fresh smear of precum dampening the fabric. He felt like sobbing. Felt like worshiping. Felt like sinking to his knees and begging to lick her clean. He was hard with shame and awe, jealousy and worship crashing together in a storm that left him dizzy.

Connor groaned as he thrust up hard one final time, hips locking as he came deep inside her with a low, guttural growl. His cock twitched inside her as thick ropes of cum spilled into her pulsing cunt, his fingers digging into her waist as if anchoring himself in her body. Ava whimpered and moaned through it, her pussy milking every drop from him, her inner walls fluttering around his shaft. Her body sagged forward as the last tremor ran through her, her hair sticking to her damp skin, her lips parted in aftershock, still gasping for air as she collapsed against his chest, filled and wrecked.

Ben trembled. Aching. Silent. Soaked in want and need and humiliation that burned deliciously in his chest.

Connor stood, his movements casual, unhurried, as if he hadn’t just fucked someone else’s wife into the couch and left the husband trembling in the corner. He zipped up his jeans, ran a hand through his hair, and glanced at Ben for a brief second—a flicker of smug satisfaction in his eyes. He left without looking back. And somehow, that made it worse.

Ava walked him to the door, still naked, her stockinged inner thighs glistening, her skin flushed and radiant. She kissed him goodbye—slow, deep, indulgent—her body pressing into his one last time like she couldn’t help herself.

The door opened for a brief second and then clicked shut. Silence fell.

Ben hadn’t moved.

Ava turned slowly, eyes lidded, her smile lazy, fucked-out, wicked. Her pussy still glistened between her thighs, the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. She moved toward him, hips swaying with satisfaction, her dominance still glowing in every step.

She reached him, grabbed his face in both hands, and kissed him—deep, wet, open-mouthed, no mercy. Her tongue tangled with his, slow and insistent, her breath still ragged from the intensity of what she’d just experienced. The taste of her sweat lingered on her lips, and her body, flushed and trembling, pressed fully into him. The kiss wasn’t rushed—it was indulgent, slow, almost possessive. She kissed him like she was returning to the one place her heart truly belonged. Where her kiss with Connor had been raw, urgent, and transactional—just lips and tongue, a prelude to cock—this was something entirely different. With Ben, it was slow and reverent, almost sacred in how intimately their mouths fit together. Her lips moved over his like she was memorizing him again, her breath laced with exhaustion and devotion, her fingers threading gently into his hair. Her skin was sticky and glowing, but her affection was soft, anchoring. It wasn’t a kiss of lust—it was a kiss of love, of gratitude, of a bond so deep no other man could ever touch it. And Ben felt it everywhere, every pulse of her mouth telling him he was still the one she came home to, the one she’d never stop choosing.

He whimpered into her mouth, desperate, shattered, awed.

Her hand slid down his body and cupped the bulge in his pants, fondling him with a lazy, possessive grip, stroking him through the fabric. He twitched and whimpered, hips bucking helplessly into her palm.

"Look at you," she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear, breath hot and heavy. "You're so fucking hard right now, aren't you? Watching me get my brains fucked while you sat there like a good boy, dripping in your pants. This cock’s been aching all night, hasn't it?"

He nodded frantically, his breath catching in his throat.

"But not yet, baby," she whispered again, her tone wicked and sweet all at once. "Good boys wait."

Ben whimpered, barely able to sit still, every nerve alight with need.

She kissed him again, slower this time, deeper, her lips plush and heavy with need as they moved over his. Then she eased herself onto his lap, her slick thighs parting as she settled against him like a throne, wrapping her limbs around his trembling frame. Her arms looped around his neck, anchoring him close, while her soaked, swollen pussy pressed hot and wet against the bulge in his pants, a silent reminder of everything he had just watched—and everything he still couldn’t touch.

And Ben sat there, cock throbbing, mind spinning, drenched in worship and submission.

Utterly and completely hers.

The morning light filtered in softly through the curtains, casting a golden haze across the bedroom floor. It was quiet—no echoes of the night before’s filth, no breathless moans or desperate cries. Just the steady rhythm of two bodies wrapped in afterglow, warm and close under the sheets.

Ben lay completely bare beneath the cotton blanket, his body still thrumming from the hours that had passed. Ava’s head rested near his, her damp hair spread across his chest, the scent of her skin thick with sex and sweat and something sweeter beneath it. Her fingers traced slow, sleepy circles along his chest, her nails feather-light, leaving a tingling trail behind.

They hadn’t just made love after Connor left—they had devoured each other. Again and again. Whispering filth between kisses. Laughing in between moans. Pushing each other deeper into everything they were afraid to ask for until it just poured out of them. He had kissed her everywhere. She had straddled him, ridden him, coaxed his name out with teeth against his throat. They hadn’t stopped until their bodies were trembling, the sheets soaked, and the moon had disappeared from the sky.

At some point, they had passed out tangled together, breathless and undone, wrapped in each other like the night might never end.

Now, as sunlight crept across the floor, Ben didn’t move. He just lay there and breathed her in, heart steady for the first time in days. No ache. No jealousy. No tension.

Just Ava. And peace.

Her leg was still hooked over his, her skin warm, her naked body soft and real beside him. Her lips brushed the curve of his shoulder—less like a kiss, more like a memory settling into the flesh.

"You didn’t sleep much," she murmured.

"Didn’t want to waste a second," Ben replied, his voice rough but steady.

She smiled into his skin, the curve of her mouth warming his shoulder.

They lay like that for a long while, silent except for the slow ticking of the wall clock and the occasional brush of their breathing syncing up.

Then Ava shifted, propping herself up slightly on one elbow, her eyes soft and searching as she looked down at him.

"You okay?"

Ben looked up at her, his hand finding her hip beneath the sheet. "I think I am."

She leaned down, kissed his cheek, then his neck. Slow, tender. Her breath tickled his ear.

"Last night… I know it was a lot," she whispered, her voice soft and thoughtful against the quiet morning.

Ben nodded slowly. “Yeah. It was.”

She continued tracing his chest, her fingertips delicate and fluid, like she was memorizing the map of him again. "Connor makes me feel powerful," she said, her eyes not looking away. "Like I can just take. Use. Demand. And not feel guilty."

Ben remained still, attentive, not bracing against her honesty but sinking into it, welcoming it.

"But with you," she added, her voice catching slightly, "I feel safe. I can fall apart. Be messy. Needy. You hold me. You see me. And I didn’t even know I needed that until you gave it to me."

Ben’s throat ached with emotion. He turned his face to hers, their noses brushing. “You can have both. You deserve both.”

"I know," she whispered, brushing her lips to his. "And I want to give you all of me too. Not just the show. Not just the ache. But this. Me."

She shifted slowly, sliding her bare skin across his as she moved over him, her thighs straddling his waist, her body settling into him with warmth and weight that felt like an embrace. She didn’t rush. Didn’t perform. She moved like a lover coming home.

Their skin touched, heated and tender, her breasts brushing his chest as she leaned in to kiss him again, slower this time, lingering. Her hand stroked through his hair as she murmured, "I love you, Ben."

He swallowed thickly. “I love you too.”

And for a moment, they just stayed like that—breathing, touching, wrapped up in the quiet kind of closeness that said more than anything they’d said the night before.

Ben’s hands came to rest at her hips as she leaned down to kiss him again—this time deeper, slower. Their tongues moved with familiarity and care, their mouths rediscovering each other. Ava moaned softly, her hips shifting against him, the slow grind stirring something quiet and yearning between them both.

Ben was already hard, but not with the frantic need of the night before. It was a fullness, a response to being close, to being allowed to love her this way again.

She reached between them, guided him to her entrance, and sank down with a slow, trembling breath.

Their eyes didn’t break contact.

Ava exhaled shakily, her fingers resting on his chest as she took him in inch by inch. Her pussy clenched around him, not from overstimulation or need—but from the intimacy, the emotion, the depth.

Ben moaned quietly, his hands running along her sides, up her back, holding her with reverence. She rocked gently, slowly, their bodies moving in unison, building something not out of lust but love.

There was no rush. No audience. Just them.

She whispered to him as she moved, breath warm against his face.

"You feel so good inside me."

"You’re mine, baby."

"I missed this."

And Ben could only nod, could only kiss her, could only hold her tighter as she moved over him, riding him not to conquer—but to come home.

When they came, it was quiet. Her breath hitched, her eyes fluttered shut. He gasped against her lips as he filled her, his arms wrapped tight around her back, his body trembling beneath her as he let go.

They didn’t move for a long time afterward. Just lay there, Ava resting her cheek against his chest, their legs still tangled, his softening cock still inside her.

Finally, she spoke again.

"You’re my favorite toy," she whispered, teasing and affectionate.

Ben smiled, his eyes wet. “Yeah?”

"Mm-hmm. But you’re not just a toy," she added. "You’re my heart."

Ben laughed softly, tears sliding into his hair.

And he knew. No matter what else came next, this—this was the center of it all.

It had been nearly a month since that quiet morning where they’d held each other in the aftermath of everything. Since then, things hadn’t just returned to normal—they’d deepened. Grown more vivid. Clearer. More dangerous, maybe, but also more honest.

Ben had learned to live in the hum between love and longing, devotion and denial. And Ava… Ava was luminous. Freer. Her confidence pulsed in every movement, every headline she dominated, every bold take she delivered on air. She looked more like herself than ever.

And tonight, at the fundraiser gala—a joint initiative launched by her network and Connor’s fund to support underrepresented tech founders—she was almost otherworldly.

The venue was gilded and extravagant, all champagne flutes and soft classical music and whispered names of fund managers and founders with nine-digit portfolios. Ben stood by the bar, dressed in a sleek black suit, drink in hand, his role already rehearsed and understood. He wasn’t here for Ava. He was here with  her—but not for  her.

Across the ballroom, she dazzled—working the room with practiced elegance, shifting effortlessly between journalists and investors, her laugh floating easily through the air as she navigated clusters of high-net-worth guests with Connor close at her side. She wasn’t just attending the gala; she was owning it.

Her crimson gown clung to her figure like it had been painted on, hugging every elegant curve, dipping low at her back, and cut just high enough at her thigh to tease without revealing. Her heels—tall, razor-thin stilettos in matching scarlet with glossy patent finish—clicked softly as she moved, each step precise and poised. Her lips were the same shade as the silk that slid over her skin. Her earrings sparkled when she turned her head, laughing at something Connor whispered in her ear.

He was there too, of course.

Connor Hale, the man who could turn a negotiation with venture capitalists into foreplay. Handsome, sharp, perfectly arrogant. Dressed in a tailored charcoal tux that looked like it had been cut specifically for this room. His hand rested casually at the small of Ava’s back as she moved between all who wanted five minutes of her time.

Ben sipped his drink.

He knew his place.

He watched her command the space like it belonged to her. She smiled differently tonight—something poised and playful, something sharp. She wasn’t mean, not even distant. But she wasn’t his here. Not right now.

A few people greeted Ben out of politeness, but most of the time he was invisible, drifting just behind Ava’s world like a shadow. And somehow, that was okay. He got to watch her shine. To see the power she wielded when she wasn’t softened by his touch. It was like watching a star from a distance—too bright to hold, but still his in the quiet dark.

But not everyone was polite.

Near the end of the evening, as Ben lingered near the edge of the ballroom nursing his second glass of wine, one of Ava’s former colleagues approached—Tom, maybe? Or Todd? He wasn’t sure.

The man was drunk. Loud. Too comfortable.

“Man,” he laughed, swaying slightly as he gestured at Ava and Connor across the floor. “You must be used to this by now, huh?”

Ben blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You know,” the guy said, grinning as he swirled his bourbon, “her playing hostess while you… watch. Hell, I’d be climbing the walls.”

Ben smiled, small and tight. “She’s incredible.”

“Yeah,” the man agreed, “she is.”

Ben said nothing else. The man wandered off, none the wiser to the sharp little blade his words had left behind.

But Ben didn’t leave. He stayed. Watched. Breathed.



Later, back home, Ava kicked off her heels by the door and poured herself a glass of water. Her makeup was still perfect, her dress clinging to her like a second skin, but the tension had softened from her shoulders.

Ben had loosened his tie, his jacket draped over the arm of the couch. He was watching her, not with hunger or envy—but with a kind of reverence. He loved seeing her like this. Wild. Composed. Untouchable.

She took a slow sip and walked to him, barefoot, the long slit of her gown swaying around her thighs as she moved, the faint shimmer of the night still clinging to her skin.

"You were watching me all night," she said with a teasing smile, voice playful but low. "Like a horny teenager who wandered into the wrong party."

Ben chuckled under his breath, a little sheepishly. "Hard not to. You were… glowing."

"Mmm," she hummed, stepping closer, trailing a finger down the center of his loosened tie. Her other hand slid down between them, slow and deliberate, until it found the semi-hard bulge in his pants. She gave it a gentle squeeze, her palm curling around it as her eyes met his. "I felt you watching me. Every time I laughed at something Connor said, I could practically feel your eyes on my ass and chest all night—and clearly, it had an effect."

"Was it that obvious?"

"Only to me," she said, her smile softening. "And maybe Connor."

He looked at her, steady and open. "You looked like you owned the room."

She shrugged, taking another sip. "I did."

She set the glass down and looked at him, her voice shifting into something more grounded. "Connor invited me to Davos."

Ben blinked. "Switzerland?"

"Yeah. The summit’s in a few weeks. He wants me to anchor a segment there. Then afterward… skiing, maybe. A hot tub. Champagne. A chalet. Just me and him."

She watched him as she said it—no apologies, no flinching, just the same steady, beautiful boldness she wore like second skin.

"Is that okay?"

Ben’s throat tightened, but his nod was steady. "Yes," he murmured, then paused, his gaze soft but unwavering. "But… I want something in return."

Ava raised an eyebrow, her expression curious, tender. “Of course. Anything.”

He stepped in closer, their bodies almost touching, the quiet between them charged with something delicate and deep. He brushed a lock of hair from her cheek, his fingers lingering against her skin, and looked into her eyes with the kind of vulnerability that always made her ache.

“Come back to me,” he said, his voice hushed but certain, “with every story. Every touch. Every moan. I want to hear it all from your lips, where it belongs.”

Her expression melted into something warmer, lips parting as she exhaled softly, her chest rising against his. "Always," she whispered, leaning in.

The kiss that followed was slower, deeper—more than just reassurance. It was surrender. Reverence. Her hands cupped his face like he was the only thing anchoring her to the earth, and his arms wrapped around her waist as if he needed to feel her entire body to believe she was real.

And when they finally pulled apart, forehead resting to forehead, Ben felt it—not a line, but a circle. Complete. Whole. Hers, and hers alone.

The road curved endlessly through pine-lined hills, the air turning colder as elevation rose and the late afternoon sun began to dip behind the mountains. Their SUV wound up the gravel path slowly, tires crunching over frost-laced leaves, the sky above painted in soft streaks of amber and pale violet. They were far from the city now—just the two of them, alone at the edge of everything.

Ben glanced over at Ava in the passenger seat, her hand resting softly on his thigh. She wore a long knit cardigan over a simple black slip dress, her hair pulled into a loose knot, sunglasses perched low on her nose. She looked calm, quietly radiant, the kind of peace that made his chest ache in all the right ways.

The cottage appeared just beyond a bend in the road—wooden, charming, with smoke curling from the chimney and frost already gathering on the windowpanes. A private hideaway tucked into the shoulder of the mountain.

As Ben parked, Ava leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'm glad you said yes to this. It was exactly what we needed—just us, away from it all."

She smiled, her fingers brushing his jaw as she added, "You’ve given me so much lately. I wanted to give you something back."

Inside, the air was warm and smelled faintly of cedar and firewood. The living room had a stone hearth and a deep leather sofa; the bedroom boasted wide windows and thick woolen throws. Everything was quiet. Private. Intimate.

Ava moved through the space with ease, pulling off her cardigan and kicking off her boots as she explored. Ben watched her, loosening his scarf, already starting to unwind.

In the bathroom, she turned the taps and began drawing a bath. The tub was claw-footed and deep, steam curling up as it filled. She tested the water with her wrist and added a few drops of oil—lavender and sandalwood—into the stream.

She came back to the bedroom to find Ben sitting on the bed, looking at her with a tired kind of wonder.

"Get undressed," she said gently, offering her hand. "I want you warm."

He stood, and she began undressing him slowly, deliberately—her fingers soft but sure as they eased the sweater from his shoulders, unbuttoned his shirt one button at a time, her nails lightly grazing his skin. She slid his pants down his thighs, letting them fall to the floor before stepping back to admire him, her gaze fond and heated.

The bathroom was filled with soft steam by the time they entered together. She helped him into the clawfoot tub first, the water rising around his body, coaxing a soft moan from his lips as the heat sank into his muscles.

But Ava didn’t stay outside the tub. She slipped the dress from her shoulders, revealing smooth, bare skin, and stepped into the water behind him. Her breasts brushed his back as she lowered herself into the tub, her thighs bracketing his hips, her arms sliding around his chest.

She reached for the oil and warmed it between her palms before gliding her hands across his shoulders and down his chest, the scent of lavender and sandalwood blooming around them. Her touch was sensual and slow, fingertips smoothing through tension as she kissed the side of his neck.

Ben let out a sigh, head lolling back onto her shoulder. Her fingers moved to his arms, his stomach, then back to his shoulders, alternating between deep pressure and feather-light teasing. She pressed her lips behind his ear and whispered, "You feel so good like this… soft, open, mine."

Ben melted into her. The water rippled gently around them, her breasts flush to his back, her hands working lower, slow and unhurried.

He let her take care of him.

And more than that—he let her love him, completely.



Later, in the bedroom, the fire crackled low in the hearth, casting flickering shadows across the stone walls and their bare skin. Ava stood at the foot of the bed like a vision of sin and worship—wearing only black lace panties that hugged her hips like a promise and a sheer robe that hung loose, barely clinging to her shoulders.

Ben sat at the edge of the bed, towel-dried and flushed from the bath, his hair still damp and his breath already shallow. The heat in the room wasn’t just from the fire anymore—it was from her, from the way she looked at him, like he was both hers to treasure and ruin.

She took slow steps forward, then reached for his jaw with her free hand and tilted his face upward. “Lie back,” she said, her voice soft but threaded with quiet command.

He did, wordless, trusting, his hands already twitching in anticipation.

Ava gave him one last heated glance, then turned to her open luggage at the foot of the bed. She knelt and unzipped a smaller, velvet-lined case nestled inside, pulling out a pair of sleek, velvet-lined cuffs. Ben's brows rose, surprised—not in alarm, but in the quiet thrill of anticipation.

"Brought these just for tonight," she said, holding them up as the firelight danced off their silver buckles. "You didn’t think I’d let us leave without me getting one last taste of you, did you?"

She walked to him slowly, each step deliberate, sultry. Then she climbed onto the bed beside him and took her time securing one cuff around his wrist, then the other, drawing his arms above his head and locking them gently to the padded loops at the headboard. The restraints didn’t bite—they embraced. The silk blindfold came last, sliding over his eyes in one smooth pull, plunging him into soft darkness.

Ben exhaled slowly, every muscle relaxing, his body surrendering.

Ava leaned in close, her breath warm against his cheek as she cooed softly, “That’s it, baby. Just breathe. Let go. You’re safe with me. I’ve got you.”

Her fingers stroked down his forearm lightly, the tone of her voice laced with sensual reassurance as she kissed his temple. “Trust me tonight. Let me take care of everything.”

Ava didn’t rush. She let him breathe there a moment—open, waiting, vulnerable beneath her—and then she climbed over him, one slow knee at a time, until she straddled his hips. Her fingers trailed over his chest, pausing to tease his nipples, then continued down his torso, feather-light, until they found the thickening shaft between his legs. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked him slowly, watching him twitch beneath her touch.

She leaned down, brushing her lips along his jaw, her breath hot at his ear.

"You’re so fucking good for me," she whispered, and the curse sounded like a hymn.

Ben moaned, head rolling back into the pillow.

"You’re the one I see when I’m being taken. You’re the one who makes me ache to come back."

Then, with one slow hand, she slid her black lace panties to the side, exposing the soft, glistening pink folds of her soaked pussy, wet and ready for him. She took her time, teasing the head of his cock against her entrance, dragging it through her slick folds as if savoring the heat and tension coiled between them.

She lifted her hips and held him steady, her breath trembling as she began to sink down onto him—inch by inch—her body stretching around his girth, her thighs tensing, her moan caught between a gasp and a curse.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, her head falling forward as he filled her. "You feel so good—so thick, so deep."

Ben's chest rose sharply beneath her, a gasp torn from his lips.

She started moving—slowly at first, grinding down with long, luxurious rolls of her hips, her pussy gripping him with every descent, slick and tight and wet around him. Her hands didn’t just explore—they devoured. She dragged her nails lightly across his ribs, then leaned forward to press her mouth to his chest, kissing just above his heart, then lower, letting her lips leave damp, open-mouthed marks as she traveled.

She found his nipples and flicked her tongue across one before sucking it gently between her lips, her hips never stopping their rhythm. Ben moaned loudly, his back arching off the bed.

Ava grinned and shifted her attention to the other side, biting down softly, her teeth just grazing his skin before pulling away. "This cock belongs to me…" she breathed against his skin, her breath warm and wet where her mouth had just been.

"You’re mine, baby. All of you. Even when I’m getting fucked by someone else—this part, right here? Still mine. Especially then."

Ben whimpered beneath her, his restrained wrists flexing helplessly, his whole body trembling from the sensation of her mouth roaming him, her nails leaving soft trails, the beginnings of hickeys blossoming across his skin like a map only she could read.

She fucked him slow and deep, her rhythm deliberate and filthy, every grind punctuated by a moan or a whisper or a groan so wet and real it made the room feel like it was pulsing with heat.

"You feel it, don’t you? How I tighten just for you… how I soak you when I say your name."

Ben cried out beneath her, his hips twitching, overwhelmed.

Ava leaned in, her mouth brushing against his ear, breath teasing the sensitive skin as her voice dipped into something both soft and wicked. Her lips grazed the curve of his ear, tongue flicking lightly before she kissed and sucked the lobe into her mouth. "Cum for me," she murmured between licks, her voice thick with lust. "I want to feel it. Deep, hot, full. Now."

She moved lower, her mouth exploring the slope of his neck, teeth dragging lightly before she sucked again—this time harder, determined to leave a mark. Her hips rolled deeper, grinding into him as her lips found his throat, marking him with slow, deliberate kisses. "All mine," she whispered again, her words a vibration against his skin. "Let go for me, baby."

He shattered beneath her—his whole body tensing, a sobbing moan breaking from his chest as he came hard inside her, helpless and undone.

Ava followed seconds later, her body jerking, her breath ragged as her own orgasm tore through her, her moan low and primal as her pussy milked every last drop from him.

She collapsed over him, still joined, her chest flush to his, her lips at his temple.

"You make me want to be wild," she whispered again, slower this time, more tender. "But I always want to come home to you."

He nodded beneath the blindfold, breathless and shaking, the fabric wet against his lashes—his body still pulsing with the echo of her.



They lay in front of the fireplace later, skin to skin, her head resting on his chest, she had removed his restraints and cuddled him in front of the fireplace as they both downed a bottle of expensive red - something she picked up earlier that week for tonight. The flickering firelight danced over their flushed bodies, the scent of sex still thick in the air. But neither of them was done.

Ava stirred first, sliding her thigh over his hips and trailing kisses down his chest, her lips brushing over the fresh marks she’d left earlier. Without a word, she shifted lower, between his legs, and began to lick him clean—slow, unhurried strokes of her tongue across his softening cock, tasting the remains of the orgasm she’d just pulled from him. He gasped at the overstimulation, his hands now free and fisting into the rug.

But she wasn’t done. With each lick, his cock began to twitch again, hardening with surprising ease. When she had him fully hard in her mouth, she sucked him deep and slow, her hand wrapping around the base, saliva pooling at the corners of her lips as she worked him back to full stiffness.

Once he was throbbing again, she pulled off with a sinful smile and turned around, getting on all fours. Her ass arched in the firelight, still glistening, her pussy flushed and inviting.

"Take me," she murmured, looking back over her shoulder.

Ben moved behind her and slid inside in one deep thrust, their bodies already so in tune from before. This time there were no restraints, just raw hunger, the kind that burned hotter after the first wave. He fucked her slow, then harder, their moans echoing off the stone walls, her ass slapping back against his thighs with each stroke.

She whimpered his name, begged for more, and he gave it—all of it. Then she turned, pulled him down on top of her, and they moved to the rug, tangled in a full-body press as he slid back into her in missionary. She wrapped her legs around him tight, pulling him in deeper, their foreheads pressed together as he drove into her, slow, full, deep.

This time, when they came, it was louder, longer, her nails clawing at his back, his groan muffled into her neck as he spilled inside her a second time, their bodies shivering in unison.

Some time had passed. They’d both fallen quiet again, wrapped in the warmth of the fire and each other, letting their bodies cool and settle after everything they had shared. It was a slow drift—kisses turning into silence, movement into stillness, her cheek pressed to his chest, his hand smoothing gently up and down her back.

And when they finally collapsed together for the second time, truly spent this time, breathless and full of everything they hadn’t needed words for, there was no room between them left at all.

A suitcase sat open nearby.

She reached for her lingerie case and began folding pieces into the open bag. Silk, lace, sheer mesh.

Ben propped himself up on an elbow, watching her.

"That one," he murmured, pointing. "The red. He’ll lose his mind."

She smirked. "You like it?"

"On you? I like all of them."

She held up a pair of sheer pink panties. “These too?”

He reached over and took them from her hand, bringing them to his lips. “Especially these.”

They packed slowly, talking, laughing, choosing together.

Tomorrow, they’d drive straight from here to the airport.

But tonight, they still had each other. One last night.

And neither of them would waste a second.

The sun hadn’t yet risen over the jagged ridges when they pulled into the small regional airport nestled in the valley. Fog still clung to the treetops and rolled lazily across the tarmac like it had no intention of leaving. The heater hummed low in the SUV, casting a warm cocoon around them as they sat in the car, parked in the drop-off lane just outside Departures.

Neither of them spoke for a moment. There wasn’t much left to say.

Ava adjusted her sunglasses, checked her lipstick in the visor mirror, then popped open her compact to press a final touch of gloss to her lips. She wore a cream cashmere wrap over a fitted black turtleneck and slacks, her hair tucked into a sleek bun, her nails painted deep oxblood. She looked like indulgence dressed in restraint—impossibly untouchable, impossibly his.

Ben watched her, his fingers resting on the steering wheel, then sliding down to grip his thigh. She turned toward him at last, reaching over to place her hand on his cheek.

"You’ll be okay?"

He nodded, a slow, deep breath moving through him. "Yeah. I think so."

She leaned in, kissing him softly—just once. Then again, deeper this time, her tongue brushing his, her fingers curling around his collar like she didn’t want to let go.

When she pulled back, her lip gloss was smudged slightly, her eyes unreadable behind her glasses.

She grabbed her small carry-on, opened the door, and stepped into the cold morning. Her heels clicked softly on the pavement, each step steady and certain. Just before reaching the glass doors, she paused, turning halfway.

She didn’t take off her sunglasses, but Ben could see the curve of her lips as they moved. A silent "I love you," mouthed just for him. She gave a small wave—subtle, elegant, heartbreakingly sweet—then turned again and walked inside without looking back.

Ben sat there until the doors swallowed her silhouette completely.



By the time he returned home, the sun was higher in the sky but the house felt dimmer somehow, like the walls hadn’t yet adjusted to her absence. He let himself in slowly, setting his keys down on the table by the door, the quiet swallowing the click of metal against wood.

Everything looked just as they’d left it.

Her perfume still lingered faintly in the bedroom, sweet and musky, tangled with the scent of sex and cedar from the night before. One of her bras was draped over the armchair. A pair of lace panties—black, delicate, and damp—lay beside the bed, forgotten in their hurry.

Ben ran a hand over the sheets, smoothing the wrinkles, then picked up the panties and brought them to his face. He inhaled slowly, his eyes fluttering closed. His cock stirred instantly, aching in his jeans, half-hard and growing.

He didn’t touch himself. Not yet.

Instead, he walked over to the dresser where she had left a small, wrapped bundle with a note tucked beneath the bow.

For your thoughts. Read it when you miss me.

He smiled, lips trembling slightly, and unwrapped the paper to reveal a leather-bound journal—soft, black, unmarked. Inside the cover, she had written in her elegant handwriting:

We both keep a record. You write yours. I’ll write mine. I’ll bring mine back full. Make sure you do too.

Every filthy thought. Every throb. Every fantasy.

We'll read it together.

Love, A.

Ben sat on the edge of the bed and opened the first page. His hand hovered for a moment before he picked up the pen lying beside it.

He stared at the blank page.

Then he began.



DAY ONE.

She’s with him.

She’s in the air by now—champagne in hand, his thigh already brushing hers, her legs crossed just enough to tease. I wonder if she’s already whispered something filthy to him. I wonder if he’s hard already.

I am.

I’m throbbing and leaking just imagining the way she left me. Her scent still clings to my skin. My cock aches, but I won’t touch it. Not yet. She told me to wait.

So I’ll wait.

And I’ll write.

She has my body. But this—this journal—is how I stay inside her.

She’s going to bring back pages filled with what they do.

And I’ll have this: every moan I imagine, every time I edge, every word she’s ever said echoing through me.

I’ve never felt more alive.

***

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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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. 
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Cuckolded on Camera: From Husband to Cuckold, From Wife to Star 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/46pPd3P  ) 

What would you do if your wife became the star of a show you never expected to film? 

Mark and Jessica have been together for years—steady, comfortable, and a little stuck. Jessica, always confident and outgoing , craves excitement. Mark, a professional photographer, reserved and loyal , has always put her first. When Jessica loses her teaching job and when money gets tight, she proposes an idea that’s too good to ignore: starting an OnlyFans . A few teasing pictures, some playful videos—just enough to turn heads and bring in cash. 

What begins as harmless fun spirals into something much bigger . Their fans are hooked. Jessica thrives under the attention. And Mark? He’s never seen her like this before —bolder, gorgeous than ever and completely uninhibited. 

Then comes the next step. The one request fans won’t stop begging for. 

A real scene  with a real bull —big, built, and ready to give Jessica exactly what she needs for the camera . With Mark rolling the camera, he watches his wife surrender on film , every gasp, every touch, every overwhelming moment captured in high definition. 

The video is their biggest hit yet . The money is insane . Jessica is hungry for more . But Mark? He’s caught between his own arousal, his deepest fears, and the addictive thrill of watching her lose herself for another man on film. 

Is he still in control, or has he just opened the door to something unstoppable? 

Filming her was only the beginning. 


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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