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On fantasy vs. reality


Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


From the Author

Everyone has a secret they've never said out loud.

Sharing Emily started with a question Ben asks his wife: Do you ever miss being reckless? He wasn't prepared for her answer.

Emily's wild side isn't gone. It's been waiting. And once she admits it, something shifts between them. What begins as teasing talk turns into daring dares. The fantasy stops being abstract.

Then an old flame reenters Emily's life, and temptation becomes tangible.

I loved writing Ben's arc in this one. It's easy to talk about sharing your wife in the heat of the moment. It's something else entirely when a real person from her past shows up and the fantasy has a face. Ben has to confront how much he actually wants what he's been asking for.

Emily's journey mirrors his. The chaos she packed away when she became a wife and mother is still in there. The question is whether she'll let it out, and whether their marriage is strong enough to hold it.

This book escalates. Teasing becomes daring becomes real. If you want slow burn, this isn't it. If you want to watch a couple discover just how far they're willing to go, welcome.

Take what resonates. Leave what doesn't.

Thanks for reading.

Love Always,

[image: ]

Sharing Emily

A "Shared Wives" Novel

By Raven Merlot





Chapter One

Emily

Twelve years.

That was how long it had been since Ben and I stood barefoot in the sand, laughing as we stumbled through our vows in front of our closest friends and an unusually tipsy officiant. Twelve years of life together. Mortgage, babies, business trips, the familiar rhythm of a quiet love.

And yet, as I sat across from him now in the dim glow of our favorite little Italian restaurant, he still looked at me like I was the only woman in the world. That same crooked smile. That warm, steady gaze.

“You’re doing that thing again,” I said, teasing.

Ben raised his brows, chewing slowly. “What thing?”

“Looking at me like I’m about to burst into flames.”

He grinned, dabbing at the corner of his mouth with his napkin. “That’s because you wore that dress. You knew what you were doing.”

I glanced down at the simple black silk number I’d pulled out of the back of my closet, the one with the low back and just enough cling to remind me I had hips. “Maybe I did.”

Ben leaned forward, lowering his voice just slightly. “Remind me to thank you properly when we get home.”

I smiled, reaching for my wine glass, letting the warmth of the pinot settle under my skin. “Twelve years, huh?”

“Feels like six months,” he said. “Or sixty years, depending on the day.”

I laughed. “Accurate.”

A beat passed. The kind that lingers just a little too long. That leaves room for things unsaid.

Then Ben looked at me—really looked at me—and said, “Do you ever miss being reckless?”

I blinked. “Reckless?”

“Yeah. Like … when you used to skinny dip at that lake near campus. Or when you flashed that poor bartender in New Orleans on your bachelorette trip.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Are you seriously bringing up the tequila dare?”

Ben shrugged innocently. “It was a formative memory. I still think about it sometimes.”

“Do you now?”

He smiled. “You had this wildness back then. Not just sexy. Dangerous. You were chaos in heels.”

“And now?”

“Now you’re the love of my life. But that chaos”—his eyes dropped to my lips—“it’s still in there. Isn’t it?”

I leaned back in my seat, swirling the wine in my glass. “Careful, Mr. Callahan. You start poking the bear, you might not like what you wake up.”

“Oh, I think I’d like it just fine.”

The waiter arrived with dessert menus, giving us a moment to breathe. I felt my heart flutter a little faster, and not from the wine. Something was shifting—not seismic, just a tilt. Like we were standing on the edge of something neither of us had quite named yet.

When the waiter left, Ben spoke again, quieter this time. “I’m serious, Em. If there’s ever something you wanted to try … anything … you can tell me. It’s our life. Our rules.”

I looked at him, his eyes steady and open, and for a split-second, I thought about saying it.

The thing I’d thought about for years. The fantasy I always tucked away like a dirty secret.

Instead, I smiled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

***

The house was quiet when we came in. Just the faint hum of the dishwasher, the soft rustle of curtains moving in the breeze. I slipped off my heels in the foyer and felt the cool tile under my feet as I padded toward the bedroom, Ben trailing behind me.

I could feel his eyes on me, though he didn’t say anything until I reached the dresser and started unzipping my dress.

“You know,” he said softly, “that thing you said at dinner …”

I glanced at him from over my shoulder, the silk slipping down my arms. “Which thing?”

He shrugged, feigning casual. “About waking up the bear.”

I let the dress fall to the floor. “Still poking, huh?”

Ben smiled, stepping closer. “Just wondering if she bites.”

I turned to face him, now in nothing but a black lace thong and strapless bra, and saw the way his eyes darkened. That look still got me. After all these years, all the grocery lists, and kid pickups, and tax returns, he could still look at me like I was the first sin he’d ever wanted to commit.

I walked to him slowly, placed my hands on his chest, and began undoing the buttons of his shirt. “I bite,” I whispered. “But only if you beg.”

He kissed me before I finished the last button, his mouth warm and familiar, but hungrier than it had been in months. Our clothes disappeared in a trail toward the bed. We didn’t speak much after that.

It wasn’t wild or rough … not yet. It was rhythmic. Connected. Familiar in the best ways. But even as I moved beneath him, I could feel the other thing pulsing just beneath the surface—the thing I hadn’t said yet.

And I think he could feel it, too.

After, we lay tangled together in the dark, the sheets kicked to the floor, our bodies still slick with the last traces of sweat.

He broke the silence first.

“Tell me something you’ve never told me before.”

I turned my head toward him. “Now?”

He nodded. “Anything.”

I hesitated. My heart started to race. I almost said something light, like my secret stash of chocolate, or the time I accidentally used his toothbrush for a week.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I let the wine, and the warmth, and the weight of twelve years between us carry me to the edge of the thought I always kept locked away.

“There’s something I think about,” I said quietly.

Ben shifted toward me. “Yeah?”

I stared at the ceiling. “It’s a fantasy. But I’ve never said it out loud—ever.”

“Why not?”

“Because once it’s out there … you can’t take it back.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then, softly, “Try me.”

I swallowed. My voice, when it came, was barely more than a whisper.

“Sometimes … I imagine you watching me … with someone else.”

Ben didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

Just silence—deep, thick silence. Long enough for panic to start creeping in.

“I know,” I added quickly. “It’s crazy. And probably gross. And—”

“Emily.” His voice was steady. Not cold. Just focused.

I held my breath as he sat up slightly, moving his hand to rest on my thigh.

“Do you think about it often?”

I blinked. “Sometimes.”

“And in this fantasy,” he asked, “am I angry? Or turned on?”

I turned to face him. His eyes weren’t judging. They were curious.

“Turned on,” I said.

Ben exhaled slowly, like he’d just released something he didn’t know he’d been holding. Then he smiled. Just slightly.

“Well … that’s not what I expected to hear tonight.”

“Sorry,” I said, flushing. “I shouldn’t have said—”

“No. I’m glad you did.” He leaned down and kissed me—not deeply, just enough to remind me that I was safe.

“I’m not saying I totally get it yet,” he said, “but I’m listening.”

I looked at him, surprised. “Really?”

He nodded. “Really. We said anything, right?”

I smiled, small and unsure.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “Anything.”




Chapter Two

Emily

The smell of coffee reached me before consciousness did.

I blinked against the soft morning light filtering through the blinds and turned toward the empty side of the bed, still warm. The sound of cabinets opening and closing drifted in from the kitchen—Ben, moving quietly like he always did when he thought I was still asleep.

I wrapped the sheet around me and padded down the hallway. He was standing at the counter, pouring coffee into my favorite mug, the one with the chip in the rim. Shirtless. Hair a mess. The man who knew every inch of me, and who now knew just a little more.

He looked up when he saw me, his smile easy. “Hey, sleepyhead.”

“Hey.” My voice was still rough from sleep. “You made the good stuff.”

“Anniversary blend,” he said, holding the mug out to me.

I took it, grateful for the warmth in my hands. But the words I wanted to say lodged somewhere in my throat.

Ben noticed. Of course he did.

“You okay?” he asked gently.

I nodded then added, “You don’t … regret what I said last night?”

He paused. Not in hesitation, just thought. Then he reached out and tugged me closer by the sheet wrapped around my waist. “I don’t know what it means yet,” he said quietly. “But no. I don’t regret hearing it.”

I looked up at him, searching his face.

He smiled again, softer this time. “Actually … I can’t stop thinking about it.”

My breath caught—not from shock, but from relief. And something else. Something warmer. Deeper.

Ben leaned down, kissed my forehead, then brushed past me toward the bathroom. As he walked away, he called back over his shoulder, “Maybe you should tell me more sometime.”

***

It happened while I was in the checkout line at the grocery store.

Ben was at work, the kids were at school, and I was halfway through a boring Tuesday list of errands and leftovers. I was scrolling through my phone, lazily deleting old emails, when I saw the name.

Jace Kingston.

I hadn’t seen it in years. Not since grad school. Not since … before.

My heart thudded once, loud and stupid. For a second, I thought maybe it was spam. Or worse—a friend request from some random fitness coach who happened to share his name.

But no. It was a direct message on Instagram, sent at 10:27 a.m.

“Hey Em, crazy to see your name pop up in my people-you-may-know. Can’t believe it’s been this long. Hope you’re well.”

Simple. Casual. Perfectly harmless.

Yet, it somehow made my skin feel just a little too tight.

I stared at the screen for too long, replaying his voice in my head. That low, lazy confidence. The way he always spoke like he knew he was a little dangerous, and knew you’d like it, anyway.

Jace had been a part of my life for only eight months, but they had been intense. All-night conversations. Clumsy sex on floor pillows. He was the first man who had ever told me to shut my eyes and open my mouth. The first to call me “sweet girl” and make it sound like a threat and a promise all at once.

We burned hot, and then we burned out. I hadn’t spoken to him since I had moved to Portland.

And now he was here, sliding back into my inbox like he belonged.

I didn’t respond. I just left the cart in the express lane and drove straight home.

***

Ben was in the office, reading something on his laptop, glasses low on his nose. He looked up when I walked in.

“You okay?” he asked. “You’re home early.”

“I got a message,” I said.

He closed the laptop. “From whom?”

I sat down on the arm of the couch and handed him my phone.

Ben scrolled once, then again, his jaw tightening just slightly. “Jace?”

I nodded.

He handed the phone back to me, his expression unreadable. “And how do you feel about that?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said honestly. “Surprised. Nervous. Curious.”

Ben leaned back in his chair, silent. Then he asked, “He’s the one, isn’t he?”

I looked at him.

“The one you imagined,” he clarified. “When you said … that thing. About being watched.”

I felt heat creep up my neck. I didn’t answer.

Ben nodded slowly. “I mean, you don’t have to reply. Obviously. It’s just a message.”

I stood, paced, and then turned back toward him. “What if I did reply?”

Ben looked at me for a long time. I could see the war behind his eyes—the tension, the temptation. Then he said, voice quiet, “I’m not saying I want you to. I’m just… not sure I’d stop you.”

***

It took me until after dinner to bring it up again.

The kids were in bed, the dishwasher humming in the background. Ben was in the den, thumbing through his phone and half-watching a baseball game. I curled up next to him on the couch, my legs draped over his, the same way I had a thousand times before. But tonight, there was something different in the air. A static charge. Like we were waiting for a storm that hadn’t arrived yet.

I leaned into him. “I’ve been thinking about what you said earlier.”

He didn’t look away from the screen, but I felt his body stiffen slightly beneath mine.

“About not stopping me,” I added.

That made him turn. His eyes found mine, steady. “Yeah?”

“I’m not saying I will. But I want to ask you something.”

“Okay.”

“If I reply … and just say hi … would that be too much?”

Ben didn’t answer right away. He looked at me for a long time, like he was trying to see all the way into the part of me I’d never let anyone else touch. Then he shook his head. “It’s not too much.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure I don’t want you lying to yourself about what you want.”

That answer hit me harder than I’d expected.

I studied his face—calm, composed, maybe even a little … hopeful?

I reached for my phone and opened Jace’s message. My fingers hovered over the keyboard. For a moment, I just sat there, heart racing. Then I typed.

Hey, stranger. That name definitely brought back some memories. Hope you’re good.

Simple. Polite. Easy to explain if I needed to.

But it didn’t feel simple.

I stared at the message for a long moment before hitting send.

And once it was gone … I felt something open inside me. A space I hadn’t visited in years.

“You okay?” Ben asked softly.

I nodded. “I think so.”

He reached over and gently slid his hand between my thighs, resting it there, not pushing, just holding.

And when I looked at him, I realized something that made my skin prickle.

He was hard.

***

We didn’t talk much after I sent it. We just sat there for a while, my legs draped over Ben’s lap, the TV murmuring in the background like a third wheel no one had invited. My body felt warm and wired, like my skin didn’t quite fit right. I could still feel the weight of that message hanging between us, even though we hadn’t mentioned it again.

Ben’s hand was still resting between my thighs. He hadn’t moved it. And neither had I.

Eventually, I slid my foot down his calf, slow and deliberate, and he looked at me. His eyes dropped to my mouth. Then lower.

“You want to go to bed?” he asked.

“No.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“I want to fuck,” I said.

His lips twitched—not quite a smile, but close.

He lifted me easily, like he had a thousand times before, but when he carried me to the bedroom and laid me on the sheets, something was different.

He didn’t undress me gently. He peeled off my clothes like he was impatient to get underneath me. Like he needed to know something now.

And when he kissed me, it was rougher than usual. Hungrier.

I reached between us and wrapped my hand around his cock—already thick, already hard—and he groaned into my mouth.

“You were hard when I messaged him,” I whispered.

Ben pulled back, his eyes darker now. “Yeah,” he admitted.

“Why?”

He didn’t answer right away. His fingers slipped between my legs instead, parting me, finding me already soaked. “Why do you think?” he asked.

“I think it turned you on.”

He pushed two fingers inside me and kissed me hard, swallowing the sound I made as my back arched.

“Did you think about him when you typed it?” Ben asked, voice low in my ear.

“Yes.”

“Did you think about him touching you?”

“Yes.”

He pulled his fingers out and slid down between my legs without another word. His mouth was hot, desperate, practiced. He licked me like he was trying to drown the part of me that wanted someone else, or maybe claim it.

And I let him.

I grabbed his hair and rode his mouth shamelessly, grinding against his face until I came with a cry I didn’t bother to muffle.

When he slid up over me, his cock nudging against my slick entrance, I looked him dead in the eye and whispered, “He’s probably wondering if I still taste the same.”

Ben pushed into me with a growl. “Fuck, Em.”

And then he was fucking me harder than he had in months, maybe years. Every thrust was filled with something unspoken, something equal parts hunger and fear. A challenge. A plea. A dare.

I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deeper. “You like the idea,” I whispered. “You like picturing me with him.”

Ben’s jaw clenched. “Don’t—”

“Say it,” I breathed. “You want to see it, don’t you?”

He slammed into me, again and again, until my thoughts scattered and my body tightened.

“You want to see me take his cock.”

That was it.

Ben came with a deep, strangled sound, his body trembling above mine.

I held him as he collapsed against me, our sweat-slicked skin sticking together, our breaths jagged and uneven. And for a long moment, neither of us said a word. We didn’t need to.

The fantasy was out now. It wasn’t just whispered in the dark.

It was real.

And it was inside both of us.




Chapter Three

Ben

It was just after one a.m. when I gave up pretending I was asleep.

Emily’s breath was slow and steady beside me. Peaceful. Or maybe just practiced. We hadn’t said much since earlier that night, since she’d hit send on that message to Jace.

Hey, stranger. That name definitely brought back some memories.

I’d watched her type it. I’d watched her pause, reread it, and smile—just a little—before her thumb pressed down.

I didn’t stop her.

Worse, maybe—I’d gotten hard.

I slipped quietly out of bed and padded to the bathroom, closing the door behind me with a soft click. I didn’t turn the light on, just let the glow from my phone screen guide me as I sat on the closed toilet lid in the dark.

I opened a private browser. Because that was what men did when they were ashamed of what turned them on.

Cuckold fantasies psychology.

Why does it turn me on to think of my wife with another man?

Is it normal to be aroused and jealous at the same time?

I read blog posts. Reddit threads. Clinical essays dressed up in porn site clickbait. Words like submissive, humiliation, voyeur, compersion—the whole thing sounded like it was written in a foreign language. But buried under all the terminology was something I couldn’t deny.

Arousal. Not in spite of the jealousy. Because of it.

I set the phone on the counter and stared at the reflection of myself in the mirror. My bare chest, the lines at my eyes, the quiet tension in my jaw.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

I pictured it again. Not just Jace. The idea of Jace. Bigger. Bolder. Confident in ways I hadn’t been in years. Telling her what to do. Taking her however he wanted.

And Emily? Letting him.

Worse—loving it.

My cock throbbed between my legs, and I let my hand wrap around it, slow and tentative, like I wasn’t sure if I was jerking off or punishing myself.

I closed my eyes and saw her face. The way she had looked tonight after she’d sent that message. Flushed. Excited. Lit up from the inside.

I couldn’t remember the last time I made her look like that.

My grip tightened.

In the fantasy, I wasn’t even in the room. Or maybe I was. Maybe I was watching in the corner, in the dark, my cock in my hand and my wife on her knees in front of someone else.

And when he came on her face, she looked at me while she licked it off.

I groaned, low and guttural, and came hard into my palm, panting like I’d just run a goddamn marathon.

It took me a minute to catch my breath. To clean up. To remember who the fuck I was.

When I finally slipped back into bed, Emily stirred just a little and rolled toward me.

“You okay?” she murmured, not even fully awake.

“Yeah,” I whispered.

But I wasn’t. Not really.

I was something else.

And I didn’t have a name for it yet.




Chapter Four

Ben

It started with a glass of bourbon. Just one. I wasn’t trying to drink away the nerves or the weird feelings, not really. I just needed something to take the edge off while Emily was out picking up the kids from her sister’s.

The house was quiet. Too quiet. And my thoughts were too loud.

I opened my laptop. I didn’t go to email, or ESPN, or the news. I went straight to a private window. Just like the night before. Because some part of me still needed to believe this wasn’t real if I could hide it in the browser history.

But this time … I didn’t search why does this turn me on.

I searched for it.

Hotwife porn.

Husband watches wife with other man.

Wife takes big cock while husband waits at home.

I scrolled, dead-eyed at first. Half-numb. Half-hard. There was a lot of trash—fake moaning, bad lighting, women who looked like they were acting in a school play.

But then I saw her.

She wasn’t her, of course. But she could’ve been.

Mid-thirties. Blonde, like Emily. Athletic but soft. The same full hips. The same quiet fire behind her eyes.

She was on her knees in front of a tall, dark-skinned man. Her lips were stretched around his cock, her mascara just starting to smudge. And behind the camera, you could hear a man breathing hard. Not speaking. Just watching.

I clicked play.

At first, I told myself I was watching for curiosity. Research, even. Some pathetic attempt to understand what was happening in my marriage.

But when the woman looked up and smiled with cum dripping down her chin, and the camera man whispered, “That’s my good girl …” I knew exactly why I was watching.

I unzipped my jeans and took myself in hand, already hard.

In my head, it wasn’t porn anymore.

It was Emily.

Emily on her knees. Emily smiling. Emily proud of the mess on her face.

And I wasn’t behind the camera.

I was sitting in the corner. Cock in hand. Unable to look away.

I started stroking faster, breathing harder. I imagined her moaning for him. Telling me how full she felt. Telling me he was everything she needed tonight.

“You like seeing me like this?” she’d whisper. “You like watching him use me?”

I came with a groan I barely caught, panting hard, heart hammering in my chest.

For a long moment, I just sat there in the glow of the screen, the video still playing.

And the worst part?

I didn’t feel disgusted.

I felt relieved.

Like I’d finally let something in I’d been holding out for years.




Chapter Five

Emily

It started three days after I messaged him.

I’d honestly started to think he wasn’t going to reply. That maybe I’d imagined the whole thing—the connection, the weight behind his words, the spark.

And then, right as I was stepping out of a meeting and scrolling through emails on autopilot, it hit.

Jace Kingston:

Took me a minute to figure out what to say.

Didn’t think I’d hear from you again.

You still wreck me with just one line, Em. Some things never change.

I stared at the screen like it might burn me.

I didn’t reply. Not at first. I walked to my car, sat in the parking lot, and read the message five more times.

Then I typed:

Didn’t think I still had that effect on you.

His reply came faster this time.

You always did.

You knew exactly what you were doing when you looked at me like that. When you wore that black dress to our study group. When you moaned my name loud enough to scare the neighbors.

I clenched my thighs together. Hard.

It had been twelve years since he’d touched me. Since I’d let him talk to me like that. And yet, here I was, sitting in my car, flushed, and wet, and aching like a college girl all over again.

I told myself I should shut it down. Be polite. Pull back.

Instead, I typed:

You remember that black dress?

His answer was immediate.

I remember what it looked like on the floor.

I remember how you looked when I bent you over my desk and shoved your panties in your mouth because you wouldn’t shut up.

I gasped. Not out loud. Just a breath that caught halfway between fear and want.

And then another ping.

Do you still wear those heels?

The ones with the red soles.

You used to fuck me in those like you owned me.

I typed, then deleted.

Typed again.

They’re in my closet.

Another pause. Then:

You ever wear them for him?

I froze.

This was the moment. The line.

And I crossed it.

No. Just for me.

Good girl.




Chapter Six

Ben

It was just after midnight when I slipped into bed beside her.

Emily was already curled up under the covers, facing away from me, her body relaxed but far from asleep. I could tell by the way her breathing changed when I lay down—too steady. Too aware.

She was wearing that thin tank top that barely clung to her shoulder, the one that always slid off when she moved just right. No bra. No panties.

Just skin. Just heat.

I moved behind her, spooning close, and let my hand settle on her hip. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t move. But I felt the breath she caught in her throat.

I slid my fingers lower, brushing against her bare thigh. I followed the curve of her body, slipped between her legs, and found her already wet.

Soaked.

“Jesus, Em …” I whispered, pressing my mouth to the back of her neck.

Still, she didn’t say a word. Just pushed her ass back against me, slow and deliberate, her body offering me an answer her mouth wouldn’t give.

My cock stiffened instantly, pulsing against her skin as I began to roll my hips, teasing her.

“You’ve been thinking about him, haven’t you?”

That made her inhale, sharp and quiet. Still, no words.

“You think I don’t notice how your body changes when your phone lights up?” I slipped my fingers between her folds. She was soaked. I teased her clit gently, lazily, and she arched into my hand. “You don’t even try to hide it,” I said, my voice low and frayed at the edges.

She finally turned her head slightly, just enough for me to see her profile in the dark. Her lips parted, her skin flushed. And still, she didn’t deny it.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed the covers away and rolled her onto her back, pinning her there with my hips as I loomed over her. Her hair was fanned out across the pillow, eyes wide, mouth slightly open like she was on the verge of saying something but hadn’t decided if she dared.

I kissed her. Hard. Open-mouthed, hungry, claiming.

Her thighs opened for me without a word, and I slid between them, the head of my cock pressing against her slick entrance.

She reached up and cupped the side of my face, pulling me down again for a slower, deeper kiss. There was desperation in it now. Need.

When I finally pushed inside her, we both gasped. She was so tight. So warm. So ready.

I buried myself fully with a slow, relentless stroke, and then held there, still inside her, our foreheads pressed together.

She slid her hands down my back, nails grazing lightly.

I began to move—slow at first. Deep. Controlled. The way she liked it.

She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me in tighter, her heels digging into the backs of my thighs. Her hips rocked up to meet every thrust, her breath catching with every push and retreat.

“Say it,” I whispered against her lips. “Say what you’ve been thinking about.”

She shook her head. But her body said otherwise—she was trembling.

“You want him, don’t you?” I asked. “You want him to touch you.”

Her eyes fluttered open, wide, glassy, vulnerable. Our gazes locked.

That’s when I slowed down even more. Just gentle, deep strokes that made her gasp every time I bottomed out.

“You want him to fuck you?”

She moaned, barely audible, but her thighs clenched around me like it was a yes.

I fucked her just a little harder, kept my eyes locked to hers. Then I stopped moving entirely. My cock pulsed inside her. And I asked it softly, but with everything I had.

“You’re going to be a good girl for him, aren’t you?”

Her eyes widened, pupils blown with lust and something close to surrender.

And then she said it. Not whispered. Not breathy. Not ashamed.

“Yes,” she said, staring straight into me. “I’m going to be his good girl.”

I broke.

I slammed into her, over and over, her words echoing in my head, unraveling me. My hands gripped her thighs so tightly I was sure I’d leave marks.

The way she said it—calm, certain, proud—lit something feral in me. My whole body locked up.

“Fucking—oh fuck, Em—”

And I came harder than I had in my entire fucking life.

It wasn’t just an orgasm. It was a collapse. A detonation. My cock pulsed again and again, buried deep inside her, my body shaking, hips jerking involuntarily, everything inside me spilling into the woman I loved … who was about to be fucked by someone else.

And it turned me on more than anything ever had.

I stayed inside her, breathing hard, trying to find gravity again.

She threaded her fingers through my hair. She kissed me softly, like I hadn’t just given her away with a single question.

And I realized something as my heartbeat slowed.

It wasn’t just hers anymore.

It was ours.




Chapter Seven

Ben

She waited until after the kids were asleep.

The house was still, the lights low, the hum of the air conditioner the only sound. I was sitting on the couch, half-watching something I wasn’t really following, when she walked in from the bedroom. Wearing the red heels.

High heels. Bare legs. Nothing else but that sheer robe she never wore for me, the one I bought her five years ago on a trip she barely remembered.

I sat up.

“You ever worn those outside the house?” I asked.

“Only once,” she said. “At that weird pop-up gallery last year. The one Maddie took me to.”

“Maddie?”

“Friend-of-a-friend. Wild as hell. She dared me to wear heels and no panties.”

Ben’s eyes darkened. “Did you?”

She smiled smiled. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

She stood in front of the TV, silhouetted in the light, one hand at her side, the other holding her phone.

“Jace wants a video.”

My heart thumped once. Hard. “Of what?”

“Just me,” she said. “Nothing too explicit.” Then her eyes locked to mine, those quiet, soft eyes that had begged me not to stop the other night when she called herself his good girl. “But I want you to take it.”

I stared at her. My cock stirred in my lap, thickening beneath my sweats.

“You want me to film you,” I said, just to hear it out loud.

She nodded.

“You want me to give you to him.”

She didn’t move. Just looked at me with that same calm defiance.

“Yes.”

I stood slowly. Took the phone from her hand. Opened the camera app.

And hit record.

The first few seconds were just her standing there in front of me. Still. Barely breathing. Backlit by the soft kitchen light.

I didn’t say a word. Just held the phone steady and let her feel the weight of the moment.

Then I said softly, off-camera, “Take off the robe.”

Her hands moved to the tie at her waist. She pulled the knot free and let the robe fall.

No hesitation.

No shame.

Just her, standing naked in front of me in red-soled heels, nipples hard, pussy bare, skin flushed.

She looked directly at the camera. Her breath was shallow now. Shoulders pulled back.

“Say hi to him,” I said.

She licked her lips. “Hi, Jace …” Her voice was soft. Wrecked. “I thought about you all day today. I thought about your hands. Your voice. I thought about you touching me like you used to.” She reached up and cupped her own breast, rolling the nipple between her fingers, slowly, eyes never leaving the lens. “I thought about how it would feel to kneel for you again.”

My grip on the phone tightened.

“And I thought about my husband watching.”

That made her shiver. Her fingers slid lower, parting her thighs, finding herself. Her knees bent slightly, thighs trembling. She moaned.

I nearly dropped the fucking phone.

She looked straight into the camera and whispered, “He wants to see me be a good girl for you.”

Then she turned her head. Looked right at me—not the lens, me—and said it again, “Don’t you, baby?”

I swallowed hard. My throat was dry. My cock was aching. “Yeah,” I rasped. “I do.”

She turned back to the camera. And as her fingers worked faster, her breath ragged, she whispered, “Then I’ll be good. I’ll be so good for him.”

Her legs started to shake. Her back arched. She came—soft, sharp, sudden—biting her lip to keep from crying out too loud.

And I filmed all of it. Every trembling breath. Every gasp. Every slick stroke of her fingers.

When she finally stilled, her chest rising and falling fast, she looked back at me one more time. Eyes full. Mouth parted. And she smiled.

Not for him.

For me.




Chapter Eight

Ben

The message came two days after we sent the video.

Just when the tension had reached a perfect fever pitch, when Emily couldn’t go thirty minutes without checking her phone, and I couldn’t stop jerking off to the image of her legs spread in those heels, whispering, “I’ll be his good girl.”

It was a short message.

Jace:

Shit. Emergency at work. I have to fly back to LA for at least a week. Can’t get out of it.

That was it.

No voice note. No filth. No mention of the video, or what she looked like when she came for him with me behind the camera.

Emily read it twice, her face unreadable. Then she locked her phone, set it on the counter, and poured herself a double shot of tequila at ten a.m.

I didn’t say anything right away. Just watched her tilt her head back and drink like she was trying to burn the feeling out of her throat.

“You okay?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

She exhaled and set the glass down. “No.”

***

It was that night when she brought it up. We were in bed, not touching, both of us restless.

“I could go to him,” she said suddenly.

I looked over at her. “What?”

“I could fly to L.A.” She turned her head toward me. Her face was flushed, her voice quiet but sharp. “He had to cancel. That’s not the same as me saying no.”

I swallowed. She wasn’t asking for permission. She was telling me what she needed.

I was quiet for a long moment.

“Work wouldn’t just … give you a trip like that,” I said. “Not for nothing.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s why I’m going to make it look legit.”

I stared at her. She stared back. And I saw it then—the hunger, the calculation, the ache under the calm. She wasn’t spiraling. She was in control.

“I’ll pitch it as a market research visit,” she continued. “Three days in L.A. Client development. No red flags. I can even expense the hotel.”

My cock stirred under the sheets.

She saw it. Smiled.

“You really want this?” I asked.

Her voice was soft, but solid. “I want to feel it. I want him inside me, Ben. I want him to use me the way he used to. And I want to tell you everything.”

The room spun, but I nodded. “Do it,” I said. “Set it up.” And then I added quieter, “But if you’re going to go that far … I want something from you in return.”

Her eyes narrowed. “What?”

I leaned in close. Kissed her, slow and deep, before I whispered, “I want you to let him take pictures.”




Chapter Nine

Emily

The office was loud with the buzz of printers, polite laughter, and espresso machines.

I stood outside my boss’s glass-walled office, tapping my fingernail against the screen of my phone, the fake client pitch deck open. The fabricated meeting notes saved in my calendar. I had it all ready, down to the fabricated name of a marketing agency in L.A.

I knocked once.

“Come in.”

“Hey,” I said, stepping inside and softening my tone into the semi-formal, easy confidence I always wore in meetings. “Got a quick proposal for next quarter’s regional push.”

My boss, Diane, looked up over her glasses.

I pulled up the presentation. “I’ve been following West Coast trends in Q2, and I think we’re missing an opportunity to localize branding in the LA market. I’d love to get face time with a few West Coast agency partners and feel out potential collaboration channels.”

Diane blinked. “You want to fly to L.A.?”

“Just for three days. In and out. It’s all research, not a pitch, so it’s low-pressure. I’ll pay for meals out-of-pocket.”

Diane scrolled through the document. “You’re thorough.”

I smiled, keeping my hands relaxed even though my heart was hammering. “I like being prepared.”

Another pause. Then Diane nodded. “All right. Book the trip. Send me the itinerary.”

My smile didn’t even crack the surface, but inside, I was on fire.

I walked out of the office, around the corner, and down the hall, toward the women’s room. My hands were trembling as I typed:

It’s happening.

I’ll be in L.A. next week.

Hotel’s booked.

If you want me, I’m yours.

I hesitated before pressing send.

The moment the message was gone, I couldn’t breathe.

I ducked into the last stall at the end of the row, locked the door, and then sat down on the toilet seat without even bothering to pull my pants down all the way. I slid my hand inside my panties like it was starved.

My breath was already shaky as I leaned my head back against the wall and closed my eyes. My fingers found my clit in seconds—slick, throbbing, desperate. I rubbed slowly, biting the inside of my cheek to stay quiet.

And then my phone vibrated.

Jace:

God, yes.

I want you so bad, Em.

I want you dripping when I walk through that hotel door.

I whimpered, so soft it barely made it past my lips.

Another buzz.

Wear those red heels.

No bra. Just a robe.

When I knock, you don’t answer. You open. Kneel.

My breath hitched, fingers moving faster.

I could hear the low hum of a conversation outside. Someone washing their hands. The click of heels across the tile.

And it only made it hotter.

Jace:

I’m going to fuck you like I never stopped.

You’ll forget how it felt to be empty.

I came hard and silent, back arched, thighs trembling, jaw clenched tight around a moan that could’ve wrecked my career if it had escaped.

Afterward, I sat there, dizzy, fingers still between my legs, the heat of the orgasm still pulsing low in my belly.

One more buzz.

Tell your husband: She’s mine next week.




Chapter Ten

Ben

Emily walked in like she’d already been fucked. Her hair was pulled up, a little messy. Her eyes wide, focused. Her skin flushed.

I was on the couch, pretending to read, but my heart was hammering the second she stepped through the door.

She didn’t say hello. Didn’t ask about my day. She walked straight up to me, straddled my lap, and kissed me hard, mouth open, breath shallow, her hips rocking once against mine before she pulled away just enough to whisper, “It’s happening.”

I blinked. “The trip?”

She nodded. “I leave Monday.”

My cock pulsed beneath her, hardening instantly. She felt it. Smirked.

“And there’s something else you should know.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear, and said, “I messaged Jace right after I got the green light. He told me what he wanted. In detail.” She rocked her hips again, just once. “And I got so wet … I couldn’t wait.”

My mouth went dry.

“Wait for what?”

“To touch myself.” She looked me dead in the eyes. “I went to the bathroom at work, locked myself in a stall, and came with my fingers stuffed in my pussy while I read his messages.”

I groaned, my hips bucking up against her instinctively.

She slipped her hand between us, palming the bulge in my jeans. “Ben”—her voice dropped—“I came thinking about kneeling for him. About opening the door in nothing but heels and a robe. About the look on his face when he sees what you’ve been fantasizing about for weeks.”

My breath hitched.

I tried to reach for her, to slide my hands under her shirt, but she grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the back of the couch.

“No,” she said softly.

I froze.

Her grip wasn’t rough, but it was final.

“What do you mean?”

She kissed me again, slower this time. Then she pulled back and whispered, “I’m his until I get back.”

The words hit me like a punch and a kiss at the same time.

“But—”

She shook her head. “You can’t have me. Not until I give myself to him.” She stroked me through my jeans, slow, firm, merciless.

“I’ll let you come,” she said. “But not inside me. Not on me.”

“Em—”

“You want this, remember? You said yes.” She unzipped my fly, pulled me out, and started to stroke me with one hand while the other held my wrists in place. “I’m going to be his good girl.” Stroke. “I’m going to let him do anything he wants.” Stroke. “And when I get back”—she leaned in and kissed the corner of my mouth—“maybe I’ll let you lick it off me.”

I came with a groan so loud I was sure the neighbors heard. Spilled across my abdomen. Onto her hand. Into the space between us I used to think I owned.

And she just watched me fall apart.

Calm. In control. Beautiful.

His.




Chapter Eleven

Ben

The suitcase was already open on the bed when I walked in.

Emily was bent at the waist, folding clothes like it was any other trip—casual slacks, blouses, flats. The “work” parts of the trip, neatly arranged. All perfectly plausible.

But next to them, laid out with surgical precision, were the pieces that made my chest tighten

A black lace bra.

The sheer robe.

The red-soled heels.

A fresh set of lube packets and condoms.

And a small bottle of her perfume, the one she only wore on special nights.

I stood in the doorway for a moment, watching her. “You need help?” I asked, quieter than usual.

Emily didn’t look up. “Grab the black bag in the closet?”

I did.

She unzipped it, revealing the real contents: a slim vibrator, two sets of lingerie still folded in tissue paper, and a blindfold.

She met my eyes then and smiled. “I want to make sure he has options.”

My throat bobbed, cock already stirring in my jeans. I didn’t even try to hide it.

Emily pulled out two pairs of panties and held them up—one plain cotton, one barely-there mesh. “Which one should I wear when I answer the door?”

I stepped closer, eyes on the mesh. “That one.”

She folded it slowly and tucked it into a side pocket.

We stood there for a moment, the silence thick with something electric.

Then I reached for her, just a hand on her hip. “Please.”

She turned to face me.

“I just … need to hold you.”

She let me. Just for a moment.

My arms around her waist, head against her shoulder. But when I slid my hand lower, when I tried to slip between her thighs, she pulled away.

Not harsh. Just … final.

Her voice was soft, but it cut deep. “Ben … you said I’m his until I get back.”

I nodded. Then, eyes down, cock hard, heart full of ache, and pride, and need, I asked, “Can I … kiss you?”

She stepped in close and gave me a soft, lingering kiss. When she pulled away, she looked me in the eyes and whispered, “Next time you touch me … I’ll still taste like him.”

I groaned, turned away, and sat on the edge of the bed like a man trying to stay upright in a storm.

Emily zipped the suitcase.

And everything changed.




Chapter Twelve

Emily

I sat near the gate, phone in hand, pretending to scroll.

My flight to L.A. didn’t board for another twenty minutes, but my body was already buzzing like I was halfway through the act. Every sound—the overhead announcements, the shuffle of boarding passes, the low whir of a coffee grinder—made my skin feel too tight.

The bag at my feet was packed with everything I wasn’t supposed to need for a work trip: sheer lingerie, red-soled heels, a bottle of perfume I hadn’t worn since before the kids. I had my pitch deck in the outside pocket, just in case someone asked.

But no one was going to ask.

I wasn’t nervous about the flight. I was nervous about the silence—about the hours between takeoff and check-in, when all I’d have was my thoughts and the echo of Jace’s last message:

"Wear those heels. No bra. Kneel when I knock."

I crossed my legs and uncrossed them. Checked my phone again.

Nothing new from Ben. Not since he’d kissed my forehead at the door and said, “Go be who you need to be.”

God.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to fuck Jace or run straight back home and bury myself under the weight of everything I hadn’t been honest about.

I closed my eyes. Breathed deep.

“You always bounce your leg like that when you’re about to do something bold.”

I turned, startled.

At first, I didn’t recognize her. She was dressed down—sunglasses, black hoodie, leggings that looked far too expensive for someone who claimed to live on “art girl wages.”

Then she smiled.

“Maddie?”

“Hey, babe.”

I blinked. “What are you—how are you—wait, are you flying out?"

She shrugged. “Chicago.” She tilted her head, eyes flicking down to my bag. “You?”

“L.A. For—” I hesitated. “Work.”

“Sure,” she said, that familiar little smirk curling up one corner of her mouth. “You look like someone heading toward a decision.”

I laughed, too sharp. “Do I look that guilty?”

“No. Just… awake.”

I stared at her. “You always show up like this? Just materialize in people’s lives when they’re on the verge of something they can’t undo?”

Maddie pulled off her sunglasses, slipped them into her bag, and sat down beside me.

“I don’t believe in undoing,” she said. “I believe in becoming.”

That hit harder than I wanted to admit.

We sat in silence for a beat. The boarding call crackled over the loudspeaker, but it wasn’t my group yet.

“You nervous?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Good,” she said. “Means you’re not pretending anymore.”

I swallowed. “I don’t know if I’m ready.”

Maddie turned to me, Brooklyn lilt sliding softly into her voice now. “You don’t gotta be ready, babe. You just gotta be honest.”

And then she stood. Like the moment was already over.

“See you around,” she said, throwing her bag over one shoulder.

And just before she walked off, she added, “You wear those heels like they’re a secret. Make him earn ‘em.”

Then she was gone. Like always.




Chapter Thirteen

Ben

I couldn’t sit still. I’d tried reading, music, jerking off twice. Even made dinner, which only the kids ate, because how the fuck was I supposed to eat when my wife was in a hotel room, two states away, getting ready to fuck another man?

I kept checking my phone like a lunatic. Every time it buzzed, my heart jumped into my throat. But it was always something stupid—email, spam, a text from my sister about some recipe.

I opened our message thread for the twentieth time.

Last one from her, 4:52 PM:

Just checked in. He’s not here yet.

No punctuation. Just the bare truth. Like she was trying not to think too much.

I pictured her unpacking. Folding her robe over the back of a hotel chair. Lining up her heels near the bed.

I imagined her spraying perfume—two soft pumps behind her ears, one between her thighs. The way she always did when she wanted to be wanted.

I leaned forward on the couch, elbows on my knees, hands clutched together so tight my knuckles ached.

I was hard. Again.

No point trying to stop it.

No point pretending I wasn’t obsessed with the idea of what was about to happen.

I was terrified.

Jealous.

So fucking aroused I could barely breathe.

I pulled up her contact, thumb hovering over the call button. But I didn’t press it.

I waited.

And waited.

And then …

Buzz.

1 New Message.

Emily:

He’s here.

I exhaled like I’d been holding my breath for an hour. Everything inside me twisted—stomach, chest, cock. Every nerve suddenly lit up like it had been waiting for permission to feel this.

I stared at the message.

Didn’t respond.

Didn’t need to.

Because this wasn’t about me anymore.




Chapter Fourteen

Emily

My hand hovered over the doorknob.

He hadn’t knocked yet. Just texted.

Downstairs. Coming up.

I could hear the hum of the elevator outside. The low ding. A door opening. The heavy click of footsteps on the hallway carpet.

I was already shaking.

The robe clung to me like a secret. My nipples pressed against the fabric. The heels made me feel powerful … and completely exposed.

I glanced at the mirror one last time. Just to see myself like this.

Messy. Nervous. Ready.

And then—

Knock, knock.

The knock was soft.

Once.

Then again.

My breath caught, fingers trembling as I reached for the lock.

This was it.

No more texting. No more teasing. No more whispered fantasies in the dark while my husband jerked off beside me.

This was real.

I unlatched the door then opened it.

And there he was.

Jace.

Tall. Calm. Coiled in the kind of quiet confidence that had always made me weak. Dark jeans, fitted shirt, slight stubble. His eyes traveled over my body slowly, from the red-soled heels to the delicate knot of the robe. And when they reached my face, he smiled, like he already knew how the night would end.

“Hi, sweetheart.”

The sound of his voice hit me like gravity.

I stepped back.

He stepped in.

The door clicked shut behind him.

For a moment, we just looked at each other.

He didn’t touch me.

Not yet.

He just watched.

“You wore it for me,” he said, voice low.

I nodded.

He moved closer until he was standing just inches away. “Spin around.”

I hesitated then obeyed. Turning slowly in my heels, I let the robe shift and cling to every curve. When I faced him again, my pulse was thundering in my ears.

He reached out, undoing the knot of my robe with one hand. It fell open.

My breath caught—not from fear. From freedom.

He stared at me for a long, silent beat. Then he leaned in and whispered, “You belong to me now.”

My knees nearly buckled.

Then he kissed me. It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t tentative.

It was deep, and hungry, and full of memory. Like he’d been tasting me in his dreams for twelve years and finally got another chance.

I moaned into his mouth.

His hands slid under the robe, cupping my ass, lifting me effortlessly.

I wrapped my legs around his waist like they’d never forgotten.

He carried me to the bed, dropping me gently onto the mattress, and then stood back.

“Show me,” he said.

I didn’t ask what he meant. I opened the robe fully and spread my legs.

He knelt between my thighs like he was worshiping me. And then …I didn’t recognize the sound I made when he slid his tongue over me. It was soft. Desperate. A whimper pulled straight from the part of me that had waited years for this.

Jace had always known how to use his mouth. But this was different. This wasn’t college. This wasn’t a quick fuck before class or a secret thrill in the back of his apartment.

This was a man kneeling between my thighs with purpose.

With possession.

He licked me like he remembered every inch of my body and wanted to rewrite it with his tongue.

Long, slow drags. A soft suck on my clit that made my hips buck. One thick finger sliding into me like it belonged there.

I was wet before he even touched me. Now? I was soaked. My thighs were slick, trembling, my hands fists in the sheets.

And I couldn’t look away.

He stared up at me as he devoured me, eyes dark, focused, hungry.

It was unbearable.

It was heaven.

And it was real.

The orgasm hit me fast—too fast—and he didn’t stop.

He kept his mouth on me through it, his hands spreading me wider, holding me down like he knew I’d try to escape the pleasure.

I cried out. I couldn’t help it.

I came with a shake, a flood, a gasp that felt like it ripped something out of me. And he still didn’t stop.

He kissed my inner thighs like they were sacred.

When he finally pulled away, my legs were shaking. And he just smirked.

“Still taste like you used to,” he said.

I sat up on trembling arms, breath still ragged. Then I slid to my knees on the carpet in front of him.

He didn’t move. He just looked down at me, waiting.

I reached for his belt. My hands were still unsteady, but determined.

When I freed him, I stared for a second.

I remembered it.

But it looked bigger now. More real. More dangerous.

He was thick. Heavy. Already leaking at the tip. And he just stood there, letting me see him.

Ben doesn’t look at me like this, I thought. Not like I’m his. Not like I belong on my knees.

I leaned in, letting my tongue flick across the head of his cock. Just once.

He groaned.

I did it again. And then I opened my mouth and took him in.

The first stretch made my eyes water, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel it. To earn it.

He tasted like skin and salt, and something else—memory.

I moaned around him, and he swore under his breath.

His fingers found my hair. Not rough. Not forceful. Just guiding. Like he couldn’t help himself.

I looked up at him, my mouth full, my lips stretched around him, and the look on his face … It was everything. Worship. Ownership. Hunger.

I bobbed my head slowly, taking more, my hand stroking the base as I sucked.

I was dripping again.

Every time I moaned around his cock, he twitched in my mouth.

“Fuck, Emily,” he whispered. “You missed this.”

I pulled off with a wet pop, saliva clinging to my lips. “Tell me,” I breathed.

He knelt down and cupped my face, eyes locked to mine. “I’ve wanted this since the moment you said hi again.”

He slid his hands up to my breasts, fingers curling under them, thumbs brushing my nipples. Then he leaned in and sucked one into his mouth, hard enough to make me cry out.

My back arched. I grabbed his shoulders.

When he moved to the other one, his fingers pinched the first, and I gasped. He knew exactly how to touch me.

I was burning.

“Get on the bed,” he said.

I obeyed.

He stood, stroked his cock once—slow, measured—and then climbed over me. He lined himself up. Paused. Looked me dead in the eyes.

“Tell me whose pussy this is.”

I was panting. My body begging. “Yours.”

He pushed in with one long, slow stroke. My mouth fell open. No sound came out.

He filled me. Stretched me. Claimed me.

And I felt it in my chest. In my belly. In my soul.

He started to thrust. Smooth, powerful strokes. Each one a reminder.

This wasn’t a fantasy.

This wasn’t a game.

This was happening.

And I would never be the same.

Jace fucked me slow at first. Deep. Measured. Controlled.

Every thrust made me stretch around him, made my breath catch, made me remember just how long it had been since I’d felt someone this big, this deliberate, this … in charge.

He braced himself on one arm and grabbed my jaw with the other, tilting my face up toward him. “You know how many nights I imagined this?” he growled.

I couldn’t speak.

He thrust harder, a little sharper this time, and I moaned, high and breathless.

“You’re mine tonight,” he said. “Not your husband’s. Not anyone else’s. Mine.”

I nodded.

He slapped the side of my ass hard enough to sting. “Say it.”

My voice cracked. “Yours,” I gasped. “I’m yours.”

That earned me a kiss—hot, messy, almost violent. Then he flipped me. Fast. Onto my stomach, one hand between my shoulder blades, the other gripping my hip as he slammed back into me from behind.

I cried out—not from pain, but from how right it felt.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned. “Still so tight. You miss this cock?”

I bit the pillow and nodded. Couldn’t stop shaking.

He dug his fingers into my hips as he fucked me harder. My ass clapped against his thighs with every stroke. The room was full of it—skin on skin, breath, his low growl every time I moaned his name.

“Jace. Jace. Oh fuck, Jace—”

He reached under me and grabbed my breasts, squeezed them hard, and pinched both nipples until I yelped.

“Who made these this sensitive?” he said in my ear.

“You,” I gasped.

He laughed. Then slowed. Then pulled out.

I whimpered at the loss.

“On your knees,” he said.

I turned, trembling, and dropped to the floor in front of the bed.

He stood over me, cock glistening, and tapped it against my lips.

I opened my mouth without hesitation.

He slid it in deep. Held my head. Fucked my throat. Not violently—with ownership. Like he’d been waiting years to do it again and wasn’t going to waste a second.

I gagged once. He pulled out, let me breathe.

“Look at me.”

I met his eyes.

“You gonna swallow when I come in your mouth?”

I nodded.

“You gonna send your husband a picture of your messy little face?”

I moaned.

“Good fucking girl.” He pulled me up by the hair, kissed me, and then shoved me back on the bed.

“Hands and knees.”

I obeyed.

He slid back into me from behind with a groan, one hand on the small of my back, the other in my hair, pulling tight.

“You’re dripping,” he muttered. “Fucking ruined already.”

He pounded me.

Hard.

Fast.

Unrelenting.

And I loved it.

I wanted him to break me.

And when he did, when I came for the third time, screaming into the sheets, clenching around him like I never wanted to let go, he grabbed my hips, pulled me tight, and growled, “I’m coming inside you.”

My whole body seized.

And then I whispered it. Between gasps. Between sobs.

“Send it to him.”

He stilled. “What?”

“Take a picture.”

He pulled out. Thick. Slick. Hard. And came all over my ass.

Shot after shot, warm and messy, and so fucking filthy.

Then he grabbed his phone, snapped a picture of me—wrecked, trembling, dripping.

“He’s gonna come so fucking hard to this.”




Chapter Fifteen

Ben

It was just past midnight when my phone buzzed.

I didn’t move right away. Just sat on the edge of our bed, staring at the blank wall, trying to breathe through the weight pressing down on my chest.

I already knew who it was.

I already knew what it would be.

But knowing didn’t make it easier.

I reached for the phone with shaking hands.

Emily: 12:03 a.m.

He was inside me.

That’s all she wrote.

Just four words.

But I felt them in my chest. In my cock. In my fucking soul.

And then came the photos.

One attachment.

Then another.

And another.

Three photos. No caption. No explanation.

She let them speak for her.

Photo One: Her face. Close-up. Smudged lipstick. Slight flush. Eyes glassy. The faintest smile on her lips.

Her hair was messy. Her throat had that red, used look. Her skin glowed.

I could see it in her expression—she’d just been fucked.

Hard.

Photo Two: Her body. Taken from a low angle, looking up.

She was straddling him. Her breasts bare. One of his hands gripping her waist, the other wrapped around her throat. Her head was tipped back.

Photo Three: Her ass. Kneeling on the bed. Covered in cum.

His.

Still wet. Still leaking. Still spreading down her thighs.

There was something about the way she angled the shot, like she was proud.

Like she was offering it to me.

My heart was thudding. My cock was rock-hard, pressing against the fabric of my sweatpants.

And then the last message came.

Emily:

I thought about you while he fucked me.

That was it.

No emojis. No teasing.

Just the truth.

I slid down to the floor, back against the side of our bed, phone clutched in my hand like it was the only thing holding me together.

I came without even touching myself.

Hard. Painful. Unstoppable.

My head fell back. My body shook.

And when it was over, I just stared at the last image.

Still trembling.

Still hers.




Chapter Sixteen

Ben

I spent the entire day pretending I wasn’t obsessed.

Meetings. Slack. Coffee runs. Bullshit.

On the outside, I looked normal. Calm. Maybe even efficient.

But inside? I was spiraling.

Because she was coming home today.

After him.

After Jace.

And no matter how many times I reminded myself that I had given her permission … that I wanted this … I couldn’t stop imagining what happened after she’d sent me those photos.

The way she looked, covered in him.

The look in her eyes. Like she belonged to someone else for the first time in her life.

And I’d said yes.

But that didn’t make it easier.

All I could think was, He probably fucked her again this morning.

Maybe he pulled her back into bed, kissed her shoulder, and whispered, “One more for the road.”

Maybe he came inside her that time.

Maybe she didn’t shower right away.

I could barely sit through a client call.

I went to the bathroom around 11:30, locked the door, and jerked off to the photos she sent me—again.

Even afterward, with my heart thudding and my head swimming, I didn’t feel clean.

I felt like I needed to see her.

To smell her.

To remind myself that she’s still mine.

***

Emily

The house was quiet when I walked in.

3:11 p.m.

I had exactly twenty-nine minutes before the chaos returned—backpacks, snacks, homework, dinner.

But this moment? It was mine.

I didn’t pause to unpack. Didn’t bother pretending to transition back to normal life.

I walked straight to the bedroom.

Ben was already there, sitting on the edge of the bed, tie loosened, shirt wrinkled like he’d been pulling at it all day.

He looked up at me. And everything inside him snapped.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t move.

He just stared.

Because I wasn’t just home.

I was glowing.

Clean but flushed. Lip gloss fresh. Hair soft and perfect. My skin still humming from everything I’d done, everything I’d become.

I dropped my purse, walked straight to him, and fell to my knees.

He inhaled sharply, like the sound a man makes when a dream comes true and wrecks him all at once.

I unzipped his pants with hands that didn’t shake. Because I owned this now.

I pulled his cock out, already hard, and licked the tip like it was mine. Then I took him into my mouth, slow and hungry, lips wrapping tight around the thickness of him.

He groaned. Loud. “Jesus, Emily—”

I moaned around him, letting him feel the sound vibrate in the base of his cock. I swirled my tongue under the head as I sucked him deeper, hand working his shaft as my mouth devoured him.

He reached for my head gently, but I took the lead.

I set the pace.

I wanted to taste him. To reclaim him. To mark him with my mouth.

His hips twitched. His breathing hitched. But he didn’t beg. He didn’t stop me.

Because he knew what this was.

And when I felt him start to pulse in my throat, when I knew he was seconds away, I pulled off.

Saliva glistened on my lips. My mouth was open. My eyes were full of hunger.

I slowly stood, turned, bent over the bed, and looked back at him.

“Take back what’s yours.”

***

Ben

I didn’t even think. I grabbed her hips and slammed into her. No prep. No teasing.

Just ownership.

She was soaked. Warm. Home.

I gripped her so hard I knew she’d bruise.

She moaned—deep and real—and arched her back to take me deeper.

I fucked her like I was losing my mind. Hard. Fast. Punishing.

But not angry.

Not jealous.

Claiming.

“Say it,” I growled, slamming into her again.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “I was always yours.”

I pulled her hair. Watched her back arch. Her ass bounce.

And when I looked down and saw her dripping onto me, I felt it—that flicker of something bigger than lust.

Reverence.

She gave herself away.

And now?

She was giving herself back.

I reached around and grabbed her tit, squeezed hard, pinched her nipple until she cried out again.

“Did he fuck you like this?” I growled.

“No,” she moaned. “Only you fuck me like this.”

I was close. So close.

And when she came around me—tight, clenching, wet—screaming my name into the pillow, that was it. I drove into her one last time, deep, sharp, and came like I was burning alive.

My fingers dug into her hips. My head dropped to her back. My body trembled. And we stayed like that.

Still joined.

Still shaking.

Both of us wrecked in the best fucking way.




Chapter Seventeen

Ben

She told me everything. Every detail.

Every sound he pulled from her throat.

Every position. Every slap. Every time she came.

Where his hands were. What he said. What she said back.

She told me how he bent her over the hotel bed. How he licked her open until her knees gave out. How he fucked her hard and slow, like he was making up for every year he hadn’t touched her.

And I listened.

Not just because I wanted to know, but because she needed to give it to me.

The gift of the truth.

She spoke in a whisper, her voice low and even. Not ashamed. Not cruel.

Just honest.

Like I was her husband again.

Like I was still the man who deserved her.

And now she was asleep.

The bedroom was dark, lit only by the faint glow of a streetlamp sneaking through the window.

She lay on her side, one hand resting near her chest, her breathing soft and deep. Her back rose and fell in a slow rhythm, her body loose with contentment.

I lay next to her, staring at the ceiling, and felt like I was about to come apart.

Not from rage. Not from betrayal. But from the sheer magnitude of what we’d done.

She’d gone to him.

And now … she was back.

But something was different.

She was different.

And so was I.

I wasn’t sure if I felt whole or hollow, just that I couldn’t stop seeing her with him. Bent over. Fingers gripped. Mouth open. Eyes wild.

I’d fantasized about it for years. But nothing—nothing—could have prepared me for the feeling of hearing it from her lips.

She’d done it.

And I loved her more than ever.

I rolled over slowly, trying not to wake her.

She murmured something in her sleep and shifted slightly. Her skin was warm against mine.

I slid my arm around her waist, pulling her back into me, my chest against her shoulder blades, my thighs cradling hers. Then I buried my face into her hair and breathed her in.

She still smelled like hotel shampoo. Like clean sweat. Like her.

Her body softened against mine instinctively. And then, so soft I almost thought I imagined it, she whispered, “I love you, Ben.”

It cracked something open in my chest.

Tears pressed behind my eyes as I kissed the side of her neck. Held her tighter.

And then I said it.

Not like a threat. Not like a demand.

Just the truth.

“Emily … next time, I want to watch.”

She didn’t open her eyes, but her fingers curled around mine and she smiled in her sleep.




Chapter Eighteen

Emily

The elevator doors opened to the soft hum of the office—keyboards clicking, printers whirring, the rhythmic tap of heels on tile.

Cream slacks. A silk blouse. Heels that clicked like punctuation. I knew that everything about me screamed control—not performative, not defensive. Real. I felt like I owned the place.

My assistant looked up from his desk as I passed. “Morning, Emily.”

I didn’t stop. Just smiled. “Morning, Josh.”

Then I heard him exhale as I passed.

In the past, I might’ve doubted that sound. Might’ve worried about what it meant.

Not today.

Today, I was glowing.

Today, I was claimed.

And that made me magnetic.

Diane’s office door was already open, so I stepped in without knocking.

The older woman barely glanced up from her inbox. “Trip go well?” she asked, distracted.

I dropped my laptop bag into the chair across from the desk, smooth and unrushed. “Productive. Good contacts. That agency in Westwood? Super collaborative. Got some pitches brewing already.”

Diane looked up then. Actually looked. Her brow furrowed, not in confusion—in curiosity. “You seem … different.”

“Different how?”

“Relaxed. On. Like you had a great vacation, not a networking grind.”

I smiled. “Maybe I just needed new weather.”

Diane nodded slowly. “Well … whatever it is, keep it. You’ve been sharp as hell this week.”

“I’ll send you my notes before Thursday,” I told her, already standing.

I left the office with that same perfect rhythm in her steps. But in my head? I was back in that hotel room. Knees sore. Hair in my face. Fingers digging into the sheets while Jace fucked me slow enough to feel like worship and rough enough to make me scream.

I’d told Ben everything. And the thing that stuck in my mind the most wasn’t what Jace did. It was how Ben listened. Eyes wide. Jaw tight. One hand clenched in the sheets beside her.

He hadn’t flinched. He’d grown harder. And afterward? When he took me like I was his property reclaimed? I came so hard I bit the pillow to keep from crying out the wrong name.

***

Ben

I was unstoppable today. Emails. Strategy calls. A mid-level presentation that should’ve been boring but somehow ended with a standing ovation from the sales team.

I looked down at the Slack messages and had to physically stop myself from sending Emily a text that just said:

You’re glowing, and I want to fuck you against my desk.

Instead, I typed:

You crushed that L.A. trip. Can’t wait to hear more tonight.

She replied a minute later.

Let’s make something easy for dinner. I want us in bed early.

I almost groaned out loud.

The afternoon dragged. I was vibrating with need and didn’t even try to hide it, remembering how she tasted, how she smelled. How she looked when she told me what Jace whispered in her ear while he pushed her face-first into the pillows.

I wanted to fuck her again. Hard.

But not yet.

I wanted her home first. Wanted her in my bed.

***

The house was a mess of backpacks, macaroni, and bath time chaos.

I handled the dishes. Emily managed the kids. We moved together like a well-rehearsed team. Except, it wasn’t the same. Not anymore.

I watched her with quiet awe. The way she bent down to pick up a sock. The curve of her back as she rinsed a plate. The tiny smile she gave when she caught him staring.

She was different now. Not detached. Just … unapologetic. And it made me want to fuck her even more.

When the house was finally quiet, Emily turned down the covers and slipped into bed. No lingerie. No seduction. Just a loose T-shirt and clean skin.

I climbed in beside her, the sheets cool between us.

We didn’t talk. Didn’t touch. Just lay there.

Breathing.

Listening.

Waiting.

I stared at the ceiling, my heart tapping hard and low. I wanted to ask. Wanted to say it again.

Next time, I want to watch.

But before I could speak, she reached over and laced her fingers through mine. She didn’t look at me. Didn’t say goodnight. Just whispered, “He’ll be back in town next Wednesday.”

I stared into the dark. A smile pulled across my mouth like a secret. And all I could think was, This time, I’ll see it.




Chapter Nineteen

Emily

Game night at Chris and Mallory’s used to feel like a warm little ritual—safe, routine, mildly tipsy. But tonight, it felt like playing house in someone else’s life.

There I was, nibbling Manchego and pretending to care about who drew the worst penguin during Pictionary, while every nerve under my skin still buzzed from Los Angeles.

From Jace.

Now? I was changed. And no one in that room knew it.

No one except Ben.

He watched me the way a man watches something dangerous that he also happens to own. His gaze tracked every movement—when I adjusted my heel beneath the table, when I smoothed my skirt, when I swirled my wine glass between my fingers. He looked calm, but I could see it in his posture: alert, proud, just a little undone.

Mallory was shuffling game cards. Chris kept making dry jokes no one laughed at. But Ben and I? We weren’t here. Not really.

We were still in that hotel room.

Still tangled up in the night I gave myself away and came back wrecked in the best way.

And then it happened.

I caught his eye across the table. I didn’t smile. I didn’t wink. I just looked at him—let him see everything. The memory, the hunger, the fact that I could still taste Jace in the back of my throat if I closed my eyes.

Ben twitched, just slightly. Like his cock moved without asking permission.

God, I loved him.

We crushed the game.

Mallory rolled her eyes and said, “Okay, seriously, what is going on with you two? You’re like telepathic tonight. Have you been practicing in secret?”

I tilted my head and rested my chin on my hand. “Nope. Just connected, I guess.”

Chris laughed, but it came out kind of flat. “Yeah. I remember being that in sync.”

Mallory looked at him, a little too quickly. He didn’t notice.

But I did.

And so did Ben.

Later, the kitchen felt warmer than it should have. Wine glasses clinked. Mallory handed me a dish towel and leaned against the sink like she was trying to act casual.

“Okay,” she said, too casually. “What’s the deal with you and Ben?”

I raised my eyebrows. “The deal?”

“You’re … electric tonight. Both of you. It’s like you’re on some secret wavelength. Is it a new diet? A sex pact? What am I missing?”

I laughed, not unkindly. “We stopped waiting.”

“For what?”

“To feel like someone else’s idea of happy.”

She blinked. “Wow. That’s … poetic and a little terrifying.”

I shrugged. “It’s simpler than it sounds.”

Mallory stared at me like she wanted to say something else. But she didn’t. She just nodded and passed me another glass to dry.

Ben drove home. One hand on the wheel, the other resting lightly against my thigh. We didn’t say much.

“You were perfect,” he murmured.

I turned toward him. “For what?”

“For tonight. For being so composed while they tried to figure us out.”

“They can’t figure us out,” I said. “They don’t even know what game we’re playing.”

He smirked. “They don’t know what it’s like to be ruined and still worshipped.”

His hand squeezed my leg, just slightly. Possessive. Grateful.

The house was quiet when we got home. Kids asleep. Lights low.

We didn’t undress. Didn’t debrief. We just climbed into bed and settled into the dark, like bodies that already knew each other’s rhythms.

His fingers slid over mine beneath the covers. I felt the warmth of his chest at my back. The pressure of his breath against my neck.

I waited until he was still, until our heartbeats had synced. Then I whispered, “Wednesday.”

He didn’t speak.

But I felt it.

His cock twitched against the sheets.

And I smiled into the darkness.




Chapter Twenty

Emily

The text came midmorning. I was in-between Zoom calls, sipping lukewarm coffee and half-listening to someone drone on about Q3 performance when my phone lit up.

Ben:

It’s in the bedroom. Facing the bed. Just like I wanted.

I felt the breath leave my lungs.

I stared at the message like it was in a foreign language.

The chair.

I’d forgotten he ordered it, or maybe I thought he wouldn’t actually go through with it. But of course he did. Of course he fucking did.

I typed back:

You didn’t.

No reply. Not right away.

Then, a moment later … a photo.

It was stunning.

Charcoal gray. Wide seat. Thick arms. Tall back. Angled just slightly.

An executive chair. A throne. Set squarely at the end of our bed, angled with intention. Like it had always been meant to be there. Like this was always the plan.

I felt my face flush instantly. Because, suddenly, this wasn’t just fantasy anymore. It wasn’t something whispered between thrusts or teased in texts.

It was real.

Concrete.

Upholstered.

Ben had made space for the watching. And now there was no denying what was coming.

***

Ben

The chair had arrived earlier than expected.

I tipped the delivery guy too much and nearly pulled a muscle dragging it upstairs myself, but I didn’t care. Because the moment I got it into position—facing the bed, low enough for a perfect sightline, high enough for posture and dominance—something in me clicked into place.

This wasn’t just a seat.

This was a commitment.

To the fantasy.

To her.

To us.

I stood over it for a long time after it was in place, imagining the room filled with sound.

Her moans.

His grunts.

My breath, shallow but sharp, trying to hold still as I watched my wife be undone for someone else. And then come back to me.

We stood in the bedroom doorway, side by side, staring at it.

“It’s not subtle,” Emily said.

“No,” I agreed.

“It kind of dominates the room.”

I smiled. “That’s the point.”

She crossed her arms and tilted her head. “You’ve really thought this through.”

“I want the best seat in the house.”

She laughed softly, but I saw the way her chest rose with her breath, the flush starting in her neck.

“This is happening,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“We’re really doing this.”

“We are.”

We sat on the edge of the bed. Not touching. Just looking. And then, finally, she turned toward me.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s talk logistics.”

We took our time. The conversation was slow, deliberate. Not rushed. Not giggly.

Intentional.

“I don’t want to participate. Not this time,” I said.

Emily nodded. “You want to observe.”

“I want to see … everything. I want to see how he touches you. How you respond.”

Her pupils dilated. I felt her body shift just slightly beside me.

“I want to stay in the chair,” I said. “No moving. No speaking unless I need to.”

She smiled. “You’re not going to last long in silence.”

“I might surprise you.”

“I hope you don’t.”

We both laughed softly. Then grew quiet.

We made rules, but they didn’t feel like restrictions. They felt like structure. Like scaffolding for a fantasy big enough to carry both of us.

· He knows I’m there.

· He acknowledges me. Briefly. Maybe just once.

· I don’t speak unless she says my name.

· She doesn’t look at me unless she’s told to.

· I don’t come until after he does.

The more we planned, the more my body betrayed me. I could feel my panties grow wet halfway through the list. Because this wasn’t dirty talk anymore.

This was a ceremony.

A set of promises. Of roles.

He would sit. I would perform.

And someone else—a third body—would test the limits of everything we were building.

“Do you want to be seen?” Ben asked.

I didn’t pretend to misunderstand. “Yes.”

“Even when he’s inside you?”

“Especially then.”

I crawled into his lap. Straddled him slowly. Just to feel what it was like—my knees on the mattress, his thighs under mine, his chest in front of me while I stayed just out of reach.

“I could ride you right now,” I whispered.

“I know.”

“But I won’t.”

“I know.”

He gripped my hips. Not to move me, just to feel that I was there.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked.

His voice was steady. “More sure than I’ve ever been about anything.”

I leaned in and kissed him. Not a goodbye kiss. A ritual kiss. Like sealing a pact.

Then I whispered into his mouth, “Then get ready. Because Wednesday night … you’re going to see what I look like when I completely let go.”




Chapter Twenty-One

Emily

The kids were at the Morgans’ for a sleepover. A week ago, I pitched it as “We haven’t had a night alone in forever,” and it was true. Mostly.

But tonight wasn’t about Netflix. Or dinner in bed. Or slow kisses and candlelight.

Tonight was for me.

I walked into the bedroom, wrapped in a towel, fresh from the shower. My skin still warm, my hair pinned up. No makeup yet, but I could already feel the flush rising. It wasn’t nerves.

It was need.

Ben was at the foot of the bed, pulling the sheet back like he was preparing something sacred.

“You’re early,” he said.

I shrugged. “I want time.”

“To get in the zone?”

I gave him a small smile. “To become the version of me that belongs to you … but gets to be used by someone else.”

I saw it hit him—the sharp intake of breath, the twitch in his jaw, the way he shifted just enough for me to know he was already hard.

I let the towel fall. No fanfare. No tease. Just skin. Just me.

I watched the way his eyes drank me in.

I’d been naked for him a thousand times. But this time, I wasn’t just undressing.

I was becoming.

“I want you to pick what I wear,” I said, stepping toward my dresser.

“Me?”

“You’re the audience,” I said, pulling open the drawer. “You get final say.”

Lace. Satin. Red. Cream. Black. I laid them out like weapons. I wanted him to see every possibility. Every story.

“What’s the goal?” he asked.

I turned toward him and smiled. “To make him hard”—I walked two fingers slowly down my own thigh—“but to make you ache.”

He chose the black bodysuit. The sheer one. Lace cups, high hips, the delicate cutout above my chest. One of my favorites.

“Good choice,” I murmured. “Accessible. But not desperate.” Then I handed it to him. “Help me put it on.”

He hesitated, just for a second, and then knelt in front of me, reverent. His hands slipped up my thighs, guiding the fabric slowly over my hips. When he got to the snap between my legs, his fingers stalled.

Mine didn’t.

I tilted my hips forward, arms braced behind me, letting him close it like a priest sealing a confession.

When he stood, we were chest to chest. His breath shallow. His cock unmistakably hard beneath his jeans.

“Does it do what it’s supposed to?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. Just looked at me like I’d become something he couldn’t name.

I turned to the mirror, adjusted a strap, pressed my hands to my hips. “I want to look used before he even touches me.”

He lit the candles while I watched—tea lights, pillars, the smoky vanilla one we only bring out for certain nights. The shadows lengthened, stretching across the room like velvet.

He moved the chair into place. My chair. My witness.

“You’re going to sit right there the whole time?” I asked, trailing a finger along the headboard.

“Yes.”

“And watch everything?”

His voice was firmer now. “Yes.”

“Good.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and crossed my legs slowly. My fingers brushed along my knees. I didn’t recognize this calm in myself. It felt like something new. Something earned.

“Do you want me to moan his name for real?”

He tensed. I saw it in his throat, in the way he blinked.

“Yes,” he said, quiet. “I want him to feel like it matters.”

I slid a hand up over my thigh. Higher. “And you?”

He took a breath. “I want to see you lose yourself.”

I smiled at him—soft, dark, just a little dangerous. “Then don’t look away.”

It was 6:12. We still had time.

I stood again. Slipped into my heels. Walked a slow circle around the bed. I could feel his eyes tracking every step, every sway of my hips. He looked at me like I was the last beautiful thing on earth.

“You’ll tell me if I cross a line?” I asked, pausing near him.

He nodded.

“You’ll know when to speak?”

“Yes.”

I stepped back. Rolled my shoulders. Let my body settle into the feeling of heat and want and purpose.

“I’m ready to start warming up.”




Chapter Twenty-Two

Emily

I tested the bed. Not the mattress—the space. I lay on my side, then on my back. Shifted my hips. Kicked one foot up. Rolled over and offered a slow arch of my spine.

I wasn’t doing it for him.

I was doing it for me.

Finding my rhythm. My shape. My scene partner, even if he hadn’t arrived yet.

Ben watched. Didn’t interrupt. Didn’t touch. Just watched.

Exactly as I’d instructed him to.

I stood again. Heels on. Shoulders back. And something in me clicked into place.

I was ready to perform. Not because I had something to prove. But because I had something to give.

I went into the bathroom and shut the door. I stared at my reflection. Soft lips. Bright eyes. Hair curled just enough.

I practiced the sounds. Not faked—anticipated.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yes.”

“Please.”

“Harder.”

I said them all like I meant them.

Because I would.

When I came back out, the room smelled like warm skin and candle wax. Ben was still in the chair, eyes tracking me like a hunter who’d been promised the right prey but was told he could only watch it be taken by someone else.

He didn’t move. Didn’t speak. But his cock was pressing hard through his jeans.

I smiled. Because the curtain hadn’t even gone up yet.

The doorbell rang, and both of our heads snapped towards the bedroom door.

WIthout even glancing at my husband, I walked out of the bedroom to let Jace in. Ben was the audience, not the usher.

I padded through the hallway, the soft tap of heels on hardwood like a slow countdown.

When I heard the knock—three soft taps—I felt a flicker in my chest.

Not fear. Not guilt.

Energy.

I opened the door slowly.

And there he was.

Jace.

Tall, calm, confident in a way that made my stomach flutter. Black jeans. Fitted shirt. Slight smirk.

“Hey, you,” I said softly, smiling like I’d been waiting months to say it.

He smiled back. “God, you look … fuck.”

I stepped aside and let him in.

His presence filled the space immediately—his body, his heat, his scent. He hadn’t even touched me yet and I was already wet.

“Drink?” I asked, keeping my voice light.

He nodded. “Sure.”

I poured two glasses—something cold and white, irrelevant. What mattered was the weight of his stare on my back as I reached for the cork. The way the bodysuit clung to my hips. The way I knew I looked in candlelight.

He took the glass. Our fingers brushed. Electricity.

“You look incredible,” he said, voice low.

“You’re just saying that.”

“I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

I sipped, letting my eyes drag over him slowly, like a dare. “Show me.”

He stepped closer. Not fast. Not greedy.

His fingers found my hip first, then drifted up along the line of the sheer fabric. When his thumb traced the dip between my ribs, I exhaled without meaning to.

A soft sound. Small. But enough.

Enough to tell him yes.

We stayed there, close but not pressed together. The air buzzing.

And then I leaned in, just enough to whisper, “Let’s go upstairs.”

His eyes darkened. “You’re sure?” he asked, voice husky now.

I nodded. “Very.”

We took our time walking up the stairs. Every step was a choice. Every creak of the hallway floorboard was a confession.

He followed me up the stairs like he already knew the rhythm of our house, like we’d done this dance a dozen times instead of once in a hotel room and a thousand times in our fantasies.

I could hear Ben behind the door, not breathing loud, not moving, but there, and that made everything feel more vivid, more weighted.

The hallway lights were low, warm, just enough glow from the sconces to make the shadows stretch long against the walls, and my heels clicked like punctuation marks on hardwood. Every step I took made me more aware of my hips, of my body, of the fact that I was dressed not for comfort but for function—black lace, no modesty, a bodysuit that could be pushed aside or peeled away without resistance.

We stopped at the bedroom door, and I hesitated—not because I was scared, but because I knew the moment I stepped across that threshold, everything would change again. That room wasn’t mine anymore. It wasn’t even ours. Not tonight. Tonight, it was a stage, and I was the actress and the offering, and my husband was sitting in the front row, lights down, heart open, cock hard, ready to watch me be undone.

I looked back at Jace. His eyes were hungry but patient. That was the thing about dominant men, the real ones—they didn’t rush. They waited because they knew the moment would come to them, and they knew when it did, it would be fucking perfect.

He didn’t reach for me. He didn’t guide me. He let me lead. And that, more than anything, made my body want to melt into his hands.

I opened the door and stepped inside.

The candles were still burning.

Ben didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

He was already in the chair, exactly where he said he’d be, his hands gripping the arms like they were the only things keeping him tethered to earth. The chair faced the bed, but he was facing me, and in his eyes I saw a thousand things at once—love, lust, reverence, fear, possessiveness, pride, restraint. He didn’t nod. He didn’t smile. But I could feel the approval radiating off him like heat.

I walked slowly, letting my hips move the way I knew they could, the way I hadn’t let them move since college parties and nights when I still believed the world might fall apart from kissing someone too hard.

Jace followed—quiet, composed—and I wondered if he could feel the tension in the air the same way I could. The way it clung to skin and licked the back of your knees. The way it said: everything is allowed now.

We didn’t speak for a moment.

Ben didn’t move.

Jace stood beside the bed.

And I stood at the foot of it, caught between two men who wanted me for different reasons but with equal permission.

And that did something to me.

It cracked something open.

It filled me with this pressure. Readiness.

Like I was a matchstick and all someone had to do was flick.




Chapter Twenty-Three

Emily

Jace stepped forward slowly. No hesitation. Just that same calm hunger he always carried, like he didn’t need to take control because he already had it.

He reached out and touched the sheer lace covering my breast, like he was checking to see if I was real.

I was.

And I burned.

His thumb rolled over my nipple through the fabric, and I swayed toward him like it was gravity.

Behind me, I heard Ben shift in the chair.

No words.

Just breath.

Watching.

That only made it hotter.

Jace took his time. His hands skimmed down my sides, finding the hem of the bodysuit at my hips. He didn’t pull. He didn’t ask. He just looked at me.

“May I?”

God, that voice.

“Yes,” I breathed. “All of it.”

He knelt. Right there at the foot of the bed. One knee on the rug. The other bent. His face level with my navel.

His hands slid up the backs of my thighs. Fingers curved. Confident. And then he started to undress me.

He unhooked the snaps between my legs with those thick, careful fingers. Then he eased the fabric down, past my hips, over the curve of my ass, until it slid to my ankles.

I stepped out of it. One foot, then the other. Steady. Naked but for the heels.

His hands came up again; one cupped the back of my thigh, the other pressed lightly against my lower belly.

“Still wet,” he murmured.

I nodded. “I haven’t stopped thinking about this since the last time.”

“I could smell it on you downstairs.”

That made me shiver.

He leaned in and kissed just above my mound. Not my pussy. Not yet. Just the skin right above it, soft and slow, like a blessing.

Then his mouth traveled lower.

I gasped.

Because when his tongue slid between my lower lips, it wasn’t exploratory—it was familiar. Like he knew where I needed it and how much. Like he remembered what sounds I used to make and was hunting for them on purpose.

I moaned. Short. Sharp. Real.

Behind me, I felt Ben’s gaze tighten.

Jace’s tongue circled my clit then flicked. I grabbed his shoulders to stay upright.

“Fuck, Jace—”

He groaned into me. “You taste exactly the same.”

I wasn’t embarrassed.

I was proud.

Because I wanted Ben to hear every word.

Jace spread me wider, hands firm on my thighs, and licked harder now—long, slow strokes that melted my spine.

I looked over my shoulder.

Ben was still in the chair. Eyes locked on me. One hand clenched on the armrest. The other balled tight in his lap.

I smiled at him.

Because I wanted him there. I wanted him watching.

Not as punishment.

As proof.

Proof that I was real, and wanted, and worthy of being undone by someone else.

Jace pressed two fingers inside me as he sucked on my clit, and I came—sharp and sudden, almost messy. My knees buckled, and he caught me, steadying me with his grip.

He stood again, his mouth slick, chin wet, eyes dark.

“You’re already shaking,” he said.

I nodded.

“I haven’t even started yet.”

I didn’t answer. Because my voice was gone. Because I was shaking.

Because this was everything we’d said we wanted, and I was only just beginning to understand how deep that went.

I stepped back toward the bed slowly, like I was in a trance. Then I turned to Jace, licked my lips, and said, “Take off your shirt.”

Jace didn’t make a sound, just grabbed the hem of his shirt and peeled it off in one smooth motion.

He wasn’t showing off.

But fuck, he didn’t have to.

His body was leaner than I remembered. A little older. A little meaner. Still beautiful. His arms were inked now—nothing too loud, just clean black lines down one bicep and curling behind his ribs. His skin caught the candlelight like it had been waiting to be seen.

“You’re staring,” he said.

I nodded. “I want to remember.”

That made him pause for a second, like the word hit deeper than it should have. Then he stepped closer again.

I stood naked in heels. He was shirtless, jeans low on his hips. And I knew what this looked like. To Ben. To Jace. To me.

It looked like a woman who used to be soft. Who used to be polite. Now standing between two men, soaked and ready, smiling like she was about to be worshipped and destroyed in equal measure.

Jace kissed me again—this time slower. His hands came up, cupping my face like I was something breakable. His mouth was warm. Familiar. Devastating.

He kissed down my neck. My shoulder. My collarbone. When he reached my breast, he didn’t rush. Just took the nipple into his mouth and sucked, soft at first, then harder. He bit down, just a little.

I moaned. Loud.

I heard Ben inhale again, sharp and helpless.

Good.

Jace switched to the other side. Licked, sucked, bit. My hands slid into his hair. I held him there.

“God, Jace—”

“You’re mine tonight,” he growled.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Yours.”

He pulled back. “Get on your knees.”

The words hit me so hard I nearly dropped on the spot.

I lowered myself slowly, deliberately, eyes locked on his as I slid to the floor.

Ben shifted in the chair behind me. I didn’t look at him, but I felt him. Every inch of his attention like a spotlight on my back.

I reached for Jace’s belt. My fingers weren’t trembling. Not anymore.

I undid the buckle. Unzipped him. Pulled his cock free—and holy fuck.

Memory hadn’t exaggerated.

If anything, it had underplayed it.

Thick. Long. Already hard. Already leaking.

My mouth watered.

I looked up at him. “Still remember how to use it?”

His smile was sharp. “Let’s find out.”

I leaned in and licked the tip.

He groaned.

I did it again. Then again. Then took him slowly into my mouth, inch by inch, my lips stretched, my throat already tensing.

Behind me, Ben exhaled like a man punched in the chest.

I moaned around the head of Jace’s cock.

Just to let him feel it.

Just to let both of them feel it.

Because this wasn’t just about pleasure. This was about permission. Ownership. Ruin.

And I was fucking ready for all of it.




Chapter Twenty-Four

Emily

He didn’t guide me. Not yet. Just let me take what I could handle.

My mouth moved slowly—wet, reverent strokes. I curled my fingers around the base and sucked him deep, moaning like I was addicted to the taste.

And maybe I was.

Because it wasn’t just cock.

It was power.

Memory.

Punishment.

Freedom.

I pulled off with a wet gasp, spit glistening on my lips.

“You’re bigger than I remember,” I whispered.

Jace smiled. “You’re better than I remember.”

I chuckled without meaning to and said "I'm glad … I'm used to something smaller." Ben and I hadn't discussed me saying things like that, but the sharp intake of air from him sounded like a reward.

Then Jace grabbed a fistful of my hair.

Not rough.

Not cruel.

Claiming.

He pushed forward, guiding my head until his cock hit the back of my throat, and I gagged—just once.

My eyes watered.

He didn’t let go.

He looked down at me, hand firm in my hair, the head of his cock resting just behind my tongue.

And I looked up.

Because I wanted him to see what I’d become.

Because I wanted Ben to see it too.

Jace pulled back, let me breathe, then slid back in, slow and heavy.

I moaned again. Louder.

He started to fuck my mouth, steady and deep. My mascara was probably running. My jaw already ached. But I didn’t stop. I didn’t flinch.

I opened wider.

I wanted to be ruined.

Behind me, Ben’s breathing was faster now. I could feel his eyes locked on my ass, my back, my mouth full of someone else’s cock.

I pictured him gripping the chair so hard his knuckles went white. I pictured him touching himself. I hoped he was. Because I was doing this for him, too. Not just to show him what I could be. To show him what I wanted to be.

His wife. On her knees. Gagging on another man’s cock.

I pulled off again, spit dripping from my chin, and turned slightly, enough for my voice to carry behind me. “Do you want to see me take more?”

Ben didn’t answer.

Jace did.

He pushed back in with a groan and fucked my throat harder, holding my head still with one hand and stroking my cheek with the other like I was precious even while I choked on him.

My hands gripped his thighs. My nose pressed to his skin. My mind emptied.

And still, I didn’t want it to end.

He pulled out with a grunt, cock wet and glistening.

I gasped for air. Spit everywhere. Mascara ruined.

I looked wrecked.

And I looked proud.

Because this wasn’t shame.

This was what I chose.

And I wasn’t done.

He wiped my mouth gently with his thumb then kissed me—soft and filthy, tasting himself on my tongue.

“Get on the bed.”

I didn’t hesitate. I climbed up on all fours, heels still on, ass arched high, legs spread. And waited.

I could feel both of them behind me—Jace standing close, cock still hard and slick; Ben seated just off to the side, frozen, silent, wrecked.

That silence?

It was almost louder than the candlelight.

Jace’s hand came down on my ass without warning.

CRACK.

A sharp smack, open palm, hard enough to sting.

I gasped then moaned.

It lit something inside me.

But behind it, I heard it—Ben’s breath catching.

Not aroused.

Not jealous.

Shaken.

Like he hadn’t expected it.

Like he hadn’t liked it.

And for a flicker of a moment, my heart pulled tight.

I didn’t want to hurt him.

I wanted him broken open, not broken apart.

I looked over my shoulder.

His eyes were wide, lips parted, brow pinched.

He was watching another man spank his wife.

And he wasn’t just turned on.

He was defeated.

I held his gaze, and then I did the thing that made it worse.

I smiled.

Soft. Steady.

And I arched my back deeper, wiggled my ass, and whispered, “Again.”

Jace didn’t ask questions.

CRACK.

His hand landed even harder. Same spot.

My skin burned. My pussy clenched.

Ben made a sound—half-moan, half-groan, full devastation.

And I loved it.

I needed it.

Because that’s what this was. Not punishment.

Permission.

To be wild. To be taken. To be watched.

And to make both of them feel something they wouldn’t be able to forget.

Jace leaned down, his hand on the small of my back, mouth brushing my ear. “You want to keep being good for me?”

I nodded.

“I want you to say it.”

“I’m your good girl,” I whispered. “I’m your good fucking girl.”

And when he slid two fingers back inside me, I came again. Quiet. Fast. Completely.

Because there’s something about being used with love—and watched with longing—that will fuck you harder than any cock ever could.




Chapter Twenty-Five

Emily

I was still panting when he pulled his fingers out of me.

“Get on your back,” he said.

I obeyed without a word.

My skin still stung where he’d spanked me. My thighs were trembling. My mouth slick with spit and his taste.

I lay back and spread my legs wide, heels still on, arms above my head like an offering.

Jace stood at the foot of the bed, stroking his cock slowly, watching me like I was already his.

Ben was silent in the chair, but I could feel his eyes all over me—devouring me and breaking under it.

I looked at him now, fully, directly. Our eyes locked.

“Do you want to see him fuck me?” I asked.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just sat there like I’d reached into his chest and twisted.

I turned back to Jace. “I want you to take me now. All of me.”

He climbed on the bed, leaned over me, and kissed me again—deep, possessive, full of heat. Then he pulled back, lined himself up, and paused just long enough to make me ache.

I grabbed his wrist. “Don’t go slow.”

He didn’t.

He drove into me in one long, thick, brutal stroke.

I screamed.

Not from pain.

From the shock of how good it felt to be split open.

Claimed.

His cock filled me like it belonged there. Like my body had been waiting for this exact shape, this exact weight, for years.

I grabbed the sheets. My heels dug into the bed. My eyes rolled back.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

He started to move—long, deep thrusts that had me sobbing with pleasure. My breasts bounced with every push. My pussy gripped him like it didn’t want to let go.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled.

“You’re so fucking deep,” I whispered.

I turned my head to the side.

Ben was still watching. Still hard. Still ruined.

I locked eyes with him. “Do you see what you gave me?” I moaned. “Do you see what you let happen?”

His jaw clenched. His eyes were glassy.

I looked back at Jace and said loud enough for both of them to hear, “Fuck my married pussy. Make my husband cry.”

Jace lost it.

He slammed into me harder, faster, his hands gripping my hips tight, dragging me down to meet every thrust.

I came again. Fast. Violent. My whole body curled.

I screamed his name. And I didn’t apologize.

Because I wanted Ben to hear it.

Because this was the point of no return.

And I’d never felt more alive.

Jace didn’t stop when I came. He didn’t even slow down. He just growled something low and filthy under his breath and kept fucking me like I was his to ruin.

I clawed at the sheets, moaning louder now, unable to stay still under him.

He leaned in, hands braced on either side of my shoulders, and thrust harder, deeper, the base of his cock slamming against my clit with every stroke.

I was still spasming from the last orgasm and already teetering on the next.

And then …

“Turn over,” he said.

I blinked up at him, dazed. “What?”

He grabbed my hip, flipped me easily onto my stomach, then pulled me up onto my knees.

“Face down. Ass up.”

I whimpered.

My body moved without thought—elbows down, cheek against the mattress, hips arched. My pussy was swollen, dripping, used. My ass still red from the spanking.

And I knew what I looked like.

Fucked.

Ruined.

Ready for more.

Jace gripped my waist and slammed back into me from behind.

I cried out, the sound muffled by the pillow. My back arched. My thighs trembled.

He drove into me like he was trying to rearrange my insides, like this wasn’t sex—it was a message.

She’s mine.

The slap of skin on skin echoed through the room. Every thrust made my breath catch, my body jolt.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back.

“You still with me?”

I nodded, barely able to speak.

“Good. Because I’m not done ruining you yet.”

I looked to the side and found Ben in the chair, cock in his hand now, slow and tight and desperate.

He looked strung out. Like this was pleasure and torture in equal measure.

I held his gaze as Jace railed into me from behind, his cock hitting deep, relentless. And I smiled.

“Are you watching, baby?” I whispered. “Are you watching him take what you gave him?”

Ben’s mouth opened like he wanted to speak, but nothing came out.

Just breath.

Just surrender.

Just need.

And me?

I was gone.

Unraveled.




Chapter Twenty-Six

Emily

“Get on the bed. On your back. Head over the edge.”

Ben’s voice. Low. Sharp. Unmistakable.

And I obeyed without thinking.

I didn’t look at Ben. Not yet.

I turned, heart racing.

This wasn’t just another position. This was ours. This was how I used to deep throat him on birthdays, anniversaries, quiet nights when the kids were asleep and we were both a little drunk and a little desperate.

It was personal.

And now he wanted to watch someone else do it.

I sat on the edge first, legs spread, body open. Then I lowered myself back, carefully, until my shoulders touched the mattress, and the crown of my head dipped off the side of the bed.

The room spun a little as the blood shifted. My chest rose and fell quickly. My breasts were still bare, nipples tight, skin flushed.

Jace stepped forward. His cock bobbed in front of me, full and heavy, casting a long shadow in the candlelight.

From this angle, I could see the veins along the shaft, the way the head leaked just slightly, the way his fingers curled around the base as he stroked once, slowly.

But more than that? I could see Ben. Overturned world. The ceiling behind him. The chair still beneath him. And his eyes … his eyes were on my mouth.

He said nothing else. He didn’t need to. Because he had just given me away. And now he was going to watch his wife get face-fucked on their bed.

Jace stepped closer.

I opened my mouth before he asked. Let my jaw hang open, tongue out, throat relaxed. I knew what was coming. And I welcomed it.

His cock tapped against my lower lip, once, twice. Then slid in.

It was different like this. Not just the angle—the intent. I wasn’t sucking now. I was being fucked.

Jace gripped my jaw with one hand, steadying me. The other on his shaft, guiding himself slowly, inch by inch, until the head pressed past my tongue, deeper, deeper still, until the stretch met the edge of my control.

I gagged once. Swallowed. Relaxed. Let him deeper.

He started to move. Small thrusts at first. Testing. Then longer strokes, each one pushing heat through my chest, stealing my breath, making my toes curl.

My mouth stretched. My throat opened. My nose buried in his skin with each plunge. And I moaned around him, even as I choked, because I knew Ben was watching every single second.

I flicked my eyes toward him again—upside down now, blurry from tears and need—and I saw him. Still in the chair. Still frozen. But his hand …

His hand was at his cock.

Finally.

Slow strokes. Barely touching himself. Watching his wife get her face fucked by another man. On his bed. And I loved it. I fucking thrived in it.

Every gag.

Every thrust.

Every tear that slipped from the corner of my eye.

All of it was ours.

Because Ben had told me to do this.

Because this was his gift to himself.

Because I belonged to him.

Even while someone else used me.




Chapter Twenty-Seven

Jace

It was strange, the way her mouth opened without hesitation. Not desperate. Not blank. Receptive. Like she wasn’t just performing a role—she was stepping into one that had been waiting for her.

That Ben had been waiting for.

And me? I was in the middle of something I hadn’t fully prepared for. Not just the blowjob. Not just the husband watching. But this gravity I hadn’t expected to feel.

Her lips wrapped around my cock like a memory already lived. Like we had always done this. But we hadn’t.

This was only the second time I’d been with her, and the first time had been charged, yes, but private. Hotel curtains drawn. The hum of a minibar. The silent weight of knowing her husband approved, but not seeing him.

Now? I was in their bedroom. She was on their bed. And the man she loved was watching me fuck her throat like it was a sacrament.

I didn’t rush. I couldn’t.

Her throat opened for me, took me deep, gagged, and swallowed, and moaned like it was all she’d been waiting for. Her tongue pressed against the underside of my cock in slow, practiced sweeps. Her jaw worked with effort, but no hesitation.

And still … I held back. Not out of fear. Out of respect. Because this wasn’t mine. Not really.

She looked beautiful like this. Upside down, mouth stretched, chin slick with spit, tits swaying every time I rocked forward.

I had one hand in her hair. The other at the base of my cock, keeping control. And every time I looked up, I saw him.

Ben.

Sitting perfectly still. Like if he moved, it would break the spell.

His eyes were red. His face unreadable. His hand had only just started moving over his cock. Slow. Tentative. Like even now, even here, he wasn’t sure if he was allowed to enjoy this.

And somehow, that made it hotter.

I tried not to overthink it. But how could I not? I’d been with married women before—some with permission, some without.

But this was different.

This was orchestrated.

She wasn’t cheating.

She wasn’t escaping.

She was becoming.

And he was offering.

Every time I sank into her throat, I felt it—not just the heat and the suction, but the weight of the ritual.

This wasn’t porn.

This wasn’t conquest.

This was witnessing.

Ben was witnessing his wife be taken by another man. And I was the one taking her.

Not stealing.

Accepting.

She gagged again. Recovered. Moaned. And my body responded, hips pushing deeper, a little faster now, my hand tightening slightly in her hair.

Her thighs shifted against the bedspread. Her fingers curled against her belly. And still, I didn’t speak.

Because this wasn’t mine to narrate.

This was his story, and I was just the hand that moved it forward.

“Please fuck my wife. I need to see you do it again.”

The words hung in the air like smoke. Not sharp. Not cruel. Just … raw. Like they had cost him something. Like he hadn’t planned to say them until the moment they came out of his mouth.

And when they did?

They changed everything.

Emily didn’t move right away. Her mouth was still open, throat flushed, her chest rising and falling beneath her bare breasts, like she’d been holding her breath through the whole scene.

She blinked once, slow. Then pulled back, let my cock slip from her lips with a soft, wet sound that felt louder than it should have.

Her eyes found mine, and there was something in them I hadn’t seen yet.

Readiness.

But not just to be fucked.

To be claimed.

To be used.

To be given to me, fully … with her husband’s blessing.

I stepped back a little. Not to dominate. To breathe. To see her.

She sat up slowly, her hair a mess, her lips swollen, her chest pink from exertion and arousal. She turned toward the bed and rolled to her knees, looking up at me from her place on the mattress like she already knew what I was going to do next.

But I didn’t go to her.

Not yet.

I looked at Ben.

He was watching her like a man watching a wildfire—horrified and transfixed all at once. His hand still on his cock, now moving slowly, but clearly. His lips slightly parted. His eyes not on me. Not on her.

On us.

I turned back to Emily. “Lie down,” I said, my voice low but steady.

She obeyed instantly. Flat on her back. Legs closed at first. Breasts rising and falling with every breath.

I knelt on the bed beside her. One knee between hers. The other outside. And then I placed a hand on her thigh. Just above the knee. Warm skin. Smooth. Trembling.

She looked at me, waiting. And slowly, I pushed her legs apart.

She didn’t resist. She opened. Not wide. Not dramatic. Just enough. Like she was offering, not displaying.

Only then did I glance back at Ben.

He nodded. Once. Tight.

I leaned down. Pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. Not her pussy—her thigh. Just above the knee. Then another. Higher. And another. Soft. Intentional. The kind of kisses that weren’t about arousal.

They were about gratitude.

I felt her sigh beneath me. Felt her legs fall open wider. Felt her body relax into the bed, into the heat, into the weight of being seen and taken and shared.

I was just starting to rise between her thighs when I heard Ben again.

“Thank you.”

That time? He wasn’t talking to her.

He was talking to me.




Chapter Twenty-Eight

Emily

The first thing I felt was his hand on my thigh. Firm. Steady. Warm. Not demanding. Not hasty. Just … there. Reminding me of what was coming. What I’d asked for. What Ben had asked for.

My legs were already parted. I didn’t remember opening them that wide, but I hadn’t stopped myself either. Because everything inside me was open now.

My mouth.

My breath.

My heart.

My pussy.

I was ready.

And when he moved between my legs, kneeling on the bed, cock in hand, eyes low and reverent like he was about to take communion, I felt something shift in me. Something click into place.

Not guilt.

Not fear.

Freedom.

He guided the head of his cock to my entrance. Pressed once. Not in. Just there. Against me. Hot. Thick. Waiting.

I could feel how wet I was, how soaked, and needy, and aching I’d become without even realizing it. I could feel my own heartbeat between my legs. And when he pushed, just a little, I gasped.

It wasn’t pain.

It wasn’t even surprise.

It was recognition.

He held still with just the tip inside me, like he was giving me a moment to catch up. To feel it. To breathe into it. And I did.

I lay there, thighs open, chest rising, heart pounding. and I felt him start to push deeper.

My body welcomed him.

It shouldn’t have. It should’ve clenched, or fought it, or hesitated. But I didn’t. Because this wasn’t a surprise.

It was a promise kept.

Ben had said it out loud. “Please fuck my wife.” And now I was being fucked.

Jace moved slowly, deliberately. He didn’t slam into me. He didn’t break me. He filled me.

One inch.

Then another.

Then another.

I moaned. Soft at first. Then louder as he slid all the way in.

God, he was deep. Deeper than I remembered. Deeper than I thought I could take.

My back arched. My heels dug into the bedspread. And I couldn’t help it …

I turned my head.

Looked at Ben.

His eyes were wide. Red-rimmed. His cock in his fist. Stroking slow. Careful. Watching his wife take another man’s cock into her body.

And I smiled. Half-lidded. Feral. Soft. Because I wanted him to see this. I wanted him to feel what it meant to watch a woman surrender. Not because she was weak. Because she was finally free.

Jace held still inside me for a beat. His hands on my thighs. My walls pulsing around him.

And then he whispered, just for me, “You feel like you were made for this.”

And I whispered back, “I was.”

When he started to move, I wasn’t ready. And I was completely ready. Because there was something about the first full thrust—the way a cock filled you deeper than you thought possible, the way your body adjusted, greeted it, clung to it—that never stopped being holy.

He pulled out a few inches. Not all the way. Just enough for me to feel the loss. Then pushed back in. Slow. Steady. Dragging every nerve with him.

I groaned—helpless, breathless. Because it was so much. Because it wasn’t just physical.

It was everything.

He did it again. Out. In. A little faster. A little harder. And I arched into it. I let my hands slide above my head, fingers tangling in the sheets, spine curving up like my body was offering itself even more than I already had.

My thighs trembled, but I kept them open. I wanted to feel stretched. I needed to feel owned. And every time he pushed back inside me, my body whispered, More. Yes. This.

His rhythm built slowly. Measured. Like he was trying to learn me in real time.

Every gasp, every moan, every slick sound of skin and heat and friction—he collected them like data, adjusting angle, speed, depth.

He fucked me like I was a language he was becoming fluent in. And I felt myself start to dissolve under it.

The room was thick with sound. Our breathing. The wet slap of flesh. The low hum of something important happening.

And in the background, steady as a heartbeat, I could feel Ben. Watching. Still in the chair. Still stroking himself. Still staring like I was both the center of the world and the edge of it.

I couldn’t stop moaning now. Couldn’t keep still.

Jace was fucking me. Not gently. Not cruelly. Fully. Like I was meant to be opened like this.

I turned my face toward the ceiling, eyes fluttering, thighs shaking, mouth open in a silent scream as he bottomed out again. And again. And again.

I grabbed for the sheets like I needed something to hold onto before I came apart entirely.

He bent down, one hand braced beside my head, the other gripping my thigh and angling me wider. His cock hit deeper now. Faster. More insistent.

I cried out—loud, raw, almost embarrassed by the sound of it. But I didn’t care. Because I was being fucked in a way I didn’t know I needed. Because I was being watched. Because I was performing and experiencing at the same time.

And nothing had ever felt so right.

And just before I thought I might come, just before the pressure started to build in my belly like a storm, I looked at Ben again.

He was gripping his cock. His face flushed. His eyes locked on my body like it belonged to him.

I whispered, “Watch me.” And then I took it. Every inch. Every thrust. Every wave of heat and ache and utter, sacred filth.




Chapter Twenty-Nine

Ben

It wasn’t the sound of skin. Or the way the bed creaked. Or the fact that his cock was disappearing into my wife like it belonged there.

It was her voice. That raw, breaking, breathless whisper.

“Watch me.”

And I did. God, I did.

I was already stroking myself. Slow at first. Controlled. Trying to pace it. Trying not to lose it. Trying to be present.

But when she said those two words, everything inside me clenched.

My hand gripped tighter. My wrist started to move faster. And my vision narrowed to only her.

Emily was spread wide. Legs open. Hair wild. Her body moving in time with his thrusts—real fucking now, no more prelude.

She wasn’t being delicate. She wasn’t holding back. She was being fucked. Hard.

And every time he drove into her, I saw it all.

The bounce of her breasts.

The ripple in her thighs.

The twist of the sheets in her fists.

I saw my wife. And I didn’t recognize her. And I’d never loved her more.

She moaned again—louder this time—one hand clawing the mattress, the other gripping the back of his shoulder as Jace slammed into her.

My breath caught. Because it wasn’t jealousy anymore. It wasn’t even humiliation.

It was awe.

She was so fucking beautiful like this. Flushed. Wrecked. Taken. And I’d done this. I’d given her this.

Jace moved faster now. His hips flexed. His body strong. He wasn’t rough. He wasn’t cruel. He was owning the moment. Taking what I told him he could have.

And I could see it in his face, too—the way he looked at her. Focused. Sharp. Like he knew this wasn’t just fucking.

Like he knew I was watching.

I stroked harder. My cock slick with pre-cum, throbbing. I wasn’t trying to hold out anymore. I wanted to come. I wanted to come watching this. Watching her take another man’s cock like she’d been waiting for this since the day we married.

Like this was part of our love story.

And the moment that broke me? Wasn’t her voice. Wasn’t the way she screamed when he hit just right. It was the look she gave me.

Eyes locked. Hair stuck to her face. Lips parted. And that fucking smile. Like she knew exactly what I was feeling. Like she was giving me this. Like she was saying, Come for me, baby. Watch me take him and come for me.

And I did.

I groaned.

I jerked hard.

And I came for her.

Not because I was ashamed. Not because I was broken. Because I was hers. Even now.

Especially now.




Chapter Thirty

Emily

I was still panting. Still stretched. Still wet. Still wide open and wrecked.

But I wasn’t done. Not even close.

“Get on the bed,” I whispered to Jace, voice hoarse, shaking slightly from the way he’d just fucked me into the mattress.

He looked at me, eyes dark, lips parted. He nodded. Didn’t speak. Just obeyed.

He rolled over, lying flat on his back, cock slick with my arousal, still hard and heavy, waiting for more.

I climbed on top of him like I’d been planning this all along. I straddled him slowly, thighs trembling with the aftershocks of what he’d already done to me.

My body was sensitive. Electric. But I needed more. I needed to come. And I wanted Ben to see it all.

I held Jace’s cock in one hand and guided him back into me.

God, the stretch. The heat. The way I could still feel my walls flutter around him from the last orgasm that almost—but didn’t—crash through me.

I sank down inch by inch, hips rolling in a slow, grinding circle, until I was filled again. Until he was buried inside me and I was sitting fully on his cock, open, alive, and aching.

And then I looked at Ben.

He was still in the chair. Still flushed from his orgasm. But he wasn’t soft. He wasn’t finished.

His eyes met mine and I saw it—tat aching reverence, the stunned disbelief, the raw love behind everything he was watching.

I started to move. I rocked my hips first. Slow. Deep. Letting Jace feel me from above. Letting myself feel the drag, the friction, the pressure in exactly the right places.

And I kept my eyes on Ben the whole time.

Jace’s hands found my hips. Then my waist. Then my breasts. He couldn’t stop touching me.

His palms cupped the bounce of my tits as I moved up and down on his cock, letting them sway, letting Ben watch them move.

And I moaned louder. I wasn’t quiet now. I was coming undone.

I leaned back slightly, hands on Jace’s chest, hips moving faster. The pressure building. The wave rising.

Every thrust hit my clit just right.

Every moan was for Ben.

I could feel it coming. Could feel the way my thighs started to shake. Could feel the way Jace grunted beneath me, trying not to lose it.

But I wasn’t going to stop. Not until it hit me. Not until I gave Ben everything.

And when it came … it exploded.

I screamed.

My back arched. My vision went white. My body clamped down around Jace’s cock like I was trying to keep it forever.

And I felt it all.

The warmth. The weight. The completion.

One moment.

One release.

And I collapsed into it.

He fucked me like he couldn’t stop.

And I didn’t want him to.

Jace’s hands were bruising on my hips now, driving into me with hard, punishing strokes.

My arms shook under me. My cunt felt stretched, wrecked, so fucking full.

And still, I needed more.

He growled behind me, hips slamming into my ass.

“Fuck—Emily—I’m gonna—”

“Yes,” I moaned, head dropped to the sheets. “Do it.”

“You want me to come inside you?”

“I want to feel it. I want him to see it.”

That was all it took.

He slammed in one final time and held there, cock buried deep, body shaking. I could feel it—every hot pulse, every groan against my back.

He came inside me.

No condom.

No pulling out.

No apology.

Just a thick, flooding heat that spilled through me, pooling inside like it belonged there.

I gasped. Shuddered.

Because I could feel it.

Because Ben could see it.

Jace groaned and pulled out slowly. My pussy clenched around the loss, lips swollen and slick, his cum already starting to drip down my thighs.

He leaned against the wall, chest rising hard. Wrecked. Silent.

And then... I felt Ben move.

Finally.

His chair scraped back.

Footsteps.

Then he was beside the bed, looking down at me.

My cheeks were flushed. My mouth still open. My body used.

And he was still hard.

So fucking hard.

He didn’t ask. He grabbed my hips and pulled me down the bed, quick and rough, until my head was hanging off the edge, my throat open to him.

I blinked up at him, upside-down, hair spilling off the mattress.

And I smiled.

Because I knew what was coming.

He unzipped. Freed himself. And without a word, he slid his cock between my lips.

He face-fucked me.

There was no gentleness. Just raw need. His hands gripped my throat, my jaw, fucking deep, fast, almost punishing.

And I took it.

Eyes open.

Mouth wide.

I could still taste Jace in the back of my throat and feel him leaking out of my pussy, and now my husband was using me like I was his again.

His moans got louder. His thrusts faster.

I gagged once. Twice.

And still, it didn’t stop him.

Because this was how I wanted to be finished—full of both of them.

His thrusts lost rhythm. His grip tightened. And then he came—hot, messy, deep in my throat and across my face, one long moan spilling from his chest as I swallowed everything I could.

The rest dripped down my cheek, across my chin, over my lips.

He pulled out, panting.

I stayed there, head hanging, mouth open, face painted with my husband’s cum, cunt still dripping with another man’s.

We both seemed to freeze in place. I blinked and wondered what my face must look like. Wrecked makeup, dripping with my husband's cum.

Ben sat down. Right there. On the floor. Next to me.

Neither of us said anything.

I didn’t move.

I couldn’t.

Because I was full.

Of cum.

Of choice.

Of power.

Of ruin.

And I had never felt more fucking complete.




Chapter Thirty-One

Emily

None of us spoke for a long time.

The room was still thick with it—sex, sweat, candle smoke, the low hum of what we'd just done.

Jace leaned against the wall, chest rising slowly, his eyes flicking between me and Ben. Not possessive. Not cocky. Present.

He pushed off the wall with a soft exhale and began to dress. First the jeans. Then his shirt. One button at a time, slow and methodical, like he was trying not to break the silence too fast.

I still hadn’t moved. I was sprawled on the bed—legs open, head hanging back over the edge, mouth parted. My skin was flushed. My face streaked. My thighs sticky with him.

Ben sat on the floor beside me; one hand resting lightly on my hip, his other curled around my ankle like a tether.

He hadn’t said a word since he came in my mouth. But he was there. Still with me.

Jace slid on his shoes, then glanced toward the door. And paused.

He looked at Ben.

And Ben looked back.

No words, but something passed between them.

Recognition.

Respect.

Two men who had just fucked the same woman—one with permission, one with a need so deep it nearly split him in half—and somehow they both walked away from it understanding each other more.

Jace gave a single nod. Not dramatic. Not weighted. Just a clean, masculine punctuation.

Ben returned it.

And Jace left.

No kiss goodbye. No whispered promise. No looking back.

Just the soft click of the front door closing.

And then it was just us.

Me.

Ben.

The wreckage of everything we’d done.

His hand slid up my side, slow and careful. He leaned in, kissed my hipbone. Then rested his forehead there, breathing against my skin.

And still, I didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Because I was everything now.

Used. Loved. Changed.

And I never wanted to forget what it felt like to come apart in front of them both.




Chapter Thirty-Two

Emily

I woke up sore. The kind of sore that lived deep in the muscles. Between the legs. In the belly. In the throat.

My skin ached in places I couldn’t see.

And I loved it.

The sun was just coming in through the slats in the blinds—pale, and clean, and merciless.

Ben was still asleep beside me. One hand resting against my lower back. His breathing even. His body warm.

He’d crawled into bed with me sometime after Jace left. After we‘d both stopped pretending we could stand upright. We hadn’t talked. We hadn’t cleaned up. We hadn’t even moved.

We‘d just collapsed.

Two animals in the wreckage of something sacred and profane.

And we’d slept like that. Wrapped in what we’d done.

I slipped out from under the sheets slowly, careful not to wake him.

My legs wobbled when they hit the floor.

I was still leaking.

Still stretched open.

Still coated in the smell of them both.

The air in the bedroom smelled like sex and candle wax. The tea lights had all burned out, but I could still see the little flickers of wax pooled in their cups, like they’d melted under the same heat we had.

I padded quietly to the bathroom, sat on the edge of the tub, and looked at myself in the mirror.

My hair was a mess. My lips swollen. My eyes rimmed in leftover mascara. There were bruises on my hips where Jace had held me. A red mark still ghosting across my ass.

There was a trail of dried cum at the corner of my mouth. And something between my thighs that still pulsed like it wasn’t done yet.

I looked like a woman who had been fucked.

Not just once.

Not just well.

But claimed.

And not in a way I wanted to wash off.

I ran a warm washcloth between my legs, slow and gentle, wincing a little at the tenderness.

Some of his cum still clung to me.

So did Ben’s.

I could’ve cleaned more thoroughly.

I didn’t.

When I stepped back into the bedroom, Ben was sitting up, rubbing sleep from his eyes.

“Hey.” His voice was hoarse.

I smiled. “Hey.”

He reached for my hand and pulled me back into bed without a word.

I climbed in naked, still soft and sticky and raw, and he wrapped his arms around me like I hadn’t just let someone else tear me open.

His face pressed to my shoulder. His breath hitched once.

“I thought I’d feel broken,” he said quietly.

I waited.

“But I don’t. I just feel …” His arm slid tighter around my waist. “Like I finally saw all of you.”

I turned to him. Kissed his chest. Let my fingers trace the line of his ribs.

“I didn’t know I could feel that much,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. Just kissed my forehead. His lips were dry, but they lingered.

We lay there like that for a long time.

No shame.

No questions.

No need to name what we were now.

Because we both knew.

Ours.

Still.

Maybe more than ever.




Epilogue  

One Week Later

Ben got home from work a little early.

The house was quiet. Still.

His tie was already loosened, briefcase in one hand when he stepped up to the porch and noticed a package sitting by the door.

Brown box. No return address. Just his name.

He picked it up. Light, unassuming.

Inside, the lights were low. Dinner smells still lingered faintly in the air—olive oil, garlic, lemon.

Emily was in the kitchen. Hair up. Barefoot. Wearing that silky wrap dress she only ever put on when the kids weren’t home.

She smiled when she saw him. “Hey, you.”

He set the package down on the counter and kissed her. Soft. Familiar.

“What's this?” he asked, tapping the box.

“You’ll see,” she said, stepping closer. Her voice dropped just a bit. “We’re alone, by the way. The kids are at Olivia’s for dinner. They won’t be back until nine.”

He arched an eyebrow, amused. “You planned this.”

She nodded.

He leaned on the counter. “You’ve been thinking about it, haven’t you? Last weekend.”

Her smile widened. “Of course I have. Haven’t you?”

“Every day.”

She tilted her head. “Anything you’d change?”

He hesitated. “I … don’t know. Maybe I’d prepare myself better. Be less shocked.”

Emily chuckled. “I liked watching you struggle.”

Ben blinked. “What?”

“I liked watching you want to stop it. Want to take over. And not be able to.” She ran her fingers up his arm, slow and teasing. “I liked knowing you wanted to fuck me, to claim me… and couldn’t.”

He flushed, just a little. His eyes dropped to the counter.

She stepped closer. “And I liked that eventually, you couldn’t take it anymore. That you broke. That you came apart.” She leaned up and whispered, “That you came in my mouth while I was still full of him.”

He groaned.

“But now,” she continued, fingers trailing down his chest, “I want to know something.”

He met her eyes.

She held his gaze. “Do you trust me?”

“You know I do.”

Her smile turned wicked. “Good.”

She reached for the package and slid it toward him. “Open it.”

He did.

Pulled back the tape. Peeled open the flaps.

And froze.

Inside, nestled in a bed of black velvet, was a glint of polished steel.

The CR-6000.

A chastity cage.

He stared at it.

Emily was already wearing the tiny gold key on a chain around her neck.

“You’re joking,” he said.

She didn’t answer. Just stepped forward, unbuttoned his slacks, and pushed them down.

“Em—”

“I want to know that you trust me,” she repeated. “Not just in fantasy. But in this. In control.”

He swallowed. “You want me to wear that?”

“I want to know that I decide when you get to fuck me,” she said, voice low. “That you trust me enough to give me that power.”

He didn’t speak.

She crouched down, delicate fingers wrapping around his cock. He was already half hard.

“Not yet,” she said with a smile, gently pressing the base of the cage against him. “If you want it to fit, you’ll have to calm down.”

He groaned but let her work.

Her hands were careful, practiced, almost reverent. And even though his body tried to resist, tried to swell, she managed to slide the cage into place. The ring closed around the base. The lock snapped shut.

Click.

Ben exhaled sharply.

Emily stood. Lifted the necklace, letting the tiny key dangle over her cleavage. Then she kissed his cheek.

He looked stunned. A little shaken.

A little aroused.

And then...

A knock at the door.

He turned, startled. “Who the hell—”

Emily touched the key hanging from her neck. “We have guests.” She crossed the room and opened the door.

Jace.

And another man.

Taller. Darker. Broader. With a half-smile that said he already knew what kind of night this was going to be.

"This is Corben. He's one of Jace's friends," Emily said matter-of-factly.

Ben’s jaw clenched.

Emily turned to him, eyes alight, fingertips brushing the tiny key between her breasts.

“Ready for some fun, honey?”

Ben's mouth went dry. The cage felt suddenly heavier, tighter.

Emily walked past him toward the men, her hips swaying. "Ben, why don't you sit in the chair by the window? You said you wanted to watch."

The words were gentle but firm. Not a question.

Jace and Corben hadn't even looked at him directly. Their eyes were on Emily, who was already sliding the straps of her dress off her shoulders.

"The chair," she repeated, glancing back at him. The key swayed between her breasts. "Please."

Ben moved on autopilot, his legs carrying him to the reading chair they'd bought three years ago for this exact corner. He'd never sat in it naked before. Never sat in it caged.

Never sat in it while two men circled his wife like hungry wolves.

Emily let her dress pool at her feet. The mesh panties he'd chosen were already soaked through.

She turned to face Ben fully, the men still waiting.

"I really should have talked to you about this earlier," she said, her voice softer now. "So for tonight... if you've had enough, just say 'enough' and we'll shut it down. We'll ask them to leave, get the key, and figure out what we both want."

She waited.

Ben swallowed. His cock strained uselessly against steel.

He nodded.

Emily smiled—that same wicked smile from the restaurant two weeks ago when this all started.

"Good," she said, then turned back to her guests. "Now, who wants to help me break in my new arrangement?"

She meant the cage.

She meant him.

And despite everything—or because of it—Ben didn't say 'enough.'

He adjusted himself in the chair, gripped the armrests, and watched his wife become someone he'd never imagined.

Someone magnificent.

Someone terrifying.

Someone his.
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