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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Warning

This book contains explicit themes intended for mature audiences, including:

	Hotwife & cuckold dynamics 

	Humiliation and submissive husband themes 

	Clean-up play 

	Interracial temptation 

	Graphic sexual language 



Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One – Dinner with Friends

The Bennetts had always prided themselves on being the “settled” couple, even at twenty-six and twenty-nine. Married just two years, trying for a baby, their little house felt like the next step in their perfect life together.

So, when Mark opened the door to see Tommy and Rachel smiling back at him, wine bottle in hand, he thought it would be just another easy evening with friends.

The four of them gathered in the kitchen first, Emma fussing with the food, Mark pouring drinks. Tommy was as loud and charming as ever, leaning against the counter with that relaxed grin that always seemed to draw people in. Rachel, quiet and polite, followed Emma’s lead, chatting about recipes and work.

But Mark noticed things.

The way Tommy’s gaze lingered a little too long on Emma’s bare shoulders in her strappy dress. The way he leaned closer than necessary when passing her the salad bowl. The laugh Emma gave at one of his throwaway jokes, head tilted, eyes sparkling, a laugh that Mark hadn’t heard in weeks.

At dinner, it only sharpened. Tommy asked Emma about her job, about their plans for children, teasing her in that cheeky way of his that made her blush. When she reached across the table for the wine, Tommy’s eyes flicked down, just for a heartbeat, to where her neckline dipped.

Mark’s stomach tightened. He forced a smile, joining the conversation, but his mind churned with every glance, every laugh, every too-long pause between them.

Later, when Rachel excused herself early with a headache, Tommy lingered at the door, saying goodnight with one last grin at Emma. His hand brushed hers as he handed back the empty wine glass. She laughed again, softly, before closing the door behind them.

Mark stood in the hallway, pulse quickening.

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe he was imagining it.

But the picture of Tommy’s eyes on his wife’s body wouldn’t leave him.

And when Emma slipped into bed beside him that night, warm and beautiful and completely his, he realised he couldn’t hold it in any longer.


Chapter Two – In Their Bed

Later that night, after the dishes were stacked and the house was quiet, Emma padded into their bedroom ahead of Mark. The soft lamplight painted her skin gold as she began to undress.

She loved this part, the way his eyes followed her, the hunger in them. She knew what it did to him.

The straps of her dress slid from her shoulders, the fabric whispering down her body until it pooled at her feet. Mark’s breath caught. She stood before him in only her lingerie, then slowly peeled that away too.

Emma had always been stunning, but marriage had deepened her confidence. She had the kind of figure that drew stares everywhere they went; 36D breasts, full and firm, her narrow waist leading into the gentle swell of her tummy, her hips wide and womanly. Her ass was round and perfect, the kind of curve that made Mark ache just to touch. Her legs were long and toned, carrying her with a graceful, natural sensuality.

When she slipped the last of her panties off, she did it slowly, deliberately. The dark curls at her sex caught the lamplight as she straightened, brushing back her long brunette hair.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed, staring, his chest rising and falling heavily. He could never get enough of her.

“Like what you see?” she teased, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

“You know I do,” he murmured, his voice already husky.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her breasts pressing against his chest. She kissed him deeply, her body warm and soft in his arms. He was already hard beneath her.

But then, as her lips trailed down his neck, he couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“Emma,” he whispered, his words breaking the moment. “You were… you were flirting with Tommy tonight.”

She froze, lifting her head to look at him. Her eyes searched his face, then she laughed lightly. “Oh, Mark. Don’t be silly. It was nothing.”

“It didn’t feel like nothing,” he insisted, tension in his voice. “The way he looked at you. The way you laughed.”

Her smile softened, but then she glanced down at the hardness straining against her thigh. A knowing look flashed across her face.

“Wait…” she said slowly, her voice teasing. “You’re hard just talking about this.”

Mark flushed. “That’s not….”

But she pressed her hips against him, feeling his erection twitch. Her laugh was low, wicked, amused. “Oh my god. It’s turning you on, isn’t it? You’re actually hard at the thought of me flirting with Tommy.”

He shook his head, mortified. “No. I….”

She silenced him with another kiss, her body grinding into his. “Don’t lie to me, Mark. Your cock can’t hide the truth.”

His protest melted into a groan as she teased him, her words circling in his head like a trap he couldn’t escape.

And that night, as they made love, it was the thought of Tommy’s eyes on his wife that pushed him over the edge, quicker, harder, more powerful than ever before.

Emma lay beneath him, catching her breath, then gave a soft, amused laugh. “That was… fast.”

Mark rolled to the side, embarrassed. “Sorry, I….”

But Emma rolled with him, her hand sliding between her thighs, her lips curving wickedly. “Mmm. I’m not finished yet.”

Mark looked at her, startled. “You mean….?”

“Go on,” she purred, spreading her legs, her glistening sex inviting and demanding at once. “Use that mouth of yours. Make me cum.”

His cheeks burned, but he obeyed, sliding down the bed and settling between her thighs. Then he froze, his face hovering just above her, the scent of sex thick in the air.

“But…” he stammered, his voice tight. “You’re full of… me.”

Emma propped herself up on her elbows, her pout playful, her eyes glittering. “Baby, I swallow your cum whenever I suck you off. Don’t tell me you’re going to refuse me because you don’t like the taste.”

Mark’s breath caught.

She tilted her head, lips pursed in a perfect little pout. “Come on, darling. You wouldn’t deny me, would you?”

He groaned softly. He couldn’t. Not when she looked at him like that, her beautiful body sprawled open for him, waiting.

Lowering his head, he parted her folds with his tongue, licking slowly up her slit. The taste of her arousal mixed with the warm salt of his own cum made his stomach tighten, but he forced himself on, flicking gently over her clit. Emma gasped, her hips rising against his mouth.

He ran his tongue lower again, pushing into her, feeling the thick, gloopy warmth coat his tongue. He swallowed, doing his best not to gag, then licked back up, cleaning her, circling over her clit until she shivered.

Emma moaned, her fingers sliding into his hair, guiding him. His humiliation only seemed to make her wetter.

Then, when she felt him lost in it, she leaned back and whispered down to him, soft, taunting, dangerous soft, taunting, dangerous.

“What if it wasn’t yours inside me, Mark? What if that was Tommy’s cum you’re licking out right now?”

Mark froze. His heart hammered. Shame and jealousy twisted in his gut, and yet, impossibly, his cock stirred again, already hardening against the sheets.

Emma gasped as his tongue quickened, driven by her words. Her laugh came breathless, triumphant. “God… it really turns you on. Thinking of me with him. Doesn’t it?”

Mark groaned against her, unable to deny it, his body betraying him all over again.

And when Emma finally shuddered in climax above him, pulling his face tight against her, she knew she had found something new. Something powerful.

And Mark knew he was already lost.


Chapter Three – The Next Night

The following evening, the tension of the night before seemed to have melted away. They curled up on the sofa after dinner, laughing at a film, kissing lazily until Emma tugged him toward the bedroom.

This time there was no argument, no hesitation. Mark eased her back onto the bed, sliding between her thighs, his lips finding hers in slow, lingering kisses. Their rhythm came naturally, their bodies moving together in a close, tender rhythm that felt almost like the early days of their marriage, romantic, unhurried, full of warmth.

Emma wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Mmm, that’s it, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “So good.”

Mark groaned softly, his thrusts steady, controlled.

But then Emma’s voice shifted, low and teasing.

“What if I let Tommy see my tits?”

Mark’s body jolted, his rhythm faltering.

“He likes my big tits, doesn’t he?” she continued, her nails lightly dragging across his back. “Do you think he was staring at them last night?”

Mark gritted his teeth, his thrusts deepening. “Emma….”

She only smiled, her breath hot against his ear. “Do you know if Tommy is bigger than you? Have you seen him in the locker room?”

Something inside Mark snapped. His hips slammed forward, driving into her harder, faster. His jealousy and arousal tangled, pushing him to the edge in seconds.

Emma gasped, holding him tight as he pounded into her.

And then he groaned, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her again, quicker than he’d meant to, but more powerfully than ever.

Emma lay beneath him, her eyes glittering with mischief as she stroked his damp hair. She’d found his button, and she knew it.

She rolled beneath him, hair fanned over the pillow, breathing uneven from what he’d just given her. For a moment she simply looked at him, that slow, satisfied smile that made Mark want to crawl into her eyes and never leave.

He’d barely caught his breath from spilling inside her when she tipped his chin up with two fingers, eyes bright with mischief.

“I’m not finished,” she murmured. “Make me.”

He hesitated, cheeks hot, knowing he’d just left himself inside her. “But…”

“Baby,” she said, soft and certain, “I never turn you away after I’ve taken you. Don’t turn me away now.”

That undid him. He slid lower, kissing a path down her stomach, then lower still. The warmth of her, the heady mix of the two of them, made his pulse race as he set to pleasing her the way she liked, slow at first, then deeper, more focused, guided by her fingers in his hair and her breath catching at his name.

He licked and sucked, tasting her, the bittersweet salt of her, the trace of him from before. It should have been familiar, comforting. Instead, every lick felt electric now because of her voice, because of what she had slipped into his mind.

Between kisses and moans, she leaned down and whispered, soft and dangerous. “What if that was Tommy’s inside me, darling? What if it was Tommy, you were licking out right now?”

His tongue faltered. The world narrowed to the sound of her breathing and the thud of his heart. Shame burned in his cheeks, but beneath it something hotter, more animalistic stirred. The idea, filthy, impossible, made his hand move faster, urged his mouth to press closer, as if trying to prove something to her and to himself.

“You want me to fuck another man, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice low and teasing. “Should it be Tommy… or maybe some random guy from the gym? Would his cum taste the same as yours?”

“No….” he started, but the word dissolved on a gasp as she clenched around him and the knot in her body tightened.

She laughed softly, a sound full of triumph. “Would you be a good boy and lick all their cum out of my cunt? Would you make sure I’m clean for you afterwards?”

The questions were a whip and a balm at once. Mark felt humiliated, absurdly, painfully humiliated, and at the same time utterly turned on. He kept going, faster now, because she wanted it, because he couldn’t stop himself from answering the ache in her body with his mouth. Each little taste of her, and of him, each swallow, felt like both penance and proof.

Emma’s hands framed his face. “That’s it, Mark. Be a good boy.” Her voice softened, but the edge remained. “Show me you’ll do anything for me. Lick it all up.”

When she finally broke, an animal sound, a shudder that rolled through her, she clamped down and then released, riding the wave as Mark drank her through it. The mix of her juice and his spunk filling his mouth. He had to swallow; she always did. She held him there when the last tremors passed, breath heaving, his cheeks pressed between her thighs, as if to claim him.

He sat back on his heels, sticky and spent, his mind a messy tangle of shame and satisfaction. Emma lay back, watching him with that same half-innocent, half-conquering smile. She’d pushed a boundary, and he’d crossed it for her.

And somewhere beneath the shame was a new, terrifying truth: he hadn’t only obeyed. He’d wanted to.

Mark shifted onto the bed beside her, trying to steady his breathing, but his cock stood hard again, twitching helplessly. Emma noticed at once. She rolled toward him, her hand wrapping firmly around his shaft, stroking slow and deliberate.

“Mmm,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “Your mouth’s all creamy, baby… covered in their cum. You licked all their cum out of your wife’s pussy.”

Mark groaned, his hips jerking into her hand.

“You dirty boy,” she teased, her strokes quickening, her eyes fixed on his flushed face. “Getting hard from tasting another man inside me.”

His breath tore from his chest, his body convulsing. Within moments he spilled again, thick jets of his release splattering across his stomach and chest.

Emma laughed softly, indulgently, and spread the mess with her fingertips. “Twice in one night,” she murmured. “Looks like my little cuck can’t get enough.”


Chapter Four – Dinner at Home

The following evening felt almost ordinary. When Mark walked in, Emma was already in the kitchen, music playing softly from her phone, the smell of garlic and tomatoes hanging in the air. She was at the stove in a simple dress, her hair tied back, looking every bit the picture of home and comfort.

As always, she’d beaten him home by an hour. Her role at the firm kept her close to the directors, handling their calls, their meetings, their impossible schedules. She’d worked her way up from a junior receptionist to one of the most trusted secretaries in the building, and she was proud of it. The pay reflected her new status too, no small achievement for twenty-six.

Mark, on the other hand, slung his jacket over the chair with a sigh, loosening his tie. “Another day lost in spreadsheets,” he muttered, dropping into his seat.

Emma turned, eyebrow raised, lips quirking. “Senior Data Analyst,” she teased, her voice sing-song. “Boring work, maybe, but boring work that pays six figures.”

He smiled tiredly, pouring himself a glass of water. “Guess that helps keep the lights on.”

They ate together at the little dining table, chatting about colleagues and office gossip. Emma animatedly described the chaos of her bosses’ latest demands, how she’d smoothed over a near disaster with a client. Mark listened, amused, glad she had the energy he lacked at the end of the day.

It was comfortable, familiar, two years into marriage, they had their rhythms, their rituals. Dinner, talk, maybe TV after.

And yet, beneath the easy conversation, Mark couldn’t stop replaying her voice from the night before. The way she’d whispered Tommy’s name while he’d been between her thighs. The way his body had betrayed him, responding not with disgust, but with an excitement he still couldn’t quite understand.

Emma, for her part, seemed perfectly relaxed, too relaxed. Which made Mark wonder: was she just waiting for the right moment to twist the knife again?

They ate in comfortable silence for a while, Mark sipping his wine, Emma twirling pasta around her fork. Then, with that sly little glint in her eye, she said it.

“You know who I bumped into today? Ethan, from your department.”

Mark looked up, chewing slowly. “Ethan? Yeah, I know him.”

Emma’s lips curved as if she were recalling something pleasant. “He’s so tall, isn’t he? And those pretty eyes…” She gave a little sigh, deliberately dreamy. “He can be really charming when he wants to be.”

Mark’s fork froze halfway to his mouth. “Charming?”

“Mhm.” She stabbed another bite of pasta, smirking at him over the rim of her glass. “And he’s got the cutest little tushy. Did you ever notice?”

Mark nearly choked on his food. “Emma!”

She laughed, leaning back in her chair, thoroughly enjoying herself. “What? I’m just saying. He’s very… put together. Don’t you think?”

Mark shook his head, muttering, “Unbelievable,” but he could feel the heat rising in his cheeks.

And Emma, watching him squirm, filed away every twitch of jealousy, and every flicker of something else, for later.

After dinner they moved to the sofa, plates cleared away, wine glasses refilled. It was their usual routine: some half-watched show playing in the background, Emma curled up against Mark’s chest, his arm draped comfortably around her shoulders.

For a while it was easy, warm, familiar. But Emma’s mind was never still for long.

“Ethan again,” she said suddenly, her tone casual. “He really is so tall, isn’t he?”

Mark gave a small grunt; eyes fixed on the screen. “You’ve mentioned.”

She tilted her head back to look at him, her lips quirking. “Being tall… do you think he’s got a big dick?”

Mark’s head snapped down, eyes wide. “Emma….”

She laughed, feigning innocence. “What?”


Mark trying to sound stern, “I’m not one of your girlfriends, you don’t discuss other men’s dicks with me.” He flushed, heat crawling up his neck. 

Her smile deepened. “Well, as a man that tall, his dick must be long. Don’t you think?”

Mark’s voice sharpened despite himself. “What, you want to try a bigger dick than mine?”

Emma’s hand slipped slyly down between them, cupping him through his trousers. She felt him stiffening already, his body betraying him. Her eyebrow arched, her voice syrup sweet.

“No,” she said, stroking lightly. “I was thinking… you want me to try a bigger cock.”

Mark groaned, half in relief, half in frustration, his eyes squeezing shut. Emma just giggled, nuzzling back into his chest as if she hadn’t just twisted him into knots.



That night, as always, Emma undressed slowly in front of him. She knew exactly what it did to Mark, the way his eyes followed her, the way his chest rose faster with every clasp undone, every slip of fabric down her flawless body.

Her long brunette hair tumbled down over her shoulders, framing her perfect curves. Her breasts swayed softly as she stepped out of her dress, full and firm, her waist narrowing to those wide hips he adored. She paused, letting him drink her in, a sly smile tugging her lips.

Mark stripped quickly, his body already responding, his cock jutting hard.

Emma crossed the room with deliberate grace, her hips rolling, her breasts bouncing slightly with every step. When she stopped in front of him, her hand reached down, curling around his length.

“Mmm,” she purred, stroking lightly. “Nice and hard for me.” She glanced up at him, her eyes glittering. Then, her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Or are you still thinking about Ethan’s long, thick cock?”

Mark’s face burned, but his shaft twitched in her grip, betraying him completely.

Emma’s laugh was low and triumphant. “Oh baby… you can’t hide from me.”

Emma gave him one last stroke, then let go and stepped back, her smile wicked. She lay back on the bed, reclining with her legs draped off the end, her body on full display.

“Baby,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing, “go down on me. Make me nice and wet.” She let the pause linger, her eyes glittering. “Imagine you’re getting me ready for Ethan’s long, thick cock.”

Mark’s breath hitched, but the surge of arousal was undeniable. Shame and excitement tangled in his chest, and before he could think better of it, he dropped to his knees.

He lifted her thighs, spreading her open, and pressed his mouth to her heat. His tongue slid up through her slick folds, tasting her, until he found the small, hard nub he knew so well. He sucked it gently into his mouth, flicking with his tongue, drawing a sharp gasp from her.

Emma’s hips arched, her hand tightening in his hair. “That’s it, baby,” she moaned. “Make me very wet… because if I’m going to take that big cock, I’ll need to be dripping for him.”

Mark groaned against her, the words burning him and exciting him all at once. His tongue moved faster, desperate to please, desperate to prove himself.

For long minutes the room filled with the wet sounds of his mouth working over her, his tongue circling her clit, then sliding lower, teasing into her tight heat. Emma writhed, gasping his name, tugging at his hair as he licked her everywhere, kissing, sucking, tasting until her thighs trembled.

Oh my god, Mark thought, dizzy with it. I couldn’t bear another man stretching her here… so why does it turn me on so much? The thought was a knife and a thrill all at once, twisting in his chest.

Above him, Emma’s breath came in quick little pants. Her voice floated down to him, soft and commanding all at once.

“That’s it, baby… oh, yes… but now…” She arched her back, eyes half-lidded, her breasts rising with each breath. “Now I need you to fuck me.”

Mark lifted his head, his mouth slick with her, his cock already aching and hard again. He rose over her, caught between the sting of her words and the pull of her beauty, and the need to obey.

Mark rose over her, positioning himself between her spread thighs. Emma’s eyes met his, gleaming with mischief as she reached down to guide him inside. The heat of her wrapped around him instantly, drawing a ragged groan from his lips.

He began to move, finding a steady rhythm, bracing himself on his arms as he thrust into her. Emma clung to his shoulders, kissing him, moaning softly against his mouth.

But then her lips brushed his ear, her voice a sultry whisper. “Mmm, baby… imagine if Ethan were here instead. He’s so tall, so strong… do you think he’d fill me more than you?”

Mark’s hips faltered, his chest tightening.

She smiled, biting gently at his ear. “What if he was watching us right now? Watching my tits bounce while you fuck me… wishing it was his cock inside me instead of yours?”

Mark groaned, his thrusts deepening, rougher now, each word making him lose control.

Her nails traced down his back. “Tell me, darling… do you think Ethan’s cock is bigger? Would I moan louder for him?”

Mark’s vision blurred with heat and humiliation. He drove into her harder, faster, desperate, his body spiralling out of control.

Emma arched beneath him, gasping, urging him on. “Yes, baby, that’s it… fuck me like you’re jealous… fuck me like you’re scared of Ethan taking your place.”

The words tore through him, igniting something wild. With a final desperate thrust, Mark cried out, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her again, far too soon, far too fast.

He collapsed against her chest, panting, his face burning with shame.

Emma stroked his hair, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Mmm. You came so quick again… all I had to do was say his name.”

Mark collapsed against her, panting, his body trembling from how fast and hard he’d just finished. Emma stroked his hair for a moment, then tipped his chin up with her finger, her expression shifting from tender to commanding.

“You’re not done, baby,” she said softly, her voice dripping with authority. “I need you to use that mouth again.”

Mark blinked, dazed. “Emma, I….”

Her eyes narrowed, glittering. “Don’t pretend you don’t love it. You’ve filled me… now I want you to clean me. Imagine if it wasn’t yours, Mark. Imagine it was Tommy’s. Or Ethan’s. You’d still do it for me, wouldn’t you?”

The words hit him like a blow. His cock twitched uselessly against his thigh, already stirring again at the shame.

Emma spread her thighs wider, her body still flushed and swollen from him, her pussy slightly gaping, his spill leaking out, down between her round ass cheeks. “Go on,” she whispered, her tone equal parts tender and cruel. “Get down there. Be a good boy and clean me up.”

Mark sank lower, his face burning, but his arousal undeniable. The sight of her open for him, the mess he had made, only drove him further. He dropped his head and began eagerly licking, the wet sounds filling the room.

Emma gasped and moaned above him, her hand in his hair, rocking her hips against his mouth. “That’s it, baby… oh god, yes… lick me clean. Pretend it’s Ethan’s thick, gooey load you’re swallowing down.”

Mark groaned against her, shamed and impossibly aroused, his tongue working harder, faster.

Her voice came breathless, taunting him with every gasp. “Mmm, that’s perfect… clean every drop for me… be my good little husband and take it all.”

Her body tightened, shuddering, and with a cry she came against his mouth, holding him there until the last tremor passed.

When she finally released him, she lay back with a satisfied smile, stroking his damp hair. Mark stayed where he was, breathing hard, his face wet, his heart hammering, knowing he was deeper in her game than ever before.

Then Emma’s gaze shifted lower, and she laughed softly. “Mmm… look at you. Hard again. From licking up another man’s cum.”

Before he could protest, her hand wrapped firmly around his cock, stroking slow and steady. His breath caught, his hips jerking into her grip.

“Think of it, baby,” she whispered, her strokes quickening. “All of Tommy’s spunk you’ve swallowed for me… Ethan’s spunk, too. Every drop I’d make you clean from my pussy.”

Mark groaned, his face burning, his body trembling with the need she always summoned in him. It didn’t take long, within moments his climax ripped through him, thick spurts of cum splattering up his chest and stomach.

Emma gave a wicked smile. She scooped the mess onto her fingers, holding them above his mouth. He shook his head weakly, shame tightening his chest.

“Oh no, baby,” she cooed, pressing her cum-slick fingers against his lips. “We both know how much you love spunk. Especially another man’s. Swallow.”

He whimpered, but his lips parted, and she pushed her fingers in, making him lick them clean. Again and again, she scooped the mess from his chest, feeding him every drop until he’d swallowed it all.

When she was satisfied, she kissed his forehead tenderly, as if she hadn’t just broken him further. “Good boy,” she murmured. “You’re getting so well trained.”


Chapter Five – Friday Night

Friday evening, the knock at the door came right on time. Mark opened it to find Tommy grinning, a six-pack in hand.

“Rachel’s under the weather,” Tommy said with a shrug. “Told me to get out of her hair for the night.”

Mark nodded, forcing a smile. “Come on in.”

They settled in the living room, beers cracked open, music playing softly in the background. At first, the conversation was easy, football, work, a bit of gossip. But slowly, inevitably, Emma turned the atmosphere.

She laughed a little too loudly at Tommy’s jokes, leaned forward just a touch too much when she spoke. Mark noticed, his stomach tightening with every passing moment.

Then she crossed the room, not to sit beside her husband, but to perch herself on the arm of the chair Tommy had chosen. Her dress slid higher up her thighs as she settled, one leg brushing lightly against his shoulder.

Mark’s pulse thudded in his ears.

Emma chatted across the room to him as if nothing were unusual, her voice light and casual. But then, in the middle of a sentence, she let her hand rest lightly on Tommy’s arm. Not gripping, not stroking, just resting. Casual enough to be innocent, deliberate enough to make Mark’s chest burn.

Her eyes flicked up, meeting Mark’s over Tommy’s head, and there it was, the spark of triumph, the secret smile. She was watching him squirm, drinking in his reaction.

Tommy, oblivious, just kept talking, taking a swig of his beer. Emma leaned in, laughing at something he said, her fingers still on his arm, her body just that little bit closer than it needed to be.

On the sofa, Mark clenched his jaw, his drink forgotten in his hand.

Emma tilted her head, the picture of relaxed charm, but her gaze never left her husband’s face. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Mark rose from the sofa, collecting the empty bottles. “Another round?” he asked.

“Yeah, mate, cheers,” Tommy replied, leaning back comfortably in his chair.

Emma stood too, gathering her wine glass. “I’ll come with you; need a top-up.”

In the kitchen, Mark popped the caps and set the fresh beers on the counter. He turned to the cupboard for a clean glass, but before he could pour, Emma stepped close. Too close.

She kissed him quickly, her lips soft but charged, and her hand slid down between them to press against the bulge in his trousers.

“Baby,” she murmured, voice low and dangerous, “how come you’re hard?”

Mark swallowed, his breath catching.

Emma leaned back just enough to meet his eyes, her fingers still resting possessively against him. Her smile curved, wicked and knowing. “You’re not thinking about Tommy fucking me, are you?”

Heat flooded Mark’s face. His mouth opened, but no words came.

Emma gave a satisfied hum, pulled her hand away, and picked up her refilled glass of wine. “That’s what I thought.” She turned and sauntered back toward the living room, leaving Mark standing there, squirming, pulse hammering.

When he returned a moment later, beers in hand, the sight made his stomach twist. Emma was perched once more on the arm of Tommy’s chair, this time leaning ever so slightly into him, her shoulder brushing his. From Mark’s angle on the sofa, it looked like she was half-resting against Tommy, her laughter spilling out as though she hadn’t just left her husband trembling in the kitchen.

The evening wore on. Another beer, another story, more laughter than the conversation deserved. Tommy, relaxed and a little tipsy, didn’t seem to notice how much Emma pressed against him when she perched on the arm of his chair. If anything, he enjoyed the warmth of her closeness, her perfume, the soft brush of her thigh.

She was Mark’s wife, of course. Untouchable. But God, who wouldn’t find her hot? And who wouldn’t enjoy a beautiful woman getting up close and personal after a few drinks?

Mark sat on the sofa, his stomach twisting tighter with every glance, every accidental brush of Emma’s hand against Tommy’s shoulder.

Then it happened. Emma gave a little giggle, tilted her empty glass, and let herself sway. With a theatrical wobble she “lost her balance” and slipped right off the arm of the chair, landing squarely in Tommy’s lap.

“Ooo!” she squealed, laughing as though embarrassed. “I’m so sorry, Tommy, I slipped.”

But she didn’t move. Not right away. Her round ass pressed firmly against his lap, and she felt the unmistakable swell beneath her.

For the briefest moment, her hand slipped behind his neck, pulling him in close, and she planted a lingering peck on his cheek. “Naughty boy,” she whispered.

Tommy froze, half in shock, half in guilty enjoyment.

And then, just as quickly, Emma pushed herself up, smoothing her dress as though nothing had happened. Before either man could say a word, she crossed the room with a tipsy little sway and dropped onto the sofa beside her husband.

She slid her hand into Mark’s, resting it deliberately on his lap, right over his growing hardness. Her smile was innocent, her eyes anything but.

Tommy leaned forward, distracted by something Mark was pointing out on the shelf across the room, an old framed photo, some shared memory from years back.

Emma used the moment. She leaned closer into her husband, her hair brushing his cheek, her voice a hot whisper in his ear.

“Bet you loved that, babe,” she murmured, her hand sliding down into his lap, pressing firmly against the rigid length beneath his trousers.

Mark’s body jolted, his breath catching.

Emma’s lips curved in a wicked smile. “Mmm, you’re rock hard. Careful, baby…” Her hand gave him a squeeze. “Don’t cum in your pants. Otherwise…” She paused, letting the words drip slow and poisonous into his ear. “…I’ll have to fuck Tommy instead.”

Mark swallowed hard, every muscle in his body tight, praying Tommy didn’t glance back at that moment.

Then, as quickly as she’d touched him, Emma sat back, sipping her wine as though nothing had happened, her laughter chiming as Tommy turned back toward them.

The evening drew to an end. Tommy stretched, thanked them for the drinks, and headed toward the door with his usual easy grin. Emma followed, wine glass still in hand, swaying just slightly as though tipsy.

At the door she leaned in for a hug, but not just any hug. Her arms wrapped tightly around him, her full breasts pressing firmly against his chest. She tilted her head and planted a big, wet kiss on his cheek.

“So much fun tonight,” she said brightly, her lips still close to his ear. “Looking forward to next week.”

As she pulled away, her eyes flicked downward, and there it was. The unmistakable bulge in his jeans. A spark of triumph lit her face before she masked it with a playful smile.

Tommy, a little flustered, gave a quick wave and disappeared into the night.

Upstairs, Mark undressed slowly, his mind buzzing with jealousy, humiliation, and arousal. Emma stripped as she always did, slowly, teasingly, until she stood completely bare before him.

Her gaze dropped to his cock, red, raw, and dribbling at the tip from the torture of the evening. A wicked smile curved her lips.

She straddled him on the edge of the bed, lowering herself onto him in one smooth motion. His breath tore from his chest, his whole body trembling.

Within a minute of her gentle movements, Mark groaned and shot his load into her again, utterly powerless to hold back.

Emma’s laugh was low and indulgent as she kissed his lips. “So easy, baby. Just one little push, and you’re mine every time.”

Emma rolled off him, her body still glistening, her breath slow and steady compared to his frantic gasps. She glanced down at him with that wicked little smile, then pressed her palm flat against his chest.

“Lie back,” she ordered softly.

Mark obeyed, sinking into the mattress, his cock still twitching weakly from the quick release. Emma climbed over him, moving with deliberate grace until she was straddling his chest, her body a vision above him.

Slowly, she worked her way up his torso, her thighs tightening around him until her sex hovered just above his mouth.

Then, with a soft, mocking hum, she lowered herself, pressing her damp, messy heat against his lips.

“Lick me clean, baby,” she whispered, her fingers curling into his hair. “Every drop.”

Mark groaned, opening his mouth, his tongue sliding against her as she ground herself lightly over him. The taste, the scent, the sheer act of obedience sent his head spinning.

Emma gasped, rocking against his mouth. “Mmm, that’s it… imagine it’s Tommy’s thick load you’re swallowing. I bet he’d fill me, Mark. Don’t you think?”

Mark’s chest tightened, shame and arousal crashing together as his tongue moved faster, desperate to please her even as her words cut him to the quick.

Emma moaned, tilting her head back, using him without mercy. Her fingers tightened in his hair, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“Yes, baby, just like that… clean me.” Her voice dropped lower, crueller. “I felt him, you know. When I sat on his lap. He’s big, Mark….. a lot bigger than you. He’d really stretch me… I bet he would make me scream.”

Her words broke him. Mark groaned against her, his tongue moving desperately, trying to keep up with her hips as she rocked over his face.

Emma’s moans grew higher, sharper, until her whole body shuddered. She climaxed hard, grinding down on him, forcing him to take everything she gave.

The taste was overwhelming, her release mixing with the mess he’d already spilled inside her, but she held him tight, riding out every wave.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her thighs trembling around his head. “Swallow it, baby. Every bit. Be my good boy.”

Mark obeyed, swallowing mouthful after mouthful as she kept him pinned beneath her, her nails digging into his scalp.

At last, her tremors slowed, her breathing steadying. But still she rocked gently against his mouth, making sure he licked her clean, making sure he couldn’t escape a drop.

When she finally lifted herself from him, she looked down at her husband sprawled beneath her, his face wet, his eyes glazed, his chest heaving. A satisfied smile curved her lips.

“That’s better,” she purred. “Now you know exactly what I want from you.”

Emma finally slid off him and stretched out on her back, her skin still flushed, her breathing deep and satisfied. Mark lay on his side, face still damp, chest heaving as he tried to settle himself.

For a while the only sound in the room was the faint hum of the street outside and the slow tick of the bedside clock. Then Emma turned her head toward him, that little smirk still playing at her lips.

“You were so good tonight,” she murmured, running her fingers idly across his chest. “My perfect little husband, licking me until I screamed.”

Mark closed his eyes, torn between shame and pride, his throat tight with everything he couldn’t say.

Emma shifted closer, her breasts pressing against his arm, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Did you like it when I told you about Tommy? When I said he was bigger than you?”

He swallowed hard, his silence an answer she didn’t need spoken.

Her laugh was soft, indulgent. “I knew it. The harder I push, the harder you get.” She kissed his shoulder, warm and affectionate, even as her words twisted in him. “Maybe one day I’ll let you see just how big he is… let you watch me scream for him.”

Mark’s body shivered despite himself.

Emma nestled into him, closing her eyes, content. “Until then, you’re mine. My husband. My toy.”

Then Emma’s eyes drifted lower, and she smirked. “Mmm… look at you. Rock hard again. From licking up another man’s cum.”

Her hand wrapped firmly around him, stroking slow, teasing. “You watched Tommy fuck me, remember? Watched him make me scream… and then I had you kneel and clean me while he lounged back, watching you eat his spunk out of my pussy.”

Mark groaned, his whole body jolting, his cock throbbing in her grip.

She stroked faster, her voice a taunt and a promise. “Think of all the times, baby. Tommy’s load, Ethan’s load, every drop you’d lick from me. You’d do it while they watched, wouldn’t you?”

His shame and arousal collided, tearing a helpless cry from him as his climax exploded. Cum spurted up his stomach and chest in hot, messy ropes.

Emma laughed softly, indulgently, and scooped the mess onto her fingers. He shook his head weakly, but she pressed her hand to his lips.

“Oh no, baby,” she whispered, pushing her cum-slick fingers into his mouth. “You know you love spunk. Especially another man’s. Swallow.”

And he did. Every last drop she fed him.


Chapter Six – Saturday Night Dinner

The following evening, they treated themselves. Emma had insisted on reservations at one of the city’s finer restaurants, and now they sat across from one another, candlelight flickering between them, the gentle hum of conversation surrounding their little table.

Mark tried to focus on the menu, the wine, the warmth of being out together, the normality of it. But Emma never let anything stay normal for long.

Especially not now.

Since those first nights when the cuckold fantasy had slipped between them, he’d noticed a change in the way she dressed. Bolder. Riskier. As if she wanted other men to look at her.

Tonight was no exception. She wore a little black dress that clung to her curves like a second skin, cut low enough to show the deep swell of her breasts and high enough to leave her long, toned legs bare almost to mid-thigh. When she’d first stepped out of the bedroom at home, Mark’s breath had caught, she looked devastatingly beautiful, every inch designed to draw eyes.

Her brunette hair tumbled loose over her shoulders, catching the restaurant’s soft light, and her lips were glossed just enough to shine when she smiled. Even the delicate gold chain at her throat seemed to frame her cleavage, as if guiding a man’s eyes exactly where she wanted them.

Mark shifted in his chair, acutely aware of how many other men in the room must be sneaking glances at her, and of how much she enjoyed it.

Halfway through the meal, she leaned forward, her lips glossed and gleaming, her eyes glittering with some secret mischief. She tipped her chin ever so slightly toward the next table.

“Don’t look too fast,” she whispered. “That’s Darren. He’s one of the trainers at my gym.”

Mark’s eyes flicked over before he caught himself. Darren was impossible to miss, tall, broad, built like a statue under his tailored jacket, commanding without even trying. His dark skin and powerful frame made him stand out in any room, the kind of presence that drew eyes without effort.

Beside him sat a blonde Emma also recognised, another gym regular. Emma’s knowing smile said it all: the blonde already had a boyfriend, or at least she had until Darren.

Emma leaned closer, her voice a wicked purr. “You know what people at the gym say about him?” She let the pause hang just long enough to raise Mark’s pulse. “Apparently… he’s really big.”

Mark’s fork paused mid-air, his stomach twisting.

Emma sipped her wine as if she’d said nothing out of the ordinary. Then, under the table, she slid one foot out of her heel. Slowly, deliberately, she stretched her leg across until her toes brushed the front of his trousers.

Mark stiffened, his breath catching.

Her foot pressed more firmly, massaging gently, tracing the shape of him as he hardened. She watched his face, her smile spreading as his composure faltered.

“Mmm,” she whispered across the table, eyes locked on his. “That didn’t take long, did it?”

Mark swallowed, his cheeks burning, struggling to hold his voice steady.

Emma’s toes rubbed more insistently, feeling the urgent swell beneath the fabric. “So hard, baby. Just from the thought of me with a bigger man? Imagine me with him. Imagine how much he’d stretch me.”

Her eyes glittered as she leaned in just a little closer over the candlelight. “And can you imagine it, Mark? His tight, round black ass driving between my white thighs while he fucks me to a screaming orgasm?”

Mark’s whole body jolted, his knuckles whitening around his wine glass. He fought to keep his breathing steady, but the images her words painted were relentless, searing through his mind no matter how he tried to resist.

Emma only smiled, her foot still working against him beneath the table, as though she hadn’t just whispered the filthiest confession of his life in the middle of a crowded restaurant.

Mark shifted in his seat, his hands gripping the edge of the table, praying no one around them could see the flush on his face or the tension in his body.

Emma leaned back, looking for all the world like the perfect wife enjoying a glass of wine. Only her eyes betrayed the game she was playing, dark, gleaming, triumphant.

Just then the waiter approached their table, a tall young man with shaggy blond hair and startling blue eyes. Broad through the shoulders, his crisp white shirt hugged his frame in a way that made Emma’s brows lift in quick appreciation before she turned her smile on him.

“Ready to order?” the waiter asked brightly.

Under the table, Emma didn’t let up. Her foot pressed firmly against Mark’s erection, rubbing slowly, mercilessly, while she looked up at the young man as though nothing were happening.

Mark’s throat tightened. He fumbled for the menu, his words stumbling. “Uh… y-yes, I’ll have the….” His voice caught as Emma flexed her toes just right. “The, um… steak. Medium rare.”

The waiter nodded, scribbling neatly on his pad. “And the sides?”

Mark swallowed hard, his cheeks burning. “The…. the, uh… the carrots. No, the beans. Wait….”

Emma pressed harder, her foot grinding against him. Mark groaned involuntarily, the sound escaping before he could bite it back.

The waiter’s pen hovered mid-air. Mark’s face flamed scarlet.

“Babe, you ok?” Emma asked sweetly, her eyes wide and innocent, as though she hadn’t just made her husband moan at the table.

Mark managed a strangled laugh. “Y-yeah, fine. Sorry. Long week.”

The waiter smiled politely and turned his attention to Emma, who gave her order with perfect poise, her foot still teasing Mark’s cock until the waiter moved away.

Mark slumped back in his chair, mortified, every nerve in his body alight. Emma only sipped her wine, her smile wicked behind the glass.

Mark shifted in his seat, his hand sliding under the table to try and gently push her foot away. “Emma, please,” he whispered, his voice ragged. “Don’t keep doing that.”

Her brows arched, her smile wicked. “Why, babe? You’re hard. Rock hard. I bet you’re already dripping.” She pressed a little firmer with her toes, her gaze never leaving his face. “You’re obviously enjoying it.”

Mark groaned, fighting to keep his voice low. “But… Emma, you’ll make me cum. You’ll make me soak my trousers.”

She giggled softly, the sound light and sweet enough to sound innocent to anyone listening, but her eyes told another story. Then, with a breezy sip of her wine, she changed the subject as though nothing had happened. “Wasn’t that waiter dishy? Tall too. And those eyes, so pretty.”

Mark clenched his fists under the table, his whole body taut with the effort not to explode. “Please, Emma,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “I’m about to burst.”

She giggled again, brushing her hair back over her shoulder, her foot still teasing lightly. To anyone watching, it was just a wife laughing at her husband over dinner. But to Mark, it was torture, a cruel, delicious joke he couldn’t escape.

Emma’s smile widened as she watched him squirm, his face flushed, his hands gripping the edge of the table. She pressed harder with her foot, rolling it slowly over his straining bulge.

“Babe,” she whispered sweetly, “you’ll have to beg. Beg me to stop… or just tell me how much you want to see me fucked by a guy with a bigger cock. A cock bigger than yours.”

Mark’s eyes screwed shut, his body shaking with the effort of holding back. Her words poured into his ear like poison and honey at once, feeding the fire instead of dousing it.

He groaned, his voice breaking. “Please, Emma… please…” His chest heaved, his shame spilling out as quickly as the words. “I want you… I want you fucked by a bigger guy… please… I want to see Darren fuck you with his big black cock….”

Emma withdrew her foot just as the words left his lips. Mark gasped, his whole body jolting, and then it was too late. A helpless moan tore from his throat as his release flooded his boxers, soaking the thin fabric while he sat trembling in the middle of the crowded restaurant.

Emma’s giggle rang out across the table, light and innocent as though nothing had happened. She leaned forward, her eyes dancing. “Mmm. Naughty boy. Couldn’t even wait until we got home.”

Mark sagged back in his chair, humiliated and spent, praying no one around them had noticed, but knowing Emma had seen everything. And she loved it.



That night, when they got home from the restaurant, Emma led the way upstairs. In the bedroom, she began to undress as she always did, slowly, deliberately, knowing how much he loved to watch.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed, his body still raw from what had happened at the restaurant, his mind a storm of shame and arousal.

Emma peeled down to just her lingerie, her curves framed perfectly by the black lace. Then she turned to him, her smile wicked, her eyes alight with mischief.

“Now you’ve said it, babe…” She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and let it slide free. Her breasts fell heavy and full, her nipples hard in the cool air. “You want to see me fuck a black guy. You want to watch his big cock stretch me.”

She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slid them down over her hips. “Picture it. Darren here, stripping me naked while you sit there….” She pointed toward the bedroom chair. “….watching from the corner. Me on my knees, sucking his big black cock until he groans.”

Mark groaned aloud, already hard again.

Emma came across to him, straddling his lap. She lowered herself slowly onto his aching cock, just as she had after the night with Tommy. She rode him gently, her voice dripping filth into his ear.

“You want to see how much his thick black cock stretches me, don’t you?”

Mark shuddered, the words shredding his control. Within moments he cried out, spilling inside her again, his body wracked with helpless release.

Emma laughed softly, indulgently. Then she pushed him back down onto the bed, climbing up until her thighs framed his head. Slowly, she lowered her dripping sex onto his mouth.

“Babe,” she whispered, grinding lightly against him, “you’re licking out Darren’s thick spunk. A black man’s spunk. And I don’t think he’ll stop at once. You’ll have to clean me up… over and over.”

Mark moaned against her, his tongue moving frantically, lost in the fantasy he couldn’t escape.

Emma held his head in her hands, grinding her hips slowly, deliberately against his mouth. “That’s it, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with pleasure. “Lick me. Swallow me. Pretend it’s Darren’s cum leaking out of me.”

Mark moaned into her, his tongue flicking over her clit, lapping hungrily at everything she gave him.

She shuddered, her fingers curling tighter in his hair. “Mmm… yes. Good boy. That’s how you’ll serve me when I let him have me. On your knees, cleaning me after his big black cock’s been inside.”

Her words were cruel, intoxicating, unstoppable. “He’ll make me scream, Mark. He’ll fill me up again and again… and every time, I’ll put you right here, between my thighs, until you’re licking me clean like you are now.”

Mark’s body jolted, his cock twitching uselessly, his moans vibrating against her as he worked faster, more desperately, feeding her fantasy.

Emma gasped, her hips bucking harder against his mouth. “Oh god, yes… lick me, lick all of it… imagine Darren’s thick load dripping out while you swallow it down.”

The thought, the image, the way Mark obeyed her, it all tipped her over the edge. She cried out, shuddering violently, her thighs clamping tight around his head as her orgasm ripped through her.

She rode his face until the last tremor left her, every spasm forcing him to take more, to keep swallowing, to stay buried in her until she was satisfied.

Finally, she sagged back, releasing him, her breathing ragged. She looked down at him sprawled beneath her, his face wet, his eyes glazed with exhaustion and shame.

Finally, she sagged back, releasing him, her breathing ragged. She looked down at him sprawled beneath her, his face wet, his eyes glazed with exhaustion and shame.

Her gaze dropped lower — and she laughed softly. “Oh, baby… look at you. Hard again.”

She reached down, wrapping her hand around him, stroking slow and steady, feeling him twitch in her grip.

“Is this what does it?” she murmured, her tone both cruel and tender. “Being my little clean-up toy, licking me until I scream?” She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. “Or is it when I talk about other men? Darren’s thick cock, hard and heavy, stretching me like you never could.”

Mark whimpered, his hips jerking helplessly into her hand.

Emma smirked, her strokes quickening. “Mmm, yes… that’s what gets you. Imagining me split open by him, screaming for his cock while you kneel on the floor, waiting your turn to lick me clean. Tell me that’s what you want.”

Mark groaned, the words spilling out broken and desperate. “Yes… oh god, yes…”

That was all it took. His body jerked, and he cried out as his climax ripped through him, hot spurts of cum splattering up across his chest and stomach in messy streaks.

Emma watched with a satisfied smile, slowing her hand only when he was utterly spent. Then she dipped her fingers into the sticky mess, scooping up the thick fluid.

Mark shook his head weakly, shame burning across his face. But Emma only cooed, pressing her cum-slick fingers against his lips.

“Open,” she ordered softly. “Be a good boy. Swallow it for me.”

He whimpered, but his mouth opened, and she slid her fingers inside, making him lick them clean. Again and again, she scooped from his chest until every drop was gone, fed to him by her hand.

When she was done, she stroked his cheek tenderly, her smile equal parts sweet and merciless. “There. Now you’ve had a taste of Darren already.”

Mark closed his eyes, trembling, knowing she’d only pulled him deeper into her game.


Chapter Seven – Sunday Night

Sunday evening, the house was quiet, the weekend winding down. In their bedroom, Emma undressed as she always did, slow and deliberate, knowing how much Mark craved every second of the show. Her bra slid from her shoulders, her panties slipped down her hips, and she stretched out languidly on the bed, her body a vision of temptation.

Mark stripped quickly, his cock already stiff, but he didn’t need telling what to do. He slid down between her thighs, pressing his mouth to her heat, licking and slurping at her wet folds. His tongue traced up to circle her clit, sucking it gently into his mouth until she gasped, then dipped lower, pushing into her dripping entrance, tasting her deeply.

Emma sighed, running her fingers lazily through his hair. “That’s it, baby… get me really wet.” Her voice softened, teasing, curling around him like smoke. “I’ll need to be soaking if I’m going to take one of those big cocks. Tommy’s… or maybe Darren’s thick black cock. Or even that dishy waiter’s. I bet his is big too.”

Mark groaned against her, the words tormenting him even as his tongue worked harder, eager to please. She writhed against his mouth, wetter with every filthy thought she whispered down to him.

When she was dripping, she tugged at his hair, guiding him up her body. He positioned himself quickly, pressing the head of his slender cock to her slick folds, sliding into her with ease.

But Emma’s smile sharpened. She tilted her head, her eyes glittering as she taunted, “Mmm… I can barely feel you. I won’t feel you at all after Darren’s thick cock. Especially if he’s just finished with me and you’re having sloppy seconds.”

Mark groaned, his thrusts faltering, humiliation and arousal twisting tighter inside him.

Mark groaned, his hips moving faster, desperate to prove her wrong, desperate to make her feel him. But Emma only smirked, her body shifting beneath him, her words like velvet knives.

“Come on, baby,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “You think this little dick of yours can compare? After Darren’s big black cock has stretched me wide… I won’t even notice you. You’ll just be finishing what he started. Cleaning up his mess.”

Mark gasped, his thrusts uneven now, shame and desire colliding inside him.

Emma moaned deliberately, the sound dripping with mock indulgence. “Mmm… maybe I’ll let you crawl over after, when I’m still dripping from him. Let you lick me clean while he watches.”

That image shattered what little control Mark had left. With a strangled cry, his body tensed, and he spilled deep inside her, climaxing far too soon, humiliated by how easily she had undone him again.

Emma laughed softly, stroking his damp hair as he collapsed against her. “Oh, baby. So quick… every time I mention him, you can’t hold back.”

She tilted his chin up, making him look into her eyes. “Face it, Mark, you’re addicted. You’ll never last with me again unless you’re picturing another man inside me.”

Mark closed his eyes, trembling, knowing she was right.

Emma held him close for only a moment before pushing at his shoulder. “Mmm, you know what comes next, baby. Do your duty.”

Mark slid down her body without protest, settling between her thighs again. Her swollen folds glistened with the mix of his cum and her arousal, still leaking slowly from the tightness he’d just filled.

He groaned softly, then lowered his mouth, licking and slurping, cleaning her like he had so many nights now. The salt of his own seed coated his tongue, but it only made him harder, more desperate, more ashamed.

Emma’s hand stroked lazily through his hair as she looked down at him with wicked satisfaction. “That’s it, baby… good boy. Always cleaning up after the real men. Tommy’s cum… Darren’s cum… whoever I choose.”

Mark moaned, his tongue flicking faster against her clit, her words making his cock twitch uselessly against the sheets.

Emma gasped softly, then leaned back, her voice dropping to a dark whisper. “But maybe it won’t be just one, hmm? Maybe you’ll have to clean me after both of them. Darren and Tommy taking turns on me, using me like you never could.”

Mark’s whole body jolted, his shame burning, his mouth working frantically against her.

Emma moaned, grinding lightly against his tongue. “Mmm, that’s it. You’ll lick me after both their cocks have had me. My little husband, swallowing what they leave behind.”

Her hips rocked harder, the cruel words pushing her closer, feeding her orgasm on the taste of his humiliation.

Then Emma slid off him and reached for his cock, already hard again, wrapping her hand around him and stroking slow, deliberate, merciless.

“Mmm, look at you,” she purred. “So desperate. You’d sit there and watch, wouldn’t you? Watch me taken by Darren and Tommy, taking turns. One in my mouth, one in my pussy… then switching, filling me again and again until I’m dripping with their cum. And then you’d clean me afterwards, licking up every thick, dirty double load.”

Mark groaned, his hips jerking into her hand, but suddenly she stopped, leaving him throbbing.

His body bucked instinctively, desperate for release. “Emma, please…”

She shook her head, her smirk wicked. “No, Mark. Before I finish you, you have to tell me.” She paused, her grip firm but still. “You have to tell me you want it. You want me to fuck another man. Tommy, Ethan, Darren… whoever I choose. You watching. You cleaning up afterwards.”

Mark whimpered, his chest heaving. “I… I want it,” he choked. “I want you to fuck another man.”

Emma leaned closer, her lips at his ear. “Not good enough. Be a good boy. Beg for it. Beg me to fuck one of them… all of them.”

Mark’s eyes screwed shut, shame burning through him. “Please, Emma… please, I’m begging you. Fuck them. Fuck all of them. Let me watch… let me clean you after.”

Her smile widened as she gave him a slow, cruel stroke. “Good boy.”

Mark’s eyes screwed shut, his voice breaking as the words tumbled out. “Please, Emma… please, I’m begging you. Fuck them. Fuck Tommy, fuck Ethan, fuck Darren. Let me watch. Let me clean you after.”

Emma’s smile widened, her hand resuming its slow, deliberate strokes. “That’s it, baby. Keep begging. Tell me how much you want me filled with their cum.”

Mark groaned, his hips jerking helplessly in her grip. “I want it… oh god, I want it so bad. Please, Emma… let them stretch you, fill you. Let me lick you clean after. Please….”

Her grip tightened, her strokes faster now, twisting his need tighter with every word. “Mmm, yes… you’d love that, wouldn’t you? On your knees, licking me out while Darren and Tommy laugh at you. Swallowing their cum because you can’t help yourself.”

Mark’s whole body shook, his voice a broken chant. “Yes… please, Emma… please let me… please fuck them… let me clean you after… please…”

With a strangled cry, his climax tore through him, hot spurts of cum splattering up his stomach and chest. He kept begging through it, the words spilling out between gasps. “Please, Emma… please fuck them… please, please, I want it…”

Emma slowed her strokes, milking the last of him out, watching the mess spread across his skin. She leaned down, kissing his cheek softly, her tone indulgent and cruel all at once.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Now you’re starting to understand your place.”


Epilogue

Mark sat at his desk, eyes glazed from another long spreadsheet. The hum of the office faded when his phone buzzed against the wood.

A message from Emma.

Hey babe! Look who I bumped into in the canteen?

Before he could even process the words, another notification pinged. A photo.

Emma, radiant as ever, leaned in close for a selfie, her brunette hair spilling across her shoulders, her smile wide and playful. Beside her sat Ethan — tall, broad, the picture of easy charm. Their shoulders touched, their faces tilted together as though they’d known each other forever. Both smiling. Both close.

Mark’s pulse hammered. His throat tightened.

Another ping. Hey, babe, are you hard at the thought?

His hand trembled around the phone. He swallowed, staring at the image until the office blurred around him, knowing his wife had him exactly where she wanted.


Book Two Teaser

Emma knows exactly how far she can push her husband — and now she’s ready to push him further.

For Mark, the torment has only just begun. Every day his mind spins: Emma dresses provocatively for Tommy. Will she invite Ethan back for drinks, or worse, back to their bedroom? Will she bring Darren home, his size and power undeniable? Or has she already begun arranging time with more than one man at once… Tommy and Darren together?

The thoughts gnaw at him, torture him, and arouse him. He hates it, but his body betrays him every time. He gets hard imagining his beautiful wife with another man. Hard at the thought of licking her clean afterward. Hard even when Emma makes him swallow his own mess, training him for the day she might make him clean up another man’s.

Mark’s life is no longer his own. Emma holds all the control, and she knows his dirtiest secret: he craves the very humiliation he fears.

Book Two: Will Emma finally let him watch her taken by another man, and force him to clean up afterwards?
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