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CHAPTER I 


The front door closed with a soft thud, and just like that, Kevin Stokes officially lived under our roof. I hadn't really thought about what it would mean to have him here, at least not in any deep, introspective way. It was just an extra room, a temporary arrangement, nothing more. Or so I told myself. 

Kevin had transferred to our university mid-year, an unusual occurrence, but one that spoke volumes about the kind of student he was. Exceptionally bright, ambitious, and already catching the attention of faculty, he was the type of prospect universities fought over. The dean himself had taken a special interest in ensuring that Kevin's transition was as smooth as possible, and somehow, that responsibility had fallen squarely on my shoulders. "Make him feel welcome," the dean had said. "This kid is going places, and we need to keep him here." 

So, here he was, stepping into our home like he belonged here. And in a way, maybe he already did. 

As I stood there, watching him take in his surroundings with a quiet confidence, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was about to change. It wasn't just about renting out a spare room—it was about him . The way he moved, the way he carried himself with effortless ease, as if the space had already molded itself around him. It was subtle, but undeniable, a shift in energy I felt deep in my chest. 

Jessica must have felt it too. She glanced at him, her lips parting slightly, her gaze lingering just long enough to suggest something deeper. A curiosity? A challenge? Or was it something even more dangerous—an invitation? 

I had always known my wife was stunning, the kind of woman who turned heads wherever we went. I wasn’t blind to it, and honestly, I took a twisted kind of pride in knowing that other men wanted her but that she was mine. It was a thrill, watching the way men stole glances at her in public, how their eyes lingered a little too long, how she pretended not to notice—except I knew she did. And I knew, deep down, that it excited her too. 

But this… this was different. 

It wasn’t a stranger admiring her from a distance. It wasn’t harmless. It was right in front of me, right under our roof. And yet, that familiar heat still coursed through me, sharper, more intoxicating. If anything, the thrill was stronger, amplified, twisting into something I wasn’t ready to name. It was strange how the energy in the house changed instantly. Jessica, my wife, stood near the doorway, her arms crossed just beneath her full, round tits, the soft curves pushed up perfectly by the snug fit of her tank top. Her nipples were subtly visible through the thin fabric, a teasing imprint of her body’s shape. The tank top clung to her toned stomach, hugging every dip and curve before stopping just above the waistband of her jeans, which fit her like a second skin. 

Her thick ass stretched the denim with every subtle movement, the tight fit leaving no mystery about the way her body curved. The way Kevin’s gaze slid over her wasn’t casual—it was appreciative, hungry, deliberate. And she didn’t seem to mind. If anything, her lips twitched, the faintest flicker of amusement in her eyes, as if she was soaking in the attention. Was she enjoying it? Or was I imagining it? 

“Welcome home, man,” I said, forcing a polite smile. “Let me show you your room.” 

Kevin grinned, slinging his duffel bag over his shoulder as he stepped in. He was tall, well over six feet, his frame a perfect balance of raw athleticism and sculpted muscle. His dark skin gleamed under the warm glow of the entryway lights, highlighting the sharp definition of his arms and shoulders beneath the snug fit of his t-shirt. 

Everything about him exuded dominance—his posture relaxed but assured, his presence commanding without effort. His jawline was sharp, his full lips curling into an easy smirk as his gaze swept over the room with the quiet confidence of a man who knew exactly what kind of effect he had on people. His movements were slow, deliberate, an unspoken assertion that he belonged wherever he chose to be. 


He wasn’t just confident. He was in control —effortlessly so. And as he stepped deeper inside, I realized that energy was already shifting around him, bending to accommodate his presence. 

Before I could continue, Jessica stepped forward, her hips swaying slightly with each step. "You must be Kevin," she said, flashing that polite yet playful smile she reserved for making first impressions. Her voice had a warmth to it, one that could disarm anyone. "I’ve heard a lot about you." 

Kevin’s gaze slid over her with casual ease, and the corner of his mouth twitched. "All good things, I hope." 

Jessica let out a soft chuckle. "Well, you are one of my husband's brightest students, aren’t you? He says you’ve got a promising future." 

Kevin leaned on the duffel bag slung over his shoulder, his expression unreadable. "That right, Professor?" 

I cleared my throat, feeling suddenly exposed. "You work hard. You deserve it." 

Kevin’s smirk deepened, and for a moment, the tension in the room thickened, heavy and unspoken. It wasn’t just polite acknowledgment—it was a quiet assertion of presence, a shift in control that I could feel pressing against my chest like a weight. The energy between them wasn’t just curiosity; it was something more potent, something neither of them felt the need to hide. Jessica’s eyes remained on him for a lingering beat, her lips parting slightly as if she were about to say something, then thinking better of it. There was something unreadable in her expression, a flicker of intrigue, before she finally turned back toward the hallway, her posture just a little too poised, a little too composed. 

"Well, we’re glad to have you here," she said, her tone light but her body language undeniably open. "Make yourself comfortable." 

"Oh, I will," Kevin said, his deep voice curling around the words like a promise. 

Something about the way he said it sent a shiver down my spine. There was a certainty in his tone, an edge of something unspoken, and I had the unsettling feeling that the balance of power in this house had just begun to shift. 



Dinner stretched out longer than usual, filled with an undercurrent I couldn't quite name. Jessica, usually poised, seemed different. There was a spark in her, something playful and coy. The way she adjusted her blouse just a little too often, how she made sure to refill Kevin’s glass before mine. It wasn’t overt, but it was there—something humming beneath the surface, a silent challenge in her eyes when she caught me watching. 

She was always friendly, but tonight, she was something else. The way she laughed at Kevin’s jokes, the way she leaned forward when he spoke, the way her hand brushed against his forearm when she reached for the salt—it was subtle, but I saw it all. She wasn’t just engaging in polite dinner conversation. She was playing with fire. 

And so was Kevin. 

“Damn, Mrs. Carter, you cook too?” he teased, taking a bite of his steak, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement. 

Jessica giggled, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger. “I do a lot of things.” 

Kevin’s smirk widened. “Bet you do.” 


I cleared my throat, shifting uncomfortably in my seat. Jessica shot me a look—innocent, but amused. Like she knew exactly what she was doing. Like she wanted me to notice. 

After dinner, Jessica got up to clear the plates, and I caught the way Kevin’s gaze followed the curve of her ass as she walked away. He didn’t even try to hide it. His expression was lazy, confident—like he had every right to look, like he was already comfortable indulging in the sight of her. 

Jessica hesitated for the briefest moment, her body shifting just enough to acknowledge his gaze, as if savoring the unspoken attention before moving forward. Then, slowly, her back straightened, her hips shifting slightly as she stepped forward, the subtle motion making her ass bounce just a little more than necessary. It was controlled, calculated—an unconscious or entirely deliberate invitation? I wasn’t sure. But Kevin caught it. 

Kevin leaned back slightly, his shoulders relaxing as if he had already settled into his role here. His eyes dragged over Jessica with an ease that felt almost instinctual, a silent claim in the way he studied her. I swore I heard the faintest exhale from him, not just appreciation, but something deeper—something possessive, as if he had already decided what was his. Jessica, fully aware of his attention now, didn’t rush. Instead, she leaned over the table slightly, reaching for the plates at the far end with a movement that arched her back just enough to be noticeable. 

I clenched my jaw, my fingers curling into my palm beneath the table. Was she testing him? Testing me? 

Kevin’s tongue darted out briefly, wetting his lower lip. He shifted in his seat, adjusting himself ever so slightly. His gaze lingered even longer, dragging down the smooth expanse of her thighs before flicking up to meet my eyes. 

A silent message passed between us. 

Jessica knew she was being watched—by both of us. And the way she moved told me everything. 


She liked it. 



Much later that night, after we had cleaned up and Kevin had gone to his room, I found myself lying in bed beside Jessica, feeling restless. The house was quiet, but my mind wasn’t. I had spent the last hour replaying the night in my mind, dissecting every glance, every touch, every word spoken between them. It had been subtle, just beneath the surface, but undeniable. Jessica had been different. And Kevin—he had noticed. 

He had noticed the way her lips parted when she laughed at his jokes, how she leaned in just a little too close, how her fingers brushed against the rim of her wine glass in that slow, absentminded way. The way she seemed to soak up his attention like a flower tilting toward the sun. It was intoxicating to watch—humiliating, too. But deep down, I couldn’t deny what stirred in me. 

I stared at the ceiling, my mind spiraling, my body betraying me with every pulse of heat pooling low in my stomach. Did she know what she was doing? Did she realize how much she had changed tonight? Or was this something that had been bubbling under the surface all along, just waiting for the right person to bring it out of her? 

I stared at the ceiling, turning the moments from dinner over in my mind. 

“You were really friendly with Kevin tonight,” I said carefully. 

Jessica turned onto her side, facing me. Her blonde hair spilled over the pillow, framing her face in soft waves. “I was just being nice.” 

I hesitated. “You touched him a lot.” 

She smirked. “Are you jealous?” 

I swallowed. I wasn’t even sure how to answer that. 

Jessica reached out, her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles over my chest. Her touch was warm, familiar, but there was something else in it tonight—a quiet, teasing edge that hadn’t been there before. She wasn’t just reaching for comfort. She was testing me, playing with the tension that now existed between us. 


“He’s young,” she murmured, her voice laced with something sultry, something dangerous. Her nails lightly scraped over my skin, making my stomach clench. "Confident. Strong. You noticed that, didn’t you?" 

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement, one that she knew I couldn’t deny. My throat went dry as I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering against my ribs. 

I exhaled sharply, my pulse quickening, my body betraying me. There was something darkly exhilarating about the way she spoke, the way she toyed with me. My brain screamed at me to push back, to reassert myself, to remind her that she was my wife. But another part of me—some shameful, buried part—wondered what it would feel like to let this unfold, to see just how far she would take it. 

Jessica’s fingers trailed lower, her nails ghosting over my stomach before dipping beneath the edge of my waistband. The movement was slow, torturous, her smirk deepening when she felt my body’s undeniable reaction. 

“Mmm.” Her breath was hot against my skin as she tilted her head, lips just shy of my ear. "You liked it, didn’t you? Watching me with him. Seeing the way he looked at me, how I reacted to him." 

A shaky breath escaped me, my fists curling into the sheets. I wanted to deny it. I wanted to push back, reassert myself, remind her that she was my wife. But her touch made it impossible. My body told the truth even when my words wouldn’t. 

I let out a shuddered breath. “Jessica…” 

She hummed, her fingers still gliding over my stomach, teasing, edging lower, her nails just barely skimming the sensitive skin below my navel. Her touch was lazy, deliberate, like she was in no rush, savoring my helplessness. Her hand dipped further, slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers, her fingertips feather-light against my exposed skin. 

She leaned in, her lips grazing the sensitive skin just below my ear. "It’s okay," she whispered, her voice velvety, dripping with something forbidden. "You don’t have to fight it. I see how hard you are. I know what’s going through your head." 

Her fingers wrapped around me, slow and teasing, a wicked smirk curling on her lips as she felt my body betray me completely. She gave an achingly slow stroke, her touch firm yet delicate, sending a sharp jolt of sensation through me. 

"Mmm… so eager," she purred, tilting her head slightly, letting her breath tickle against my skin. "Was it the way he looked at me? The way I let him? Did you imagine what I was thinking?" 

I let out a shaky exhale, my fingers digging into the sheets as my hips instinctively shifted toward her touch. "Jessica…" 

She giggled, her grip tightening just enough to make me groan, then loosening again, teasing, playing, keeping me right on the edge. "Not yet," she whispered, dragging her fingers in a slow, torturous glide, making my hips twitch, my body desperate for more. "I want to hear you beg for it, baby. Tell me how much you need this. Tell me how it feels knowing I’m thinking about him right now." 

Every motion of her hand was deliberate, every flick of her wrist designed to keep me teetering on the edge of something I wasn’t ready to admit. 

I let out a ragged breath, my head spinning, my body betraying me completely. "Jessica…" My voice was barely a whisper, thick with need and shame. "I… I can't stop thinking about it." 


She smirked against my skin, her strokes never slowing. "Mmm, I know, baby. I could see it all over your face at dinner. You love knowing he was watching me, knowing I was enjoying it." 

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering in my ears. I should have stopped her, but I didn’t. I didn’t want to. My body had already made the choice for me. 

"You liked it, didn’t you?" she murmured, her fingers tightening around me, drawing another desperate groan from my lips. "Watching me with him. Seeing the way he looked at me, how I reacted."" 

I swallowed hard, my head spinning. I should have stopped her, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. 

She kissed the corner of my mouth, her thumb circling me, making my breath stutter. "Don’t hold back, baby. Just let go." 

My entire body tensed as the wave crashed over me, my muscles locking, my breath catching in my throat. Jessica just smiled, still stroking, drawing it out until I was nothing but a trembling, panting mess beneath her. 

Jessica paused, savoring the moment, then delivered the words that sent a jolt of fire straight through me. 

"I like him too." 

My breath hitched. She punctuated the confession with a slow, firm stroke along my length, her palm pressing down just enough to make me gasp. 

The admission was quiet, but it shattered something in me. The room felt smaller, the air thicker, the distance between us shrinking in ways I wasn’t ready for. My stomach twisted, torn between lust, jealousy, and something deeper—something darker. 

She tightened her grip, moving in slow, teasing motions, her lips brushing against my ear again. "You want to hear what I was thinking about at dinner? How it felt knowing he was looking at me like that?" 

I swallowed, my pulse thundering in my ears. I should have told her to stop, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. My body had already betrayed me. 

And worst of all? 

I was harder than I’d ever been. 

Jessica’s fingers stroked me with deliberate slowness, each measured glide holding me in agonizing suspense, keeping me at the edge of surrender. Her touch was mercilessly controlled, expertly drawing out every shudder, every desperate twitch of my cock. The warmth of her hand, the way her nails lightly scraped against my skin, sent jolts of sensation straight through me. My breath hitched as I felt the weight of the moment pressing down on me, the realization that I was entirely at her mercy. 

She was in control—completely. And she knew it. 

A part of me wanted to fight it, to reclaim some shred of dominance, but the other part, the darker, needier part, wanted to sink deeper into this haze of pleasure and humiliation. Jessica had me right where she wanted me, and with every slow, teasing stroke, she reinforced just how much power she had over me. 

My stomach clenched, my body trembling as she leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. "Mmm, baby… you love this, don’t you?" she whispered, her tone thick with amusement and something else—something wicked. "You love knowing he was watching me. Knowing I was enjoying it. And now, here you are, letting me do this to you while thinking about him." 

A strangled groan left my throat, my hips jerking instinctively into her grip. The shame, the thrill, the unbearable need—it all tangled inside me, a perfect storm I had no escape from. 


Jessica chuckled softly, tightening her grip just enough to make my breath stutter. "That’s right, baby. Just let it happen. Just give in." 

Her words unraveled me. My body tensed, a shudder wracking through me as the pressure inside me snapped. A deep, guttural moan tore from my throat as pleasure overtook me, my release spilling into her hand. My breaths came in ragged gasps, my muscles weak, my mind clouded with the lingering echoes of her touch and the power she held over me. 

Jessica giggled, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek. "Good boy. That’s it… just relax. You know you belong right here, don’t you? Right under my touch, completely helpless, letting me take care of everything—just the way you need me to." 

I lay there, drained and exposed, my chest rising and falling in unsteady breaths. My body was spent, my mind racing, tangled in the lingering heat of Jessica’s touch and the sharp edge of my own submission. She wiped her hand on the sheets, smirking as she pulled the blanket over me. "Now get some sleep," she murmured, a playful lilt in her voice. "Tomorrow’s going to be… interesting." 

And as she turned away, her words left a deeper mark than anything else. 

I had no doubt she was right. My body was still trembling, my breath uneven, but my mind was racing ahead—spinning with the implications of what had just happened. This wasn’t just teasing anymore. This was something bigger, something irreversible. 

Tomorrow, everything would change. I could feel it in my bones, a mix of dread and anticipation curling deep in my stomach. Jessica had planted the seed, and now the thought had taken root, spreading through me like an ache I couldn’t shake. I could feel the shift happening, the slow unraveling of boundaries I once thought were firm. The anticipation coiled tight in my chest, mixing with something heavier, something that made my stomach clench. There was no stopping what was coming next—but was I even sure I wanted to? 

And the worst part? 

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop it at all. 

The shift in the house had been subtle at first, but undeniable. Kevin had been living with us for a little while now, long enough for the dynamics to change in ways I hadn't anticipated. It wasn't just the occasional glances or the way the air seemed heavier when he was in the same room as Jessica. It was something deeper, something unspoken, building between them in the quiet moments I wasn’t part of. 

Jessica had started dressing differently at home—nothing too overt, but just enough to make it impossible to ignore. Tiny shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass, the soft fabric clinging to her hips, rising dangerously high whenever she shifted. Tank tops with plunging necklines that stretched tight over her full, perky tits, the thin straps barely holding them in place. Sometimes she didn’t even bother with a bra, and the faint outline of her stiffening nipples would press against the fabric, impossible to miss. 

She stretched more in front of him, arching her back just enough to push her chest out, to let the hem of her top ride up and reveal the toned curve of her stomach. She lingered longer in the kitchen when he was around, her posture open, inviting. When she bent down to grab something, she did it slowly, deliberately, her ass lifted just a little higher, her thighs parting just enough to tease the outline of her panties through the tight material of her shorts. And Kevin noticed. 

I told myself it was innocent, that maybe she was just comfortable in her own home. But deep down, I knew better. She was testing him. And he was watching her every move, his gaze drinking her in, knowing exactly what she was doing. 


It was in the way Kevin’s eyes followed her movements, the way his gaze darkened slightly when she bit her lip or casually played with the hem of her top. There was something possessive about the way he looked at her, as though he knew exactly what was happening, as though he was simply waiting for her to make the next move. 

And Jessica wasn’t oblivious. If anything, she seemed to thrive under his attention. 

One evening, I came downstairs and caught a glimpse of them in the living room. Jessica’s fingers trailed over Kevin’s arm as she laughed, her nails barely scratching against his skin in a way that felt more intimate than casual. Her eyes locked onto his, her pupils slightly blown, her lips parting in that subtle, breathless way that told me she was fully aware of the effect she was having. The sound of her laugh was softer, huskier, charged with something deeper. 

Kevin didn’t just smirk—he leaned in slightly, his posture relaxed but full of controlled confidence, his gaze flicking down to the way her chest heaved beneath the flimsy top she was wearing. His fingers twitched at his side like he was debating whether to reach out, whether to take what was already being offered without a word needing to be spoken. 

I felt my stomach twist, my pulse hammering in my throat as I watched. This wasn’t just playful. This wasn’t just casual flirting. It was a slow, simmering invitation unfolding right in front of me, an unspoken challenge between them—how far would she let it go? 

I should have said something then. Should have stepped in, reminded them both of the boundaries that were meant to exist. But I didn’t. I just stood there, watching, my stomach twisting into knots, heat pooling low in my gut. I told myself I was imagining it, but the thought kept gnawing at me long after I went back upstairs. 

That night, as I lay in bed beside Jessica, I couldn’t get the image out of my head—the way she leaned into him, the way his fingers had ghosted over her wrist, how natural it had all seemed. I swallowed hard, forcing myself to close my eyes. But sleep never came. 

The real shift happened a few nights later. 

It was late, and I had retreated to my office upstairs, correcting a stack of exam papers, my red pen gliding over answer sheets with mechanical detachment. The house was quiet except for the faint clatter of dishes from the kitchen. Jessica had offered to clean up after dinner, and Kevin had lingered to help. I hadn’t thought much of it until I stood up to stretch and heard it—her soft gasp. 

I moved toward the hallway, my heart hammering. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to see, but as I reached the landing and looked down into the kitchen, my breath caught in my throat. 

Kevin was standing close, much closer than before. His body was angled toward Jessica, his hands resting casually on the counter beside her, caging her in. His towering frame dwarfed hers, his presence overwhelming. She was turned slightly, her back half-pressed against the edge of the sink, her eyes wide, lips parted, her breath coming quicker. His fingers grazed the curve of her waist, playful, testing, tracing over the soft skin just above the band of her shorts, teasing where fabric met flesh. A touch that should have made her pull away—but instead, it lingered, his thumb pressing slightly, as if daring her to stop him. 

But she didn’t. 

Jessica just stood there, her breath uneven, her hands gripping the counter like she wasn’t sure whether to push him away or pull him closer. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her hardened nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her tank top, betraying the rush of heat coursing through her. The space between them was electric, charged with something unspeakably intimate. Her lips parted, her teeth grazing her bottom lip before releasing it, a slow, teasing motion. The tip of her tongue traced the seam of her mouth, wetting it just enough to glisten under the dim kitchen light, an invitation that needed no words. Kevin’s gaze flickered downward, watching the motion like a predator sizing up his prey, his smirk deepening as his fingers traced lazy circles against her skin, testing her resolve, seeing just how much she was willing to take. 


Kevin smirked, his voice low, rich with amusement. "You okay, Mrs. Carter? Or are you thinking about what might happen if you don’t stop me?" 

She exhaled shakily, her fingers twitching against the counter. "Y-Yeah." 

Kevin’s fingers skimmed lower, just over the waistband of her shorts, his touch featherlight, yet deliberate, a silent promise of what could come next. The heat of his palm seared against her skin, his fingers teasing along the thin band, dipping slightly beneath before pulling back just enough to keep her guessing. Jessica’s breath hitched, her thighs pressing together as if she was trying to suppress the reaction her body betrayed so easily. He was testing her, pushing just a little more, waiting to see how far she would let this go. Jessica didn’t move, didn’t stop him, her body betraying her as she pressed her palms harder against the counter, like she needed something to ground her. 

I swallowed, frozen in place, watching as the tension between them thickened, as the boundaries I thought were unshakable began to blur. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to stop it—or see just how far it would go. 

The air in the kitchen was thick with heat, humming with an unspoken tension. Kevin didn’t move away. Neither did Jessica. If anything, the space between them felt smaller, charged with something undeniable. Her breath hitched as he leaned in slightly, his lips brushing close to her ear. "You like this, don’t you?" he murmured, his voice dark, teasing, his fingers flexing against her hip, testing the way she reacted. 

Jessica let out a soft, breathy sound, something between a laugh and a sigh, her grip tightening on the counter as if steadying herself. "You’re dangerous," she whispered, her voice barely audible. But she didn’t move away. Didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, her body swayed just slightly, like she was being pulled into his gravity. 

Kevin smirked, his fingertips grazing lower, brushing just beneath the hem of her shorts, the warmth of his touch burning against her skin. "You don’t want me to be careful, though," he murmured. "Do you?" 

She should have pushed him away. She should have told him this was too much. But instead, she just stood there, her fingers curling over the edge of the counter, her chest rising and falling in deep, shallow breaths. Her eyes flickered up to meet his in silent acknowledgment, not just of what was happening, but of what she wanted—what she was willing to let happen. 

I pressed my back against the wall, my throat dry, my heart hammering against my ribs. I should walk in. I should stop this. I should remind her that she was mine. But I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. My feet felt planted, my body betraying me as a sharp, forbidden heat pooled in my gut. I was watching my wife melt under another man’s touch, surrendering inch by inch, and all I could do was take it in, pulse racing with something dark, something undeniable. 

This wasn’t just flirting. This wasn’t just testing boundaries. 


This was submission. 

And it was only the beginning. 

I forced myself to step away from the hallway, my breath unsteady, my pulse hammering in my ears. My body felt overheated, my thoughts tangled in knots I couldn’t untie. I climbed the stairs slowly, each step feeling heavier than the last, my hands slightly trembling as I reached our bedroom. 

Jessica was still downstairs. I lay down, staring at the ceiling, my mind replaying everything I had just seen. The way her body leaned into him, the unspoken challenge in her eyes, Kevin’s unwavering confidence, his hand teasing at the edge of her shorts—daring her. Daring me. 

Fifteen minutes passed, the sound of light footsteps on the stairs pulling me from my thoughts. I turned onto my side, feigning sleep, keeping my breaths steady. The bedroom door creaked open, and a moment later, Jessica slipped inside. She didn’t turn on the light. She just slid under the covers beside me, her body warm from the heat of the kitchen, her breathing soft but just a little uneven. 

She fell asleep quickly. 

I didn’t. 

My cock was hard, throbbing, an ache I couldn’t rationalize away. My mind raced, tangled in arousal and something darker—anticipation. I knew, deep down, this was only the beginning. And I had no idea how far it was going to go. 

CHAPTER II 

The night had been restless. Sleep had come in fragments, and when it did, it brought nothing but images I couldn’t control—Jessica pressed against the counter, Kevin’s body towering over hers, the silent challenge in their eyes. I had spent the morning convincing myself it wasn’t real, that I had imagined the way her body responded to him. But deep down, I knew better. 

By the next evening, tension wrapped around the house like an unshakable force. Jessica moved differently now—her steps slower, her glances longer, the way she carried herself deliberate, almost inviting. There was an air of something unspoken hovering around her, something that made my pulse quicken. There was something about the way she adjusted her tank top, the way her fingers brushed against the hem of her shorts, the way she hesitated before speaking, like she was waiting for something. 

And then, Kevin emerged from the hallway, fresh from the shower, wearing nothing but a pair of black boxers. His skin was still damp, his abs glistening under the dim glow of the living room lights. His muscles flexed with every step, his confidence effortless, the weight of his presence undeniable. 

Jessica lounged on the couch, one leg tucked under her, absently running her fingers along the hem of her shorts, the soft fabric clinging tightly to her thighs. The tiny shorts barely covered her, riding high whenever she shifted, exposing more smooth, golden skin. The edge of the material flirted dangerously with the curve of her ass, hinting at the lace of her panties underneath. Her fingers traced the seam absentmindedly, her nails dragging lightly over the sensitive skin just above the fabric, teasing herself in ways she likely didn’t even realize. Every slight movement sent a subtle ripple through her body, and as she adjusted, the shorts crept even higher, making it impossible not to notice just how little she was wearing. She wasn’t watching TV. She wasn’t reading. She was waiting—whether consciously or not. And when she saw him, her breath hitched, her lips parting slightly, her eyes dragging over his damp, sculpted torso before she could stop herself. Her fingers curled against the cushion as her gaze swept over his body, lingering a second too long before she caught herself. 

Kevin noticed. He smirked, eyes dark with amusement, knowing exactly what he was doing. He didn’t say anything as he walked toward her, his steps unhurried, deliberate. He sat beside her, close enough that their thighs pressed together. He spread his legs wide, his body relaxed, dominant, his scent—clean, masculine—drifting between them. 

The silence was thick, charged with something unspoken. Jessica shifted slightly, her body tensing, her fingers twitching against her lap. She licked her lips, a nervous habit, but the way Kevin’s eyes followed the movement made it feel like something else entirely. 

She was the first to move. It was instinctive, her fingers twitching before trailing lightly over the firm muscle of his thigh. The warmth of his skin sent a jolt through her, and the moment stretched between them, her touch hesitant but deliberate, curiosity battling restraint. 

Kevin caught her wrist, firm but unhurried, his grip tightening slightly, just enough to make her breath hitch. His fingers pressed into her skin, possessive, his smirk widening as if he had been expecting her to break first. He held her there, his thumb tracing slow, deliberate circles against her pulse, savoring the way it raced beneath his touch. Like he had been waiting for her to break first. 

Jessica gasped softly, startled by the sudden grip, her breath shuddering between them. Her wide eyes met his, her pulse hammering against the delicate skin beneath his fingers. 

"What are you doing, Mrs. Carter?" Kevin murmured, his voice low, knowing. 

Jessica’s lips parted, a quiet, shaky breath slipping past them. Her chest lifted with each uneven inhale, the warmth between them no longer subtle but thick, enveloping, her body betraying the hunger in her hesitation. She tried to pull her hand back, but he held firm, his grip neither rough nor gentle—just enough to remind her who was in control. 

"You touched me first," Kevin said, tilting his head slightly. "Why?" 

Jessica swallowed hard, her mind scrambling for an excuse, but there was none. She had touched him. She had wanted to. 

Kevin leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. "Tell me." 

She exhaled sharply, her body betraying her, pressing just slightly into his hold. 

And then— 

"Jessica?" 

Mr. Carter’s voice cut through the tension like a blade. 

Jessica jumped, yanking her hand back as if burned, but the lingering heat of Kevin’s touch was still on her skin. Her breath hitched sharply, her chest rising and falling too fast, too shallow. She stood up too quickly, nearly stumbling as she tried to regain control, but the tremor in her hands gave her away. A flush crept up her neck, her cheeks warm, her fingers smoothing over her shorts in a nervous attempt to collect herself. Her lips parted as if to speak, but no words came—just an uneven exhale, betraying the turmoil raging beneath the surface. "I—I was just—Kevin was just—" 

Kevin didn’t move. He sat there, his smirk slow and deliberate, his eyes never leaving Mr. Carter’s face. There was no guilt, no shame. Only quiet amusement, a knowing look that sent a shiver down my spine. 

Jessica’s face was flushed, her hands smoothing over her shorts as she searched for something to say. 

Kevin stretched lazily, his muscles flexing as he stood, the movement deliberate, unhurried. Jessica's breath caught, her eyes flickering over the broad expanse of his chest, down the deep ridges of his abs. Her lips parted slightly, as if she was about to say something, but instead, she just swallowed, her throat bobbing. 

I saw it all—the way her fingers twitched at her sides, the heat darkening her gaze for the briefest second before she masked it. My stomach twisted. That wasn’t just admiration. That was hunger. 

Kevin smirked, rolling his shoulders back, letting the moment stretch. He knew she was watching. He wanted her to. "Relax, Mr. Carter. Just getting to know your wife a little better." 

He walked past me, his gaze lingering just a second longer than necessary. Then he disappeared down the hallway, leaving nothing but silence in his wake. 

Jessica didn’t look at me. Her hands were still trembling as she smoothed them over her thighs. 

I swallowed, my throat dry, my pulse erratic, a strange mix of jealousy and arousal coiling in my gut. My body betrayed me, heat pooling low, an ache I refused to acknowledge. The sight of Jessica, flustered and breathless under Kevin’s dominance, twisted something inside me—something that shouldn’t have felt this intoxicating. And yet, I couldn’t deny it. I wasn’t just witnessing a shift. I was feeling it take root, deep and undeniable. 

Something had shifted. 

And we both knew it. 

CHAPTER III 

The tension in the house had become suffocating, thick with an unspoken inevitability that neither Jessica nor I could deny anymore. Every glance between them carried a weight that pressed down on me, a slow, intoxicating descent into something I couldn't control. I told myself I could stop this—that I should stop this—but the truth was, I didn’t want to. The heat pooling low in my gut, the way my pulse quickened whenever I saw them together, told me otherwise.

That night, the silence between us in bed was louder than any words. Jessica lay beside me, her body warm, her breathing steady, but I knew she was awake. My heart pounded as my phone vibrated softly on the nightstand. Not mine. Hers.

She exhaled sharply, hesitating for a moment before she reached for it. The glow from the screen illuminated her face, and even in the dim light, I saw the way her lips parted, the way her fingers hovered over the message.

A single text from Kevin: Come.

Jessica swallowed, biting her lip as she set the phone down, glancing toward me as if making sure I was still asleep. I closed my eyes, keeping my breath even, my body still. She waited another beat before slipping out from under the sheets.

I listened as she padded toward the door, her steps cautious, hesitant—but not stopping.

My pulse hammered in my ears. The air felt thick, suffocating, as I waited just long enough before pushing the sheets off my body and quietly following her.

The hallway was dark, only a sliver of moonlight guiding my steps. The door to Kevin’s room was slightly ajar, just enough for me to see inside.

Jessica stood before him, her breath unsteady, her hands twitching at her sides. Kevin sat on the edge of the bed, his legs spread wide, his boxers hanging low on his hips. The glow from his phone cast shadows across his chiseled abs, his dark skin gleaming under the dim light.

"Took you long enough," he murmured, his voice thick, amused.

Jessica licked her lips, her gaze dipping lower before snapping back up. "I—I had to be careful."

Kevin smirked. "And yet, you still came."

She exhaled sharply, stepping closer. The air between them was charged, heavy with something she could no longer deny.

"Show me," Kevin murmured. "Show me how much you want this."

Jessica shivered, but she didn’t hesitate. She lowered herself between his spread legs, her fingers ghosting over the hard lines of his thighs, a touch that lingered a moment too long to be innocent. The air crackled between them, thick and heavy, drawing her deeper into his space. My breath caught as I watched, my stomach coiling with something dark and undeniable. This wasn’t idle flirtation, wasn’t just a dangerous game played with half-meant touches and coy glances.

This was surrender.

Kevin reached down, his fingers grazing her cheek, the touch almost tender, but his intent unmistakable. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze, to hold the moment with him. "Say it," he murmured, his voice molten, smooth, unwavering. "Tell me what you need."

Jessica’s lips parted, a breath slipping past them, her hesitation warring with the hunger gleaming in her wide eyes. "I need this," she whispered, the confession curling between them, fragile yet unbreakable.

"Louder."

She swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around his thighs. "I want this. I want you."

A deep, satisfied hum rumbled from Kevin’s chest. He leaned back slightly, his muscles shifting, completely at ease, completely in control. "Then show me, Mrs. Carter."

A pulse hammered low in my gut, thick with a heat I refused to name. Jessica’s delicate fingers hesitated at first, then moved with quiet reverence, tracing the shape beneath the fabric as though memorizing it. Her breath trembled, her pupils wide, her body betraying a surrender she hadn’t yet spoken aloud.

Kevin didn’t rush her. He simply watched, lounging back, his expression one of patient amusement, of absolute certainty. She was unraveling, thread by thread, sinking into something she couldn’t pull away from now—even if she wanted to.

And from the doorway, I watched too, unable to move, unable to breathe, drowning in the delicious agony of my own making.

The moment hung thick in the air, the dim glow casting flickering shadows across Jessica’s face as she knelt before him, her fingers lightly grazing the hem of Kevin’s boxers. Her breath hitched, shallow and uneven, as the warmth of his body seeped through the fabric beneath her fingertips. Her hands trembled—not with hesitation, but with need. A slow drag of her nails traced the outline of his semi hard cock beneath the thin material, the teasing motion betraying her restraint. Her lips parted, a soft breath slipping free, her tongue flicking out instinctively to wet them, as though preparing herself for what she had already decided to do. The space between them burned electric, she wasn’t just kneeling—she was offering herself, surrendering inch by inch before she even spoke a word.

From the doorway, I watched, my body tense, my pulse hammering. I knew what was about to happen, knew there was no stopping it—not because I couldn’t, but because I wouldn’t. Because I wanted this. The shame of it twisted inside me, hot and unbearable, but the arousal was sharper, undeniable. My hands twitched at my sides, aching to do something—to intervene, to run, to touch myself. But I was frozen, caught in the intoxicating spell of my own humiliation.

Kevin tilted Jessica’s chin up, his grip firm, his thumb grazing over her bottom lip, testing her, owning her. His fingers pressed into her jaw, his touch both commanding and possessive, ensuring she had no choice but to look at him. His dark eyes drank her in, gleaming with amusement, hunger, and a challenge she had already lost. "You were made for this," he murmured, his voice deep and assured, as if he had always known this truth about her. "Say it."

Jessica shivered, her lips parting, her breath coming out in a shaky exhale. "I was made for this," she whispered, her voice dripping with raw, aching need. It wasn’t just a statement—it was a surrender, a truth she had known deep inside but had never dared to say aloud. The words left her lips like an oath, thick with desire, her entire body sinking deeper into submission, her thighs pressing together as the heat between them pulsed. Her nipples stiffened beneath the thin fabric of her top, her skin alight with anticipation, as if every nerve in her body had been rewired just for this moment. She wasn’t just accepting it—she was craving it, owning it, and worst of all, she needed him to know it.

A slow, satisfied smirk curled at the edge of Kevin’s lips. “Prove it.”

Her fingers curled tighter against his thighs, her nails raking just enough to make his muscles tense beneath her touch. The heat radiating from him was undeniable, a thick pulse of desire trapped beneath the thin fabric. Her breaths grew shallower, each one more ragged than the last, as her gaze trailed up the length of him before flicking to his face, silently begging for permission. The flicker of amusement in his dark eyes sent another shiver down her spine.

Her thumbs pressed into the waistband of his boxers, the slow drag of fabric against his skin deliberate, teasing. Her lips parted slightly, a hushed exhale slipping free as she revealed him inch by inch. And then—her breath caught, eyes widening in stunned silence.

Jessica blinked, momentarily frozen, her fingers trembling as she took in the sheer size of him. A sharp, unfiltered gasp escaped her lips, her pupils dilating like a woman seeing something truly overwhelming for the first time. "Oh… my God," she whispered, her voice breathless, almost reverent.

From the doorway, my stomach twisted, my throat tightening as I stared, my own breath hitching at the sheer difference. It was undeniable—massive, thick, a presence that demanded awe. A humiliating contrast that left me hot with something I didn’t know how to name. Jessica swallowed hard, her tongue flicking out over her lips, unable to hide the pure, unfiltered hunger flashing across her face.

But she didn’t look away—she couldn’t. She had been waiting for this moment, and now that it was here, she wanted to savor it.

Kevin leaned back slightly, his movements slow, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world to let her soak in the sight of him. His arms draped lazily over the bed, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm, exuding confidence, dominance—patience. His dark eyes tracked every flicker of emotion that crossed her face, every subtle shift in her breathing, every trembling inch of hesitation that made her hands falter just before she reached for him.

Jessica’s fingers curled into her lap, squeezing tightly, the anticipation thick between them. She let out a shaky breath, her lips parting slightly as she took in the sheer size of him, the way he pulsed with undeniable presence. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, uneven breaths, her pupils blown wide, her fingers flexing as if her body was betraying her own restraint.

Kevin exhaled slowly, the corner of his mouth twitching in amusement. He knew. He could see it in her—how badly she wanted this, how much she was fighting the urge to touch, to worship.

"Tell me what you’re thinking," he murmured, his voice low, coaxing, but commanding all the same.

Jessica swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. “You’re… huge.”

A deep chuckle rumbled from his chest. “You like that, don’t you?”

She nodded, unable to lie. Her breath came out faster now, shallow, shaky, betraying just how deep her arousal ran.

Kevin reached forward, brushing his thumb against her lips. “Then worship it.”

Jessica’s breath came out in soft, uneven pants as she leaned in, her movements deliberate, slow, savoring each inch that brought her closer. She hesitated, letting the anticipation thicken between them, making him wait, making herself wait. Kevin’s smirk deepened, a knowing look flickering across his face as if he understood exactly what she was doing—teasing herself as much as him.

Her lips parted, hovering over the base of his cock, the warmth of his large full balls radiating against her breath. The first kiss was soft, tentative, her lips barely touching him before she pulled back, eyes flicking up, waiting for a reaction. Kevin exhaled slowly, his muscles tightening beneath her hands, and that was all the encouragement she needed.

She pressed in again, firmer this time, trailing open-mouthed kisses along his shaft, tasting him, breathing him in like he was something intoxicating. Her pale fingers curled against his now fully hard big black cock, feeling the undeniable power coiled beneath his dark skin. The contrast of softness and strength sent another shudder through her. She dragged her nails lightly along his balls, fondling them expertly like an experienced working girl, her touch reverent, possessive, grounding herself as if she needed to remind herself that this was real, that she was really here, on her knees before him.

Kevin groaned low in his throat, the sound thick with satisfaction. His fingers threaded into her blonde hair, not pushing, just guiding, his grip a silent command. "Take your time," he murmured, his voice rich and deep. "Make it worth it."

She obeyed, dragging her lips along the length of his shaft, teasing, savoring. Her tongue flicked out, tracing along the thick vein that pulsed beneath her touch. The heat of him was dizzying, overwhelming, and she exhaled slowly against him, reveling in his reaction.

From where I stood, my entire body was taut, strung tight between jealousy and unbearable arousal. My WIFE, the woman who had once only belonged to me, was kneeling in front of another man, a deacade younger than me with.cock much, much larger than mine, completely lost in him. The sight of her, so eager, so willing, sent a fresh wave of humiliation through me, but the pulsing ache between my legs told a different story. I should have looked away. I should have stopped this.

But I didn’t.

Kevin glanced toward the doorway, locking eyes with me for the briefest second, his smirk deepening with amusement. His fingers tightened in Jessica’s blonde hair, holding her in place as he murmured something low under his breath. A slow, deliberate shift of his hips had her gasping around him, eyes fluttering as he took full control. He didn’t need to say a word—his expression told me everything. He knew he had won. He knew I wasn’t going to stop him. And worst of all, he knew I didn’t want to.

Jessica moaned softly, her hands gripping Kevin’s thighs as she took him deeper, her lips stretching as she worked her way along his full length. Her throat flexed, her breath coming in short, desperate puffs through her nose. Her fingers tightened against his skin, her nails digging in slightly as if grounding herself in the moment, in the sensation of taking him further than she ever had before. His fingers tightened in her hair, his voice a low, approving growl. “That’s it, Mrs. Carter… just like that.” and then with that, Kevin starting grunting and shooting his warm load straightly into the throat of my loving shy wife. The look on her eyes told that she was surprised and at the same time absolutely enjoying taking his load. He continued shooting his load while slowly pulling back his cock.

My breath came out in ragged, shallow bursts. My hands clenched at my sides, my entire body straining against the forbidden thrill of watching my wife worship another man. The way she clung to him, the way she melted against his touch—it was clear now. She wasn’t just submitting to Kevin.

She was surrendering completely, lost in him, lost in this moment. And I was trapped on the outside, helpless to stop it, helpless to deny that I had let it happen.

The line had been crossed.

And there was no going back.

Jessica pulled away slowly, her lips swollen, her breath uneven, her eyes still glazed with need. His thick wet cock was finally fully out, my wife's mouth still wide open, still holding some of his load, she directly looked at him, closed her mouth seductively and swallowed the remaining load while smiling gleefully like a satisfied pet. Kevin leaned back, watching her with satisfaction, his dominance unquestioned, his smirk telling me he already knew this was only the beginning.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her body still trembling from the experience. Then, as if remembering I was there, she turned her head slightly, her gaze finding mine. For a moment, she hesitated—something flickering in her expression, something softer, something almost apologetic. But then, it was gone.

Kevin exhaled deeply, running a hand through his hair before meeting my eyes one last time. "Guess we all know where we stand now, huh?" he murmured, the amusement in his voice laced with something deeper, something final.

Jessica stood shakily, her legs unsteady, and without another word, she left the room, disappearing down the hall. I remained frozen, my breath shallow, my mind spinning with everything that had just happened—everything that I had just let happen.

This was far from over. And deep down, I knew it.

I wasn’t sure if I was terrified—or thrilled.

The end… for now.

***
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“Go ahead, Lena,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “I… I want to see you enjoy.” 

Paul’s grin widened, a glint of triumph in his eyes. “Atta boy, Jake,” he said smoothly, “You’re learning your place nicely.” 

Jake never imagined a weekend work retreat in Malibu would change everything. He thought it’d be a chance to impress his boss and spend some quality time with his gorgeous wife, Lena. But when Paul, the bold and charming chairman, starts paying Lena extra attention, things take a turn Jake didn’t see coming. Paul isn’t subtle. His confidence, smooth compliments, and commanding presence pull Lena in—and Jake finds himself watching, torn between jealousy and excitement. Late-night drinks, private conversations, and a charged atmosphere push the boundaries of their marriage further than ever before. 


"Cucked By The Chairman In Malibu" is a spicy story about a husband, a wife, and the man who knows how to take control. It’s packed with tension, temptation, and the thrill of stepping into the unknown. If you love stories about hotwives, powerful men, and husbands who can’t look away, this is the one for you. 
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

Matt swallowed hard, his voice trembling. “He’ll love it.” 

She smirked, stepping closer. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him—and for you.” 


Matt’s career was going nowhere fast until his wife, Laura, caught the attention of his boss, Howard Kane—a powerful CEO with an irresistible offer. Kane’s proposition is simple: one weekend a month with Laura in exchange for Matt’s promotion, bonuses, and access to a lifestyle they could only dream of. 

What starts as a desperate gamble becomes something much more. Laura, once reserved and supportive, thrives under Kane’s dominance, her confidence growing as she embraces her new role. For Matt, watching his wife submit is both humiliating and intoxicating, leaving him torn between jealousy and fascination. 

Set in the luxury of New York City’s penthouses and private clubs, The Corporate Cuckold Agreement, told in nearly 17K words, delves into the shifting power dynamics of an unconventional arrangement. Laura shines in her newfound independence, Kane asserts total control, and Matt is left to navigate a complicated mix of emotions as their lives are transformed forever. 

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 
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