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CHAPTER 1: THE CRASH OUT

Claire was twenty-six, Ben twenty-eight. They’d met not long after college… Claire working her way up in marketing, Ben still finding his feet in architecture. They fell in love fast, moved in even faster, and spent the next few years climbing their respective ladders. Claire had been a marketing associate at a mid-sized agency, sharp and dependable. Ben had worked in architecture, slowly building a name for himself with smaller residential projects.

They got married two years ago, and when Claire found out she was pregnant, they decided to buy the house. It was modest but charming, with space for a nursery and a backyard big enough for birthday parties they hadn’t even imagined yet. It felt like the beginning of something. They just hadn’t realized it was also the countdown to something else.

Then the market crashed. The headlines came first, and soon after, the layoffs. It had been nearly six months since they both lost their jobs… cut loose in the same bleak two-week stretch in the spring of 2009. The crash might’ve happened last fall, but for families like theirs, it was just beginning. The real damage didn’t come all at once. It trickled in… through thinned-out savings, vanishing grace periods, and now, the foreclosure warning pinned to their front door. A single sheet of paper that felt like a final, cruel nail.

Claire stared at it, crumpled slightly in her grip, hands trembling. She’d just come in from the cold, her cheeks flushed and raw. Ben sat at the kitchen table, eyes sunken and shoulders hunched. He didn’t look up when she walked in. He didn’t have to. He already knew.

"They gave us thirty days," Claire said quietly. “After that, it goes back to the bank.”

Ben didn’t reply.

Claire dropped the notice onto the table. “We’ve tried everything. The bank won’t work with us anymore. We missed too many payments.”

She moved to the counter, poured what was left of the stale coffee into a chipped mug, and took a sip even though it was cold. Ben hadn’t eaten today. Neither had she. Meals had become optional without them even realizing or telling it out aloud—like date nights, like laughter, like touching each other in bed.

Ben finally looked at her. His eyes weren’t angry. Just… empty. “I know.”

She slid into the seat across from him, her voice trembling. “What are we going to do?”

Ben didn’t answer right away. He stared down at the tabletop, fingers twitching, like he was wrestling with something he didn’t want to say.

“I’ve been thinking,” he began slowly, cautiously. “There might be someone we could talk to. I don’t know if it would help. It’s a long shot.”

Claire leaned forward. “Anything. Please.”

Ben hesitated, then reached for his phone and opened a contact. “John Xavier.”

Claire’s brow furrowed. That name felt... large. Important. Like someone who didn’t belong in their little kitchen full of unopened mail and cheap diapers.

Her brows lifted. "The financing guy?"

Ben gave a small nod. “Yeah. He was more than that, though. Back when I was starting out in architecture, he kind of took me under his wing. Helped me land my first few clients. Kept in touch for a while, said I could call him if I ever needed anything.”

Claire tilted her head, watching him. “You think he’ll take your call?”

“No. But he’s the only person I can think of who might.”

There was a long silence between them. Claire’s eyes drifted to their toddler’s toy car on the floor… a bright, cheerful red plastic, out of place in their dim kitchen.

“Do you trust him?” she asked finally.

Ben looked her in the eye. “I did. Back then. I still think he’s a good man.”

Claire exhaled slowly. “Then we go together. Whatever he offers... we hear him out. Together.”

Ben gave a faint nod. “Alright.”

And just like that, a fragile thread of hope threaded through their desperation.

They didn’t know what the meeting would bring.

Only that it might cost more than they ever expected to give.

CHAPTER 2: THE PROPOSAL

They stepped out of the dank hallway and into a world of polished marble and soft ambient light. Claire instantly became hyper-aware of everything—of the sound of her own breathing, of the thinness of her dress, of the worn soles of her shoes that echoed awkwardly against the luxurious tile. The air smelled expensive, masculine, clean in a way that made her feel dirty by comparison. Her heart was already racing, and they hadn’t even sat down yet. John Xavier’s office building felt unexpectedly intimate—every surface gleaming, every shadow precisely placed. Claire’s heels clicked nervously on the tile as Samantha, John’s secretary, led them down a low-lit corridor. The air carried that subtle, masculine cologne Claire hadn’t smelled in years—not the kind of synthetic spray Ben used to wear to client meetings, but something deeper and expensive, almost primal. It clung to the walls and seemed to trail after Samantha, who moved ahead of them with the effortless confidence of someone who belonged.

Samantha was a stunning, poised woman in her forties, the kind of presence that made people lower their voices without realizing why. Her tailored black suit hugged her body perfectly, the cream blouse beneath hinting at lace she wasn’t pretending to hide. The click of her heels echoed softly on the floor, a metronome for the rising tension that had taken over Claire’s chest.

Claire couldn't help but compare herself—Samantha’s outfit was everything hers wasn’t: commanding, sexy without being vulgar, high-end and tailored. Even the way she stood behind the desk felt like a performance honed over years, a woman who knew how to wield elegance like a weapon. Claire felt the ghost of a chipped nail on her right index finger and folded her hands in her lap, hiding it like a stain. She suddenly hated how modest her dress looked—like it belonged to someone who had already given up. Claire’s own formal work dress was a once-prized charcoal sheath, modest and dependable. It fit, but not like it used to. And it had been over a year since she’d even walked into a boutique.

Samantha was polite, professional, but the glances she threw over her shoulder were sharper than they should have been. Compassion, yes—but also a quiet certainty. She’d seen this before. Maybe too often.

The reception area they arrived in was a study in restraint: dark walnut, minimalist furniture, and one abstract painting—black and gold intertwined, the kind of art that cost too much and meant nothing. The scent of leather and faint whiskey hung in the air.

“Please, have a seat,” Samantha said, her tone smooth but soft enough to feel personal. But her gaze lingered a moment longer on Claire’s figure, her eyes briefly lowering to take in the hem of the work dress, and then flicking back up without expression. Not a sneer. Not pity. Just confirmation—like the outcome was already obvious, and Samantha was simply waiting for the inevitable to unfold. Claire sat beside Ben, folding her hands in her lap to hide the trembling. Ben’s eyes never left the floor. He looked like a man who had forgotten what confidence felt like.

They waited long enough for the silence to feel like a verdict. Claire sat stiffly, the plush leather of the chair making her feel like a child trying to act grown-up. She wanted to reach for Ben’s hand again but stopped herself. He felt far away, even though he was inches beside her. He hadn't spoken a word since stepping inside. Claire tried to imagine the conversation that was about to happen, and every scenario she thought of ended the same way—with them walking out poorer, smaller, hopeless. The hum of the intercom made her jump. Her stomach clenched involuntarily, as if her body had already decided what was coming before her mind could catch up. She wiped her palms against the fabric of her skirt without thinking, suddenly aware of how clammy they were.

Samantha reappeared. She didn’t speak right away, just let her gaze move between the two of them, assessing, weighing, before offering a serene smile. “Mr. Xavier will see you now.”

As she guided them to the door, Claire’s eyes caught the faint shimmer of garter straps beneath the pencil skirt, and the modest slit that made Samantha’s stride impossibly elegant. It wasn’t overt—it was deliberate. Claire’s throat tightened. It had been months since she had felt desirable enough to be seen that way.

The office itself was warmer than she expected. Amber light flooded in from tall windows, catching on the dark wood and gold accents that seemed to frame the man seated behind the desk like a painting. Claire’s breath hitched before she even fully registered him—he exuded command without motion. Her body tensed, as though it had just walked into something it couldn’t walk back out of.

She felt his presence before he even lifted his head. And when he did, it wasn’t a casual glance—it was a deliberate, assessing look that made her feel peeled open, like he could see not only the shape of her body, but the shame clinging to her spine, the desperation she’d buried in layers of pride and decency.

There was no warmth in his eyes. Only possession. And yet—her thighs pressed together instinctively.

He didn’t stand. He didn’t have to.

When he finally did look at them, the weight of his gaze landed on Claire like gravity.

He was older—tall, broad, and unmistakably Black, his skin the deep, polished mahogany of confidence and command. The kind of man whose presence filled a room even when he didn’t speak. There was nothing soft or aged about him—only experience, density, and the aura of someone used to being obeyed. The salt-and-pepper in his beard wasn’t fatigue; it was confidence. He wore his suit like armor, and when he smiled, it wasn’t friendly. It was patient.

“Claire. Ben,” he said, his tone smooth, intimate, practiced. “I appreciate you both coming.”

Ben nodded stiffly. “Thanks for seeing us.” His voice cracked slightly, and John’s brow twitched, as though noting it for later.

John gave a small nod. “I’ll be direct. I saw your files after our call Ben.”

He leaned back, fingertips brushing together, gaze drifting between them. “You’re not the first couple to sit in those chairs. The crash has left too many people stranded. Good people. Young couples with ambition, potential—and very little time.”

Claire’s stomach flipped. A strange heat pulsed low in her belly, something dangerously close to anticipation. She wasn’t sure if it was fear or curiosity—or some toxic mix that curled in her gut like guilt wrapped in silk.

John continued, tapping a file on his desk. “Your bank—truthfully—was preparing to offer you to one of my associates. Claire especially. You’d be surprised how often it happens. They pull up a file, see missed payments, glance at a photo, and… suggest alternatives. Glad you guys approached first.”

His gaze lingered on Claire.

“I know you, Ben. I mentored you when you started. I still think of you as one of the more promising minds I encountered. But this—this offer—has nothing to do with that. This is personal. And very specific.”

Ben’s shoulders tightened. “What kind of offer?”

John smiled faintly. “Simple. I pay your mortgage—on time, in full. No paperwork, no middleman, no legal circus. The house stays yours. Everything stays quiet.”

Claire leaned forward slightly. She didn’t even realize she’d done it.

“In return,” John said, his tone slowing, eyes fixed on Claire like he was already undressing her, “Claire becomes my release. Three days a week. Where and when I say.”

He let the silence stretch. Then, without softening, he added, “You’ve got that look about you, Claire. That soft, fuckable energy. The kind that turns heads in a grocery store even when you’re not trying. The kind of body a man wants to wreck and remake until it forgets who it ever belonged to.”

His eyes slid down her chest, unapologetically. “You walk in here looking like a proper little wife, but I guarantee you’ll leave here knowing you were made to be used. And loved for it.”

He smiled then, a dark gleam behind it. “You’re not just perfect for this deal. You’re the reason this deal exists.”

He let the words hang, confident she felt them everywhere.

Ben sat up straighter, the movement abrupt. His jaw clenched, face turning red. "You can’t be serious," he muttered, voice low and shaky. "You want her to... just like that? Three times a week?"

John didn’t flinch. “Yes. Just like that.”

Ben looked at Claire, then back at John, his face twisted in disbelief. "What the f—" he started, but the profanity died on his lips the moment Claire's hand reached across and grabbed his. Her grip was tight, urgent, unmistakable. A command disguised as comfort.

He turned to her, stunned, blinking like he couldn't believe she was the one stopping him. She didn’t speak, didn’t even look at him directly—but her hand stayed firm on his.

And just like that, the fight drained out of him. He didn’t stand. He didn’t walk out. He just simmered, helplessly stuck in the space between pride and panic.

“You can say no,” John said calmly. “You can walk out right now. But if you do, the payments stop. The bank steps in. And someone else gets the file.”

He folded his hands. “But if you say yes, you get stability. A roof. Food. Peace.”

“Some of us,” John added, almost casually, “saw the crash coming. Saw the desperation it would create. That’s why we set up this little... stimulus package. Our own version of relief. Direct. Discreet. Mutually beneficial.” He smiled—not cruelly, but like a man pointing to fine print he knew no one ever reads. “The banks get their pound of flesh one way or another. At least this way, you get something back.”

Silence returned like a thick blanket. The ticking clock behind her now felt louder, almost mocking. Claire’s mouth had gone dry, and yet there was a dull pulse throbbing between her legs—shameful, unwanted, and undeniably real. She shifted slightly in her seat, trying to refocus, but the image had already crept in: her on that couch in the corner, legs open, throat stretched. It wasn’t a choice anymore. It was a gravity she was falling into.

Ben opened his mouth once again—probably to try to object once again—but she reached over and clutched his hand once again, harder this time. He looked at her, startled, and stayed silent.

John watched the exchange, not smug, not cruel—just patient. Like he had all the time in the world.

Claire’s thoughts raced. Samantha’s smirk. The look she’d given her. That blend of pity and knowing. The way John was looking at her now—not like a wife, or a problem. But like something valuable. Like a contract.

“I’ll do one session,” Claire said finally, her voice quieter than she expected, the words catching on her tongue like they were never meant to come from her. A fine tremor danced across her skin, and she was painfully aware of the warmth pooling between her thighs. Her body had already decided, long before her mind gave permission. “A trial. But Ben stays.”

John studied her, as if measuring not just the words, but the way she held her body.

He stood slowly. “That’s reasonable.”

He turned to Samantha’s intercom, pressed the button. “We’re not to be disturbed until Claire and Ben leave.”

“Yes, of course sir,” came the smooth reply.

Claire looked toward the door and caught Samantha’s parting glance through the glass—one final look, and this time, it was unmistakably smug. A woman who’d seen enough to know exactly what came next.

John moved toward the far corner of the room, to a leather couch that was wide and low. Ben and Claire hadn’t noticed it when they walked in. But now it meant exactly what was about to happen.

He extended a hand toward Claire.

She looked at Ben again. His eyes were wide, blinking slow, like he couldn’t process what he was seeing. His lips parted, but no sound came. He looked at her, then at John—then back at her, as if trying to wake up from something. The man across the room wasn’t just anyone. John had been his mentor, once. A man he admired. Trusted. Respected.

And now he was watching that same man take his wife by the hand, walk her toward a couch like it was a transaction he’d already paid for.

Ben's fingers curled tightly on his lap. His leg bounced with a nervous energy he couldn’t suppress. His jaw clenched. His nostrils flared. And yet, not a word. Not a protest. His body was screaming. But his mouth stayed shut.

And Claire saw it—that moment where something inside him cracked.

Rage, yes. But underneath it? A sick, undeniable flicker of arousal that made his shame burn even hotter.

Claire took John’s hand. Her fingers curled around his, and for a second, she saw it all—herself on her knees, moaning for someone she barely knew, her husband watching, powerless. She saw her body betray her, not once, but over and over.

And still, she said it.

“We’re doing this,” she whispered.

John nodded once, and brought his hand to the back of her and guided her to the wide leather couch in the corner of his office, his fingers light yet assured on her wrist. The room felt warmer now, heavier with tension, and Ben remained seated in the chair where he’d been, silent and frozen like a man caught in a dream too lucid to shake.

John didn’t rush. He stepped behind Claire, his body close enough that she could feel the heat of him through her dress. He smoothed his hands along her arms first, slowly, as though she were something delicate and expensive. She inhaled sharply at his touch, and in the thick silence, the only sound was Ben’s shallow breathing behind them.

Claire’s heart pounded. She could feel her husband’s stare like static electricity across her back, and somehow, that only made her spine straighten more.

John reached up with one hand and gently brushed her hair aside. She felt the cold metal of his cufflink tap once against her skin—just a fleeting click—as his fingers found the zipper. Even that sound felt obscene in the silence. Claire stiffened.

Time seemed to stretch. Her breath caught in her throat. She could hear Ben breathing, that same measured, stunned rhythm, and realized how eerily quiet he was—how his silence wasn’t just defeat. It was permission. A silent, aching surrender that pulsed just beneath the surface.

John didn’t move yet. One hand rested at the small of her back, the other at the zipper’s starting point, and in the stillness, the weight of the moment pressed down. This was the precipice. The moment where clothes became confessions.

Claire heard the faint shift of Ben’s breath—shallow, uneven. She imagined him watching her, seeing her flinch and melt under another man’s touch. Her skin tingled, not just with nerves, but with heat.

The air in the room grew impossibly still. Claire could hear her own heartbeat, the whisper of fabric against skin, the minute creak of the leather chair as Ben adjusted his position. Then came another sound—a quiet brush of John’s cufflink as it grazed her back again.

She caught the scent of John’s cologne, faint but musky. She realized then how silent Ben had gone. And that silence—it didn’t feel like restraint. It felt like reluctant permission. Like something primal in him had surrendered the second she stepped out of her heels.

John's cufflink clicked again, brushing along her spine as he slowly began to slide the zipper down. Claire’s skin prickled as the fabric parted, inch by inch. The sound of the zipper was soft, but in that silent room, it was thunder.

He didn’t rush. The backs of his knuckles skimmed her spine, unhurried. Her dress loosened and then gave way, slipping off her shoulders and pooling at her feet with a whisper. Beneath it, she wore a matching bra and panties—nothing special, but coordinated. Clean. She hadn’t expected to be seen. Not like this.

John looked at her. Not hungrily. Not greedily. Just… like she was already his. The confidence in his gaze wrapped around her like a second skin.

John didn’t touch her right away. He just looked. Letting his gaze roam down the elegant curve of her legs, over the swell of her hips, and up to the perfect way her bra cupped those big, tight tits like a gift.

“Goddamn,” he muttered, more like a man admiring art than stripping a wife. “You’ve been hiding all this?”

He stepped in close, big hands sliding around her waist and up to her chest. His thumbs skimmed under the lace, then dragged up until he had both tits in his palms. He squeezed them slowly—testing the weight, the firmness—letting her feel just how thoroughly she was being claimed.

Claire gasped, spine arching as he played with her, his thumbs brushing her nipples through the fabric until they stiffened like they knew who they belonged to now.

“Look at this body…” he growled low, gripping her ass next, kneading it through her panties like he was imagining all the ways he’d use it later. “Fuck, I could bend you over right now.”

Then his voice dropped. Controlled. Dangerous.

“But not yet. Just a blowjob today,” he said, squeezing her ass again. “Something to start us off.”

“Now tell me once again, use your voice Claire, Do you want this?” he asked again, his voice low, rich.

Claire hesitated for only a breath. Then she nodded, whispering, “Yes Sir! I want this...”

He smiled and said, “Then come get it,” as he backed into the wide leather couch and sank down, legs parted, cock already hardening behind his zipper. He unbuckled his belt and undid his pants, pulling himself free with one hand while the other rested lightly on her hip.

Claire’s breath caught.

It was the first cock she’d seen that wasn’t Ben’s in years—and the first Black cock she’d ever seen in real life. Her eyes widened. It was thick, heavy, darker than she expected, with veins that pulsed like it had its own hunger. It looked like it belonged inside someone else's wife. Like it knew  its power.

She blinked, mouth going dry, breath shallow.

He held it casually, like it was nothing—like he’d done this before. Like he knew it would wreck her.

Claire knelt, knees pressing into the plush rug. Her hands hovered, hesitant. Her eyes flicked up at John, then back at Ben—her husband still frozen. The man who used to be her only. And now, she was here, about to wrap her lips around another man’s cock while he watched.

She wrapped her hand around the base slowly. He was hot in her palm, thick and pulsing. Her fingers didn’t meet. That made her blink again.

This was happening.

She licked him first—soft, tentative. Letting the taste coat her tongue. Her lips parted, breath shaking. She glanced up again, saw John’s steady gaze, his hand resting patiently on her head.

He didn’t push. He didn’t have to.

She opened her mouth, licking him softly at first, tasting him, letting the anticipation build. The salt hit first. Then the warmth. Then the weight—the kind of cock that made her jaw ache before she’d even gotten halfway down. Her tongue moved instinctively—tracing the ridge of his head, flattening against the underside as she took more of him in.

Her lips stretched around him, skin brushing skin, slick with spit. The taste of him hit hard and earthy. She tongued the sensitive underside, letting the ridge drag against her tongue, savoring every pulsing twitch.

Behind her, she knew Ben was watching. He hadn’t said a word. Hadn’t even stood. She couldn’t bring herself to look at him yet. But she knew he was there. And somehow, that made this filthier.

She moaned softly around him, letting herself sink into it.

She was dripping. Her panties soaked, clinging to her like a second skin. All from sucking cock in front of her husband.

Ben’s hands clenched the armrests. His cock throbbed hard against his pants, a brutal contradiction to the shame twisting in his gut. He shifted, trying to hide the tent forming in his slacks, but the pressure only made it worse. His wife was on her knees for another man, and he was hard as fuck.

He should stop this. Say something. But his cock pulsed like it needed to watch her break.

She’d never done this with such abandon before. With Ben, it had always been rushed, functional. Claire took her time, exploring him with her mouth—suckling the head, trailing her tongue down the thick shaft, licking along a vein that throbbed against her cheek. She twisted her wrist while sucking, letting spit run down from her lips to her knuckles. It dripped in strings across her chest, wetting the center of her bra.

She blinked up at him through her lashes, jaw already aching, throat twitching as she took him deeper each time. He was stretching her in ways Ben never had. Each slow, slick descent made her nipples stiffen against her bra.

Then came her first deep breath, her first real push to take more.

She inhaled, opened wide, and let him slide deeper. Her throat spasmed. She gagged, choking slightly—but she didn’t stop. Her eyes watered, and she swallowed around him, trying again. And again. Determined.

John let out a breath, low and approving. "Good girl," he said softly.

His voice dropped lower, his tone rich with indulgent power. “You were made for this,” he murmured. “On your knees, taking cock like it’s what you were born to do.”

Claire whimpered through her moan, the praise hitting her like a spark. Her tongue fluttered against the underside of his shaft as she doubled her efforts.

Then his voice darkened—commanding, coaxing.

“Tell him what you’re feeling,” John said, not even looking at Ben. “Tell your husband how good it feels to serve a man .”

Words spilled from her without thinking:

“You like watching me, babe?” she murmured around John’s cock, flicking her eyes toward Ben. “Look how much I can take... I didn’t know I could suck cock like this.”

She giggled, the sound wet and obscene. “God, he’s so much bigger than you.”

She should’ve felt guilt. But all she felt was full.

Ben made a sound—a tiny, broken breath—but he didn’t move.

Claire kept going, faster now. She felt herself getting wetter just from the act of it, from the filth, from the power. From the loss of control.

John’s grip on her hair tightened. His hips rolled forward once, then again. Claire gagged as he pushed deeper, but she didn’t pull away. Her eyes fluttered shut as his cock hit the back of her throat. She swallowed, coughed, then swallowed again, desperate to please him.

Spit clung between her lips and his cock like a leash. It trailed across her chin, smeared down her throat, and soaked the edge of her bra. She could feel the wet mess coating her face, her chest, her mouth a filthy halo around him.

She saw herself briefly in the polished edge of the bookshelf mirror beside the couch. Her mascara was smudging. Her cheeks flushed. Her lips slightly puffed and red. And still she bobbed, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes.

John’s thumb brushed a trail of spit from her chin. His other hand guided her head with calm, practiced pressure.

“Look at you,” he said softly. “Husband right there. And you’re begging my cock to stay in your throat.”

Ben twitched—his legs shifting, a hand unconsciously grazing the hard bulge in his slacks before he jerked it away.

John growled low—deep and rough—then pulled back and spilled across her chest. Thick spurts hit her skin, hot and fast, making her flinch and gasp. She moaned softly, body trembling as his cum coated her breasts, dripping down between them.

He stroked the last of it out slowly, his other hand cupping her cheek.

She stayed kneeling, breathing hard, chest rising and falling with each shaky inhale. Her whole body buzzed, her thighs slick and trembling, his scent thick in her nostrils.

Her lips were swollen, her chin and chest sticky. A drop of cum slid slowly between her breasts.

She’d crossed the line. And now she never wanted to go back.

She didn’t even wipe her chest clean. Let him see the mess. Let the office smell like her.

The room was silent except for her breathing.

Claire turned slightly and looked toward Ben.

His face was pale, jaw locked, knuckles white around the chair’s arms. He looked broken—confused, aroused, and undone. His eyes moved from her to John and back again. But he didn’t speak. Didn’t stand. Just watched.

John reached into his jacket and pulled out a slim envelope. He placed it beside her on the couch.

“That’s for today,” he said. “You’ll get your official schedule tomorrow. You start from next week.”

He looked at Ben now for the first time in minutes.

“Most of my associates prefer to share. Rotate wives. But Claire…” His voice dropped to a slow rumble. “Claire might just be all mine. She’s that good.”

Claire didn’t speak. She was still catching her breath, still kneeling in front of him, chest sticky and flushed, lips swollen and slick.

Ben finally stood, shaky and pale. He didn’t say a word.

Claire gathered her dress with trembling hands. She didn’t bother putting it back on properly—just held it against herself as John helped her to her feet.

They walked out together, silent. Samantha was still seated at her desk, pretending to type something. She didn’t look up, but the corner of her mouth twitched.

They left without a word.

The air outside felt cold and wrong.

But Claire’s skin still burned with heat.

***

The car was silent, save for the low hum of tires on asphalt and the rhythmic blink of the turn signal.

Claire leaned back in the passenger seat, seatbelt draped carelessly across her chest. Her lips were still parted, breath slow and steady. Her hair clung to her face in damp strands, her chest still sticky beneath her coat. She hadn’t cleaned up. Hadn’t tried to. The scent of sex clung faintly to her skin. She wore it like perfume.

Ben sat beside her, hands locked around the steering wheel like it was holding him together. His jaw worked soundlessly. His eyes never left the road. But there was too much heat in his face, too much tension in his shoulders for this to be silence. This was a storm waiting for the right crack.

Claire turned her head. “You haven’t looked at me once.”

Ben's fingers tightened. “I can't.”

“Why?”

He exhaled through his nose. Shallow. Strained. “Because if I do, I’ll see it. Him. On you. Still.”

Claire wiped her thumb across the corner of her mouth. “That obvious?” She smiled. “It’s in my throat too. I can still feel him. Taste him.”

She let the silence thicken, then added, "He didn’t even have to ask, Ben. I opened my mouth because I wanted to know what it felt like to serve him. Not just suck. Serve."

Her voice dropped, thoughtful and filthy all at once. "It wasn’t just the taste. It was how calm he was. How fucking sure he’d fit. Like he already knew my mouth would make room for him. And it did."

She turned slightly toward him. "And you watched me learn that in real time. Watched me open wider. Push deeper. Let him use me like I’d been practicing for that moment my whole life."

Ben flinched.

She leaned closer. "He was so fucking thick, Ben. My jaw still hurts. Like he reshaped it."

“Goddamn it, Claire.”

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say you liked watching.”

“I didn’t.” His voice cracked. “I hated it. Every second. I wanted to grab you. Pull you away.”

“But you didn’t.”

He finally turned to look at her, just for a second. His eyes were raw. “Because you didn’t want me to.”

Claire nodded. "And you didn’t want to stop me. That’s the part you can’t admit, isn’t it? You wanted to see it. What I'd do. What you'd feel."

Ben gritted his teeth. “I don’t even know what I feel right now.”

She leaned in again, voice low and soft and lethal. "You were hard, Ben. I saw it. While I sucked him off. While he used my throat. You were hard."

Ben shifted in his seat, almost instinctively. His slacks were still visibly tented, and he tried to angle his hips, subtly, like it might hide the truth. But it was too late. Claire saw everything. The rigid bulge pressing against the fabric. The slight twitch when she spoke. The flush creeping back up his neck.

She smiled, slow and cruel.

"You keep saying you hated it. But your cock—your cock was throbbing while I gagged on him. That wasn’t hate, Ben."

Her fingers grazed his thigh lightly, just above the knee. He flinched.

"I saw you twitch when he moaned," she whispered. "You didn’t look away."

He didn’t deny it. Just pressed his foot harder on the gas.

“I got wet the second I knelt down,” she said, staring out the window now. “You know that? Not when he touched me. Not when he undressed me. When you watched. That was the moment."

Ben made a small sound, like something cracking inside.

She turned her head, studying him. “I liked it, Ben. That part. Your eyes on me. The way your face fell when I moaned for him. It was like I was... finally seen.”

“You think this is some fucking breakthrough?” he said. “Some therapy session?”

Claire didn’t blink. “I think you let go today. Of whatever illusion you were clinging to. That we were still okay. That we were still yours.”

He jerked the wheel slightly, correcting. “Don’t say that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to believe you’re proud of it.”

She was quiet for a beat. Then softer: “I’m not proud. I’m honest. That matters more now.”

Ben glanced at her, pain flickering deep in his face. "Is this who you are now?"

Claire didn't answer right away.

Then, carefully: "Maybe it's who I always was. Maybe I just needed someone else to see it. To want it. But that’s not the only reason, Ben. You think this is about pleasure? About some kink I suddenly discovered? This is about survival."

Ben’s eyes narrowed slightly. She could see him pulling back from the edge of his disgust.

She continued, her voice gaining weight. "Two of the girls I interned with lost their homes last month. One’s living with her in-laws. The other—single mom with twins—moved back to her parents’ one-bedroom. You think this doesn’t happen to people like us? It does. Every damn day. We’re just one step behind it."

Ben looked straight ahead. But he didn’t interrupt.

"This isn’t just about today. It’s about keeping a roof over our son’s head. About having groceries next week. About not choosing between diapers and the power bill."

Ben exhaled sharply, the tension in his grip loosening just slightly.

Claire looked down at her lap, then back at him. "I don’t like that this turned me on. But I’m not going to lie and pretend it didn’t. And I won’t apologize for doing what I had to. For us. For him."

Ben’s voice was rough. "So this is our life now. Blowjobs for balance sheets."

Claire’s jaw tightened, but she didn’t look away. "This is our life now... safe. Stable. Still ours."

She turned in her seat, facing him fully, her voice low but unwavering. "You know what the worst part is? I didn’t feel humiliated. I felt chosen. Seen. Desired."

Her fingers flexed against his thigh, nails just lightly pressing. "He looked at me like he already owned me. And you... You looked like you wanted to watch him claim what used to be yours."

Ben’s jaw twitched.

"Do you remember the last time you made me feel that desired, Ben? Because I don’t. Not when I got promoted. Not when I wore that red dress to your firm’s holiday party. Not even on our wedding night."

Her tone darkened, just slightly. "But today? I felt it. Every inch of his stare told me I wasn’t just a desperate wife. I was his. And I liked it more than I should have."

She let that sit for a moment, folding back into her seat, her gaze drifting to the windshield as if she could see it all happening again in the reflection. The weight of her words hung between them—filthy, raw, and undeniable.

Ben didn’t move. Just breathed. Shallow. Tense.

Claire's voice softened, not quite tender—more matter-of-fact. "I know it sounds fucked up. But this... it’s the first time in months I didn’t feel like we were drowning. It was control. Security. Just... handed to us."

Ben blinked slowly, something loosening in his jaw.

Then, finally, he muttered, "He paid more in one day than I’ve made in three months."

Claire turned to him. No smirk. No I-told-you-so.

"Exactly," she said. "And he hasn’t even fucked me yet."

Ben inhaled sharply—just once—but it was enough. Enough to betray the surge of heat behind his eyes. The image was already in his head: her bent over, moaning for another man, his cum not on her chest this time but leaking out of her pussy. He looked away, jaw flexing, a tremor twitching his thigh beneath her hand.

His knuckles pressed briefly against the steering wheel, like he needed to feel something solid.

Claire watched it all, quiet now, her touch light but unshaken.

His hands relaxed just a little more. His shoulders still tight, but no longer locked. Like something inside him had loosened—not in surrender, but in recognition. The truth was ugly, yes. But it was theirs now. And he wasn’t pushing it away anymore.

Claire reached across and rested her hand on his thigh. Not teasing now. Just grounding.

“This is only the beginning, Ben,” she said. “But we’re still in it together. Just in a way we didn’t see coming.”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t push her hand away either.

The car rolled on. The scent of him still lingered on her skin.

Claire shifted slightly in her seat, the fabric of her panties clinging to her soaked folds. She could feel the mess drying between her breasts, sticky and faintly warm under her bra. Her thighs stuck to the leather, every movement reminding her of what she’d done—and how much she’d loved it.

She didn’t adjust anything. Didn’t wipe her chest. Let it dry there, like a stain they couldn’t pretend didn’t happen.

Her panties were soaked through. Not just from the blowjob. From what it meant. From how completely she had surrendered—and how easily it had come to her.

And Ben finally looked at her.

Not with rage.

Not with love.

But with the stunned ache of a man who’d just watched the old version of his life die.

And realized this new one might keep them alive.

And maybe, just maybe, it kept something else alive in him too. Something he wasn’t ready to name.

CHAPTER 3: RULES & ROUTINES

The scent of him still lingered when Claire stepped into the shower that night, steam rising around her like fog over a battlefield. Her panties were ruined, soaked through even before John had finished on her chest, and now they lay curled inside the bathroom hamper, stained proof of how far she’d gone. Her bra was stiff with dried spit. Her throat ached. Her thighs trembled when she parted them beneath the stream of hot water. Steam clouded the mirror beside her, and through the haze, she caught flashes of herself—red marks blooming along her neck, the faint outline of his fingers still visible on her hips, lips slightly swollen from where his cock had stretched them raw. She dragged a wet hand over her chest and felt the ghost of his cum still clinging there. She didn’t wash it away. Not all of it.

Her hand drifted lower, between her thighs. Just a touch, slow and tentative, remembering the weight of him on her tongue, the sound of his breath when he came. Her fingers circled once, twice—just enough to feel the ache spark again—and then she stopped. Not because she didn’t want to, but because she wanted the ache to last.. And in the room down the hall, Ben lay awake, staring at the ceiling, the image of her kneeling never leaving his mind.

That was Sunday.

By Tuesday morning, the rules had been drawn.

Claire opened her phone to the new schedule John had texted. It wasn’t long. Just a few lines.

Tues. 11 AM 
Thurs. 3 PM 
Sat. Night (flexible)

Same conditions apply. You show up ready. You leave full.

No excuses. If your cunt isn’t soaked when I spread you, you go home untouched. Perfume on. Heels strapped. No panties unless I say otherwise. I want to smell your need before I even undress you.

Below that, a photo. Claire’s first outfit: a sheer red lingerie set barely stitched together, with matching thigh-highs and six-inch heels in glossy black. Laid out on silk sheets. Waiting.

It arrived that evening, hand-delivered by Samantha—John’s secretary—who met Claire outside her office building with a matte black box and a knowing smirk. “All the best, honey,” she purred with a wink, before striding off like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Claire had held the box close to her chest all the way home, the weight of it as heavy as the truth it carried. And inside it? Everything Samantha had said it would be—lace, heels, perfume, and a note handwritten in John's sharp, unmistakable script. Samantha had even included a silk pouch of body shimmer and nipple cream, along with a post-it that simply read: He likes them soft.

Claire didn't even have to ask how she knew.

Months later, when Claire came into the office for something minor, Samantha barely glanced up from her screen. Just looked over her glasses with a faint smile and said, “Heard you’ve been keeping him very satisfied.”

Then, without skipping a beat: “And how’s Ben holding up?”

Claire blinked. Samantha just chuckled. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Most wives break before the husbands do. You’re doing great.”

But long before that moment—before Samantha’s knowing smile, before the routine set in—there was the very first time. The real beginning. Claire’s first true appointment.

It was Tuesday. And her first 'day' officially in this new arrangement.

The night before had been different. Charged. She’d taken extra time in the bathroom—shaving everything, from her legs to her pussy, until her skin gleamed smooth and flawless. She’d applied lotion, checked herself in the mirror, and admired the soft glow of her body under the bedroom light. Like a model preparing for a shoot. Like a woman about to be seen in a way she hadn’t in years.

Ben had watched her. Had barely said a word. But when she slipped into bed next to him, still warm from the water, still smelling faintly like vanilla and arousal, he couldn’t stop himself. He touched her like she was fragile and filthy all at once. Like he knew this was the last night she was only his.

She was wet the moment he slipped inside. Not because of him. Because of what was coming. Because tomorrow, for the first time in years, someone else was going to fuck her.

And Ben knew it. Knew what every moan meant. Knew what her tight little gasps were imagining. He fucked her like a man trying to memorize her. But she came thinking of another.

And he didn’t stop her.

And now Ben was in the kitchen, feeding their toddler mashed banana and pretending like it was just another Tuesday. Like his wife wasn’t about to go get used by a man who’d already made her forget who she belonged to.

She paused at the threshold, taking a slow breath. The scent of her perfume curled faintly in the air—delicate, floral, and undeniably sexual. Underneath her clothes, the lingerie clung like a secret she wanted someone to discover. The lace rubbed against her still-tender nipples, her bra doing little to hide how swollen they felt after yesterday's rough use. The garters pressed into the soft flesh of her thighs with every step, and between them, her panties were already damp again. She hadn’t even left the house.

She walked in slowly, wrapped in an oversized coat that reached to her knees, but beneath it she wore nothing but the lingerie he had picked out—the red lace grazing her nipples, garters cinched tight to her thighs, and panties so sheer they felt like a joke. Every step reminded her how wet she was. The coat hid her, but barely. And she liked it that way.

Ben looked up, mid-spoonful, and something flickered in his eyes. He opened his mouth to say something—but stopped. His nostrils flared. The banana on the spoon dripped onto the tray, forgotten for a moment as he looked at her just a second too long. Claire saw it. Saw him glance down at her thighs. Saw the shift in his jaw when he realized he was staring. He turned back toward the sink too quickly.

But it was too late. She'd caught him.

Ben looked up. Their eyes met.

Claire didn’t smile. As she passed behind him, the damp warmth between her legs throbbed with awareness. If he only knew she’d soaked through the lace before she even stepped out the door...

"You know I have somewhere to be," she said softly, adjusting her coat. Her collar hid the perfume, but not the heat beneath her skin.

Ben nodded once, his face blank. He wiped their son’s mouth and turned back to the sink. But Claire saw it. The twitch in his jaw. The way his eyes darted to her thighs. The way his breath caught as she brushed past.

***

The elevator ride to John's floor felt longer than usual. Claire stood in the mirrored corner, staring at her own reflection. Her lips were touched up, glossed with the same shimmer he said he liked. She adjusted the collar of her coat, making sure the red strap of the bra didn’t peek too soon. Her thighs pressed together. She was already wet.

The slow rise of the car made her stomach flutter. Every ding of the passing floor pulled her tighter into herself. Her nipples were stiff, barely concealed beneath the coat, and her heart thumped in her chest like she was walking into something irreversible. Because she was.

She imagined him on the other side of the door. Waiting. Knowing. Probably hard already.

She didn’t want to arrive clean. She wanted to arrive wanting.

John didn’t greet her with words. He opened the door and simply stared.

She stood in the hallway of his high-rise, coat open just enough to show the red strap crossing her chest. Her nipples were already stiff. She hadn’t even stepped inside yet.

John’s eyes moved slowly, deliberately—starting at her throat, following the slope of her breasts beneath the taut lace, pausing at the curve of her hips, then dragging downward to her heels. His gaze wasn’t hungry. It was possessive. Evaluating. Like he was checking over something that already belonged to him, making sure it was exactly as he ordered. Claire felt her breath catch—not because she was shy, but because being looked at like that made her legs weak. She was stripped before he ever touched her, her body reacting to his silence with a heat that pulsed between her thighs.

"Turn around," he said.

She obeyed.

He pulled her coat off slowly, letting it drop to the floor. The fabric slid over her shoulders, guided by his hands—not rushed, but reverent. His fingers brushed the back of her neck, deliberate and slow, sending a shiver rippling down her spine. The cool air of the apartment licked at her exposed skin, hardening her nipples even further. She stood there, arms at her sides, dressed like a gift he’d already unwrapped.

"He let you leave the house like this?"

Claire said nothing.

John grinned. "Good. That’s what I thought."

***

By the end of the first week, Claire’s world no longer ticked by clocks but by cock. Mornings were for pretending, afternoons for submission, and nights for the slow, sticky shame of confession. Her body adjusted faster than her conscience. And John never had to ask twice.

Tuesdays were for his office couch. Legs wide, heels off, her face buried into a velvet pillow while he fucked her from behind, one hand fisted in her hair and the other gripping her throat just enough to make her moan like she’d forgotten her name. Her panties would dangle from the end of the couch by the time he came, forgotten like a receipt from a purchase already made. Her ass would stay raised, face pressed into the velvet pillow, cheek streaked with tears and mascara, her lipstick smeared across the cushion like a confession. One of her heels always slipped off mid-thrust, the other barely hanging on, tapping the floor with every deep stroke until it clattered sideways on the carpet. The room would fill with the sound of skin and breath and the soft gasp she couldn’t swallow, her hair tangled around his fist as he took her harder.

He used her like she was furniture—something soft to bend over, to fuck into, to mark and leave behind.

Thursdays were more leisurely. He made her kneel first, nude most days but for jewelry—his choices, not hers. Pearl earrings. A diamond choker. The heels stayed on. He’d sit on the edge of a plush chair while she worshipped him with her mouth, her back arched in perfect form, ass raised high in invitation.

Midway through the slow, steady rhythm of her sucking, he’d tap her cheek with two fingers. “Take a picture,” he’d murmur. “Show your husband how happy your throat looks full.”

Mascara already streaking, Claire would lift her phone obediently, stretching her lips wider around the thick length pulsing on her tongue. She’d angle it low, so the pearls around her neck glittered above the spit and cock. She sent the photo to Ben with no caption. None was needed. He always opened them. Sometimes hard before he even realized it. Other times, soft and sick with jealousy. But he never ignored them. Never turned away. He needed them. Hated himself for it—but needed them all the same.

Later, after John finished deep in her mouth, he’d make her open wide and show the mess, letting the thick sheen of his cum glisten on her tongue and teeth like something she was proud to wear. Her throat would twitch as she held it—eyes glossy, breath shallow, lips quivering around the taste. He’d murmur how good she looked like that. How trained. Then he’d stand behind her and stroke himself again, tapping his cock now against her waiting wet lips before he stepped back and got ready for his round two.

He told her not to move. Not to speak. Just to hold the position and breathe through the fullness.

Claire’s legs would burn from kneeling, but she never broke posture. He liked seeing the slick pool slowly drip from her cunt to the rug below, evidence of how ruined she was without even being touched there. Her heels dug into the backs of her thighs, her jewelry glinting in the low light, and the room stayed silent except for her faint whimpers as the aftershocks rolled through her body.

It was always the same afterward—he’d leave her like that, still leaking, still open, and she would text Ben without wiping her mouth or her pussy. A simple selfie. Mouth parted. Knees wide. Neck shining with spit and cum.

Saturdays? That was when he made her beg. Every week a different room. Different position. Sometimes he filmed it. Sometimes he made her call Ben afterward.

Ben would answer, voice tight, already knowing what was waiting on the other end. Some nights, it was just Claire's breath—shaky, uneven, her voice still ragged from screaming into a pillow. Other times, it was worse.

“Say hi to your husband,” John muttered once, still inside her, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

Claire obeyed, voice trembling, breathless: “Hi baby. I miss you. I’m still full of him.”

Ben couldn’t speak. He just listened. Listened to the slick sound of John still moving inside her. Listened to her gasp as she was filled again right there on the line.

“He’s not done with me yet,” she whispered.

And then John grunted, low and brutal, and Claire moaned as her body arched, the call still open.

Ben sat in silence, the phone against his ear, his other hand gripping the sheets, hard. He stayed until the call disconnected itself. He didn’t even realize he was hard until it throbbed painfully against his jeans. Once, he came on her face and made her ride the elevator home like that—cum crusting at the corners of her lips, legs still trembling.

He always knew when she was back. The silence changed. The house felt different. Warmer. Filthier. Like it remembered what she’d done. He could hear the subtle click of her heels on the tile, the faint sound of the bathroom door closing, the spray of the shower starting—and all of it made his pulse quicken.

Ben noticed the changes first in her underwear. She’d leave them in the laundry, still damp, the lace stiff with dried slick. Once, she left a pair on the bathroom counter. Soaked straight through. Still warm.

That night, he took them in one hand and jerked himself off in the dark, standing alone in their bedroom, her scent thick in his nostrils. He came fast. Too fast. And hated himself for it. He didn’t even wipe off. Just crumpled the panties against his cock and let the guilt rot in his stomach.

But the worst part—the part that kept him awake long after she fell asleep beside him—was how hard he got when she whispered it all to him after every session. She never gave him time to pretend. No time to delude himself. And it was always the same: the moment she came home, hair messy, thighs still tacky, breath sweet with another man’s cum, he’d be on her. Desperate. Needy. Possessive in all the wrong ways. He fucked her like a man starved, trying to fill a hole that someone else had already claimed.

She wouldn’t even shower first.

She'd pull him to the bed, his cock already hard, and climb onto his lap, still leaking, still open, her cunt warm with the mess John left behind. And she’d ride him like that—slow, deliberate, almost loving—while she told him every filthy detail. How John yanked her hair back until her throat stretched, how he shoved his cock so deep she nearly blacked out, how he made her lick her own cum off his balls after he slapped her pussy raw.

“He didn’t even wait for me to beg today,” she’d whisper, grinding down, her slick coating his shaft. “He just took it. Bent me over and used me like a hole.”

Ben would groan, guttural, hands gripping her thighs like he could change something, but it was too late. Once—just once—he asked, mid-thrust, breath catching, "Who were you thinking about?" She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. The scent was in her skin. The hickeys were already blooming.

He fucked her like he needed to erase it—but all it did was remind him how badly he’d lost her.

And Claire would take it. Would moan for him. Would even come for him, sometimes.

But every time she clenched around his cock, it wasn’t him she was remembering.

It was John.

And he knew it.

"He made me wear nothing but a leash today," she’d whisper, riding him slow. "Clipped it to my collar and walked me around the apartment like a pet. Told me to crawl. Said I didn’t need dignity anymore—not when I moaned like a bitch in heat."

She leaned down as she rolled her hips. "He fingered me in the kitchen while I was on all fours. Told me not to make a sound. But I couldn’t help it. I came screaming. Twice."

Her nails raked down his chest. "And then he made me clean his cock from both our juices with my mouth while his cum ran down my thighs. I was dripping, baby. You should’ve seen me. I looked obscene."

Ben’s hands trembled on her waist. His eyes were glassy, lips parted, breath catching with every cruel, filthy word she fed him like a punishment. She rode him slow, like it wasn’t even about pleasure anymore—just ownership. A rhythm of humiliation he couldn’t escape.

Ben would groan, trying to keep up. Trying to claim something that was already gone.

Claire smirked, her eyes half-lidded as she whispered, "You're throbbing just from hearing about what he did to me, aren’t you? Poor baby... trying to fuck it all away."

She rolled her hips tighter, grinding his cock deeper inside her used, aching pussy. "You think this makes you man enough again? Hm? While I'm still leaking him?"

Ben’s breath hitched—humiliated, overwhelmed, and harder than he’d ever admit.

"That's it," she purred, lips brushing his ear. "Cum in your wife’s used hole. Show me it matters. Show me whether it’s still yours."

She didn't stop moving. Her body rolled with deliberate cruelty, grinding him deeper into the mess he didn’t make, her voice barely above a breath now. “You feel that stretch, baby? That’s not yours. That’s him. That’s what he left behind.”

Ben whimpered, a broken sound caught between desperation and need.

She kissed his temple, mockingly gentle. “You’ll never fuck it out of me. But you’ll keep trying, won’t you?”

And Claire would let him. Let him thrust, let him shake, let him believe this was his moment—while her body reminded them both of who had claimed it first. She would even come for him, sometimes. But the handprints on her ass. The bite on her collarbone. The stretch in her cunt. None of it came from him.

Every thrust reminded him.

She was his wife.

But she was John’s slut now.

And when it was over—when Ben came with a choked gasp, burying himself as deep as he could inside the heat that didn’t belong to him—he’d collapse back, panting, dazed, eyes wide as if he couldn’t believe what he’d just done. For a few seconds, he’d lie still, staring at the ceiling, sweat cooling on his skin, heart pounding against the silence.

What am I doing?  the thought would whisper.

But then, he’d hear the water running—Claire in the shower, humming softly, scrubbing herself clean—or maybe just reliving it.

And before the regret could settle in too deep, his cock would twitch again.

And he’d want her all over again.

CHAPTER 4 - THE SURRENDERING DEEPENS

It was no longer about obligation. No longer about survival. Somewhere between the second week and the third, Claire stopped pretending. She didn’t just obey. She responded. She bloomed.

It showed in her walk—hips looser, bounce lighter, thighs brushing with quiet heat each time she crossed a room. It showed in the way she carried herself through the house, like her body had been unlocked from the inside and she was still adjusting to how freely it moved now. Even the way she kissed Ben had changed. Softer, but distracted. Like her mouth remembered something bigger.

Sometimes she’d catch her own reflection in the hallway mirror—the darkening shadow of love bites beneath lace, the constant flush across her chest, her nipples always straining against fabric. She liked how slutty she looked. She liked that Ben noticed too. That he pretended not to see the way she shifted her thighs at breakfast, or how she never bothered with panties anymore unless John asked her to. Claire felt stretched every day now—even when John hadn’t touched her. Like her body had been trained to crave more, to expect to be used. She used to belong to Ben. Now she belonged to the week. To the routine. To the men who couldn’t stop needing her. Sometimes, in quiet moments with Ben, she’d catch the wary hunger in his eyes and feel a cruel little thrill knowing she’d become someone neither of them fully recognized anymore.

Tuesday, John didn’t ask. He didn’t give orders. He just looked at her, and she knew what to do.

That look alone made her clench. The hunger in his gaze, the calm authority behind it—it told her everything. Her cunt throbbed before she even moved. She wondered if he’d take her throat this time, or bend her over the desk again. Would he make her keep her heels on? Would he finish inside, or leave her dripping for the ride home?

She didn’t know, and that only made her wetter. The not-knowing was its own kind of heat.

Last week, he’d made her hold herself open for him while he watched. She’d moaned just from that. And now, the memory lit up her body like a fever.

She was already wet when she turned around. Already moaning before he touched her. Already bracing her hands against the polished wood of his desk like it was routine—like she knew she needed to be bent, opened, taken.

He didn’t undress her this time. Just pushed her lingerie to the side, pulled her cheeks apart, and slid in like she’d been made for it. No teasing. No warning. Just thick, smooth pressure that made her gasp—loud, high-pitched, unashamed.

“Oh fuck… yes…” she choked out, eyes fluttering. “God, you feel so fucking good…”

John grunted behind her, one hand gripping her hip while the other clamped at her shoulder, steadying her like a beast mounting his mate. She arched back into it. Not just taking. Wanting.

John’s grip tightened. He shoved her face gently but firmly into the desk, his voice low and rough at her ear. “You know how I like my whores—face down, dripping, cock-drunk.”

Claire moaned, her breath fogging against the polished surface. “Please… fuck me harder… I need it…”

He slapped her ass, sharp and loud. “You like this, don’t you? Being fucked like a married fucktoy. Like a hole I own.”

“Say it,” he growled.

Claire’s breath hitched. Then broke.

“You’re… you’re so much bigger than him.”

John groaned, driving into her harder, deeper. Her moan pitched up into something broken and honest. “Fuck, you stretch me—fuck, I can feel you everywhere…”

And somewhere, back at home, Ben was fumbling with his phone.

He hadn’t meant to check her voicemail. He wasn’t even sure what button he hit. But suddenly, her voice spilled through the speaker—tinny, raw, so real he nearly dropped the phone.

“Oh fuck, John… harder… please…”

Ben froze. Every nerve ending in his body lit up like fire. He looked at the screen—his name blinking at the top of the message. She’d called him by accident. Or maybe the phone had recorded it by mistake. Either way, it was her. It was real. And she was getting ruined.

He should’ve stopped it. Should’ve deleted it. But he didn’t. He held the phone to his ear like it was oxygen and sat down on the edge of their bed with a hand already drifting to his zipper.

Claire’s voice poured through the speaker, soaked in sin. “So much bigger than him… God, yes… stretch me—fuck me like he never could…”

Ben’s stomach twisted. His cock throbbed harder.

Then John’s voice, low and smug: “That’s it. Let your husband hear what a real cock sounds like inside you.”

Claire gagged. Moaned. Choked out something incoherent between thrusts.

A wet slapping sound followed, rhythmic, brutal. The kind of fucking you couldn’t mistake for anything else.

Ben’s hand trembled as he stroked himself, shame heating his cheeks. He didn’t want to listen.

He couldn’t stop.

He came into his fist seconds later, panting like he’d run a marathon.

He stared at the wall for a long time.

That night, when Claire came home, he didn’t even wait.

He pulled her coat off the moment she closed the door, didn’t care if she was still sore, didn’t ask if John had just finished with her.

He bent her over the dining table. Ripped her panties off. Fucked her hard. Fast. Dirty.

“You like getting used?” he snarled in her ear.

She moaned. “Yes.”

“You like being stretched by someone else and coming home with his cum still dripping out of you?”

“Yes…”

He slammed into her, palm slapping her ass. “You fucking whore. You’re my little slut. Say it.”

“I’m your slut.”

“Whose cunt is this?”

“It’s yours,” she gasped. “It’s always yours…”

Even if it wasn’t true.

Even if it belonged to both men now.

She came screaming, and he didn’t stop until he was buried deep, holding her hips so hard she gasped, fingers clawing at the edge of the table, eyes rolling back as she felt every inch of what he was trying to reclaim.

***

The day had started like a secret.

John hadn’t told her where they were going. He hadn’t said a word as he picked her up, hadn’t commented when she slipped into the passenger seat wearing nothing beneath her thigh-length coat but a pair of strappy heels, sheer black stockings clipped to a garter, and a barely-there club dress made of whisper-thin black mesh that shimmered under the lights like liquid sin. The dress was stitched in strategic places, barely covering her nipples with delicate lace appliqué and leaving most of her side exposed in a swooping, obscene cut that trailed down her waist. It left nothing to the imagination. The hemline stopped just under the curve of her ass, exposing the lace tops of her garters and the bare swell beneath. Every shift of her hips threatened to flash more. The neckline plunged down between her breasts, deep and scandalous, teasing the swell of her chest with every breath. It made her look more indecent than if she’d walked in naked. No panties. No bra. Just heat and perfume, and the faint soreness between her legs that hadn't faded since Thursday.

Earlier that evening, when Claire had emerged from the bedroom in the same outfit, her coat still not over her, showing the scandalous view of sheer mesh and garters, Ben had frozen mid-step. He hadn’t said a word. Just stood there in the hallway, jaw tight, eyes devouring every inch of her like a man witnessing the final crack in whatever illusion of control he had left. His gaze dipped to her breasts, barely concealed by the fabric, and lingered at the swell of her thighs. She watched his throat work, watched his fists clench like he wanted to say something—beg her to change, demand she stay. But instead, he stepped aside and let her pass. She kissed his cheek on the way out. He didn’t kiss her back.

In the car with John, Claire tried to cross her legs, to shift some pressure off the ache—but she couldn’t. Not with how soaked she was already. The coat bunched up around her thighs, and each bump in the road sent heat lapping up her spine.

She wanted to ask where they were going. She wanted to ask who else would be there. Would anyone watch? Would he let someone touch her?

She stayed quiet. John didn’t like questions on nights like this. And the silence only wound her tighter.

Her thighs trembled by the time they reached the nondescript downtown building, and her heart was hammering before the elevator even opened.

That Saturday night, John took her somewhere new. A private club. Inside, everything was velvet and leather, warm light and whispered moans. An exhibitionism night.

He didn’t tell her what to expect. Just led her by the hand and sat on a wide velvet couch near the center of the room.

People were already watching. It was obvious they’d been enjoying themselves for a while now—moans floated lazily through the room, paired with the low hum of conversation and skin on skin. Most of the women were young, stunning, dressed like Claire—or even less. Some wore sheer lingerie with nothing beneath. Others were topless, their breasts swaying as they rode their partners. A few were fully naked, sprawled across couches or kneeling between thighs, mouths full, fingers wet, eyes closed in bliss. No shame. No hesitation. Just bodies in motion, soaked in decadence. Claire didn’t just fit in. She belonged here. The air around her seemed to hum with approval, as if the room itself had acknowledged her arrival. Her nipples tightened beneath the lace, and her breath came a little shorter. She could feel eyes on her. All of them. And for once, it didn’t make her shrink. It made her bloom.

Then John unzipped his pants. Looked at her.

“Knees.”

She knelt.

Pulled him out. Took him into her mouth with no hesitation, no shyness. Her lips wrapped around him like she was made for it.

She bobbed her head, slow and smooth at first. Then deeper. Faster. Her mascara started to run.

A masked man nearby was already touching himself.

Claire saw it. Saw him watching. Saw the bulge growing beneath his hand. He sat so still, so upright, it made her pulse race. There was something familiar about the way he stared—like he knew her body already. Like he’d memorized the sound of her moans and was trying not to lose himself in public.

His hands twitched. His breathing quickened. And when she gagged a little, his head tipped back, just slightly, as if he could feel it too.

She couldn’t see his face. But something in her belly tightened at the thought.

Did he know her? Had he seen her before?

Did she want him to?

She moaned around the cock in her mouth. Her thighs clenched. Her pussy pulsed. A bead of slick ran down her thigh. She didn’t wipe it.

She pulled back for air and whispered, “I want to be your favorite whore.”

“Let them see what a married cockslut looks like,” she added, her voice trembling with pride and heat.

John grabbed the back of her head and pushed her back down.

She let him. Gladly.

She never told Ben what happened that night. She didn’t need to. Her body spoke for her.

***

The next morning, Ben pulled her onto his lap in bed and kissed her like a man lost at sea. But all she could taste was memory. Her lips were still tender. Her cunt sore. Her thighs still sticky in places no amount of showering could reach.

He could smell it. He wouldn’t say it, but he knew. The musky, faintly sweet scent of sex that clung to her skin in invisible patches, settling behind her knees, at the base of her spine, between her breasts. She hadn’t scrubbed it off. Not all of it.

When he pulled her nightgown up, he hesitated—just for a second. Her pussy was puffy. Stretched. She was wet, but it wasn’t all for him.

And Claire? Claire watched him hesitate. Watched his cock twitch against her hip. Watched the conflict ripple through his expression before it melted into hunger.

“You still want me,” she whispered.

“I always want you.”

“Even after last night?”

“Especially after last night.”

She smiled. “Then claim me.”

He did. Roughly. Sloppily. Desperately.

Her body jolted with every thrust. She gasped when he gripped her hair. Cried out when he bit her shoulder. And when he shoved her knees back, spreading her open, she moaned something she hadn’t meant to say:

“You’re not as big as him, but fuck—you know how to use it.”

Ben stiffened for half a breath—but he didn’t stop.

Ben didn’t stop. Couldn’t. He pounded her harder, like he could chase John’s ghost out of her cunt with sheer force.

“You’re dripping just from hearing about him, aren’t you?” she taunted.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “Trying to fuck it all away…”

“Say it,” he snarled.

“I’m your little slut,” she gasped, her voice breaking around the words.

She clung to him tighter, her breath hot at his ear. “You don’t want to lose me, do you?” she whispered, breathless, grinding against him. “Then fuck me like you mean it.”

And when he finally pushed into her, she moaned like it hurt. Like he wasn’t enough. Like she’d just gotten fucked the night before by someone bigger, rougher, better.

Because she had.

But she still came for him.

Because she was his.

And she was John’s.

And she loved it that way.

Ben lay there afterward, her skin still warm beneath his palm. He stared at the ceiling, breath slowing, cock softening inside her. A flicker of something twisted in his chest—not just jealousy, not just lust. Something uglier.

Is this who I am now?

Claire shifted slightly, her cunt still fluttering around him, and sighed—content, fucked-out, glowing. That sound alone made his dick twitch again.

Yeah,  he thought grimly. I guess it is.

CHAPTER 4 - THE SURRENDERING DEEPENS

It was no longer about obligation. No longer about survival. Somewhere between the second week and the third, Claire stopped pretending. She didn’t just obey. She responded. She bloomed.

It showed in her walk—hips looser, bounce lighter, thighs brushing with quiet heat each time she crossed a room. It showed in the way she carried herself through the house, like her body had been unlocked from the inside and she was still adjusting to how freely it moved now. Even the way she kissed Ben had changed. Softer, but distracted. Like her mouth remembered something bigger.

Sometimes she’d catch her own reflection in the hallway mirror—the darkening shadow of love bites beneath lace, the constant flush across her chest, her nipples always straining against fabric. She liked how slutty she looked. She liked that Ben noticed too. That he pretended not to see the way she shifted her thighs at breakfast, or how she never bothered with panties anymore unless John asked her to. Claire felt stretched every day now—even when John hadn’t touched her. Like her body had been trained to crave more, to expect to be used. She used to belong to Ben. Now she belonged to the week. To the routine. To the men who couldn’t stop needing her. Sometimes, in quiet moments with Ben, she’d catch the wary hunger in his eyes and feel a cruel little thrill knowing she’d become someone neither of them fully recognized anymore.

Tuesday, John didn’t ask. He didn’t give orders. He just looked at her, and she knew what to do.

That look alone made her clench. The hunger in his gaze, the calm authority behind it—it told her everything. Her cunt throbbed before she even moved. She wondered if he’d take her throat this time, or bend her over the desk again. Would he make her keep her heels on? Would he finish inside, or leave her dripping for the ride home?

She didn’t know, and that only made her wetter. The not-knowing was its own kind of heat.

Last week, he’d made her hold herself open for him while he watched. She’d moaned just from that. And now, the memory lit up her body like a fever.

She was already wet when she turned around. Already moaning before he touched her. Already bracing her hands against the polished wood of his desk like it was routine—like she knew she needed to be bent, opened, taken.

He didn’t undress her this time. Just pushed her lingerie to the side, pulled her cheeks apart, and slid in like she’d been made for it. No teasing. No warning. Just thick, smooth pressure that made her gasp—loud, high-pitched, unashamed.

“Oh fuck… yes…” she choked out, eyes fluttering. “God, you feel so fucking good…”

John grunted behind her, one hand gripping her hip while the other clamped at her shoulder, steadying her like a beast mounting his mate. She arched back into it. Not just taking. Wanting.

John’s grip tightened. He shoved her face gently but firmly into the desk, his voice low and rough at her ear. “You know how I like my whores—face down, dripping, cock-drunk.”

Claire moaned, her breath fogging against the polished surface. “Please… fuck me harder… I need it…”

He slapped her ass, sharp and loud. “You like this, don’t you? Being fucked like a married fucktoy. Like a hole I own.”

“Say it,” he growled.

Claire’s breath hitched. Then broke.

“You’re… you’re so much bigger than him.”

John groaned, driving into her harder, deeper. Her moan pitched up into something broken and honest. “Fuck, you stretch me—fuck, I can feel you everywhere…”

And somewhere, back at home, Ben was fumbling with his phone.

He hadn’t meant to check her voicemail. He wasn’t even sure what button he hit. But suddenly, her voice spilled through the speaker—tinny, raw, so real he nearly dropped the phone.

“Oh fuck, John… harder… please…”

Ben froze. Every nerve ending in his body lit up like fire. He looked at the screen—his name blinking at the top of the message. She’d called him by accident. Or maybe the phone had recorded it by mistake. Either way, it was her. It was real. And she was getting ruined.

He should’ve stopped it. Should’ve deleted it. But he didn’t. He held the phone to his ear like it was oxygen and sat down on the edge of their bed with a hand already drifting to his zipper.

Claire’s voice poured through the speaker, soaked in sin. “So much bigger than him… God, yes… stretch me—fuck me like he never could…”

Ben’s stomach twisted. His cock throbbed harder.

Then John’s voice, low and smug: “That’s it. Let your husband hear what a real cock sounds like inside you.”

Claire gagged. Moaned. Choked out something incoherent between thrusts.

A wet slapping sound followed, rhythmic, brutal. The kind of fucking you couldn’t mistake for anything else.

Ben’s hand trembled as he stroked himself, shame heating his cheeks. He didn’t want to listen.

He couldn’t stop.

He came into his fist seconds later, panting like he’d run a marathon.

He stared at the wall for a long time.

That night, when Claire came home, he didn’t even wait.

He pulled her coat off the moment she closed the door, didn’t care if she was still sore, didn’t ask if John had just finished with her.

He bent her over the dining table. Ripped her panties off. Fucked her hard. Fast. Dirty.

“You like getting used?” he snarled in her ear.

She moaned. “Yes.”

“You like being stretched by someone else and coming home with his cum still dripping out of you?”

“Yes…”

He slammed into her, palm slapping her ass. “You fucking whore. You’re my little slut. Say it.”

“I’m your slut.”

“Whose cunt is this?”

“It’s yours,” she gasped. “It’s always yours…”

Even if it wasn’t true.

Even if it belonged to both men now.

She came screaming, and he didn’t stop until he was buried deep, holding her hips so hard she gasped, fingers clawing at the edge of the table, eyes rolling back as she felt every inch of what he was trying to reclaim.

***

The day had started like a secret.

John hadn’t told her where they were going. He hadn’t said a word as he picked her up, hadn’t commented when she slipped into the passenger seat wearing nothing beneath her thigh-length coat but a pair of strappy heels, sheer black stockings clipped to a garter, and a barely-there club dress made of whisper-thin black mesh that shimmered under the lights like liquid sin. The dress was stitched in strategic places, barely covering her nipples with delicate lace appliqué and leaving most of her side exposed in a swooping, obscene cut that trailed down her waist. It left nothing to the imagination. The hemline stopped just under the curve of her ass, exposing the lace tops of her garters and the bare swell beneath. Every shift of her hips threatened to flash more. The neckline plunged down between her breasts, deep and scandalous, teasing the swell of her chest with every breath. It made her look more indecent than if she’d walked in naked. No panties. No bra. Just heat and perfume, and the faint soreness between her legs that hadn't faded since Thursday.

Earlier that evening, when Claire had emerged from the bedroom in the same outfit, her coat still not over her, showing the scandalous view of sheer mesh and garters, Ben had frozen mid-step. He hadn’t said a word. Just stood there in the hallway, jaw tight, eyes devouring every inch of her like a man witnessing the final crack in whatever illusion of control he had left. His gaze dipped to her breasts, barely concealed by the fabric, and lingered at the swell of her thighs. She watched his throat work, watched his fists clench like he wanted to say something—beg her to change, demand she stay. But instead, he stepped aside and let her pass. She kissed his cheek on the way out. He didn’t kiss her back.

In the car with John, Claire tried to cross her legs, to shift some pressure off the ache—but she couldn’t. Not with how soaked she was already. The coat bunched up around her thighs, and each bump in the road sent heat lapping up her spine.

She wanted to ask where they were going. She wanted to ask who else would be there. Would anyone watch? Would he let someone touch her?

She stayed quiet. John didn’t like questions on nights like this. And the silence only wound her tighter.

Her thighs trembled by the time they reached the nondescript downtown building, and her heart was hammering before the elevator even opened.

That Saturday night, John took her somewhere new. A private club. Inside, everything was velvet and leather, warm light and whispered moans. An exhibitionism night.

He didn’t tell her what to expect. Just led her by the hand and sat on a wide velvet couch near the center of the room.

People were already watching. It was obvious they’d been enjoying themselves for a while now—moans floated lazily through the room, paired with the low hum of conversation and skin on skin. Most of the women were young, stunning, dressed like Claire—or even less. Some wore sheer lingerie with nothing beneath. Others were topless, their breasts swaying as they rode their partners. A few were fully naked, sprawled across couches or kneeling between thighs, mouths full, fingers wet, eyes closed in bliss. No shame. No hesitation. Just bodies in motion, soaked in decadence. Claire didn’t just fit in. She belonged here. The air around her seemed to hum with approval, as if the room itself had acknowledged her arrival. Her nipples tightened beneath the lace, and her breath came a little shorter. She could feel eyes on her. All of them. And for once, it didn’t make her shrink. It made her bloom.

Then John unzipped his pants. Looked at her.

“Knees.”

She knelt.

Her hands trembled with anticipation as she reached for him, unzipping his slacks and pulling him free—thick, hard, already leaking. She licked the bead of precum from the tip and moaned softly, as if just the taste ignited something primal in her.

Then she took him into her mouth, inch by inch, with no hesitation, no trace of modesty. Her lips stretched wide around him, slick and eager, her tongue swirling greedily as she began to bob her head in slow, languid strokes. She moaned low in her throat, sending vibrations down his shaft.

He grabbed a handful of her hair, guiding her deeper. She gagged once, then adjusted, sinking until her nose brushed his skin. The wet, filthy sound of her mouth working his cock echoed against the velvet couch. Each thrust made her mascara run more—inky tears streaking her flushed cheeks as spit and slick smeared her chin.

She pulled back with a pop, eyes glassy, breath hot against his cock. Then dove back down, faster this time, hungry, desperate to please. Her throat opened for him, and she let him use it, just the way he liked.

A lewd slurp followed every descent. Her fingers dug into his thighs. Her own soaked thighs clenched. And still, she didn’t stop.

A masked man nearby was already touching himself.

Claire saw it. Saw him watching. Saw the bulge growing beneath his hand. He sat so still, so upright, it made her pulse race. There was something familiar about the way he stared—like he knew her body already. Like he’d memorized the sound of her moans and was trying not to lose himself in public.

His hands twitched. His breathing quickened. And when she gagged a little, his head tipped back, just slightly, as if he could feel it too.

She couldn’t see his face. But something in her belly tightened at the thought.

Did he know her? Had he seen her before?

Did she want him to?

She moaned around the cock in her mouth. Her thighs clenched. Her pussy pulsed. A bead of slick ran down her thigh. She didn’t wipe it.

She pulled back for air and whispered, “I want to be your favorite whore.”

“Let them see what a married cockslut looks like,” she added, her voice trembling with pride and heat.

John grabbed the back of her head and pushed her back down.

She let him. Gladly.

She never told Ben what happened that night. She didn’t need to. Her body spoke for her.

***

The next morning, Ben pulled her onto his lap in bed and kissed her like a man lost at sea. But all she could taste was memory. Her lips were still tender. Her cunt sore. Her thighs still sticky in places no amount of showering could reach.

He could smell it. He wouldn’t say it, but he knew. The musky, faintly sweet scent of sex that clung to her skin in invisible patches, settling behind her knees, at the base of her spine, between her breasts. She hadn’t scrubbed it off. Not all of it.

When he pulled up the hem of her simple black negligee—thin, silky, clinging to every curve like a second skin—he hesitated, just for a second. Her pussy was puffy. Stretched. She was wet, but it wasn’t all for him.

And Claire? Claire watched him hesitate. Watched his cock twitch against her hip. Watched the conflict ripple through his expression before it melted into hunger.

“You still want me,” she whispered.

“I always want you.”

“Even after last night?”

“Especially after last night.”

She smiled. “Then claim me.”

He did. Roughly. Sloppily. Desperately.

Her body jolted with every thrust. She gasped when he gripped her hair. Cried out when he bit her shoulder. And when he shoved her knees back, spreading her open, she moaned something she hadn’t meant to say:

“You’re not as big as him, but fuck—you know how to use it.”

Ben stiffened for half a breath—but he didn’t stop.

Ben didn’t stop. Couldn’t. He pounded her harder, like he could chase John’s ghost out of her cunt with sheer force.

“You’re dripping just from hearing about him, aren’t you?” she taunted.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “Trying to fuck it all away…”

“Say it,” he snarled.

“I’m your little slut,” she gasped, her voice breaking around the words.

She clung to him tighter, her breath hot at his ear. “You don’t want to lose me, do you?” she whispered, breathless, grinding against him. “Then fuck me like you mean it.”

And when he finally pushed into her, she moaned like it hurt. Like he wasn’t enough. Like she’d just gotten fucked the night before by someone bigger, rougher, better.

Because she had.

But she still came for him.

Because she was his.

And she was John’s.

And she loved it that way.

Ben lay there afterward, her skin still warm beneath his palm. He stared at the ceiling, breath slowing, cock softening inside her. A flicker of something twisted in his chest—not just jealousy, not just lust. Something uglier.

Is this who I am now?

Claire shifted slightly, her cunt still fluttering around him, and sighed—content, fucked-out, glowing. That sound alone made his dick twitch again.

Yeah,  he thought grimly. I guess it is.

CHAPTER 5: FINANCIAL FREEDOM IS HERE; YET STILL?

The sheets were still damp when Claire woke up. Not from sweat. Not from heat. From everything that hadn’t been spoken the night before. Her cunt still ached with the echo of Ben’s thrusts. Her pussy still felt sore, stretched in ways Ben could never take credit for, the ghost of John’s cock imprinted in every slow step. Her thighs stuck faintly as she moved, slick residue dried to a faint glaze between them. Even after hours of sleep, her body hummed like it was still on display, still aching to be filled again. The scent of sex clung to her skin, especially behind her ears, beneath her breasts—places he always left marked, always buried himself against. Every subtle movement reminded her body who had claimed it last, and how much she craved to be taken again. It felt like the morning after their last explosive night together, like nothing had changed at all.

But everything had.

Not in the way mornings used to change. This wasn’t recovery — it was ritual. A rhythm honed over months of surrender. The kind that didn’t ask for forgiveness, only repetition. Her body no longer recoiled from it. It opened to it.

Nearly a year had passed since that Sunday morning when Ben had pulled her onto his lap, desperate to reclaim something already shared. Since then, seasons had turned, debts had cleared, and the ache between her legs had gone from rare to routine. This wasn’t the morning after anything specific. This was just another morning. One of many. One of hundreds. Because the arrangement hadn’t ended with a check or a contract. It had blossomed into something else—a rhythm, a hunger, a new normal.

The mortgage payments had been paid steadily. Every month, like clockwork. No more pink letters in the mail. No more sweaty silences at the dinner table. Their credit scores had begun to breathe again. Ben had taken on a private architecture commission—a modest heritage restoration, but his first in over a year. Claire had landed a part-time marketing consultancy. Just three days a week. Flexible. Enough to make her feel like a professional again. Enough to leave her Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays open.

That morning, she padded barefoot across the kitchen tiles, coffee mug warming her palm, garter prints still faint on her thighs. Each step across the cold kitchen tile sent a reminder up her spine—the dull throb between her legs, the faint tacky smear where his cum had dried inside her. Her robe clung where it shouldn’t. She hadn’t even bothered to wear panties. Not anymore. What was the point? The toddler was with Ben’s sister for the weekend, and the house was too quiet. But not empty. The silence hummed with memories.

Her eyes drifted to the dining table. The edge where Ben had bent her over after listening to her voicemail. The corner where he’d gripped her thighs, trying to reclaim something he already knew he’d lost. Or maybe never had to begin with. She reached out and brushed her fingertips across the wood—lightly, like it could still burn. It had held her hips more than once. Felt the slap of skin on skin. Heard her scream for another man while Ben watched in silence.

It wasn’t loss anymore. It was memory, ritual, heat—etched into the grain of their furniture, the folds of their sheets, the spaces between their silences. Something they still hadn’t named, but had begun to live with. Own. Crave.

***

John called them both on a Tuesday.

They were seated on the couch, sipping wine. Claire wore one of her new silk robes—a gift John had sent after their first month. Pale lavender. Barely knee-length. No bra. Just her nipples brushing lightly against the fabric with every breath.

John’s voice came through the speaker, calm as ever.

"You’re free now. You’ve done well, Claire. I always reward discipline. Even when it’s borrowed from your husband’s pride."

Claire blinked. "What?"

Ben shifted beside her.

"The debt is in the clear, let Ben know," John continued. "You guys have made it past the threshold. Credit score’s stabilized. My associate confirmed it this morning. I don’t need to keep helping you anymore. Unless you want me to."

There was a silence so long it became another character in the room. The silence wasn’t empty. It buzzed. Claire’s breath caught in her throat, her thighs unconsciously tensing beneath the robe. Ben stared at the glass in his hand like it held a truth he wasn’t ready to say aloud. No one looked at the phone. But they all felt it. The possibility hanging there like a knife above the table.

Ben cleared his throat. "So... that’s it? We just stop?"

"We can," John said. "Or we can stop pretending this was just about money."

Claire’s chest rose slowly. The air felt thick.

John's voice dropped to a low murmur. "If I never touched your bank account again... would you still show up next week, Claire?"

She didn’t answer.

Something in her clenched. Not just her heart. Lower. Deeper. The place inside her that used to belong to shame. Her nipples stiffened against the silk. Her breath stuttered. It wasn’t a question. It was a calling.

Her hand slid to her thigh, fingers curling just above the hem of the robe. Her thighs pressed together.

Ben watched her.

John chuckled, deep and smooth. "Thought so."

Ben exhaled. He should’ve been angry. Relieved. He should’ve felt like a man whose wife had just been returned to him, debt-free and dripping with freedom.

He should’ve resented this. Should’ve felt the urge to say enough. But all he felt was tightness — in his chest, in his pants, in the way his eyes clung to the soft flush climbing her throat. She hadn’t answered John. But Ben already knew her answer. Because it was his answer too.

Instead, he said the one truth he hadn’t admitted aloud.

"Watching you..." He paused, swallowed. His voice was rough when it came out. "It’s the hardest, hottest thing I’ve ever done."

Claire turned to him. Her robe parted slightly, revealing the inner curve of her breast. Her eyes were wide, pupils dark.

"I can’t stop wanting it," she whispered. "Not just him. Us. The way we are now."

Ben nodded.

Claire picked up the phone again.

"Thursday," she said. "I’ll be there. Because I don’t want to stop."

***

Earlier that day, Claire had stood in front of the full-length mirror, her fingers smoothing over the black mini skirt she’d chosen—the same one he’d once flipped up and fucked her in without warning. No panties. No hesitation. She sprayed perfume behind her ears, between her thighs, then ran a drop of scented oil down her cleavage until it gleamed. Her nipples were already stiff. She rolled a layer of gloss over her lips, then leaned close to the mirror, imagining the slick trail she’d leave on John’s cock.

For a second, she touched herself. Just once. Two fingers grazing the bare lips beneath her skirt. Wet. Aching. But she pulled back quickly. That wasn’t hers to take. Not today. She belonged to him tonight—every drop of slick, every breathless moan.

She considered texting John, but the outfit, the slick heat between her thighs, and the memory of his hands around her throat made her smile instead. He already knew she’d be ready.

She arrived at John’s apartment just before sunset.

The short black mini skirt hugged her hips indecently, every sway of her walk offering a glimpse of bare thigh—and more. Her white blouse clung to her curves, tucked in but unbuttoned just enough to hint at the edge of lace she wasn’t wearing. No panties. No bra. Just her skin beneath fabric, slick with perfume and anticipation.

She knocked only once before letting herself in. She didn’t wait for an answer. Didn’t need to. She took a breath, smoothed her skirt down her bare thighs, and whispered, “Be good,” to herself—like a prayer before being claimed.

John was seated in his armchair, legs spread, cock already hard in his hand. He didn’t speak.

Claire walked straight toward him, unhurried, hips loose, hair spilling over one shoulder. She straddled him without a word, pressing her lips to his like they belonged there—not with gratitude, not with performance, but with hunger. Ownership. Familiarity.

The kiss deepened. Her hips rolled. She gasped into his mouth as he pushed inside her in one slow, brutal thrust. Her cunt clung to him, soaked and stretched, like it hadn’t taken anything else in weeks. She moaned into his mouth, her body sucking him in with greedy pulses, her pussy clenching as if trying to memorize every vein. It was the stretch she needed—the stretch she craved even when she swore she didn’t. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

Then the door creaked open.

Ben stepped inside, quiet as breath. He froze for a second. Not in shock—but in reverence. Her body was already bouncing, tits swaying, his wife moaning on another man’s cock like she belonged there. It hit him like hunger and grief all at once.

Claire didn’t stop riding.

She turned her head toward him, eyes glassy, breath ragged. Her hips didn’t falter.

John grunted, tightening his grip around her waist.

Ben took the same seat he always did. The corner chair. The one with the best view.

Claire met his gaze. Held it. Didn’t blink.

"You watching, baby?" she moaned, her voice thin and cracked with pleasure.

Ben nodded.

"You see how deep he is? How he splits me?"

John growled. Claire gasped.

"He owns this pussy now. But I still need you. I need you to see me. See what I let him do. See who I am now."

Ben's cock throbbed in his pants. He didn’t even pretend to hide it anymore.

Claire rocked harder, faster, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the apartment.

"You see me, baby?" she gasped, glancing at Ben through heavy lashes. "See how my pussy swallows him like it was made for it?"

She rolled her hips down hard, making herself gasp again. "You never stretched me like this. Not even close. He fills me past where you ever reached, baby. And I still want more." And then she turned her head, eyes softening for a breath, and whispered, "But you still see me, don’t you, baby? You still hold me when it’s over. You stay, even when I’m soaked in another man’s cum. You listen when I moan his name. You don’t look away, and that’s how I know—this isn’t about giving me up. It’s about never letting me go." A beat. A gasp. "You make me feel safe even when I’m being ruined."

Her body stayed impaled for a moment, trembling, twitching—her pussy still spasming in aftershocks as John's cock throbbed inside her. She shivered as a fresh trickle of his precum and her juices escaped and ran down the curve of her ass. Her nipples brushed his chest, still achingly stiff, and her breath hitched like she was ready to ride again, even before her first orgasm had truly faded.

She tilted her head back once again, eyes burning. "Bet you’re leaking just from watching. I know that twitch in your pants, Ben. Don’t hide it. Touch it if you need to. I want you hard while I’m getting used." Her breasts bounced wildly, the curves of her chest slick with sweat, glistening each time the overhead light caught the rhythm. The valley between her tits shimmered, streaked with perspiration, and every bounce sent a fresh trail down her belly. Her thighs trembled with effort and overstimulation, her soaked pussy fluttering around John’s cock, gripping him on every upward drag, every downward plunge. She lost her rhythm for a moment—not from fatigue, but from need—then found it again, grinding deeper, angling her hips to feel him press against the most sensitive, ruined parts of her. Her moans came ragged, broken, her jaw slack and her mascara smudging down her cheeks from sheer exertion and ecstasy. Her moans grew louder, less coherent, her head thrown back, her thighs trembling.

"Please," she begged. "Please, I need it—fill me, stretch me, claim me. I need to be taken. Need to be yours."

She reached out a hand.

Ben stood. Moved to her side. Took her hand in his.

"I’m here," he whispered, throat tight.

Her body was suspended—cock buried inside her, fingers entwined with Ben’s, her lips parted like she was trying to cry and moan at once. Her breath hitched as John angled up into her, his cock stroking her deepest spots while Ben whispered encouragement at her ear. Her pussy clamped down again and again, fluttering, pulsing, almost convulsing, like it couldn’t decide whether to milk or scream. She wasn’t being watched anymore. She was being held.

And that’s when she came.

Her whole body seized, cunt pulsing around John’s thick cock. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her release crashed through her like a storm. John groaned and followed—filling her with one final, brutal thrust.

Claire collapsed into his chest, panting, sweat-drenched, legs still twitching.

But John didn’t pull out. And she didn’t move.

Her body twitched around him, every tiny spasm milking the last drops of cum. The weight of him still inside her made her whimper—soft, high, and wrecked. She ground faintly, hips twitching in small circles as if trying to make it last.

Ben was the one who moved. Gently. Reverently. He rose to his feet and leaned in, wrapping an arm around her back as he helped her lift off John’s cock. A lewd wet sound followed, a slick trail of cum stretching between them before spilling in fat drops onto the sheets.

Ben wiped a slow streak of cum from her thigh with the sheet, like it was precious. Like she was. Then he pressed a soft kiss to her shoulder, his touch reverent, grounding her without saying a word.

Ben knelt beside them, forehead against her arm, his hand still tangled in hers.

They didn’t say a word.

Didn’t need to.

Later, as she sat on the edge of the bed and let John’s cum drip slowly down her thigh, Claire turned toward Ben, voice soft, reaching for his hand again.

"We thought we sold our pride to save our house. But what we got back... was something deeper."

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Mark never imagined he’d become the man behind the lens, filming his wife surrender to bigger, stronger men. But once Jessica got her first taste, there was no going back. Now, every sigh, every movement, and every deep, unfiltered submission is captured for their growing audience.

From first-time cuckold humiliation to filming every wild encounter, this series follows their erotic journey into hotwifing, exposure, and submission, all broadcasted for the world to see.

Cuckolded. Recorded. Uploaded. Welcome to The OnlyFans Cuckold Tapes.
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A Sugar Daddy Love Triangle with a Willing Cuckold
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She had a Sugar Daddy before I even knew her name.

Older. Rich. Hung. And used to getting exactly what he wants.

I should’ve walked away.

Instead, I fell for her.

She’s the kind of girl who looks too perfect to be real... An instagirl.

A red-dressed fantasy with lips that don’t lie.

But the truth? She already belonged to someone else. She just made space for me too.

Now I’m part of the arrangement.

The one who gets her soft kisses, her public affection, her sweet little I-love-yous.

While he gets her body. Her submission. And everything in between.

And sometimes… I get to watch.

She never begged me to understand.

She just told me, “If you want to be mine, you’ll have to share.”

And I did.

With a front-row seat to every moan, every gasp, every moment she gave to him instead of me.

A slow-burn cuckold romance with a sugar-daddy twist, a woman in control, and a man who learns just how far love can bend.

Come kneel with me.
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https://mybook.to/RcXp

Get the First Five Books of the anthology series "Cuckold Chronicles" in a Single Bundle here for a great price.

Ever been curious about those fantasies people don’t talk about out loud? The kind that twist jealousy into something... hotter? Cuckold Chronicles is all about exploring that space—where couples push boundaries, give in to temptation, and find out what happens when control shifts hands. And now, you get the first five steamy stories bundled together for one sweet price.

Each story in this series stands on its own—no cliffhangers, no connections—just raw, honest, seriously hot journeys into desire, dominance, and surrender. We’ve got confident wives, devoted husbands, powerful outsiders, and enough tension to keep your heart racing. One couple’s weekend away changes everything. Another husband watches from the sidelines while his wife takes the lead. And in one story? A CEO doesn’t just run the company—he takes what he wants.

If you’re into high-heat stories that feel real, messy, emotional, and spicy as hell, this bundle was made for you.

So if you’re in the mood for something bold, something different—grab the bundle and start with the first five stories that kicked it all off. This isn’t just fantasy... it’s your next favorite guilty pleasure.
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A standalone dark mafia romance by C.M. Mylah
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A girl raised in purity. A man forged in hell. One ring. No mercy.

A dark, high-heat love story from one of In the Mood Press’s boldest new voices.

If you enjoy possessive men, sinful power dynamics, and heat that doesn’t hold back, this one’s worth a look.

***

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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