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"I thought I told you to look at me, white boy," Mr. Thompson barked. 

Emily giggled. 

I winced on the stool.

“You hear me, white boy?” he growled again, his deep voice rumbling from behind her. “I said look at me.”

Emily’s bare back was pressed to his chest, and she turned her head slightly, catching my eyes with that glinting smile of hers.

“Jason,” she purred. “Be polite. daddy doesn’t like being ignored.”

I lifted my gaze slowly. My chest tightened. He slid one thick, dark hand up her pale stomach, slow and possessive, until he cupped her breast. She moaned, pressing herself back against him, grinding.

Then—smack—he slapped her ass hard. The sound cracked through the room.

I jumped in place. Emily let out a soft “ah!”—a gasp that made my stomach clench. But then she bit her lip and turned to face him with that horribly sexy look, like she lived for this. She kissed him. And Mr. Thompson kissed her back without hesitation.

They made out in front of me—wet, slow, hungry. Emily moaned into his mouth, her arms lifting up behind her to hold onto his neck as he deepened the kiss. His free hand gripped her hip, his dark fingers sinking into her pale skin.

She broke away with a giggle, breathless. “Mmm... Jason’s squirming again.”

“He should be,” Mr. Thompson muttered, eyes still on her.

I whimpered.

Emily heard it. Her smile widened like she’d been waiting for it.

“Aww, Jason,” she said, mockingly sweet. “Did that make you jealous?”

Mr. Thompson’s hand slid down her stomach. “Ain’t nothin’ he can do about it.”

I shut my eyes, frozen, the heat in my face unbearable.

“I’m sure it did. Are you leaking, Jason?” Emily taunted, grinning at me.

She stepped slightly aside, still in his grasp, giving him more room.

“Why don’t you show us?” she said, voice syrupy. “Stand up, Jason.”

I whimpered again, refusing.

Her voice sharpened like a knife. “I said stand up, Jason. Or you can leave.”

Mr. Thompson’s grip on her waist tightened. “You heard her. Stand up like a good little bitch. Or get the fuck out.”

“Don’t embarrass yourself,” Emily added.

So I obeyed. Slowly, I stood. As I rose, I felt the front of my lingerie dampen more. The wet spot that had started earlier bloomed bigger across the fabric, completely giving me away.

Emily’s eyes dropped instantly.

“Oh my God,” she laughed. “Look at him, daddy. He really is leaking.”

Mr. Thompson smirked. His eyes locked on the stain at my front.

“Damn,” he said. 

Emily giggled and ran her fingers across his chest. “He’s so sensitive. Just watching us gets him all twitchy. Isn’t that right, Jason?” she teased. “Or should I call you what you are—Jessie?”

I gulped.

“I like that,” she said, turning to Mr. Thompson. “Jessie suits him better. Doesn’t it, daddy?”

He nodded once.

Emily looked back at me, biting her lip. “Well? Say it, Jessie.”

“...Yes,” I said weakly.
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Emily moaned into Mr. Thompson’s mouth as his hand slipped lower. I stood frozen, useless, forced to watch as his thick fingers slid between her legs and began to rub her slowly, confidently—like he’d done it a hundred times already.

Her breath hitched. I saw her knees bend slightly, thighs trembling as he worked her.

“Mmm... daddy,” she whimpered, clinging to him, her nails lightly dragging up the back of his neck. Her whole body moved with his hand, grinding against his palm like she didn’t care I was standing there, watching it all unfold.

He didn’t even glance at me. He just kissed her deeper, rougher, groaning into her while his fingers moved faster. The sound of it—the wet, sloppy rhythm of his touch—made my face burn.

She started to pant against his lips, soft and desperate little gasps, barely able to hold herself upright.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The way her body reacted to him. The way her mouth fell open when he rubbed her just right. The way she held onto him like she needed him to stay upright.

She was melting in his hands.

And I was nothing. Just standing there. Hard and leaking in my panties, saying nothing, doing nothing.

Just watching. He picked up the pace. Mr. Thompson’s thick digits moved faster now, rubbing her up and down with brutal precision. Emily’s whole body jolted in his arms, her breath catching sharply as her thighs buckled. Her back arched against him, and she gasped—raw and helpless—as he fingered her harder, faster, without mercy.

I felt my knees weaken. I had to shift my weight to keep from stumbling. My eyes were glued to the movement of his hand, the way his fingers disappeared between her legs, over and over, slick and aggressive. The wet sounds filled the room. Her face twisted in pure pleasure—eyes fluttering, lips trembling, jaw slack. She looked overwhelmed, trembling from the inside out.

She grabbed his wrist as if to slow him down—but he slapped her away and didn’t stop.

“Oh my God...” she whispered. “Oh my God, daddy...”

He kissed her cheek, growling something into her ear I couldn’t hear. She just moaned louder, grinding against his hand, completely lost to him. “I’m gonna cum all over your fingers, daddy,” Emily whimpered, her voice strained and breathless.

Her body shook in his arms, her flushed face pressed against his. Their mouths met hungrily, wet and messy, and I could see her eyes close then flick open just enough to glance at me from the corner.

She wanted me to see all of this.

The sound she made next was sharp, high, and broken as her body clenched and jerked.

“I’M CUMMING! Daddy! Daddy, I’M CUMMING!” Emily cried out, her voice sharp, raw, desperate. 

Her legs tremored violently, her hips grinding helplessly into his black hand as her orgasm overtook her. He held her tight in place, fingers still moving, dragging every last wave out of her.

I stood frozen.

“Oh, fuck, fuuuuuck.”

My panties were soaked. My breath caught in my throat. I felt tears burn behind my eyes as I watched my girlfriend—the woman I loved—cum hard in another man’s arms. 

Her toes curled-he flood of wetness came running down her thighs, the deep, rumbling sound of his satisfaction as he pulls away, leaving a trail of sick spit.

Emily was gone—surrendered to the pleasure he gave her with just his fingers.
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