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Jason had the cameras installed the very next day.

It was easy. Too easy, really. A few calls. A discreet, well-paid technician—someone who asked no questions—came by under the pretense of an electrical check-up. The kind of man who didn’t flinch at five crisp hundreds folded discreetly into his pocket.

Jason watched it all from his home office, pretending to review quarterly reports while the man in the blue uniform checked outlets, ran wires, and—most importantly—refitted the cameras. Better ones this time. Smaller. Hidden deeper. With sound.

When Lexie appeared in the frame, Jason’s stomach twisted.

She smiled at the man politely, one hip cocked, wearing one of her flimsy summer dresses. The technician explained something about faulty wiring and mentioned the old cameras in the hallway and bedroom. Lexie’s brow furrowed.

“They don’t work anymore, right?” she asked, her voice light, almost careless.

The man shrugged. “Couldn’t say, ma’am. I’m just here for the electrical inspection. But I can recommend someone to look at the cameras if you’d like.”

Lexie waved him off with a soft laugh. “No, no—it’s fine. This neighborhood’s pretty safe. I think we’re okay.”

Jason’s throat went dry.

She knew.

He’d suspected for weeks—ever since the first time she’d let that bastard Mateo into their house—that she’d disabled the old cameras herself. Deliberately. Calculated. Decisive.
It wasn’t an accident.
It was her choice.

And the sickest part?

Jason was hard just thinking about it.

The next day, at the ‘fake conference’, he checked the new camera feeds obsessively. From his hotel thirty miles away, dressed in soft flannel pajamas, laptop open beside him, he kept one eye on the spreadsheet he was meant to be working on and the other on the silent, motionless image of their bedroom.

Hour after hour. Nothing.

By late afternoon, he was restless. Aching. His heart jumped at every flicker of movement.

And then—finally—Mateo arrived.

Jason’s hands trembled as he clicked full screen. The audio kicked in softly. The door closed. And there she was: Lexie, in the delicate black lingerie they’d picked together one day earlier. The very same one he’d watched her model. The one he’d paid for.

“Wow,” Mateo murmured, his voice thick with want. “You did buy this for me after all.”

Lexie rolled her eyes but smiled. “Don’t get cocky.”

“I’m not cocky. Not yet,” Mateo teased, stepping closer, fingers trailing over the thin strap on her shoulder. “But you will be.”

Jason’s heart pounded. His cock twitched beneath the thin cotton of his pajama bottoms. He adjusted his glasses, not even pretending to work anymore. His full attention belonged to them.

“Careful,” Lexie warned as Mateo’s hands roamed lower. “Don’t ruin it. My husband bought this.”

Mateo laughed darkly. “Oh, baby... then it’s definitely coming off.”

His hands gripped the delicate lace, and with one savage tug, the expensive fabric shredded in his fists.

“Mateo!” Lexie gasped, half-laughing, half-protesting.

Jason’s breath caught in his throat. He let out a soft moan of disbelief. His cock throbbed painfully against the thin fabric.

“You’re bad,” she murmured, but she didn’t stop him. Didn’t pull away.

“Damn right,” Mateo growled, nipping her neck, dragging her toward the bed. “And you fucking love it. Don’t you?”

“Maybe,” she whispered, breathless already.

Jason couldn’t look away. The sound of the fabric tearing, the sight of the black lace ruined and discarded—it was his gift. His choice. His money. His wife.
And she was offering all of it to another man.
“I bet he was so proud buying this for you,” Mateo murmured, pushing her onto the mattress, spreading her thighs. “Probably thought about you wearing it for him, huh?”

Lexie moaned softly. “Stop...”

“Did he touch you while you wore it?” Mateo pressed, sliding his cock free. “Or were you too busy thinking about me?”

Jason’s hands gripped the sheets beside him. His cock strained painfully. The shame burned through him—hot and sharp and inescapable.

“Tell me, baby,” Mateo purred, rubbing the thick head of his cock along her slick folds. “Did your good little husband fuck you in this? Or am I the first one to get your sweet pussy while you wear it?”

Lexie whimpered. “First,” she admitted in a shaky breath.

Jason’s heart cracked—and his arousal spiked.

Mateo growled approvingly. “Fuck yeah. Knew you were mine.”

“Spread for me, dirty girl,” Mateo whispered.

Lexie opened up without hesitation.

Mateo’s mouth met her cunt with a growl. Jason could hear it—the wet sounds. Lexie’s moans. Her gasps. The mattress creaked as her body thrashed.

“Oh fuck—Mateo—your tongue—yes—right there!”

Jason stroked himself slowly. Controlled.

“Tell me what you want, mamita,” Mateo said, pulling back, his lips shiny with her arousal.

Lexie panted. “I want you to fuck me. Rough.”

Mateo grinned. “You always say that. Makes me wonder what your husband does with you. Read bedtime stories?”

Lexie giggled breathlessly.

Mateo stood, his cock already hard, thick, heavy. He slapped it against her clit.

“Are you ready to take what he never gives you?”

Lexie moaned. “Yes. Give it to me.”

Jason’s breath hitched.

Mateo rammed into her.

Lexie screamed. “Oh—my—God—”

Jason’s hand flew faster. He watched every brutal thrust. Mateo fucking her like he owned her. Like Jason didn’t exist.

“You like it like this, huh?” Mateo growled. “No mercy. No romance. Just cock.”

“Yesss,” Lexie sobbed. “Fuck me like a slut.”

He thrust into her roughly. Hard. Deep. The sound of flesh slapping filled the room, echoing through the speakers in Jason’s hotel suite. Lexie’s moans were immediate—raw, desperate, broken.

“Fuck, yes—Mateo—harder—please—”

Jason was panting. His hand trembled as he stroked himself beneath the waistband of his pajamas. He should stop. He should. But he couldn’t. He was lost.

“Bet your husband doesn’t fuck you like this, huh?” Mateo snarled, pounding into her faster. “Bet he’s all soft... careful... vanilla.”

“Stop—” Lexie half-laughed, half-moaned, but her voice was needy.

“Tell me, baby,” Mateo growled. “Tell me how I’m better.”

Lexie’s hands gripped the sheets. She gasped, “You’re—fuck—you’re bigger—”

Jason moaned, pre-come slick on his fist.

“Say it,” Mateo demanded. “Say it while he’s gone like the useless fuck he is.”

“You’re...you’re bigger—rougher—” Lexie choked out. “You make me come harder—God—”

Jason’s orgasm is built, tight and excruciating.

But then—Mateo pulled out. Spat in his hand. And pressed the thick head of his cock to her other entrance.

Jason froze.

Lexie stiffened slightly. “Mateo—”

“Shh,” Mateo murmured. “Trust me, baby. You can take it. You’re so fucking wet already.”

“Mateo— I can’t”

Jason’s breath caught. His heart was hammered.

“No? You don't do anal?” Mateo teased darkly. “Not even for your husband?”

Lexie shook her head faintly, breath shallow. “No... I don’t— only on special occasions like his birthday or on Christmas.”

“Christmas? As in last Christmas? So fucking pathetic! Then I’ll be the first to destroy you tight ass this year, Lexie,” Mateo growled. “And trust me, baby... you’ll love it.”

Jason’s mouth went dry. His pulse roared in his ears.

He watched—helpless—as Mateo lubed Lexie and pushed forward. Slow. Steady. Lexie’s breath hitched—half gasp, half moan. Her face twisted in pained pleasure.

“Fuck, baby,” Mateo groaned. “Tightest ass I’ve ever had. So fucking snug around me. You’re perfect.”

Lexie whimpered, but her body surrendered. Bit by bit, she opened to him.

Jason’s cock throbbed violently in his palm. His mind spun. His humiliation was total. Complete. And yet—he was so fucking close he could barely breathe.

Mateo’s voice was filth incarnate:

“Your husband could never stretch you open like this. No way. He’d be too scared to wreck you the way I am.”

Lexie moaned, breathless, her fingers clawing the sheets.

“Take me so good, baby. So fucking good. You’re gonna remember this every time you sit down.”

Jason’s hips bucked into his hand. His breathing broke apart.

“Say it,” Mateo growled. “Say you love it.”

Lexie’s voice was barely a whisper: “I love it... oh God, Mateo—don’t stop—”

“That’s right,” he snarled. “Say you’re my little anal slut.”

Lexie’s sobbing moans shattered Jason’s sanity. His release slammed into him with vicious force—his body jerking, his vision whiting out. He came harder than he thought possible—his seed spilling into the fabric of his pajamas, his breath ragged, tears stinging his eyes.

And on the screen—Mateo fucked her deeper. Harder. Merciless.

“You’ll never be the same, Lexie,” Mateo grunted, pounding her relentlessly. “Once I’m done... you’ll never fucking feel your husband again. Got it?”

Lexie screamed her orgasm, her entire body shaking violently.

Jason collapsed sideways on the bed, gasping, drenched in sweat, his cock still twitching.

It was too much. It was everything.

And he knew, without a doubt—this wasn’t the end.

It was only the beginning.

——-
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A few days later

Jason didn’t want to go to the neighborhood dinner.

He told Lexie he was tired. That he had emails to catch up on. That the conference had drained him.

But she insisted.

“They’ll notice if we don’t show up,” she said gently, slipping her arms around his neck. “You know how Sandra gets when people skip her parties. Please?”

Jason hesitated.

He didn’t want to see him. Not now. Not with the images still fresh in his mind—Mateo buried to the hilt in Lexie’s ass, Lexie crying out as if he were the only man who’d ever made her come like that.

But saying no would raise suspicion. And Jason wasn’t ready for that.

He wasn’t ready for Lexie to know what he’d seen. What he knew.

So he put on a collared shirt, brushed his hair, and pretended to be the loving husband.

The backyard was already buzzing when they arrived. White string lights. Folding chairs. A plastic buffet table sagging with lasagna trays and lukewarm appetizers. Music
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