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      Her voice carries over the kitchen faucet, moans mixing with the wet rush of the water as the stainless sink fills. I want nothing more than to drive into her slick heat, fuck her over the edge—but I can’t. Tonight, he gets her first.

      And, just like every time we play, I have a job to do.

      As soon as she got home earlier, she leaned back against the door, hands clasped behind her. “I’ve made arrangements for our entertainment tonight.” A sly, eager smile played on her lips. “You know the rules. Dishes. Wear the apron. Nothing else.”

      Possessive instinct kicked in. I almost said no, but that’s what’s so appealing about this game we play. So I only nodded. My body throbbed in need, anticipation making it difficult to stifle the urge to ask what she had planned, both for me and him. She takes the lead when we indulge in this fantasy.

      I follow.

      The doorbell rang moments later, and she ran to answer like she was expecting an important delivery. He barely acknowledged me when he came in before she took his hand and led him down the hall. The bedroom they disappeared into has a direct line of sight into the kitchen. I’m not allowed to look, but I did. Their eyes flayed me raw as I stripped bare and donned the pink gingham apron. The whole dainty thing barely comes to mid-thigh, and when it’s tied around my waist in a neat bow, the ends dangle, tickling my ass.

      My heart pounds, eagerness tight in my throat. Would this be the day I get recognized? This be the time I finally see a grainy picture of myself trending on social media? Just the idea of the degrading questions and interviews; the jeering, snide posts; the whispered ridicule of my peers… Every square inch of my face burns, and I look down at the humiliating bulge growing under the tiny scrap of lace-trimmed fabric.

      I stand at the sink, my back to them now. The faucet gushes like my wife will around his cock. A little longer until the dishes are submerged, then I can begin. A bubble rises in the sea of dish water, a little rainbow reflection undulating on the surface. I slowly push a finger into the bubble without breaking the tension. The deluge makes the lemony scent of the dish soap waft up and I inhale, settling into the headspace to perform my act of service, cleaning while she’s getting dirty with another man.

      “You always know exactly what gets me going,” she says to him. “This is what you do to me. Feel. I’m so wet.” Her husky voice carries across the living room. A siren calling out, begging me to crash and drown.

      He chuckles, and the sound mocks me. Feeds my green-eyed monster the shame it craves.

      The basin’s finally full and I plunge my hands into the hot soapy water. I can’t resist. A quick peek over my shoulder. The bedroom door is open, the bed positioned perfectly.

      Fuck.

      They’re side by side, his hand buried between her legs. If only I were covered in slick from her pussy instead of dish water… My hips stutter forward, and I grind my chubbed-up cock against the front of the cabinet. I can’t help it. No. If I want any relief, I must play by the rules.

      Do they steal glances at me as well? Want to see me put in my place? Are they enjoying my indignity? My bare ass faces them as I toil at the sink, on display for her and the one fucking her.

      The first dish I find is a cereal bowl, and I wring the sponge out before swiping it over the ceramic. The spray I use to rinse it is just the wrong side of hot, my skin tingling as the heat burns. I can take it.

      The bed creaks once, twice, and my breath quickens when I glance back as they lay down. I grab a fork, sliding the sponge over the tines.

      “Is this all for me?” he asks.

      “Why do you think I texted you? It’s not like he’s satisfying me.” She giggles, and tremors tease down my spine all the way to my toes at the disgrace. My cock continues to thicken, and I exhale a shaky breath. Of course she wants someone more masculine, more virile, more—more—than me.

      Another plate, then a coffee mug. I concentrate on scrubbing her lipstick from the edge of the ceramic, a detailed imprint of her lower lip in scarlet. Her perfect pout I once believed was all for me. Today her lips are for him, and only mine when she believes I’ve earned it. Is she wearing lipstick? Will she leave a crimson ring at the base of his dick when she sucks him all the way down? A stain on his white collar? Or will she reapply it so when he kisses her, the evidence of their violation—their passion—smears over both their faces, undeniable when I inevitably peek at them, reveling in the sticky shame of it?

      I clench the sponge, my hand nearly cramping as I rein in my envy. Soon.

      “Get up here,” he orders. The bed frame knocks against the wall and I pivot, bare feet sliding on the cold stone tile. My eyes dart back to the bedroom. I’m desperate to see, and desperate not to get caught. He gets comfortable, fluffing my pillow. “Climb on, sweetheart. I want you to sit on my face.”

      “Yes,” she says, her voice gone all breathy. “Own my pussy.” I stand still, slightly turned to watch, eager to catch every little sound. The bed springs give as she knee-walks up to where he’s spread out across the middle of our king size, occupying my spot and hers. Possessing both her, and the bed. Then, his face is buried between her silky thighs. He’s kissing her there, probably tongue-fucking her, lapping her juices, sucking her swollen clit like I know she loves. Maybe he’s fingering her, pressing one, two, even three inside, stretching her cunt wide, but I can’t see from this angle. I shouldn’t be looking anyway.

      My breath quickens and I turn back to my task, fishing in the sudsy water. Her moan cuts me deep, a reminder that she’d denied me.

      When she’s with me, she lies on her back, pillow under her bottom, lithe legs spread so I can feast on her pussy while her strong thighs tremble around my ears. Or we sixty-nine, her body covering me. Her gorgeous ass hovers over my face and I suck her as she leans in to tease my cockhead with her tongue. With him, she’s all about the show as much as the sensation, displaying herself like she’s gagging for it. I shiver, knowing he’s the one giving her what she’s begging for.

      “Oh—oh yeah, right there,” she cries out. He groans, and the wooden headboard bangs against the wall. “Fuck…” she trails off on a sigh.

      A dinner plate finds its way into my hand. The sponge needs more dish soap, and when I take my hand out of the water to grasp the bottle, my fingers are pink and wrinkled. I bite off
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