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Chapter 1

"Thanks, guys, for inviting us over," James said. He and Rachael had just arrived at Luke and Charlotte's home, which was right next door to their own. They'd lived in their home for over ten years, ever since their daughter had just turned nine. But their new neighbors had moved in just over a month ago, and this was the follow-up to the welcome to the neighborhood fruit basket they had taken over. You know how it goes; "welcome to the neighborhood,"

"Thank you; you know you should come over for dinner."

"Oh, we'd love to."

That absolutely standard conversation gets shared on thousands of doorsteps on moving-in day.

"We're so glad you could make it," Charlotte piped in, her voice unmistakably husky and sexy. It kind of reminded James of Demi Moore's, and he had to try his hardest not to stare. He had always been attracted to the bad girl look, and Charlotte epitomized it.

Her dark brown hair was a just past shoulder length lob cut, which really accentuated her slender neck, and her hazel eyes sparkled, almost like a fox as it watched its prey. She wore a tiny pair of cutoff shorts and a tight little tank top that struggled to contain her very large boobs, boobs that James still hadn't been able to decide if they were real or fake.

But it wasn't just the impossibly perfect tits that James was mesmerized by. Charlotte's numerous tattoos over her arms and shoulders grabbed his attention the first moment he saw her. From underneath her shorts and down her left thigh was another black ink pattern that, when he looked more closely, appeared to be the tail of a dragon or phoenix of some sort.

By appearance alone, she was almost the exact opposite of his wife. Rachael was a little taller at 5'9" than Charlotte's 5'6", but she had long, straight blonde hair and smooth, milky white skin without a tattoo or blemish to be seen. She was beautiful, there was no question, but it was a more wholesome, traditional beauty as opposed to Charlotte's raw sexual magnetism.

Luke handed a beer to each member of the couple, his fingers lingering briefly as they accepted the cold bottles. James took his with a polite nod, but his eyes flickered with unease as he glanced at Rachael. She either didn't notice his discomfort or chose to ignore it. Rachael had always been a bit of a flirt when she drank, a trait that had caused friction between them, especially early in their marriage. There had been instances when James felt she had crossed the line. If he were being honest, he suspected that there was a time shortly after they got married when she might have slept with someone else, possibly even more than once. Yet, without concrete proof, he had never confronted her about his suspicions.

What James knew for sure was that before they got married, Rachael had enjoyed partying and had been quite promiscuous, although she rarely mentioned it. Now that they were married and had a college-aged daughter, she had mostly settled into a quiet and comfortable life. However, on occasion, when she drank, James noticed glimpses of her wilder side threatening to resurface.

They continued chatting into the evening, eventually moving inside when it began to cool down. As they settled on the sofa, Rachael picked up a photo album from the coffee table and opened it. In an age where not many people had physical photo albums anymore, she found it endearing that they liked to keep their most treasured memories in a place where they could be celebrated.

As Rachael slowly thumbed through the pages, she found herself increasingly captivated by photos of the beautiful couple. In what Rachael assumed were earlier photos, Charlotte had fewer tattoos, and her hair flowed longer, but Rachael thought she looked even more stunning now with her current look.

A soft gasp escaped Rachael's lips when she turned another page and came across a picture of Charlotte, Luke, and a third woman standing naked on a sunlit beach. Luke stood in the middle, an arm wrapped around each woman, a wide grin stretching across his face. The women were laughing, each with a playful hand covering Luke's crotch. Rachael felt a sudden rush of excitement as she stared at the photo. Quickly regaining her composure, she flipped the page and glanced at Luke, hoping he hadn't noticed her reaction to what she had seen.

"So," she began, her voice a mix of curiosity and apprehension, "what do you guys like to do for fun?" Rachael asked innocently enough but almost instantly regretted her question. There had been persistent rumors about their new neighbors ever since they moved in, whispers that they might have some sort of open marriage arrangement. Tales of their sexual escapades buzzed around the neighborhood, growing more salacious and less believable as the weeks went by. While there might be hints of truth in some of these stories, both Rachael and James were convinced they were probably far-fetched.

Luke smirked and took a leisurely sip of his drink, the glass cool against his lips. "Well, we've been together for eight years now. Just enjoying life, I guess," he said, his tone casual but confident. He noticed Rachael's nervous fidgeting and offered her a reassuring smile before turning his gaze to Charlotte, who sat beside him. "I guess you've probably heard some stories. I'm sure they are exaggerated," he continued with a playful glint in his eyes. "But it is true that Charlotte and I decided early on that monogamy wasn't for us. We enjoy exploring our sexuality together, and it brings us closer." His words hung in the air, underpinned by a sense of honesty and mutual understanding.

Charlotte nodded and smiled, hugging Luke's arm, her nipples poking through her thin shirt as James tried his best not to stare.

Rachael blushed and looked down at her hands, suddenly feeling intimidated by Luke. It wasn't a negative feeling, but rather how he looked at her made her feel shy, like a schoolgirl. His confident demeanor and muscular build made her heart race. She tipped her beer to her lips and finished it in one go.

"So," Luke remarked, breaking the silence with a mischievous glint in his eye, "what do you guys feel like doing?"

"Not sure; what did you have in mind?" James asked, eager to change the subject. He noticed Charlotte had handed Rachael another beer.

Luke grinned slyly. "Well, I'm not sure," he replied. "Something fun, maybe a little naughty, if you guys are up for it?"

James almost spit out his mouthful of beer, caught off guard by Luke's suggestion.

"Ah, sorry, man," James said, his voice tinged with nervousness. "Rachael and I aren't into..." He glanced at his wife for a moment before looking back at Luke and Charlotte. "Well, we aren't that adventurous. I mean, we aren't open to sharing if that's what you had in mind," he clarified, hoping he didn't come across as judgmental.

Luke laughed heartily. "Easy, big guy, I wasn't suggesting we all strip down and head to the bedroom," he chuckled, his tone light and reassuring. "How about just a little game to get to know each other better? Something a bit naughty, but nothing extreme. After all, we are adults," he added with a disarming smile. "But nothing like what you're worried about, James, I promise."

"Sure, we're in," Rachael chimed in, her excitement clear and evident.

James glanced over at his wife, his eyes wide with curiosity and concern. She had been awfully quick to accept the proposal, and neither of them knew exactly what Luke had in mind yet. He watched her take a long sip of her beer, noticing how she shrugged and smiled at him, trying to convey a sense of reassurance. The dim light from the overhead lamp cast a soft glow on her face, highlighting the flicker of excitement in her eyes.

"Okay, great. Well, we recently got a fun card game. Let's try it out. I'll go grab it," Luke said, rising from his seat and heading down the dimly lit hallway. The soft thud of his footsteps echoed, blending with the faint hum of the refrigerator.

James glanced at Rachael again, sensing her growing eagerness. She licked her lips nervously, her eyes gleaming with anticipation as she watched Luke return with a colorful deck of cards. The vibrant hues of the deck seemed to pulse with energy, promising an evening of unexpected twists and turns.

"Okay," James agreed hesitantly, his voice tinged with uncertainty. "So, how does this game work?"

Luke sat down and opened the box of cards with a flourish, his grin widening. "Simple. Everyone takes turns drawing cards and asking the question to the person on their right. The cards are a little racy to make it fun. And if you refuse to answer a question or if the rest of the group boos your answer for being too boring, then you have to perform a dare."

James squirmed uneasily in his chair, an ominous tension simmering beneath the veneer of their seemingly innocuous game. His gaze flickered to his wife, noting the swift progression from one drink to the next, a silent plea echoing in his mind for her to tread more cautiously. Rachael, oblivious to his silent plea, flashed him a smile meant to reassure, yet her eyes betrayed a fervor, a wild anticipation lurking within.

Sensing the charged atmosphere, Luke broke the momentary silence with a deliberate clearing of his throat, deftly maneuvering the deck of cards before laying them out facedown at the center of the table. His grin, wide and mischievous, hinted at the impending revelry.

"Who's up first?" he inquired, the challenge hanging in the air like a dare.

"I'll take the plunge," Rachael chirped, a nervous giggle punctuating her words.

Luke, positioned to her left, plucked a card from the stack. His eyes danced with anticipation as he read aloud, "Tell us about your most daring escapade on vacation."

Rachael's response was preceded by a thoughtful pause as if she were sifting through a trove of memories before settling on one. With a shy giggle, she embarked on a tale of a bygone trip to Hawaii, the recounting punctuated by laughter and blushes as she reminisced about the escapades shared with her girlfriends. There had been moonlit bonfires on secluded beaches, the air thick with the scent of salt and adventure, and encounters with a group of local rugby players whose charm and libations had fueled their night of revelry. Yet, as Rachael's narrative reached a critical juncture, a fleeting glance toward James betrayed a sudden uncertainty, leaving him intrigued, waiting for the tale's continuation with bated breath.

Rachael's admission came with a nervous chuckle, her words tinged with a hint of apprehension. "I suppose we all got a bit carried away," she confessed, her voice trailing off uncertainly. "And, well, things got a bit fuzzy after that."

It was a glaring omission, evident to all seated around the table, that Rachael had deliberately sidestepped the juiciest details of her tale, undoubtedly wary of provoking any unease in her husband.

"Boooooooo!" Charlotte's playful jeer rang out, breaking the tension with a flourish. "Come on, Rachael, spill the beans! Don't leave us hanging like this."

Taking a fortifying sip of her beer, Rachael cast a fleeting glance at Luke and then James, her expression a blend of uncertainty and reluctance. "Honestly, I can't recall much else. Probably just drifted off," she offered, a feeble attempt to divert attention away from the untold secrets lingering in the shadows of her memory.

"Sooooo, dare time?" Luke interjected, his grin widening mischievously as he sought to reignite the game's momentum.

"Huh?" Rachael's confusion was palpable as she struggled to recall the rules laid out by Luke at the game's outset.

"Let her off the hook," Charlotte interjected, coming to Rachael's rescue with a playful grin. "Consider this a free pass. For now!" She punctuated her words with a teasing squeeze to Rachael's leg, a silent gesture of camaraderie amidst the playful banter.

Rachael's hand darted for a card, eager to shift the focus away from the lingering awkwardness. With a quick scan, she found her target and posed the question to Charlotte, her voice laced with a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

"Charlotte, have you ever engaged in a threesome?"

Charlotte's response was swift, her tone teetering on the edge of jest as she countered, "Today, you mean?" A mischievous grin danced across her lips, hinting at a playful spirit lurking beneath her nonchalant facade.

Rachael exchanged a glance with James, uncertainty flickering in their eyes as they awaited Charlotte's clarification.

"Oh, come on, Rachael," Charlotte chuckled, amusement twinkling in her eyes. "Of course, I've had a threesome. And then some," she added, leaning in conspiratorially as if divulging a long-held secret. "But do you really want to know the highest headcount I've ever reached?" Her words hung in the air, dangling the promise of scandalous revelation before Rachael's flushed cheeks.

A rush of heat flooded Rachael's face, her heart quickening as she grappled with a mix of curiosity and trepidation. The notion of Charlotte's past escapades, veiled in mystery, sent a tantalizing shiver down her spine, awakening a primal urge for exploration.

Charlotte's laughter rippled through the air, dispelling the tension as she playfully deflected with a wink, leaving Rachael to ponder the tantalizing question that lingered unanswered.

With a playful glint in her eye, Charlotte reached for another card, her smile widening as she turned her attention to James, the anticipation palpable in the air.

"Alright, James, you're up next," Charlotte declared, her voice brimming with eager anticipation as she poised to unleash the next query.

"Name the one thing your wife does or has done that most turns you on," Charlotte asked.

James felt the weight of his confession heavy upon him as he grappled with the revelation he was about to unveil. In the midst of the playful banter and lighthearted revelry, his mind churned with apprehension, the pounding of his heart echoing in his ears like a relentless drumbeat.

Their once vibrant sex life had dwindled in recent times, a fact that lingered in the recesses of his mind as he mulled over his response. Though buried beneath layers of hesitation, the truth simmered just beneath the surface, a secret desire waiting to be unleashed. It was something she had only ever done a handful of times and only ever when drunk, but every time, it drove him wild.

Finally, summoning the courage to break the silence, James cleared his throat, his voice trembling slightly as he spoke. "Well, I suppose... I find it... really hot when Rachael smokes," he confessed, his gaze darting nervously between his wife and their curious audience before settling on the sanctuary of his beer bottle.

The eruption of Rachael's genuine surprise pierced the air, her incredulity palpable as James grappled with the realization that perhaps this particular kink had remained unspoken between them. Or had it? The uncertainty gnawed at him, overshadowing his attempt at nonchalance.

As the silence stretched taut, James found himself scrutinized by curious eyes, the weight of their collective gaze bearing down on him like an invisible burden.

"I... I thought I mentioned it before," James stammered, his attempt at reassurance faltering under Rachael's incredulous gaze.

The awkwardness of the moment hung heavy in the air, punctuated only by Luke's attempt to alleviate the tension with a supportive comment. "Hey, nothing wrong with that," he interjected, his smile warm and encouraging as he sought to diffuse the discomfort. "Many guys find it hot when a sexy woman smokes. Isn't that right, babe?" His gaze shifted to Charlotte, a silent plea for a little solidarity in the face of James's vulnerable admission.

Charlotte's playful response, coupled with a flirtatious wink, offered a fleeting reprieve from the awkwardness, a small oasis of camaraderie in the midst of James's self-conscious discomfort.

As James watched Luke's easy response, a wave of gratitude washed over him for the timely distraction. With a newfound sense of relief, he seized a card and directed his attention to Luke, eager to shift the spotlight away from his recent revelation.

"What's your least favorite sexual position?" he posed, the words rolling off his tongue with a casual air.

Luke's reply came without hesitation, his grin widening as he dismissed the conventional with a playful jest. "Missionary. Too vanilla, if you ask me. Even the name screams mediocrity," he chuckled, the levity of his response cutting through the lingering tension with ease.

Meanwhile, Charlotte's offer of replenishment drew Rachael's gaze to the dwindling contents of her glass. With a nod of acquiescence, she surrendered to the invitation, the prospect of another drink serving as a welcome distraction from the whirlwind of emotions swirling within her.

"Absolutely," Rachael replied, her voice tinged with a hint of anticipation as she polished off the last dregs of her drink, eager to embrace the respite that awaited in the form of a freshly poured libation.

"How about we take a quick break," Charlotte suggested. "I'm going to go outside for a smoke. Rachael, fancy joining me?" She glanced at James and gave him a wink.

"I'll come out and keep you company, at least," Rachael offered, her voice laced with a hint of reluctance as she rose from her seat. A silent acknowledgment passed between her and James.

As the girls retrieved fresh beers from the fridge, James's gaze lingered on the patio door, a sense of unease settling over him in the absence of their laughter and chatter.

Sensing James's disquiet, Luke broke the silence with a casual query. His easygoing demeanor was a stark contrast to the tension simmering beneath the surface. "Another one?" he proposed, already making his way toward the kitchen.

"Yeah, why not," James replied, trailing after him as they crossed the threshold into the dimly lit space. Leaning against the island counter, James accepted the offered drink, the cool glass offering a fleeting sense of solace amidst the uncertainty that lingered in the air.

As they both took long swigs, James found himself gazing out into the darkness beyond the patio doors, the moon's soft glow casting ethereal shadows across the backyard. The tranquility of the moment was shattered only by the faint sounds of the girls' laughter drifting through the night air, a reminder of the camaraderie awaiting them outside.

In the midst of the quietude, Luke's voice pierced the silence, his tone filled with unspoken understanding as he sought to bridge the gap of James's discomfort with a simple gesture of empathy.

"Shall we venture outside and join the ladies?" he proposed with a hint of anticipation in his voice.

James offered a nonchalant shrug, a subtle wave of relief washing over him at the prospect. He couldn't quite pinpoint why he felt so ill at ease in Luke's solitary company, but there was an undeniable comfort in the presence of Rachael and Charlotte. Perhaps it was Luke's air of self-assurance that unsettled James, though he couldn't shake the suspicion that his own insecurities played a role in his unease. After all, Luke exuded a rugged masculinity that James couldn't help but envy.

As they stepped onto the patio, the jovial sounds of Rachael and Charlotte's laughter greeted them, punctuated by the occasional puff of smoke from their cigarettes. Perched on the outdoor swing, the two women seemed lost in a world of shared amusement.

James's pulse quickened as he observed his wife's lips wrapping around the cigarette, a rush of unexpected desire stirring within him. It was a sensation he'd experienced only a handful of times before, yet each time, it seized him with an intensity he couldn't ignore. There was something undeniably alluring about the way Rachael drew the smoke into her lungs, exhaling it in a languid wisp that danced seductively in the air.

Though he struggled to rationalize his fascination, James couldn't deny the primal thrill that coursed through him at the sight.

As they drew nearer, James couldn't tear his eyes away as Rachael took another drag from her cigarette, the smoke curling sinuously from her lips before she exhaled it with practiced nonchalance. A mischievous glint danced in her eyes as she caught James's gaze, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her mouth before she redirected her attention to Charlotte.

Caught in the midst of this illicit indulgence, James felt a surge of arousal coursing through him, his heart pounding in his chest. He shifted uncomfortably, attempting to discreetly adjust himself as the telltale bulge began to form in his pants, a silent testament to the forbidden allure of watching his wife succumb to her vice.

His gaze flickered momentarily toward Luke, only to find him captivated by Rachael's every movement with a hunger that mirrored James's own desires. A twinge of jealousy clawed at James's insides, but he quashed it ruthlessly. How could he fault Luke for being drawn to Rachael's undeniable allure? After all, even James found himself ensnared by her intoxicating presence.

"So, Luke," Rachael challenged, her voice laced with playful curiosity, "what's the wildest escapade you've found yourself in while under the influence?"

Luke's response was accompanied by a wry chuckle, punctuated by a casual sip of his drink. "Ah, now that's a loaded question," he mused, a hint of mischief dancing in his eyes. "Depends on your definition of 'wild,' doesn't it? But there was this one memorable night in Cancun that springs to mind. Met a charming couple at a club, and, well, let's just say things took an unexpected turn back at their place. Charlotte had quite the struggle walking the morning after," he finished with a smirk, his gaze lingering provocatively on Rachael as if daring her to flinch.

James observed the exchange, and a tight knot of apprehension formed in his stomach. Rachael's cheeks flushed with a mixture of intrigue and uncertainty as she met Luke's gaze, the lingering drag of her cigarette adding an air of mystery to the moment.

The intensity of Rachael's attention on Luke sent a pang of unease coursing through James. It was as if she was spellbound by their neighbor's charismatic allure, her gaze lingering longer than he deemed comfortable.

"Oh, really?" Rachael managed to reply, her tone attempting to mask the sudden flutter of apprehension in her stomach. "Don't leave us hanging like that."

"Well, you'll have to use your imagination," Luke replied with a devilish grin. He glanced at Charlotte, whose sultry eyes met his. "You probably don't want to hear all the naughty details."

James felt his heart start racing as he imagined the scene; his mind suddenly began conjuring such vivid images that it made his cock instantly throb. He tried to shake off the feeling, but the alcohol and the sight of both girls smoking had him more turned on than he'd been in as long as he could remember.

Charlotte leaned forward, her voice barely above a whisper now. "Or perhaps she does," she teased.

Rachael's eyes widened, too, and she couldn't deny the surge of excitement that now shot through her veins as she found herself desperately wanting to know more about this mysterious couple and their very daring exploits.

"Sounds like a pretty crazy time," James chimed in nervously.  He saw the look in Rachael's eye and immediately wanted to end this conversation. She looked like she was hanging on to Luke's every word, eager for more details.

"It was," Charlotte beamed, winking at Luke. "It was like something out of a porn movie, really."

Charlotte grinned mischievously. "But hey, we're all adults here, aren't we?" She locked eyes with Rachael, an unspoken challenge to her to keep up. James's jealousy continued to seethe just beneath the surface, but he was also painfully aware of his rapidly growing arousal.

"How about you guys?" Luke asked, shifting his gaze back and forth between James and Rachael. "What's the wildest thing you've ever done together?"

Rachael and James exchanged furtive glances.

"I don't know; I mean, as I said earlier, I don't think we are too-" James began before Rachael cut him off.

"Sometimes we like to watch porn together. You know, before sex, to get nice and worked up," she piped up. Clearly, the drink was talking at this point.  "Not exactly wild compared to the sort of things you guys probably do, but I think it's pretty hot. And James really gets excited by it."

"Oh really?" Luke asked, intrigued. "And what kind of porn do you two like to watch together?"

Rachael's eyes sparkled with excitement at the question. "Well, you know," James could see that she was clearly enjoying Luke's attention.

He tried to interject, but Luke held up his hand, signaling for him to remain silent.

"No, I don't know," Luke said, his voice now low and intense. "Why don't you tell us?"

Rachael hesitated for a few seconds, then took another drag from her cigarette.

She was stepping into uncharted territory here, but something about Charlotte and Luke made her feel emboldened.

"Well, for starters, we enjoy threesomes," she giggled, then quickly clarified. "I mean watching them. Not having them. Well, I mean, not that we've had a threesome, so I wouldn't really know. But I meant we like watching them."

James's heart skipped a beat, and he looked at his wife and shot her a warning look. They had never discussed their private fantasies with anyone else before, but now here she was, letting the drink talk as she spilled her guts to their new neighbors.

"Oooh, now that's hot. I've always loved two girls having their way with a guy. " Luke smiled, his eyes fixed on Rachael. 

James turned quickly to his wife, but she corrected Luke before he could do anything to stop her.

"Oh no, I don't mean two girls.  We like two guys and one girl," she announced.  James practically choked on his beer. 

"In fact, we normally watch the amateur ones, the sort of thing  where a husband and wife invite another man into their bedroom." Rachael had blurted out the words before she could stop herself, unable to stem the tide of her own salacious thoughts flowing out of her mouth as the intoxicating effects of the alcohol took away the last of her inhibitions.

"Rachael!" James hissed, closing his eyes with embarrassment.

"And," Rachael continued with a giggle, "James has always liked wild girls. Whenever he picks the videos, he always tries to find ones where the wife has loads of tattoos and likes to order her husband around.  He has always thought tattoos are hot, haven't you, babe?" she smiled. She was either unaware of James's embarrassment or reveling in it. James couldn't be sure.

"Oh, what, so tattoos like mine?" Charlotte asked with a devilish grin.  James swallowed hard.

"Yeah, I guess so," he just about managed. "Okay, I really think we should probably get going now," James laughed awkwardly.

"Are you sure, James?" Charlotte teased. "We're just starting to get to know each other. And besides, it's still quite early."

"Urm, yeah," he stammered. "I think it's best we head home for tonight. I think I've had a few too many; what about you, babe?" James looked to his wife, his eyes almost pleading now.

The mood had noticeably shifted from simply playful to almost suggestive, and he wasn't quite sure how to navigate these new waters. To make matters worse, his wife had clearly had too much to drink, and he had no idea what would come out of her mouth next.

Rachael looked disappointed. "I guess so," she said, once again glancing at Luke. "If that's what you want."

As they gathered up their coats and belongings and said their goodbyes, James knew he had just thrown cold water on their evening as it was potentially heating up.  It had all just been harmless banter, really. However, he had become increasingly jealous as the evening went on. Rachael's increasing state of intoxication had him starting to worry a little about where the evening might end. Maybe he was overreacting, but there was no denying the frequent glances and suggestive smiles he kept seeing between Rachael and Luke.

"Honestly, though," he said as they began walking toward the fence gate that separated their backyards. "It was a really fun night.  We should do it again sometime."

Rachael nodded in agreement, absentmindedly twirling a strand of her hair around her finger as she stole a final glance at Luke.

"It's a date then," Charlotte chimed in, that unmistakable hint of mischievousness in her voice again. "I'll text you a call some time this week, Rachael, and we can sort out a date."

James hesitated, but the excitement in Rachael's eyes and the anticipation he could feel building in his own chest was almost too much to deny.

"Sure, sounds good," he replied, as a small twinge of apprehension slowly gnawed at the back of his mind.

When James and Rachael arrived home, James watched his wife head straight for the refrigerator, where she grabbed another beer. She cracked it open and took a long swig. James watched her carefully, trying to gauge her mood. He normally found her easy to understand, but tonight was different. He couldn't quite tell how she felt, which bothered him. He sensed that she may be upset with him for cutting their evening short.

He walked over to her, trying to think of what to say as Rachael took another large gulp of her beer and set it down on the counter.

Before he could say anything, Rachael spun around, reached out, and grabbed him, kissing him passionately. The taste of beer and the hint of the cigarette mixed with her saliva, a combination he found instantly arousing. As she kissed him, James could feel her pressing her body against his, grinding her pelvis into his crotch. James moaned softly, his hands instinctively moving her body to cup her ass through her jeans. Rachael giggled as she pulled away briefly to lock the front door.

"Let's go upstairs, baby," she whispered, her voice now husky with lust. James followed her closely, his heart pounding harder than ever in his chest. They stepped onto the carpeted staircase, Rachael leading him up to their bedroom.

James's mind started to race as he recalled the provocative conversations from earlier, the words twisting into a potent mix of decadence and fantasy.  Visions of Charlotte and her tattooed body looking so incredibly sexy kept flooding through his mind. Then, images of both Charlotte and Rachael smoking and how much it turned him on.  He even thought about the story his wife started to tell about her vacation with girlfriends, the one that she had cut short when she got to the part about meeting a group of rugby players.  His mind was now racing, and he could feel his cock was rock hard.

Just the thought of Rachael surrounded by a group of horny athletes on some tropical island was now the only thing consuming his thoughts.

Rachael didn't say anything as she dropped to her knees and clumsily tugged James's cock from his pants.

"Mmm, I need to taste you right now," Rachael teased, her lips hovering just above his throbbing penis. Her blue eyes danced with playful mischief as she looked up at him.

Her sultry and seductive invitation sent a surge of adrenaline coursing through his body again. This was so much more forward than he was used to from his normal, quite conservative wife.

He slid his fingers through her silky blonde hair, almost panting with excitement as she took him into her eager mouth.

He fought desperately to keep his thoughts just about tethered to reality, worried he might lose control completely if he allowed himself to drift too far off into the fantasies that were now racing through his head.  A few seconds later, he knew he couldn't let her continue for much longer. He reached down and grabbed his wife by the shoulders and lifted her to her feet. He knew if she continued on her knees, he was going to finish before he could satisfy her. 

Rachael managed to shed her clothes in seconds, throwing them haphazardly around the bedroom as James kicked off his jeans and wrestled with the rest of his clothes.

Seconds later, they tumbled onto the bed, Rachael grasping for James's rock-hard cock and guiding it inside her in a flurry of lustful desire.

James started to slam his cock into his wife with deep, powerful thrusts, and their desperate grunts and moans soon echoed through the room.  He grabbed her hips tightly, using them to pull her close and burying himself deeper inside her with every plunge. 

Suddenly, thoughts of her on that tropical island with the rugby players flooded into his mind. He didn't know what had happened, but his imagination was running wild.

"Fuck, Rachael," he moaned, the dirty imagery rapidly fueling his desire. "Your pussy feels so fucking good." His hands tightened their grip as his thrusts grew even more urgent.

"Yeah, harder, baby," she moaned, encouraging him, her own voice growing ragged now with the pleasure building inside her. 

James didn't need any further encouragement; he obeyed her command and started to drive his cock into her with reckless abandon; as their bodies slapped together, loud, wet noises filled the room.

Rachael responded in kind, reaching her legs up and wrapping them tightly around his waist and urging him on with every gasp and word. 

As James looked down, he could see her eyes were closed tight and wondered what she was imagining at that moment.

Was she thinking about him and how much pleasure he was bringing her right then and there?  Or was her mind somewhere else, thinking of ideas brought on by the racy topics they had been talking about earlier in the evening. And as he wondered, he couldn't shake the ideas that had been put in his head. Perhaps she was thinking about Luke, the muscular neighbor, thrusting into her instead of him. 

The thought of his sweet wife with someone else was driving James's cock wild, and he could feel it swelling inside her. He groaned loudly, gripping her hips even harder.

"Yes, baby, yeah, that's it, like that," Rachael murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction as James's pace quickened.

James could feel a bead of sweat running down his forehead as he felt his orgasm rapidly approaching.

"Oh fuck, fuck, oh fuck yeah!" he cried out, slamming his cock into Rachael even harder than before.

She let out a deep, almost guttural moan as her tits bounced about from the intensity of their lovemaking.

In the midst of it all, Rachael's own orgasm slowly crept up on her.  Her toes started to curl as she arched her back, and a few seconds later, a low moan escaped her lips.

"Oh, baby, I'm so close," James warned, sweat dripping from his forehead.

Rachael nodded hastily, biting down hard on her bottom lip as she felt his cock swelling inside her.

"Oh fuck yeah, yeah that's it, baby, I want to feel your cock explode inside me," she whispered, raking her nails down his chest hard enough to leave a mark, but with her eyes still tightly shut. Somehow that slight pain made James's cock throb even closer to the edge as he tried to imagine what or who his wife was imagining.

James slammed into her once, then twice, and as he thrust into her a third time, he let out a ragged moan as he spilled himself deep inside her.

They lay there together, panting for a few moments, with their bodies slick with perspiration.

"Holy Jesus, that was good," James breathed, rolling over onto his back.

Rachael smiled as she stretched languidly, her muscles protesting ever so slightly at the motion.

"Yeah, yeah, it fucking was," she agreed, her voice now hoarse from her own screams of pleasure.

They lay in silence for the next few minutes, both lost in their own thoughts. James couldn't help but wonder what Rachael had been thinking about during their lovemaking.

Was it similar to the salacious images that had fueled him? Or was she thinking about something completely different? Her body had responded in kind, and she had been as vocal as he had ever remembered her being, but something about it felt different.

It was as if the filthy talk and the provocative images from their earlier conversation with Charlotte and Luke had pushed a switch deep inside of her, awakening something primal and uninhibited.

James couldn't quite explain it, but as he lay there, savoring the last moments of their shared bliss, he couldn't shake that little nagging thought in the back of his mind that his sweet Rachael had actually been fantasizing about someone else entirely while he fucked her. James shook his head, trying to dispel that unwanted thought and the strange surge of jealousy that had suddenly awakened deep inside of him. 

He couldn't quite put his finger on it, but as he lay there, he felt that their new neighbors were about to change things between them, although he still had absolutely no idea how or when.

But for all of James's thoughts and worries, he couldn't possibly have imagined what impact his neighbors and the evening's events would have in the coming days.


Chapter 2

James awoke to a throbbing headache the next morning and squinted as he scanned the room through the dim morning light. Rachael was still sleeping soundly beside him, her hair sprawled in a tangled mess across her pillow and her mouth slightly open in a soft, peaceful expression. The memory of their passionate encounter the night before brought a satisfied smile to his lips. It had been the best sex they'd had in years. He couldn't quite pinpoint what had sparked the change in her—perhaps it was the wine they'd indulged in, or maybe the playful flirting with Luke at the party. Whatever it was, Rachael had been unusually eager and aggressive, a side of her he found thrilling. If it was the alcohol that had liberated her inhibitions, he thought, perhaps he'd encourage her to drink more often. The possibility that it was her attraction to Luke that had ignited her passion briefly crossed his mind, but he brushed it aside. He wasn't about to complain when his wife had been on fire.

They didn't see their neighbors for the next several days, and life returned to its usual rhythm. James was taken by surprise on Friday morning when he received a text from Luke. Luke mentioned that he and his wife were going away for the weekend and asked if James would mind keeping an eye on their house. He even suggested that James check in a couple of times just to be sure everything was in order. James readily agreed, and Luke told him he'd left a spare key under the plant by the front door.

On Saturday morning, as Rachael busied herself with errands, James decided it was the perfect time to fulfill his promise. He told Rachael he was heading next door to check on the neighbor's house. She nodded absentmindedly, focusing on her to-do list, and he slipped out of the house, feeling a curious mix of responsibility and intrigue.

James strolled next door, his stomach fluttering with a strange mix of anticipation and nerves. It wasn't clear why, but the thrill of entering their home unobserved was palpable. With a discreet click, he locked the door behind him, sealing himself inside the quiet sanctuary.

He meandered through the house, each room silent and expectant. The decor was tasteful and understated, reflecting its occupants' sophisticated style. As he reached the end of the hallway, the master bedroom beckoned. It was Luke and Charlotte's personal space, and the thought of it sparked a rush of exhilaration in James.

He paused at the doorway, taking in the serene ambiance of the room. The centerpiece was a grand four-poster bed adorned with plush bedding and flanked by matching nightstands. Against the right wall stood a pair of elegant dressers and a large flat-screen TV, providing a modern contrast to the classical bed. The room was dimly lit by the soft light trickling in through two large windows, their thick, dark curtains pulled back just enough to invite a secretive glimpse of the world outside.

James sat gingerly on the edge of the bed, his fingers tracing the soft fabric of a pillow. He imagined the wild sex Luke and Charlotte had on this bed and felt his cock swell.

James reached down with one hand and stroked it through his pants as he stretched out, basking in the warmth of the sun streaming in through the bedroom window. As he lay on the bed, he wondered what it would be like to fuck Charlotte right here. What it would feel like to explore her gorgeous body, to run his hands over her massive tits as he thrust his cock into her. He imagined Luke walking in, catching him fucking Charlotte, and ordering him to stop. But instead of stopping, Charlotte would force Luke to sit and watch as she fucked James relentlessly, taking what she wanted from him. His cock continued to swell and tighten under his pants.

As James looked around the room, his eyes suddenly settled on the dresser on the far side of the room. He knew what was in there as he got up and approached before opening the top drawer. A shiver went down his spine when he saw them. The dresser clearly belonged to Charlotte, and inside the drawer was an array of her sexy panties and bras. His hand visibly trembled as he reached in and pulled out a white lace thong. He felt ashamed for what he wanted to do, knowing it made him look like an immature teenager, but he couldn't stop himself. His body tingled with desire as he lifted the panties to his face and inhaled deeply.

The smell of Charlotte was intoxicating. It was a mixture of soap and perfume that sent an instant rush of blood to his cock, causing it to throb painfully.

He dropped the panties onto the bed and lay back as he listened hard for any sounds in the house before he finally slid his pants down, exposing his rock-hard erection. He started slowly stroking his cock with one hand while he had her panties in his other. He imagined Charlotte straddling him, her wet pussy sliding up and down his rock-hard cock as she rode him slowly.

Then an idea came to him. He grabbed his phone and opened the browser app, and entered a familiar search command into Google: sexy tattoo girl gets fucked. He chose a video from the first few thumbnails, where the girl in the thumbnail looked pretty similar to Charlotte, and hit play. He started to slowly stroke his cock, which was already covered in pre cum.

He lay back on the bed once again, propping himself up on the pillows, and adjusted the volume on his phone so he could hear it. The video actually ended up being far hotter than he could have expected. The tattooed girl was being fucked by a big guy while her smaller framed husband sat in the corner and watched it all unfold. He imagined that he was the man fucking the woman that looked like Charlotte while Luke sat watching. Then his mind shifted, and he started to imagine that he was actually the man in the corner. And then, before he knew it, he wasn't watching Charlotte anymore; he was now watching Rachael with another man. His breath caught in his throat at the thought of Rachael getting fucked by another man while he watched. The woman moaned loudly, her ecstatic cries echoing through the bedroom as he masturbated to the rhythm of her gasps, his own grunts blending seamlessly with hers.

His strokes became much faster and more frantic, matching the increasing urgency of the video.

As the video approached its climax, James's hand tightened around his cock, his grip so tight now it was almost painful. Each thrust of the man in the video pushed the woman deeper into submission, her screams of pleasure echoing through the room.

And as the video and its stars reached their climactic peak, James let loose a loud, deep cry as his whole body tensed and then relaxed as his cock released streams of cum across his abdomen. The sensation was overwhelming, a torrent of raw energy that washed over him, leaving him gasping for breath.

James lay sprawled on the bed, his breaths coming in heavy, labored gasps as his heart thundered against his ribcage. The intensity of his climax was unlike anything he had ever experienced through mere masturbation, leaving his entire body quivering in the aftermath. Gradually, his breathing steadied, and he gathered the strength to sit up. He wiped the sweat from his forehead with a shaky hand, the lingering tremors of pleasure slowly subsiding as he adjusted to the quiet stillness of the room once more.

A wave of fear and guilt swept through James, dimming the thrill of his earlier pleasure. He knew no one would discover what he'd done but still felt deeply ashamed. A strong urge to leave gripped him. Quickly, he got up, smoothed out the bed sheets, and carefully placed Charlotte's underwear back in the drawer. The rush of exhilaration he felt as he locked their door was tinged with shame as he hurried home.

James was struggling to stay awake during a particularly dull meeting at work on Monday afternoon when his phone vibrated. He sneakily checked it under the table and saw Charlotte's name on the screen. His heart leaped.

"Thanks for watching things over the weekend. Perhaps you can stop by after work; we have something for you to show our appreciation," the message read.

James felt a mix of nerves and curiosity. The message seemed normal enough, but it felt oddly ironic considering his recent secret visit. He wondered anxiously what Charlotte might have for him when he stopped by later.

James's heart was racing. He remembered being in their house on Saturday morning, how Charlotte's underwear smelled, and the intensity of his climax. He instantly felt his cock come to life and shifted uncomfortably. He responded that he would come by on his way home.

James steered his car into his driveway two hours later, the gravel crunching softly under the tires. He stepped out and walked across the freshly mowed lawn to his neighbor's front door. His eyes wandered over the quiet, sun-dappled neighborhood as he rang the doorbell.

After a moment, the door opened to reveal Charlotte standing in the doorway. She was stunning, clad in a flowing skirt and a halter top that flirted with the edges of daring, accentuating her shapely figure. James couldn't help but notice the intricate tattoos cascading over her shoulders, tracing a delicate path down to her right breast.

He could clearly make out her nipples visible through her halter top. Her eyes sparkled mischievously, and her lips curled into a sultry smile as she spoke.

"Welcome, James," Charlotte said, her voice a sultry whisper, as she beckoned him inside. "Please, come in."

With a deep breath to steady his racing heart, James crossed the threshold. The sight of Charlotte, ethereal yet provocative, sent a thrill through him. It was a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement, a feeling that had been simmering since their first encounter.

As they moved into the living room, James noticed Luke lounging on the couch, an amused smirk playing on his lips. His presence was imposing, and as James's gaze took in Luke's athletic build, a cocktail of fear and jealousy stirred within him.

"Hey, James," Luke said casually, his voice breaking through the tension. "How was the day at the office?"

Trying to shake off the unease, James met Luke's steady gaze. "It was fine, thanks," he managed to say, his voice slightly strained. Charlotte handed him a glass filled with whiskey. The fiery liquid spread warmth through his body as he took a sip.

"Come sit down," Charlotte suggested, patting the space beside her on the sofa.

James took the offered seat, his leg accidentally brushing against Charlotte's. The contact sent his pulse racing.

"How did things go over the weekend? Anything come up?" Charlotte asked, her grin playful and a bit teasing.

"All good," James replied, his voice carrying a nervous undertone he couldn't quite mask. "Things were pretty quiet."  "Ah, good," she said as she rubbed his leg. James's cock started to swell. "Well, we wanted to show you something and see if it looked familiar." she continued.

Just then, Luke nonchalantly clicked the remote, and the television flickered to life. James turned his attention to the screen, and within moments, his stomach churned with nausea. What he saw was unmistakably a video from Luke and Charlotte's bedroom.

James felt the blood drain from his face as the recording played, revealing his most private moment of indiscretion. There he was, captured in full detail, engaged in a moment of solitary pleasure. The camera lingered too long, too closely, showing not just his actions but also the explicit content that had fueled his arousal.

"We thought you might appreciate a glimpse of that lovely performance you put on this weekend," Luke said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "Did you enjoy yourself, James?"

James was speechless, his mind racing to process the shock and the sinking realization of his profound embarrassment.

James's cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson, his grip on the lowball glass tightening until his knuckles whitened. He wanted nothing more than to vanish, to somehow undo his shameful act, but he was frozen in place by Luke's mocking tone and Charlotte's invasive curiosity.

"I'm... I'm sorry, I didn't mean..." James stammered, his voice faltering under the weight of his embarrassment.

"What was it that got you sooooo worked up, James?" Charlotte cooed, her fingers tracing a teasing path up his leg. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. "Was it the smell of my panties?" she whispered seductively.

James sank deeper into the sofa, wishing he could just melt away.

"Or was it watching the girl in the video who, coincidentally, looked a lot like me?" Charlotte continued, her voice laced with a taunting lilt. Her finger now traced the outline of his growing discomfort. Overwhelmed by humiliation, James struggled for breath, his mind racing with panic and shame.

The room felt unbearably small, and the gaze of his neighbors seemed to pierce through him. He was certain he'd never be able to look either of them in the eye again.

"Orrr....." Charlotte continued. "Was it the idea of you sitting in a corner watching me being fucked by a bigger man?" She squeezed his throbbing shaft through his pants, which sent a shiver through James's entire body. No words came to him, and he couldn't even bring himself to make eye contact with either of them. He just hung his head in shame as he wondered how to fix everything and get himself out of this.

James's stomach twisted into knots as Charlotte leaned closer, her smirk sharp enough to cut. "James, baby. What would Rachael think if she saw this video?" Her eyes sparkled with mischief and malice.

Desperation clawed at James. He turned to Charlotte, his face pale, eyes wide with fear. "No, please," he begged, his gaze flicking anxiously between her and Luke. "I'm really sorry, it was wrong. I wasn't thinking. You can't show this to Rachael. Please."

Charlotte tilted her head, considering. "Hmm, I don't know," she mused. "I mean, how much is our little secret worth to you?"

"I can pay you," James blurted out, his voice desperate. "How much do you want? Just name the price for the video, and I'll get you the money."

Luke chuckled darkly. "I think we can come up with something more fun than that, James."

James felt his heart pounding, his fear escalating. "What do you want? Anything, I'll do anything," he said, his voice quivering.

"That's what I wanted to hear, baby," Charlotte whispered, her voice a silky threat as she moved her hand in a boldly intimate gesture. "Since you liked that video so much, James, how about we make it a little more real for you?"

Confusion flickered across James's face, his mind racing to grasp the implications of her words.

"Would you like to watch Luke and I have sex, James? Is that what you've been fantasizing about?" Charlotte asked, her voice low and throaty. "Or perhaps watch me giving him a blowjob? Would that turn you on, James?"

James's heart raced with a confusing mix of dread and anticipation. The proposition laid out before him was surreal. Charlotte's provocative suggestion, coupled with her and Luke's amused expressions, left him reeling. Could they truly be serious about this? Was this some twisted form of retribution or just another layer of their game?

"Yes," he whispered, his response slipping out almost involuntarily. The gravity of the situation seemed to momentarily escape him as if agreeing was part of a bizarre fantasy rather than a potential reality.

Luke and Charlotte shared a look of amusement, their smiles broadening as if they were privy to a private joke at James's expense. Clearly, they relished the control they wielded, toying with his emotions and desires.

Charlotte's grip adjusted slightly, a gentle squeeze that sent a jolt through James, snapping him back to the precariousness of his position. "OK then. We can do that. Maybe seeing it happen for real will clear your obsession," she suggested, her tone both teasing and tempting. "After all, James, we can't have you over with Rachael, knowing.

that all you can think about is me naked, now can we?"

James shook his head slowly, his mouth dry and his heart pounding uncontrollably in his chest. He felt Luke's piercing gaze on him as Charlotte got up from the sofa and got down on her knees in front of her husband. James wasn't sure whether he should look or not.

"Let's start slow then, shall we?" Charlotte purred as she reached for Luke's belt buckle.

With a very deliberate slowness, she undid it and slid his cock out, revealing the impressive length of his erection. It wasn't necessarily like the porn movies, he was probably a little under 8 inches rather than ten inches, and it definitely wasn't the thickness of a forearm. But it was impressive nonetheless, and it was certainly a lot thicker than James's.

James stared wide-eyed, his pulse quickening as he watched the spectacle unfold. Charlotte ran her fingers along Luke's rigid length, admiring it hungrily. She bent down, her full lips tracing the contours of his massive cock. She started to suck greedily, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside, her moans filling the room.

Luke groaned, his hand grasping Charlotte's hair, guiding her movements.

Charlotte took Luke's cock out of her mouth and looked at James seductively. "Take out your cock, James. I want to see how hard you are. I want you to sit there and stroke it while you watch. You know, like you did on our bed the last time you were here," she finished with a devilish wink.

James hesitated for a few seconds; his eyes locked on Charlotte's enticing figure. He took a deep breath and swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest, as he tentatively reached down for his zipper. He shuffled out of his jeans and pulled his cock through the hole in the front of his underwear, revealing his fully erect cock to Charlotte for the first time.

Charlotte's eyes widened in surprise, and her lips parted slightly. "Oh, James," she murmured with a smile. It's so... well…. it's just so average," she giggled.

James's face flushed bright red, his cheeks burning with embarrassment.

He had hoped his average size would go unnoticed, but as he looked down at it and then over at Luke's, he knew she wasn't wrong. Nevertheless, Charlotte's comment cut deep.

Her eyes moved from James's cock back to Luke's much more impressive phallus in front of her face. She smiled and winked at James once more before engulfing Luke's cock in her eager mouth.

James watched, mesmerized, as Charlotte expertly bobbed her head up and down, savoring every inch of Luke's enormous cock. Luke's breathing grew louder, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gripped Charlotte's hair tightly, his knuckles whitening.

"You like that, James?" Charlotte cooed, her eyes never leaving Luke's pulsating member.

"Does it make you want to touch it, James?" she teased, reaching out to lightly tug at James's arm.

James pulled away quickly. "What? No!" he said. "I do not want to touch it," James replied, swallowing hard. He watched as Charlotte continued to perform oral magic on Luke's magnificent cock. He couldn't help but compare his own meager offering with Luke's impressive gift. He sighed inwardly as a surge of self-pity washed over him.

Charlotte released Luke's cock from her mouth and glanced at James. She slowly and deliberately licked her lips suggestively, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Are you enjoying the show? Come on, stroke your cock faster for me, James," she coaxed. "Watch me suck Luke's big beautiful cock while you jerk off. Let's see if you can hold out longer than Luke can."

James hesitated, his eyes glued to Charlotte's enticing figure. He swallowed again, his heart pounding in his chest as he reluctantly obeyed her commands. His hand wrapped around his shaft, and he began pumping steadily. He watched Charlotte continue to worship Luke's magnificent cock, his envy growing stronger.

"Mmm, that tastes so good, baby," Charlotte moaned, her eyes locked on James. She took Luke's cock deeper, her lips stretching around it. Luke continued to groan, his eyes closed, relishing the sensations the slutty brunette's mouth was sending coursing through his body.

James's eyes never left Charlotte as she continued to service Luke. He watched her skillfully bob her head up and down as her tongue never stopped swirling around the mushroom tip. Her lips tightened around the base, ensuring a perfect seal. James couldn't help but be jealous of Luke's good fortune.

"Faster, Charlotte," Luke growled, his hands gripping the back of her head tightly.

She didn't hesitate as she obediently increased the speed and intensity of her sucking, her mouth muscles contracting more and more furiously around his girth. James sat transfixed, his cock throbbing in his hand.

"Harder, James," Charlotte commanded, looking up at him between Luke's legs. "Come on, stroke that little cock faster. Show us how desperate you are to cum."

James complied, his hand now moving at a furious pace. He glanced at Luke, noticing the satisfied smirk on his face.

James blushed, averting his gaze. Charlotte chuckled softly, sensing the tension that was building between the two men. She took Luke's swollen cock out of her mouth, trailing her fingertips delicately along his shaft, then lifted her head and looked at James once more.

"Tell me, James," Charlotte said, her voice dripping with lust. "Do you like watching me suck Luke's big cock? Look, it's almost twice the size of yours," she teased.

James could feel his body tensing up as his grip on his cock tightened. Her words stung; they but did little, if anything, to deter his furious stroking. Instead, he focused on the mesmerizing performance she was giving with her mouth, and his cock throbbed with each successive lick and suck he was forced to watch. He could see her mouth and throat muscles contracting ferociously around Luke's girth, demonstrating expertise honed by countless hours of practice.

"Mmmmm," Charlotte murmured, "Do you think Rachael would like a cock this big, James?"

James cringed, trying not to imagine his wife with Luke. But it wasn't just jealousy, he felt. Charlotte's taunting about Luke and his wife made James's cock throb. Flashes of Rachael kneeling between Luke's legs, just as Charlotte was now, her lips stretching to get around his thick shaft. Her eyes locked on James's while she took inch after inch into her mouth. James was ready to explode.

"James," Charlotte murmured, her lips brushing against Luke's shaft. "I'm going to make Luke cum now. I want you to imagine your Rachael enjoying Luke's cock just like I am. Making it cum in her mouth, just like I'm going to. That's it. Stroke that little dick and cum for me, James. Cum for me while you imagine it," Charlotte taunted.

Her words struck a chord within James, and they ignited a firestorm of conflicting emotions inside him. He felt simultaneously humiliated and aroused as he clenched his fist around his average-sized cock, and his strokes became even more rapid and desperate.

"Can you picture it, James? Rachael's innocent lips stretched over my husband's big cock. Mmmmmm, yeah, that's it, cum for me, baby," Charlotte purred, her eyes locked on James and her fingers wrapped around Luke's swollen cock.

It was too much for James, and a second later, he felt his cock begin to pulse uncontrollably. Charlotte's relentless teasing had proven too much for him to take. He felt his balls tightening up, and then, with a final, agonizing squeeze, he came everywhere, his semen even splattering onto his own chest.

Charlotte watched James with amusement as he let out a loud groan until she finally turned her attention back to her husband. S he started to stroke his cock much faster now like she was ready to make him cum as she used her other hand to cup his heavy sac. Her eyes were locked on James's, continuing to taunt him.

James squirmed uncomfortably as he watched Charlotte. Now that he'd cum, the arousal had disappeared, and he wished he could vanish into thin air, to somehow escape the reality of his inferiority that was suddenly hitting home. He looked down at his rapidly shrinking penis twitching in his hand, the remnants of his earlier release dribbling down his stomach.

Then suddenly, it was Luke's turn to finish as Charlotte expertly handled his cock.

His powerful orgasm sent cum spurting into Charlotte's mouth, painting her tongue and inner cheek with copious amounts of the thick sticky liquid. Charlotte gulped down his hot seed, savoring the taste. She smacked her lips and then opened her mouth, showing James Luke's cum coating her tongue.

"Mmmmm, that was fucking delicious," Charlotte purred, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

He watched, utterly mesmerized, as Charlotte proudly displayed Luke's thick, viscous load in her mouth. He couldn't deny the intoxicating effect it had on him and how incredibly sexy Charlotte looked at that moment. In spite of his humiliation, and regardless of what happened after this, he knew he would remember this image for years whenever he jerked off.

Luke broke him from his reverie and started to fasten his pants. "Time to go, James."

James nervously stood up and tucked his cock back into his pants. He looked down at the thick, sticky mess on his stomach but ignored it and just tucked his shirt in. He took one final look at the two of them, unsure what to say or what would come next.

"Don't worry, James," Charlotte's voice was light but carried a weight that settled heavily on his shoulders as he reached the door to leave. "We will be in touch if we need anything else."

With those parting words hanging in the air, James closed the door behind him and walked back to his own house, his steps heavy. Relief briefly washed over him as he crossed the threshold into the familiar surroundings of his home, but it was short-lived. Charlotte's parting remark looped in his mind, a haunting refrain that filled him with a growing sense of dread.

He knew this was far from over. His neighbors had something on him now, something they could use to manipulate and control him. But what would their demands be? What lengths would they go to in using this video against him?

James sank into a chair, his mind racing with scenarios. He had to find a way to neutralize this threat. No matter what it took, no matter what they wanted from him, he couldn't let Rachael find out. The thought of her seeing the video was unbearable.


Chapter 3

As the days stretched into two weeks, James maintained a deliberate distance from his neighbors, speaking to them as little as possible. When their paths did cross as he went about his daily routines, he made it a point to quicken his pace, avoiding prolonged interaction. Yet, his resolve would falter slightly whenever he saw Charlotte in the driveway. Despite his best efforts, his eyes were invariably drawn to her. Each sighting of her provocatively dressed figure added layers to his inner turmoil, making him wonder if she was deliberately intensifying his discomfort.

However, Rachael, James's wife, seemed oblivious to the tension. She continued cultivating her friendship with Charlotte, seemingly growing closer by the day. James often came home to find Rachael absent, having ventured next door for what appeared to become regular afternoon visits. Left to his own devices, James would prepare dinner alone, purposely avoiding any reason to go over and potentially encounter Charlotte or Luke. The thought alone made his stomach churn.

Each time Rachael returned slightly inebriated from her afternoons spent with Charlotte, likely over glasses of wine, James felt a mix of relief and anxiety. He was relieved that she was home but anxious over what might have been said or hinted at during those wine-infused hours. The situation left him feeling trapped in a suspenseful waiting game, uncertain of when or how the precarious balance of his daily life might suddenly tip.

But on those nights, the sex with his wife was absolutely incredible. He had a lingering suspicion that it wasn't just the alcohol that was increasing her sex drive whenever she got home after one of her visits, but he couldn't deny enjoying how stimulated and assertive she became.

James felt a knot tighten in his stomach when Rachael announced she had invited Charlotte and Luke over for drinks the following evening. His heart raced as he considered why she would do this, especially given his own discomfort around the couple.

"How was your day?" Rachael asked, wrapping her arms around him as he stepped through the door. Before he could respond, she pressed her lips to his in a kiss that, while welcoming, seemed fueled by the afternoon's libations. James savored her attention, but the underlying cause—a likely afternoon spent with wine and their neighbors—only deepened his concerns.

His fears were confirmed when Rachael, still close in his embrace, shared her plans for the evening. "I invited Charlotte and Luke to join us for drinks tomorrow evening," she said, her voice cheerful.

James pulled back abruptly, his surprise unable to mask the wave of panic that washed over him. "Why?" he managed to ask, struggling to keep his voice even.

Rachael looked puzzled by his reaction. "I thought you'd enjoy a change from our usual routine," she explained, her forehead wrinkling with concern. "You haven't been yourself lately, and I figured this might lift your spirits."

Watching her, James couldn't help but feel wary. He was convinced that Charlotte and Luke's overly friendly demeanor hid ulterior motives, possibly even a plan to manipulate both him and Rachael.

"Um, yeah. Okay," he agreed reluctantly, painting on a reassuring smile. "But maybe not too many drinks, huh?"

Rachael shrugged off his caution, her eyes alight with the prospect of a lively evening. "I like Charlotte, she's fun. And it's nice to have new friends. You should try to get to know Luke a bit better. You might have a lot in common; who knows?" she suggested before leaving the room.

As she walked away, James couldn't shake the suspicion that the one thing he and Luke had in common was an attraction to his wife. The thought lingered uncomfortably as he prepared for an evening that he suspected would be anything but ordinary.

As the evening progressed, James observed the dynamic unfolding around him with a mix of apprehension and resignation. Despite his efforts to stay engaged, his mind kept drifting back to the undercurrents of his last encounter with Charlotte and Luke. Charlotte's toast, loaded with innuendo, didn't help matters, making him wonder if there was a hidden message meant only for him.

Charlotte's lively demeanor and Luke's charismatic storytelling had a way of dominating the room. They shared tales of their escapades, some bordering on the risqué, seemingly gauging James and Rachael's reactions. Their humor, though provocative, carried a certain charm that Rachael seemed particularly susceptible to, much to James's chagrin.

James felt a twinge of jealousy as Rachael laughed more openly and interacted more freely with Luke. He couldn't deny Luke's allure; his confidence was infectious, and his easy manner drew people to him, including Rachael. James watched as they exchanged playful jabs and shared private chuckles, their camaraderie apparent.

The casual touches between them, the shared laughter, and the way they leaned into each other during conversation didn't escape James's notice. Each moment felt like a subtle confirmation of his fears, yet he remained silent, a quiet observer in his own home. The dynamics of the evening were shifting subtly but perceptibly, leaving James to wonder about the boundaries that might be tested as the night wore on.

Charlotte noticed James's distracted demeanor as she spoke about a vacation destination she recommended, discussing beaches and attractions. He nodded along, but his attention was elsewhere, consumed by the interaction between Rachael and Luke.

Inside, James wrestled with a tumultuous mix of emotions. Jealousy gnawed at him as he observed the open flirtation between his wife and their guest, the casual intimacy of their exchanges stinging sharply. Despite this, he managed to mask his feelings under a veneer of polite smiles and nods. He was determined to keep the evening from devolving into awkwardness or confrontation. His primary concern was to avoid any scenario that might provoke Charlotte and Luke into using their knowledge against him.

Meanwhile, Rachael, seemingly unaware of James's internal struggle, was fully engaged in her lively conversation with Luke. Their laughter resonated through the living room, eclipsing the subtle sounds of the house, like the ticking of the clock. James's heart pounded with increasing alarm, and his palms grew damp with sweat.

Suddenly, Luke's voice cut through the noise, asking for the bathroom. Rachael responded, mentioning the malfunction of the downstairs bathroom and suggesting the use of the one upstairs. After a brief pause, realizing Luke expected her to lead the way, she stood and said, "Oh, here, I will show you where it is," before ascending the stairs with him following close behind.

From his position in the kitchen, James listened to their footsteps climbing the staircase, each step amplifying his unease. The thought of them alone together upstairs, in a more private setting, sent a surge of anxiety through him, his fists clenching in helpless frustration.

As he stood there, lost in his worries, Charlotte's voice suddenly brought him back to the moment. He turned to face her, attempting to refocus on her words and push away the distressing thoughts. The challenge of maintaining his composure grew more difficult by the second as the evening's complexities unfolded around him.

"Come here, James," Charlotte beckoned, her voice low and coaxing. "I want to show you something in our backyard."

James felt his resolve waver at her invitation, his mind caught between curiosity and apprehension. The potential ramifications of following Charlotte were not lost on him, yet the pull of her charismatic presence was hard to resist. With a reluctant nod, he followed her outside, leaving Luke and Rachael alone upstairs—an arrangement that did little to ease his growing unease.

Stepping into the cool night air, they moved away from the light spilling out from the house. Charlotte reached into her purse and pulled out a cigarette, lighting it with a practiced flick of her lighter. James watched as she took a long, slow drag, exhaling a stream of smoke that curled up into the night sky.

Watching her take a long drag, James felt a rush of blood to his cock. He couldn't have imagined she could somehow look even sexier than before, but watching her smoke was truly intoxicating.

Maybe it reminded him of his wife's secret past promiscuity. He knew there was something undeniably erotic about watching her smoking. It was like it had a certain defiant edge to it; that was what got him excited. He imagined her pulling off her panties, exposing her freshly shaved pussy, and pictured her touching herself as she sat there smoking right next to him.

His cock was fully hard now, and his shorts were uncomfortably tight around it. He noticed she kept eyeing the bulge in his shorts, a naughty, knowing smile playing on her lips. He felt his face turn a bright red.

"Can I show you something, James?" she whispered seductively into his ear. She reached down, grabbed his hand, and led him towards the backyard. As they walked, he didn't even try to hide as he kept sneaking peeks at her shapely ass, swaying hypnotically beneath her short skirt.

Charlotte's demeanor shifted as they reached the seclusion of the backyard, becoming more provocative. As she faced James, she exhaled a cloud of smoke directly at him, her eyes glinting with a mischievous spark. Her lips curved into a suggestive pout.

"James," she murmured, her voice low and enticing as she took a step closer. "Do you ever imagine what it would be like if Rachael was a bit more... uninhibited? Slutty, even?"

The bluntness of her question hit James like a physical blow. His heart raced, caught off guard by both the shock of her words and the unbidden arousal that tinged his reaction. He stumbled over his thoughts, struggling to find words. The implication behind her question, the casual use of such a charged description for his wife, was both unsettling and strangely thrilling.

He opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out initially. Finally, mustering his voice, he managed a hesitant, "Why would you ask that?" His tone was a mix of curiosity and defensiveness, reflecting the turmoil of emotions Charlotte's bold inquiry had stirred within him.

Charlotte leaned in closer, her whisper like a seductive spell. "Imagine waking up to a beautiful woman," she said, her breath warm against his ear. "One who looks exactly like your wife yet behaves completely differently. She's uninhibited, aggressive, and hungry for sexual satisfaction."

James felt a visceral reaction, his body responding despite the turmoil in his mind. His eyes fixed on Charlotte, taking in her confident stance and the bold intensity in her gaze. He found himself captivated by the scenario she painted, a version of Rachael transformed into something daring and unreserved.

The thought of such a transformation in Rachael stirred a mix of emotions. Excitement at the fantasy of her unrestrained passion mingled with fear. Could he meet such demands? The idea of Rachael with the sexual confidence and assertiveness Charlotte described was both enticing and daunting.

Caught in the grip of his conflicted feelings, James struggled to articulate his response. The idea thrilled him, yet the reality of his current situation—standing in the dark with a woman who was not his wife, discussing such intimate fantasies—terrified him. He was acutely aware of the dangerous game they were playing, one that could lead to consequences far beyond a simple flirtation.

"What do you think she would do? Do you think she would she treat you like a king, making love to you passionately and fiercely whenever you wanted? Or would she humiliate you, using her beauty and sexuality to torment you, to embarrass you?" Charlotte's voice trailed off, her tone laced with wicked intent.

"Or maybe your wife would find pleasure in being dominated by another man while you sat there and helplessly watched from the sidelines. How would you feel seeing another man take her and use her like that, knowing he was doing things to her you could never dream of?"

James's pulse pounded in his ears, the temptation and turmoil wracking his thoughts. Charlotte's suggestion had lit a dangerous spark within him, unveiling desires he scarcely acknowledged, even to himself.

"Perhaps," he murmured, his voice rough with conflicting emotions. "I think I would." The words slipped out, a reluctant admission of his deepest fantasies.

Charlotte's eyes narrowed slightly, reading the complexity of his feelings. She smiled, a knowing, almost predatory smile hinting she understood more than he wished. She stepped back slightly, giving him a moment to collect himself, her expression mixing intrigue with satisfaction.

Charlotte's proximity and the intimacy of her whisper sent a shiver down James's spine. "What if I could offer you that fantasy?" she murmured, her eyes intense as they held his gaze. "Have you noticed how much better sex has been lately, James? Since your wife and I have become friends? I could help you, James. I know that's what you want, to see Rachael transformed into that unbridled slut you crave?"

The implications of her words hit James with a rush of conflicting emotions. His heart raced, a part of him intrigued by the offer, another part filled with apprehension. He glanced back toward the house, his mind racing with thoughts of what might be happening between Rachael and Luke at that very moment.

Charlotte's smile widened, her next words cutting deeper. "You know, like she used to be before she married you." The remark stung, bringing with it a surge of jealousy and curiosity about what Rachael might have revealed about her past. James knew of Rachael's more adventurous days before they met, the thought of her previous escapades both a source of jealousy and a tantalizing turn-on.

As he stood there, the raw edge of his emotions exposed, he felt his body react to the potent mix of jealousy and arousal. The idea of Rachael, wild and unrestrained, returned to his thoughts, intensifying his physical reaction.

Caught in this storm of feelings, James struggled to make sense of Charlotte's offer and its potential repercussions. The part of him that was turned on by the thought of Rachael's past encounters clashed with the reality of his present situation, leaving him unsure of his next move.

James wrestled with his emotions, the confusion, and arousal tangling inside him until he felt compelled to draw a line. "No," he asserted, more to convince himself than Charlotte. "I don't want that." His voice wavered slightly, betraying his inner turmoil.

"We should get back to the house; Rachael will be wondering where we are," he added quickly, glancing again towards their home, hoping to find a reason to escape the tension-filled atmosphere.

Charlotte seemed to savor the discomfort she provoked, her smile sharp and knowing. She took another slow drag from her cigarette, her gaze locked on James, fully aware of the turmoil she stirred in him. As she exhaled a stream of smoke into the night air, her actions seemed deliberately calculated to entice him further. James found himself inexplicably captivated by the sight, the smoke curling from her lips adding to her allure, intensifying his already strained resolve.

The thought of Rachael and Luke alone back at the house flashed through his mind again, fueling a mix of dread and unwanted excitement. The image was enough to snap him back to urgency.

"We have to go back now," he insisted, his tone firm as he started towards the house, trying to put distance between himself and the temptation Charlotte embodied.

Charlotte flicked her cigarette aside casually and followed him, her silence as charged as her earlier words. As they walked back, James was acutely aware of the evening's complexities, his mind racing with the possibilities of what he might find upon his return and the consequences of the night's revelations.

James paused briefly at the door as they approached the house, reaching for the handle. He looked back at Charlotte.

"What are you waiting for?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with a devilish glint. "Scared of what you may see?"

Charlotte's taunting question lingered in James's mind as he pushed the door open, his heart racing with a mix of anticipation and dread. Inside, the scene appeared innocuous enough, but the tension in the air was palpable.

Rachael looked up at him, her expression anxious. "Where were you?" she stuttered, her eyes searching his for an explanation.

"Just went out to keep Charlotte company while she had a smoke," James replied, trying to sound casual as he scanned the room, his gaze lingering on Luke, who seemed unperturbed, comfortably seated, and enjoying his drink.

"Oh, okay," Rachael replied, seemingly satisfied with his answer but still holding a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

Luke then stood up, finishing his drink in one swift gulp. "Hey babe, I'm getting a bit tired; we should probably head home and let these two lovebirds get to bed," he said, his tone confident yet tinged with a sarcastic edge that didn't go unnoticed by James.

Rachael gave Luke a subtle nod, her cheeks flushed—whether from the wine or the evening's interactions, James couldn't tell. His mind raced with questions and insecurities about what might have transpired while he was outside.

As the couple made their way to the door, James felt a wave of relief wash over him, relieved that the evening was finally drawing to a close, yet the emotional aftermath lingered. Alone with Rachael now, he contemplated his next steps. Should he address the flirty exchanges he had witnessed? Did he even have the moral ground to question her, considering his own secret missteps?

Torn between guilt and jealousy, James debated internally. The weight of the secret Charlotte and Luke held over him made him question his right to feel wronged. The complexity of his emotions left him unsure whether to bring up his observations or remain silent, perhaps hoping the night's events were nothing more than innocuous fun magnified by his own fears and suspicions.

Charlotte raised a playful eyebrow and flashed Luke a flirtatious smile. "Absolutely, darling," she purred, rising gracefully from her seat. With a teasing tone, she whispered, "Take me home, and let's have some fun," while tracing her fingers seductively across her husband's chest.

She offered James a conspiratorial wink before looping her arm through Luke's, guiding him confidently toward the door. "Thanks for tonight, James," Luke called out, his grin wide and sincere, as they stepped out into the night.

Left behind, James watched their departure, his heartbeat a frantic drum in his chest. He turned to find Rachael, her attention fixed on the now-closed door. "You alright?" he inquired, his voice laced with concern.

Rachael nodded slowly, her eyes not leaving the vacant doorway. She finally turned to face her husband. "I'm exhausted; let's go to bed," she said quickly, a trace of urgency in her voice. Her eyes flickered back to the door, betraying her lingering distraction.

James caught the unease in her movements, his heart sinking. Had Luke's allure left an impression on Rachael? What might have transpired during his brief exit with Charlotte? He shelved these unsettling thoughts for a later time when they were both sober and could talk honestly.

"Yeah, I guess we should," he agreed reluctantly, the words thick in his throat.

James cast a lingering look back at the living room as they climbed the stairs, a knot of doubt forming in his stomach. Upon entering their bedroom, to his astonishment, Rachael quickly began to undress.

"I need you to fuck me right now," she declared, her back to James as she unhooked her bra. Her voice carried a raw urgency that he couldn't ignore.

James was shocked but instantly turned on by her very candid need. He was still rock hard from his time with Charlotte earlier, and he wasted no time quickly stripping down to his boxers. He grabbed her hips and yanked her closer, excited to kiss his pretty wife. Rachael quickly turned her head to the side.

James was confused by her denial but far from deterred. He started to kiss her neck, slowly switching from one side to the other. Rachael let out a loud moan, and he could feel how hot her breath was on his face. Her scent seemed different somehow too.

With her eyes closed, James grabbed one of her tits as he pressed his mouth against hers. His tongue darted forward, trying to get into her mouth. Rachael let out a low moan, and her lips parted just slightly. He took the opportunity and pressed his tongue into her mouth, seeking hers. Rachael tried to pull away, but James kissed her harder. Her taste was strangely unfamiliar somehow, and as he kissed her, he tried to place it. Perhaps it was the alcohol.

But before he could question her about it, Rachael broke free from his grip, spun around, placed her hands on the bed, and swayed her ass at him.

"Come on, James, just fuck me; what are you waiting for!" Rachael growled impatiently, shaking her ass as she waited for her husband to enter her.

James was taken aback by her tone but quickly did as instructed. He was as horny as she was and desperately craved his own release.

He got into position behind his wife and guided his cock down to her entrance. He immediately felt how wet she was and slammed into her roughly. Rachael cried out more in shock from the sudden intrusion into her pussy. James felt something boil inside him and started to fuck his wife furiously. He was really quite surprised by his own aggressiveness. It wasn't like him at all, he had never been this way with her before.

It was almost like he had somehow tapped into a deep, primal energy, and now that he'd tasted it, he couldn't resist.

Rachael writhed beneath him, enjoying the sensation of his throbbing cock penetrating her, filling her with a burning desire.

"Yeah, come on, come on baby, fuck me harder, please fuck me harder," she begged, gasping for breath. "I really need it."

James obliged, slamming his cock into her harder and faster, driving her towards orgasm with each thrust. He grabbed her by the hips and gripped them tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave red marks. With every thrust, James's lust grew stronger, fueled by Rachael's insistent pleas. He relished the power he held over her at that moment, the power that came from controlling her pleasure and pain as he drove his cock deeper within her.

"Harder, James," Rachael whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. "Oh fuck, oh fuck yes, yes, please, don't stop."

James complied, his cock plunging deeper into her wet, hungry pussy. He felt her muscles clamped around him, gripping his cock tightly, refusing to let go.

Suddenly, Rachael let out a loud cry of pleasure, unlike anything he had heard before, as she reached the brink of ecstasy. Rachael arched her back, pressing her ass against James's groin, causing his dick to rub up against her sensitive g-spot. This unexpected touch sent a surge of intense pleasure coursing through her body, completely overwhelming her senses.

James, sensing her approaching climax, redoubled his efforts, thrusting his cock into her with renewed vigor.

"Yes, fuck yes, oh my fucking God, yes!" Rachael screamed, her entire body spasmed with uncontrollable orgasms.

Each pulsating release drained her energy further until she finally collapsed, panting heavily as she landed face-down on the mattress. Her legs trembled as she struggled to catch her breath, and her chest rose and fell rapidly.

James sat up and looked down at her with his cock still buried deep in her pussy. He could hear his heartbeat echoing in his ears, and his breathing remained ragged as he gazed down at his exhausted wife's ass. He had never seen her in this state before; it was as if something had unleashed a hidden beast within her.

As he slid his cock out of her gently, he marveled at the transformation. He wondered what had gotten into her tonight. As he looked down, he could see his cock was still rock hard, slick with his wife's juices.

He looked at Rachael, now lying limply on the bed, her head to one side with her hair sticking to her damp forehead. As she opened her eyes and smiled weakly at him, she whispered.

"That was amazing, James, thank you."

He returned her smile, his heart swelling with pride at what he had just done to her, but at the same time, he was confused. He still had definitely not cum. Was she not going to help him finish? Between the insanely hard fucking he had just given her and the flashing memories of Charlotte smoking her cigarette earlier in the evening, James desperately needed to cum. Every nerve in his cock was tingling for release. But Rachael made no attempt to move; she appeared completely spent. In fact, she seemed almost oblivious to his presence.

He watched her lie there as her body started to relax, seemingly unconcerned with the lingering tension in James's body. As he waited, with his cock still rock hard and eager for release, he considered his options. He could wake her up and demand satisfaction, but that wasn't really his style. So what could he do? Wait patiently until she was rested?

"Rachael," he called softly, nudging her gently. "Are you awake?"

Rachael stirred slightly, her weary eyes fluttering open. "Mmmhmm," she grunted, her voice full of satisfaction.

"I'm just going to go to sleep, baby," Rachael murmured, her eyelids drifting shut like heavy curtains. "You can take care of yourself if you want."

James sighed, the disappointment very evident in his voice. "Well, okay then," he conceded, his disappointment once again very evident. "Goodnight, Rachael."

He climbed out of bed, his rock-hard cock leading the way as he walked across the cold hardwood floor, his naked feet padding quietly on the wood. He reached for some tissues, preparing to relieve himself.

As James shut the bathroom door behind him, a faint scent lingered in the air, subtle yet distinct. It was familiar, tugging at the edges of his memory. The same fragrance had clung to Charlotte during their brief encounter outside. Always captivated by the thrill of forbidden pleasures, James found this elusive aroma intoxicating. It beckoned him, enticing him towards those unexplored desires. He resolved to relish the experience, allowing the surge of emotions and sensations to engulf him completely.

He rubbed his hard cock, sliding his fingers along the length until he reached the tip.

As he started to stroke himself, he imagined Charlotte's provocative mannerisms from earlier in the evening. He kept thinking about how she lounged in her chair, the way she flicked her cigarette gracefully, and the way she teased him so brutally about his wife's sexuality.

Those images kept flickering through his mind like a movie reel, guiding his movements as he stood there pleasuring himself. He started to imagine that it was Charlotte's hand wrapped around his erection rather than his own. As soon as he made that mental substitution, it increased his arousal substantially, and he saw his precum start to leak from the tip of his cock.

As he slid his hand up and down his shaft faster, he visualized Charlotte standing over him, her body covered in those sexy tattoos, her mesmerizing eyes locked on his cock. He imagined her slowly sliding her fingers under her skirt, revealing a pair of black lace panties soaked with her pussy juices. Then she bent down, gently kissing the head of his cock before she very slowly took it into her mouth. He felt her tongue tracing the length of his shaft, and her fingers started to stroke it rhythmically. James groaned, feeling his balls tighten as he neared orgasm. He could practically feel Charlotte's warm breath on his skin as she swallowed his cock whole, her throat contracting around his penis.

Suddenly his thoughts shifted, and instead of Charlotte sucking his cock he now wondered once again what his wife and Luke had been up to when he was outside. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, desperate to go back to imagining Charlotte's mouth around his cock, but to no avail. His eyes closed tightly, and he could see Rachael's hands around Luke's cock, stroking him as she looked into his eyes, desperate to receive his praise and approval. He began to lose control, his cock throbbing in anticipation of release.

Then he saw Rachael knelt down in front of Luke, her eyes filled with pure animal-like lust. He watched her caressing his balls, gently squeezing them before running her fingers up and down his noticeably longer shaft. He watched her kiss the head of his cock, running her tongue over the slit and tasting his precum before she took it into her mouth. He watched as she sucked him hard, her lips tightening around his head before she bobbed her head up and down enthusiastically on his impressive cock.

James desperately wanted to shake the image from his mind, but he couldn't. He could feel the pressure on his cock building, and he could feel his balls tightening as he rapidly approached his climax. He imagined Rachael taking Luke's cock deeper into her mouth, her throat contracting around him, swallowing him whole as Luke unloaded into her mouth.

James's own orgasm almost took him by surprise as it came so hard and fast, his cum exploding from his cock in waves. It was so powerful it shot across the floor in strands before finally leaving just a dribble that he could squeeze from the head.

As he sat on the toilet seat, he could feel jealousy filling him, his chest constricted, and his mind started racing. How could he imagine such a thing? He didn't want anyone else to enjoy Rachael. Or maybe it was he didn't want Rachael to enjoy anyone else. But why couldn't he shake those thoughts from his mind as he stroked himself furiously just moments ago? And why did that image draw such an intense orgasm from him?

His thoughts started to drift back to Charlotte and then to Luke. How they continued to hold their secret over his head like that. Was it inevitable that Rachael would eventually find out about what he did at their neighbor's house weeks ago? He felt a sense of impending doom, and try as he might, he could see no way out of it. Well, for now, at least, all he could do was hope that they didn't intend to use it. If Charlotte really was becoming friends with Rachael, would she really want to hurt her like that by revealing it? Would she want to ruin her marriage or, at the very least, cause her husband such extreme humiliation?

James sighed and pulled up his boxers before wiping up the mess he had made on the floor. He brushed his teeth and once again remembered the faint taste of Rachael's kiss. He tried to push the thought from his mind. He flicked off the light and walked back into the bedroom before crawling into bed with his wife. He looked up at the ceiling and felt the room spinning. He couldn't help but think it was an appropriate reflection of how he felt right now. He somehow knew things would get worse before they got better; he just didn't know what exactly would happen. But what would happen next was something he could never have imagined.


Chapter 4

The next morning, James awoke to an unsettling silence and an empty bed beside him. Rubbing his eyes, he glanced at the clock and realized he had slept far later than usual for a Saturday. His mind was clouded, yet thoughts of the previous night lingered, igniting a mix of arousal and confusion.

He remembered the fervor with which Rachael had drawn him to her and the vivid fantasies that had played out in his mind—a tantalizing, if guilt-ridden, indulgence. But now, the harsh light of day brought reality crashing back. What had he allowed himself to imagine? And what was really happening with Rachael? Guilt gnawed at him for fantasizing about Charlotte as he had pleasured himself last night, and it felt even more twisted that he had been aroused by the thought of his wife with Luke. Yet, something deeper troubled him—Rachael's distant demeanor. What was behind her aloofness?

He squeezed his hard cock and considered masturbating again. Despite taking care of himself in the bathroom only a few hours earlier, not being able to finish with his wife had really left him feeling unfulfilled.

James slipped into a pair of sweatpants and made his way downstairs. As he descended, a murmur of voices stirred the pit of his stomach with unease. He paused, straining to discern the speakers' identities, but they eluded him until he stepped into the kitchen.

There, Rachael stood in her white bathrobe, serving Charlotte coffee. Charlotte was dressed in a tight tank top that showcased her ample cleavage and shorts that highlighted her toned thighs. Intricate tattoos adorned her arms and shoulders and trailed down her right thigh.

"Morning, James," Charlotte said with a sideways tilt of her head, a hint of surprise in her voice. "Didn't expect to see you up so early."

James's throat tightened, his reply emerging as a strained croak. "Umm, yeah, good morning, Charlotte."

Rachael turned to him, her lips brushing his cheek in a quick peck. "Good morning, babe," she said warmly, her finger lightly tracing his chest.

Realizing he was shirtless under his sweatpants, James felt suddenly underdressed. He forced a smile. "Good morning."

"So, Charlotte, what brings you over this morning?" he asked, attempting a casual tone despite the anxiety that tinged his voice.

Would he always feel this edge of terror, wondering if today was the day his wife and their neighbors would unveil a hidden truth?

Charlotte smiled innocently, sipping her coffee, her eyes peering over the rim with keen interest. "Just needed my morning caffeine fix," she replied smoothly. "Thought I'd drop by and thank you guys for last night. It was fun; we should do it more often."

"We really should," Rachael agreed, pouring another cup. "After all, we're neighbors!"

"Yeah," James echoed, his gaze flicking nervously towards Charlotte. "Of course."

Rachael handed him a steaming cup of coffee. "Here, hun," she said.

"Thanks," he replied, the warmth of the mug comforting against the chill of his doubts.

Charlotte truly was an enigmatic presence. Despite the underlying tensions of recent times—perhaps amplified in James's own mind—the video their neighbors held over him loomed large daily. Yet paradoxically, his relationship with his wife seemed stronger, particularly their revived passion in the bedroom. Both appeared more sexually charged than in years past.

"So," James began, taking a cautious sip of his coffee to break the lingering silence, "where's Luke this morning?"

"Something came up, and he had to go into work," Charlotte responded, her brow furrowing slightly before she chuckled and stirred her coffee. "Looks like I'm on my own today."

"And you, James?" she inquired with a playful tilt.

"Me?" James arched an eyebrow, confused.

"Oh, nothing," Charlotte said, feigning innocence but with a mischievous glint in her eye. "It's just I heard you didn't quite finish last night."

James's face flushed with embarrassment, and he darted a nervous glance at Rachael.

"What? I don't know what you mean," he stammered.

"Charlotte!" Rachael exclaimed, both amused and exasperated.

"What?" Charlotte responded with a giggle, sipping her coffee again. "Was I supposed to keep that a secret?"

Rachael placed a comforting hand on James's back, rubbing it reassuringly. "Sorry, hun," she grinned. "I was just bragging to Charlotte about how amazing you were last night. You wore me out, and I couldn't help you... you know... finish." She laughed softly.

She leaned in and kissed him tenderly. "James, you stud," Charlotte teased, laughing along. "Who knew?"

James blushed deeper. "Umm, thanks. I try."

"So, what do you guys have planned for the rest of the weekend?" Rachael asked, smoothly changing the topic.

"Not sure," Charlotte shrugged casually. "With Luke gone for the day, I'll probably just hang out in the yard and catch some sun. Maybe read a good book."

James thought to himself that Charlotte didn't strike him as the typical bookworm, especially not for the tame genres. If she did read, he suspected the content would be quite spicy.

"That sounds relaxing," Rachael noted genuinely. "James has been working overtime lately, and we've barely had time to sit outside and relax. Maybe we'll swing by your place later if you don't mind some company?"

"That sounds fun," Charlotte replied eagerly. "I'd love some company."

James shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying his best to conceal the burgeoning erection rapidly forming in his pants. He realized that while he'd been listening to the girls chatting, he'd clearly been staring a little too closely at Charlotte. Despite his best efforts to maintain his composure, he suddenly felt an overwhelming sense of arousal. He casually looked down at his lap, trying to assess the situation and hoping he wouldn't be able to see the tent in his sweatpants. But as soon as he looked down, there it was. James slid his chair closer to the table, hoping for some cover.

"That sounds like a great plan," Charlotte said excitedly. "Let's say in an hour or so then?"

"Yeah, sure. That sounds good," James replied, hoping to wrap up their conversation so Charlotte would leave.

"Great," Charlotte smiled broadly, her gaze wandering between James and Rachael. "Then I'll see you two in about an hour. That should give me enough time to grab the skimmer and give the pool a quick clean."

"Oh shit," Rachael said, clearly frustrated. "I've just remembered, I need to run a couple of errands this morning, so it may have to be a bit later."

James felt a strange mix of relief tinged with disappointment. He really didn't want his wife to become too close to his neighbors, but at the same time, the thought of Charlotte sunbathing was enticing.

"But James can come over and help you clean the pool, and I will join you guys in a while," Rachael suggested.

James shot her a look of astonishment, but Rachael paid him no attention.

"Well, that sounds great," Charlotte chimed in. "If that's OK with you, James?"

Before he could reply, his wife answered for him. "Of course he doesn't mind, do you, James? And I shouldn't be all that long." Rachael added, giving James a gentle pat on the back.

"I guess that means I'm stuck with the oh-so-fun task of cleaning the pool, huh?" James joked, forcing a smile to spread across his face to mask his inner turmoil.

Charlotte gave James a wink.

"OK, well, James, I will see you in about an hour. And Rachael, join us when you can. But you might have some catching up to do. It might be pretty early, but I'm already craving a margarita," she teased.

With that, she turned around and walked out.

James stared at the back of his wife as she started cleaning their dishes. He wanted to say something, to somehow let her know he could just wait for her to be finished with her errands, and then they could go together. But she had now committed him to helping Charlotte clean the pool before they enjoyed their day together, and as James stood there, he saw no way out of it.

Rachael quickly dried her hands and bent over to give him a kiss.

"OK," she said, turning and heading for the stairs. "I'm going to grab a shower and get dressed before I go out. I've got a nail appointment in just over an hour, and then I've got a couple of errands to run. Then I'll meet up with you guys after that. It will be fun. It's such a nice day, so I'm really looking forward to it."

With that, she hurried up the stairs to get ready, leaving James sitting at the table, staring down at the bulge in his pants. By the time he had showered and dressed, he felt a bit better. The hot water had helped soothe his nerves, and he had managed to calm himself down. He reasoned that perhaps he was feeling stressed for no reason. Neither Charlotte nor Luke had shown any signs of wanting to harm his marriage since that day. In fact, they had been quite friendly. Perhaps this would all blow over, at least until he could figure out a way to put it behind him for good.

When Charlotte answered the door, James's heart raced. She looked absolutely stunning. She hadn't changed her clothes and was still wearing the same tight white tank top and little pair of shorts that he now realized only just about covered her ass. But something was different, and it took James next to no time to realize it. Charlotte was no longer wearing a bra. Her nipples were very clearly visible through the material that fit so perfectly against her chest.

James gulped. Her breasts looked absolutely incredible, her nipples protruding shamelessly through the thin fabric of the top. Seeing them now, poking straight through her thin shirt, excited him beyond belief. She looked amazing, and his cock instantly grew hard beneath his swim trunks.

"Come on in, James," Charlotte said, opening the door wider with a welcoming smile.

James stepped inside, doing his best not to let his eyes wander. He followed Charlotte into the kitchen, where she handed him a drink from the counter.

"Drink up," she urged, finishing the last of her own drink and starting to mix another.

James took a large mouthful of his drink and nearly spat it out. Wow, that was strong! He managed to swallow, his eyes watering slightly.

"Too strong?" she asked with a giggle. "Here, let's warm up your palate."

Charlotte reached into the cupboard and pulled out two shot glasses. Before James could protest, she filled them both to the brim with tequila and handed one to him.

"To a fun afternoon," Charlotte proposed, clinking her glass against James's.

"To a fun afternoon," James echoed, feeling the potent liquid burn and numb his throat.

He downed the fiery fluid, wincing as it seared his taste buds. The burning sensation subsided, leaving him with a pleasant buzz.

Charlotte stood staring at James for several seconds as if lost in thought. James shifted uncomfortably, searching for something to say to break the tension.

"James, I have a bit of a confession to make. So, I don't really need the pool cleaned. In fact, I was hoping I could ask you a different kind of favor," Charlotte said softly, biting down on her bottom lip seductively.

"OK," James replied nervously, "What's up?"

"Well, it's kind of... well, let's just say it's kind of sexual," she continued, her eyes studying James's reaction.

James's eyes widened, and he took another big gulp of his drink. This time, he welcomed the familiar burn of alcohol in his mouth.

"OK, so this is pretty embarrassing. Well, as you know, Luke and I are quite adventurous," she started.

James nodded and took another drink, wondering where this was going.

"I mean, we've done pretty much anything and everything you can think of," Charlotte stepped closer to James, and he felt his cock twitch in his shorts. "But there is one thing that I've always wanted to try, but Luke said he just really isn't into it."

James's mind tried to imagine something sexual that Luke wouldn't be willing to give Charlotte, and his mind drew a blank.

Charlotte was now inches from James's face. He could feel her breath on his cheeks and smell the mix of alcohol with her perfume. His cock started to throb, and he prayed she didn't look down.

"James, have you and Rachael ever tried... anal?" Charlotte asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

James was shocked. "What? No," he said, clearly sounding flustered. "I mean, yeah, I've thought about it, but... it's just... well, it's just not something... Look, Rachael is amazing, but... I know there's no way she would be into that." He downed the rest of his drink.

His eyes locked onto Charlotte's lips as she started to speak. He watched her tongue as it ran over those full pink lips, making his cock throb in his pants. Charlotte looked him directly in the eyes as she spoke.

"But would you be willing to try it, James? For me," she whispered, her warm breath tickling his ear.

James swallowed hard. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't believe what Charlotte had just said. Surely, this wasn't real. Was she serious? Or was she testing him? He didn't dare speak, fearing that whatever he said, his voice would betray him. He shook his head slowly, then finally found the words.

"I don't know if I'm really the right person to help with that," James managed to mutter.

A knot formed in his stomach, but the intoxicating mixture of liquor and Charlotte's sensual allure kept him from actually backing away. He desperately needed a way to break the spell she had cast upon him.

He could see the disappointment creep across Charlotte's face. But instead of saying anything, she slid her hand down and carefully traced the outline of James's hard cock with her fingers. James shivered and glanced around the room nervously.

"James, I've wanted to try it for so long. It really sounds like something you've thought about as well. I promise I won't tell if you don't."

James's heart was pounding even harder in his chest now.

His eyes anxiously darted around the room as he felt the heat rising within him. Of course it was something he'd thought about with Rachael, but he knew that was just a fantasy. He wouldn't even dare bring it up with her because he knew the answer would be no. But hearing Charlotte offer it up to him like this was almost too much for a man to wish for.

"James, please," Charlotte pleaded, her voice trembling with desperation. "I want to try it so badly," She leaned forward, and her lips grazed his. James moaned as Charlotte gently squeezed his cock.

"OK," he whispered, now fully under her spell.

"Oh my god, James, that's amazing," Charlotte said with a devilish smile. "I knew you would be into it." Charlotte smiled, clearly pleased with his response, as she ran her fingers up and down his stomach. His swimming trunks were already bulging, straining to contain his rock-hard cock.

"Follow me then, James," Charlotte commanded.

James obeyed, striding behind Charlotte as they made their way down the hallway to the master bedroom. He was so excited he found it hard to slow his breathing. Was this really about to happen? He asked himself.

"How about we get you out of those shorts, James," Charlotte instructed, her voice soft and soothing.

His heart thumped wildly against his rib cage as James complied without hesitation. As he reached into the waistband and slid his shorts down, his hard cock sprang loose, and Charlotte's eyes widened with delight.

"Mmmm, James, your cock is absolutely gorgeous," she breathed, reaching out to gently touch the tip of his cock.

A shiver ran down James's spine, and he couldn't hold back a gasp. Charlotte smiled, her fingertips tracing along the underside of his shaft.

"Now, James, I hope you don't find this too weird, but I've always imagined this in a very specific way in my head. Do you trust me, James? Can we do it just the way I've always wanted?"

James nodded, swallowing hard. He was still trying to process the fact that Charlotte and Luke had never tried anal before. It just didn't seem possible, considering their reputation.

"Thanks," she said with a sly smile.

She placed her hands on either side of his face and pulled him in for a passionate kiss. James's knees almost buckled as Charlotte pushed her tongue deep into his mouth. He couldn't believe how incredible she tasted, and he found himself falling even further under her spell.

"Now," Charlotte said as she pulled away, broke the kiss, and began leading James towards the bed. "Let's put these on," she said, producing a pair of pink fur-covered handcuffs.

She clicked a cuff around one of his wrists and then pushed his arms behind him before locking the other cuff in place. She looked at him and smiled a truly devilish smile before softly kissing him on the lips again.

"You look so cute like that," she smiled. "Now, lie down on your back and get comfortable."

James followed her instructions, his anticipation mounting with every word. He positioned himself on the edge of their very plush mattress and let himself gently fall back, leaving his legs dangling over the foot of the bed. Charlotte kneeled down, and James had to moan out loud when he felt her warm breath on his balls. For a second, he thought he might cum right then and there, and suddenly, his mind was filled with doubts as he hoped he would not let her down.

He could feel his hands clasped tightly behind his back, but somehow, his vulnerability only made him harder. Charlotte put one hand on each of his knees and pressed his thighs as far open as possible before she leaned in and slowly licked from the base of his cock all the way up to his throbbing head. James shuddered in pleasure.

As she continued to lightly lick around the head of his cock, James could feel Charlotte's hands gliding lightly up and down his calves, then onto his ankles, before they finally settled on the tops of his feet. He could feel his entire body tingling at her touch.

The next thing he knew, he felt something cold squeezing against his ankle, and he heard a click before he felt the same on his other one. Charlotte stood up, lifting James's legs with her, revealing the handcuffs on each of his ankles that were now hooked over her thumbs. James could only watch, confused, as she clicked each of them onto large rings mounted about halfway up on the tall footposts of the bed.

James's wrists still remained bound behind his back, and now his thighs were spread wide apart, and his ankles were cuffed in the air. He tried to make sense of his sudden vulnerable state as Charlotte's delicate fingers danced across his skin, sending surges of electricity down his spine.

She climbed onto the bed and straddled his waist, her thinly covered breasts brushing against his abdomen.

"Are you ready, James?" she asked, leaning down to nibble on his neck.

He whimpered gently, his cock pulsating beneath her. James had no idea why she had bound him in such a position but supposed Charlotte was probably a lot more imaginative than he was when it came to sexual positions.

Then, just as he thought they were about to start, Charlotte slid off of him and reached into her nightstand. James tried to look over his shoulder to see what she was doing but couldn't tell from his position. Charlotte then returned to his side.

As she leaned over his face and ran her tongue slowly over his bottom lip. James tried to lean closer, desperate to kiss her properly again.

"Ah, ah, ah," Charlotte teased.

Before James realized what was happening, he felt it as she swiftly placed the ball into his mouth and pulled the Velcro strap tight. James had never had a ball gag in his mouth before, or any gag for that matter, and panic instantly set in. He suddenly realized just how vulnerable he felt and started to fear what was coming next.

He tried to find a way to relax and convince himself that he should trust Charlotte and that everything would be OK. Charlotte's breath tickled his ear as she started to kiss and lick his neck, her intoxicating smell filling James's nostrils with each breath. He felt a strange combination of fear and arousal surging through his body.

"Thank you for agreeing to do this for me," she whispered into his ear.

Charlotte slid off of him once more and sauntered across the room before opening her dresser drawer. She came back to the bed with one hand behind her back and the other holding a bottle of lubricant. James imagined what it would feel like when Charlotte mounted him and slowly lowered her ass down onto his cock. He couldn't help but look forward to how tight her ass would feel around his cock as she struggled to take all of him inside of the one place Luke had never dared go.

Charlotte tipped the bottle and allowed a generous amount of lube to flow over James's cock and drip down onto his balls. She tossed the bottle onto the bed when she was done and reached down and started slowly oiling up his throbbing cock. Her hand stroked up and down his shaft slowly, teasing him as he eagerly awaited what she had in store for him. She continued to spread lube over his balls, rubbing them gently and even giving them a little tug to stretch his sack away from his cock.

James let out a loud moan as Charlotte's hand continued to explore him, eventually sliding all the way down to his ass as she lightly ran her finger over his sphincter. His erection bounced against his stomach, crying for attention. Charlotte expertly massaged his shaft, applying the lube even more generously.

"James, are you ready for me?" Charlotte whispered into his ear, her hot breath igniting a fire within him he never knew existed. His cock throbbed with anticipation, but he was also feeling more and more uneasy with the helpless position he found himself in as each second passed. He had imagined what it would be like for Charlotte to climb onto him and slide her asshole carefully over his well-oiled cock, but something seemed off. The reality of his predicament suddenly hit him.

Charlotte's hands slid back down, over his balls, and onto his perineum. Then he felt her applying pressure, squeezing his sensitive flesh, which caused him to arch his back in response. Despite his heightened state of arousal and desperate need for release, he couldn't shake the feeling of dread creeping up his spine.

"Relax, James," Charlotte crooned.

James struggled to comply, his muscles rigid with anticipation. He arched his back, pressing his pelvis upward into a very submissive posture. Charlotte chuckled softly as she watched, her fingers dancing over his hyper-sensitive skin.

"That's it, James," Charlotte whispered, her voice like honey. "Just relax, baby."

James closed his eyes and took a very deep breath. His heart hammered wildly in his chest as blood rushed through his veins. He felt Charlotte's fingers dancing down his inner thigh, tracing the path all the way to his most sensitive spot. He suppressed another moan as his cock ached with unbearable longing, desperate for any kind of release. Every movement, every touch, amplified his feelings of vulnerability and arousal.

"You're so beautiful, James," Charlotte said. "And so eager."

Suddenly James felt pressure on his ass hole, and he gasped loudly. Charlotte had taken a finger and was pressing it against the entrance to his ass. She wiggled it very slowly, and James felt his cock strain and dance. Then she pulled her finger teasingly away before plunging it back in, stretching him open in one smooth movement. She repeated this process a few times, and James groaned in pleasure.

"I think you're ready," Charlotte said simply.

James looked panicked as the reality of the situation hit him like a freight train. He stared at Charlotte, his eyes pleading. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his cheek.

"James, you're such a good boy," she whispered. "Now, trust me, baby. I'm going to make you feel like you've never felt before."

Charlotte squatted down to the floor and paused for a second, then stood up straight again, this time pulling something up her thighs. James's eyes bulged as he watched Charlotte fasten the strap-on harness around her waist, and he saw the attached dildo pointing straight at him. He had seen these devices before in porn, but always lesbian porn. His heart pounded in his chest, and his pulse raced with anticipation.

The true horror of what was about to happen made James struggle violently against his restraints. His body thrashed about on the bed, and his pleas were muffled by the ball gag in his mouth. Charlotte, however, seemed completely oblivious to his fears. Her eyes were ablaze with lust as she looked down at him, and as he looked up, all he could see was the determination in her eyes.

"You're going to love this, James," she said softly as she got herself positioned closer to him. "I promise."

With a truly sinister grin, Charlotte grabbed the dildo that was attached to the harness and slowly maneuvered herself in between James's spread-open legs. She paused for a moment, savoring the sight of James's vulnerable form beneath her.

"This is what you wanted, right James?" she asked, her voice sounding like a predator closing in on its prey. "You said you wanted this. You said you'd imagined it before, but Rachael wouldn't be into it."

James struggled against his restraints, desperately screaming internally, as his mind raced with images of Charlotte violating him repeatedly with the strap-on until he broke. But his efforts were totally futile; Charlotte was clearly determined to carry out her twisted desires, and he started to wonder if he had somehow agreed to them.

James's horrified gaze met Charlotte's gleaming eyes, which reflected a sickening satisfaction. She gripped the fake cock in her hand and started to press and wiggle the head of it against James's quivering hole.

"Don't worry, baby," she said. "I'll be nice and gentle. Just take a deep breath."

Her reassuring words did absolutely nothing to quell James's building anxiety. As he squirmed beneath her touch, he felt cock stiffening even more, despite his best efforts at resistance. His vision was clouding over with a haze of terror. He knew he was completely trapped, his fate sealed by Charlotte's cruel intentions.

She rubbed the head of the strap-on against James's entrance, the tip now touching the extremely sensitive ring of muscle that guarded his most private domain. The sensation of the head of the dildo pressing against his sensitive spot sent a shockwave all the way through his body. As he bit down on the ball gag, he suppressed a scream as Charlotte finally pressed her hips forward.

The head of the dildo slipped past James's rim; he felt it stretching him wider than he had ever been stretched before. He let out an audible gasp in surprise as his body reacted instinctively to the sudden violation. Charlotte slowly pushed her hips forward, sliding the dildo slid deeper inside him, filling him up and forcing him to accept this foreign object penetrating him for the first time. Each inch that she entered him was agonizing yet strangely exhilarating. And his body responded with a mixture of resistance and surrender as if battling against itself. But one thing never changed. As much as James struggled, his erection never softened.

"James, you're doing so great," Charlotte said, her gleaming eyes locked on his. "Do you like this baby?"

Charlotte didn't wait for a reply before she reached down with one of her hands and grasped James's rock-hard cock. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, and she gave him a firm squeeze. James let out a muffled cry combined with a moan as his hips bucked upward in response.

"Oooh, James, your cock is so hard," Charlotte murmured. "You do like it, don't you, baby?"

Charlotte started to pump her hand up and down James's cock a bit faster, now moving with a steady, almost fluid rhythm.

James's breathing grew shallower as his heart continued to pound in his chest. In spite of the pain he could feel in his ass, he could feel his orgasm building deep inside him, building from a place he'd never felt before as it threatened to overwhelm him.

Charlotte's skilled hands were working their magic on his cock, stimulating every nerve ending in his lower body simultaneously and bringing him tantalizingly close to the edge. The intrusion of the dildo, coupled with Charlotte's vigorous pumping, was so much more intense than anything he had ever experienced before.

"Mmmmpphh," James tried to utter through the ball gag. The words were utterly incomprehensible, and his voice was hoarse from moaning. "MMMPHHH!"

Charlotte merely chuckled at his moans, her grip tightening around James's cock. James shook his head vehemently, his eyes pleading with Charlotte. His face was still contorted in pain and desperation As he tried to twist away from Charlotte's relentless pumping, but his restraints held firm, keeping him captive.

Abruptly, Charlotte slid the dildo out, leaving James's ass gaping and empty.

He breathed a sigh of relief, his body still recovering from the invasion. Charlotte smiled, watching James's body as it began trying to relax.

"Oh, James," she crooned, her voice oozing with mock sympathy. "Look how hard your little cock is. You want it back inside you, don't you?"

Charlotte grinned wickedly, reaching down to cup James's balls. She squeezed them gently, and as she did, she could feel his balls tensing. James moaned into the ball gag, his hips still bucking upwards in response.

Charlotte smiled a wicked smile as she began to slide the cock slowly back into James's hole, and he let out another loud groan as his body went rigid once again. She stroked his cock faster as she started to grind against James's prostate. His heart leaped in his chest as he finally realized there was absolutely no chance of being spared from what she had planned.

Charlotte started to thrust harder, her movements becoming rougher and more forceful with each thrust.

James clenched his jaw and shut his eyes tight as he tried to block out the pain, trying to focus purely only on the pleasure. The sensation of Charlotte's cock deep inside him was utterly overwhelming, and he was pretty sure he was about to cum any second, whether he wanted to or not.

"Mmmmm. Oh…… YOU'RE…….So …… Fu …..cking …… Tight." Her words burned in his ears as she paired each syllable with a powerful thrust into James's ass.

James's body started to convulse, and he felt his muscles contracting and relaxing in an endless cycle of pure submission. He knew what was coming; he could feel his body getting close. The sensations surged through his body and were unlike anything he had ever experienced before.

"That's it," Charlotte murmured. "You're almost there, aren't you, baby."

Charlotte drove deeper and deeper into James's rectum, plowing him now without even a hint of mercy. The latex cock continued to stretch James wide open, sending ripples of pleasure mixed with pain exploding out of his ass and coursing through his body. As she continued fucking him, her hand continued to stroke James's shaft, which was now coated in a mix of lube and precum.

"Mmm, MMMMMM," James mumbled, his body writhing.

Charlotte chuckled darkly as she tightened her grip around his throbbing cock.

"That's right, James," she purred. "I want you to cum for me," Charlotte panted, her sultry voice echoing through the dimly lit bedroom.

"Do you want this? Say yes, James. Come on, show me how bad you want this." She was breathing extremely hard now as she pumped James's cock and pounded her hips forward, driving the fake cock into him with a furious intensity.

James hesitated, completely unable to think straight. His body quivered and trembled, the tension mounting to an unbearable level with each passing second. He just wanted this to be over. He took a deep breath and nodded repeatedly, his eyes wide open.

Suddenly, they were startled by a voice in the distance. James recognized it instantly, and his heart sank.

"James, are you here? Charlotte?" Rachael's voice was distant, coming from somewhere in the backyard.

James struggled hard against his restraints as sheer panic overtook him. He looked up at Charlotte, his eyes pleading desperately, but Charlotte's grin just widened.

"You'd better cum soon, James," she taunted. "What will Rachael think if she catches us like this?"

James was torn between thoughts of the horror of his wife catching him like this and the intensity of the pleasure and pain Charlotte was inflicting upon him. His body trembled, even more tension mounting with each passing second.

"Rachael's coming, James," Charlotte hissed, her voice now dripping with urgency. "Come on, baby, cum for me."

James's heart hammered in his chest as the realization of his imminent discovery flooded his veins with dread. He continued to struggle desperately against his restraints, his eyes pleading even harder with Charlotte.

"James, are you here?" Rachael called out. James could tell his wife had now entered the house.

That was it; suddenly, he fell off the edge, his mind reeling as he finally surrendered to his impending orgasm. His whole body started to convulse as the restraints bit into his skin, and he arched his back.

The moment James's first rope of cum shot violently from his cock, Charlotte let go of his dick and let it slap helplessly against his stomach, flopping like a fish out of water.

She started to grind her hips into him, burying every inch of her latex cock inside him.

James looked at his tormentor with pure desperation in his eyes, begging her to continue stroking him to finish. But Charlotte simply giggled as she slid her strap-on in and out, leaving his cock sticking up and untouched as he came all over his stomach. With each squirt of cum James's hips thrust upward, desperately looking for some form of friction that would never come. The walls of James's ass clamped hard around the latex cock, milking it as he felt his orgasm subsided.

"Oooooh baby, fuck, you just came so hard, James," Charlotte whispered. "That's a good little boy."

She pulled back slowly, gently sliding her latex cock out from James's abused hole. As soon as the head slipped out, the cool air rushed in, providing a brief respite from the unrelenting heat of their encounter.

She finally unclipped James's restraints, allowing his legs to ease limply down to the floor.

He was stunned, unable to comprehend the humiliating and degrading experience he had just been put through. Rachael's voice echoed in his ears; he could hear it growing louder and more urgent.

"James, Charlotte... are you guys here?" Rachael's voice, tinged with a growing concern, floated into the room, disrupting the silence. Charlotte chuckled softly, a sound like the gentle rustle of leaves, her fingers weaving through James's hair, damp with sweat.

James moaned weakly, his limbs shivering from a cocktail of exhaustion and shame that seemed to permeate his very bones. "So, ready for another drink?" Charlotte's voice was casual, light as if they had merely been playing a leisurely game of checkers, not engaging in whatever had just transpired.





Chapter 5

Slowly, James lifted his head, his eyes locking with Charlotte's, which sparkled with a mix of mischief and triumph. He clumsily rolled off the bed, feeling his legs tremble and falter beneath him. With a quick, frustrated motion, he yanked the ball gag from his mouth and snatched his swim trunks from the crumpled heap on the floor.

As he hurried into his trunks, he watched Charlotte stride confidently toward the door, her every step radiating certainty and control. The sound of Rachael's footsteps grew louder, a clear signal that their private escapade was on the verge of becoming public. He knew they were about to be caught in the act. As Charlotte reached the door, she threw a mischievous glance over her shoulder at him, her smile wide and knowing. Her eyes then flicked towards the glass patio doors that led from the bedroom to the secluded backyard, hinting at a possible escape or another chapter in their risky game.

"Meet you out back?" she said as if everything was perfectly normal and she hadn't just violated him and drawn out the most intense orgasm of his life.

James's eyes flicked toward the glass door, and with a surge of adrenaline, he bolted for an escape. As he stepped into the fresh air of the backyard, the sound of the bedroom door opening echoed behind him, followed by Charlotte's serene voice greeting Rachael. "Hey there, how did your errands go?" she asked, her tone as unruffled as a still pond.

He hurried across the manicured lawn to the edge of the swimming pool, his mind racing as fast as his heart. He stood there, breath heaving, caught in a moment of indecision.

Moments later, he spotted Charlotte and his wife stepping through the patio doors that led from the kitchen. "Hi, hon," Rachael greeted him cheerfully, her smile warm and unsuspecting. "Did you help Charlotte out like a good neighbor?"

James swallowed hard, his throat tight, as Rachael approached and pressed a kiss to his cheek. His legs trembled beneath him, and he fought to steady his breathing.

"Everything OK, dear?" Rachael's voice was laced with genuine concern as she noted his flushed, sweaty appearance.

Standing slightly apart, Charlotte smiled at Rachael, her arms crossed in a casual pose. "Oh, James has been a great help," she assured, her grin a tad too bright, too sharp. Then, with a nonchalant turn, she strolled back toward the house. "You guys ready for a drink?" she called over her shoulder, not waiting for a response as she disappeared into the kitchen.

James blinked, his heart thudding against his ribs, his face burning with heat. Rachael, ever attentive, reached out to touch his arm, her touch meant to comfort. Guilt washed over him, mingled with a sense of shame for his involvements, over which he felt he had no control. Despite his efforts to appear composed, his heart continued to pound, a wild drumbeat that refused to be calmed.

Charlotte returned to the deck, balancing a tray of icy margaritas, and set them down on the table with a clink of glass. Rachael, settling into one of the plush lounge chairs, patted the seat next to her invitingly. James hesitated for a moment, still feeling the physical aftermath of earlier events, then gingerly took his place beside her. The scent of sweat and a hint of sex clung to him, and he silently hoped the gentle breeze would whisk it away before Rachael noticed.

As Rachael accepted her drink with a gracious smile, thanking Charlotte, they began to sip their margaritas. Rachael launched into a recount of her morning's adventures, but James struggled to anchor his attention on her words; his thoughts were ensnared by the recent turmoil. His eyes drifted toward the patio door leading to Charlotte's bedroom, sending a chill through him.

The afternoon waned, and they found themselves at the bottom of two pitchers of margaritas. The alcohol's warmth began to seep into their conversation, with Rachael and Charlotte laughing over shared jokes, their topics floating far from James's interests. His mind, trapped in a maelstrom of confusion and distress, prompted him to drink quicker, hoping to dull the sharp edges of his memories.

Luke's arrival at 5pm broke into his reverie. Carrying a six-pack, his presence was announced with a cocky grin. Charlotte greeted him with a fervent kiss and an intimate squeeze, her actions bold and unreserved. James caught Rachael's eye; his discomfort was palpable, but he noticed her gaze was intently fixed on their neighbors' affectionate exchange, her cheeks tinged pink—perhaps from the margaritas or the lingering heat of the fading sun.

"I'm just going to grab a quick shower, then I'll join you guys," Luke announced, the casual tone of his voice suggesting a shift in the evening's plan. "It's supposed to cool down later; maybe we could start a bonfire if you're all up for it?"

James opened his mouth to suggest that perhaps it was time to wrap up the day, but Rachael's enthusiastic and warm voice chimed in first. "That sounds great," she agreed, smiling broadly at Luke.

A wave of jealousy and concern swept over James as he watched the interactions around him. He could tell Rachael was beyond feeling the effects of the alcohol; her laughter was free, and her cheeks flushed. He had lost count of her drinks, but if she had matched his pace, she was well into her fifth or sixth margarita—far more than they typically consumed. James knew convincing her to head home soon would be an uphill battle.

As Luke disappeared into the house, James tried once again to engage in the conversation between Rachael and Charlotte. However, the words seemed to float by him, barely registering. Eventually, feeling overwhelmed and unsteady, he excused himself, his voice almost a murmur, and rose from his chair. His legs wobbled alarmingly as he steadied himself, a stark reminder of how much he had drunk.

The world tilted slightly as he made his way inside, navigating toward the bathroom. The cool interior of the house felt like a respite from the heat and the heavy atmosphere of the deck. In the bathroom, James leaned heavily against the sink after using the facilities and splashed cold water on his face, each droplet a shock to his heated skin. He hoped it would wash away some of the alcohol's fog.

With a deep breath, he opened the bathroom door, his senses sharpened momentarily by the cold water. As he glanced down the hallway, his eyes caught a flicker of movement. The door to the master bedroom was slightly open, and through the narrow gap, he saw Luke crossing the room. Luke seemed unaware of James's presence, moving with a purpose that piqued James's curiosity and fueled his unease.

He was completely naked except for a towel that he had slung over his shoulder. He stopped in front of the bedroom mirror and appeared to be looking himself over and running his hands through his hair. James's eyes dropped, and he caught a glimpse of Luke's naked cock. Even in its completely flaccid state, it looked absolutely magnificent, hanging there large and uncut, dangling between his legs so proudly.

James stood paralyzed momentarily, his gaze transfixed on the scene unfolding before him. A dry swallow tightened his throat as the carefree peals of Rachael's and Charlotte's laughter wafted in from the backyard, grounding him back to reality. Shaking off his reverie, he hastened down the hallway, propelled by the urge to rejoin them.

As he stepped into the sun-drenched backyard, Charlotte caught his eye first. She was sprawled in her chair, casual yet captivating, her shirt loosely tucked, revealing a glimpse of her sculpted abdomen. The fabric of her top strained slightly, hinting that it was perhaps a size too small for her ample curves. Across from her, Rachael sat with her back towards James, their laughter mingling in the warm air as they shared a light-hearted moment.

Charlotte, cigarette in hand, inhaled deeply, her eyes locking with James's as she exhaled a sinuous plume of smoke. The sight sent an involuntary shiver down his spine, and he paused momentarily, struck by her effortlessly sultry demeanor. Regaining his composure, James moved closer and took his place next to his wife, his hand reaching for the drink he had left on the table.

"Well, hello, stranger!" Charlotte greeted with a playful lilt in her voice, her smile teasing. "Did you miss us?"

James managed a tense smile as he settled down next to Rachael. Only then did he notice the lit cigarette delicately pinched between her fingers.

"Hi babe, what took you so long?" Rachael inquired, her hand finding its way to his thigh, her touch light yet suggestive. "Did you see Luke in there?"

"What?" James responded too quickly, a flash of panic crossing his features. "No! I mean, I guess he must still be in the shower. But I didn't see him," he added hastily, the lie making his heart race. "I just needed to use the bathroom."

Rachael's giggle cut through his fib, a clear, if not drunken, affirmation of her tipsiness. She took a leisurely drag from her cigarette, her eyes locking with his in a haze of smoke and mischief.

"You don't mind if I smoke, do you, babe?" she asked with a mischievous tone, her hand creeping further up his thigh to daringly squeeze his groin.

"Ooooh," Rachael cooed as she squeezed his cock tighter. "I forgot, you like it when I smoke," she giggled teasingly.

James looked down and realized the tent pitched under his swimming trunks. He tried to adjust himself but Rachael's fingers held firm. She playfully squeezed his hard cock, her touch both soft and intoxicating. She gave James a sexy wink and continued her conversation with Charlotte.

James knew that look; it was a mix of intoxication and arousal. He thought about how incredible the sex would be if they left to go home right that moment before either of them got so drunk; it would be amazing, sloppy drunk sex. When Rachael was drunk like this, she inevitably got more and more horny as the night went on, which typically ended with her being very uninhibited in the bedroom. Just thinking about it, his cock started to swell in her hand.

Charlotte's suggestion floated casually through the air, tinged with a hint of allure. "Luke says you guys should try one of our parties sometime," she said, her voice carrying an easy confidence.

Rachael's laughter was light and airy, but her reply held a touch of hesitancy. "Oh, I don't think we would fit in at your kind of party," she remarked, arching an eyebrow playfully as she sipped her drink.

"You might surprise yourself," Charlotte countered with a chuckle, her tone playful yet probing. "You enjoy sex, don't you, Rachael?"

Leaning back against James, Rachael gave him a teasing rub. "Oh, I LOVE sex," she declared with a drunken clarity, her voice a bit too loud in her attempt to bond with Charlotte. "Don't I, James?" she teased, turning to him with a sly grin.

Amidst the undercurrents of excitement and trepidation, James felt a thrill ripple through him. He caught Charlotte's eye, noticing the glint of mischief and intrigue as she observed their flirtatious banter. Rachael leaned in closer, her scent—a mix of sunscreen and summer—enveloping James, and her breath was a soft caress against his neck as she whispered a bit too loudly, "I'm really horny, baby."

Her words, meant to be a sultry secret, echoed slightly louder than intended, and James's cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and embarrassment. He turned to see Charlotte's reaction, his eyes pleading for a semblance of normalcy.

"Rachael," James began, his voice a weak attempt at moderation, but his protest was drowned out by Luke's sudden booming voice.

"Rachael, you naughty, naughty girl!" Luke announced jovially as he reappeared behind them. His presence was unexpected, and both James and Rachael spun around, startled, their playful moment interrupted by his boisterous entry.

Luke smirked at them, his piercing blue eyes shining almost menacingly. His muscled form radiated sheer confidence, and his stance oozed charm. Luke's cocky grin broadened even further as he caught sight of James's erect cock, partially concealed by his swimming trunks.

"James, you lucky man," Luke quipped, his voice smooth and oozing with mischievous confidence. Sounds like your wife is quite the firecracker." His grin widened suggestively, his eyes twinkling with teasing mischief as he leaned in closer. "Better keep a close watch on her," he advised, his tone laden with playful insinuations.

James's cheeks warmed with a flush of embarrassment as he turned to glance at his wife. Rachael was captivated by Luke's every word, a sly grin playing on her lips as she met James's gaze. Clearly, she reveled in the attention, proud that Luke had overheard her daring confession, her eyes sparkling with a flirtatious challenge.

Historically, Rachael's playful flirting with other men when she had a few drinks was something James could usually dismiss with a gentle intervention, guiding her away from any potential missteps. However, tonight was distinctly different. Rachael showed no signs of wanting to leave; instead, she seemed to thoroughly enjoy the budding rapport with Luke, her laughter mingling with his over their spirited exchanges and coy glances.

Across from them, Charlotte, Luke's wife, appeared amused by the unfolding scene. She sent James a conspiratorial wink as if to say she found the whole scenario entertaining.

As the evening progressed, Luke regaled the group with tales of his and Charlotte's escapades, each narrative more daring than the last. Despite his growing inebriation, James couldn't help but notice Luke's deliberate attempts to draw Rachael into the risqué conversation, pushing boundaries to see how she would respond under the influence of alcohol, which seemed to dissolve her usual reservations.

"I bet you're quite the temptress in the bedroom, aren't you?" Luke teased, giving Rachael a playful nudge which drew a flush to her cheeks.

Rachael responded with a coy smile, her eyes locked on Luke's with a seductive intensity. "What can I say," she purred, taking a slow sip of her drink, her voice a sultry drawl. "I enjoy a bit of fun." Her declaration, bold and unfiltered, rang out unexpectedly loud against the crackle of the fire, followed by a giggle that held a breathy, almost desperate undertone.

James's heart sank as he stared in disbelief at his wife's brazen words.

"Rachael!" he exclaimed, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "Jesus, tone it down."

But Rachael seemed unfazed, fixing Luke with a challenging gaze that dared to match his provocativeness. "Oh, absolutely," she continued, her voice thick with implication as she took another sip. "I've had my adventures, you know, before James."

James squirmed, the unease palpable as he witnessed the direction of the conversation. He attempted to interject, to steer the night back to safer waters.

"Rachael, maybe we should—"

"Oh, shut up, babe," Rachael dismissed him with a careless wave of her hand before turning back to Luke with a flirtatious grin. "Luke can handle it, can't you, Luke?" Her voice dipped into a teasing lilt, her eyes locking with his as she tilted her head slightly, a playful smile playing on her lips.

Sensing the need to shift the mood, Luke chuckled warmly and stood, his movements breaking the tension that had thickened in the air. "OK, who needs another drink?" he announced, clapping his hands together as if to physically dispel the awkwardness.

James internally groaned, thinking the last thing they needed was more alcohol. His head was spinning, the edges of his vision slightly blurred, and he felt a disconcerting lag in his thoughts.

"I will," Rachael called out energetically, her laughter ringing a bit too loudly, seemingly amused by something only she found funny. Charlotte chimed in with her agreement, but James shook his head.

"Not for me," he muttered, his words slurring slightly. "We really should be heading out soon." He felt the weight of his own voice, heavy and slow.

Luke nodded and disappeared into the house to fetch the drinks. A thick silence settled over the remaining group for a minute, leaving James to stew in his unease. Finally, Charlotte broke the stillness with a bright suggestion.

"Let's go for a swim," she proposed cheerfully, standing up with a stretch. "Come on, James, the cool water will help."

The idea of a refreshing dip in the pool actually appealed to James. He needed something, anything, to clear his head. Convincing Rachael to leave in her current state would only lead to further confrontation, and the prospect of cooling off and perhaps sobering up was enticing. With a nod, he pushed himself to his feet, his legs shaky and unreliable from the alcohol.

He followed Charlotte to the pool's edge, his steps cautious and tentative. The water looked inviting, its surface shimmering under the moonlight, promising a temporary escape from the night's tensions.

Charlotte didn't say a word as she dropped her shorts and peeled off her tank top, and James stared in disbelief. She was wearing nothing now except her skimpy panties. Her bare tits bounced and jiggled as she approached the pool and then jumped in. Trying not to stare at Charlotte, he stepped in and lowered himself to his shoulders as he looked back at his wife. Rachael seemed unphased by Charlotte's sudden nudity.

"I'll be in soon; just need to slip into my suit," she announced, striding towards the house before James could formulate a response.

He watched her disappear inside with a knot of anxiety tightening in his stomach. The thought of her being alone with Luke unsettled him deeply, but voicing such concerns seemed futile.

Nearby, Charlotte sent a playful splash of water in his direction, snapping him out of his worries. He turned to face her, leaning back against the cool edge of the pool, his elbows resting on the damp concrete, feigning a calmness he didn't feel. Charlotte rose from the water, her figure outlined by the moonlight, droplets glistening on her skin like tiny pearls. The light seemed to play tricks, accentuating her inviting silhouette. Despite his intentions, James found his eyes drawn to her, captivated.

"Care to join me?" she teased, her smile tinged with mischief.

James hesitated, his eyes tracing the contours of Charlotte's figure, now draped in moonlit water. The soft glow lent her an ethereal quality, heightening her allure. "I—I don't think..." he stammered, his gaze flicking back to the house, searching for any sign of Rachael or Luke. His mind raced—what was delaying Rachael so long?

Charlotte suddenly ducked under the water, and he saw her swimming toward him. Before he knew it, her hands had reached out and tugged his shorts down, and before he could reach down to stop it, Charlotte had them all the way down to his ankles. She resurfaced in front of James, her glistening full breasts grazing James's chest.

He felt Charlotte's arms encircle him, her body pressing close with an intimacy that sent a tremor through him. "Feels good, doesn't it?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, carrying a hint of mischief and temptation.

"Charlotte, we can't," he protested, his eyes darting around anxiously for any sign of their spouses. "They could be back any minute," he added in a low, urgent tone.

Charlotte's light and teasing laughter floated around him. "Are you so sure about that?" she asked, her fingers dancing lightly across James's stomach, tracing patterns that sent conflicting signals to his heart and mind.

James was caught in a tumult of emotion, battling the loyalty he owed to Rachael against Charlotte's stirring allure. For a moment, he wavered, weighing the potential fallout of his choices against the electric thrill of the now. His marriage was his anchor, yet here he was, adrift in the pull of desire.

"Look, we really should stop," he insisted, trying to extract himself from her embrace.

But Charlotte drew closer still, her gaze intense, her voice soft yet insistent. "Why? Don't you find me attractive?" she challenged, her eyes searching his, her pout playful yet pointed.

James's resolve wavered, melting under the heat of her gaze. "Of course, you're beautiful," he admitted, his voice thick with conflict. "But I love my wife."

Charlotte smirked, her hands roaming lower, cupping James's butt.

Her fingers tightened, gripping his firm ass cheeks, starting to knead them gently.

"Of course you do, baby. And I love Luke. Whatever happens here stays here," she whispered, as James felt her breath hot against his cheek. "We won't tell a soul, I promise."

James remained silent, his breathing growing more ragged. He glanced at the house, hoping Rachael would emerge from inside at any moment. Right now, he didn't even care if she saw Charlotte draped over him; he just needed to know she was free from Luke's charms.

"Now you're not going to let me down, are you baby?" Charlotte asked, her tone soft and sultry. Her hand slowly found its way to his shaft, and she slowly started to stroke it, her eyes locked on his.

"I know you want this so badly," she whispered, her fingers tightening around his cock.

James groaned softly; his entire body was responding to Charlotte's touch. She moved in closer, her lips brushing against the sensitive flesh of his neck, sending chills down his spine.

"I'm a really fun fuck, James," she said with a huge grin before nibbling on his ear lobe. James thought he could have cum right there as he struggled to resist, but her skilled hands and seductive whispers started to overwhelm his willpower.

He turned to face her, and as he did, his hands clutched her upper thighs. They floated in the water with their bodies pressed up together. Each breath James took became increasingly labored as his heart thumped in rhythm with the pulsing veins in his cock. The water felt so cool and comforting, but the tension between them was evident.

With a sultry sigh, Charlotte pressed her lips against his, and her tongue slipped eagerly into his waiting mouth. Their tongues danced, exploring every inch of each other's mouths for the next few minutes. The taste of Charlotte's soft lips and sweet saliva, combined with the intoxicating aroma of her sweat, completely filled James's senses, driving him wild with desire.

She kissed down his neck, moving her lips downward until they met his chest. Her mouth began working its magic there, too, sucking and licking, drawing moans of pleasure from James's lips. She carried on, trailing kisses down his torso until she slid her body further under the water. She reached his belly button just above the water's surface.

"Sit up on the edge," she ordered.

James did as he was instructed, placing his palms on the concrete edge and lifting himself to sit with just his feet dangling down into the water. Charlotte continued to kiss down his stomach before finally reaching his hard cock as it danced in the water.

She looked up at him, her lips puffy and moist from their earlier passionate make-out session.

"Is this what you've been thinking about, James? Is this what you're thinking about when I catch you staring at me," she whispered seductively.

James gasped at the sensation of Charlotte's lips closing around his cock head. Her tongue slid out as she did it and started swirling around the tip, teasing him mercilessly. He moaned loudly, and his hips started bucking involuntarily. Charlotte chuckled softly, her hands firmly holding his hips in place.

"Tell me to suck it, James," Charlotte said, grinning up at him. "Tell me you want me to suck your cock."

"Yes, please, Charlotte," he managed to croak out. "Please, Charlotte, suck my cock."

Charlotte smiled broadly, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. She wrapped e her fingers around his shaft, giving it a gentle squeeze as she did. His rock-hard erection was pointing straight at her, ready to burst from the anticipation.

"Do you trust me, James?" Charlotte asked softly, her voice dripping with promise and sensuality.

"No, Charlotte. I mean, Christ, not really," he stammered, remembering her brutal assault on his ass earlier the same afternoon. "Rachael is going to be back any second."

He wanted his cock in Charlotte's mouth so desperately. But he was fighting against the urge with everything he had, knowing it was only a matter of time before their partners returned.

Charlotte tilted her head with a curious grin.

"Really, James? Do you really think so?" Charlotte challenged, her tone laced with a hint of amusement. "Because I'm really not all that confident Rachael is coming back anytime soon."

James looked at her skeptically. "What do you mean by that?" he croaked, his voice trembling slightly.

Charlotte smirked, her gaze fixed on James's face.

"Well....," she purred. "I'm guessing perhaps her and Luke are... you know…… catching up."

James tried to stand up, his legs shaking underneath him as his cock bounced against his stomach.

"Urm, I really should check on her," he said anxiously.

He fumbled for his swimming trunks and managed to quickly pull them on. Charlotte came out of the pool and stood beside him, her incredible body now looking even sexier as it glistened with water droplets.

"James," Charlotte said, placing her hands on his shoulders. "Don't worry about Rachael. Trust me, she is in very capable hands."

James shook his head, trying to clear the foggy haze from his brain caused by the alcohol and his own arousal. His stomach twisted in knots at the thought of his wife alone with Luke. He didn't want to think about what she might be doing with him.

"Listen, James," Charlotte sighed in resignation. "Do you want me to take you inside to see Rachael?"

James nodded, looking toward the house again.

"OK, then," Charlotte shrugged before grabbing his hand and leading him to the house.

When they walked in through the kitchen, the house was very quiet except for some music still playing in the background somewhere James couldn't place. Charlotte led him to the sofa in the living room and pushed him down. The house was warm, and James's head started to spin as he fell back onto the cushions. If it hadn't hit him before then, now it did as he well and truly realized he had drunk way too much.

"What are we doing? Where's Rachael?" He asked, his voice slurring. He tried to look around and scan the dimly lit room.

"Just relax, James," Charlotte assured him, her smile never wavering.

She stood behind him and started to massage his tense shoulders.

"Do you think perhaps she went home? I mean, she was pretty drunk, after all," Charlotte said with a smile.

James tried to marshal his thoughts, but the soft embrace of the sofa seemed to swallow him whole. A wave of exhaustion coupled with the effects of alcohol left him feeling adrift. Maybe she went home to sleep it off, he reasoned, though he couldn't fathom why she wouldn't have told him. Closing his eyes, he attempted to clear his head but soon surrendered to the encompassing sensations.

Charlotte's hands were gentle as they massaged his shoulders, easing the knots of tension. "Does that feel good, James?" she murmured, her voice a soothing whisper in the quiet room.

"Mmmm," he moaned softly, his mind beginning to untether from reality.

Her fingers traced a path down his arm, her touch both comforting and stirring a deeper desire. "James," Charlotte's voice floated to him, soft as silk. "You don't have to worry about Rachael. Trust me."

In his dazed state, James nodded slightly, his eyelids heavy as he drifted further from consciousness.

"OK," he mumbled, his voice laden with fatigue.

Under the skilled movements of Charlotte's hands on his neck and shoulders, James felt his last vestiges of resistance melt away. He reclined further into the sofa, letting go completely as darkness gently enveloped him.

When James opened his eyes, he was confused. He had no idea how long he had dozed off for. He no longer felt Charlotte's hands on his shoulders but could hear her voice nearby. As he looked to his left, he saw her standing in the kitchen, pouring herself another drink. When she saw him awake, she smiled and walked toward him. With every step, her hips swayed seductively, and her full perky tits jiggled with each step. He thought he'd never seen anything so sexy in his life. In fact, he wondered if he was still asleep.

When Charlotte reached the sofa, she sat down next to him, her body pressed tight up against him. He felt her hand as it gently slid down his chest, tracing her way down over his stomach before finally settling on his dick. She wrapped her fingers around it, and James gasped from the incredible sensation.

That's when it struck him: where were his shorts? He was entirely sure he'd had put them on before they came inside. He reached to grab the arm of the sofa to help pull himself up to his feet, but after getting halfway up, he felt his legs turn to rubber, and before he knew it, he had fallen back to the sofa with a loud grunt.

"What the fuck?" James mumbled groggily, the room swirling slightly as he tried to orient himself.

"Looks like someone had a bit too much to drink," Charlotte giggled, her voice ringing with amusement.

"How long was I asleep?" he asked, his gaze darting around the room, searching for some clue to the lost time.

"Not long," Charlotte replied nonchalantly, taking a leisurely sip of her drink.

Just then, Luke strode down the hallway into the kitchen. He glanced over at James and Charlotte, his movements relaxed as he poured two glasses from a pitcher on the counter. "Hi, baby," Charlotte greeted him with a sparkling smile.

James stared in confusion, trying to piece together the scene before him. Luke, clad only in boxers and bare-chested, offered a casual smile to James, then turned back to his task. "Hey, James," Luke said with a nod before he retreated down the hallway with the glasses.

"Waaas... what's going on, what's... where's Rachael?" James stammered, his speech slurred by the lingering effects of alcohol.

Charlotte maintained her composure, squatting down between his legs, her gaze intense and focused on James. "Do you really want to see Rachael, James?" she asked gently, her hand continuing its distracting motions.

James squirmed in his seat, discomfort, and panic rising in his chest. "I need... to see her," he managed to say, his voice shaky with fear and confusion.

Charlotte's laugh was soft, almost melodic, yet it did nothing to ease the tension that gripped James.

"You're such a naughty boy, James," she said, her hand tightening around his shaft. "I can't believe you want to watch. But OK, if that's what you really want."

She extended her arm across the expanse of James's reclining form, her fingers brushing the cool surface of the side table next to him. She grasped the remote control with a deft motion, lifting it delicately as if it were a fragile relic. Aiming at the television with precision, she pressed the power button, and the screen flickered to life, illuminating the dimly lit room with a sudden burst of light.


Chapter 6

James flinched, his eyes squinting against the stark brightness that invaded their cozy living room. It took him a moment to adjust, his vision gradually focusing on the vivid images dancing across the large flat screen before him. There, portrayed in striking clarity, was his wife, Rachael. She was perched on the edge of a plush hotel bed, laughter lighting up her face as she shared a private joke with Luke. She took a leisurely sip from a crystal glass, her amusement echoing softly in the air, though to James, their words were nothing more than a distant murmur, indistinct and teasing.

Charlotte, leaning close enough for him to catch the faint scent of her perfume, purred with feigned sympathy, her gaze fixed on the unfolding scene. "Awww, James, sweetie," she cooed, her voice dripping with faux consolation. "Looks like your dear Rachael has found someone else to play with tonight."

Shock registered on James's face, his mouth agape as disbelief took root. He made a feeble attempt to rise from the depths of the plush sofa, his movements sluggish and ineffectual. But Charlotte was quicker, her hand pressing firmly against his chest, a soft yet unyielding barrier that kept him anchored in place.

"No," he breathed, the word barely a whisper, his voice tinged with despair. "Why is she...? Where is she?"

Charlotte's laughter was a low, melodious sound, rich with dark amusement as her eyes sparkled mischievously in the glow of the television.

James's attention was pulled back to the screen, his heart hammering against his ribs, each beat a loud echo in his ears. Though his mind screamed for him to stand, to confront the reality that awaited beyond these walls, his body remained frozen, paralyzed by the betrayal unfolding before his eyes. He watched, transfixed, as Rachael placed her glass on the nightstand and turned back to Luke, her smile wide and unwary of the heartbreak it caused.

She ran her fingers along and started to massage his muscular chest. Her eyes sparkled with lust, and her pupils were dilated with anticipation. Luke leaned in as Rachael pulled down his boxers, revealing his impressive and extremely hard cock. Luke grabbed Rachael's waist and pulled her close, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss. She whimpered gently, her hands sliding down Luke's sculpted abs, stopping at his swollen cock.

"Look how hard you make me, Rachael," Luke whispered into Rachael's ear, his breath hot against her neck.

Rachael bit down on her lip, her eyes sparkling with lust. Her hands tightened around Luke's cock, as he leaned in and kissed James's wife.

"Come on, James," Charlotte whispered softly, her hand still firmly gripping his hard cock. "Look at them. Don't they look hot together?"

James's heart hammered against his chest. He watched, utterly transfixed, as Rachael and Luke entangled themselves in a passionate embrace, their hungry kisses punctuated by moans of pleasure from Rachael. Luke's hands roamed all over her body, exploring every beautiful curve.

As James watched, Rachael's hands tightened around Luke's erection, and she started stroking it, her motions slow and deliberate. Luke groaned as his head fell back against the pillow. He put his hands behind his head as he laid back with a smile and watched James's wife stroke his cock.

"Rachael put it in your mouth," Luke commanded.

Rachael's eyes widened, and her mouth opened instinctively a second later. She obediently started to suck Luke's massive cock, her tongue swirling around the head as Luke moaned. James couldn't help noticing she seemed to struggle to take more than a few inches of it, so she soon started putting all her effort into the bulbous head.

"Watch them, James," Charlotte whispered, her hand slowly pumping his cock. "Watch your wife suck Luke's cock."

James couldn't tear his eyes away from the television; as brutal as the images were, his bitter anger and jealousy mixed with undeniable and intoxicating arousal. His heart pounded erratically; despite his drunken state, his dick stiffened in Charlotte's grasp. As he watched, Rachael released Luke's rock-hard cock from her mouth, her lips glistening with his pre-cum. She looked up at him, her eyes shimmering with lust.

Luke smiled down at her, his eyes alight with satisfaction. He smiled as he reached down and cupped Rachael's left breast, using his thumb to gently rub against her nipple. Rachael moaned softly, her breathing becoming ragged. Luke leaned forward and planted a series of heated kisses down her neck and across her cleavage. Rachael reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She tossed it to the side as Luke let out a soft whistle.

Rachael blushed, but as she did, she smiled at him and playfully shook her shoulders from side to side, making her tits jiggle.

"That's it, Rachael," he smiled approvingly. "Make those beautiful boobs bounce for me."

James stared at the screen, completely mesmerized as Luke roughly squeezed one of Rachael's tits and started suckling on her nipple before moving on to the other.

Rachael writhed beneath his touch, whimpering softly as his hands and mouth continued to explore her body. Her breathing was becoming more labored, and her moans grew louder. Then Luke reached down and slipped a finger between her thighs, slowly moving his hand up and down, tracing the wetness that gathered there.

"Wow, Rachael, you're so wet," Luke murmured, his voice low and sultry. "Do you want me to fuck you, Rachael?"

Rachael whimpered softly, her eyes locked on Luke's face.

"Yes," she managed to croak out in a husky tone James had never heard before.

"Say it," Luke teased, rolling his finger in little circles around her clit.

"I want you to fuck me. Please, Luke," Rachael whimpered.

Luke smiled wickedly, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction. He reached down and slipped two fingers into James's wife, and Rachael let out a loud moan of sheer pleasure.

"Mmmmm, I think she likes that," Charlotte teased.

James managed to tear his eyes from the screen for a second, looking down at Charlotte. His cock was so hard, and he could see the glistening head poking out the top of her fist, now covered in precum. Charlotte locked eyes with him and, with a seductive grin, slowly rolled her tongue around the head of James's cock. A string of his cum stretched out from her lips as she made eye contact with James.

"I knew you'd get hard for me, James," she moaned. "You secretly like watching, don't you?"

James swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. He glanced past Charlotte and back at the screen in time to see his wife now straddling Luke's thighs as she leaned down to kiss him, her boobs mashing against his chest.

James's heart ached, but there was no way he could deny how turned-on he felt. Was it all due to Charlotte? He tried to tell himself it was and that it had nothing to do with watching his wife on the TV screen, but the combination of Charlotte's hands on his cock and Rachael's mouth wrapped around Luke's cock was almost too much for James to bear.

He watched as Rachael climbed onto Luke's lap, her eyes now sparkling with excitement. She mounted him a little clumsily, obviously still feeling the effects of the drinks. Her crotch pressed down against his erection, and Luke's eyes widened, his gaze locked on Rachael's face.

"Are you ready for me, Rachael?" he murmured, his voice just loud enough for James to hear.

Rachael nodded, her eyes still shining with anticipation.

"Yes," she said, breathing heavily, her voice trembling noticeably. "I'm ready."

"I want you to ride me, Rachael," he whispered encouragingly. "Do you think you can do that for me?"

James's eyes were transfixed on the screen as Charlotte slid back down onto her knees, and her hand slid smoothly up and down Luke's shaft. Her touch was strangely delicate yet powerful and clearly sending waves of pleasure coursing through his whole body.

She glanced up at James, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Why don't you tell me what you're thinking right now, James?" she asked. "Are you thinking about how good your wife is going to look on my husband's cock?"

James let out a loud groan, and more precum started to ooze from the head of his cock.

"Fuck Charlotte, I'm going to cum," he whimpered. Suddenly Charlotte pulled her body back and let go of his cock, leaving it to slap against his stomach with a loud smack.

"Fuck …..No," James pleaded, his voice cracking with desperation.

But Charlotte ignored him, instead reaching down into the waistband of her panties and pulling them down to expose her dripping wet pussy.

It was completely shaved and already glistening with moisture. Now Charlotte stood between his legs, leaning down to lick his tip. She moved down inch by inch until her lips were surrounding his balls, and she gently tongued them.

James arched his back upwards, trying to keep his cock buried deep in her mouth.

"Keep watching," Charlotte said before taking one of his balls into her mouth again.

James looked to the screen just in time to watch as his wife's tiny hand wrapped around Luke's big cock, then guided the head against her wet folds. Rachael rocked forward and moaned loudly as she impaled herself on Luke's huge cock for the first time. Her eyes visibly widened, and she let out a loud moan. Luke grabbed her hips tightly and started to thrust his cock upward, driving it deeper into her pussy.

"Oh fuck, YES!" Rachael gasped, her voice shaking uncontrollably. "Your cock is so... fucking big!" She whimpered.

As James watched, Charlotte's stroking sped up, but he could not tear his eyes away from the screen.

"Do you like that cock, Rachael?" Luke asked, clearly confident about her response.

"Oh God, yes," Rachael gasped.

Luke responded by thrusting harder into Rachael, his big hard cock stretching her pussy wide open. James could tell Rachael was loving every second of it.

Charlotte leaned in close, her warm breath now tickling his skin.

"Watch them, James," she whispered. "Come on, tell me you like it, James. Admit it to me, admit it. Tell me that you like watching my husband fucking your sexy little wife."

James swallowed; his throat was dry and tight. He watched as Rachael now bounced up and down on Luke's big cock, her cries of pleasure filling the room. As he watched, he knew he should feel angry, but instead, he felt more aroused than he'd ever felt before.

"Mmm, hmm," he murmured, his voice shaking, "I…fuck….urm…..I …..I…..... like it."

Charlotte's eyes glittered with triumph as she heard the words, her lips quirking into a satisfied smirk.

James squirmed awkwardly, his cock throbbing uncontrollably in Charlotte's grip. He stared at the television screen again, mesmerized as Rachael rode Luke's cock with wild abandon. Her big tits swayed in time with each bouncing movement, and she moaned out in pure ecstasy at every downward thrust.

"Is this what you wanted, Rachael," Luke murmured. "Have you been thinking about my big cock? Thinking what it would feel like inside you?"

Rachael whimpered in response, her eyes glimmering with excitement.

"Yeah," she gasped, her voice trembling with delight. "Please, please don't stop."

Charlotte started to stroke James's cock faster, her fingers dancing up and down his shaft. She licked her lips, her eyes glued to James's cock.

"Oh, James," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "Your cock  is so hard. You really like this, don't you? Do you want to watch her cum on Luke's cock, James?"

"Yeah," he whispered, barely hearing her.

"Tell me, Rachael," Luke continued to encourage her. "Do you imagine my cock when James fucks you?"

James's heart jumped to his throat as he heard Luke's question. He watched his wife squirm on top of his thick cock.

"I-I," Rachael stammered, her voice cracking with uncertainty. "Fuck…..yeah….okay……Sometimes," she whispered reluctantly.

Luke chuckled softly, his eyes gleaming as he celebrated his triumph.

"Good girl," he murmured, then turned to look at the camera with a grin.

James looked on in shock, his face turning red as he felt Luke looking at him through the camera, reveling in his humiliation.

"Holy fuck!" James yelled out as Charlotte's sweet, moist mouth suddenly engulfed the head of his cock, sucking and slurping noisily.

Her hands continued to pump at the base of his rock-hard cock, adding extra friction to his sensitive flesh.

"God, Charlotte," James moaned, his voice now shaking with pleasure. "That feels so fucking amazing."

Charlotte hummed approvingly, but her lips never left James's swollen cock. Her fingers continued to slide up and down his shaft, stimulating his sensitive nerve endings.

"Oh fuck, Charlotte, you're going to make me cum!" James whimpered, his voice quivering with pleasure. He could feel the head of his cock starting to swell as he prepared to erupt into Charlotte's mouth.

Charlotte immediately pulled back and released his cock from her mouth, letting it fall against his stomach once again with a loud, wet slap.

"No!" James moaned, his voice breaking with frustration. "Don't stop! FUCK! Please, I'm almost there!"

"Sorry, baby," Charlotte teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "I can't let you cum just yet. Trust me, you really aren't ready for that," she assured him as she looked back at the screen.

James groaned, his cock throbbing painfully as she simply held it without moving her hand. He watched as Rachael continued to bounce up and down on Luke's cock, her screams of pleasure escalating with every downward thrust.

James could tell she was getting very close to cumming, her eyes were now closed, and her mouth was hanging open. Her breathing had become very erratic, and her moans grew louder as Luke reached up and cupped her cheek, his eyes locked on hers.

"Do you want to cum now, Rachael?" he asked.

Rachael nodded, her eyes still shining with excitement. "Yes, please," she gasped, her voice trembling with urgency. "I really want to cum."

"Ok, Rachael," he said, his voice now dropping to a low, very commanding tone. "You can cum on my dick now."

James watched in awe as Rachael's body immediately reacted to his words, and a second later, her pussy started contracting tightly around Luke's cock. She threw her head back and began screaming incoherently as her orgasm washed over her. Luke gripped her hips tightly, helping her maintain her position as she bucked about wildly on his cock.

"Holy fuuuuckkkk OH YESSSSS! Yes, FUCK YES, Yessssss!" Rachael screamed, her voice echoing in their ears.

Charlotte's eyes glittered with lust, her lips quivering with anticipation. She subconsciously licked her lips, her gaze locked on James's swollen cock.

"Mmm," she murmured, licking James's glistening head. "I can't believe how much you love watching your pretty wife being such a slut."

James could only stare as Rachael continued to bounce up and down on her new lover's penis, her pussy stretching obscenely around his massive cock. He glanced at Charlotte, hesitating to take his eyes from the screen for a second.

Charlotte grinned wickedly, her eyes gleaming with lust.

"Baby, you've got me so wet," she purred.

James watched her reach down between her legs and slide her fingers inside her shaved pussy. She then took them out and forced them into James's mouth.

"Lick them clean for me, please, baby," she whispered softly.

James eagerly sucked her fingers clean, savoring the taste.

"Mmm, that's it, baby," she murmured approvingly as he licked her fingers clean. "Do I taste good?" Charlotte asked, her voice soft.

"Oh fuck yeah," James panted, his voice cracking with desire. "You taste so fucking good."

Charlotte grinned wickedly, her eyes shining with lust.

"Good boy,"

Charlotte stood up and turned to face the screen; her naked body was now just a few inches in front of James.

She leaned forward slightly and placed her hands on her knees, then bent forward properly, displaying her perfect ass only a few inches from his face.

James could smell her pussy now, and his cock twitched involuntarily. He leaned forward to meet Charlotte's pussy as she pressed backward against his face.

He took a deep breath, savoring her smell before he stuck his tongue out to taste her. His cock throbbed, yearning desperately for release.

"James," Charlotte murmured softly, her voice dripping with lust. "I want you to lick my pussy."

He could now hear Rachael's screams of pleasure blaring in stereo, both through the television and echoing down the hallway.

"Do you want to taste me, James?" Charlotte whined.

James swallowed, his breath catching in his throat. His cock throbbed so hard, begging for release.

"Yes," he murmured, his voice breaking with anticipation. "I really want to taste your pussy."

"Well, then," she purred. "Get your tongue to work, baby."

Charlotte moaned and reached back to grab a handful of his hair, grabbing it tight and painfully yanking his head into her pussy.

"Oh, yeah," Charlotte moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. "That feels so fucking good."

He struggled to breathe with how hard she was pulling but licked wildly, relishing her sweet taste.

Charlotte moaned, her entire body mashing against James's mouth. He tasted the tanginess of her arousal while the musky scent of her pussy almost overwhelmed him. He furiously dragged his tongue up and down her slit, reveling in the sensation of her stickiness as it coated his lips.

"Oh, fuck James," Charlotte moaned, her voice rising in pitch. "That feels so fucking good. Yeah, that's it, lick my clit, baby. Yeah, just like that."

James obliged, his tongue darting out of his mouth to flick over her sensitive bundle of nerves. Charlotte cried out as soon as it made contact, her body shaking with pleasure.

James felt her juices coating his tongue as he lapped greedily at her pussy.

Charlotte's moans of satisfaction only made him want to pleasure her even more, and he focused on licking her clit with a newfound intensity. She moaned loudly again, her body now trembling. He felt her juices trickle down his chin and onto his chest, further fueling his lust.

"James," Charlotte moaned, her voice now shaking with anticipation. "Please, James, please  make me cum."

James focused on Charlotte's pussy with renewed vigor. He grabbed fistfuls of her big shapely ass and held her tight against his face. He used his tongue to tease her little pussy entrance before making circles around her most sensitive spots. Her moans became louder and louder as her muscles started tightening under James's attentions. She pressed her body backward hard against James's face, grinding her pussy into his mouth for all she was worth.

"Oh, my fucking god," Charlotte cried, her voice echoing in his ears. "I'm going to, fuck, I'm going to cum! I'm really going to cum, James!"

James could still hear Luke's grunts and Rachael's screams coming from the television, which only served to increase his desire to give Charlotte even half the pleasure his wife was currently receiving.

Finally, Charlotte let out a huge scream, and her entire body spasmed, her fingers tightening their grip on James's hair. She ground her pussy into James's face as her moans became louder and more intense.

"Ohhhh Fuuuuuuuckkk, yeessssss!!"

James felt Charlotte's pussy muscles contract around his tongue as the warm fluid started pouring out onto his face. Her screams reverberated in his ears, sending a thrill of excitement surge through his body. Charlotte collapsed back onto James's chest, panting heavily. Her heart was racing, and her breathing remained ragged as she attempted to regain some composure after her intense orgasm.

"James," Charlotte murmured softly, her voice still shaking with aftershocks. "Wow, thank you, James. That was incredible."

She turned to face him, her face now flushed with arousal. She leaned into him and pressed her lips against James's mouth.

"Mmmmmm," she murmured softly, her voice still shaking as the aftershocks spread through her body.

James returned her kiss, his tongue darting past Charlotte's lips, the remnants of her orgasmic fluids lingering on his taste buds and across his face as they kissed.

As Charlotte stood up, James's eyes returned to the TV screen. Rachael was on all fours, unknowingly facing the hidden camera, as Luke slammed into her from behind.

Her tits hung heavy and swayed hypnotically as he pistoned his hips up and into her, his giant cock filling her beyond belief. He leaned in and grabbed both her tits in his hands, squeezing and mauling them so hard it almost looked painful. He found her nipple and started to pinch it hard.

"AAHHH," Rachael cried out, her body jerking forwards as he pinched and twisted her nipple.

"You like it rough, don't you, Rachael?" Luke asked through gritted teeth as his cock continued slamming into her relentlessly. He reached around and gave one of her ass cheeks a very sharp slap, followed by another slap to the other cheek. Luke looked straight ahead at the camera as if looking directly into James's eyes and grinned arrogantly.

"You don't get this at home, do you, Rachael?" he asked, his eyes still staring straight ahead at the camera.

Rachael let out a high-pitched yelp as Luke pulled back before thrusting his cock as deep inside her as he could. This caused her body to shudder uncontrollably with each forceful entry from his big cock.

"Mmmmm," Rachael moaned, her voice now trembling with pleasure. "No. No, I don't. Not like this. Nothing like this. Not even close," she cried out.

Her answer seemed to satisfy Luke, and he rewarded her by slamming his cock into her even harder, making her tits shake and bounce violently. Luke's cock filled her to the brim, stretching out her pussy wider than James would have ever thought possible. He reached forward, grabbing handfuls of her tits again, and carried on squeezing them roughly. Rachael whimpered, her body quivering with pleasure.

James managed to pull his eyes off the screen for a second and looked to his side, his attention momentarily drawn by the flick of Charlotte's lighter.

He watched her light a cigarette and inhale deeply, her face still masked with satisfaction from James's efforts with his mouth. She straddled James's legs and sat on his lap, pressing her big tits in his face. James looked down to see her slick pussy only a couple of inches away from his cock. He wanted to feel his cock inside of her so badly it hurt.

"So, James," she said, blowing the smoke into his face. "Do you like it?"

James swallowed, his heart pounding in his chest again. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his erection throbbing painfully.

"I... I don't know," he managed to say, his voice shaking noticeably. His mind was a complete whirlwind.

Charlotte laughed mockingly, her voice dripping with contempt.

"Just admit it, James," she taunted, rolling her eyes at him as she spoke. "You're getting off on watching your pretty little wife getting fucked  by my husband. Aren't you?"

James's face burned bright red as he tried to muster up a retort, but the words caught in his throat, replaced by a guttural groan as Charlotte suddenly grasped his rock-hard cock again.

"Oh, James," she breathed into his ear, her husky voice wrapping around him like a suffocating caress. "I think we know the answer. I mean, look how excited your little cock is," Charlotte laughed smugly, running her manicured nails lightly over the sensitive skin of his cock. "Your wife is getting fucked like she's never been fucked before, and you're sitting here watching, ready to explode in my hand. Isn't that right, James?"

James swallowed nervously, his mouth now dry, and his heart pounded in his chest like it was ready to explode. He glanced at the television screen, watching as Luke continued to plunder Rachael's little pussy with unrelenting force. Luke's eyes continued to stare directly at the camera as if intentionally provoking James.

His expression was a cruel mixture of arrogance and satisfaction, and it seemed designed to deliberately rub salt into James's wounds. He wondered what Rachael would think if she knew he was watching as she was filmed, that she was being used. Not only for Luke's sexual pleasure but to torment her husband and satisfy Charlotte's perverted needs while he was made to watch it all helplessly. The thought of her naivety suddenly made him feel ashamed and embarrassed for both of them.

Charlotte leaned down and kissed James teasingly again. Her breath smelled faintly of tobacco, and her lips were now damp and cool.

"Mmmmm," she said. "You taste like my pussy, James," Charlotte said softly.

She slid up James's lap the few remaining inches and started to rub her dripping wet pussy against his cock. It glistened with her juices as she glided back and forth, rubbing over top of it.

"I bet you want to feel my pussy around your dick, don't you, James?" she teased.

She took another drag from her cigarette, then leaned in and kissed him, her tongue probing his mouth aggressively. James moaned desperately, his cock throbbing painfully under her.

Charlotte smiled, knowing exactly what she was doing to James. She reached down with one hand and grabbed hold of his slick shaft, guiding the head of it to her soaking-wet pussy. She rubbed his thick head up and down her dripping-wet entrance, preparing to take him in.

Luke's commanding voice drew James's attention back to the screen.

He could see that he had now grabbed a handful of his wife's hair in his fist and was using it to pull her head back as he continued to thrust in and out of her pussy. Her face was flushed bright red, her eyes were tightly closed, and her mouth was just hanging wide open. She was facing right into the camera now, and James could see just how much she was enjoying the mixture of pain and pleasure he was giving her.

"Do you want me to make you cum again, Rachael?" Luke asked as he continued to look straight at the camera.

"Oh fuck, YES!" Rachael begged, her voice trembling with pleasure. "Please, make me cum again."

James could feel his blood boiling with jealousy and anger as he watched Luke continue to abuse his wife.

"Are you going to be my little fucktoy from now on, Rachael?" Luke asked, his grip tightening on his handful of hair.

Rachael's eyes widened, and her face flushed even redder. James could see her chest heaving, and her voice cracked as she struggled to utter any sort of response.

"Y-Yes," she eventually stuttered, her voice trembling as she spoke. "I will….. I'll be your fucktoy. Please, just just let me cum, Luke. I really need to -- to cum!"

Luke smirked, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"Whose pussy is this, Rachael?" Luke continued to taunt, his voice now dripping with sadistic glee.

Rachael's eyes were completely glazed over, her face flushing crimson red as she gasped, unable to form anything close to a coherent word. Her tits swayed in all directions, and her voice cracked as she struggled to reply.

"Y-Yeah," she stammered, her voice trembling. "From now on, it's your pussy, Luke. It's your fucking pussy."

"I want you to beg me for it, Rachael," he demanded. "Beg me to fill that pussy with my cum."

"Please, Luke," she pleaded, now panting like an animal in heat. "Please fill my pussy."

Rachael's body suddenly started to convulse, her face contorted in what looked like agony at first. Her eyes bulged as she let her impending orgasm overtake her. She moaned and gasped, her voice cracking weakly.

"Oh my god. Holy fuck! Oh fuck, holy fuck, OHHH MY FUUUCCCCKKKK!!" she cried. "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

Rachael's body convulsed, and James could have sworn he saw her pussy clamping tightly around Luke's massive cock.

"That's it, Rachael," Luke muttered. "Yeah, that's it. Cum for me. Cum hard."

Rachael's body started to shake violently as he slammed into her like a jackhammer. James looked on in disbelief at the screen, watching his wife's tits bouncing about uncontrollably as her face flushed with orgasmic bliss. The unexpected and almost feral sounds coming from his wife were totally unfamiliar to James.

"Oh, fuck yeah," Luke bellowed. "I'm going to fill that little pussy of yours now, Rachael!" Luke roared, his voice booming.

Seconds later, James watched as his thick cock pulsed within Rachael's little pussy, and she started to moan and scream in delight, her body writhing beneath him as she begged for even more.

James was in no doubt now, he could tell that Luke was now unloading his cum into his wife's pussy, and suddenly the reality of the situation hit him like a punch to the gut. His heart sank. The image of his wife cheating on him and the humiliation of how she had enjoyed it like he'd never seen her enjoy anything was utterly devastating.

"James," Charlotte said, breaking his train of thought. "Would you like to cum now, baby?"

"Yes," James whimpered. "Please."

Charlotte let just the head of James's cock slide past her entrance into her pussy. She took a long drag from her cigarette and held it for a few seconds as she stared into his eyes. She slowly blew the smoke to the side, her eyes still locked on his.

The feeling of Charlotte's pussy clamped tightly around just the head of his swollen cock was too much. A few seconds later, James felt his body start to shake, and he tried to thrust further into her as his orgasm started.

Suddenly, Charlotte stood up, leaving James's cock to slide out from her folds and slap back down against his stomach for the third time. She stood straddling his knees, her legs spread open, showing him the beautiful wet pussy that he was suddenly deprived of. Then, with a wicked laugh, she reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair as she pulled his face hard against her pussy.

"NO!" James moaned into her pussy, as he felt his cock start to shoot his load all over his own stomach. His hips bucked desperately into the air as rope after rope of cum sprayed all over his own body. His cock twitched and danced wildly, his climax ruined completely once again.

"Why did you do that, Charlotte?" he whined once his cock had stopped twitching, actually feeling tears welling up in his eyes as he was suddenly overcome with all the built-up emotions.

Charlotte chuckled and took another drag of her cigarette. Her eyes sparkled mischievously as she blew a slow, steady stream of smoke toward him.

"Wow, James," she smiled. "You certainly do know how to shoot a load. Did you really think I'd want all that sticky mess inside me? Come on, don't be silly?"

James looked down at his rapidly deflating cock and the mess he had just made.

"Now, James, there are just a few things we need to go over before I let you go," she said matter-of-factly as she sat down next to him.

James's heart sank, but he really couldn't think straight at this point. He felt completely spent and utterly defeated. He stared ahead at the TV, feeling so ashamed and emotionally drained.

He heard Luke give a final order to his wife as she lay on the bed in front of him, recovering from what he had just done to her. His massive cock dangled in front of him, covered in a slimy mix of their combined juices.

"Get your mouth over here and clean my cock off, Rachael," Luke ordered.

Rachael rolled onto her back, letting Luke's cock dangle over her head. She began to reach for it, but Luke stopped her.

"Ah, ah, ah," he said, pushing her hand away from his cock. "No hands, baby. Clean it off properly."

Rachael understood exactly what that meant as she lifted her head off the bed and slid her tongue the length of Luke's messy shaft. Before long, James watched as she eagerly lapped up their sticky mess, her eyes never leaving his. Then she smiled as she moved her head forward slightly and took his cock in her mouth. When she finally let it slide from her lips, James could see Luke's cock now glistening with her saliva. His wife smiled up at Luke and licked her lips.

With James's orgasm now long gone, watching all of this unfold had lost any sexual appeal for him. As he watched, all he felt was humiliation and pain as his beautiful wife serviced her lover's big cock. He actually thought he might throw up as he watched.

"Good girl," Luke said approvingly. "Now, there's just one more thing, Rachael." Luke looked at the camera but leaned down close to Rachael's ear. James could not make out what he said, but Rachael looked at him with surprise.

"I -...." she hesitated.

"Do you promise, Rachael? Do you promise you're going to do exactly what I told you, right?" he asked, the look on his face making it very clear he already knew her answer.

"Ok," she conceded.

Charlotte leaned in and whispered in James's ear. "James, are you still with me?" she asked huskily.

James turned to look at her, realizing he'd not been paying any attention at all to the sexy tattooed brunette next to him.

"What?" he said, his mind completely numb.

"Rachael is going to be coming out of the bedroom pretty soon, and I'm guessing the last thing you want is her seeing... this mess," she waved her hand at the pools of cum that covered his stomach and giggled. "I've also got a couple of rules I will need you to follow after you leave here tonight. Do you understand?"

James didn't understand at all. In fact, he was so confused and physically and mentally exhausted that he just nodded.

Charlotte's words were a silken trap, her tone insinuating as she leaned in closer, her voice a dangerous whisper. "James, let's be honest. You've had your moments in front of the camera these past few weeks. Moments I doubt you'd want Rachael—or anyone else for that matter—to see. Am I right?" Her eyes gleamed with a knowing sharpness as if she held all the cards in a game only she was playing.

James felt a knot tighten in his stomach. He hadn't considered that his initial lapse—the one captured on video during his neighbors' absence—wasn't the only evidence of his indiscretions. There were other things, coerced and compromising, now possibly etched in digital memory. The reality of his carelessness washed over him, igniting a fresh wave of panic. How had he not seen the breadth of his vulnerability until now?

He swallowed hard, his thoughts scattering like leaves in a storm. He was cornered, with no option but to bend to Charlotte's will. "Yes," he said, his voice tinged with resignation. "I understand. What do you want me to do?"

A coy smile played on Charlotte's lips, her excitement palpable as she outlined her terms. "First rule, James," she whispered, her words laced with secrecy, "No telling Rachael about tonight."

His heart stuttered at the thought—lying to Rachael felt deeply wrong, yet the alternative, revealing the truth, seemed far more disastrous. He hesitated, the weight of the decision pressing down on him before he gave a reluctant nod.

"And second," Charlotte pressed on, her tone light yet chilling, "you must support and encourage your wife."

James's brow furrowed in confusion.

Charlotte chuckled, her voice casual but cutting. "What I mean is, Rachael is clearly experiencing a sort of sexual awakening. I don't mean to be crude or disrespectful, James, but let's be honest: she's becoming a bit of a cheating slut. But I suspect you quite like that really. So, if she invites you to explore new boundaries in the bedroom, you will participate. No questions asked. Understood?"

James listened, each word sinking like a stone in his gut. Her directive left no room for protest, and the implications of his compliance—or defiance—loomed large, reshaping the already fragile boundaries of his marriage.

James cringed inwardly at Charlotte's vulgar characterization of his wife, but he managed a reluctant nod, his primary desire being to put this harrowing night behind him.

"Oh, and just one more thing," Charlotte added, her voice casual as she drew the last drag from her cigarette. She snuffed it out in the ashtray with a deliberate gesture. Holding the smoke in, she leaned forward, her eyes piercing into his, a predatory glint in them. "Whenever Rachael says she's coming next door to visit, you're not to discourage her. In fact, James, I think you should encourage her. It's healthy for a marriage if couples have other... friends." Her giggle was sharp, a knife of sound in the quiet room, as she exhaled a stream of smoke to the side.

A heavy, sickening feeling settled in James's stomach. The weight of Charlotte's leverage was palpable, and his freedom to act according to his own moral compass was stripped away. He swallowed hard, the grim reality setting in with the metallic taste of fear.

Time stretched tortuously as he sat there, each tick of the clock echoing like a drumbeat of dread. Finally, Charlotte helped him to his feet with an ease that belied her cold manipulations. He stumbled toward home, each step heavy with shock and the numbing realization of his compromised situation.

As she opened the door to let him out, Charlotte's voice followed him like a shadow. "Rachael will be home shortly, don't worry. And remember," her tone dropped to a chilling reminder, "don't forget what we discussed, James. The repercussions, should you fail, will be most unpleasant." The door clicked shut behind him, sealing his fate with the soft, definitive sound of a lock engaging.

When James got home, he made his way upstairs to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror, looking at his reflection. As he looked at the man staring back at him, all he could feel was ashamed and exhausted. He used a wet cloth to clean his semi-dried cum off his stomach and the remnants of Charlotte's cum from his face. Then he fell into bed just as he heard the front door slam shut.

Moments later, he watched as Rachael entered the bedroom looking completely disheveled.  Her top was now back on, but he could quite clearly see that she was no longer wearing a bra.  Her hair was a total mess, and her eyes were glazed over. He could smell the alcohol and sex on her as she staggered towards him. 

She hesitated momentarily as she got to the bed, looking slightly nervous, before peeling off her shirt.

Her large tits bounced free, and her nipples instantly hardened in the cool air. 

James couldn't help but stare. He had seen her naked thousands of times before, but the way she was staring at him now, with such a raw, intense desire, made him feel like it was the first time again. He could see the red marks all over her body, visual reminders of the rough fucking she'd just received. He felt so hurt and ashamed, but he also felt his cock start to stir as his eyes trailed over her curves and settled on her tits.

"Where have you been, baby?" he asked, trying to hide his pain.

Rachael hesitated for a moment before crawling into bed next to him.

James could hardly believe the lie that slipped so easily from Rachael's lips. Her eyes darted away from his, a clear evasion as she conjured an excuse, her voice tinged with feigned innocence. "I fell asleep on Charlotte and Luke's sofa," she claimed. "I had too much to drink. Sorry. I didn't realize you'd left."

The heavy scent of deceit lingered in the air, mixed with the unmistakable odor of intimacy that clung to her like a second skin. It was overpowering, flooding James with a silent fury and sorrow that he struggled to contain. He maintained his composure, his voice steady, masking the turmoil inside. "I see," he replied, his words measured. "Did you have a good time tonight?" His question, while simple, was layered with unspoken meaning, an attempt to coax the truth from her without direct confrontation.

Rachael nodded, the movement small and tentative. Her eyes, wide and brimming with guilt, seemed to betray the truth she wasn't saying. It looked to James as if tears might start to spill over at any moment. "Yeah," she murmured, her voice a fragile whisper. "It was fun, I guess.

"She nuzzled up closer to him, her tits pressing against his arm. A second later, he felt her hand slide down and wrap around his cock. Her breath stank of alcohol and Luke's cum, so much so it actually made him feel sick to his stomach, but he couldn't deny that it also sent a surge of excitement through his body. He was completely disgusted with himself for feeling like this, but he couldn't help it.

James's mind churned with questions as he observed Rachael, the stark realization of her actions settling into the silence of their home. He wondered why she hadn't instinctively rushed to the shower upon arriving or felt the urge to brush her teeth, to cleanse herself of the evening's transgressions. Did the alcohol truly cloud her judgment so deeply, or was there a brazen disregard for the consequences of her actions? She slowly started to stroke his cock, which was now pretty much fully hard.  She rolled over and onto him, straddling his hips, and cautiously leaned down to kiss him.

Her breath, now tainted with alcohol, and the taste of their neighbor's cum was utterly repugnant to him.  Was she really going to kiss him after what she had just done? Surely, she had to know he would recognize the unfamiliar and disgusting taste if she did.

She paused, her lips only an inch or so from his, seeming to try to sense if there was any unusual reluctance at her advances.

"I'm -..." she seemed to struggle to think of what to say next.  "I need to, baby." Then she moved in and pressed her lips hard against his, and seconds later, her tongue slid into his mouth, swirling around and probing as she ground her hips down against his pelvis.

James tasted the strong and bitter taste of alcohol mixed with the unmistakable tang of another man's cum. The realization of what he was now experiencing hit him like a sucker punch to the gut.

"No," he fumbled, half-heartedly trying to push her away. "I..... wait, Rachael," he said, but his words of resistance sounded hollow and weak even to his own ears.

"Oh, come on, don't be like that, baby," Rachael pouted. She pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, still straddling his hips. She reached down beneath her and took his cock and guided it to her entrance, then sunk her hips down onto him in one swift motion. James hadn't even realized he had become so hard so quickly.

She let out a deep moan as she took his cock all the way inside of her.  Suddenly James felt extremely self-conscious, wondering if she would even be able to feel him after experiencing Luke's massive cock.

"Oh fuck, baby, that feels so good," Rachael moaned as she rocked her hips back and forth.

James could feel how wet she was, and then it hit him. He suddenly realized it wasn't just her juices that were coating his cock. It was also Luke's cum that was in there, mingling with hers, creating a slick, sticky mess. James tried to push the disgusting thought out of his mind and focus on the pleasure building within him.

But he just couldn't. Every thrust of Rachael's hips and every moan that escaped her lips was a brutal and close-up reminder of what had happened just a few minutes before. He couldn't escape the image of Luke's massive cock, plunging into his wife's pussy, filling her with his cum. Or the image of Rachael eagerly cleaning their mixture of juices from his huge cock.

Rachael started to bounce harder on James's cock, her big tits jiggling right in front of his face. He stared at them, unable to tear his gaze away, as he remembered Luke roughly squeezing them while he made her cum.

"Oh baby, your cock feels so good inside me," Rachael moaned, closing her eyes as she ground her hips down against him. James's heart actually hurt as he thought how her words sounded so much less convincing now and less passionate than she had sounded only a few minutes earlier with Luke.

She leaned back down and kissed him once again, much more forcefully this time, her tongue forcing its way into his mouth and clumsily exploring his mouth, and James could clearly taste Luke's cum this time. It made him feel utterly sick to his stomach, but for some reason, his body continued to betray him as his arousal only grew.

He couldn't believe what was happening. Here he was, laid on his back, making love to his wife, knowing full well that she had only just been fucked by another man with a bigger cock. 

Despite himself, James felt his urgency build.

He watched with a sick fascination as Rachael rode him harder and harder, her hips gyrating with an almost animalistic intensity. Her boobs bounced with every thrust, and her nipples with so hard and begging for attention they looked painful. As James reached up and cupped them, he felt her sensitive flesh beneath his fingertips. Rachael gasped, her eyes flying wide open as she looked down at him.

He had a hard time deciphering her facial expression. It looked to him like it was an odd mix of pleasure and guilt, with perhaps even a little pity thrown in, the latter of which seemed to somehow only fuel James's desire. He squeezed her nipples harder, twisting them as well, making Rachael moan with delight.

"Yes, baby, that's it, just like that," she moaned, her breath hitching as she ground down onto him.

James felt her pussy start to clench around him, her inner walls now pulsing with desire. He could feel her wetness coating his cock, mixing with the remnants of Luke's cum inside her. And again, that thought only served to heighten his arousal, making him thrust his hips up into her with renewed vigor.

"Fuck, Rachael, I'm going to cum," he grunted, his voice deep and intense. James knew he had only been inside her for about two minutes, and now, despite his impending orgasm, he suddenly felt deeply embarrassed with his disappointing performance, especially compared to the lengthy and thorough fucking Luke had given her not long ago.

Rachael ground down onto him harder, her pussy starting to tighten around him as she chased her own climax.

"Yes, James, yes, that's it. Oh fuck, I need more cum inside me. Fill me up with your cum," she moaned, her voice urgent.

Whether intentional or not, James didn't miss her particular choice of words: "I need more - cum inside me," and he instantly wondered if she'd unintentionally just referred to Luke filling her up only a short time before. Though he couldn't comprehend why, the thought of her subtle slip-up having some deeper meaning pushed James over the edge. With one final thrust, he pushed his cock up into his wife and released his load; his hot cum spilled deep within her as she cried out in pleasure.

They lay there after, panting and sweating, as they both came down from their orgasmic high. Rachael collapsed onto his chest, her body trembling as she caught her breath.

James wrapped his arms around his wife, pulling her in close as he struggled to process what had just happened between them. He could still feel the warmth of his own cum inside her, mixing with Luke's leftover mess from earlier. With his rapidly diminishing high, it was a truly sickening thought.

"Fuck, Rachael," he whispered, "That was...."

Rachael lifted her head, her eyes still glazed over with pleasure as she looked down at him.

"Yeah," she breathed, her voice only barely above a whisper. "It was absolutely amazing, James."

The musky smell of her breath right in his face hit him again before she rolled off him, her body covered in a slick mix of their sweat and cum.

James lay there, staring up at the ceiling, unable to stop his mind racing. It was difficult to comprehend the events of the day that had just transpired. Rachael had just cheated on him with their neighbor and his big cock, and then she had lied about it, and now here he was, lying in bed next to her, still coated in their mixed fluids, as he remembered the feeling of Charlotte's lips around his cock.

James couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by a mix of disgust, shame, and arousal as he thought back over the events of the evening. He knew he should feel angry, and in fact, a part of him did feel angry; he actually felt like he might start crying. But he couldn't deny the thrill that still ran through him as he remembered the sight of Rachael on her knees, taking Luke's huge cock in her mouth.

He turned to look at Rachael and saw she had already fallen asleep. Strands of hair were stuck to her still, slightly flushed face, and James thought he could see the dried remnants of their neighbor's cum glistening on her lips, and it sent a shiver down his spine him.

He tried to shake the images of Rachael and Luke from his mind, and instead, his mind was flooded by memories of how Charlotte had looked at him while she smoked and when she had made him say that he was actually enjoying watching his wife cheating on him. And the way he had cum all over himself as soon as he admitted it. And how he realized, with a deep sense of self-loathing, that he might actually have been serious.

He swallowed hard, took a deep breath, and pushed those thoughts deep down inside. 

What had they just done? James couldn't understand what was happening to his marriage now. A wave of anxiety swept over him as he wondered if they had just opened Pandora's box.

Moments later, James fell into a deep sleep, feeling more exhausted and confused than he'd ever been.
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You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

No Turning Back: A Young White Couple Cross The Line Into The Big Black Unknown

Nothing could have prepared Steve for what he saw when he opened the message. Sure, up until that point, he had loved the idea, the fantasy of it. He loved the idea of watching his pretty young wife with another man. He loved the dirty talk in bed about it.

But in a few chilling seconds, he realized this had all gone way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as he looked at the message from his wife. It was a selfie. Just like hundreds of others that she had sent him over the years. Do you like this dress? Should we come to this restaurant? All the usual stuff.

Except tonight the message simply read, 'Do I look good with his big black cock in my mouth?'

Sure, they'd talked about it, but nothing could ever have prepared Steve for the moment he received that message.

He felt sick. He felt like he'd been sucker punched in the guts. But the worst part was his little cock was so hard it was almost painful.

He knew that was it. That was the moment there was No Turning Back.

Between Friends: Friends discover the true meaning of Sharing is Caring

I guess like a lot of couples we had talked about it, you know, the drunk dirty talk that consists of little more than idle fantasy. Me imagining my husband Jack behind me as an anonymous stranger with a big cock pushes it into my mouth, Jack imagining me swallowing his cum while a stranger's cock brings me to orgasm.

But we could never agree on the first question, the biggest question by far. Who?

So we just left it as idle fantasy, something to play with after a night out and a few too many glasses of wine.

Except here I am, in our pool, gently teasing the thick cock in my hand. There's just one problem. My husband is sitting by the side of the pool, his longer, thinner cock rock hard, but definitely not in my hand.

So how did it come to this? How did it go from idle fantasy to me actually about to suck our neighbor's thick cock right in front of my husband? Oh, and there's an even bigger problem. His wife!

This is the story of how this all started Between Friends
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