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Chapter 1

The afternoon sun cast a golden glow over our backyard, the shimmering pool reflecting rippling patterns onto the smooth stone patio. The air was thick with the scent of sunscreen and freshly cut grass, blending with the citrusy bite of my margarita as I took a slow sip. It was one of those lazy Sundays—no obligations, no distractions—just the two of us, soaking in the warmth of the day.

Amy stood at the edge of her lounge chair, her hips swaying slightly as she shimmied down her shorts, revealing the lush curve of her ass. Even with the modesty of her bikini bottoms, the way they hugged her body made my breath hitch. Her top was already discarded in the pile of clothes beside her, leaving her round, full breasts snugly encased in the elastic embrace of her bikini.

I let my gaze trace over her, appreciating every dip and swell of her figure. Amy was a masterpiece of femininity—her dark hair cascading in loose waves down her back, her grayish-green eyes reflecting the dappled sunlight, her features soft yet undeniably alluring. She had the body of a classic pin-up girl, all generous curves and irresistible sensuality. Her trim waist only emphasized the plushness of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, and the tempting roundness of her ass—an ass I could never stop craving. Watching her move around our home, teasing me with every effortless sway, was an indulgence I never tired of.

Despite her undeniable sensuality, my wife, Amy, has always been shy by nature. It’s an interesting contrast—one that has fascinated me since the day we met. Her reserved demeanor is a remnant of the awkward adolescence she’s described to me in quiet, almost embarrassed confessions. She didn’t fully blossom until college, and even now, she struggles to see herself as the stunning woman the rest of the world perceives. She’s shared stories of her "ugly duckling" years—tales of braces, bad haircuts, and self-conscious insecurities that lasted well into high school. But looking at her now, it’s nearly impossible to imagine that she was ever anything less than breathtaking.

Amy is, without question, a bombshell. A natural beauty with soft curves, expressive eyes, and an effortless sensuality that turns heads wherever we go. And yet, she remains oblivious to the effect she has on people. Or perhaps, she simply refuses to acknowledge it. It’s a quiet frustration of mine—being married to a woman who commands so much desire but never fully embraces her own allure.

I’m Richard Walton. Amy and I are both in our early twenties, still riding that exhilarating wave of youthful ambition and newlywed excitement. I work in finance for a downtown trading firm, while Amy spends her days shaping young minds at a local elementary school. We met during our final year of university, and it didn’t take long for us to fall in love. Our wedding came only a few weeks after graduation, a whirlwind romance cemented in vows and champagne toasts. The beginning was tough—we were young, broke, and figuring things out as we went—but recently, we’d taken a big step forward, purchasing our first home in an up-and-coming neighborhood just outside of Denver. It was small, a typical new-build with a layout identical to half the houses on the block, but it was ours. And that meant something.

A sudden splash shattered the quiet warmth of the afternoon, pulling me from my thoughts. Amy had slipped into the pool, cutting through the water with a graceful ease that never failed to captivate me. She stayed beneath the surface for a moment before emerging at the far end, droplets clinging to her skin, glistening in the sunlight.

I set my margarita down, shaking off the spell of my own reflection. Standing, I reached for the hem of my shirt, peeling it off before joining her.

I’m of rather average build—standing at 5’9” and weighing around 170 pounds. I’m not particularly muscular, but I’m not scrawny either—somewhere comfortably in between. As I hopped into the pool, my entry was far less graceful than Amy’s, sending a wave of water sloshing over the edge. She giggled, her laughter light and playful, the sound of it blending with the gentle lapping of the pool.

She floated toward me, her body warm and slick against mine as we embraced. Our lips met in a slow, unhurried kiss, the cool water contrasting with the heat of her mouth. Droplets clung to her face, catching the last golden rays of the afternoon sun, making her already irresistible lips even more tempting.

“I don’t want to work tomorrow,” she murmured, her voice carrying a soft, wistful pout.

I smoothed a hand down her back, letting my fingers trail over the curve of her waist as I kissed her again. “Me neither, babe.”

She sighed dramatically, pressing closer. “Let’s both call in—take a day to ourselves.”

I smirked at her playful suggestion, my amusement clear. “You know I can’t tomorrow...”

Before she had a chance to protest, a voice called out from across the yard, breaking the intimate moment.

“Oh, hey there, folks!”

It was Brendan Lucas, our neighbor. A man in his early fifties, he carried himself with an easy confidence that made his towering 6’3” frame seem even more imposing. Broad-shouldered and thickly built, he was somewhere around 230 pounds—not chiseled, but sturdy, with the kind of mass that suggested both strength and longevity. His presence alone had a way of commanding attention, though he was anything but overbearing. There was a warmth to him, a friendliness that put people at ease.

He had been widowed for a decade, his wife taken by a rare illness that, in the brief time we had known him, still seemed to weigh heavily on him. Whenever the subject came up, his expression would shift—his usual relaxed demeanor tightening just slightly, as if he were holding something back. He lived alone in the house next door, and over time, we had settled into an easy, neighborly friendship with him.

Unlike the rest of the neighborhood, where wooden or chain-link fences neatly defined each property line, our homes were divided only by a subtle shift in the cut of the grass—a distinction made all the more obvious by Brendan’s meticulous care. He had retired early, with no apparent financial worries, and poured much of his time into his home. His lawn was immaculate, each blade seemingly aligned with precision, a sharp contrast to our own slightly uneven yard. That crisp, invisible boundary between our properties said everything about him—disciplined, controlled, a man who valued order.

“Hey, Brendan, how goes it?” I replied, lifting a hand in greeting.

Amy, caught off guard, instinctively slid lower into the water, the motion almost feline, as if trying to disappear beneath the surface. It was an unconscious reaction, a sudden awareness of her own bare skin, though she was more covered than she seemed to realize.

Brendan strolled over with an easy smile, a pair of garden shears in one hand, the other wiping away a sheen of sweat from his brow. The afternoon sun cast long shadows, his broad frame momentarily blocking the light as he approached.

“Oh, you know, Rich,” he said, exhaling as he glanced over his perfectly maintained yard, “just trying to keep this never-ending mess in check.” He paused, shifting his gaze toward Amy and me, his eyes lingering just a beat longer than necessary. “You two sure do enjoy that pool. The last couple that lived here never touched it. Seems like every time I look over, you’re in there cooling off.”

He wasn’t wrong—we did spend a lot of time in the water, especially on warm afternoons like this. I grinned, stretching an arm along the pool’s edge. “Just getting our money’s worth,” I said. “Fancy a margarita? We made way too much.”

Brendan hesitated, his grip tightening slightly on the shears before shaking his head. “I’d hate to intrude. I already interrupted by just walking over.”

“Nonsense,” I insisted, waving off his concern. “Amy, babe, fetch him one, would you?” I let my hand drift beneath the water, giving her a light, playful pat on the ass.

She smiled, her cheeks coloring faintly, though not from embarrassment—something else, something unspoken that passed between us. “Of course,” she said softly.

With a slow, deliberate movement, Amy climbed the stairs, water streaming from her skin in glistening rivulets. The afternoon light caught the curves of her body, the way her wet flesh shimmered in contrast to the hot pink of her bikini. It wasn’t anything overtly revealing—conservative by most standards—but it was still a two-piece, and it still left little to the imagination.

Brendan had never seen this much of her before, not up close, not like this. I caught the slight shift in his posture, the way his fingers flexed slightly on the handle of the shears, and felt an unexpected pang of something raw and possessive twist in my gut. Pride. Not jealousy—pride. The thrill of showing her off, of knowing that for this brief moment, he was seeing exactly what I wanted him to see.

Brendan was nothing if not polite, but it was clear he appreciated the view. He had never been shy about letting his gaze linger on Amy—subtle, measured, but undeniably there. And why wouldn’t he? Nearly every man who crossed her path took at least a second look, drawn in by the effortless allure she carried.

As she handed him the drink, he accepted it with a nod, though his eyes made a slow, deliberate journey up her body, taking in every detail before meeting hers. “There you are,” she offered sweetly, her voice carrying that natural warmth that made men lean in just a little closer.

“Thank you, miss,” Brendan murmured, doing his best to keep his eyes in check. But the flicker of something in them—appreciation, maybe even longing—was unmistakable before he took a sip.

Amy slid back into the pool, the cool water embracing her as she settled in beside me, while Brendan eased into one of the deck chairs, his broad frame sinking into the cushion. We drank, talked, the conversation flowing easily between lighthearted small talk and the casual intimacy of familiar neighbors. But there was something under the surface—unspoken, charged.

Eventually, Brendan drained the last of his drink and stood with a satisfied sigh. “Well, I should let you two enjoy the rest of your evening,” he said, setting the empty glass down on the side table.

“Anytime,” I replied, watching as he gave one last glance toward Amy before heading back toward his perfectly manicured lawn.

We lingered a little longer, letting the warm evening air settle over us before finally gathering our things and slipping inside, the quiet weight of the afternoon still humming between us.


Chapter 2

Later that evening, Amy and I found ourselves tangled in bed, the heat between us simmering as our lips met in slow, hungry kisses. My hands roamed over her body, tracing every familiar curve, relishing the way she melted into my touch. Her skin was warm, soft, flushed with anticipation.

I reached between us, finding the damp heat of her pussy, running my fingers along her slit, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She let out a soft moan, her legs spreading wider, her body begging for more.

Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking me with that perfect mix of tenderness and control. I groaned against her neck, my hips twitching forward as she squeezed just right, her thumb smearing the pre-cum that had already gathered at my tip.

“You’re so fucking hard,” she murmured, her breath warm against my ear.

I bit down lightly on her shoulder as I pushed two fingers inside her, curling them deep, feeling how soaked she was. She gasped, her grip on me faltering for a moment as pleasure overtook her.

I couldn’t wait any longer.

I guided her onto her back, sliding between her thighs, watching the way she looked up at me—lips parted, eyes dark with desire. I positioned myself at her entrance, rubbing the thick head of my cock along her slick folds, teasing her, making her whimper before I finally pushed inside.

Her body welcomed me, stretching around me as I filled her inch by inch. She moaned, fingers digging into my arms as I sank deep, until I was fully buried inside her tight, pulsing heat.

I set a steady rhythm, watching the way her breasts bounced with each deep thrust, the way she gasped every time I hit that perfect spot. Her moans were breathy, needy, her hands gripping my back, pulling me closer.

“God, yes,” she panted, tilting her hips to take me deeper.

I fucked her like that for a while, slow but deep, savoring every slick glide, every desperate sound she made. But I needed more. I needed to see her from behind.

I pulled out, flipping her onto her hands and knees. She let out a soft, eager whimper, arching her back, her ass raised high in the air.

And fuck, what a sight.

Her ass was round and perfectly shaped, slightly fuller than she gave herself credit for, soft yet firm under my hands. I ran my palms over the smooth curve, gripping, spreading, marveling at the way her swollen, wet pussy glistened between her thighs.

“Goddamn, you’re beautiful,” I muttered, giving her a firm slap.

She gasped, pushing back against me, silently begging for more.

I lined myself up and pushed inside her again, watching as my cock disappeared between her cheeks, buried in her perfect, dripping cunt. She moaned, gripping the sheets, rocking back to meet each thrust.

I held onto her hips, fucking her harder, the sound of wet skin meeting skin filling the room. She was so tight, so warm, squeezing me in all the right ways, and I could feel the pleasure building too fast, too strong.

I gritted my teeth, trying to hold on, to last just a little longer, but her body was too much—too good, too fucking perfect.

“Fuck—” My breath hitched as my orgasm hit like a tidal wave, ripping through me before I could stop it. My hips stuttered, and I groaned as I spilled inside her, my cock twitching with each deep pulse.

Amy whimpered beneath me, her body tensing, but she hadn’t finished—not this time. I could tell. She didn’t say anything, but I saw it—the briefest flicker in her eyes before she masked it with a soft smile.

Most nights, I got her there. I knew her body, knew exactly how to push her over the edge. But tonight? Tonight had been too fast, and I fucking knew it.

I exhaled heavily, running my hands over her back before pulling her into me. I kissed her shoulder, her skin still hot from our intensity, silently promising myself I’d make sure she got exactly what she needed before the night was over.

After our shower, we settled into bed, bodies warm and relaxed, the scent of soap and sex still lingering in the air. Amy nestled into my side, her fingers lazily tracing patterns over my chest as we drifted toward sleep. But my mind, restless as ever, wandered back to the afternoon, to Brendan, to the way his eyes had lingered on her.

Without thinking, I blurted out, “Did you notice Brendan checking you out today?”

Amy sighed, shifting slightly against me. “You always think people are checking me out.”

I chuckled, running a hand down her back, feeling the soft curve of her hip beneath my palm. “That’s because they are. Especially our neighbor over there.”

She hesitated for just a second before I caught the slight flush in her cheeks. “I guess... a little.”

A little.

I smirked, my fingers idly toying with the hem of the sheet. “Poor guy probably doesn’t get much action. I guess I can’t blame him for staring.”

Amy let out a small laugh, rolling her eyes before giving my shoulder a playful slap. “Pervert,” she teased.

But the way she said it—soft, amused, almost thoughtful—made my cock stir just a little, even in the afterglow. There was something in her voice, in the unspoken undercurrent of this conversation, that made my heart beat just a little faster.

A few weeks passed, and Brendan’s lingering glances faded into the background, slipping into the comfortable routine of everyday life. We ran into him now and then—brief, casual conversations at the mailbox, a wave from across the yard, small talk about the weather. He was always friendly, always polite, never giving any indication that he had anything more than neighborly intentions. When he offered to help me pave the driveway, I took him up on it, appreciating the gesture.

But things took a strange, erotic turn one morning when Brendan accidentally caught a glimpse of Amy—in a way no man but me ever should have.

My wife has incredible tits. The kind that defy logic—firm, natural Double Ds that sit high on her chest, round, bouncy, without the slightest hint of sag. They belong on a porn star, an exotic beauty gracing the cover of some men’s magazine—not on a housewife casually going about her morning routine.

I was sitting at the kitchen table, sipping coffee, absently scrolling through my phone, when Amy suddenly came bounding down the stairs, shrieking. Her face was flushed, her blue eyes wide with panic, and she was wearing nothing but a towel haphazardly wrapped around her body.

“Rich! Why did you leave the curtains open?!” she nearly shouted, gripping the towel tightly to her chest.

I blinked, caught off guard. “Huh?”

“The towels are in the dryer, so I had to walk out of the bathroom naked, and Brendan was right there! He was staring right at me!”

I nearly choked on my toast, coughing as I processed what she had just said. “Oh, shit.” I cleared my throat. “I opened them earlier to check the weather—I’ve got that airport pickup today. I must’ve forgotten to close them.”

Amy stood there, breathing hard, her body still damp from the shower, the towel barely covering her curves. “Well, I hope you’re happy!” she huffed. “Your neighbor just got an eyeful of your naked wife!”

The sheer mortification on her face should have made me feel guilty, but something else stirred inside me instead. The image of Brendan, standing in his yard, unwittingly catching sight of Amy’s perfect, bare body—it hit me in a way I didn’t expect. A slow, unexpected pulse of arousal spread through me.

I couldn’t help it—I laughed. “What’s the big deal? I’m sure you made his day. Hell, you probably made his year!”

Amy glared at me, half-exasperated, half-embarrassed. “Brendan is harmless!” I added, trying to stifle another chuckle.

She pursed her lips, her blush deepening as she tightened the towel around herself. “That’s not the point, Rich.”

Maybe not. But the thought of Brendan seeing her like that, even if by accident, had awoken something in me—something I wasn’t quite ready to admit, even to myself.

She looked utterly appalled, eyes narrowing as she clutched the towel tighter around her body. “I’m so happy this isn’t a big deal to you! You’re unbelievable!” she snapped before storming off, stomping up the stairs and disappearing into our bedroom.

I exhaled, shaking my head, but beneath the amusement, something darker and more thrilling twisted in my gut.

Later, as I was leaving for work, I found Brendan lingering near my car, his face still tinged with a deep, unmistakable red. His posture was stiff, his hands stuffed awkwardly into his pockets as I approached.

“H-Hey, Rich,” he stammered, clearly uncomfortable. “Look, man, I’m really sorry. I just glanced over and—then I heard her scream, and...”

I stopped him with a chuckle, shaking my head in resignation. “Brendan, look—it was an accident. No big deal.”

His shoulders sagged in relief, as if he had genuinely braced for me to throw a punch. Maybe he had no idea how I’d react, or maybe he felt guilty enough to expect the worst. Either way, the tension in his face eased.

I clapped him on the back with a smirk. “Nothing you haven’t seen before, right?”

Brendan let out a nervous chuckle, scratching the back of his head. His entire demeanor screamed embarrassment, and yet, beneath that awkwardness, I caught something else—a flicker of something unspoken, something I recognized.

“Jeez, Rich, thanks...” He exhaled, still looking like he wanted to sink into the pavement. But then, after a pause, he added, “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but... you’re a very lucky man.”

The way he said it—low, almost reverent—made my stomach tighten. He wasn’t just offering a polite compliment. He had seen her. Every inch of her, stripped bare, on full, unfiltered display. And now, here he was, standing in front of me, unable to hide the fact that he liked what he saw.

It caught me off guard—not just his words, but my own reaction to them.

Because it wasn’t anger I felt. It wasn’t possessiveness.

It was a slow, simmering heat.

It was excitement.

I smirked, feeling that unfamiliar thrill coil tighter in my gut. “Thanks,” I said casually. “I know.”

If it had been anyone else, I might’ve been pissed. But coming from Brendan? It felt... different.

That thought lingered in my mind all day. By the time I got home, Amy still wasn’t back, and I decided to surprise her with dinner as a sort of makeshift apology. Not that I felt all that sorry—amused, sure. If anything, I felt something else entirely.

Strangely proud.

She walked through the front door looking tired, her shoulders heavy from the day, but still as stunning as ever. Even in her exhaustion, there was something effortlessly sexy about her—the way her blouse clung to her curves, the way she ran a hand through her hair as she set down her purse.

At first, she kept her distance, avoiding my gaze, still carrying the weight of the morning’s embarrassment. But eventually, that wall cracked.

“Sorry I yelled so much earlier,” she murmured, her voice softer now. “I know it was an accident... I just felt so... naked.”

I smirked. “Well... you were.”

She rolled her eyes, but I caught the tiny, reluctant smile tugging at her lips.

We ate in comfortable silence for a while, the sound of silverware against plates filling the air. Then, casually, I said, “I saw Brendan as I left for work this morning.”

Amy immediately stiffened, her fork freezing mid-air. A flush of color crept up her neck. “Oh God,” she groaned. “I don’t know how I’ll ever be able to look at him again.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Babe, it’s not a big deal. C’mon.”

She muttered something under her breath and stabbed at her food, clearly unconvinced. But I wasn’t done. After a pause, I continued, watching her reaction closely.

“He actually told me that I’m a very lucky man.”

Her eyes widened, lips parting slightly. “He didn’t.”

I nodded, leaning back in my chair. “He did. Said you have an unbelievably beautiful body... and that you should be proud of it.”

That last part? A white lie. Brendan hadn’t said it exactly that way, but I knew it was true. I had seen it in his eyes, in the way his voice had caught when he spoke about her.

Amy gasped, setting her fork down. “What did you say?!” she demanded, her voice breathless, somewhere between scandalized and intrigued.

I grinned, watching her carefully. “I told him I know. That I am a very lucky man.”

Her blush deepened, but this time, it wasn’t just embarrassment. There was something else, something just beneath the surface—an unspoken thrill, a flicker of curiosity.

It had been years since another man had openly complimented her naked body. Years since anyone other than me had seen her like that and reacted to it. And now, here she was, sitting across from me, flushed and wide-eyed, processing the knowledge that another man—an older, respectable, married-for-years man—had looked at her and wanted her.

I could see it in her expression, in the way she shifted slightly in her chair.

It excited her.

And fuck if that didn’t excite me too.

Minutes later, we were naked in bed, tangled in the sheets, her body pressed flush against mine, soft and warm, still carrying the heat of our teasing conversation over dinner. My hands roamed over her curves, my lips dragging down the column of her neck as I inhaled the scent of her—clean, slightly floral, intoxicating.

Amy straddled me, her thighs spread wide around my hips, her soaked pussy gliding over my cock, teasing me as she rocked against it. She was so wet, her slickness smearing over me, coating my length as she grinded against it, deliberately holding back from taking me in completely.

“Damn, baby,” I groaned, my fingers digging into the plush curve of her ass. “You’re fucking drenched.”

She let out a soft, breathy moan, reaching between us to grasp my shaft, her fingers curling around it, stroking me as she rubbed the head against her swollen clit. The sensation made her shudder, and her lips parted, her gaze heavy with desire.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” she whispered, but we both knew.

I smirked, gripping her waist as I lifted my hips, nudging my cock against her entrance. “I have a pretty good idea.”

She bit her lip, her blush deepening as she slowly sank down onto me, her wet heat enveloping me inch by inch.

“Fuck,” I groaned, feeling her stretch around me, taking me deeper.

She let out a sharp gasp, her nails digging into my chest as she adjusted, rolling her hips, taking a moment to savor the sensation of being completely filled. I watched the way her massive tits bounced with each slow grind, the way her hard nipples stood out, begging for attention.

I reached up, cupping them, kneading the soft, heavy mounds, rolling her nipples between my fingers. “You feel so fucking good,” I murmured, watching her face as pleasure rippled through her.

Amy moaned, arching her back, grinding down harder. “God, you’re so deep...”

Her pussy clenched around me, tight and soaked, every movement sending jolts of pleasure shooting up my spine. I thrust up into her, making her cry out, and her pace faltered for just a second.

I smirked, running my thumbs over her nipples before giving them a light pinch—just enough to make her gasp. “Maybe we should let Brendan get a look at these perfect fucking tits every day.”

Her eyes flew open, and she slapped my chest—harder than playful, but not quite serious. “Stop it.” Her voice was tight, her words laced with a moan she couldn’t suppress.

But I knew she didn’t mean it.

I watched the way her body reacted—how her hips stuttered, how her pussy clenched around me as if my words had lit something inside her.

“What?” I murmured, teasing, squeezing her tits firmly. “I’m sure he’d love to get another look at them.”

Amy whimpered, but instead of stopping, she rode me harder, grinding against me, rolling her hips in deep, desperate circles.

I groaned, gripping her waist, guiding her movements, feeling the way she slicked my cock with every bounce. “Fuck, baby, you love that idea, don’t you?”

She shook her head, but her breathy little moans told another story.

“You’re dripping all over me,” I murmured, sliding a hand between her legs, my fingers pressing against her clit, rubbing slow, torturous circles.

Amy’s entire body tensed, her nails raking down my chest as she trembled, her moans turning into gasping whimpers.

“Oh fuck—” she cried out, her thighs quivering as pleasure overtook her.

Her orgasm hit fast and hard, her pussy pulsing, gushing around my cock, soaking me in a way that sent me right to the edge.

I clenched my jaw, gripping her hips, thrusting up into her, fucking her through it. “That’s it, baby, cum all over my cock,” I growled.

She was moaning uncontrollably now, her whole body shaking, her grip tightening on me as she collapsed onto my chest, her tits pressing against me as her hips rocked in slow, helpless movements.

And fuck, that did it.

Pleasure tore through me like wildfire, and I groaned deep in my throat, thrusting up one last time before I erupted inside her, thick ropes of cum spilling deep into her pulsing heat.

Amy let out a whimper as I filled her, her pussy milking every last drop, her breath hot and ragged against my neck.

We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled in each other, our bodies still humming from the aftershocks. I felt her relax against me, her breathing slowing, her lips brushing lazily against my collarbone.

Neither of us mentioned what had just happened. The teasing, the way she had responded to it.

But as she drifted off to sleep against my chest, I knew one thing for sure.

This wasn’t over.

Not by a long shot.


Chapter 3

A few days passed, and before I knew it, the weekend had arrived. I woke up late on Saturday, still groggy as I shuffled into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. I lazily poured myself a bowl of cereal, the sound of milk splashing against the flakes barely registering as I yawned.

Then, something caught my eye.

Through the kitchen window, I spotted Amy outside in the garden, bent slightly as she worked her hands into the soil, tending to the small herb plants she had started the week before. That in itself wasn’t unusual—she had been talking about getting her hands dirty for weeks.

But it was who she was with that made me pause.

Brendan stood next to her, casually assisting, his large frame casting a shadow over her smaller one. His body language was easy, relaxed, as if he had every right to be there, as if this was just another neighborly interaction. And Amy—well, she wasn’t exactly flirting, but something about the sight of them together sent a tingle of something dark and thrilling through me.

She wasn’t wearing anything particularly revealing, just a pair of yoga shorts and a tank top, but it didn’t matter. Because I knew something Brendan did too. He had seen what was underneath.

Just days ago, my wife had unknowingly put her body on full display for him. And now, here they were, standing side by side, casually discussing botany like it had never happened.

Something stirred deep in my gut—jealousy, possessiveness... no, something else entirely.

Eventually, Amy came inside, her cheeks slightly flushed, a light sheen of sweat glistening on her skin from the morning sun.

I wasted no time.

“I thought you were never going to be able to speak to him again,” I quipped, my voice dripping with sarcasm as I leaned against the counter, watching her closely.

Amy’s reaction was immediate—her blush deepened, and she bit her lip, shifting slightly.

I smirked, taking another bite of cereal. Gotcha.

“Well?” I pressed, cocking an eyebrow. “Was it awkward?”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair as she reached for a glass. “Yes! At first.”

She fidgeted as she spoke, her fingers drumming against the countertop as she poured herself some water. The way she hesitated, the way she refused to look at me directly, told me there was more.

“What did he say?”

Amy’s blush didn’t fade. If anything, it darkened, creeping down her neck. She swallowed, looking almost nervous to be discussing it.

“Nothing, I don’t know,” she said quickly, waving a hand as if that would brush away the entire moment. “He just... came over and offered to help with the plants.”

She took a sip of water, but I could tell she was just stalling.

“And?” I prompted, setting my bowl down.

She exhaled sharply, as if debating whether or not to continue. Then, finally, she gave in.

“He apologized... but I told him it was my fault,” she admitted. Her voice was quiet, like saying it out loud made it more real.

My stomach tightened at the implication.

She had felt guilty. Maybe even embarrassed. But she had also told him that. And the idea of my wife standing in front of Brendan, blushing like she was now, telling him that her own carelessness had led to him seeing her naked...

Fuck.

“And?” I pressed again, my voice lower now.

Amy’s blush deepened even further, her fingers gripping the glass a little tighter. “And... he, uh...” She hesitated, then let out a nervous laugh. “He jokingly told me that if he could wake up to that every morning, he’d finally be able to quit drinking coffee.”

I nearly choked on my next bite.

I laughed, shaking my head, though the way I laughed wasn’t just amusement. It was something else. A thrill, an arousal that I hadn’t expected.

“See?” I smirked, watching her closely. “Nothing to worry about. What did you say to that?”

Amy tucked her hair behind her ear, shifting uncomfortably. “N-Nothing, I guess I just laughed,” she muttered. “I don’t know. That was the end of the conversation.”

But her tone gave her away.

She was flustered.

And fuck if that didn’t send a wave of heat through me.

We sat in silence for a moment, the air between us charged with something unspoken.

Then, almost hesitantly, she continued, “You know... I’m surprised you aren’t more jealous about this.”

Her voice was quieter now, almost probing.

I set my spoon down, watching her, really watching her. She wasn’t just stating a fact—she was testing the waters, trying to understand my reaction.

I sighed, shaking my head as I leaned back against the counter. “Babe, it’s Brendan. He’s not an asshole, he doesn’t have an agenda. He’s our harmless older neighbor.” I smirked, letting my tone turn teasing. “And it’s not my fault you decided to flash him.”

Amy’s eyes narrowed, her blush still lingering. Then, with a knowing look, she crossed her arms over her chest and tilted her head. “You know what I think?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Enlighten me.”

“I think you enjoy this.” Her voice was firm, accusatory, but there was something else there too—something laced with curiosity. “I think you like that I flashed him.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected. I opened my mouth to brush it off, to deny it outright, but I hesitated for just a second too long.

Amy’s lips parted slightly, her eyes scanning my face, searching for my reaction.

I recovered quickly, shrugging. “I get a kick out of seeing you riled up, is all.”

But even as I said it, the truth stirred inside me. I wasn’t just enjoying her embarrassment—I was enjoying why she was embarrassed.

I thought hard about my next comment, but said it anyway.

“You know what I think?” I murmured, watching her closely. “I think a part of you enjoyed teasing him.”

Amy’s eyes widened. “Rich!”

I smirked at her sharp gasp, but I didn’t back down.

“Oh, stop it, Amy. It’s not a big deal. I’ve been telling you for years to show off more of your body—you’re a beautiful woman. I’m kind of glad you finally got caught.”

Her mouth fell open in stunned disbelief. “You’re truly unbelievable! I can’t believe I married such a pervert.”

I laughed, reaching for her, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her into my lap. She yelped in surprise, her hands instinctively landing on my shoulders.

“Stop being dramatic,” I murmured, running my hands up her sides, feeling the warmth of her skin through her thin top. “And give me a kiss.”

She hesitated for half a second, just long enough for me to notice.

Then, with a small smirk of her own, she leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and warm against mine.

And as I pulled her closer, feeling the slight way her breath hitched, I couldn’t help but notice...

She never denied it.

Another week passed without much excitement, and before we knew it, Sunday rolled around—one of those lazy, indulgent afternoons where time seemed to stretch and melt away.

Amy and I had gone out with some friends for an early brunch, where the mimosas had flowed a little too freely. By the time we got home, we were both tipsy, warm from the alcohol, and feeling that familiar, playful heat between us.

Sprawled out on the couch, her body pressed into mine, we exchanged slow, teasing kisses, our hands roaming, our touches lingering. She smelled sweet, like oranges and champagne, her breath warm against my neck as she let out a soft, contented whine.

“I want to go in the pool,” she murmured, pouting slightly.

I smirked, my fingers tracing circles on her bare thigh. “So let’s go in the pool.”

Amy giggled, pressing one last kiss to my lips before hopping up, her steps light and playful as she skipped upstairs. I watched her go, admiring the way her hips swayed, the subtle confidence in her movements as she disappeared into our bedroom.

She came back down the stairs, hesitating at the threshold of the living room, her fingers lightly gripping the doorframe.

My breath caught the second I laid eyes on her.

The black bikini was barely there—two small triangles of sheer fabric doing the absolute minimum to cover her perfect tits, the thin strings pulled tight against her sun-kissed skin. The material was so delicate that her nipples were practically visible, darkening the already translucent fabric.

She spun around nervously, her movements hesitant, and that’s when I saw the real masterpiece.

The G-string bottom disappeared completely between the plush curves of her ass, the thin band sitting high on her hips, leaving nothing to the imagination. It almost looked like she was wearing nothing at all.

It was perfect.

Amy, however, didn’t seem to share my enthusiasm. She crossed her arms, as if that would somehow make her feel less exposed, and gave me a sharp look.

“I can’t go out in this,” she said, her voice laced with uncertainty.

I smirked, leaning back on the couch, drinking her in. “Yes, you can. It’s a bikini. They’re made specifically for people to wear... outside.”

She scoffed, glancing down at herself, adjusting the minuscule fabric over her breasts even though it did little to help. “Not this bikini.”

I could see the battle in her eyes—the hesitation, the self-consciousness—but also the slight pull of something deeper, something unspoken. If she hadn’t had a few drinks, she probably never would have entertained the idea. But now? She lingered just a little too long, biting her lip, shifting on her feet.

And then, before she could overthink it, she turned, slid open the glass door, and stepped outside.

I watched, transfixed, as she scurried across the deck, her movements quick, purposeful, as if speed alone would lessen how exposed she felt. The sunlight caught her skin, highlighting every curve, every bounce of her body, before she jumped into the pool in a single, fluid motion.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

Fuck.

I gave her a moment before heading upstairs to quickly change, my heart still racing with the delicious thrill of seeing her like that. Knowing that anyone could have been watching.

When I finally stepped out onto the patio, towel slung over my shoulder, my pulse jumped yet again.

Brendan was already there.

He stood by the deck, casually chatting with Amy, his posture relaxed but his eyes keenly focused on her. The refraction of the water did its job, distorting the details beneath the surface, but it was obvious enough—she wasn’t wearing much.

And Amy knew it.

The distinct look of regret was all over her face.

Her arms were subtly crossed, shoulders drawn in just slightly, as if her body was fighting between wanting to appear natural and wanting to disappear entirely. Her usual ease was gone, replaced with a nervous energy that told me she felt completely seen.

I smirked to myself, watching her fidget as Brendan kept the conversation going, seemingly oblivious to the battle raging inside her. Or maybe not oblivious at all.

And damn if that didn’t make this even more interesting.

Brendan looked up as I walked over, his ever-present, easy-going smile already in place. “Hey there, Rich,” he greeted, lifting his drink slightly in acknowledgment. “I was just asking Amy if she wanted one of my famous Moscow Mules. She mentioned you two had broken the alcohol seal a little early this morning.”

I chuckled, nodding as I settled into the conversation. “Yeah, you know, Brendan, I don’t want you getting the wrong impression. We’re not exactly heavy drinkers, but for whatever reason, lately—Sundays? We just go nuts.”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Sunday fun days, right? I think that’s what you kids call it? My niece says that all the time.”

I smirked, throwing caution to the wind. “Yeah, I guess so. You know what? I’ll take you up on that offer.”

I turned to Amy, who had been listening quietly, her arms still resting on the edge of the pool as she treaded water. There was something unreadable in her expression—maybe amusement, maybe something else entirely—but when I met her eyes, she just shrugged, giving me a small, knowing smile.

“Sunday fun day,” she murmured in agreement.

Something about the way she said it made my stomach tighten just a little.

"Great." Brendan seemed genuinely enthused, clapping his hands together. "Just need a little help in the kitchen carrying the liquor. Do you mind, Rich?"

Something about his request—something about this moment—made me hesitate for just a second. Then, out of nowhere, an idea hit me.

I had no clue what made me decide to throw this curveball into the mix, but before I could stop myself, I did.

"Shit," I said, slapping my forehead for effect. "You know, I just remembered—I have to send a client a quick document." I turned to Amy before she could protest. "Babe, why don’t you help Brendan out? I’ll be right back."

There was a pause. A long one.

I avoided looking at her directly, but I could feel her death stare burning a hole through the side of my face. The air between us shifted ever so slightly, the weight of unspoken tension pressing against my skin.

Still, I didn’t wait for her response. Without another word, I turned and walked back inside, my pace casual but my pulse pounding.

By the time I reached the kitchen, I was grinning like a damn idiot.

What the hell had I just done?

I grabbed my phone, pretending to type as I casually made my way toward the window, angling myself for the perfect view outside. The anticipation curled in my stomach like a slow, rolling wave, thickening with every passing second.

The window was slightly ajar, letting in the warm summer air, and along with it, the easy sound of their conversation on the patio.

Then I saw her.

Amy hesitated for a beat, shifting in the water, stalling. Then, finally, she took a slow breath and started to climb out of the pool.

My eyes locked onto her immediately.

The droplets of water glistened on her smooth, sun-kissed skin, cascading down the curve of her back, catching in the valley between her round, barely covered ass. The tiny strings of her bikini bottom dug into her hips, vanishing completely between her cheeks as she stepped forward, each movement making her body shift, jiggle—demanding to be noticed.

Brendan’s posture stiffened noticeably the second she came into full view.

I didn’t need to see his face to know what he was thinking. I could feel it.

Amy’s bikini top wasn’t doing much better than the bottoms. The damp fabric clung to her breasts, practically molding to her shape, the thin material leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her nipples, hard from the water and the cool air, strained dangerously against the fabric, threatening to edge out entirely with every bounce as she took her steps.

And Brendan?

His eyes darted wide.

It was quick—barely a second—but I saw it. That raw, unfiltered reaction that even a man like Brendan, always polite, always measured, couldn’t suppress.

But he recovered fast, clearing his throat, regaining his composure, his voice easy as he spoke.

“Well...” he exhaled, his tone lower than usual. “That sure is a beautiful suit.”

Amy blushed, her fingers tightening around the edges of the towel as she quickly tried to dry herself. Her movements were hurried, almost frantic, as if covering her damp skin with the thin cotton would somehow make her feel less exposed.

She stuttered in reply, barely meeting Brendan’s gaze. “T-Thank you, Brendan... Rich made me wear it.”

Brendan chuckled, his voice smooth, easy. “Well, he certainly has good taste.”

I didn’t miss the slight smirk that followed his words—the way his eyes flickered briefly over her body before he turned toward his house.

Amy hesitated, just for a moment, before following him, her bare feet padding softly against the warm deck. I watched as they moved together, crossing the yard toward Brendan’s sliding glass door, my pulse quickening with every step she took.

The sight of my wife walking ahead of him, her ass bouncing slightly with each stride, the barely-there bikini doing nothing to conceal her curves—it sent a strange thrill coursing through me.

She looked practically nude.

And Brendan, our neighbor, was seeing her like this, up close, in ways few men ever had.

I swallowed, feeling the heat spread through my chest, watching as the two of them disappeared into his house, Amy’s toned, glistening legs the last thing I saw before the door slid shut behind them.

Something about the moment lingered in the air, thick and charged.

I exhaled, gripping the edge of the counter as I stared out the window.

I had no idea why, but I loved every second of it.

From the kitchen, I had the perfect vantage point—our window looking straight into Brendan’s.

Amy was moving around inside, her damp skin glowing under the warm light, the black bikini clinging to her in a way that made my pulse quicken. She was casually picking up glasses, chatting as she helped Brendan mix the vodka.

She looked divine.

I could no longer hear what was being said, but the moment Brendan cracked a joke, Amy threw her head back in laughter, her posture relaxing, her movements more fluid. She didn’t seem flustered anymore—she wasn’t rushing to cover herself, wasn’t shying away.

She was comfortable.

And that realization sent a strange, intoxicating thrill through me.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—my half-naked wife casually strolling around another man’s kitchen, her body on full display, her presence lighting up the room. And the most surprising part?

I loved every second of it.

The longer I watched, the more I felt it. The low, simmering heat curling in my stomach, the sharp pulse in my chest, the undeniable excitement of witnessing her this way.

Before long, the two of them emerged, making their way back across the yard. Amy walked with a casual confidence now, her body still glistening from the pool, the tiny bikini bottom riding high on her hips as Brendan strolled beside her, carrying a pitcher of freshly mixed Moscow Mules.

I tossed my phone onto the couch and stepped outside to meet them on the patio.

“Sorry about that,” I said, my voice light, though the words were really meant for Amy.

Her reaction was instant—she glared at me, her eyes flashing with something between irritation and knowing. But something else caught my attention.

She was no longer fidgeting with her bikini.

She wasn’t crossing her arms over her chest, wasn’t making any effort to pull at the fabric or conceal herself. In fact, she seemed completely at ease now, her earlier nervousness replaced by something... different.

Brendan set the pitcher down on the table, his expression easy. “No worries, Rich. Never gonna hear me complain about a beautiful woman in a bikini helping me out.”

Amy blushed, a deep, unmistakable flush creeping up her cheeks.

I chuckled, feeling an undeniable rush of satisfaction at hearing Brendan compliment her openly. I glanced at Amy, watching the way she quickly tucked her hair behind her ear—her tell whenever she was flustered.

“I guess that does make sense,” I mused, watching as Amy bit her lip, her gaze flickering between us before suddenly slipping back into the pool, as if the cool water could hide the reaction she wasn’t ready to acknowledge.

I decided to press.

“Can you believe I had to talk her into wearing it?”

Brendan didn’t hesitate.

“You know, she told me,” he said, pouring himself a drink. “But I’m glad you did. Now everyone’s a winner.”

Amy’s eyes widened at the conversation, her blush deepening to a deep crimson as her fingers gripped the edge of the pool. She let out a nervous little laugh, shaking her head as if trying to break the tension.

"Hello! I'm right here, gentlemen!" she blurted, feigning exasperation. "You're embarrassing me!"

Brendan chuckled, completely unfazed, and handed me a glass of his drink. "You got absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about, Amy," he said smoothly, his tone warm but carrying an edge of something more. He turned to me, giving me a knowing smirk. "And I'm sure Rich agrees."

I hesitated for just a beat before nodding, taking a deep sip of the cocktail. The alcohol from the morning was still working its magic, dulling my inhibitions, smoothing over the stray thoughts in my head that would normally try to rationalize what was happening.

"Damn, this is good," I admitted, swallowing the smooth, citrusy burn of the vodka and ginger beer.

Brendan gave a small, satisfied nod. "Thank you, sir. Been making it for years."

I watched as he casually stepped over to the water’s edge, his presence deliberate but easy, and leaned down to offer Amy a glass. His movements were slow, deliberate—almost like he was giving her time to really take in his attention.

Amy hesitated for just a fraction of a second before taking the drink, her fingers brushing briefly against his as she brought the glass to her lips. She took a quick sip, her lips parting slightly as the flavors hit her tongue.

"Wow. It really is good," she said, nodding in approval.

Brendan’s eyes flickered over her face, his smirk deepening slightly. "Careful with those," he said, pouring himself his own glass. "They're tasty, but they pack a punch."

The three of us settled into the patio, the warmth of the alcohol sinking into our limbs, easing us into a state of relaxed indulgence. Time started to stretch, the soft hum of the pool filter and distant sounds of the neighborhood melting into the background.


Chapter 4

Eventually, I joined Amy in the water, drifting toward her as the cool water lapped against our skin, while Brendan remained perched at the edge of the pool, his legs stretched out, drink in hand.

The conversation flowed easily, bouncing from business to sports to entertainment, but with every new round of drinks, there was an undeniable shift in the energy between us.

Brendan’s comments were getting looser, more playful, his words slower but more deliberate, his eyes spending just a little longer than necessary on my wife.

And the most confusing part?

Amy was responding to it.

It was subtle at first—small things. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear more often, the way she laughed a little softer at his jokes, the way she didn’t pull her arms across her chest or try to conceal herself the way she had earlier.

The way she let him look.

And I was watching it all unfold, caught between feeling vaguely uncomfortable and something else entirely.

I should have shut it down. Or at the very least, felt something protective, territorial. But instead, I was feeling... warm. Not just from the alcohol, but from the way Amy was reacting to him—the way her body language subtly shifted, the way she blushed but didn’t stop him from flirting.

And then there was the other thing.

The slow, unfamiliar stirring in my cock beneath the water.

I exhaled, taking another sip of my drink, doing my best to ignore the strange thrill curling in my gut as Brendan leaned back in his chair, stretching his arms behind his head.

"This really is a perfect Sunday," he mused, glancing between the two of us. "Good drinks. Good company. Good views."

Amy froze mid-sip, her blush creeping further down her neck.

I felt my fingers tighten slightly on the glass in my hand.

The way he said it—offhanded, casual, yet not accidental—made something pulse deep in my stomach.

Amy let out a nervous little laugh, looking away. "You really do get a little bolder after a few drinks, huh?"

Brendan grinned. "Just being honest. I always appreciate a beautiful view."

I swallowed, watching as Amy didn’t refute him.

And my cock twitched beneath the water.

Amy had seemingly now adopted the revealing suit like it was her second skin, moving with a confidence that hadn't been there earlier. She stepped in and out of the water effortlessly, no longer clutching at the thin fabric or adjusting the straps in a nervous attempt to cover herself. If anything, she seemed completely unbothered by Brendan’s lingering gaze.

And his gaze had definitely lingered.

The more he drank, the more obvious it became. He wasn’t being discreet anymore—his eyes roamed freely, drinking her in every time she moved, and I could tell he loved what he saw.

At some point, Amy had disappeared inside, returning moments later with a tray of cheese and crackers—something to soak up the alcohol.

I watched her approach, my focus completely stolen by the way her glistening, wet body bounced with each step. The afternoon sun caught on the tiny beads of water still clinging to her skin, highlighting every curve, every roll of her hips.

She leaned down to set the tray on the patio table, and I couldn’t help myself—my eyes dropped immediately, zeroing in on her massive, barely contained tits, the damp fabric of her bikini top clinging desperately to her skin.

The words slipped out before I could even think.

"Goddamn, babe. Look at those things."

Amy gasped, spinning toward me with wide, scandalized eyes. "Rich! We have company!" she scolded, though the smile tugging at her lips and the embarrassed flush on her face told me she wasn’t exactly mad.

She turned to walk over to Brendan, rolling her eyes in playful exasperation.

But Brendan had heard me. And more importantly, he had seen what I was talking about.

His eyes followed her, shamelessly locking onto her tits as she moved toward him, the wet fabric still practically painted onto her skin.

She offered him the plate, and instead of taking it immediately, he exhaled, shaking his head slightly before muttering, "I have to agree with Rich. That top is all but a formality at this point."

The words left his mouth before he could stop them.

The second he heard himself say it, he blushed, realizing just how bold he had been. But it was too late.

Amy’s lips parted, her blush deepening as she shot him a look that was half amusement, half disbelief.

"Okay, that's it!" she declared, trying to mask her flustered reaction with mock authority. "Everyone's officially had too much to drink!"

Brendan and I both cracked up, our laughter spilling over into the warm afternoon air. Amy shook her head and rejoined me in the pool, settling into the water beside me, still flushed from Brendan’s words.

For a moment, we all just lingered there, the alcohol wrapping us in a warm, comfortable haze.

Then, out of nowhere, Amy decided to flip the tables.

"Why haven’t you joined us in the pool, Brendan?" she asked suddenly, arching an eyebrow in playful challenge. "You afraid of the water?"

Brendan, mid-bite, chewed for a second before shrugging. "No suit, to be honest," he admitted, his voice casual, mouth half full of cheese and crackers. "Actually can’t ever remember owning a bathing suit."

Amy’s smile turned teasing. "So what you’re saying is—you’ve just never been in a pool before?"

Brendan chuckled. "Oh, I’ve been in plenty of pools," he assured her. "Just not always with clothes on."

That comment landed differently.

Amy’s lips parted slightly, her expression faltering for a brief moment before she let out a small, nervous laugh.

I shifted beside her, gripping my drink a little tighter.

The energy between us was different now.

Brendan smirked slightly, taking another sip of his drink as he leaned back against the chair, completely unbothered.

Amy tucked her hair behind her ear—a nervous habit I had seen a thousand times before.

And my cock, once again, twitched beneath the water.

As she finished speaking, I slipped up behind Amy, my hands finding her waist beneath the water. The alcohol was thick in my veins, but it wasn’t just that. A couple of hours had passed, and I had been growing increasingly intoxicated by her body—the way her wet skin glowed under the soft light of the evening, the way she had become so at ease in that barely-there bikini, the way Brendan had been watching her without restraint.

I wanted her. And I didn’t care.

But more than that, some reckless, drunken part of me wanted her to give Brendan another show.

I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “It would really turn me on if you ditched your top.”

Amy tensed, inhaling sharply before she turned to face me. Her eyes were glazed from the alcohol, but there was something else in them too—something dark and electric, something that sent a jolt of heat through my stomach.

"Rich, Brendan’s right there," she whispered, her tone half-scolding, half-breathless. But I could see it—the tiny flicker of excitement hiding beneath her words, just waiting to be coaxed out.

I pressed my luck, my fingers tracing small circles along her lower back beneath the water.

“C’mon, babe,” I murmured. “Toss it... and then I’ll kick him out of here so we can have some fun.”

She stared at me, eyes locked on mine, the faintest smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. There was heat in her gaze now, unmistakable and thrilling.

Then, she leaned in, her lips barely grazing my ear as she whispered, “Fine, but don’t get mad at me if you regret this.”

I swallowed hard.

Before I could say another word, she sank beneath the water, her body disappearing into the cool, rippling surface.

My breath caught as I watched her hands move behind her back.

Then, the knot came undone.

A second later, a thin strip of black fabric floated to the surface, bobbing in the water like a careless afterthought.

My dick stirred at the sight, pulsing beneath the water as I stared at my wife’s discarded bikini top.

But before I could fully process it, she moved again.

I caught a glimpse of her hands, lower this time, playing beneath the water, her movements slow and deliberate.

And then—another piece of black fabric breached the surface.

My breath hitched.

She had removed her G-string.

A sharp, undeniable jolt of arousal shot through me, my cock thickening instantly beneath the water as I realized Amy was completely naked.

She resurfaced, her eyes flicking up to mine, teasing, dark, playful.

She held her newly removed swimsuit in her hand, the tiny bundle of wet fabric balled up in her palm, as if she were considering her next move.

And then, before I could even react, she tossed it.

Not at me.

At Brendan.

“Found a suit for you!” she teased.

I couldn’t believe it.

The moment stretched into eternity as the wet bundle of fabric hit him square in the chest, making a soft splat against his bare skin.

Brendan jolted, startled for half a second, his fingers automatically grabbing hold of the wet bikini as realization dawned on his face.

His expression shifted, his entire demeanor changing in an instant.

Because now?

Now he knew.

Now there was no doubt in his mind—my wife was naked in front of him.

He stared at the bikini in his hands for a moment, his grip tightening around the wet fabric before a slow grin spread across his face.

He bunched it up, stuffing it into his pocket before lifting his drink and laughing.

“Souvenir!” he called out, his voice half-joking, half-awed.

Amy giggled, completely unbothered by what she had just done.

And me?

I just stood there, rock hard, watching as my wife laughed and played, bare and exposed in front of our neighbor.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure whether I was completely in control anymore.

Brendan was quick with the wit—I had to give him that much. Amy and I both laughed, but something had changed. The playful energy we’d started the afternoon with had shifted into something thicker, heavier. An undeniable eroticism now lingered in the air, wrapping around us like the humid summer heat.

Brendan swirled the ice in his empty glass, smirking. "I could really use a refill," he mused, his tone light, teasing, yet edged with something more. He sighed dramatically, tilting his head back against the chair. "But I’m just so damned comfortable. I’d really hate to move." His meaning was clear.

Amy turned to me, blushing, her eyes half-lidded, semi-glazed from the mix of alcohol and something deeper. Arousal. She shrugged, a tiny, almost imperceptible movement, but the message was clear. You asked for it.

I swallowed hard, my entire body tense with anticipation as I watched her push off the edge of the pool, her wet body slowly, deliberately emerging from the water. Her breasts bounced freely, heavy, glistening, her pale pink nipples standing stiff under the afternoon sun. Brendan’s jaw went slack. I couldn’t blame him. Water dripped from her curves, tracing rivulets down her stomach, over the soft swell of her hips, collecting at the delicate patch of skin just above her thighs before falling to the concrete below. As she climbed fully onto the deck, her gorgeous ass escaped the water, round and firm, glistening under the fading sunlight. And when she turned—for just a moment—her stance allowed a perfect, fleeting glimpse of her sex.

My cock pulsed beneath the water. I had never been so turned on in my life. I couldn’t believe the shift in her demeanor. Just weeks ago, Amy was one of the most reserved, modest, protective women imaginable. The kind who would clutch a towel around herself after stepping out of the shower, the kind who would double-check that the blinds were drawn before changing her clothes. Now, here she was, strolling across our patio completely nude, her body swaying with each step, our neighbor openly feasting on her with his eyes. I knew the alcohol was part of it, but so was my constant prodding.

And Brendan? He wasn’t even trying to hide his reaction anymore. He watched her move like a man in a trance, eyes locked onto her ass, his fingers flexing slightly around the armrests of his chair, as if restraining the urge to reach out and grab her. Amy, whether consciously or not, savored the attention. She stepped forward, taking her time as she picked up the pitcher from the patio table. She didn’t hurry. She didn’t cover herself. She let Brendan look. And he did. His stare burned into her as she walked back toward him, his chest rising and falling slightly heavier as she leaned in close, tilting the pitcher toward his glass.

Her bare tits swayed forward, heavy and full, hovering right above his body as she refilled his drink. I could see it in his expression. She was intoxicating him. "There you go," she murmured, her voice lower, sultry, dripping with something new.

Brendan exhaled sharply. The man couldn’t help himself. His lips parted, his hands tightening into loose fists on his thighs as his eyes darted back and forth between her breasts, her face, her bare, dripping body. Then, before he could stop himself, he blurted out, "God damn! Those tits!"

Amy flushed, but she didn’t recoil. She simply smirked, biting her lip as she set the pitcher down beside him. Brendan’s head whipped toward me, his expression disbelieving, almost overwhelmed. "You’re just letting this happen?"

I grinned, my cock aching beneath the water, my chest tight with a mixture of pride and arousal. I said nothing. Brendan laughed in disbelief, shaking his head, still gawking at my wife as she slowly turned, walking—no, gliding—back toward me in the pool. I exhaled sharply, watching as her naked, dripping body slid back into the water, my heart hammering. The dynamic had completely shifted. And I wasn’t sure if I could ever go back.

I had never felt so proud of her, so turned on by her. Watching her, bare and dripping, return to me in the water, I was completely consumed by a heady mixture of desire and admiration. This wasn’t just my wife anymore—this was something else entirely. Something raw. Something electric.

Amy slipped back into the pool beside me, the cool water licking at her exposed skin as she moved closer. Her body brushed against mine, soft, wet, warm. I turned to her, but before I could say a word, her lips were on mine, her fingers threading through my hair as she kissed me with a hunger I hadn’t felt from her in a long time. It wasn’t just passion—it was something deeper. A fire that had been kindled throughout the afternoon, finally sparking into a blaze.

She moaned softly into my mouth, pressing her body flush against mine, her hardened nipples grazing my chest. I could feel the subtle shift in her breathing, the slight trembling in her touch, the way she clung to me as though she was barely restraining herself. My hands roamed her slick curves, tracing the gentle dip of her waist, the swell of her ass, feeling the way her skin felt beneath my fingertips—hot despite the water surrounding us.

I let my lips trail down her neck, tasting the chlorine and heat of her flushed skin. She shivered, her breath hitching as my hands explored her more freely. She wasn’t hiding anymore. She wasn’t hesitating. She was offering herself to me, here, now.

My cock throbbed against her hip, aching, and I knew she could feel it. I swallowed hard, biting back the urge to take her right there, to push her up against the pool’s edge and bury myself inside of her. Instead, I let my hands roam, my fingertips grazing over the curve of her breasts, teasing, kneading, my thumbs brushing over her stiffened nipples.

Amy whimpered, tilting her head back slightly, offering herself to me. I took full advantage, dragging my lips lower, across her collarbone, down to the swell of her breasts. My teeth grazed her skin, and she gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Baby,” she whispered, breathless. “I’m so horny.”

The way she said it—so desperate, so unlike her usual self—sent a shudder through me. My cock twitched against her stomach, thick and heavy, but before I could say anything, I felt her hand slip beneath the water.

I stiffened as her fingers wrapped around me, slow and deliberate, her grip tightening as she began to stroke. The sensation was almost overwhelming, the contrast of the cool water against the heat of her palm making me groan low in my throat.

Amy smirked against my lips, her eyes dark with lust. “I love how hard you are,” she murmured.

I exhaled sharply, my hips jerking slightly as she continued, her movements agonizingly slow, teasing. She knew exactly what she was doing.

I swallowed hard, my entire body tensing as her movements became more deliberate, her palm twisting slightly on the upstroke. I was aching, my pulse pounding in my ears. I wanted nothing more than to lift her onto the ledge and slide into her, but I knew we weren’t there yet. This was teasing, torture, and it was so much hotter because of it.

I slid my hand between her thighs, running my fingers along her slit, feeling how soaked she was—and not just from the pool. She gasped, hips bucking slightly, her grip on me faltering for just a second.

“You’re drenched,” I murmured against her lips, smirking.

Amy let out a breathy laugh, her cheeks flushed. “And whose fault is that?”

I groaned as her strokes slowed, her grip loosening just enough to keep me on edge. She wasn’t letting me finish. She was keeping me right there, hovering at the precipice of pleasure, drawing it out, teasing me with the same kind of agonizing restraint I had been testing her with all afternoon.

Her lips brushed against my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Not yet,” she whispered.

I shuddered, my cock twitching in her grip. I had never been this hard in my life.

We weren’t having sex. But fuck—this was so much more than that.

And I didn’t know how much longer I could take it.

We were both lost in our lust, seemingly unconcerned with anything outside of our own little world. We had never done anything even remotely this risqué, never crossed this kind of boundary before. But here we were, in the heat of it, wrapped up in the moment, until Amy suddenly tensed beneath me.

She gasped sharply, her entire body stiffening. "Oh! Oh my God!" she blurted out, her voice a mixture of shock and something else I couldn’t quite place.

Her eyes were wide, fixed on something to her left, toward the edge of the pool. I barely registered the change at first, too lost in her warmth, in the wet silk of her body against mine. But the alarm in her voice snapped me back into reality, and I followed her gaze.

Brendan.

The presence I had almost completely forgotten about.

A sudden wave of embarrassment and regret hit me, a cold contrast to the overwhelming heat of Amy’s body still gripping me. I braced myself for whatever expression I might find on his face—judgment, shock, maybe even disgust. But instead, what I saw stopped me cold.

Brendan was watching us.

Not just watching. He was stroking himself, his massive hand wrapped around an equally massive cock.

And fuck, was it massive.

I had never seen anything like it. It was thick—obscenely thick—and long enough that even his large fingers couldn’t fully wrap around its girth. It had to be at least eight or nine inches, heavy and veined, the flushed head slick from the attention of his firm strokes. His free hand gripped the ledge of the pool, his knuckles white as he slowly, steadily worked his length. The contrast between his dark skin and the thick, glistening shaft was impossible to ignore.

Amy was staring.

Her lips parted, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her wet tits heaving as she drank in the sight before her. I could feel her trembling beneath me, but not from fear.

I glanced back at Brendan. He met my gaze briefly, his expression laced with both arousal and guilt. His breathing was ragged, his jaw clenched, as though he was wrestling with himself over what he had just done.

"Fuck... I'm sorry, Rich," he panted, his strokes slowing but not stopping. "Your wife really gets my motor going and I'm not thinking straight. I shouldn’t have pulled this guy out. I’ll tidy up." His face was flushed, his body tense, as if he was about to tuck himself away and pretend none of this had happened.

But before he could, Amy interrupted.

"Don’t!" Her voice was soft, but firm, and the way she said it sent a jolt through my spine. She was still staring at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glazed with lust. Her fingers clung to the smooth tile edge of the pool, knuckles white. "I... I don’t mind..."

Brendan stilled, his breath hitching.

I stared at Amy, completely mesmerized by the woman in front of me. Her gaze never left Brendan’s cock. She was captivated, transfixed, and it was one of the hottest things I had ever seen.

She turned back to me, her pupils blown wide, her expression wrecked with need. I had never seen her like this before—so completely, utterly consumed.

"Fuck me, baby," she whispered, barely audible, but I felt the weight of the words like a physical force.

Her breasts pressed against the tile, heavy and slick with pool water, her back arched slightly, her ass lifting toward me in invitation. Who was this woman? And why did I adore every ounce of her being?

A primal growl rumbled in my chest. Any hesitation I had vanished.

I gripped her hips, tightening my hold on her soft curves, and slammed into her.

Amy gasped, her fingers digging into the tile as I pounded into her, harder than I ever had before. The water sloshed around us, waves lapping against the edges of the pool, but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was the way she felt wrapped around me, the way she moaned without a care, the way she knew we were being watched and didn’t stop.

Brendan’s breathing was heavy behind us. The slick sound of his fist working his cock was barely audible over the splashes of the water, but I knew Amy could hear it too.

And fuck, that only made this even hotter.

I soon noticed that Amy wasn’t just moaning louder than ever—she was watching. Her gaze was locked on Brendan, her lips parted, her breath coming in ragged gasps as her eyes devoured the sight of him stroking his massive cock. And the strangest part? I wasn’t jealous. If anything, the way she was looking at him only turned me on more.

Her moans grew more desperate, more raw, her voice filled with unrestrained pleasure. I was sure the entire neighborhood could hear her, but she didn’t care, and neither did I. The way she clutched at the edge of the pool, arching back into me, pushing her ass against my thrusts, told me she wanted more.

I gritted my teeth, my fingers tightening around her hips beneath the water. If she wanted to put on a show, I was going to give her one.

I slammed into her, harder, deeper, my movements fueled by something primal, something competitive. Every stroke sent shudders through her, her cries spilling out into the night air. The way her body reacted to me, the way she trembled and squeezed around my cock, had me aching to push her over the edge, to make sure that whatever she was feeling watching Brendan, I was still the one fucking her senseless.

Brendan was completely absorbed, his focus unwavering, his fist pumping steadily over his slick length. He was mesmerized by Amy, his breaths coming faster, his hand moving in tight, deliberate strokes. His cock—long, thick, impossibly heavy—jerked slightly in his grasp, the head swollen and dark, veins pulsing as he watched my wife take every inch of me.

His voice was rough, low, filled with drunken hunger. “Damn, Amy... you got me hard as a rock.”

Her breath hitched at his words. She wasn’t just watching now—she was listening. She was taking it all in, the weight of Brendan’s voice, the wet sound of his strokes, the pure filth of what was happening in front of her. And she loved it.

Brendan shifted slightly, shaking his cock as if to make sure she saw it all.

And she did.

Her eyes never left it.

I glanced over again, my thrusts never faltering, taking in the sheer size of him. It was obscene. The way his huge hand barely fit around it, the way his heavy balls hung low and tight, throbbing with need—it was unreal.

And then, just when I thought things couldn’t get any more charged, Amy gasped, her voice thick with lust, and for the first time in my life, I heard her say it.

"That's a damn big cock, Brendan!"

The words sent a violent shiver down my spine.

My wife had never used the word cock before, not even in bed. She had just openly complimented another man’s size—while I was inside her.

And fuck, that was it. That was the final push.

A deep growl tore from my throat as I pounded into her with everything I had, feeling the way her walls clenched around me, squeezing, milking me. She was close—I could feel it in the way her nails dug into the tile, the way she trembled, the way her voice broke as she moaned my name.

Her pussy tightened, her entire body going taut, and then she was cumming hard, her cries loud and needy, her back arching as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her.

The sight, the sound, the feeling of her losing herself completely pushed me over the edge. I groaned as I erupted inside of her, filling her with thick, hot cum, my grip on her hips holding her firmly against me as I emptied everything I had into her.

Her moans hadn’t even died down when another voice cut through the air.

"Fuck yeah," Brendan groaned, his voice tight with pleasure. "Give her a proper fucking."

Amy and I both turned our heads just in time to see him explode.

His cock jerked in his grip, and then thick streams of cum shot from the head, splashing onto his stomach, his thighs, coating his fingers as he milked himself through the orgasm. Rope after rope spilled from him, an impossible amount, his massive balls contracting tight against his shaft as he let out a low, guttural moan.

His chest rose and fell in deep, heavy breaths, his muscles tensing as the last spurts dripped from his length.

Amy watched it all. And the way she bit her lip, the way her body still trembled against me as she stared at the aftermath, told me she had loved every second of it.

And weirdly, so had I.

Eventually, we all came to a still, the weight of what had just happened settling over us. The only sounds remaining were the soft lapping of the pool water and the distant hum of the night. Silence occupied the patio, thick and almost surreal, until something inside me snapped.

I laughed. A deep, breathless, absurd laugh that spilled from my lips before I could stop it.

Amy looked at me, wide-eyed for a moment, before breaking into giggles of her own, her body still pressed against mine, her chest rising and falling in uneven breaths. Then, after a beat, Brendan chuckled too—low and raspy—his chest still heaving as the last of his orgasm shuddered through him.

The three of us sat there, wrapped in some strange, blissed-out hysteria, until I finally exhaled sharply and ran a hand through my damp hair. "Alright, neighbor, I think we’re heading in for the night," I said, my voice hoarse, my heart still hammering in my chest.

Brendan let out a long breath, shaking his head as if trying to clear it. "Jesus," he muttered, his voice still laced with the last remnants of pleasure. "What the fuck just happened?"

Amy laughed again, light and airy, still riding the high of everything we had just done. I smirked at Brendan, shaking my head. "I have no idea."

Brendan pushed himself up from his chair, still completely naked, completely unashamed. He stretched lazily, his broad frame illuminated under the soft glow of the patio lights.

And there it was.

Hanging between his thighs, still slick with cum, huge even as it softened—Brendan’s cock swayed heavily, thick and weighty, still dripping the last of his release onto our patio deck.

I felt something sharp in my chest.

It hit me so suddenly I almost gasped aloud.

The post-orgasm clarity slammed into me like a freight train.

Brendan wasn’t covering himself, wasn’t even attempting to. He was proud. Confident. And why the hell wouldn’t he be? My wife had just watched him stroke that monster of his. She had complimented it. Admired it. And I had been right there, inside her, fucking her through it all, while she stared at another man’s cock.

Something bitter and hot coiled in my stomach.

I swallowed hard, my mind suddenly racing with thoughts I hadn’t had time to process before.

Brendan smirked, rolling his shoulders, still standing completely bare before us. "I’ll grab this stuff in the morning," he said, motioning toward the leftover alcohol and glasses on the table. He turned slightly, about to walk away, then hesitated, looking back at us.

His lips curled into a slow, knowing grin.

"Thanks for the world-class hospitality," he said, his voice warm, amused, almost cocky. Then, with an easy stride, he vanished around the corner, his impossibly thick cock still swinging slightly as he disappeared into the night.

I exhaled, trying to ignore the strange, gnawing sensation clawing at my gut.

Amy turned to me, her eyes still heavy-lidded, her face still flushed, but there was something else there now. A flicker of uncertainty. A question she wasn’t sure how to ask.

I wasn’t sure I had an answer for it anyway.

So instead, I pulled her into me, pressing my lips to hers, kissing her deeply, with love, with passion—maybe even with desperation.

Because for the first time all night, I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt.


Chapter 5

For whatever reason, Amy and I didn’t speak of the event for a few days. We were quieter than normal with each other, the usual playful banter replaced by a strange, unspoken tension. I chalked it up to both of us needing time to digest the experience.

It was clear that our sex in the pool had been some of the best we’d ever had—but why? That was the question gnawing at the back of my mind. Was it the spontaneity? The thrill of doing something so reckless? Or was it something more complicated, something I wasn’t ready to fully acknowledge?

Amy finally brought it up over dinner one evening.

"Do you want to talk about the other day?" she asked, softly.

She was picking at her food, barely touching her wine, her usual easy confidence replaced by something uncertain.

I swallowed, feigning ignorance. "What’s there to talk about? We had some drinks, and an incredibly beautiful woman caused two men to behave idiotically." I paused, forcing a smirk. "It’s a tale as old as the earth itself."

Amy didn’t laugh.

Her eyes flicked up to mine, searching, cautious. "No, it isn’t, Rich. We’re married. Married people don’t behave that way."

I frowned, setting my fork down.

"Bullshit, Amy. Tons of married couples do things like that. There’s nothing wrong with what happened."

She exhaled sharply, looking down at her plate.

I studied her, the way her fingers toyed with the stem of her glass, the way she wasn’t meeting my gaze. She wasn’t just asking for the sake of it—she was struggling.

And for the first time since that night, I wasn’t sure if I had the right answer.

I realized my tone had been harsher than I intended, and I softened it with my next question. "Why do you say that... do you regret it?"

Amy was still playing with the peas on her plate, pushing them around absentmindedly with her fork. Her lips parted slightly, as if she wanted to answer immediately, but something held her back. Finally, she sighed. "No, I— I don’t know."

I leaned forward, watching her carefully. She wasn’t upset, not exactly, but she was conflicted, trying to make sense of what had happened just as much as I was.

I had to reassure her, to make her understand that it was okay to feel the way she did. "I've never seen you so sexually free, so excited. You were like an entirely different woman."

That caused her to blush, her cheeks darkening as she ducked her head slightly. She bit her lip, hesitating, then let out a soft giggle. "...I guess I had fun."

I smiled, feeling a rush of relief at her response. "Not as much fun as Brendan had."

Her blush deepened, and she let out a breathy chuckle. "Yeah, what a perv."

I tilted my head, watching her closely. "Maybe, but I could tell you enjoyed teasing him."

Her body stiffened slightly, and for the first time, she faltered. "I—" She hesitated, her nerves getting the best of her. Then, before she could stop herself, she blurted out, "... I was just surprised by how big his willy was."

The second the words left her mouth, she shut down completely.

Her eyes went wide, her face burning red as she realized what she had just admitted. She quickly tried to backtrack, her voice flustered, stumbling over itself. "I— I’m sorry... I—"

I exhaled through my nose, shaking my head, amused. "Babe, please. I know." I smirked, leaning back in my chair, watching her squirm. "Who would have thought that horny old goat was hung like a donkey?"

Amy groaned, covering her face with her hands as she laughed.

But we both knew the truth.

Brendan’s cock had intrigued her.

And I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

Amy blushed, her fingers toying with the stem of her wine glass as she avoided my gaze. A small, nervous smile tugged at her lips, but she didn’t say anything else.

We slowly finished our meal, the conversation shifting to safer topics—work, weekend plans, the possibility of repainting the guest room—but there was an undeniable tension lingering between us. The air felt heavier, charged with something unspoken.

Every now and then, I caught her biting her lip, her eyes flickering toward me before quickly looking away. She was still thinking about it.

So was I.

The way she had slipped up, the way she had reacted to Brendan’s size—it was stuck in my head now, looping on repeat. And I wasn’t sure why, but I wanted to hear more.

After we cleared the table, we moved through our usual routine—stacking dishes in the sink, brushing our teeth side by side in the bathroom—but there was a quiet intensity in Amy’s movements. She kept stealing glances at me in the mirror, like she knew exactly what was coming next.

By the time we made it to the bedroom, the air between us was thick with something that wasn’t quite jealousy, wasn’t quite arousal, but was definitely something.

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching as she pulled off her shirt, her skin illuminated by the soft glow of the bedside lamp. She turned her back to me, reaching behind to unclasp her bra, and I couldn’t help but smirk as she hesitated just a second longer than normal. She was waiting for me to say something.

And I wasn’t going to disappoint her.

I moved behind her, my hands sliding over her bare shoulders, pressing my lips to the delicate curve of her neck. She let out a soft sigh, her body relaxing into my touch. My fingers drifted down, grazing the sides of her breasts before skimming lower, tracing the curve of her waist.

"You still thinking about Brendan’s cock?"

Amy tensed instantly, her breath hitching, and I felt her stomach contract beneath my touch.

I grinned against her skin.

"You were staring," I murmured, dragging my lips down the back of her neck, my hands roaming lower, teasing the waistband of her shorts. "I know you were impressed."

Her hands clutched at my forearms, as if trying to steady herself. "Rich..."

"What?" I whispered, slipping my hands inside her shorts, my fingers spreading over the smooth heat of her hips. "You can tell me, babe. I saw your face."

She made a small, frustrated noise, torn between embarrassment and desire.

I turned her gently, guiding her back onto the bed. She settled against the pillows, her breath uneven, her chest rising and falling in small, quick gasps. I kissed her again, slow and deep, my hands wandering over her body, teasing the tops of her thighs, brushing between her legs but never quite giving her what she wanted.

She was squirming, her body arching into my touch, but I kept my pace slow, deliberate.

"Did it turn you on?" I asked softly, trailing kisses down her stomach, dipping my tongue into her navel before moving lower.

"Rich," she whimpered, her fingers threading through my hair as I pushed her legs apart.

"You can tell me," I said again, my lips hovering just above her dripping pussy, my breath hot against her swollen lips. "I won’t get mad."

She trembled beneath me, her hands fisting in the sheets.

I pressed a kiss to the inside of her thigh, then another, my tongue flicking out to taste the sensitive skin.

"Just say it, baby," I coaxed, my voice dark with amusement as I finally, finally dragged my tongue over her soaked slit, tasting the wetness spilling from her.

She gasped, her back arching.

And I knew I had her right where I wanted her.

Amy gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair as my tongue traced slow, teasing circles over her dripping pussy. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her back arching slightly off the bed. I held her hips firm, keeping her in place as I took my time, tasting her, feeling the way she responded to every flick of my tongue.

She was already so wet, so needy, her body completely open to me. But I wasn’t going to let her cum just yet. I wanted more.

Sliding my hands up, I cupped her breasts, teasing her hardened nipples between my fingers as I pressed my tongue deeper, dragging it slowly over her swollen clit. She gasped again, her hips jerking involuntarily, her body betraying her.

"Rich," she whimpered, her hands fisting in the sheets now, her entire body shuddering beneath me.

I smirked against her, keeping my tongue movements agonizingly slow, just enough to keep her hovering on the edge.

"Thinking about Brendan’s cock again?" I murmured between licks, my words sending vibrations straight into her.

Amy’s breath caught in her throat, her thighs twitching.

I lifted my head just enough to look up at her. "Come on, baby. Just admit it."

Her lips parted, her chest rising and falling in ragged breaths, but she didn’t answer.

I rewarded her silence with a sharp flick of my tongue, circling her clit with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

She moaned, her head tilting back. "I..."

I pressed a soft kiss against her inner thigh, then sucked gently on the sensitive skin before looking up again. "I saw you watching him," I whispered. "You weren’t just staring—you were entranced."

Amy’s breathing stuttered, her face flushed, her body completely betraying her.

Finally, she groaned and let the words spill out. "Fine! I liked it!" She gasped as I licked her again, my fingers gripping her thighs tighter. "It was... so big," she admitted breathlessly, her voice barely more than a whimper.

I felt my cock twitch—hard.

I had been so lost in making her cum that I hadn’t even realized how completely fucking stiff I was.

Amy noticed immediately.

I saw the exact moment it clicked in her head—the way her hazy, pleasure-drunk expression shifted, something dark and knowing creeping into her gaze.

She exhaled slowly, her lips curling into the faintest, wicked smile.

"You’re hard," she murmured, her voice soft, teasing.

I didn’t answer, but I didn’t have to.

Her fingers trailed down my chest, her touch featherlight, exploring, teasing, before her palm finally closed around my cock, stroking me slowly. "You never get hard from just eating me out," she whispered, tilting her head slightly, studying my face.

I swallowed, suddenly feeling like I was the one trapped beneath her.

"This turns you on, doesn’t it?" she continued, tightening her grip just slightly. "Me thinking about his big cock..."

I shuddered, a low groan escaping my throat.

Amy’s smile widened, and I realized—fuck—that was it. That was the moment.

The moment everything shifted.

She knew she had me now.

She let her fingers slip away, watching me as I hovered over her. Without breaking eye contact, she spread her legs a little wider, inviting me in, her gaze daring me to take her.

I didn’t hesitate.

I slid into her in one slow, deep thrust, her body hot and tight around me, a gasp catching in her throat. I groaned as I buried myself completely, my fingers digging into her hips, claiming her.

But even as I started thrusting, even as I fucked her deeper, harder than I ever had before, I couldn’t shake the way she was smiling.

"Go on," I gritted out, my voice rough with arousal. "Tell me more."

She moaned, her fingers gripping my shoulders. "It was so big," she murmured again, her voice thick with lust.

I thrust harder. "How big?"

She gasped, her nails digging into my skin. "So much bigger than yours," she whispered.

A deep, primal growl ripped from my throat, my pace relentless now.

Amy moaned louder, arching beneath me, completely lost in the pleasure. "You felt it too, didn’t you?" she purred. "You saw it. That huge, thick cock... you know I’ve never seen anything like that before."

I slammed into her, groaning as her pussy clenched around me.

She let out a sharp, breathless laugh, gripping my face between her hands, forcing me to look at her. "You love hearing me say it, don’t you?" she whispered, her tongue flicking out to tease my lips. "You love that I can’t stop thinking about it."

I was so close.

I needed to cum, needed to fucking explode inside her, but I couldn’t stop now. I needed more.

"Would you like to feel it?" I growled, barely able to force the words out.

Her breath hitched.

She paused—just for a second—before her lips curved into that devilish smile again.

"I’d love to," she purred, her voice dripping with desire.

But then—she went further.

Her eyes darkened, her fingers threading into my hair as she whispered against my lips.

"But I’d be worried about what it would feel like after... for you."

Something in me snapped.

I lost control.

My entire body tensed as the biggest, most powerful orgasm of my life tore through me. I groaned, my thrusts becoming erratic as I filled her completely, my cum spilling deep inside her. I felt her legs wrap around me, her hands clawing at my back as she pulled me closer.

And just as I thought I couldn’t possibly keep going, she whispered something that sent me right over the fucking edge.

"Come on, baby," she cooed, her voice sinful, teasing. "Imagine he's just fucked me with that huge black cock... now it's your turn. Go on... cum in your wife’s little stretched-out cunt."

My entire body shook, my vision going white as I let out a strangled, desperate groan, cumming harder than I ever had before.

I kept moving, pushing through the pleasure, determined to take her with me.

And then—Amy’s body tensed beneath me.

She gasped, her legs trembling around me as her pussy clenched down, her orgasm tearing through her just as mine began to fade.

We came together, a tangled mess of moans and gasps and pure, unfiltered release.

And as I collapsed against her, completely spent, I realized something.

This wasn’t over.

Amy had just taken control.

And I had never been so fucking turned on in my life.


Chapter 6

A few more days passed, and I realized we hadn’t seen Brendan since that fateful afternoon. It wasn’t unusual for him to keep to himself, but after everything that had happened, his absence felt different.

I found myself glancing toward his house more often than I cared to admit, wondering what he was thinking. Wondering if he was waiting for us to make the next move.

Finally, we bumped into each other in the front yard as I was heading into work.

Brendan was standing by his mailbox, sifting through some envelopes, but as soon as he noticed me, he stiffened slightly, hesitating before setting the mail aside.

He looked awkward at first, mirroring the same energy from our last driveway conversation. Scratching the back of his head, he let out a breath and chuckled nervously.

"God, I don't want to make these talks a regular thing, Rich," he admitted, shaking his head. "I'm just not sure I behaved appropriately the other day."

I smirked, shutting my car door and turning to face him.

"You behaved same as us, Brendan," I reassured him. "Nothing to be worried about. We all had quite a few drinks."

I paused, debating whether to admit what I had been thinking for days now. But something about this conversation—the way the air between us had changed—made me say it anyway.

"Besides," I added, exhaling through my nose, "I've been trying to get Amy to loosen up for years now. Glad it’s finally seeming to work."

Brendan’s expression shifted almost instantly. His shoulders relaxed, and that nervous energy faded, replaced by something more familiar. More confident.

He grinned, shaking his head. "That wife of yours, I don’t have to tell you. She’s something else."

He paused, his smile widening slightly, his voice dropping just a little lower.

"If every Sunday played out like that, I’d die a happy man."

I chuckled, but something about the way he said it hit differently.

It was casual. Playful. But there was a truth beneath it that neither of us was ignoring.

I opened the car door, smirking at him. "I'll make sure to holler the next time we have a pool day."

The words left my mouth easier than they should have. I barely even thought about them before I said them. And yet, as soon as they were out there, I felt oddly free.

Brendan let out a low laugh, shaking his head. "Much obliged."

I slid into my car, gripping the wheel as I watched him stroll back toward his house, that same damn grin still on his face.

As I drove into the office, I couldn’t help but shake my head in amusement over how strange and exciting things had gotten.

And for the first time in a long time, I wondered just how much further it could go.

Upon waking the next morning, I stretched, still groggy, and instinctively moved toward the bedroom window. The early morning light streamed in as I pulled back the curtains, and just like clockwork, there was Brendan—shirtless, walking around his bedroom.

His torso was thick, broad, muscular but softened with age, and dusted with dark hair. There was something effortlessly confident about the way he carried himself, the way he moved, unbothered by his near-nakedness.

As if sensing me, he glanced up, grinned, and gave me a goofy wave.

I smirked and waved back, shaking my head at how strange and oddly thrilling this new dynamic had become.

Leaving the window open, I headed toward the bathroom just as Amy was stepping out of the shower.

Her skin was still glistening, beads of water sliding down the curves of her body, catching the light. Her breasts—still flushed from the hot water—rose and fell as she towel-dried her hair, completely oblivious to how fucking gorgeous she looked in that moment.

My cock stirred immediately, but so did an idea.

"Your admirer is over there, waiting for you," I said, keeping my tone light, casual.

She blinked at me sleepily, running the towel through her damp brunette hair. "Huh?" she replied, yawning.

"Brendan’s waiting for you," I repeated with a knowing smile.

That woke her up.

She hesitated for just a second before turning to me, smirking. "What do you mean?"

"I just waved good morning. He’s in his room," I said, my smirk widening.

Amy rolled her eyes, but the blush on her cheeks was instant. "Pervert," she muttered—but she walked out naked all the same.

I followed behind her, leaning against the doorway as she stepped right up to the window, no alcohol in her system this time, no excuse—just her own willingness.

Her face was red, but she didn’t hesitate.

Brendan was still moving about his room, distracted, but as Amy lifted a hand to wave, her huge tits bounced with the motion, drawing his attention instantly.

His head snapped toward the window.

And the moment he saw her—completely nude, smiling, openly teasing him—his entire body froze.

Amy giggled, her blush deepening, but there was something playful in her expression now, something bolder than before.

And then—she curtsied.

A fucking curtsy.

She bent her knees slightly, dipped her shoulders, and gave him a slow, flirtatious bow, her bare breasts swaying with the movement.

Brendan’s lips parted, his face shifting through a dozen different expressions—shock, amusement, appreciation—all before settling into something heavier.

Amy, still blushing, turned toward me, shaking her head. "Alright, that’s enough. It’s too early for this."

She reached for the curtain to slide it shut.

But then—she paused.

Her body went still, her hand hovering just above the fabric.

"Oh."

It was barely a whisper, soft, breathy, but I heard it.

And the way she said it—low, almost mesmerized, laced with something undeniably sexual—sent a shiver straight through me.

I stepped closer, my breath catching slightly.

"What?" I murmured, my voice lower now, matching her energy.

Amy didn’t answer.

She just kept looking.

At him.

At something.

And as I followed her gaze, I suddenly realized what she was seeing.

Brendan had stopped moving entirely.

He wasn’t grinning anymore.

He wasn’t waving.

He was standing still, right in front of his window—his boxers tenting obscenely, his cock already thick and heavy beneath the fabric, clearly responding to the sight of my naked wife teasing him.

And Amy couldn’t take her eyes off it.

Amy’s body remained still, her hand hovering near the curtain as she gazed through the window. Her breath had changed—slightly hitched, heavier.

I stepped closer, feeling the heat between us shift. "What?" I murmured again, but this time, I had a feeling I already knew the answer.

Amy didn’t speak at first. She just watched.

And then Brendan, standing tall in his bedroom, slowly slid his boxers down.

Amy inhaled sharply as his thick cock sprang free, heavy and still half-hard, hanging between his legs like something obscene. He didn’t hesitate. He knew she was watching.

I felt my stomach tighten as he wrapped his large fist around the base, stroking himself slowly, giving her an unfiltered, up-close show of his size. His movements were steady, controlled—proud.

Amy let out a quiet, breathy laugh, almost in disbelief. "Oh my god..." she whispered. "He’s really doing it..."

I clenched my jaw, my fists tightening at my sides. "Alright, that’s enough. Close the damn curtains."

But she didn’t move. She simply tilted her head, her expression shifting into something... different.

"Why?" she asked, her voice smooth, teasing. "I thought you liked this..."

My breath caught. Amy had never spoken to me like this before—like she knew exactly what she was doing.

She turned toward me, completely naked, completely at ease, and smiled. "Rich..." she murmured, stepping closer, dragging her fingers lightly down my chest. "You got to have your fun last time."

Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smirk. "Now I think I’d like mine."

Before I could respond, she turned back toward the window, spreading her legs just enough for me to notice. "You want me to close the curtains?" she mused, her voice light, almost playful. "Then get on your knees and lick me."

A rush of heat surged through me. My pulse pounded in my ears.

"Amy—"

She arched a brow. "Kneel," she said simply, commanding, waiting.

I swallowed hard. My body moved before my mind caught up, dropping to my knees in front of her, my face level with her slick, bare pussy.

She let out a soft, satisfied sigh as I pressed my lips against her, dragging my tongue through her folds.

"That’s my good boy..." she murmured.

My cock throbbed painfully at the words.

I wasn’t even thinking about Brendan anymore. I was devouring her, tasting her, lapping at her clit with slow, deliberate strokes as she moaned softly, her fingers sliding through my hair.

Above me, she continued to watch him, her breathy gasps growing louder.

"God, look at him," she moaned, her hips pressing against my mouth. "Look how big it is, baby..."

I groaned, my tongue flicking over her clit, circling, teasing.

"Mmm... that’s it," she whispered, rolling her hips in time with my movements. "Keep licking me while I watch..."

My cock ached with need, but I didn’t stop.

Amy’s breathing grew heavier, needier, her fingers gripping the windowsill as she gasped, her legs beginning to shake.

"Oh, fuck, Rich," she whimpered. "You’re so good at this... such a good little pussy-licker..."

My cock twitched violently.

"Do you like making me cum while I watch him?" she asked, her voice breathless, teasing.

I groaned against her, unable to answer.

"Keep going," she ordered, grinding against my tongue now, riding my face as she moaned, louder and louder, until finally—her entire body tensed.

Her legs trembled, her fingers clawing at my hair as she came hard against my mouth, her thighs clenching around my face.

I held onto her, lapping up every drop, drawing out her orgasm until she finally shuddered and pulled back, breathing heavily.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. Then, Amy smirked.

She reached down, grasping my chin, tilting my face up toward her. Then she looked down.

Her smirk widened.

"You’re hard again," she murmured, her tone full of something almost victorious. "No touching, no stroking... just eating me out while watching another man’s cock..."

She ran her fingers over my jaw, tilting her head, studying me.

"I like the new you," she teased.

I clenched my jaw, burning with both humiliation and arousal, unable to form a response.

She stepped back slightly, giving me an expectant look. I hesitated before slowly rising to my feet, my breath still uneven.

Before I could say anything, Amy reached between us, grasping my cock, her fingers wrapping around my length.

She didn’t even look at me. She kept her eyes on Brendan.

And she jerked me off while staring at him.

I swallowed hard, my breath catching as she stroked me slowly, almost absentmindedly, her grip light, her attention somewhere else.

Brendan was still stroking himself, his cock fully hard now, thick and veined and dripping precum as he watched my wife.

And Amy just... watched him.

She sighed softly, her free hand drifting to her breast, cupping it, rolling her nipple between her fingers as she completely ignored me, her strokes lazy and casual.

I was so painfully turned on that I could barely breathe.

"God, he’s still going," she murmured, squeezing me just a little tighter. "So big... so thick... wonder how much he cums..."

I couldn’t take it.

I came instantly, spurting over her fingers with a strangled groan, my cock pulsing in her grasp.

Amy didn’t even pause. She just kept stroking me lazily, almost as if she hadn’t even noticed.

Brendan, on the other hand, was still going strong, his strokes faster, tighter, his chest rising and falling as he pumped his cock, holding back his orgasm.

Amy bit her lip, her free hand still playing with her nipple as she watched him cum at his own pace—long, thick spurts spilling over his fist as he groaned, his body tensing with release.

She sighed, finally dropping her hand from my softening cock. Then, with a final, satisfied smile, she reached for the curtain.

"Well," she mused, sounding entirely too pleased with herself. "That was fun."

She looked at me, her smirk returning, her eyes dancing with amusement.

"And Rich?"

I swallowed, my pulse still hammering.

She leaned in, her lips grazing my ear.

"You came so quick," she whispered, teasing, wicked. "I think you liked that even more than I did..."

Then she laughed, shutting the curtain without another word.

And I realized—I had never been more turned on... or more owned by my wife.


Chapter 7

A couple more weeks went by without much development—just the usual teasing glances, the stolen moments where Amy and I both knew we were thinking about that morning by the window, but neither of us dared say it out loud.

Then, something incredibly naughty, and incredibly erotic, changed things drastically.

We had just finished eating a lovely dinner, the remnants of a delicious meal spread across the table, accompanied by a few generous glasses of Cabernet. The mood was warm, relaxed. Amy was curled up against me on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her as she sipped the last of her wine, her eyes soft and hazy from the alcohol.

Then my phone rang.

I glanced at the screen. Brendan.

It struck me as odd—he had only called me a handful of times in the months we’d known him. Normally, our interactions were casual, effortless, reserved for chance encounters outside. A phone call felt different.

"Neighbor," I answered, taking a slow sip of my wine.

"Richard," he replied in his usual teasing tone.

I smirked. "How can I help you?"

On the surface, his voice was calm and deliberate, but there was something beneath it—an undertone of hesitation, of nervousness, hidden between the words.

"Hey man, I think I'm kind of fucking up this casserole that I'm making, and I need to bring it to this party for a friend tomorrow. Don't suppose there's any chance I could borrow Amy for a while?"

I sat up straighter, suddenly alert.

My fingers tightened slightly around my glass as I processed his words. It wasn’t just the request—it was the way he said it.

I hesitated, standing and slowly making my way into the next room, needing a moment to gather my thoughts. "I—uh. Yeah. I don’t see why not. Let me see if she’s available."

I paused, choosing my next words carefully. "You just need help with a casserole?"

Brendan chuckled, the sound light but laced with something else.

"Well, sure. Oh... I also wanted to give her the bikini back."

I had completely forgotten he still had it.

"Oh," I said, forcing a chuckle. "Well, that’s sure to make her blush. I think she forgot you even had it."

"Good," Brendan replied, his laughter deep, warm. "She deserves a little embarrassment. Teasing an old man like that."

Something in his tone made my stomach tighten.

I don’t know why I said what I said next, but I did.

"Yeah, the nerve of this woman. You should probably teach her a lesson, Brendan."

It was meant to be a joke. Lighthearted. A tease.

But the moment the words left my mouth, they hung there in dead air. A silence stretched between us, and I realized almost instantly that the tone of the conversation had shifted.

Then Brendan spoke, his voice slower, more measured. "You know what, Rich? That’s a great idea. I’ll give that wife of yours a taste of her own medicine."

Something in my chest tightened. My face flushed, heat spreading across my skin as a sharp, confused excitement flared in my gut. I swallowed, trying to ignore the pulse of arousal creeping through me, but the weight of what I had just set in motion sat heavy between us.

Somehow, I still forced myself to reply. "Alright," I said, my voice coming out lower than I expected. "I’ll send her on over."

"Good man," Brendan replied. Then, without another word, he hung up.

I stood there for a moment, still gripping the phone, my pulse thrumming unevenly in my chest. What the fuck had I just done?

Slowly, I made my way back into the living room, trying to shed the expression of arousal from my face before Amy could catch it.

She was waiting for me, curled up on the couch, her wine glass still in her hand. Her eyes flicked up, searching mine.

"Who was that?" she asked, watching me carefully.

I kept my voice even, casual. "Brendan. He needs your help with a casserole."

Her face flushed red almost immediately. I saw it—the flicker of realization behind her eyes. She suspected something.

"What... right now?" she asked, her voice a little more cautious than before.

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Yeah. He needs it for a party he’s going to tomorrow. Said he’s butchering it—needs a woman’s touch." I tried to sound cool, as if the request was completely normal. As if there was nothing more to it.

But the way Amy bit her lip, the way her fingers tensed slightly against the wine glass, told me she wasn’t buying it.

And then I noticed what she was wearing.

She was already dressed for bed, wrapped in a sheer, flowing nightie—something soft and loose, something that clung just enough to her curves to remind me of what lay beneath. It wasn’t explicitly erotic. It wasn’t lace or silk, not the kind of thing a woman wears to seduce.

But it was something intimate, something meant for only my eyes. Not Brendan’s.

Except now, I was about to send her straight to him.

And she knew it.

Her lips parted slightly, her teeth grazing her bottom lip in a way that was half nerves, half something else. I had never seen her blush like this before.

"Do I need to get changed?" she finally asked.

Her voice was soft, hesitant.

But she hadn’t said no.

And that was all the answer I needed.

I don’t know why I said it, but I did.

"No," I said, my voice coming out steadier than I expected. "You’ll only be a minute."

I met her gaze, holding it just long enough for her to see what I wasn’t saying.

She hesitated, chewing her lip. "I... I don’t know, Rich. This isn’t appropriate," she said, gesturing to her nightie.

"Really?" I smirked, trying to play it cool. "That’s the most clothes you’ve worn around him since we moved in."

I meant it as a joke, something to break the tension.

But as soon as I said it, something twisted in my gut.

Because it was true.

I watched the words settle in her expression, a flicker of something behind her eyes that I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

Then, slowly, she smiled.

"Alright, babe. If you say so."

She stood, her nightie shifting with her movements, the sheer fabric brushing against her skin. It clung just enough to remind me of what lay beneath, but not enough to conceal much at all.

My cock stirred at the sight, at the realization that she was about to walk out the door dressed like this.

And I wasn’t stopping her.

Amy walked toward the back door, her pace unhurried, deliberate. Her hips swayed slightly, just enough to make my pulse quicken.

When she reached the handle, she paused and looked over her shoulder, her grin playful, teasing.

"Gonna go help with a casserole," she murmured.

She said it like she knew that wasn’t all that was waiting for her at Brendan’s house.

I sat frozen, watching as she stepped outside, the night air brushing against her bare legs, making the thin fabric of her nightie shift even more.

She looked soft. Inviting. So effortlessly fucking sexy.

And she was walking away from me.

Straight to him.

I swallowed hard as I watched her stride across the yard. She wasn’t rushing. She wasn’t hesitant. If anything, she looked excited.

My stomach tightened.

Then Brendan opened the door.

Shirtless.

Broad.

Standing there like he belonged exactly where he was, like he knew she was coming to him.

My heart skipped a beat.

Amy blushed.

I saw it happen, the way she tilted her head up at him, the flicker of something in her gaze, the way her eyes darted downward for just a second before she caught herself.

Then, before I could process it, Brendan’s arm slid around her waist, guiding her inside.

And just like that, she was gone.

I sat there, gripping my thigh, my breath uneven, my cock throbbing in my pants as my mind spun in a hundred different directions.

I scrambled for a view into his kitchen, but the blinds were closed. The only thing I could see was the faint glow of warm light bleeding through the edges of the window.

I clenched my jaw, trying to ignore the way my body reacted to the unknown.

My heart pounded harder, but I forced myself to sit back down, grabbing the remote like it might distract me.

I turned on the television.

I didn’t hear a single word.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twenty.

My knee bounced restlessly, my mind playing out scenarios I didn’t want to admit were turning me on.

Every minute that ticked by felt longer than the last.

Finally, I cracked.

I ran upstairs, my breath shallow as I hurried to the bedroom window, my stomach tight with something between fear and excitement.

I pressed my forehead against the glass, scanning Brendan’s house.

His bedroom was dark. Curtains open.

So they were still in the kitchen.

I swallowed, gripping the windowsill.

I had no idea what was happening over there.

And not knowing was driving me insane.

Another ten minutes passed, and I could feel my patience unraveling.

I tried to sit still, tried to keep my mind occupied, but it was impossible. My knee bounced restlessly, my fingers tapped against my thigh, and my eyes kept flicking to the clock, watching the minutes drag by.

Thirty minutes.

Then forty.

I was pacing now, my body tense, my breath uneven.

Forty-five minutes.

That was it.

I couldn’t sit here anymore.

I stood abruptly, heading toward the back door. My movements were slow, careful, as if I needed to convince myself that I was just stepping outside for some air. But I knew the truth.

I was going to look.

I moved across the yard, the night air cool against my skin. My heartbeat pounded in my ears as I kept my gaze locked on Brendan’s house, my stomach tightening with every step.

The kitchen light was on.

Through the window, I could see pots on the stove, a few dishes scattered across the counter. It looked exactly how you’d expect a kitchen to look when someone was preparing food.

But there was no sign of Brendan or Amy.

I swallowed hard, shifting on my feet. My pulse quickened.

Where the hell were they?

My breath hitched as my mind went to places I didn’t want it to go. I tried to shake the images forming in my head—Amy against the counter, Brendan pressed behind her, his hands roaming her body—but they came anyway, unbidden, electric.

I took another cautious step forward, my body moving without my permission now, drawn in by something deeper than curiosity.

Slowly, I crept down the side yard, the damp grass soft beneath my feet. My hands curled into fists as I approached his living room window, scanning for any possible way to see inside.

Then, there it was.

A gap in the curtain.

A small, fortuitous break in the fabric, just wide enough for me to see through.

Or so I thought.

I took a slow breath, steadying myself.

Then I leaned in, bringing my eye to the opening.

And what I saw changed everything.

What I saw shook me to my core, but it also nearly made me faint from arousal.

Brendan and Amy were sitting on his couch, facing each other, their bodies impossibly close. My breath caught as I took in the scene—my wife’s sheer nightie had been pulled down to her waist, her beautiful, full tits completely exposed. Brendan’s massive hands were on them, pawing, kneading, squeezing, his thick fingers rolling her delicate pink nipples between them. Amy’s head was tilted back in pleasure, her mouth slightly parted, her body relaxed and open beneath his touch.

Through the glass, I could hear the faintest moans escaping her lips, soft, breathy sounds that made my stomach tighten. My heart pounded so loudly I could hear it in my ears. My mouth had gone dry, my hands gripping the windowsill so hard my knuckles ached. Then, my eyes drifted lower. And that’s when I saw it.

Brendan’s shorts were pooled around his ankles, and between his thick, powerful thighs, his cock stood proudly upright, enormous and impossibly thick. A spike of something sharp and unfamiliar shot through my chest. It was so much bigger than mine.

Amy’s delicate hand was wrapped around it, but it looked almost comically small in comparison. Her fingers couldn’t even encircle his full girth, but she was stroking him slowly, deliberately, her hand gliding up and down his massive shaft, her touch smooth and practiced. His heavy balls shifted with every stroke, bouncing slightly in response to the steady motion of her grip. The contrast was obscene—her dainty fingers struggling to handle the sheer size of him, but determined nonetheless.

I felt my knees threaten to buckle beneath me. Amy’s face was flushed, her lips slightly parted, her breathing shallow. Her eyes were fixed on his cock, watching it twitch and pulse beneath her touch, completely mesmerized by it. I could see it in her face—the curiosity, the lust, the raw arousal. She liked it.

I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My feet felt rooted to the ground, my body frozen as I watched my wife’s hand gliding over another man’s cock, pleasuring him in a way she had only ever done to me. Brendan let out a deep, satisfied groan, his chest rising and falling as Amy’s rhythm picked up slightly, her grip tightening around him.

"That’s it, sweetheart," I heard him murmur, his voice thick with pleasure. "You’ve got such a soft touch."

Amy giggled breathlessly, biting her lip as her thumb swiped over the tip of his cock, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there. She spread it down his shaft, wetting her fingers, making her strokes even smoother.

"God," she whispered, almost to herself. "It’s so big."

A low, rumbling chuckle came from Brendan. "You like that, huh?"

Amy nodded, her hand never slowing.

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans, harder than I ever remembered being. But my stomach was tight with something else—something sharp, hot, jealous. Brendan let out a shuddering breath, his hips flexing slightly upward into Amy’s strokes.

"Keep going," he groaned, his voice tight. "Just like that, baby. You’re gonna make me cum."

Amy’s breath hitched, her strokes faster now, working him with slow, deliberate control. Her tits jiggled slightly with every movement, and Brendan’s eyes were locked onto them, watching the way they bounced with every little shift of her body. Then suddenly, his entire body tensed. His abs tightened, his legs flexed, and his heavy balls pulled up against his shaft as he let out a deep, guttural groan.

Amy’s eyes widened as she felt it—the first violent pulse of his cock in her grip. Then, without warning, he exploded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum shot into the air, splattering down into his lap, over his stomach, coating Amy’s hand as she continued to stroke him through his climax.

I nearly collapsed. His orgasm just kept going, his cock pulsing, his cum spilling down his shaft, pooling in the creases of his thighs, dripping from Amy’s fingers. Brendan threw his head back, groaning deeply, his body still shuddering with the aftershocks. Amy let out a quiet laugh, her voice breathless, in awe of what she’d just done.

"Wow, Brendan," she murmured, her voice sultry, almost fascinated. "You cum so much."

Brendan chuckled, still catching his breath. "Thank you, darling. It’s these big balls of mine."

Amy giggled, shaking her head as she wiped some of his release from her fingers, still staring at his cock.

I felt like I was going to explode. Jealousy, lust, shock, and something darker tangled inside of me, twisting into a knot so tight I could barely breathe. I ducked back behind the wall, my pulse hammering in my throat.

I needed to process this.

But before I could gather my thoughts, I heard Amy’s voice again. It was soft, nervous, but undeniably aroused.

"I... I can’t believe we just did that."

There was a pause, then a quiet, breathy laugh from Brendan. "That was fucking great. Can’t tell you how badly I’ve wanted us to do something like that. You have a magical touch."

Amy’s breath hitched slightly. "Rich is going to kill me."

Brendan’s voice shifted, lower now, reassuring. "Rich gets a kick out of you being a naughty girl, Amy," he murmured. "He’s gonna love it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, pressing my back against the wall. Brendan was right.

I hated how much he was right.

And that terrified me.

She nervously walked out of my line of sight, heading toward the door. Her voice was barely above a whisper.

"I hope you’re right..."

I bolted.

Sprinting back into the house, I nearly dove onto the couch, trying to steady my breath, trying to appear composed. My heart was pounding so violently I could feel it in my throat. I ran a hand through my hair, swallowing hard, my mind spinning.

Then, I heard it.

The slow slide of the glass door opening, the soft creak of bare feet against the hardwood floor.

I turned my head just as Amy stepped into the living room.

She was a wreck.

Her hair was a tangled mess, her breathing still uneven, her lips parted like she’d just been through something she couldn’t quite process. Her nightie was rumpled, slightly askew on her body, the straps barely hanging onto her shoulders.

Her eyes locked onto mine—wide, terrified, filled with something she couldn’t hide.

I had never been so attracted to her.

I didn’t say a word.

I stood, crossed the room in two steps, and grabbed her by the arm, spinning her toward the couch. She let out a surprised gasp, stumbling slightly as I pushed her down onto the cushions, pinning her beneath me.

"R-Rich," she stammered, her voice trembling. "W-wait—"

"Shut up."

I lifted the hem of her nightie, exposing the soaked mess between her thighs. My cock throbbed at the sight—she was wetter than I had ever felt in my entire life.

"Amy," I groaned, my voice hoarse. "Jesus fucking Christ."

I slid my fingers through her folds, spreading her open, watching as thick strands of her slick arousal clung to my fingertips.

Her hips jerked in response, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

I met her gaze, my pulse hammering. "Is this from me," I asked, my voice dangerously low, "or is it from him?"

She sucked in a sharp breath, her cheeks flushing deep red.

I didn’t give her a chance to answer.

I flipped her onto her back, spread her thighs wide, and buried my mouth between her legs.

Amy let out a shattered cry, her fingers flying into my hair as I dragged my tongue through her folds, tasting her, devouring her. She was soaked, dripping onto my tongue, her body already on fire.

"Oh God," she whimpered, her back arching. "Oh my God, Rich..."

I moaned against her, lapping at her hungrily, my tongue circling her clit in slow, relentless strokes.

"You’re so fucking wet," I murmured between kisses, my voice muffled against her skin. "Why, Amy? Huh? What the fuck did you do over there?"

Her breath hitched violently, her thighs trembling.

"Rich," she gasped, clutching at my hair, pulling me tighter against her. "I— I just—"

I sucked her clit deep into my mouth, rolling my tongue over the sensitive bundle of nerves, making her cry out.

"Tell me," I demanded, thrusting two fingers deep inside of her, feeling her pussy tighten around me instantly.

She moaned wildly, bucking her hips up against my face.

"I— I touched him," she finally admitted, her voice breathless.

I curled my fingers inside her, dragging them over that perfect spot, making her body jerk violently in response.

"How?" I asked, my tongue flicking against her.

Her body was quivering, her nails digging into my scalp.

"His cock, Rich," she gasped, eyes squeezing shut in shame. "I— I stroked his cock..."

I groaned into her, licking her faster, feeling her body tighten, her thighs trembling.

"You liked it," I accused, pumping my fingers deeper.

Amy let out a broken sob of pleasure, her legs shaking.

"It was so fucking big," she finally gasped. "So thick—so heavy in my hand..."

My cock twitched violently.

I sucked her clit hard, my fingers moving faster, desperate to make her break for me.

"Did it turn you on?" I growled against her, sucking, licking, teasing.

Amy arched violently, her entire body locking up.

"Yes!" she cried, her orgasm tearing through her.

I felt her pussy clamp down around my fingers, felt the warm rush of her climax spilling over my hand as she came hard, gasping my name over and over.

I didn’t stop.

I dragged my tongue through her again, curling my fingers inside her, forcing her to ride it out.

"Again," I ordered, my mouth still buried against her pussy. "Fucking cum again, Amy."

She whimpered, overwhelmed, her hips jerking against my face, her fingers tangled in my hair.

"R-Rich," she panted, "I— I can’t—"

I didn’t stop licking her, didn’t stop fucking her with my fingers.

"You can," I murmured, sucking on her swollen, sensitive clit. "You will."

Her entire body shuddered violently, her breath catching as the next orgasm ripped through her even harder than the first.

Amy screamed, her body convulsing, her juices soaking my mouth as she came again, gasping and shaking beneath me.

I finally pulled away, panting, my lips shiny with her arousal, my cock aching for release.

Her body was still trembling, her chest heaving, her thighs twitching.

I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her onto her stomach, dragging her up onto all fours.

Amy let out a weak, breathless moan, her body still recovering from the intensity of her climax.

I lined myself up behind her, the head of my cock sliding easily through her drenched folds, finding her slick, tight pussy.

She gasped as I thrust forward, burying myself completely inside her in one deep stroke.

I didn’t last.

I fucked her hard, my hips snapping forward furiously, but it was too much—her confession, her wetness, the fact that I had just watched her touch another man’s cock—I couldn’t hold back.

Thirty seconds.

That’s all it took.

I slammed into her one final time, my cock swelling, pulsing, my balls tightening as I erupted deep inside her, spilling every drop of my cum into her pussy.

Amy moaned weakly, her own orgasm still lingering, her body still pulsing and raw from my tongue.

I collapsed against her, panting, my cock still twitching inside her.

We slowly rolled apart, both of us red-faced, completely wrecked.

As soon as I caught my breath, I met her gaze, dark and heated.

"Tell me what happened," I murmured, my voice low, thick with lingering arousal.

I reached down, dragging my fingers through the mess between her legs, feeling my cum dripping out of her, mixing with the remains of her pleasure.

"Tell me everything."

Amy sat up slowly, her hands trembling slightly as she adjusted the rumpled hem of her nightie. Her breathing was still unsteady, her cheeks flushed as she stared down at her lap. I could see the hesitation, the battle playing out inside her.

She swallowed hard before speaking. "I... I went inside, and we were in his kitchen, mostly." Her voice wavered, uncertain, and she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

I nodded, keeping my expression as neutral as I could. "Go on, baby. I want to hear everything."

She inhaled sharply, exhaling through pursed lips before continuing. "He—he was brushing against me a lot while I was cooking. At first, I thought it was an accident, but then I realized..." Her breath hitched, her fingers gripping the hem of her nightie. "I could feel him. He was... excited."

She squeezed her eyes shut for a second, her face burning with embarrassment.

My cock twitched at the words, and I felt an uncomfortable knot of jealousy tighten in my stomach. I wanted to be furious, but at the same time, I was rock hard, hanging on every syllable that came out of her mouth.

"It's okay, baby," I said, my voice low, steady, urging her forward. "Tell me."

Amy licked her lips, still unable to meet my eyes. "He came up behind me and started playing with my boobs." Her breath shuddered, her thighs pressing together. "It... it kind of got me hot, and I was too embarrassed to tell him to stop."

I exhaled sharply, gripping my thighs to keep my hands from shaking. I could feel the heat of my arousal crawling up my spine, burning through the jealousy.

"Did he say anything?" I asked, my voice rough.

She nodded slowly, biting her lip before answering. "He... he just said he loves my tits," she confessed, still avoiding my eyes, "and that he can’t get enough of them..."

A sharp pang of possessiveness coursed through me, but so did something else. Something darker. Something more primal.

She liked hearing that.

I could see it in the way she shifted in her seat, in the way her fingers clenched the fabric of her nightie.

I leaned in slightly, my breath unsteady. "What happened next?"

Amy hesitated, her blush deepening. "Once I finished with the food, I covered the lid and set it to stew for a few minutes. I turned to leave, but before I could, he... he pulled me into the living room."

She was fidgeting now, visibly struggling with the confession, her fingers twisting against the hem of her dress.

"He sat me down on the couch," she admitted. "And he kept playing with my boobs... and I just sat there, frozen. I don’t know why."

I knew why.

Because she’d wanted it.

Because she’d liked the way it felt.

I felt my cock pulsing painfully, and I had to resist the urge to adjust myself.

Amy's voice dropped to a whisper. "He stopped for a second... and then he pulled his shorts down."

I exhaled slowly through my nose, my stomach twisting in knots, my cock twitching with interest I couldn’t deny.

"And?"

Her fingers tightened around her nightie, gripping the fabric so tightly that her knuckles turned white. "His cock... it just flopped out."

The words hit me like a gut punch, and my cock hardened instantly.

Amy noticed. Her eyes flicked down, seeing the evidence of my arousal.

She swallowed, her chest rising and falling more rapidly now.

"He asked me if I liked it," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I felt my throat go dry.

"Keep going, Amy," I urged, my voice thick with something between lust and jealousy. "What did you say?"

She hesitated for a moment before finally forcing the words out.

"I... I told him I loved how big it is."

A hot surge of arousal shot through me, my cock fully hard now beneath my pants.

She was blushing so hard that her face looked feverish. Her thighs pressed together again, and her breathing was becoming shallow, unsteady.

"What happened next?" I asked, unable to stop myself.

Amy took a deep breath, her hands shaking slightly as she tucked her hair behind her ears. "He grabbed my hand..." she whispered, voice trembling. "And slowly brought it down to him."

My cock twitched violently, and Amy gasped at the movement.

"I don’t know what came over me," she whimpered, her fingers curling into the fabric of the couch. "I just... I don’t know."

"It’s okay, baby," I reassured her, my hands moving to grip her thighs, my fingers slowly spreading them apart. "What else happened?"

She bit her lip, exhaling sharply. "He told me to play with his big cock," she admitted. "And to make him cum."

The words nearly undid me.

"So you did," I murmured, running my fingers along the inside of her thighs, feeling the telltale wet heat seeping through her panties.

Amy whimpered, her head tilting back slightly.

I exhaled heavily. "Holy fuck," I whispered.

Amy suddenly gasped, burying her face in her hands.

"Oh baby, what are we doing!?" she cried, her voice muffled. "This is crazy!"

I pried her legs open, revealing the glistening pink flesh between her thighs.

She let out a shaky breath, her entire body trembling as I ran my fingers over her soaked folds.

"You’re finally being a naughty girl," I murmured, leaning over her, pushing her back into the couch. "And I’m loving every second of it."

Amy let out a shuddering moan as I pulled her panties aside, running the thick head of my cock through her slick folds.

She was soaked, dripping onto me, her pussy aching for more.

I didn’t wait.

I thrust into her in one stroke, stretching her open, filling her completely.

Amy let out a gasping cry, her fingers clutching at my shoulders, her walls tightening desperately around my cock.

I fucked her hard, my hips slamming forward furiously, but it was too much—the confession, the memory, the way she had looked holding him—it was too much.

Thirty seconds. Thirty seconds again. That’s all it took. I groaned sharply, my cock swelling, pulsing, my balls tightening as I exploded deep inside her, filling her pussy with my cum.

Amy let out a weak, breathless moan, her body still trembling, her nails digging into my back as she took every last drop.

We collapsed against each other, panting, sweat-slicked, our bodies completely wrecked.

For a moment, neither of us moved.

Then, finally, I leaned back, catching my breath, my fingers sliding through the mess between her legs, feeling my cum leaking out of her.

I met her gaze, our foreheads nearly touching.

“God I love you,” I whispered.


Chapter 8

A couple more days passed, and I arrived home late. The house was quiet—eerily so. I kicked off my shoes, tossed my keys on the counter, and glanced around. No sign of Amy, but her car was still parked in the driveway.

I frowned, checking the time. It was late—too late for her to be out running errands or visiting friends. I pulled my phone from my pocket and fired off a quick text.

"Where are you?"

A few seconds passed, and then my phone buzzed.

"Being naughty ;)"

My stomach tightened.

A strange, electric jolt shot through my veins, a cocktail of jealousy, excitement, and dread pooling in my gut all at once.

I walked toward the window, my pulse pounding as I peered into Brendan’s house. The lights were on, but I couldn’t make out much. The curtains were mostly drawn, only the faintest movement visible through the narrow slits.

I swallowed hard and typed back.

"What are you doing?"

I paced the living room, my grip tightening around my phone. My thoughts were racing—had she really gone back to him? Had she taken things even further without me?

Another minute passed.

Then, my phone vibrated again.

A message. With a video attachment.

My hands were shaking as I tapped the screen, my heart hammering in my chest.

The video opened. The screen flickered to life.

And my entire body went still.

Amy was kneeling.

Her brown hair was tumbling over her shoulders, her lips glistening as they moved along Brendan’s massive cock. Her tongue darted out, dragging wet circles around the thick head, her eyes half-lidded, her expression one of pure, unfiltered desire.

She had never looked like that with me.

I sucked in a sharp breath, my cock instantly swelling at the sight.

Brendan was holding the phone, filming from his vantage point. His massive shaft dominated the frame, thick and veiny, standing like a tower of flesh in front of my wife’s eager mouth.

Amy’s small hand was wrapped around the base, barely able to encircle his girth. She squeezed, stroking him slowly, teasingly, her lips trailing hot, wet kisses up and down his shaft.

I felt lightheaded.

This wasn’t just a casual blowjob.

She was into it.

Way more than she’d ever been with me.

I had to force myself to keep watching, my emotions swinging wildly between jealousy and suffocating arousal.

Amy’s lips parted wider, and then—without hesitation—she took him into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him in, her tongue swirling around his cock.

A deep groan rumbled from Brendan.

"Mmmm. Fuck yeah, baby. Suck that big cock."

My breath hitched.

Amy moaned softly in response, sending tiny vibrations through his shaft as she bobbed up and down, taking him deeper. Saliva dripped from her lips, coating his cock, making everything slick and obscene.

She had never been this eager when she’d gone down on me.

She had always been hesitant, doing it more as a favor than out of any genuine enjoyment. But now?

Now she was devoted to it.

She wanted this.

She loved it.

I felt my knees buckle slightly, my head spinning. My cock was aching, throbbing in my pants, pressing against the fabric as if it couldn’t take any more.

Amy’s hand moved faster, stroking him as she sucked, her lips stretched around his girth. Her breathing was heavy, her moans low and needy.

Brendan’s voice was thick with pleasure.

"Fuckkk. That’s it, Amy. Show him how much you love this big hog."

A fresh wave of arousal slammed through me, and before I even realized what I was doing, I collapsed onto the couch. My fingers fumbled at my waistband, my cock so hard it was painful, straining against my pants.

On the screen, Amy pulled back for a moment, panting, a thin string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of Brendan’s cock. Her hand continued to stroke him as she looked up into the camera, her eyes gleaming with wicked excitement.

Then she smirked.

That smirk.

It sent a shiver straight down my spine.

She had never looked at me like that when she was sucking my cock.

Brendan’s deep voice rumbled through the speakers again.

"Damn, baby. You look so sexy with my cock in your mouth."

Amy giggled breathlessly, her cheeks flushed, her lips slick with saliva.

She turned her attention back to his cock, dragging her tongue up the length of his shaft in long, sensuous licks, covering every inch of him in wet, adoring kisses. Her hand worked his base, squeezing, stroking, massaging his heavy balls with her other hand.

I felt a primal hunger rising in my gut, my chest tightening.

She had never done that for me.

Amy was usually shy about blowjobs, often stopping before I got close, never really seeming to enjoy it. But with Brendan?

With Brendan, she was worshipping him.

She wanted to please him.

She moaned softly, swirling her tongue around the thick head of his cock before taking him deep into her throat again.

Brendan groaned, his voice ragged.

"Oh, fuck yeah. You love this, don’t you?"

Amy let out a muffled moan in response, her head bobbing faster, the wet, lewd sounds of her sucking filling the room.

I stroked myself harder, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The way she was looking at him, the way she was so completely into it, the way Brendan was groaning in pure pleasure—it was pushing me so much closer to the edge.

Brendan let out another deep moan, his hips subtly rocking upward, pushing his cock deeper into Amy’s mouth.

"God damn, Amy. You’re sucking my cock better than I ever dreamed."

Amy whimpered around him, her eyes fluttering shut, as if the praise was turning her on even more.

I could see it now—the way she craved it, the way she wanted to impress him, please him, make him feel good.

I gritted my teeth, my strokes becoming erratic.

My wife, who had always treated blowjobs as something to get over with, was now moaning with pure need around another man’s cock.

Brendan groaned again, his voice deep, needy.

"That’s it, baby. You’re gonna make me cum."

Amy pulled back, gasping, her hand still stroking him, her tongue flicking over the swollen, pulsing head. She looked up into the camera one last time, her lips slick, parted, swollen from sucking.

And then, with a teasing giggle, she whispered:

"I want to taste it."

The video cut off.

I exploded.

A guttural groan tore from my throat as I came, my cock pulsing violently in my grip, thick ropes of cum spilling across my stomach as my entire body shuddered through the most intense orgasm of my life.

I barely even had time to recover before my phone buzzed again.

Another message.

Amy: "Oops. Guess you'll have to imagine the rest. ;)"

I stared at the screen, my breath still uneven, my chest heaving.

I had just cum harder than I ever had before...

...to a video of my wife on her knees for another man.

And worst of all?

I wasn’t even a little ashamed of it.

"I need to see you," I texted her urgently, deliriously.

My hands were still trembling from my orgasm, my breathing uneven, my heart hammering in my chest. The glow of my phone screen blurred in my vision as I stared at the message, willing her to respond.

A few moments passed.

Then, my phone buzzed.

"I'll be home in a minute, I'm going to make him cum."

A sharp, visceral groan ripped from my throat. My entire body tensed, and then, just as quickly, a wave of warmth spread through me, like a slow, creeping intoxication.

I sank deeper into the couch, my head falling back against the cushions, a bizarre sense of relaxation washing over me. It was almost trance-like—this twisted state of satisfaction and jealousy, warring inside of me, coiling deep in my gut.

I imagined it.

Amy, still kneeling before Brendan.

Her lips stretched around him, her tongue flicking across his sensitive tip as her hand continued pumping his thick shaft.

Her cheeks flushed, her body humming with a kind of arousal she had never shown me.

And Brendan.

Groaning, his fingers tangled in her soft brunette waves, his body on edge, completely at her mercy.

She was finishing him off.

My wife was about to swallow another man’s cum.

And I had never been more turned on.

My eyelids grew heavy, my body sinking further into the cushions, every nerve in me buzzing with an intoxicating mix of emotions.

And then, just as I was on the verge of slipping into some strange, dreamlike haze, the sound of the sliding door startled me back into the present.

Amy walked in.

I sat up quickly, my muscles instantly tight again, my pulse hammering in my ears.

She looked disheveled, her hair slightly out of place, her lipstick smeared at the edges of her mouth.

But she wasn’t scantily clad this time.

She was still wearing her work dress, the same fitted navy-blue number she had left in that morning. It hugged her curves perfectly, the hem grazing just above her knees, the subtle sheen of her stockings catching the dim light.

But even fully dressed, I knew exactly what she had just done.

She noticed my exposed cock, still slick with my release, the evidence of my arousal spread across my stomach.

A slow smile crept across her lips.

"So..." she murmured, her voice husky, laced with amusement. "I guess you liked the video?"

I stared at her, unable to form words, my body still reeling from everything I had seen. All I could do was nod.

She giggled, stepping closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Amy leaned down slightly, her soft fingers brushing against my thigh, sending a hot shiver straight through me. Her breath was warm as she whispered into my ear.

"I need to go brush my teeth, baby."

She paused, biting her lip, her eyes flickering with something wicked.

"He came a lot."

My cock twitched helplessly.

She grinned, running her fingers playfully through my hair before turning on her heel and sauntering up the stairs, her hips swaying deliberately with every step.

I sat there, completely drained, completely entranced, my entire body tingling with a desperate, growing need.

I had never wanted her more.

And for the first time, I was beginning to understand exactly why.


Chapter 9

Sunday arrived, and with it, a sense of inevitability. I had felt it coming all week—the slow, unstoppable momentum building toward something I could no longer fight, something I wasn’t even sure I wanted to fight.

By early afternoon, the three of us were in the pool. The sun was hot, the air thick with summer heat, the water cool and refreshing. Brendan’s famous Moscow Mules were flowing freely, the ice clinking in our glasses as we drank under the sun. Amy had been completely naked from the start, her curves glistening, droplets sliding down her full breasts as she swam lazily from one end of the pool to the other. Brendan was naked too, his massive cock swaying between his legs as he moved, thick and heavy, hanging low against his muscular thighs, completely unbothered by his own nudity. It was impossible not to notice it—every step he took, every shift in his stance, it was just... there.

Amy pretended not to pay it much attention, but every so often, I caught her eyes flickering downward. The afternoon passed in a slow, simmering haze of alcohol, teasing, and casual touches that made my pulse throb. She was in one of her moods—lighthearted, playful—her laughter ringing through the yard as she sipped her drink and casually flirted with Brendan in a way that was almost too natural. She never did anything overt, never crossed any obvious lines—but she let him touch her freely, her body completely open to his hands whenever he reached for her. He squeezed her tits boldly, his large fingers sinking into her soft flesh, rolling her nipples between his fingertips as she sighed and arched into him.

Sometimes she pushed him away playfully, shaking her head with a teasing smirk. Other times she let him feel her up for minutes at a time, her breath growing heavier, her eyes half-lidded as he palmed her breasts in the cool water. Every now and then, she’d brush her fingers over his cock, a light, teasing touch—just enough to keep him half-hard, but never more than that. Brendan didn’t seem to mind. He was comfortable, leaning back against the edge of the pool, letting Amy do whatever she wanted, his massive body radiating dominance, even in stillness.

I watched it all from the pool chair, my drink in hand, my cock aching in my swim trunks. Amy made sure my glass was never empty. Every time I was about to finish a drink, she’d swim over, her body glistening in the sun, taking my glass with a smirk and refilling it before handing it back. "Relax, baby," she whispered at one point, bending down to kiss my forehead, her bare tits brushing against my chest. "Just enjoy the view." I let out a slow breath as she pulled away, swimming back toward Brendan, her hips swaying beneath the water, her skin glowing in the golden afternoon light.

And I did. I watched her. I watched them. Brendan’s size had always been an undeniable presence, but today, it felt like it was taunting me. Every time he adjusted his stance, every time he shifted, his cock swung between his legs, impossibly thick, the sheer weight of it mesmerizing. Amy’s eyes flickered toward it more often now, and each time she looked, my stomach tightened. She knew I noticed. She knew exactly what she was doing.

The teasing went on for hours. By late afternoon, the sun was beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the yard. Amy had draped herself across Brendan in the pool, her body floating effortlessly against his chest as he cupped her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers. His cock was soft now, hanging thick and relaxed in the water, but still massive, still an undeniable reminder of everything I had let happen.

Then, without a word, Brendan stood up. Water cascaded off his body as he stepped out of the pool, his skin glistening in the last rays of sunlight. His cock swayed naturally as he walked, heavy, thick, unapologetic, shifting from side to side as he moved toward the house. Amy watched him go, her eyes lingering just a second too long, and then she turned to me. She swam to the edge of the pool, pulling herself up onto the deck, water dripping down her curves. She walked toward me, her bare feet silent on the wood, her body completely exposed in the warm evening air.

She didn’t say a word. She simply leaned down, her lips capturing mine in a slow, deep kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting of citrus and alcohol. Then, just as suddenly, her hand slid down. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, still trapped in my swim trunks, giving me a slow, deliberate stroke. Once. Twice. Then she pulled away. Her eyes gleamed with something dark, something knowing. And then, without another word, she turned and walked inside.

I sat there, my breath uneven, my cock throbbing, my head spinning. I could have stayed. I could have let her go, let whatever was about to happen remain unseen. But I didn’t. I stood. I followed. My legs felt heavy, my pulse pounding as I walked across the deck, through the open sliding door, stepping inside. The house was quiet. I moved through the dimly lit hallway, the familiar path to the bedroom somehow feeling different now, each step pushing me toward something I knew I couldn’t turn away from.

I reached the door. And then, I stopped. My hand hovered over the handle. I could hear something. A soft sound. A muffled breath. The faintest gasp. I took a deep breath. And then I pushed the door open.

The door creaked open, and the dim glow from Brendan’s bedside lamp cast long shadows across the walls. The room smelled of sweat, sex, and something deeper—something primal. My pulse pounded in my ears as I stepped inside, my breath caught in my throat at the sight before me.

Amy was kneeling on the carpet in front of him, her soft, naked body glistening in the low light, her mouth stretched wide around his massive, dark cock. My stomach twisted in disbelief. She had always refused to do this for me.

"It feels degrading," she had said whenever I’d asked, whenever I’d tried to guide her lips down. "I just don’t like it." And yet, here she was, on her knees, her lips wrapped hungrily around Brendan’s thick shaft, her tongue lapping at him, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him deep into her mouth.

It was the filthiest thing I had ever seen her do. And she was loving it. Her free hand wasn’t resting on his thigh. It wasn’t steadying herself against the bed. It was between her legs. She was rubbing herself, her fingers flicking against her swollen clit as she moaned around his cock. Her entire body trembled with arousal, her thighs squeezing together as she pleasured herself.

Brendan leaned back against the headboard, one hand tangled in her hair, his other lazily stroking the side of her face. His massive cock glistened with her spit, veins bulging as she worked him with her mouth.

"Goddamn, baby," he groaned, voice thick with lust. "You suck dick like you were made for it."

Amy whimpered, her head bobbing faster, saliva dripping from her lips as she took him deeper, inch by inch, her throat opening to accept his incredible girth. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room, the slick noise of her lips gliding along his shaft, the occasional choke as she tried to take him further, her soft moans vibrating around him.

She was desperate for it. She was desperate for him.

I felt my cock throb painfully, pressing against my pants, but I couldn’t bring myself to touch it. I was too stunned, too mesmerized by the woman I thought I knew—the woman I had never seen like this. How had she held back so much from me? How had she never given me this side of herself?

Minutes passed, and still, Brendan hadn’t cum. I didn’t understand how he was holding out—Amy was devouring him with enthusiasm, her mouth wet and sloppy as she sucked him, her fingers furiously working her pussy. She pulled back for a moment, gasping for breath, a thin string of spit connecting her lips to the swollen head of his cock. Her face was flushed, her eyes wild with need.

"Fuck, Brendan..." she panted, stroking his slick shaft with both hands. "I can’t get enough of it..."

Brendan smirked down at her. "I know, baby. But that mouth of yours is too good—I don’t wanna waste a drop. Get on the bed."

Amy giggled, her fingers giving him one last, teasing squeeze before she crawled onto the mattress. She got into position without hesitation, arching her back, pressing her chest into the sheets, presenting herself to him in a way that made my stomach flip. She was dripping, her inner thighs glistening, her pussy swollen and begging to be filled.

Brendan took his time. He ran his hands over her ass, spreading her open, his fingers grazing the glistening pink entrance that clenched in anticipation. He let out a deep, satisfied hum.

"Damn, girl. Look at this greedy little pussy. You need me to stretch you out, huh?"

Amy moaned, pushing back against him, wiggling her hips impatiently. "Yes... Please, Brendan. I need it..."

My heart pounded as he lined himself up, the thick, dark head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. Amy let out a sharp gasp as he pushed inside. Her fingers gripped the sheets, her body trembling as he began to stretch her open.

"Oh my god..." she choked out, her back arching as inch after inch disappeared inside her.

It was the most stunning, obscene sight I had ever witnessed. Her small, pink folds struggled to accommodate him, stretched wide around his thick girth, her entrance clinging to him as he slowly worked himself deeper.

"Shit, baby," Brendan groaned, his hands gripping her waist, holding her still as he sank further inside. "You feel so tight, so damn wet."

Amy let out a deep, shuddering moan, her hips rolling instinctively, her body adjusting around his massive cock.

"Brendan..." she whimpered, her voice high and breathy.

He pulled back slowly, his length glistening with her arousal, then slammed back in with a deep, wet smack.

Amy cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets, her back arching as he filled her completely.

"Ohhh, fuck!" she wailed, her voice high and desperate, her walls clenching around him as he set a deep, steady rhythm.

I sat down heavily on the edge of the bed, my legs suddenly weak. I had never seen her like this. Never heard her moan like this. Even through two panes of glass, I had known Brendan would reach places I never could. But seeing it—watching her body accept his sheer size—was something else entirely.

Amy’s moans grew louder, filthier, her body rocking back onto him with each thrust. The sound of their sex filled the room—the wet slap of skin on skin, Brendan’s deep, guttural groans, Amy’s breathless cries of pleasure.

"God, yes... you’re so big..." she moaned, her words half delirious, muffled against the sheets.

Brendan grunted, driving into her deeper, making her jolt forward with every thrust.

"Damn right I am," he growled, reaching down to grab a handful of her swinging tits, squeezing them roughly as he pulled her up against his chest.

Amy gasped, her head tilting back onto his shoulder, her mouth falling open in a silent cry of pleasure.

He was holding her in place, controlling her completely, and she was loving it.

I suddenly realized my jaw was wide open.

Amy’s eyes rolled back, her body trembling as he continued to pound into her, her moans becoming higher, more desperate, her thighs quivering.

Brendan leaned in, his lips grazing her ear.

"I bet your husband loves watching this."

Amy moaned even louder, her walls clenching around him in response.

I was barely breathing. Barely holding on. And I had never been more turned on in my entire life.

"You like that, baby?" Brendan said, his voice thick with lust. Though I could barely hear them, their lips and movements provided all the context I needed.

"I love it," my wife replied breathlessly.

He slowed, pulling out of her and effortlessly spinning her onto her back, laying her down against the sheets. Her pussy looked swollen, inflamed, and dripping wet, her arousal glistening in the dim light. His massive cock was coated in an unreal amount of her cream, a thick, white lather clinging to his shaft. I had never seen Amy yield so much of her womanly essence before.

Brendan leaned down, his mouth moving over her body, kissing her breasts before claiming her lips once more. As he kissed her, he aligned his behemoth of a cock at her entrance again, pressing forward, stretching her wide. I watched in silent, aroused fascination as his thick shaft spread her open, her slick, swollen folds clinging desperately to his length, reluctant to let him go. Her body craved him, her need evident in every trembling breath.

She lifted her legs, moaning loudly, her pretty feet writhing in the air as he pushed into her inch by inch. Her delicate toes curled the deeper he went, her breath catching in her throat as her body stretched to accommodate his sheer size. Brendan groaned as he sank to the hilt, his heavy balls pressing against the curve of her plump ass as he filled her completely.

Amy’s arms wrapped around him, her nails clawing into his broad back as he began to move. His thrusts were slow at first, deliberate, savoring the way her body gripped him, pulling him back in with every withdrawal. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as he began to pick up his pace, driving into her with long, deep strokes. The wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the air, punctuated by her breathless cries of pleasure.

"Give me that big cock, Brendan! I fucking love it!" Her voice was thick with lust, unrestrained, wild.

Brendan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her harder. "I love fucking this tight pussy, baby. Goddamn, you're the sexiest thing alive."

Amy’s moans escalated, her breath catching in rapid, frantic gasps. Her back arched, her legs wrapping tightly around his lower back, locking him inside her. Her entire body tensed, trembling beneath him, the pleasure overwhelming her.

"Oh! Oh! Oh, fuck! Brendan! You're gonna make... I'm, I'm gonna... I'm cumminggg!!"

Her moan was raw, primal. I watched as her body convulsed beneath him, her toes curling downward, her thighs trembling uncontrollably as the most powerful orgasm of her life crashed over her. She gasped, whimpering as waves of pleasure wracked her body, her fingers digging into Brendan’s back, her walls pulsing desperately around his cock as he fucked her through her climax.

Brendan roared, his entire body tensing as he reached his peak. "Fuck, Amy, I'm gonna cum in this married pussy, baby!" His grip on her hips tightened, holding her in place as his massive balls drew up, pulsing. A deep, guttural groan escaped him as he unleashed what had to be a massive, potent load of cum, spilling deep into my wife’s willing, stretched-out womb.

Amy gasped as she felt it, her body shuddering beneath him. Her moans turned to soft whimpers, her pussy quivering around him, milking every last drop of his thick, virile seed. She trembled in his arms, her breath still ragged, her fingers digging into his shoulders as their bodies remained locked together, connected in the most intimate way possible.

Slowly, their movements softened, their fevered breaths mingling as their foreheads touched. Brendan pressed his lips to hers, capturing her in a slow, heated kiss, their tongues lazily intertwining as the aftershocks of pleasure still pulsed between them. Eventually, he pulled back, sighing with satisfaction as he slowly withdrew from her soaked, well-used sex.

Brendan rolled onto his back, his large, sweat-slicked chest rising and falling heavily, his massive organ now lying limp and thick across his thigh, still glistening with their combined fluids. My wife collapsed beside him, her chest rising and falling just as rapidly, her body still visibly trembling in the haze of her sexual recovery.

My gaze dropped lower, and I saw it—her glistening, wrecked pussy still fluttering, visibly pulsing from the bombardment it had just endured. Brendan’s thick cum seeped from her stretched entrance, a creamy trickle leaking onto the sheets beneath her, the unmistakable evidence of their raw, unprotected mating.

Brendan let out a deep, satisfied chuckle, placing his broad hand over her stomach, his thumb lazily stroking the smooth skin just above her navel. His grin was wide, completely unashamed.

"I think I stretched that married pussy out a bit," he mused, his voice still hoarse from exertion. "Did you like it?"

Amy laughed breathlessly, still caught in the lingering waves of her orgasm, her entire body limp against the sheets. Her fingers trailed absently along her stomach, tracing lazy circles over Brendan’s hand as she sighed contentedly.

"Like it?" she murmured, turning her head to look at him through half-lidded, dazed eyes. "I never even knew I could cum like that... I don't think I'll ever get enough of this big cock."

As if to emphasize her point, she reached down, her delicate fingers wrapping around his still-thick length, caressing him gently even in his softened state. Her thumb ran along the prominent vein, massaging the slick remnants of their passion still coating him.

Brendan exhaled sharply, smirking as he leaned in, pressing another slow, possessive kiss to her lips, his large palm sliding down her side, giving her ass a firm, appreciative squeeze.

"That’s why we’re neighbors, baby," he murmured against her mouth. "I’m gonna fuck you nonstop, Amy."

She let out a soft, breathy giggle, her body pressing instinctively closer to him, her hand still lazily stroking his cock as if reluctant to let go. But then, Brendan exhaled and gave her ass a sharp slap, making her gasp before he pulled away, tilting his head toward the doorway.

"Now..." he drawled, smirking at her flushed, thoroughly fucked-out expression. "You should probably get on back to your husband."

Amy bit her lip, her expression suddenly conflicted, her fingers still lingering over his length before she finally—reluctantly—let go. She sighed, stretching languidly across the sheets, her well-used body still humming with pleasure.

As if snapping out of a trance, I finally looked down at myself. Somewhere in the haze of watching them, I had cum all over myself. My cock was still twitching, my stomach a mess of my own release, my breathing ragged as I sat there in stunned silence.

I had never felt so conflicted.

And yet, I had never been this aroused in my entire life.

Brendan stood up from the bed, stretching his broad frame as he looked down at Amy, still sprawled out, her body wrecked and used. He let out a satisfied sigh before leaning over and planting one last lingering kiss on her lips, his thick fingers trailing down her side in a possessive caress.

"That was something else, baby," he murmured, squeezing her hip. "I'll be seeing you soon."

Amy just smirked, her legs still lazily spread, her pussy gaping open, still glistening with his cum. She gave him a small wink, watching him as he pulled on his shorts.

I sat frozen, my own release drying sticky on my stomach, my mind a whirlpool of emotions—humiliation, arousal, shame, a sick kind of satisfaction I couldn’t quite comprehend.

Brendan shot me a knowing glance as he grabbed his shirt off the floor, shaking his head with a chuckle. I didn’t even acknowledge him. I couldn’t.

Then, without another word, he walked out.

The soft click of the front door echoed in the silence.


Chapter 10

Amy exhaled, stretching languidly across the mattress, completely unconcerned with the sheer depravity of the moment we had just lived through. She looked utterly satisfied, her body still quivering with the aftershocks of her climax, her pussy leaking cum onto the sheets.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I finally forced myself to move. I stood up on shaky legs, my breath uneven as I took a step toward the bed.

Amy turned her head lazily toward me, her face still flushed with pleasure, and a knowing, devilish smirk curled her lips. As I approached, she reached for me, her fingers grazing my chest before curling around the nape of my neck.

Without hesitation, she pulled me in and kissed me.

My stomach twisted. Her lips were still swollen from kissing Brendan. Her mouth still tasted like sex, a mix of her arousal and his cum, but I couldn’t pull away. I melted into it, into her, into this new version of her that had completely unraveled me.

Her hand trailed down, fingers ghosting over my abs before wrapping around my cock, stroking slowly.

She pulled back just enough to murmur against my lips.

"Do you want to fuck me, baby?" Her voice was low, teasing, dripping with sin.

I opened my mouth, but no words came out.

She pulled away slightly, her eyes flickering down, and I followed her gaze, looking at myself—the pathetic sight of my now-soft cock, still leaking the last remnants of my own climax.

Her smirk widened, mocking, her fingers grazing my length with a featherlight touch.

"Oh..." she purred, biting her lip. "You can’t, can you?" She tilted her head, faux concern flashing across her face before she let out a soft giggle. "My husband just sat there and watched another man breed me, and now he can’t even reclaim me?"

A bolt of humiliation shot through me, but so did something else—something darker, something hungry.

I clenched my jaw, shame clawing at my gut, my breath coming shorter.

Amy sighed dramatically and leaned back against the headboard, shifting her weight onto her elbows. Her legs spread open lazily, completely unconcerned with the debauched display she was offering me.

I felt the air leave my lungs.

Her pussy gaped, raw and wrecked, still stretched from the size of Brendan’s cock. The evidence of their sex dripped from her, his thick, white cum oozing slowly from her ruined, swollen folds, seeping down onto the sheets in thick, glistening strands.

A wet, squelching sound filled the air as she shifted, and she queefed, her body still loose from the brutality of their fucking.

I felt lightheaded.

Amy grinned, looking down at herself, then back up at me, her gaze calculated.

"Is my husband really not going to make me cum," she whispered, her voice low, almost disappointed, "after watching another man fuck me senseless?"

Her eyes locked onto mine, challenging me.

Something inside me snapped.

I wanted to turn away. I wanted to walk out. I wanted to pretend this hadn’t happened.

But I couldn’t.

I just stood there, staring, my mind a battlefield of arousal and disgust, my body betraying me with its relentless, simmering need.

Amy’s smirk widened at my silence, and she stretched her legs even further apart, her wrecked, leaking pussy fully on display.

"Come on, baby," she teased, dragging her fingers along her inner thigh, her breath still uneven. "You sat there jerking off while another man made me cum. You watched him fill me up."

I swallowed hard.

She wasn’t done.

"He was so good, Rich. So big." She sighed, dreamily, one hand drifting up to play with her own breast as her other trailed lower, dangerously close to touching herself again. "I could feel him so deep. He stretched me wide open."

She looked back at me, her eyes burning into mine.

"And you know what, baby?" she purred. "I held back. I didn’t let myself cum again. Because I wanted to save it for you."

I felt my knees weaken, my vision blurring with the weight of her words.

But then her expression shifted—sharp, playful, cruel.

She looked down at my cock.

Then back up at me.

Her smirk deepened, and she sighed, dragging her fingers along her soaked entrance, gathering the cum that was still leaking from her abused hole.

"But somehow," she murmured, feigning sympathy, "I don’t think that’s gonna happen, looking at your little willy, is it, babe?"

Heat flushed up my spine, a sharp bolt of humiliation cutting through me.

But before I could react, she dropped the final bombshell.

She met my eyes, gaze steady, knowing, her lips curling into something wicked.

"What sort of man," she whispered, "lets his wife cum on another guy’s big cock and doesn’t even want to make her cum after?"

The words were a dagger.

They sliced through me, gutting me from the inside.

And then I lost control.

I lunged forward, grabbing her soft thighs, my fingers digging into her flesh as I buried my face between her legs. The heat of her body engulfed me instantly, the musky, cloying scent of sex thick in the air, overwhelming my senses. My lips parted, and before I could hesitate, my tongue dragged along her swollen folds, my stomach twisting the moment I tasted it.

It was vile. The slick mixture of her juices and Brendan’s thick, potent cum coated my tongue in a salty, musky film that made my throat tighten in revulsion. I could feel the slimy warmth of it pooling between her folds, dribbling down, a raw testament to the brutal fucking she had just taken. Every inch of my body recoiled, every instinct screamed at me to pull away, to spit it out, to wipe my mouth and never do this again.

But I couldn’t.

Because Amy moaned.

Her fingers tangled into my hair, nails scraping against my scalp as she pressed me in deeper, grinding her ruined, used cunt against my face. She wanted this. She wanted me like this. The humiliation of it burned in my veins, but so did the hunger—the desperate, all-consuming need to make her cum, to prove that I could still do something for her, even if it was just this.

I groaned against her slick flesh, forcing myself to lick deeper, plunging my tongue inside her as I scooped out the thick, oozing mess Brendan had left behind. The taste coated my mouth, hot and bitter, clinging to my tongue no matter how much I swallowed. The thought of it, of another man’s cum filling my wife, dripping from her, soaking my face, sent a sharp, nauseating pang through my stomach—but it also sent a jolt of something darker straight to my core.

She moaned again, louder this time, her hips jerking as I lapped at her greedily, sucking, slurping, swallowing every filthy drop. I could hear it—the wet, obscene sounds of my tongue working her open, my mouth filled with the thick remnants of her depravity. It squelched as I pressed in deeper, my lips sealing around her aching, abused clit as I sucked, desperate to make her cum, desperate to be the reason she came.

"Fuck, baby," she gasped, her thighs trembling against my face. "That’s it. Oh my god... that’s fucking it..."

I flicked my tongue against her swollen bud, swirling the mixture of slick and seed around the sensitive nub, feeling the way her body twitched beneath me. She was close—I could feel it in the way her legs squeezed tighter, in the way her breath hitched, in the way her fingers twisted in my hair, pulling me harder against her.

My face was soaked. Her juices, Brendan’s cum, my own saliva—it was all smeared across my mouth, dripping down my chin, staining the sheets beneath us. The filth of it, the sheer degradation of licking another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy, should have disgusted me beyond belief. And it did. But it also fueled me, pushing me further, making me lick her harder, faster, sucking her clit between my lips as I drove her toward the edge.

Her breath hitched. Her back arched.

And then she shattered.

Amy screamed, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her, her thighs locking around my head in a vice grip. Her pussy clenched, her juices gushing over my tongue, mixing with the remnants of Brendan’s cum, drenching my face in a fresh flood of slick heat. I felt it spurt against my lips, a rush of wetness that dribbled down my chin, soaking the sheets as she came, again and again, her body wracked with pleasure.

"Fuck! Oh, fuck!" she cried, her fingers tightening in my hair, her breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps. "Yes, baby—yes! Fucking eat it, clean it all up!"

I groaned into her, lapping up every last drop, swallowing every filthy remnant of her ecstasy as she rode out her pleasure. Her thighs trembled violently, her stomach tensing, her body spasming with aftershocks as I continued licking, soft and slow now, coaxing every last pulse of pleasure from her spent, dripping cunt.

She finally sagged back against the pillows, her breath still ragged, her skin damp with sweat. Her fingers loosened in my hair, stroking idly, lazily, as if she had just experienced the most blissful, intoxicating high. I pulled back slightly, my lips glistening with the mess I had just devoured, my breath coming in short, desperate pants.

Amy’s eyes fluttered open, and when they met mine, they were dark, sated, filled with something wicked. She let out a soft, breathless laugh, biting her lip as she looked at the wreckage of her body—her swollen, ruined pussy still twitching, still leaking the remnants of both Brendan and me.

She reached down, her fingers grazing my lips, smearing the filth across them, watching as my tongue flicked out instinctively to taste more.

Her smirk deepened.

"You’re such a good little cuck, baby," she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. "I knew you’d clean me up real nice."

The words cut through me, sharp and humiliating, but I didn’t flinch. I just knelt there between her legs, drenched in her essence, my own cock throbbing, aching, leaking.

I barely had time to catch my breath before I moved over her, crawling up her body, positioning myself between her still-spread thighs. The taste of her, of Brendan, still lingered on my tongue, but I no longer cared. The only thing that mattered was this—taking her, claiming her, fucking her until she was mine again.

My cock was harder than it had ever been, an iron rod jutting between my legs, twitching with need. Even after cumming, even after watching another man ruin my wife, I felt something raw, something deeper than jealousy or humiliation. This was hunger. This was rage. This was an animalistic, primal need to reclaim her, to remind both of us who she belonged to.

Amy tilted her head, watching me with half-lidded eyes, her body completely relaxed, open, used—but not done. A smirk played on her lips, but before she could speak, I grabbed her hips and dragged her down to meet me.

She gasped as my cock slid against her soaked entrance, my tip rubbing against the mess still leaking from her, still dripping onto the sheets below. I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed my length and shoved myself inside her in one deep, brutal thrust.

Her pussy was so loose, so stretched from Brendan’s cock, that at first, I felt nothing but warmth, a slick, gaping wetness engulfing me. The emptiness, the lack of resistance, sent a sharp pang through my chest. I clenched my teeth, gripping her hips tighter, my fingers digging into her skin as I pulled back and slammed forward again, harder, deeper.

Amy let out a sharp moan, her legs wrapping around me as I drove into her, unrelenting, furious. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body, making her breasts bounce, making her fingers claw at my back. I wasn’t making love to her. I wasn’t even fucking her.

I was taking her back.

I rammed into her again, and again, and again, my cock stretching her anew, forcing her to mold to me, to remember my shape. The slick, obscene squelching of our bodies colliding filled the room, the mixture of our fluids dripping down onto the sheets, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

I wanted her to feel me. I needed her to feel me.

Her breath hitched. I felt it—the faintest shift, the smallest flutter of her walls tightening around me. I grunted, doubling down, driving into her harder, deeper, my hips slamming into hers with a force that rattled the bed.

She gasped, her back arching, her fingers clawing at my arms.

"Fuck, baby," she moaned, her voice breathy, strained. "You’re... oh god... you’re fucking me so good..."

Her words spurred me on, my thrusts turning frenzied, desperate, my entire body covered in sweat as I pounded into her, feeling her walls finally starting to grip me again.

She was still loose, still stretched, but I could feel her molding to me now, reshaping around my cock, gripping me tighter with every stroke. The thought sent fire through my veins. She wasn’t just taking me. She was responding to me.

I grabbed her thighs and pushed them up, folding her in half as I fucked her with reckless abandon, my cock slamming deep, my body running on pure need.

Amy cried out, her voice breaking, her body jerking beneath me, her nails raking down my back.

"Oh my god, oh my god—fuck, Rich, fuck!"

I could barely breathe. My muscles burned. My cock throbbed with an unbearable intensity, but I couldn’t stop. I wouldn’t stop.

I needed to make her cum.

I leaned down, my lips capturing hers in a brutal, searing kiss, swallowing her moans as I drilled into her, chasing something beyond just reclaiming her body. I needed her to fall apart under me, to shatter around me, to drown in the pleasure that only I could give her.

Her walls pulsed. I felt her getting closer, her breath turning ragged, her body tensing beneath me.

But so was I.

No. Not yet. Not fucking yet.

I clenched my jaw, holding back with everything I had, but my body was betraying me. The heat was rising too fast, the pressure coiling too tight, and I knew—I fucking knew—I wasn’t going to last.

Panic flooded me. I was failing. I was going to cum before her. I was going to lose.

But then—

Amy gasped. Her eyes flew open, her body arching, her mouth dropping in a silent scream.

And then she shattered.

Her entire body convulsed, her pussy clamping down around me with brutal, pulsing force, her walls spasming, sucking me deeper as she came harder than I’d ever seen her cum before.

She screamed, her thighs shaking, her nails digging into my arms, her face twisting in pure, unfiltered ecstasy. Her pussy gushed, waves of slick drenching my cock, splattering against my thighs, dripping onto the sheets as she rode the climax, her body wracked with violent tremors.

The sight of her—wrecked, undone, drowning in pleasure—sent me over the edge.

I growled against her neck, burying myself as deep as I could, my cock swelling, pulsing, before I exploded inside her.

I came hard. Harder than I ever had before. It was endless, rope after rope of thick, hot cum spilling inside her, mixing with everything already inside her, pushing out around my length. I groaned, pressing my forehead against her shoulder, my entire body shaking as I emptied myself, every last drop, branding her with it, making her mine again.

For a long moment, we just laid there, panting, trembling, our bodies slick with sweat, tangled together in the mess we had made.

Eventually, I rolled onto my back, pulling her against me. Amy nestled into my side, her body warm, her breath still uneven.

I stared at the ceiling, my heart still hammering. My mind was a blur, but one question cut through the haze.

I turned my head slightly, looking at her. "What now?"

Amy exhaled, stretching slightly, then turned to face me. Her expression was calm, matter-of-fact, like we had just discussed what to make for dinner.

"Well," she said simply, "I’m still your wife. I still love you. And you’re definitely going to continue making me cum like you just did."

Something in my chest loosened. Relief.

Everything was going to be okay.

I let out a breath, feeling lighter, comforted.

But then Amy smirked.

And she dropped the bombshell.

"And I’m definitely going to continue sucking big black cock."

The words hit me like a sledgehammer, stealing the breath from my lungs.

I turned my head to look at her, my pulse spiking, my mind reeling.

Amy just smiled, her fingers tracing lazy circles over my chest, her expression completely unbothered.

I swallowed hard, my stomach twisting.

Because deep down, I knew—

This wasn’t over.

It was only just beginning.
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