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Chapter one
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The pulsing beat of samba greeted Ellen and Jake as they stepped from the terminal into the humid Rio air. Ellen's heart quickened, keeping rhythm with the drums and maracas of the street performers gathered to welcome new arrivals. She slipped her sunglasses on against the bright afternoon sun and inhaled deeply, the sweet scent of ylang ylang and orchids mingling with the tang of sea salt.

"Well, here we are," Jake said, giving her hand a squeeze. "Brazil, baby. You ready for an adventure?"

"So ready," Ellen said, laughing as a troupe of feathered dancers shimmied past them. She watched the fluid motions of their hips, their bare brown skin glistening. "This place already feels electric."

Jake pulled her in for a kiss. "Happy anniversary, beautiful."

His lips left her tingling. She ran her fingers through his salt-and-pepper hair, as unruly as ever from the flight. "I have a feeling this trip is going to be one to remember."

They headed toward the line of waiting taxis, the rhythmic pounding of drums seeing them off. As they slid into the backseat of a yellow cab, the driver grinning and welcoming them in rapid Portuguese, Ellen caught Jake's eye. She recognized the hunger there, the same desire that had drawn them together so many years ago. In Rio, surrounded by so much life, it felt new again.
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The lobby of the Belmond Copacabana Palace was an explosion of tropical luxury. Vibrant bougainvillea spilled from planters in fuchsia cascades, while palm trees swayed gently to the soft bossa nova playing over concealed speakers. Ellen paused to take it all in, from the gleaming marble floors to the soaring domed ceiling painted with rosy cherubs.

"Bem-vindos!" The pretty receptionist behind the carved mahogany desk beamed at them. "Welcome to Rio de Janeiro."

As she checked them in, a uniformed attendant approached bearing a tray of caipirinhas, the Brazilian national cocktail. Ellen took one of the chilled glasses, the tart lime and sugarcane liquor tickling her nose.

"To us," Jake said, clinking his glass against hers.

The drink was refreshing against the humid air. Ellen set her empty glass back on the tray, licking a stray drop of juice from her lips. She caught Jake staring and gave him a coy smile.

"Shall we?" He offered his arm exaggeratedly as the attendant led them toward the elevator.

Their oceanfront suite was awash in luxurious white—white marble, white linens, white orchids glowing against the floor-to-ceiling windows. As Ellen stepped out onto the balcony, she drew in a breath at the endless expanse of sea and sky.

Jake came up behind her, nuzzling her neck. "Can you believe we met right over there?" He pointed down the beach to where they'd locked eyes at a beach bonfire, what seemed like a lifetime ago.

She turned to face him, tracing the new lines etched around his mouth and eyes, lines she'd kissed a thousand times. "You looked so handsome with your guitar, trying to impress me."

"Did it work?" His hands settled on her hips.

"Mmm, eventually." She nipped his lower lip playfully.

He pulled her closer, and they kissed, slowly reacquainting themselves with each other's lips. She sighed into his mouth, the familiar taste of him mingling with the exotic flavors of Brazil.

Ellen broke the kiss, her cheeks flushed. "As much as I'd love to continue this, why don't we go explore the city a bit before dinner?"

Jake nodded, his eyes misty with desire. "Probably a good idea if we want to make our reservation."

They freshened up and Ellen changed into a breezy sundress, ready for the late afternoon heat. As they strolled hand-in-hand along the bustling beach boardwalk, Ellen inhaled the scent of coconut oil and spices mingling in the air.

"I'd love to hike up to Christ the Redeemer tomorrow if you're up for it," she said. "I hear the view is incredible."

"Definitely. And we have to ride the cable cars up Sugarloaf Mountain, too." Jake gestured to the iconic peak rising behind the row of high-rises lining the shore.

Ellen smiled, knowing Jake's affinity for heights and panoramic views. She made a mental note to bring his Samyang 8 mm for panoramic shots.

The sidewalk cafes and bars were livening up as locals emerged, ready to party into the night. Jake pulled Ellen close as they navigated through a tight-knit group, effortlessly dancing the samba, their bodies undulating to the pulsing drums.

"Dinner first, then maybe we join them?" Jake murmured in her ear. Ellen laughed, more than ready to immerse themselves in the city's passionate spirit.
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They arrived at the restaurant, a chic open-air establishment near their hotel. The hostess, an elegant Brazilian woman, led them to a cozy table nestled in the lush garden courtyard.

As Jake pulled out Ellen's chair, she noticed his eyes linger on her tanned shoulders left bare by the halter top of her dress.

"This place is amazing," Ellen said, glancing around at the strings of twinkling lights woven through the palm trees. "So romantic."

"Not as amazing as you look tonight," Jake said, his voice low. He brushed his fingertips lightly over the inside of her wrist, sending a shiver through her.

Ellen smiled. "Charmer. You don't look so bad yourself."

She took in his crisp linen shirt, top buttons undone. His hair was still boyishly mussed from the ocean breeze. A wave of desire stirred within her. How was it possible he still gave her butterflies after all these years?

The server arrived with a recommendation for Leite de Onca, Brazil's famous jaguar-milk cocktail. The sweet, exceptionally suave scent of the drink lit up Ellen's senses.

"To us," Jake said, clinking his glass to hers.

"To new adventures," she replied with a meaningful look.

As they ate, conversation flowed easily between them, as always. But Ellen noticed Jake's gaze drifting down to her neckline, his fingers grazing her arm when she said something that made him laugh.

By the time they finished the chocolate mousse, the tension was palpable. Ellen felt emboldened by the drink, heat, and Jake's undivided attention.

"What do you say we get out of here?" she suggested.

Jake's eyes darkened. "Thought you'd never ask."
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The bustling streets enveloped them as they left the restaurant, the rhythmic pulse of samba drifting through the warm night air. Ellen slipped her hand into Jake's, excitement thrumming through her.

"I saw a club just down the road that looked fun," Jake said. "What do you think?"

"I'm game for anything." A new boldness surged through Ellen. She was ready to let loose, get lost in the moment.

As they approached the club, Ellen could feel the vibrations through the sidewalk. The crowd waiting to get in was dressed to impress.

Once inside, the music washed over them, the driving beat sinking into their bones. The dance floor writhed with gyrating bodies. Ellen scanned the sea of people, taking in the revelry. Her senses felt heightened, skin electric.

"Dance with me," Jake murmured into her ear. His hands encircled her waist as they eased into the mass of dancers. Ellen swayed her hips to the pounding samba percussion. Jake's body molded to hers. She twisted in his arms to face him, pulses quickening as his thigh slipped between hers. Their mouths met hungrily, the rest of the club blurring away.

In this moment, on the cusp of the exotic, Ellen felt intoxicated by possibility. Her tongue tangled with Jake's, their kisses growing more urgent. She ran her hands over his muscular back, pulling him closer until no space remained between them. The music fueled their passion as they lost themselves in each other.

Just then, a flash of tempting red caught Ellen's eye. She glanced up to see a stunningly beautiful woman observing them from the edge of the dance floor. Red hair cascaded over caramel shoulders left bare by a tiny sequined crimson dress. The woman's full red lips curved into a knowing smile as she lifted a red fan to her face, peering at Ellen over its edge.

Their eyes locked, and Ellen felt a jolt of electricity, an irresistible pull. Without knowing why, she extracted herself from Jake's embrace and began moving toward the alluring stranger. Jake watched Ellen, intrigued, as she approached the Brazilian woman.

"Hello," Ellen said a bit breathlessly. "I'm Ellen. This is my husband, Jake."

"Isabella," the woman purred in accented English. "You can call me Bella." She snapped her fan shut and trailed it slowly down Ellen's arm. "Would you like to dance?"

Ellen glanced back at Jake, who nodded encouragingly. Taking Isabella's outstretched hand, Ellen allowed herself to be led deeper into the pulsing crowd.


Chapter two
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The pulsating beat of the nightclub gave way to a din of laughter and song as Bella pushed open the heavy door, leading Ellen and Jake out into the vibrant street festival. Strings of multicolored lights crisscrossed overhead, casting a warm glow on the revelers below. The scent of Brazilian street food filled the air, a delicious combination of sizzling meats and exotic spices.

Crackling sounds of the carnival fireworks reverberated through the air, punctuating each explosion of light. The colors were dazzling, each burst a kaleidoscope of reds, blues, greens, and purples. Spectators gazed up in awe, their faces illuminated by the lively display. The excitement was palpable, and there was a sense of collective wonder and joy as the fireworks continued to light up the night sky.


"Isn't it magical?" Bella asked, her emerald eyes sparkling with excitement as she waved her red fan at the lively scene before them. 

Ellen couldn't help but agree, her heart racing in time with the rhythm of the music that seemed to emanate from every corner. It was intoxicating, this celebration of life and pleasure, and she felt an unbidden thrill at the thought of what the night might hold for them.

"Come, you must see this," Bella insisted, grabbing both their hands and leading them through the throng of dancers and musicians.

Amidst the surrounding chaos, a samba performance that was taking place at the heart of the festival instantly captivated Ellen. The dancers moved with an almost otherworldly grace and sensuality, their bodies swaying and undulating in perfect harmony with the sultry music.

And there, at the very heart of it all, was Bella herself.

"Wow, she's incredible," Ellen murmured, her breath catching in her throat as she watched Bella's lithe form dance with abandon.

"Yeah, she's fantastic," Jake agreed, his voice tinged with admiration and something else—a hint of desire that somehow sent a shiver down Ellen's spine.

As if sensing their gaze, Bella turned her smoldering eyes upon them, her movements never faltering as she continued to dance. Her luscious red hair whipped around her like a fiery halo, accentuating the curves of her body as it swayed and gyrated to the music.

"Damn, I don't know how she can move like that," Ellen said, unable to tear her eyes away from the captivating display. She could feel the heat of arousal build within her as she watched Bella's hips roll in time with the beat, her body seeming to beckon them closer with each seductive step.

Jake made a witty remark, "There must be something in the water here," as he absentmindedly tapped the rhythm on his thigh—a habit he had formed when lost in contemplation.
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Bella's emerald eyes held on Ellen's, a mischievous smile playing on her full lips. The music surged around them, the sultry rhythm of the samba pulsating through the air like a heartbeat. With a teasing flick of her wrist, Bella beckoned Ellen to join her in the dance.

"Come," she purred, her voice barely audible over the pounding drums and wailing horns. "Let me show you the magic of samba."

Ellen hesitated for a moment, her heart racing with excitement and nervousness. A glance at Jake revealed his rapt attention, his blue eyes wide with anticipation as he watched the scene unfolding before him. She knew that if she took Bella's hand, there would be no turning back—but something deep within her yearned for this new experience, this thrilling journey into the unknown.

"Okay," Ellen breathed, her fingers brushing against Bella's warm skin as she allowed herself to be pulled into the whirlwind of movement and sound. Her pulse quickened, a surge of adrenaline coursing through her veins as she surrendered to the sensual allure of the exotic dance.

"Relax," Bella whispered in her ear, her breath hot and tantalizing. "Just let the music guide you."

As their bodies swayed together, Ellen felt an electric connection between them, a seductive pull that intensified with each provocative glide and turn. She could sense Jake watching from the sidelines, his gaze hungrily devouring the sight of their entwined forms.

"Am I doing it right?" Ellen asked breathlessly, her hazel eyes filled with uncertainty as she tried to match Bella's fluid movements.

"Perfectly," Bella assured her, a wicked grin curling the corners of her mouth as she leaned in closer. "You're a natural, querida."

"Guess I have a wonderful teacher," Ellen replied, her body responding instinctively to Bella's touch as their hips rolled in sync with the beat.

"Maybe I could teach you more... later?" Bella suggested, her sultry voice laced with promise and desire. Ellen felt the heat of Bella's body against hers as they danced, their hips moving in unison to the pulsating rhythm. The music surrounded them, a living entity that seemed to feed on their growing desire. With each swaying motion, Ellen found herself more entranced by Bella's grace and sensuality.

"Feeling the rhythm, querida?" Bella asked, her voice sultry and teasing.

"Definitely," Ellen replied, her pulse quickening with excitement. She glanced again at Jake, who now stood near the edge of the dancing crowd, his blue eyes locked onto them. His lips parted slightly, as if he was struggling to catch his breath. She couldn't help but smile, sending him a seductive air-kiss that made his gaze darken with arousal.

"Your husband seems to enjoy the show," Bella murmured, her green eyes gleaming with mischief as she drew even closer.

"Can you blame him?" Ellen retorted, her heart racing as she allowed herself to be swept up in the forbidden thrill of it all.

The sexual tension between Bella and Ellen intensified with every roll of their hips, every brush of their fingertips, until it crackled like an electric current between them. Their eyes remained locked, creating a hypnotic connection that ignited a fire deep within their cores.

Ellen's thoughts drifted as she swayed to the rhythm of the dance. She recalled an article she had read a few weeks ago that had caught her attention. The article had described a woman who derived pleasure from watching her husband have sex with other women, a practice known as cuckqueaning. The idea somehow fascinated her, and she even indulged in private pleasure that night while fantasizing about allowing her own husband, Jake, to be intimate with another woman. Now as Bella's body pressed against hers, Ellen suddenly couldn't resist the thought of watching Jake's firm hands caress Bella's sun-kissed skin while he sucked on her large breasts.

"Ellen," Bella whispered, her breath warm against Ellen's ear, "I can see the thoughts running through your mind. You're so deliciously wicked." She was comfortable with tourist couples and wives who desired to watch their husbands have sex.

"Am I really?" Ellen replied, her cheeks flushing with heat. She had never considered herself adventurous for sex, or even bisexual, but something about being in Rio, under the spell of this captivating woman, had roused something primal within her.

"Your husband is a lucky man," Bella continued, her voice low and sensual. "But I have to wonder... Have you ever shared your fantasies with him?"

Ellen hesitated, her chest tightening at the question. She had always been open with Jake about her desires, but this new craving felt different—more dangerous, yet undeniably irresistible.

"Maybe it's time I did," she finally replied, her voice barely audible above the pulsating beat of the music.

"Good," Bella said, grinning wickedly. "I think he might like what you have in mind."
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"Focus on me," Bella instructed, her fingers squeezing Ellen's swaying hips. "Let the music move through us."

Ellen nodded, her cheeks flushed with arousal. The scent of Bella's perfume mixed with sweat intoxicated her senses, leaving her dizzy with desire. The sight of Bella's cleavage, glossy with perspiration, made Ellen's pussy pulse. As they danced, she pictured Jake behind Bella, thrusting into her with a hungry passion, while kissing her neck with his lips. She tried to push the image out of her mind, but it persisted, intensifying with each passing moment. A wave of jealousy and desire washed over her. Her heart was racing, and she could feel her own body responding to the primal need of watching her husband lay this tantalizing woman. It was both thrilling and startling, and she knew she could never forget this moment.

"Like this?" Ellen asked breathlessly, riding her hips with new abandon to the beat of the exotic drums.

"Perfect," Bella affirmed, her luscious lips curling into a steamy grin.

A magnetic quiver ran down Ellen's thighs at the endearment, her mind racing with explicit thoughts. She imagined herself sitting nearby, fingers teasing her own wetness as she watched Bella take her husband's erect cock into her mouth, his head thrown back in ecstasy as Bella's fingers sank into his muscular thighs, pulling him deeper in.

"Are you thinking about it again?" Bella inquired playfully, her voice barely audible above the pounding music.

"Maybe," Ellen admitted coyly, biting her lip. "Is it that obvious?"

"Only to someone who knows what to look for," Bella replied, her hand sliding down to rest on the small of Ellen's back, guiding her deeper into the dance.

Ellen's last inhibitions dissolved under Bella's skilled touch, the sensual energy between them sparking like live wires. She felt liberated, free to explore the depths of her desires without shame or fear. In that moment, she vowed to embrace every facet of her sexuality, no matter how raw or untamed it may be.

"Remember this feeling," Bella whispered into Ellen's ear, her breath hot against her skin. "This is what passion tastes like."

"Delicious," Ellen murmured in agreement, her body responding to every caress and movement from Bella.
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"Would you like to learn the samba?" Bella whispered into Ellen's ear, her voice dripping with desire. "I can teach you."

She felt the warmth of Bella's breath on her neck. Her heart raced, her mind filled with images of their bodies entwined, exploring new realms of pleasure through the seductive art of samba. She glanced at Jake. He had a devilish smile across his lips, as if he had read her mind.

"Teach me," Ellen breathed, her voice trembling with anticipation.

"Good," Bella purred, her green eyes darkening with lust. "You're a natural, Ellen. I can't wait to see how you blossom under my guidance."

"Let's go to my studio," Bella said, her voice thick with promise. She took Ellen's hand and led her deeper into the festival, their bodies pulsating with anticipation.

As they moved through the crowd, Jake followed closely behind, his camera slung over his shoulder, ready to capture every moment of this erotic odyssey. He could feel his arousal growing with each step they took, his heart swelling with pride at his wife's newfound boldness.

The fire that had been smoldering between them for years was finally roaring to life, fueled by the sultry samba and the enigmatic woman who had ignited their deepest desires.


Chapter three
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Bella's studio was a feast for the senses. Shadows flickered across the walls in the candlelight as the heavy beat of music pulsed through the room. The air was thick with the scent of exotic spices and Ellen's heart raced, a delicious tension coiling low in her belly.

She watched, transfixed, as Bella's hips swayed to the rhythm, the red silk of her tiny dress clinging to her curves. Bella turned and caught Ellen's gaze, a slow smile spreading across her full lips. She glided forward and took Ellen's hands, pulling her close.

"You're so beautiful," Ellen murmured, her breath hot against Bella's neck.

Bella slid a hand under Ellen's sundress, teasing at the edge of her thin panties. She brushed her delicate finger over Ellen's clit. "And you're wet already."

Ellen whimpered, arousal flooding her veins, and she leaned into Bella's touch. From the corner of her eye, she saw Jake watching them with naked desire. His hand was curled tight around the bulge in his pants, stroking himself through the fabric.

Bella followed her gaze and purred, "Does it turn you on, tesoura? Your husband watching while I play with your pussy?"

Beyond words, Ellen could only nod, and Bella chuckled. She caught Ellen's chin in her hand and turned her face up, kissing her fiercely. Ellen opened to her, tasting spice and heat, and moaned into Bella's mouth.

When Bella drew back, her eyes were bright with lust. "But this is going to be different," she whispered, trailing a red fingernail down Ellen's throat. "You're going to watch your husband enjoy the best fuck of his life. You're going to cum just from watching."

Ellen shuddered, desire burning through her veins like wildfire. She wanted this more than she could ever say. She didn't know how they had got here. Maybe it was that article about the cuckquean that ignited something in her, but somehow she wanted to watch Jake fuck this sexy woman. Meeting Bella's gaze, and whispered, "Yes, I want to watch you with my husband."
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Bella grinned, sharp and predatory, and slid Ellen's panties down her thighs. "Step out of them," she commanded, and Ellen obeyed without thinking, kicking the sodden lace aside.

Bella turned to Jake, gesturing him with a finger. "Come here, tesão. Let's see what you're hiding under those clothes."

Jake surged forward, stripping off his shirt and pants as he went until he stood naked before them, cock jutting proudly from his body. Bella purred in approval, circling him with a dancer's grace, her hands trailing over the planes of his chest and abs.

"Very nice," she said. "I can see why your wife likes to keep you around." She slid behind him, pressing her body to his back, and wrapped her pretty fingers around his cock. Jake gasped, head falling back against her bare shoulder. Bella stroked him slowly and placed a soft kiss on his exposed neck.

"He feels good in my hand, Ellen," Bella said. "Thick and hard, just for me."

Ellen stared at them, transfixed, arousal coiling tight in her pelvis. The sight of Bella's hand on Jake's cock was almost too much to bear. She squeezed her thighs together, cunt throbbing, and whispered, "Y—yes."

Bella grinned. "Touch yourself, tesoura. Show us how wet this makes you. Watching another woman hold your husband's beautiful cock."

Ellen's eyes widened with anticipation, her heart racing as she watched Bella's hand slowly stroke her husband's cock. She didn't hesitate as she reached down between her legs, feeling the heat and wetness emanating from her soaked pussy. Her fingers found her rigid clit, and she rubbed slow, tight circles, the sensation sending shivers down her frame.

The wet sound of Jake's cock filled the air as Bella drew out his pre-cum. Ellen's breathing grew faster and shallower, turned on by how easily her husband lubricated for the woman. The ache inside her pussy intensified with every stroke of Bella's graceful hand, and she was lost to the rhythm that was being set. She gasped for breath as the pleasure consumed her, the tight circles of her fingers bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

"That's it," Bella crooned. "Get that pussy nice and wet from watching me pump your husband's rod. Look how leaky it's got from a few strokes." She moaned, holding up Jake's cock, showing Ellen the slow drip of transparent liquid oozing from its engorged tip.

Isabella, with the fluidity of a dancer, spun around and faced Jake. The sultry swivel of her hips drew his eyes to her every movement. She gracefully squatted before him on her high heels, her piercing green eyes locked onto his, and took his throbbing cock into her mouth. "I want to taste it… your dripping anticipation," she said as she twirled her tongue against his cock head, catching his pre-cum with every move.

As Isabella slid down Jake's shaft, her red lips left a trail of lipstick that glimmered in the dim light. The sound of her soft moans filled the room as her tongue danced and teased along his length like an expert samba routine. The smell of her perfume mixed with his musky scent filled Jake's nostrils, heightening his arousal.

With cat-like dexterity, Bella unclasped her tight dancer's bodice, allowing her full breasts to spill out. The sight of her tan mounds glistening in the dim light made Jake's heart race with desire.

She looked up at him while still wearing only her red thong and high heels. Jake's fingers clenched, resisting the urge to tangle themselves in her fiery hair as she sucked him off, showing far more skill than Ellen could've ever imagined.

"God, yes..." Jake murmured, his voice strained with pleasure. Ellen stood by, mesmerized, her hazel eyes wide and her freckled cheeks flushed with emotion. She felt conflicted but excited; old jealousies that would've flared if Jake even glanced at another woman now melted away, replaced by a throbbing desire between her legs as she watched him mouth fuck the ruttish dancer.

Bella pulled back, releasing Jake's cock from her mouth with a wet pop. She glanced at Ellen and gestured for her to come closer. "Come, querida," she purred, fanning herself with her red fan. "Let me show you how a real woman sucks cock." Ellen hesitated, biting her lip nervously, but curiosity and lust won out. She stepped forward, her fingers unconsciously twirling a strand of her auburn hair as she observed Isabella's technique.

"Watch closely, love," Isabella instructed, her emerald eyes never leaving Ellen's. She parted her lips and took Jake's cock back in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head before slowly sliding down his length once more. "Ah, fuck," Jake groaned, his fingers tapping a rhythmic pattern on his thigh as he tried to maintain control. Ellen felt her clit throb with each stroke of Isabella's tongue, her own desire growing exponentially.

They filled the room with the scent of their mingled arousal, a stimulating mix that threatened to overwhelm them all. Isabella released Jake's cock again, turning to Ellen with a wicked grin. "Do you think you can do better, querida? Show me what you've got." A spark of determination ignited within Ellen, fueled by the passion she saw reflected in her husband's eyes. She wanted to prove herself, not just to Bella, but to Jake as well.

Swallowing her anxiety, she sank to her knees, looking up at him with newfound confidence. "Let's see what I can do," Ellen whispered, reaching for her husband's glistening erection. And as she took him into her mouth, she knew there was no turning back from this thrilling new world they had entered together.
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The dimly lit room was suffused with the tantalizing scent of tropical flowers and the faint echo of samba melody drifting through the open window. Ellen's hazel eyes looked into her husband's intense blue gaze and she hesitantly lowered her mouth toward his throbbing cock. As she wrapped her lips around the pulsing hardness, she couldn't help but steal a glance at Bella, who stood nearby smirking and swaying her hips to the rhythmic beat, her ass hypnotically shaking like a well-practiced dancer.


"Like this, honey?" Ellen whispered, looking up at Jake, seeking his approval. She wouldn't usually suck his cock when they were intimate unless it was special occasion like his birthday.


"Uh-huh," he groaned softly, his fingers instinctively tapping out the rhythm of the sultry melody on his taut thigh muscle.


Ellen tried her best to mimic the sensual movements she had seen Bella perform earlier, her tongue swirling around the head of Jake's cock, tasting his salty pre-cum. But there was no getting around her lack of experience. Bella, noticing the struggle, sauntered over, her emerald green eyes sparkling with mischief. She traced her tongue along Jake's thigh, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake, before continuing upwards to his neck.


"Tell us, Mr. Jake," Bella purred into his ear, her breath hot and heavy, "who's the better cock sucker?"


Jake's mind raced, torn between loyalty to his wife and the undeniable truth of Bella's superior skills. He glanced down at Ellen, seeing the fire in her eyes as she attempted to deep throat him, though never quite taking him as far as Bella could. As if reading his thoughts, she began playing with her pussy, her fingers slipping between wet folds while maintaining her unsteady rhythm on his cock.


"Go on, tell her, she's wants to hear the truth," Bella urged, her voice laced with seductive authority.


"Uh... Bella," he mumbled, his voice strained with arousal. "Bella is the better cock sucker."


The admission seemed to act as a catalyst for Ellen. Her body shuddered as she climaxed on her fingers, her moans muffled by the cock in her mouth. The sight of his wife's intense pleasure sent a thrill through Jake, his own orgasm dangerously close.


"Good boy," praised Isabella, her sultry Brazilian accent only heightening the erotic atmosphere. She took a step back, fanning herself with her bright red fan and watching the scene unfold with a mixture of pride and lust.


"Can't... can't believe I just came from that," Ellen panted, releasing Jake's cock from her mouth, saliva dripping onto the studio floor. She looked up at him, flushed and breathless, but something in her eyes had shifted—a newfound hunger, a desire to explore the depths of their sexuality they'd never dared to venture before.


"Neither can I, honey," Jake admitted, his voice husky from arousal. He reached out to stroke Ellen's auburn hair, twirling a lock around his finger, as thoughts of what this new dynamic with Bella might bring danced tantalizingly in his mind.

Bella's sensual dancing body undulated, her toned, tanned leg rising with effortless grace as she placed it on Jake's shoulder in one swift move. The married couple's eyes widened with fascination at her remarkable flexibility, the heat of the moment intensifying. Balancing herself on her other heel, Bella took hold of Jake's thick wet cock, glistening with his wife's saliva, and pumped it over Ellen's flushed face.


"Can't catch your breath, Ellen?" Bella teased, her voice seductive and filled with playfulness. Ellen, still recovering from her climax, nodded weakly, her hazel eyes glazed with lust. Their focus shifted to Bella's tight red thongs, barely covering her plump pussy mound. "Now, be a good wife and use those pretty teeth of yours to undo these ribbons," Bella instructed, pointing to the thongs' ties at her hips.


Ellen hesitated for a moment, then leaned in, her breath hitching as she caught a hint of Bella's alluring scent. She reached out and tentatively gripped the ribbons between her teeth, tugging gently until they came undone. As the fabric fell away, Bella's hot pussy revealed itself to the couple—meaty lips adorned with the famous Brazilian trim, and possessing an engorged clit that dwarfed Ellen's own.


"Wow," Jake breathed, his blue eyes fixed on the sight before him, unable to contain his awe. "It's... beautiful."


"You like it?" Bella whispered, lust clear in her emerald green eyes. She turned her gaze to Ellen, adding, "Now, prepare me with your tongue, sweet Ellen."


Ellen had never seen another woman's pussy this close before, let alone lick one. But the intoxicating allure of the situation drew her in. She reached for Bella's smooth hip, feeling the warmth of her tan skin, and cautiously extended her tongue to taste the dancer's swollen clit. The sensation sent a shudder through Bella, who moaned into Jake's mouth as their lips met in a feverish kiss.


"Your wife is getting me ready for you, Jake," Bella whispered hotly between kisses, her voice dripping with desire. "She's making sure I'm nice and wet so we can fuck," she continued, placing particular emphasis on the last word.


Ellen could hardly believe this was happening—she and her husband sharing such an intimate moment with this captivating samba dancer. As her tongue continued to explore Bella's sex, she couldn't help but let her thoughts wander to the steamy encounters that awaited them. With each lick, each moan, and each gasp, Ellen knew their passion was being reignited, fueled by the sultry heat of Rio and the undeniable chemistry between them all.
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Bella's throbbing clit swelled and pulsated between Ellen's lips, its enlarged size a clear sign of her intense arousal. The taste of her pussy was lovely, a perfect mixture of sweetness and tanginess that sent electric sensations down Ellen's spine and made her nipples hard. As she licked and sucked with fervor, the sounds of their moans mingled and echoed through the room. Ellen's own arousal heightened with each passing moment, fueled by the knowledge that she was pleasuring Bella so she could satisfy her husband.


"Put your husband's cock inside me, Ellen," Bella instructed, her melodic accent hot and commanding.


As Ellen reached for Jake's throbbing length, a memory surfaced—their first time together after he had taken her to a steakhouse. They had ended up making out in the car, unable to wait until they reached her apartment. They had fucked passionately while parked in a back alley, the raw urgency of it all etched in her mind.


She was now leading her loving husband, her man, into the moist and seductive vagina of a more sexually provocative woman than herself. She found herself more aroused than ever before.


"Jake, baby, just look at this beautiful pussy waiting for you," Ellen purred, her boldness surprising him. She tightened her grip on his erection, feeling its warmth and hardness in her hand. With slow, deliberate strokes, she coaxed out a few more drops of pre-cum, relishing the slickness of it on her fingers. 

Positioning the mushroom head at Bella's wet entrance, Ellen inhaled deeply, taking in the fragrant scent of the woman's pussy. She glanced up at her husband with a loving smile, watching as he gazed down at her with a mix of desire and adoration.

"Enjoy her, my love," Ellen whispered, the words barely audible over the sound of their breathing. With a gentle push, she guided him inside, feeling the slick, hot walls of Bella's pussy swallowing her husband.


"Thank you, honey," Jake replied earnestly, the lust clear in his deep blue eyes. His fingers tapped rhythmically against Bella's thigh, betraying his eager anticipation.


"Oh, yes, I've been craving this," Bella moaned, her emerald eyes locked onto Jake's. "I want you all the way inside me. Fuck me like you mean it."


As Jake slowly pushed forward, Ellen couldn't help but marvel at the sight of her husband's cock disappearing into Bella's slick folds. She felt a curious mix of envy and excitement, her heart pounding in her chest.


"God, you feel amazing," Jake groaned, his hands gripping Bella's hips for leverage as he thrusted. "You're so tight and wet."


"Fuck me in front of your wife, Jake," Bella urged, her voice breathy with desire. "I want you deeper, harder. Let her see how you fuck when you're boiling."


Ellen's mind raced with conflicting thoughts—the images of their first time together juxtaposed against the steamy scene unfolding before her eyes. A curious thrill coursed through her, one she couldn't quite understand but didn't want to deny either.


"Ellen, come here," Bella beckoned, reaching out to her. "Kiss me while your husband fucks me."


Obediently, Ellen stood and leaned in, capturing Bella's lips in a heated kiss that was equal parts tender and passionate. Their wet tongues danced together, each tasting the other's arousal. Meanwhile, Jake's groans mingled with the steady rhythm of his thrusts, filling the room with undeniable sexual energy.


"Doesn't my husband feel incredible, Bella?" Ellen whispered between kisses, her hazel eyes shining with a newfound courage. "He's always been so good at pleasing me. I hope he's doing the same for you."


"Fuck yes, he is," Bella panted, arching her back as Jake hit just the right spot inside her. "I'm loving your husband's cock, Ellen."


Ellen moaned. Lust had captivated her mind as her fingers twirled around her swollen pussy, watching her husband drive into Bella with wild abandon.

I'm a cuckquean, she thought to herself, amazed at how natural it felt to her.


"Ah, meu Deus!" Bella cried out suddenly, her green eyes wide with ecstasy. "I'm so close, Jake. Don't stop!"


"Ellen, I..." Jake stammered, his breathing ragged as he neared the edge.


"Jake, baby," Ellen whispered, her voice tender but unwavering. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air as she urged him on. "Cum for her." 

"Fuck," Jake groaned, his muscles contracting as he released himself inside Bella. His wife, encouraging him to cum inside a beautiful woman without protection, caused a massive ejaculation of his load. Their bodies slammed together, the sound of their grunts filling the room. Bella climaxed as she felt Jake's cock issuing the heavy spurts of cum. Her eyes rolled back and her body convulsed from having taken another woman's husband perfectly. The sight of the couple's orgasm shot Ellen into a feral climax. Her cunt clenched around her digits as she clutched the flesh of Bella's luscious ass with the other hand. The astonishing heat of their connection blended with sweat that slicked their skin, melted the trio into one another.


As Bella's shudders subsided, she locked eyes with Ellen—a silent understanding passing between them. It was a moment that transcended words, an unspoken bond forged in the heat of passion and desire.



Chapter four
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As the sun rose over the glimmering ocean, Ellen and Jake sat on their hotel room's terrace, indulging in a splendid Brazilian breakfast. The scent of fresh tropical fruits filled the air as they chatted with enthusiasm about their recent encounter with Isabella. Their eyes sparkled with excitement as they reignited their passion. 


"I can't believe how amazing last night was," Ellen said, her fingers playing with the vintage pendant around her neck. "Seeing you with Bella... It was so incredibly hot and racy."


Jake grinned, recalling the previous night's erotic escapades. He took a sip of his rich coffee and added, "I didn't expect you to be so into it, babe. But I'm so glad you were."


Ellen blushed, her hazel eyes looking away for a moment. "Well, I've been reading cuckquean fantasies online, and when I saw how passionate Bella was with us, I knew I wanted to explore it."


"Wait, what's cuckquean?" Jake asked, his blue eyes widening with curiosity. 

"I didn't know what it was until I started reading about it. It's when a woman gets off on her husband fucking another woman, or cake… as she's called." She blushed a bit as she revealed her secret findings to her husband.


"It turns me on… a lot," Ellen confirmed, smiling mischievously. "Sharing you with another woman, especially someone as sexy as Bella, really gets me going."


"Does it now?" Jake teased, reaching over to stroke her thigh. "Let's see just how turned on you are." With deft fingers, he slid his hand under her skirt, finding her pussy soaked with arousal.


"See? I told you," Ellen gasped, biting her lip as she leaned in for a deep, sensual kiss. Their tongues danced together as she whispered, "When you admitted Bella was better at sucking your cock, I came so hard."


"God, that's so hot," Jake groaned, his own desire mounting. He unbuttoned his pants, eager to penetrate his wife, but she stopped him with a playful grin.


"Save that cum for Bella, honey," she instructed, her eyes alight with lust. Grabbing her cellphone, Ellen composed a text to Isabella, arranging for the three of them to meet up at the beach later in the day.


"Okay then… can't wait for round two," Jake murmured, his fingers tapping rhythmically against the table as they finished their breakfast, anticipation building for their steamy rendezvous with Bella under the warm Rio sun.
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The steam from the hot shower filled the hotel room, creating a sweltering atmosphere. Jake's muscular, fit body glistened under the cascade of warm water, his thick, masculine cock standing at attention as he soaped himself up. His chiseled jawline and deep-set blue eyes conveyed a sense of raw, primal appeal.


Ellen's phone vibrated on the bathroom countertop, drawing her gaze away from her reflection in the mirror. She picked it up to find a reply from Bella. A shudder of excitement ran through her as she imagined what was to come.


"Honey, Bella will join us soon," Ellen announced, her voice quivering with anticipation.


"Good," he replied, his eyes never leaving hers. "Why don't you join me in here? I have an idea."


Intrigued, Ellen stripped off her clothes, feeling a tingling sensation in her core as she revealed herself to her husband. Her hazel eyes sparkled as she stepped into the shower, the warm water cascading down her pale skin, dotted with light freckles.


"Would you like to suck my cock and help build up my cum for Bella?" Jake asked, his tone playful and lusty.


The request sent a jolt of arousal through Ellen. "Of course, baby," she breathed, eager to please both her husband and their his lover. She knelt before him, taking his thick shaft into her mouth and sucking slowly, teasingly.


"Close your eyes and think only of Bella. I know it's not as good as hers, but I'll do my best," she whispered between licks, causing Jake's erection to grow even harder within her moist lips. She could feel his hunger for the gorgeous samba dancer, a hunger that mirrored her own lust. He was really enjoying his wife's new kink.


As she worked his cock, bobbing her head and swirling her tongue around the head, Jake groaned in pleasure. Ellen knew he was close to unloading, so she stopped and let his stiff cock go from her mouth.


"That cum is for Bella." she said in a breathy tone, a wicked grin on her wet lips.


Jake's eyes snapped open, full of lust and anticipation. He watched as Ellen stood up and leaned against the tiled shower wall, her fingers finding their way to her swollen clit. She masturbated, her hand moving in quick, rhythmic circles.


"I'm thinking how incredible it will be when you fuck her pussy again," she moaned, her voice barely audible over the sound of the hot spraying water. Jake couldn't take his eyes off her as she pleasured herself, mesmerized by the sight of her ecstasy. He had never seen his wife so wanton.


As Ellen's orgasm raised, her throaty moans grew louder, until finally, she groaned out in release. "I'm cumming—" She quivered under the water spray, her hips moving recklessly. Her eyes locked with Jake's as the climax ran its turbulent course. She had encouraged her husband's seed to build up for another woman.
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The sun blazed over Praia Vermelha beach as Jake and Ellen walked hand in hand, their feet sinking into the warm sand. Ellen's bikini hugged her body, showcasing her delicate curves, while Jake's swim trunks accentuated his muscular build. The salty ocean breeze tousled their hair, and the anticipation of seeing Bella again made their hearts flutter.


"Did she reply yet?" Jake asked, twirling a towel over his toned shoulder.


"Yep, just got her location," Ellen said, tapping her phone screen with a rhythm that matched her excitement. "She's close to here."


They followed the directions to a secluded spot on the beach, hidden away by lush green foliage. As they approached, they caught sight of Bella, who looked absolutely stunning. 

Her tiny red bikini clung to her voluptuous body, leaving little to the imagination. The fabric barely contained her magnificent breasts, the thick nipples teasingly visible beneath it. Her wavy red hair cascaded down her back, shimmering like a fiery waterfall in the sunlight. The scanty bikini bottoms, which seemed to be swallowed by the hungry swell of her cheeks, perfectly outlined the curve of her creamy ass. Her tight belly rippled with toned muscles, drawing attention to the sensual mound just below her navel, where the start of her smooth mons peeked out from beneath her bikini.


"Wow," Ellen breathed, feeling a familiar stirring of desire within her. "She's even more gorgeous than I remember."


"Isn't she?" Jake agreed, his voice thick with lust. "Hey, Bella! Over here!"


Bella's emerald eyes lit up at the sight of them. "Ellen, Jake! You made it!" She trotted over, her hips swaying seductively as she moved, her ample breasts bouncing with each step.


"Wouldn't miss it for the world," Jake said, his eyes never leaving her body. Ellen felt a twinge of jealousy but couldn't help being equally entranced by Bella's beauty.


"Jake, darling, you look so handsome in your swim trunks," Bella purred, her gaze flicking appreciatively over him. She turned to Ellen and grinned wickedly. "And you, my dear, thanks for bringing your husband." She then placed her arms around Jake's neck, pressed her ample tits against his broad chest, and caught his lips in a seductive, wet kiss.


Ellen blushed but smiled. "Thank you, Bella. I'm happy to see you two are excited."


"Shall we go for a swim?" Bella suggested, her green eyes dancing with mischief. "Or do you have something else in mind?"


"Swimming sounds perfect," Jake replied, running his hand over the plump curve of Bella's ass.
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Ellen's towel slipped as she settled onto the sand after their swim, exposing the curve of her hip. Bella's gaze lingered, a smoldering look that sent a thrill through Ellen's body. 


"We should continue our dance lesson," Bella purred, trailing a finger along Jake's jaw. He groaned, pulling her into his arms. Their lips met in a frenzied kiss, hands roaming over sun-kissed skin. 


Ellen's mouth went dry at the sight, heat pooling between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together, craving friction, but Bella shook her head. 


"Only watch," she commanded, her usually melodic voice husky with desire. Ellen whimpered but obeyed, transfixed by the scene unfolding before her. 


Jake's hands cupped Bella's breasts as his tongue delved into her mouth. She moaned, arching into his touch and grinding against the bulge in his swim trunks. 


Ellen bit her lip, dizzy with longing. She ached to join them but remained still, following Bella's orders. Her heart raced as she took in every detail—the sounds of their lips kissing, the scent of coconut sunscreen, the vision of their entwined bodies. 


"You're enjoying the show, aren't you?" Bella panted, breaking away from Jake's lips to smile at Ellen. 


Ellen flushed but didn't look away. "Yes, very much," she whispered. 


"Good." Bella traced the straps of Ellen's bikini top, her fingers brushing the swells of her breasts. "Because the real fun is just beginning."


Ellen shivered in anticipation, her core throbbing with need. She didn't know what Bella had planned, but she was ready to give herself over completely to pleasure. To them. 


"Relax, meu amor," Bella crooned, cupping Ellen's cheek. "We're going to take such good care of you." 


Ellen sighed, leaning into Bella's touch. She closed her eyes, steadying her breathing, and waited. 


Waited to see what delights this tropical paradise would bring.



Chapter five
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The sun was relaxing over the Rio skyline as Bella purred, "Let's take this to your room," her emerald eyes glinting like gems.

Jake eagerly nodded, and they all made their way to the hotel room. As soon as the door shut behind them, Bella led Jake into the shower, never breaking eye contact with Ellen. The steamy water cascaded over their entwined bodies, making their skin glisten with arousal.

Bella's large, perky breasts jutted out enticingly, adorned with water droplets that seemed to beg for attention. Her slender waist emphasized her generous hips, and bikini tan lines framed her perfectly trimmed pussy. As she turned around, her pert ass came into view, a tantalizing sight that made Ellen pant.

Jake, on the other hand, looked like a Greek god under the shower's spray. His muscular body rippled with every movement, his biceps flexing as he pulled Bella closer. His erection stood proudly, thick and long, a testament to his desire for the fiery redhead.

Unable to resist any longer, Ellen slipped off her bikini, revealing her own body. "Bella," she whispered, her voice husky from lust, "may I... may I touch myself while I watch you two?" Her pussy was begging for attention.

Bella grinned wickedly, her gaze flickering between Ellen and Jake. "You can, but only edge. No climax until I say so." She punctuated her decree with a teasing wink.

"Alright," Ellen whispered, her fingers quivering as they traced a path down to her needy slit. She sunk in her finger until she found her engorged clit, circled it, feeling the heat building within her as she watched her husband and Bella explore each other's bodies. The notes of their moans mingled with the coconut scent that hung heavily around them. Ellen's breaths came in quick gasps as her body tensed with pleasure, her eyes fixed on the erotic display before her. The sight of her husband's firm hands caressing Bella's curves and the feel of her own fingers working magic on her clit were almost too much to bear.

"Jake," Bella gasped, her back arching against him. "Your wife needs to hear how much you're enjoying this." Her voice was steamy and persuasive, making Ellen shiver in anticipation.

"God, Bella, you're incredible. You make my cock so hard," Jake groaned, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he continued to worship her body. His gaze occasionally flicked to Ellen, a mixture of lust and appreciation for her participation in this tantalizing game.

As Ellen's fingers worked feverishly on her sensitive nub, she could feel her climax approaching like an unstoppable tide. But she remembered Bella's words and fought back the orgasm, her body quivering with unfulfilled desire.

"Please, Bella," Ellen whimpered, her hazel eyes pleading. "Please let me come..."

Bella locked eyes with Ellen, a predatory smile playing on her lips. "Not yet, darling," she purred. "The night is still young, and we have so much more to explore."
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After the exciting shower, steam clung to the mirror as Bella stood there dripping wet, her red hair plastered to her tan skin. She looked at Ellen with piercing green eyes and said, "Dry me off. I want you to feel every inch of me and enjoy it like a good cuckquean."


Ellen's heart raced, and she carefully took a fluffy white towel, beginning to daub at Bella's skin, feeling the contrast between the dampness and warmth radiating from her. Bella smiled encouragingly, her eyes never leaving Ellen's.


"Your touch feels so good," Bella purred. "I love helping you discover how much pleasure you can receive from watching me with Jake." As Ellen continued to dry Bella, she felt an immense arousal building within her, and she could feel her pussy juices flow down her thigh.


Bella noticed this and grinned wickedly. "Look, Jake," she called out, pulling him in for a deep, passionate kiss. "Your sweet little cuckquean wife is dripping wet just thinking about how I'm going to fuck you hard and take your hot cum inside me."


Jake's eyes grew, and he licked his lips as he watched his wife rub lotion onto Bella's body. The scent of lilac mixed with the lavender, creating an intoxicating aroma that filled the room. He couldn't help but feel aroused seeing his wife surrender herself to this intense, erotic dynamic.


"Tell me, dear," Bella said, placing her leg up to give Ellen better access, "what do you want me to do to Jake? I want to hear it from your own pretty little mouth."


Ellen hesitated, feeling both nervous and incredibly turned on. She swallowed hard and whispered, "I want you to ride him... Make him groan with satisfaction and let him fill you up with his cum."


"Such a good wife," Bella praised, her hand reaching up to stroke Ellen's cheek. "Your desires are so deliciously dirty, and I love it." She looked over at Jake, his erection throbbing with joy.


"Jake, honey," Bella warned playfully, her emerald eyes flashing. "You're about to experience gratification the way your wife can't give you. She's going to learn what it takes to satisfy a man."


As they moved towards the bed, Ellen felt a mixture of fear, excitement, and lust coursing through her veins. This new world of cuckqueaning had awakened something within her—a primal need that she never knew existed, fueled by Bella's seduction and her own desire to please both herself and Jake in ways she never thought possible.
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The open terrace let in a warm ocean breeze that comforted the senses. Bella and Jake lay entwined on the plush bed, their nude bodies pressed against each other as they kissed passionately. Ellen, who was standing nearby, felt a flush of embarrassment in her cheeks, unable to resist being drawn to the carnal scene. She had been looking forward to this vacation for months, as it was meant to celebrate their wedding anniversary. Now that she had embraced her sexual desires, the trip had become even more enjoyable.


"Come here, Ellen," Bella purred, breaking away from Jake for a moment. "I want you to taste me." Her emerald green eyes twinkled with hunger, daring Ellen to one again step out of her comfort zone.


Ellen pondered, but then swallowed nervously and made her way over to the bed. She watched as Bella spread her robust dancer's legs, giving her an inviting glimpse of the Brazilian woman's glistening arousal. Bella's pussy was simply flawless. The labia were a rich shade of pink and her clitoris was undeniably provocative to behold. As Ellen positioned herself between Bella's bronze colored thighs, her heart raced. This was still unfamiliar territory, but something deep within her craved the exploration.


"Don't be shy, minha querida," Bella whispered, her voice husky with need. "You'll soon be drinking from lots of sexy pussies, getting them ready to pleasure your husband."


Her words sent electric tremors down Ellen's belly as she glanced at Jake, his blue eyes filled with lustful anticipation. She took a deep breath before lowering her mouth to Bella's swollen, erect clit. The scent of the samba instructor's arousal filled her nostrils, and she tentatively grazed the tender flesh with her tongue. The taste was intoxicating, and Ellen soon earnestly sucked on Bella's thick bud, spurred on by the moans of pleasure that escaped the beautiful redhead's lips.


"Such a good wife," Bella praised, her hands tangling in Ellen's auburn hair as her hips rocked in time with Ellen's eager mouth.


As Ellen continued to pleasure Bella, the Brazilian beauty reached out to wrap her full lips around Jake's thick, throbbing cock. "Hmm, Jake," she murmured, her green eyes sealed onto his as she took him deep into her mouth. "You have such a fine, manly cock. It deserves to be admired by women your wife brings you."


Jake groaned, his gaze never leaving Bella's as he encouraged his wife. "Make her cum, Ellen. I want to see Bella climax in your mouth."


Ellen felt a wave of excitement and arousal course through her veins at the sound of her husband's voice. Driven by the newfound desire, she redoubled her efforts, sucking and licking with abandon. Bella's moans grew louder, her body tense as she neared the edge.


"Ah, meu Deus!" Bella groaned out, her climax washing over her like a tidal wave. Her juices flooded Ellen's mouth, the taste and sensation of the pussy cum readily arousing the cuckquean.


Ellen knew they had crossed a line from which there was no turning back. And yet, she couldn't deny the exhilaration that coursed through her being—this new dimension to her marriage with Jake and the irresistible allure of Isabella, had awakened something within her she could no longer ignore.

Swallowing all of Bella's essence, Ellen looked up at the panting Brazilian woman with wide hazel eyes. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude and lust. "Thank you for being my husband's lover and feeding me your sweet cum."



Chapter six
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Bella's eyes shimmered with playfulness, her long red hair cascaded around her like a fiery waterfall as she instructed Ellen to take a seat on the chair at the foot of the bed.

"Spread your legs wide open," she commanded in her hot Brazilian accent. Ellen obeyed, feeling both vulnerable and aroused by the intensity of Bella's gaze.


"Listen closely, querida" Bella continued, her lips curling into a seductive smile. "You are only allowed to touch your breasts and nipples; your pussy must remain untouched so it drips freely." Ellen's hazel eyes widened, but she nodded in compliance, her fingers already grazing the tips of her hardened nipples.


Meanwhile, Jake lay on his back on the bed, his lean, muscular body tense with anticipation. His thick cock jutted out like a pole, aching for Bella's touch. With a playful smirk, Bella turned to Ellen, gesturing toward Jake's throbbing erection. "Look how hard your husband is, knowing that he's going to fuck me."


The sight of her husband's throbbing cock captivated Ellen, as it stood quivering with need and glistening with beads of pre-cum. The thought of him unashamedly erect for another woman sent a titillating shock down into her pussy, inflaming its already hot entrance.


"Has Jake ever been this hard for you?" Bella inquired, her voice dripping with sensuality, as she ran her graceful fingertip around the thick ridge of his cock. Ellen hesitated, then whispered, "No, he's never been this big and hard for me."


"Ah, and why do you think that is?" Bella pressed, her brow arched provocatively. Ellen moaned, her fingers pinching her rock hard nipples as she responded, "Because he's excited about your pussy, not my sloppy hole."


"Show me your hole, then," Bella demanded, her green eyes pressed on Ellen's. With a mixture of embarrassment and lust, Ellen reached down to her wet entrance, spreading the lips open for Bella's inspection.


"Jake, my love," Bella purred, glancing at him with a sexy expression, "would you rather lay your wife's hole on your anniversary vacation, or would you prefer to fuck my sexy pussy?"


Jake's blue eyes darkened with desire as he stared at Bella, his fingers tapping rhythmically on his thigh. "I... I'd rather fuck you, Bella."


"Please, Bella," Ellen begged, her voice strained with need, "let me at least edge myself while I watch you two fuck." Bella studied Ellen, noting her erect nipples straining and the wetness gleaming between her thighs. A wicked grin formed on her pretty mouth.


"Very well," she agreed, waving her red fan in an enticing gesture. "You may touch your pussy, but remember, querida, not to climax."
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The seductive samba melody drifted into the room from the streets below as Bella straddled Jake with the grace of an adept dancer. Her toned ass presented a captivating contrast of tan lines and bronze skin that seduced Ellen. She gazed at the woman's lovely curves while stroking her swollen pussy. Knowing she couldn't cum only heightened her hunger.


"Watch closely," Bella commanded, clutching the base of Jake's thick cock and positioning its head against her slippery entrance. Her hips swayed to the beat of the music, and she slowly enveloped him, taking his entire length deep inside her. Jake groaned as his cock filled Bella's hot, tight pussy, completely consumed by her seemingly magnetic pull.


"Stroke my clit while I fuck you," Bella demanded, her emerald eyes locked onto Jake's blue ones. He obeyed immediately, his fingers tracing up and down the erect nub. The tempo of the samba outside matched the rhythm of their lovemaking, and Bella's gorgeous breasts bounced enticingly as she rode him with deliberate thrusts.


Ellen couldn't tear her gaze from the smooth movement of Bella's hips as the woman fucked her husband before her very eyes. She recognized now why men craved women like Bella—fiery, confident, and unapologetically sexual. Ellen's pussy throbbed and ached, juices running down her thighs like a waterfall. With boldness inflamed by lust, she moaned out, "Show him what he's been missing, Bella. Give him the pussy he deserves."


Jake gripped one of Bella's swaying hips, his other hand still working her lewd clit. Bella looked at him and whispered, "Tell your wife how it feels, Jake."


Breathless and overwhelmed by the sensation of Bella's tender, clinging walls around his cock, Jake struggled to speak. "I've never... never enjoyed fucking as much as I do with you, Bella."


Bella leaned forward, her full breasts pressing against Jake's muscular chest. She twirled her long, wavy red hair around his flushed neck and face, her green eyes piercing into his soul. Her intoxicating scent and the silky smoothness of her skin threatened to push Jake over the edge, but Bella sensed his impending climax and slowed her thrusts.


"Let's switch positions," she suggested, a coy smile playing on her lips. "You take control and fuck me, missionary."


Ellen's breathing hitched, and her heart raced. Her pussy opened wider, her clit fully swollen and begging for attention. Every fiber of her being felt electrified as she expected Jake's imminent orgasm within this beautiful woman, who had effortlessly captivated them both.
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A wet sound accompanied Bella's graceful slide off Jake's hard cock, as if a ripe fruit had been plucked from its stem. The slick shaft, coated in their shared juices, plopped out and danced against his muscular abs, clearly protesting the loss of its warm sanctuary.


Lying on her back, Bella spread her shapely thighs, and her hips continued to undulate to the samba rhythm echoing through the room. With her gorgeous face framed by cascading red hair, delicate nose, full red lips, and emerald green eyes, she resembled a sex goddess awaiting her next worshipper.


"Get over here," she beckoned with a seductive smile, and Jake didn't need to be told twice. He quickly mounted her, his cock seeking and finding her tight pussy once more. As he began thrusting into his lover, he leaned down to suck each of her hard nipples, grazing his teeth on the sweaty flesh.


"Fuck me like I'm your wife," Bella whispered into his ear, her hands running through his damp hair. As she spoke, Jake felt a surge of electricity run through his veins, causing him to increase the intensity and depth of his thrusts. Bella's moans grew louder, and the sound of their bodies colliding filled the air. Jake's hands roamed over Bella's curves, feeling the softness of her skin and the heat emanating from her body. With each thrust, her wetness increased, coating his length and making it easier for him to glide in and out of her.


In the heat, Bella broke their searing kiss and licked Jake's neck and earlobe, causing him to shudder. His skin glowed and his thrusts became erratic, signaling his imminent release.


"Please, give it to me," Bella urged, her soft moans filling the air as she wrapped her legs tightly around him, pressing her body closer to his. With each thrust, she guided him deeper, urging him to go harder, faster. "Let me get your seed inside me," she whispered, her fingers digging into his back as she arched her lush hips towards him. "Let your wife see just how much you appreciate cumming in me."


Ellen felt overwhelmed by the sight before her. She couldn't believe how fattened her own pussy had become, the sensation akin to lush velvet under her fingertips. Drawn to the intensity of the moment, she asked Bella hesitantly, "Can I... can I cum with you?"


"Sorry, my dear," Bella replied without skipping a beat. "You'll have to climax another way, one that's meant for a cuckquean."


Her confidence unwavering, Bella instructed Ellen to beg Jake to fully enjoy his impending orgasm. Ellen hesitated for a moment, her hazel eyes betraying her uncertainty, before she found the courage to comply.


"Please, honey," she pleaded, her voice thick with emotion. "Cum inside Bella... From now on, you'll only cum in other women, and I'll only be allowed to climax through self-pleasure."


The sound of Ellen's raw and honest words was like a match lighting a fuse. It pushed Bella and Jake over the edge, and they both spiraled into a deeply volatile, simultaneous climax. The bedframe shook with such force that it rattled the windows, and they filled the room with the scent of sweat and sex. As Jake groaned with such intensity that it worried Ellen momentarily, she couldn't help but marvel at the power of their connection. She could feel the raw heat emanating from their bodies, and her own skin burned with desire.


Throughout Jake's powerful release, Bella rode her hips beneath him, milking every drop of his seed as her own orgasmic contractions gripped his married cock. The room filled with the sounds of their lewd words, a testament to the unbridled passion unleashed in sultry Rio.
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As their orgasms eased, Bella caressed Jake's sweat slicked back, feeling the muscles ripple beneath her fingertips. She gently kissed him, tasting their shared passion on his lips. "Let it all come out, love," she whispered, while he trembled with aftershocks from his intense ejaculation.


Bella gently guided him off her, her legs still trembling from their union. The sight of Bella's cum-filled pussy transfixed Ellen, overflowing with her husband's seed. Her eyes widened, unable to look away. "Jake has never cum this much before," she murmured, her voice filled with wonder and a hint of envy.


"Your turn, sweetheart," Bella crooned, crooking a finger at Ellen. She humped the air, causing rivulets of Jake's cum to drip like molten ice cream from her opening. Beckoned, Ellen approached the bed, her heart pounding in her chest as she found her place between Bella's parted thighs.


"Let me guide you," Bella purred, but Ellen instinctively wrapped her mouth around the swollen flesh of Bella's pussy, knowing exactly what to do. The taste of her husband's fresh cum mixed with Bella's juices intoxicated her, making her dizzy with eagerness.


"God, I can't believe how good this tastes," Ellen breathed, her fingers finding her own swollen cunt. She feverishly worked herself, moaning around the mouthful of Bella's tender sex.


"Feels amazing, doesn't it?" Bella teased, her hips still humping her meaty pussy into the woman's mouth. "You're a cuckquean wife now, sucking pussy filled with your husband's seed."


"Fuck, I'm close, Bella—" Ellen gasped, her entire body tense with anticipation.


"Suck this pussy deeper," Bella instructed, her voice loaded with lust. As Ellen complied, Bella added, "Edge all the way to your climax, but just as you're about to cum, let go of your clit. Let it happen without friction."


Ellen's mind raced, her body on fire with need. She took Bella's entire pussy into her mouth, feeling her own orgasm building like a fierce tsunami. As it crashed over her, she released her clit, following Bella's instructions.


The resulting display was nothing short of breathtaking. Ellen's cunt jutted out from behind her, its lips stretched wide open and her clit spasmed as she convulsed in the throes of bliss, her hole clenching around emptiness. The forceful spasms propelled her fluids, spraying them onto the bedsheet below. She continued to suck and lick at Bella's folds, her body wracked with many orgasms until she eventually crumpled onto the bed, drained and nearly senseless from the forceful discharge that had wrung her dry.

"Wow," Jake marveled, his voice filled with awe and admiration for his wife. "That was fucking incredible."


"See, my dear?" Bella said, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "This is how a wife cums when she knows her place in a marriage."
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The sun dipped low in the sky, casting a warm golden glow across the bustling festival grounds. The air was thick with the enticing aroma of grilled meats and sweet churros, blending seamlessly with the intoxicating rhythms of Brazilian samba music. Ellen's hazel eyes sparkled with excitement as she clutched her well-worn novel to her chest, momentarily forgotten as she marveled at the whirlwind of vibrant colors and sensual movements unfolding before her. 


"Jake, isn't this incredible?" She exclaimed, turning to her husband, who was capturing the spectacle through the lens of his camera. His blue eyes met hers and he grinned widely.


"Absolutely! I never thought we'd find something like this in Cheyenne," he replied, the silver streaks in his hair catching the sunlight as he lowered the camera.


As they stood among the crowd, entranced by the dancers' skillful display, a familiar figure approached them, swaying gracefully to the beat. Bella's fiery red hair danced around her shoulders, her emerald eyes alight with energy. Her curvaceous body was adorned in a dazzling, sequined outfit showcasing her toned frame.


"Ellen! Jake!" Bella called out, her melodic laughter rising above the music. "I am so happy to see you here!"


"Bella! We didn't know you were in town!" Ellen exclaimed, embracing her warmly, breathing the soft scent of tropical fruit lingering in Bella's hair. "How have you been?"


"Maravilhosa, my dear." Bella beamed, fanning herself with her ever-present bright red fan. "I could not resist coming to perform at this festival in Cheyenne. I hoped to surprise you two!"


"What a wonderful surprise," Jake praised, his voice tinged with admiration and a hint of desire. "You brought back memories of our time in Rio."


"Ah, Rio," Bella sighed, her eyes glazing over with a sense of longing. She smiled playfully at Ellen and Jake, her gaze flicking between the two of them. "We shared such passion there, didn't we?"


Ellen felt a familiar heat rising within her, her cheeks flushing as she recalled their intoxicating encounters in Brazil. Her heart raced at the thought of rekindling that fire, exhilarated by the idea.


"Bella, you know you're always welcome with us," Ellen said softly, twirling a strand of her auburn hair between her fingers. "We've missed your energy and laughter."


"Have you now?" Bella teased, leaning closer to Ellen, her sweet breath warm and delicious. "I must admit, I've been craving the taste of your lips."


"Maybe we should..." Jake began, his voice husky with joy, only to be interrupted by the booming announcement of the next samba performance.


"Later," Bella whispered, placing a lingering kiss on Ellen's cheek. "For now, let's lose ourselves in the dance once more."


As the music swelled, the trio surrendered to the beat, bodies pressed close together, their hearts pounding in unison, each knowing that the passionate dance of three was far from over.


OEBPS/font_rsrcH8.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHF.jpg
‘Y Yo 'o""





OEBPS/image_rsrcHD.jpg
VY ONYX PRESENIS






OEBPS/image_rsrcHB.jpg
IVY ONYX PRESENILS

HoT WIFE-

A STRAIGHT TO SUBMISSIVE CUCKOLD COUPLE STORY





cover.jpeg
VY ONY/)/( P&ESENTS

W etNIV

BISEXUAL CUCKQUEAN WIFE
HUSBAND SHARING FFM MENAGE





OEBPS/image_rsrcHE.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcH7.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
[VY ONYX PRESENTS

A STRAIGHT HUSBAND TO Bl CUCKOLD STORY






OEBPS/image_rsrcHC.jpg
VY ONYX PRESENIS

/ Nr‘
' '/ (/’//f'

A HUSBAND & WIFE'S STORY OF
CUCKOLD THREESOME ROMANCE

Z)





