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The Passage Of Time

It had taken them years to get here — to this easy, unhurried version of themselves.

Steve and Becca had been together long enough that the early performance of a relationship had long since dissolved. The constant effort of seeming effortless. The careful choreography of early desire. All of that had softened into something more honest, and in many ways, far more intimate. They knew each other's rhythms now. The way Steve always read three pages of whatever book was on his nightstand before his eyes gave up. The way Becca would steal the charger from his side without asking. The comfortable, unspoken shorthand of two people who had chosen each other, and kept choosing each other, long past the honeymoon glow.

Their sex life had followed the same trajectory — honest, rather than performed. And on a quiet Tuesday evening, that meant sitting propped against the headboard, shoulders touching, the warm glow of a tablet between them as Becca scrolled through Pornhub with the casual authority of someone choosing a Netflix documentary.

For a lot of couples, that wouldn't be normal at all. For them, it had simply become part of the furniture.

It hadn't started deliberately. A couple of years back, Becca had been mid-session with her tablet — alone, relaxed, enjoying a little private time the way she had quietly done for years — when the Amazon delivery driver had other ideas. She'd abandoned the tablet on the bed and completely forgotten about it until Steve settled in that evening and found the screen still glowing, a video paused at a rather telling moment. The look on his face when she walked back into the bedroom had lasted only a second before she'd dissolved into mortified laughter, and he'd joined her, and somewhere in the middle of that laughter the embarrassment had simply... evaporated.

What followed was one of the more unexpectedly honest conversations of their relationship. Becca admitted she'd watched porn fairly regularly for years — not as a substitute for anything, just as something she enjoyed, something that helped her along. Steve, to his credit, hadn't made it strange. He'd been curious, then enthusiastic, and before long it had quietly woven itself into the fabric of their evenings together. Steve was more than happy to go down on Becca while something played on the screen, losing himself in her while she let herself get lost in whatever she'd chosen. She'd return the favour. It worked for them. It was theirs.

But tonight had a different quality to it — a small, almost imperceptible shift that neither of them could have named in the moment, but that both would look back on later as the night everything quietly changed.

It happened the way most life-altering things do: accidentally, and without fanfare.

Becca had loaded up a video — nothing unusual there — when they both noticed something embedded in the corner of the frame. A watermark. A web address. The kind of thing you'd normally scroll past without thinking, except something about it made Steve lean forward and squint at the screen.

"Type it in," Becca said.

So he did.

Awifeshared loaded quietly, without ceremony, and for a moment they both just stared at it. It wasn't what either of them expected. There was no garish banner advertising, no aggressive pop-ups. It looked, if anything, like a social network — clean, member-driven, organised around profiles and posts and comment threads. The content was amateur. Homemade. Real couples, real bedrooms, real people who had apparently decided that sharing was very much caring. Members posted photos and videos, liked and commented on each other's content, built little communities around their particular corners of desire. There was even a video chat section, with private rooms available for those who wanted them.

Becca scrolled slowly, her head tilted slightly. "Huh," she said, in the tone she used when something genuinely surprised her.

Steve said nothing. He was reading, his jaw just slightly tight, his mind doing something it often did when this particular territory came close to the surface — racing ahead of him, faster than he could manage.

Because the thing was, this wasn't entirely new ground. Not for Steve, anyway.

For as long as he could honestly remember, the idea of other people seeing Becca had done something to him he'd never been able to fully explain, even to himself. Not in an abstract way — specifically her. The thought of another man's eyes moving over her body, of a woman lingering on a photo of her, of strangers getting quietly, privately turned on by someone Steve got to come home to — it lit something up in him that he'd spent years carefully keeping to himself. He didn't entirely understand it. He only knew that he could think about it for thirty seconds and find himself already hard.

He'd never said a word.

It felt like the kind of thing that required a particular bravery he hadn't quite located. He'd worried, in the small hours, about what she'd make of it. Whether she'd find it strange, or worse — whether she'd feel reduced by it somehow, objectified in a way she hadn't signed up for. And so the fantasy had lived quietly in the background, unspoken, like a room in the house they'd never quite opened the door to.

But as Becca scrolled and the site revealed itself, Steve felt something shift. His eyes moved to the camera roll on his phone — force of habit, almost — and he thought about what was in there. Years of photographs. Becca in lingerie, half-lit in hotel rooms. Becca laughing, unaware he'd taken the shot. Becca very much aware, and playing to it. A collection he'd built slowly, privately, and returned to more than he'd ever admitted.

He watched her face as she scrolled. Curious. Open. Not disgusted, not uncomfortable — just genuinely interested in what she was looking at.

He began, slowly, to think about how he might bring it up.

Steve had been turning the words over in his mind for a few minutes, looking for the right angle, when he found one.

"Can I ask you something?" he said, keeping his voice casual, eyes still on the tablet. "When you watch videos — do you prefer real people or porn stars?"

Becca considered this with genuine thought, the way she approached most questions she hadn't been asked before. "Honestly? I'm not sure I've ever really broken it down like that." She scrolled idly. "I don't think I have a strong preference."

"I do," Steve said. "I find real people so much sexier. Like, an actual woman — natural, normal, not surgically enhanced within an inch of her life." He gestured vaguely at the site in front of them. "That's what makes this stuff more interesting to me. It feels real because it is real."

"Mmm," Becca said, nodding slowly. "Yeah, I think I get that."

He let a beat pass. Then, lightly — almost throwaway: "I reckon the guys on here would go absolutely mad for pictures of you."

Becca laughed, the short, dismissive laugh she used when she thought he was being ridiculous. "Oh, stop it."

"I'm serious."

"You're really not."

"Becca." He turned to look at her. "I am genuinely serious. You're exactly what this site is full of blokes hoping they'll stumble across."

She smiled, but shook her head, and he could see the self-deprecation already forming. "Babe, come on. These guys want some twenty-something with a perfect body. Not a forty-three year old." She glanced down at herself with the particular brand of humour women use when they're half-joking and half-not. "Saggy tits and all."

Steve put the tablet down on the duvet and turned to face her properly.

"First of all," he said, "your tits are not saggy." He said it plainly, without flattery in his voice — the tone of someone correcting a factual error. "And second, I think you genuinely have no idea how attractive you are. Like, none. It's almost impressive."

The truth was, Becca had absolutely no business being as hard on herself as she was.

At forty-three, she had kept her figure in a way that genuinely surprised people when her age came up in conversation. Nearly six feet tall, slim without being slight, she carried herself with the kind of effortless physical presence that most women half her age were still working toward. Steve had always thought her body was remarkable — not in the curated, artificial way of the women who populated professional porn, but in the way of something real and lived-in and entirely hers. A flat stomach. A full 36C chest that had shifted just slightly with the years, softened in a way that he found, if anything, more appealing than the rigid perfection she seemed to measure herself against. Her legs were long and shapely, and then there was her ass — which had simply always been exceptional, and showed no signs of reconsidering that position.

Age had touched her, of course. Steve wasn't naive, and he wouldn't have insulted her by pretending otherwise. There were fine lines now that hadn't been there in their thirties. A softness here and there that hadn't existed before. But none of it diminished her. If anything, it made her more compelling — more fully herself, rather than less.

He had watched it happen, quietly and with considerable pleasure, over the years. The way other people's eyes found her when she walked into a room. Men, mostly, but not exclusively — he'd lost count of the number of times a woman had tracked Becca's movement across a bar or restaurant with the kind of attention she clearly thought was subtle and absolutely was not. Steve had never mentioned it, just quietly catalogued it, filed it away alongside everything else about her that he found endlessly, helplessly attractive.

She had no idea. That was the thing that struck him most. After all these years, she genuinely had no idea.

Steve, for his own part, had never been the kind of man who took his appearance for granted. He worked at it — regular gym sessions, watching what he ate — though he was honest enough with himself to acknowledge the results were a little more modest these days. At forty-eight, there was a slight softening around the middle that hadn't been there a decade ago, and his hair had staged a gradual, largely unsuccessful retreat over the same period. But he was fit, healthy, and comfortable enough in himself not to dwell on it.

He took a breath.

"I think they'd love you," he said, and his voice came out slightly differently than he intended — quieter, more earnest. "I'd be proud to show you off, Bec. Genuinely."

Becca turned to look at him. Something in his tone had shifted, and she'd caught it. "Wait — are you actually serious right now?" She searched his face. "You'd want other men looking at me? Like, actually naked?"

"Yes," he said, without hesitation this time. "I know it probably sounds strange, and I've never really known how to explain it, but — yeah. The idea of other guys seeing you like that..." He exhaled slowly. "It really turns me on. It always has."

The admission sat between them, new and slightly vulnerable.

Becca was quiet for a moment, turning it over. She wasn't horrified — he could see that much — but she was genuinely surprised, recalibrating something.

"Why don't we just try it," Steve said, before his nerve could desert him. He offered a small, slightly uncertain smile. "Nothing crazy. Just — see what happens."

"I don't know, babe." She said it gently, not dismissively. "Honestly, why would anyone want to look at me when there are younger, better-looking girls all over this site?"

But she hadn't said no. He could see the cogs turning, see her actually considering it, and that was everything.

"Bec, I genuinely think you're underestimating yourself. Older guys especially — they don't want someone artificial, all filters and surgery. They want something real. And younger guys..." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "A lot of them would absolutely lose their minds over your body. I know I would, if I'd never met you. I'd see you and I wouldn't be able to stop looking."

Becca said nothing, but her eyes had moved somewhere inward.

She was thinking about some of the photos Steve had taken of her over the years. Candid ones, posed ones, somewhere in between. She'd seen them after — had been quietly surprised, more than once, by how good she looked in them. The lighting, the angle, the fact that she'd been relaxed and laughing or caught in an unguarded moment — somehow all of it combined into something she could look at and think, okay, yes, actually. She'd always enjoyed those sessions, if she was honest. The privacy of it. The feeling of being looked at by someone who so clearly liked what he saw. And they had an almost perfect track record of ending in very good sex.

Her fingers traced the edge of the tablet absently.

"Let me think about it," she said quietly.

It could actually be quite exciting, she thought. Knowing that strangers had seen them. That somewhere out there, someone was looking at her and wanting her. There was something unexpectedly thrilling about that idea when she turned it over properly, rather than batting it away.

"But what if someone we know sees them?" she asked. It was her last real objection, and she could feel it weakening even as she said it.

"That's the easy part," Steve said, his voice picking up energy now. "Look — come here." He pulled up a few of the site's most popular galleries and began scrolling slowly, letting her take it in. "See how they do it?"

Becca leaned in and looked. He was right — the majority of women on the site were unidentifiable. Some photos were simply framed to exclude the face entirely, a deliberate crop that kept everything below the neck. Others had been edited — faces painted over with a solid block of colour, quick and effective. A couple had superimposed sunglasses perched absurdly over their features, which made Becca snort despite herself.

"That one's actually quite funny," she said.

"It works though," Steve said. "Nobody knows who they are. Just the way they want it."

A small handful showed faces openly — women who had clearly made that choice for themselves — but they were the minority. The site had its own quiet etiquette around it, and anonymity was very much the norm.

Becca sat back against the headboard, something settling in her expression. She was warming to it — Steve could feel the shift, the way the resistance was softening into something closer to curiosity.

Then she glanced over at him, and her eyes dropped to his lap, and she laughed.

"Well," she said, reaching over and placing her hand over the unmistakable shape pressing against his shorts, feeling him already half-hard beneath her palm. "I think someone's already made up his mind."

Steve felt heat rise to his face. "I've wanted to show you off for as long as I can remember, if I'm honest," he admitted. "I just never knew how to bring it up."

Becca kept her hand where it was, feeling him respond to her touch as she spoke. "All this time and you never said a word?"

"I didn't know how you'd take it." He met her eyes. "I was worried you'd think it was weird. Or that it would make you feel like — I don't know. Like I was sharing something that should just be mine."

Becca was quiet for a moment, her thumb moving slowly, thoughtfully, over the fabric.

"And now?" she asked.

"Now," he said, "I really want to show you off."

Becca was quiet for a moment, still turning it over. "I think if you'd suggested this out of nowhere, before tonight, I'd have looked at you like you'd lost your mind," she said finally, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth. She glanced back at the site, at the galleries they'd been scrolling through — the laughing couples, the playful shots, the evident fun behind so many of the images. "But looking at this... they're clearly enjoying themselves, aren't they."

It wasn't quite a question. Steve stayed very still, the way you do when something delicate is balancing.

Becca turned to look at him, and something in her expression had shifted — softer, more decided. "If we do this," she said, with careful emphasis on the if, "I choose the photos. Me. Not you."

"Absolutely," Steve said, perhaps a little too quickly.

Before she could think herself back out of it, Steve reached for the tablet and navigated to the Google Drive folder — the one he'd been quietly adding to for years, the one he'd never quite found the right moment to mention. Hundreds of photos, organised without her ever knowing quite how many there were.

"So," he said, pulling the folder up, "which ones do you want to use?"

Becca took the tablet from him without ceremony and began scrolling. Steve shifted onto his side, angling his body toward her in what he clearly imagined was a casual pose — a transparent attempt to conceal the fact that he was now fully, unmistakably hard beneath his shorts.

Becca didn't look up from the screen, but the smile that crossed her face was slow and knowing.

After a moment, without a word, she reached down and wrapped her hand around him through the fabric, squeezing gently — feeling him twitch at the contact.

"You absolute pervert," she said softly, laughing. "Did you really think I couldn't see that?"

What surprised Becca most was her own reaction.

She had expected to feel uncomfortable with the idea — mildly scandalised, perhaps, the way she might have been even a few years ago. Instead, something warm and unfamiliar had settled low in her stomach as she scrolled, a quiet hum of excitement she hadn't anticipated and wasn't entirely sure what to do with. The thought of strangers looking at her — really looking, wanting what they saw — was doing something to her that she hadn't expected at all. She shifted slightly against the headboard, almost unconsciously.

It was strange, too, because Steve had always been the jealous one. Not aggressively so, but she had noticed it over the years — the way his jaw would tighten almost imperceptibly when another man's attention lingered on her too long at a party, the studied casualness he'd adopt when someone flirted with her at a bar. She'd always found it quietly flattering, if occasionally unnecessary. And yet here he was, practically glowing at the prospect of other men seeing her naked.

Steve, for his part, was only half present. Part of his mind was still back in the folder, in the years of photographs, in the fantasy that had quietly grown from a passing thought into something he'd carried like a secret second life.

It had started simply enough — just the idea of her being seen, of someone catching a glimpse. But over the years the fantasies had grown more elaborate, more detailed. Scenarios where she'd flash a stranger without warning. Scenarios where she knew she was being watched and leaned into it. And then, gradually, scenarios that went further — that he'd spent years feeling vaguely ashamed of before finally arriving at a kind of reluctant peace with them. Becca on her knees for another man. Becca with a woman. His wife, his person, completely undone for someone else while he watched.

He'd hated himself for those thoughts, at first. Had woken from particularly vivid ones unsettled, confused by the arousal that refused to care about his discomfort. But time had a way of wearing down resistance, and eventually he'd stopped fighting it and simply accepted that this was the shape of his desire. The jealousy, he now understood, had never really been jealousy at all — it had been guilt. The guilt of a man who didn't yet understand why the thought of other men wanting his wife made him harder than almost anything else.

He wished, not for the first time, that he'd found the courage to tell her years ago.

"What about these ones?" Becca asked, angling the tablet toward him.

Steve blinked back into the room.

Becca handed the tablet back to him and watched his face as he opened the selection she'd put together.

The first photo stopped him for a moment.

He knew the dress immediately — had always known it. Becca called it her slut dress, and she wasn't wrong. Black, short, and devastatingly cut, it had lived in her wardrobe for years like a private joke between them. The neckline plunged low enough to reveal the soft upper curves of her breasts, and in this particular photo she wasn't wearing a bra — something that was made quietly, unmistakably apparent by the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric, clearly visible, her full 36C shape enhanced rather than concealed by the cut. The hem barely cleared six inches below her hips, and she'd been standing with her legs slightly parted, black stockings tracing the long lines of her thighs. She looked, Steve thought, absolutely devastating.

The fact that she'd never once worn it outside the house — too revealing, she always said, lacking the confidence — struck him now as one of the great injustices of the universe.

"That one's perfect," he said, and meant it entirely, though some quiet part of him was already hoping the next would show more.

It did.

The second photo opened and Steve felt his breath catch almost imperceptibly. Becca on the bed, stretched out, wearing the black lace set he'd bought her the previous Christmas — bra and panties, nothing else. The lace was delicate enough to be barely there, her nipples hard and clearly visible through the thin fabric, the shape of her breasts full and beautifully framed by the cut of the bra. The panties sat low on her hips, the lace fine enough to reveal that she'd been freshly shaved when the photo was taken, and with her legs slightly parted there was the faint, unmistakable outline of her lips beneath the fabric. She looked utterly, unreservedly gorgeous. The word that came to Steve's mind was uncomplicated and accurate: fuckable. Completely and entirely fuckable.

"God," he said quietly. "Bec."

He was reaching for the next photo when he felt her hand — warm, deliberate — moving slowly over him, tracing the full length of his cock through the thin cotton of his boxers. He was completely hard, had been for a while, and there was absolutely no pretending otherwise.

"This really does something to you, doesn't it," she said. It wasn't quite a question. Her hand moved in a long, unhurried stroke, and she watched his face as she did it. "I mean — really."

"God, yes," Steve breathed. "I've thought about this for years, Bec. Genuinely. The idea of other people seeing you, looking at you the way I look at you—" He exhaled slowly. "I can't wait."

Becca smiled at that — something private and pleased in it — and shifted closer, laying her head against his shoulder as her hand slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers wrapped around him slowly, feeling him pulse warm and hard in her grip.

"So you really don't mind?" she said softly, her lips close to his neck. "Strange men seeing me naked?" Her hand moved in a slow, easy stroke. "Men who are going to see my photos and end up just like this?" She squeezed gently, making her point. "And you're absolutely certain you won't get jealous?"

Steve opened his mouth and found, temporarily, that language had abandoned him entirely.

"What if they don't think I'm attractive?" The vulnerability surfaced quickly beneath the teasing, the way it always did with her. "What if they just scroll past?"

"Bec." His voice came out lower than intended. "They are going to lose their minds over you." He pushed his hips up slowly, pressing himself firmly into her hand. "That — right there — that's what the thought of it does to me. It drives me absolutely wild."

Becca held his gaze for a moment, reading him, then nodded at the tablet. "Open the next one," she said quietly.

Steve tapped the screen and went very still.

It was a full body shot — Becca on her back, legs spread, wearing nothing but a pair of crotchless black panties. Her breasts were fully exposed, heavy and round, her nipples hard and prominent. And at the centre of the frame, framed by the split in the panties, her pussy was completely visible — her lips slightly parted, her clit swollen and just barely peeking between them, the unmistakable glisten of her arousal catching the light. She looked breathtakingly, explicitly beautiful. She looked, in a word, ready.

Steve stared at the image for a long moment.

He remembered taking this photo. Remembered the evening of it — the way she'd looked up at him from the bed, already turned on, already wet. It had always been one of his absolute favourites, quietly, privately. The fact that she had chosen it herself, had scrolled through everything available and landed here — on this one, this particular image — hit him somewhere deep and insistent.

"Bec," he said, his voice rough. "You chose this one."

"I did," she said simply, her hand still moving.

"So," Becca said, her voice dropping into something softer and more playful. "Do you like that one?"

She already knew the answer. She could feel it.

"God, yes," Steve managed.

"You'll blur my face out though, yes?" The vulnerability surfaced briefly, practical and genuine. "Properly?"

"I promise," he said. "Photoshop, completely unrecognisable. Nobody will ever know it's you."

She held his gaze for a moment, satisfied, then her expression shifted back into something more playful. She hooked her fingers under the waistband of his shorts and looked up at him. He lifted his hips without a word, letting her pull them off and drop them somewhere over the edge of the bed. She curled back into him, head against his shoulder, and wrapped her hand around him again — unhurried, deliberate, stroking him slowly as he scrolled.

The next photo opened and Steve felt his mouth go dry.

It was taken a few years earlier — Becca in nothing but fishnet stockings, legs drawn up, shot from low down and close. She'd had her landing strip back then, a neat, precise line that drew the eye downward to where her lips were fully exposed and visibly swollen, the folds soft and full and open. He stared at the image and felt something almost like hunger move through him. He could practically taste her from memory — the warmth of her, the slick sweetness of her. He licked his lips without thinking, his mind already running ahead to strangers seeing this image, wanting her, not being able to have her.

"The last one," Becca said quietly, and reached over to open it herself.

Steve's breath left him completely.

It was the two of them — or rather, the evidence of them. Shot looking downward, his cock buried halfway inside her, the angle close enough to show everything. Her lips were stretched around him, swollen and glistening, his shaft slick with her. It was raw and explicit and startlingly intimate, and for a moment Steve couldn't quite believe she had chosen it.

Becca resumed stroking him, her grip easy and knowing. "If we're doing this," she said, with a small laugh in her voice, "we may as well do it properly."

Steve exhaled slowly. "They're going to absolutely love you."

Becca was quiet for a moment, her thumb moving in a slow circle. "I really hope so," she said — and beneath the lightness of it, she genuinely meant it.

She had gone quiet in a way that had texture to it — not uncomfortable, but thoughtful. Processing. Steve watched her face, reading the stillness behind her eyes, and felt a flicker of uncertainty.

"What's going on in there?" he asked gently. "Talk to me."

Becca hesitated, and when she finally spoke, her voice had dropped to barely above a whisper, as though the question was almost too much to say out loud. "Do you think anyone who saw that would actually want to... fuck me?"

Steve felt the words land in the centre of his chest like a lit match.

He had not seen that coming. In twenty-odd years, through every quiet fantasy he'd carried alone, he had never once imagined hearing those words from her — tentative and genuine and clearly frightening for her to ask. For a moment he couldn't speak, his whole body tight with something that was equal parts desire and disbelief.

"God," he said, his voice rough. "I genuinely, desperately hope so."

The silence that followed lasted only a second.

"Me too," Becca whispered.

She held his gaze just long enough for him to understand that she meant it completely, then shifted her position on the bed, moving to kneel beside his hip, her hair falling forward as she looked down at him.

Steve lay there and tried to process what had just happened.

Twenty years. Twenty years of carrying this alone — the fantasies, the scenarios, the elaborate private theatre of his own desire — and it turned out she had been somewhere in the same territory all along. The thought made him want to laugh and groan in equal measure. All that careful, unnecessary silence. All those years of lying next to her, wanting to say something, talking himself out of it.

He made a quiet decision, lying there with her hand on him and the tablet glowing beside them. He would tell her. Not all at once — some of what lived in his head required a gentler approach, a slower unfolding. But he would share it with her, piece by piece, and give her the space to do the same in return. Because it was becoming very clear to him that they had both been holding back, and that the door they'd just nudged open led somewhere neither of them had yet imagined.


Close Enough To Feel

Becca shifted lower, and Steve felt the warmth of her breath against him before she'd even made contact — close enough that he could feel it, not quite touching, a deliberate tease that made every muscle in his body tighten in anticipation.

He watched, almost unable to breathe, as she took hold of him and extended her tongue in one slow, careful movement, touching just the very tip. A single, unhurried lick — tasting the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there, rolling it across her tongue with a small, considering expression, as though deciding something.

She'd never particularly liked the taste. That had been true for years. But something had shifted recently — a gradual softening of her resistance — and now she simply held his gaze and licked again, slow and deliberate, her tongue flat and warm against the swollen head of his cock.

Steve exhaled through his teeth.

She took just the head into her mouth then, lips sealing softly around him, and resumed what her tongue had started — circling, teasing, applying just enough pressure to keep him right at the edge of coherent thought without pushing him over it. He reached down and gathered her hair gently in his hand, drawing it over to one side, clearing his view. He needed to see this. He needed to watch her lips around him, pink and soft and working slowly.

Then she took him deeper.

Inch by inch, unhurried, her lips sliding down the length of him until he was fully inside the wet heat of her mouth, her tongue moving against the underside, tracing patterns along the base. She held him there for a moment — just long enough — then drew back with the same agonising slowness, all the way to the tip, releasing him with a soft sound and looking up at him with a smile that contained several things at once.

Then she swallowed him whole again.

She had become extraordinary at this over the years — a fact that still occasionally struck Steve with something like reverence, given that she had once barely tolerated it at all. That woman, the one who'd endured rather than enjoyed, felt like a distant memory now. The woman currently working her lips over him with patient, confident expertise was an entirely different proposition.

She sensed him getting close — she always could, some finely tuned awareness of exactly where he was — and drew back before he could get there, leaving him wet and exposed to the cool air. Before he could protest, her tongue found the underside of his shaft and began to travel — slowly, thoroughly, from the tip all the way down to the base, a long, deliberate journey that ended with her taking one of his balls gently into her mouth.

The sensation was its own particular kind of exquisite — the soft suction, the slight edge of pressure, the conflicting signals of pleasure and something sharper underneath it.

"Christ, Bec—" His hand found her hair again. "Just like that. Don't stop."

She hummed against him in response, which did nothing to help his composure.

His other hand moved on instinct, travelling the curve of her body until it reached her ass — the generous, familiar weight of it — and he felt her breath change against him when his fingers found the fabric of her panties and pressed gently, feeling the heat of her through the material. Already wet. More than a little — the fabric was damp and warm, and when he pulled it aside and ran his middle finger slowly up through her lips, parting them carefully, she made a soft sound around him that vibrated all the way through his cock.

His finger found her clit — swollen already, urgent — and began to move in slow, careful circles.

The moment his finger found her clit she pulled away from him with a sharp intake of breath, the careful attention she'd been paying to his cock momentarily forgotten.

"God—" she said, her voice dropping to something raw and unguarded. "That feels so good." She pressed her hips back into his hand, rolling them slowly, finding the rhythm of his fingers and matching it, her body making the decision before her mind caught up.

Steve felt the heat of her against his hand and marvelled at it — the silky smoothness of her freshly shaved skin, the neat symmetry of her, the way she opened for him so easily. He traced down through her folds slowly, learning her again the way he always did, before finding the entrance to her and pressing one finger gently inside.

She moaned softly.

He added a second, feeling her stretch around him, feeling the warmth of her close in and pull him deeper as she pushed back against his hand. She was extraordinarily wet — coating his fingers immediately, slick and warm — and the sound of it as he began to move was quietly, devastatingly erotic.

Becca returned her mouth to him then, properly this time — no more teasing, no more slow deliberation. She began to work him in earnest, her head bobbing steadily, lips tight around him, and Steve had to concentrate hard on breathing.

He slid a third finger inside her.

She groaned around his cock, the vibration running through him, and bore down against his hand — urging him deeper, faster. He obliged, his thumb finding her clit and pressing in slow firm circles as his fingers pushed in and out of her, the wet sounds of her filling the room. He could feel her juices running down over his knuckles, warm and slick.

She shifted her position, bringing one knee up beside his head — a deliberate adjustment — and suddenly he had a perfect, unobstructed view of his fingers working in and out of her, her lips swollen and glistening around them, her clit flushed and prominent beneath his thumb.

He could have watched it forever.

Becca's mind, meanwhile, had drifted somewhere she both welcomed and felt faintly guilty about. The dual sensation of him in her mouth and his fingers inside her — the twin rhythms of it, one pushing in as the other pulled back — had taken her somewhere specific and familiar. A fantasy she returned to more than she'd ever admitted. A stranger behind her, hands on her hips, fucking her slowly and thoroughly while Steve's cock filled her mouth. Two of them. Using her completely.

She'd never said a word about it. She'd turned it over in her head countless times, tested how it felt against her conscience, and always arrived at the same anxious conclusion — that he'd look at her differently. That the word he'd reach for, even if he never said it aloud, would be something she didn't want aimed at her. That the jealousy she'd seen in him over far lesser things would curdle into something worse.

So she'd kept it. Filed it away in the private archive of things she wanted but didn't ask for.

But god, she thought, as his fingers curved inside her and found exactly the right place — it was a good fantasy.

If only she'd known.

At the exact moment Becca was turning her secret fantasy over in her mind, Steve was occupying almost identical territory — watching his fingers move between her lips, slick and swollen, and thinking about a stranger doing what his fingers were doing. It had started with a video, early in their marriage — an amateur threesome, stumbled across and never quite forgotten. Something about the raw reality of it had lodged itself permanently in his imagination. A real woman, genuinely undone, taking two men at once and loving every second of it. He'd mapped Becca's face onto hers almost immediately, and the fantasy had never really left.

Seeing another man slide into her wet and willing body while she worked him with her mouth — watching her face as she took them both, watching her lose herself completely — it had powered more private moments than he could count. And like her, he'd kept it locked away, certain that voicing it would detonate something between them that couldn't be repaired.

They had been, without knowing it, carrying the same secret for twenty years.

Becca's mouth was pushing him rapidly toward the point where thinking would become impossible, and Steve made himself a quiet, urgent promise — soon. He had to find a way to tell her. Soon.

But not right now.

Becca released him suddenly, sat up, and hooked her thumbs into her panties, lifting her hips and sliding them off in one fluid movement. They landed somewhere on the floor and she didn't watch them go — she was already swinging one leg over him, kneeling astride his hips, her hair falling around her face as she looked down at him with an expression that made his chest tight.

She reached between her legs, took hold of him, and positioned him against her entrance.

"I want you to fuck me," she told him. Not a request.

Steve felt a familiar surge of something — love and lust so thoroughly intertwined he'd long since stopped trying to separate them — at the authority in her voice. He loved her like this. Decided. Certain of what she wanted and entirely unashamed of wanting it.

She lowered herself onto him slowly, taking just the head inside, and immediately contracted around him — a deliberate, knowing squeeze that made him grip the sheets.

She leaned forward until her lips were at his ear. "You want other men to watch me doing this?"

"Yes," he managed. "God, yes."

"Watch your cock fucking my pussy?" She sank lower, inch by deliberate inch, until he was fully inside her — buried completely in the tight, soaking heat of her.

"Fuck—" The word tore out of him as he thrust upward, driving himself deeper, feeling her clench around him. "Yes. All of it. Everything."

Becca sat up straight, rolled her hips once, slowly, and smiled down at him.

Steve was acutely aware of how rare this was. Becca almost never talked during sex — not like this, not with this kind of abandon — and some instinct told him to follow where it was leading.

"Would you want to be watched?" he asked, keeping his voice low, his hands moving to her hips. "Honestly?"

She didn't hesitate. "Yes." The word came out half guilty, half desperate. "God help me, yes."

He pressed further, feeling the ground beneath them shift into something new and exhilarating. "You'd want them to see everything? Watch my cock sliding in and out of your little cunt?"

The word landed deliberately, a test of sorts — how far would she go, how much of herself would she give over to this?

"I'd love them to watch you fuck my little cunt," she breathed into his neck, her face buried there a moment later as though she could hide from what she'd just said. He felt her cheeks warm against his skin.

He loved her for it — for the embarrassment and the desire existing in her simultaneously, neither one cancelling the other out. The fact that she'd used that word at all told him everything he needed to know about exactly where she was. In twenty years, he could count on one hand the number of times she'd said it.

She lifted her head and kissed him — deeply, her tongue finding his, one hand curling into his hair. Steve's hands dropped to her ass, filling his palms with the warm weight of her, squeezing and spreading her open, pulling her down onto him as he drove his hips upward to meet her. The wet heat of her around him was extraordinary — tight and slick and perfect — and he felt the pleasure of it move through him in long, shuddering waves.

Becca broke the kiss and sat up, planting both hands flat on his chest, and something in her shifted — the last of her self-consciousness dissolving entirely. She began to move with complete abandon, rising and dropping, taking him deep and hard, her breath coming in sharp rhythmic gasps that matched the slap of her hips against his.

Steve watched her — head tipped back slightly, hair loose, riding him with total unselfconscious hunger — and thought that he had never seen anything more beautiful in his life.

"Oh fuck—" The words left him without permission. "Bec — Christ — don't stop—"

She didn't.

Becca shifted her weight, sitting up straighter and leaning back slightly, one hand dropping to Steve's thigh to anchor herself. Her other hand moved slowly — deliberately, performing it almost — trailing up over the flat plane of her stomach before sliding between her thighs. She settled fully onto him, taking him completely, and began to circle her clit with her middle finger in slow, unhurried strokes.

Steve's hips strained upward, pushing deeper, chasing the feeling. His hands found her breasts — filling his palms with them, thumbs brushing her nipples before his fingers closed around them. He rolled them slowly at first, then pulled — firm and deliberate, knowing exactly what it did to her. She sucked in a sharp breath, the small shock of pain translating immediately into something else entirely.

"Would you want them to watch me touch myself?" she asked, her voice lower now, thicker. She was inhabiting the fantasy fully, he could hear it — the self-consciousness almost entirely gone.

"I think you'd love it," Steve said, looking up at her face. "I think you'd love every second of being watched."

Her expression shifted — something unlocking behind her eyes. "Maybe I would," she said softly, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face.

She raised her hips just enough to give him room, and he began to thrust — steady and deep — as she resumed working her clit, her fingers moving faster now, her breathing changing rhythm.

"Imagine all of them watching you," Steve said, his hands dropping to grip her hips, driving up into her harder. "Watching you play with your little cunt while you ride me."

"They wouldn't be able to help themselves," she murmured, her eyes going slightly unfocused, somewhere else now, inhabiting whatever was unfolding in her head.

"They'd have to touch themselves," Steve pressed, feeling the words work on both of them simultaneously. "Watching you — they wouldn't have a choice."

"I'd want to watch them," she said, almost to herself, her fingers moving frantically now. "Watching me while they—" She didn't finish the sentence, briefly startled by the direction her own mind had taken, by how vivid the image was and how much she wanted it.

"Would you want them to cum for you, Bec?"

She looked down at him, breathless, flushed, right at the edge. "Yes," she whispered. "God — yes—"

"Where would you want them to cum?" Steve asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

The answer came without hesitation, surprising even her. "All over my tits," she breathed, and as the words left her mouth the image arrived fully formed and uninvited — a stranger rising from his seat, crossing the room toward her without asking permission, standing over her and cumming across her chest while she continued riding Steve beneath him. The vividness of it shocked her. The fact that it made her fingers move faster shocked her more.

"You'd genuinely want that?" Steve said, unable to keep the disbelief entirely from his voice — not disgusted disbelief, but the kind that comes from something exceeding every expectation.

"Oh god—" The words dissolved into a cry as she slammed herself down onto him, her fingers working furiously, his thrusts driving up to meet her. She could feel herself absolutely soaking him, feel the wet heat of her own arousal with every stroke. "Yes — yes—"

"Oh fuck, Bec—" Steve gripped her hips harder, anchoring her, driving into her with long, deep thrusts, feeling her juices running down over him with each one.

They found a rhythm together — urgent and building, her hips crashing down as his drove upward — and for a moment neither of them spoke, just breathed and moved and chased what was gathering between them.

Then Steve took a breath and stepped further than he'd ever stepped before.

"Would you want to touch one of their cocks?" he asked carefully. "While they watched you?"

The rhythm faltered slightly. Becca's fingers stilled for just a moment.

She looked down at him, reading his face — searching it — then smiled slowly. "Would you want to watch me do that?"

"Yes," he said. Quiet. Certain.

She stared at him. "You'd actually want me to touch another man?" The smile remained but her voice had shifted, genuinely processing it. "You — Steve, you've given other guys the death stare just for talking to me at a party."

Becca leaned forward, her lips finding his neck, and Steve's hand dropped immediately to her ass — gripping, pulling her into him, drawing a low moan from somewhere in her throat.

He turned his head until his lips were at her ear.

"I want to watch you suck another man's cock," he whispered.

Becca went completely still.

Not the stillness of shock exactly — more the stillness of someone who has just heard something that requires every available resource to process. She sat up slowly, pulling back to look at him properly, her eyes searching his face for some indication that she'd misheard.

"I'm sorry — what?" Her voice came out carefully, measuring each word. "You would actually want to watch me..." She stopped, started again. "While you're inside me, you'd want to watch me take another man's cock in my mouth?"

Steve held her gaze and said nothing, which was in itself an answer.

What Becca was working very hard not to reveal was that the image had arrived in her mind fully formed the moment the words left his mouth — vivid and specific and absolutely electric. A stranger's hands in her hair. The weight of him on her tongue. Steve buried inside her from below, watching. The thought of it moved through her like a current, and she felt herself clench involuntarily around him in a way she very much hoped he'd attribute to something else.

She searched his face again. "Seriously, Steve. You'd want that?"

"God, yes—" The confession came out of him with the force of something that had been held back too long. "Bec, I've always wanted to see you with another man. Always."

The words hung in the air between them, raw and irretrievable, and Steve felt simultaneously terrified and liberated by them.

Becca went quiet — not cold, just still — turning it over, letting it settle. And while she processed, Steve's hands moved, almost of their own accord, his fingers tracing slowly down the cleft of her ass, travelling lower, finding her there — her most intimate place — and pausing.

She pushed back against him.

The permission was unmistakable. She only ever allowed this when she was genuinely, deeply aroused — he knew that, had always known it — and the fact that she was inviting it now told him everything about where she actually was beneath the quiet processing expression she was wearing.

He ran his finger down to where she was absolutely soaking, coating it thoroughly, then returned — circling her slowly, teasing, applying the gentlest suggestion of pressure without pushing further.

"You'd honestly want to watch me suck another man's cock?" she asked, her voice low and measured, but he could hear the undercurrent running beneath it — the excitement she was trying to contain. She wanted to hear him say it again. Wanted more detail, more confession.

"Yes," he breathed, and pressed gently forward, feeling the tight resistance of her begin to yield, the very tip of his finger easing through.

"Mmm—" The sound escaped her involuntarily, and she bore down slowly, taking him deeper, her body opening around him by degrees.

Steve eased his finger deeper, finding a slow, deliberate rhythm — fucking her ass with the same steady patience he was using between her thighs, feeling her open around him, feeling the thin wall between his finger and his cock.

Becca had gone somewhere entirely her own. The careful, considered woman who chose her words thoughtfully had dissolved completely, replaced by someone looser and more honest, someone who had stopped editing herself.

"I'd suck his cock while you fucked me," she said, her voice thick and unguarded. "While you fucked me and played with my ass."

Steve felt the words detonate somewhere low in his chest.

He drove into her harder, feeling her absolutely soaking around him, her wetness coating him with every thrust, the obscene wet sound of her filling the room. His finger pressed deeper and she rolled her hips in response, taking both simultaneously, completely lost in it.

He had one card left. The last one. The one he'd held closest for the longest time.

He took a breath.

"Would you want him to fuck you too?"

He felt her entire body respond before she did — a long, slow clench around him, her breath catching, her fingers gripping his chest. The question landed exactly where he'd meant it to, and he watched her face move through something he couldn't entirely read.

The ultimate fantasy. Finally out in the open, hanging between them, undeniable.

"He'd fuck me so hard," she breathed, the words spilling out of her before she could think about them, raw and unfiltered. "His big cock filling me up while you watched—" She slammed herself down onto him, hard, punctuating it, feeling him twitch inside her at the words.

Steve was genuinely shocked by her — by this version of her, unleashed and unapologetic — but there wasn't a single cell in his body that wasn't absolutely on fire with it.

"You'd be my slut wife," he said, his voice dropping to something low and commanding, driving up into her. "I'd watch every inch of him sliding in and out of your little pussy."

"Yes—" The word came out like a confession. "I'd be your slut wife." She rolled the words around, tasted them, found that she loved them — loved what they unlocked in both of them, loved the heat that flared in his eyes when she said it. "Fuck your slut wife then, baby — come on—" She leaned down, lips at his ear, her hips never stopping. "Fuck her like someone's watching. Fuck her hard."

Steve's body took over completely.

He planted his feet flat against the mattress, knees bent, and used his legs to drive upward — harder, deeper, pounding into her with everything he had, the headboard finding the wall, the sound of them coming together filling the room. His finger pushed deeper into her ass, matching the rhythm, and she cried out above him, losing whatever was left of her composure entirely.

"Oh fuck — oh fuck — baby, I'm going to cum—" Her whole body tightened, thighs clamping around him, fingers digging into his chest.

"Christ — Bec — me too—" His voice was barely recognisable, wrecked and desperate.

"Don't stop — don't you dare stop—"

He didn't.

They came together in a long, shuddering wave — her first, crying out openly, her pussy clenching around him in deep rhythmic pulses that pulled him straight over the edge after her, his hips jerking upward, burying himself as deep as he could get as he spilled into her, groaning her name into her hair.

For a long moment afterward, neither of them moved.

Becca leaned forward, her body still trembling slightly, and pressed her lips to his — soft and unhurried, the urgency of before giving way to something gentler.

"That was incredible," she breathed against his ear, and she meant all of it — the sex, the words, the territory they'd crossed together without a map.

Steve kissed her back slowly, deeply, one hand cradling the back of her head. Beneath her, he felt himself begin to slide free, and with it the warm, slick evidence of them — their mingled heat trickling down, pooling where their bodies had been joined. He broke the kiss and glanced down between them, watching a slow bead of his cum trace its way from her pussy, and something unexpected moved through him.

He'd watched a video once — months ago, maybe longer — where a man had done exactly what Steve was now quietly contemplating. Had looked down at his wife just like this, then simply lowered his head and tasted what they'd made together. The woman's face had been extraordinary — startled first, then undone, then somewhere beyond both of those things entirely. Steve had watched it more than once. He'd never entirely understood why. Now, looking at Becca above him, flushed and beautiful and leaking warmth onto his skin, he thought he was beginning to.

He filed the thought away carefully.

Becca sat up, pushed her hair back from her face, and looked at him with an expression he recognised — fond, curious, slightly wondering.

"Where did all of that come from?" she asked softly.

Steve exhaled slowly. "I've always had those thoughts," he said. "I just never found a way to say them out loud."

"Why not?"

The simplicity of the question made him smile despite himself. "Because I was terrified of how you'd look at me afterward."

Becca was quiet for a moment, and he could see her turning something over — something that looked a lot like regret, the soft kind, for time spent being more guarded than necessary. She curled into his side, her head finding the familiar place on his shoulder, her fingers tracing absent patterns on his chest.

"But would you actually want that?" she asked quietly. "To watch me with another man. Really?"

"Honestly?" Steve said, his fingers tracing slow circles on her arm. "The idea of it does something to me I can't really explain. It's the biggest turn-on I've ever had." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "But whether I could actually sit there and watch it happen in real life — I genuinely don't know. That's a different thing entirely."

Becca lifted her head to look at him. "That's a fair answer," she said quietly.

"Just thinking about it though—" He laughed softly, a little self-deprecatingly. "That's never exactly been a problem for me."

Becca smiled at that — the particular smile she reserved for moments when he surprised her — and leaned up to kiss him. Long and warm and unhurried. When she pulled back, she pressed the tablet into his hands with an expression that mixed mischief with something more vulnerable underneath it.

"Upload them," she said. "Right now, before I talk myself out of it."

Steve didn't need telling twice.

He spent the next several minutes working through the photos — uploading each one carefully, pausing over the descriptions, adding tags he'd clearly already given some thought to. Becca watched from beside him, her chin on his shoulder, not quite able to look directly at the screen.

"Done," he said finally.

"Already?" She felt her stomach flip. "How long before they're actually on there? Visible?"

"I'm not sure," he admitted. "Hopefully not long."

He set the tablet down and lay back, staring at the ceiling, his mind already somewhere else entirely — somewhere populated by strangers clicking through to his wife's photos, stopping, looking longer than they'd planned to. He could feel it starting again, the slow insistent heat of it, his body responding to nothing more than the thought of what was now sitting on a server somewhere, waiting to be found.

Becca felt it too — the shift in him, the warmth of it against her thigh.

She said nothing. Just smiled to herself in the dark.


Ready?

"Up here!" Becca's voice carried down the stairs, warm and unhurried.

Steve closed the front door behind him and stood for a moment in the hallway, letting the quiet of the house settle around him. After the noise and relentless logistics of the day, the familiar smell of home — coffee, something faintly floral, the particular atmosphere of a house that was thoroughly lived-in and loved — was its own kind of medicine.

It wasn't a grand house by any measure. A three-bedroom semi on the quieter edge of a small Essex town, the kind of place that sat close enough to London to feel its gravitational pull on property prices without quite succumbing to the full madness of them. They'd bought it young, stretched themselves to do it, and spent the better part of two decades slowly making it theirs. The mortgage was nearly done now — almost embarrassingly close to the finish line — and the thought of voluntarily taking on another one made both of them slightly nauseous. They stayed because it made financial sense, yes, but also because they were genuinely happy there. The house had absorbed twenty years of their life together. Their boys had grown up within these walls, had filled the place with noise and chaos and the particular energy of young men, before gradually, inevitably moving on. Their youngest was still home, his presence a comfortable constant. Their eldest had found his footing in London — a flat, a job he seemed to actually like, a girlfriend Steve and Becca both approved of, though they were careful not to say so too enthusiastically.

Steve had been with the same delivery company for nearly two decades, having worked his way up to area manager through sheer persistence and an instinctive understanding of how logistics actually worked on the ground. The salary wasn't extraordinary, but with the mortgage almost gone it more than served them — holidays twice a year, a good life, breathing room. The hours suited him too. Most days he was home by early afternoon, which left long stretches of time that he and Becca had quietly learned to fill with each other.

He lined his shoes up by the door, moved through to the kitchen, and fixed himself a coffee — standing at the counter for a moment, thinking about nothing in particular — before heading upstairs to find her.

Steve pushed open the bedroom door to find Becca propped up against the headboard, legs stretched out, the laptop open across her thighs.

The laptop was the first thing that registered as unusual. Becca almost never used it — had always found it cumbersome compared to her tablet, too much machine for what she generally needed. It lived on the desk in the corner of the room in a state of semi-retirement, opened occasionally for something that specifically required it and otherwise ignored. The fact that she'd sought it out meant something.

The back wasn't bad today, then — or if it was, she hadn't noticed. She got that way sometimes, the mild ache that had bothered her on and off for years fading entirely into the background when something had her full attention.

And she was very clearly somewhere that had her full attention.

Her face was flushed — that particular pink that started at her chest and worked its way up when she was excited — and the grin she was wearing was enormous and slightly helpless, the kind that arrives before you've had a chance to compose yourself. She looked, Steve thought, genuinely lit up.

"Look," she said, turning the screen toward him before he'd even made it fully through the door.

He recognised the site instantly. And filling the screen, approved and live and exactly as he'd uploaded it, was the photo of Becca stretched out on the bed in nothing but her fishnet stockings — legs drawn up, pussy fully exposed, shot from low and close and absolutely explicit.

"They've all been accepted," she said, and her voice had a breathless, almost disbelieving quality to it, like a child who'd been told yes when they'd fully prepared themselves for no. "Every single one, babe. They're all on there."

Steve sat down on the edge of the bed beside her, and she angled the screen toward him so he could see it properly.

There she was. On the internet. Available to anyone who cared to look.

Steve stared at the screen.

There she was — his wife, unambiguous and exposed, available to anyone with an internet connection and a curiosity about what lay behind the link. The fishnet stockings. The carefully anonymous framing. Every detail exactly as he'd uploaded it, now sitting on a server and being looked at by people he would never meet.

He could feel his heart before he could feel anything else — a slow, heavy thump that picked up pace as the reality of it landed. Then the warmth, spreading outward from somewhere low, his body responding to what his mind was still catching up with. Twenty years. He had carried this for the better part of twenty years — the fantasy of it, the specific, persistent image of strangers wanting her — and somewhere between that quiet Tuesday evening and this ordinary Wednesday afternoon, it had quietly become real.

His imagination had always been generous with the details. He'd spent years constructing elaborate scenarios — Becca on a park bench, skirt falling open just slightly, pretending not to notice the man opposite noticing. Becca catching someone's eye across a bar and holding it a moment too long. Becca with a stranger entirely, completely, while Steve watched from somewhere close. The fantasies had always felt safely contained by their own impossibility, which was perhaps why he'd never examined too carefully the contradiction between them and the jealousy he'd worn like a reflex for just as long. He understood that better now — the jealousy had been a kind of guilt, a way of punishing himself for wanting something he hadn't yet found a language for.

He scrolled slowly down the page.

On the right side of the image sat a small information panel — their username, both their ages listed beside it. Below that, a counter.

Fifty-three likes. In a few hours.

He kept scrolling and found the comments section, already populated, already alive with the specific and unfiltered opinions of strangers.

"Bec," he said quietly. "Come and look at this."

"Fifty-three likes already," Steve said, his voice carrying the slightly stunned quality of someone watching a prediction come true faster than expected. "In just a few hours, Bec."

"Check the others," she said immediately, shifting closer, her patience already thin. "All of them."

Steve clicked through to their profile, scrolling through each photo in turn. Every single one had accumulated likes — some more than others, but none ignored. A handful had already been saved to members' favourite lists, small gold stars sitting beside them like quiet endorsements from strangers who'd seen something they wanted to come back to.

"You've got comments," Steve said, drawing it out slightly, unable to resist.

"What do they say?" She was already moving closer, practically pressing against his arm. "Come on, read them."

Steve started with the most modest of the photos — Becca in the black dress, legs long beneath the abbreviated hem, the shape of her unmistakable through the thin fabric.

He cleared his throat with mild theatricality. "'Wow... sexy woman.'"

Becca laughed, the sound escaping before she could compose herself into something more dignified. "Well," she said, waving her hand, "somebody out there appreciates me, I suppose." But even as she said it the smile was impossible to contain, and her leg was bouncing slightly against the mattress — that familiar restless energy that only surfaced when she was genuinely, helplessly excited about something.

She could feel it already — the slow warmth gathering low, the unmistakable tingle that told her exactly what her body thought about strangers typing compliments about her naked photographs on the internet.

"Keep going," she said. "What else?"

Steve opened the next photo — Becca on the bed, stretched out in the black lace set, the sheer fabric leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her nipples clearly visible through the delicate material, the outline of her lips barely concealed by the thin lace of the panties.

"Come on then," Becca said, unable to keep the impatience out of her voice. "What are they saying about that one?"

Steve smiled, drawing it out just a beat longer than necessary. "'Oh my, she's hot.'" He scrolled down. "'Such a naughty slut.'"

Becca made a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a sharp intake of breath. The word landed differently when it came from a stranger — more charged, more illicit than when she and Steve had thrown it between themselves in the heat of the moment. She felt her cheeks warm and said nothing, which told Steve everything.

He shifted his position on the bed, adjusting himself discreetly — he was completely hard inside his pants, had been for several minutes, the situation having outpaced his ability to remain composed about it.

"Are you enjoying this?" he asked, keeping his voice deliberately casual. "People leaving comments like that?"

He already knew. He could see it in the way she was holding herself — the slight tension, the color in her face, the way her fingers had stilled in her lap. But he wanted her to arrive at it herself, without him leading her there. This was something she needed to find on her own terms, to own without his fingerprints on it.

"Yeah," she said, quietly, into the middle distance. Slightly muffled, as though admitting it too clearly might make her accountable for it.

But the admission, small as it was, opened something in her.

There was a power in it she hadn't anticipated — the knowledge that somewhere out there, men were stopping on her image, lingering, wanting. That she controlled exactly what they could see and they had no power over any of it. It felt illicit and electric and, if she was being completely honest with herself, deeply, uncomplicatedly thrilling. The fact that Steve was not only allowing it but actively encouraging it — sitting beside her, reading her the comments with that quiet smile — made it simultaneously more forbidden and more safe, a combination she hadn't known could coexist until right now.

And then a thought arrived that surprised her completely.

She didn't want to stop here.

The photographs had felt like the destination when they'd started this, the outer limit of whatever this was. But sitting here now, warm and restless and thoroughly turned on by the knowledge of being looked at, Becca found herself wondering about something further — something that a week ago would have seemed entirely hypothetical. What would it actually feel like to do this in front of real people? Not pixels and usernames, but actual eyes, an actual room, the genuine physical presence of someone who wanted what they saw?

The thought should have frightened her more than it did.

Steve opened the next photo and felt his breath catch slightly, even now, even having looked at it a dozen times already.

It was the fishnet stocking shot — Becca on her back, legs open, the camera resting low on the mattress and angled upward so that the eye travelled a long, deliberate path. Over the smooth curves of her inner thighs, up to where her pussy lay completely exposed and freshly shaved, her lips slightly parted, her clit visibly swollen. A tiny, neat patch of hair above, drawing the eye further up over the flat plane of her stomach to the glint of her pierced belly button. The angle had been accidental genius — it created a kind of visual lead-in, a journey, that made the image feel simultaneously artistic and utterly explicit.

It had always been his favourite. He'd never quite been able to explain why, beyond the fact that it captured something essential about her — unguarded, open, entirely herself.

"Bec," he said, scrolling through the comments, "this one's got a lot."

He began reading them aloud, keeping his voice steady with some effort.

"'Oh my god, she looks fucking amazing — good enough to eat.'"

Becca made a small sound beside him.

"'What a lovely pussy. Worth a full day of licking and fucking.'" He scrolled further. "'I'd love to fill that little pussy with my cum.'" Another. "'Stunning. Absolutely stunning. I'd come back to this every day.'"

The silence that followed was thick with something unspoken.

"See?" Steve said quietly. "I told you."

Becca was still for a moment, staring at the screen, at the column of comments from men she would never meet who had looked at the most intimate part of her body and wanted it. When she finally spoke, her voice was careful, measured, as though she was feeling her way toward something.

"But doesn't it bother you?" she asked. "All these men saying those things about me?"

She needed to hear the answer. She already knew it — could feel it radiating off him — but she needed the words.

"I love it," Steve said, without a moment's hesitation. "Knowing all those men want my wife—" He shook his head slightly, almost laughing at the strength of it. "I absolutely love it."

"Even though they want to fuck me?" she pressed, holding his gaze. "That specifically — you love that?"

"Yes," he said. "God, yes. Every single comment."

Becca looked back at the screen, at the steady accumulation of want from strangers, and stopped pretending — to herself, finally, completely — that it wasn't doing exactly the same thing to her.

Something shifted in Becca the moment she heard him say it out loud.

It wasn't just the words themselves — it was the fact that he meant them, completely and without reservation. There was no performance in his voice, no careful management of her feelings. He loved it. He wanted this. And in wanting it, in saying so plainly and without shame, he had quietly handed her something she hadn't known she needed — permission. Permission to enjoy it. Permission to stop feeling guilty about the warmth that had been pooling low in her stomach since the first comment loaded on the screen. The guilt she'd been carrying about enjoying being looked at, being wanted by strangers, dissolved almost entirely in the face of his enthusiasm.

She felt, unexpectedly, powerful. Thoroughly and completely herself.

"There's another one here," Steve said, leaning forward, his eyes moving across the screen. He read it slowly. "'I'd love to run my tongue up and down those gorgeous lips, licking every inch of you before I worked up to your clit — I wouldn't stop until you came all over my face.'"

He paused, and she felt the quality of the silence change.

"Bec." His voice had dropped to something barely above a whisper. "That's from a woman."

He looked up at her, and the expression on his face was entirely unguarded — stunned, delighted, something almost reverent in it. "A woman wants to eat your pussy." He laughed softly, disbelievingly, shaking his head. "God — I would give absolutely anything to see that." The last part came out quieter, more private, as though he'd forgotten for a moment that she could hear him.

Becca sat with that for a moment.

She'd expected to feel nothing in particular about female attention — or perhaps a mild awkwardness, a polite indifference. Steve had made jokes about threesomes over the years, the standard male fantasy, and she'd always laughed them off easily because they'd never landed anywhere real inside her. The idea had always felt theoretical at best, irrelevant at worst.

But this didn't feel theoretical. A real woman had looked at her photo and written those specific words, and the image they conjured was — she turned it over carefully, honestly — not unwelcome. Not even close to unwelcome, if she was being completely truthful with herself. There was something in it that snagged, that held her attention longer than she'd expected.

She filed that away, quietly, without comment.

"Come here," she said instead, standing up from the bed.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and pushed them down in one movement, taking her damp panties with them. Then she reached for the hem of her top and lifted it over her head, dropping it without looking where it landed.

She stood in front of him completely naked, entirely comfortable in it, and looked at him with an expression that required no translation whatsoever.

"Stop reading," she said. "And fuck me."

Steve was off the bed and out of his pants and boxers in about four seconds flat.

Becca lay back, her hair spreading across the pillow, and opened her legs — unhurried, deliberate, entirely comfortable in the invitation. Steve knelt between her thighs and took a moment he couldn't help but take, just looking at her. Her lips were visibly swollen, slick with arousal, the evidence of exactly how thoroughly the last half hour had affected her laid out in front of him without apology.

He pushed his knees up under her thighs, lifting her slightly, and took hold of her hips — drawing her toward him until he felt the heat of her against the head of his cock. He reached down and took hold of himself, and began to move slowly, sliding through her folds, parting her with the head of his cock and dragging it upward over her clit before drawing back down again. Not entering. Just teasing, watching her face.

Becca's jaw tightened.

"Stop that," she said, her voice dropping into something dangerous. "I mean it — I need to be fucked right now."

When he didn't immediately comply she reached down, wrapped her hand around him with firm authority, and pulled him into her.

The sound she made as he filled her was immediate and unguarded — a long, low moan that told him everything about how ready she was. He was stunned by how wet she was, how easily he slid all the way home, the warmth of her closing around him like she'd been waiting for exactly this. She had gotten this wet from photographs. From comments left by strangers. The thought of it sent a pulse of heat straight through him.

He leaned forward, bracing over her, and kissed her deeply — her arms coming up around his neck, her tongue finding his — before he drew back and drove into her. Hard. The slap of his body against hers rang out in the quiet room, sharp and satisfying.

Becca broke the kiss with a gasp.

"Yes — exactly like that — don't you dare stop—"

Steve loved her like this — commanding, certain, completely inhabiting her own desire. He gave her exactly what she asked for, driving into her harder, feeling the wet heat of her with every thrust, the slap of his body against hers keeping rhythm with the obscene, slick sounds her pussy was making around him. She was absolutely soaking — had been from the moment they'd started — and the combination of sounds filling the room was extraordinary.

He reached down with his right hand and grabbed her ass — not gently, squeezing hard, feeling the warmth of her flesh in his palm — before bringing it back and landing a sharp, open-palmed smack.

Becca sucked in a breath. "Yes," she said, low and deliberate. "Like that."

He gave her another, harder this time, and felt her clench around him in response.

"I've been such a naughty girl," she said, her voice dropping into something coy and thoroughly dangerous. "Flashing my slutty little pussy to all those strange men on the internet." A pause, perfectly timed. "And I loved every second of it."

Steve felt the words move through him like electricity.

He thrust into her twice more — deep, deliberate — then pulled out completely.

The look on Becca's face was instantaneous and magnificent. Pure, undisguised disappointment.

Steve laughed, genuinely, and lay back against the mattress with his hands behind his head, looking up at her with an expression of absolute composure. "Naughty girls get punished," he said. "And your punishment is to suck my cock."

Becca held his gaze for exactly one second, then moved.

She got onto her hands and knees beside him, angling her hips deliberately toward his face — a silent, optimistic request — and wrapped her left hand around the base of him before he'd finished settling against the headboard. He reached up and gripped the cool metal bars above him.

She lowered her head slowly, letting her lips brush the head of his cock with the lightest possible contact — barely there, just the suggestion of warmth and pressure — before opening her mouth and taking him in. All the way down. One long, unhurried movement that ended with him fully inside the wet heat of her mouth, her lips at the base of him.

Steve exhaled through his teeth and tightened his grip on the headboard.

She had become extraordinary at this. He never took it for granted — the patience she brought to it, the knowledge of exactly where to apply pressure and where to ease off, the way she seemed to genuinely enjoy it now in a way that had taken years to develop from reluctant tolerance into something that looked, unmistakably, like pleasure.

Becca had found her rhythm — slow, deliberate, her mouth travelling the full length of him on every stroke, rising until just the head remained between her lips before sinking back down again, taking him completely each time. Steve watched from below, his grip tight on the headboard, barely trusting himself to move.

He slid his free hand down over the curve of her back and landed a sharp smack across her ass.

She moaned around him, the vibration travelling the length of his cock.

He did it again. Then twice more in quick succession, alternating cheeks, feeling her shift her hips toward him with each one — not away, toward, asking for more without words. Then he moved his hand between her legs and found her completely open, her pussy so wet his fingers slid inside her instantly, no resistance whatsoever.

"That's it," he said, his voice rough. "Suck my cock, you naughty little slut wife."

She pulled her mouth from him just long enough to say it back — "I've been such a naughty slut wife" — tasting the words, rolling them around, clearly finding the same charge in them that he did. Then her mouth was back on him, deeper than before.

Steve withdrew his fingers slowly and delivered another sharp smack to her ass, then moved his hand across to the other cheek before pausing — and brought his palm down directly against her pussy.

The wet sound of it was extraordinary.

Becca's mouth came off him completely. She gasped — a sharp, stunned sound — and turned to look at him with an expression he had never seen on her face before. Shock and pleasure and something that looked almost like disbelief, all arriving simultaneously.

He held her gaze and did it again. Harder this time, the flat of his palm connecting squarely with her clit.

Her face transformed — eyes screwing shut, mouth falling open, a sound escaping her that was equal parts pain and pure ecstasy. The sensation tore through her entire body like a current, her thighs trembling, her arms barely holding her up.

"God—" she breathed. "Do that again—"

Steve slid two fingers back inside her instead, curling them forward, feeling her clench immediately around him. She dropped her head back to his cock with renewed focus, taking him deep, and he let her find her pace before gathering her hair carefully in his other hand, sweeping it back from her face, tucking it behind her ear so he could watch — her lips stretched around him, her jaw working, every movement deliberate and expert.

Then he placed his hand at the back of her head and pressed down — gently but firmly, guiding her all the way until her nose met the base of him and she held him there, completely still, completely full.

Even as she worked her mouth over him, Becca's mind was running ahead of her — vivid and restless, constructing scenarios she wouldn't have entertained even a month ago.

She found herself thinking about the comments. About what people had written about a photograph of her pussy, the hunger in those anonymous words. And then the thought arrived, fully formed and insistent — what would they say if they could see this? If they could watch her mouth moving over him, see exactly what she was doing right now?

The thought made her impossibly wetter.

And then it expanded further, the way thoughts did when you stopped trying to contain them. Playing with herself while people watched. Actually being watched, in real time, her and Steve together — the thought of real eyes on them while they fucked sent a pulse of heat through her that was almost embarrassingly strong.

She pulled back until just the head of him rested on her tongue, licked the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there, and looked up at him.

"Would you want them to watch me sucking your cock?" she asked, her voice low and entirely serious.

"God, yes," Steve said without hesitation, watching her face with something close to wonder. She had changed — gradually, incrementally, over the past couple of weeks, she had become someone who asked questions like that with her lips wet from his cock and meant every word. He marvelled at it quietly.

Becca reached across him without a word, pulled open the drawer of the bedside cabinet, and retrieved her phone. She held it out to him.

He understood immediately, loading the camera as she repositioned herself between his legs and lowered her mouth back onto him. Steve began shooting — finding the angle, adjusting, capturing the sequence of it. Her lips around just the head, soft and stretched. Then deeper, her mouth sliding down his shaft until he disappeared entirely between them. The full range of her, documented without shame.

"Lick the tip," Steve said, shifting the angle of the phone. "And look straight at the camera."

Becca wrapped her right hand around his shaft to hold him steady, then extended her tongue slowly — deliberate, unhurried — until it was barely a breath from the head of his cock. She found the lens and held it, unwavering, her eyes locked on the camera with an expression that managed to be simultaneously knowing and entirely natural.

Steve took the shot.

He looked at it on the screen and felt something move through him — a quiet, private awe at what he was looking at. Her eyes caught the flash and sparkled, bright and direct, with the quality of someone looking not at a camera but straight through it — at whoever would eventually be on the other end of this image, whoever would find themselves stopping mid-scroll because something about her had reached out and held them. The connection felt immediate, almost uncomfortably intimate.

Her tongue hovered a hair's width from the swollen head of his cock. Between them, suspended in the moment the shutter caught, a thin thread of pre-cum and saliva connected her tongue to his tip — fragile and explicit and startlingly erotic. And then there was her expression. That was what made the photograph. The very faintest curve at the corner of her mouth, barely there, the ghost of a smile that transformed the whole image from explicit to something more complex — naughty and satisfied and thoroughly, deliberately in control of exactly what she was doing.

Steve set the phone down on the nightstand.

He'd gotten what he needed. And right now, there were more immediate priorities.

"Bring that ass back up here," Steve said, his hands already reaching for her.

Becca smiled over her shoulder — that slow, deliberate smile that meant she knew exactly what she was doing — and began to move, shifting her weight, lifting and repositioning until she had swung one leg over his face and settled into place above him, her knees either side of his head. She lowered herself into position, then wiggled her ass with a quiet, playful confidence that hadn't existed in her six months ago.

His reward was immediate and extraordinary.

Her pussy hovered inches from his face — freshly shaved, lips full and open, the light catching the slick evidence of exactly how aroused she was. The scent of her reached him first, warm and intimate and intoxicating in the specific way that was entirely, unmistakably hers. He breathed her in deeply, his hands finding her hips, pulling her down toward him as she took him back into her mouth above.

He raised his head and ran his tongue slowly through her folds — one long, unhurried stroke that parted her lips and gathered the sweetness of her onto his tongue. She pressed down against him in response, grinding her hips in a slow circle, her weight settling onto his face as she buried him there. He could feel her thighs tightening against his cheeks, feel her losing the careful management of herself as he pushed his tongue deeper — as far as it would go, feeling her clench around it, her moan vibrating down the length of his cock where it sat in her mouth.

He worked his way upward to her clit — swollen and prominent, impossible to miss — and flicked his tongue across it once, feeling her whole body shudder. Then he closed his lips around it, sucking gently, carefully catching it between his teeth with the lightest possible pressure.

Above him, Becca's head rose sharply from his cock.

"Oh god—" Her hips rolled forward, chasing his mouth, grinding down harder. "Don't you dare stop—"

Becca pulled her mouth from his cock and pushed herself upright in one fluid movement, her full weight settling down onto his face — her thighs bracketing his head, her ass warm and soft against his cheeks, her pussy pressed firmly against his mouth. Steve reached up and gripped her hips, pulling her down harder.





Tongue Inside

He had always loved this. The particular intimacy of it, the trust it required, the way it demanded he surrender control entirely to her while she took exactly what she needed from him.

"Tongue inside me," she ordered from above, her voice dropping into that tone he had come to recognise — the one that left no room for negotiation. "Now."

He obliged immediately, pushing his tongue into her as deeply as he could manage, fucking her with it in long, deliberate strokes while she ground down against him, her hips rolling in slow circles, chasing the sensation. Her weight on his face restricted his breathing, the world narrowing to darkness and warmth and the taste of her.

When he felt his lungs begin to protest he pushed upward on her hips, lifting her just enough to steal a breath before pulling her back down and resuming, his tongue finding its way back inside her without pause.

He lifted her again after a few seconds, his hands on the warm curves of her ass — and found himself looking up at her from an inch away, at the neat, perfect rosebud of her ass hovering just above his face.

The urge arrived without warning or preamble. Steve had always loved when Becca returned this particular intimacy to him. He had never once offered it back, had never quite found the impulse until this exact moment, looking up at her with his lips still wet from her pussy.

He extended his tongue and pressed it gently against her, feeling her entire body go rigid with surprise above him.

Becca moaned at the first touch of his tongue, and reached back without hesitation, spreading herself open with both hands as she lowered herself back down onto his face — an unambiguous instruction, her body communicating exactly what she wanted without needing words.

Steve ran his tongue slowly over her asshole, circling the tight, sensitive bud, feeling her respond instantly — a sharp intake of breath above him, her hips pressing downward, trapping his mouth in place. He flicked his tongue across her, light and deliberate, feeling her clench and shudder each time he made contact.

She was loving it. That much was unmistakable.

He pressed harder, the tip of his tongue pushing against her, feeling the resistance give slightly — just enough, just the very tip sliding inside — and the effect was immediate. Becca sat upright and bore down, grinding herself against his face with a focused, purposeful intensity, driving him deeper, taking what she wanted with total authority.

"God — yes—" The words came out broken, barely coherent. "That is so fucking good—"

Steve pulled her down harder by the hips, wanting her full weight, wanting to feel completely consumed by her. His breathing had become largely theoretical at this point — brief stolen gasps when her movement allowed it — and the slight desperation of that, the surrender of it, was doing something to him he hadn't entirely expected.

He had always enjoyed the push and pull of dominance between them — the way it shifted and traded, neither of them locked into a fixed position. But this — being pinned beneath her, breathless, entirely at her disposal while she used his face for her own pleasure — landed somewhere new and electric. The submission of it. The complete relinquishing of control.

Above him, Becca rolled her hips slowly and deliberately, utterly in command.

After a couple of minutes, Becca leaned forward and lifted herself from his face as Becca slipped his dick back into her mouth, settling into a steady, expert rhythm — her head bobbing smoothly, lips tight around him, every movement deliberate and unhurried.

Steve looked up at her from below, taking a moment to simply appreciate the view — her pussy open and glistening inches from his face, her asshole exposed, everything about her on display in the most intimate possible way. He brought his fingers up and began circling her clit slowly before sliding two fingers inside her, feeling her clench immediately around them. He added a third, feeling her stretch, feeling the slick heat of her coat his hand.

She responded by taking him deeper, her mouth working him with a focused intensity that made coherent thought increasingly difficult.

He added a fourth finger, fucking her with them roughly, feeling her open around him, the wet sounds of her filling the space between them.

"I bet you wish that was another man's dick inside you instead of my fingers," he said, his voice low and deliberate.

Becca hummed around his cock — noncommittal, but not dismissive. In her mind the image had already arrived fully formed — a stranger behind her, hands on her hips, while Steve filled her mouth. The thought of being taken from both ends simultaneously sent a wave of heat crashing through her.

"You would, wouldn't you," Steve pressed. "You'd absolutely love it."

Becca pulled her mouth from his dick and looked back at him over her shoulder. "Would you want to see that?" she asked, her voice steady, her eyes holding his.

"God, yes."

She held his gaze. "You'd really want to watch another man fucking me?"

"Yes," Steve said simply, watching his fingers move in and out of her with a focused, almost detached intensity — his mind simultaneously present and somewhere else entirely.

He was imagining it with a vividness that surprised even him. The view he would have from exactly where he was lying — a stranger above him, Becca on all fours, taking him from behind in long, deep strokes just inches from Steve's face. He could picture it with absolute clarity — her lips stretching and clinging around a thick shaft as it drove into her, the slick evidence of them both catching the light, the sounds of it filling the room. The intimacy of being that close to it. That present for it. Beneath her, watching every detail, unable to look away.

The idea of being there — submissive, willing, entirely part of something he'd orchestrated — settled into him with a warmth he didn't bother questioning anymore.

"I'd love to watch you getting fucked," he said quietly, almost to himself.

"You'd seriously watch a stranger's dick fucking your slut wife's pussy?" Becca said, her voice dropping into that particular register — the one that only appeared when she was deeply, thoroughly turned on and had stopped caring about how she sounded.

"I'd love every second of it," Steve said, his fingers pushing deeper, rougher. "Watch him fuck you senseless, then take my turn while he watched."

Becca's breath caught. "He could fill my little pussy with his cum first," she said, inhabiting the fantasy completely now, her voice almost dreamy with it. "And then you can have what's left."

Steve felt something detonate quietly in his chest at those words. He pressed his thumb alongside his fingers, feeling her stretch around him, pushing deeper — his whole hand working against her, wanting more of her, wanting all of her.

Becca pushed back against his hand with a low, insistent moan, her hips rocking in a steady rhythm — her body making the request her words didn't need to. Steve felt her opening around him, gradually, her pussy stretching to accommodate him with each careful push forward, her juices making everything slick and warm. He worked slowly, letting her set the pace, feeling her take more of him with every stroke until her lips were stretched wide around his knuckles, clinging to him as he moved.

The sight of it held him completely. Her pussy gripping him, stretched and full, her hips rolling back to meet each thrust of his hand — it was raw and extraordinary and he couldn't look away.

Becca's arms gave out first. She dropped her head forward, bracing herself, her whole body focused on the sensation building at her core — the fullness of it, the relentless pressure — until it crested suddenly and broke completely. She came hard, her pussy clenching in deep rhythmic waves around his hand, her juices running freely down his wrist and forearm as she cried out into the mattress.

Steve held still, letting her ride it out, feeling every pulse of her orgasm around him before he began withdrawing slowly — carefully — his hand emerging to leave her lips spread wide and glistening, still trembling slightly from the aftershock.

Becca collapsed forward over his legs, completely spent, her breathing ragged.

"I'd say you enjoyed that," Steve said, unable to keep the satisfaction entirely from his voice.

"Mmm," she managed. Then, after a beat — "Would have been better if it was a massive dick." She laughed into his shin, already recovering.

"You filthy little slut wife."

"Guilty," she said cheerfully, pushing herself up and turning to lie flat on her stomach beside him, her cheek against the pillow, catching her breath.

Steve rolled over and positioned himself across her back, his knees pushing between her thighs, spreading her open as he settled his weight onto her — his cock nestled between the warm, soft curves of her ass, his hips pressing down.

"I really should be punished," Becca said, her voice muffled against the pillow, laughter still in it. "Thoroughly. For being such a filthy slut."

Steve pushed himself up onto his arms, pressing his cock harder between her cheeks, feeling her warmth on either side of him.

Becca arched her back slowly, lifting her ass to meet the pressure, a long low moan escaping her.

Steve reached down and guided himself to her entrance, pressing the head of his cock against her soaking pussy — teasing, not entering, feeling her heat against him.

Becca immediately tried to push herself up onto her knees, wanting the angle, wanting to be taken properly. Steve's hand landed between her shoulder blades and pushed her firmly back down onto the mattress, followed immediately by a sharp smack across her ass that rang out in the quiet room.

"Naughty girls don't get to choose," he said, and drove into her from behind in one hard stroke, his balls swinging forward to connect with her clit as he bottomed out inside her.

The sound she made was immediate and completely unguarded.

She tried to rise again — instinct overriding instruction — and he slammed into her a second time, pinning her flat, his weight and momentum driving her back down. He found his rhythm quickly, pounding into her with everything he had, the wet slap of their bodies filling the room, sweat beginning to bead on his forehead with the effort of it.

He brought his palm down hard across her ass again — and felt his cock slip free as she lurched forward.

Becca groaned in frustration, immediately reaching back, fingers scrabbling to find him and guide him back where she needed him. The desperation in it was thoroughly satisfying.

Steve caught her wrist and moved it aside, looking down at her — spread open, flushed, completely undone — and felt his gaze travel upward to where her ass cheeks were parted, her asshole exposed and perfect above her swollen, glistening pussy.

He ran the head of his cock slowly upward, away from her pussy, pressing it gently against her ass.

"Dirty little slut wives," he said quietly, circling her slowly, "need a very specific kind of punishment."

Becca felt the pressure of him against her ass and didn't pull away.

That alone was extraordinary. In twenty years, through countless attempts and gentle negotiations that had always ended the same way, she had never once allowed it — not out of lack of trust, but out of a quiet, persistent fear of the unknown, of pain, of crossing a threshold she couldn't uncross. Steve had long since made his peace with that boundary and stopped pushing against it.

And yet here she was, pressing back against him.

He held very still, letting her set the pace of this, not wanting to push a single millimetre further than she was genuinely offering. He leaned forward slowly until his lips were at her ear, the head of his cock maintaining its gentle pressure.

"You've been such a naughty slut wife," he murmured. "You really need punishing."

"Yeah," she breathed.

"How do you think I should punish you?"

A pause. Loaded and warm. "I don't know," she whispered.

Steve reached across her body and opened the drawer of the bedside table, retrieving the small tube of lube that lived there alongside her vibrator. He sat back, squeezed a generous amount into his palm, and began working it slowly over himself — coating his shaft thoroughly, the slick sensation drawing a quiet sound from him despite himself.

Becca watched over her shoulder, her lip caught between her teeth.

"Do you want me to fuck you, baby?" he asked, his voice low and even.

"Yes." Immediate. Certain. "Please."

"Then beg me for it," he said simply. "That's your punishment. Beg."

He ran the slicked head of his cock slowly over her ass, spreading the lube, feeling her shiver at the contact.

"Fuck me," she whispered into the pillow.

Steve leaned over her, his lips finding her ear, his cock maintaining its steady pressure against her — not pushing, just present, a constant reminder of what was being offered and withheld simultaneously.

"That wasn't begging, Becca," he said quietly. "I want you to beg me properly. Like the dirty little slut wife you really are."

She exhaled shakily against the pillow. "Please," she said, and this time her voice had shed the last of its composure entirely. "Please fuck me, baby. Right now. I need your dick inside me — please."

Steve straightened up, satisfied, and pushed his knees further between her spread thighs, opening her wider. He reached up and took the spare pillow from beside her head. "Lift up for me," he said, and she raised her hips without question, letting him slide it underneath her — lifting her ass, tilting her, presenting her perfectly.

He sat back and looked at her.

The pillow had changed the geometry of everything. Her ass was raised and open, cheeks naturally parted, her asshole fully exposed, and below it her pussy practically gaped — swollen and slick, the entrance to her visibly open, still trembling slightly from everything that had come before.

He took hold of himself and traced slowly downward — from her ass, through her folds, gathering her wetness on the head of his cock before travelling back up and pressing against her asshole. He spanked her there lightly with his cock, feeling her jolt beneath him each time, her hips lifting involuntarily toward him with every contact.

He massaged the entrance slowly, circling, pressing without penetrating, feeling her relax incrementally beneath him.

"Tell me what you want," he said. "Specifically. All of it."

"I want you to fuck me," Becca pleaded, her face pressed into the pillow, her hips tilting upward toward him. "Please."

"Have you been a naughty girl?" Steve continued to move the head of his cock in slow, deliberate circles over her ass, unhurried, completely in control.

"Yes," she breathed. "Yes, I have."

"Tell me how." His voice was quiet and even. "Specifically."

Before she could answer, he drove himself down to her pussy and thrust in hard and fast — one deep, sudden stroke that drew a sharp cry from her, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

"Yes — oh god — yes, fuck me—"

He gave her two more long, hard thrusts, feeling her clench around him, before withdrawing completely.

She groaned at the loss of him, her hips chasing backward, finding nothing.

"How have you been a bad girl, Becca?" he asked again, his voice patient and immovable, rubbing himself slowly against her ass once more as though the last thirty seconds hadn't happened at all.

"I've been flashing my pussy online," she whispered. "Letting strangers look at me."

"And did you like it?"

A pause — brief, honest. "Yes."

"How much?"

"So much," she admitted into the pillow. "More than I expected."

Steve pressed the head of his cock slowly back to her entrance, rewarding the honesty, letting her feel him there without giving her what she wanted quite yet.

"Good girl," he said softly.

Steve drove into her again — hard and deep — feeling her walls close around him as he bottomed out inside her.

"You loved it," he said, his voice low against her ear. "Every single comment. Every stranger who wanted you. You loved all of it."

"I'm a dirty little slut wife," Becca moaned into the pillow, inhabiting the words completely, finding genuine freedom in them. "And I really need punishing."

"You loved flashing your pussy to all those strangers, didn't you." It wasn't quite a question.

"Yes," she breathed.

"And knowing they all wanted to fuck you?"

She paused, remembering the comments scrolling down the screen, the specific hunger in them. "God, yes," she said softly.

Steve withdrew and moved upward, pressing the head of his cock against her ass once more — and this time pushed forward fractionally, just enough that she felt the first suggestion of genuine pressure, the beginning of something she'd always turned away from before.

She gasped — and pushed back.

The sensation surprised her completely. Not painful, not even uncomfortable — just full, and foreign, and startlingly intimate. She lay there for a moment, processing the reality of it, the fact that she was here, actually here, seriously contemplating something she'd declined for twenty years. It felt transgressive in a way that sent heat flooding through her entire body. Dirty in a way that was entirely, unexpectedly thrilling.

She was so aroused it had become almost overwhelming — a deep, insistent hunger that had dissolved every boundary she'd previously maintained, every careful hesitation. She didn't want to think. She just wanted to feel.

The butterflies in her stomach were electric rather than fearful as she rolled her hips upward off the pillow, pressing herself deliberately back against him, feeling the pressure build.

"Please," Becca breathed, her hips moving restlessly, searching for him. "Please, baby. Fuck me."

"Fuck you where?" Steve kept his voice steady, unhurried, the head of his cock pressed against her, unmoving.

"Fuck me," she repeated, the words dissolving into a moan.

"Where, Becca." Quiet. Immovable. "Say it."

He pushed forward fractionally, feeling her muscles resist briefly before beginning to yield — the head of his cock slipping just inside her, the tightest, most intimate heat he had ever felt closing around him. He held there, perfectly still, letting her adjust, letting her feel the reality of it.

She moaned — long and low — and pushed back toward him.

"Tell me where you want it," he said. "Come on. Say it like you mean it."

There was a moment — brief, suspended — and then something in her gave way entirely.

"My ass," she said, her voice dropping to something raw and unguarded. "I want you to fuck my ass. Please, baby — please."

The words, once said, seemed to release something in her. The hesitation of twenty years, the careful boundary she'd maintained through countless gentle negotiations — all of it dissolved in the heat of the moment, replaced by a desire so immediate and insistent she could feel it in her teeth.

She pushed back against him again, deliberately, her body making the same request her words just had.

Steve pushed forward slowly — feeling her open around him, the head of his cock sliding inside her ass — then drew back fractionally before pressing forward again, easing deeper this time, watching half of his shaft disappear into her.

The sight of it nearly undid him completely. He held on through sheer force of will, his jaw tight, breathing carefully through his nose.

He'd expected resistance. Had braced for it, had prepared himself for a slow and careful negotiation with her body. But she was taking him with a ease that stunned him — tight, yes, incomparably tight compared to anything he'd felt before, a heat and pressure that was almost unbearable in the best possible way — but yielding, opening for him as though her body had simply decided.

He pulled back until just the head remained inside her, paused, then pushed forward again — all the way this time, not stopping, feeling himself sink into her completely until there was nowhere left to go. His hips met the warm curves of her ass and he held there, buried entirely inside her for the first time in twenty years of wanting exactly this.

Becca made a sound he had never heard from her before.

Not pain — the opposite of pain. Something that moved through her whole body like a current, her back arching involuntarily, her fingers twisting in the sheets. The fullness of it was extraordinary — foreign and overwhelming and so unexpectedly pleasurable that her eyes stung with the shock of it. She had spent twenty years being certain this wasn't for her.

She had been so completely wrong.

Steve leaned forward, his cock still deep inside her, and pressed his lips to the back of her neck. "Does that feel good?" he murmured against her skin.

"Yes," she breathed.

"Do you want me to fuck you properly?" He kept his voice soft, coaxing. "Tell me."

"Yeah," Becca breathed, and punctuated it by pushing her ass back against him — slow and deliberate, an argument made entirely by her body.

Steve withdrew until just the tip remained inside her, feeling her chase him, and smiled to himself. He heard the small noise of frustration she made and loved every second of it.

She turned to look at him over her shoulder, and her eyes said everything her voice hadn't quite managed yet.

"You know what your punishment is," he said, holding her gaze, keeping his voice steady. "So come on. Beg for it properly."

"Fuck me," she said.

"What was that?"

"Fuck me. Please."

"Fuck you where, Becca?" He kept his tone even, patient, immovable. "I want to hear you say it. All of it."

She hesitated — he could see her working up to it, crossing the last small internal threshold between wanting something and being willing to ask for it out loud without shame. He waited, giving her the space to get there herself.

She took a breath.

"Fuck me up the ass," she said quietly, the words arriving with the particular weight of something that had required genuine courage to say.

"I didn't quite catch that," Steve said, his expression perfectly composed.

Becca exhaled — half exasperation, half laughter, entirely turned on. "Please fuck my ass," she said, clearly this time, the embarrassment folding into something more like liberation as the words left her. "I want you to fuck me up the ass."

Steve drove back into her — deeper this time, more forceful — feeling her open around him, taking him completely.

Becca's moan was immediate and unrestrained, her face pressing into the pillow as he began to move in earnest, building his rhythm until he was fucking her with long, hard strokes, his balls swinging forward to slap against her soaking wet pussy with every thrust.

"Oh fuck—" she gasped. "That feels so fucking good—"

"You like it up your ass then," Steve said, his voice warm with disbelief and delight. "You're actually loving it, aren't you." He laughed softly, shaking his head. "My dirty little slut wife."

"Yes," she said, without hesitation or embarrassment. "I love it — don't you dare stop—" She pushed her hips back to meet him, matching his rhythm, driving him deeper. "Fuck my ass — yes — just like that—"

Steve looked down at where his cock was disappearing into her with every stroke and felt something close to disbelief move through him. This woman — his wife, who had maintained this particular boundary with quiet consistency for twenty years — was pushing back against him and begging for more. The transformation in her was extraordinary. The careful, composed woman he'd married was still in there, but she was sharing space now with someone freer and more daring, someone who had apparently been waiting for permission to emerge.

He lifted her left knee, bending it slightly, which tilted her hips and opened her wider. Then he pushed himself upright on his knees behind her, changing the angle, driving deeper — and reached underneath her body with one hand, finding her clit swollen and urgent, and began to rub it in fast, tight circles.

The effect was instantaneous.

"Oh god—" Her voice pitched upward, her whole body tightening. "I'm going to cum — baby, I'm going to cum right now—"

Steve could feel her warmth flooding over his fingers as he worked her clit, her body beyond her control now, her voice breaking apart completely.

"I want you to cum in me," she pleaded, her words tumbling out between ragged breaths. "Please — I want to feel you cum in my ass—"

The words hit him like a current. He drove into her harder, deeper, chasing what was already inevitable — pulling back until just the tip remained inside her before slamming forward again, feeling every nerve ending he possessed screaming toward the edge simultaneously.

He tipped over it without warning.

The first pulse tore through him with an intensity that made his whole body shudder — his cock buried deep in her ass as he began to come, wave after wave, each one more overwhelming than the last. He kept moving through it, fucking her through every spasm, feeling his cum fill her around him, the heat of it amplifying everything until he couldn't tell where pleasure ended and something more overwhelming began. He hadn't come like this in years. Possibly ever.

Becca felt it the moment he started — the quivering of him inside her, the warm rush of his cum filling her — and it was enough to pull her over her own edge completely. Her stomach muscles contracted hard and rhythmically, her pussy clenching around nothing as her juices poured from her body, soaking the pillow beneath her, her orgasm rolling through her in long, shuddering waves that she had absolutely no control over.

Steve collapsed forward onto her back, his cock still buried inside her, still twitching with the last aftershocks of his orgasm. He moved slowly, barely — tiny, involuntary strokes as his body wound down, his full weight settling over her.

Neither of them spoke for a long moment.

"Did you enjoy that?" he managed finally, his lips somewhere near her shoulder.

Becca laughed — breathless and genuine and entirely satisfied. "God, yes." A pause. "I genuinely can't believe we waited twenty years to do that."

Steve felt himself softening as he pushed up onto his knees and withdrew slowly, carefully. He looked down at her — at the sight of his cum seeping from her, the evidence of something entirely new between them — and felt a quiet, private awe at what had just happened.

He rolled onto his side next to her, and after a suitably serious pause, asked, "So. Do you think that's something you might be interested in doing again?"

Becca turned her head to look at him, then laughed and punched him on the arm with what little energy she had left. "About as much as you enjoyed putting it there," she said.

Steve grinned. "I'll take that as a yes."

They lay quietly for a moment, the room settling around them, the particular comfortable silence of two people who have just crossed new territory together and found it solid underfoot.

"I suppose flashing your pussy to strangers really does agree with you," Steve said eventually, staring at the ceiling.

Becca smiled — slow and private, the smile of someone turning something over in their mind and finding it entirely to their liking. "I suppose it does."

She stared at the ceiling alongside him, their shoulders touching, both of them breathing slowly back to normal. The website was still open somewhere on the laptop. The comments were still accumulating. And somewhere beyond the quiet of their bedroom, an adventure that had started with a accidentally noticed watermark on a porn video was only just beginning to reveal its shape.

Becca found she couldn't wait to see where it led.


A Growing Profile

The months that followed were, by any measure, some of the best of their marriage.

Their profile on the site had grown steadily, fed by afternoons that had developed their own comfortable rhythm. Steve would come home with something new — a lace bodysuit, a silk thong, a basque in deep burgundy that had made Becca laugh when she unwrapped it and then go very quiet when she tried it on. They'd spend the afternoon together, unhurried, taking photographs in the particular easy intimacy that had developed between them around this. And without exception, without a single failure in the pattern, those sessions ended in bed.

Their sex life had transformed in ways neither of them had quite found the vocabulary for yet. Not just more frequent — though it was — but deeper, more varied, more honest. The website had somehow given them both permission to say things out loud that had previously lived only in the private architecture of their own imaginations.

Becca had surprised them both with how far her comfort had expanded. The early photographs — careful, partially concealed — had given way to something considerably more explicit. There were images of her using her vibrator, her face tipped back, entirely lost in it. A series with both her vibrator and her dildo in use simultaneously that had generated more comments than anything else they'd posted. A sequence of photographs of her giving Steve head, shot from angles that left nothing ambiguous. And then, most recently, video — Becca face down on the bed, wrists secured, while Steve worked the riding crop across her ass with measured, deliberate strokes. A second of her on her knees, her mouth working over him with the focused expertise she'd developed over years. Her face always just obscured enough, the anonymity maintained, but everything else offered freely.

The spanking had been its own revelation. She'd always resisted it — had always categorised it, without ever really examining the assumption, as something that wasn't for her. The website had quietly dismantled that certainty along with several others.

It was a grey Tuesday afternoon, the kind that couldn't quite decide between autumn and winter, when Becca brought it up. They were walking the dogs through the park — the familiar loop they'd done hundreds of times, the retrievers ranging ahead and doubling back — when she asked, without preamble or buildup, "Do you genuinely not mind the comments people leave? About me?"

Steve glanced across at her. "No," he said simply. "Why would I?"

"I was just thinking about it," she said, and then said nothing else for long enough that the dogs completed an entire circuit of investigation around a particularly interesting tree.

He knew this silence. Had catalogued it over twenty-odd years — the specific quality of it, the way it meant something was sitting just below the surface, waiting for the right conditions to emerge. He reached across and took her hand.

"What's going on?" he asked. "Talk to me."

"It's just—" Becca started, then paused, reaching down to pick up the tennis ball the dogs had deposited hopefully at her feet. She fitted it into the thrower, wound back, and launched it in a long arc across the field, watching the dogs tear after it before she continued. "Some of the comments are pretty direct, aren't they. The things people say they want to do to me." She kept her eyes on the dogs. "Does it really not bother you? When someone writes that they want me on my knees for them, or that they want to spread my legs and—" She stopped, glanced at him. "It doesn't bother you at all?"

She was genuinely asking. He could hear the uncertainty underneath it, the worry that she'd somehow been misreading him all these months.

Steve was quiet for a moment, turning it over — mildly baffled, if he was honest, that after everything they'd shared, everything they'd said to each other in the heat of the moment and in the quiet afterward, this was still a question she needed answered.

He stopped walking and looked at her properly. "Bec. I love it. Every single comment." He held her gaze. "You know my fantasies. You know what they involve. None of that has changed."

She held his eyes for a moment, then nodded — something settling in her — and they walked on.

It was a genuinely beautiful morning for it. The early spring sunshine was thin but real, casting long shadows across the park, the air carrying just enough chill to make the warmth of it feel earned. Becca looked, Steve thought, absolutely stunning — a short denim skirt that ended mid-thigh and showed off the full length of her legs, a fitted white T-shirt that followed every curve. The slight bite in the air was doing interesting things beneath the thin fabric, her nipples pressing visibly through her lace bra, clearly outlined against the material.

He loved this. Loved what these past months had done to her confidence — the way she dressed now, the ease with which she inhabited her own body in public. Six months ago, this outfit would have sat in her wardrobe with the theoretical intention of being worn someday. Today she'd pulled it on without a second thought.

They were mid-conversation about nothing in particular when a couple approached from the opposite direction with a spaniel on a lead. Steve tracked the man from a few metres out — watched his gaze travel, with the practiced casualness of someone hoping not to be caught, from Becca's legs upward. Watched him notice the T-shirt. Watched him work considerably harder at appearing indifferent than he was actually managing.

Steve nodded a friendly hello as they passed.

He gave it three steps, then glanced back. The man had done exactly the same, his eyes dropping to Becca's skirt as she walked away, drinking in a second look with the concentration of someone committing something to memory. He caught Steve's eye and looked away sharply, the faint colour of a man who assumed he was about to be confronted.

Steve smiled at him — genuine, warm, entirely without edge — and turned back.

Becca was completely oblivious, mid-sentence about something the dogs had done earlier in the week.

Steve felt a quiet, private surge of pride that had absolutely nothing complicated about it.

"So what about you?" Steve asked as they crossed the field toward the lake, the dogs ranging ahead toward the water's edge. "Your fantasies. I've told you mine — all of them, eventually. Took me long enough, but you know everything now." He glanced across at her. "I still feel like you're holding something back."

Becca said nothing. The silence stretched long enough that Steve began to wonder if he'd misjudged the moment — pushed when he should have waited.

They walked. The dogs found something fascinating near the reeds. The silence continued.

Then he heard her say something — very quietly, aimed mostly at the ground.

"Sorry?" He looked at her. "I didn't catch that."

Becca kept her eyes forward. Her cheeks had gone pink, the colour rising from her chest the way it always did when something had genuinely caught her off guard — even when she was the one saying it.

"A woman," she said. Slightly louder this time. Still not quite looking at him.

Steve opened his mouth and closed it again.

She stopped walking and turned to face him, the embarrassment fully visible now but something else underneath it — certainty, quiet and resolute. "I want to know what it would be like. Being with another woman." She held his gaze. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about it, actually. Ever since those comments on the photos — the ones from women. Something about reading those just..." She trailed off, shook her head slightly. "I can't explain it. It just opened something up."

Steve was aware that he had completely stopped walking.

In twenty-odd years, Becca had never once indicated any interest in women. Not a passing comment, not a lingering look, nothing he'd ever noticed or filed away. The revelation arrived with the particular quality of something that rearranges the furniture of everything you thought you knew.

He was also, immediately and undeniably, completely turned on.

"Since when—" he started, then regrouped. "I mean — how long have you been thinking about this?"

"Since those comments," she said again, the colour in her face deepening. "I know it probably sounds strange. But some of those women were so specific about what they wanted to do, and I just kept thinking about it, and I couldn't stop, and eventually I had to admit to myself that it wasn't just idle curiosity."

Steve exhaled slowly. "Bec," he said, "I would genuinely love to watch that."

She looked at him, caught between relief and mortification. "Of course you would."

"I bet you have," Becca laughed, the embarrassment beginning to loosen its grip now that it was out in the open. "Go on then — does it really turn you on? The thought of me with another woman?"

"I've got a hard-on right now just thinking about it," Steve said simply, and took her hand and pressed it against him to make his point.

Becca snatched her hand back immediately, already laughing. "Someone will see us, you idiot," she said, glancing around with the exaggerated nervousness of someone who was more amused than genuinely worried. They were approaching the bench that overlooked the lake, and she quickened her pace slightly, as though putting a few more steps between herself and what had just happened.

They sat down together, watching the dogs wade into the shallows, noses down, tails going.

Now that she'd said it — now that the confession was out and Steve's reaction had been exactly what she'd privately known it would be — the embarrassment was receding, replaced by something lighter. She'd always known, really, that the idea of watching her with a woman would appeal to him. It was almost too obvious. The thought that he might even want to be involved himself had occurred to her more than once, and she found she minded that prospect considerably less than she might have expected.

"Is there anything else?" Steve asked, watching the dogs. His voice was careful — genuinely curious rather than pressing. "Any other fantasies you haven't told me yet?"

Becca went quiet.

There was something else. It had arrived recently, the way the interest in women had — unexpectedly, through a video she'd stumbled across and hadn't been able to stop thinking about since. It lived in a more complicated place than the others, carrying a weight of shame that the rest hadn't quite managed. Even by the standards of everything they'd shared over these past months, this one felt different. More exposing. More difficult to say out loud.

She watched a moorhen pick its way along the far bank and said nothing for a long moment.

Steve could see it — the way she was turning something over, testing the weight of it, trying to decide if she could carry it out into the open. He gave her a moment before he spoke.

"Bec. I told you I wanted to watch you with other men. Whatever you're thinking, it can't be more out there than that." He kept his voice gentle, without pressure. "Can it?"

She let out a long breath. "Promise me you won't be annoyed."

"I promise."

Another pause. The dogs had found something disagreeable on the bank and were investigating it with great enthusiasm.

"Do you remember that video we watched?" she started carefully. "The one with the wife and three men?"

Steve raised an eyebrow. "You'll need to be more specific."

"The one where—" She stopped, started again, her cheeks darkening steadily. "Where the husband was watching, and between each— where he got on his knees and—" She gestured vaguely, unable to quite finish the sentence.

Steve went very still.

He knew exactly which video she meant. He'd thought about it more than once since they'd watched it together — had filed it away in the back of his mind without entirely examining why it had lodged there so insistently. The wife at the centre of it, composed and entirely in command, calling her husband forward each time with the casual authority of someone who knew exactly what she wanted. The husband complying without hesitation — kneeling between her thighs, cleaning her thoroughly with his tongue before the next man took his place. The way she'd watched him do it, one hand resting lightly on the back of his head. The dynamic of it — the power of it — had hit Steve somewhere unexpected and deep, and he hadn't quite been able to explain why.

What Becca didn't know — couldn't know — was that the video had quietly become one of Steve's most returned-to favourites. He'd never mentioned it precisely because he hadn't known how to explain why it affected him the way it did. There was something about the dynamic of it that had burrowed under his skin and stayed there — the wife's absolute composure, the husband's willing submission, the strange and specific intimacy of what was being asked of him and given freely. Steve had replayed it privately more times than he'd have comfortably admitted, and had more than once imagined himself in that husband's position — kneeling between Becca's thighs, tasting another man on her, serving her in the most exposed and vulnerable way possible.

He had never, in any version of his imagination, pictured Becca being the one to bring it up.

He pressed his hands into his lap with studied casualness and turned to her with a grin he couldn't entirely contain. "Why on earth would I be annoyed? I'm just — I'm surprised, that's all. Because when I asked you what you thought at the time, you said it was too far."

"I know." Becca was quiet for a moment, her eyes moving out toward the water. "I think I was in shock, honestly. Because it is filthy." She laughed softly. "It's genuinely perverted, and I know that. But the more I thought about it afterward, the more I kept coming back to it." She paused, choosing her words. "The way she had him. The control of it. Watching three men take her one after another and then just — turning to her husband and telling him, not asking, telling him to clean her up before the next one." Her voice had shifted, taken on a quality Steve recognised — the slightly unfocused warmth of someone narrating something they've been living inside their own head. "And he just did it. Because she wanted him to. And the whole time he only got to watch."

She trailed off.

Steve looked at her face — the colour high in her cheeks, her chest rising and falling with a breathing that had become distinctly less even — and felt a deep, quiet certainty settle over him.

They sat together in silence for a moment, the dogs splashing in the shallows, the spring sunshine thin and pleasant on their faces.

Becca sat with the thought turning slowly in her mind, testing its edges.

The idea of Steve simply watching while she was with another man was already extraordinary enough — transgressive in a way that sent heat moving through her every time she let herself think about it properly. But this was something further. Something that went to a place she didn't entirely have the language for yet. Calling him over afterward. Not asking — calling. Making him kneel between her thighs and clean up what her lover had left behind, while she looked down at him with her hand resting in his hair.

The degradation of it was precisely the point. She understood that now. The complete inversion of the usual order of things — her husband, who she loved completely, reduced to something entirely, willingly submissive, serving her in the most exposed way imaginable. The power of it sat in her chest like a warm coal.

She could already feel the dampness gathering in her panties just from sitting here on a park bench thinking about it.

She was also virtually certain it would never actually happen. Steve was many things, but the idea of him in that position, doing that specific thing — she couldn't quite make the image resolve into something plausible. Could she?

Steve, for his part, was having considerable difficulty maintaining his composure on his half of the bench.

Because the thing was — he'd thought about it. More than he'd admitted to himself until this exact moment, sitting beside his wife while she described, in careful and slightly breathless terms, the precise fantasy he'd been quietly carrying since they'd watched that video together. The visual of it was almost unbearably vivid — Becca with another man, thoroughly and completely taken, and then her eyes finding Steve's across the room. The specific intimacy of being called forward. Of seeing, up close, the evidence of what had just happened — and being asked, being told, to take care of it.

He'd kissed Becca after she'd gone down on him enough times to have some reference point for the taste of it. The thought didn't repel him. If anything — and this still faintly surprised him — quite the opposite.

Whether he could actually do it in reality was a different question entirely. But the wanting of it? That, apparently, was not in question.

Steve sat with that thought for a moment, letting it settle into something more honest. The uncertainty about whether he could actually go through with it was real — he wasn't going to pretend otherwise, even to himself. But underneath it was something simpler and more certain: he wanted to find out. And even if he couldn't, in the moment, bring himself to do it — he'd still get to watch Becca with another man. With more than one. The thought alone was enough to make his cock throb insistently against the inside of his jeans.

He stood up abruptly, pulled his phone from his pocket, and looked at her.

Becca took one look at him and laughed — a warm, knowing laugh — and shifted on the bench, letting her knees drift apart, her short denim skirt riding up her thighs. She knew exactly what he wanted. They were well past the point of needing to explain these things to each other.

Steve crouched down, finding his angle, the phone raised. The skirt gave him a perfect view of her inner thighs, the shadow beneath. He took a couple of shots, then tilted his head slightly, indicating he wanted more.

Becca glanced around the park with a quick, practiced sweep, then lifted her hips off the bench just enough to tug the skirt up another inch — stopping just below the gusset of her red panties. She settled back down and opened her knees a little further, perfectly composed, as though she were simply enjoying the sunshine.

The thin red fabric barely covered her. And the small, unmistakable dark patch at the centre of it told its own story about how the last ten minutes of conversation had affected her.

Steve dropped to one knee for a better angle, shooting upward, capturing the full picture — her spread thighs, the stretched fabric of her panties, the wet spot that she clearly hadn't thought to be self-conscious about.

He was so absorbed in the photographs that he almost missed the sound of footsteps on the path behind her.

A young couple, maybe twenty yards back, walking in their direction. Steve glanced up. The sensible thing — the obvious thing — would be to quietly signal Becca to close her legs, to straighten her skirt, to preserve the ordinary appearance of two people sitting on a bench by a lake.

He kept shooting.

The couple passed perhaps ten feet behind the bench, their conversation continuing uninterrupted. Steve held his position, his heart going considerably faster than the situation strictly required.

When he reviewed the photos later, they would show Becca in crisp, clear detail — skirt rucked up, legs open, red panties damp and stretched over her pussy — with the couple passing in the soft focus of the background, entirely unaware of what they were walking behind.

Steve looked at those photos for a long time.

Becca shifted on the bench, moving with a confidence that had been entirely absent from her six months ago, lifting her left foot up onto the seat beside her. The movement pulled the thin red fabric of her panties tight across her — a pronounced camel toe, her lips clearly defined beneath the damp material, the wet patch now impossible to miss.

Steve shot it all, smiling to himself.

He lowered the phone, walked over to her, and leaned down until his lips were at her ear. "Take them off," he said quietly.

Becca's head turned sharply, her eyes doing an immediate sweep of the park. "I can't," she said, keeping her voice low. "What if someone sees?"

"Nobody's going to see." He kept his voice easy, unhurried. "Go on."

She sat with it for a moment — the familiar internal debate he could practically watch playing out across her face. The nervousness was real, he knew that. But underneath it, something else was real too. The thought of being seen, of her pussy bare beneath her skirt in a public park on a Tuesday afternoon — he could see it working on her, the same way it was working on him.

Her exhibitionist side won, as it increasingly did these days.

She glanced around one final time, then reached under her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the waistband, and slid the panties down and off in one quick movement. She balled them up and threw them at him with a laugh, and he caught them and pushed them into his jacket pocket without ceremony.

She settled back on the bench and opened her legs.

The spring sunlight was doing extraordinary things — falling at an angle that lit her perfectly, naturally, the kind of light a photographer would spend hours trying to recreate artificially. Steve moved around her, shooting from different positions, the shaved smoothness of her catching the light, the visible moisture of her arousal entirely apparent.

After a few minutes he asked her to lift her foot onto the bench again.

Another sweep of the park. Another steadying breath. Then her right foot came up onto the seat, her knee falling open, her pussy fully and completely exposed to the warm afternoon air — and to Steve's camera, which he brought in close, crouching down, shooting upward.

He could see how wet she was from here. Could have reached out and touched her.

He took the shot instead.

Steve saw them in his peripheral vision before they registered as a concern — a middle-aged couple moving along the path behind the bench, their dog ranging ahead toward the lake. He kept his camera raised, tracking them without turning his head, and watched the man notice what was happening. A small nudge to his wife's arm. A tilt of his head in their direction. His wife's mouth curving into a slow smile.

Steve took the shot, catching them soft and slightly out of focus in the background.

He lowered the phone then, waiting for them to move on, watching their dog find its way to the water's edge where his own two were still splashing around. The three animals greeted each other with the immediate, uncomplicated enthusiasm that dogs managed so effortlessly.

He was still watching the dogs when he heard the voice directly behind them.

"Sorry about him — he just can't help himself with other dogs."

Steve turned.

The man was already rounding the end of the bench, closer than Steve had anticipated, having cut across the grass rather than staying on the path. Becca had registered the voice a half-second earlier and had moved — feet back on the ground, knees pressed firmly together, hands dropping into her lap — but the skirt was still rucked up around her hips, her long bare legs exposed all the way to the very top of her thighs, nothing but her own hands preserving any modesty at all.

The man who'd appeared was somewhere around Steve's age, maybe a year or two either side. Tall — six-two at least — with the easy, unselfconscious physicality of someone who used their body regularly and well. Shorts and a fitted T-shirt, lean and broad-shouldered, clearly comfortable in himself.

He smiled at Steve first, then his gaze moved to Becca, and Steve watched his wife's eyes travel upward to meet the stranger's face.

They widened slightly.

"No worries at all," Steve said, smiling at the man with a composure he absolutely did not feel, his phone hand drifting with studied casualness to hover in front of his crotch.

The man's wife had positioned herself to the side of the bench, one hand resting on the back of it, and Steve found his attention momentarily diverted. She was a few years younger than Becca, he thought — shorter by two or three inches, slim, with blonde hair that fell to her shoulders. She wore fitted outdoor leggings and a loose top that moved when she did in a way that made it immediately apparent she wasn't wearing anything underneath it. Her nipples pressed clearly against the fabric, and her breasts — considerably larger than her frame might have suggested — shifted with an easy, natural weight as she settled into her stance. She carried herself with the particular confidence of someone entirely comfortable in their own skin.

"Hi," she said to Becca, warm and direct, her eyes finding her immediately.

Becca opened her mouth and found, temporarily, that nothing came out. Her face had gone the deep pink of someone who was acutely aware of sitting on a park bench with no panties on and a skirt that wasn't covering nearly enough. She managed something approximating a smile.

What she hadn't managed was to stop looking at the woman's chest — a fact she realised approximately two seconds too late.

The woman noticed. Her expression didn't change exactly, but something in it shifted — a subtle, knowing warmth. "Lovely day for it," she said pleasantly, as though nothing had happened.

Becca looked at the ground.

"Did you manage to get any good shots?" the woman asked then, her tone carrying just enough of an edge to make its meaning perfectly clear. Her gaze moved from Steve to Becca and back again, unhurried, entirely composed.

"I think so," Steve said carefully.

The woman smiled. "I'm sure you did."

"Hello there," Steve heard the man say, his voice pitched down to the soft, friendly tone people reserved for animals, and turned to find him crouched beside one of their dogs, one hand buried in the retriever's fur. The dog, predictably, was beside himself with the attention.

The man looked up at Becca with a smile — and from his lower position, with the spring sun angled directly beneath the bench, the situation became immediately apparent to him. His eyes moved upward and then stilled. Widened fractionally. Becca's hands were still pressed firmly into her lap, doing their best, but with the light catching the bare skin of her inner thighs where her panties should have been, there wasn't a great deal of ambiguity about what he was and wasn't looking at.

Becca felt the exact moment he realised. She could feel her heart going in her chest, the heat rising from her collarbone to her hairline, her legs pressing together as hard as she could manage — which had the unfortunate effect of causing her skirt to ride another inch up her waist.

The man held her gaze for just a moment, then glanced across at his wife with a look that communicated everything without a single word.

His wife read it instantly. She didn't appear remotely perturbed. If anything, she seemed quietly interested — the same composed, curious energy she'd brought to the entire encounter. She moved from the back of the bench and came to stand beside her husband, both of them now facing out over the lake, and was quiet for a moment as though genuinely admiring the water.

Then she turned and looked directly at Becca — warm, steady, entirely deliberate — and said to her husband, "Beautiful view from here, isn't it, baby."

The silence that followed was approximately one second long and contained multitudes.

Nobody pretended not to understand.

Becca turned to Steve, looking for rescue, and found absolutely none forthcoming.

He was standing there with a grin that could only be described as unhelpful, his phone hanging at his side, the bulge in the front of his jeans making his position on the matter entirely clear. He was loving every second of this. The traitor.

She felt a flash of genuine irritation — he could at least pretend to be concerned — before the other feelings crashed in behind it, too many of them arriving simultaneously to process in any orderly way. The embarrassment was real, hot and immediate. But underneath it, competing hard for territory, was something else entirely. Two complete strangers were trying to see her pussy. A man and a woman, both apparently very interested in what was — or rather wasn't — beneath her skirt. And her body, entirely without her permission, was responding to that knowledge in a way that made her very glad she'd already removed her panties, because they would have been ruined.

She wanted to close her legs and disappear. She also wanted, with an urgency that surprised her, to open them.

Both impulses were entirely real and completely contradictory, and they sat inside her simultaneously without resolving.

"What's your dog's name?" she heard herself ask, her voice coming out with a slight tremor she hoped wasn't as obvious as it felt.

The man looked up at her, clearly amused, the expression of someone who understood exactly what was happening and had no intention of pretending otherwise. "Max," he said pleasantly, and then looked straight back up her skirt without making the slightest effort to conceal it.

Behind the couple, Steve raised his phone.

He was aware of the jealousy — a small, distant signal, like a warning light on a dashboard he'd decided to ignore. He knew what the correct response to this situation was. He knew what a reasonable man would do. He found he had absolutely no interest in doing it.

His hands weren't entirely steady as he framed the shot — the man crouched at Becca's feet, his gaze directed unambiguously upward, the woman beside him with her own quiet, interested attention aimed in the same direction. The adrenaline moving through him was unlike anything he'd felt in years — sharp and electric and slightly overwhelming.

He took the picture. Then another.

Steve was barely holding it together.

The situation had taken on a dreamlike quality — the kind he'd constructed in his imagination countless times but had never genuinely expected to inhabit in real life. A park bench. A Tuesday afternoon. Two complete strangers kneeling in the grass trying to see his wife's pussy while he stood behind them taking photographs. His cock was straining against his jeans with an insistence that was becoming difficult to think around.

The woman had glanced back at him and caught him with his phone raised. Her eyes dropped briefly to the front of his jeans, and her smile widened into something warmer and more knowing. Then, without a word, she walked over and crouched beside her husband on the grass, settling into the same position, her gaze travelling upward with the same unhurried, unapologetic interest.

Neither of them was pretending anymore. None of them were.

Becca could feel her heart in her ears. The sound of her own breathing seemed impossibly loud in the open air. And yet — underneath the embarrassment and the racing pulse and the overwhelming vulnerability of sitting on a park bench with two strangers kneeling at her feet — was something she couldn't talk herself out of. She was more turned on than she could ever remember being in a public space. The knowledge of what they were trying to see, the knowledge that they wanted to see it, was doing something to her that bypassed every sensible instinct she possessed.

Slowly — so slowly it was almost imperceptible — her hands lifted from her lap.


Exposed

The couple could see the smooth bare skin above her pussy now, the freshly shaved mound just visible, though her thighs remained pressed firmly together, the very last of her hesitation holding there.

She looked up and found Steve's eyes across the short distance between them. He brought his hands together slowly in front of him, then parted them — a small, silent, entirely transparent gesture — his expression somewhere between encouraging and outright pleading.

She couldn't quite believe what he was asking her to do.

Steve — her husband, the man she'd shared a mortgage and a bed and twenty years of ordinary life with — was standing in a public park gesturing at her to open her legs for two complete strangers. The evidence of how much he wanted her to do it was clearly visible from where she was sitting. The absolute bastard.

The thing was — she wanted to do it too. That was the part she couldn't quite get her head around.

She closed her eyes.

The world reduced itself to sensation — the warmth of the sun on her legs, the sound of the water, the sound of her own heartbeat which had become frankly unreasonable. She could feel herself — the slickness of her arousal that had gathered and built and was now running freely down to the back of the bench beneath her — and she understood that her body had already made its decision. The rest of her was just catching up.

She began to part her knees.

Slowly. An inch, then another, each increment feeling enormous, her heart rate climbing with every fraction of movement. She slid herself forward on the bench and reached down to push the skirt up and over her hips entirely, and then she was simply — exposed. Open. Available to be looked at by anyone who cared to look.

She kept going, spreading her knees as wide as they would go, feeling her lips part with the movement, feeling the cool air find her, feeling the specific vulnerability of being completely, utterly on display in the open afternoon.

She opened her eyes.

All three of them were staring at her.

And the feeling that moved through her in that moment wasn't shame — it was power. Pure and warm and completely unexpected, surging up from somewhere she hadn't known existed. She was the centre of this. She was the thing they all wanted. Her husband's jaw was tight with the effort of composure. The stranger's eyes were dark and intent. The woman's gaze was warm and entirely direct.

Becca met the woman's eyes.

And slowly, holding her gaze, she brought her left hand down and used her fingers to open herself fully — her lips parting to reveal everything, her swollen clit exposed to the afternoon sun and three pairs of hungry, unblinking eyes.

She had never felt more powerful in her life.

"God," the woman breathed from her position on the grass, her voice dropping to something barely audible. "That's absolutely stunning."

Her husband said nothing. He didn't need to. The evidence of his reaction was visible through the light material of his shorts — considerable, and becoming more so. Becca found her eyes moving there involuntarily and then caught herself, a private shock of awareness moving through her. She was looking at a stranger's erection. A stranger she had caused. The knowledge of it sent a fresh wave of heat flooding through her.

This is what I do to people, she thought. The realisation was extraordinary.

Steve, standing behind them, was operating on pure adrenaline. His hands had steadied enough to keep shooting — the backs of the couple's heads in the foreground, Becca beyond them on the bench, legs spread, completely open, looking back at all of them with that new expression he was still learning to read. The photos would be remarkable. He already knew that.

But beyond the photographs, beyond the fantasy being lived out in real time in a public park on an ordinary Tuesday, what Steve felt most overwhelmingly in that moment was pride. A deep, uncomplicated, flooding pride in his wife — in her courage, in the woman she was becoming, in the fact that she was here, doing this, giving him something he'd spent twenty years not quite believing he'd ever have.

Any residual doubt he'd carried about whether fantasy could survive contact with reality had evaporated completely.

He wanted to drag her behind the nearest tree and fuck her senseless. That feeling was also very present.

What snapped them all back was a dog barking — sharp and close — followed by the sound of voices carrying across the field. Steve looked up. A group was approaching along the path, maybe two hundred yards out but closing.

Becca's knees came together in an instant, her skirt pulled down in one smooth motion, her posture reorganising itself into something entirely ordinary with a speed that almost made him laugh.

The spell broke. The show was over.

Becca had barely straightened her skirt when the woman was in front of her.

She moved with the same quiet confidence she'd brought to the entire encounter — unhurried, deliberate — and came to stand close enough that Becca had to look up at her. Then she leaned in, and Becca felt the warmth of her breath against her neck as she spoke softly into her ear.

"You were absolutely incredible." A brief pause, intimate and warm. "My husband would very much agree."

Her hands came to rest lightly on Becca's shoulders — just for a moment — and she pressed a kiss to her cheek. Her skin was warm, her perfume subtle and close, and the effect of it on Becca was entirely disproportionate to the gesture. Something moved through her that she felt all the way down.

"I hope we see you again soon," the woman said, pulling back with a smile that suggested she meant it completely, then turned and walked back toward her husband.

"Thank you," Becca managed, her voice coming out quieter and less steady than she'd have liked.

She stood there for a moment, looking at her own hands. They were shaking — a fine, visible tremor from the adrenaline that was still flooding her system, her heart only beginning its slow return to something resembling normal. She had just exposed herself completely to two strangers in a public park. And when that woman had leaned in and put her hands on her shoulders and kissed her cheek, Becca's body had responded in a way that had nothing ambiguous about it whatsoever.

As the couple moved away along the path, Becca found her eyes following the woman — specifically, the way she moved, the easy roll of her hips, the way her leggings followed every curve of what was, objectively, a spectacular ass. As though aware of the attention — and Becca suspected she was entirely aware — the woman glanced back over her shoulder. Found Becca watching. Smiled with the satisfaction of someone whose suspicion had been confirmed, then turned away and kept walking.

Becca watched until they were out of sight.

One day, she thought quietly. One day I'll find out what that feels like.

Perhaps considerably more than that.

As the man stood up, Becca's attention moved from his wife's retreating figure to him — and dropped, almost involuntarily, to the front of his shorts.

She couldn't help it. The evidence was impossible to miss — the material pulled taut, the outline of him unmistakable and frankly extraordinary. Considerably larger than Steve, she registered automatically, with the detached clarity of a thought that arrives before you've had a chance to edit it. Thick, too — the kind of thickness that made her wonder, with a specificity that surprised her, whether she could even get her fingers all the way around it. She doubted it. And then, before she could stop herself, her mind had taken that thought somewhere further — what that would feel like. Whether she could take something that size. Whether it would even fit.

God, I'd love to find out, she thought, and was mildly shocked at herself for thinking it.

All of it moved through her in seconds — the woman's warm breath on her neck, her hands on her shoulders, the deliberate sway of her hips as she'd walked away. This man's body, his size, the heat in his eyes as he'd looked at her. The moisture running down the inside of her thighs was answering a question she hadn't quite finished asking.

She was still working out which had excited her more — the man or the woman — when she realised she genuinely couldn't decide. Both of them had looked at her with undisguised hunger, and her body had responded to both without distinction.

Steve, meanwhile, had been watching all of it.

He'd seen her eyes follow the woman's ass as she walked away. Had watched her gaze drop to the man's shorts and stay there. Had watched, with a complicated mixture of arousal and something considerably less comfortable, as Becca's tongue moved unconsciously across her lower lip while she stared at a stranger's erection.

The jealousy arrived quietly but with weight behind it — a tightness in his chest, an unsteadiness he hadn't anticipated. He'd wanted this. He'd driven this. He'd stood there and gestured at his wife to open her legs for two people they'd never met, and now he was standing six feet away watching her think about another man's cock with an expression he recognised because it was one she usually directed at him.

What had he set in motion?

He breathed through it, steadying himself. The turned-on part of him — which was substantial and impossible to ignore — and the uncertain part were going to have to find a way to coexist, because this was what he'd asked for. This was exactly what he'd asked for.

He just hadn't entirely accounted for what it would feel like to watch it happen in real life, standing in a park on a Tuesday, his wife's panties in his jacket pocket.

Steve waited until the couple and their dog had rounded the bend in the path and disappeared from view, then crossed to the bench and sat down beside her.

"I am so turned on right now," he said, his voice low, "that I am genuinely considering just pulling you down onto the grass."

His hand moved between her legs before he'd finished the sentence, finding the bare skin of her inner thigh and travelling upward. Becca parted her knees just enough — an involuntary concession her body made before her better judgment could intervene — and his fingers slid through her lips and into her with no resistance whatsoever. She was extraordinary — open and soaking, her body having long since abandoned any pretence of composure.

She grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand away, her own breathing not entirely steady. "We are in a park," she said. "In public. Stop."

"You didn't want me to," he said simply.

"That's not the point." But she was laughing despite herself.

Steve withdrew his hand and raised it to his face, breathing in slowly, his eyes closing briefly with an expression of genuine appreciation. "You smell incredible, Bec."

She swatted his hand away from his nose. "You are an actual pervert."

They sat for a moment, the dogs returning from the water's edge to collapse, panting, at their feet.

"Did you enjoy it?" Steve asked. "Being seen like that?"

"Yes," she said, without hesitation this time.

"It turned you on? Them actually seeing you?"

"Yes." She paused. "You're not annoyed with me, are you?"

Steve turned to look at her, genuinely puzzled. "Why would I be annoyed?"

Becca considered how to say it. "Because I just sat on a park bench and showed my pussy to two complete strangers." She met his eyes. "And he had a very obvious hard-on. You saw it."

"Bec." Steve turned to face her properly. "I loved every second of it. I told you people would want to see you — and now you've seen it for yourself." He took her hand. "And for the record, I was hardly suffering — I've had a hard-on since you took your panties off."

"I know, but—" She paused, trying to find the words. "We've talked about all of this. We've fantasized about it. But actually doing it — that's completely different, isn't it."

"Did you like it though?" he pressed. "Be honest."

"Yes," she said quietly. "I liked it."

"Then talk to me. What's the problem?"

She was quiet for a moment, watching the dogs. "I saw you, you know. When I was looking at him." She glanced sideways at Steve. "I saw your face change."

"I'll admit it," he said. "There was a moment. Watching you look at him like that — yeah, it got to me slightly." He paused. "But Bec, I promise you, the overwhelming feeling was how unbelievably turned on I was. Watching them both staring at you like they'd have given anything to touch you." He shook his head. "I've never felt anything like it."

Becca was quiet, processing. "It was the strangest thing," she said eventually, her voice taking on a distant, reflective quality. "When they were all looking at me — I felt completely in control. Like I had all the power. They could see everything, they wanted me, and I was the one deciding what happened." She paused. "I've never felt like that before."

"And the girl?" Steve asked carefully.

Something crossed Becca's face — warm and slightly wondering. "When she leaned in and I felt her breath on my neck—" She stopped. "I wasn't expecting that. How much it affected me."

"Would you actually want to try it?" Steve asked. "With a woman. Really, genuinely, in real life?"

Becca considered it for a long moment, the question sitting between them in the open air.

"If we found the right girl," she said finally. "Then yes. I think I would."

"Would you let me watch?" Steve asked.

"Yes," she said, without much hesitation.

"And join in?"

She smiled at that. "Perhaps."

"Would you go down on her?"

Becca considered it with genuine seriousness, turning it over rather than batting it away. "Yes," she said finally. "I think I'd really love to try that."

Steve shifted on the bench. "Would you sit on her face?"

"I'd sit on her face," Becca said, her voice dropping into something more deliberate, "and suck your cock at the same time."

Steve made a sound that wasn't quite a word.

"I thought you'd like that," she said, laughing.

He took a breath, steadying himself. "Would you let me touch her? While you were—"

"No." The answer came quickly and clearly, without heat but without any uncertainty either. She looked at him directly. "That's different."

Steve opened his mouth.

"I mean it, babe," she said, her tone firm but not unkind. "This would be about me exploring something. Not about you being with another woman." She held his gaze. "That's a line I'm not ready to cross. Not yet. Maybe not ever."

Steve nodded slowly, absorbing the boundary she'd drawn — clean and clear — and finding, when he examined his reaction honestly, that he respected it completely. This was hers. That mattered.

"Okay," he said simply. "I understand."

"What about getting on your knees between her legs," Steve said, his voice dropping lower, "and going down on her while I fucked you from behind?"

The image arrived in his mind fully formed and vivid — Becca's face buried between another woman's thighs, her ass raised, while he drove into her from behind. It had lived in his imagination for years, that specific scenario, filed under things he'd wanted so badly he'd barely let himself think about them directly. The fact that he could say it out loud now — to her, on a park bench, on an ordinary Tuesday — still had the quality of something slightly unreal.

Becca went quiet for a moment, and he could see her actually inhabiting the thought rather than just processing it.

"God, yes," she said finally, her voice different — lower, more private. "You fucking me from behind would push my face right into her." She paused. "I'd love that."

Steve felt his cock twitch insistently against his jeans.

"I'm going to find you someone," he said, and meant it with a conviction that surprised even him. "I promise."

Becca looked at him sideways. "How?"

"I don't entirely know yet," he admitted. His mind was already moving, turning over possibilities, the logistics of something he'd previously only ever considered as pure fantasy beginning to take on real shape. "But I'm going to figure it out."

He thought about the woman in the park — her confidence, the knowing look she'd given Becca, the way she'd whispered in her ear and left her hands on her shoulders a moment longer than necessary. He thought about Becca's face in that moment. The way she'd watched her walk away.

This wasn't an idle fantasy anymore. He could feel the difference — the weight of something that had quietly crossed from imagination into intention.

Steve's brain was working overtime, barely tracking the conversation as it churned through possibilities — discarding some, returning to others, circling back repeatedly to the same idea. He'd seen it mentioned online more than once, had filed it away without entirely admitting to himself why. A sex club. Discreet, member-based, the kind of place where couples went specifically to explore. It kept presenting itself as the most obvious answer, the most likely place where they might find exactly what they were looking for, in an environment where everyone present had already made their intentions clear.

"Come on," Becca said, standing up and brushing off her skirt. "We should head back."

Steve followed, calling the dogs, falling into step behind her as she led the way back across the field toward the car park. The dogs wove between them, still full of energy, entirely unaware of the afternoon their owners had just had.

He slipped his hand into his jacket pocket and felt the small bundle of red fabric still sitting there. She hadn't asked for them back.

She walked to the car without panties on, in a denim skirt that barely covered her, and didn't mention it once.

He loved her enormously.

In the car, before she'd even reached for her seatbelt, Steve's hand had found the hem of her skirt and travelled upward. Becca's knees parted without comment, shifting in the seat to give him easier access, and his fingers found her immediately — soaking, warmer than the afternoon air, her thighs slick with how aroused she'd been for the past hour.

He slid one finger inside her, then two, listening to the unmistakable wet sound of her as he began to move them slowly. She was extraordinary — completely open, dripping, her body still wound tight with everything that had built up and not yet been released.

He withdrew and moved to her clit, pressing in slow circles, feeling the shiver move through her entire body the moment he made contact.

"Steve—" His name came out as barely a breath.

"I know," he said.

As Steve's fingers moved inside her, Becca's mind drifted somewhere new.

She found herself imagining people watching. Not just one couple passing on a path, catching an accidental glimpse — but an audience. A group of strangers, close enough to see everything, eyes fixed on what Steve's hand was doing between her thighs. She'd watched videos like that online — couples in cars, in parks, in semi-public spaces while people gathered to look — and she'd always watched them with a mixture of fascination and bafflement. What kind of person would want that? What kind of person could possibly enjoy being observed like that by a group of strangers?

She understood now. The understanding had arrived this afternoon, somewhere between opening her legs on a park bench and watching a stranger's eyes go dark with wanting her.

The thought of being watched right now, here in the car, was making her wetter than she'd been all afternoon.

"Stop," she said, her voice coming out considerably less authoritative than she'd intended. She wrapped her hand around his wrist and pushed gently. "We're going to get caught. There are families everywhere."

Steve looked at her.

"When we get home," she said firmly, answering the look. "I mean it."

He withdrew his hand with visible reluctance, and Becca straightened herself in the seat, smoothing her skirt down with the composure of someone who had absolutely not just been fingered in a car park.


Exposed Further

The drive home took fifteen minutes — familiar roads, the dogs panting contentedly in the back, the radio saying something neither of them processed. The atmosphere in the car had the particular charged quality of a sentence left unfinished.

The moment they were through the front door, Becca headed for the stairs. Halfway up, she turned and looked down at Steve, who was wrestling with his boots with considerably less patience than the task required.

"Feed the dogs first," she said, smiling down at him.

The look on his face was priceless.

Steve fed the dogs with the focused efficiency of a man who had somewhere considerably more important to be, poured two glasses of wine without really tasting either of them, and headed upstairs.

He pushed open the bedroom door and stopped.

Becca was already on the bed — still fully dressed, her denim skirt bunched up around her waist exactly where it had ridden during the drive home, her knees raised and falling open, her hand already moving between her legs. She looked up at him with a smile that contained absolutely no apology whatsoever.

Steve set the wine glasses down on the dresser and pulled the chair from the corner of the room, repositioning it to face the bed directly before sitting down.

"Don't stop," he said, his eyes moving over her. "Stay exactly like that."

He began to undress without rushing, watching her as he did — the way her fingers moved, the slight flush spreading up her chest, the fact that she hadn't even considered taking her clothes off before starting. The urgency of it. The skirt rucked up around her waist, her bare pussy on full display, her body having simply refused to wait any longer.

"Do you like watching me?" she asked, her middle finger circling her clit in fast, tight movements, her eyes holding his.

"More than you know," he said, settling back into the chair and resting his feet on the edge of the bed. He wrapped his hand around himself slowly, letting her watch him watching her.

Becca's eyes moved there and darkened slightly.

"Did you really enjoy it?" she asked after a moment, her voice shifting — softer, less teasing, something more genuine underneath it. "This afternoon. Watching me flash those people." She kept her fingers moving but her expression had opened up, the insecurity surfacing beneath the confidence. "You honestly weren't upset?"

"Bec—"

"I just need to hear it," she said quietly. "Because I still can't entirely work out why anyone would want to see a middle-aged woman doing that. I know how I felt doing it. But I keep waiting for you to tell me it actually bothered you."

"Bec, I loved every second of it," Steve said, his voice entirely certain. "And I wasn't the only one. You saw what you did to him — that was all you. That was the effect you had on a complete stranger who'd never laid eyes on you before." He paused, stroking himself slowly. "And I guarantee you his wife was just as affected."

Becca's fingers kept moving, her eyes half closed.

"I bet they're home right now," Steve continued, his voice dropping lower. "I bet he's got her bent over and they're both thinking about your pussy while he fucks her. I bet that's exactly what's happening right now."

The thought moved through Becca visibly — a small shiver, her fingers pressing harder.

She sat up, reached down, and pulled her top over her head in one fluid movement, dropping it over the side of the bed. Her breasts fell free — full and round, her nipples already hard and prominent — and she lay back down without ceremony, kicking her skirt off completely before spreading her legs again. She started slowly, fingers circling her clit, then slid two fingers inside herself — then three — fucking herself with a focused, unself-conscious intensity that made Steve's grip on himself tighten involuntarily.

He was completely transfixed. He had always loved watching her touch herself, but this — after the afternoon they'd had, the charge still crackling between them — was something else entirely.

"Would you have wanted them to watch you doing this?" he asked quietly. "Right now. Both of them, sitting where I'm sitting."

"Yes — god, yes—" The words came out broken and entirely unguarded, her hips rolling upward to meet her own fingers, her body chasing what was already gathering fast. "I'd love them to watch me—"

Steve sat in the chair and felt something close to reverence.

The woman on the bed — fingers buried inside herself, hips moving with complete unselfconsciousness, entirely lost in her own pleasure while he watched — was the same woman who, less than a year ago, had quietly denied ever touching herself when he wasn't home. Had deflected the question with a laugh and changed the subject. Had needed the lights low and the duvet pulled up before she could fully let go.

The website had changed something fundamental in her. The photographs, the comments, the afternoon in the park — each thing had quietly dismantled another wall she hadn't known she was still carrying. And what was left, here on their bed on a Tuesday evening, was someone gloriously, unapologetically herself.

"I think you'd love being watched doing exactly this," Steve said softly. "Not just imagining it."

"Yes," she breathed, beyond elaboration.

He watched her for a moment longer, then said, carefully, "What if we turned the webcam on?"

Becca's fingers slowed slightly. She knew exactly what he meant — the chat section of the site, the one they'd visited together a few weeks earlier. They'd spent an entire afternoon on the other side of it, watching rather than being watched. The guys performing for the camera, entirely comfortable in their own exhibitionism. And then the blonde — unhurried and completely in control, playing with herself while the chat filled with requests she mostly chose to fulfill, her dildo moving in long deliberate strokes while she watched the men watching her and urged them toward the edge. The power dynamic of it had been extraordinary to observe.

That evening Steve had taken Becca from behind while she watched the screen, and neither of them had lasted very long.

"We'd be able to see them watching you," Steve said. "In real time. You could talk to them. Let them tell you what they want."

Becca's eyes opened and found his across the room.

"I don't know," Becca said, her fingers slowing but not stopping. "I mean — why would anyone want to watch me specifically?"

But even as she said it, she knew the answer. She'd seen it this afternoon in a stranger's eyes. She'd read it in comment after comment on their profile. She knew, rationally, that the doubt was old habit rather than truth — the reflex of a woman who'd spent forty-three years being considerably harder on herself than the evidence warranted.

What she actually needed, she recognised, was permission. Not from Steve exactly — more from herself, with Steve as witness. Someone to tell her it was okay to want this, to take this next step from photographs into something live and immediate and entirely unscripted.

"Because," Steve said, his hand moving slowly over himself, holding her gaze, "they are going to lose their minds over you. Watching you touch yourself — right now, like this—" He exhaled. "Look what you've done to me, Bec, just sitting here. Every man watching that screen is going to be exactly the same. I guarantee it."

Becca let out a long, unsteady breath. Her fingers pushed deeper, her hips rising to meet them, the decision already made somewhere below the level of conscious thought. The idea of men watching her right now — seeing her face flushed, her fingers buried inside herself, her body completely beyond composure — was almost too much.

"Okay," she said, her voice steadier than she felt. "But just my body at first. Not my face."

Steve was out of the chair before she'd finished the sentence.

He'd bought the webcam weeks ago — a decent one, USB, with a three metre lead and a ring of LED lights built around the lens that gave a clean, flattering light regardless of the room. He'd told himself it was just in case. He'd known, if he was honest, exactly what it was for.

He set it up quickly, positioning it on the bed beside her, angling it carefully upward to frame her chest while keeping her face entirely out of shot. Then he opened the laptop, logged into the site, and navigated to the chat room. He checked the framing one final time before enabling the camera.

They both watched the screen as the feed went live.

Within thirty seconds, three people had joined. Within a minute, eight. Becca watched the number climb with an expression Steve had come to recognise — the particular combination of disbelief and arousal that had become her signature response to discovering, repeatedly, that the world was considerably more interested in her than she'd previously credited.

She brought both hands to her breasts, watching herself on screen as she did it — the slight remove of seeing herself through a camera lending the whole thing a strange, electric quality. She rolled her nipples between her fingers, pulling them gently until they were visibly harder, larger, then began moving one hand down to her clit while the other continued working over her breast.

The laptop pinged.

Steve leaned across. "'Amazing body,'" he read aloud. "'Really hope to see more.'" He looked up at the viewer count. "Bec — there are fifty people watching you right now."

She pressed harder on her clit and said nothing, which was entirely eloquent.

"Shall I move the camera?" Steve asked, already reaching for it.

"If you want," Becca said, in the carefully neutral tone of someone attempting, with complete unsuccessfulness, to pretend they weren't desperate for exactly that.

Steve smiled to himself and reached for the webcam.

"I think your audience has made their feelings pretty clear," Steve said, scrolling through the comments that were arriving faster than he could read them. He clicked on one of the viewer feeds and turned the laptop screen toward Becca — a middle-aged man, naked from the waist down, his hand moving slowly over himself as he watched her. His eyes were fixed on the screen with an intensity that left absolutely no ambiguity about what he thought of what he was seeing.

Becca looked at the screen and felt the heat of it move through her immediately.

Steve repositioned the webcam carefully, setting it between her open legs and adjusting the angle to frame her from the neck down — everything on display, nothing identifying. Then he settled onto the bed beside her and began reading the comments aloud as they arrived.

"'That is a beautiful pussy.'" He scrolled. "'I would love to taste that.'" He paused on that one for a moment, the image it conjured sitting pleasantly in his mind. "'God, she looks so wet.'"

She was. Visibly, unmistakably wet — her fingers moving over her swollen clit in slow circles, occasionally dipping inside herself to gather more of her arousal before returning. The camera was capturing all of it in clean, well-lit detail, and apparently the internet had opinions.

Steve reached over and rolled her nipple gently between his fingers, leaning close to her ear. "Do you like knowing all these strangers are watching your pussy right now?"

"Yes," she said, without hesitation. She kept her eyes on the screen, on the man still stroking himself slowly as he watched her. "Does it bother you that some of them are touching themselves while they watch me?"

"Not even slightly," Steve said, his voice low and entirely sincere. "Knowing that you do that to people — that's everything I ever wanted." He reached down and covered her hand with his, feeling her fingers moving inside herself, before she lifted her hand away and gave him access entirely.

He took over smoothly, two fingers sliding into her without resistance, stirring slowly, feeling the extraordinary warmth and wetness of her close around him. He added a third, feeling her stretch easily around him, her hips lifting to encourage him deeper. The sounds she was making — and the sounds her body was making — filled the quiet of the bedroom as he began to move his fingers more purposefully.

Becca reached for the laptop with her free hand, scrolling through the feeds, and stopped on one — a man, his camera close, his hand moving steadily over himself as he watched the webcam feed of Steve's fingers working in and out of her.

A message appeared beneath his feed.

Do you want to watch me cum?

Becca typed her reply one-handed, without hesitation. Yes.

They both watched the screen together. The man moved closer to his camera, his rhythm quickening, his breath visible in the rise and fall of his chest. Becca's own breathing had changed, coming faster, her lips parted as she watched him build toward it — and then he was there, his whole body tightening before the release came, generous and unmistakable, his stomach rising and falling as the tension left him in waves.

The room was very quiet for a moment.

Becca lay completely still, open-mouthed, her eyes fixed on the screen as he slowed — his hand moving in long, lazy strokes now, unhurried, drawing out the last of it.

A stranger had just cum for her. Because of her. While she watched.

The power of that moved through her like nothing she had words for yet.

Did you like watching that? the message appeared beneath his feed.

Becca reached for the keyboard without hesitation. Oh fuck, yes.

Steve watched her face as she typed it — the flush in her cheeks, the slight smile she wasn't entirely aware of, the way her eyes stayed fixed on the screen with a focused, almost hungry attention. His fingers kept moving inside her throughout, feeling her respond, feeling the specific way her body tightened each time something on the screen caught her attention.

She had stopped pretending she wasn't loving this. That, Steve thought, might have been the most significant development of the entire evening.

He watched her settle deeper into it — the confidence arriving in real time, her body language opening up, the last traces of self-consciousness dissolving — and felt a surge of something warm and uncomplicated. Pride, again. The same feeling that had hit him on the park bench. His wife, discovering herself, right in front of him.

Another message arrived. Steve leaned across and read it aloud. "'I'd love to taste that beautiful pussy.'"

Becca's fingers tightened slightly in the sheets.

"Do you want to reply?" he asked.

"I don't know." She said it in the particular way that meant yes but I don't know how. "What would I even say?"

Steve smiled. "Just say exactly what you're thinking."

Steve withdrew his fingers slowly, and Becca's hand moved back into place without missing a beat — her body having reached a point where it simply wasn't prepared to tolerate interruption.

"Bec." Steve nodded toward the laptop screen. "Look at that."

She followed his gaze. The viewer count had climbed to 141 and was still ticking upward as they watched.

"A hundred and forty-one people," he said quietly. "Watching you right now."

Becca looked at the number for a moment, then spread her legs wider and resumed with both hands — one working her clit in tight, rapid circles, the other pushing fingers inside herself, fucking herself hard and without self-consciousness for an audience of strangers she would never meet. The performance and the pleasure had become indistinguishable from each other.

Steve turned his attention to the comments, reading them aloud in a steady stream between watching her.

"'Your pussy looks absolutely incredible.'" He scrolled. "'I wish it was my cock inside you right now.'" He glanced up, watching her moan softly at that one. "'You are the sexiest thing I've seen on here.'"

He began clicking through the viewer profiles while she worked herself toward the edge. Most were men, middle-aged, watching alone — exactly as expected. But scattered among them were couples, their profile pictures showing two faces, watching together the way Steve and Becca had once sat on the other side of exactly this. And two profiles that appeared to be women watching alone.

"There are women watching you," Steve said, looking up.

Becca's fingers moved faster.

Steve had been scrolling idly through the viewer profiles when one stopped him completely.

"Bec — look at this one."

He turned the laptop toward her. The profile belonged to a man who appeared to be in his early forties — lean, clearly fit, with the kind of physical confidence that came through even in a still photograph. But what had stopped Steve was the profile picture. The man was unashamedly, explicitly displayed — fully erect, at least eight inches, and thick in a way that made Steve glance involuntarily downward at himself with a wry, self-deprecating smile.

"That," Steve said, "makes me feel very average indeed."

Becca had stopped moving entirely for a moment. Then, slowly and completely unconsciously, she ran her tongue across her lower lip.

"Holy fuck," she said quietly.

Steve clicked the live feed icon before he'd entirely decided to, and the man appeared on screen a second later — sitting on the edge of a bed, naked from the waist down, his hand moving in a slow, unhurried stroke along his shaft. His fingers didn't quite meet around the girth of him. The LED light on their webcam caught everything in clear, unforgiving detail.

Becca's fingers resumed moving. Faster than before.

The man leaned toward his screen and typed something. Steve read it aloud.

"'Do you like what you see?'"

Becca moaned — immediate and entirely involuntary — and pushed three fingers into herself in one smooth stroke, her hips rising off the bed.

"Shall I answer him?" Steve asked.

Becca took a breath. "Tell him yes," she whispered. "Tell him I'd love that."

Steve typed it without hesitation, watching her face as he did — the slight colour that rose in her cheeks as she said it out loud, the way she was still watching the man on screen with an attention that left nothing ambiguous.

The reply came back quickly.

"'I'd love to fill that beautiful little pussy with my dick and cum deep inside you.'"

Steve read it aloud slowly, letting each word land, watching Becca's fingers move to her clit as he spoke — pressing hard, circling fast, her breathing audible now and uneven.

He looked at the screen. At the man's hand moving over that extraordinary cock. At the viewer count still climbing. At his wife, legs spread, completely lost in it.

"Would you suck my cock," he said quietly, almost to himself, "while he fucked you with that?"

The words came out somewhere between a question and a prayer.

Becca's eyes found his across the small distance between them, dark and certain. "I'd suck your cock until you came in my mouth," she said, her voice low and entirely serious, "while he filled my pussy at the same time."

Steve's cock twitched so hard it was almost painful.

He reached for the keyboard. He had quite a lot to type.

"He'd fuck you so hard," Steve said, his voice rough, watching her hips lift and fall in an insistent rhythm. "He'd use that big dick on you until you came, then fill you up completely. You'd want that, wouldn't you."

It wasn't really a question anymore.

Becca was beyond answering in any coherent way. The fantasy had taken full hold — that enormous cock stretching her open, driving into her deeply while Steve filled her mouth at the same time, both of them using her completely. The image was so vivid and so consuming that she felt her orgasm arrive without warning, crashing through her in long, shuddering waves, her fingers pressing hard against her clit as her hips bucked upward off the bed.

"Oh god — yes — I'm cumming—"

Steve watched every second of it. His wife of twenty years, cumming hard while thinking about another man's cock inside her — her face transformed, entirely unguarded, more beautiful in that moment than he had words for. The sight of it moved through him like electricity.

His mind was already somewhere else entirely — a chair at the end of this bed, a different perspective. Watching rather than participating. Seeing her taken completely by someone else, used thoroughly and without apology, while he sat there and understood finally what it felt like to watch his deepest fantasy made real.

And afterward — the thought arrived with a heat that made his cock ache almost unbearably — afterward, sliding into her himself. Into the warm, slick evidence of what had just happened. Adding to it.

The wanting of it was overwhelming.

They watched the screen together as the man finally lost control — his cock jerking in his hand, cum spilling over his fingers in thick, generous pulses, his head tipping back with the force of it. Becca stared at the screen, utterly transfixed by the sight of that enormous, flushed head slick with his release.

She wanted to lick it clean. The thought arrived with a clarity that startled her — specific and immediate and entirely serious. She wanted Steve to watch her do it. Wanted to be exactly that for him — the slut wife he'd always fantasised about, taking that cock in her mouth while he watched from across the room.

One day, she thought. One day very soon.

A message appeared on screen. Thanks for the incredible show.

Steve typed back without hesitation. Thank you. I'd love to show you more, but I need to go fuck my wife now — she's been very patient.

He closed the laptop.

In the sudden quiet of the bedroom, he took a moment to absorb what had just happened. His wife had masturbated live online for over a hundred strangers, had come hard while fantasising about another man's cock, and had watched a stranger finish himself off for her with an expression of pure, undisguised hunger on her face. He wanted to give her everything she was clearly ready for — to push further, go further, let her be everything she was becoming. But he also knew the pace of this. One thing at a time.

He set the laptop on the floor and moved between her legs.

The scent of her hit him immediately — warm and sweet and overwhelming — and he lowered his face into her without preamble, running his tongue in one long, slow stroke from her entrance all the way up through her lips to her clit. She was absolutely soaking, her juices coating his lips instantly, and he lapped at her slowly and thoroughly before finding her clit with the tip of his tongue and beginning to move — side to side, then in circles, varying the pressure, feeling her hips rise to meet him.

Becca's hand found the back of his head and pulled him deeper, her hips lifting, her body asking for his tongue inside her — something she had always loved, something he was always happy to give her.

Masturbating online for a group of strangers had been unlike anything Becca had ever experienced.

She'd expected to feel exposed and uncomfortable — had braced for the self-consciousness to overwhelm everything else. Instead, what she'd found on the other side of that threshold was something she had no previous framework for. The power of it. The specific, intoxicating knowledge that all those people — all those men, those couples, those women — had been entirely focused on her. Wanting her. Unable to look away.

She felt slutty. That was the only honest word for it. And the remarkable thing, the thing she was still turning over in her mind even as Steve's tongue moved against her, was that slutty felt extraordinary. Not shameful. Not uncomfortable. Like something that had always been there, waiting patiently beneath the surface of the careful, composed woman she'd presented to the world for forty-three years.

Steve had done this. His patience, his encouragement, his absolute refusal to make her feel judged for any of it — he'd created the conditions for this version of her to emerge. She loved him for it with a depth that surprised her.

And then there had been the man with that cock. The image of him was still vivid — his hand barely reaching around himself, the unhurried confidence of his movements, the way he'd watched her with such focused, undisguised want. She'd lain there imagining him in the room. Steve taking her from behind while that man stood over her, his cock at her lips. The idea of being used by both of them simultaneously had moved through her with a heat she hadn't been able to think around.

The fact that Steve wasn't jealous — genuinely, demonstrably wasn't — still quietly astonished her.

Steve pushed his tongue deep inside her and her train of thought dissolved entirely.

He loved this. The taste of her, the warmth of her, the way her whole body responded when his tongue found the right place. He moved slowly, thoroughly, before pulling back to look up at her.

"Did you enjoy showing off tonight?"

"God, yes," she breathed.

"It turned you on? All those people watching you?"

"More than I expected," she said honestly. "So much more."

Steve moved upward slowly, his tongue trailing a path up her body — circling her clit before moving north, tracing the flat plane of her stomach, dipping into her belly button before continuing upward until he reached her breast. He took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, his teeth closing around it with careful pressure.

Becca arched into him.

"Did you like his cock?" Steve asked against her breast, already knowing, wanting to hear it anyway.

"God, yes," she whispered.

He bit down gently on her nipple as she said it, drawing a sharp moan from her.

"And watching him cum for you." He moved to her other breast, his tongue circling. "Knowing you did that to him."

"I loved it," she said, and there was something quietly wondering in her voice — the tone of someone still processing the reality of what they'd discovered about themselves. "I actually made him cum." She paused. "I can't stop thinking about it."

Steve worked his tongue over her, alternating between her breasts, flicking and sucking, feeling her hands move into his hair.

"You want to feel a cock like that, don't you," he said softly. Not accusatory — just certain. "Stretching your little pussy."

Becca moaned — deep and unguarded — as Steve positioned himself between her thighs and pressed forward, sliding into her in one smooth stroke. The heat of her closed around him immediately, soaking and extraordinary.

"Tell me," he said, beginning to move. "Say it."

"God, yes," Becca breathed into his ear, her lips brushing his neck as he began to move inside her — long, slow strokes, pushing deep, feeling her open around him. "I'd love every inch of that big cock."

She wrapped her legs around his hips, crossing her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper, changing the angle until she felt him exactly where she needed him.

"Would you suck my cock while he fucked you?" Steve asked, his voice low against her hair.

"Yes—" The word came out on a moan as he drove into her. "I'd make you cum in my mouth while he filled my pussy at the same time." Her eyes had gone somewhere distant and warm, inhabiting the fantasy completely. "Both of you at once."

"You'd let him cum inside you?" Steve pressed, feeling her clench around him as he said it.

"I'd want him to," she said, her hands dropping to his ass, pulling him into her harder. "Fill my slutty little pussy completely."

Steve sat up onto his knees, taking hold of her left leg and lifting it to his shoulder, changing the angle, opening her wider. He looked down — watched himself sliding in and out of her, all the way to the base on every stroke, her lips wrapped around him and glistening with her arousal, her juices coating his shaft in a way that caught the light with every movement.

He had always found this particular sight almost unbearably erotic. The visual evidence of her wanting him. Of her body taking him in completely.

He kept watching, and kept moving, and tried to remember to breathe.

Steve drove into her harder, finding a relentless rhythm — pulling back until just the tip remained inside her before slamming forward, burying himself completely, his balls connecting with her ass on every stroke with a sharp, satisfying sound that filled the room.

"Would you let me have sloppy seconds?" he asked, his voice ragged with the effort of holding back. "After he'd cum in you — would you let me fuck you after?"

Becca was quiet for a moment — genuinely considering it, he could tell, rather than just riding the heat of the moment. When her answer came, it was barely above a whisper.

"I'd make you clean it up first," she said. "Like in that video."

Steve's rhythm faltered for just a second as the words landed.

He hadn't expected that. Even now, even after everything they'd shared and said and done, she could still surprise him completely. He felt the words move through him like a current — straight to the base of him, his cock twitching hard inside her.

"Then let's pretend," he managed, his voice rough. "Pretend it was him. That massive cock filling you up while I watched." He thrust deeper. "And now you're making me clean up every drop."

"Yes—" The word dissolved into a long moan, her hips rising to meet him frantically. "Cum in me — I want to feel it — now—"

Steve drove into her twice more, his whole body tightening, the fantasy and the reality colliding into something overwhelming.

"God — Bec — yes—"

He buried himself completely and let go, his orgasm tearing through him in long, shuddering waves, feeling himself pulse deep inside her as she cried out beneath him.

Steve felt everything tighten at once — his whole body contracting before the release came, sudden and overwhelming, his cock jerking deep inside her as he buried his face in her neck and let go completely. He came harder than he'd expected, pulse after pulse, feeling himself fill her as she held him tightly against her, her legs still wrapped around him, keeping him deep.

For a moment neither of them moved.

Then Steve lifted his head, took one breath, and made a decision before his nerve could catch up with his intentions.

He pulled out slowly and moved down the bed, positioning himself between her open thighs. He looked at her — at the evidence of what had just happened, his cum already beginning to seep from her, tracing a slow path downward. The sight of it was rawer and more intimate than any fantasy he'd constructed around it.

"Come on then," Becca said softly, her voice carrying the particular authority she'd discovered recently and worn with increasing ease. "Clean up your slut wife. Just like in that video."

Steve looked up at her from between her thighs.

She looked back down at him — patient, certain, entirely comfortable with what she was asking — and he understood that she had given him every fantasy he'd ever brought to her. Had met him, every single time, further along the path than he'd dared hope.

How could he possibly refuse?

He lowered his head.

Steve leaned forward and was immediately met with the scent of them — his cum mingled with her arousal, warm and intimate and surprisingly not unpleasant. He paused for just a moment, gathering himself, then extended his tongue and made contact for the first time.

The taste arrived before he'd fully processed what he was doing — salty and thick, his own cum mixed with the familiar sweetness of her, a combination that was strange and slightly overwhelming but nowhere near as difficult as he'd anticipated. He ran his tongue slowly up through her lips, gathering what had gathered there, then back down to where his cum was beginning to seep from her in earnest.

He lapped at her slowly, carefully, feeling the slickness of their combined juices coat his tongue, the texture unfamiliar but manageable — the taste of her sweetness cutting through everything else, anchoring him.

"Oh god—" Becca's hips rolled upward, pressing herself against his face. "Yes — that's it — clean me up." Her voice had dropped into something commanding and private. "Clean up your slut wife's pussy."

She closed her eyes, and behind them she was somewhere else — another man's cum dripping out of her while Steve knelt between her thighs on her instruction, doing exactly as he was told. The power of the image made her stomach clench with want.

"That's it," she breathed, her hand pressing gently on the back of his head. "Taste him in me. Clean me up before he fucks me again."

Steve pressed his face deeper into her and lapped faster, cleaning her thoroughly, swallowing what she gave him — and when she was clean he moved to her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue before drawing it into his mouth, sucking steadily, feeling her whole body shudder in response.

Steve looked up the length of her body — past the soft curve of her stomach, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing — and read her face with complete clarity. She was lost in it, further gone than he'd seen her all evening, her expression stripped of everything except pure sensation.

"You like having your slutty little pussy cleaned up, don't you," he said, his lips brushing her clit as he spoke.

"Yes—" The word came out almost as a cry. "Don't stop — suck it all out — every drop—"

He buried his face back into her, his tongue pushing deep, lapping and sucking thoroughly, cleaning her completely while she ground herself against him. He found himself wishing, with a clarity that no longer surprised him, that it was someone else's cum he was tasting. That she'd been thoroughly used before he'd taken his place between her thighs. The submissiveness of the position — her hands in his hair, her hips dictating the pace, her voice telling him exactly what she wanted — was doing something to him he had no framework for yet but intended to explore further.

"Oh god — oh fuck — I'm going to cum—"

Her thighs closed around his head and her hands pulled him in hard, holding him exactly where she needed him as her orgasm broke — her whole body shaking, her pussy grinding against his mouth in long, rolling waves while he worked his tongue steadily against her clit, riding it out with her, not letting up until the shaking slowed and her grip on his hair finally softened.

The room settled into quiet.

Steve rested his cheek against her inner thigh and caught his breath.

Steve pulled back and looked down at her, then leaned forward and kissed her — deeply, his tongue finding hers, letting her taste what lingered there without apology. Becca's arms came up around him immediately, pulling him close, holding him with a warmth that had nothing complicated in it.

When they finally broke apart she was smiling up at him — that particular smile, the one that was entirely his.

"That was the most turned on I've ever been in my life," she said quietly. "Did you enjoy it?"

"Yeah," he said simply. The word didn't come close to covering it, but it was honest.

He rolled onto his back beside her, his body damp with exertion, his heart still finding its way back to something resembling normal. The ceiling was familiar and ordinary above them.

Becca tucked herself against his side, her head finding its place on his shoulder. "Do you still love me?" she asked softly. "After all of that?"

"More than this morning," he said.

"Even when I'm being your slutty wife?"

He laughed quietly, pulling her closer. "Especially then. The dirtier you are, the more I love you. That's just a fact."

She was quiet for a moment, her fingers tracing absent patterns on his chest.

"I like being her," she said finally. "Your slut wife." A pause, smaller and more private. "I didn't know I would. But I really do."

Steve pressed his lips to the top of her head and said nothing. He didn't need to.

Within minutes, her breathing had slowed and deepened against his shoulder, her body finally surrendering to exhaustion. Steve lay in the dark and stared at the ceiling, his mind turning quietly over everything the last few months had brought them — the website, the park, the webcam, the conversations they should have had years ago — and felt something settle in his chest that he recognised as contentment.

They were only just getting started.
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Through The Gap: When Voyeurism Turns to Temptation

We’re just a normal couple, on a normal street, with normal neighbors. And it all started on what should have been a normal weekend BBQ—ribs on the smoker, beers in hand, laughter in the yard.

Except it wasn’t normal at all.

While cleaning the pool earlier that day, I heard a noise next door. When I peeked through the gap in the fence, I didn’t see what I expected. There was Mel—our sweet, PTA-mom neighbor—on her knees, struggling to swallow her husband’s big cock.

That image stuck with me all day. And by the time the BBQ ended, with just the four of us left, things got out of control. A late-night swim turned into something more. My wife Lucy climbing onto the pool’s edge, on all fours, asking me to lick her in front of them—that was the moment everything changed.

I never imagined one glance through that gap in the fence would lead here.

Shared in Public: An Ordinary Couple's Journey Into Swinging and Submission

When Beth and Steve stepped out of the car to greet Beth’s old friend Chloe and her husband Rich, they had no idea just how far things would go.

Sure, if you had told Beth she’d get drunk and give Steve a blowjob while Chloe and Rich watched, she might have believed you. If you said the two girls would be bent over separate loungers, their husbands eagerly taking them from behind, she might have believed that too.

But if you told her that, in just three days, she’d be stripped naked, dripping with another man’s cum, and about to sit on her own husband’s face—she would have laughed in your face.

Then Chloe dropped the hand grenade.

Over drinks that first night, she casually announced how Rich had discovered his love for submission—how much he enjoyed giving up control with her. The sparkle in her eye was impossible to ignore. So was Rich’s massive erection.

And before Beth knew it, her own body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs, the pulse of something forbidden curling deep inside her—it was undeniable.

The seed was planted.

But surely Steve wouldn’t be interested.

Surely Steve wasn’t the submissive type… was he?

Popcorn: They Say Sharing is Caring. Right?

Emma and Katie were just a very normal pair of friends. They had normal jobs and very normal husbands, and like most couples that had been married for over ten years, normal was about as good as it got in the bedroom.

And then, one day, not long ago, they had a bowl of popcorn as they watched a movie together. Just a normal bowl of popcorn from a normal supermarket. But somehow, that popcorn led to where they are today, to somewhere that the word normal can't really be applied to.

Now, as Katie looked up, the sight before her was almost impossible to believe. Her best friend Emma was on her knees with Katie's husband David, holding her curvy hips and pounding away at her from behind as her big pale ass bounced about with each thrust and her long red hair cascaded over her shoulders.

But what was just as hard to believe was the sight of Jack, Emma's husband, as he moved in between Katie's legs, and she felt his cock start to slide into her.

And this all started with that bowl of popcorn!
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