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Taking In The Sight

I leaned against the doorway of our dimly lit bedroom, heart hammering, cock already straining against my jeans as I watched Emma on her knees in the centre of the king-sized bed. Her long dark brown hair was tousled, mascara slightly smudged from earlier exertions, and her perfect peach of an ass was arched high while a tall, dark stranger—someone we'd met only hours ago at the club—gripped her hips and drove into her with slow, deliberate thrusts. She moaned low and filthy, the sound I'd come to crave, pushing back to meet him, her 34D breasts swaying with every impact. "Harder," she gasped, voice thick with command, "make me feel it... show my husband how a real cock stretches me." 




The words hit like electricity—my sweet, once-shy Emma, now openly directing her own pleasure, empowered and unashamed. The stranger obliged, slapping her ass lightly, and she cried out in bliss, glancing over her shoulder at me with that wicked, loving smile that said this is us now.

God, if you'd told me a year ago that this would be our life—my wife taking stranger after stranger while I watched, stroked, and sometimes joined in, her body marked with their cum, her confidence blooming into something fierce and dominant—I'd have laughed in disbelief. Back then she was still my innocent accountant, faithful and predictable, the woman who'd never even considered another man's touch. Yet here she was, liberated, alive, owning every filthy inch of her desires... and somehow, impossibly, still mine.

It all started when I was given a promotion...

I was given the sales manager role at a large pharmaceutical company. I’d been with them since graduating college, grinding through entry-level territory runs and late-night proposals, so when they called me into the conference room and offered the position, the pride hit me like a wave. Finally—recognition. And the salary bump was massive, the kind that made Emma and me sit up straight and actually believe we could start thinking about a real future: better house, maybe kids someday, security.

The only catch—the one thing that soured the champagne—was that we’d have to relocate. From our quiet Chicago suburb, all the way down to the Atlanta metro area in the Southeast. Packing up the life we’d built, saying goodbye to friends we’d known since high school, to family who lived just a short drive away. It felt like ripping out roots we’d spent years growing deep.

Emma took the news better than I expected. She squeezed my hand across the kitchen table that night, her dark brown eyes steady even as I could see the flicker of worry behind them. “We’ll make it work,” she said softly, thumb brushing my knuckles. “This is your shot, babe. And wherever you go, I go.” She’d always been my rock like that—supportive, steady, willing to step into the unknown if it meant we were in it together. But I knew what she was giving up: her steady accounting job at the local firm, the routine she loved, the friends she met for coffee every Saturday. Still, she smiled that brave little smile, the one that always made my chest ache with how much I loved her.

Still, Emma had been my rock through the whole decision, even though the move meant walking away from the accounting job she genuinely loved—the one she'd built from the ground up at that small local firm back home. She never once made me feel guilty for it. Instead, she hugged me tight that night in our old kitchen, her voice soft against my shoulder: "This is your time, babe. We've got this." But I could feel the quiet sacrifice in the way her fingers lingered on my back a second longer than usual, the tiny hitch in her breath she tried to hide.

We'd met in our final year of college, thrown together in the same study group for a brutal corporate finance class. From those first awkward late-night cram sessions in the library, we were inseparable—never more than a few days apart in all the years since. She wasn't just my wife; she was my confidante, my safe harbor, the one person who knew every insecure corner of me and loved me anyway. The love of my life, plain and simple.

Emma never fit the stereotype of the quiet, mousy accountant people picture. At barely five feet tall she looked almost delicate, but there was nothing fragile about her. Her long, wavy dark brown hair cascaded halfway down her back, framing a face that could still stop my heart—those big, expressive dark eyes, the cute pixie nose, the petite mouth that curved into the most mischievous smile when she was up to something. Her body was pure temptation on that slim frame: a firm, peachy ass that swayed with every step, and full 34D breasts that seemed even more generous because of how petite she was everywhere else. She carried herself with an easy confidence that turned heads without her even trying.

She was never the shy, retiring type. Hell, she was the one who asked me out that first time—striding up to me after class with a grin and a teasing, "You gonna keep staring at my notes or actually ask me for coffee sometime?" From day one she had that sassy spark, the kind that could make a room feel electric. She flirted effortlessly, playfully, and she damn well knew the power her curves had over men. She'd catch me watching her get dressed some mornings—slipping into a tight skirt that hugged her hips just right, or a low-cut top that showed a hint of lace—and she'd glance over her shoulder with a wicked little wink: "Like what you see, or should I change into something... sluttier?" It was always said with love, with humor, but there was an undercurrent of awareness—she enjoyed the attention, reveled in it, even if she never acted on it. Not once in all our years together had I doubted her loyalty. She was mine, body and soul, and that quiet certainty had always been one of the foundations of us.

I guess what I love most about her is that unshakeable confidence—the way she carries herself like the room belongs to her, even when it lands her in hot water. She’ll laugh off a guy’s blatant stare or a too-friendly compliment with a playful eye-roll, never quite registering how hungry some of those looks really are. There’s this sweet, almost innocent naivety when it comes to male attention: she’ll chat and tease and flash that dazzling smile, genuinely believing it’s all harmless fun, as if no man would ever seriously cross the line with another man’s wife.

She doesn’t see the way eyes linger on the curve of her hips when she walks away, or how voices drop an octave when she leans in to talk. To her, it’s just people being friendly. To me, watching from across a room or hearing the stories later, it’s a constant low hum of possessiveness mixed with something darker and hotter—pride that she’s mine, fear that one day someone might push past her playful boundaries, and this twisted thrill at the thought that she could be tempted and still come home to me.

In the six years we’d been married, though, I never once doubted her. Not a single late-night text she hid, not a single unexplained evening out, not even a flicker of guilt in those big dark eyes when she looked at me. Emma was loyal to her core—fiercely, unquestioningly mine. Whatever flirtatious spark she carried, she kept it reined in, saved the real heat for us, for the nights when the bedroom door closed and her sassy confidence turned into something raw and needy just for me.

That certainty had always been my anchor. Until the move south, until the new house, until the neighbours… until everything started to shift in ways neither of us could have predicted.

When we moved south, Emma was thirty-two, I was thirty-three, and even though we'd been together since college, neither of us had racked up much mileage with other people. We'd both had our share before we locked in with each other—normal college experiences, nothing crazy.

I'd had one steady girlfriend through most of sophomore and junior year, plus a couple of sloppy, regret-filled one-night stands after we broke up. Emma had dated five or six guys before me. Nothing too serious, just the usual mix of short relationships and hookups that most people have in college. She told me early on, completely open and unashamed, that she’d had a couple of drunken one-night stands—one at a frat party after too many Jell-O shots, another on spring break when she was single and feeling reckless. “I wasn’t a slut or anything,” she’d laughed, cheeks a little pink, “just a normal girl who likes sex and feeling wanted.”

What she was most candid about was that none of those guys had ever made her come from penetration alone. She enjoyed sex, she knew what felt good, but the big, shattering orgasms from a cock inside her? That only started with me. The first time it happened—one sweaty night in my dorm room when I finally learned exactly how to angle and move and listen to her body—she’d clutched my shoulders, eyes wide with shock and pleasure, gasping my name like a prayer. She still gets this soft, adoring look sometimes when we’re locked together, like she’s remembering that I’m the only man who’s ever unlocked that part of her.

That history gave her confidence an extra edge: she knew what she liked, knew how good it could feel, and she wasn’t afraid to ask for it in our bed. But once we were together, she’d never crossed any lines. Six years of marriage, and she had been completely, faithfully mine. The thought of her with anyone else had always been abstract, impossible. Until the new house, the new neighbors, and the slow, intoxicating unraveling that came next.

The sex between us was still good—warm, familiar, the kind most long-married couples would envy if they were being honest. We still wanted each other, still made time for it a few nights a week, still ended up tangled and breathless under the sheets. But if I’m being completely truthful, the fire had settled into a steady, comforting glow rather than the wild blaze it used to be.

Back in those first few years—especially the college days and right after we moved in together—Emma was insatiable when it came to oral. She loved sucking my cock, genuinely loved it, the way some women love chocolate or a long hot bath. It wasn’t just foreplay to her; it was something she craved, something she’d initiate without warning. Twice a week, sometimes more, she’d drop to her knees in the living room, or tug me into the bathroom at a party, or—God, I still get hard thinking about it—lean over the center console while I drove us home from a bar, her dark brown hair spilling across my lap as she took me deep, humming with satisfaction around my shaft. Risky, reckless, and so fucking hot because she was the one pushing for it, eyes sparkling with mischief when she pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Pull over if you want me to finish you properly.”

Swallowing, though? That was always rare, a special treat she only gave when she’d had a few too many drinks and the inhibitions melted away. Even then it felt like a gift, her looking up at me with those big dark eyes as she took every drop of my cum, licking her lips afterward like she’d won a secret game.

And the other stuff… early on I used to pull out and paint her body. I remember so clearly the way my cum would land in thick ropes across the tight, flat six-pack she used to have—those defined little ridges she’d earned from endless crunches and yoga classes. She’d giggle and trace her fingers through it, smearing it over her skin, sometimes rubbing it into her breasts like lotion while she watched my face. Or I’d finish on her perfect ass after she’d ridden me reverse, or across her tits, or—once or twice, when she was feeling especially dirty—on her pretty face while she knelt and smiled up at me like I’d just given her the best present. Those were the nights that left us both wrecked and laughing, sticky and satisfied.

These days? Her stomach is softer now, beautifully curved in a way that makes me want to grab her hips even harder, but the six-pack is long gone, and so is the habit of pulling out to mark her. We don’t do that anymore. Sex has settled into a reliable rhythm that still feels good, still makes us both cum, but it’s… gentler. More predictable.

Usually it starts with me going down on her—because she still loves that, still moans and threads her fingers through my hair when my tongue finds her clit just right. I’ll lick and suck until she’s arching off the mattress, thighs trembling, whispering my name like a plea as she cums hard against my mouth. Then she’ll pull me up, legs wrapping around my waist, and I’ll slide inside her. We’ll fuck in missionary most nights, or her on top grinding slow circles the way she likes, her full breasts bouncing softly against my chest. And almost every time, I cum deep in her pussy—hot, pulsing spurts that make her sigh and clench around me like she’s pulling me in deeper. It’s intimate, it’s loving, it’s us.

But sometimes, lying there afterward with her head on my shoulder, I catch myself remembering the girl who used to beg me to cum on her face in a parked car, or the nights she’d swallow me down with a wicked grin. I miss that edge. And deep down, I wonder if she misses it too.

We moved into a spacious two-story house in a quiet, tree-lined Atlanta suburb—big backyard, mature oaks shading the patio, and only a low wooden fence dividing our yard from the neighbors'. It was the kind of place that felt like a fresh start, but with no familiar faces around, the isolation hit harder than I'd expected. So when the doorbell rang just a couple of days after the moving truck left, and a smiling couple stood there holding a chilled bottle of champagne, it felt like a small mercy.

They introduced themselves as Adam and Leah. Adam was in his early fifties, a retired firefighter with that easy, weathered confidence guys get after years of running into burning buildings. He was a couple of inches shorter than my 5'9", but solid—broad shoulders, trim waist, arms that still looked like they could hoist a ladder without breaking a sweat. His silver-streaked hair was cropped short, and he had the kind of quiet strength that made you feel safe just standing next to him. Fit, not flashy; attractive in that real, lived-in way.

Leah, mid-forties, carried herself with the same effortless athleticism. A little taller than Emma, she had that sun-kissed glow from years of weekend hikes and yoga on the deck. Her dyed blonde hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders, and her body was all generous curves: a large, round ass that shifted enticingly when she moved, and full, heavy breasts that strained against the thin fabric of her loose gypsy-style top. The neckline dipped low, and on that first handshake I couldn't help noticing how the material clung and slipped, offering generous flashes of deep cleavage. She wasn't trying to be provocative—it just happened, the way some women are built and dressed to show it without effort.

We invited them in, popped the champagne, and spent the next half-hour chatting on the living-room couch. They were warm, easy to talk to—Adam with his dry humor about "the good old days of sirens and smoke," Leah teasing him gently while she crossed her legs and the hem of her skirt rode up just enough to show toned thighs. Emma laughed at their stories, leaning forward with that bright, genuine smile of hers, and I caught myself watching how comfortable she already seemed with them.

What struck me most, though, was how fit they both were. Not gym-rat obsessed, just the natural leanness that comes from staying active—hiking, maybe cycling the neighborhood trails on weekends. Adam's forearms flexed when he gestured, veins standing out under tanned skin. Leah moved with a fluid grace, her ass firm and rounded, the kind that jiggled just enough to draw the eye when she turned to refill a glass. Emma, sitting beside me in her simple sundress, looked every bit their equal: petite but strong, her own big, firm ass filling out the seat in a way that made me want to slide my hand under her hip right there. She crossed her legs, the motion sending a subtle wiggle through her curves, and I felt that familiar possessive tug mixed with a quiet pride—she was stunning, and she was mine.

By the time they left, waving from the front porch with promises to "do this again soon," the house already felt a little less empty. I closed the door behind them, turned to Emma, and pulled her close for a quick kiss that lingered longer than intended. She tasted like champagne and possibility.

"Think we'll fit in here?" she asked softly, her dark brown eyes searching mine.

I smiled against her mouth. "With neighbors like that? I think we're going to be just fine."

Little did I know how right—and how wrong—that feeling would turn out to be.

Over the next few months, Adam and Leah became more than just neighbors—they turned into real friends, the kind you actually look forward to seeing. Barbecues in our backyard on warm Georgia evenings, Leah dropping off homemade banana bread when she knew I was away, Adam offering to help with the lawn mower when the heat got brutal. They were easy company: funny, grounded, never pushy. And with my new role sending me on sales trips every couple of weeks—two, sometimes three nights in a hotel room staring at PowerPoint slides—I felt genuinely relieved knowing they were right next door.

Emma never complained about the travel, but I could see the loneliness creep in sometimes: the way she'd linger on the porch after I left, arms wrapped around herself, or text me silly selfies from the couch just to say she missed my snoring. Having Adam and Leah close by eased that knot in my chest. Adam would pop over to check if the sprinklers were working; Leah would drag Emma out for a glass of wine on their deck or a quick walk around the neighborhood. It felt safe. Protective. Like she had people watching out for her when I couldn't be there.

I told myself that was all it was—good neighbors being good neighbors. But looking back, even then there were tiny flickers I chose not to notice: the way Adam's eyes would linger a beat too long when Emma bent to pick up a fallen napkin, or how Leah's teasing laugh would make Emma blush and glance at me with that secret, playful spark she usually saved for our bedroom. Subtle things. Harmless things.

Or so I thought.

It was on my return from one of those trips—another three-day conference in Charlotte, brain fried from endless handshakes and hotel coffee—that everything began to shift in ways I never saw coming.


Just A Normal Day 

I pulled into the driveway late Sunday morning, the engine still ticking as it cooled after the long drive back from the Charlotte sales conference. My back ached from too many hours in the rental car, my mind foggy from bad coffee and endless pitch decks, but the sight of our quiet suburban street already felt like coming home. That’s when I spotted Adam stepping out of our front door, toolbox in one hand, waving with the easy grin of a man who’d just finished a good deed.

He saw my car and raised a hand in that cheerful, neighborly way—nothing forced, just genuine. “Welcome back, Mark!” he called, voice carrying across the lawn. I nodded, managed a tired smile, and watched him head toward the low fence between our yards, his trim frame moving with that retired-firefighter stride: purposeful, unhurried, still carrying the muscle memory of someone who used to carry people out of danger.

I grabbed my overnight bag from the passenger seat and walked around to the backyard gate. The moment I stepped through, the Georgia heat wrapped around me again—humid, thick with the scent of fresh-cut grass and sunscreen. And there she was.

Emma lay stretched out on one of the lounge chairs, pale blue bikini clinging to her like a second skin. Her long dark brown hair fanned out across the cushion, one arm draped lazily over her eyes to block the sun. Her legs—smooth, toned, endless—were slightly parted, the bikini bottoms riding high enough that the thin strip of fabric barely covered anything. The top strained against her full 34D breasts, nipples visibly peaked and pressing against the material, dark shadows under the light fabric. Sweat glistened in the hollow of her throat and along the gentle curve of her stomach. She looked utterly relaxed, utterly fuckable, and completely unaware of how devastating she was in that moment.

She heard the gate latch and lifted her arm, squinting against the brightness. Her face lit up the second she saw me—pure, unguarded joy. “You’re home!” She pushed herself up on her elbows, breasts shifting enticingly, then swung her legs over the side of the chair and stood. In two quick steps she was in my arms, pressing her warm, sun-kissed body against me, lips finding mine in a soft, lingering kiss that tasted faintly of coconut lip balm and lemonade.

God, I’d missed her.

When we finally broke apart, I kept one arm around her waist, thumb brushing the bare skin just above her bikini line. My eyes flicked toward the gate Adam had just left through.

“I just saw Adam heading out,” I said, trying to keep my tone casual.

Emma nodded, smiling like it was the most ordinary thing in the world. “Yeah, he mowed the lawn for us. Said he was doing his anyway and figured he might as well save me the hassle. Sweet, right?”

I raised an eyebrow, glancing down at her barely-there bikini—the way the pale blue fabric had ridden up between her firm ass cheeks, the way her thick nipples were practically begging for attention through the thin top.

“You were dressed like this when he offered?” I asked, voice dropping a little lower than I intended.

She looked down at herself as if just noticing, then back up at me with that sassy little tilt of her head. “Yep. Why? You jealous he got to see me like this while you were gone?”

There was no defensiveness in her tone—just playful challenge, the same teasing edge she used to use when she’d lean over in the car and whisper filthy promises.

I let my gaze roam openly over her body, taking in the sweat-slick skin, the gentle swell of her hips, the way her ass jiggled ever so slightly when she shifted her weight. My cock gave a lazy twitch against my jeans.

“I’m not surprised he jumped at the chance to get a closer look,” I said, voice rougher now. “You look like pure sin in that thing.”

She laughed—bright, delighted—and gave my arm a mock punch, the motion making her breasts bounce. “Don’t be such a prude, babe. Besides…” She leaned in closer, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, lips brushing my ear. “He did suggest I might enjoy sunbathing topless. Said the sun felt better without anything in the way.”

My heart kicked hard. I searched her eyes, trying to read whether she was teasing me or testing the water. Her expression was all mischief, dark brown eyes sparkling, but there was something else there too—a tiny flicker of curiosity, maybe even excitement, quickly masked by that familiar playful grin.

I decided to push back, see how far she’d take the game.

"Well, you know I wouldn’t mind if you sunbathed topless," I said, letting my voice drop low, thumb still tracing slow circles over the bare skin just above her bikini line. "I’m pretty sure Adam would get one hell of a kick out of jerking off later thinking about those perfect tits of yours catching the sun."

Emma’s eyes widened for a split second—surprise, then something hotter flickering behind it—before she laughed, the sound bright and a little breathless. She gave my chest a playful shove, but her palm lingered there, fingers spreading over my shirt like she needed the contact.

"Oh my God, you’re awful," she said, cheeks flushing deeper pink under her tan. "He’s harmless, babe. I mean, he’s old enough to be my dad!"

She said it lightly, almost dismissively, but the words landed differently in my head now. Old enough to be her dad. The image flashed unbidden: Adam, silver-haired and strong, standing over my petite wife while she lay out here half-naked, offering casual compliments that weren’t casual at all. My stomach twisted—jealousy, sure, but laced with something darker, something that made my cock thicken against my zipper even as my pulse kicked up with unease.

"Besides," she continued, turning slightly so her hip pressed against mine, "he comes over a lot when you’re away. Just to make sure I’m okay. Checks the mail, fixes that leaky faucet in the guest bath last week… he’s sweet about it."

Sweet. The word felt wrong in my mouth before I even spoke it. An alarm bell rang somewhere deep in my chest—quiet at first, then louder. I pictured her alone in our house with him: him in the kitchen while she bent to grab something from the fridge, that firm, round ass of hers flexing under whatever tiny skirt she’d thrown on that day. Him watching. Wanting. And her—my confident, flirty, beautiful wife—smiling back, oblivious or maybe not so oblivious.

I swallowed, trying to keep my tone even. "So… what do you two talk about when he’s over?"

Emma shrugged one shoulder, the motion making her breasts jiggle softly in the bikini top. "This and that. Neighborhood gossip, how his daughter’s doing in college, what shows we’re watching. Fashion, sometimes."

"Fashion?" I echoed, one eyebrow lifting despite myself.

She grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction. "Oh yeah. He’s got opinions. Says all these girls in baggy jeans and oversized sweatpants are doing themselves a disservice. ‘A woman should dress tight enough to show she’s a woman,’ he told me once, ‘but loose enough to remind everyone she’s still a lady.’"

I felt heat crawl up my neck. The words were polite on the surface, but they painted a picture I couldn’t unsee: Adam’s eyes on her legs, her hips, the way a skirt hugged her curves. And Emma—sassy, aware of her effect but still playing innocent—standing there in whatever she’d chosen that day, letting the compliment sink in.

"What skirt were you wearing when he said that?" I asked, forcing the question to sound casual, even though my heart was thudding hard enough I was sure she could feel it.

She tilted her head, lips curving into a knowing little smile. "The brown corduroy one. You know the one."

Oh, I knew it.

That skirt was criminal—short enough that she almost never wore it outside the house, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. Bend over even slightly and most of her firm, peachy ass would be on full display, the fabric riding up to reveal the lower curves, maybe even a flash of whatever panties she’d picked (or hadn’t). Every single time she’d worn it for me—dinner dates that never made it to the restaurant, lazy Sunday mornings that turned into frantic fucking on the couch—I’d ended up buried inside her within minutes, hands gripping those hips, growling how fucking perfect she looked, how I couldn’t stand the thought of anyone else seeing her like that.

And now Adam had.

He’d seen her in it. Seen the way it clung to her ass, the way her thighs flexed when she walked, the way the hem teased higher with every step. He’d probably watched her cross her legs on the couch, or bend to set down a coffee cup, and gotten a long, deliberate look at exactly what I’d always claimed as mine.

The jealousy hit sharp and hot, but right behind it came the rush—cock swelling, breath shortening—the twisted thrill of imagining another man lusting after my wife, knowing she was aware of it on some level, maybe even enjoying the attention just a little.

I pulled her closer, one hand sliding down to squeeze that firm ass cheek again, feeling the muscle flex under my palm.

"You wore that for him?" My voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

Emma’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she pressed her body flush against mine, nipples hard points against my chest. "I wear what I want, babe. And yeah… maybe I liked the way he looked at me." She paused, letting the confession hang between us, then added in a softer, almost teasing whisper, "But you’re the one who gets to touch."

The words were meant to reassure, but they only stoked the fire higher. Because for the first time, the line between harmless flirting and something more dangerous felt paper-thin. And part of me—God help me—wanted to see how far it could tear.

However, I let the conversation drop there, the words hanging between us like smoke. I kissed her once more—harder this time, possessive—and headed inside for a shower, letting the hot water pound against my shoulders while my mind replayed every detail: Emma in that tiny brown skirt, Adam’s eyes on her legs, the casual way she’d admitted enjoying his gaze. By the time I stepped out, towel around my waist, the jealousy had twisted into something hotter, something I couldn’t quite name.

Later that evening, after a simple dinner of grilled chicken and salad on the patio, Emma had polished off most of a bottle of pinot grigio. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright and a little glassy, the wine loosening her tongue the way it always did. She curled up on the couch beside me in one of my old T-shirts—nothing underneath, legs tucked under her, the hem riding high enough to show the smooth curve where thigh met ass. The room smelled faintly of garlic, her perfume, and that warm, feminine scent that always drove me crazy after she’d had a drink.

I waited until she was sipping the last of her glass, then leaned back, trying to keep my voice light, conversational, like we were just chatting about the day.

“So… when Adam comes over,” I started, tracing a finger along her bare knee, “where do you two usually sit? Like, when you were in that brown corduroy skirt the other week.”

Emma tilted her head, a slow, tipsy smile spreading across her face. She set the empty glass on the coffee table and shifted closer, one leg sliding over mine so she was half-straddling my thigh.

“I was right here,” she said softly, patting the cushion beside her. “And he was on the sofa.” She nodded toward the opposite end of the sectional, maybe six feet away. “At first.”

My pulse jumped. At first. The phrase landed like a spark on dry grass.

“At first?” I echoed, keeping my tone neutral even as my mind raced. Every time she shifted, crossed or uncrossed those toned legs, Adam would have had a clear view straight up that obscenely short skirt—her thighs parting just enough to flash the thin cotton of her panties stretched tight over her pussy, the outline of her lips visible if the light hit right, the fabric clinging where she was already a little damp from the heat or the attention or both.

Emma bit her lower lip, eyes flicking to mine with a mix of amusement and something bolder, more daring than usual.

“Yeah… then he patted the spot next to him,” she continued, voice dropping to that husky, wine-softened register I loved. “Said he wanted to show me some pictures on his phone. Holiday snaps, he called them. So I went over and sat right beside him. Close enough our thighs were touching.”

The image hit me like a punch: my wife—my confident, flirty, sun-kissed wife—sliding along the couch until her bare leg pressed against an older man’s jeans, skirt riding up even higher as she leaned in to look at his screen. Her breasts brushing his arm, her scent filling the space between them, while he scrolled through photos and stole glances down her top or at the shadowed vee between her thighs.

My cock thickened instantly against my shorts. Jealousy coiled tight in my gut, but right behind it came the rush—hot, shameful, undeniable. I wanted to hear more. Needed to.

I swallowed, fingers tightening on her knee. “Emma…” I said quietly, searching her face. “Have you been deliberately teasing him?”

She held my gaze for a long beat. The playful spark in her dark brown eyes softened into something more vulnerable, more honest. She didn’t look away. Instead, she reached up and cupped my cheek, thumb brushing my lower lip.

She paused, eyes drifting to the empty wine glass in her hand. Her lips parted, then closed again as she lifted it to her mouth and drained the last swallow—slow, deliberate, buying herself those extra seconds. The silence stretched just long enough for my heart to thud once, hard. She could have brushed it off, spun some harmless excuse, but Emma had never been a liar. Not with me. Not about the things that mattered.

She set the glass down with a soft clink and met my eyes again, cheeks still flushed from the wine but her gaze steady now, almost defiant.

“Maybe a little,” she admitted quietly. “I get… restless when you’re gone. Bored out of my mind. And Adam—he notices me. Really notices. It’s flattering. Makes me feel… seen. Alive, even.”

The confession landed soft but heavy, like a stone dropped in still water. My throat tightened. Part of me wanted to pull her close and kiss the words away; another part—the darker, hungrier part—wanted to hear every filthy detail.

“Tell me,” I said, voice low and rough. “Everything. From the start.”

Emma’s lips curved into a small, almost shy smile. She stood, took my hand, and tugged me toward the hallway. “Not here,” she murmured. “Bedroom. I want to feel you while I talk.”

We moved down the hall in silence, her fingers laced through mine, the house quiet except for the faint hum of the AC and our breathing. In the bedroom she flicked on the bedside lamp—soft golden light spilling across the sheets—then turned to face me. Without a word she peeled off my T-shirt she’d been wearing, letting it drop to the floor so she stood naked in front of me, skin still warm from the sun and wine. She climbed onto the bed, propped herself against the headboard with pillows, and patted the space beside her.

I stripped quickly, cock already half-hard from the anticipation, and slid in next to her. She reached over immediately, wrapping her small hand around my shaft, stroking slow and firm as she began.

“I knew he’d been watching me almost from day one,” she said, thumb circling the head, spreading the bead of precum that had already formed. “Every time I hung out the washing on the line, there he was—suddenly in his garden, pretending to trim hedges or check the sprinkler. But his eyes… God, they were glued to my ass whenever I bent over. I could feel them.”

I swallowed hard, hips shifting instinctively into her grip. “And… did you give him more to look at?” My voice came out thicker than I intended.

Her hand tightened just a fraction, stroking down to the base and back up in a long, deliberate pull. “Yes,” she whispered. “I did. The first time I caught him staring, I… lingered. Bent lower than I needed to, arched my back a little. Felt the air on my thighs, knew the skirt was riding up. It made me wet, knowing he was watching. Knowing he wanted me.”

Fuck. My cock throbbed in her palm. She kept the rhythm steady, teasing, not rushing.

“So I started dressing for it,” she continued. “Shorter skirts when I knew you’d be away. The kind that barely cover anything when I move. And then… one afternoon I wore a thong. Just a tiny black one. I bent over to peg out your shirts and I knew—knew—he could see everything. The string disappearing between my cheeks, the way my ass cheeks flexed. I stayed like that longer than necessary, pretending to fuss with a clothespin. When I straightened up and glanced over, he was just standing there, jaw tight, eyes dark. That was the day the visits really started.”

I groaned low, head falling back against the headboard. Her fingers slid lower, cupping my balls gently, rolling them while her thumb kept working the sensitive underside of my shaft.

“You wore a thong… on purpose,” I rasped. “So he could see your bare ass.”

Emma’s breath hitched at my words, but her hand never faltered. She leaned in closer, lips brushing my ear, voice soft and confessional.

“Yes,” she admitted. “I wanted him to see. Wanted him to know exactly what I look like under my clothes. Wanted him hard thinking about it later. It turned me on so much—knowing I was teasing an older man, knowing he couldn’t touch… yet.”

The “yet” hung there like a promise. Or a threat.

My hips bucked into her hand. Jealousy burned hot in my chest, but it only made me harder, made the ache deeper. I turned my head, captured her mouth in a rough kiss, tasting wine and her and the edge of something new between us. When we broke apart, I rested my forehead against hers, breathing hard.

“Keep going,” I said. “Tell me what happened next.”

At first it was just coffee and easy chatter—harmless neighbor stuff. He’d sit at the kitchen table with his mug, legs stretched out, while I moved around wiping counters or rinsing dishes. The conversation flowed like always: neighborhood gossip, what his daughter was up to at college, which new show we were both bingeing. Nothing heavy. Nothing that crossed any real line.

“In a short skirt?” I asked, my voice already rough around the edges, every nerve tuned to the slow slide of her hand on my cock.

Emma’s grin widened, slow and knowing, her dark brown eyes catching the lamplight. “Usually. Very short.” She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumb dragging deliberately over the sensitive ridge under the head. “The kind where the hem barely covers anything when I reach up to a high shelf or bend to grab something from the drawer. I could feel the air on the backs of my thighs… knew exactly what he could see if he looked.”

I groaned low in my throat, hips lifting into her grip. The mental picture was instant and vivid: my wife gliding around our bright kitchen, skirt riding high, firm ass cheeks flexing with every step, the lower curves peeking out every time she stretched or bent. Adam sitting there, pretending to sip coffee, eyes locked on her like a starving man.

“In a thong?” I pressed, already knowing the answer would push me closer to the edge.

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear, voice dropping to that soft, confessional whisper that always undid me. “Not every time. I didn’t want him to think it was a sure thing—kept him guessing, kept the tension alive. But… sometimes. Yes.” Her hand slowed, stroking long and deliberate now, letting me feel every inch of the confession. “Tiny black lace ones. Or the red string bikini kind. The ones that disappear completely between my cheeks. When I bent over to load the dishwasher, I knew the string was visible—knew he could see the smooth skin on either side, the way my ass curved. I’d linger there a second longer than necessary, pretending to rearrange a plate. Felt his stare like fingers on my skin.”

My cock throbbed hard in her palm. I should have been furious—should have felt the hot spike of betrayal at the thought of another man ogling my wife in our own home. But with her completely naked beside me, hand wrapped around my shaft, telling me everything without a single lie or evasion… anger never stood a chance. All I felt was this roaring, helpless arousal—jealousy twisted so tight it hurt, but the hurt only made me harder.

I swallowed, voice thick. “So you’re in our kitchen… showing off your legs, your ass, to him. Flashing him on purpose. He must have made a move eventually.”

Emma’s breath hitched at the directness. She shifted closer, breasts pressing soft and warm against my arm, nipples hard points dragging across my skin as she kept stroking—slow, teasing pulls that kept me right on the brink.

“He did,” she whispered. “One afternoon I was at the sink, rinsing a glass. He came up behind me—quiet, like he’d been waiting for the exact right moment. His hands slid under my top from behind, cupped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they ached. At the same time he pressed forward—let me feel how thick and hard he was against my ass. Ground into me slow, deliberate, like he was testing how far I’d let him go.”

My hips jerked up into her fist. “And you…?”

“I spun around fast,” she said, mimicking the motion with a little twist of her hips against my thigh. “Pushed him back with both hands flat on his chest, wagged my finger right in his face like a schoolteacher scolding a naughty boy. Told him, ‘That’s not how we behave, Adam.’ He froze. Eyes wide for a second—like he couldn’t believe I’d actually stopped him. But he stepped back immediately. No argument, no pressure. Just gave me this slow, almost amused smile… like he understood the boundary I’d just drawn. Like he was perfectly happy to wait until I decided to redraw it.”

She paused, letting the words sink in, her hand never stopping its lazy glide along my length.

“The next time I wore the brown corduroy skirt… it was for him.”

My mouth went dry. “For him?”

Emma nodded, cheeks flushed deeper now—not just from the wine or the heat of the room, but from the memory itself, from saying it all out loud while she jerked me off. “After I’d pushed him away, I felt… a little guilty. Like I’d been too harsh. So I decided to give him something to make up for it. Wore that tiny skirt again. And this time…” She leaned in until her lips were brushing my ear, voice a velvet whisper. “Nothing underneath.”

Nothing.

The word detonated in my skull. No panties. Just bare, smooth pussy under that scandalously short hem. Crossing and uncrossing her legs while he sat across from her, flashing him every time she shifted—pink lips parting, glistening if she was already wet, clit peeking out when she spread just right.

I groaned, head falling back against the headboard. “You teased him like that? Flashed your bare pussy right there in our kitchen?”

She nodded, eyes locked on mine, no shame, only raw honesty and a growing, quiet power in her voice. “I crossed my legs slow. Uncrossed them even slower. Let the skirt ride up until I knew he could see everything. Felt his stare burning between my thighs—hot, hungry, desperate. I didn’t care anymore about pretending it was accidental. It turned me on so much—knowing I was driving an older man crazy, knowing he was hard under the table because of me. My pussy was dripping. I could feel it on the insides of my thighs.”

Then her voice softened, almost tender. “After a while he asked me to come sit beside him again. Said he had something to show me. So I did.”

Her hand tightened around my cock, stroking faster now, matching the frantic beat of my heart.

I was shaking—trembling with the need to hear the rest, to picture every second of my wife slowly rewriting the rules we’d lived by for years. With her permission—her encouragement—I was already lost.

“Tell me what happened next,” I rasped, voice wrecked. “Don’t stop.”

After a while he asked me to come sit beside him again. Said he had something to show me. So I did.

Emma's voice stayed soft, almost dreamy, as she told me this part—her hand never stopping its slow, firm strokes along my cock, fingers slick now with my precum. I could feel her own arousal in the way she shifted against my thigh, the heat radiating from between her legs.

"He opened the photos," she continued, eyes half-lidded, watching my face for every twitch of reaction. "Started with what he called 'holiday snaps.' But the first one that came up… God."

She paused, licking her lips like she was tasting the memory.

"It was Leah walking out of the sea toward the camera. Completely naked. Water running off her in streams, catching the sun. Her breasts were huge—full, heavy, standing out so proud even though they were soaked. Nipples dark and hard from the cold. And her stomach… she had this tight, carved six-pack, the kind I used to dream about having. Then lower…" Emma's breath hitched. "She had a full bush. Thick, dark hair framing her pussy. Natural. Unapologetic. She looked like a fucking goddess stepping out of the water."

I groaned low, hips rocking up into her grip. Emma's eyes flicked down to my cock, then back to my face, a small, knowing smile tugging at her lips.

"I couldn't help it," she whispered. "The words just came out. 'Jesus… Leah’s body is fucking incredible.' I said it right there on the couch. Out loud. I felt my face go hot, but I meant it. She looked so powerful, so… free. It made me feel small and turned on all at once."

Adam had chuckled—low, pleased—and swiped to the next ones. Dunes. Sun. Then him. Naked. Tanned. And by the fourth photo, hard. Thick, veined, curving up toward his stomach, the head shiny in the sunlight.

"In the next one Leah was on her knees in the sand," Emma went on, her hand tightening around me just a little. "Sucking him. Eyes closed, lips stretched around the head like she was worshipping it."

My balls drew up tight. I could picture it too clearly—Leah's full lips, Adam's thick shaft disappearing into her mouth—and worse, I could picture Emma watching those photos, thighs pressed together, getting wetter by the second.

"He put his hand on my thigh then," she said quietly. "Just rested it there, thumb stroking once. Asked what I thought."

She mimicked his voice perfectly—deeper, rougher. "'What do you think?'"

I swallowed hard. "And you said…?"

"I told him they were beautiful. That they both looked so free." Her strokes slowed, teasing now. "But my voice cracked. My nipples were so hard they hurt against my top. I could feel how wet I was getting—really fucking wet—between my legs. Like I was dripping onto the couch."

Adam had swiped back to the close-up of his cock—hard, proud, glistening.

"He asked what I thought of it. Specifically."

Her thumb circled the head of my cock in the same slow rhythm she was describing.

"I stared at the photo. It looked so thick. Heavy. The veins standing out. I licked my lips without thinking and said… 'It’s really nice.' Then—God, I don't know what came over me—I added, 'It looks so thick. I bet it feels incredible inside someone.'"

The words hung between us like smoke. My cock jerked hard in her hand. She smiled—small, wicked, a little proud of herself.

"He asked if it was bigger than yours."

She paused, eyes searching mine, hand still moving.

"I didn’t even think. I just breathed, 'Probably. Maybe. Hard to tell from a photo… but yeah. Probably.'"

I couldn’t hold back anymore—the jealousy, the heat, the way her hand kept pumping my cock in slow, deliberate strokes—it all crashed together until I was shaking. My voice came out hoarse, almost pleading.

“Tell me, babe. What happened next?”

Emma’s fingers paused for just a second, thumb resting over the slick head of my cock, smearing the precum in lazy circles. She bit her lower lip, eyes flicking down to where her hand held me, then back up to my face. There was a flicker there—guilt, maybe, or excitement, or both tangled up so tight she couldn’t tell them apart.

“Umm… so…” She exhaled shakily, like she was still reliving it. “He just… stood up. Right there on the couch next to me. Didn’t say anything at first. Just unzipped and pulled it out. It was already rock-hard, thick and heavy, veins standing out all along the shaft. The head was flushed dark, shiny with a fat drop of precum right at the tip.”

She swallowed, her hand resuming its slow glide along my length—almost absentminded now, like she needed the motion to keep herself steady while she confessed.

“I should’ve pulled away. Should’ve said no, or stood up, or… anything. But I didn’t. I just stared. And then he reached down, took my hand—gently, but firm—and wrapped my fingers around it.”

Her grip on me tightened slightly, mirroring the memory. My own cock jerked hard in her palm, and I couldn’t stop myself—I glanced down. Her small hand looked so delicate around me, fingers able to close fully, thumb and fingertips meeting on the underside. Comfortable. Familiar.

But she kept talking, voice dropping lower.

“It was… so thick, babe. So much thicker than I expected. My fingers didn’t even meet all the way around the shaft. I could feel the heat of it, the pulse, the way it throbbed when I squeezed just a little. That drop of precum slid down over my knuckles. I should’ve let go. I know I should’ve. But… I didn’t.”

She looked at me then—really looked—searching my face for anger, for hurt, for anything that would make her stop. But all she saw was me breathing hard, hips twitching up into her hand, eyes dark with a mix of fury and desperate need.

“I told myself it was just curiosity,” she whispered, almost like she was still trying to convince herself. “That I was just… looking. That it didn’t mean anything. But God, it felt so heavy in my hand. So real. And I could feel how wet I was getting just holding it—like my pussy was answering before my brain even caught up.”

I groaned, low and broken, my own cock swelling impossibly harder in her grip. She noticed—her eyes flicked down again, watching her fingers slide up and down my shaft, then back to my face with a small, almost apologetic smile.

Emma’s voice had gone quieter now, almost hesitant, like she was weighing each word before letting it out. Her hand kept moving on my cock—slow, steady pulls that kept me right on the edge—but her eyes were locked on mine, searching for any sign I was about to snap.

“I know how that sounds,” she whispered. “I know it’s fucked up. But I didn’t pull away. I just… held it. Let my fingers wrap around him. Felt how thick he was, how my hand couldn’t quite close all the way. How the heat of it filled my palm like nothing I’d ever touched before.”

She paused, thumb brushing once over the head of my cock, spreading the slickness there. Then she continued, softer still.

“He looked down at my hand on him—really looked—and I saw this slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. Like he knew exactly what I was thinking. Like he could tell from the way my fingers were stretched, from the little gap between my thumb and fingertips, that he was thicker than you. That my hand fit around you perfectly, but around him… it didn’t. Not even close.”

My stomach clenched. I couldn’t stop myself—I glanced down again at her small hand wrapped around my shaft. Her fingers met easily on the underside, thumb overlapping just a little. Comfortable. Familiar. Mine.

But now all I could see in my head was the opposite: her fingers splayed wide, straining, that tiny gap between them proving how much thicker he was. The image hit like a gut punch—jealousy so sharp it stole my breath, but my cock throbbed harder in her grip, betraying me completely.

She noticed where my eyes had gone. Her hand slowed, almost gentle now, as if she was giving me time to feel the contrast.

“I didn’t say it out loud,” she murmured. “I didn’t have to. He saw it too—the way my hand looked on him, how it didn’t close the same way it does on you. And he liked it. I could tell. The way his cock twitched in my palm when he noticed… God, it made me even wetter.”

She leaned in closer, lips brushing my ear, voice barely above a breath.

“I told myself I was just curious. That it didn’t mean anything. That I was only holding it for a second. But I didn’t let go. I let him feel how tight my fingers were around him. Let him see how much more he filled my hand. And part of me… part of me loved that he knew he was bigger.”

The confession landed heavy between us. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. I wanted to be angry—furious, even—but the truth was uglier: I was rock-hard, leaking steadily over her knuckles, every filthy detail pushing me closer to the edge.

“Did you…” I rasped, voice wrecked. “Did you suck it?”

She shook her head slowly, eyes never leaving mine.

She paused there, her hand still wrapped loosely around my cock, thumb resting just under the sensitive head where I was leaking steadily. Her breathing had quickened, matching mine, and I could see the flush spreading down her neck, across the tops of her breasts. She looked almost… surprised at herself.

“No,” she whispered. “I didn’t suck him. But God, I was so close.”

I swallowed hard. “Tell me.”

Emma’s fingers resumed their slow glide—up, down, slick with my precum now—while she spoke, voice soft but steady, like she was confessing a secret she’d been carrying too long.

“I pulled his foreskin back,” she said. “Gently. Just the tip of my thumb and forefinger. I always told you I didn’t like uncut cocks—that loose skin thing always felt… weird to me. Messy. Unappealing. But with him… I don’t know. Something about the way it looked, so thick and heavy even before I touched it, made me want to see it all. So I slid the skin down slow, watching the head emerge—shiny, flushed dark, that thick ridge popping free like it had been waiting for me.”

She demonstrated on me without thinking—her thumb and finger circling the bare head of my circumcised cock, giving it a gentle tug upward that made me hiss through my teeth at the sudden exposure and sensitivity. My shaft jerked in her palm.

“The moment it was fully bare, a thick pearl of precum welled up right from the slit,” she continued, eyes distant, reliving it. “It just… oozed out, slow and heavy, clinging to the tip like it was too thick to fall. I stared at it. Couldn’t look away. I think… I think if he hadn’t moved right then, I would’ve leaned forward and licked it off. Taken just the head in my mouth to taste him. I was that close.”

My cock pulsed violently in her grip. The image was unbearable—my wife, skirt hiked around her hips, bare pussy dripping, fingers wrapped around another man’s thicker, uncut cock, staring at that glistening drop like she was starving for it. And her—my Emma—making an exception for him when she’d always sworn she hated foreskin.

“But then he moved,” she said, voice dropping even lower. “His hand slid under my skirt—straight up my thigh, no hesitation—and cupped my pussy. His palm pressed right against me, fingers parting my lips, feeling how soaked I was. One fingertip brushed my clit and I gasped so loud it echoed in the room.”

She squeezed me harder on the upstroke, almost punishing. “That was too much. Too fast. I wasn’t ready for him to touch me there—not yet. So I stood up quick, pushed his hand away, smoothed my skirt down like nothing had happened. Told him he had to leave. Right now.”

I was breathing like I’d run a mile. “But you wanted to suck him.”

Emma met my eyes—open, unashamed, a little wild.

“In that moment?” She nodded slowly. “Yes. I really fucking did. I wanted to drop to my knees, take that thick head past my lips, taste that pearl of precum sliding down my tongue. I wanted to know how different he’d feel in my mouth compared to you. How much more I’d have to stretch my jaw.”

The words hit me like a freight train. My balls drew up tight, the pressure building so fast I couldn’t stop it. Her hand sped up instinctively, stroking me with perfect, merciless rhythm.

That was all it took.

I came with a choked, broken groan—harder than I had in months. Thick ropes of cum erupted over her fingers, splattering her wrist, dripping down the back of her hand in hot, messy pulses. It felt endless, humiliating in its violence—my body betraying every twisted emotion, shooting load after load while she watched with wide, fascinated eyes. My hips bucked uncontrollably, cum landing in sticky strands across her forearm, pooling between her fingers, running in slow rivulets toward her elbow. I felt exposed, pathetic, completely owned by the confession and my own helpless arousal.

When the last spurt finally subsided, I was panting, chest heaving, cock still twitching weakly in her grip. Cum coated her hand, glistened on her skin like evidence.

Emma stared at it for a long second—then, without a word, she lifted her hand to her mouth. Her tongue darted out, lapping at the sticky mess on her knuckles, then along the web between thumb and forefinger, gathering every drop she could reach. She didn’t break eye contact once. When she’d cleaned most of it, she lowered her head and took my still-sensitive cock between her lips, sucking gently, tongue swirling to collect the last traces.

She pulled off with a soft pop, licked her lips slowly, tasting me one final time.

Then she looked up at me—eyes dark, pupils blown, a small, almost shy smile curving her mouth.

“This is turning us both on, isn’t it?” she whispered. “Me telling you… you hearing it… me touching you while I do.”

I could only nod, throat too tight to speak.

She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to the corner of my mouth, her breath warm against my skin.

“Then let me keep going,” she murmured. “Because there’s more. And I want you to hear every single detail.”

I didn’t reply in any meaningful way, I just grunted and she continued.

I lay there panting, cock still twitching in the aftermath, cum cooling on Emma’s hand and forearm. The room felt suddenly too quiet, too bright—the post-orgasm clarity hitting like cold water. My chest rose and fell in ragged pulls, and for a split second the haze lifted: I saw her clearly again. My wife. The woman who’d promised forever. The one who’d just confessed—breath by breath—how close she’d come to sucking another man’s cock in our living room. The shame twisted in my gut, sharp and sour, but it didn’t kill the heat. It only made it darker, more confusing.

Emma licked the last trace of my cum from her wrist, slow and deliberate, then looked up at me with those big dark eyes—soft, searching, a little uncertain now that the rush had ebbed.

“This morning,” she said quietly, “showing myself off to him in the garden… that was my way of letting him know I wanted the game to keep going.”

The words landed heavier than before. I felt my softening cock give one last weak twitch against my thigh. Revenge flickered through me—small, petty, but real. She’d had her hand on him. I’d make her feel what that did to me.

I rolled toward her, sliding one hand between her thighs without asking. She was drenched—lips swollen, clit hard under my fingertips. I pushed two fingers inside her easily, curling them up to stroke that spot I knew too well. She gasped, hips jerking toward my hand.

“How far do you want this to go?” I asked, voice low, almost calm. “He’s already had his hands on your tits. On your pussy. And you’ve held his cock. Felt how thick it was. How it didn’t fit your hand the way mine does.”

Emma whimpered, thighs trembling as I pumped my fingers deeper, thumb circling her clit in slow, relentless circles. “I… I suppose that depends on you,” she managed, voice cracking. “I’d never cheat on you. Never. But I love showing off. And I love… God… I love how hard it makes you when I tell you.”

I added a third finger, stretching her, feeling her walls flutter around me. She moaned louder, head tipping back against the pillow.

“Be honest,” I said, leaning in so my lips brushed her ear. “If showing your body to him turns you on, then fine. It’s your body. But only if you tell me every single thing. Every look, every touch, every time he gets hard for you. And listen—he’s a man. He’s going to want more. Do you want to let him touch you again?”

My fingers fucked into her harder now, slick sounds filling the room. She was soaking my hand, thighs shaking.

“I think so,” she panted. “I… suppose. Yes. Fuck—yes. The idea gets me so excited. So fucking wet.”

I curled my fingers deeper, thumb pressing firm on her clit. “Do you want to feel his cock again? Wrap your hand around it? Maybe make him cum all over your fingers… or your tits?”

“Yes!” The word tore out of her, raw and desperate. “Yes, I want that. I want to feel how thick he is again. Want to see him lose control because of me.”

The confession stabbed deeper this time—post-climax clarity making every word cut sharper. She was admitting she wanted another man’s pleasure. Wanted to be the reason he came. My stomach knotted, shame and anger mixing with the dark thrill that kept my spent cock twitching back to half-mast.

I didn’t let up. I pumped my fingers faster, merciless, the wet squelch obscene against her moans.

“And you’ll tell me everything?” I growled, voice rough with conflicting emotions. “Every detail? Even when he’s fucking you with his fingers? When he’s cumming inside you?”

“Yesss—oh God—yes!” she screamed, body arching off the bed. Her pussy clamped down hard around my fingers, pulsing, gushing hot and slick over my hand and wrist. She came violently—thighs clamping shut, hips bucking, a long, broken cry ripping from her throat as she soaked the sheets beneath us.

I kept my fingers buried deep through every shudder, feeling her walls ripple and flutter until she finally collapsed back, gasping, trembling, eyes glassy.

For a long moment we just breathed—her chest rising and falling, my hand still inside her, coated in her release.

Then she turned her head, looked at me with that soft, wrecked smile.

“I love you,” she whispered. “Even when I’m being bad… I love you.”

I pulled my fingers free slowly, watching the way her pussy clung to them, reluctant to let go. I brought them to her lips. She opened without hesitation, sucking them clean—tongue swirling, tasting herself on me.

The shame still lingered. The jealousy still burned.

But so did the hunger.

I leaned down and kissed her—hard, claiming, tasting her and me mixed together on her tongue.


Are You Okay? 

The next morning the bedroom smelled faintly of last night's sex—sweat, cum, her perfume—and the sunlight slanting through the half-open blinds felt too bright, too honest. We lay tangled in the sheets, neither of us rushing to get up. Emma's head rested on my chest, one leg thrown over mine, her fingers idly tracing circles around my nipple. My cock was already stirring again, half-hard against her thigh just from the warmth of her body and the memory of everything she'd confessed.

We didn't speak for a while. Then she lifted her head, dark brown hair mussed and falling across one eye, and looked at me.

"Still okay with all that?" she asked quietly. No teasing now—just real, sober question. Her voice was soft, almost careful.

I swallowed. My heart gave a hard thud. "Yeah," I said, and it came out rougher than I meant. "More than okay."

She searched my face for a second longer, then gave a small nod. "Good. Because… I meant every word last night."

Hearing it again in the daylight—clear-headed, no wine to blame—hit differently. Sharper. My cock thickened fully against her leg, betraying me instantly. She felt it, glanced down, then back up with a slow, knowing smile.

"Talking about it right now is making you hard again," she murmured, sliding her hand down to wrap around me. Her fingers were warm, familiar. She gave one slow stroke. "Hearing me say I want to show off for him… that I want to touch him again… that turns you on even when you're sober."

I groaned low, hips lifting into her grip. "Fuck yes it does."

She kept stroking—lazy, unhurried—watching my face the whole time. "And you're going away again in a couple days. Two nights. I could… see him. Let things go further. If you wanted me to."

The words landed like gasoline on the fire already burning in my gut. Jealousy twisted tight, but so did the need—raw, humiliating, irresistible. I rolled her onto her back, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while the other slid between her thighs. She was already wet, lips swollen and slick from last night and this morning's talk.

"Tell me what you'd do," I rasped, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them up to stroke that spot that made her gasp. "Be specific. No holding back."

Emma arched under me, thighs parting wider. "I'd wear something short again. No panties. Sit on the couch with him… cross my legs slow… let him see how wet I get just from him looking. Maybe spread them a little… let him watch my pussy get shiny for him."

I pumped my fingers harder. Her breath hitched, hips rolling to meet me.

"Would you let him touch you?" I asked, voice thick.

"Yes," she whimpered. "I'd spread my legs wider… guide his hand between them… let him feel how soaked I am. Let his fingers slide inside me while I stroke him. Feel how thick he is again… how my hand still can't close all the way around him."

My cock throbbed painfully against her hip. I released her wrists, shifted up so I was kneeling over her chest. She looked up at me, eyes dark and hungry, and opened her mouth without me asking.

I fed my cock between her lips. She took me eagerly—deeper than usual—tongue swirling around the head, sucking hard. I groaned, one hand tangling in her hair, guiding her rhythm.

"Keep talking," I growled. "Around my cock. Tell me."

She pulled off just enough to speak, voice muffled and wet. "I'd jerk him off while his fingers fucked me… feel him throb in my hand… watch his face when he got close. Maybe… maybe let him cum on my tits. Or my face. Let him mark me while you’re gone."

The image shattered what little control I had left. I thrust deeper into her mouth, hips rocking. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. For the first time in years—maybe ever—I felt her throat relax, felt her take me all the way until her nose pressed against my stomach. She held there, eyes watering, then pulled back slow, sucking hard on the upstroke.

I thought—God help me—I thought she was going to let me cum in her mouth. Actually let me finish down her throat like she used to in the early days, before life got predictable. The idea alone nearly pushed me over.

But right at the edge—when my balls drew up tight and my thighs started to shake—she pulled off completely. Her hand replaced her mouth, stroking fast and firm, slick with her spit.

I came with a choked groan—thick, forceful spurts that arced across her cheek, her lips, her chin. One rope landed on her tongue before she closed her mouth; the rest painted her face in messy white streaks. It felt humiliating in its intensity—me bucking helplessly, grunting like an animal, while she watched with wide, satisfied eyes.

When the last pulse finally faded, I collapsed forward, bracing on my forearms above her. Cum dripped from her chin onto the sheet. She licked her lips slowly, tasting me, then looked up with that same soft, wicked smile.

"You came so hard," she whispered, voice hoarse from my cock. "Just from hearing me talk about him."

I couldn't speak yet. My heart was still hammering, shame and satisfaction warring in my chest.

She reached up, wiped a streak of cum from her cheek with her finger, then sucked it clean.

"Promise you'll tell me everything," I finally managed, voice wrecked. "When I'm gone. Promise."

Emma nodded, pulling me down for a slow, deep kiss—letting me taste myself on her tongue.

"I promise," she murmured against my lips. "Every detail. Every touch. Every time he makes me wet."

She nuzzled my neck, hand sliding down to cup my softening cock possessively.

"And when you get back… I’ll show you exactly what he did to me."

I groaned again—half pain, half need—and held her tighter.

Whatever happened that week, I already knew one thing: I was going to spend every night in that hotel room stroking myself raw, imagining her being bad… and loving every second of it.

I was in my hotel room on the first evening away, the kind of sterile corporate suite that always smelled faintly of carpet cleaner and yesterday's coffee, when my phone pinged on the nightstand.

I grabbed it too fast—heart already kicking up before I even saw the notification. It was a photo from Emma. Just her, lying back on the lounge chair in our backyard, topless, the late-afternoon sun painting her skin gold. Her dark brown hair fanned out across the cushion, one arm draped lazily above her head so her full breasts lifted and spread slightly, nipples dark and peaked from the breeze or the thrill or both. She was smiling straight at the camera—small, secret, knowing—like she’d taken the shot just for me, but also maybe a little for herself.

My cock stiffened instantly against my slacks. I stared at the screen, thumb hovering, pulse loud in my ears. She looked so fucking beautiful—relaxed, confident, utterly aware of how good she looked half-naked in broad daylight.

I hit call before I could think.

She answered on the second ring, voice warm and a little breathless, like she’d been waiting.

“Hey, babe.”

“Hey yourself,” I managed, voice already thick. “That photo…”

She laughed softly—low, teasing. “You like?”

“Jesus, Emma. You’re topless in the garden.”

“Mmm. All afternoon.” I could hear the smile in her voice, the faint rustle of sheets as she shifted on our bed back home. “Sun felt amazing on my skin. No tan lines. Just… freedom.”

I swallowed hard, palming myself through my pants. “Anyone see?”

A pause—just long enough to make my stomach twist.

“Adam was out in his yard most of the day,” she said casually, like she was telling me about the weather. “Mowing, trimming hedges… whatever. But yeah. He definitely saw. Kept glancing over the fence. I caught him staring a few times. Didn’t even try to hide it.”

The jealousy hit sharp and immediate, but so did the rush—hot, shameful, unstoppable. My cock throbbed harder.

“You didn’t cover up?” I asked, voice rougher now.

“No,” she admitted, quieter. “I liked it. Liked knowing he was looking. Liked feeling his eyes on my tits while I pretended not to notice. My nipples got so hard… I swear he could see them from across the yard.”

“Fuck.” I squeezed myself tighter, breathing uneven. “What did he say?”

“I went inside eventually—told him I was too busy to chat today. He looked… disappointed.” She gave a small, wicked laugh. “But I leaned over the fence to say goodbye, let him get one last long look. Told him maybe tomorrow.”

My hand moved on its own—slow strokes through the fabric. “Tomorrow?”

“Yeah.” Her voice dropped, intimate, conspiratorial. “I think I’ll let him come over tomorrow though.”

The words landed like a punch. Simple. Casual. But they carried weight—promise, danger, permission. I pictured it instantly: Adam stepping through our gate, silver hair catching the sun, eyes hungry as Emma greeted him in another tiny bikini… or less. My wife, deliberately inviting him closer after teasing him all day with her bare breasts.

I groaned low, hips rocking into my fist. “You’re killing me.”

“Good,” she whispered. “I want you thinking about it every second you’re gone. Picturing what I might do. What I might let him do.”

“Emma…”

“Touch yourself,” she said suddenly, voice firm. “Right now. While I tell you how wet I got knowing he was watching me.”

I fumbled my zipper down, freeing my cock—already leaking, aching. I stroked slow, matching the rhythm I knew she liked.

“Tell me,” I rasped.

“I could feel his stare like a physical touch,” she murmured. “Every time I shifted, my breasts moved… nipples so sensitive the breeze felt like fingers. I kept imagining what he’d do if he walked over—whether he’d just look, or reach out, or drop to his knees and suck one into his mouth. It made me so fucking wet, babe. I had to go inside and touch myself before I let him see how much it affected me.”

My strokes sped up. The shame was there—sharp, familiar—but drowned under the need. My wife, topless for our older neighbor, getting off on his attention, planning to invite him closer tomorrow.

“I’m close,” I warned, voice strained.

“Cum for me,” she whispered. “Thinking about tomorrow. About what I might show him. What I might let him touch.”

I came hard—grunting, hips jerking, thick ropes spilling over my fist and onto my stomach. The release was intense, almost painful, shame and ecstasy twisting together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

When my breathing slowed, she was still there—soft laugh in her voice.

“Feel better?”

“No,” I admitted, half-laughing, half-groaning. “Worse. And better.”

“Good,” she said simply. “Because tomorrow… I’m going to have fun. And when you get home, I’ll tell you everything. Every single detail.”

I closed my eyes, cock still twitching in my hand.

“I can’t wait,” I whispered.

And God help me—I meant it.

I managed to calm myself down with a few drinks in the hotel bar—cheap bourbon that burned going down but did little to dull the images looping in my head. Every sip only made the pictures sharper: Emma’s bare breasts gleaming in the sun, Adam’s eyes locked on them from across the fence, the slow, deliberate way she’d let him look. By the time I stumbled back to my room, the alcohol had done nothing except heat my blood and leave me restless.

I stripped off my shirt, kicked off my shoes, and fell onto the stiff hotel bed in just my boxers. My cock was already rock-hard again, aching against the fabric. I didn’t even try to fight it. I shoved my boxers down, wrapped my hand around myself, and started stroking—slow at first, then faster, hips lifting off the mattress as the fantasy took over.

I pictured Adam in his yard all day, pretending to rake leaves or check the sprinklers, but really just watching. Watching my wife’s perfect 34D tits sway gently as she shifted on the lounger. Watching her nipples tighten in the breeze, dark and stiff, begging for attention. I imagined how hard he must have been—thick, straining against his shorts, unable to do anything about it while she lay there, topless and teasing, occasionally arching her back just enough to make them lift and settle again.

Would she let him come closer tomorrow? Would she spread her legs a little wider, let him see the damp spot on her bikini bottoms? Would she reach over and stroke that thick cock she’d held the other day—fingers struggling to close around it—until he groaned and spilled all over her hand? Or would she drop to her knees right there in our backyard, take him into her mouth, suck him slow and deep while the sun beat down on her bare back?

My hand flew faster. Precum slicked my palm, the wet sound loud in the quiet room. I pictured her lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing, eyes flicking up at him the same way she sometimes looked at me—playful, wicked, powerful. I imagined the moment he couldn’t hold back, the way his hips would jerk, the way he’d groan her name as he came down her throat or across her tongue or all over her pretty face.

The thought pushed me over.

I came hard—grunting, hips bucking, thick ropes shooting across my stomach and chest. It was messy, desperate, humiliating in its intensity. My whole body shook with it, breath ragged, shame and need twisting together until I couldn’t tell them apart. When the last pulse finally faded, I lay there panting, cum cooling on my skin, heart hammering.

I told myself I’d feel better after. I didn’t.

The next day at work was torture.

I sat through meetings in a daze, cock half-hard under the conference table, mind replaying every detail of that selfie, every word she’d said on the phone. I kept checking my phone under the desk—nothing. No texts. No photos. No updates. Just silence.

By the time I boarded the flight home that evening, I was beside myself—nerves raw, stomach knotted, dick throbbing against my zipper the whole way. Every time I closed my eyes I saw her: topless, teasing, maybe already letting him touch her again. Maybe more. Maybe she’d invited him over while I was gone. Maybe right now she was on her knees in our living room, that thick cock stretching her lips, his hands in her hair.

I barely made it through baggage claim without touching myself in the restroom.

When I finally pulled into the driveway, the house lights were on, warm and welcoming. My hands shook as I turned off the engine. I sat there for a second, breathing hard, trying to steady myself.

Then I got out, grabbed my bag, and walked to the front door—heart slamming so loud I could feel it in my throat—wondering just what my wife had done.


Hunger 

She was tipsy but glowing when I walked through the door—cheeks flushed a soft pink, eyes sparkling with that wine-bright mischief I knew so well. She met me in the hallway with a slow, lingering kiss that tasted of pinot and promise, her body pressing against mine just long enough to let me feel how warm she was, how ready. Dinner was forgotten on the counter—takeout containers still unopened—because the moment we sat down she started brushing her bare foot along my calf under the table, toes tracing lazy circles that made my cock twitch against my zipper.

I tried to ask—casual at first, then less so—but every time I opened my mouth she just smiled wider, shook her head, and murmured, “Not yet, babe. Eat. I want you hungry in a different way when I finally tell you.”

By the time we pushed the plates aside I was aching, hard enough that sitting still hurt. She stood, took my hand, and led me down the hall like she was guiding me to something sacred. In the bedroom she flicked on the bedside lamp—soft amber light spilling across the sheets—and turned to face me.

“Go shower,” she said, voice low and husky from the wine. “Get clean. Naked. Wait for me on the bed.”

I didn’t argue. I stripped in the bathroom, stepped under the hot spray, and let the water pound my shoulders while my mind raced. I didn’t touch myself—not once. I didn’t need to. The anticipation alone kept me rock-hard the entire time: thick, throbbing, bobbing against my stomach with every heartbeat. Every drop that ran down my chest felt like her fingers; every shift under the spray made my cock slap wetly against my thigh, reminding me how desperate I already was. I pictured her in the other room—slipping out of whatever she’d worn all day, maybe trailing her own fingers between her thighs while she waited for me to finish. The thought made me groan against the tile, but I kept my hands braced on the wall. I wanted to save every drop for whatever she had planned.

When I finally stepped out, towel forgotten on the rack, I was dripping and steel-hard. I walked back into the bedroom naked, skin still steaming, cock jutting proudly in front of me. I climbed onto the bed, propped myself against the headboard, and waited—heart slamming so loud I was sure she could hear it from the hallway.

She appeared in the doorway a minute later.

The short black robe clung to her like liquid sin—silk or satin, I couldn’t tell, but it barely reached mid-thigh and gaped open at the front just enough to show the inner curves of her breasts, the shadowed dip between them. Her dark brown hair was loose, slightly tousled, framing her face in soft waves. She looked flushed, lips parted, eyes dark with something between mischief and raw hunger.

She stepped fully into the room, letting the door click shut behind her. Her gaze dropped immediately to my cock—standing rigid, flushed dark, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip. She licked her lips slowly, deliberately.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice thick. “So hard already… and I haven’t even started talking yet.”

She moved closer, stopping at the foot of the bed, hands resting lightly on the mattress so the robe slipped open another inch. One breast threatened to spill free; the nipple was already stiff, pressing against the thin fabric.

“You want to hear everything?” she asked, tilting her head, letting a strand of hair fall across her cheek. “Every single thing I did while you were gone?”

I nodded—couldn’t speak. My cock jerked visibly at the question.

She smiled—slow, wicked, empowered—and climbed onto the bed, crawling toward me on all fours. The robe parted completely now, hanging open so I could see everything: the soft sway of her breasts with each movement, the flat plane of her stomach, the dark triangle between her thighs already glistening.

She settled between my legs, kneeling up so her pussy hovered just above my thigh—close enough I could feel the heat radiating from her. She didn’t touch me yet. She just hovered there, letting me ache, letting me watch her breasts rise and fall with her breathing.

“Then listen close, babe,” she whispered, leaning in until her lips brushed my ear. “Because I’m going to tell you exactly what happened… and exactly how wet it made me.”

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, hands resting on her own thighs, fingers splayed so the robe gaped wider.

“Ready?”

I could only groan—low, desperate, completely hers.

She smiled wider, settled back on her heels, and began.

Adam came over yesterday.

The words landed soft but heavy, like a match dropped on dry grass. Emma stood at the foot of the bed in that short black robe, the silk catching the lamplight and turning her skin golden. Her dark brown hair was still slightly damp from whatever she'd done to prepare for this moment—maybe a quick shower of her own, maybe just the heat of anticipation making her flush. She looked radiant, powerful, and completely in control.

"What did you wear for him?" I asked, voice already rough, cock twitching against my stomach where I lay naked and waiting.

She smiled—slow, teasing, eyes flicking down to where I was painfully hard for her—and ran one finger along the edge of the robe's lapel.

"This," she said, letting the word hang between us like smoke.

"Fucking hell, babe." My breath caught. "I bet he loved that. What did you have underneath?"

Emma didn't answer right away. Instead she reached for the tie at her waist, tugged it loose with deliberate slowness, and let the robe fall open. The silk parted like water, sliding off her shoulders to pool around her elbows. She was completely naked underneath—smooth skin glowing in the low light, full breasts rising with each breath, nipples already dark and tight, the soft curve of her stomach leading down to the neatly trimmed triangle between her thighs.

"This," she repeated, voice husky, smiling wider now as she watched my cock jump at the sight.

"Fuck me," I groaned, hips lifting off the bed without permission. "What happened?"

She crawled up the mattress toward me, robe trailing behind her like a shadow, stopping just out of reach so I could feel the heat coming off her body without touching. Her eyes locked on mine—dark, hungry, triumphant.

"Start stroking your cock," she said softly, "and I'll tell you. Stroke it nice and slow while I talk. I want to watch you get close while you hear every detail."

I wrapped my hand around myself immediately, groaning at the first firm stroke. Precum leaked steadily now, slicking my palm as I obeyed her. She settled back on her heels between my spread legs, close enough that I could smell her arousal—warm, musky, intoxicating—but still not touching me. Just watching, letting the tension build.

"Go on," I rasped, hand moving faster despite her instruction to go slow. "Tell me."

Emma leaned forward slightly, breasts swaying, nipples brushing the air between us.

Emma's voice stayed low and intimate as she continued, her eyes never leaving mine, watching every twitch of my face, every involuntary flex of my hips as I stroked myself slowly under her gaze. She knelt between my legs, close enough that I could feel the heat rolling off her naked body, but still not touching—letting the tension coil tighter with every word.

"He knew I was ready for some fun," she murmured. "I made sure of it. I pegged out the washing in that old white T-shirt—the one that's practically see-through when it's damp—and nothing underneath. No panties at all. Every time I bent over to grab a clothespin, the hem rode up and showed my bare ass… the full curve of my cheeks, the shadowed cleft between them. Sometimes the shirt lifted high enough that he could see the smooth lips of my pussy peeking out, already slick from the thrill of being watched."

I groaned, hand tightening on my cock. The image was vivid—her in our backyard, sun warming her skin, deliberately giving him long, lingering views while she pretended it was just laundry day.

"He must have spent the whole morning staring," she went on, a small, satisfied smile curving her lips. "I could feel his eyes on me the entire time—like a physical touch trailing up my thighs, over my ass. My nipples were so hard against the cotton I could feel every thread. I kept stretching, bending slower than necessary, letting the shirt ride higher each time. By the end I was dripping down my inner thighs and I hadn't even seen him yet."

My strokes quickened despite myself. She noticed—her breath hitched slightly—but she kept the pace of her story steady, teasing.

"Sure enough, right around lunchtime the doorbell rang. I answered in this robe—loosely tied, nothing underneath—and there he was, Adam, looking flushed and hungry, like a man who'd been hard for hours with nowhere to put it."

She paused, letting me picture it: her standing in our doorway, robe gaping just enough to hint at what was beneath, him trying not to stare and failing.

"I told him he'd caught me just getting ready for a shower. He grinned—that easy, silver-fox grin—and made some crap joke about how he'd been busy all morning too and really needed one himself. Said maybe he should join me."

The words hung between us. My cock throbbed in my hand, leaking steadily now.

"I just looked at him for a second," she continued, voice dropping lower. "Then I said 'Okay'—simple as that—and turned to walk upstairs. I didn't look back. I didn't need to. I could feel him following, eyes glued to the sway of my hips under the robe, to the way the silk shifted against my bare ass with every step."

She leaned in a fraction closer, her breasts brushing my thighs now, nipples hard points dragging lightly across my skin.

"When we got to the bathroom I stopped in front of the mirror. I let the robe slip from my shoulders in one slow motion—it pooled at my feet—and I stood there completely naked. Back to him first, letting him take in the long line of my spine, the flare of my hips, the firm roundness of my ass. Then I turned."

Her eyes darkened as she remembered his reaction.

"He sucked in a breath so loud it echoed off the tiles. His gaze raked over me—breasts heavy and full, nipples stiff from the cool air and his stare, stomach soft but toned, pussy already glistening between my thighs. He stepped forward fast, crowding me against the wall. His mouth crashed down on mine—hard, hungry, tasting like coffee and years of want. His hands went straight to my tits, cupping them roughly, thumbs flicking over my nipples until I whimpered into his kiss. He pressed his body against me, the hard ridge of his cock grinding through his jeans right against my bare mound."

I was shaking now, hand flying on my shaft, precum slicking my palm and fingers.

"I let him have that for a few heartbeats," she whispered. "Let him feel how wet I was, how my hips rolled instinctively against him. Then I planted both hands on his chest and pushed."

She demonstrated the motion—hands flat on my chest, pushing gently but firmly—her breasts swaying with the movement.

"He froze. Eyes wide, lips swollen, breathing ragged. For a second he looked almost panicked—like he'd misread everything and ruined it."

I groaned, hips bucking up into my fist.

"I held his gaze," she said, "voice steady despite how badly I was trembling inside. 'I'm a married woman, Adam. I'm not going to fuck you.'"

His face must have fallen—she smiled at the memory.

"But then I added, 'If you're a good boy… if you keep our little secret… we can have some fun after our shower.'"

She paused, letting the words sink in, letting me ache with them.

"It took him a second to process. His eyes searched mine, then widened as it hit him. A slow, relieved grin spread across his face—almost boyish, almost reverent. Before I could say another word he was tearing at his clothes—shirt yanked over his head, jeans and boxers shoved down in one frantic motion. His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, already leaking at the tip—and he kicked everything aside like it offended him."

She leaned in until her lips brushed my ear, voice a velvet whisper.

"I stepped into the shower cubicle, turned on the water, and let the warm spray cascade over me. He followed immediately, crowding in behind me, hands already reaching."

The glass door clicked shut in my mind.

The steam rose around them—around her—thick and intimate, blurring everything except the heat of his body pressed to hers and the pounding of my own heart as I listened.

Emma continued, her voice dropping to that intimate, confessional whisper that made the room feel smaller, hotter. She knelt between my spread legs, close enough that I could feel the radiant warmth coming off her naked body, but she still hadn't laid a finger on me. She didn't need to. The slow, deliberate tease of her story—every word, every pause—was more than enough to keep me rock-hard and leaking, my hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking in slow, deliberate pulls while she watched with dark, hungry eyes.

"The water was perfect," she murmured, holding my gaze, letting me see how much she was enjoying this power. "Warm, not scalding—just enough to make our skin flush pink and the steam rise thick around us, blurring the mirrors. I stepped under the spray first, let it cascade over my shoulders, down my breasts, between my thighs. Adam crowded in right behind me, his chest pressing to my back, his cock hard and thick against the cleft of my ass. He didn't push—just held me there for a long second, letting me feel how heavy he was, how much he wanted me."

I groaned softly, my hand moving faster on my cock despite myself. Precum slicked my palm, making every stroke louder, wetter. She noticed—her breath hitched slightly—but she kept the pace of her story steady, teasing.

"He reached for the body wash," she went on. "Squeezed a generous amount into his palms and started on my shoulders—big, strong hands working the lather in slow, deliberate circles. Then down my arms… over my collarbones… and finally to my breasts. God, babe—he took his time. Cupped them from behind, thumbs circling my nipples until they ached. He rolled them between his fingers, tugged gently, then harder when I gasped and arched back against him. I could feel his cock twitch against my ass every time I moved, every time I pressed back just a little."

Her own breathing had quickened, matching mine. I could see the flush spreading down her neck, the way her thighs pressed together like she was fighting her own arousal.

"He slid one hand lower," she whispered. "Over my stomach… between my legs. Soapy fingers parting my lips, tracing my clit in slow, slippery circles. I moaned—couldn't help it. He pressed two fingers inside me, curling them just right, pumping slow and deep while his thumb kept working my clit. I was so wet the soap made obscene little sounds every time he moved. And all the while his other hand was still on my breast, pinching my nipple in rhythm with his fingers inside me."

My hand flew faster now, the wet sound of my strokes filling the room. My balls drew up tight, the pressure building fast and relentless.

"I turned in his arms," she continued. "Faced him. Took the body wash and poured it over my own hands. Then I reached down and wrapped my fingers around his cock."

She paused, letting the image sink in, watching my face as my hand blurred on my shaft.

"You know how I said I never liked uncut cocks—well I guess it kind of works for handjobs. Sure, the foreskin felt weird, messy, unusual. But as I slid my soapy hand up and down his shaft, gently pulling the skin back until the head was fully exposed—shiny, flushed dark, that thick ridge popping free, I realised it does have some benefits. As soon as I pulled his foreskin back a fat bead of precum welled up immediately. I stared at it, mesmerized. Then I started stroking—slow, firm, twisting my wrist at the top just like I do with you… but he was so much thicker my fingers didn't meet on the underside. I had to stretch them wide just to grip him properly."

Jealousy stabbed sharp and hot, but my hand didn't slow. If anything, it sped up—shame and need twisting into something unbearable.

"I actually enjoyed it," she admitted, voice almost surprised at herself. "The way the skin moved under my palm, the way it felt so velvety and hot when I pulled it back. The head was so sensitive, like way more sensitive than you—he hissed every time my thumb brushed over it. I kept stroking, soaping him up, feeling him throb and swell even thicker in my hand. I loved how heavy he felt… how powerful. I loved knowing I was making him leak like that, making him groan my name under his breath."

My hips bucked up into my fist. I was close—dangerously close—but she wasn't done.

"We rinsed off eventually," she said. "Toweled each other dry—slow, teasing. His hands kept lingering on my ass, between my thighs, tracing the slickness there. Mine kept brushing his cock, feeling it jump every time I touched it. When we were both dry I took his hand and led him to our bedroom."

She paused, eyes darkening as she remembered the moment.

"I lay back on the bed—our bed—legs slightly parted, arms above my head so my breasts lifted for him. He stood at the foot, looking down at me—naked, hard, breathing heavy. He asked if he could eat my pussy. Just asked. Polite. Almost careful."

My strokes slowed, almost stopped. I needed to hear this part clearly.

"I didn’t answer," she whispered, voice trembling with the memory, "I just spread my legs wide. Let him see everything—how swollen and wet I was, how my clit was peeking out, begging. I opened myself for him completely. Fuck, it was actually kind of embarrassing how wet I was!"

The confession hung between us—raw, irreversible.

She leaned in until her lips brushed my ear, voice barely audible.

Emma kept her eyes on mine as she spoke, her voice soft but steady, every word chosen to pull me deeper into the scene she was painting. She stayed kneeling between my legs—close enough that the heat from her body brushed my skin, her full breasts rising and falling with her breathing—but she still didn't touch my cock. She didn't need to. My hand was already wrapped around it, stroking in slow, deliberate pulls, slick with precum, while she watched me with that quiet, knowing smile.

"He didn't waste a second," she whispered. "The moment I spread my legs wide for him, he dropped to his knees at the foot of the bed. Our bed. He gripped my thighs—strong hands, rough from years of work—and pushed them further apart, opening me completely. Then he buried his face between them."

I groaned low, my hand tightening on my shaft. The image hit hard: my wife on her back in our bedroom, legs splayed shamelessly, Adam's silver head dipping down, mouth claiming what I'd always thought was mine alone.

"He really knew what he was doing," she continued, voice trembling just a little with the memory. "No rushing. He started slow—long, flat licks from my entrance all the way up to my clit, tasting me like he'd been starving for it. His tongue circled my clit in lazy spirals, then flicked the tip right over it—fast little strokes that made my hips jerk off the mattress. I could feel his stubble scraping the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, adding this rough edge that made everything sharper, hotter."

My strokes quickened. I could almost hear her moans in my head, the way she'd sound when she got close—breathless little gasps, hips rolling.

"He slid two fingers inside me while he sucked on my clit," she said. "Curled them up, stroking that spot you always find so easily. But he added this little twist—pressing his tongue flat and humming against me at the same time. The vibration… God, babe. I lost it. My hands fisted the sheets, back arching so hard I thought I'd break. I came in under five minutes—hard, shaking, flooding his mouth. I felt myself pulsing around his fingers, gushing over his tongue. He didn't stop—just kept licking, slower now, lapping up every drop like he couldn't get enough."

She paused, licking her lips as if tasting the memory.

"When I finally stopped trembling, he lifted his head. His chin was glistening with my juices—shiny, wet, dripping down onto his chest. He grinned up at me—slow, satisfied, proud—like he'd just won something. Like he'd just proven something to both of us."

My cock throbbed in my hand. I was leaking steadily now, precum running over my knuckles with every stroke.

"I sat up," she went on, "still shaky, still flushed. I patted the bed beside me. 'Sit,' I told him. He obeyed—immediately. Perched on the edge, legs spread, cock standing straight up between them, thick and flushed and still slick from my hand earlier. I slid off the bed and knelt between his thighs on the carpet."

She leaned in a fraction closer, her breath warm against my ear now.

"I wanted a good, long look at it," she whispered. "Up close. No rush. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the base—my hand still couldn't close all the way around him. I pulled his foreskin back slowly, watching the head emerge—shiny, dark, that thick ridge flaring out. Another bead of precum welled up right at the slit. I stared at it for a long moment… mesmerized. The way it looked so full, so ready. The way it throbbed in my grip every time my thumb brushed over it."

I groaned louder, hand moving faster. The contrast burned—my own circumcised cock in my fist, familiar and comfortable, while she described struggling to encircle his thicker, uncut one.

"I actually enjoyed it," she admitted again, softer this time, almost confessional. "Giving him a handjob like that. Feeling the skin slide under my palm, the way it bunched and stretched. The heat of him, the weight. The way he hissed and his hips jerked every time I twisted my wrist just right. I loved knowing I was making him leak… making him desperate. I kept stroking—slow, firm, watching his face the whole time. Watching how his eyes fluttered shut, how his jaw clenched, how his breathing turned ragged."

My balls drew up tight. I was right on the edge, stroking frantically now.

"Then what?" I rasped, voice wrecked.

Emma smiled—slow, wicked, completely in control.

Emma kept her gaze locked on mine as she spoke, her voice low and husky, every word laced with a mix of confession and quiet pride. She knelt between my legs, thighs slightly parted, her own hand now moving between them—fingers circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes—while she watched me stroke myself in time with her story. The room was thick with heat, the scent of her arousal mingling with mine, the only sounds our ragged breathing and the wet rhythm of our hands.

"I wanted to suck it," she whispered, eyes dark and glassy. "God, I wanted to so badly. But it felt… huge. Not just physically—though it was—but emotionally. I haven't had another man's cock in my mouth in over ten years. Not since before we met. Yours has been the only one for so long… the only taste, the only feel. So when I knelt there, staring at his, it hit me all at once how big a step this was."

She paused, fingers dipping lower, sliding inside herself with a soft, slick sound. Her hips rocked forward just a fraction, chasing her own pleasure while she relived his.

"I was fascinated," she admitted. "I couldn't look away. It was so thick—thicker than yours, heavier in my hand. The veins stood out like ropes under the skin, pulsing every time I stroked. And he was completely shaved—smooth, no hair at all, not even on his balls. They hung low, full, tight against his body. It looked so… different from yours. Alien, almost. Raw. The head was flushed dark, glossy with that steady leak of precum. I could see every ridge, every detail up close. It made my mouth water even as my stomach flipped with nerves."

My hand moved faster on my cock—slick, desperate—precum running over my knuckles. I was close already, balls tight, the base of my spine tingling. Hearing her describe another man's cock in such intimate detail—comparing it directly to mine—sent a fresh wave of jealousy crashing through me, but it only made me harder, only made the ache deeper.

"I almost chickened out," she continued, voice trembling now as her fingers worked faster between her legs. "Right there on my knees, staring at it, I felt this sudden panic. What if I couldn't do it? What if I disappointed him? What if… what if I liked it too much? But something inside me wouldn't let me stop. Call it an inner slut, call it curiosity, call it the wine or the heat of the moment—whatever it was, it pushed me forward. I took one deep breath… then another… and leaned in."

She moaned softly—half memory, half present pleasure—her fingers plunging deeper.

"I opened my mouth and took the head past my lips. Just the head at first. It stretched my jaw wider than I'm used to—thick, hot, salty. That first taste of his precum hit my tongue—bitter, musky, different from you—and I hummed around him without thinking. He groaned so deep it vibrated through me. I swirled my tongue over the ridge, under the head, feeling every vein, every pulse. Then I sank lower—slow—taking more of him inch by inch until my lips met my fingers still wrapped around the base. I couldn't get him all the way in—not even close—but God, the weight of him on my tongue… the way he filled my mouth… it made my pussy clench so hard I almost came right then."

My strokes were frantic now, hand slick and blurring. I could feel the orgasm building—coiling tight in my balls, ready to snap.

Emma's breathing hitched, her fingers moving faster between her thighs, her free hand gripping the sheet beside her.

"I started bobbing—slow at first, then deeper, letting my saliva coat him, making him slick. He tasted… different. Stronger. More masculine somehow. I loved the way his hips jerked when I sucked harder, the way his balls tightened when I cupped them. I loved knowing I was doing this to him—making him lose control—while you were away, thinking of me."

She was losing the thread—voice cracking, hips rocking against her hand, eyes fluttering.

Emma kept her eyes on mine as she spoke, her voice low and husky, every word chosen to pull me deeper into the scene she was painting. She knelt between my legs—close enough that the heat from her body brushed my skin, her full breasts rising and falling with her breathing—but she still hadn't touched my cock. She didn't need to. My hand was already wrapped around it, stroking in slow, deliberate pulls, slick with precum, while she watched with dark, hungry eyes.

"As I sucked his cock," she whispered, "I was getting so turned on it was crazy. I was moaning around him like I was the one being fucked—deep, needy little sounds I couldn't hold back. Jesus, it was almost embarrassing how loud I got, how desperate I sounded with my mouth full of him. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, clit throbbing every time I took him deeper. I could feel myself clenching around nothing, aching for something—anything—to fill me."

She paused, licking her lips as if she could still taste him.

"Then something shifted in him. Like a switch flipped. One second he was gentle—hands in my hair, guiding but not forcing. The next… he changed. His grip tightened, fingers tangling hard in my roots. He started thrusting shallowly into my mouth—slow at first, then deeper—using me. And the words… God, the words started pouring out of him."

Her breathing hitched, a flush creeping down her chest.

"He called me a cocksucker. A dirty little slut. Told me he'd known all along I'd been gagging to wrap my lips around his thick cock, that I'd been teasing him for weeks just waiting to get on my knees like this. He said I was a greedy married whore who loved having her mouth used by an older man while her husband was away."

My hand stuttered on my cock—shock and heat crashing through me at once. Emma had always hated those kinds of names. In our early days, if I ever tried anything rough like "slut" or "dirty girl" in bed, she'd tense, push back, tell me it felt degrading. She'd laugh it off, but I could see it stung. So I stopped. Completely.

But now…

"I loved it," she confessed, voice trembling with the admission. "I mean… I really fucking loved it. Every filthy name hit me like a spark straight to my clit. 'Cocksucker' made me moan louder around him. 'Dirty slut' had me grinding my hips against nothing, desperate for friction. When he called me his greedy little whore… I swear I almost came right there on my knees, just from his voice and the way he was fucking my mouth. I'd never realized how much I could crave that—being degraded, owned, reduced to something filthy and needy. But with him… it unlocked something. This inner submissive I'd buried so deep I didn't even know it was there."

Her fingers were moving between her own thighs now—slow circles over her clit, mirroring the rhythm of my strokes. She was losing the thread, voice cracking as she got closer.

"He held my head tighter," she gasped. "Told me to take it all, to be a good little cocksucker and swallow every inch. Said he'd known from the first time he saw me in that short skirt that I was born to be on my knees for a real man. And I… I just melted. I let him use my throat, gagging a little when he pushed too deep, tears running down my cheeks—but I didn't pull away. I wanted more. I wanted him to keep calling me those awful names. I wanted to be his dirty slut, his greedy whore, his…"

She broke off with a soft whimper, hips rocking against her hand.

My own arousal was building fast—balls tight, cock pulsing in my fist—but I fought the edge, slowing my strokes, desperate to hear the rest before I lost it.

"What did he say next?" I rasped, voice wrecked. "When he was close?"

Emma's eyes fluttered, fingers plunging deeper inside herself.

"He told me… he was going to cum in my mouth. Fill it up so I'd have to swallow every drop. Said he wanted me to taste him all afternoon while you were away thinking about me being a good girl."

The confession hit like a punch—sharp, intimate, impossible to ignore. She'd let me cum in her mouth a handful of times in the early years—drunken nights, birthday surprises, moments when the mood was right—but she'd always pulled away at the last second or made it clear it wasn't something she loved. Over the years it had faded completely. She'd never offered it again. Until now. Until him.

Jealousy knotted hard in my gut, but my cock throbbed harder in my hand anyway, leaking steadily over my knuckles.

She leaned in until her lips brushed my ear, voice barely audible.

"And I did," she whispered. "When he came—thick, hot pulses—I kept him in my mouth. Let it flood my tongue, coat the back of my throat. It was still gross—salty, thick, overwhelming—like I remembered. But the idea of it… the idea of being used like that, just for his pleasure, just to be his good little cocksucker… it turned me on so much I literally touched my clit once and came again right there on my knees, just from the one rub and the feel of him spilling down my throat and the way he groaned my name like I'd given him everything."

My hand faltered—close, so close—but I held back, breath ragged, needing to feel the full weight of her words.

She pulled back slightly, fingers still working between her thighs, watching me stroke myself with that same quiet power.

"Something I've not done for you in years," she said softly, almost gently. "God how long has it been? Five years? Not since I got wasted at Laura and Chris’s wedding, remember that babe? But with him… I swallowed every drop. Willingly. Greedily. Because being used like that—being his filthy little cumslut—felt so right in the moment."

The reminder landed like a quiet blade—sharp, deliberate, impossible to ignore. She'd given him what she'd withheld from me for so long.

I groaned low, hand moving again despite the ache in my chest.

Emma smiled—small, wicked, completely in control.

"Now you know," she murmured. "Now you know what I gave him… and what I've kept from you."

She leaned back slightly, fingers still working between her thighs, watching me stroke myself with that same quiet power.

"Keep going," she whispered. "Stroke yourself while I tell you what happened next… and how much I loved being his good little cocksucker."

“Wait… what happened next?” I asked, voice rough with apprehension, my hand still wrapped around my cock, stroking slower now as if bracing for the blow I knew was coming.

Emma’s fingers were still buried between her thighs, but she eased them out slowly, letting me see how slick they were, how her pussy glistened in the low light. She licked her lips—still tasting me from earlier—then reached for her phone on the nightstand without breaking eye contact.

“Well,” she said softly, thumbing the screen awake, “before he passed me a towel… he grabbed his phone.”

She turned it toward me so I could see.

“He took pictures. Right there on my knees—naked, chest heaving, face and tits streaked with his cum. Thick white ropes across my cheeks, dripping from my chin, pooling between my breasts. Some of it had run down my stomach, clinging to my skin like it belonged there. I didn’t stop him. I just knelt there, still catching my breath, letting him capture what he’d done to me—every messy, degrading detail.”

My stomach twisted hard—jealousy flaring hot and bitter—but my cock gave a violent throb in my hand, betraying me completely.

“As I finally stood up to clean myself,” she continued, voice steady despite the flush on her cheeks, “he promised to send me the photos. Said he wanted me to look at them later… remember how I’d looked with his cum all over my face. Then he asked when you were coming home. When I told him you’d be gone another full day… he asked if he could come around again tomorrow. I looked at him—still hard, still flushed—and I said yes. Just like that. ‘Yes, you can come back.’”

The casual permission in her voice hit like a slap. My wife—my Emma—inviting another man back to our house while I was away, after letting him finish on her tits and photographing the aftermath.

“Show me the picture,” I demanded, voice thick, almost angry.

She stopped touching herself—fingers slipping free with a soft, wet sound—and unlocked the phone with her thumb. She turned the screen toward me.

Her home screen loaded. And there it was—her screensaver now.

Emma, naked on her knees in our living room, hair mussed, lips swollen, face and chest painted with thick ropes of another man’s cum. Her eyes were half-lidded, cheeks flushed, a small, satisfied smile on her cum-glazed lips. She looked… beautiful. Ruined. Owned.

My cock jerked violently in my hand. I stared at the image—couldn’t look away—while fresh jealousy burned through me, hot and bitter.

“On your knees, bitch,” I growled, the word slipping out harsher than I’d intended.

Emma’s eyes widened for a split second—surprise, then something darker, hungrier. Without a word she slid off the bed and dropped to her knees in front of me, robe falling open completely, exposing every inch of her flushed, aroused body.

She looked up at me—eyes wide and submissive, lips parted—waiting.

I stood, cock throbbing inches from her face, still slick from my own hand.

“Open,” I ordered.

She grinned like a naughty schoolgirl and sank to her knees in front of me without hesitation, robe slipping off her shoulders to puddle around her like dark water. The sight of her there—thighs parted, breasts flushed and heavy, face already streaked with the remnants of my earlier release—sent a possessive surge through me that made my spent cock twitch back to life.

“Finger your cunt,” I ordered, voice low and gravel-rough. “Show me how wet this makes you while I stare at what he left on you.”

Emma’s eyes sparkled with dark delight. She spread her knees wider on the carpet, one hand sliding down between her thighs. Two fingers disappeared inside her with a wet, audible glide, her thumb finding her clit and circling in slow, deliberate loops. Her breath hitched immediately—soft, needy—and she tilted her head back slightly, offering her face to me like an invitation.

I stood over her, cock in hand again, stroking firmly while my eyes flicked between her upturned face and the glowing phone screen beside us. The image stared back: Emma on her knees in our living room, naked, tits and cheeks glazed with thick ropes of Adam’s cum, that small, satisfied smile on her lips. She looked utterly claimed. Utterly beautiful. And the knowledge that she’d let him finish in her mouth—something she hadn’t allowed me in years—twisted the knife deeper.

My hand moved faster, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Emma moaned beneath me—low, broken—her fingers plunging deeper, thumb working her clit in frantic circles now. Her breasts swayed with every breath, nipples tight and dark, still faintly sticky from earlier.

“Look at the picture,” I growled. “Look at yourself covered in his cum.”

She did. Her eyes flicked to the phone, then back to me, pupils blown wide with lust.

“He wanted to cum in my mouth so badly,” she breathed, voice trembling. “I could feel him swelling on my tongue, ready to explode. He begged—actually begged—with his hips jerking, his hands fisting my hair. ‘Swallow it, slut. Take it all down your throat.’”

My balls drew up tight. I was right there—teetering.

“But I pulled off,” she continued, breath hitching as her fingers fucked into her harder. “Right at the last second. I wrapped my hand around him—stroked fast—and let him cum all over my tits instead. Thick, hot ropes splashing across my chest, dripping down my nipples, running between my breasts. He groaned like he was in pain—frustrated, desperate, so close to filling my mouth but denied at the very last moment. I rubbed it into my skin while he watched… let him see how much I loved controlling it. Loved frustrating him.”

The words—her deliberate denial of him—pushed me over.

I came with a choked, guttural groan—thick ropes exploding across her upturned face, splattering her cheeks, her lips, her chin. One pulse landed on her tongue before she closed her mouth; the rest painted her in messy white streaks. It felt violent, possessive, humiliating in its intensity—my body jerking helplessly while she knelt there, taking it, moaning through her own climax.

Her fingers plunged deep one last time—body arching, thighs shaking—as she came hard around them, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy clenched visibly, gushing over her hand, soaking the carpet beneath her knees.

We stayed frozen like that for long seconds—panting, trembling—my cum dripping from her face, her fingers still buried inside herself, both of us wrecked.

Finally she looked up at me through wet lashes, cum-streaked cheeks flushed, a small, wicked smile curving her lips.

“Still jealous?” she whispered.

I nodded once—couldn’t speak yet—heart hammering, shame and satisfaction warring in my chest.

“Good,” she said softly. “Because tomorrow… I’m going to let him finish in my mouth. Swallow every drop this time. Something I haven’t done for you in years.”

The reminder landed like a quiet blade—sharp, deliberate, impossible to ignore. She’d denied him once. She wouldn’t again.

Exhausted, we collapsed together—her sticky face against my chest, my softening cock still twitching against her thigh. We fell asleep tangled like that, the phone screen still glowing beside us, her cum-glazed smile watching over us in the dark.

It was only the morning after—sunlight slicing through the blinds, the faint scent of sex still clinging to the sheets—that I remembered she hadn’t told me what happened on the second day.


The Next Morning 


We lay in bed the next morning, sunlight cutting through the half-open blinds in sharp golden bars across the sheets. No wine haze this time, no alcohol to soften the edges or blur the truth. Just us—naked, tangled, the faint musk of last night’s confessions still clinging to our skin. Emma rested her head on my chest, one leg draped over mine, fingers tracing idle patterns on my stomach. I could feel her heartbeat against my ribs—steady, but quicker than usual.

I ran my hand slowly down her back, letting the silence stretch until it felt heavy.

“What happened yesterday?” I asked quietly. “The second day.”

She tensed for half a second—barely noticeable—then exhaled long and slow. She lifted her head, dark brown hair falling across one eye, and looked at me with that mix of vulnerability and quiet defiance I’d come to recognize lately.

“Promise you won’t get angry,” she said.

The words landed like a warning shot. My stomach tightened. Things had gone further. I already knew it in my bones.

“I promise,” I said, even though the words tasted like ash. “Tell me. In your own time. Your way.”

Emma searched my face for a long moment, then nodded once. She took a deep breath, steadying herself, and began.

“The doorbell rang just after three,” she said softly. “And the sound alone… God, it made me wet instantly. Like my body knew what was coming before my brain caught up. I’d trimmed to a neat landing strip the day before, but yesterday morning I’d shaved everything off. Completely bald. Smooth. Sensitive. I hadn’t bothered with panties—didn’t see the point. All I had on when I opened the door were black hold-up stockings and my highest heels. The ones that make my ass look even rounder. Thank fuck it wasn’t the postman.”

She gave a small, breathless laugh—half nervous, half exhilarated—and I felt my cock stir against her thigh despite the knot in my chest.

“He stepped inside and just… looked,” she continued. “Up and down, slow, like he was memorizing me. His eyes lingered on my shaved pussy—the first time I’d ever heard him use that word out loud. ‘Cunt.’ He said it low, almost reverent. ‘Look at that pretty cunt.’ I felt myself clench just hearing it. I told him to sit in the lounge. Made him coffee. Acted like everything was normal while I moved around the kitchen naked except for the stockings, letting him see everything—my tits swaying, my ass flexing with every step, the way my thighs glistened because I was already dripping.”

I swallowed hard. My hand tightened on her hip, thumb brushing the soft skin there.

“He was bursting to grab me,” she said. “I could see it—his hands flexing on the armrests, jaw tight, cock already straining against his jeans. But he played along. Let me set the pace. I kept just out of reach—leaning over the coffee table to hand him his mug so my breasts hung close to his face, then stepping back before he could touch. Displaying myself openly. Letting him look, letting him ache.”

Her breathing had quickened again, matching mine. She shifted, pressing her thigh against my hardening cock.

“Finally,” she whispered, “I put my cup down. Looked right at him. And I said, ‘You can eat me if you want to.’”

The words hung between us—simple, devastating.

I felt my pulse in my throat. “And he did?”

Emma nodded slowly, eyes never leaving mine.

Emma's voice had grown softer, almost reverent, as she continued, her body still pressed close to mine in the quiet morning light. She traced slow patterns on my chest with her fingertips while she spoke, grounding herself in my touch even as she described giving herself to another man.

"He licked my clit like he was worshipping it," she said, a small shiver running through her. "Long, flat strokes at first—slow and deliberate—then faster little flicks right on the tip. He slid two thick fingers inside me, curling them up to stroke that spot that makes my toes curl. He knew exactly what he was doing, babe. The way he sucked my clit into his mouth while his fingers pumped… it built so fast. I came harder than I think I ever have with anyone. My whole body locked up, thighs clamping around his head, hips grinding against his face as I flooded his mouth. I was shaking, glowing, completely wrecked—and he just kept going, lapping gently through the aftershocks until I had to push his head away because it was too much."

She paused, eyes distant, reliving the rush.

"I sat there on the couch, legs still trembling, chest heaving, feeling like I'd just run a marathon. He lifted his head slowly—chin and lips shining with me, grinning like he'd just discovered treasure. He stood up and stripped right in front of me. No rush. Shirt first, then jeans, boxers last. His cock sprang free—hard, thick, already wet at the tip, curving upward like it had a mind of its own. He stepped closer, wrapped his hand around the base, and guided it between my breasts."

My cock throbbed against her thigh. I could picture it too clearly: my wife, legs spread on our couch, still flushed from her orgasm, watching another man's thick shaft slide between her tits.

"He had me press them together," she continued. "I cupped my breasts, squeezed them around him, and he started thrusting—slow, shallow strokes at first, then deeper. The head bumped my chin on every upstroke. He was moaning low, hips rolling, eyes locked on where his cock disappeared between my tits. I could feel him leaking—hot little drops of precum smearing across my skin. He got faster, rougher… then suddenly stopped. Pulled back. Wrapped his fist around himself and started stroking hard, staring down at me."

She swallowed, voice dropping lower.

"He stared at my cunt for what felt like forever—pulling on his dick the whole time, slow and deliberate. 'Can I spunk over your cunt?' he asked. Just like that. Crude. Direct. I nodded—couldn't speak. He stepped closer, one hand braced on the back of the chair behind me, leaning over so his cock hovered right above my mound. He stroked faster—tip brushing my skin at first, then lower. Lower. I felt the head nudge my pussy lips… part them… slip just inside the entrance. Not deep—just the tip. Teasing. Torturing."

Her breath came quicker now, matching mine. My hand had found my cock again without thinking—stroking in time with her words.

"He kept the tip right there," she whispered. "Pushing in just enough to stretch me open, then pulling back, stroking himself while the head kissed my entrance over and over. I was going insane—hips lifting, trying to take more, whimpering like a needy little thing. I wanted him. Fuck, in that moment I wanted any cock inside me. I needed to be filled. Before I could stop myself, I looked up at him and whispered, 'Fuck me, Adam. Please… fuck me.'"

The words landed between us like a dropped stone. My hand froze on my cock.

"You let Adam fuck you?" I said, incredulous, voice cracking on the last word.

Emma's eyes searched mine—pleading, vulnerable, but unflinching.

"Yes," she said softly. "Please don't be mad. I'd only intended to suck him off at most. Maybe let him cum on my tits or something. But in that moment… God, I needed a cock inside me so badly. I needed to feel stretched, filled, used. And he was right there—thick, hard, ready. I let him have me."

I stared at her, chest tight. What had I expected? I'd told her she could get naked with him. I'd told her she could touch him. I'd told her she could suck his cock. Of course this was where it led. The genie was out. No putting it back.

"I'm not mad," I said finally, voice hoarse. "As long as you're honest… as long as you tell me everything. It's not like you're going to run off with him. He's old enough to be your dad." I forced a small, shaky laugh. "So… tell me. What was it like? Being fucked by another man."

Emma exhaled, relief and lingering heat mingling in her expression. She shifted closer, pressing her thigh against my aching cock.

"It was incredible," Emma whispered, the word carrying real weight. "And I have to be honest… part of what made it so overwhelming was how much older he was. It felt filthy. Wrong in the best way. Like I was being claimed by someone who knew exactly how to break me open."

She shifted under me, spreading her legs wider, inviting me in without words.

"He fucked me hard and called me his slut—the slut who loved his cock. He had me cumming on his dick again and again—multiple times from penetration alone. That's never happened to me before, babe. Not with you, not with anyone. The first orgasm hit when he was balls-deep, grinding against my clit with every thrust. I screamed—actually screamed—pussy spasming around him so hard I thought I'd black out. He didn't slow down. Kept pounding, telling me what a tight little married cunt I had, how I'd been made for this. I came again almost immediately—second wave crashing right on top of the first—legs shaking, nails raking his back, begging him not to stop. Then a third—deeper, slower, rolling through me like fire. Three times. From his cock alone. I was sobbing by the end, oversensitive, wrecked, and still grinding back onto him like I couldn't get enough."

Her words landed heavy—brutal in their honesty. I felt my cock throb painfully against her thigh. Multiple orgasms from penetration. Something I'd never given her. Something no one had.

"Then he bent me over the arm of the chair," she continued, voice trembling now with the memory. "Took me from behind—deep, relentless. His balls slapped my clit with every thrust. He reached around, rubbed my clit while he pounded into me, calling me his dirty little slut, his cock-hungry whore. I came again—fourth time—screaming his name, pussy gushing around him. Don't be mad… but he pressed his thumb against my ass while he fucked me. He didn't force it in—just circled, pressed, teased the rim. And I loved it. I pushed back against it. Begged him to fuck me harder. And he did—exactly like I asked. Slammed into me until I was babbling, incoherent, completely lost."

I couldn't hold back any longer. I rolled on top of her, pushed my cock deep into her soaked pussy in one smooth thrust. She was drenched—hot, silky, still swollen from yesterday. Feeling another man's memory inside her made me throb painfully.

"Was his cock bigger than mine?" I asked, voice strained as I started fucking her with long, possessive strokes. "You never actually said."

Emma moaned, wrapping her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"Fuck… yeah… it was," she gasped, eyes fluttering. "It was thicker—so much thicker. It stretched me open in a way yours never has. Hit places inside me I didn't even know existed. But yours… yours feels so good too, baby. You fill me just right. You always have."

The honest comparison stabbed deep, but it only made me fuck her harder. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, still sensitive from the memory.

"Are you going to let Adam fuck you again?"

"Yes! Fuck yes!" she cried out, nails digging into my back as her climax built fast. "I want him again. I want that thick cock stretching me, making me cum like that again while you're away."

I slammed into her, driven by jealousy and raw need.

"Where did he cum? Did he fill your cunt?"

"Yes!" she screamed, voice breaking. "He fucked me until I was begging for his cum! Begging him to breed me, to fill me up. He gave it all—pumped me full, spurting deep inside me. I felt every hot pulse, felt him flooding my pussy… and I came with him—fifth time—clenching so hard around him I thought I'd pull the cum right out of his balls. It felt so fucking good—his seed mixing with mine, dripping out of me when he finally pulled away."

The words shattered me. I buried myself to the hilt and came hard—thick, possessive ropes flooding her pussy, mixing with the memory of his load. Reclaiming her. Marking her as mine again.

We lay there afterward, panting, sweat-slicked, my cock still twitching inside her.

Then it hit me—like a cold wave breaking over the heat.

She'd come five times from his cock. Five. From penetration alone. Something I'd never managed—not once in all our years together. I'd made her cum plenty of times with my mouth, my fingers, even with toys when we'd experimented… but never just from fucking. Never multiple times in a row, never so hard she screamed and sobbed and begged for more.

I stayed buried inside her, softening slowly, but the realization settled heavy in my chest.

She'd never come like that for me.

She'd never had to beg me to keep going because I was already giving her everything.

The genie was out of the bottle now. I suppose it sounds like a cliché, but life really would never be the same.

I pulled out gently, watching my cum leak slowly from her swollen pussy—mixed with the ghost of his. She reached down, scooped a little on her fingers, brought it to her lips and licked it clean—eyes locked on mine the whole time.

"I love you," she whispered.

I kissed her forehead.

"I love you too."

But the question lingered between us, unspoken:

How do I live with knowing another man made her cum like that… and I never did?


Heaven

A few days later, I woke to what felt like pure, lazy heaven.

Saturday morning in our own bed—no alarm blaring, no suitcase in the corner, no sterile hotel smell clinging to my skin. Just crisp white sheets tangled around my legs, sunlight slipping through the blinds in warm golden stripes, and Emma’s mouth already wrapped around my cock.

She didn’t wake me gently. No teasing kisses down my stomach, no slow licks along the shaft. She took me deep right away—lips tight, tongue swirling under the head, throat relaxing to swallow me whole. One hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently while the other stroked the base in perfect rhythm with her sucking. I groaned low, eyes snapping open, hips lifting off the mattress before I was even fully awake.

Emma knelt between my spread thighs, dark brown hair spilling over my hips like silk, eyes flicking up to meet mine through her lashes—dark, wicked, full of that new, quiet power she’d discovered. She hummed around me, the vibration shooting straight to my spine, and I felt the familiar coil tighten in my gut almost immediately.

My mind flooded with images I couldn’t shake: Emma on her knees in our living room, Adam’s thick cock stretching her lips, her moans muffled as he fucked her mouth. Her shaved pussy clenching around his fingers. Her begging him to cum inside her. Five orgasms from his dick alone—something I’d never given her. The jealousy burned hot and immediate, twisting with the pleasure until I couldn’t tell them apart.

“Fuck… Emma…” I rasped, fingers tangling in her hair. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

She knew. She always knew when I was close. But instead of pushing me over the edge with her mouth—like she’d just done for him—she pulled off with a slow, deliberate slide, lips leaving me with a wet pop. Her hand replaced her mouth instantly—stroking fast and firm, slick with her saliva and my precum.

I came in seconds—barely two minutes from the moment I woke up. Thick ropes erupted across her upturned face, splattering her cheeks, her lips, her chin. One pulse landed on her tongue before she closed her mouth; the rest painted her in messy white streaks. It felt violent, helpless, humiliatingly quick—my body jerking uncontrollably while she knelt there, taking it, eyes locked on mine the whole time.

We stayed frozen like that for long seconds—panting, trembling—my cum dripping from her face, both of us wrecked.

Finally she looked up at me through wet lashes, cum-streaked cheeks flushed, a small, wicked smile curving her lips.

“Good morning,” she whispered, voice hoarse from my cock.

I laughed breathlessly, still dazed. “You’re evil.”

She crawled up my body, straddling my waist, and kissed me deeply—letting me taste myself on her tongue. Then she slid off, reached for the tray she’d prepared earlier—eggs, toast, coffee—and set it across my lap like nothing had happened.

“Eat,” she said innocently, settling beside me with her robe still open, breasts bare, pussy still glistening.

I stared at her, fork halfway to my mouth.

She smiled—slow, wicked, completely in control.

“Perfect, right?”

But as the high faded and the room grew quiet again, the post-orgasm clarity hit like cold water. I’d just come in under two minutes—again—because I couldn’t stop picturing her with him. Her begging for his thicker cock. Her cumming five times from penetration alone. Something I’d never managed. Not once. Not even close.

The jealousy twisted sharper now, no longer drowned by lust. She’d never come like that for me. Never screamed my name while her body shook through orgasm after orgasm from my cock alone. I’d made her cum plenty—with my mouth, my fingers, toys when we experimented—but never just from fucking. Never multiple times in a row. Never so hard she sobbed and begged for more.

And she’d given that to him.

I set the fork down, appetite gone. Emma noticed—tilted her head, concern flickering behind the mischief.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

I nodded, forced a small smile. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She reached over, squeezed my hand. “About what?”

I looked at her—beautiful, flushed, still wearing my cum on her face like a badge—and felt the familiar ache.

“About how much I love you,” I said quietly. “And how much I’m starting to realize… I might not be enough anymore.”

Her smile faltered for the first time. She crawled back into my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck, and held me tight.

“You’re enough,” she whispered against my ear. “You’re always enough.”

But even as she said it, the doubt lingered—quiet, persistent, impossible to ignore.

Perfect? Maybe not.

But it was ours.

And whatever came next, I knew one thing: I wasn’t ready to let go.

After breakfast I was pottering in the garden while Emma was out shopping, when I heard a voice from next door.

“Mark, are you busy?”

It was Leah, Adam’s wife. She was standing on her side of the low fence in a thin, pale-yellow summer dress. The late-morning Georgia sun was directly behind her, turning the fabric almost transparent and silhouetting every lush curve of her body—full breasts, narrow waist, wide hips, and the generous swell of her ass. It was far from unappealing. In fact, it was downright distracting.

I was still half-dazed from the morning’s events—the wake-up blowjob, the way Emma had pulled off at the last second, the humiliating speed of my orgasm, and the lingering sting of knowing another man had made her cum five times from penetration alone. My head was a mess of lust, shame, and quiet fear. So when Leah smiled that warm, knowing smile and asked for help, I shrugged and said yes.

Adam was out running errands, she explained, and she was trying to reorganize the garage. A couple of heavy boxes needed moving. I hopped the low fence and followed her inside.

After we’d shifted the boxes (her dress riding up with every bend, giving me flashes of toned thigh and the faint outline of lace panties), she wiped her brow and asked if I fancied a drink. I expected iced tea or coffee. Instead she opened a bottle of crisp white wine, poured two generous glasses, and led me to the dining table.

We chatted easily at first—my job, her garden, how nice it was to have “young blood” in the neighborhood again. She was charming, attentive, genuinely interested. The wine went down quickly. By the second glass the conversation had turned quieter, more intimate.

Then, without any warning, she looked straight at me, took a slow sip, and said:

“Adam told me your Emma looks amazing when she’s naked. How do you feel about him fucking her while you were away?”

I froze, glass halfway to my lips.

“He… he told you about that?” I stammered, completely nonplussed.

Leah leaned back in her chair, the thin summer dress pulling taut across her full breasts as she crossed one leg over the other. The motion was slow, deliberate, the hem riding up just enough to show a smooth expanse of thigh. Her smile was lazy, confident, the kind that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“We have no secrets,” she said, voice low and warm, like velvet over steel. “And now I know you and Emma share everything too. That’s good. Relationships last a lot longer when there’s no hiding, no pretending.”

She took a slow sip of wine, eyes never leaving mine, letting the silence stretch until it felt charged, intimate.

“So you don’t mind that he fucks other women?” I asked, trying to wrestle some control back from this conversation she was so effortlessly steering. My voice came out steadier than I felt.

Leah’s laugh was soft, throaty. “Not at all. We outgrew that jealousy phase years ago. We have an open relationship. You’d probably call us swingers.” She shrugged one shoulder, the movement making her breasts shift enticingly under the dress. “But the truth is simpler: as long as we’re completely open and honest with each other, nothing—and no one—is off limits.”

The words landed heavy. I felt my pulse kick up, cock stirring despite myself. The idea of Leah—curvy, confident, older—being free to take whoever she wanted was suddenly very vivid.

I swallowed, testing the water. “So… if you wanted to fuck me, you could?”

Her smile turned slow and predatory. She set her glass down with a soft clink, leaned forward just enough that the neckline of her dress dipped lower, offering a deeper view of creamy cleavage.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she murmured. “I’ll be in the bedroom. If you care to join me.”

She stood without waiting for an answer, the dress clinging to every curve as she walked away—hips swaying, ass round and firm under the thin fabric. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to.

I sat there for a heartbeat, wine glass forgotten in my hand, heart hammering against my ribs. Emma had already crossed that line with Adam. She’d let him lick her, suck him, fuck her, cum inside her. She’d come five times from his cock alone—something I’d never managed.

The jealousy was still there, sharp and familiar. But so was the heat. And suddenly the thought of sinking into Leah—of feeling her wrap around me while my wife was probably doing the same thing with her husband somewhere else—felt like the only way to balance the scales.

I stood. My legs felt unsteady, cock already half-hard in my jeans.

I followed her down the hall.

When I stepped into the bedroom, Leah was standing with her back to me, fingers slowly working the buttons of her summer dress. The thin fabric clung to her curves in the soft afternoon light filtering through the curtains, outlining the generous swell of her hips and the dip of her waist. She didn’t rush. Each button slipped free with deliberate care, the dress gradually parting down her spine like a secret being revealed.

She turned then, letting the dress gape open down the front. It framed her completely naked body beneath—no bra, no panties, nothing to interrupt the view. Her pussy was hairy but meticulously groomed, the dark curls trimmed into a perfect, neat little V that drew the eye straight to the soft pink lips peeking through. As the dress finally slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet, I got the full picture of what Emma had seen in those photos.

Her breasts were large, impossibly firm for their size—high and proud, with small, tight aureoles circling thick, prominent nipples that stood out dark and erect. And that stomach… Jesus, Emma hadn’t exaggerated. A carved six-pack flexed subtly under smooth skin, the kind of definition that spoke of disciplined mornings in the gym and long runs in the heat. Water droplets from the imagined beach photo might have clung there once, but right now it was just her—real, warm, powerful—standing in front of me in the flesh.

She watched me the entire time, eyes roaming over my body as I stripped. Shirt, jeans, boxers—each piece hit the floor while she appraised me like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and rarely had to wait for it. When my cock sprang free—hard, flushed, already leaking at the tip—she let out a low, appreciative whistle.

“Lucky Emma,” she said, voice husky, lips curving into a wolfish grin that promised trouble.

She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her perfume mixed with the faint salt of her skin, and ran one fingertip lightly down the center of my chest, tracing the line of hair that led downward.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the moment you moved in next door,” she murmured. “About what it would feel like to have you inside me while your pretty little wife is next door getting fucked senseless by my husband.”

Her words landed like a slap and a caress at the same time. My cock jerked against my stomach, betraying how much the image affected me—Emma spread wide for Adam, moaning his name, cumming again and again while Leah took what she wanted from me here.

Leah’s grin widened. She reached down, wrapped her hand loosely around my shaft—firm enough to make me hiss, loose enough to tease—and gave one slow, deliberate stroke.

“Shall we see how much you can take before you beg?” she asked, thumb circling the slick head. “Or should we make this quick… so you can get back home and reclaim whatever’s left of your wife after Adam’s finished with her?”

I swallowed hard, hips twitching into her grip.

“Bed,” I managed, voice rough.

Leah laughed—low, throaty—and backed toward it, never letting go of my cock, leading me like she already owned every inch.

Over the next ten minutes Leah gave me the best oral I’d ever had in my life.

She started slow, teasing—lips brushing the head, tongue flicking out to lap the steady bead of precum that kept welling up. Then she took me deeper, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, one hand wrapped around the base while the other cupped my balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make my hips jerk. She hummed low in her throat, the vibration traveling straight up my shaft, and I groaned, fingers flexing in the sheets.

She pulled off long enough to drag her tongue down the underside, tracing every vein, then sucked one ball into her mouth, rolling it with her tongue while her hand stroked me lazily. No one had ever done that with such confidence, such shameless enjoyment. Then she moved lower still—tongue flat and wet against my perineum, circling, pressing, before she slipped one slick finger back to tease my asshole. She circled the rim slowly, then pushed inside—just the tip at first, then deeper, curling to find that spot that made my vision white out.

I’d never had anyone touch me there. Never even asked. But Leah knew. She crooked her finger, stroked that hidden bundle of nerves, and sucked my cock back into her mouth at the same time. The dual sensation—her hot mouth swallowing me down, her finger pressing inside me—pushed me right to the edge in seconds. My balls drew up tight, thighs shaking, breath coming in ragged gasps.

I was going to cum in her mouth. I could feel it building, unstoppable, the pressure coiling so hard it almost hurt.

Before I lost it completely, I pushed her back gently—reluctantly—her lips leaving me with a wet pop. She looked up, eyes dark and amused, lips swollen and glistening.

I sank to my knees between her legs, spread her thighs wider, and buried my face in her.

She tasted sweet and salty, already soaked from watching me lose control. I licked a long stripe from her entrance to her clit, savoring the way she shuddered. Then I focused—tongue flat and firm against her asshole first, circling the tight ring, pressing just enough to make her gasp. She moaned, hips lifting toward my mouth. I worked upward slowly, teasing the sensitive skin between, until I reached her clit—swollen, peeking from its hood. I sucked it between my lips, nibbled gently, then flicked fast with the tip of my tongue.

My fingers joined in—two sliding into her cunt, curling up to stroke that spot while my thumb took over her clit. Then I let my pinky drift back, pressing against her asshole—sliding in just past the first knuckle. She cried out, back arching off the bed.

“Oh yes!” she gasped, voice raw. “I knew you’d be a bad boy… that’s so fucking good!”

I didn’t let up—fingering her cunt hard and deep, pinky buried in her ass, tongue lashing her clit relentlessly. She started shaking, thighs clamping around my head, hips grinding against my face.

A moment later she came—hard. Her pussy clenched around my fingers, gushing hot and wet over my hand and chin as she swore like a sailor—filthy, broken curses that echoed off the walls. She flooded my mouth, my face, my wrist, body convulsing through wave after wave until she finally collapsed back, trembling, chest heaving.

After a few shaky breaths she lifted her head, looked down at me with a dazed, wolfish grin.

“Christ, that was good,” she panted. “Now fuck me. And let’s see if you know how to use that lovely big cock.”

She reached down, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me up over her, guiding me between her spread thighs. Her pussy was still pulsing, slick and open, waiting.

I didn’t make her wait. I lined up and thrust in deep—groaning at how hot and tight she was, how she clenched around me like she was trying to pull me in deeper. She wrapped her legs around my waist, nails digging into my ass, urging me on.

“Hard,” she demanded. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

And I did.

I drove into Leah in one deep, brutal thrust—balls deep, no warning, no gentleness. The force knocked the breath from her lungs in a sharp gasp, her back arching off the bed as her massive breasts bounced heavily. I grabbed them roughly, fingers digging in, thumbs and forefingers pinching her thick nipples hard enough to make her hiss through clenched teeth. She was wetter than any woman had a right to be, hot and slick and yielding, but not as tight as Emma—her pussy had that well-fucked, experienced grip that swallowed me eagerly.

I fucked her hard from the start—long, punishing strokes that slapped wetly against her, each one driving a little squirt of her arousal over my shaft and down my balls. She wasn’t just wet; she was gushing, coating me, the sheets, everything. After a couple of minutes of that relentless pounding I pulled out, flipped her over, and positioned her on all fours. Her large, round ass presented itself perfectly—cheeks firm and full, skin flushed from the wine and the heat we were building.

I slapped one cheek—hard. The crack echoed off the walls, leaving a bright red handprint blooming across her pale skin. She moaned low, pushing back toward me.

“Deeper,” she demanded, voice rough. “And slap me harder.”

I obliged. My palm cracked against her ass again—harder this time—leaving another stinging mark. She yelped, then moaned louder, hips rocking back to meet my thrusts as I slammed back inside her. I’d never treated a woman this roughly. Never let the devil out like this. But something about Leah—her confidence, her willingness, the way she begged for it—unlocked a darker part of me. I fucked her like I was trying to punish us both.

My thumb found her asshole—still slick from earlier play—and pressed against the tight ring. She tensed for half a second, then relaxed, pushing back so the tip slipped inside. I worked it deeper, matching the rhythm of my cock in her cunt, thumb-fucking her ass while I railed her pussy.

That did it.

“Yes! Oh yes, you fucker!” she yelled, voice raw and shattered. “I’m cumming!!”

Her whole body convulsed—pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise, asshole pulsing around my thumb, a fresh gush of her release soaking my balls and thighs. She swore like a sailor—filthy, broken curses spilling from her lips as she shook through it.

I couldn’t hold back. The sight of her coming undone—ass marked red from my hand, body trembling, pussy milking me relentlessly—tipped me over. I buried myself deep and came with a guttural groan, shooting thick ropes straight into her sopping cunt. Pulse after pulse until I was drained, knees buckling, collapsing backward onto the floor in a heap, gasping for air like I’d just surfaced from drowning.

Leah recovered first. She rolled off the bed, crawled over me like a cat, and straddled my chest—still dripping with our combined mess. She leaned down and kissed me passionately, tongue deep, tasting of wine and sex and the raw edge we’d just crossed.

“Well aren’t you a dark horse?” she murmured against my lips, voice husky and satisfied. “I can’t wait to tell Adam what you just did to me. Will you tell Emma?”

I managed a shaky nod. “I… I will.” But in truth, I didn’t know how. The words felt impossible. How do you tell your wife you just fucked the neighbour’s wife so hard she came screaming while thinking about her own infidelity?

“If you do tell her,” Leah said, tracing a finger through the sweat on my chest, “both of you should come over for dinner later. We can have each other for dessert.” Her grin turned wicked. “I bet you’re gagging to actually see Emma getting fucked. Rather than just hear about it. Aren’t you?”

I swallowed hard. The image hit like a freight train—Emma spread out on their bed, Adam’s thick cock buried inside her, her moans filling the room while I watched. The jealousy was still there, sharp and familiar, but so was the hunger. Raw. Unmistakable.

“Yeah,” I admitted, voice rough. “I am.”

Leah’s smile widened, triumphant.

“Adam loves watching me take another man’s cock,” she said casually. “Has for years.”

I raised an eyebrow, curiosity cutting through the haze. “How many?”

She laughed—low, proud.

“Hundreds.”

The number landed heavy. Hundreds of men. Hundreds of cocks. And she wore it like a badge of honour.

She leaned down again, kissed me once more—slow, deep—then rolled off me and stood, stretching like a satisfied cat.

“Shower’s through there,” she said, nodding toward the en-suite. “Get cleaned up. You’re going to need your energy for what comes next.”

I watched her walk away—ass swaying, red handprints still vivid on her cheeks—and felt the familiar tangle tighten in my chest: love for Emma, fear of losing her, jealousy that burned like acid, and underneath it all… an undeniable, growing hunger to see how far this could go.

To see her fucked. To watch her cum. To reclaim her afterward.

I pushed myself up on shaky arms and headed for the shower, mind racing.

Whatever happened tonight, one thing was certain: the rules had changed. And none of us were going back.

I was at home when Emma got home later, arms full of shopping bags, cheeks still pink from the afternoon sun. She kicked the door shut behind her, set the bags down in the hallway, and looked at me with that bright, curious smile she always had when she came back from being out.

“We’ve been invited to Adam and Leah’s for dinner tonight,” I told her, leaning against the kitchen island, trying to sound casual even though my pulse was already kicking up.

“Really?” She tilted her head, dark brown hair falling over one shoulder. “When did that happen?”

“This morning,” I said, meeting her eyes. “When I popped over and fucked Leah.”

Her mouth fell open into a perfect little “O,” shock flashing across her face—wide eyes, parted lips, frozen for half a heartbeat. Then, slowly, the shock melted into something else: a grin, wide and wicked, spreading across her face like sunrise.

“You didn’t!” she said, half-laughing, half-incredulous, stepping closer. “You actually…?”

I nodded once. “Yeah. I did.”

She stared at me for another second, then burst out laughing—bright, delighted, the sound filling the kitchen like music. She closed the distance, pressed herself against me, hands sliding up my chest to rest on my shoulders.

“Looks like we’ve both been seduced by the neighbours,” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist, pulling her in tight. I told her everything—Leah’s thin dress, the wine, the way the conversation turned, the bedroom, how roughly we’d fucked, how she’d come screaming on my cock while I thumbed her ass and slapped her red. I left nothing out.

Emma listened, eyes growing darker with every detail, her body melting against mine. When I finished she didn’t pull away. She didn’t look angry. She looked… turned on.

She could hardly be angry with me. After all, she’d fucked Adam first—let him eat her pussy on our couch, sucked his thick cock, begged him to fill her cunt with his cum while I was away. She’d come five times from his dick alone. Something I’d never managed.

As soon as I told her the sex with Leah had been just that—hot, no-strings fun, nothing more than bodies—she nodded slowly, processing.

“I get it,” she said quietly. “It’s the same. Just… physical. No feelings. Just pleasure.”

She bit her lip, thinking. “She really said they’re swingers?”

“Yeah. Open relationship. No jealousy, no boundaries, as long as they’re honest with each other. Nothing—and no one—is off limits.”

Emma’s eyes lit up with sudden understanding. “That explains so much. The way they’ve been with us… the flirting, the invitations, the way Adam looks at me like he already knows what I taste like. They’ve been grooming us. Gently. Patiently. Corrupting us.”

She laughed softly, a little breathless. “And we let them. We practically begged for it.”

I cupped her face, thumb brushing her lower lip. “Are you okay with what I did?”

She searched my eyes for a long moment, then leaned in and kissed me—slow, deep, tasting faintly of the lip balm she always wore.

“I’m more than okay,” she murmured against my mouth. “I’m… relieved. It feels fair now. Balanced. Like we’re both in this together.” She pulled back just enough to meet my gaze. “And honestly? Knowing you fucked Leah while I was with Adam… it’s hot. Really fucking hot.”

Her hand slid down my stomach, palming my cock through my jeans—already half-hard again from the conversation.

“So we’re going over there tonight,” she said, voice dropping to a whisper. “For dinner. And dessert.”

I groaned, hips rocking into her hand. “You want to?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming. “I want to see you watch me get fucked by Adam. I want you to watch him make me cum again… and again. And I want to watch you with Leah—see how you take her, how she screams for you. I want us both to be there. Together. No secrets. No shame.”

The words hung between us—raw, electric, terrifying and thrilling all at once.

I kissed her hard, claiming her mouth like I could claim back some control.

“Then we go,” I said against her lips. “Tonight.”

Emma smiled—slow, wicked, completely unafraid.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “Let’s get ready.”

She took my hand and led me toward the bedroom—our bedroom—where the sheets still smelled faintly of last night’s confessions.

And I followed.

Because whatever happened at Adam and Leah’s tonight, one thing was clear: we weren’t turning back.





Knocking On The Door

We knocked on the neighbours’ door that evening, both of us carrying the quiet certainty that dinner was only the prelude.

Adam answered almost immediately, his smile easy and warm. He stepped forward without hesitation and kissed Emma full on the lips—lingering just long enough to make it clear this was no neighbourly peck. She leaned into it for a heartbeat, a soft sound escaping her throat, before he pulled back with a satisfied grin.

He turned to me next, extending a firm hand. “Mark,” he said, clasping my palm. “You certainly impressed Leah this afternoon.”

His tone was light, teasing, but the words landed heavy. I felt heat crawl up my neck—equal parts pride and something sharper. I shook his hand, forcing a casual nod. “Good to know.”

We stepped inside. The house smelled of roasted garlic, red wine, and something faintly musky underneath—anticipation, maybe. Leah appeared from the kitchen in a sheer black top, no bra, her heavy breasts swaying freely beneath the thin fabric, nipples dark and prominent against the material. Every time she moved, the top shifted, offering glimpses of smooth skin, the gentle bounce of flesh. It was impossible not to look. She caught me staring once and smiled—slow, knowing—before turning back to the stove.

Dinner was easy at first. Good food, good wine, laughter over small talk. Adam and Leah were generous hosts—attentive without being pushy, funny without trying too hard. But the undercurrent was there the whole time: Leah’s nipples pressing against her top whenever she leaned forward to refill a glass, Adam’s gaze drifting to Emma’s cleavage every time she laughed, the way their knees brushed ours under the table just a fraction too long.

Over the main course Adam leaned back, swirling his wine, and finally said it.

“We wanted to seduce you both the moment we met,” he admitted, voice calm, matter-of-fact. “From that first bottle of champagne on your doorstep. We hoped you’d stay… very friendly.”

Emma’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. She looked at me, then back at them, a small flush creeping up her throat.

“You’re swingers,” she said quietly—not a question.

Leah nodded, smiling. “We prefer ‘ethically non-monogamous,’ but yeah. We go to clubs, host parties… nothing hidden. Just honest pleasure.”

Adam leaned forward. “We’ve had some wild nights. Couples, singles, groups. But we only play when everyone’s on the same page. No secrets, no jealousy. Just fun.”

Leah’s eyes flicked between us. “We have a monthly gathering here—small, trusted group. If you ever want to come… you’d be more than welcome.”

The room felt suddenly warmer. Leah’s sheer top had slipped slightly; one nipple was fully visible now, dark and stiff. No one commented. No one looked away.

We finished eating. Moved to the lounge with fresh glasses of wine. The conversation stayed light—work, travel, favourite restaurants—but the air had thickened. Leah’s top had ridden up enough that both breasts were now essentially on display, heavy and perfect, nipples begging for attention. It felt like any other nice evening with friends… except it wasn’t.

Then Adam set his glass down.

“What do you guys say,” he said casually, “to joining us upstairs for some fun?”

The question hung there—simple, direct, loaded.

I looked at Emma.

Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright. She held my gaze for a long second, then gave one small, unmistakable nod.

I turned back to them.

“Why not?”

Adam smiled—slow, satisfied. Leah stood first, dress whispering against her thighs as she led the way upstairs. We followed, the four of us climbing the stairs in near silence, the only sounds our breathing and the soft creak of the wood underfoot.

Their bedroom was large, dominated by a king-sized bed with crisp white sheets. The lighting was low, warm, intimate. We were cracking jokes as we stripped—nervous laughter, light teasing—to ease the tension. Clothes hit the floor in a careless pile.

Emma looked stunning naked—petite frame, full breasts, smooth shaved pussy already glistening in the lamplight. Adam couldn’t take his eyes off her. His cock was already thickening, heavy between his legs.

Leah stood in nothing but black hold-up stockings that hugged her strong thighs, accentuating every curve. Her six-pack flexed subtly as she moved; her large breasts swayed with quiet confidence. She looked like she belonged there—comfortable in her skin, in her desire.

Adam picked up his phone from the dresser.

“Mind if I take some pictures?” he asked, voice casual but eyes dark. “Just for us. I’ll make sure you get copies.”

Emma glanced at me. I nodded once—heart pounding.

She smiled—small, wicked—and stepped closer to Leah.

We agreed without hesitation.

A moment later Adam had his phone in hand, framing the shot with the casual confidence of someone who’d done this many times before. Emma and Leah knelt side by side in front of me on the thick bedroom carpet, their naked bodies glowing in the warm lamplight—Emma’s petite frame and full breasts contrasting Leah’s lush, powerful curves. They looked up at me with matching, hungry smiles, then leaned in together.

I’d never had two women on my cock at once. The sensation was overwhelming, almost too much to process. Leah took the shaft first—lips sliding down halfway, tongue flat and firm along the underside, sucking with slow, deliberate pulls that made my knees tremble. At the same time Emma dipped lower, lapping at my balls—soft, wet strokes of her tongue, then gentle suction on one, then the other, humming quietly like she was savouring the taste. They worked in perfect tandem, switching seamlessly: Leah releasing me with a wet pop so Emma could take the head into her mouth while Leah licked along the shaft, tracing every vein. Then they swapped again—Emma’s small mouth stretching wide around me while Leah sucked my balls, her tongue flicking the sensitive skin behind them.

Adam circled us slowly, phone raised, capturing every angle—the way my cock disappeared between their lips, the glistening trails of saliva, the soft bounce of their breasts as they moved, the flush spreading across their skin. He grinned, eyes dark with approval, occasionally murmuring directions—“Tilt your head, Emma, let me see that pretty mouth full”—and they obeyed without question.

After a while Emma pulled off me with a soft gasp, lips swollen and shiny. She crawled sideways on her knees toward Adam, who was already hard again, cock thick and veined, standing proud. She looked up at him once—eyes gleaming with mischief—then took him into her mouth without hesitation.

Adam adjusted the phone immediately, switching to video mode. The red record light blinked on as my wife’s lips stretched around his girth, sliding down inch by inch until her nose brushed his smooth, shaved pubic bone. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his shaft, one hand cupping his heavy balls while the other braced on his thigh. He groaned low, hips rocking just enough to fuck her mouth in shallow thrusts, the camera capturing every detail—the way her cheeks hollowed, the saliva shining on her chin, the subtle bulge in her throat when she took him deep.

He glanced over at me—Leah now kneeling in front of me again, sucking me with slow, luxurious pulls—and grinned.

“Gotta say, Mark,” he said, voice rough with pleasure, “your Emma really knows how to suck cock.”

I had to agree.

I’d never seen my wife like this before—not with me, not with anyone. She was on her knees in front of a man old enough to be her father, greedily working his thick shaft like it was the only thing that mattered. Her cheeks hollowed with every downstroke, tongue swirling visibly around the head when she pulled back, eyes watering slightly but never breaking contact with his. She handled his balls with confident fingers, rolling them, tugging gently, worshipping him like a total whore. She looked like a pornstar—confident, shameless, completely lost in the act—and the sight of her like that sent a jolt of something dark and hot straight to my core.

Adam kept filming, the phone steady even as his breathing grew ragged. I wondered how many times he’d watch that video later—how many times he’d stroke himself to the sight of my wife’s mouth stretched around his cock, her moans muffled, her eyes shining with lust.

Leah pulled off me just long enough to whisper against my thigh, “You’re shaking, Mark. You love watching her, don’t you?”

I couldn’t deny it. My hand had found my cock again without thinking, stroking in time with Emma’s rhythm on Adam. The jealousy was still there—sharp, familiar—but it was buried under a tidal wave of arousal so intense it almost hurt.

Adam looked down at Emma, then back at me, phone still rolling.

“She’s a natural,” he said, voice thick. “You’re a lucky man.”

Emma hummed in agreement around his shaft, the sound vibrating through him—and through me, even from across the room.

I didn’t know whether to laugh or groan.

All I knew was that the night had barely started, and already the lines we’d drawn were dissolving faster than any of us could control.

Finally Adam set the phone down on the bedside table with a soft clack and guided Emma back onto the bed, easing her down like she was something precious he didn’t want to break. She lay there on the crisp white sheets, legs slightly parted, chest rising and falling quickly, eyes bright with anticipation. The room smelled of wine, skin, and the faint metallic edge of arousal.

A sudden thought cut through the haze in my head.

“Pass me the phone,” I said, voice rougher than I intended. “If you want footage of you fucking Emma.”

Emma’s head snapped toward me. “Mark!” she said, half-laughing, half-scolding, the word coming out in that mock-admonishment tone she used when she was secretly thrilled. Her cheeks flushed deeper, but her eyes sparkled—caught between embarrassment and excitement.

Adam grinned—wide, knowing—and handed the phone over without a second’s hesitation. “Good call,” he said, voice low and approving.

Leah stepped up beside me, her warm body pressing lightly against my side. One hand slid down and wrapped around my cock, stroking me with slow, gentle pulls—enough to keep me aching, not enough to push me over. She leaned in close, breath hot against my ear. “Make sure you get her face,” she murmured. “Adam loves seeing how pretty she looks when she’s getting filled.”

I lifted the phone, switched to video, and angled it forward. Adam positioned himself between Emma’s thighs. He rubbed the thick head of his cock along her slit—once, twice—coating himself in her wetness. Then he pressed forward.

The camera caught every detail: the way her tight lips parted around him, stretching slowly, inch by thick inch, until he sank balls-deep with a low groan. Emma’s back arched, a sharp gasp escaping her as she took him fully. Her hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in, and her mouth fell open in a silent cry of pleasure.

He started thrusting—long, powerful strokes that rocked her whole body. Her breasts bounced with every impact, nipples stiff and dark. Her moans filled the room—high and needy at first, then deeper, throatier, as he found his rhythm. I moved the phone to capture it all: the slick shine on his shaft as he pulled out almost to the tip, the way her pussy clung to him on the way back in, the flush spreading across her chest and throat, the way her pretty face contorted in bliss—eyes half-closed, lips parted, cheeks flushed, completely lost in the feeling of being fucked.

Leah’s hand kept stroking me—slow, torturous—her thumb circling the head every time I groaned. “Look at her,” she whispered. “She’s never looked more beautiful.”

She was right. Emma had never looked more alive—more surrendered, more radiant—than she did right then, legs wrapped around Adam’s waist, taking every inch of him like she was made for it.

After a few minutes Adam slowed, pulled out with a wet sound, and glanced at me. “Your turn to focus on my wife,” he said, voice thick.

Leah released my cock with a final teasing squeeze and crawled onto the bed beside Emma, spreading her legs wide in invitation. Her pussy was already swollen and glistening, the dark curls of her neatly trimmed bush framing her pink inner lips.

I set the phone down carefully—still recording, angled to catch both women—and moved between Leah’s thighs, heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Emma reached over, took Leah’s hand, and squeezed it. Their eyes met—silent understanding, shared heat—and Emma smiled, small and wicked.

“Fuck her good,” she whispered to me. “I want to hear her scream.”

Leah laughed low, reaching down to guide my cock to her entrance.

I pushed in—slow at first, then deeper—groaning at how hot and wet she was, how she gripped me like velvet. She moaned loudly, head tipping back, and I started thrusting—hard, steady, letting the rhythm build.

Beside us, Adam had already slid back inside Emma. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of skin on skin, moans rising in harmony, the air thick with sex and surrender.

She was clearly loving the fucking Adam was giving her. Emma’s moans had turned raw and desperate—high, broken sounds that rose and fell with every deep thrust. Her body shook through a powerful orgasm, pussy clenching visibly around his thick cock as she gushed over him, slick juices coating his shaft and dripping down his balls. Her head tipped back against the pillows, mouth open in a silent scream, cheeks flushed crimson, nipples tight and dark against her pale skin. She looked completely undone—beautiful, surrendered, glowing with pleasure in a way I’d never seen before.

At the same moment I was sliding into Leah’s damp, welcoming pussy. She let out a long, joyful moan as my cock filled her—hot, silky walls gripping me eagerly, already slick from watching her husband fuck my wife. I started with slow, deep strokes, savoring the way she stretched around me, the wet sounds of our bodies meeting. She rewarded every thrust with a low, guttural moan—primal, unfiltered—telling me exactly how much she loved being taken.

I spread her buttocks wide with both hands, exposing the tight pink ring of her asshole. A thick string of saliva dripped from my mouth onto it; I watched it slide down, glistening, before I pressed the pad of my index finger against the puckered entrance. She tensed for half a second, then relaxed, pushing back just enough to let the tip slip inside. I worked it deeper—slow, steady—matching the rhythm of my cock in her cunt, filling both holes at once.

Seconds later her whole body convulsed. A massive orgasm ripped through her—back arching off the bed, thighs trembling violently, pussy spasming around my shaft while her asshole clenched rhythmically on my finger. She cried out—loud, filthy, unashamed—voice cracking on a string of curses as she came harder than I’d ever seen any woman cum.

Across the bed Adam was grinning at me, eyes gleaming with dark pride as I pleasured his wife. When he noticed my finger buried in her ass, he let out a low, approving laugh.

“She loves it up the arse, Mark,” he said, voice thick with lust. “Check the drawer.”

Without pulling out of Leah’s spasming cunt, I reached over and yanked open the nightstand drawer. Inside lay a massive black dildo and a bottle of lube. I grabbed the lube, flipped the cap, and dripped a generous stream over her exposed asshole. My finger slid in deeper, spreading the slickness, opening her slowly while I kept fucking her pussy with steady, punishing strokes.

Leah hissed in pleasure, hips rocking back to meet both invasions.

“Yes, Mark… do it,” she panted. “Fuck my arse. I want it.”

I pulled my cock from her dripping cunt with a wet sound, coated the head in lube, and pressed the tip against her asshole. There was a moment of resistance—tight, hot—then the head popped past the ring with an audible slick noise. Leah gasped, body shuddering, then pushed back, taking me deeper inch by inch until my hips met her cheeks.

After a moment watching me buried in Leah’s ass, Adam turned his full attention back to Emma. He gripped her hips and drove into her again—deep, steady thrusts that made her whole body rock. She was clearly loving every inch of the fucking he was giving her. Her moans had turned raw and desperate, high and broken, rising in pitch with each powerful stroke. Her body shook through another orgasm—pussy clenching visibly around his thick cock as she gushed over him, slick juices coating his shaft and dripping down his balls. Her head tipped back against the pillows, mouth open in a silent scream, cheeks flushed crimson, nipples tight and dark against her pale skin. She looked completely undone—beautiful, surrendered, glowing with pleasure in a way I’d never seen before.

At the same moment I was working my full length deeper into Leah’s tight asshole. The initial resistance had given way to slick, gripping heat that swallowed me inch by inch until my hips pressed flush against her cheeks. I started really butt-fucking her then—slow at first to let her adjust, then harder, deeper, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. She loved it. Her low, guttural moans told me everything—how full she felt, how much she craved the stretch, the burn, the surrender. She reached back, spread her own cheeks wider for me, and begged in a rough voice, “Slap my ass… harder… fuck me like you mean it.” I did—my palm cracked against her flesh, leaving bright red handprints blooming across her pale skin. She moaned louder, pushing back to meet every thrust, fingers diving between her legs to frig her own cunt furiously, clit swollen and slick under her frantic rubbing.

Beside us Adam and Emma had shifted. She was now riding him—straddling his hips, sinking down onto his fat cock with a long, satisfied moan. He groped her beautiful, firm tits, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipples until she gasped. Her hips rolled in slow, grinding circles at first, then faster, riding him with increasing urgency. She looked over at me—face flushed, eyes glassy with bliss—and smiled through parted lips.

“Love you, darling,” she breathed, voice trembling as Adam’s hands tightened on her hips and he thrust up to meet her.

That single phrase—my wife telling me she loved me while she rode another man’s cock, while I was buried balls-deep in another woman’s ass—was the most erotic moment I could imagine. It shattered every boundary I’d ever set. Love and lust, possession and surrender, jealousy and acceptance—all colliding in one perfect, filthy instant.

I think that was what pushed me over the edge.

A moment later I was filling Leah’s bowels with my cum—spurting deep inside her, thick hot pulses that flooded her ass as she yelled, “Yes! Oh! Yes! Fill me up, you fucker!” Her body shook violently beneath me, pussy spasming around nothing, asshole clenching rhythmically on my cock as she came again, milking every last drop from me.

I collapsed forward, chest heaving, still buried in her as the aftershocks rolled through both of us. Across the bed Emma was still riding Adam—hips grinding, moans rising again as he groped her tits and told her what a perfect little slut she was.

I pulled my shrinking cock from Leah’s ass with a wet, audible plop. A thick trickle of my cum immediately seeped from her stretched hole, sliding down the cleft of her cheeks and pooling on the sheets beneath her. She shivered at the sudden emptiness, then turned her head to look back at me—eyes heavy-lidded, lips curved in a lazy, sated smile.

She reached for the phone without a word, switched it back to video mode, and angled it toward the bed. Emma was still riding Adam—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips now, drawing out every inch of his thick cock as it plunged in and out of her. Leah started filming again, capturing the way Emma’s breasts bounced with each downward motion, the sheen of sweat on her skin, the flush spreading across her chest and throat.

I was utterly spent—knees weak, chest heaving, mind foggy from the intensity of it all. I staggered back and dropped onto the edge of the bed, legs splayed, cock softening against my thigh as I watched.

Adam’s thick shaft disappeared into my wife’s pussy with every slow, deep thrust. Her lips gripped him tightly on the upstroke, glistening with their combined wetness, then stretched wide again as he bottomed out. She moaned low, head tipped back, long dark brown hair swaying down her spine. Her hands braced on his chest for leverage as she ground down harder, circling her hips to rub her clit against his pubic bone. She was chasing another peak, body trembling, breath coming in short, needy gasps.

Adam’s hands roamed her body—squeezing her firm tits, pinching her nipples until she whimpered, then sliding down to grip her hips and pull her down onto him even harder. His balls drew up tight against her ass, twitching visibly as he neared the edge.

I couldn’t look away. That was what I was staring at when he buried himself as deep as he could go—hips locked, cock pulsing—and I watched his balls contract with each heavy spurt. He pumped her full of his cum, groaning her name low and rough as he flooded her tight hole. Emma cried out—sharp, shattered—her own orgasm crashing over her at the same moment, pussy milking him greedily, drawing every last drop from him.

When she finally rolled off him with a soft, exhausted whimper, his cock slipped free—shining with their mixed juices, thick strands of cum clinging to the shaft and dripping from her swollen cunt. A slow rivulet of his seed leaked out of her, white against her flushed pink lips, pooling on the sheet beneath her.

Adam collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving. “Fuck me,” he panted, voice wrecked. “I’m so glad you two bought that house.”

The four of us cleaned up in silence—towels passed around, soft laughter breaking the quiet now and then. We ended up sitting naked on the bed together, legs tangled, skin still warm and sticky. Adam pulled the phone over and we scrolled through the pictures and video we’d taken.

Watching Emma on the screen felt surreal. There she was—my wife—performing like a pornstar. Kneeling, sucking, riding, cumming with abandon. Her body moved with a confidence I’d never fully seen before: hips rolling, back arching, mouth open in ecstasy as she took Adam’s cock again and again. She looked like someone more—someone wilder, freer, utterly different from the woman I’d married. And yet… still so familiar. The same dark brown hair spilling over her shoulders, the same small, mischievous smile when she glanced at the camera, the same way her eyes fluttered shut right before she came.

It made perfect sense and no sense at all.

As we sat there on the bed—still naked, skin cooling, the room thick with the scent of sex and wine—Leah’s hand had found its way to my lap. Her fingers wrapped loosely around my softening cock, stroking idly, almost absentmindedly, while we scrolled through the photos and video clips. It was casual, companionable, like she was petting a favourite cat.

But then the footage shifted to Emma riding Adam.

On the small screen, my wife looked transformed—hips rolling in slow, hungry circles, head tipped back, dark brown hair swaying down her spine as she sank down onto his thick shaft again and again. Her breasts bounced with each downward motion, nipples dark and stiff, face flushed with pure, unfiltered bliss. Adam’s hands gripped her ass, guiding her, pulling her down harder while he thrust up to meet her. The sound from the speaker was faint but unmistakable: her moans, his low groans, the wet slap of skin on skin.

My cock stirred under Leah’s touch—thickening, lengthening, twitching back to life in her palm. She noticed immediately. Her fingers tightened just a fraction, stroking now with purpose, thumb brushing over the head where a fresh bead of precum had appeared.

“Mmm,” she murmured, voice low and amused. “Someone’s waking up.”

Without another word she leaned down and took me into her mouth. No teasing, no buildup—just warm, wet heat enveloping me as she sucked slow and deep. Her tongue swirled around the head, then flattened along the underside as she bobbed, hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. The other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make my hips jerk. She was a pro—confident, unhurried, every movement designed to pull me back to full hardness in minutes.

I groaned, head falling back against the headboard. She hummed around me in approval, the vibration shooting straight through me.

When I was fully erect—throbbing, leaking steadily—she pulled off with a wet pop, lips shiny, and pushed me gently onto my back. I let her. Emma scooted over immediately, kneeling beside us. She reached down, wrapped her small hand around my shaft, and guided the head to Leah’s waiting pussy.

Leah sank down slowly—inch by inch—until I was buried to the hilt inside her. She moaned long and low, head tipping back, breasts swaying as she adjusted to the stretch. Emma stayed close, leaning over me, kissing me deeply while Leah began to ride—slow rolls of her hips at first, then faster, bouncing with increasing urgency. Adam had picked up the phone again, filming the whole thing: Leah’s ass rising and falling, my cock disappearing inside her, Emma’s mouth on mine, the way our bodies moved together.

Leah’s pussy felt different from Emma’s—hotter, looser in a way that spoke of experience, but with a subtle grip that milked me on every upstroke. I marvelled at it silently—the contrast, the way she took me so easily yet still made every thrust feel electric.

She lasted longer than I expected—riding hard, grinding down to rub her clit against my pubic bone, moaning louder with each bounce. But eventually her rhythm faltered, thighs trembling, breath coming in sharp gasps.

“Tap out,” she panted, lifting off me with a wet sound. “I’m done… for now.”

I was about to roll her onto her back, finish missionary-style—deep, face-to-face—when Adam spoke up, phone still rolling.

“Why don’t you let them both have a turn?” he suggested, voice thick. “Kneel for him, ladies.”

Leah and Emma exchanged a quick glance—smiling, eager—then knelt side by side in front of me on the bed. I stood, cock glistening with Leah’s juices, and stepped closer.

They took turns without prompting. Emma first—lips wrapping around me, sucking deep and slow, tongue swirling the way she knew I loved. Then Leah—deeper, rougher, throat relaxing to take me all the way while her hand stroked my balls. Back and forth they went, mouths trading places, tongues and lips and hands working me in perfect, filthy harmony.

Within a couple of minutes I felt the familiar surge—balls tightening, pressure building fast and unstoppable.

Adam’s voice cut through the haze, calm and commanding.

“Cum on their faces,” he said. “Give it to both of them.”

I pulled out of Leah’s mouth with a wet gasp, wrapped my fist around my shaft, and stroked hard—aiming at their upturned faces. Emma and Leah knelt close together, cheeks touching, mouths open, tongues out, eyes locked on mine.

I came with a low, guttural groan—thick ropes erupting across their faces. The first pulse hit Emma’s cheek and lips; the second splashed Leah’s chin and tongue; the rest painted them both in messy white streaks—dripping from cheeks, clinging to eyelashes, running down chins. They moaned softly, tongues darting out to taste each other, licking the cum from one another’s skin while Adam kept filming, capturing every filthy detail.

When the last spurt finally faded, I staggered back a step, knees weak, chest heaving.

Emma and Leah looked up at me—faces glazed, eyes shining, small satisfied smiles on their cum-smeared lips.

Adam lowered the phone, grinning.

“Beautiful,” he said simply.

Leah licked a stray drop from Emma’s cheek, then kissed her—slow, deep, sharing the taste of me between them.

Emma pulled back just enough to meet my eyes.

“Love you,” she whispered, voice hoarse, cum still glistening on her face.

And somehow, impossibly, I believed her.

As we were leaving, Adam paused in the doorway, one arm casually draped around Leah’s waist, his grin still loose and satisfied from the night.

“There’s one of our monthly parties next Friday,” he said, voice warm but edged with invitation. “You two will attend, won’t you? I mean… you’d go down a storm.”

The words landed softly, but they carried weight—like the final note of a song that promised an encore. I felt the familiar twist in my gut: anticipation, nerves, that dark thrill that had taken root somewhere deep and refused to let go.

I looked at Emma.

God, she looked pretty standing there in the hallway light—cheeks still flushed from everything we’d done, hair slightly mussed, a single streak of my cum still glistening on her cheek like a secret she hadn’t bothered to wipe away. Her lips were swollen from sucking cock—mine, Adam’s, back and forth—her eyes bright with the same mix of exhaustion and exhilaration that mirrored my own. She looked radiant. Claimed. And yet still so completely mine.

“What do you think, babe?” I asked, voice quieter than I meant it to be.

Emma met my gaze, held it for a long second. Then her mouth curved into that slow, wicked smile I’d come to crave over the last few weeks—the one that said she was no longer afraid of what she wanted.

“Try and stop us coming,” she said, the words light but laced with unmistakable hunger.

Adam laughed—low, approving—and Leah squeezed his arm, her own smile turning predatory.

“That’s the spirit,” she murmured. “We’ll see you Friday. Wear something… easy to take off.”

Emma slipped her hand into mine as we stepped out onto the porch. The night air was cool against our overheated skin, but her fingers were warm, steady. She leaned her head briefly against my shoulder as the door closed behind us.

We walked home in silence for the first few steps, the crunch of gravel under our shoes the only sound. Then she spoke—soft, almost thoughtful.

“I can’t wait to watch you again,” she said. “To see you lose yourself in someone else… knowing you’re coming home to me.”

I squeezed her hand tighter.

“And I can’t wait to watch you get fucked,” I admitted, the words rough but honest. “To see you cum on his cock again… knowing you’re still mine.”

She stopped walking, turned to face me under the glow of the streetlamp. Her eyes searched mine—open, vulnerable, unafraid.

“We’re still us,” she whispered. “No matter what happens Friday. No matter how many cocks I take, how many times I cum for them… I’m still coming home to you. Always.”

I pulled her close, kissed her hard—tasting the faint salt of my own cum still on her lips, tasting the promise of everything still to come.

“I know,” I said against her mouth. “And I’m still yours.”

We started walking again, hands linked, the house lights glowing ahead like a beacon.

Friday couldn’t come soon enough.


The Longest Build Up

In the week before our first swingers party, I really had no idea what to expect.

Emma spent most of that week with Leah. They disappeared together for long afternoons—shopping for outfits in the city, lingering over lunches at quiet cafés, heads bent close like conspirators. Emma came home flushed and excited, bags rustling with tisLisa paper and lace, her eyes bright in a way that made my stomach flip. Leah had been feeding her stories from previous parties: the way the lights dimmed at ten, the rules dissolving into moans, the sheer scale of the debauchery that unfolded upstairs and down. Emma recounted them to me in breathless fragments—couples swapping in the hot tub, strangers pressed against walls, women taking multiple men at once while their partners watched or joined in. Each detail landed like a spark on dry grass.

Before we’d moved here—before Adam and Leah had knocked on our door with champagne and easy smiles—our sex life had been good. Solid. Loving. The kind most long-married couples would envy if they were honest. But it had settled into something predictable, comfortable, like a well-worn path we both knew by heart. We still fucked regularly, still made each other cum, but the urgency had softened over time. The fire was banked, not blazing.

Since meeting our neighbours—since Emma had first let Adam’s thick cock stretch her mouth, then her cunt; since she’d come screaming on him five times from penetration alone while I was away—everything had changed.

I wanted sex constantly now. The hunger was relentless, almost embarrassing in its intensity. I’d wake up hard thinking about her on her knees for him. I’d get distracted at work, cock thickening under the desk at the memory of her shaved pussy clenching around his shaft, her moans muffled as he fucked her in our lounge. I’d come home early some days just to bend her over the kitchen counter and reclaim her, thrusting into her still-slippery cunt while she whispered filthy details about how much thicker he’d felt, how full he’d made her feel, how she’d begged him to fill her with his cum.

The visions of Emma with Adam’s cock buried inside her cunt had me horny all the time—aching, restless, unable to focus on anything else for long. It wasn’t just lust. It was obsession. Pride that she was desired so fiercely. Fear that she’d crave him more than me. And underneath it all, this dark, addictive thrill at the thought of her becoming someone wilder, freer, more shameless than the woman I’d married.

As for Emma, she seemed to have rediscovered a hunger for fucking and cum that had been dormant for years.

In the early days—back when we were still discovering each other—she’d occasionally let me finish in her mouth. It was rare, usually after a few glasses of wine or when the mood turned especially playful. She’d swallow with a small, quick grimace, the taste clearly overwhelming her for a second before she chased it away with water or a mint. Sometimes she’d pull off at the last second and let me cum on her face or tits instead, laughing as she wiped it away. Over time, as life settled into routine and familiarity, that willingness faded completely. She hadn’t taken me in her mouth to completion in years. The few times I’d come on her face after we’d started again, she’d wipe it off quickly, almost embarrassed by the mess.

Now everything had changed.

She demanded it—openly, eagerly. The first time she took my load in her mouth after Adam, she didn’t flinch. She kept me deep, throat working as I pulsed across her tongue, swallowing every thick spurt while her eyes stayed locked on mine. When I finally slipped free, she held the last bit on her tongue for a second—letting me see—before swallowing with a slow, deliberate motion. There was the briefest flicker across her face: a tiny wrinkling of her nose, a quick press of her lips together, the unmistakable sign that the taste still hit her as intense and slightly unpleasant. Yet she didn’t run to rinse it away. Instead she smiled—small and wicked—licked her lips like she was deciding she could live with it, and leaned in to kiss me deeply. The salty tang lingered on her tongue as she French-kissed me, sharing the flavour in long, filthy strokes until we were both hard again.

The next time, she pulled off just as I started to cum, letting the first hot ropes splash across her face and tits. She scooped the thick strands from her cheek with two fingers, brought them to her mouth, and sucked them clean—eyes never leaving mine. Again, that quick, involuntary tightening around her eyes, the faint grimace that betrayed how strong and bitter it still tasted. But she swallowed anyway—slowly, deliberately—then kissed me immediately after, tongue slick with my seed, letting me taste the proof of her willingness mixed with her own quiet struggle against the flavour.

She also wanted to fuck so much more—and she wanted it everywhere.

Not just in the bedroom anymore. Not just under the covers with the lights low and the door locked. The kitchen counter became her new favourite spot—bent over it while I took her from behind, her breasts pressed against the cool granite, moaning loud enough that I wondered if the open window carried her voice next door. The lounge sofa saw us more often than the bed: her riding me reverse so she could watch the garden through the sliding doors, hips grinding down hard while she whispered filthy things about how Adam might be watching from his patio.

But the garden… that was where she really came alive.

One humid Saturday afternoon, she dragged me outside without a word. The sun lounger was still in the same spot she’d used for sunbathing topless the week before—pale blue cushions faded from years of Georgia summers. She stripped naked right there in broad daylight, no hesitation, no glance over her shoulder. Just let her sundress drop to the grass, kicked off her sandals, and lay back on the lounger, legs spread wide, shaved pussy already glistening in the sunlight.

She looked straight toward the neighbours’ house.

The low fence between our yards offered no real privacy. Adam’s kitchen window was clearly visible, the glass reflecting the sky but not hiding whoever might be standing behind it. She knew he could be watching. She wanted him to watch.

“Come here,” she said, voice low but commanding. “Fuck me right now. Out here. Where he can see.”

I was already hard—had been since she dropped the dress—but hearing her say it out loud, seeing the way her eyes flicked toward that window with deliberate invitation, made my cock throb painfully against my shorts.

I stripped fast. Shirt, shorts, boxers—clothes hitting the grass beside hers. I climbed onto the lounger, knees bracketing her hips, and she reached down to guide me inside her. She was soaked—hot, slippery, ready—and I slid in deep with one slow thrust. She gasped, back arching, breasts lifting toward the sun as her pussy clenched around me.

“Harder,” she breathed, hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper. “Fuck me like you mean it. Let him see how much I love your cock… and how much I love knowing he’s watching.”

I fucked her with long, punishing strokes—deep enough to make her tits bounce, hard enough that the lounger creaked beneath us. She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, urging me on. Her moans carried on the warm breeze—loud, unashamed, deliberate. Every time I bottomed out she cried out louder, eyes locked on the neighbours’ window, lips parted in a filthy smile.

“Look at me,” she gasped, one hand sliding between us to rub her clit in frantic circles. “Look at how wet I am for you… and how wet I get knowing he’s probably stroking himself right now, watching you fuck me.”

The words pushed me closer to the edge. I slammed into her harder, balls slapping against her ass, sweat dripping down my back. She came first—sudden, violent—pussy spasming around my cock, a fresh gush of wetness soaking us both as she cried out his name—then mine—then nothing coherent at all.

I followed seconds later—burying myself deep and flooding her with thick, possessive spurts, groaning her name like a prayer while my hips jerked through the aftershocks.

We stayed like that for a long minute—panting, sweat-slicked, my cock still twitching inside her—her legs still wrapped around me, eyes still fixed on that window across the fence.

She smiled slowly, wickedly, as she felt me soften.

“I think he saw,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Good.”

Then she kissed me—deep, claiming—tongue tasting of sun and sex and the quiet thrill of being watched.

The lounger creaked beneath us one last time as she shifted, letting my softening cock slip free. A slow trickle of my cum leaked from her swollen pussy, dripping onto the cushion. She didn’t wipe it away.

She just lay there—naked, glowing, legs still spread—looking straight toward the neighbours’ house like an open invitation.

When I wasn’t fucking Emma, I found myself constantly drawn back to the videos and photos Adam had sent us.

The pictures alone were devastating. One frame captured her on her knees in our living room, lips stretched wide around his thick shaft, cheeks hollowed as she took him deep. Another showed her face upturned, eyes half-lidded in bliss, thick white ropes of his cum painted across her cheeks, dripping from her chin, pooling between her breasts. The contrast—my sweet, confident wife, marked and claimed by another man—hit me every time I opened the folder. I’d stare at her cum-glazed smile, the way her tongue had darted out to catch a stray drop, and feel my cock harden instantly, guilt and arousal twisting together until I couldn’t breathe.

But the videos… the videos were something else entirely.

There was one clip where she knelt in front of him on our couch, hands braced on his thighs, head bobbing slowly at first, then faster as he tangled his fingers in her dark brown hair and guided her deeper. The audio was faint but clear—her muffled moans, his low groans of encouragement, the wet sounds of her mouth working him. Another showed him pushing into her pussy from behind—slow, deliberate—her lips parting around his girth, stretching visibly as he sank in to the hilt. She gasped, back arching, pushing back to take every inch. Then there was the one of her riding him: straddling his lap, hips rolling in deep circles, breasts bouncing with each downward motion while his hands gripped her ass, pulling her down harder. Her head tipped back, mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure, eyes fluttering shut as she came around him—again—body shaking, pussy visibly pulsing on his shaft.

I’d lock myself in the work toilet more times than I cared to admit, phone propped against the wall, volume low, hand wrapped around my cock as I watched those clips on loop. The sight of my wife—my Emma—taking another man’s cock so eagerly, cumming harder than she ever had with me, moaning his name while he filled her… it wrecked me every time. I’d stroke fast, biting my lip to stay quiet, and cum hard into a wad of tisLisa paper, shame flooding in the second the release faded.

But even that shame couldn’t stop me. I’d wipe my hand, flush the evidence, and return to my desk with my heart still racing, already counting the hours until I could get home and bury myself inside her again—reclaiming what was mine, even as I knew she’d been craving something thicker, something older, something that made her cum in ways I never could.

The videos played in my head all day. At night, when she was asleep beside me, I’d sneak my phone under the covers and watch again—quietly stroking myself to the sight of her riding Adam, her shaved pussy stretched wide, her face contorted in ecstasy—until I spilled silently into my fist, biting back a groan so I wouldn’t wake her.

I was addicted.

We were both buzzing with anticipation when the night finally arrived—one of those electric evenings where every small ritual felt charged with meaning.

I sat on the edge of the bed watching Emma get ready, heart thudding in a way that was becoming familiar: excitement laced with that sharp, twisting jealousy I could no longer pretend wasn’t part of me. She wasn’t dressing for me tonight. Not really. Every choice—the lingerie, the makeup, the way she angled her body toward the full-length mirror—was deliberate, calculated to draw eyes that weren’t mine. The knowledge settled low in my stomach, heavy and hot.

When Adam had taken her the first time, there’d been no preparation. She’d simply stripped—casual, almost defiant—and that raw, unadorned nakedness had been more than enough. Her slim frame, those full 34D breasts, the perfect peach of her ass: it had driven our neighbour wild without any effort. But tonight was different. Tonight she’d be meeting strangers—other men, other women—and Leah had been very clear about what would work best in that crowd.

Emma stepped into a sheer black nightie, the lace cups so delicate they barely veiled her nipples; they showed through as dark, stiff peaks, impossible to ignore. A tiny black G-string followed—nothing more than a scrap of fabric that framed her freshly shaved pussy, smooth and bare, lips already slightly swollen from the anticipation. Black hold-up stockings hugged her toned legs, the wide lace bands biting gently into her thighs. She slipped on her spikiest high heels—those patent black ones that made her calves flex and her ass lift just so—and turned to the mirror.

Once her makeup was done—smoky eyes, bold red lips that promised trouble—and her long dark brown hair fell in loose waves down her back, she looked… devastating. Not just beautiful. Ready. Ready to be seen, touched, taken. Ready to be fucked by anyone who caught her eye.

But not by me.

The thought twisted again, sharper this time. For the hundredth time that week I wondered if this was actually a good idea—if opening this door had been madness, if I’d ever get her back the way she used to be. Or if I even wanted her back that way anymore.

She caught my reflection in the mirror—saw the conflict on my face—and smiled softly. No mockery, just understanding. She walked over, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me slow and deep.

“I’m still yours,” she murmured against my lips. “Always. This is just… more. More of me. More of us.”

I nodded, throat tight, and helped her into the long raincoat that would hide everything until we were inside. The fabric swished around her calves as she moved—innocent on the outside, sinful underneath.

There was no going back now.

I took her hand, led her next door, and—with a deep breath that felt like the last one before a plunge—I knocked.

Leah opened the door in a red waspie that cinched her waist impossibly tight, turning her already lush figure into an hourglass of pure temptation. The corset stopped just beneath her massive breasts, leaving them completely bare—full, heavy, impossibly firm even without support, nipples dark and erect in the cool evening air. A tiny triangle of black fabric barely covered her pussy, the thin straps disappearing between her thighs, while the back left her round, generous ass entirely exposed. Black stockings hugged her strong legs, the wide lace tops biting into her flesh just enough to make the skin above them look even softer. She looked like sin personified—confident, unapologetic, every inch of her screaming invitation.

She smiled slowly, eyes flicking between us with that same knowing heat she'd had in the photos Emma had shown me. "Come in," she said, voice low and welcoming, stepping aside so we could pass.

I watched her ass as she led us down the hallway—cheeks swaying with each step, the muscles flexing under smooth skin, the faint red marks from my earlier slaps still visible like faint fingerprints. My cock stirred in my pants at the memory: buried deep in that tight hole, her moans echoing off the bathroom tiles, the way she'd clenched around me when she came. The sight of her walking ahead—ass wobbling hypnotically, stockings whispering against her thighs—brought it all rushing back, sharp and vivid.

Emma slipped her hand into mine as we followed, squeezing once. I glanced at her—raincoat still buttoned, hiding the sheer black nightie and G-string underneath—and felt that familiar twist: pride that she was mine, hunger to see her revealed, jealousy that tonight she'd be offering herself to others.

Leah glanced back over her shoulder, catching my stare. Her smile widened—slow, wicked.

"Like what you see?" she teased, giving her hips an extra sway that made her ass jiggle just a little more.

I didn't answer. I didn't need to. The growing bulge in my trousers said enough.

She led us into the lounge, the same room where Emma had first knelt for Adam, where he'd cum on her tits, where she'd begged him to fuck her. The memory hung in the air like smoke.

Leah turned to face us fully, breasts swaying gently with the movement.

In the lounge there were already several couples mingling, the low lights casting warm shadows over bare skin and lingerie. All the men, like me, were still dressed in smart shirts and trousers—casual but sharp, as if the night hadn’t fully begun. The women, though… they were already down to the essentials, outfits very much like Emma’s sheer black nightie and Leah’s red waspie. Many had their breasts fully exposed, nipples stiff in the cool air; one woman hadn’t bothered with panties at all, her bald pussy openly visible as she laughed and sipped her drink, legs casually crossed on the sofa.

We were introduced around—names and smiles exchanged in that slightly awkward, charged way that comes with knowing everyone is here for the same reason. Over the next hour more couples drifted in until there were ten or twelve in total, spread between the lounge, dining room, kitchen and conservatory. Most were close to Adam and Leah’s age—late thirties to late forties—comfortable in their bodies, relaxed in their nudity, carrying the easy confidence of people who’d done this many times before.

Then we found ourselves chatting with one of the younger couples.

Sean and Kirsty were noticeably younger than Emma and me. Kirsty was just twenty-two, she told us with a bright, unselfconscious smile; Sean was twenty-six. They weren’t striking in any dramatic way—nothing about them screamed “pornstar” or “model.” They were Mr and Miss Average in the best sense: attractive without being intimidating, the kind of couple you might pass in a coffee shop and never look twice at. Sean was of medium height, a little soft around the middle from too many beers and not enough gym time, with short brown hair and an easy, boyish grin. Kirsty was petite, maybe five-three, slim but not toned, with small, perky tits that barely filled an A-cup—high and firm, capped with small silver barbells through her nipples that caught the light every time she moved. Her hair was a practical bob, light brown, and she wore a simple black thong and hold-ups that made her look more girl-next-door than seductress. Yet there was an openness to her—a relaxed, eager energy—that made her stand out in the room.

This wasn’t their first party, Sean explained as we stood in a loose circle near the fireplace. He spoke with the casual pride of someone recounting a good holiday rather than group sex. They’d been to half a dozen meets and parties already, and Kirsty, he said with a fond glance at her, was “voracious”—insatiable with both men and women. She’d already had Adam’s cock at a previous meet, taking him in the hot tub while Sean watched, then again at one of the house parties, riding him reverse on the sofa while others cheered. Sean had fucked Leah too—once at a club meet, once here—both times with Emma listening wide-eyed as he described how Leah loved being bent over the kitchen table, taking it rough while she fingered herself.

Kirsty laughed softly at the retelling, nipples visibly hardening under the attention, the silver barbells glinting as her small breasts rose and fell.

“It’s addictive once you start,” she said simply, voice light but eyes serious. “The freedom. The way you can just… let go. No shame, no pretending. Just bodies and pleasure.”

Emma squeezed my hand a little tighter, her thumb brushing over my knuckles. I felt her pulse racing through her fingers—excitement, nerves, that same hunger I’d seen when she’d begged Adam to fuck her.

"I can't wait for 10pm," Kirsty said, her eyes sliding up and down me slowly, shamelessly, like she was already picturing me stripped and hard.

We'd been warned by our hosts that at 10pm the doors would lock and all the men had to get naked. That was when the real fun usually started. Clearly I was fresh meat, and Kirsty wanted a good look at the goods before the night kicked off properly.

We also found ourselves chatting with another couple who stood out mostly because they were noticeably younger than most of the room. Luke and Jess introduced themselves with easy smiles. Luke was about 5'7", close-cropped hair, slim but not toned—nothing particularly striking, just an average guy with a friendly face. Jess, though… Jess was different.

Jess was chubby but carried it with absolute confidence, the kind that made her sexy in a way that had nothing to do with conventional "slim" beauty. Her body was soft and full—rounded hips, thick thighs, a generous belly that rolled slightly over the waistband of her black lace panties—but she owned every inch of it. Her ass was fat and glorious, round and heavy, jiggling subtly every time she shifted her weight or laughed. It was the kind of ass that demanded attention, the kind that made you imagine grabbing handfuls and watching it ripple. She had shoulder-length brown hair, mischief sparkling in her eyes, and a pretty face that lit up when she smiled.

But what really made her stand out were her massive tits. Emma was a 34D and proud of it, but Jess's looked easily twice the size—huge, heavy, spilling over the top of her lacy bra, the soft flesh quivering slightly with every breath or movement. Her nipples were thick and prominent, dark against her pale skin, pressing visibly through the thin fabric without any piercings to distract from their natural prominence.

We chatted easily as the clock ticked closer to 10pm. Jess was funny, quick-witted, completely at ease with her body in a room full of mostly older, more polished couples. She leaned in to whisper something filthy about a previous party, her massive tits brushing my arm, and I felt my cock twitch in my trousers despite myself.

Then Leah's voice cut through the room.

"Boys—time to get naked."


The Moment Of Truth


The shift in energy was immediate. Laughter rippled through the room, some nervous, some eager, as shirts were unbuttoned, belts unbuckled, trousers kicked off. Men peeled away layers with varying degrees of self-consciousness—one guy made a joke about “freezing my balls off,” another flexed playfully as his boxers hit the floor. The women watched openly, some biting lips, others sipping wine with knowing smiles. There was no rush, no dramatic music—just the soft rustle of fabric, the occasional chuckle, the quiet clink of belts.

I was last.

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. Emma stood beside me, already down to her sheer black nightie and G-string, hand resting lightly on my arm like she was steadying me. I glanced at her—saw the mix of excitement and quiet reassurance in her eyes—and started undressing.

Shirt first. Then shoes and socks. Trousers pooled at my ankles. I hesitated for half a second on the boxers—ridiculous, really, after everything we’d done—but the room felt suddenly very bright, very exposed. I pushed them down and stepped out, semi-hard cock bobbing free, still flushed from earlier play.

I felt every eye on me.

I looked around—couldn’t help it—and took in the surreal sight: ten other penises, all different, all just… there. Some thick and heavy, hanging low; some shorter but girthy; a couple long and slender; one guy was fully erect already, shamelessly proud. There were shaved, trimmed, natural—every variation. I wasn’t the smallest (a couple were noticeably shorter, softer), but I definitely wasn’t the biggest either. Adam’s thick shaft stood out immediately—veiny, heavy, still half-hard from earlier. Another guy had what looked like a solid eight inches, curved upward. I was… average. Comfortably average. Nothing to be ashamed of, nothing extraordinary.

The realization was strangely reassuring and oddly humbling at the same time. Here I was—exposed, semi-hard, vulnerable—in a room full of strangers’ cocks, and somehow it felt… normal. Surreal, yes. Awkward as hell. But not humiliating. Just… human.

Leah stepped closer, eyes roaming over me with open appreciation. “Very nice, Mark,” she said, voice warm. “Emma’s a lucky woman.”

Kirsty let out a low whistle from across the room. “Fresh meat,” she teased, grinning. “I like it.”

Jess, standing beside Luke, gave a soft laugh. “Don’t worry,” she said, her massive tits shifting as she gestured around the room. “You fit right in.”

Emma squeezed my hand once, then let go and stepped forward, pressing herself lightly against my side. Her bare breast brushed my arm, nipple stiff against my skin.

“Mine,” she murmured, loud enough for those nearby to hear, a small possessive smile curving her lips.

Adam raised his glass in a mock toast. “To new friends,” he said, eyes flicking between us. “And to the fun we’re about to have.”

Some couples drifted upstairs almost immediately, disappearing behind closed doors with low laughter and the soft click of latches. Others stayed in the lounge, the mood shifting from polite mingling to open indulgence as inhibitions melted away with the locked doors.

I scanned the room, pulse still racing from the strip-down, and my eyes landed on Kirsty first.

She was on her knees in a shadowed corner near the fireplace, head bobbing steadily on a man I didn’t recognise—normal-looking guy, early forties maybe, average height and build, nothing remarkable except the thick, short cock disappearing between her lips. He wasn’t fat or ugly—just an ordinary man in a room full of them—yet Kirsty was clearly devoted to the task. Her small hands braced on his thighs, cheeks hollowing with every deep pull, tongue visibly swirling around the fat head when she drew back for air. She moaned softly around him, eyes half-closed in genuine enjoyment, as if sucking cock was her favourite thing in the world. Saliva glistened on her chin; she didn’t care. She took him deeper, throat working, small perky tits jiggling slightly with the rhythm, pierced nipples catching the low light. The man’s head tipped back, fingers in her hair, hips rocking gently—he was clearly close, and she was loving every second of bringing him there.

Across the room, on the long sofa, a ginger girl—Megan, someone had called her—sat with her legs spread wide, dress rucked up around her waist. She was pretty in a soft, freckled way: pale skin, fiery red hair loose around her shoulders, small breasts with pale pink nipples standing out stiffly. Her shaved pussy was fully exposed, pink and glistening, and a man whose name I hadn’t caught had his face buried between her thighs. He was lapping at her eagerly, tongue working her clit in long, steady strokes, hands gripping her hips to hold her open. Megan’s head was tipped back against the cushions, one hand in his hair, the other squeezing her own breast as she moaned low and breathy.

What struck me—oddly—was that the man eating her out wasn’t hard. His cock hung soft between his legs, thick but limp, swaying slightly as he shifted position to get deeper. I stared for a second, confused. How could he not be rock-hard while going down on this hot redhead? Her pussy looked delicious—smooth, swollen, dripping—her moans were real, needy, her hips rolling up to meet his tongue. Yet he stayed soft, focused entirely on her pleasure, not his own. It was strangely intimate… almost more erotic than if he’d been erect and stroking himself. He was serving her, lost in the taste and feel of her, and she was loving it.

Emma’s hand brushed my arm, pulling my attention back. She was watching too—eyes dark, lips parted slightly, a faint flush on her cheeks.

“See anything you like?” she murmured, voice teasing but low enough that only I could hear.

I swallowed hard. “Everything,” I admitted. “And nothing I expected.”

A few seconds later, Jess walked over to the sofa, hips swaying with that unhurried confidence that made her fat ass jiggle softly under the low lights, Leah trailing right behind her like she knew exactly where this was heading. They sank onto the cushions beside Megan—soft leather creaking under their combined weight—and the kissing started almost instantly.

Jess turned first, cupping Megan’s freckled cheek with one hand and leaning in. Their lips met slow and deep—open-mouthed, tongues sliding together in a lazy, sensual dance. Megan sighed into it, one hand threading into Jess’s brown hair, the other reaching across to trace the heavy curve of Jess’s massive breast. Leah didn’t wait; she pressed in from the other side, mouth finding Megan’s neck, sucking gently at the pulse point while her hand slid down between Jess’s thick thighs. Fingers parted soft flesh, found slick heat, and started working—slow circles over Jess’s clit, then dipping inside, pumping in a steady rhythm that made Jess moan into Megan’s mouth.

The three of them melted together—kissing, touching, exploring—hands roaming freely over breasts, bellies, asses. Leah’s fingers were already buried deep in Jess’s cunt, wet sounds audible even across the room; Jess’s hand had found Megan’s shaved pussy, rubbing her clit in firm circles while Megan’s fingers pinched Leah’s thick nipples. It was intimate, hungry, completely unselfconscious—like they’d forgotten anyone else was watching.

Luke sidled up beside Emma and me, beer in hand, watching the scene with a fond, slightly amused expression.

“Ah, my Jess always did like pussy just as much as cock,” he said quietly, voice warm with affection. He took a sip, eyes never leaving his wife as she moaned louder, hips rolling into Leah’s hand. “She’s got a real appetite for it. Doesn’t matter who—man, woman, doesn’t care. Long as she’s getting filled or filled with something.”

Emma’s breath caught beside me. I felt her fingers tighten on my arm, her body shifting closer—nipples visibly stiffening against the sheer black lace of her nightie.

Luke glanced at us, smile widening. “You two okay over there? First time’s always a bit of a head-spin.”

I swallowed, throat dry. “Yeah,” I managed. “Just… taking it in.”

He chuckled softly. “Good. Plenty more to take in tonight.”

Across the room, Jess broke the kiss with Megan long enough to look over at Luke—eyes glazed, lips swollen, cheeks flushed. She crooked a finger at him, voice husky.

“Come here, baby. I need your mouth too.”

Luke raised his glass in a mock toast to us, then walked over—calm, unhurried—dropping to his knees in front of the sofa like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Emma leaned into me, her voice barely a whisper against my ear.

“Fuck… this is really happening.”

I nodded, cock already thickening despite the surreal haze, exposed and vulnerable in the warm room.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “It is.”

And as Luke buried his face between Jess’s thick thighs—adding his tongue to Leah’s fingers while Megan moaned and kissed Jess’s neck—I realised we weren’t just watching anymore.

After about five minutes of us just standing there, absorbing the chaos unfolding around us—the moans, the wet sounds, the shifting bodies—Luke finally pulled back from between Jess’s thick thighs. His face glistened from her pussy, chin and lips shiny with her release, a satisfied smirk tugging at his mouth as he wiped his jaw with the back of his hand.

He walked straight toward us, cock now fully hard and bobbing with each step—thick, veined, flushed dark from arousal. Without hesitation he rested one warm palm on the curve of Emma’s ass, giving it a gentle squeeze through the sheer black nightie. His fingers lingered, tracing the soft swell.

“You look incredible,” he said, voice low and appreciative, thumb brushing the lace edge where it clung to her skin.

Then he leaned in and kissed her.

Emma didn’t pull away. She met him halfway—lips parting, tongue sliding against his in a slow, hungry kiss that tasted faintly of Jess. Her hand came up to rest on his chest; his free hand cupped the back of her neck, pulling her closer. I watched, frozen, as his hard cock brushed against her thigh through the thin fabric of her nightie. When they finally broke apart, both breathing a little harder, Luke turned to me.

“Would you mind if I took your wife upstairs?” he asked, tone polite but eyes dark with intent.

I swallowed, throat tight. My cock—still exposed, still semi-hard from everything I’d seen—gave a traitorous twitch.

“That’s up to her,” I managed, voice rougher than I intended.

Luke raised an eyebrow, turning back to Emma with a questioning look.

She held his gaze for a long second—then nodded once, small but certain. She slipped her hand into his without another word.

I followed as he led her upstairs, steps heavy, heart hammering. The house was large—three bedrooms—and the first two doors we passed were wide open, the rooms beyond filled with the unmistakable sounds and sights of sex: couples fucking with abandon, bodies tangled in every configuration, moans and gasps blending into a low, constant chorus. Beds creaked, skin slapped skin, someone cried out in sharp pleasure.

The smallest bedroom, though, was free. A single bed pushed against one wall, crisp white sheets turned down, soft lamplight casting warm shadows across the space.

Luke led Emma inside.

He closed the door behind us with a quiet click.

The room felt suddenly smaller—intimate, sealed off from the rest of the house. Emma stood in the centre, nightie clinging to her curves, nipples stiff against the lace, breathing quick and shallow. Luke looked at her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered.

Luke had Emma’s nightie and G-string off in seconds—fabric whispering to the floor as he knelt between her thighs like a man starved. He didn’t tease or linger; he simply buried his face in her, tongue flat and eager against her shaved pussy, lapping up her wetness with long, hungry strokes. Emma gasped sharply, head tipping back against the single bed’s headboard, fingers threading into his short hair as he sucked her clit into his mouth, flicking the swollen bud with quick, relentless precision. Her hips rolled up to meet him instinctively, thighs trembling, soft moans spilling from her lips—raw, unguarded, the same sounds she’d made when Adam had her on our couch.

I stood against the wall, arms crossed to hide how hard I was getting again, pulse loud in my ears. Watching another man—ordinary, unremarkable Luke—pleasure my wife like that was surreal. His tongue worked her clit in tight circles now, two fingers sliding inside her, curling up to stroke that spot while his thumb pressed against her entrance. Emma’s moans turned higher, breathier; her back arched, breasts lifting toward the ceiling, nipples stiff and flushed. She was close already—body tensing, thighs shaking—and the sight of her so completely lost in another man’s mouth made my stomach twist with that familiar cocktail of jealousy, shame, and aching arousal.

A heavily tattooed man stepped up beside me—broad-shouldered, late forties maybe, arms covered in intricate ink that disappeared under his shirt sleeves. He smelled faintly of whiskey and cologne, stood close enough that his bare shoulder brushed mine. His cock hung thick and heavy between his legs—semi-hard, uncut, foreskin partially retracted—and he made no attempt to hide his own stare fixed on Emma.

“First time watching her with someone else?” he asked quietly, voice gravel-rough, not taking his eyes off the bed.

I swallowed, throat dry. “Yeah.”

He gave a low chuckle. “Gets easier. And harder. All at once.”

Emma cried out suddenly—sharp, broken—as Luke sucked harder on her clit, fingers pumping faster. Her hips bucked, thighs clamping around his head, body shaking through a powerful orgasm. She flooded his mouth; I could see the way her pussy pulsed around his fingers, slickness coating his chin as he kept licking through it, drawing out every tremor until she collapsed back against the pillows, gasping, glowing.

The tattooed man beside me let out a soft whistle. “She’s a noisy one. Lucky bastard.”

I didn’t answer. My cock was fully hard now, jutting out shamelessly, and I couldn’t look away from Emma—legs still spread, pussy flushed and glistening, Luke kissing his way up her inner thigh with slow reverence.

“Luke’s a lucky bastard,” he muttered, voice thick with gravel. “I was hoping to get a taste of her first. Looks like Luke’ll be poking that tight cunt first tonight.” He paused, eyes narrowing with dark amusement. “But I bet she likes sucking cock, though.”

With that, he stepped past me into the small bedroom, unhesitating. His cock—short but fat, thick-veined and already semi-hard—swung heavily between his legs as he approached the bed. In day-to-day life Emma wouldn’t have given this man a second glance. He was ordinary in every way—average build, average looks, nothing flashy or intimidating. Just a normal guy in a room full of them.

But tonight was different. With me watching—naked, hard, heart slamming against my ribs—she didn’t flinch. She didn’t hesitate.

She looked up from where Luke’s mouth was still working her clit, saw the tattooed man offering his cock, and simply… leaned forward.

She didn’t even pull his foreskin back. She just opened her mouth and took him in—skin and all—letting the loose sheath slide along with the head as she sucked. The foreskin bunched slightly at first, then smoothed out as she took him deeper, lips stretching wide around his girth. She moaned softly around him, the sound vibrating straight through his shaft, and his grin spread wide—Cheshire-cat smug, triumphant.

He looked over at Luke—still face-deep between Emma’s thighs—and laughed roughly.

“Fuck me,” he said, voice booming in the small room. “This one knows how to suck cock. She’s absolutely amazing!”

Emma’s eyes flicked toward me for half a second—dark, glassy with lust, holding mine while her mouth worked the stranger’s thick shaft. There was no shame in her gaze. Only heat. Only invitation. Only the quiet, thrilling knowledge that I was watching every filthy second.

Luke lifted his head briefly—chin shining with her wetness—and grinned at his companion. “Told you she’d be worth it.”

The tattooed man groaned, hips rocking gently, pushing a little deeper into her mouth. Emma took it—gagged softly once, then relaxed her throat, letting him slide further. Her free hand braced on his thick thigh; the other stroked what her lips couldn’t reach.

I stood frozen in the doorway—cock aching, balls tight—watching my wife suck a perfectly ordinary man she’d never have looked at twice… while another man’s tongue brought her to the edge again.

Luke straightened himself up and positioned himself between my wife’s wide-open thighs. Emma lay back on the single bed, legs spread shamelessly, her shaved pussy flushed and glistening from his earlier tongue work. Her chest rose and fell quickly, nipples stiff, eyes locked on him with a mix of anticipation and raw need.

I stood frozen in the doorway, mouth agape, heart slamming against my ribs as Luke gripped the base of his cock and guided the head to her entrance. He was circumcised—smooth head flushed dark, shaft veiny and thick, measuring a solid six and a half inches or so, but what really stood out was the girth. It looked heavy, substantial, the kind of cock that would stretch her noticeably wider than I ever could.

He pushed forward slowly at first—just the head parting her slick lips, her entrance yielding around him with a soft, wet sound. Emma’s breath hitched, hips tilting up instinctively to take more. Then Luke clenched his buttocks and drove in deeper—one long, steady thrust that buried him to the hilt.

Emma gasped sharply—half surprise, half pleasure—back arching off the mattress as he filled her completely. Her pussy stretched visibly around his girth, lips clinging to the veiny shaft as he bottomed out, balls pressing against her ass. She moaned low and broken, fingers gripping the sheets, thighs trembling from the sudden fullness.

Luke groaned too—deep, guttural—holding still for a second to let her adjust. Then he started moving—slow, deliberate strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sinking back in, each thrust making her breasts bounce gently, each withdrawal leaving her lips clinging wetly to him.

I watched it all—mouth still open, cock throbbing painfully in the open air—every detail searing into me: the way her body rocked with his rhythm, the slick shine on his shaft each time he withdrew, the way her moans grew louder, needier, as he found the perfect angle. She was taking him so easily now, pussy accommodating his thickness, hips rising to meet every plunge.

The sight was hypnotic. Devastating. My wife—my Emma—being fucked deep and thorough by this ordinary man, his average body moving with surprising confidence, his thick cock disappearing into her over and over.

Luke leaned down, captured her mouth in a messy kiss, swallowing her moans as he picked up speed. Emma’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper, harder.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

It wasn’t long before Emma had the tattooed man on the edge. She sucked him with surprising hunger—deep, wet bobs, tongue swirling under the head even with his foreskin still covering most of the shaft, her small hand stroking the thick base in perfect rhythm. Her eyes flicked up to mine repeatedly, holding my gaze while she worked another man’s cock like she was proving something to both of us.

The stranger groaned deep in his chest, hips jerking forward. “Fuck… I’m gonna cum.”

He pulled out at the last second and exploded across her face—thick, heavy ropes of cum splattering her cheek, her lips, her chin, some landing directly on her tongue. Emma moaned softly, keeping her mouth open for him, letting him paint her face without flinching.

He grinned down at her like he’d just won a prize, then casually wiped his still-dripping cock across her cum-glazed lips, smearing his load even more. Without saying a single word to her—not even a thank you—he turned, and walked out of the bedroom like she was just another warm mouth he’d used and discarded.

Emma stayed on her back, face glistening with a stranger’s cum, breathing hard, eyes still locked on mine. A thick drop slid slowly down her cheek toward her jaw.

The casual way he’d used her, marked her, and then just… left without even acknowledging her hit me like a punch. She had just sucked off a complete stranger—someone she wouldn’t have looked at twice in normal life—and let him cum all over her face like it was nothing.

And the worst part?

My cock was throbbing harder than ever.

A moment later I felt a firm hand on my shoulder. It was Adam.

“Do me a favour, Mark,” he said quietly, voice low enough not to carry over the wet slap of flesh and Emma’s rising moans. “Come with me.”

I glanced back at the bed. Luke’s hips were driving forward in steady, relentless rhythm—his thick, veiny cock pistoning deep into Emma’s pussy with every thrust. Her legs were splayed wide, ankles hooked loosely around his waist, thighs trembling as she took him fully again and again. The wet, rhythmic slapping of their bodies filled the small room, punctuated by her guttural, throaty moans—raw, unrestrained, the kind that started low in her belly and built until they spilled out like she couldn’t hold them back. Her breasts bounced with each impact, nipples dark and stiff, face flushed and eyes half-closed in bliss.

Adam’s hand squeezed my shoulder once—reassuring, almost paternal.

“Don’t worry,” he said, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “She’ll be more than OK with Luke.”

I hesitated for half a second—eyes still locked on Emma’s face, the way her lips parted on every deep thrust, the way her fingers dug into Luke’s back like she was anchoring herself to the pleasure. Then I nodded once, throat tight, and let Adam guide me out of the room.

The door clicked shut behind us, muffling the sounds of my wife being fucked—though not completely. The moans still filtered through the wood, faint but unmistakable.


Led By The Hand

Adam led me down the hallway, past the other bedrooms where similar sounds leaked out—creaking beds, gasps, low dirty talk. My cock was still hard, bobbing slightly with each step, cum from earlier still drying on my skin. The house felt alive with sex, every corner humming with it.

He stopped outside the master bedroom, turned to face me.

“She’s safe,” he said simply. “Luke’s a good guy—gentle when she needs it, rough when she wants it. And she’s clearly enjoying herself.”

I swallowed, the images still playing behind my eyes: Emma’s legs wide, Luke’s ordinary body moving over her, his thick cock stretching her open, her moans filling the room.

“I know,” I said quietly.

Adam studied me for a second—searching, almost gentle.

“You’re doing alright with this?” he asked. “First time watching her with someone else… it can hit hard.”

I exhaled shakily. “It’s… a lot. But yeah. I’m alright.”

He nodded once, clapped my shoulder again.

I allowed myself to be led away, Adam’s hand firm but not forceful on my shoulder. The sound of Emma’s moans followed me down the hallway—raw, rising, unmistakable—even as the door clicked shut behind us. I caught a glimpse through the narrowing gap: two other men stepping into the room, eyes hungry, cocks already hardening as they approached the bed where Luke was still buried between her thighs.

Adam steered me toward the master bedroom at the end of the corridor. The door was ajar, soft lamplight spilling out, and as we entered I saw Kirsty waiting on the bed.

She was naked, kneeling in the centre of the mattress, slim toned body glistening with a fine sheen of perspiration under the warm glow. Her small, perky tits rose and fell with each breath, nipples stiff and flushed, silver barbells catching the light every time she moved. Between her parted thighs, her shaved pussy was visibly swollen and wet, lips parted slightly as if already anticipating more.

She had a very long but thin cock in her mouth—belonging to a man whose face I couldn’t see from this angle. Kirsty worked him with obvious relish: head bobbing slow and deep, cheeks hollowing, one hand stroking the base while the other cupped his balls. She looked impossibly sexy—young, eager, completely unselfconscious—like giving head was the most natural thing in the world to her.

Adam closed the door behind us with a quiet click. The man on the bed glanced over, gave a small nod of acknowledgment, then gently eased himself out of Kirsty’s mouth. She let him go with a soft, wet pop, licking her lips as she looked up at us—eyes bright, cheeks flushed, a strand of saliva still connecting her lower lip to the glistening head of his cock for a second before it snapped.

Adam smiled at me, easy and knowing.

“Kirsty’s been waiting,” he said simply. “She heard about how you handled Leah earlier. Thought she’d like a turn.”

Kirsty crawled forward on the bed toward me—slow, predatory, small breasts swaying gently, ass lifting with each movement. She stopped at the edge, knelt up so her face was level with my waist, and looked up at me through her lashes.

“I’ve been watching you all night,” she said, voice soft but edged with hunger. “You’re new. Fresh. I like that.”

Her small hand wrapped around my cock—still rock hard from the sounds of Emma downstairs—and gave one slow, firm stroke.

“May I?” she asked, almost politely, though her eyes said she already knew the answer.

I nodded—throat too tight for words.

She leaned forward and took me into her mouth—warm, wet, eager—tongue swirling immediately around the head while her hand stroked the base. She moaned softly around me, the vibration shooting straight through my shaft, and I felt myself harden fully in seconds.

Adam moved to the side, phone already in hand again, recording quietly.

Kirsty pulled off just long enough to whisper against my skin:

“I want to make you cum… but not yet.”

Then she took me deep again—throat relaxing, nose brushing my pubic bone—and started sucking in earnest.

Down the hall, Emma’s moans rose again—louder, more desperate—and I knew Luke was fucking her properly now.

The contrast was unbearable: my wife being filled downstairs, Kirsty’s hot mouth working me here, Adam filming it all like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I tangled my fingers in Kirsty’s short hair, hips rocking forward on instinct.

Adam gave Kirsty a quick nod and she immediately slid off the bed, dropping to her hands and knees on the thick carpet in the centre of the room. Her slim, toned body looked impossibly young and tight under the low bedroom lights—small perky tits hanging just enough to sway, pierced nipples glinting, ass arched high and inviting. She looked back over her shoulder at us, eyes bright and eager, biting her lower lip in that way that said she knew exactly what she wanted.

Adam moved behind her first, gripping her narrow hips and sliding his thick cock straight back into her soaked pussy with one smooth thrust. Kirsty cried out immediately—loud, unfiltered, almost startled by how full she felt. “Oh fuck yes—deep, just like that,” she gasped, voice high and needy.

Adam started fucking her steadily—long, controlled strokes that made her small tits jiggle forward with each impact. She rocked back to meet him, moaning openly, shamelessly loud, the sound carrying through the thin walls.

Adam looked at me, grinned, and jerked his head toward her mouth.

I stepped forward—cock still hard, still throbbing from the endless buildup of watching everything downstairs—and knelt in front of her. Kirsty opened wide without hesitation, tongue flat, eyes flicking up to mine as she took me in. Her lips stretched around my shaft and she sucked eagerly—hungry, messy, noisy slurps and moans vibrating through me every time Adam thrust deep from behind.

We spit-roasted her like that for long minutes—Adam pounding her pussy with steady, powerful strokes, me sliding in and out of her warm, willing mouth. Kirsty was incredibly noisy: every deep thrust from behind made her moan around my cock, every time I bottomed out in her throat she whimpered and pushed back harder onto Adam. Her body shook through her first orgasm quickly—pussy clenching visibly around Adam’s shaft, a fresh gush of wetness coating his balls as she cried out muffled against my cock.

They swapped positions smoothly. I moved behind her, sliding into her dripping cunt—hot, slippery, still pulsing from her climax. She felt incredible—so young, so tight despite how wet she was. I gripped her narrow hips and fucked her deep, each thrust making her ass jiggle and her small tits swing forward. Adam knelt in front of her face and fed her his cock again—she took him eagerly, moaning louder now that she could breathe properly between thrusts.

Kirsty came again almost immediately—second orgasm crashing through her as I pounded her from behind. Her pussy spasmed hard around me, milking my shaft, her cries muffled around Adam’s thick cock. She kept cumming—third time, fourth—each one louder, messier, her body shaking violently, thighs trembling, pussy gushing over my balls with every deep stroke.

All the while my mind kept flashing to Emma downstairs. Was Luke still fucking her? Were those two other men taking turns now? Was she moaning their names the way Kirsty was moaning ours? Was she cumming on their cocks the way she’d cum on Adam’s—multiple times, screaming, begging? The jealousy stabbed sharp and hot, but it only made me fuck Kirsty harder, deeper, like I could fuck the images out of my head.

Kirsty’s young body was intoxicating—tight, eager, responsive in ways that made it impossible to think straight. Her small tits bounced, pierced nipples hard, ass rippling with every impact, pussy gripping me like she never wanted to let go. She was insatiable—cumming again and again, voice hoarse from moaning, body slick with sweat and her own juices.

Finally she pulled off Adam’s cock long enough to gasp, “Cum in my mouth—both of you—please.”

Adam and I looked at each other—grinned—then pulled out of her at the same time.

Kirsty spun around and knelt between us, mouth open wide, tongue out, hands stroking us both frantically. She looked up at us with pure, eager lust—small tits heaving, face flushed, eyes shining.

Adam came first—thick ropes splashing across her tongue, filling her mouth. She swallowed greedily, moaning at the taste, not a hint of hesitation. A second later I exploded—spurting hard onto her tongue, mixing with Adam’s load. She took it all—swallowing eagerly, throat working, eyes fluttering shut in obvious pleasure as she savoured every hot pulse.

When we were both spent she licked her lips slowly, scooping the last drops from her chin and sucking them clean, clearly loving the taste—loving the feeling of being filled with two men’s cum at once.

I stared down at her, stunned. She’d swallowed both of us without a flinch—eagerly, happily, like it was the best part of the night. I’d never seen a girl enjoy the taste of cum so openly, so shamelessly. The shock hit me hard—jealousy, arousal, disbelief all crashing together.

Emma had never swallowed for me like that—not even in our wildest early days. She’d always pulled away, made a face, rinsed immediately. But Kirsty… Kirsty loved it.

Kirsty looked up at us both, licked her lips one last time, and smiled—bright, satisfied, completely unashamed.

“Delicious,” she said simply.

And in that moment I understood something new about the world Emma and I had just stepped into.

Some women didn’t just tolerate cum.

Some women craved it.

Kirsty looked up at me with a truly devilish smile, lips still glistening from the double load she’d just swallowed, small silver barbells in her nipples catching the low light as her chest rose and fell.

“I hope you’re ready for round two later,” she said, voice husky and playful, a tiny bead of cum still clinging to the corner of her mouth before she licked it away.

Before I could answer, another guy walked in—ordinary-looking, mid-thirties, already hard and stroking himself slowly. Kirsty’s eyes lit up like she’d spotted dessert. She didn’t hesitate; she simply shifted on her knees, turned toward him, and took his very average cock straight into her mouth—deep, eager, moaning softly around it as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

I stood there for a second, watching her head bob with that same enthusiastic rhythm she’d used on Adam and me, cheeks hollowing, small tits jiggling slightly with the motion. She looked completely in her element—young, insatiable, utterly shameless.

I thought about staying to watch her work him over, about seeing how many more loads she could take tonight… but the pull to check on Emma was stronger. The sounds drifting up from downstairs—moans, slapping skin, low male groans—hadn’t stopped. I needed to know she was okay. Needed to see her.

So I left them to it—Kirsty already moaning happily around the new cock, the guy’s head tipping back as he tangled his fingers in her short hair—and slipped out of the room.

On my way upstairs I bumped into Steve in the hallway.

“Have you seen Kirsty?” he asked, casual, like he was asking if I’d seen his phone.

I smiled—couldn’t help it. “I think she’s downstairs,” I said, nodding back toward the bedroom I’d just left. “Getting… well taken care of.”

Steve laughed softly, no surprise or jealousy on his face—just fond amusement. “Sounds about right,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “She’ll be busy for a while.”

He headed off toward the noise without another word.

I continued upstairs, heart pounding harder with every step, the distant sounds of Emma’s pleasure growing clearer—her moans higher now, more frantic, mixed with the unmistakable wet slap of bodies and a man’s low grunts.

Whatever was happening to her down there… I needed to see it.

I needed to know how far she’d gone tonight.

And whether I could handle watching it all.

Both main bedrooms were still in use, the muffled sounds of sex leaking through the closed doors—creaking beds, low grunts, sharp feminine cries that rose and fell like waves.

But outside the smallest bedroom a small knot of men had gathered, shoulder to shoulder, cocks in various states of hardness as they peered through the half-open doorway. I shouldered my way forward, heart slamming against my ribs, until I could see past them.

Emma was on the single bed, naked, on all fours. Two older men—late fifties maybe, one tall and lean with greying hair, the other stockier with a thick belly—had her sandwiched between them. The tall one was behind her, hands gripping her hips as he thrust steadily into her pussy, each deep plunge making her breasts swing forward. The stockier man knelt in front of her face, thick fingers tangled in her dark brown hair, guiding her mouth down onto his cock. She took him eagerly—lips stretched wide, cheeks hollowing, soft moans vibrating around his shaft every time the man behind her bottomed out.

Her body rocked between them in perfect rhythm—ass rippling with each slap of hips against her, pussy visibly stretched around the tall man's cock, glistening with her arousal and their combined wetness. She looked completely lost in it—eyes half-closed, face flushed, mouth full, hips pushing back greedily to meet every thrust.

The tall man beside me—naked, semi-hard, arms crossed—eyed me curiously, clearly not realising who I was.

“Wait your turn, man,” he said, voice low and amused. “Don’t worry—you won’t miss out. This one’s a proper little slut. Happy to take on god knows how much cock.”

His words landed like a punch to the gut—crude, dismissive, reducing my wife to just another eager hole in the room. Yet they were true. She was taking them both without hesitation, moaning around the cock in her mouth, pushing back to meet the one fucking her pussy. Her body trembled through another orgasm—back arching, thighs shaking, a fresh gush of wetness coating the tall man’s shaft as she cried out muffled around the other cock.

I stood there, frozen—cock throbbing painfully in the open air, balls tight, a confusing storm of emotions crashing through me: jealousy that burned like acid, shame that I was hard watching this, pride that she looked so beautiful in her abandon, and a dark, addictive hunger to see how much more she could take.

The man beside me chuckled softly, stroking himself slowly as he watched.

“Proper little whore, isn’t she?” he said. “Bet her husband’s downstairs wondering where she’s got to.”

I didn’t answer.

I just kept watching—mouth dry, heart pounding—as the two men used my wife like she was made for it.

And part of me—the darkest, most honest part—wanted to step inside and join them.

A moment later the man fucking her let out a deep, guttural moan and buried himself to the hilt, hips jerking as he pumped thick ropes of cum deep into my wife’s cunt. Emma gasped, back arching off the bed, pussy visibly clenching around him as she felt every hot spurt flood her. He held there for a few seconds—breathing hard, grinding slowly—then gave her ass a playful, possessive slap that left a fresh pink handprint blooming on her skin. He pulled out slowly, cock slick and shining with their combined juices, a thick trickle of his cum immediately leaking from her stretched pussy and dripping down her inner thigh.

“About fucking time,” the man beside me muttered, voice low and amused.

He was very tall—easily six-three or more—with wire-rimmed glasses and a lean, wiry build that made him look older than he probably was. I’d have guessed sixty, maybe a bit more. His cock wasn’t particularly thick, but Jesus, it was long—nine inches at least, straight and rigid, veins standing out along the shaft like cords. He stroked himself once, lazily, eyes locked on Emma’s leaking cunt.

She was still catching her breath—legs trembling, pussy flushed and open—when he stepped forward without hesitation. He didn’t pause to admire or tease; he simply lined up and pushed in—slow but relentless—his long cock sliding deeper into her than I’d ever reached. Emma’s eyes widened, mouth falling open in a sharp, surprised cry as he bottomed out, hips pressing flush against her ass. She was so wet, so open from the previous man, that he sank in easily, but the depth made her gasp again—back bowing, fingers clutching the sheets.

Another man standing nearby—average build, greying hair—had been absently stroking his limp dick while watching, but he recognised me now. His hand stilled.

“Your wife?” he asked quietly, nodding toward the bed.

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

He gave a small, knowing smile. “You’re a lucky man.”

The words felt strange—kind, almost kind—but they landed with an odd weight. Lucky. Watching another man sink nine inches into my wife while she moaned and pushed back to take more. Lucky.

A thought struck me, and I turned to him.

“Why are they all in here?” I asked, voice low. “Aren’t there plenty of other women downstairs waiting for this kind of attention?”

The man chuckled softly, resuming his slow, idle strokes.

“Most of the ladies downstairs are more into pussy tonight,” he said simply. “Or they’ve already had their fill of cock and are taking a breather. But your wife…” He nodded toward the bed, where Emma was now rocking back to meet the tall man’s deep thrusts, moaning steadily. “She’s new. Fresh. And word spreads fast in a place like this. Men line up for fresh meat—especially when she’s as eager and vocal as your girl. They know she’ll take it. They know she’ll cum on it. They want a turn.”

He shrugged, eyes flicking back to the action.

“Plus half these guys are on Viagra or whatever. They’ve already fucked once tonight—maybe twice—and now they’re hard again. Your wife’s the main attraction right now. They’re not going anywhere until they’ve had a piece of her.”

Emma cried out again—sharper this time—as the tall man picked up speed, long cock sliding in and out with wet, obscene sounds. Her pussy gripped him visibly, juices coating his shaft, dripping down her thighs. She looked over at me for a brief second—eyes glassy, lips parted—then closed them again as another orgasm started building.

The man beside me leaned in slightly.

“Enjoy the show, man,” he said. “She’s having the time of her life.”

And as I watched—cock throbbing, heart pounding—I realised he was right.

She was.

And part of me—God help me—was too.

“Wait… Viagra?” I asked, voice cracking with genuine shock. “I mean—what about you?”

The tall man—Mitch—chuckled low, adjusting his glasses with one hand while the other absently stroked his long, rigid cock.

“No, I don’t need that shit,” he said, casual as if we were discussing the weather. “Leah already had my load down her throat earlier tonight. Swallowed every drop like a good girl.” He gave a small, proud shrug. “But fuck me, I really do like the look of your wife. She fucks like a pro. I reckon she’s already taken three cocks tonight—and another couple have cum in her mouth or painted her face—just while I’ve been standing here watching.”

The number hit me like a slap. Three guys. Plus a couple of facials or mouth loads. How long had I been stuck in that damn bathroom with Debbie? Ten minutes? Fifteen? Long enough for Emma to go from one man to… four? Five? My stomach twisted—jealousy sharp and immediate—but my cock throbbed harder in the open air, betraying me completely.

Mitch noticed my reaction. His smile turned knowing, almost sympathetic.

“Name’s Mitch, by the way,” he said, extending his free hand. “I’m here with my fuck buddy, Lisa. I throw regular parties myself—smaller ones, more focused. Gangbangs when someone wants it. Bukkakes if the mood’s right. You and your wife would be very welcome. I’m sure you’d both go down a storm.”

He glanced toward the bed again—where the tall man was now fucking Emma with long, steady strokes, her moans rising in pitch as another orgasm built—then back at me.

“Maybe,” I said, noncommittal, voice barely above a whisper.

Mitch shrugged, unoffended. “Well, Adam has my number if you change your mind.” He gave my shoulder a friendly squeeze—firm, almost paternal—then stepped away. “I’d better go find Lisa. See if she’s licked enough pussy yet.”

He shook my hand once—quick, firm—and walked off down the hall, long cock still bobbing semi-hard as he disappeared around the corner.

I stood there alone, naked, exposed, heart pounding.

Emma’s moans grew louder from the room—sharp, desperate, another climax building. The tall man’s long cock was disappearing into her over and over, her pussy stretched wide, slick and shining.

I didn’t move.

I couldn’t.

I just watched—cock throbbing, mind reeling—as another man gave my wife something I never had.

The man fucking Emma’s mouth grimaced, hips jerking once, twice—then he froze, hands clamping tight around her head as he came with a low, guttural moan. Thick pulses filled her mouth; I watched her throat work as she swallowed eagerly, taking every spurt without pulling away. When he finally eased out, his cock was already softening, glistening but clean—she’d sucked him dry, swallowed every last drop like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The stranger stepped back, gave her a quick pat on the cheek—almost affectionate—and walked out without a word. Emma stayed on her knees a moment longer, lips swollen, a faint sheen of saliva and cum at the corner of her mouth, breathing hard through her nose. She looked up at me—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed—and licked her lips once, slow and deliberate.

Mitch had already wandered off down the hall, leaving me alone in the doorway.

The tall, skinny man with glasses was still shafting my wife—long, thin cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy with steady, unhurried strokes. Bent over her like that, his lanky frame folded awkwardly, pale skin almost glowing in the lamplight, he looked oddly comical—like some gangly bird trying to mount her. But Emma didn’t seem to find it funny. Her legs were wrapped loosely around his narrow waist, heels digging into his lower back, pulling him deeper with every thrust. Her moans were soft now, breathy—exhausted but still needy—as he worked her slowly toward another peak.

He took his time—agonisingly long strokes, drawing almost all the way out before sinking back in to the root. Emma’s pussy clung to him visibly, lips stretched around his length, slick and shining. Her breasts bounced gently with each movement, nipples stiff and dark. She looked up at him once—eyes half-lidded, mouth open—then closed them again, lost in the sensation of being filled so deeply.

Finally, after what felt like forever, he groaned low and buried himself as far as he could go. His balls tightened, twitching against her ass as he emptied into her—slow, heavy spurts that made her gasp softly, pussy fluttering around him one last time. He held there a moment, breathing hard, then pulled out slowly. A thick trickle of his cum immediately leaked from her well-used cunt, white against her flushed pink lips, dripping down onto the sheet.

“She’s all yours, man,” he said casually, giving me a quick nod as he stepped past. “Enjoy.”

More than you know, I thought.

Emma had flopped onto her belly, utterly spent, her breathing still ragged and uneven. I climbed onto the bed beside her and ran my hand gently down the length of her back—slow, soothing strokes along her spine, feeling the damp heat of her skin and the faint tremble that lingered in her muscles. She turned her head toward me, dark brown hair sticking to her cheek, and gave me a soft, exhausted smile. She looked completely used up—face flushed and glistening, mascara slightly smudged, lips swollen from sucking cock, hair tangled and wild.

I glanced down between her legs. Her pussy was still leaking—thick, pearly strands of cum slowly oozing from her puffy, red folds, dripping in lazy rivulets down the insides of her thighs onto the already-stained sheet. Her cunt looked well-fucked—swollen, glistening, the lips parted and tender from being stretched and pounded. There was cum in her hair too, a sticky white streak near her temple, and another drying on her cheek. The whole room stank of sex—sweat, pussy, cum, the sharp musk of multiple men and one very willing woman.

“You did take your birth control this morning, didn’t you?” I teased, voice low, thumb brushing a gentle circle at the small of her back.

Emma’s smile turned sly, tired but mischievous. She winked at me—slow, deliberate.

“I think so,” she murmured, voice hoarse from moaning and sucking.

I let out a quiet laugh, shaking my head. “Had a good evening?”

“Fuck yes,” she breathed, the words almost a groan of satisfaction. “But God… I need a drink.”

We made our way downstairs together—me still naked, cock soft but heavy between my legs, Emma wearing nothing but her black hold-up stockings, the lace tops digging into the soft flesh of her thighs. Cum still leaked slowly from her well-used pussy with every step, a thin white trail glistening on her inner leg. As we passed the other bedrooms, I noticed they were empty now—sheets rumpled, air thick with the aftermath. Most of the guests had drifted away, but a stubborn handful of die-hards remained in the lounge.

Adam was on the sofa, cuddling Kirsty against his chest while they both watched Leah on the rug in front of them. Leah knelt between Steve’s legs, head bobbing steadily, taking his cock deep into her mouth with practiced ease. Kirsty shifted her weight on the cushion, wincing just slightly, and I smiled to myself—her ass was definitely sore after getting it fucked earlier.

Luke sat in an armchair nearby, his big-titted wife Jess perched on the arm beside him, one leg draped over his lap. Two other couples lounged on the floor, half-dressed, watching the action with lazy interest. Luke caught sight of us and raised a hand in a lazy wave. We walked over and stood beside them.

He reached out and shook my hand firmly, then looked from Emma—still leaking cum, stockings the only thing on her—to me.

“Just wanted to say thanks, man,” he said, voice warm and genuine. “Really enjoyed meeting you both tonight. I’d love for you two to come over to ours sometime… have some fun.”

Emma answered before I could. “I’d like that,” she said, voice soft but sure.

At that exact moment Steve groaned, hips jerking. Leah pulled off just in time—his cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum erupted across her face, splashing her cheeks, lips, chin, dripping in heavy strands onto her large, heaving breasts. She grinned up at him, eyes sparkling, clearly loving the mess. Then she looked over at us—face covered in fresh sperm, a wicked, satisfied smile spreading—and my mind reeled.

I found myself wondering—almost against my will—which of the men in this room had already filled my wife with cum. Which ones had spunked on her face, in her mouth, across her tits. How many loads had she taken tonight? How many more would she take before the sun came up?

Before I knew it, my cock was hardening again—rising thick and insistent between my legs, right there in front of everyone.

Emma noticed. So did Leah.

They both smiled—slow, knowing, completely unashamed.

“Anyone want to empty Mark’s balls?” Adam asked, voice casual but edged with amusement. “Looks like he’s still ready to fuck.”

Jess’s eyes lit up immediately. “I will.”

She slid off the arm of Luke’s chair and took Leah’s place on the rug in front of me. The remaining guests—half a dozen or so—watched openly, some stroking themselves lazily, others sipping drinks with lazy smiles. Jess knelt up, massive tits swaying heavily as she settled between my legs. She looked up at me once—mischief in her eyes, lips already parted—then leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth.

She didn’t tease. She sucked with immediate, greedy hunger—lips stretching wide around my shaft, tongue flat and firm along the underside as she bobbed deep. One hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently while the other stroked the base in perfect rhythm. I groaned low, hips twitching forward instinctively. Her massive breasts pressed against my thighs, soft and warm, nipples hard points dragging across my skin with every movement.

I stared down at those huge tits—soft, heavy, quivering slightly as she worked—and imagined cumming all over them, painting those thick nipples white. The thought made me throb harder in her mouth.

But Jess had other ideas.

She pulled off suddenly—lips leaving me with a wet pop—looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes, and said simply,

“Fuck me.”

I nodded, pulse roaring in my ears.

I laid her on her back right there on the rug—legs spread wide, massive breasts flattening and spreading across her chest. I hooked her thighs over my arms, opening her fully, and pushed my cock into her gaping pussy. It squelched wetly as I sank in—hot, slick, welcoming. She moaned loud and long, back arching, hands flying up to squeeze her own tits, pinching her nipples hard as I started thrusting.

I fucked her steadily—deep, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt. Her pussy gripped me like velvet, still swollen from earlier, still leaking from whoever had been inside her before. She writhed beneath me, moaning openly, hips rolling up to meet every plunge.

A couple of minutes in, Kirsty joined us—kneeling beside Jess’s head, leaning down to suck one of those thick nipples into her mouth. Jess cried out sharper, body bowing off the rug as Kirsty’s tongue flicked and teeth grazed. That extra stimulation pushed Jess over the edge.

“Yes… ohhhh… yes!!” she shouted, voice raw and breaking. Her pussy clamped down hard around my cock, spasming wildly as she came—back arching, thighs shaking, a fresh gush of wetness soaking my shaft and balls. Kirsty kept sucking her nipple through it, drawing out the orgasm until Jess was trembling, gasping, completely wrecked.

She sensed I was close—my thrusts turning erratic, hips stuttering—and pulled off Jess’s nipple long enough to look up at me.

“When you cum,” she said, voice husky, “I want it in my mouth.”

I didn’t argue. I pulled out of Jess’s spasming cunt—cock slick and shining—and grabbed Kirsty by the hair, lifting her head. She opened wide immediately—tongue out, eyes locked on mine—and I pushed my cock between her lips.

I came almost instantly—thick, forceful spurts flooding her mouth. She moaned around me, throat working as she swallowed eagerly, taking every pulse like it was the best thing she’d tasted all night. The same mouth I’d pissed into earlier now drank my cum with greedy pleasure—no hesitation, no grimace, just pure enjoyment.

When the last spurt faded, she pulled off slowly, licked her lips clean, then turned to Jess. Without missing a beat she leaned down and kissed her—deep, open-mouthed, tonguing my cum into Jess’s mouth. They shared it between them—slow, filthy kisses, hands roaming over each other’s bodies, swapping my seed back and forth until it was gone.

I rocked back on my heels, chest heaving, legs shaky.

Adam stepped up beside me, clapped me on the shoulder with a grin.

“Nice one, man,” he said approvingly. “They look good together, don’t they?”

I could only nod—still dazed, still reeling from the sight of two women sharing my load like it was a delicacy.

Kirsty and Jess finally broke apart—lips shiny, smiles matching—both looking up at me with that same wicked satisfaction.

“What did you think of your first party then?”

Adam asked it casually, leaning back against the kitchen counter with a fresh beer in hand, but his eyes were sharp—watching me, gauging every flicker of reaction.

I exhaled a shaky laugh, still catching my breath from the last round, cock softening but still twitching at the memory of Kirsty swallowing both loads like it was her favourite dessert.

“Amazing,” was all I could muster at first. The word felt small, inadequate for the whirlwind of the night—Emma’s moans echoing from downstairs while I fucked Leah’s ass, Kirsty’s eager mouth, the sight of my wife taking cock after cock like she’d been waiting her whole life for it.

But after a pause, the truth spilled out—rough, honest, a little raw.

“Just make sure we’re on the guest list for the next one.”

Adam’s grin widened—slow, satisfied, like he’d known that was coming.

“Already done, man,” he said, clinking his bottle against mine. “You two are in. And trust me… next time? We’ll make sure it’s even better.”

Emma appeared in the doorway then—still in just her hold-ups, cum dried in faint streaks on her cheek and thigh, hair mussed, skin glowing with that post-orgasm flush. She looked exhausted, radiant, completely unashamed.

She walked straight to me, pressed her body against mine, and kissed me slow and deep—tongue tasting faintly of other men, of salt and sex and everything we’d just done.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright, voice soft but sure.

“We’re coming back,” she said, loud enough for Adam to hear. “Next month. And every month after that.”

Adam raised his bottle in a toast.

“To new friends,” he said.

Emma smiled against my mouth.

“To more,” she whispered.

And as her hand slid down to wrap around my softening cock—already stirring again at the promise—I knew she was right.

There was no going back.

Only forward.

Deeper.

Harder.

Together.


Epilogue

A few months had passed since that first wild night at Adam and Leah’s.

The monthly parties had become routine—almost ritual. We never missed one. Emma had blossomed in ways I still sometimes struggled to wrap my head around: more confident, more sexually fearless, more alive. She’d fuck strangers in front of me now without a trace of hesitation—kneeling for groups, taking cocks in every hole, cumming so hard her eyes rolled back while men lined up to fill her mouth or paint her face. And every time, afterward, she’d crawl back to me—cum dripping from her chin, her pussy, her ass—kiss me deep, and whisper “I love you” like it was the most important truth in the world.

I’d learned to live with the jealousy. It still flared sometimes—sharp and hot when I watched her swallow a load that wasn’t mine, or when she came harder on someone else’s cock than she ever had with mine. But the sting had dulled into something else: a dark, addictive thrill. I’d fuck her afterward—reclaiming her while she was still slick with other men’s cum—whispering filthy praise in her ear until she came again, screaming my name this time.

One quiet Sunday night, weeks after the last party, we were in bed together. No rush, no guests, no audience. Just us.

Emma slid under the covers without a word, her dark brown hair fanning across my stomach as she settled between my legs. She looked up at me once—eyes soft, loving, a little mischievous—and took my cock into her mouth.

She sucked me slow and deep, the way she knew I loved—lips tight, tongue swirling under the head, hand stroking the base in gentle rhythm. No rush. No performance. Just her, worshipping me like I was the only man in the world. I groaned low, fingers threading through her hair, hips rocking up gently into the wet heat of her throat.

She hummed around me—content, happy—and I felt the familiar coil tighten in my balls.

“Em… I’m close,” I rasped.

She didn’t pull off right away. She took me deeper one last time, throat relaxing, moaning softly as I started to pulse.

Then she eased back slowly, letting the head rest on her tongue for a heartbeat—letting me feel the warmth, the promise—before pulling off completely. Her hand replaced her mouth instantly—stroking fast and firm, slick with her saliva and my precum.

I came in seconds—thick ropes erupting across her upturned face, splattering her cheeks, her lips, her chin. One pulse landed on her tongue before she closed her mouth; the rest painted her in messy white streaks. It felt violent, helpless, humiliatingly quick—my body jerking uncontrollably while she knelt there, taking it, eyes locked on mine the whole time.

She stayed still for a moment, letting me see the mess I’d made—cum dripping from her chin, clinging to her eyelashes—then reached for the tissue on the nightstand. She wiped her lips carefully, dabbed at her cheek and chin, and set the tissue aside.

I stared at her, still catching my breath, stunned.

She noticed.

“I’m going to keep swallowing reserved for parties,” she said quietly, crawling up to lie beside me, head on my chest. “It’s for when I’m being bad… when I’m their slut. But in here? With you?” She pressed a gentle kiss over my heart. “I want to taste you, feel you cum, but I don’t want to swallow anymore. That part of me… I’m saving it for the nights we share with them.”

I exhaled shakily, pulling her closer, arms wrapping around her like she might slip away if I let go.

“You’re still mine,” I whispered.

She nodded against my skin.

“Always.”

Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping loosely around my softening cock, holding me gently.

“And you’re still mine,” she said. “Even when I’m on my knees for ten other men. Even when I’m cumming on their cocks. Even when I swallow for them. I come home to you. I always will.”

I kissed the top of her head, breathing her in.

“I know.”

We lay there in the quiet—her heartbeat steady against mine, my hand stroking her back, the faint scent of her shampoo mixing with the lingering musk of sex.

No parties tonight. No strangers. Just us.

And somehow, after everything, that felt like the most erotic thing of all.

The genie was still out of the bottle.

But we’d learned to dance with it.

Together.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Unexpected: A Wife Shared For The First Time

I never expected my marriage to take a turn like this.

Amy was always the steady one. Sweet. Kind. Safe. Then we met Phil and Beth — confident, playful, unashamed of their desires — and suddenly the world we thought we understood cracked open.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around some guy's big black cock, watching her lose herself in the thrill of another man’s touch. Watching jealousy and desire knot together inside me until I don’t know whether I want to pull her back into my arms — or see just how far she’s willing to go.

What started as flirting turned into stolen kisses. Then hands roaming where they shouldn’t. Then nights where every rule we’d ever lived by quietly disappeared. Partner swapping. Secrets. Confessions whispered in the dark. And every time I tell myself this is the last time, Amy looks at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile…

…and I realize I want more too.

I thought I knew what love meant. I thought I understood loyalty. Now I’m standing on the edge of something deeper, darker — something that might change us forever.

She crossed the line.

I watched.

And neither of us is ready to go back.

The First Time I Was Shared: My Journey Into Swinging

As we stepped out of the taxi, I looked at my husband James and took a deep breath.

My God, was I nervous.

This was our first time in Vegas—but that wasn’t why. It wasn’t the casinos, or the lights, or the sheer size of it all. I was nervous because, as I gripped James’s hand, I knew we were walking toward the nondescript door of a swingers club.

The craziest part? We weren’t even swingers.

We’d never even dabbled. We were just Mr. and Mrs. Vanilla strolling toward that door, straight into the unknown. I didn’t know what we’d find inside—or whether I’d actually go through with it. But ever since that night, I knew I had to at least see it for myself.

That night a few months ago, when Emily couldn’t keep her drunken mouth shut while we sat in my hot tub and she told me about her little trip to Vegas—and what she got up to while her husband watched.

But that’s the thing. They stopped after that. Her story was just a couple of drunk wives giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob. And yeah, I know you’re thinking that’s bad enough.

But what if I told you that, since that moment, my mind hasn’t stopped wandering? That all I could think about was standing there naked, surrounded by strangers, getting stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock while everyone watched?

That’s a whole different ball game.

And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to think about it too.

But as I walked through that door, heart racing, I still didn’t know the answer to the one question that mattered:

Would I really do it?
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