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Every morning repeats. Lauren walks in barefoot, her hair down, wearing a tight-fitting dress that hugs her waist. She moves from counter to sink, humming while she fills the coffeemaker. I sit at the table, laptop open, pretending to work, watching her ass move under the fabric. Coffee fills the kitchen. Sunlight slices across the marble. She sets my cup down, smiling that smile everyone wants.

She checks her phone between sips, charity messages lighting up the screen. There’s always an event, a fundraiser, a crisis. She handles it with calm words and quick plans. Neighbors wave when she grabs a package. Men stare too long. Women ask her about everything—kids, repairs, who to call. People turn to her. She makes the stone and glass house feel real.

Evenings slow down. She changes into yoga pants, curls up next to me, feet in my lap, tits pressed under a soft tee. We watch TV, split a bottle of wine, sometimes fall asleep before the credits. In bed, she wraps around me, legs tangled, hair in my face. Five years married and she still does it without thinking. She still makes me feel chosen.

I stay quiet. When she’s asleep and the house is still, I pour whiskey and stare at the street. My grip on the glass tightens, knuckles white with tension, as the thought of the men before me creeps back, unwanted but persistent. She never talks about them, but I know they were rough, the kind who left marks. A pulse throbs at my jaw as the thought lingers. Not memories, just pictures I make up, woven from jealousy and imagination. The fantasy stays.

Lauren sat at the table, laptop open, papers stacked neatly. Her blouse fitted, top buttons undone, just enough to show the swell of her tits when she leaned forward. Hair tied back, a few strands loose around her face. Afternoon light on her skin, soft and warm. I brought two glasses of water, set one by her elbow, and watched her fingers move over the keys.

She looked up, smiled, and went back to work. I sat across from her, pretending to check emails, but my eyes kept drifting to her chest. The blouse clung when she moved, showing the weight of her tits, the faint curve of her nipples. Her skirt slid higher as she crossed her legs, the bare skin of her thighs bright against the chair. I got hard just watching her move.

She discussed her day, donors, and a new campaign. I nodded, but my mind drifted. My cock stirred thinking about the men before me, the ones with rough hands who grabbed her thighs, squeezed her tits, made her moan before I ever showed up. The thought was wrong, but it came easily, mixing with the way she moved in her seat.

She caught me staring and gave me that smirk she uses when she knows she can make me hard without trying. I coughed, looked away, but the heat stayed. It always does. It waits under my skin, ready to break.

Lauren tapped the edge of her laptop with her pen, eyes still on the screen. She spoke like it was nothing. “James got in touch today,” she said. “He’s out.” Her voice was soft, the kind she used when she wanted to reassure instead of alarm.

I froze. The name hit a nerve even though she said it lightly. My chest tightened while my cock stirred under the table. “James?” I asked, keeping my tone even. “Which James are we talking about?”

She looked up, met my eyes, and didn’t flinch. “My ex,” she said plainly. “He’s out of prison now. He called to tell me he’s trying to start over.”

The air between us thickened. I set my phone down, voice tighter than I wanted. “Out of prison. And he thought to call you?”

Lauren shrugged lightly. “We just caught up. He wanted me to know he was back, that he’s working on keeping things straight. It wasn’t a long call.”

I shifted in my chair, hiding my nerves with a sip of wine. “So what did you two actually talk about?”

She tilted her head, considering me. “Mostly, that he doesn’t have much yet. No stable place. He sounded lost.” Her hands were folded together on the table. “I thought... maybe we could help. Just for a while. We have the space, and he clearly doesn’t.”

I leaned back, eyes narrowing. “Wait, what do you actually mean by ‘help’? Are you saying you want us to bring a convict into the house?” My words came sharper than I intended.

Lauren’s lips pressed together before she answered. “He did time for drug possession. Five years. He says he’s clean now. I wouldn’t suggest it if I didn’t think he was serious about changing.”

I nodded slow, my pulse jumping. “That’s a lot. After all this time.” I reached for my glass again, stalling. “And you really think he’s changed?”

Her eyes held steady on mine. “I want to believe he has.” She leaned forward as she said it, blouse pulling across her tits, skirt slipping higher on her thighs. The sight tangled with the words until I could barely hear her anymore.

Fear and jealousy twisted up, turning to heat. I gripped my glass and forced a casual reply. “Rough spot he’s in, I guess.” My voice stayed steady, but my cock was hard under the table, pressing tight to my thigh. I hid it, hid everything, but the thought was there now, burning.

Lauren didn’t let the subject drop. She leaned closer over the table, her voice steady. “I know how it sounds. But he deserves at least the chance to prove he’s different now. Everyone deserves one.” Her tone had that same weight she used in meetings when she wanted something signed and sealed. It wrapped around me, soft but firm, the kind that always ended with me agreeing.

I tried to focus on her words, but my eyes kept going to her blouse, tight across her tits as she pressed her elbows to the table. The necklace between them caught the light, swinging as she moved. Her skirt rode high when she crossed her legs, bare thigh bright in the low light. Every detail got under my skin while she talked about him.

My mind spun on its own track. I pictured him in the guest room, shirtless, tattoos running across his hard muscle. I pictured Lauren standing in the doorway, her body lit in the same soft glow, her lips parted. I pictured her stepping inside, closing the door, letting him grab her the way I never could. The fantasy slid in fast, hot enough that my cock pushed thick against my thigh. I clenched my jaw, trying to chase it away, but it stuck.

I nodded slow, pretending to weigh her words. “You really believe he’s changed. That’s what you’re telling me.” My voice stayed level, but under the table I pressed my palm to my thigh, trying to keep steady. She saw the careful husband, listening. She couldn’t see the pictures in my head, or how hard I was just thinking about him here.

I lifted my glass, swirling the wine as if that would hide the way my hand trembled. “There are other ways to help,” I said finally. “We could give him money. Enough to get him a place for a few months. He doesn’t have to be here.”

Lauren tilted her head, studying me with those calm green eyes. “Money isn’t the same. He needs stability, not a handout. A roof, a routine, a place where he isn’t just waiting for the bottom to fall out again.” Her words were gentle but unyielding, the kind she knew I had trouble refusing.

I nodded slow, but inside my thoughts split. Part of me wanted distance, to keep him somewhere else. But the darker part was awake, thick in my cock, pulsing in my chest. The picture of him in our house burned hotter the more she pressed. I heard her laugh in my head, her steps going to his room, the creak of a bed that wasn’t ours. I gripped my glass so hard I thought it might break.

She leaned back, folding her arms under her tits so they pressed higher, unintentional or not. “We’d know he was safe. And it wouldn’t be forever.”

I made myself speak. “And you think this is the best way. Bringing him here.” My words were measured, but my cock throbbed against my thigh, fed by pictures I couldn’t let her see. I played the husband weighing risks, but every part of me burned at what it would mean to say yes.

Lauren reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine. Her touch was warm, steady, meant to calm me, but it only lit me up more. “I know you’re worried,” she said softly. “But I wouldn’t even suggest it if I didn’t feel sure. He sounded lost, Nathan. He’s not the same person he was when he went in. Letting him stay here could make all the difference.”

I kept my eyes on her hand over mine, the glint of her wedding band, the soft skin of her wrist. I wanted to believe her, but the pictures in my head kept shifting. Him stepping out of the shower, towel low, tattoos wet. Her passing him in the hall, tits straining against a thin tee, ass brushing him as she walked by. My cock pulsed, heavy, and I gripped her fingers back like I was just agreeing to think it over.

“Maybe,” I said, voice flat enough to sound neutral. “Maybe it would help him. But it changes a lot for us.”

Her eyes softened, green and pleading, and she leaned in a little closer. “It wouldn’t change us. We’d just be helping him. That’s all.”

The lie was in her innocence, and I knew she believed it. I nodded slowly, swallowing down the mix of jealousy and arousal strangling me. “We’ll see,” I muttered, pulling my hand back and lifting my glass again. She thought the conversation was winding down, but inside me, it had only just begun.

Later that night the house was still. Lauren was upstairs brushing her teeth, water running down the hall. I sat alone in my office, door half closed, a glass of whiskey sweating by my laptop. The conversation replayed, each line twisting tighter. She wanted to bring him here. She wanted him under our roof. She thought it would be simple. I knew better.

I leaned back in the chair, unbuttoning my shirt, letting the cool air touch my chest. My cock had been half hard since dinner, straining again as soon as I imagined what it would mean. Footsteps echoed in the hallway, ground in reality, contrasting sharply with the fantasy I created. I imagined the door closing and the sound of her laugh on the other side. As I pictured her slipping in with just a thin nightshirt, nipples hard, hair loose, whispering so I wouldn't hear, the creak of a floorboard snapped me back to this space. In my mind, the bed still creaked, the rhythm building, her voice breaking into moans that carried through the thin walls.

I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking slowly, letting the fantasy overtake me. Whiskey burned in my throat while my palm worked faster, precum wetting my fist. I pictured his tattoos shining with sweat, her tits bouncing in his grip, her ass slapping against his hips. I clenched my jaw, fighting to stay quiet, but the thought of her taking him raw pushed me over. Cum spilled hot across my stomach, dripping down my skin as I gasped for breath.

I wiped my hand on a napkin, staring at the mess on my desk. There was no taking it back. I could pretend to resist, but I knew the truth. I was going to let him in. Once he was here, nothing in this house would be the same.
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The Dinner
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The restaurant glowed with low light, glassware clinking softly around us as servers moved between tables. Lauren walked ahead of me, her dress hugging her hips, the wrap at her waist drawing every look as we were led to a corner booth. I sat across from her, pretending to check the menu while I stole glances at her tits pressing against the fabric, the curve of her neckline when she leaned forward. The place smelled of roasted meat and wine, but all I noticed was her.

She leaned closer over the table, smile warm, green eyes bright. “Thank you for coming tonight,” she said, brushing her hair back. “I think it’s important you meet him properly.”

I nodded, voice caught in my throat, and reached for my glass. The wine tasted sharp. I adjusted my cuffs just to keep my hands busy. Every detail of her body reminded me she wasn’t just my wife. She was the woman another man once had, and the man we were about to see again.

I checked the entrance. The door opened with a draft of cooler air, and I knew it was him before she did. Shoulders broad, chest filling his shirt, tattoos curling out from the edges of his sleeves. He paused to scan the room, then spotted us. My cock twitched under the table the second her face lit up.

Lauren stood quickly, smoothing her dress as she moved to greet him. She wrapped her arms around his body, her tits pressed hard against his chest. I watched his hands close over her back, strong and sure, holding her a moment longer than polite. She laughed softly against him, the sound catching in my chest like a hook. I stayed seated, stiff with a wine glass in hand, staring as my wife clung to the man who had once been hers.

James pulled back from the hug slowly, his hands sliding off her waist with no rush. His eyes stayed on her a beat too long before he finally looked at me. The grin he gave carried the same weight as his shoulders, confident and unshaken. Lauren guided him toward the booth, sliding in beside me so he could take the seat across.

Up close, his size was impossible to miss. The shirt clung to his chest, veins running across his forearms under the ink. A scar cut through one eyebrow, easy to see even in low light. Even the way he handled the menu was controlled, his thick fingers steady. Nails short, movements measured, prison still on him in ways a suit couldn’t hide. I hated how my cock stirred under the table just from looking at him.

Lauren smoothed her dress again, cheeks pink, eyes bright. “It’s good to see you sitting down like this,” she said. “How was your day?”

James set the menu aside. “Strange,” he admitted. “Waking up somewhere that doesn’t lock behind you—it takes a minute to believe it’s real.”

“That must feel incredible,” she said softly, leaning in closer.

He shrugged, eyes flicking to me, then back to her. “Better than a steel cot. Better than counting time.”

I cleared my throat, forcing myself to speak. “So how long has it been since you had a proper meal like this?”

He looked straight at me this time. “Five years.” His voice was low and rough, steady as stone. “You don’t forget the taste of real food.”

Lauren reached for her wine, her smile faint. “Well, tonight you’ll have more than enough.”

James’s mouth curved. “Already feels like I do.”

She laughed at that, hand resting on the table near his. I pretended to sip my own wine, heart hammering as I watched the ease between them grow, every word making it harder for me to breathe.

The waiter came and took our orders, but my mind barely registered what I asked for. I kept glancing between the two of them, their voices carrying over the low hum of the restaurant. Lauren leaned in with her chin resting on her hand, green eyes locked on him like no one else in the room mattered.

“So what kept you sane in there?” she asked, tone gentle. “Five years is a long time.”

James gave a short laugh, though there wasn’t much humor in it. He paused, his eyes briefly flicking over the elegant dining room before settling back on Lauren. His fingers tightened slightly around the fork, a subtle tension betraying his unease. "Routine. Pushups. Reading whatever I could get my hands on. Mostly just surviving one day at a time." He looked down at his forearm, the ink twisting under the candlelight. "You learn quick who you are when you’ve got nothing else left." For a fleeting moment, his gaze followed the line of the wall to the exit before returning to the conversation, grounding himself again.

Lauren touched his arm lightly, a brief brush of fingers over his skin. “You’re here now. That’s what matters.”

I felt my stomach twist as I watched the contact. Her fingers lingered too long, her smile too warm. My cock stirred against my leg at the sight, jealousy and arousal tangling in ways I couldn’t untangle. I forced myself into the conversation. “And what’s next for you? Any plans lined up?”

He looked at me squarely, his voice even. “Find work. Keep my head down. Try not to go back.” His mouth curled into something between a grin and a smirk. “Easier said than done.”

Lauren gave a soft laugh, her hand sliding back to her wineglass. “You will. You’ve already made it this far.”

I stared into my glass, swirling the wine, pretending to care about the color. But all I could think about was how her voice softened around him, how easy it was for her to fall back into his orbit. Every word made it harder to breathe, my cock pressing thick and hot against my thigh under the table.

The food arrived, plates set down with practiced speed, but the clink of silverware barely cut through the tension humming inside me. Lauren thanked the waiter with a smile before turning back to James, her body angled toward him instead of me. The candlelight caught in her hair as she leaned forward, neckline dipping just enough to show the swell of her tits.

“So do you still draw?” she asked, eyes bright. “You used to sketch everything when we were younger.”

James smirked, stabbing into his steak. “Kept at it. Nothing else to do. Drew on scraps, walls, skin. Some of it stuck.” He tugged at the edge of his collar, the ink curling higher across his chest. “Got better with practice.”

Lauren laughed softly. “I remember. You never stopped scribbling.” Her hand brushed his forearm again as she reached for her wine, a casual touch that made my gut tighten.

I forced a bite of food into my mouth, chewing without tasting. “You’ll find more useful work than tattoos, I’m sure,” I said, sharper than I meant. I cleared my throat, tried again. “What kind of job are you looking for now?”

James cut another piece of meat and shrugged. “Anything steady. I’ll take whatever keeps me out of trouble. Construction, warehouse, doesn’t matter.” His eyes flicked to Lauren, holding there. “But I’ll figure it out.”

She nodded, her voice softening. “You will. You’ve always been good with your hands.”

The words hit low in my gut, hot and sharp. I shifted in my seat, cock straining against my pants. I pretended to focus on the food, but all I saw was the way she looked at him, the way he pulled her in. The air between them was thick, and I sat across the table, burning.

James set his knife down and leaned back slightly, the candlelight flickered across the ink on his throat. 'Got a few I'm proud of,' he said, pulling his collar lower to reveal more. Bold lines and heavy script glimmered in the dim light, and when her name appeared cut clean across his chest, my stomach turned. A drop of wine slipped from my glass, pooling darkly on the crisp tablecloth, resonating with the shock crashing through me.

Lauren gasped, then covered her mouth with a hand, laughing nervously. “You still have that? After all this time?”

He smirked, running a thumb over the edge of the letters. “Couldn’t exactly get rid of it inside. Grew with me, I guess.”

I nearly choked on my wine, throat tight as I tried to swallow. The sight burned into me. The name I whispered in bed was carved into his skin, claimed in a way I couldn’t erase. My cock stirred even as jealousy stabbed hard. I pictured his chest pressed to her tits, sweat slick, the ink smearing between them while he fucked her raw.

Lauren shook her head, cheeks flushed. “That’s insane,” she said, though her smile stayed wide. Her hand brushed her hair back, exposing the curve of her neck as she looked at him with a mix of shock and warmth.

I forced a laugh, though it came out strained. “Guess some things don’t fade,” I muttered, gripping the stem of my glass too tightly. He just grinned across the table, the kind of grin that said he knew exactly what effect it had, and enjoyed every second of it.

The plates between us were half-finished, but Lauren barely touched hers. She leaned in with her elbow on the table, chin resting on her hand as James spoke. They traded stories like I wasn’t there—bits from years back, names I didn’t recognize, moments that pulled laughter out of both of them. Her voice was higher, livelier, carrying a warmth I hadn’t heard in a long time.

James gestured with his fork, his grin easy. “Remember that night at the pier? You swore the cops were gonna haul us in.”

Lauren laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. “We deserved it. You lit half the dock on fire with that stunt.”

“You egged me on,” he shot back, pointing at her with the fork before dropping it. “You loved the chaos.”

Her eyes softened, smile lingering as she sipped her wine. “Maybe I did.”

I sat with my glass clutched in hand, trying to follow, but the rhythm was theirs. Every glance they shared, every brush of memory, tightened something inside me. She glowed in the candlelight, green eyes wide, cheeks flushed. He leaned closer, soaking it in, and I couldn’t tell if I was more jealous or more hard from watching.

I cut into my steak just to keep busy, chewing without tasting. Their laughter filled my head until it was all I could hear. I shifted in my seat, cock straining in my pants, telling myself I was only imagining the way her body leaned toward his.

The waiter cleared our plates, leaving empty wineglasses and the glow of candles between us. Lauren tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, cheeks still flushed from laughter. James leaned back, stretching his arm along the top of the booth, his grin fixed on her. For a moment, I wasn’t even part of the picture.

“So what now?” Lauren asked, her voice soft. “Where do you go from here?”

James shrugged, eyes steady on hers. “Find steady work. Keep out of trouble. But I’ll be honest—right now I don’t even know where I’ll sleep tomorrow.”

Her lips pressed together, concern flashing across her face. She turned to me then, eyes wide, hopeful. “Nathan and I talked about it,” she said gently. “We thought maybe you could stay with us. Just until you find your footing.”

I hadn’t agreed to anything before now, not like this. The words hung between us, her eyes on mine, waiting. My chest tightened, caught between her softness and his steady stare. James didn’t move, just watched, the curve of his mouth saying he already knew what I’d say.

Heat rose in my throat, jealousy twisting hard, but under the table, my cock swelled thick. I swallowed, forced my mouth to work. “You’re welcome to stay,” I said finally, voice steady enough to pass. “We’ve got the space. Make yourself at home.”

Lauren’s smile bloomed, relief on her face as she squeezed my hand. James leaned forward, voice low. “Appreciate it, man.” The words were heavy, sure. I shifted in my seat, cock pressing against my thigh, knowing I’d just opened the door to something I couldn’t take back.
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James showed up two days later, bag slung over his shoulder, a shadow of road dust still clinging to him. The driveway stretched clean and bright in the afternoon sun, the house standing neat with its trimmed hedges and pale stone front. He didn’t look like he belonged in a place like this, but that was the point. He stood tall, shoulders wide, tattoos curling down his arms, the weight of him filling the space before he even stepped inside.

Lauren opened the door with a smile that spread too fast, too wide. “You made it,” she said, reaching to take his bag even though it dwarfed her frame. He laughed and shifted it off his shoulder himself, brushing past her into the foyer like he’d been here before. She hovered close, hand brushing his back as she pointed down the hall. “We set up the guest room for you. Fresh sheets, towels, everything you’ll need.”

I lingered behind, watching how her body angled toward him. She touched his arm when he thanked her, leaning closer than she needed to. Her laugh was easy, bright, echoing off the high ceilings. He didn’t rush; his steps were slow as he looked at the photos on the wall, the shine of the marble floor. My chest was tight as I followed, hearing their voices mix, hers warm, his low, filling the house.

The guest room sat ready, bed made tight, sunlight falling across the dresser. I trailed them inside, heart hammering, cock stirring as I caught the way she smoothed the blankets for him, fussing as though he were a guest of honor instead of an old flame. He set his bag down on the chair with a heavy thud and turned toward her, broad and solid in the doorway. She plumped the pillows once more, smiling at him with a warmth I hadn’t seen in years.

James dropped his bag in the corner of the guest room and stood with his arms loose at his sides, surveying the space as if he were measuring it. Lauren fussed over the dresser, straightening a stack of folded towels that didn’t need fixing. “Everything should be here,” she said, her voice carrying that extra lilt it never had for me. “If you need more, just ask.”

He nodded once, eyes running along the window, the framed print on the wall, then back to her. “It’s more than enough.” His voice was low, steady, a sound that filled the room. She smiled at him as if the words were meant to reward her.

I leaned on the doorframe, trying to keep my face blank. The way she stood close to him was new. Her laugh was softer, lingering. She reached up to tug at a pillow, like she was afraid to stop moving. He watched her hands, then looked at her, and in the pause, I felt my cock swell tight in my pants.

Lauren finally let her hands drop and brushed her hair back, tucking a strand behind her ear. “You should settle in, take a rest before dinner,” she told him. Her tone was gentle, almost coaxing, like she didn’t want him to feel like a guest but like he belonged here. James nodded again, dropping down onto the edge of the bed with a heaviness that made the frame groan. He sat there relaxed, spreading his knees wide, elbows resting on his thighs. Lauren stayed standing, eyes dipping briefly before she caught herself.

I cleared my throat, the sound too sharp in the quiet. “We’ll give you a minute,” I said, pushing off the doorframe. She followed me out slowly, looking back before closing the door. In the hall, she let out a breath and smiled like she’d finished something big. I walked beside her to the stairs, chest tight, cock still hard, knowing he was already making the house feel different. The shift wasn’t subtle. It was alive, running through every room he touched.

James’s door stayed shut for a while, the sound of the shower cutting through the silence upstairs. Water pounded steadily against tile, echoing faintly through the hall. I stood at the bottom of the stairs, listening longer than I should have, my thoughts slipping where they shouldn’t. I imagined Lauren hearing it, imagined her eyes on the door, her body tensing at the thought of him naked just beyond it. Steam filled the hall, her curiosity pulling her closer. That was what lit the fire in me, not him, but the picture of her drawn to it.

Lauren passed by me with a stack of laundry balanced in her arms. She slowed when she heard the shower too, glancing up toward the landing. The corner of her mouth twitched like she wanted to smile but thought better of it. “He must be glad to finally wash the road off,” she said, her voice almost casual. She shifted the basket in her arms, then lingered a second longer, staring up the stairs.

I swallowed and nodded. “Yeah. Must feel like a reset.” My words were flat, my throat dry. My cock was thick, pulsing at the image of him stepping out dripping, towel low on his hips.

Lauren carried the laundry into our room but left the door open. I followed after, leaning in the frame. She set the basket down, then stood with her arms crossed, listening to the water still rushing above us. “It’s strange, isn’t it? Having him here,” she murmured, not looking at me. After a beat, she added, softer, “But it feels like the right thing. Helping a man when he needs it most.”

“Strange,” I echoed, though the word didn’t cover it. My chest was tight. My head filled with the sound of water, the picture of steam in that bathroom, him running a hand over the ink on his chest while she hovered close. My cock swelled against my pants, alive with it, even as I told myself to look away, think of anything else.

Lauren’s footsteps creaked lightly as she moved up the stairs. I stayed behind, half hidden in the hall, watching her climb until she reached the landing. At that moment, I heard it—the squeak of a hinge as the bathroom door opened. Steam rolled out in my imagination, but all I had was the sound and the way she froze, posture straight, head tilting toward the hallway. From my vantage point below, I saw only her: the curve of her back, the tilt of her hips, the way her shoulders squared as she faced him.

Her voice carried up, warm and light. “Feeling better now?” It wasn’t careful—it had a teasing edge, as though the sight of him standing there invited it.

His reply came clear, steady, nothing muffled. “Like a new man.” The words rang down the stairwell, rough and certain, no need to strain to hear them.

She laughed at that, sharp and girlish, the sound filling the house. She tucked her hair behind her ear, leaned slightly forward, and asked, “Good. You needed that, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” came the answer, low and sure. “Been waiting a long time for a real shower.”

I gripped the stair rail, chest tight, cock swelling as I listened. I couldn’t see him, but every word told me what she was seeing—his body still wet, towel low, tattoos gleaming under the light. She lingered, her voice soft as she told him dinner would be ready soon. Only after his footsteps moved away down the hall did she finally turn. She descended slowly, her cheeks flushed, her lips curled in a faint smile, carrying something with her that she never said aloud.

Lauren reached the bottom step and brushed past me, her hand skimming the rail like she needed to steady herself. I followed her into the kitchen, the smell of roasted chicken and herbs thick in the air. She moved quickly, opening the oven, checking the timer, and pouring wine into her glass. Every movement was charged, as if she were trying to shake off what had happened at the top of the stairs.

James came down a few minutes later, now dressed in a plain T-shirt and jeans that fit snugly across his thighs. His hair was damp, his skin clean, the scent of soap drifting into the room with him. He looked settled already, like the house belonged to him the moment he stepped into the kitchen. Lauren turned to him with a smile, holding out the wine bottle. “Glass?” she asked, her tone light, almost playful.

He nodded, pulled a chair out, and sat at the table like he’d been doing it for years. “Don’t mind if I do.”

I stayed standing, leaning against the counter, watching as she poured him a full glass. Her fingers brushed the stem before sliding it across to him, her laugh ringing out when he raised it in a small toast. “To fresh starts,” he said.

“Fresh starts,” she echoed, clinking her glass against his. Her eyes lingered on him as she took a sip, the smile tugging at her lips softer than any I’d seen all week.

I felt invisible, holding my half-empty glass while they talked, her voice bright, his replies smooth. Every small gesture—her hand brushing his chair, his grin when she touched him—pushed me tighter inside my own skin, cock stiff as I stood on the outside looking in.

Dinner stretched into the evening, and the three of us gathered around the table as if this had always been routine. Lauren kept the rhythm moving—refilling plates, pouring more wine, brushing crumbs away with the side of her hand. But her focus never strayed far from him. Every story he told, no matter how small, drew out her laughter. She leaned in, eyes wide, her hand brushing his forearm more than once as if she couldn’t help herself.

James spoke easily, voice carrying low across the table. He talked about long nights inside, about how silence could drive a man crazy, about the relief of walking streets again without looking over his shoulder. Lauren listened closely, nodding, her lips parted like she was hanging on every word. “That must have been so hard,” she said quietly. “But you’re here now. You made it through.”

He gave her a half smile. “Some days I wasn’t sure I would.” His eyes lingered on her a little too long before dropping back to his plate.

I chewed slowly, forcing myself to swallow food that tasted like ash. My hands clenched around my fork, knuckles pale. Heat burned in my chest as I watched her glow under his attention, like he’d unlocked a part of her I hadn’t seen in years. She was alive in ways I only remembered after seeing her with him.

The conversation moved around me, a rhythm I couldn’t join. Her voice rose and fell, bright and warm, his steady and rough, pulling the air tight. My cock pushed hard against my pants as I sat there pretending to eat, caught between jealousy and arousal, every second making it harder to breathe.

Later that night, the house went quiet, dishes rinsed and stacked, lights dimmed one by one. Lauren kissed my cheek softly before heading upstairs, her footsteps light, the faint scent of wine and soap trailing behind her. I stayed in my office with the door shut, a half glass of whiskey sweating on the desk, the glow of the lamp spreading across piles of paper I didn’t read.

The silence pressed heavily. I could still hear the echo of their voices at the table, her laugh high and sweet, his tone low and rough. Every glance, every brush of her hand against his arm, replayed in my head. My cock swelled hard, trapped against my thigh, alive with the images I couldn’t shake.

I leaned back in the chair and unzipped, my hand wrapping around myself before I could think better of it. I stroked slowly at first, letting the pictures come. Lauren leaned across the table, eyes bright, lips parted. Her body turned toward him, tits pushing against the fabric of her dress as she laughed. His arm flexing under her touch, tattoos shifting with the movement. I heard the low rasp of his voice, her soft replies, the rhythm of them shutting me out.

My strokes quickened, precum slicking my palm, breath catching in my throat. I imagined him behind her, pressing her against our counter while she gasped his name. I imagined her tits bouncing in his hands, her moans spilling down the hallway loud enough for me to hear from this very chair. My chest tightened as I worked myself faster, the desk rattling under my elbow.

Cum burst hot across my stomach, dripping down my skin as I jerked through the last pulses. I slumped back, heart pounding, staring at the dark window. The glass showed my face, sweaty and hollow, but all I could think about was how the house felt different now. He was inside. She was alive in a way I couldn’t give her. I knew this was only the beginning.
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Subtle tension
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The house shifted over the next weeks, little by little, until every corner felt charged. At first it was small things I told myself didn’t matter—Lauren brushing past James in the hallway, his hand brushing her waist as if by mistake. The first time she only glanced back, cheeks pink, a faint smile tugging at her lips. By the third time, she didn’t bother to hide it. She let it linger, let him touch her as though the space between them belonged to him.

I noticed how her body adjusted around him, how she moved slower when he stepped close. Her laugh came easier, brighter, hanging in the air after he said something. I caught her in the kitchen one evening, passing him the salt while her fingers grazed his hand, both of them holding the touch just long enough for me to feel it burn across the room.

James never apologized, never looked guilty. He leaned against doorframes, broad and easy, watching her walk away with that slow grin that curled his mouth. She answered it with the flick of her hair, the tilt of her hips, movements she never showed me before. Every day I told myself I might be imagining it, but my cock betrayed me, swelling at each glance, each smirk.

By the end of the second week I couldn’t deny it—the house wasn’t the same. Lauren moved through it like she was showing herself to him, and James took it all in like it was his right. I brewed coffee one morning with my hands shaking, staring at the empty doorway where she had just walked, imagining his hand still pressed to her hip, and knowing it was only a matter of time before something more happened.

Dinner became the clearest stage for what was changing. Lauren started dressing differently on those evenings without seeming to notice it herself. One night it was a thin tee with no bra, the fabric clinging to her tits, nipples pressing sharp against it. Another night she pulled on a low-cut blouse, leaning forward often, her tits shifting free beneath the fabric when she reached for a dish. She laughed louder than usual, her eyes meeting James’s across the table, holding him in a stare a little too long, as if pulled without thought.

James gave it back without hesitation. He ate slow, steady, his gaze drifting openly to her chest, her lips, the bare skin at her collarbone. When she leaned back, underboob showed clear, and his mouth curled faintly as if he was claiming the sight for himself. I sat stiff with my fork in hand, cock swelling under the table, unable to look away even when jealousy burned through me.

Lauren seemed unaware of how far she was going. She smiled easily, shifted in her chair, lifted her wine glass with a motion that pressed her tits higher. Her nipples hardened under the thin cotton, showing plain, but she didn’t try to cover herself. James lifted his glass too, eyes never leaving her as he drank. They didn’t need words—every gesture said enough.

The clinking of cutlery, the hum of the room, all of it faded against the heat sparking across the table. They weren’t careful anymore, or maybe they didn’t even realize how obvious it had become. I chewed without tasting, cock pressed hard against my thigh, watching my wife unknowingly put herself on display for another man.

Lauren grew bolder around the house without seeming to think about it. The weather warmed, and she slipped into short hotpants, the kind that cut high on her ass. She pulled on cropped tees with nothing underneath, the hem short enough to flash underboob when she stretched, the neckline low enough that when she bent over her tits spilled into an almost obscene cleavage. Her nipples poked through the thin fabric, moving freely as she walked. On the couch she sat with her legs spread carelessly, the fabric riding tight against her pussy. James noticed. His eyes dipped down, slow and obvious, before flicking back up to her face. She carried on talking, never realizing what she was showing, never knowing how hard he was watching.

I caught it again one afternoon, stepping in from the kitchen. She was perched sideways on the couch, knees bent, hotpants stretched thin, the outline of her pussy plain through the cotton. James sat at the other end, his body turned toward her, his grin curling wide. She laughed at something he said, tossing her hair, eyes bright. I stared, chest tight, cock swelling, the picture carved into my mind.

That night I asked her quietly if she thought it was right to dress like that with him here. She looked at me, puzzled, brushing her hair back. “It’s my house,” she said simply. “I won’t change how I am in my own home.” She spoke with calm certainty, as if the thought hadn’t even crossed her mind. She kissed my cheek, walked away, tits swaying free under her shirt, leaving me harder than before.

One evening in the living room the air felt charged, heavier than before. Lauren sat close to James on the couch, her strap top loose enough that her tits swayed each time she shifted. She leaned into him while she talked, brushing his arm with casual touches, her laugh bright and careless. James stretched back, his shirt riding up to reveal hard abs, tattoos flashing across his skin. Their eyes met and held, her smile blooming as his grin widened.

Lauren tilted her head, her eyes fixed on the ink that climbed his chest. “These,” she said softly, pointing. “You never told me what they meant.”

James glanced down, then back at her. Without a word he reached behind his neck and peeled his tee off in one motion, dropping it over the back of the couch. The lamplight caught the ink carved across his chest and arms, dark lines stark on hard muscle. “All of them came from jail,” he said. “Each one carries a meaning, some I wish I didn’t, some I don’t even stand by anymore. But they’re part of me, part of what I lived through. Like you—you’re part of that same history.” His voice stayed low, even, rumbling in the space between them.

Lauren’s breath caught, her eyes wide as she reached out. Her fingers touched his bare skin, tracing the black lines across his shoulder, sliding higher over the curve of his pec. She followed the tattoo slowly, fingertips grazing muscle, moving down across the hard ridges of his abs. Her laugh softened into a breath. “They’re stronger than I thought,” she murmured, almost to herself.

James smirked, eyes heavy on hers. “They’ve held up.”

I sat frozen in the chair opposite, drink untouched, my cock throbbing hard against my jeans. Watching her fingers trail directly over his skin, her face close to his chest, was like watching her caress him already. She didn’t look at me once. She didn’t even realize how far she was going.

Lauren’s hand still rested on his chest where she had traced the tattoos, her fingers trailing down toward his abs. She gave a quick laugh, lighter than before, and poked him playfully in the ribs as if to break the tension. James smirked and caught her wrist in one sharp move, tugging her closer until she half fell against him on the couch.

She squealed, writhing as she tried to pull back, her tits bouncing under the loose fabric of her strap top, nipples pushing hard against it. The thin straps slid down her shoulders, baring even more skin. He laughed low in his chest, holding her wrist firm, then grabbed at her side with his free hand, fingers digging to tickle. She kicked her legs, hotpants riding higher, the cotton pulled tight over her pussy as she twisted on the cushions. Her laughter filled the room, bright and breathless, cheeks pink, eyes shining. She tried to push him away, palms flat on his chest, but her fingers spread wide across the muscle, clinging even as she fought.

James leaned over her, their bodies pressed close, his thick arm pinning her down with ease. She bucked her hips, tits spilling loose under the top, nipples straining against the thin fabric. The couch groaned under their weight, every movement sharp, loud, too much for her not to feel the strength in his body. Her laughter cracked higher, mixed with quick breaths, her thighs spreading wider as she wriggled beneath him.

From where I sat, I couldn’t miss it. The bulge in his jeans pushed fat and heavy, outlined plain against the denim as he shifted his weight above her. His cock looked swollen, straining to break free, the shape impossible to ignore. Lauren’s eyes flicked down once, her lips parting with a laugh that tipped almost nervous before she looked back up at him. He grinned down at her, holding her in place, both of them glowing with heat that no one could deny.

My hand shook around my glass. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt, trapped against my jeans as I watched them play. I couldn’t stand it any longer. I pushed myself up, setting the glass down with a sharp clink, and walked toward the hall. Lauren’s laughter faltered as her eyes flicked to me. For a moment her smile faded, her cheeks still flushed, and I thought I saw a flash of recognition—like she realized she might have gone too far. I didn’t wait to see how it ended. I left them there on the couch, the sound of her breathing still quick in the air behind me.

Later the house wound down. We had gotten ready for bed, the quiet settling heavy in the rooms. Lauren slipped under the covers beside me, then after a moment sat up again. “I think I forgot to put on the dishwasher,” she murmured. “I’ll just check.” She padded out into the hall, the door clicking soft behind her.

I lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, listening to the creaks of the house. Minutes passed before faint sounds drifted back—muffled voices, a soft laugh, then another. The direction was clear: the guest room. My chest tightened, my cock stiffening under the sheets. I could picture her standing too close to him, her tits free under her thin top, his hand sliding over her ass. I imagined her nipples brushing his chest, his fat cock pushing against the front of his jeans, pressing into her belly.

I shifted under the blanket, my cock thick and aching, every breath sharper than the last. The sound of her laugh carried again, muffled by the walls, followed by the low rumble of his voice. My hand pressed against my hardness through the fabric, stroking once, then again, too tempted to resist. Images burned hot—her fingers wrapped around his cock, her mouth opening as she lowered onto him, her tits swaying as she rode him in the dark.

I kept going, fist working harder, precum slicking the head until the sheets stuck to me. My hips lifted off the mattress with each stroke, my breath coming ragged. The faint sound of her laugh echoed again, and I pumped faster, cock throbbing in my grip. I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. The more I imagined her under him, the tighter my balls pulled, the hotter my body burned. The house was quiet except for the faint voices down the hall and the sound of my hand sliding over my cock in the dark.

Cum burst from me in thick streams, splattering hot across my stomach and chest. My body jerked with the release, chest heaving, breath torn from me in ragged pulls. I wiped at the mess with the sheet, staring into the ceiling above, my cock still twitching, heavy and drained. The silence in the room felt louder than the muffled voices I had heard from the hall, every creak of the house echoing in my ears.

The door clicked open a few minutes later. Lauren slipped back into the room, her hair loose, her cheeks still faintly pink. She climbed under the covers and pressed against me with a casual ease. “You’ll laugh at this,” she whispered. “James tried to do his own laundry. He dumped half a bottle of detergent and the wrong setting turned all his white tees blue. That was what we were laughing at.” She chuckled softly, shaking her head. “He looked so guilty holding up the mess. I told him we’d fix it tomorrow.”

I forced a small nod, my throat dry. She rested her head on my shoulder, the warmth of her body calm, innocent. Her words painted a harmless picture, but my chest stayed tight. I couldn’t shake the sound of her laughter drifting from the guest room, bright and high. I couldn’t stop seeing the way she had sprawled under him on the couch, tits bouncing, nipples straining, his cock bulging thick in his jeans as he held her down.

I lay still, eyes wide in the dark, my cock stirring again despite the ache. Maybe she believed nothing had happened. Maybe she thought it was only funny. But I knew what I saw, what I heard, and the image in my head was stronger than any story she could tell. Lauren was flaunting herself for him, James was hard for her, and the house thrummed with it. Proof didn’t matter. The obsession was already carved deep inside me, and I couldn’t let it go.
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In the dark
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I lay flat on my back staring into the dark. The house was silent except for the faint hum of the air vents. Lauren had slipped out of bed a while ago, saying she wanted water. She hadn’t come back yet. The empty space beside me stayed cold, and that kept my eyes open.

At first I told myself not to listen. But every creak in the floor seemed louder when she was gone. I caught one above the usual house noises—slow, deliberate. My chest tightened. I held still, straining, cock already pressing thick against the front of my shorts.

The sound came again, this time from farther down the hall. A man’s voice followed, low, almost impossible to make out, but it didn’t belong to me. My heart slammed in my chest. I lifted my head off the pillow, ears reaching for more. A laugh floated up next, light and sharp. Lauren’s laugh.

Heat surged through me, straight down into my cock. I rubbed the edge of my palm over the bulge, pressing, testing how hard I was. The voice came again—rough, steady—and then her answer overlapped it. I couldn’t hear words, but I knew the tone. Not casual, not polite. Breathier. The kind she used in bed when her body softened under mine.

The mattress under me felt wrong. I couldn’t get comfortable, couldn’t stop shifting. My cock ached against the damp spot spreading across the fabric. I clenched a fist in the sheet, willing myself to stay calm. But another sound reached me, rhythmic creaks, spaced too evenly to be random.

I squeezed my eyes shut, jaw tight, listening with every nerve stretched. The picture built itself whether I wanted it or not—Lauren in the dark, leaning close, James’s body filling the space beside her. I imagined her tits pressed against him, her ass brushing his thighs. The thought shot straight through me, my cock twitching in my grip.

I held my breath, waiting for the next sound, desperate and terrified at once.

The sound came again. A thud from down the hall, then another, spaced just far enough apart to set my pulse racing. The mattress under me felt too soft, too still, while that other bed carried weight and movement.

My cock swelled painfully against the fabric of my shorts. I shoved my hand inside and gripped it tight, precum already slicking the head. The next noise reached me—wood straining, a faint groan of pressure against the frame. My fist slid up my shaft, slow and wet, every nerve tuned to the dark around me.

Something low rumbled through the wall. Not clear words, just a deep voice, blurred but heavy. My chest locked. James. I knew it even muffled. My strokes picked up as the picture forced itself into my head. Him pushing Lauren down onto the guest bed, her tits spilling as her nightshirt rode high, her pussy stretched around the fat cock I imagined pounding into her. The slam of his hips, the squeak of the frame, the wet slap of her ass meeting him.

The noises quickened, sharper now. My balls drew up hard. I pictured her flipped onto her stomach, face shoved into the pillow, his cock driving into her while her ass shook under each thrust. Her muffled cries filling the room, his tattoos shining as sweat rolled down his chest. My fist pumped faster, precum running over my knuckles.

Then it stopped. Silence, thick and brutal, cut through everything. I froze with my cock twitching in my grip, waiting. The quiet only made the images harsher—her on her knees, mouth open wide while he fucked her throat, spit dripping off her chin as he held her hair back.

The bed groaned again, loud in the still house. My whole body jerked. I couldn’t stay here. I had to move.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, feet flat on the cold floor. My cock stood heavy and wet, precum smeared across my shaft from the stroking I’d already done. The house was quiet except for that distant rhythm. I eased the door open an inch at a time, holding my breath so the hinges wouldn’t give me away.

The hallway stretched dim, light spilling faint under the guest room door. The sounds carried sharper out here—wood groaning, a steady beat of weight on the mattress. I crept closer, one slow step at a time, cock pulsing with every creak.

Halfway down I froze. Her voice cut through. Whispering. Breathless. But still loud enough for me to hear. “God, James... you’re so fucking big.”

My knees almost buckled. I clutched my cock through my shorts, precum soaking fresh across the fabric. She moaned then, raw and unfiltered, the kind I hadn’t heard from her in years.

James’s voice followed, deep and rough. I couldn’t catch every word, but the tone was enough—commanding, certain. Her hushed reply tore straight into me. “I missed this. Being fucked. Not made love to. Fucked.”

The air left my chest in a rush. My hand slipped under the waistband, gripping myself bare again, stroking fast now, wet and messy. Each moan through that door made me jerk harder, precum running down my shaft into my fist.

The bed thudded again, faster, harder. Her cries sharpened, tumbling out of her throat one after another. I could see it without seeing—her legs spread wide, tits bouncing up with every slam of his cock, her pussy swallowing him raw.

I edged closer, just shy of the door. The thin crack of light burned in front of me, my wife’s voice spilling through it, loud enough now that I couldn’t lie to myself anymore. She was being fucked, taken, pounded. And she loved it.

I crept to the guest room door, pressing myself to the wall. The crack spilled a thin strip of yellow light into the hall. My chest hammered as I leaned in and set my eye to it.

Lauren was nude on the bed. Her top lay discarded on the floor, panties twisted at the foot of the mattress. Her tits swung free, heavy and flushed, nipples hard as James pumped into her. He held her thighs wide, his fat cock driving into her pussy with slow, pounding thrusts that made the frame shudder.

Her mouth was open, but she bit down on her bottom lip, trying to smother the sounds. Only muffled gasps escaped, little breaths cut short as his hips slammed forward. “Jesus... fuck,” she whispered, voice breaking low into the dark. She arched up, tits bouncing, and raked her nails across his inked shoulders.

James’s breath came heavy, rough grunts close to her ear. He pushed harder, balls slapping against her ass, cock disappearing into her cunt with wet smacks. The mattress squealed under them, each drive loud in the hush of the house. They were trying to hide it, but the rhythm gave them away.

Her fingers clutched at his back, dragging down hard as her body jolted under him. “Missed it,” she whispered again, barely audible, her words shaking. “Missed your cock filling me.”

I fisted myself fast, precum slicking my hand, chest pressed to the wall. The smell of sex drifted even into the hall, thick and raw. Sweat ran down James’s chest, tattoos shining as he pounded her deeper. Her legs kicked high around his waist, heels digging into his back as she tried to hold in her cries.

My balls tightened, cock jerking in my grip. Watching her strain to stay quiet while he fucked her raw made it worse—hotter, dirtier, impossible to stop. She wasn’t mine in that moment. She was his, desperate to keep quiet, but too far gone to succeed.

James shifted his grip and rolled her over in one rough motion. The bed bounced hard against the wall. Lauren let out a happy, horny squeal before she smothered her face in the pillow, shoulders shaking. He hauled her hips up, spreading her ass wide, and shoved his cock straight back into her.

Her muffled cry leaked out hot against the pillow, broken into gasps as he filled her. She tried to bite them back, but every thrust forced more out. The slap of his hips against her ass rang sharp in the quiet, wet and fast, too loud for anyone pretending to sleep to miss.

“Fuck, so tight,” James grunted, his voice low and rough. He held her waist tight, pounding steady, his balls smacking her with every stroke. Her tits dragged against the sheets, nipples stiff as her body jolted under him.

She turned her head sideways, hair wild across her face, whispering hard between breaths. “Harder... please, harder.” Her ass rippled with every slam. He smacked one cheek with his palm, sharp and quick, and she gasped, the sound raw before she buried it again.

I stroked myself furiously in the hall, cock wet and slick in my fist. The sight cut me open. Her back arched, her ass up, his cock hammering her cunt with brutal precision. Sweat dripped from his shoulders, muscles locked as he fucked her deep.

Her whisper came again, broken, desperate. “God... I needed this.” Her whole body shook under him, tits pressed flat to the mattress. Then, louder, her voice cracked with heat she couldn’t hide. “I missed getting fucked. Not made love to. Fucked.”

The words tore through me. My balls drew tight, cock jerking in my hand. The bed squealed, wood shuddering against the wall, her body bouncing forward with each slam of his hips. She clutched the sheets, knuckles white, ass wide open for him, her voice leaking out in gasps she couldn’t swallow.

James gripped her hips tighter and drove faster, thick thighs smacking her ass in a rhythm that shook the whole bed. The wet slap of cock in pussy filled the room, louder than either of them wanted, too raw to be hidden. Lauren clutched the sheets, arms locked, her body bouncing forward with each brutal shove.

Her face pressed into the pillow again, muffling most of it, but the sounds still leaked through. Sharp breaths. Choked whimpers. The kind of noises she never made with me. Her ass jiggled with every slam, cheeks reddening from his palm and the constant impact.

“Take it,” James rasped, voice low but steady, thick with heat. He bent over her back, chest glistening, tattoos dark under the sweat. His cock hammered her hard, pulling wet squelches out of her cunt that carried straight into the hall.

“I am,” she whispered, broken and shaky. “I’m taking it. God, I’m taking it.” Her legs kicked wider, knees sliding on the sheet to give him more. Her tits mashed flat, nipples grinding across the fabric as her ass rose higher for him.

I jerked faster, hand slick, breath caught in my throat. My cock twitched in my fist, fat and dripping, cum boiling up inside me. The hallway swayed around me as I pressed harder against the wall, forehead slick with sweat.

Lauren’s head rolled to the side, hair stuck across her cheek, her lips parting as she sucked in air. “Don’t stop,” she hissed, her voice rough from holding back moans. “Fuck me, James, don’t stop.”

He grunted low, hips pistoning, his fat cock vanishing into her again and again. The mattress thudded steady under them, the headboard rattling against the wall. The whole house seemed to pulse with it.

My fist pumped faster, my balls pulled tight, every sound of her taking him raw driving me closer. Watching my wife spread open under him, begging through muffled gasps, left me shaking on the edge of release.

James hammered into her faster, the bed crashing against the wall with each brutal thrust. His hands clamped tight on her waist, dragging her back to meet his cock. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, wet and relentless, no way to mistake it for anything else.

Lauren couldn’t stay quiet anymore. Her face lifted off the pillow, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut. Choked moans spilled out between gasps she tried to swallow, breaking free anyway. Her ass bounced wildly against him, tits jolting forward with every slam.

“Fuck, James,” she hissed, voice sharp with heat. “Splitting me open.” She dropped her face into the pillow again, muffling the next moan as her thighs trembled and spread wider.

I jerked furiously in the hall, cock slick in my fist, cum boiling up fast. Panic struck as I felt the pulse build. I yanked my shorts up over my cock, clutched the waistband tight, and stroked through the fabric.

Inside, Lauren’s muffled cry carried out clear enough. “I’m cumming—fuck—I’m cumming.” Her whole body bucked under him, ass jerking high as she came hard, voice breaking into helpless whimpers.

James let out a low, guttural groan, hips slamming forward one last time. He held her locked against him, cock buried deep, and I knew he was filling her. His chest heaved, sweat dripping down his back as he ground into her soaked cunt.

That was it for me. My cock convulsed inside my shorts, cum flooding the fabric in hot pulses. The wet warmth spread fast, soaking the cotton, clinging sticky to my skin. I gasped silent breaths, body jerking as I emptied myself into my clothes, trying to smother the mess before it betrayed me.

I leaned heavy against the wall, cock twitching in the drenched fabric, heart pounding so hard I thought it would wake them both. Cum spread across my thigh, the shorts plastered to me with heat and shame.

Inside the room, James still ground into her, his cock pumping the last of it into my wife’s cunt.

I slid under the sheet, pulling it high over my chest. My cock twitched weakly against my thigh, still tacky where I hadn’t managed to clean enough. The smell of cum clung under the blanket, sharp and thick, but I forced myself still, eyes fixed on the dark ceiling. My chest rose fast, every breath shallow as I listened to the silence press heavy around me.

Then the door clicked open. Soft footsteps padded across the carpet. My pulse spiked, but I kept my body slack, lids half-closed. The mattress dipped beside me as she climbed in. A draft of cool air rushed under the sheet, carrying the faint smell of soap and sweat.

Her hand brushed my arm. “Nathan,” she whispered, barely a breath. “You awake?”

I stayed still, forcing even breaths. My heart thumped loud, but I let it sound like sleep. She lingered a moment, then gave a soft exhale, the kind she made when she was relieved. She slipped closer, tucking herself against my side.

Her body pressed warm into me, tits flattening against my arm, her thigh sliding over mine. She curled there like she always did, her cheek nuzzling into my shoulder. But there was something different in the way she held on—firmer, tender in a way I hadn’t felt in months.

I stared at the ceiling, every nerve alive under her touch. The weight of her head against me. The steady rhythm of her breathing as it slowed into near-sleep. The same wife I knew, curling into me with love that felt almost too much after what I had just seen.

The sheet clung damp to my skin. My cock twitched against my thigh, raw and useless now, my shorts still hidden under the bed, soaked through with the proof of what I’d done in the hallway.

She sighed softly, the sound almost content. I lay stiff and silent, the image of her spread under James burned into me, the memory of her words—I missed getting fucked, not made love to—echoing through my skull while she clung to me like nothing had changed.
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Morning After
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I woke first. The house was still, gray light seeping through the blinds, the air heavy with silence. Lauren’s side of the bed was empty, her pillow faint with the smell of her shampoo. My eyes fell to the spot where I’d shoved my shorts the night before. The damp wad hid just under the frame, soaked through with my cum. My stomach twisted as I reached down and pulled them out. The cotton was stiff and cold now, sticky in patches where it had dried.

I shoved them deep into the hamper, covering them with yesterday’s clothes. My hand lingered a second too long, as if hiding them properly would erase what I had done in the hallway. My cock twitched faintly at the memory, even drained, and I forced myself toward the shower.

The water hit hot, almost burning, but I stayed put. I pressed my forehead to the tile and let it run over my shoulders. I scrubbed hard at my chest, my thighs, my cock. My skin turned red. I tried to wash off the stink of cum, the sound of her voice saying she missed being fucked. Each swipe of the washcloth made it sharper—the sight of her under him, tits bouncing, body jerking, her voice breaking as she tried to stay quiet. I hated myself for wanting it, for not stopping any of it. I wanted to step in, to take her back, but I just stood there, stuck. I kept scrubbing, raw under the spray, but nothing changed.

I braced my palms flat against the wall, water pouring down my face. The images ran in a loop I couldn’t shut off. James’s cock vanishing into her, her ass lifting off the bed, her words slicing into me like a blade. I missed being fucked. Not made love to.

The water ran cold before I shut it off. I dried fast, dressed, and went downstairs barefoot. The kitchen was too bright. I poured coffee, cracked a couple of eggs into a pan, dropped bread into the toaster. The routine steadied my hands but did nothing to slow the pounding in my chest.

I sat at the table with the mug steaming in front of me. The smell was bitter, the taste sharp, but I drank anyway, staring at the curling steam while the night replayed in my head like it wasn’t finished yet.

The mug sat heavy in my hand, the coffee already cooling. I stared at the swirl of steam rising and fading, trying to lock my thoughts onto it instead of where they kept going. But the night wouldn’t leave me. Every blink pulled me back to the crack in the door, the sight of her spread under him, tits bouncing, ass lifting to meet his cock.

I lifted the cup and swallowed hard. The bitterness cut sharp on my tongue, anchoring me for a second. Then I remembered the way she came back after. Sliding under the covers, curling against me like she always did. Only tighter. Only more tender. Her tits pressed into my arm, her head tucked under my chin like she was proving something. I lay there stiff, pretending to sleep, while she clung to me peculiarly lovingly—as if she had no guilt at all.

Was it guilt hidden behind affection? Or was it a taunt, showing me how easily she could keep both worlds at once? My cock twitched weakly against my thigh at the thought, though I hated myself for it. I set the cup down too hard, coffee sloshing onto the saucer.

Her words played again, unshakable. I missed this. I missed getting fucked. Not made love to. Fucked. They cut through me sharper than the sight itself. That was what she craved, what he gave her. I could still hear the strained whisper, see the way her body arched as she took him deeper.

I pressed the mug to my lips again, drinking slow to keep my hands steady. Sunlight shifted across the counter, bright and soft, completely at odds with the churn in my chest. The ordinary kitchen, the neat marble, the hum of the refrigerator—all of it looked normal. Only I knew that upstairs, in our house, she had been taken like that while I stood in the hall cumming into my own shorts.

I forced another swallow, eyes locked on the curling steam. The coffee did nothing to steady me. My thoughts stayed raw, looping, dragging me back to the sound of the bed slamming the wall and her voice breaking under him.

The house stayed quiet except for the faint hum of the fridge and the tick of the wall clock. I sat still with the half-empty mug in front of me, eyes fixed on the counter but ears straining for any sound from above.

Water started running upstairs. The pipes groaned, steady and loud enough to carry through the ceiling. Lauren’s shower. I pictured her naked under the spray, rinsing herself clean, her tits heavy with droplets sliding down to her nipples, her ass slick as she turned in the stall. My cock stirred weakly in my jeans before I forced myself still.

The water cut off. Silence hung heavy. Then her footsteps, light and measured. They crossed the floorboard slow, almost too slow, like she didn’t want to be heard. I set my mug down and tilted my head, listening hard. Each creak of the wood seemed placed on purpose, spaced apart. Then it stopped.

The soft groan of a hinge followed. The guest room door.

My breath locked in my chest.

A low rumble carried faint through the floor. James’s voice. I couldn’t make out the words, but the sound was his—thick, rough, steady. Lauren answered with a higher note, almost a giggle, girlish and light. It was followed by a muffled moan, short but sharp, as though she tried to stifle it. Then another laugh, warmer, hushed quick.

I gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. My cock thickened again, pushing against the fabric of my jeans. The kitchen spun as I strained for more. I heard movement—a shuffle, weight shifting—but then silence swallowed it all.

The quiet left me trembling worse than the sounds. I sat rigid at the table, every nerve wired, staring at the steam curling from my coffee while my mind filled in what I couldn’t see. Her tits pressed to his chest, his cock hard against her belly, her moan breaking when he slid inside her again.

The silence stayed. My pulse thudded in my ears.

The creak of the stairs pulled me back. Light, careful steps, then the steady rhythm of her descent. I looked up as she appeared, hair damp, a soft glow in her cheeks that no shower could explain. She wore leggings and a thin tee, casual, but the fabric hugged her curves too well. Her tits pressed high, nipples faint under the cotton. Her smile bloomed warm when she spotted me.

“Morning,” she said softly, stepping over. She bent down and pressed a kiss to my cheek, lips warm, scent of soap clinging to her skin. Her tits brushed my shoulder in the motion, and my cock jerked at the contact. She slid into the chair across from me like nothing in the world was off.

She reached for the pot, poured herself coffee, and curled both hands around the mug, blowing on it as if the house wasn’t heavy with secrets. “I was thinking we could do the grocery run today,” she said. “Maybe swing by that new place for dinner tomorrow, if you want.”

Her voice was calm, light, practiced. The perfect wife planning the weekend. I nodded, pretending to sip, eyes fixed on her face. I searched for any trace of conscience. Did she know I’d been in the hall? Did she know I saw? If she did, she hid it perfectly. Her green eyes held steady, her lips curved soft, every movement deliberate but untroubled.

She talked easily about errands, the weather, whether we should invite friends over for Sunday wine. I heard the words, but all I could focus on was how close she had been to James just minutes ago. The damp shine of her hair, the faint flush in her cheeks, the way her nipples pushed harder against the fabric with each shift—it all betrayed her body, even while her voice painted innocence.

I nodded again, forcing my mouth to shape agreement. She smiled at me, the same loving smile she’d given me every morning for years. But now it felt like a mask, stretched over something I couldn’t unsee.

The stairs creaked again, heavier this time. James’s steps carried easy, unhurried, like he already owned the place. He came into view in a plain tee stretched across his chest, jeans riding low on his hips. His eyes landed on Lauren first.

She stood at the counter, reaching for plates, her ass curving under the cling of her leggings. For a second, he moved straight toward her, shoulders squared, arms half-lifting as if to wrap her from behind. My stomach clenched. At the last moment he caught sight of me at the table. His arms dropped.

Instead, he reached for the coffee pot. “Morning,” he said, voice low, rough from sleep. He poured himself a mug, steam curling up between us. “Want a top-up?” He lifted the pot slightly in my direction, grin tugging at his mouth.

I shook my head, gripping my own mug. “I’m good.”

He nodded and filled his cup. Lauren turned, smile bright as ever. “Sit, James. I’ll have this ready in a second.” Her tone was warm, familiar, too natural for someone who had just been in his room minutes earlier.

James leaned on the counter near her, casual, his broad frame brushing close. His voice dropped lower. “Smells good already.” His eyes lingered on her face, then slid down to her tits pressing against the fabric of her shirt.

She laughed softly, pouring juice into glasses. “You’ve barely had coffee. Everything probably smells good.”

He chuckled back, deep and easy, then finally pushed off the counter and slid into the chair beside me. He took a sip, the mug tiny in his big hand. “Not a bad setup you’ve got here,” he said.

I nodded, forcing my voice steady. “It works.”

Lauren brought plates to the table, sliding one in front of him, another in front of me. She leaned close as she set his down, her hair brushing his arm, her tits swaying inches from the wood. He smirked, catching it, while she straightened with that same innocent glow.

The room felt tight, the air thick with something unspoken. I drank my coffee and pretended it wasn’t there.

The morning blurred into afternoon, chores scattered between rooms. I tried to keep busy—emails, a load of laundry, stacking dishes—but every time I moved through the house, I found them.

In the kitchen, I walked in to see James close behind Lauren. She stepped away fast, cheeks flushed, smile too quick. Her nipples poked hard through her thin tee, stiff as pebbles, plain as day. James turned to the fridge, opening it like he had been looking inside all along. The air felt thick, and I forced myself to grab a glass of water before leaving.

Later in the living room, I pushed the door open to James straightening his clothes, tugging his shirt down. Lauren sat curled on the couch, hair mussed, eyes wide before she blinked it away. He grinned at me, wide and careless, as if nothing had happened. But the outline of his cock swelled against his jeans, hard and obvious, his chest rising heavier than it should have.

I passed through the hall and caught them by the stairs. Her hand dropped from his chest just as I stepped into view. He leaned back against the wall, smirk still on his face. She laughed high, too sharp, brushing her hair back like nothing was wrong.

Every room carried the same charge. The air smelled faintly of sweat, of her perfume mixed with something dirtier. Their voices dipped low when I was gone, and when I returned, they rose too quick, too bright. Each time, they looked like they had just pulled apart, as if my presence cut into something I wasn’t meant to see.

I tried to keep my face blank, to act like none of it reached me. I poured more coffee, folded towels, sorted mail, anything to play the part of the steady husband. Inside, though, my cock swelled in guilty pulses, remembering the night before, imagining every gap I hadn’t seen filled in with him inside her again.

By midafternoon, the rhythm was set. Wherever I went, I felt their energy before I even saw them. The house hummed with it, alive in a way that had nothing to do with me.

Lauren glowed, her cheeks flushed, her movements lighter, almost girlish. Her nipples stayed stiff under her shirt all day, sharp points that refused to soften no matter the room’s warmth. She laughed more often too, voice higher, every sound carrying the lilt of a woman satisfied and wanting more.

James prowled like a caged thing, restless, his eyes always tracking her. His jeans bulged heavy, the outline of his cock stretching the fabric until there was no hiding it. Sometimes his shirt rode up just enough to show the cut of his stomach, damp with sweat as if he couldn’t cool down. His stare lingered too long on her ass when she bent, on her tits when she leaned close.

I caught the small slips. Her hand brushing his wrist when she handed him a glass. His knuckles grazing her hip as he reached past her. A low murmur between them that snapped silent the moment I stepped through the doorway. Each time I returned, they stood a beat too far apart, their smiles too practiced, their voices pitched too bright.

Once I saw her step back from him in the hall, her breathing shallow, hair mussed like he had just run his fingers through it. His eyes were wild, his chest heaving, his cock pressing thick and high against his zipper. He adjusted his shirt fast, grin curling when he caught me watching.

I pretended not to. I forced my eyes down to the mail in my hands, or the glass of water, or the floor. My body burned with every detail anyway. The stiff nipples, the flushed skin, the ruffled clothes, the restless hunger in both their eyes.

They circled each other openly, heat dripping between them, and I played dumb, swallowing it all until my chest felt hollow.

Dinner came and went in ordinary rhythms. Lauren moved around the kitchen with calm efficiency, plating food, topping drinks, her voice light with casual chatter. James leaned against the counter, steady and relaxed, stepping close to help when she handed him dishes. Their bodies brushed once, twice, each time too quick to be coincidence, and she didn’t flinch. I sat at the table, chewing without tasting, nodding when spoken to, pretending the air wasn’t thick with everything unspoken.

The three of us ate together, talk drifting to errands, weather, and the upcoming weekend. Lauren laughed often, eyes bright, her glow brighter than the candles on the table. James grinned across his plate, teeth flashing, his gaze locked on her more than the food. I sat in the middle of it, my fork clinking on porcelain, my chest tightening with each glance they traded.

After the dishes were cleared, I sank into the couch. The television flickered, a dull glow filling the room, voices from the screen mixing with the faint sounds of them moving together in the kitchen. Their footsteps, their low laughs, the scrape of plates in the sink—it all blurred into a haze around me.

My body slumped deeper into the cushions. A distant clock ticked somewhere in the room, the sound slow and rhythmic, providing a momentary pause amid the constant thrum of the day. My mind felt empty, scraped clean by the relentless cycle. I couldn't hold another thought or measure another look, another sound, another slip of their secret game. My cock stayed heavy but useless, drained of fight, my chest aching with exhaustion.

I closed my eyes, the voices in the kitchen fading. Lauren’s laugh lingered a moment longer, warm and easy, before the tide of sleep pulled me under.

The last thing I thought before it claimed me was how normal it all looked, how nothing on the surface betrayed the truth. Yet the walls of the house carried it, the air throbbed with it, and I knew it was only a matter of time before hiding it became impossible.
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“I love him”
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The TV still flickered, volume low, when I blinked awake. My body felt heavy, but the nap hadn’t lasted long — ten, maybe fifteen minutes at most. I shifted on the couch, head still fogged, until I caught the sound that pulled me up from sleep.

Voices.

From the kitchen.

I froze, sinking back into the cushion. Lauren’s voice carried first, low but clear in the quiet house. James answered, his tone deeper, rougher. They didn’t sound cautious the way they did when I was in the room. The cadence was looser, easy, the kind that came from being too close for too long.

I kept my eyes shut, breathing shallow, straining to catch every word.

“...we have to be careful,” Lauren murmured. “I don’t want him hurt. I just... I just need this with you.”

A pause, then James, his voice thick. “And if he figures it out?”

“Why do I need both of you?” Lauren whispered aloud, almost to herself, her voice trembling. She sounded certain, but the question lingered in the air, exposing the ambivalence she felt. “He won’t,” she added, as if reassuring herself. “I love him, James. That hasn’t changed. But you—” Her words cut off in a breathy laugh, hinting at the conflict brewing inside her.

The scrape of a chair, then a muffled sound that wasn’t talking. A kiss, wet and lingering. Her moan spilled through, quiet but sharp. “God, you’re hard again,” she whispered, breath hitching.

James gave a low chuckle. “Can’t help it with you walking around all day with those tits bouncing. That ass...”

She laughed, high and hushed. “Stop, we’re supposed to be serious.”

Another kiss cut her off, louder this time, lips smacking, the sound of her shifting against him. A rustle of clothes followed, then her faint gasp as if he had grabbed her.

“I mean it,” she said between quick breaths, her words tumbling out in fragments. “We just... have to keep it hidden... for him.”

The silence that followed stretched only a second before another moan broke it, sharp and unguarded.

I lay still, every nerve tuned to the kitchen. Their voices dipped and rose, caught between the talk they were trying to have and the heat that kept breaking through.

Lauren’s breath hitched as if his mouth pressed to her neck. “We can’t... not here,” she whispered, but the words slid into a moan she tried to swallow.

James grunted low. “You keep saying that, but your tits are right here.” A rustle followed, the sound of fabric shifting. She gave a muffled laugh, sharp and breathy.

“Don’t,” she hissed, though her voice cracked with arousal. Then softer, almost helpless: “God, I love how you grab me.”

He chuckled again, lips smacking against hers. The kiss stretched long enough for me to hear her whimper when he pulled away. “I’m telling you, you drive me fucking crazy,” he said. “That ass of yours, I can’t stop thinking about it bouncing on my cock.”

She moaned, the sound spilling between words. “Stop... we have to... keep it quiet.”

The scrape of another chair echoed. She gasped, then let out a laugh that broke into another moan. “James, seriously,” she said, half scolding, half breathless.

“You’re the one grinding on me now,” he murmured, rough.

Her voice faltered into a giggle. “You’re impossible. I said I love Nathan. I meant it. But your cock—” she cut herself off, groaning as though his hand had found her. “—fuck, I can’t give this up.”

I clenched the edge of the couch cushion, cock swelling hard in my jeans. Every sound reached me too clearly: the wet press of their mouths, the rustle of clothes, the quick sighs spilling from her throat. They spoke of secrets and love, but the words bent under the heat of touches they couldn’t stop.

Lauren whispered again, shaky, her voice tumbling with a moan. “Just... we have to be careful. If he ever knew...”

James cut her off with another kiss, his voice rough against her lips. “Then we’ll keep him blind.”

Her giggle followed, broken by the sound of her moan, sharp and raw.

The rhythm of their voices slowed, breaths louder than words. A stretch of silence came, broken only by the soft smack of another kiss and Lauren’s faint whimper. Then she laughed, the sound hushed and girlish.

“I need a shower,” she whispered, voice still shaking. “All this sneaking around... I feel sticky everywhere.”

James murmured something low, and she laughed again, playful. “Stop it. I mean it. I’m sweaty.”

A pause, the scrape of a chair. Then her voice rose a little, teasing. “You want to join me?”

My chest locked tight.

The floorboards creaked as she stepped toward the stairs. Her bare feet padded soft against the wood, quick but careful. James’s heavier tread followed, steady, unhurried. Her laugh floated back down when he caught up. “Don’t you dare,” she giggled, the sound fading as they climbed higher.

Another laugh, sharper, echoed from the upstairs hall, mixed with the sound of her feet quickening into a run. His heavier stride followed close behind, shaking the boards as he chased her. Their playful sounds drifted down to me — her laughter, his muttered growl, the creak of the floor above my head.

I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling, breath stuck in my chest. My fatigue was gone, replaced by a pulse so hard it shook through my ribs.

The hallway above thudded once more, then stilled. The slam of a door cut through the house, followed by silence.

Then the pipes groaned alive. Water rushed through the lines, pounding heavy.

I sat forward on the couch, cock swelling thick and urgent in my jeans. My hand twitched toward it, but I stopped. Not yet. The sound of the shower carried through the floor. I rose slowly, heart hammering, and padded toward the stairs.

I knew I wouldn’t see anything once they were inside. But I had to hear it.

I climbed the stairs slow, each step creaking under my weight. I paused halfway, holding my breath, listening hard. The pipes rattled steady now, water pounding strong through the bathroom above. I reached the landing, the hall dim except for the strip of light spilling under the bathroom door.

I moved close, bare feet silent against the floorboards, and pressed my shoulder to the wall. The spray hissed, echoing off tile, masking their voices at first. Then a sound cut clear through: a moan. Lauren’s.

I shut my eyes, chest pounding, cock straining in my jeans. I leaned closer, ear near the door, every nerve tuned to the muffled rhythm.

Her voice floated through, broken with breath. “Mmm... God, that feels so good.” The slap of water shifted as bodies moved under it, his low groan blending with hers.

James’s voice rumbled low. “Your tits... fuck, they’re perfect in my hands.”

She giggled, a sound smothered quick by a sharper moan. “You’re dripping all over me. Your cock—so slippery.” Her words cracked, dissolving into another cry as water splashed harder.

I pressed my palm over my cock, grinding against it through the fabric. The tile echoed each sound sharper: the wet slap of skin, the squeak of their feet shifting, her voice spilling out no matter how she tried to bite it back.

James growled again, rough and urgent. “Bend over. Let me see that ass.”

Her breathy laugh carried through. “You’re insatiable. We’ll wake him.”

“Not if you keep quiet.”

Her muffled gasp followed, then the quick rhythm of water beating down over bodies slamming together. The tempo sharpened, her voice broke in stifled cries, and I pressed my forehead against the doorframe, cock pulsing hard, knowing I’d lose control if I kept listening much longer.

I slipped a step back from the door, chest hammering. The hall closet stood open a crack, a neat stack of towels inside. I pulled one free, clutching it hard, and leaned against the wall outside the bathroom.

The water pounded steady, echoing with the wet slap of skin. Lauren’s moan carried through, muffled but desperate. “Fuck, James... your cock’s so thick. No one has ever filled me like this.”

His grunt followed, deep and rough. “Your pussy was made for it. You’re gripping me like you’ll never let go.”

Her giggle cracked into another moan, high and quick. “Harder... God, I love it.”

I unzipped fast, yanked my cock out, and shoved it into the folds of the towel. Precum smeared across the cotton at once, wetting it as I wrapped the fabric tight around my shaft. My fist worked hard, the towel muffling the slick slide while I jerked myself in sharp strokes.

Inside, their rhythm quickened. James’s voice broke again, urgent. “Your tits... fuck, I could drown in them.”

Lauren squealed soft, playful, then gasped sharp. “Pinch my nipples—yes, like that.”

The shower hissed harder as they shifted under it, bodies colliding. Her cry spilled out, muffled by tile. “Deeper. Give me all of it. Don’t stop.”

I ground my forehead against the wall, pumping faster into the towel, cock jerking thick and hot in my fist. The smell of soap drifted faint under the door, but it was drowned by the raw sounds of sex, the slap of skin, his growls, her helpless whimpers.

James’s breath grew ragged, words torn from him. “I’m close... I’m gonna cum.”

My balls tightened, my whole body shaking. I stroked harder, towel catching the slick mess already leaking from me. The roar of the water mixed with the frantic slap of their bodies, and I knew I wouldn’t hold it.

The rhythm inside quickened, the sounds sharper under the hiss of the water. Lauren’s moans broke higher, strained and muffled by tile. “Yes—God, yes. Right there. Don’t stop.” Her voice shook, the pitch of someone too far gone to care if anyone heard.

James growled low, deep in his chest. “Take it. Take my cock.” The slap of their bodies grew louder, wetter, the pace brutal now. She gasped with each thrust, the shower spray hammering over them both, splashing off their bodies as they slammed together.

I jerked faster into the towel, my cock jerking thick in my fist, the cotton soaking through with slick. My balls pulled up hard, every muscle tight, the edge rushing in. My forehead pressed against the wall, sweat beading while my arm pumped.

Lauren’s voice cracked into a desperate moan. “You’re stretching me so deep—oh, fuck, James.” Her cry ended in a sharp whimper, her body clearly buckling as her orgasm tore through her.

James roared. A guttural sound ripped from him as the pounding stopped and he slammed into her deep, grinding hard. “I’m cumming—fuck, take it.” His voice echoed off the bathroom walls, rough and raw.

That was it. I exploded into the towel, cum spilling hot and fast, soaking the fabric, dripping through onto my hand. My body shook, knees weak as I pumped through the last pulses, biting my lip to smother any sound. The towel grew heavy with the mess, the cotton clinging damp and sticky to my cock as I drained myself into it.

Inside, James groaned deep, holding himself buried inside her, the faint squeak of the tile as their bodies trembled under the spray. Lauren whimpered softly, words lost in breathy gasps. The sound of him filling her mixed with the hiss of the water, burning into me as I leaned against the wall, cock twitching in the soaked towel.

I stayed frozen, panting silent, cum cooling in my grip while their moans faded into the rhythm of the shower.

I pulled the towel off my cock, heavy and soaked with cum, and shoved it under my arm. My legs shook as I crept down the stairs, each step threatening to give me away. My chest still heaved, cock twitching weak against my thigh. By the time I reached the living room, my whole body felt hollow.

I slumped into the couch, heart pounding as I balled the towel and shoved it between the cushions. My hand still smelled of cum. I wiped it against my jeans, but the stickiness clung, proof I couldn’t shake.

Upstairs, the shower hissed on, steady and strong. For a moment I thought it was done, that I’d caught it all, that I could breathe again. Then the pipes groaned and the water cut off. Silence followed, broken only by the faint creak of floorboards.

I held still, straining.

A low groan drifted down — James. Deep, guttural, the sound of him stretching, bracing, or maybe already sliding back inside her. The house went quiet again.

Then a slap. Wet. Hard. Another. The unmistakable rhythm of flesh on flesh picked up, muffled through walls but clear enough I knew.

Lauren’s laugh floated down, cut short by a breathy moan. James grunted low in reply, each sound punctuated by the slap of his hips.

I sagged back into the couch, too drained to move, too spent to stroke again. My cock twitched dully in the mess still smeared across it. I closed my eyes, listening, the images forming themselves in my head whether I wanted them to or not — her bent over the sink, tits swinging, his cock hammering her from behind, their bodies slick with water and sweat.

The slapping grew faster, the sounds coming sharp through the ceiling. I let my head fall back against the cushion, eyelids heavy, the rhythm dragging me down.

The couch seemed to pull me deeper, cushions soft and heavy under me. My eyes burned, too heavy to hold open, but the house above stayed alive. The steady slap of skin, her muffled moans, his low grunts — they came in waves through the ceiling, steady as breath.

I told myself to get up, to shake it off, to move. My body wouldn’t. My arms hung limp at my sides, legs slack, cock twitching faint inside my jeans though I had nothing left to spill. Every nerve was drained, but the sounds wouldn’t let go.

Her voice lifted, a faint cry broken by a laugh, then smothered in the rhythm of his thrusts. James answered with a groan that rumbled down through the walls. My eyelids drooped further. The pictures formed whether I wanted them or not: Lauren naked under him, tits bouncing free, ass clapping against his hips, sweat and water dripping as he slammed into her.

The sounds blurred into rhythm. Slap, moan, grunt. Slap, moan, grunt. My breathing matched it, slow and deep, dragging me under.

I drifted, not into silence but into dreams spun from their noise. No shame there, no hiding. Lauren wasn’t sneaking. She was spread open in sunlight, laughing, her tits in my face one moment and bouncing on James’s cock the next. Her moans were louder, freer, unbroken. James took her with abandon, grinning, his hands gripping her ass hard while she screamed his name without care.

In the dream, I wasn’t hiding in the hall or jerking into a towel. I was watching openly, drinking it in, my cock hard in my hand without fear of being caught. They wanted me to see. She wanted me to know.

The slap of their bodies upstairs kept time with the dream, steady, relentless, until both blurred together. I let go, eyes shut, sinking fully into the dark.
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In the open
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The drive home was quiet, the kind of weekday lull where traffic flowed smooth. I gripped the wheel loosely, thinking of nothing more than walking through the door and seeing Lauren’s smile. She thought I’d be stuck at the office until evening. I’d imagined the look on her face when I showed up early, maybe took her out for lunch. Simple. Normal.

I turned into the driveway, cut the engine, and sat for a moment. The house stood still in the midday sun, blinds half-drawn, nothing unusual about it. I slipped the key into the lock and pushed the side door open soft, already picturing her in the kitchen with coffee in her hand.

The sound hit me before I took two steps.

Not dishes. Not music. The slap of skin. Wet. Hard. Followed by a sharp moan that tore through the air and rattled straight into my chest.

I froze, the door easing shut behind me. My breath caught, ears straining. Another slap, louder, and her voice again — high, broken, unguarded.

“Fuck—yes. Harder. Right there.”

The words hit like a blow. No caution. No hushed whispers. Just Lauren’s voice, naked and loud.

James answered, his tone rough, guttural, words edged with command. “Spread wider. Let me see that pussy take it.”

The slap came again, faster, rhythmic now. Her moans overlapped, wild and raw. She wasn’t trying to hold anything back.

My hand drifted down without thought, pressing against the bulge in my pants. My cock swelled instantly, straining, precum already wetting the tip. I inched forward, heart thudding, each step dragging me closer to the kitchen.

The sounds bounced off the hard surfaces — skin meeting skin, the faint squeak of the floor under their weight, her cries echoing without shame.

I pressed my back to the wall at the edge of the hall, chest tight, cock twitching in my grip. I didn’t need to look yet. The sounds told me everything.

Lauren was being fucked hard, right there in the kitchen, in the middle of the day.

I edged closer, the sounds dragging me forward. At the corner, I saw it all. Lauren was flat on her back on the kitchen floor, legs spread, feet sliding on the tile. Her eyes were half-closed, mouth open. James was above her, muscles tight, hands locked on her hips. Her cries bounced off the walls, sharp and raw, filling the room.

The words rang in my ears, hot and jagged. My hand gripped my cock through my pants, squeezing tight as it throbbed against my palm. I unzipped, dragged it out, already slick at the tip. My fist wrapped around it and worked fast, precum dripping onto my knuckles.

James’s growl cut through, low and guttural. “Take it. Take every inch.” His hips snapped forward, each thrust rocking her body.

She clawed at his back, nails leaving red tracks I could see even from where I stood. Her moans rose, wild and shameless, bouncing off tile and cupboards. “I love it—I fucking love it. I was always the whore. Always the one spreading for cock. And now I’m yours. Only yours.”

I pumped harder, forehead pressed against the wall. The wet smack of their bodies, her filthy words, his heavy grunts — it all hit me at once. My knees trembled, my chest burned, but I couldn’t look away.

James slammed down into her, the slap echoing sharp. Her tits jolted side to side, mouth wide, voice cracking into a scream. “Harder—don’t stop. Make me your slut again!”

My cock jerked in my hand, precum slicking my strokes, every nerve wired to the sight of her giving herself to him without a shred of shame.

James shifted, planting his knees wider on the tile. He hooked both hands under Lauren’s thighs and hauled her hips up, lifting her ass off the floor. From the doorway I saw her body bend, tits bouncing high as he pulled her into him. She squealed, sharp and horny, the sound carrying through the whole house.

He drove down into her, faster, harder. The slap of their bodies cracked against the kitchen floor, each thrust jarring her frame. Her tits jolted, heavy and wild, nipples stiff and red. Sweat glistened across her chest, catching the overhead light. She clawed at her own thighs, trying to steady herself, but each slam made her jolt again.

Her voice cut through, ragged and clear. “No one else ever fills me like this. No one but you, James.”

The words slammed into me harder than the sounds of their bodies. My cock jerked in my fist, precum smearing hot across my grip.

James grunted, holding her steady, fucking her faster. Lauren’s voice rose again, louder, no shame in it. “Nathan’s perfect when he makes love to me—sweet, gentle.” She moaned so loud the cabinets rattled. “But I’m only your fuckslut. Always yours.”

I bit down hard on my lip, stroking faster, the sight burning into me. Her head rolled side to side on the floor, hair spread wild, her mouth open and gasping. James pounded her up off the tile, the wet slap of his cock into her pussy echoing sharp.

“Say it louder,” he barked, his voice rough and heavy.

“I’m your slut!” she screamed, tits bouncing with each thrust. “Your whore—your cumrag. I belong to your cock.”

My knees wobbled in the shadows. I pressed my free hand to the wall to steady myself, jerking furiously, cock dripping into my fist. Watching her scream it out, watching her body quake as he used her — it was more than I could process.

The kitchen shook with their rhythm, her surrender echoing in every filthy word.

James pulled out suddenly, his cock slick and shining. He hauled Lauren up by the wrist, lifting her from the floor like she weighed nothing. She laughed breathlessly, stumbling on shaky legs, tits swaying heavy as he dragged her toward the table.

I pressed myself flatter to the wall, cock tight in my fist, precum dripping down onto my knuckles. My heart pounded so loud I thought it might give me away.

He bent her over the table, shoving her chest flat against the wood. Her tits squashed outward, nipples scraping across the surface as he kicked her legs wide. She arched her back, presenting her ass high, and moaned loud enough to make me bite my lip.

James gripped her hips, lined up, and drove into her in one hard thrust. The sound of it cracked through the house — wet, brutal, final. Lauren’s cry broke into a scream. “Oh God—yes! Yes, fuck me!”

The table creaked under their weight as he slammed into her again and again. Each thrust rocked her body forward, tits dragging across the wood, hair spilling down over her shoulders. Her moans poured out, no shame, no hesitation.

He slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a red handprint glowing on her pale cheek. “Whore,” he growled. “You love being bent over like this.”

“Yes!” she cried, voice shaking. “I love it—I fucking love it. I’m your slut, James. Pound me. Make me scream.”

The wet slap of his cock filled the kitchen, echoing sharp off the cupboards. My cock jerked in my fist, hand working furiously, precum dripping onto the floor. Her ass jiggled under his thrusts, each slap followed by her squeal, each squeal tearing into me until my legs trembled.

She clawed at the wood, fingers slipping on the polished surface. “Harder,” she begged, voice raw. “I’m yours. Always yours.”

James grunted, hips snapping faster, sweat dripping down his back as he took her, bent and pinned, tits mashed and ass bouncing.

I stroked harder, my breath ragged, every nerve locked on the sight of her surrender.

James spun her and shoved her flat onto her back across the table. Plates skidded and clattered to the floor, forgotten. Her tits bounced as her shoulders hit the wood, nipples stiff, chest heaving. She spread her legs wide without hesitation, feet braced on the edge as if she’d done it a thousand times.

He gripped her thighs and drove his cock back into her. The thrust echoed wet and sharp, making her gasp loud enough to rattle the cabinets. Her tits jolted high, heavy and glowing with sweat.

“Look at you,” James groaned, slamming harder. “Every guy who’s ever seen you wanted to fuck you.”

Her moan broke into a laugh. “They all stared. They all dreamed about these tits, this ass.” She arched her back, shoving her chest up into his hands. “And Nathan—God, poor Nathan—he has no idea he’s married to a fuckslut.”

The words cut into me like a knife and stroked me like a hand at the same time. My cock jerked in my fist, my strokes slick and furious.

James slapped her tits, watching them bounce. “I used to watch them drool over you. Every man wanted to bend you over.” He slammed into her harder, balls smacking against her ass. “They’d lose their minds if they knew how easy you moan for cock.”

Her voice spilled wild, no shame left. “Yes! I love it—I love that they want me. I always loved knowing they were hard for me.” She gasped, nails clawing his arms. “Nathan doesn’t know. He thinks I’m his perfect wife. He doesn’t see what I am.”

“What are you?” James barked, hammering her faster.

She screamed it out, tits bouncing wildly. “I’m a fuckslut! Always was. Always will be.”

I stroked myself raw, precum smearing thick across my knuckles. The sight of her shouting it, body shaking under his cock, made my whole body burn. The kitchen shook with the slap of their bodies, the sound of her filthy confession ringing in my ears.

James’s rhythm grew frantic, his grunts sharper, rougher. He slammed into her with fast, brutal strokes, the kitchen echoing with wet smacks and the rattle of dishes still on the table. Lauren’s moans rose wild and unrestrained, her tits bouncing high with each thrust, her voice cracked but loud.

“Yes—harder! Pound me! Show me what a fuckslut I am!” she screamed, clawing at his arms, her body quaking under him.

He snarled, pulling out slick and shining, his cock jerking in his fist. “Open those tits, slut,” he growled, stroking furiously.

She arched her back, cupping her own breasts together, presenting them up to him with a grin spread across her sweaty face. “Cover me,” she begged, her nipples stiff, her chest heaving.

I pumped faster in the shadows, cock thick and dripping into my fist. My eyes locked on the sight of her body stretched across the table, tits squeezed tight in her hands, ready for his cum.

James roared, cock pulsing, thick ropes of white spraying across her chest. It splattered over her tits, streaked across her throat, dripped down onto her stomach. She moaned with each spurt, rubbing it into her skin with greedy hands, smearing her tits shiny, nipples glistening under the kitchen light. “God yes—make me filthy.”

That was it. My own orgasm tore loose. I hunched against the wall, my cock convulsing in my grip, hot streams jetting into my palm, splattering across my knuckles, dripping down my wrist. I bit my lip until it bled, smothering the groan that threatened to break free.

My legs trembled, my chest heaved, but I couldn’t stop watching. She rubbed his cum over her tits, moaning happily, her smile dirty and satisfied.

I sagged against the wall, cock twitching weakly in my sticky fist, sweat dripping down my temple. My whole body buzzed with the mix of shame and hunger.

And still, she laughed, rubbing his cum into her tits like lotion, her moans echoing through the kitchen.

I pulled my hand off my cock, sticky and dripping, and looked around frantically. A rag hung over the back of a chair by the hall. I snatched it, wiped myself quick, smearing cum thick into the fabric until my palm came away mostly clean. I tossed the rag back onto the chair, hoping it would blend with the mess already there. My breath came hard, chest shaking.

In the kitchen, James leaned over Lauren, licking his own cum from her tits while she laughed and moaned, still rubbing the streaks across her chest with greedy hands. I staggered back a step, then another, heart hammering as I slipped down the hall.

The side door opened soft under my hand, and I stepped out into daylight. The cool air hit me sharp in the lungs, so different from the heat I’d just left behind. I moved fast to the car, slid inside, and started the engine, hands trembling on the wheel.

I drove aimlessly, streets rolling by in a blur. My cock still twitched weak in my pants, but my head buzzed louder. The image wouldn’t fade: Lauren spread on the table, tits coated, moaning like she’d never stop. I loved her. That truth stayed steady. But I also loved watching her like that. Loved seeing what she became for him — the way her body moved, the filth that poured from her mouth.

My fingers tightened on the wheel until my knuckles hurt. Could I keep this going, silent, pretending not to know? My cock answered yes. My chest burned no.

Her words replayed, stabbing and stroking at once: Nathan doesn’t know. He thinks she’s his perfect wife. And all the while she laughed about men lusting after her, about being a fuckslut, about me never seeing it.

I pulled into an empty lot, cut the engine, and slumped back. The rag’s smell still clung faint to my hand, sour and sharp. I closed my eyes and let the pictures roll: James pounding her, Lauren shouting she was a slut, her tits glazed.

I loved her. I loved watching. But I was at a loss.

I drove until the clock on the dash told me it was close to the time I usually came home. I circled once, steadied my breath, and forced my face neutral. When I finally pulled into the driveway, one space was empty. The old sedan — our spare car — was gone. The same one Lauren and I had agreed James could use until he got back on his feet.

The sight twisted in my chest. Not just absence — the reminder of where he had been, what he had done, and whose generosity had made it easier.

Lauren opened the door before I reached it. Her hair was brushed, her clothes fresh, her smile wide. “You’re home,” she said brightly, leaning in to kiss my cheek. Her lips lingered, soft and sure, like nothing was out of place at all.

Inside, the kitchen gleamed. Counters wiped, floor clean, the table set with dinner waiting. No trace of sweat, cum, or the mess of bodies I had left behind when I fled. Just the smell of roast and herbs filling the air, everything warm and ordinary.

She moved close as she served, brushing against me, pressing her tits into my shoulder when she set a plate down, laughing at little jokes, eyes glowing. She touched my arm often, her hand warm and steady, as if proving affection through each casual contact.

Over dinner she talked easily — errands, groceries, small plans for the weekend. She asked about my day, reached across the table to hold my hand. At one point she stopped mid-sentence, her eyes soft. “I love you,” she said simply, without hesitation.

I forced a smile and answered the truth. “I love you too.”

And I did. Even with the images burned into me — her moaning on the kitchen table, James’s cum streaking her tits, her screaming she was a fuckslut — I loved her.

But my chest stayed heavy. Did she love me while also giving everything else to him? Was she two women at once, or was this softness just another mask?

I finished my meal quietly, her laughter wrapping around me, while the questions ate at me in silence.
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The house had gone quiet after dinner. No television, no footsteps overhead, no low voice from James in the kitchen. He was still out, and it was just the two of us now.

I carried the half-full bottle of whisky into the living room, poured two heavy glasses, and set them down on the low table. The ice clinked once, sharp in the silence. Lauren followed me in, moving easy, her hair down around her shoulders. Instead of choosing her own seat, she slid in next to me on the couch, curling close, her thigh warm against mine. She smiled as if the day had been ordinary.

I picked up my glass and drank deep. The burn hit my chest hard, steadied me, gave me something solid to hold onto. She lifted hers, sipping slower, her eyes flicking over me, curious.

For a while neither of us said anything. Just the faint tick of the clock, the swirl of amber in our glasses. Her shoulder pressed into mine, her hand resting light on my leg, casual, affectionate — the same gestures she’d always used. But the weight between us pressed harder with each passing minute.

She leaned back, letting her body relax against mine, looking comfortable, glowing. She didn’t ask questions. She didn’t push. She just sat there, sipping whisky, her presence soft, her smile calm.

I studied her in the lamplight. The same woman I had married. The same easy charm, the same soft features. But I had seen her sprawled across the kitchen table hours ago, her tits streaked with cum, her voice screaming things she had never dared whisper in our bed.

I turned my glass slowly in my hand, watching the amber catch the light, and felt my throat tighten. My chest ached with the mix of love, lust, and confusion twisting together.

She raised her glass in a small gesture, smiling faint, almost playful. “To us?” she said.

I clinked mine against hers, my pulse racing. The whisky burned again, but steadied me. It was time to stop pretending.

I set my glass down on the table, the ice clinking against the rim. My hand stayed there for a moment, steadying myself. Lauren leaned in closer, her thigh pressed to mine, her head almost resting on my shoulder. The warmth of her touch made the words harder to force out, but I couldn’t hold them in any longer.

“I know,” I said. My voice came low, calm, but edged.

She froze for a moment, her glass hovering halfway to her lips. Then she set it down slowly, fingers lingering at the stem, and turned her eyes to me. "Know what?" she asked, her voice low but steady.

“I’ve heard you,” I continued, my throat tightening as the words spilled. “I’ve seen you. I know you’ve been fucking James.”

For a long beat the room was silent. The only sound was the faint tick of the clock, the quiet rush of blood in my ears.

Lauren let out a breath, long and low. She turned her face toward me, her eyes steady. No excuses. No fake surprise. Just a slow nod, her lips parting like she’d been waiting for this moment.

“Yes,” she said softly. “I have.”

My chest burned at the sound of her voice — not breaking, not guilty. Honest.

She reached for her glass again, sipped, and set it back down with a clink. Her fingers brushed mine on the table, tentative but deliberate.

“I thought I was hiding it,” she admitted, her eyes locked on me. “I guess I was bad at it?”

I held her gaze, my jaw tight. The whisky warmed my stomach, but my body was tense, buzzing with everything I’d been holding back for weeks.

There was no going back now. The words were out. The silence was broken.

Lauren shifted, pulling her legs out from under her and sitting upright, her body turned toward me. She didn’t look away, didn’t try to smooth it over. Her voice came quiet but firm.

“I love you, Nathan. That hasn’t changed. But James... it’s not love with him. It’s sex. Raw, filthy sex.” Her cheeks flushed, but she held my eyes. “With you it’s different. You give me warmth, closeness, care. With him, it’s about being used, about letting go in ways I never could with you.”

She picked up her glass again, taking a longer sip this time, and set it down. Her hand stayed on the table near mine, trembling just a little.

“I didn’t want you to know,” she continued. “I thought if I kept it hidden, you could have the wife you wanted and I could still... scratch that itch without hurting us. I thought the secrecy protected you.”

I clenched my jaw, hearing every word, my chest heavy. Her tone wasn’t apologetic — it was steady, almost resigned. She wasn’t begging for forgiveness. She was telling me the truth.

“It was never about replacing you,” she said finally. “You’re my husband. I love you. James doesn’t touch that part of me. He only gets the side of me that’s dirty, shameless, the side I thought I had to bury.”

Her words hung between us, heavy and sharp. I felt the whisky burning down into my stomach, mixing with the ache already lodged there.

I set my glass down and leaned forward, my elbows on my knees, the weight of it all pressing too hard to keep in. My voice came low, rough, almost shaking.

“I didn’t just hear you, Lauren. I saw you. Today. In the kitchen. Just hours ago.”

Her eyes widened, lips parting, but I kept going before she could speak. “I came home early. I thought I’d surprise you. Instead I saw you on the floor, on the table—his cock inside you, his cum all over your tits. I stood there and watched every second of it.”

My chest burned as the words tumbled out. “And I should’ve been angry, should’ve stormed in and thrown him out. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I just stood there in the shadows, stroking myself like some pervert, watching my wife scream that she was a slut.”

Lauren’s hand covered her mouth, her breath sharp. "You saw us?" she whispered, eyes wide. "You stood there and jerked off while he fucked me? And it turned you on?" Her cheeks flushed darker, shock mingling with something hotter.

“I can’t hide from it anymore,” I said, my throat tight. “It twisted me up, but it turned me on more than anything ever has. Seeing you like that, hearing you like that—I’ve never been so hard in my life.”

The silence that followed was electric, charged with everything we’d both kept hidden. My heart pounded as I waited for her to answer, to tell me what the hell we were now that the truth was out.

Lauren dropped her hand from her mouth and let it rest in her lap, her fingers twisting together. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, wide and searching. The shock was still there, but it was shifting, mixing with something harder to name.

“So you really want this?” she asked, her voice low, careful. “You want me to keep fucking James?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, and nodded. “Yes. I don’t want the lies, the sneaking. That nearly broke me. But the sex—the way you are with him—it doesn’t make me love you less. It makes me burn hotter for you.”

She leaned back, staring at me like she was weighing every word. Her chest rose and fell fast, her glass untouched. “Nathan... do you know what you’re saying?” Her voice sharpened, a crack of disbelief. “You watched me being a slut for him and instead of hating me, you got off on it.”

“I know,” I said. My hands trembled on my knees. “And I want to stop pretending I don’t.”

Lauren’s lips parted, a shaky laugh slipping out. She shook her head once, then leaned forward, her face close to mine. “God. I thought I was protecting you. Hiding it, sneaking around, making sure you never saw. And all along...” She bit her lip hard, her eyes burning into me. “All along, it was your fantasy.”

I didn’t answer, not right away. I just let the silence hold between us, heavy and undeniable.

Her hand finally reached for mine, squeezing tight. “So tell me straight. Is this really what you want, Nathan? Do you want me to keep spreading my legs for James?”

My breath caught, but I nodded again. “Yes. I want it. But I don’t want secrets anymore.”

Lauren leaned back slowly, her hand still clasping mine. Her eyes searched my face as if testing how far I would let this go. She took another sip of whisky, set the glass down carefully, and drew a long breath.

“You know I haven’t been like this in years,” she said, her voice softer now, almost reflective. “Before you, before James—I was a slut, Nathan. I fucked whoever I wanted, whenever I wanted. Friends, strangers, anyone who gave me that look.” She shook her head, a crooked smile tugging at her lips. “That girl never cared who knew. She lived for being wanted.”

Her fingers tightened around mine. “Is that what you want back? Do you want me to be her again? To spread for anyone I choose? Or is it just James you want me to keep fucking?”

The room felt heavier, her words pushing against the air. She wasn’t teasing me. She wasn’t playing a role. She was asking straight, her eyes locked on mine, waiting for an answer.

I swallowed hard, my chest tight, the whisky heat mixing with the weight of what she’d laid out. “Let’s start with James,” I said at last, my voice low but firm. “See how it feels. See where it goes.”

Her lips curved slowly, knowingly, and she nodded once. “Start with James,” she repeated, almost like a promise. Her hand slid up my thigh, deliberate, her eyes never leaving mine.

The air between us shifted, charged, as if something had finally broken open and there was no putting it back.

Lauren’s hand stayed on my thigh, sliding higher, her fingers pressing with intent. The whisky glass sat forgotten on the table. Her body leaned into mine, her breath warm against my cheek as she whispered, “If this is what you want, I’ll give it to you. You’ll have the wife you love, and James will have the slut you crave to see. No more lies.”

Her lips met mine before I could answer. The kiss was hungry, deeper than it had been in weeks. I gripped her waist, pulling her closer until her tits pressed against my chest. She swung a leg over and straddled me right there on the couch, her skirt riding up, her hips grinding down on the hardness already straining in my pants.

I slid my hands up her back, tugging her blouse loose, palms spreading across warm skin. She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes burning. “This is yours,” she whispered, pressing my hand against her breast. “James will never get this side of me. Only you.”

Her mouth came down on mine again, wetter, rougher. I unbuttoned her blouse in clumsy haste, shoving fabric aside to free her tits. She arched, offering them, nipples stiff against my tongue as I sucked hard. Her moan vibrated through me, raw and wanting.

She rocked against me, grinding herself over my cock with steady rhythm. “God, Nathan, I need you,” she breathed into my ear. “Make love to me. Claim me.”

Her hands tore at my belt, fumbling it open, urgency taking over. My cock sprang free and she gripped it, guiding it to her soaked heat as she hovered above me. She rubbed herself against the tip, eyes locked on mine, whispering again, “This is yours.”

Then she sank down, slow and deliberate, taking me inside her until she was seated fully on my lap, tits heaving, lips parted in a gasp. My hands gripped her hips, and for the first time in weeks it wasn’t spying, wasn’t sneaking. It was just us. And she was mine.

Lauren held me deep inside her, her nails biting into my shoulders as she rolled her hips, slow at first, then faster. Her tits bounced against my chest, her breath hot on my neck. Each thrust of her body pressed us closer, wiped away the shadows of sneaking and secrets.

I gripped her hips and drove upward to meet her, filling her harder, claiming every inch she gave. Her head tipped back, hair spilling, mouth open in a cry. “Nathan,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I love you. This—this is yours.”

My chest tightened. The whisky heat burned away into something deeper. I held her tight, my lips finding her throat, kissing, sucking, tasting her skin as she rode me. “I love you,” I groaned into her ear. “No one else gets this. No one else ever will.”

Her body shook as she ground harder, her tits smashing into my face, nipples dragging across my lips. I sucked one deep into my mouth and she cried out, hips slamming down. “Yes—God, yes,” she moaned, trembling around me. “Take me. Claim me.”

The couch rocked beneath us, the room filled with our cries, our gasps, the wet slap of our bodies. Her cunt tightened, squeezing me, and her whole frame convulsed as she came hard in my lap, her moan sharp and ragged. I gripped her ass, thrusting deep into the spasms until the edge ripped through me too.

I groaned against her neck, spilling inside her in hot surges, holding her so tight I felt her heartbeat hammer against mine. She clung to me, whispering between breaths, “I’ll keep loving you, Nathan. And yes—I’ll keep fucking James. But no more lies.”

We collapsed together into the cushions, sweaty and shaking, our breaths mixing. For the first time in weeks the weight of secrets was gone. I had my wife in my arms, full of my cum, and the shape of what we were becoming finally felt real.

No more hiding. No more pretending. Just truth, and the heat that bound us both.
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In the open
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The whisky had knocked me deeper than usual. When I blinked awake, the sun was already higher, pressing through the curtains in thin stripes. My head throbbed, my mouth dry, the weight of everything from the night before still heavy in my chest. I reached to the side out of habit, but the bed was empty. Lauren was gone.

I sat up slow, rubbing at my face, trying to pull myself together. That was when I heard it — faint, drifting from down the hall. A giggle. Hers. Clear as anything. My stomach clenched. A man’s murmur followed, too low to make out.

Panic bit down hard. Had she gone back on her word already? After all the things we’d admitted last night, after she swore there would be no more sneaking? I stood, heart thudding, and padded into the hall.

The sound grew clearer the closer I came to the guest room. I pressed myself against the wall, breath tight, listening. Her voice again, lighter, playful. His rumble in response. I braced myself, waiting for the slap of skin, the sharp moans I’d come to expect.

But it never came. No wet rhythm, no cries, no telltale sounds of fucking. Just the low hum of voices, the quick rise of her laugh cutting through now and then.

The panic eased a little, but not the unease. I let out a long breath, stepped past the closed door, and made my way down the stairs. The house smelled of quiet morning, but my head still swam with doubt.

I set the coffee to brew, the sharp scent filling the kitchen as I leaned on the counter, waiting. The house felt too quiet, the kind of quiet that presses in on your ears until it becomes its own sound. Sunlight streamed through the window above the sink, cutting across the counter in long golden bars.

I poured a mug and carried it to the table. Sitting there, hands wrapped tight around the warmth, I stared out into the yard. The grass was wet with morning dew, sparkling in the light, and the fence cast long shadows. Everything looked normal, calm, almost peaceful.

Inside me it was anything but. The giggles and murmurs from upstairs kept looping in my head, twisting into fears I couldn’t shake. My chest felt heavy, my mind foggy. I tried to sip, but the coffee scalded my tongue, bitter and too strong. I set the mug down hard, eyes locked on the glass pane in front of me as if answers might appear there.

I didn’t know what to expect next — her footsteps, his, or both together. All I knew was the stillness of the room and the thrum in my veins that wouldn’t settle.

The creak of the stairs pulled me out of my stare. I turned, half expecting Lauren, but it was James. He moved steady, unhurried, his hand trailing along the rail as he came down. For a second I just watched him, trying to decide if he would pass through the kitchen without a word.

He didn’t. He stepped straight in, grabbed a mug from the cupboard, and poured himself coffee like he belonged here. The steam rose between us, curling lazy in the air.

Then he sat. Not across the room, not at the far end of the table, but right across from me. His eyes met mine, steady. The silence stretched out, long enough to make my throat feel dry all over again.

Finally he spoke. “Lauren told me everything.” His voice was low, even, almost calm. He let the words hang there before he went on. “I owe you an apology. You gave me a place to stay, and I paid you back by sneaking around with your wife.”

I gripped my mug tighter, feeling the heat burn into my palms. He kept his gaze on me, not flinching, not dodging. “I was wrong,” he said. “I betrayed your trust.”

The words landed heavy, but there was no heat in them. No defense, no excuses. Just a flat truth, sitting between us on the table along with the rising steam.

James took a slow sip of his coffee, eyes never leaving mine. He set the mug down with a soft thud and leaned forward a little, his voice steady.

“I get it now,” he said. “What this is. Lauren told me about the agreement. That she’s your wife first, always. That you love her and she loves you. But that I’m allowed to fuck her.”

The bluntness of it cut through the air. I gripped my mug tighter, heat seeping into my hands, my jaw locked against the churn in my chest.

He didn’t flinch. “I understand that now. And I respect it. I want us to clear the air, Nathan. No more sneaking. No more pretending. I’d like to start over. You’ve been good to me, giving me a roof, a bed, when I had nothing. I don’t want to keep spitting on that.”

The room felt smaller, the space between us tight with his words. I couldn’t look away. He spoke plainly, like a man asking for a chance to begin again.

I gave the smallest nod. Not forgiveness, not yet, but acknowledgment. The truth was already out. Nothing could undo what I had seen or what I felt. But sitting there across from him, the honesty in his voice grounded me in a way I hadn’t expected.

The silence returned, heavy but calmer now, coffee steam curling between us.

The silence stretched, broken only by the faint tick of the clock and the curl of steam rising between our mugs. I stared down at mine, half empty, trying to steady my breath. The weight in the room pressed hard but not hostile — a fragile quiet, holding.

Footsteps on the stairs cut through it. Light, quick, familiar. I lifted my head just as she appeared.

Lauren.

She walked into the kitchen without a stitch of clothing, her hair loose around her shoulders, her skin glowing warm in the morning light. Not a hint of hesitation in her step, no effort to cover herself. Her tits swayed softly with each stride, nipples stiff, her hips rolling with an ease that made my throat lock.

She came straight to me. No pause, no glance toward James. She leaned down, took my face in her hands, and kissed me deep. Her lips were warm, her tongue insistent, her body pressing close until her tits crushed against my chest. I inhaled her, the scent of her skin, the heat of her breath.

When she pulled back, her forehead rested against mine. Her voice came soft but certain. “I love you, Nathan.”

The words hit harder than anything James had said. My chest ached with them. Before I could answer, she straightened, turned, and crossed to him.

Lauren swung her leg over James’s lap without a word, straddling him right there at the table. Her tits brushed his chest as she leaned in, kissing him hungrily. It wasn’t soft, wasn’t careful — it was raw, her tongue pushing into his mouth, her moans spilling out for both of us to hear.

Her hands worked fast, tugging at his shirt, sliding down to his jeans. She popped the button open, dragged the zipper down, and reached inside. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, pulling it free, stroking him until he groaned into her mouth.

I sat frozen, stunned, my heart hammering as I watched. The morning light caught on her hair, on the curve of her ass as she shifted on his lap. She pumped him slow and deliberate, breaking the kiss only to look down and smile at what she held.

“Already hard for me,” she whispered, just loud enough to carry across the table. She rubbed the fat head against her slit, smearing herself with precum, teasing him, teasing me.

James groaned again, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her tighter against him. She rocked once, twice, her tits bouncing lightly as she guided him into place.

I realized I was holding my breath, my cock swelling, trapped against my thigh. Watching her stroke him, watching her line herself up — it was impossible to feel anything but raw, shaking arousal.

Lauren lowered herself slow, steady, her cunt swallowing James inch by inch until she was seated full on his cock. Her lips parted in a gasp, her tits rising high as she arched her back.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, rolling her hips in a slow circle. Her ass clenched against his thighs, her tits bouncing as she started to move.

James gripped her waist, guiding her up and down. Each bounce sent her tits flying, her moans louder, sharper. She tilted her head back, hair spilling, eyes half-closed in bliss. “God, I love your cock,” she cried, riding him faster, her voice echoing off the walls.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. My hand slipped under the table, tugged my cock free. It was hard, aching, dripping precum already. I wrapped my fist around it and stroked, eyes locked on her body.

Her thighs trembled as she lifted and dropped, her tits slapping against her chest. Each thrust made her moan louder, begging him for more. James’s groans filled the room, deep and rough, matching the rhythm of her movements.

I pumped my cock harder, precum slicking my strokes. The sight of her spread wide on him, using him, crying out for more—it was everything. My breath came fast, ragged, my chest heaving as I watched them.

Lauren leaned forward, tits pressing to his chest, her moans spilling into his mouth as they kissed. Their bodies rocked together, sweat shining on their skin, the slap of flesh filling the kitchen.

I knelt closer without thinking, hand working furiously, caught in the raw spectacle of my wife riding another man inches away.

James caught her waist and lifted her off him, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. Lauren gasped, legs wobbling, tits swaying as he spun her and bent her forward over the table. Her palms smacked flat against the wood, her ass high, gleaming in the sunlight pouring through the window.

He shoved into her in one brutal stroke that rattled the dishes. Lauren screamed, her voice ringing sharp. “Yes! Oh God—yes!” The slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the kitchen, steady and brutal.

Her cheek pressed against the table, eyes open, and they landed on me. She didn’t blink, didn’t hide. Her mouth opened in a grin that trembled between pain and pleasure as James hammered her from behind. “You see this, Nathan?” she gasped. “This is how your wife gets fucked.”

I froze, cock twitching in my fist, precum running hot over my knuckles. My hand worked faster, my breath broken. Her tits flattened against the wood, nipples dragging across it with each jolt of his thrusts, leaving little streaks of sweat.

James gripped her hips, driving harder, and slapped her ass with sharp, loud cracks. Red welts bloomed across her cheeks, making her squeal between moans. “Slut,” he growled. “Beg for it.”

Lauren’s gaze stayed locked on mine. Her lips parted, drool wetting the corner of her mouth as her cries poured out. “I’m begging!” she screamed, her voice cracking. “Harder, James. Pound me. Let Nathan watch me take it all.”

My stomach clenched, my cock swelling painfully in my hand as her words hit me. I stroked faster, precum dripping onto the tile.

James leaned over her, gripping her shoulders now, his cock driving deep enough to lift her onto her toes. She wailed, the sound breaking sharp. “God, yes—split me open! Fuck me until I can’t walk!”

Her eyes never left me, not once. “Do you hear me, Nathan?” she sobbed, still grinning, still burning with lust. “I love you—but I’ll always be James’s slut when he takes me like this.”

The words shredded me and lit me on fire all at once. My cock leaked endlessly into my fist, my vision blurring from the intensity of watching her surrender so completely.

At last James pulled out with a wet snap and dragged her down with him, laying her on the floor. Her hair spread wild over the tile, sweat streaking her flushed skin. He shoved her thighs wide apart and drove back in, his cock sinking deep, making her whole body jolt against the hard floor.

She screamed, the sound sharp and raw. Her tits bounced with each impact, sweat flying from her chest. “Yes! Fuck me on the floor! Use me!”

James pinned her wrists above her head, hammering into her with brutal force. The tile squeaked under her back, her cries echoing through the kitchen, every thrust louder than the last.

I crept closer on my knees, my cock jerking in my fist, precum slicking my palm. Her eyes darted to me again, mouth open in a scream, her tits bouncing wildly as James rammed into her.

“Watch me, Nathan!” she howled. “Watch me be his fuckslut!”

I pumped harder, precum dripping onto the floor, my whole body shivering with the intensity of it. Sweat, moans, the wet slap of their bodies — the kitchen had become a shrine to her surrender, and I couldn’t look away.

James shifted his weight, pulling out of her with a wet snap. Lauren’s legs trembled on the tile, spread wide, her chest heaving. He gripped her hips, angled her body, and pressed the head of his cock against her ass.

Her eyes flew open, mouth parting in a sharp gasp. “Oh fuck—James—”

He pushed slow at first, working himself into the tight ring. Her back arched, tits jutting up, nipples stiff. The sound that ripped from her throat was half a scream, half a moan. “God—it’s so big—”

Her right hand shot down between her legs. Fingers found her clit and rubbed hard, frantic, her hips bucking against him. She moaned louder, circling fast, chasing release even as his cock stretched her ass wider. “Yes—yes—fuck—I need it—I need to cum!”

I froze, my fist around my cock, precum spilling over my knuckles. The sight of his cock stretching her ass while her fingers blurred over her clit stole the breath from my lungs.

Her eyes found me, locked onto me again. Her lips curled in a trembling grin. “Nathan... are you watching?” she panted. “Are you watching him take my ass while I rub myself raw?”

I stroked harder, chest burning. My cock throbbed painfully as I nodded without meaning to.

James slammed deeper, bottoming out with a grunt that shook her whole body. She shrieked, her tits bouncing high, sweat flying from her chest. Her hand worked faster, rubbing her clit furiously. “Yes! God yes! Fill my ass—pound me—make me cum!”

The slap of his hips against her ass echoed sharp. Each thrust shook her across the floor, her nails scraping at the tile. James grunted with each stroke, rough and merciless.

Lauren’s voice rose, wild. “Nathan—fuck—it feels so good! So different! You make love to me soft—but James—oh God—James destroys me.” She gasped the words, her body convulsing under him, her fingers a blur at her clit. “Do you like it? Do you like watching me cum for him?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t breathe. My hand was a blur, pumping my cock raw, precum smearing across my shaft.

James hammered harder, the wet slap of their bodies brutal, the sound filling the kitchen. Lauren screamed, fingers digging into her clit, hips thrashing as her orgasm tore through her. Her body shook, tits bouncing wildly, voice breaking into sobbing cries. “Yes—yes—I’m cumming—fuck—I’m cumming on his cock!”

James roared, hips slamming forward in one final, brutal thrust. His cock pulsed inside her ass, his body shuddering as he spilled deep. Lauren’s orgasm crashed into his, her cries echoing sharp, her hand still furiously rubbing even as she convulsed around him.

That was it for me. My cock convulsed, cum exploding across my fist and dripping down onto the floor. I hunched over, gasping, spilling hot streams as I watched him empty into her.

She collapsed beneath him, sweaty, glowing, her ass filled, her clit still throbbing under her touch. James slumped against her, spent.

But her eyes found me again, softer now, lips curving into a smile that made my chest ache. “I love you, Nathan,” she whispered, her voice raw.

I knelt there trembling, cum cooling in my hand, staring at her — my wife, sweaty and glowing, still pinned under James, yet smiling at me like I was the only man in the room.
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Lauren’s lips were already wrapped around my cock when the haze of sleep lifted. The sheet was warm over my stomach, but beneath it her mouth worked me slow and deep. Her tongue slid along the underside of my shaft, curling as she swallowed me down.

I groaned, still half-dreaming, my hips twitching toward her. Her hand cupped my balls, squeezing gently, rolling them in her palm while her other hand teased my nipple with sharp little pinches.

She moaned around me, the vibration shivering straight through my cock. I felt the wet heat of her mouth, the tight pull of her throat as she pushed deeper. My head thumped back against the pillow, eyes closing as she sucked greedily.

Her rhythm grew faster, wetter. She slurped loud, messy, saliva dripping down the base of my shaft, her hand twisting at the root as her mouth worked the rest. She pulled back once, gasping for air, eyes flashing up at me in the dim light, lips stretched wet around my tip. Then she swallowed me again, deeper, gagging softly but never stopping.

I grabbed a fistful of the sheet, groaning low. My balls tightened under her grip, heat racing up my spine. She hummed when she felt me start to twitch, stroking the base while sucking me hard and fast.

“Fuck—Lauren—” I gasped, my hips jerking.

She pinched my nipple, squeezed my balls, and shoved her face down until my cock pulsed against her throat. I came hard, groaning into the pillow as thick spurts spilled into her mouth.

She swallowed all of it, gulping loud, her throat working around me. When I sagged back into the mattress, she licked me clean, her tongue dragging over my shaft with lazy satisfaction. Then she kissed my chest once, soft, before slipping off the bed.

The bathroom light flicked on down the hall, the faint sound of water running as she brushed her teeth. I lay there, chest heaving, my cock still twitching weakly, wondering what would come next.

The sound of running water cut off. A moment later the light from the bathroom went dark, and her footsteps padded back toward the bedroom.

Lauren slipped inside quietly, her hair brushed back, lips damp, eyes catching the low glow from the bedside lamp. She sat on the edge of the mattress next to me, close enough that the warmth of her thigh pressed against mine through the sheet.

Her fingers slid into my hair, stroking slowly, almost tender. I turned my head slightly, meeting her gaze. She smiled faintly, then leaned down to kiss me. Her lips were fresh, clean, but there was still a trace of salt, a ghost of the load she had just swallowed.

She pulled back, looking into my eyes. “Nathan,” she said softly. “Can I go to James?”

The words sat there for a second, my tired brain slow to catch them. Her hand kept stroking through my hair, gentle, soothing.

“I need more,” she whispered, her mouth close to my ear. “What I gave you—what you gave me—it was sweet. But I want to be fucked properly. I want James to take me hard. Please.”

Her fingers traced my temple, then down the side of my face, patient, waiting.

I blinked up at her, heavy with sleep and the afterglow of release. My head turned into the pillow, my eyes sliding closed. “Mm,” I hummed, nodding slightly.

She kissed my cheek, her lips lingering. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice warm with gratitude.

Then she stood, moving toward the door. The sound of her steps faded into the hall, leaving me with the faint scent of her perfume on the pillow and the image of her eyes shining as she asked to be fucked by him.

Some time later I felt the mattress dip, pulling me out of sleep. Soft lips pressed against mine. I stirred, groggy, opening my eyes halfway. Lauren was leaning over me, hair mussed, skin warm and glowing. The faint smell of sweat and sex clung to her, sharp even through the haze of sleep.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my mouth. Her kiss was slow, lingering, not the greedy pull of before but tender, almost worshipful.

I let out a sleepy grunt, smiling faintly. My eyes closed again, too heavy to hold open. She brushed her fingers across my cheek, her breath soft on my face.

“James is good to me,” she whispered, her voice low, careful. “But I don’t want him to feel like I’m just using him. Like I only fuck him and leave him.” She paused, kissing me again lightly. “Can I let him sleep in this bed with us? It’s a huge bed. He needs to feel some closeness too.”

Her words drifted through the fog of my mind, half-understood, half-lost. I grumbled something that might have been “okay,” my lips brushing hers as I sank back into the pillow.

She kissed me one more time, soft and grateful, then slipped from the bed again. The sound of her footsteps carried through the hall, quiet but certain.

I drifted back under, her scent still in the sheets, her warmth still pressed to my skin, her words about James echoing faint in my head.

The bounce of the mattress pulled me out of a heavy sleep. I blinked into the dark, disoriented, the room swimming before shapes came into focus. A weight shifted beside me, a low grunt, the sharp slap of skin on skin.

I turned my head — and froze.

James was on top of Lauren, his back broad and slick with sweat as he pumped into her. Her legs were high in the air, spread wide, her tits pressed flat under his chest. The bed creaked with each thrust, the rhythm heavy and relentless.

Her face was right there on the pillow, just inches from mine. Her eyes fluttered open, hazy with pleasure, then widened slightly as she saw me awake. A naughty, almost apologetic smile tugged at her lips.

“We just couldn’t keep our hands off each other,” she whispered, breathless, as James drove into her again. Her voice cracked into a moan, her cheek brushing mine with each jolt.

I lay there stunned, my pulse hammering. The wet slap of their bodies filled my ears, the smell of sweat and sex thick in the sheets. James grunted roughly, burying himself deep. “Tight little pussy,” he growled. “Soaked for me already.”

Lauren gasped, her eyes still locked on mine. Her lips brushed me once, quick, before another cry spilled out. “I love you, Nathan,” she moaned, her smile trembling as James slammed harder.

James shifted his weight, grinding deeper, making her whole body arch. She cried out into the pillow, face twisting near mine, her breath hot against my cheek. Her tits were crushed between them, but I could see them shake with every impact, her nipples stiff in the dim light.

He drove into her again and again, faster, louder. Her nails clawed at the sheets, but she never looked away from me. Her expression shifted wildly — apology, lust, glee — her smile breaking into cries as she trembled beneath him.

“God—yes,” she whimpered, staring into my eyes. “Nathan, it feels so good. He’s splitting me open. Don’t hate me.”

My cock stirred, thickening under the sheet. My throat closed, torn between shame and hunger, but I couldn’t look away. The sight of her body jolting under him, her words pouring against my lips, made me dizzy.

James groaned, hammering deeper, sweat dripping onto her skin. “This slut loves cock too much,” he snarled into her ear. “She can’t go a night without it.”

Her eyes rolled back, but she forced them to mine again. “I love you,” she gasped, face trembling, lips brushing mine once more before her moan broke free.

The bed shook, the mattress bouncing harder, and I realized I was gripping the sheet in my fist, breath ragged, already watching like I always had — only now, just centimeters away.

James pulled out suddenly with a wet snap, making Lauren gasp. He gripped her hips, flipped her, and hauled her onto her knees. The mattress dipped under their weight, the bedframe creaking as he shoved her legs apart.

Her cheek hit the pillow again, landing right next to mine. Our eyes met instantly, her breath hot on my lips. She gave me a small, helpless smile before her mouth opened wide in a sharp cry — James had slammed back into her from behind, hard enough to rock the whole bed.

Her tits swung beneath her, heavy, nipples stiff. James grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so her throat arched. He slammed his hips against her ass, the sound sharp and wet. “Look at this slut,” he growled, his voice rough. “She was dripping for me the second I touched her. You can’t get enough cock, can you?”

Lauren moaned through the pull on her hair, her eyes still on me. “He’s right,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m so wet—I can’t stop, Nathan. Do you like watching me like this?”

James released her hair only to slap her ass, the sound cracking across the room. Red bloomed where his hand landed, and she squealed, burying her face against the pillow again — right beside mine. Her lips brushed my cheek as she cried out, her moans breaking into sobs of pleasure.

Her voice shook as she panted into my ear, “Tell me... do you like seeing me take him?” Then another hard thrust made her scream, her words dissolving into raw sound.

I stared, transfixed, cock swelling against the sheet. The sight of her body taking every brutal stroke, her face pressed so close to mine, was almost unbearable.

James slammed into her again and again, hips clapping, sweat flying from his back. “Greedy little cunt,” he snarled, smacking her ass a second time. “You take cock like you were made for it.”

Lauren shuddered at his words, her moans growing louder, her eyes half-lidded but still searching mine, as if she needed me to admit I was as entranced as she hoped.

James gripped her waist tight and hauled her upright, dragging her back against his chest without pulling out. Lauren gasped, her tits jutting forward as he slammed up into her from below. Her head tipped back against his shoulder, her mouth open in a sharp cry.

Her cheek brushed mine again, but this time there was no smile, no gentle kiss. She was too far gone. Her lips were parted only for moans, each one breaking louder as James pumped into her.

His hands mauled her tits, squeezing hard, tugging at her stiff nipples until she sobbed. Her body jolted against mine with every thrust, her thighs shaking, her belly tight as she rode wave after wave of raw sensation.

“Christ, you’re dripping all over me,” James groaned, his voice rough in her ear. “Cunt’s so greedy it won’t let go of my cock.” He pinched her nipple until she squealed, then hammered up harder.

Lauren’s eyes fluttered, her hair sticking to her damp cheeks. She turned her face toward me, breath ragged, trying to form words. “Nathan—” she gasped, her voice splintering as another thrust knocked the rest out of her. “Do you see me? Do you see what he’s doing to me?”

I could barely breathe, my cock pressed painfully hard under the sheet. My hand moved without thought, stroking myself as I watched her body quake. Her tits bounced violently in James’s grip, her stomach tightening, her thighs trembling as she bucked against him.

“I can’t stop cumming,” she moaned, her head rolling against his shoulder, eyes dazed but still finding mine. “Every thrust—oh God—it won’t stop.”

James chuckled darkly, grinding his cock into her, balls slapping wet against her ass. “Because this is what she’s made for,” he snarled. “Taking cock, milking it, being used.”

Her moans tore through the bedroom, raw and unrestrained. She clutched at my hand with one of hers, squeezing it tight as James pounded up into her, as if she needed me to feel every shock racing through her body.

James shoved her forward suddenly, laying her flat on her back. Her hair fanned out across the pillow, damp with sweat, her tits heaving high as she gasped for air. He caught her ankles and pushed them up, folding her wide open, his cock driving back inside her with one brutal thrust.

She shrieked, her face turning to mine on the pillow, eyes blazing, mouth open in raw pleasure. Her hand shot out and grabbed mine, fingers lacing tight as James hammered into her.

“Oh fuck—Nathan!” she sobbed, her body jolting under the force of it. “I love you—I love you—” Her words dissolved into cries, her tits bouncing wildly with each slam.

James groaned above her, sweat dripping from his face onto her chest. “She’s cumming hard on me,” he growled, his voice thick. “Your wife’s milking my cock like a born slut.” He pulled back and rammed in deep again, making her scream, her nails digging into my palm.

Her eyes locked to mine, desperate, pleading, wild. “Do you feel it?” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Do you feel me shaking? He’s fucking me so deep—I can’t stop—I can’t stop.”

Her stomach clenched tight, her thighs trembling as another orgasm ripped through her. Her body bowed off the bed, her scream shattering against the walls. James never let up, pounding her harder, spreading her wider, grunting with every thrust.

“Look at her,” he snarled, staring down at me while he slammed into her. “Look how she loses herself on another man’s cock.”

I couldn’t breathe. My cock pulsed hard in my fist, precum slicking my strokes as I stared at her twisted in ecstasy, her hand crushing mine, her cries pouring into my ear while James filled her.

James never let her go after laying her flat. He kept her pinned open, legs shoved high, pounding into her with merciless rhythm. The mattress thrashed beneath us, every slam jolting her body so hard her tits bounced up toward her throat.

Her face stayed inches from mine on the pillow, sweat dripping down her temple, hair plastered to her cheek. Her hand crushed mine, nails digging into my palm as another orgasm ripped through her. She wailed, voice breaking, her chest arching high off the bed.

“I can’t stop—oh God, Nathan, I can’t stop cumming,” she gasped, eyes rolling but still dragging back to lock on mine. Her lips brushed my cheek as she moaned into my ear. “Do you like it? Watching me lose myself on his cock?”

I groaned, stroking myself harder, my fist slick with precum, my cock aching. I could barely answer, my voice breaking. “Yes... God, yes.”

James grunted above her, his thrusts turning savage, his balls slapping wet against her ass. “That’s it, slut. Milk it. Milk every drop. Show him what a cock-hungry wife looks like.”

Her scream tore through the room as she convulsed under him, her body thrashing. “Yes! Yes—I’m cumming—fuck—I’m cumming again!” Her hand clenched mine so tight it hurt, her eyes wide and wild as she shook apart.

James drove deep and roared, his body shuddering over hers. I saw the strain in his muscles, the way he pushed into her as his cock pulsed, pumping thick cum straight into her pussy. Lauren’s voice broke into sobs of pleasure, her legs trembling, her stomach clenching as she came again, wrung out by the force of it.

That was it for me. My cock convulsed in my fist, hot streams spilling across my stomach and the sheets. My vision blurred as I gasped through it, shaking, watching her face twist with ecstasy while James emptied himself inside her.

She collapsed under his weight, drenched in sweat, tits rising and falling with ragged breaths. James slumped against her, spent. Her hand still clung to mine, her cheek still pressed to the pillow beside me.

“I love you,” she whispered hoarsely, voice raw but certain, eyes flickering to mine as cum dripped from her stretched pussy.

I lay trembling beside her, my hand sticky, my chest heaving, knowing nothing could ever erase the sight of my wife quivering, filled, and glowing in our bed.

Morning light pushed through the curtains, soft and gold across the rumpled sheets. I blinked awake to the sound of slow breathing, the weight of the night still heavy in my chest.

Lauren and James were curled together beside me, tangled in sweat-damp sheets. She lay against his chest, her leg draped over him, their bodies pressed close as if they had always belonged there. Her hair spilled across his shoulder, her lips parted in sleep.

I watched them for a moment, quiet, the ache between my legs stirring again even though I was still sore. The sight twisted me — both warm and cutting. My wife, so at peace in another man’s arms, right here in my bed.

I slid carefully from the mattress and padded to the bathroom. The hot water hit me hard, rinsing the stickiness from my skin, steam fogging the mirror as I braced my hands against the tiles. My mind spun with the images burned into me — Lauren’s cries, James’s roar, her hand crushing mine while she came undone.

When I stepped back out, towel around my waist, I heard it before I saw it — the rhythmic slap of flesh, faster, sharper than the night before.

I rounded the corner and froze.

Lauren was straddling James in the bed, her hair flying, her tits bouncing wildly with each furious rise and fall of her hips. Sweat dripped from her skin, her moans spilling loud and raw as she rode him hard, chasing every inch of his cock. James’s hands gripped her ass, guiding her down harder, his teeth clenched as he groaned.

I grinned without meaning to, my cock stirring under the towel. I stepped closer. Lauren’s eyes flicked to me, wide and wild, and she leaned down to kiss me as she kept grinding. Her mouth was hot, desperate, tasting of her moans.

I squeezed one of her tits, heavy and slick in my palm, her nipple stiff against my thumb. “I’ll have breakfast ready for you two,” I murmured against her lips, my voice low.

She moaned into my mouth, then threw her head back, riding James even harder as if my words only pushed her higher.
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Dinner was almost finished when James cleared his throat. The clink of cutlery stopped. Lauren looked up at him with that open, eager expression she always gave him. I set my fork down slowly, already bracing.

“I need to tell you both something,” he said. His voice was steady, but his eyes flicked once to Lauren, then back to me. “I’ve been offered a job. Out of town. Another city. I’ll be moving in a few days.”

The words sat there heavy. My chest tightened, the room suddenly smaller. Lauren froze for a second, then pasted on a smile. “That’s wonderful,” she said brightly, but I saw the flicker in her eyes. Hunger. Sadness. Panic, maybe.

I took a sip of water, hiding my own storm. Relief pulled at me. Relief that the pounding through the walls would end, that my wife wouldn’t be screaming another man’s name in our bed every night. But loss twisted in with it. Loss of the only thing that had lit her up in months, the only thing that had made my cock ache just from hearing her voice.

Lauren reached across the table, squeezing James’s hand. “I’m proud of you,” she said, her smile softer now, more real. He nodded once, giving her that cocky grin I had seen too many times.

I stayed quiet, fork untouched, staring at my plate. My heart thudded with a rhythm I couldn’t name.

A few days slipped by faster than I expected. The night before James was set to leave, the house felt heavy, charged. I sat on the couch with a drink in my hand, staring blankly at the TV without seeing a thing.

Lauren came down the stairs barefoot, her robe loose around her shoulders. She didn’t sit beside me at first — she straddled my lap, lowering herself so her tits pressed against my chest. Her lips brushed mine before she spoke.

“It’s his last night,” she whispered. Her breath was warm, carrying the faint sweetness of wine. “I need him one more time. Properly.”

I swallowed hard, my hands resting on her hips. She kissed me again, slower, pressing her body close.

“Just once more before he goes,” she murmured, her eyes searching mine. “Please.”

Her hair brushed my cheek as I nodded. I couldn’t have said no, not with the way she looked at me — hungry, glowing, alive.

“Thank you,” she breathed, kissing me deeper now, her tongue teasing mine. Then she pulled back, her smile trembling with both guilt and need.

She slid off my lap, tightening her robe as she turned toward the stairs. I watched her climb, her hips swaying under the fabric, every step sealing what was about to happen.

The drink in my hand felt heavy. I set it down, staring at the ceiling, my cock already stirring in my pants from the thought of what her last night with him would sound like.

I waited only a minute before following her upstairs. The door to our bedroom was already open, the light spilling faint across the hall. My chest was tight, my cock hard before I even stepped inside.

Lauren was on the bed, robe gone, body bare and glowing. James was over her, his mouth on her tits, his cock already stiff in his hand as he knelt between her spread thighs.

I slipped into the chair in the corner, silent, trying not to disturb the rhythm already building. My hands shook as I unzipped and freed my cock, the head wet with precum before I even touched it. This had become routine — them fucking, me sitting apart, stroking myself while I watched — but tonight carried a sharp edge, knowing it was his last.

James pushed forward, sliding into her with one hard thrust. Lauren gasped, her back arching, her tits bouncing as he started fucking her deep, his pace heavy from the start.

“Oh God, yes,” she moaned, her nails clawing at his back. “Give it to me, James. Hard.”

I stroked myself slowly, eyes locked on the sight of her legs wide open for him. His cock split her so easily, wet sounds echoing each thrust. He groaned, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head, his hips pounding into her.

Her moans filled the room, sharper with every thrust. She bucked against him, hair flying, her voice breaking into ragged cries as he drove into her.

I worked my cock faster, precum dripping onto my thigh as James hammered her, the bed rattling, sheets twisting under them. She was lost to him, every sound and every breath for her bull.

I couldn’t breathe, every nerve strung tight. It was the beginning of the end, and I couldn’t stop watching.

James pulled out with a grunt, flipping her onto her stomach before she could catch her breath. He yanked her hips up, spreading her wide, and slammed back inside. The sound cracked through the room, wet and brutal.

Lauren screamed into the pillow, her tits swinging beneath her as he drove into her from behind. Her ass rippled under each thrust, red blooming where he smacked her. “Yes—oh God, James—don’t stop! I need you!” she cried, her voice muffled, frantic.

I stroked myself furiously in the chair, cock slick with precum, my eyes locked on the sight of him using her. She was wild for him, clawing at the sheets, pushing back against every thrust like she couldn’t bear to waste a second.

James grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so her face twisted in ecstasy. His voice was hoarse, ragged. “Soak it in, slut. Last night and you’re still dripping like the first. You’re gonna remember this cock every time you close your eyes.”

She wailed, her voice breaking. “I will! I’ll never forget—fuck—fuck me harder!” Her body shook as another orgasm ripped through her, her ass quivering against his hips.

He flipped her again, this time onto her side, hooking one of her legs high over his shoulder. He drove in deep, pounding at an angle that made her scream louder than before. Her tits bounced hard, her nipples stiff, sweat flying from her chest with every thrust.

Tears mixed with sweat on her cheeks as she thrashed under him. “Don’t let me go,” she sobbed, clawing at his arm. “Just fuck me, James. Make me yours tonight.”

His thrusts grew wilder, his words gritted out between groans. “I am, Lauren. I’m burning you into me. Last time—and I’m giving you every inch.”

The bedframe hammered against the wall, the rhythm rough and merciless, yet the air throbbed with longing. I sat in the chair, shaking, watching her body quake under his cock, knowing they were both fucking like this was goodbye.

The bed shook harder, James pounding into her with a rhythm that made the frame slam against the wall. Lauren clung to him like she was drowning, nails dragging down his back, her voice raw with need.

“Don’t stop—please don’t stop,” she begged, sobbing the words into his shoulder. “It’s our last night—I need all of it, James. Every thrust, every drop.”

He grunted above her, his cock driving deep. “You’ll get it, slut. I’ll give you enough to remember me by.” His mouth crashed onto hers, their kiss messy, desperate, their moans tangled together.

I stroked myself in the chair, my breath broken, watching them consume each other. It felt different tonight — not just fucking, but clinging, devouring, like neither of them could accept it ending.

Lauren broke the kiss to whisper against his ear. I couldn’t catch the words, but I saw the way his face changed, his thrusts slowing just a beat as he nodded.

Then she turned her head toward me. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair wild, her eyes glassy with lust and tears. She gave me a trembling smile — guilty, pleading, desperate all at once.

“Nathan,” she panted, her voice hoarse. “Let me have this one... just for us. Please—let me finish the night with him alone.”

The words pierced straight through me. My cock jerked in my fist, even as my chest clenched tight. I froze, torn between wanting to fight it and knowing I couldn’t.

Her body jolted under another thrust, her face twisting with pleasure, and still her eyes stayed on mine, begging.

Hurt but understanding, I stood slowly, tucking myself away, my legs shaky. Without a word, I turned and left the room, her cries following me into the hall.

I sank onto the couch, my chest tight, cock still aching. From upstairs the sounds came clear, echoing down the hall — the crash of the bedframe against the wall, James’s grunts, Lauren’s cries spilling out sharp and raw.

I unzipped again, my cock still wet from before, and wrapped my fist around it. Every sound from the bedroom fueled me — the wet slap of their bodies, the thud of her heels against the mattress, the ragged pitch of her voice.

“Harder, James! Oh God—don’t stop!” she screamed, her moans breaking into sobs. “I need you—fuck me—breed me, James! Fill me up, I need your cum!”

The words hit me like a fist to the gut. My cock jerked violently in my hand, precum spilling over my knuckles. I pumped harder, my breath sharp, almost gasping.

Upstairs the rhythm grew savage, each slam rattling the ceiling above me. James growled, his voice guttural, barely words anymore. Lauren’s scream tore through the house, high and hoarse, the sound of a woman cumming so hard she didn’t care if the walls shook down around her.

I stroked faster, my body trembling, my vision blurring. The knowledge that she was begging to be bred by him while I sat below, jerking off like a desperate voyeur, broke something inside me — and fed me all at once.

I spilled hot across my stomach, groaning into the empty room, my body jerking with each spurt. Still the sounds raged above me, relentless, as if they would never end.

I slumped back into the cushions, sticky and shaking, staring at the ceiling while her screams still filled the air.

I lay back on the couch, hand still sticky, staring at the ceiling. Above me, their pace quickened. Lauren’s cries climbed higher, sharper, until they cracked into a scream that carried through the whole house. James roared with her, the sound guttural, and then came the silence — a breathless, heavy quiet that pressed down on everything.

I let out a shaky breath, my eyes sliding shut. The quiet wrapped around me, pulling me under.

But it didn’t last.

Minutes — maybe an hour — later, the crash of the bedframe jolted me awake. Lauren was screaming again, the sound raw, her voice breaking on his name. James’s groans followed, the slap of their bodies shaking through the floorboards.

I groaned into the dark, cock twitching painfully, and rubbed at myself again, half-asleep, stroking slow as her moans built into another sobbing orgasm. James’s roar filled the house again, followed by another stretch of silence.

I drifted off.

Again, the sounds dragged me back — wetter this time, louder, Lauren’s voice cracking as she begged him not to stop, her screams tearing through me until I was awake and throbbing all over again.

The night bled like that: bursts of brutal fucking, the ceiling rattling, her screams carrying sharp into the living room, then silence heavy enough to make me think it was over. Only for it to start again. Over and over, until I couldn’t tell how many times I’d been pulled out of sleep by their moans and the endless rhythm of their bodies.

When I finally slumped into deeper rest, it was to the echo of her voice, her sobs of pleasure still clawing at me, chasing me into dreams.

The light through the curtains was different when I finally woke — thin and pale, the start of morning. My neck ached from the couch, my body stiff, my cock sore from being pulled too many times through the night.

A soft touch pressed against my chest. I blinked, groggy, and Lauren was there. Her damp hair clung to her shoulders, her skin pink from the shower, wrapped in a robe that barely held together. The faint scent of soap mixed with something deeper, unmistakable — the musk of sex still clinging to her.

She leaned down and kissed me, slow, warm, her lips tender where they pressed against mine. “James is gone,” she whispered, her voice calm but thick.

I stared at her, the words settling. The night had felt endless, like he might never stop fucking her, like her screams would be carved into the walls forever. And yet here she was, clean, glowing, her body marked faintly with bruises along her collarbone and thighs.

She slipped onto the couch beside me, curling into my side, her head resting against my shoulder as if nothing between us had broken. Her hand slid down to rest over my chest, holding me steady.

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The house was quiet for the first time in days, but the silence carried an ache all its own.

We sat together for a long while, the quiet stretching, her weight warm against me. My head still swam from the broken sleep, the echoes of last night pulsing faint behind my eyes.

Lauren shifted slightly, her robe parting at the thigh as she curled closer. Her voice came soft, thoughtful, like she was afraid to break something fragile between us.

“Do you think that’s it?” she asked. “Now that James is gone... is this the end of me getting properly fucked?”

The words hit harder than I expected. My throat tightened, my chest pulling heavy. Images flashed behind my eyes — her screaming under him, begging him to breed her, the bed rattling through the night.

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally, the truth pulling out rough. “Maybe.”

She nodded against my shoulder, her damp hair brushing my jaw. “It felt different,” she said after a pause. “Last night. Like he wanted to leave something behind in me. Like he needed me to remember.” Her hand slid absently along my chest, tracing light circles. “And I will.”

I let out a slow breath, my cock stirring faintly just from the way she said it.

Lauren shifted, lifting her head from my shoulder so she could look at me properly. Her eyes were clearer now, sharp even through the softness.

“So what now?” she asked quietly. “Do you think you can learn to fuck me the way I need? Rough. Hard. Wild.” Her tone didn’t carry judgment. It was simple, honest, curious.

I swallowed, unsure what to say. My mouth opened, but no words came.

She tilted her head, a faint smile curling across her lips. “Or maybe...” she went on, brushing her fingers down my chest until they rested on my thigh. “Maybe it’s time to let the wild cockslut I used to be come back. Before James, before you — when I took what I wanted, from whoever I wanted.”

Her hand pressed firmer against my thigh, close enough to make my cock stir awake again. My silence stretched, thick, heavy.

Lauren’s eyes dropped to my lap, her smile deepening. “You didn’t answer,” she murmured. Then, softer, almost teasing, “But your cock just twitched when I asked.”

Heat surged in my face, in my chest. I had nothing to say, nothing to give her but the truth of my body — and she’d already read it.

She leaned back into me, resting her head against my shoulder again, her smile lingering as if she knew exactly how the story would continue.
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