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Chapter 1: The Intro
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I've always considered myself a patient man.

Ask anyone who knows me: my coworkers, my friends, even Tiffany's mother, who took about six months to warm up to me before finally deciding I was good enough for her daughter. Patience, they'd tell you, is one of Reese Callahan's defining qualities.

But patience has its limits. And as I sit here at my desk on a Friday afternoon, watching the cursor blink on a spreadsheet I've read approximately zero times in the last hour, I can tell you with complete certainty that mine are being tested.

Because tomorrow is Saturday. And this weekend is ours.

Tiffany and I have been married for three years. Together for five. We met at one of those rooftop parties that feel glamorous when you're twenty-four and exhausting when you're older. The kind where the drinks are overpriced and the music is too loud and you spend most of the night shouting into someone's ear just to hold a conversation. I spotted her across the terrace, this gorgeous woman with honey-blonde hair and a laugh loud enough to cut right through the noise, and I thought to myself: I need to know her name before I leave this roof.

Her name was Tiffany Marsh. Now it's Tiffany Callahan, and she is, without question, the best decision I have ever made.

We built a life that looks pretty conventional from the outside. We have a two-bedroom house with a yard that I mow on Saturdays and she criticizes on Sundays. We have a shared streaming account with completely incompatible watch histories. We have a standing Friday pizza order and a couples' gym membership that she uses religiously and I use sporadically at best. Things are normal. They’re solid. They’re real.

What people don't see is that we've been quietly pulling back the curtain on something else entirely.

It started the way I imagine these things usually start; gradually, then all at once.

There had always been a particular energy between us. A current, I suppose, running just beneath the surface. I noticed it early on, the way she'd defer to me in certain moments. The way she'd wait for my lead. I noticed it and I filed it away somewhere in the back of my mind, not knowing what to do with it yet, not even fully understanding what I was recognizing.

I’d always wanted to be in charge. And to be truthful, usually I was. I just wanted to be able to be demanding. Relentless. To be able to say the word, and be served however my heart desired. Fully, deliberately, intentionally in charge.

Not in the everyday sense, of course. We’re partners, after all. We make decisions together. I am not some throwback who thinks he should have the final word on what color to paint the kitchen. I mean something different. Something that lives in its own category, separate from all of that.

I wanted to be her Dom.

And I wanted her to be my submissive.

Telling her was the most vulnerable I've ever felt. Not because anything was necessarily changing in the dynamic. But because I wanted her to be able to follow my orders in the bedroom. Completely. Full acceptance. That can be a lot to ask of someone.

I'd rehearsed it. God help me, I had actually rehearsed it—lying in bed at two in the morning while she slept beside me, quietly turning sentences over in my head, trying to find the ones that would land right. I wasn't afraid she'd be disgusted. I knew Tiffany well enough to trust that she'd hear me out. What I was afraid of was something harder to name. Being truly seen, maybe. Having the thing I'd kept inside finally exist in the open air, where it could be examined. Especially if she’d rejected me.

I told her on a Sunday evening in March. We were in the kitchen, of all places. She was leaning against the counter drinking a glass of white wine, barefoot in those worn-out jeans she loves, and I just... came out and said it. Not the whole rehearsed speech. That evaporated the moment I opened my mouth. What came out instead was honest and unpolished and real.

I told her I'd been thinking about something for a long time. I told her I wanted us to explore a different kind of dynamic. One where I took the lead, where she let me, where we built something with intention and trust and clear rules that belonged entirely to us. I told her about the specific things I'd imagined: the way I wanted to dress her up, the sexy outfits I'd pictured her in. Outfits chosen by me, worn for me. The experiences I wanted to guide her through, things she hadn't tried before. The authority I wanted to hold and the care I intended to take with it.

I told her I wanted all of it, and I’d hoped she’d be on board, but that we’d only do it if she wanted it too. That nothing about this worked without her being completely, genuinely on board.

She was quiet for a moment. A long enough moment that my heart did something unpleasant in my chest.

Then she set her wine glass down on the counter, looked at me with those bright eyes, and smiled.

"I've been waiting for you to say something like that," she said.

That was six weeks ago.

Since then, we've talked about it more times than I can count. We've been careful and deliberate about it, both of us. We've discussed what we want and what we don't, what our limits are, how we communicate, what this looks like in practice versus in theory. I've done more reading. So has she.

We've agreed on a framework. We've agreed on trust. We've agreed that this is something we're doing together, even if, by design, I'm the one directing it.

And we've agreed on this weekend as our first real step into it.

I finally give up on the spreadsheet entirely and lean back in my chair, lacing my fingers behind my head.

I've been planning this exact day for more than two weeks. I know what I want the weekend to look like, the shape of it, the progression. I know what I've bought; the things I've had delivered and tucked away in the back of the closet where she hasn't looked. At least, I’m pretty sure she hasn’t. I know how I want things to begin.

What I don't entirely know yet is how it will feel. The reality of it, with her, when we're actually standing in it together. I think it will feel like the current I've always sensed between us, finally given somewhere to go.

I think it will feel like exactly what we've both been waiting for.

My phone buzzes on the desk. A text from Tiffany.

Just left the office. Home in 20. Should I pick up anything?

I look at the message for a moment. Then I type back:

Just yourself. That's all I need.

Her response comes almost immediately; just a single emoji, a small smile. Then, a second later, one more message:

I can't stop thinking about this weekend.

I set the phone face-down on the desk, and for the first time all afternoon, I actually smile.

Neither can I, Tiff. Neither can I.
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Chapter 2: Dress Up
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It was finally time. Our play date was starting.

Friday night had been simple, and involved lots of kissing. We’d even had sex. More passionate than usual, perhaps in anticipation of the weekend, but also fairly vanilla.

Today was time to change that.

I’d told Tiffany to wait downstairs for me. And obediently, she’d left our room as asked.

I set out the new outfit I’d wanted her to wear on our bed. I’d be bringing her back here to try it on. Good thing I know her measurements, I thought to myself. But of course, this being such a fantasy of mine, I’d bought a backup in a different size just in case.

I left the room and headed down the steps. We made eye contact as soon as I’d entered the room.

“Ready?” I asked Tiffany with a teasing smile.

A smirk crossed her face and a light blush spread across her cheeks. “Yeah, I think so,” she admitted.

“Good,” I said, reaffirming her. I stepped right up to Tiffany, and softly kissed her lips. She kissed back.

“Tell me you want to be a slut today,” I said, beaming with excitement.

“Reese, I...” Tiffany hesitated. For a moment, I thought there was going to be a problem. That she’d tell me she couldn’t do this. “I want... I need to be your slut today.”

I felt the stretch across my face, and told her she was my good girl. Then I squeezed her butt and our first make out session of the day started.

It lasted a minute or two, but when it finally ceased, we stopped and stared at one another. Happily. Giddy with the same excitement.

“Ready to try on your new uniform?” I teased her.

“Uniform?” she questioned, seeming slightly taken aback.

“Yeah. If you’re gonna be my little slut, you need to wear your uniform to show me how bad you want it.”

Tiffany blushed and scoffed slightly, as I took her hand and led her over to the staircase. Still, she seemed to enjoy it.

We entered the bedroom, still holding hands.

I finally let go of her as she approached the bed.

She looked it over, the tiny little black micro bikini, spread across the bed in front of her. And immediately beneath it, some new black, matching high heels.

“This... this is what you want me to wear?” Tiffany questioned.

“Mhmm.” I nodded with a smirk. “Please put it on now.”

Tiffany seemed concerned with something. I couldn’t tell if she was worried it wouldn’t fit, or if it would be too revealing. But slowly, she seemed to accept it and began to strip.

Soon, she was completely nude in front of me. Something we’d grown used to in our marriage.

She was wearing her brand new landing strip. I’d specifically asked for it. I thought it’d go with the outfit for some reason. Thankfully, I’d already gotten to experience it for the first time last night. But seeing it made me hard again, anyway.

Tiffany noticed my grin, and told me to stop.

“Never,” I replied, smiling back at her.

Soon, she was wearing the tiny bikini that barely covered more than her nipples. The thong was so tiny that her ass almost swallowed it up.

“Wow,” she said, as she went over to check herself out in the small bedroom mirror.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do. I think it looks good on me, do you?”

“Of course, honey. I think you look beautiful.” I walked right on over and kissed her slowly.

After the kiss broke, she said “You don’t think it’s too much? Is it too revealing?”

“No, it’s perfect.” I said.

She simply nodded, not knowing exactly what to say. “Okay,” was all that came out, as she went to sit on the bed and put on the new high heels.

“Have you ever worn anything like this before?” I asked while she put the heels on.

“No. Never.”

“Well, I hope you love it as much as I do. Because you look so fuckin’ sexy right now.”

Tiffany smirked up at me. “Thanks, babe.”

When she finally stood up, she found her balance.

“Ready to go to the kitchen?”

“The kitchen? Why the kitchen?”

“Because that’s where we’re going. Now come,” I said, reaching my hand out expectantly.

She stepped over to me and grabbed it. Then, my sexy wife and I turned, leaving the room together.
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Chapter 3: The Marking
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I made Tiffany wait at the bottom of the stairs.

“Stay there. Don’t move.”

She nodded once, and obeyed me.

It was mostly a test. But also to get her used to my dominance.

But what I’d really intended was to surprise her. Earlier this morning, I’d stuffed a document and a pen in one of our kitchen drawers. This was meant to be a surprise for her.

I laid out the pen and the contract right in the middle of the counter. Then, I peeked out of the kitchen and waved to her. “Come.”

She stepped over to me, the heels clicking on the floor as she walked. I let her pass me, and walk ahead of me, wanting to see her genuine reaction when she first realized what she was looking at.

Tiffany stopped near the counter, clearly reading and seeming a bit confused.

“Slut Contract?” she read out, saying the heading of the document aloud.

“That’s right baby,” I said, yet another sly grin spreading across my face.

“What is this?” she asked me.

“It’s our contract. One saying that you’re my sub. That you belong to me. That you’ll do whatever I say. I want you to read it.”

She glanced through it, seeming a little nervous. But this whole thing wasn’t as crazy as it seemed.

Obviously, this wasn’t a legitimate document in any sense. There is no such thing as a slut contract that would hold up in court. No. This was mainly two things. The first, of course, was an act of psychological dominance. I wanted her to read it. To know I wanted her. That I wanted to own her. That I wanted her to sign it and officially submit to me. Completely. And I wanted it to feel real. As if we were entering a new era of our relationship.

The second, aside from the psychological dom/sub aspect was a test. A test that she could actually, fully submit to me.

She got to the second page of the document and then saw the ‘Limits’ section of it. This detailed all the things I couldn’t do to her. Anything she’d told me in the past she hated, or that she’d never do. I would never disrespect or force my wife. What kind of sane guy would?

This section seemed to make her smile. To feel better about it all. Then, she looked beneath, and asked, “You want me to sign it?” as she reached for the pen.

“Yeah, sign it, baby.” I nodded.

Quickly and eagerly, she did.

“Good girl!” I encouraged, giving Tiffany a quick little spank. It seemed to take her breath away for a moment.

“Thank you, sir,” she said to me. I felt my member stand up immediately.

“I think we ought to celebrate,” I said, as I went to the fridge and grabbed her favorite bottle of prosecco.

Pop

I was pouring it into our champagne flutes, and we were saying “Cheers” before we even knew it.

Already, I could tell we were both having fun.

But the kitchen fun wasn’t over yet, and I needed her to know it.

“Bend over the counter,” I told Tiffany.

“How? Like this?” she asked as she started to bend over.

“Yeah, but more. Press your tits to the counter top. And ass up, please.”

She followed my instructions, just as I’d desired.

I opened one of our drawers. I’d restocked it just for this.

I pulled out a black, permanent marker, and went to her right ass cheek. She turned around just as I was writing my initials on her right cheek.

In huge, massive lettering, ‘R.C.’ was written on her cheek.

A deep blush spread across Tiffany’s face.

“Do you like that, baby?”

“Yes sir,” she responded.

“Good girl,” I said, spanking her left cheek, now. Then I took care of the contract.

I picked it up and said, “I think we should be proud of this.” Walking over to the fridge, I grabbed a large magnet and said, “This belongs right here, on display.”

I swear I heard her whimper. But she didn’t protest at all.

She was submitting to me. Totally.

Tiffany was giving me all I’d ever wanted.
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Chapter 4: Poolside
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“Where do you want me now?” Tiffany asked.

Perfect, I thought. My plan is falling into place.

“I was thinking outside, by the pool,” I said, smiling as I looked at her.

Tiffany nodded, perhaps a little sheepishly. “Okay.”

She headed to the glass doors at the back of the house, and I followed behind, checking out her ass with every step.

Our backyard was mostly secluded, with high fences and plenty of plants, trees, and other sorts of brush. But it was still possible someone would be able to see her.

As we walked further out onto the pool deck, Tiffany turned to make sure I was still following her. I was.

She was about to say something to me, when she finally noticed him.

“Hey,” my friend Marcus waved to both of us, from inside our pool.

“Hey man, how’s it going?” I replied, a knowing smile crossing my face.

Tiffany looked to me, very confused. But when she saw my face, she’d realized this was part of my plan.

I had a bit of a kink for exhibitionism, and especially loved the idea of showing Tiffany off. Though we’d never really done it before.

Tiffany tried not to be awkward. She knew Marcus, but didn’t know him well. He stood in our pool, his muscular form on full display. “Hey, how are you?” Tiffany asked him. She couldn’t quite look him in the eye.

“I’m good! And you?” he asked back.

“Yeah, I’m good,” Tiffany replied, looking at me and blushing slightly. She didn’t want to show her face to Marcus right now.

“Oh, how about I get us the wine?” I asked.

Before Tiffany could even respond, Marcus replied, “That’d be lovely.”

So off I went, leaving the two of them to chat.

By the time I’d returned, the two of them were talking, in the pool together. But Tiffany was sticking to the very shallowest portion of our pool.

“Here you go,” I smiled, handing them each a plastic glass. I didn’t want any glass shards to accidentally end up in the pool.

They each thanked me and placed them on the deck beside the pool. Tiffany seemed to be warming up to all of this.

“Where’d you get the bikini?” Marcus asked Tiff.

“Oh, Reese bought it for me. It’s brand new,” she said, blushing a little.

“Very nice. It looks great on you. Very new looking, too!”

Tiffany looked to me, and smiled, while shaking her head as if to say, I can’t believe you!

I smiled right back at her. I wanted to see how far this would go. I was fine with whatever the end result may be.

“Oh, how about I get us some towels?” I offered.

“Yeah, sure baby,” Tiffany said back. I went off to grab them.

By the time I came back, she was standing on the steps of the pool, facing away from Marcus, and Marcus was close to her, looking directly at her ass.

I tried to hide the blush in my own cheeks.

As I stepped closer, I heard, “What’s this writing on your ass?”

“Oh, uh...” Tiffany blushed as she looked over to me. “It’s Reese’s name. His initials.”

“Oh, I see,” Marcus seemed surprised for some reason.

Having returned with the three towels, I’d decided that I wanted to get in on the action, too.

“Hey, did you guys wanna use the hot tub?” I asked them.

“Oh, yeah, sure,” Tiffany said. Marcus followed up with “Sounds great to me!”

Tiffany stepped out and came over to me. I handed her a towel. She thanked me for it.

Then, Marcus came up the steps. And this time, as the water fell off him, when Tiffany turned to look at him, it finally dawned on her. He was fully naked.

She stared as if she were in complete disbelief. I was a little stunned, myself.

I politely stepped a little closer to hand him a towel. I tried not to look at his muscular frame, or his impressively large manhood.

“Thanks,” he said as I stepped over to him with the towel. I nodded back, respectfully, looking away from him.

But as I did, I looked over to Tiffany.

And the look on her face said all I needed to know.
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Chapter 5: Entranced


[image: ]


Tiffany had glanced at his cock for just a beat too long.

As he dried off with his towel, Marcus smirked at her. This only made Tiffany blush more.

I tried to help her play it off.

“So, hot tub? Shall we?” I walked over and would have grabbed Tiffany’s hand, but couldn’t due to having the glass of wine in one and towel in the other.

“Yeah, let’s,” Marcus said. I’m sure he was checking out her ass as Tiffany and I walked in front of him.

The hot tub wasn’t far, and I immediately stripped into my boxers. I guess I hadn’t planned everything perfectly, after all. Though these ones were old so I didn’t really care what happened to them.

Tiffany walked up the steps first, and I watched her ass bounce as she climbed. I followed her in next, wine in hand, and sat directly beside her. My hand went to her thigh immediately, under the water.

Marcus came in next, still nude, but not hard. As we looked up his dick ended up above eye level. I did my best to keep eye contact, but I was thankful when he sat down in the water.

I felt Tiffany really grip onto my thigh. I could sense she was beginning to get aroused.

“So, have you guys had this hot tub long? I don’t think I’ve ever been in it before,” Marcus noted.

“Yeah, actually, we have. It came with the house,” I told him. “We just don’t use it as much as we thought we would when we bought the place.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s fair. You probably almost forget you have it.”

“Basically,” Tiffany chimed in.

With her breasts above water, they were all Marcus had to stare at. Tiffany noticed the look in Marcus’ eye. She seemed to be able to tell he was interested in her.

“Where is this going?” she whispered into my ear.

I smiled. “Wherever we want it to,” I whispered back.

She smiled at Marcus.

“Are there rules?” she responded quietly.

“Of course there are rules. I’m in charge. Remember the contract on our fridge?”

She nodded and asked Marcus something about what he did for work. She’d just wanted a way to break the silence.

“Oh, I’m a foreman on a construction site,” he told us, though I’d already known that. He’d just been promoted in the last year.

“Oh, nice,” Tiffany said back.

Soon we were all just smiling at one another. Tiffany leaned to me again, as if to say something. Though she said nothing at all.

I made eye contact with her, and we nodded to one another. We both understood there was more to come.

“So, Marcus,” I started. “Would you mind if I took Tiffany’s top off? She told me she’d feel more comfortable that way.”

“Oh, no. I wouldn’t mind at all!” He smiled at us both, before looking over and making eye contact with Tiffany.

She was surprised I was so direct. Before we knew it I was undoing her bikini top.

She allowed it to fall right into the water.

“Very nice,” Marcus nodded, looking at her B cups. “You have great tits,” he said with a kindhearted smile.

“T-thanks,” Tiffany replied.

“Actually, why don’t you come sit a little closer?” Marcus flirted.

She looked at me, but was already starting to move. I simply gave one little nod.

She went to sit beside Marcus, but he said, “No no no, why don’t you come sit in my lap?”

“O-okay,” Tiffany seemed to hesitate. But then Marcus pulled her atop himself, so that she was straddling him.

I could hardly believe how quickly this was escalating. His hands gripped her ass, before reaching up to feel Tiffany’s breasts.

It didn’t take long til she was grinding against him. Slowly, but surely. And I had the perfect view of Tiffany’s ass.

Little by little, the grinding seemed to grow more intense.

I wondered what she was thinking, unable to see her facial expressions or listen to her thoughts.

I had a feeling I knew roughly what it was, as the two giggled and seemed to get even closer to one another.

And I was struck by the thought of his exposed cock only being prevented from touching my wife’s pussy by just a thin layer of fabric. A thin layer of fabric I’d bought for this exact experience.
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The grinding was growing quite vigorous now, and I wanted some of the attention, too.

“Honey, why don’t you come sit in my lap for a bit?”

Tiffany laughed and looked at me, seeming excited, before looking back at Marcus as she began to stand up, and then back to me again as she walked over.

She straddled me just as she’d straddled Marcus.

She kissed my cheek, and then my ear, before whispering “Fuckkkk, your friend is so hot.”

“Yeah, you liked him, baby?” I kissed her cheek, then her ear, exactly as she’d done to me.

“Fuck yes I do. And he feels so big.”

Hearing that made me feel just a bit jealous. But I wanted to show her off. And I wanted to see her act slutty. I was getting everything I’d hoped for.

I squeezed her ass, before giving it a spanking.

“How about we give him a show?” Tiffany teased.

She and I both helped pull her bikini up her crack, making her ass swallow it up so that Marcus could see as much as possible. Then, I went back and forth between each cheek, smacking her ass repeatedly over and over again.

Tiffany breathed deeply into my ear, making me instantly hard. She ground on me softly, and as I continued to smack her, little moans began to fill my ear.

I only looked at Marcus once, and I could tell how much he was loving the view.

I spent my focus from then on kissing Tiffany’s neck, while continuing to spank her all over her ass. I did my best to spread out the harsh loving. I wanted to fuck her right then. But I wanted to see what she wanted. I wanted to know her sluttiest thoughts.

The grinding continued and I knew Tiffany was eager and ready to submit. I kept playing with her ass, making her wait for it, and my patience paid off.

“What would it take to let me fuck your friend?” she whispered.

I felt my cheeks burn with a blush but continued smacking her. “Yeah? Is that what you want, baby?” I teased.

“Yes, sir. Please. I’ll do anything. I want to fuck you both.”

“I don’t know... I thought I was just putting you on display for him.”

“No, please... and you definitely knew this was a possibility. Please, I’m so horny right now.”

“You want it badly?” I asked her.

Tiffany whimpered, and began nodding profusely. I could tell she needed to be filled.

“Okay, sure. But there’s conditions.”

“Wh-what are they?”

“First, you’re gonna go put a butt plug in. And you’re not allowed to do anal with him. That’s for me, only.”

“Okay,” she nodded in agreement. “Anything else?”

“Yeah. If we do this, you’re only allowed to fuck him tonight. Never again. Literally just tonight. And you have to be okay with filming it.”

Tiffany slowed down, and looked at me, as if she were wondering if I was serious. I wasn’t sure if she thought I let her off easy, or not.

She excused herself for a moment, and then it was just us two guys in the tub.

Marcus watched her leave. I watched him watch her leave. I knew how much he wanted her. I wanted her just as badly.

“Hell of a girl you’ve got there. She’s gorgeous.”

“Yeah, thanks. She definitely is.”

Marcus complimented her figure and told me he didn’t think I could’ve possibly picked a better bikini. I agreed again.

Eventually, Tiffany returned. This time, she sat on me, facing Marcus. And I could feel it.

The plug.

It was already in her ass, I just hadn’t noticed when she’d got in.

Immediately I thought of telling her she was a good girl.

But before I could, Marcus invited her back over.

Tiffany shot a smile back at me, before climbing back into his lap.

He began to spank her, and play with her ass as I did.

I could hear them giggling. Laughing. They were clearly having fun. But I couldn’t tell exactly what they were enjoying most.

“How ‘bout we take that thong off?” I finally heard.

“Okay,” Tiffany laughed as she nodded.

She wanted to stand up, but Marcus moved her into the seat beside him. He pulled her bottoms off her hips, down her legs, and finally, off her ankles.

That’s when I knew this was completely for real.

He inspected her thong, as if he was curious how the small scrap of fabric had even fit her. Then he put it down, allowing it to float in the bubbly water.

“Show us your pussy,” Marcus demanded.

Tiffany instinctively spread her legs, but was covered by the water. So she got up, feet on the seats, and sat on the ledge of the tub. She opened her legs wide and blushed, showing us both, but leaning slightly towards Marcus.

“Good girl,” he said, practically stealing the words right from my mouth.

“Get back in my lap,” he said, ordering her over with a wave.

The two eagerly were grinding on one another again. This time, both were bare. My cock throbbed thinking about how their parts must be touching.

The grinding grew more intense and before I knew it, they’d started to kiss. They slowly, passionately, began to make out as he touched and played with Tiffany’s breasts.

And as they bounced more, and ground against one another, even more vigorously now, I realized something once again.

I couldn’t tell if they were already fucking or not, from both the angle and due to the fact they were mostly underwater.

All I could see was my wife in the arms of another man—my friend—and both her beautiful ass, and the gorgeous, gemstone plug, staring back at me.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7: No Sleep
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It turned out that they hadn’t started fucking yet. But they were about to.

“You ready, baby?” Marcus asked.

“Yeah,” Tiffany said, almost too quietly for me to hear it.

Soon she moved herself up and forward, so that he could stand his cock up straight. Judging by how much was out of the water, even I was impressed by the size.

Tiffany looked back at me briefly before her attention was on him once more.

“Sit,” he told her as he pushed down on her ass. Gradually, little by little, with a few adjustments to the angle, he seemed to manage to get it in.

“Fuck,” Tiffany nearly whispered.

“Yeah, you like that?” Marcus teased. I knew I was blushing from the heat I was feeling in my face.

Slowly she began to ride him harder. Gasping for breath the entire time.

Before I knew it, she was bouncing on him.

“Fuck yeah,” Marcus said, before firmly spanking Tiffany.

Tiffany looked back at me again, seeming shy. She looked as if she were enjoying it. Though she seemed to feel a little guilty.

“Actually, let’s turn you around,” Marcus instructed.

“Okay,” Tiffany agreed.

Now, she was facing me, tits on full display. As she straddled him, I could see her landing strip, and his big black cock directly below it.

“Be a good girl and sit for me.”

She did, gasping once again as she rode him. She put her hands up, running them through her hair, while she fucked my friend right in front of me.

She held my eye contact the entire time.

Something about the scene was so seductive. Marcus realized there was the plug in her ass and gently began to push on it.

Between that and his cock, it seemed to drive Tiffany crazy.

What Tiffany didn’t realize, however, was that there was an agreement between Marcus and myself. It was very similar to the one I’d just made with her.

She started to say “Honey, would you—”

“Uh uh,” Marcus smiled. “I work alone. I’m having you all to myself for tonight.”

Tiffany’s mouth fell agape. She looked at me, as if questioning, is this true? I didn’t respond or move at all.

I didn’t protest as they kept fucking each other softly.

I’m not sure if it was from allowing them to continue, from not saying anything, or from the slight blush in my cheeks but she seemed to understand what was happening. Before long, Marcus said, “Come on baby, it’s time to take you to the bedroom.” The two of them then promptly stood up. I stood up slowly, afterward.

I wondered if she might go with him excitedly, but instead she came to check on me. She whispered “Are you coming?” And I shook my head no in response.

She asked if I was okay, and if this was really what I wanted. I was glad she was still my wife, and still loyal to me in some sense. Then she said “I thought you wanted to f—”

“That’s what the new cameras are going to do. I installed the home security system for a reason.” I wasn’t sure what she’d think of that.

Her mouth fell agape once more. She looked at me with a sense of disbelief. As if to say, you naughty bugger. Then she smirked at me.

I spanked her softly. “Remember, you still belong to me. No anal. One night only. That’s the deal.”

“Deal,” she nodded, before giggling and happily taking Marcus’s hand. I followed them both inside, each of us drying off with a towel as we walked. But the two of them went upstairs to our room, alone.

—
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“OH SHIT! OH FUCK!”

The cries and screams were so loud coming from our bedroom. No matter what I put on the TV that afternoon or evening, I couldn’t stop myself from hearing them.

“Yes! Yes! Just like that!”

It was quite distracting.

“Oh! Oh God, yes!”

But for some reason I kind of liked it.

I knew I could have probably tried to make them call it quits early, after the first or second session. But I decided to be a man of my word, and a good husband.

Besides, I’d have some sexy footage to watch later.

The night continued to pass with more breaks in the action. But every once in a while, things seemed to start up again.

“Mmmm! That feels good!”

I decided to sleep in the guest room instead of on the couch. Though I guess I use the word sleep loosely.

I don’t know if it’s because the sounds were reverberating through the walls or what, but I swear I heard every action that night.

Even once I thought they were done, at 3 or 4 in the morning I heard them start again.

“Yes! Fuck, that’s good!”

As someone who loves and needs their sleep, I’d started to regret this a little bit. I put some robes outside of their bedroom on hangers so that they’d each have something to wear in the morning. Then I went to try to pass out again.

As I lay there, still listening, I thought to myself, she better realize how great of a fucking husband she has.

Listening to her moan, I knew deep down, she did.
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Chapter 8: Breakfast
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I don't think I slept more than three or four hours.

I wasn’t sure what time it was. I reached for my phone, and it said 9:15 a.m. The guest room felt smaller than usual. Or maybe I just felt smaller in it.

I sat up slowly, ran both hands over my face, and decided that coffee was the only thing standing between me and a complete inability to function.

The kitchen was quiet and cool when I got downstairs. I stood at the counter for a moment, just letting the machine do its work, watching the dark stream fill the pot. My eyes were gritty. My mind was already running laps.

I didn't know how today was going to go.

That was the honest truth of it. I'd planned yesterday carefully, thinking through just about every detail, but I hadn't spent nearly enough time thinking about Sunday morning. About the kitchen. About the three of us eating breakfast like human beings after whatever last night had been.

I cracked the first egg into the pan and decided the best thing I could do was feed everyone.

Bacon first. Four strips for me, and then I added another eight to the pan without really thinking about it. Eggs next. I made mine the way I always do, over easy, a little crispy on the edges. Then I made a stack of scrambled eggs for the other two, because I didn't know how either of them took theirs and scrambled felt like the safest bet. Toast. Orange juice. I even cut some fruit, which I basically never do on a regular Sunday.

I was stress cooking. I knew it. The bacon knew it.

I'd just plated everything and poured my second cup of coffee when I heard the soft pad of footsteps on the stairs.

Tiffany appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing her white robe, her blonde hair loose and slightly messy, her face clean. She looked beautiful the way she always did in the morning, and something about seeing her that way—familiar, soft, just herself—loosened a knot in my chest I hadn't fully noticed was there.

"Morning," I said.

"Morning," she said back.

She moved to the coffee maker without quite looking at me, and I turned back to the stove and fussed with a pan that didn't need fussing with. We orbited each other carefully for a moment, the way you do when you're both being polite and neither of you is quite sure what register to be in yet.

"I made food," I said, nodding toward the plates. "Bacon and eggs. There's toast too."

"Oh." She looked at the counter, seeming genuinely surprised by the spread. "Thank you. You didn't have to do all that."

"I wanted to."

She took a plate and sat down at the island, pulling her robe a little tighter around herself. I sat across from her with my coffee and my own plate and we ate quietly for a moment.

"Did you, uh..." I started, then took a sip to buy myself a second. "Did you have a fun night?"

The blush that crossed her face was immediate. She looked down at her plate, and a small smile appeared that she seemed to be trying to control. Then she nodded.

"Yeah," she said quietly. "I did."

"Good," I said. And I meant it.

She glanced up at me then, just briefly, as if checking whether I really meant it. I held her gaze long enough to show her I did. She gave a small nod and looked back at her food.

We were still finding our footing when we heard him on the stairs.

Marcus came into the kitchen looking absurdly well-rested for a man who'd had approximately as much sleep as I had. He was wearing the robe I'd left out, and it looked genuinely ridiculous on him. The thing barely reached his mid-thigh and the shoulders were stretched to their limit.

"Morning, guys," he said, with an easy grin.

"Morning," I said. "Coffee's fresh. There's food."

"Amazing. You're a legend, man." He helped himself to both without any hesitation, and I appreciated that about him. He didn't make it weird by being overly gracious or overly casual. He just walked into the kitchen like a person. Like my usual friend.

He sat down at the island, one seat over from Tiffany, and she looked up at him with a smile that was a little less guarded than the one she'd given me.

"Sleep okay?" he asked her.

She laughed softly, tucking her hair behind her ear. "Eventually."

"Fair enough." He smiled back at her, and reached for the salt.

The three of us ate together, and slowly the conversation started to find its own rhythm. Marcus asked about the house, how long we'd had it. I told him. Tiffany mentioned the backyard project she'd been talking about for two summers. Marcus said he knew a good landscaper. Normal things. Ordinary things.

But Marcus, to his credit—or maybe not entirely to his credit—was in a good mood. A very good mood. And as the coffee kicked in and the plates emptied, he seemed to get more comfortable by the minute.

He laughed at something Tiffany said and leaned just slightly toward her.

"You know," he said, pointing his fork loosely in her direction, "you are genuinely one of the coolest people I've ever met."

Tiffany smiled at that. A real one this time. "That's a low bar," she said.

"No, I'm serious." He grinned. "Reese, you did well."

I looked at the two of them across the island, coffee in hand, and said nothing for a moment.

Something was shifting in the room, and I wasn't entirely sure yet whether I wanted to steer it or just see where it went.

“Honestly, she’s so beautiful. Completely sexy and gorgeous, too.”

Both Tiffany and I started to blush.

“Stop,” she said. I was unsure if she really wanted him to.

“I mean it, really!” Marcus started to smirk. Then, he continued. “Did you... tell him about last night at all?”

Tiffany turned a shade of pink. She shook her head. “No, I didn’t.”

“Oh, why not?” Marcus asked. I wasn’t sure if he was more teasing Tiffany or me.

Tiffany didn’t seem to know what to say to that. “I just... I don’t know...”

“Honestly man, she has the perfect ass. And tits. And pussy, too. It’s so tight, honestly she’s amazing. You’re a lucky guy.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I said back. Now I was also starting to be at a loss for words.

Marcus seemed to know he was controlling the room.

“Tiffany, stand up.”

“What?” she asked.

“Just do it.” She did as he said.

“Now, sit on the table there.” She again did as she was told, and went and sat, crossing her legs.

Marcus looked at her. Then, down at her legs.

“Open your legs.”

“What? Why?” she asked.

“Do it.”

Her legs parted just a bit.

“More. All the way.”

Tiffany blushed more, but did as Marcus said.

Now, we could both see her little pussy. I enjoyed seeing her landing strip once more, but I wasn’t sure if I was enjoying this or not.

“There. What a beautiful pussy. Did you tell him that’s what I stuffed last night?”

Tiffany blushed like crazy. “No, I—”

“Mmm, it felt so fucking good. Did you tell him we didn’t use condoms?”

She shook her head as she turned red.

“Does he know I came inside you?”

Again she shook her head no.

He patted me hard on the shoulder. “Mmm, damn! You’re a lucky guy. She’s really so tight, it’s perfect!”

Tiffany looked at us both, but primarily at me. She didn’t close her legs, though she seemed to wonder where this was headed.

“I have an idea,” Marcus started. “Why don’t we put on a show for Reese? To show him what we did last night?”

“You mean?” Tiffany asked.

He started to nod, slowly but enthusiastically.

Marcus walked over, and Tiffany didn’t stop him.

Before I knew it, he leaned in for a kiss.

Tiffany seemed hesitant, but she eventually kissed him back.

Moments later his hand was up her robe, rubbing her pussy.

“Wait. Stop.” I said, beginning to stand up.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” Marcus said. He stopped for just a moment.

“Tiffany. Tell him you want me to stuff your pussy.”

Her mouth fell open. I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard.

“Say it. Tell me exactly what I want to hear.” Marcus encouraged, softly touching her inner thigh.

“Marcus. I want you to fuck my little pussy. Please stuff it.” She hardly managed to get the words out.

“Good girl,” Marcus said, as the two of them began to make out even harder.

Before I knew it, Marcus had thrown his robe open. It dropped to the floor.

Then, he was naked in my kitchen, standing right in between my wife’s legs.
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“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Marcus asked, as he softly thrust his hips back and forth, his member teasing Tiffany’s wetness.

Tiffany sighed, breathing heavy, clearly interested in Marcus’s advances.

“Wait, no,” I said, standing up once more, and not just physically this time.

Marcus turned to me, grinning all the while. Then he looked to Tiffany.

“Tell him how many times I came in you last night.”

My heart skipped a beat. We both looked to her.

“I... I don’t know.” Tiffany answered.

“It was a lot, wasn’t it?” Marcus teased.

The blush filled her cheeks as she nodded quickly but softly.

I couldn’t believe what was happening before my very eyes. This was nothing like I’d anticipated.

“That doesn’t matter. That was last night. Today she’s my girl. She belongs to me.”

“Is that so?” Marcus asked. I nodded in response.

“And what I say goes. That’s why she had the plug in her. Her ass is just for me.”

Marcus started to chuckle.

“Is it... is it still inside her?”

Tiffany shook her head, as if to say no.

Marcus said, “I don’t know. Why don’t we see?”

He made Tiffany stand up, then bent her over the table once more. He lifted up the bottom of her robe, revealing her ass to me.

I saw there was no plug, but he still spread her cheeks to make sure.

“See?” he teased, showing my own wife off to me.

I’d noticed immediately about the plug, but aside from her assets, what really caught my eye was a mark on her left cheek.

It was just as big as my initials ‘R.C.’ on the right.

Only it was on the left, written as ‘M.D.’

My breath immediately caught in my throat. I knew they were Marcus’s initials.

“Like what you see?” Marcus teased me, still squeezing my wife’s ass.

“Honey, you let him write on you?” I asked Tiffany.

She meekly nodded.

I noticed how his initials were more prominent. Mine were still there, too. But had washed off just slightly in the hot tub.

“But you belong to me,” I protested.

“I’m sorry,” she said, looking back at me. “But last night I belonged to him.”

Again, I was shocked to hear her words. But I knew I’d asked for this in some way.

“But today you’re mine again,” I said back.

“Let’s see about that,” Marcus teased, spanking her left cheek where his name was written. “Tell him you wanna fuck me again.”

I couldn’t believe that she would. We both waited, several moments, as Tiffany was silent.

“I’m sorry honey. I want to fuck him again. Just one more time.”

My jaw practically fell to the floor. Now, Marcus spanked her right cheek, where my initials were.

“Good girl! Now get on your knees.”

Before I knew it, Tiffany was giving Marcus an intense blowjob right in front of me. Marcus grinned, happy as ever. He smiled and made eye contact with her. Before looking at me. They both looked at me. Him while being sucked, her while sucking.

They continued on, Marcus clearly enjoying himself. He teased her, “Are you a slut?”

She nodded while still sucking, before briefly pulling him out of her mouth. “Yes sir.”

“Good girl!” Marcus said, sounding incredibly proud. Softly, he started to slap his massive member against her face.

I again couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. But my wife, Tiffany, didn’t seem to mind at all.

Marcus smiled at me, before letting her suck him briefly again. After just a few seconds of that, he stopped her. “Get up, baby. It’s time for me to fuck you.”

Tiffany stood, prepared to let Marcus do whatever he wanted. This time he sat her back on the table, and stood between her legs once more.

I spoke once more, “Baby—”

“It’s going to be okay honey. Just this once. I won’t let him fuck my ass, I promise. That’s just for you.”

Before entering her, Marcus turned back and smiled at me.

I knew when he’d pressed inside her, as her face corkscrewed with a sense of pleasure.

“Oh fuck!” Tiffany moaned.

“That’s it, baby. Take it.” Marcus grinned, before looking back to her and revealing her tits.

I watched her pink nipples bounce with each thrust. Before long, Marcus was really railing her.

It wasn’t so much fast, as it was hard. Hard and deep. Tiffany continued to let out breathy moans and groans. It was as though she couldn’t speak. Perhaps she was simply too full.

“You love that, don’t you? You love being so full.”

Tiffany could only nod in response. She looked to me for half a second, before looking away.

“Good slut,” Marcus said. It was crazy, just listening to the way he was talking to and about my wife.

“Take me deeper,” he ordered, as he began thrusting all the way in.

Now, Tiffany cried out “Oh fuck! Ohhhh! You’re so big!”

“Yeah, I know. Tell him how much you love my big dick.”

She hesitated, before saying. “Yeah. I love it, baby. I love his big dick!”

“Good girl,” he kissed her as he continued on.

“Fuck me harder!” Tiffany begged. My cock was at full mast, now.

“Yeah, sure baby.” Marcus grinned as he sped up, still going as deep as he could.

“Ohhh! Ughhh!” Tiffany groaned.

“Yeah, take that dick!” Marcus coached.

I knew where this was headed. They were both filling the room with sounds of pleasure.

“Baby, make him pull out. Make sure he cums outside—”

“Shhh, shhhhh, shhhh, shhhh!” Marcus said, looking at me with a finger to his lips while continuing to thrust.

“We all know I’m not going to do that,” he told me. “Besides, just wait to see what sexy surprises we have for you on the tapes.”

All my words, all my thoughts, had immediately been stolen away from me.

“Now, come dirty talk your girl and enjoy it. This is your last chance to be involved here, so enjoy it.”

The hot blush burned my face. I knew he was right in telling me to enjoy it. This certainly wouldn’t be an everyday thing. I gave in, and stepped forward, looking my wife right in the eye.

“Yeah? Is that true baby? That there’s lots of slutty surprises on the tapes?”

Tiffany moaned and nodded, not breaking eye contact with me for a long time, still taking my friend.

“Wow, you’re such a naughty little slut, aren’t you?” I teased her.

“Yes. Yes baby, I am!”

“Suck my thumb,” Marcus told her, putting it in her mouth while still fucking her. I couldn’t help but imagine it was my cock.

She sucked on it eagerly.

“Yeah baby? Are you my little whore?” I asked her.

“Mhmmm!” she responded eagerly.

“Yeah? Say you’re mine,” I commanded.

She stopped sucking his thumb, looked right at me, and with a serious look in her eye, said, “I’m yours, baby.”

“Good girl!” I said, finally feeling my confidence returning.

“Ohhhh! Ughhh! FUCK!” Marcus growled, clearly experiencing a profound sense of pleasure.

“Yeah? Tell him where I’m going to cum, sexy.”

“Reese. Marcus is going to cum... right in my pussy.” I couldn’t believe how hard I got at the words.

As if Marcus sensed she needed him to be more rough, he slapped her. “Again. Tell him where.”

Then, with authority, Tiffany said, “Marcus is going to fill me up. He’s going to claim me and cum in my pussy!”

“Good girl!” he said, speeding up and kissing her.

The two of them made out, groaned, and moaned, from that point on.

At first I thought they were going to build up right to the end, right to the edge, and ask me to dirty talk them over it.

But soon I realized, by the groaning and moaning and twitching, that they were already there.

Eventually, gradually, he slowed down, still pumping right into Tiffany.

The kisses seemed so loving. He was kissing her exactly how I would.

When they finally stopped moving, he stayed inside. They held each other close, and stared into one another’s eyes. It looked so intimate.

“Good girl,” Marcus said, kissing Tiffany’s forehead.

Tiffany looked at me. Then, Marcus turned his head, still inside her.

“Wanna see, Reese?”

Breathlessly, I nodded my head yes. Tiffany opened up her legs, and slowly Marcus stepped back.

First, I noticed his cock glistening with their juices.

Then, I noticed how far open Tiffany appeared to be gaping.

Finally, I saw how his white cum began to drip out of her. Directly onto our table.

Tiffany breathed deeply, struggling to catch her breath. She just looked at me, her whole body sweaty.

More and more dripped out. I watched, staring and wondering if this was the type of footage I had to look forward to on the tapes. I knew it had to be.

Then, as if to help either of us know what to say, Marcus chimed in.

“Be a good, honest girl, and tell him who just owned your pussy.”

“You did, sir,” Tiffany answered Marcus.

I’d never wanted to fuck her more in my life.
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        One month. One empty mansion. One rule: Ask first.
Jacqueline Mercer has everything. A gorgeous mansion on the Australian coast, a husband who adores her, and thirty days of uninterrupted sunshine. But Arthur, her wealthy, work-obsessed spouse, is sixty-two and permanently glued to his phone. Jacqueline is thirty-eight, alone in paradise, and running out of patience.
When Arthur's business trip extends into an unexpected overnight stay in the city, Jacqueline finds herself with the entire Palm Beach estate to herself. The pool glitters. The wine chills. And the dating app on her phone is suddenly very, very warm. One swipe later, she's matched with Jermaine: six-foot-three, Melbourne-born, and staying in town for two weeks. He's attentive. He's relentless. And when he shows up at her door at nine o'clock, Jacqueline realizes his photos severely undersold him.
What starts with wine on the sofa escalates into something Jacqueline hasn't felt in years: being truly, utterly wanted. From the living room couch to the master suite, she surrenders to a night of raw, unfiltered passion—and captures every moment. Because in her marriage, there's one rule: she always asks first. And he always says yes.
Dive into Hotwife: Hot Summer, a sizzling tale of desire, discovery, and the delicious space between loyalty and liberation. Perfect for readers who love their romance with heat, their characters with depth, and their endings with a twist. Click buy now and spend one unforgettable summer in Palm Beach. You'll never look at a vacation the same way again.
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