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Chapter 1 
Her POV: The Way He Watched Me Pack

He was watching me again.

Not just casually. Not the way husbands glance when they pass by. This was different. He stood in the doorway, arms folded, not saying a word, as I knelt beside the suitcase, holding up a red silk dress that could barely pass as dinner attire.

"Too slutty?" I asked.

His eyes didn’t flicker. They dragged slowly from the thin straps, down to the plunging neckline, lower to where the hem kissed the top of my bare thighs.

"No," he said, voice thicker than it had been all morning. "Bring it."

That look? It did things to me. It wasn’t just the flicker of heat between my legs. It was deeper. A pulse in my belly. A tightening in my chest. Like the weight of his gaze had left fingerprints across my skin.

I stepped into the dress and let the fabric fall.

No panties. No bra. Just silk and skin.

The hem stopped just below my ass. The neckline dipped low enough that the sides of my breasts framed the bodice like an invitation. I turned slowly toward the full-length mirror, twisting left, then right. The fabric shimmered as it moved.

He said nothing, but I didn’t need his words. I could hear his breath slow behind me.

I pulled my hair up with one hand and let the other lift my breast to adjust the neckline. It took only the lightest pull for my nipple to slip free.

I didn’t fix it.

I sat down at the edge of the bed, facing the mirror, legs slightly apart, just to see how bad the exposure would be if I sat this way in a restaurant.

Bad.

Or good. Depending on the angle.

I leaned back, stretching out my torso, loving how the dress barely held together across my chest. I saw him shift behind me—no movement, just tension.

Then I stood, peeled the dress back off, and laid it gently in the suitcase.

As I turned back toward the mirror, I tugged down the cotton panties I’d thrown on earlier. Slid them down my legs, slow and steady, then stepped into a black thong without saying a word. I didn’t look at him. Didn’t ask for his attention. But I felt it—hot, silent, crawling up the backs of my thighs like a palm. I bent at the waist just a little more than necessary, smoothing the fabric up over my hips. Deliberate. Casual. The kind of tease that said: You’re allowed to look, but not touch. Not yet.

Next came the bikinis. I held up two—red and gold.

"Which one do you want to see me in first?"

He walked into the room, stood just behind me.

"That gold one. With those sheer bottoms you wore in Cabo. You still have them?"

I grinned. "Oh, I packed them first."

That gold set had ruined him once. I wore it into the pool and came out glistening in more than just water. We hadn’t even made it back to the room before he yanked it to the side and fucked me on a chaise, barely hidden behind a towel.

I pressed the cups of the bikini top to my breasts, watching the effect in the mirror.

He cleared his throat.

I didn’t turn around. Just let the bottoms slide up one leg, then the other, tugging the string snug over my hips.

When I finally faced him again, he looked like he wanted to devour me.

"You’re not bringing that big t-shirt you usually sleep in?" he asked, trying for teasing but sounding more like a man one comment away from snapping.

I smirked. "Doesn’t match the vibe."

His smile was subtle, but there was heat behind it. Approval. Maybe even anticipation.

He glanced into the suitcase. "You’re really bringing that white top?"

I shrugged, held it up with two fingers—thin, sheer, barely there.

"The one that goes see-through in the sun? Yeah."

He shook his head. "You’re going to kill someone."

"That’s the plan."

He laughed, low and rough. "And this?" he said, holding up a micro thong I'd just folded.

"What about it?"

"Why even bother? That thing’s asking for trouble."

I leaned in, whispering near his mouth. "Good. Trouble’s what I’m packing for."

That shut him up.

I used to pack conservatively. Simple sundresses, tank tops that kept things contained, panties that offered coverage. I used to feel modest, maybe even practical. Especially for vacations. I didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard. I didn’t want strangers to assume anything.

But somewhere in the last year, that changed.

It wasn’t sudden. More like a low, slow simmer.

It started with his looks—not jealous, not possessive, but sharp. Focused. Like when that waiter tripped over his words last summer trying to take my order while I was wearing a tight black tube dress. My husband hadn’t said a word. But later that night, he bent me over the sink and said, "You knew what you were doing in that dress, didn’t you?"  before fucking me so hard my knees gave out.

That was the first time I thought— maybe this turns him on.

And now? I didn’t pack safe. I packed for attention. I packed to provoke. I packed because I liked the heat in his eyes when he saw what I was willing to be.

I used to hide my risqué pieces in zipped side compartments. Now? I packed them first—like an offering.

My clothes weren’t accidents. They were signals. Each one chosen not just to show skin, but to make a point: I want you to watch me.  Maybe I wanted others to look too—but only because he’d be looking first. He was the audience. The permission. The anchor. And I loved knowing I could be both his and wanted by someone else.

It wasn’t a game anymore. It wasn’t some tease we’d flirt with and forget.

This trip felt like something else. Like a threshold we were about to cross, together.

He watched me, and I let him.

Because that’s what I wanted. And what he wanted too.

***

Ryan and I had been married nine years. We met in the most boring way imaginable—he was the project lead on a startup redesign, and I was the freelance designer who showed up with black-rimmed glasses, a half-messy bun, and a take-no-bullshit attitude about branding. He told me later he knew he was fucked the moment I corrected his kerning in front of the whole team.

He was older by eight years. Calm. Measured. The kind of man who watched more than he spoke. I think that’s what made me reckless around him—because he was always so sure of himself. Still is.

Our sex life wasn’t instant fireworks. It took time. He peeled me open slowly, layer by layer. And when we finally found our rhythm, it was deep, steady, and filthy in the best way. It was me who brought up fantasies first. I joked once, years ago, about being watched—about letting someone else see what he got to come home to. He didn’t laugh it off.

He just said, "Maybe one day."

I’ve always had a body that gets attention even when I’m not trying. Soft curves. Hips that sway without meaning to. A waist that pulls in just enough to make every dress ride up when I sit down. My perfume clings—something sweet and creamy, with vanilla undertones that make men lean in just a little too close.

And Ryan? He’s the kind of man who fills a room without saying a word. A little short of six feet, broad-shouldered, thick forearms that flex when he grips the steering wheel. Gray threading through his dark hair, especially at the temples. And a scent I can’t get enough of—the faint clean spice of his aftershave mixed with his skin after a workout. He’s not loud. But when he tells me to do something, I don’t hesitate.

We went to his business partner's Christmas party once. I wore this champagne slip dress that clung like a whisper and dipped low enough in the back to make bras illegal. Every time I bent down, I felt eyes crawl across my skin. He didn’t stop me. He whispered in my ear all night what he was going to do the second we got out of there. I couldn’t wait. I snuck into the guest bathroom, panties already soaked, and sent him a picture.

He joined me five minutes later, hand clamped over my mouth as he made me come silently while people laughed and clinked glasses just outside the door.

We were still out of breath when the Uber arrived.

***

That night, before the flight, he was in the shower. I stood in the doorway of our bathroom, lights off, letting the glow of the vanity trace the silhouette of his body through the steam-fogged curtain. I watched his muscles flex as he rinsed shampoo from his hair, water cascading over his back, his chest, down his stomach. The sound of it, the rhythm, the scent of his body wash curling through the air—I was soaked before I even touched myself.

I pressed my thighs together and reached down, fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my panties. I was dripping. My clit throbbed under the heat of my palm as I leaned against the cool tile, biting down on the edge of my knuckle to stay quiet.

I imagined myself bent over the railing of our hotel balcony, tits bouncing, moaning with no shame while strangers below craned their necks to watch. Imagined Ryan standing behind me, his hands on my waist, fucking me deep, slow, letting them all see what he had—what only he got to own. The fantasy wasn’t about the eyes. It was about being his  in front of them.

I came like that, trembling, slick and messy in my panties, hips twitching while the water ran.

By the time we were in the Uber to the airport the next morning, my thighs were still sticky and my pulse hadn’t slowed once.

***

At the airport, I dressed like I had something to prove. One of my milkmaid-style dresses—white cotton with a ruched bodice, a deep scoop neckline, and little puff sleeves that sat off my shoulders. The fabric clung to my waist before flaring out just enough to look innocent from afar, filthy up close. No bra, of course. The dress was already lined, but not enough to hide my nipples when the breeze caught it. Strappy sandals. Glossy lips. I'd chosen the thong with the little gold ring at the hip—barely anything, just enough to feel wicked.

I noticed the glances the second we walked in. A man by the check-in counter looked me up and down, slow and deliberate. A woman nudged her partner when I bent to fix my sandal. The attention rolled over me like warm water. I didn’t shrink. I straightened my back and walked taller.

Security was interesting. One of the male TSA officers double-checked my waistband a little too slowly. His hand hovered an extra beat, fingers grazing my hipbone under the guise of professionalism. I held my arms up and let him. Not because I had anything to hide. But because I knew my husband was watching from the other side of the scanner—tense, jaw tight, pupils pinned to every inch of me.

We didn’t talk about it right away. But later, waiting for boarding, I leaned into him, lips brushing his ear. "You saw that, didn’t you?"

He nodded, eyes still fixed on the gate ahead.

"Did you like it?"

He turned toward me, calm and sure. "Did you ?"

I smiled. "A little."

He reached for my hand, his thumb stroking the inside of my wrist. It was a silent agreement passed between us, more like a pact sealed without words. There was neither shame nor ownership. There was just this shared buzz of possibility humming between our bodies.

***

On the flight, we got lucky. Window and middle. A young guy sat beside us on the aisle, earbuds in, hoodie down, trying not to look obvious—but I felt his gaze drift every time I shifted in my seat.

I crossed and uncrossed my legs slowly. Each time the dress rode up just a bit more, fabric inching toward danger. I saw him shift. Adjust. Pretend to look at the drink menu.

I let my knees part slightly. Just enough to give him a flash of thigh. Then a little more.

The first time I caught his eyes dip down, I didn’t flinch. I tilted my hips and leaned toward the window, arms stretching, arching my back, making the dress gape just slightly where the neckline dipped. No bra meant I didn’t have to do much. The fabric fluttered with every breath.

My husband was reading, but he wasn’t really reading.

I leaned over and whispered to him, “He’s staring. What would you do if I let him keep going?”

He didn’t reply. Just smiled. A knowing, steady thing. One of those smiles that held weight. That said: Go on, baby. I’m watching.

That smile? That was permission.

And I was already soaked, thighs pressed tight together, imagining how far I could go without ever touching myself.


Chapter 2 
His POV: I Didn’t Look Away

I watched her from the doorway, the way I always do when she’s not looking—except she was looking this time. She knew I was there. I could tell by the slight sway in her hips as she zipped up her bag, the deliberate way she bent over just a bit too far.

That white milkmaid dress she’s packed in now? Not an accident. Nothing she does is, especially not with me. The bodice was smocked tight enough to mold to her tits, with little lace frills teasing the edges. The hem? Laughably short. One gust of wind and she’d be flashing anyone sitting behind her on the plane.

I didn’t say a word.

Just watched.

We’ve been together nine years. Married for three. I’m eight years older than her—forty-one to her thirty-three—but you’d never guess from how we fuck. Or how often. Or how filthy she is for me.

She’d only been with one guy before me—and it wasn’t some fling. It was a long, serious relationship. Years. The kind where you picture weddings and mortgages and growing old together. Ava’s that kind of woman. Loyal to the bone. Till-death-do-us-apart wired into her DNA.

The problem was, the guy was an idiot. Comfortable. Lazy. He fumbled her hard. Took her devotion for granted, stopped touching her like he wanted her, stopped seeing the hunger in her eyes. By the time he realized what he’d lost, it was already over.

We met about a year later. I’d been dating casually then, nothing serious, enjoying my freedom. And she wasn’t looking to replace anyone—she was healing. Guarded. Careful. But the moment we clicked, something in her shifted. The want that had been ignored for so long finally had somewhere to go.

Her sweet girl-next-door looks hid a filthy streak she’d never been allowed to explore. With me, she learned fast. Learned she loved being opened up, talked dirty to, taken properly. And I was more than happy to draw every last bit of that slutty side out of her.

We’ve always been private—no public displays, no oversharing. But behind closed doors? She’s my good girl, my cumdump, my fucktoy, my wife. In that order.

And now, she’s packing that same flirty dress she wore on our first anniversary trip—the one where I had her bent over the balcony railing while tourists snapped photos of the sunset in the distance.

She wants to be seen.

She wants to be watched.

And I… like that.

Not from insecurity. Not because I feel small. Because I feel in control. Because I know she’s mine. I know the way she clings to my cock, the way she moans when I whisper that word in her ear: mine . Let them look. Let them stare. She always comes home soaked, dripping, begging me to fuck her the way only I can.

I leaned against the doorframe, letting the view sink in. Those curves—Jesus. Tits soft and high, a perfect handful for my palms. That ass, round and perky, barely covered by the dress. Her golden skin still carried the faint lines of our last session: my handprints fading from her thighs.

She turned and caught me staring.

"You’re quiet," she said, smiling.

"I’m imagining how many men are going to jack off over you by the time we land."

Her cheeks flushed, but her thighs pressed together. Bingo.

This trip—it’s not just a getaway. It’s a test. A trigger. New city, new rules. I’ve seen it before: how changing your zip code changes your filter. The freedom that comes from knowing no one’s watching, or maybe hoping someone is .

And I’m not afraid of that.

In fact, I’m counting on it.

Because I’ve pictured it more than once:

Her sitting on some stranger’s lap in a bar. Her legs spread just enough for her thighs to part. Her nipples hard under that damn dress, eyes glazed, knowing I’m watching.

And the strangest part?

It doesn’t scare me. It calms me.

I’ve never explicitly told her this before, but the thought of her being wanted— truly  wanted—makes me hard. It doesn’t trigger jealousy. It triggers something older. Something primal.

Power.

Because it’s not about losing her.

It’s about standing right there  while other men try—and fail—to measure up. It’s about holding her hand while they stare, knowing she’s wet because I let them look.

Our dynamic has always been built on trust. I never needed to check her phone, and she never needed to ask where I was going. When you’ve fucked your wife against the side of a moving yacht with guests just a deck below, secrets lose their power.

Still, something’s different this time.

She’s been… bolder lately.

Lingerie sets laid out without a word.

New toys added to our nightstand.

And that tiny, glittering butt plug I found in her packing cube last night—the one I didn’t  buy her? Yeah, that told me all I needed to know.

I stepped into the room, wrapped my arms around her waist, and kissed her shoulder.

"Do you want me to fuck you before we leave?" I asked, voice low.

She tilted her head. "I thought you liked me squirming on the plane."

"I do."

I slid my hand down, cupping the soft curve of her shaved pussy through the front of her thong. Already damp.

"God, baby…"

She pressed back into me.

"Do you want me to pull your panties aside and fuck you while you bend over this suitcase?"

She gasped. Whispered, "No. Not yet."

I smirked. Good girl.

***

By the time we were on the plane, my mind was still running.

There’s this scene I’ve played in my head too many times. Maybe it’s a fantasy. Maybe it’s a warning. But either way, it always starts the same:

She’s at a bar. I’m sitting at the corner table with a drink. Her dress is tighter than it needs to be, and she’s talking to a man she doesn’t know. He leans in, says something funny, she laughs—just enough. Her eyes flick toward me. Testing.

He touches her leg. Higher than he should. She lets him.

But what he doesn’t know is this: she’s not turned on because of him. She’s turned on because of me. Because I’m watching.

Her thighs squeeze. Her voice lowers. She’s fidgeting in that way that only I recognize. The kind that means she’s soaking her panties from the tension alone.

He doesn’t know that she’s been trained. That her pussy belongs to me. That even if he kissed her, tasted her, slid a finger into her slick heat—she’d still be waiting for my voice. My nod.

And in this daydream, I stay seated. Calm. Cock hard under the table. Because this? This is the real thrill. Not the act. The build-up.

By the time she returns to me in the dream, she’s breathless. Needy. A little desperate. And I always say the same thing:

"You did good, baby. Now let me show you what that earned you."

The plane hit a small bump and I shifted in my seat, adjusting myself.

Hard.

I made her sit in the aisle seat. Short dress, tiny panties.

Every time the flight attendant passed by, she clenched.

Every time she stood up, I saw her ass cheek peek from under the hem.

And when she bent to get her bag from the overhead bin, the man behind us inhaled sharply.

She didn’t look back. But I saw the smile.

And I didn’t look away.

I look at her now and see every version of her at once.

The woman beside me has a body men notice before they even realize they’re staring. Soft, full breasts that sit perfectly in that ruched bodice. A waist that curves in just enough to make her hips look obscene. Thighs that press together when she’s turned on, skin smooth and warm and always just a little sensitive.

That short milkmaid dress was a choice. Tight across her chest, loose everywhere else. Built to look harmless while doing real damage up close. Her nipples press faintly against the fabric when the cabin cools.

She smells like vanilla and skin. Like something sweet you shouldn’t eat in public.

The guy next to her shifts again.

I smile.

The thing Ava doesn’t fully understand yet is this: I don’t imagine her being taken away  from me.

I imagine being right there.

Standing close. Watching her want. Watching her open. Watching someone else realize too late that what they’re touching doesn’t belong to them.

The fantasy isn’t absence.

It’s presence.

I imagine her on a bed, knees parted, breath shaking, looking back at me for permission she doesn’t actually need anymore.

And the thought doesn’t make me jealous.

It makes me hard.

She pretends to reach into the seat pocket, arching just enough that the curve of her ass frames the aisle like a gift. The hem creeps up, caught almost halfway to her cheeks, and she doesn’t fix it. Not when she knows what the view must be. Not when silence from the boy beside her feels heavier than any words.

Ava leans toward me, lips barely brushing my ear.

"He’s staring," she whispers.

I keep my eyes forward.

"I know."

Her voice drops another octave. "What would you do if I let him keep looking?"

I turn my head then. Look at her properly. At the flush creeping up her neck. The shine in her eyes. The way her thighs are pressed together like she’s holding herself back.

I don’t answer right away.

I just smile.

Because the truth is already clear to me.

If something happens on this trip—

I don’t want to be outside the door.

I want to be right there, watching her become exactly what she’s always been for me.

I remember the first time she gave me control.

We were in a small hotel room, this was right after our third date and neither of us could wait to till we could go back to her or my place, so we booked a room in the nearest available hotel from where we had that date. The room was the kind with outdated curtains, a noisy AC, and tile floors that stayed cool even in June. She was barefoot in a classy knee length dress, hair still damp from the rain that poured that night. The rain had washed the makeup. There wasn't any pretense. Just nerves and wet thighs.

She stood by the mini fridge, fiddling with a mini bottle of some drink, not meeting my eyes. And I came up behind her. Didn’t touch her at first. Just let her feel me there. The quiet.

"Tell me what you want," I said.

Her voice was barely above a whisper. "I don’t know."

"Yes, you do. You’ve thought about it. You’ve played it out in your head. Tell me."

She looked up, into the mirror. Eyes wide. Lips parted. Her whole body trembling just a little.

"I want you to tell me what to do," she said.

That was all it took.

I stepped closer, gripped her hips, and pressed her forward so her palms met the counter. I kissed the side of her neck. Whispered instructions. Pulled her panties down and told her to spread her legs.

Her pussy was soaked.

She gasped when I slid inside. Tight. Slippery. Responsive in ways no one had taught her to be. I didn’t go slow. Didn’t ask. I took. I guided. I told her what a good girl she was while pounding her hard enough for the mirror to shake.

She came fast. Too fast. Her nails scraped the counter. Her mouth fell open. And she made a sound I’ve never forgotten—pure surrender.

And that night, while she was still catching her breath, she looked up at me like I’d just given her something she didn’t even know she needed.

She never looked at another man the same way again.

Not until now.


Chapter 3 
Her POV: He Couldn’t Stop Looking at Me

The elevator ride up was wordless, tension humming between us like static.

Inside the room, the door shut softly behind us, cutting off the world in one clean motion.

I slipped out of my shoes, stretching like I’d been waiting for the space to claim me.

The air felt heavier already—private, expectant. And the  heat hadn’t let up, even after sundown hours later after our arrival. The breeze from the ocean carried hints of salt and rum, curling around my skin as we walked past the beach bars, the music pulsing like a second heartbeat under my heels.

I felt naked.

Not literally—though it was close. The dress Ryan picked out for tonight was hanging over the back of the chair as I stood in front of the mirror, fully nude except for my heels. He was behind me on the bed, propped on one elbow, watching. Not saying anything. Just watching.

I didn’t move at first. Just let him look. Let his eyes drink me in from behind—my bare shoulders, the dip of my waist, the curve of my ass. I knew exactly what he was seeing, and I wanted him to.

A slow shiver ran down my spine as his gaze crawled lower. My nipples were already tightening, breath slowing, thighs instinctively pressing together. There was something about standing there, utterly bare under his gaze, that made me feel more powerful than clothed ever could.

"You sure this isn’t too much?" I asked, but it was a tease, not a real question.

"Turn around and put it on," he said. His voice was low. Steady. Full of hunger he didn’t need to say aloud.

I reached for the dress and lifted it slowly over my head, letting it drape down my front inch by inch. The sheer black fabric caught against my breasts, dragging slightly before slipping lower. I paused halfway, letting the dress cling to the swell of my tits, my nipples poking through like they didn’t want to be hidden.

Ryan exhaled hard behind me.

I shimmied it the rest of the way down, letting it fall into place. The plunging neckline dipped all the way to my belly button, the sides gaping just enough to reveal the soft curve of underboob. The back? Nearly non-existent, dipping low enough to reveal the dimples at the base of my spine.

The hem barely grazed my upper thighs. I turned slowly, side to side, letting the silk catch the light, showing flashes of hip and ass and the faint glimmer of the gold ring on my thong.

No bra. A tiny g-string—barely even underwear. Just the soft whisper of silk and sin.

I bent down—too far—to fasten the ankle strap on one heel, watching his eyes go wide as the dress rode up and exposed the full under-curve of my bare ass. When I straightened, I caught his reflection in the mirror.

He was sitting up now. Jaw tight. One hand clenched in the sheets, the other adjusting himself over the bulge in his pants.

I clipped on the gold anklet next. Just one. Delicate. Flashy. The dainty chain shimmered above my heel like a tag.

Then I gave myself a final once-over. Twisted sideways. Lifted my breasts with both hands to adjust the neckline again, pretending it was about fit when really it was about the way he groaned when I did it.

"You want me to change?" I asked innocently.

"If you do, I’ll bend you over the dresser and ruin that pretty dress before we even make it out the door."

His voice was gravel. His cock looked like it was already fighting the fabric.

I gave a slow, smug smile.

But I didn’t walk away just yet.

I stepped back from the mirror and turned to face him fully, hands on my hips. The dress shimmered in the low light, clinging to my curves like it was made for sin. Slowly, I gathered the hem and lifted it—just a few inches. Just enough to flash the top of my thigh and the strap of the thong digging into my hip.

"You really want me going out like this?" I asked, tilting my head.

He sat forward, elbows on his knees, eyes pinned to the spot between my legs.

"I want you to remember who picked that dress," he said. "And who gets to take it off."

I walked over and straddled his lap—not to start anything, just to sit. Tease. Let him feel how bare I was beneath the silk.

His hands moved instantly, one gripping my waist, the other sliding up my thigh until his knuckles brushed my thong. He didn’t move further. Just stayed there.

"You’re soaked already," he murmured.

I kissed him once—slow, deep, open-mouthed—then stood again.

"That’s your fault," I said, smoothing the fabric back down.

Then I turned toward the door.

That settled it.

We left minutes later, and I still felt the ghost of his stare warming the backs of my thighs as we walked past the beach bars. The dress clung to me like a second skin, and every step made it sway—rising, teasing, inviting.

We settled into a lounge area just off the beach—low tables, dim lighting, and music that hummed in my bones. The cushions were low and deep, the kind that made you sink just enough to feel decadent. Warm lantern light flickered across the wooden floorboards, casting soft shadows that danced across my thighs as I slid onto the bench.

The moment I sat, the hem of my dress rode up even higher. I tugged it down halfway, but left it where it clung—a few dangerous inches below my bare ass. The cushion was warm beneath me, but I still felt the breeze swirl between my legs. My skin prickled, hypersensitive, every movement of the thin fabric against my nipples sending a shiver through me.

Ryan handed me a drink—tall, icy, rimmed with salt and pineapple. His fingers brushed mine as I took it, but his eyes were already scanning the deck.

I wasn’t pretending not to notice.

And I didn’t have to wait long.

I spotted him across the deck—tall, built, skin the color of rich coffee and a jawline sharp enough to cut the humid night. Early twenties, maybe. His shirt was open one button too low, his posture relaxed, but his eyes?

Locked.

On me.

Not a flicker of shame. Not even a blink. Just a bold, deliberate scan down my body. He didn’t leer. He assessed.

And I felt it. Like he was peeling away the dress with every pass of his eyes.

He wasn’t a creep. Wasn’t drooling. Just watching. Quiet, steady, sure.

His gaze dipped to the neckline of my dress, where my breasts strained with each breath. I felt the blush rise up my chest. My nipples were hard and visible through the sheer black silk, and I knew exactly what he was looking at.

And I didn’t look away.

I turned to Ryan instead, speaking low about the drink, pretending to focus, but letting my legs fall open just a little as I angled my hips his way.

First it was subtle. A casual shift. Then a pause. Then a deliberate uncrossing.

The slit parted wider.

My heel traced a lazy circle along the wood floor as I let the fabric slide higher. The flicker of the gold ring at my hip caught the candlelight. I didn’t adjust it. I just exhaled softly and let the air cool the wetness gathering between my thighs.

I peeked back across the deck.

Still watching.

He hadn’t stopped. Not once. Every time our eyes met, he didn’t look away. His gaze was slow, deliberate, and when I held it, something shifted in his expression—like approval, like hunger. He leaned forward on his elbows slightly, spreading his legs wider, clearly not hiding the fact that he was watching me.

When our eyes locked again, he licked his bottom lip. Not overtly. Just a flick of his tongue like he was tasting the tension between us.

I looked away—slowly, like I didn’t want to—and reached for my drink.

The condensation from the glass had begun to drip. A drop slid over the rim and ran down the side, beading onto my chest. I didn’t rush to wipe it. I tilted the glass, sucked on the straw slowly, watching him from the corner of my eye.

Then I reached up and wiped the drip from between my breasts with the back of my hand. Slowly. Deliberately.

I shifted again, sliding my heel forward and letting my knees part wider. The slit gaped. My thighs were damp, sticky with heat.

I leaned toward Ryan and whispered, "What if I uncross all the way?"

His thumb tapped the rim of his glass once.

"Go ahead," he murmured. "Let him see how pretty you look when you're being good."

I exhaled. And I did.

My pulse fluttered. There was a sharp awareness now—a hyperfocus. Every inch of my body suddenly felt like it was on display.

Was this wrong? Then why did it feel so right to be this wanted?

I looked at Ryan. Calm, still, drink in hand.

His jaw ticked once. His hand tapped the rim of the glass. He hadn’t said a word. But I could tell—he was watching everything. Watching me. Watching him  watch me.

And I wasn’t sure whose reaction turned me on more—his, or Ryan’s.

A part of me wanted to test it.

So I stood.

"Getting another drink," I said, smoothing my hands down the sides of my thighs. "You want anything?"

He shook his head, eyes trailing down, then up. "I’m good."

I walked toward the bar, heels clicking on the deck, each step a slow, deliberate sway of hips and confidence. My thighs brushed with every movement, the dress fluttering against bare skin, rising just enough to make men wonder what they weren’t supposed to see.

I didn’t look at him directly. But I knew he was there. I could feel the gravity of his stare like heat on my back.

Passing his table, I slowed slightly—just enough to make the movement feel organic. Just enough to let the light catch the gold anklet above my heel. Just enough for the breeze to lift the hem of my dress, exposing more thigh than was polite.

And then he moved.

He stepped in close, as if by accident, but nothing about it felt accidental. His arm brushed mine, fingers trailing briefly over my bare skin.

"Sorry," he said.

But it wasn’t sorry. Not really. The word was soft, but the smile he gave me was slow and knowing. Intentional. Fucking magnetic.

He moved to let me pass, but not before his palm slid across the small of my back—just barely, just long enough to make me stop breathing. The contact jolted through me like a current, electric and hot and wrong in all the right ways.

My thighs clenched instinctively, my pulse kicking into overdrive. My thighs clenched on instinct. My breath hitched, nipples tightening against the fabric as the heat of his palm lingered like an invisible brand. Every nerve ending buzzed.

"That dress wasn’t made for sitting," he murmured as I passed, voice low enough that no one else could hear. It wasn’t a compliment. It was a statement. Like he knew exactly what I was doing—and approved.

I didn’t respond. Couldn’t. My legs felt weak, my body vibrating with a kind of tension I hadn’t known outside a bedroom. My mind screamed to turn around, to say something, to push further. But instead, I walked on.

Every step away felt like a tease aimed backward, for him. For Ryan. For me.

I didn’t turn around.

Didn’t say a word.

Just got the drink and made my way back, heart thudding in time with the bassline.

Ryan was still seated, legs spread, hand on his thigh. But his eyes weren’t casual. They were locked on me like I was prey returning to its predator.

As I approached, I saw his gaze dip to the tops of my thighs, then drag up slowly to my chest, pausing—just for a beat—at the stiff points of my nipples pressing through the silk. His tongue flicked across his bottom lip. He adjusted how he sat. Not big movements, but enough for me to know he was hard.

I passed him my drink, but he didn’t take it. He just looked.

"He was staring at my tits the whole time," I said, letting my voice drop as I leaned in.

Ryan’s hand lifted—not to take the drink, but to curl possessively around my waist. His thumb brushed just under the hem of my dress. Not quite between my legs. Not yet.

"I noticed," he said, voice low.

I sat down, slower this time, easing back into his space like I knew exactly what I was doing. My ass pressed flush against his cock, and I felt him shift beneath me—hard, thick, restrained. My back met his chest as I leaned into him, feeling his breath warm against the shell of my ear.

He adjusted his seat, spreading his legs to cradle mine. I moved with him, letting my dress ride up even further until the g-string was the only thing between my bare heat and the rough fabric of his shorts. My body was a live wire, soaked and throbbing with unsatisfied tension.

"He looked like he wanted to fuck you right there," Ryan whispered, his lips brushing against the edge of my ear. "You liked that, didn’t you?"

I didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

His fingers slid down my thigh, slow and steady, then barely brushed over my slit through the sheer layer of fabric. Just once. Just enough.

I gasped. Quiet. Sharp. My body jolted, every muscle clenching.

My eyes fluttered closed.

I was soaked. Pulsing. Barely holding it together.

He didn’t move again. Just let his hand rest high and still, owning me with nothing but presence.

"I liked that," I said, almost breathless.

He didn’t hesitate.

"So did I," he murmured, voice steady. Then added, "But he won’t be the one untying that dress tonight."

His hand tightened slightly on my inner thigh. And before I could respond, he whispered one last thing:

"Don’t cross your legs."

I didn’t.


Chapter 4 
His POV: I Watched Her Come Alive

She looked like firelight.

The music had deepened—bass low and slow, vibrating through the wooden floor beneath us. A few tables over, a couple laughed too loudly, momentarily snapping the trance before it faded back into the night air thick with salt, tequila, and tropical sweat.

Not just from the tan or the way that dress caught the candle-glow, but from something deeper. Something woken up. Sitting beside her, drink in hand, I watched her scan the bar like she owned it—and in a way, she did.

Her knees parted a fraction more every few minutes, like she didn’t even realize she was doing it. But I knew better. She reached for her drink, fingers slow, letting the straw dip between her lips as she sucked—then paused, eyes scanning the crowd. Her dress caught on her thighs again, and this time, she didn’t tug it down.

She was warm beside me. The kind of warmth that made my knuckles ache to touch more. Not just body heat—she radiated tension, arousal, permission. The faint scent of vanilla clung to her skin, sweetened now by something musky, sharper. Her thigh brushed mine, bare and smooth, and I had to breathe through my nose to keep still. The scent of lime from my drink mingled with the musky sweetness of her perfume—heady, distracting, and unmistakably hers. I swore I could feel the pulse of the music through her skin.

Then she shifted again—closer. Her skin pressed more firmly against me, the fabric of her dress riding even higher. I didn’t look down. I didn’t need to. My fingers twitched, aching to slide beneath the table and slip between her legs. I almost did.

Instead, I leaned in, lips barely moving. “Spread for me.”

She didn’t respond. But her leg shifted, just slightly, opening wider.

Fuck.

My cock pulsed, hard and trapped against my thigh. I gripped my drink tighter, fingers flexing around the condensation-slick glass just to ground myself. A breeze kicked up, lifting strands of her hair across my cheek. She didn’t notice. Or maybe she did—and chose not to move it. That little strand felt like a leash.

Her scent was stronger now. Sweet and slick and unmistakable. I didn’t need to touch her to know she was soaked.

This wasn’t the woman I watched dress in front of the mirror hours ago. That woman teased me. This one? She was teasing the world, and I was just lucky enough to be next to her when she bloomed.

And the guy across the deck? He was young. Early twenties, maybe. Barely old enough to rent the hotel room, but tall, confident, and sharp in the way only youth and hunger could be. That sculpted jaw. The way he didn’t shift or fidget. He was all intensity, no hesitation.

He looked lean but built—shoulders cut sharp, chest stretching that white linen shirt. No wedding ring. No hesitation. Just raw, untested hunger. The kind that didn’t overthink. The kind that acted.

I was older. I had history with her. He had… novelty. And for the first time, that didn’t bother me. It excited me.

He was soaking her in like he’d just been dared to dream bigger. She glanced his way again, and I saw her eyes sparkle, just slightly, as if enjoying the thrill of being wanted by someone so bold and so much younger.

And me?

I was hard. But not just from arousal.

From pride.

I remembered a different version of her. Early in our marriage, she used to flirt with waiters just to get me worked up for later. She’d tilt her head when ordering wine, let her hand linger on mine when the check came. Subtle, sweet, barely more than playacting—but I always knew what she was doing. And later in the car, she’d pull up her dress and smile while I undid my belt at a red light.

Now, she didn’t need waiters or subtlety. She didn’t need permission. She adjusted her posture—straightened, then let one shoulder slip just barely back. She sipped her drink like it was part of the show, lips parting slowly, tongue flicking the straw. She wasn’t looking at me, but she knew I was watching.

And I was getting harder just watching her bask in it.

This felt like that.

But turned up to eleven.

She was still Ava. My Ava. The one who made French press coffee every morning and left her wet towels on the bed. But right now, she was something more—something only I had unlocked.

This wasn’t playacting anymore. This was performance. And I had front row seats.

I looked at her now, saw the gold glint of the ring on her thong flashing between parted thighs. She shifted slightly, her bare thigh brushing mine again. Warm. Soft. I felt the heat rising off her skin—and from between her legs. The scent of her arousal was faint, but it was there, just beneath the tropical perfume. I shifted in my seat, cock hard and aching.

Her dress had slid so high, I could see the faint line of her tan against the skin that no one else had permission to touch. Her nipples pressed against sheer silk, and when she leaned forward to reach her drink, I saw the man across the way shift in his seat.

The guy didn’t even try to hide it. He adjusted in his chair, eyes fixed like he couldn’t decide between staring at her tits or the glint of that gold thong. He took a sip of his drink, but it was just a cover—his jaw was clenched, his stare hungry.

She knew. I knew. And so did he.

But instead of panic? I felt calm.

I wasn’t detached. I wasn’t checked out. I was there—sharp, dialed in, hard as hell.

She was on display, but not for the world. Just for two men.

The one watching from across the bar. 
And the one whose cock she was sitting on twenty minutes ago.

She turned to me and whispered something—a tease about the guy’s eyes, or maybe his hands. I don’t even remember the words. Just the tone.

And it brought back a memory—one I hadn’t thought about in months.

We were lying in bed one night, months ago, tangled in sweaty sheets after a hard fuck. Her voice was sleepy but curious when she asked it.

“Would you ever let someone else touch me?”

I didn’t answer. Not because I didn’t know—but because I wasn’t ready to say yes out loud. Not then. The question hung in the dark between us like a lit fuse neither of us dared reach for.

Now, though?

Now the answer was clear.

She was glowing from being watched. Breathing deeper. Sitting taller. That part of her—the one that used to ask for permission—was gone. She didn’t need my permission. She was already walking through the door we’d left cracked open.

And the part of me that used to hesitate?

He was gone too.

She sounded high on it. Alive. Feral.

And in that moment, I imagined it.

I pictured her sliding off this bench and walking straight to him. No hesitation. Just that sway in her hips and a look over her shoulder to make sure I was still watching. He’d rise to meet her—young, eager, unsure if this was a dream. And she’d sit on his lap, thighs spread, her dress riding up high enough to make his breath catch.

She’d lean in close, whisper something in his ear while her fingers trailed down his chest. But her eyes—those would stay locked on me. Even as his hand slid up her thigh. Even if his lips found her neck.

I wouldn’t move. I wouldn’t interfere.

Not yet.

I’d sit exactly where I was now, cock throbbing, drink untouched, watching the woman I married turn into something unholy and beautiful right in front of me.

And if she came back wet, ruined, marked by his hands but aching for mine? Even better.

Because that fantasy?

That wasn’t about losing her.

That was about earning what came next.

And it didn’t stop there.

I imagined her still sitting on his lap, her thighs spread, her breath hitched. Maybe his hand slid between them, fingers brushing that barely-there thong. She’d tilt her head and moan—softly, not for him, but for me. Her eyes would never leave mine. Not even when his fingers pushed the fabric aside and slid into her.

I wouldn’t move. Not an inch. Just sit there, drinking her in.

And later, after it was over—after she came undone in front of both of us—I’d take her to the nearest bathroom, lock the door, and press her against the wall. Her pussy would still be wet, still smell like him, still tremble from being opened by someone else.

I’d fuck her hard. Fast. Fingers tangled in her hair, her dress still bunched around her waist, her moans echoing off tile.

And that look in her eyes? That wild, electric look that only I knew how to read?

That’s what I’d fuck out of her.

Because that wouldn’t be jealousy.

That would be reclamation.

"You’ve never looked more fuckable," I said, without flinching.

Her smile was pure sex. Part challenge, part promise.

"You want to see what happens next?"

Her voice wasn’t teasing anymore. It was darker. Hungrier. Like she wanted permission to be ruined.

God, yes.

I didn’t say it aloud. Didn’t need to.

She licked her lips slowly, her eyes flicking from mine to his and back again. I slid my hand under the hem of her dress and rested it there, firm on her thigh. The bass beat from the speakers synced with my pulse. Her skin was searing. Not the heat of arousal—but something deeper, like she’d already made up her mind to be taken.

Then, I let my gaze drift. Slowly. To the man across the bar.

He was already looking at me.

His expression wasn’t smug or challenging—just steady. Like he’d already been invited to the game. Like he’d noticed the shift too. Like he understood that whatever this was—it wasn’t just about her anymore.

He raised his glass slightly. Just a few inches. A silent toast. A nod that said: I see you.

I didn’t raise mine. I didn’t need to. My hand slid a little further up her thigh instead, thumb grazing bare skin.

Beside me, Ava adjusted her seat, like she felt the moment settle into something heavier. Her breath hitched—not loud, but enough that I felt it ripple through her body into mine.

There it was.

The unspoken game.

Three players.

Three roles.

And all of us willing to play.

Then back to her.

And I nodded.

"Let’s talk about what we’re okay with."

She leaned in, close enough that I felt her breath at the corner of my mouth.

"What if I let him touch me... while you watch?"

My pulse kicked. My hand tensed on her thigh. My cock throbbed against the inside of my jeans.

She pulled back just enough to study my face, eyes dark and serious now, not playful.

"Would you stop me?" she asked.

I couldn’t speak. Not right away. Every fantasy I’d ever half-admitted to was suddenly here, breathing beside me in silk and heat and perfume.

I slid my hand higher, just under the hem of her dress, tracing her inner thigh with the barest pressure until my thumb brushed the edge of that tiny gold-stringed thong.

"Only if you forget to look at me when you do it," I said.

She smiled again, slower this time.

And the night and along with it, our story, shifted.


Chapter 5 
Her POV: Say It Out Loud

The room felt cooler than it was—air-conditioning humming softly, curtains fluttering from the breeze sneaking in through the cracked balcony door. I hadn’t taken off the dress. It still clung to me like a second skin, silk damp with sweat, arousal, something else I couldn’t name.

The fabric bunched under my breasts where I’d tugged it earlier, still holding the creases from when Ryan had gripped my hips through it. The silk stuck to the insides of my thighs, kissed the damp seam between my legs. I could still feel it—damp, slick, that deep pulse of heat that hadn’t faded, even hours later.

I shifted slightly near the open balcony door. The breeze caught the hem of the dress and fluttered it against my bare legs, making me clench instinctively. My nipples were still hard. The thin material brushed against them with every breath. It didn’t feel like lingerie. It felt like a mark. Like a reminder.

Ryan was quiet, sitting at the edge of the bed, shirt unbuttoned, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His drink sat untouched on the nightstand. The silence wasn’t tense. Just full.

I watched him for a moment. The way his forearms rested on his knees. The slow rise and fall of his chest. He hadn’t looked at me yet, but I could feel his attention coiled, like a spring. There was something deliberate in the way he was waiting.

My hand slid down the side of my hip, adjusting the cling of the dress over my ass. I pressed my thighs together. Just standing there made me restless—needy in a way that had nothing to do with climax, and everything to do with being seen.

I turned from the balcony, crossed the room barefoot, and sat on the bed facing him. I didn’t curl up next to him. I sat facing him, deliberate in every inch of it.

He looked up. His eyes were heavy, dark, unreadable. But they dragged over me like a touch—starting at my legs, pausing at the swell of my breasts, then landing on my face.

I said it plain. "I don’t want to pretend tonight didn’t mean anything."

His gaze didn’t shift. He nodded, slow. "Neither do I."

I exhaled. The words had weight, but they didn’t break anything. They built something.

I smoothed the hem of my dress over my thighs, not because it needed fixing, but to give my hands somewhere to go. I could still feel the faint ache between my legs. The buzz.

"So," I said, tucking my legs up beneath me. "Can we talk about what this  is? What we’re okay with?"

He took a beat. Then nodded again. "Yeah. We should."

I glanced down, heart thudding. My fingers tugged the dress lower even as I shifted closer.

"If it happens... you stay. In the room."

His eyes didn’t leave mine. "Of course."

I nodded, letting that settle.

My voice came quieter next. "No surprises. Nothing I don't see coming."

"Right," he said. "No one touches you unless you want them to. You set the pace. I just watch."

The word watch  sent a pulse between my legs. I swallowed.

"And... I can stop it at any moment."

"With a word," he said. "Just say 'red' and it's done."

I shifted again on the bed, and that’s when he reached for me—not urgently, not possessively. Just his hand, resting gently on my knee. A warm anchor. Steady.

"And after?" I asked, voice softer.

His thumb stroked the inside of my knee, slow and sure. "You come back to me."

I closed my eyes for a second. That part mattered most.

There was a silence, not awkward, but full of charge. His thumb kept circling gently over my skin.

Then I said the thing I hadn’t said out loud. Not ever.

"I want to be watched."

He stilled. Then leaned in, elbows on knees, eyes locked to mine.

"I want you to see it," I continued, pulse thudding in my throat. "Not just the act. The wanting. I want you to see me want someone else. I want you to see me choose  it. Not because I need more, but because it makes me feel more of this. "

I hesitated. There was a brief flicker of panic that I’d said too much. That naming the fantasy might kill it. That he'd look at me differently now.

But his voice came steady. "You don’t belong to me, Ava. You choose me. That’s why this works."

My heart clenched. That was it. That was the difference.

I let out a shaky breath. "So..." I whispered. "If he came back with us tomorrow... would you stay?"

His answer was instant. "I wouldn’t leave."

The air shifted. I felt it like a click. Like a door unlocking.

My body relaxed. Not in relief. In certainty.

I leaned forward—a breath, enough for him to catch the scent of me—sticky silk, sweat, sex. His hand was already on my thigh, but now it slid higher, fingers tracing the damp imprint of heat through the dress.

He didn’t say a word. Didn’t need to.

The next sound was fabric shifting. My breath caught as he pushed the dress up, slow and reverent, baring my thighs inch by inch. He groaned when he saw I was still wet—that I’d been soaking the entire time we talked.

I rolled onto my back and opened my legs.

His mouth was on me in seconds.

Hungry. Filthy. Tongue dragging through my folds like he needed to taste every word I’d said. My hips bucked off the bed as he licked me slow, then fast, then sucked hard enough to make me cry out.

"You want to be watched?" he growled, voice muffled against my pussy. "Let me show you what they’d see."

He pushed two fingers inside and fucked me while he kept his mouth latched to my clit. My thighs shook. I clawed at the sheets. The first orgasm hit me before I even had time to brace for it—sudden and soaking, like my body had been waiting to snap loose.

He climbed up and pulled the dress down just far enough to expose my breasts. Then he sucked one nipple into his mouth, groaning against my skin while his cock pressed thick and hard against my thigh.

"Condom?" I gasped, already drunk on the rhythm of him.

"No," he growled. "I need to feel you."

He pushed in slow. Thick and deep, possessive in every thrust.

We both moaned. His hands locked around my wrists, pinning them to the bed. He fucked me like he couldn’t hold back anymore. There was no buildup, no restraint—just raw hunger in every thrust, making the bed creak and my thighs tremble.

I came again. Then again.

"Look at me," he said, pulling out until just the tip remained, then slamming back in.

My head tipped back. He licked the sweat from my throat. I felt him everywhere. The slap of skin. The heat of his breath. The way he filled me so deep I forgot my own name.

"You’re going to let him see this?" he growled.

I nodded, crying out as he rolled his hips again.

"Then he better know..." He thrust once, brutal and perfect. "You’ll still come harder for me."

When he came, it was loud, deep inside me, his body shuddering over mine. I held him through it, the dress bunched at my waist, my thighs still spread.

Neither of us spoke.

Not because there was nothing to say.

But because we knew exactly what we’d just done.

Chosen it.

Together.

He stayed inside me for a moment, panting against my neck, his breath warm and damp where it touched my collarbone. Neither of us moved. There was nothing rushed in this now—only weight. Only aftermath. The slick slide of our bodies still pressed together.

When he finally pulled out, I gasped softly, and we both watched the slow drip of his cum leaking from between my thighs, wetting the silk of the dress still bunched around my hips.

"Fuck," he whispered, low and reverent, pressing a kiss to the side of my knee. "That’s what they’d see."

I laughed—a short, giddy sound that surprised both of us. My hand slid through his hair, fingers curling at the base of his neck. He turned his face into my palm and nuzzled it.

His mouth brushed the inside of my thigh. "You looked unreal. You sounded feral."

I moaned softly at the words, thighs twitching. My body still trembled with aftershocks.

We stayed like that—his hand stroking my side, his breath warm against my skin. Not claiming. Not rushing.

Just there.

A little buzz of joy sparked under my skin. I felt seen. Fucked. Worshipped.

It didn’t feel like an ending.

It felt like the beginning of something way dirtier.

The next morning, I slipped out to the pool with a towel slung low around my hips. The tiny bikini bottom I'd packed underneath dug slightly into my hips with every step, the string biting just enough to remind me of the night before. I could still feel the ache in my thighs—not pain, but proof. My core throbbed faintly with every step down the stairs, each movement teasing out memories of Ryan's mouth, his cock, the way he’d filled me like he owned me.

The sunlight hit my skin as I stepped out. I adjusted the halter over my chest, not to cover up—but to emphasize. My nipples pushed against the thin fabric, aching a little, still tender from his mouth. I tugged the edge a little tighter, knowing exactly what it did to the view.

As I walked across the pool deck, hips swaying with deliberate slowness, I spotted him—the same guy from last night. Sitting at the edge, legs in the water, no shirt, just swim trunks and that same quiet confidence.

He looked up.

His eyes didn’t blink.

They dipped to my chest. Dragged lower.

Then slowly came back up to meet mine.

He adjusted his position—subtle, but unmistakable.

And he smiled. Not the polite kind. The kind that said: I remember every inch of you.

I didn’t pretend it was innocent.

"Hey," I said, stepping into his sun. "About last night."

He looked up. "Yeah?"

"I’m not looking for games. Just something real. Direct."

He nodded, eyes dipping briefly to my chest, then back to my face. "Okay."

"Can I get your number?"

He grinned and handed me his phone.

That afternoon, back in the room, I sat on the bed with the screen open and my heart thudding.

Come by tonight. I want you to touch me. While my husband watches.

I stared at the message. My finger hovered.

And for one long second, I imagined it:

His hands on my thighs. The hem of my dress hiked up. My legs parted. Ryan watching from the chair across the room—calm, hard, waiting to take me back when it was done.

I hit send.

My hand shook.

Not with fear.

With excitement.

I turned to Ryan, phone still in hand.

"I want you to watch me."

He didn’t just smile. His eyes dragged down my body, clocking the way the dress still clung to me from the night before. His hand slid between my thighs, grazing where I was still slick. Not possessive. Just reminding me—he knew every part.

Then he leaned in and whispered against my lips, "Then show me what I’ll be watching."

His hand slid around my waist, fingers resting low.

And just like that, it was no longer fantasy.

It was happening.


Chapter 6 
His POV: I Stayed

The sun had dipped below the edge of the water hours ago, but the air still carried a low, lazy warmth—the kind that stuck to your skin like memory. The room was dim, lit only by a single lamp near the balcony and the ambient gold spilling in from outside. I sat on the edge of the bed, fully dressed. I wore a black button-down, sleeves rolled once, slacks cleanly pressed. No tie. No nerves. Just tension—measured and deliberate. My drink sat in my right hand, condensation trailing down the glass. My left hand rested on my thigh, fingers twitching with something I wouldn’t call anxiety. This wasn’t fear. This was readiness.

I checked the clock. She hadn't. She didn’t need to. Her body knew the time. Her chest rose just a little faster, and the air in the room seemed to still around her. Like it was waiting. Like we both were.

The knock came at 7:04 PM.

Not loud. Not hesitant. Just... ordinary.

But nothing about what was about to happen was.

I didn’t move.

She did.

Ava stood by the dresser, barefoot, her silhouette half-drenched in the lamplight. She hadn’t asked me what to wear, but she knew. We’d picked the dress together in Miami months ago. It was a dusky bronze slip with a plunging neckline that dipped past her sternum and hugged every soft, delicious curve with zero apology. It clung to her breasts like it worshipped them, the fabric sheer enough to hint at the shadows of her nipples, but not so obvious that it looked desperate. No bra. Of course. No need. The hem barely reached her mid-thigh, and every step she took shifted the fabric just enough to tease the soft swell of her ass. A delicate chain rested around her neck, catching the light every time she moved. Her skin shimmered faintly—some kind of body oil that made her glow like she was lit from within. And that gold anklet. The one she only wore when she wanted to be watched. When she wanted to feel owned without being touched. The same one from the bar. The one that made men stare and made me want to mark her in every way I could.

She wasn’t wearing panties. I knew that without needing to ask. That dress clung to her body like it had memorized her, outlining every curve, every sway. When she shifted, I caught the faintest glimpse of bare hip where the fabric parted too far. Her thighs gleamed from whatever lotion she’d used, and I imagined the slick heat waiting beneath.

She moved toward the door, hips swaying slowly, not exaggerated, but fully aware of the moment. Her hair was down, soft waves brushing the tops of her breasts. She held silent. Didn’t ask. She just looked back once, eyes flickering to mine.

And I nodded.

My cock pressed hard against the front of my slacks. Not from the dress. From the way she looked at me  before walking away.

She opened the door.

***

He stepped in like he’d been invited to a party he was already familiar with. Tall, maybe 6’1, lean and young. Early twenties. Black. Close-cut hair. Smooth, deep brown skin that practically shimmered under the ambient lighting. A tight grey t-shirt stretched across his chest and upper arms, and I noticed the glint of a thin silver chain at his collarbone. His eyes scanned the room once. Not in a panic. Not searching. Just situational awareness. Ava. Me. The low lighting. The bed.

He was built—not bulky, but athletic in a way that suggested use, not posing. The grey t-shirt clung to a chest that had seen work, sweat, motion. His arms were lean and strong, veins faint beneath that rich dark skin that would look obscene against white sheets and my wife’s softer thighs. There was youth in him, yes—but also restraint. Energy held back on purpose. And when I looked at him, I didn’t see a stranger. I saw the man who was about to become the third cock in my wife’s life—and the first that wasn’t white. The first that wasn’t mine. The first that would stretch her open in a way she hadn’t yet experienced.

Then he looked at her again.

And then me.

His jaw flexed once. Subtle. Not nerves—control. Like he’d walked into a room he wanted to devour, but knew better than to rush.

Just a flicker of the eyes. A silent acknowledgment. No confusion. No pause.

The air didn’t tense. It settled.

I didn’t rise. Just offered the smallest nod.

He seemed to understand the power dynamic instantly. Not because I was dominant or barking orders. But because I didn’t need to say a word to still be the center of the room.

Ava hadn’t said anything either. She just watched him with a softness I recognized—a glow of nerves masked in sensuality.

Her chest lifted on a sharper breath. One hand drifted to her wrist, fingers brushing the anklet absently, like her body remembered exactly what that meant. Her thighs pressed a little closer together, knees angling inward for just a moment, a tell she’d never managed to hide when she was already getting wet. The same look she’d given me the first night I’d told her to take off her panties at dinner and leave them under the table.

He took one step inside. His hand slid casually into his pocket.

"You sure?" he asked her, voice low. He didn’t smirk, didn’t swagger. His tone was clean. Direct.

Her breath caught, shoulders lifting slightly as she shifted her weight. Her eyes dragged slowly over his chest, the line of his neck, the easy confidence in the way he stood there—then past him, back to me. Not for reassurance. For permission to savor it.

She didn’t answer with words.

She turned slightly toward me, the side of her dress shifting just enough to reveal the line of her thigh. Her lips parted, her breath shaky, and her gaze—God, her gaze—met mine like a thread tying us across the space.

And that was her answer.

It’s funny what you feel in a moment like that. You’d think it would be jealousy. Or insecurity. Maybe even panic. But for me, it was arousal. Yes. But also clarity.

This wasn’t chaos. This wasn’t slipping. It was sharp. Controlled. Real.

I’d fantasized about it for so long. Whispered versions of it late at night after she came on my fingers, talked her through it while I stroked her from behind, told her what it would look like, how it might feel, what I’d say, what I wouldn’t. What I’d never have admitted sober, maybe. But always hoped she heard.

I’d once told her, half-drunk and hard at midnight, how I wanted to see her stretched open by another man. Not just anyone—someone who’d make her breath hitch just by walking into the room. Her hand had slid between her legs before I’d even finished the sentence. And now, it wasn’t theory. It was happening.

My cock throbbed beneath the slacks, thick and pinned awkwardly against my thigh. I hadn't touched myself. Hadn’t needed to. Just watching her come to life like this had every muscle in my body tight and burning.

And I didn’t feel small.

I felt alive.

This wasn’t her being taken from me. This was her stepping fully into the fantasy we’d both built. The way she stood now—hips tilted slightly, chin high, lips slightly parted—was the embodiment of everything I’d coaxed out of her over the years.

He was a good-looking guy. Tanned. Younger. His body had a tension to it—testosterone wrapped in manners. He had the kind of stamina youth granted—longer, harder, untested. I wasn’t blind to it. I just knew that watching her take it would undo me. I didn’t hate him for it. I didn’t compare. Because this wasn’t about him.

This was about her.

And what it did to me  to see her like that.

She looked back again. Not to ask.

To check.

To connect.

And I gave her what she needed. Not permission. Just presence.

Part of me wanted to reach for her, just for a second. Not to stop her. To remind her. That whatever happened next, I’d still be the one holding her after.

She stood near the foot of the bed now, breath uneven, eyes flickering between us. Then her fingers—graceful, trembling slightly—reached for the strap of her dress. But she stopped.

Turned to me.

That look.

It held everything: hunger, nerves, vulnerability, need. A silent question: Are we really doing this?

I met her eyes and nodded.

“I’m here,” I said.

Her shoulders relaxed. Not all the way. But enough.

Her fingers moved again, brushing over her own hip like muscle memory, like she didn’t even realize what she was doing. A slow glide. She touched the hem of the dress but didn’t lift it yet. The fabric had already ridden high—barely covering the base of her ass. A single tug and I’d see the slick shimmer of her thighs, maybe more. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the dress like they wanted to be seen. That bronze silk wasn’t hiding anything. It was framing the meal.

The younger man stepped forward. His stance shifted—shoulders squared, chest fuller. I saw it. The bulge growing under his jeans. He wasn’t playing at confidence. He was hard, already, and trying not to rush. And she noticed. I saw the way her breath caught when her eyes dipped below his belt.

She stepped out of her heels. The room went still. Her bare feet kissed the floor with a quiet confidence. Nothing between her and the choice she was about to make. She looked taller. Wilder. Ready.

And I saw it—just for a split second—the way her knees trembled. A small shake. Not fear. Not hesitation. Just too much electricity for her to stay still. That tremble did something to me. Made me want to unzip, take her first, fuck her slow while he watched—just to remind us both what was his and what was borrowed. But it was the overwhelming electricity of the moment surging through her.

She didn’t shatter. She unfolded.

She bloomed.

The silence before touch is a living thing.

He moved closer, slow. No rush. His hand found her waist first—just his fingers, nothing aggressive, no force. Just the claim of presence. Her stomach flexed under his touch, a tremor barely visible but unmistakable. Then the other hand came up, cupping her jaw so gently I almost didn’t see it.

Ava exhaled. Sharp, needy. Her head tipped just slightly into his palm.

He kissed her.

Not tentative. Not greedy. But deep . Full. Their mouths met like magnets, like her body had already made the decision. Her arms went around his neck, and she melted into it. But even then— even then —her eyes flicked back to me before the kiss broke. Just a heartbeat, a glance, a tether that didn’t fray.

This wasn’t a woman cheating. This wasn’t absence.

She was right here. With me. And him.

The young man reached for the strap of her dress. He didn’t yank it down. He slid it off her shoulder slowly, deliberately, and let it fall like he understood what the moment meant. My breath caught.

Every inch of revealed skin felt like unwrapping a secret I already knew—but watching someone else discover it. Her breasts spilled free, nipples taut, the glow of her body oil shimmering under the low light. He touched her with reverence. Fingers brushing the side of her ribcage, down to her hip, pausing just long enough to drag the tension out.

She didn’t flinch.

She arched into it.

Her thighs parted more than I’d ever seen them, her hips lifting before he even coaxed them. She was moaning in soft gasps, her back already starting to arch as he kissed his way down her chest.

He laid her down on the bed. And I stayed seated, just a few feet away. Not hidden. Not removed. There. Present. Harder than I’d ever been. Watching.

He kissed his way down her stomach, slower now. Purposeful. When he reached the crease of her thighs, he didn’t rush—just looked at her, lips parted like he was about to feast.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” he asked, voice low, thumb brushing her inner thigh.

She nodded, hips lifting slightly. “Since the bar,” she whispered. “Since you looked at me like you could taste me.”

And then he did.

His mouth met her soaked pussy with a groan, tongue parting her like he was starved for it. She gasped, then cried out as he licked her from base to clit, slow and firm. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her hips jerking with every swipe of his tongue.

“Fuck—oh God—” she moaned, heels digging into the mattress. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He ate her like she was the main course. Wet, loud, filthy. He sucked her clit between his lips, flicking it lightly before plunging his tongue deep again.

Her thighs started to shake. Her moans lost rhythm. Her back arched.

“You gonna cum on my tongue, pretty wife?” he said, pausing only long enough to speak against her pussy.

“Yes. Yes—please…”

And she did.

The orgasm hit her hard—hips jerking, thighs clenching around his head, her whole body trembling as she came with a guttural cry. He didn’t stop until her hands tugged at his hair, trying to pull him back, too sensitive to take more.

He pulled away finally, licking his lips like he’d just tasted something rare. “You taste like you were made for this.”

Still flushed and catching her breath, she blinked up just as he rose to his knees—his body looming, cock glistening with pre-cum, thick and dark, a pulsing promise between them. He gripped the base of it—thick, dark, heavy—and let it rest on her stomach, the tip landing well above her navel.

Her eyes widened, mouth slack, breath catching as the weight of him hovered so close she could feel the heat roll off his cock like a warning.

“Ever had one this big before?” he asked, his voice teasing but low.

She shook her head, still stunned. “No. Never.”

He teased the crown of his cock through her slick folds—up, down, then around her clit in slow, wet circles—letting the pre-cum smear into her with every stroke like a warning of what was coming. Her hips lifted involuntarily.

“You want it?”

“Don’t make me beg.”

He grinned. “A good wife earns it.”

He guided her hand to his shaft. She wrapped both hands around it—barely managing the full girth—and stroked it slowly. The weight of it made her gasp. Her grip shifted, fingers curling to feel the heat of him pulse. Her thumb swiped over the thick bead of pre-cum pooling at the tip, and she rubbed it in circles, spreading it over the wide head like lube, watching it shine. Her lips parted as he throbbed in her hands.

"Jesus," she breathed. "You're huge."

He chuckled low. "You’ve barely touched me. Wait till I’m inside."

She leaned down and kissed the crown of it. Soft, reverent. Her tongue flicked out, catching another droplet that had formed. She moaned at the taste—then opened wider, letting the thick head slide past her lips.

Her cheeks hollowed. She bobbed slowly, reverently, her eyes flicking up to him as spit slicked her lips and chin. One hand stroked his base, the other cupped his balls, gentle but eager.

He groaned low, one hand resting lightly at the back of her head. “That’s it. Fuckin’ beautiful mouth.”

She moaned around him, taking more with every pass. The sound was wet, needy, obscene—and when she pulled back, gasping, a thick strand of saliva still connected them.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “You’re so big.”

“Open for me, baby, It's time for my boy here to get introduced to that sweet pussy,” he murmured holding his cock at its base and giving the mammoth a little wiggle.

She braced herself—one hand on his chest, the other gripping the sheets—as he moved back to between her legs. He didn’t rush. His hand caressed up her thigh, coaxing her open, then slid down between her folds, teasing until she whimpered.

“Feel that?” he said, letting the swollen head press right where she needed it. “You’re soaked.”

He rubbed it slowly through her folds again, circling her clit, and she gasped, hips jerking.

“You ready for all of it?” he asked, lowering himself.

She nodded, flushed and panting.

He leaned over her now, eyes locked to hers as he lined himself up. She was panting. Writhing.

His hand gripped the base of his cock—thick, dark, swollen—and slapped it once against her soaked pussy. The sound cracked through the air like punctuation, and she gasped, her hips jerking. He rubbed the tip along her folds, slow, deliberate, until her moan turned into a beg.

"Please."

He pressed in—but not all the way. Not yet.

Instead, he paused halfway, grinding slow, deep circles against her. The kind of grind that didn’t aim to thrust—just to stretch . Her breath caught hard. Her hands flew to his hips as if to hold herself open.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “I can feel everything.”

“Yeah?” he murmured, voice tight. “You feel how deep I am already?”

She nodded, biting her lip, her body squirming as he rocked again—still shallow, just enough for her walls to clench around the thickest part of him.

I watched as she looked down, watching his cock move just barely inside her. Her lips parted in awe.

“It doesn’t feel real,” she said.

He gave a grin, then finally thrust all the way in.

She screamed. Not loud—but wrecked. Raw.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her fingers clawed at the sheets. He filled her impossibly, stretching her wide. Her thighs trembled as he bottomed out, fully seated inside her. She whimpered, the sound high and frantic, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist.

"So fucking deep," she breathed.

He grinned, one hand sliding under her ass to tilt her hips, the other pressing against her stomach. "You feel that? Every inch."

She nodded wildly, eyes shut, biting her lower lip as he began to move—slow thrusts at first, then harder. The bed creaked under them. Her breasts bounced with every impact. And still, her eyes kept flicking toward me.

Then he pulled out.

He grabbed her thighs, flipped her over smoothly, and yanked her ass up. She cried out at the sudden movement, but didn’t hesitate. Her back arched, ass high, pussy leaking. He spanked her—once, twice—then slid back in from behind with a filthy grunt.

"Fuck yes," she cried. "God, you're big."

Her hands reached back, spreading herself open for him. He gripped her hips and pounded into her harder now, the sound of skin on skin loud and rhythmic.

"You like being used like this in front of him?" he growled.

"Yes! Yes!"

He leaned over, reached around, and groped her tits while fucking her from behind. She came again, sudden and hard, moaning his name and mine in the same breath. And still— still —she turned her head toward me, drool on her lips, eyes half-wild with bliss.

Then he flipped her again, this time guiding her down to her knees.

"Open up," he said.

She did—mouth wide, tongue out, eyes up. He fed her his cock, slow and firm, gripping her hair. She moaned around it, saliva spilling. Her hands gripped his thighs as he rocked his hips, fucking her throat. She gagged once, and he pulled back just enough, whispering, "Good girl."

When he pulled out, she gasped for air, strings of spit connecting her lips to his cock. Her face was flushed, messy, beautiful .

He laid back on the bed and guided her to straddle him. She sank down onto him again with a broken moan. Her tits bounced, her hips grinding hard. He gripped her ass, thrusting up into her from below.

"Ride it," he growled.

She did—desperate and loud, nails raking down his chest.

"Who taught you to ride cock like this, baby?" he growled.

She gasped, grinding down harder. "My husband... Ryan."

"Damn right," he said. "Good little wife—show him how filthy you can be."

She bounced faster, tits swaying wildly, hair clinging to her sweat-slick face. Her moans turned needy.

"Say it," he demanded, thumb teasing her nipple.

"I'm his," she cried. "Always his—while I’m riding your big cock."

"That’s it," he groaned. "Take it. Show him who owns your heart—while I ruin this pussy." Her orgasm built again, shuddering through her. She cried out, nearly collapsing against him.

I stood now. Walked over. Close. Her eyes found me instantly, her lips still parted around her gasps.

And as he held her in place, I leaned in and kissed her—deep, dirty, full of everything. Her moan caught in my mouth, hips jerking, the way a live wire might flinch before it surrenders to the current.

She came again. Harder than before. Shuddering. Collapsing. Clinging to him—but only looking  at me.

I stepped back, sat on the edge of the bed. Not to interrupt. But to see her clearly.

I didn’t watch him.  I watched her.

Her body spoke louder than any words ever could.

Her hips rocked without inhibition, not shy anymore. Her thighs shook. Her hair was stuck to her cheeks, damp with sweat. Her nipples were peaked and flushed, and I could see the exact moment the stretch of him made her whimper—not from pain, but from sheer fullness. She gripped his arm, nails digging in, but her head turned to me .

Her mouth slack, her eyes wild.

And still— still —that tether held.

She came like something snapping—loud, trembling, her body jerking violently off the bed, hips flailing as if the orgasm had torn through her spine. Her moan cracked open and flooded the room. Her hands clutched at anything she could reach—his skin, the sheets, her own breasts. Her head turned into the mattress, then back to me.

She didn’t hide.

She didn’t blush.

She just looked at me like I was the only thing keeping her grounded while her body broke open.

I had never loved her more than in that moment.

He held her hips tighter now, thrusts growing ragged. His voice dropped into something primal. “Fuck—I’m close.”

Ava nodded, dazed and high, still riding him with what strength she had left. “Do it. Fill me. I want it.”

He groaned loud and buried himself deep inside her. His back arched, and I watched his whole body tense as he came—thick and hard, cock pulsing inside her. Her mouth dropped open as she felt it, and it triggered something in her too.

She came again. A third time. A final wave. Her body seized, convulsed, collapsed forward over his chest with a raw, keening moan.

His cock slipped out, wet and glistening, cum seeping down her thighs.

***

When it ended, there was no ceremony. No awkward shuffle. He pulled out, slow, careful, respectful. His cock still glistening, still hard, but he backed away.

As he grabbed his jeans and slid them back on, he glanced at us—at me, then her. And then he smirked—low, knowing, like he’d just left a gift he knew we’d unwrap again someday.

"If you two ever wanna do this again before ya'll head outta here," he said, adjusting himself with one hand, "just shoot me a text. Day or night, I'll be here—to stretch out that sweet pussy and feel her lips around me again."

He winked once at Ava. Then nodded at me.

"Anytime."

He tugged his shirt over his head, muscles still gleaming with sweat, then grabbed his wallet and phone off the side table. His cock had finally softened, but it still hung thick and proud as he zipped it in his jean with the lazy confidence of a man who knew he’d just rewritten someone’s marriage.

He took one last look at Ava—still sprawled and slick, breathless on the bed—then gave me a knowing nod. “You’ve got a good one,” he said. “And she’s got a good man. Don’t be strangers.”

With that, he turned and headed for the door, his steps slow but certain, leaving behind the heavy scent of sex and something even deeper—permission, perhaps. Or the memory of something unleashed.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Silence, but not stillness.

Ava didn’t reach for a sheet. Didn’t cover herself. She turned, bare, glowing, and walked straight to me.

Her thighs still trembled. Her lips were red and parted. Her skin smelled like sweat, oil, and sex.

She climbed into my lap without a word.

Not submissive. Not ashamed.

Just mine.

She folded into me like she needed my body to hold her shape.

I wrapped my arms around her. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and her head tucked under my jaw. I could feel her pulse. Still fast. Still stunned.

“You were perfect,” I whispered into her hair.

She didn’t cry.

But she shook.

My hand ran down her thigh. Her slickness was still wet between her legs, hot against my pants.

My cock stirred under her, but I didn’t move. Didn’t unzip. Not here. Not yet.

“This,” she said, breath hitching against my neck, “this was the scariest part. Being seen like that. And still being yours.”

I pulled her face up. Looked into her.

“You always were."

I didn’t let her go.

Her skin was flushed, slick, still trembling from what she’d just been through—but her arms wrapped around me like I was home. I stood with her in my arms, my cock aching against the wet heat of her, and carried her to the bed. Not as a reaction. As a declaration.

I laid her down and followed her onto the mattress, my body covering hers, my mouth already moving over her neck. She whimpered when I kissed her collarbone, her fingers dragging up into my hair.

Her thighs were still slick with his cum. But when I slid between them, she didn’t flinch. She opened wider. Welcoming.

"I need to feel you," she breathed. "Now."

I pushed inside her in one long, slow thrust. The heat, the stretch, the slick resistance from what he left behind—it was overwhelming. I groaned against her mouth as she gasped into mine.

“You’re still dripping with him,” I growled, my voice rough as I rocked deeper. “But this pussy? It’s still mine. Every. Fucking. Inch.”

Her nails raked down my back. “Yes. Yours. Always yours. Even when I'm full of him.”

I fucked her slow at first—deep, dragging thrusts that made her legs shake again. She was so sensitive, every stroke made her breath hitch.

Her arms wrapped tight around my shoulders as I moved faster. Her moans turned guttural. Her eyes never left mine.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Feel me take it back.”

“I never gave it away,” she cried out. “You were watching the whole time. I needed you to see me baby.”

She was close again. I could feel it in the way her body fluttered around me, the way her hips chased every thrust.

I reached between us and rubbed her clit with the heel of my hand, grinding into her just right. She arched and screamed my name as she came—again—clenching around me with everything she had left.

I let go seconds later, pulsing deep inside her, burying my cock as far as it would go. My fingers tangled in her hair as I grunted against her mouth, emptying myself where I belonged.

We stayed like that for long moments. Her wrapped around me. Me inside her. Breathing together.

Then I kissed her shoulder and whispered, “Now it’s done.”

***

Much later, the world was quiet again.

Ava was asleep on my chest, one leg thrown over me, bare and warm and weightless.

The window was open. Ocean breeze slipping in. The curtains swayed. It all felt… different. Shifted.

I stared at the ceiling, one arm around her, the other tracing lazy patterns over her hip.

I thought about her moans. Her eyes. The way she came undone. And the way she’d come back to me without hesitation.

My cock stirred again.

I smiled.

This was the first time.

It won’t be the last.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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