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CHAPTER 1




I lounged in my patio chair, the sun's warm rays kissing my skin as I sipped on a chilled margarita, its tangy lime and tequila blend dancing on my tongue. The pool shimmered invitingly before me, a crystalline oasis in our modest backyard. But my gaze was utterly captivated by her—Audrey, my wife, a vision of voluptuous allure that could make even the most stoic man falter. She stood there, peeling down her shorts with a deliberate slowness that bordered on teasing, revealing inch by tantalizing inch of her glorious, phat ass. It was a masterpiece, round and plush, the kind that jiggled with every step and begged to be admired, squeezed, worshipped. Her skin was pale porcelain, adorned with lovely tattoos—a delicate vine of roses curling up her thigh, a playful butterfly fluttering just above her hip, and an intricate mandala blooming across her lower back, each inked design accentuating her curves like erotic embellishments on a canvas of flesh.

Her naughty bits were modestly concealed by a conservative bikini bottom, but oh, how it strained against her fullness, the fabric hugging her like a lover's grasp. Her shirt had already joined the pile of discarded clothes at her side, leaving her succulent boobs—full, natural orbs that defied gravity with their perky bounce—snugly held by an elastic top. They were the stuff of fantasies, heavy yet buoyant, with nipples that peeked through the material like hidden treasures, promising untold delights. Audrey's dark flowing hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her soft, feminine face with its grayish-green eyes that sparkled with a mix of shyness and unspoken fire. She was a classic pin-up reborn, curvy in all the right places: large natural breasts that overflowed any bra she dared to wear, a trim tummy that spoke of her occasional yoga sessions, and that plump, phat ass I lusted over daily. Watching her tits and ass bounce around our home was a perpetual aphrodisiac, stirring my desires even in the most mundane moments.

Yet, despite her brimming physical sexuality, Audrey was shy by nature, a reserved disposition forged in the fires of her awkward youth. She'd confided in me about her "ugly duckling" years, those torturous stretches through middle and high school where she felt invisible, her body not yet blossomed into the bombshell it would become in college. Looking at her now, it seemed impossible—Audrey was a bonafide sexpot, turning heads and igniting lust-filled stares wherever she went. It frustrated me, honestly; I was married to this goddess, yet she downplayed her allure, hiding behind modest clothes and demure smiles. But in private moments like this, when she let her guard down, she was electric, a storm of sensuality waiting to unleash.

My name is Tate Wilson. Audrey and I are both in our early twenties, navigating the exhilarating chaos of young adulthood. I crunch numbers in finance for a trading company downtown, while she molds young minds as a teacher at a local elementary school. We met in our senior year of university, a whirlwind romance that swept us off our feet. Our wedding? A spontaneous affair mere weeks after graduation, sealing our fates in a blur of love and laughter. Life threw curveballs at first—tight budgets, long hours—but we'd recently claimed our slice of the American dream: a cozy home in an up-and-coming neighborhood just outside Denver. Small, yes, with cookie-cutter neighbors echoing our layout, but it was ours, complete with this glorious pool that had become our weekend sanctuary.

A sudden splash yanked me from my reverie as Audrey dove into the water with the grace of a Venusian goddess, her body slicing through the surface like silk. She swam underwater for a lingering moment, emerging at the far end with water streaming down her curves, her tattoos glistening like fresh ink under the sun. Her eyes met mine, a playful glint in them, and I felt that familiar stir in my loins.

I set my margarita on the table and stood, stripping off my shirt in one fluid motion. At 5'9" and 170 pounds, I'm average—fit enough from sporadic gym visits, but no Adonis. I hopped into the pool with far less elegance, creating a chaotic splash that elicited a delighted giggle from Audrey. We swam toward each other, our bodies colliding in a wet embrace, lips meeting in a kiss that tasted of chlorine and desire.

"I don't want to work tomorrow," she pouted, her pretty lips glistening with delicate droplets, full and inviting like ripe fruit begging to be savored.

Our Sunday had been idyllic so far, a lazy escape from the week's grind, but the afternoon sun was dipping lower, casting long shadows that hinted at Monday's inevitability.

I kissed her again, deeper this time, my hands roaming her slick back. "Me neither, babe. Let's both call in sick—claim a mysterious pool-related ailment."

She laughed, a melodic sound that vibrated against my chest. "You know you can't tomorrow... that big meeting."

I smirked, pulling her closer, feeling her succulent boobs press against me. "Tempting fate, are we? Fine, but tonight, you're all mine."

Before she could retort, a booming voice echoed from across the yard. "Oh, hey there, folks!"

It was Benjamin Gray, our neighbor—a middle-aged black man in his fifties, towering at 6'3" with a thick, muscular frame honed from years of calisthenics in the park. He carried about 230 pounds, not all chiseled, but impressively solid for his age, his broad shoulders and defined arms speaking of discipline and strength. Widowed for a decade after his wife's battle with a rare illness—a topic he skirted with quiet pain—he lived alone next door, a friendly giant who'd become our go-to for neighborly chats since we'd moved in. And though he never boasted, I'd caught glimpses during our occasional barbecues: Benjamin was endowed, a big 10-inch veiny cock that strained against his shorts when he lounged, a detail that lingered in my mind with curious intrigue.

Our yards blended seamlessly, separated only by a shift in grass cut—no fence, just Benjamin's impeccably manicured lawn transitioning to ours like a verdant border. He'd retired early, flush with savings from a savvy career, and spent his days tinkering on his home, his shears always at the ready.

"Hey, Benjamin, how's it going?" I called back, waving casually. Audrey instinctively ducked lower in the water, her shyness flaring as she clutched her arms over her chest, convinced her bikini revealed more than it did.

He strolled over, shears in hand, wiping sweat from his brow with a forearm that rippled with muscle. His large frame eclipsed the sun, casting us in momentary shade. "Oh, you know, Tim—just wrestling this yard into submission. It's a never-ending battle, but someone's gotta do it." He paused, glancing down at us with a warm smile, his eyes lingering a beat too long on Audrey's submerged form. "You two sure love that pool. Last folks here barely touched it. Every time I glance over, you're splashing around like kids in a candy store."

He wasn't wrong; the pool was our ritual, a watery playground for unwinding. "Just maximizing our investment," I replied with a grin. "Fancy a margarita? We've got a pitcher that's practically begging to be shared."

He shook his head modestly, his deep voice rumbling like distant thunder. "I'd hate to impose—already barged in like an uninvited guest."

"Nonsense," I insisted, my tone light and inviting. "Audrey, love, could you grab him one? Pretty please?"

I gave her ass a playful pat underwater, feeling its plush give under my palm. She blushed, her cheeks blooming pink, but nodded. "Of course, coming right up."

Audrey ascended the pool stairs slowly, water cascading off her like a sensual waterfall, rivulets tracing paths over her succulent boobs and down her tattooed thighs. Her bikini was conservative, but in hot pink, it hugged her PAWG figure provocatively, the bottoms clinging to her phat ass as she moved. Benjamin's eyes widened subtly—he'd never seen this much of her before—and I felt an odd thrill, a pang of pride mixed with something hotter, more primal, at displaying my wife's curves to our neighbor.

He was polite, averting his gaze mostly, but the appreciation was evident, a quick scan up and down as she handed him the drink. "Here you go," she said sweetly, her voice a soft melody.

"Thank you, miss," Benjamin replied, his tone gracious, though his eyes betrayed a flicker of hunger as he accepted the glass, his large hand dwarfing hers.

Audrey slipped back into the pool beside me, and Benjamin settled into a deck chair. We sipped and chatted—about the neighborhood gossip, his latest park workout routine ("Calisthenics keeps this old body young—pull-ups till my arms scream!"), and our weekend plans. Laughter flowed easily, the margaritas loosening tongues. But eventually, Benjamin bid farewell, thanking us profusely, and we tidied up, retreating indoors as the sun waned.

That evening, passion ignited between Audrey and me. I had her on all fours, thrusting into her from behind, her juicy, phat ass engulfing my six inches with each rhythmic plunge. She moaned softly, her tattoos undulating with every movement, her succulent boobs swaying pendulously beneath her. My mind drifted to the afternoon, and a chuckle bubbled up—imagining Benjamin's reaction if he could witness this erotic tableau.

The thought sparked a fleeting panic; I glanced right, ensuring our bedroom curtain was drawn. Our master suite's expansive window overlooked a narrow side yard, mirroring directly into Benjamin's own bedroom—a quirky design flaw that had led to awkward waves exchanged over the weeks. He seemed unbothered by privacy, often visible in his space, but the proximity meant sounds carried easily. If Audrey's moans escalated, he'd hear every gasp, every cry.

I banished the notion, focusing on her, pounding deeper until my orgasm surged unexpectedly, spilling into her welcoming depths. She whined gently, her body clenching, but tonight, I couldn't push her over the edge. We showered, the steam enveloping us in intimacy, then cuddled in bed, prepping for sleep.

The afternoon memory resurfaced, and in a restless impulse, I murmured, "Did you catch Benjamin eyeing you today?"

Audrey sighed, rolling her eyes playfully. "You always think everyone's checking me out, Tate."

I laughed, tracing a finger along her tattooed hip. "Because they are, love. Especially our strapping neighbor."

She blushed, her grayish-green eyes averting. "Maybe... a little. But it's embarrassing."

"The poor guy's been alone for years," I mused, my tone half-joking, half-thoughtful. "Can't blame him for appreciating beauty. It's probably the highlight of his week."

She slapped my shoulder lightly, giggling. "Pervert! You're awful for even thinking that."

A few weeks passed in domestic bliss, our encounters with Benjamin cordial and helpful—he even volunteered to assist with paving our driveway, his muscular arms making quick work of the task. "Calisthenics pays off," he'd quip, flexing with humorous exaggeration.

Then, the incident that shifted everything: an accidental glimpse that ignited a fire of erotic tension.

Audrey's tits were legendary—Double Ds, natural and bouncy, with no sag, nipples like pert cherries atop succulent mounds. They belonged on a goddess, not my sweet schoolteacher wife.

One weekday morning, I was munching breakfast when she barreled downstairs, shrieking, face flushed crimson. "Tate! Why on earth did you leave the curtains open? The towels are in the dryer, and I strolled out of the bathroom buck naked!"

I blinked, confused at her fury. "Okay... and...?"

"Benjamin was right there! Staring straight at me through his window!"

I nearly choked on my toast, coughing. "Oh shit. I opened them to check the weather—picking up that client today. Sorry, babe, total oversight."

She fumed, hands on hips. "Well, I hope you're thrilled! Our neighbor just got an eyeful of your naked wife—tits, ass, tattoos, the whole shebang!"

I couldn't suppress a laugh; it was harmless Benjamin, and oddly, the idea thrilled me—my PAWG wife unwittingly teasing the older man with her voluptuous form. "What's the big deal? You probably made his decade! He's harmless, Audrey. Think of it as a charitable flash."

She looked aghast, eyes wide. "I'm ecstatic this amuses you! You're unbelievable, Tate Wilson!" She stormed upstairs, slamming the door.

As I headed to work, I bumped into a flustered Benjamin by my car, his muscular frame shifting awkwardly.

"H-Hey, Tim. Look, I'm truly sorry—I just glanced over, and... I heard her scream, and..."

I cut him off with a chuckle, clapping his broad shoulder. "Benjamin, it was an accident. No harm done. Water under the bridge."

He exhaled in relief, his dark eyes grateful. "Jeez, Tim, thanks. I hope you don't mind me saying, but... you're a very lucky man. Audrey's... stunning."

The admission hit like a spark, arousing me inexplicably—hearing him confess after seeing her nude, her succulent boobs and phat ass on display. It was one thing to suspect; another to hear it voiced.

I smirked. "Thanks. I know I am."

If it'd been anyone else, I'd bristle. But from Benjamin? It stirred something deep, a mix of pride and forbidden excitement.

That night, I prepared a surprise dinner—candlelit pasta, wine—as a faux apology. I wasn't truly sorry; I was amused, aroused even.

Audrey arrived home weary but radiant, her curves hugged by her work dress. She thawed gradually, sipping wine. "Sorry for yelling this morning. I know it was accidental—I just felt so... exposed."

I chuckled, serving her plate. "Well, you were, quite literally."

We ate in companionable silence, then I ventured, "Ran into Benjamin as I left for work."

She blushed instantly. "Oh God. I can't face him again. Mortified doesn't cover it."

"It's no biggie, babe. Downplay it." I paused, gauging her. "He actually said I'm a very lucky man—that you have an unbelievably beautiful body, tattoos and all, and should be proud."

I embellished slightly, but it rang true.

She gasped, fork clattering. "He didn't!"

I nodded, eyes twinkling. "He did. And I agreed—told him I know exactly how fortunate I am."

Her blush deepened, not just embarrassment; a spark of excitement flickered in her eyes, the first time in years another man had complimented her nudity. It was intoxicating for her, I could tell.

Minutes later, we were in bed, fucking like starved lovers. Her pussy was drenched, slicker than I'd felt in ages, gripping my cock as she rode me cowgirl, her succulent boobs bouncing hypnotically, tattoos dancing with her rhythm.

"Damn, baby, you're soaking," I groaned, clutching her tits, thumbs circling her nipples.

She moaned, head thrown back, nails digging into my shoulders. "Oh, Tate... yes..."

Emboldened by the heat, I teased, "Maybe we should let Benjamin glimpse those tits daily—keep him motivated for those park workouts."

She slapped my chest, but her tone was breathy, conflicted. "Stop it! That's... that's not funny."

"What? He'd adore another peek at these perfect, succulent beauties." I squeezed them, pinching her nipples just how she loved, eliciting a gasp.

She ground harder, her phat ass slapping against me, pussy clenching as orgasm crashed over her. Her moan was thunderous, echoing—surely audible next door—and it triggered my release, flooding her with my seed.

We collapsed, panting, drifting to sleep without further words, the air thick with unspoken desires.

***

Days blurred into a weekend. Saturday morning, I poured cereal groggily, glancing out the window to spot Audrey and Benjamin chatting by our garden. She was planting herbs, dressed modestly in jeans that hugged her curves, while he assisted, his muscular arms flexing as he handed her tools. Knowing he'd seen her naked stirred a humorous, erotic jealousy in me.

She entered later, sweat-kissed skin glowing. I teased immediately, "Thought you'd never speak to him again. What gives?"

She blushed, fidgeting. "It was awkward at first, okay?"

"What'd he say?" I pressed, pouring her coffee.

"Nothing much—he offered help with the plants, apologized profusely. I said it was my fault." Her blush intensified. "Then he joked that if he could wake up to that view every morning, he'd ditch coffee forever. Said it with this... charming grin."

I burst out laughing. "See? Harmless flirtation. What'd you reply?"

"Nothing coherent—I laughed, I think. Conversation ended there." She sipped her coffee, then eyed me curiously. "You know, I'm surprised you're not more jealous about all this."

I shrugged, pulling her close. "It's Benjamin—he's no threat, just a lonely guy appreciating art. And hey, not my fault you flashed him your masterpieces."

She arched a brow, calling my bluff. "You know what I think? You enjoy this. You like that he saw me naked—gets you all riled up, doesn't it?"

Caught, I grinned. "Maybe I get a kick out of seeing you flustered. But admit it—a part of you enjoyed the thrill, teasing our muscular neighbor."

"Tate!" she exclaimed, but didn't deny, her eyes sparkling.

"Oh, come on, Audrey. I've urged you for years to flaunt that body—you're a goddess. Kinda glad fate intervened."

"You're unbelievable! Married a total perv," she laughed, but kissed me deeply, her body pressing into mine with lingering heat.

Another week vanished, leading to a boozy Sunday brunch with friends—mimosas flowing, laughter abundant. Back home, tipsy and frisky, we pawed at each other on the couch, hands exploring familiar yet ever-exciting territories.

"I crave the pool," Audrey whined, nipping my ear.

"Then let's dive in," I murmured, voice husky.

She giggled upstairs to change, returning in her pink bikini. But alcohol fueled my mischief. "Wait—not so fast. You never wear that skimpy one from Cabo. Cost a fortune, gathering dust."

Her face flushed, but she paused, then ascended wordlessly.

She descended nervously, her succulent boobs barely contained by thin black fabric, nipples teasing the edges. She spun—her phat ass devoured the G-string, tattoos framing the near-nudity like erotic art. She looked divine, vulnerable, aroused.

"I can't go out like this," she whispered, voice trembling.

"Yes, you can—it's a bikini, meant for sun and stares. You're breathtaking."

The drinks swayed her; she scurried outside, diving in hastily.

I changed quickly, emerging to find Benjamin already there, chatting with Audrey. The water's refraction hid much, but her regret was palpable.

"Hey, Tate," Benjamin greeted warmly. "Was offering my famous Moscow Mules—Audrey mentioned your early buzz."

I chuckled. "We aren't lushes, but Sundays? We indulge. 'Sunday Funday,' right?"

He laughed heartily. "That's what the kids say. Mule, then?"

"Sure," I agreed. "Audrey?"

"Sunday-Funday," she echoed shyly.

"Great! Tate, help carry the liquor?" Benjamin asked.

Mischief struck. "Damn, forgot—client email. Babe, assist Benjamin? Be right back."

Her glare could kill, but I retreated inside, phone in hand, feigning work while spying from the window.

Audrey emerged nervously, water dripping from her near-naked form, boobs bouncing, ass on full display. Benjamin's eyes widened, but he composed. "Well... that's a stunning suit, Audrey."

She blushed, drying off hastily. "T-Thanks, Benjamin. Tate insisted."

They crossed to his house, her ass swaying hypnotically. "He has excellent taste," he smirked.

From my kitchen vantage, I watched them in his space—Audrey moving gracefully, half-nude, laughing with him as they mixed drinks. It was surreal, exhilarating: my PAWG wife, tattoos and curves bare, in our neighbor's domain. My cock hardened at the sight, a cocktail of humor, jealousy, and raw desire swirling within me. What emotional depths had we uncovered? This playful exposure was awakening something profound, binding us in shared taboo thrill.


CHAPTER 2




I lounged on the patio, the late afternoon sun casting elongated shadows across the pool's rippling surface, its warmth a lingering caress on my skin. The air hummed with the distant chirp of crickets and the faint scent of chlorine mingling with the tangy remnants of our Moscow Mules. My heart still raced from the voyeuristic thrill of watching Audrey in Benjamin's kitchen, her near-naked body moving with an unwitting sensuality that had stirred something primal in me. Now, as they emerged from his house, crossing the yard with easy strides, I feigned casualness, tossing my phone onto the couch inside before stepping out to join them. Audrey's black bikini—scant as it was—clung to her voluptuous frame like a lover's whisper, the thin straps straining against her succulent boobs, her phat ass jiggling with each step, her tattoos alive under the golden light: the rose vine coiling up her thigh like an invitation, the butterfly poised above her hip as if ready to take flight, and the intricate mandala on her lower back blooming like a secret garden of desire.

"Sorry about that," I said, my voice laced with mock apology, though my eyes were fixed on Audrey, drinking in the way her grayish-green eyes flashed with a mix of fury and exhilaration.

She glared at me, but there was a subtle shift in her posture—no longer the hunched, self-conscious hunch of earlier; she stood taller, her curves on proud display, as if the brief interlude in Benjamin's domain had awakened a dormant confidence.

Benjamin, his muscular black frame towering and solid from years of park calisthenics, set the pitcher down on our wrought-iron table with a thud, wiping his large hands on his shorts. His deep, rumbling voice carried a humorous edge, his eyes twinkling with unapologetic appreciation as they flicked over Audrey's form.

"No worries at all, Tate. Hell, I'm never gonna complain about a beautiful woman in a bikini helping me mix drinks in my kitchen. Makes an old man's day brighter than this damn sun."

Audrey's cheeks flushed a deep crimson, her full lips parting in a shy yet playful smile that revealed the dimples I adored. She shot me another glare, but it softened into something warmer, more intrigued. I chuckled, feeling a surge of ecstatic pride at Benjamin's open compliment—it was bold, yet harmless in his widowed, friendly way.

"I guess that does make sense," I replied, my tone light, though my pulse quickened at the undercurrent of flirtation weaving through our little trio.

Audrey, perhaps sensing the heat building, took Benjamin's remark as her cue to escape, diving back into the pool with a graceful splash that sent droplets arcing like diamonds in the air.

I couldn't resist pressing the moment, leaning toward Benjamin with a conspiratorial grin. "Can you believe I had to twist her arm to wear that thing? She's got this body that could stop traffic, and she acts like it's a secret."

Benjamin's laugh was a low, hearty boom, his broad shoulders shaking as he poured himself another Mule. "She told me as much while we were mixing these bad boys. Glad you did, though—now everybody's a winner here." His eyes lingered on the pool where Audrey surfaced, water streaming down her tattooed skin, her succulent boobs heaving with each breath.

Audrey's eyes widened at our banter, her blush spreading like wildfire across her porcelain skin. She treaded water, her arms crossing instinctively over her chest, though the refraction did little to hide her allure.

"Hello! I'm right here, you two gentlemen—or should I say cavemen? You're embarrassing me half to death!"

Benjamin chuckled, handing me a fresh glass, the ice clinking merrily. He gave me a knowing smile, his voice dropping to a gravelly timbre that carried both respect and raw admiration. "You've got absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about, Audrey. Hell, you're a walking work of art, and I'm sure Tate here agrees with every damn word." He raised his glass in a toast, his gaze respectful yet undeniably appreciative.

I nodded, taking a deep sip of the potent drink, the vodka's bite mingling with the ginger's spice, fueling the carefree vibe settling over our backyard like a warm blanket. "Damn straight. And this Mule? Perfection, man." The alcohol from brunch lingered in my system, loosening inhibitions, turning the afternoon into a hazy dream of laughter and lingering glances.

"Thank you, sir—been perfecting it for years," Benjamin replied, striding to the water's edge to offer Audrey a glass. She accepted it tentatively, her fingers brushing his, and took a sip, her lips wrapping around the rim in a way that made my cock twitch with jealousy and excitement. "Wow," she murmured, licking a stray drop from her lower lip, her voice a soft purr. "It really is good. Sweet but with that kick—kinda like you, Benjamin."

He nodded, pouring his own, his muscular arms flexing subtly. "Careful with those, darlin'. They're tasty as hell, but they'll sneak up and pack a punch harder than my old boxing days."

The three of us eased into the patio chairs, the alcohol inducing a relaxed stupor that blurred the lines between neighborly chat and something more charged. Conversation flowed like the Mules— from my finance woes downtown to Benjamin's tales of early retirement and park workouts ("Calisthenics keeps this body from turning to mush—pull-ups till my arms beg for mercy"), to Audrey's elementary school anecdotes, her laughter bubbling up like champagne. I eventually slipped into the pool beside her, the cool water a stark contrast to the heat building in my veins from watching Benjamin's eyes linger on her curves.

As the cocktails kept pouring, Audrey seemed to adopt the revealing suit as her second skin, entering and exiting the water without a care for Benjamin's increasingly obvious stares. His intoxication made his appreciation blatant—he loved what he saw, his dark eyes tracing her phat ass and succulent boobs with a hunger that was both humorous and arousing. Audrey returned from the house with a tray of cheese and crackers, her glistening body bouncing over to me, leaning down so her massive tits hovered tantalizingly close. I stared, transfixed, and a compliment escaped my lips in a husky growl.

"Goddamn, babe. Look at those things—perfect, succulent tits just begging to be worshipped."

"Tate! We have company!" Audrey scolded, but her smile was embarrassed yet thrilled, her face flushing as she turned to offer the plate to Benjamin.

He'd heard every word, his gaze locked on her heaving chest. "I have to agree with Tate," he said, his voice thick, blushing slightly as the words tumbled out. "That top's all but a formality at this point, barely containing those gorgeous fucking tits."

Audrey reacted with a gasp, her hands flying to her chest in mock horror. "Okay, that's it! Everyone's officially had too much to drink! You're both incorrigible pervs!"

Benjamin and I broke into unified laughter, the sound echoing off the pool, and Audrey rejoined me in the water, her body brushing mine in a way that sent sparks flying. We lingered in silence for a moment, the air thick with unspoken tension, until Audrey decided to turn the tables on Benjamin with a playful jab.

"Why haven't you joined us in the pool, Benjamin? You afraid of the water, or just too chicken to strip down with us?"

He replied, chewing a cracker with his mouth half full, his grin boyish despite his age. "No suit, to be honest. Can't ever remember owning a bathing suit—ain't much call for it when you're solo most days."

I sneaked up behind Audrey, grabbing her waist, pulling her plush body against mine. Hours had slipped by, and I was growing intoxicated not just by the booze but by her exposed form—the way her tattoos gleamed, her curves begged to be touched. I wanted her desperately, and in my drunken haze, I absurdly craved giving Benjamin another show, the emotional thrill of sharing her beauty twisting with humor and desire.

I whispered into her ear, my breath hot. "It would really turn me on if you ditched your top, babe. Let those perfect tits free for me."

She turned, facing me, her eyes wide with shock but sparkling with excitement and intoxication. "Tate, Benjamin's right there. Stop it—you're being ridiculous." Yet her voice trembled, a hint of arousal betraying her words.

I pressed, my hands roaming her back. "C'mon, love. Toss it, and then I'll kick him outta here so I can fuck you like you deserve—hard and deep."

Audrey looked at me with sex blazing in her eyes, whispering, "Fine, but don't get mad at me if you regret this, you dirty-minded husband."

I watched, frozen in anticipation, as she slumped under the water. She slowly untied her top, the thin black fabric floating up like a surrendered flag. My dick stirred instantly at the sight, her succulent boobs now free, nipples hardening in the air as she surfaced. But she wasn't done; deeper in the water, she fiddled, and suddenly her G-string broached the surface. My wife was completely naked, her tattooed body a masterpiece of erotic vulnerability.

She stared at me with a teasing glint, grabbing the balled-up suit and, inexplicably, tossing it at Benjamin. "Found a suit for you, big guy!" she teased, her voice laced with wicked humor.

The wet fabric hit him square in the chest, startling him for a split second before he caught it, bunching it into his pocket with a sly grin. "Souvenir!" he shouted, his wit quick as ever.

We all laughed, but the patio now thrummed with eroticism, the air charged like a storm about to break. Benjamin grabbed his empty glass, shaking it playfully, ice rattling. "I could really use a refill, but I'm just so damned comfortable. I'd really hate to move my lazy ass."

Audrey looked at me, blushing fiercely, her eyes glazed with alcohol and arousal. She shrugged as if to say, "You asked for it, perv."

I watched in immense arousal as she slowly exited the pool, her large breasts jiggling free, pale nipples erect in the sun. Benjamin's jaw dropped, his eyes wide with stunned appreciation. Her gorgeous phat ass emerged, and when she turned, a glimpse of her shaved pussy sent a jolt through me. I'd never been so turned on—my shy wife, transformed into this bold vixen, strolling nude while our neighbor feasted his eyes. The alcohol was a catalyst, but my prodding had unlocked something deep, emotional, a shared vulnerability that bonded us.

Benjamin and I gawked as she sultrily strode to the pitcher, grabbing it and returning to him, leaning over so her tits swayed forward, hovering above him like ripe fruit. "There you go," she said sexily, her voice a husky whisper.

Benjamin was slack-jawed. "God damn! Those tits—fucking perfect, Audrey!" He looked at me incredulously. I smiled proudly. He continued gawking as she returned to the water.

I had never felt so proud, so aroused. "I know it, Benjamin. I'm a lucky fucking guy."

Audrey kissed me with furious passion, whispering, "Baby, I'm so horny—your teasing got me dripping."

She reached underwater, finding my erect dick and freeing it from my trunks. To my shock, she shoved me inside her tight pussy. I thrust instinctively, scooping her up, her legs wrapping around me. I pinned her against the pool wall, exposing her body as I fucked her, her moans careless and loud.

We were lost in lust, unconcerned with Benjamin—until Audrey screamed, "Oh! Oh my God!"

She stared left, at Benjamin, who was jerking his massive 10-inch veiny cock, watching us. "Fuck... I'm sorry, Tate. Your wife really gets my motor going—shouldn't have pulled this guy out," he blushed, trying to stuff it back.

"Don't!" Audrey blushed, eyes on his cock. "I... I don't mind... it's so fucking big."

She spun to me, eyes glazed. "Fuck me, baby—pound my pussy."

I thrust aggressively, taking her from behind, her tits spilling over the edge. She stared at Benjamin, who stared back, stroking.

"Damn, Audrey, you got me hard as a rock," Benjamin groaned, shaking his length.

"That's a damn big cock, Benjamin!" Audrey moaned. "So thick... veiny... makes me wet just looking."

Her words pushed me over; I erupted, cum filling her as she clenched, cumming hard. Benjamin groaned, cum roping out. "Fuck yeah, give her a proper fucking!"

Silence, then laughter. "We're heading in," I said.

"Jesus, what happened?" Benjamin asked.

Audrey laughed. "Hot as hell."

He left, smirking. "World-class hospitality."


CHAPTER 3




I sauntered back into the living room with deliberate nonchalance, schooling my features into a mask of casual indifference, though my heart thundered like a drum in my chest, and a insistent throb pulsed in my trousers. The dim lamp cast a warm, amber glow over the space, highlighting the cozy disarray of our evening—empty wine glasses on the coffee table, a half-eaten plate of cheese lingering from dinner, and the faint scent of Cabernet still hanging in the air like a seductive whisper. Audrey sat on the couch, her voluptuous form draped in a sheer nightie that clung to her curves like mist on a mountain, the fabric translucent enough to tease the outlines of her succulent boobs and the intricate tattoos that adorned her porcelain skin. The rose vine curled provocatively up her thigh, peeking from beneath the hem, while the butterfly above her hip seemed poised for flight, and the mandala on her lower back bloomed like an ancient symbol of fertility and desire. She looked up at me with those grayish-green eyes, curious and a touch languid from the wine, her dark hair tousled in a way that made her resemble a disheveled goddess fresh from some mythical romp.

"Who was that on the phone?" she asked, her voice a soft melody laced with innocent curiosity, though I detected a subtle undercurrent of anticipation, as if her subconscious already sensed the electric charge in the air.

I shrugged, forcing a casual grin as I plopped down beside her, my mind racing with the implications of Benjamin's call. "Oh, just Benjamin. Says he's botching a casserole for some party tomorrow and needs your expert touch. Woman's intuition or something like that." I kept my tone light, playful, as if this were the most ordinary request in the world—a neighbor borrowing a cup of sugar, not potentially something far more tantalizing.

Her face flushed immediately, a delicious crimson blooming across her cheeks like roses in full bloom, her full lips parting in surprise. I could see the wheels turning in her mind, the same suspicions flickering in her eyes that had ignited in mine. "What... right now? At this hour?" She glanced down at her nightie, the sheer material doing little to conceal the way her nipples perked against the fabric, her phat ass shifting on the cushion as she adjusted her position.

I nodded, leaning in to brush a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering on her soft cheek. "Yeah, babe. He's in a pinch—said he's butchering it and needs that magical Audrey flair. Won't take long." My voice dipped lower, infused with a hint of mischief, as I eyed her outfit appreciatively. It wasn't outright erotic lingerie, but in the privacy of our home, it screamed intimacy, her succulent Double Ds bouncing gently with every breath, begging to be freed.

She bit her lip, a mix of excitement and confusion dancing in her expression, her grayish-green eyes widening. "I-I guess I can help. Let me just change real quick—throw on something more appropriate."

"No," I interjected swiftly, my hand catching her wrist as she started to rise, pulling her back down with a gentle but firm tug. "You'll only be a minute, love. Besides, it's just Benjamin—our harmless, muscular neighbor who's seen you in less already." I gave her a knowing wink, my dick stirring at the wicked thought of her parading over in that sheer temptation, her tattoos a roadmap of sensuality under the moonlight.

She paused, her blush deepening to a sultry scarlet that made her look even more irresistible. "I-I don't know, Tate. This isn't exactly... appropriate," she murmured, gesturing to the nightie, her voice a breathless whisper that betrayed a spark of thrill beneath the hesitation.

I chuckled, pulling her closer, my lips brushing her ear in a hot murmur. "Really? That's the most clothes you've worn around him since we moved in, you little tease." My words were laced with humor, but the arousal was palpable, my cock hardening at the image of her striding across the yard, her phat ass swaying, succulent boobs jiggling under the thin veil.

She smiled then, a naughty glint igniting in her eyes, her reserved nature cracking under the weight of our shared, forbidden excitement. "Alright, babe. If you say so." She stood slowly, deliberately, giving me one last teasing look over her shoulder as she headed to the sliding glass door, opening it with a flourish. "Gonna go help with a casserole," she purred, her voice dripping with sarcasm and seduction, as if she too suspected—or hoped—that the evening held more than culinary mishaps.

God, I loved this woman—her blend of shyness and emerging boldness, the way she could make my heart ache with affection even as she stirred my loins to frenzy. I watched in what felt like slow motion as she strode across the yard, the moonlight bathing her in an ethereal glow, her nightie fluttering like a siren's veil, revealing flashes of her tattooed thighs and the curve of her plump ass. My breath hitched when Benjamin appeared at his rear door, shirtless and commanding, his middle-aged black frame a tower of muscle sculpted from relentless calisthenics—broad shoulders, defined abs dusted with a smattering of hair, and those powerful arms that could crush or caress with equal ease. He wore nothing but loose shorts, the fabric tenting subtly at the front, hinting at the 10-inch veiny beast within.

They smiled at each other, Audrey's blush visible even from afar, and he draped a large arm around her waist, ushering her inside with a gentlemanly yet possessive gesture. Suddenly, she vanished from sight, the door sliding shut behind them like a curtain on a stage, leaving me alone with my pounding heart and a cocktail of emotions—jealousy twisting like a knife, pride swelling like a wave, and arousal burning like wildfire.

I scrambled for a better view, pressing against our kitchen window, but his blinds were drawn tight, only slivers of light bleeding through the edges, taunting me with shadows and suggestions. My pulse raced, a frantic drumbeat echoing my thoughts: What were they doing? Was it innocent help, or had my playful encouragement unleashed something irreversible? I forced myself to the couch, sinking into the cushions, flipping on the TV in a futile attempt to distract myself. Ten minutes ticked by like hours, the sitcom's laughter mocking my tension. Twenty minutes, and I paced, my mind conjuring vivid images—Benjamin's hands brushing hers over ingredients, his muscular body crowding her space, her laughter turning breathy.

Another ten minutes, and anxiety gnawed at me. I bolted upstairs, heart in my throat, peering into his bedroom through our mirrored windows—darkness, curtains open, no sign of them. Relief mingled with frustration; they must still be in the kitchen, actually cooking. But forty-five minutes? That was no quick fix. My mind got the best of me, dark fantasies blooming like nightshade. I slipped out the back door, creeping through the yard like a thief in the night, the grass cool under my feet. Peering into his kitchen window yielded nothing but pots simmering on the stove, steam rising lazily—no Audrey, no Benjamin.

Desperation drove me down the side yard, to his living room window, where a fortuitous gap in the curtains offered a glimpse. What I saw shattered me, rebuilt me in arousal's fire: Benjamin and Audrey on his couch, her nightie pulled down to her waist, exposing her succulent boobs in all their glory—full, bouncy Double Ds with pert nipples begging for attention. Benjamin's massive mitts pawed them reverently, massaging the plush flesh, pinching her nipples until they pebbled like diamonds. Audrey's head tilted back, faint moans escaping through the glass, her tattoos glistening with a light sheen of sweat, her phat ass grinding subtly against the cushions.

But that wasn't all—Benjamin's shorts pooled at his ankles, his 10-inch veiny cock towering like a black obelisk, thick and throbbing. Audrey's delicate hand wrapped around it, pumping slowly, her fingers unable to fully encircle his girth, yet stroking with passionate fervor. His hefty scrotum jostled with each motion, heavy balls swaying like pendulums. My mouth went dry, eyes wide, knees buckling as I watched her work him, her expression one of rapt fascination and lust.

Then, Benjamin exploded—his balls pulling tight, pulsing as ropes of thick cum erupted, showering their laps, coating Audrey's hand as she milked him to completion. He groaned, head thrown back in ecstasy. "Fuck, Audrey, your touch is magic!"

I ducked behind the wall, ears straining. Audrey's voice, sultry and aroused: "Wow, Benjamin, you cum so much—it's everywhere!"

He chuckled, voice gravelly. "Thank you, darlin'. It's these big balls of mine—built up just for you." A pause, then: "God, that was fucking great. Can't tell you how badly I've wanted this, your hands on my cock."

Audrey's tone shifted to nervous arousal: "I can't believe we just did that! Tate's gonna kill me—what if he finds out?"

Benjamin's reassurance boomed softly: "Tate gets a kick out of you being naughty, Audrey. He's gonna love it—trust me, he's probably stroking himself thinking about it right now."

She laughed shakily. "I hope you're right... God, your cock is so huge, I couldn't stop myself."

I sprinted back home, diving onto the couch, composing myself just as the sliding door opened. Audrey entered, disheveled—hair mussed, breathing heavy, nightie ruffled, eyes wide with terror and thrill.

"T-Tate. W-wait..." she stammered as I stood, grabbing her arm and throwing her down on the couch.

"Shut up," I growled, lifting her nightie to reveal her sopping wet pussy, lips swollen and glistening. I flipped her over, burying my cock in her with urgent fury. "God damn it, Audrey. I fucking love it when you act like a slut." I slapped her phat ass hard, the sound echoing like a crack of thunder.

She moaned loudly, arching back. "Oh God, Tate! Oh no! I was bad, I'm so sorry!"

"Did you like playing with his big cock, you dirty little slut?" I demanded, gripping her hips, pounding into her gushing wetness.

"Ohhh! No! How did you know?" She buried her face in the pillows, shame and arousal warring, her pussy clenching around me like a vice.

"Tell me everything," I grunted, thrusting deeper.

She gasped, bucking hard. "I... went inside, we were in the kitchen. He brushed against me a lot—felt his huge cock hardening. It got me hot, I couldn't stop him."

"Keep going," I urged, slapping her ass again.

"He came behind me, played with my tits—said he loves them, can't get enough. Once the casserole was simmering, he pulled me to the couch, pulled down my nightie, kept massaging my boobs. Then he dropped his shorts—his massive hog flopped out, so big and veiny."

"Fuck," I groaned, my pace frantic.

"He asked if I liked it. I... told him I loved how big it is. He grabbed my hand, put it on his cock—told me to play with his big hog, make him cum. So I did—stroked that thick shaft, felt his balls churning."

"Holy fuck," I breathed, her confession pushing me closer.

"Oh baby, what are we doing? This is crazy!" she screamed, her pussy contracting violently as orgasm hit, her body convulsing.

I erupted, filling her with my seed. "You're my naughty goddess—and I love it!"

We collapsed, panting. "More," I demanded.

She bit her lip. "His cum was everywhere—thick ropes. I couldn't believe it."

A couple days later, I arrived home late. Audrey was gone, her car in the drive. Text: "Where are you?"

"Being naughty 😉"

Blood rushed south. "What are you doing?"

A video arrived: Audrey kissing Benjamin's shaft, sucking greedily, hand massaging his balls. "Mmm, fuck yeah, baby. Suck that big black cock," he groaned.

She smiled at the camera, planting wet kisses. "Fuckkk, that's it, Audrey. Show Tate how much you love this monster hog."

Video ended. I replayed, cumming hard.

"I need to see you," I texted.

"I'll be home soon—gonna make him cum."

She returned, lipstick smeared. "Liked the video?"

I nodded, speechless.

"Gonna brush my teeth—he came a lot in my mouth."

***

Next Sunday, Audrey frolicked naked by the pool with Benjamin, his cock on display. They kissed, petted, her complimenting: "Your cock's so huge, Benjamin—makes me wet just looking."

They played under water, me erect all afternoon from Mules and sights.

I awoke at night to moans. Upstairs, through windows: Audrey on all fours in Benjamin's bed, him fucking her doggy-style, thrusts powerful.

I watched, stroking. Benjamin ate her pussy first: "Spread those legs, darlin'. Gonna eat this fat pussy real good."

"Oh fuck, Benjamin! Your tongue—lick my clit, make me cream!"

He lapped hungrily, her juices flowing, pussy creaming on his face. "Taste so sweet, Audrey—gonna make this married pussy squirt."

"Yes! Eat me out—fuck, I'm creaming!"

Then fucking: He tapped his dick on her clit and fat pussy lips. "Feel that, baby? This big black cock's gonna wreck you."

"Shove it in! Fuck my pussy hard!"

He plunged in, fucking relentlessly, her cream painting his shaft white with every thrust, sucking her nipple. "Take this dick, you slut—your pussy's milking me!"

"Oh God, Benjamin! Your cock's so deep—pound my creamy cunt! Suck my tits—yes, bite my nipple! Tate's watching, stroking his little cock—fuck me harder!"

I stroked furiously, her dirty talk fueling me. "Give me that big cock, Benjamin! I fucking love ittt! Stretch my pussy—cum in me!"

They climaxed: "I'm cumminggg!!" she screamed.

"Fuckkk, filling this married pussy!" he roared.

They cuddled, her caressing his cock. "Stretched me out good—never cum like that. Gonna fuck you nonstop."

"Damn right, neighbor."

I came, emotions swirling—love, jealousy, arousal—in this wildly entertaining chaos.


CHAPTER 4




Audrey’s Pov:

The morning sun filtered through the kitchen blinds, casting golden slats across the counter where I stood chopping vegetables for dinner, the rhythmic thud of the knife a soothing counterpoint to the nervous energy humming through my veins. My sheer nightie clung to my curves, the fabric whispering against my skin, teasing my nipples into hard peaks and outlining the rose vine tattoo curling up my thigh, the butterfly above my hip, and the mandala blooming on my lower back. I was a PAWG in every sense—my phat ass swaying as I moved, my succulent Double Ds bouncing with each chop, a walking fantasy that had lately begun to revel in its own power. The memory of Benjamin’s massive 10-inch veiny cock, his muscular black frame dominating me in his bedroom last Sunday, sent a shiver through my core, my pussy already slick with anticipation. Tate, my husband, was off at the mechanic getting his car serviced, leaving me alone in our Denver home, the quiet amplifying my restless desire.

I heard the back door slide open, and my heart leapt into my throat. Benjamin’s deep, rumbling voice filled the space like thunder. “Audrey, darlin’, you home? Saw Tate’s car gone and figured I’d drop by with that casserole dish from last week.” His tone was casual, but the undercurrent of hunger made my thighs clench.

I turned, leaning against the counter, my nightie riding up to expose more of my tattooed thigh. “Right here, big guy,” I purred, my voice husky, a teasing lilt masking the thrill of danger. “Just playing housewife, chopping carrots like a good girl.” My grayish-green eyes locked onto his, watching as his gaze raked over my body, lingering on my heaving boobs, the sheer fabric leaving little to the imagination.

Benjamin stepped closer, his shirtless torso a masterpiece of sculpted muscle from years of calisthenics, his loose shorts barely containing the bulge of his monstrous cock. “Good girl, huh?” he chuckled, setting the dish on the counter, his large hands flexing as if itching to touch me. “You look like a fuckin’ naughty goddess in that nightie, Audrey. Tate’s a lucky bastard, but he’s not here now, is he?”

My blush was instant, heat flooding my cheeks and pooling between my legs. I knew this was reckless—Tate hadn’t given explicit consent for this, and the thought of betraying his trust twisted my gut with guilt. But the memory of Benjamin’s cock stretching me, his dirty talk igniting me, was too potent.

“No, he’s not,” I whispered, biting my lip, my pussy throbbing with need. “Guess it’s just you and me, Benjamin. Wanna... help me in the kitchen?”

His grin was predatory, his dark eyes gleaming as he closed the distance, towering over me. “Oh, I’m gonna help, alright. Gonna help myself to that sweet, fat pussy of yours.” Before I could respond, he grabbed my hips, spinning me to face the counter, his hands rough and possessive. My breath hitched as he pressed his hard cock against my ass, the thin nightie no barrier to his heat.

“Benjamin, we shouldn’t—” I started, but my words dissolved into a moan as he peeled my panties aside, the cool air kissing my slick folds.

“Fuck, you’re already soaked, you dirty little slut,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. He dropped to his knees, his breath hot against my inner thighs, and then his tongue was on me, lapping at my pussy with ravenous hunger. “Goddamn, you taste like honey—sweetest cunt I’ve ever eaten.”

“Oh, fuck, Benjamin!” I gasped, gripping the counter, my legs trembling as his tongue swirled over my clit, flicking and sucking with expert precision. “Lick my pussy—eat it deep, you big-dicked bastard!” My dirty talk spilled out unbidden, the taboo thrill of his mouth on me in my own kitchen driving me wild. He slipped two thick fingers into my slit, curling them to pump my G-spot, the pressure relentless, like he was determined to break me apart.

“Cum for me, Audrey—cream all over my face,” he commanded, his fingers pistoning as his tongue lashed my clit. My pussy clenched, a dam bursting as I came like a fucking tsunami, my juices flooding his mouth, my screams echoing off the tiles.

“Yes! Oh God, I’m cumming so hard—fuck, you broke my pussy!” My body convulsed, my phat ass shaking, tattoos dancing as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

He stood, wiping his mouth with a wicked grin, his cock now free, slapping against his thigh like a goddamn battering ram. “Gotta be quick, darlin’—Tate’ll be back soon, and I’m gonna fuck this married cunt raw before he does.” He bent me over the kitchen faucet, my tits pressed against the cold steel, my ass arched high. He spanked my phat cheeks hard, the sting making me yelp and my pussy drip. “Look at this fat ass—begging for my cock,” he growled, tapping his dick against my clit and swollen pussy lips, teasing me until I whimpered.

“Stop teasing, you fucker—shove that monster cock in my pussy!” I demanded, my voice raw with need, guilt drowned by lust. He obliged, thrusting his thick shaft into me with a single, brutal push, stretching my pink pussy lips like a vice around his black cock. “Oh fuck, Benjamin! Your cock’s so big—it’s splitting my cunt!” I screamed, my body rocking as he fucked me hard, his balls slapping my clit with every thrust.

“Take it, you filthy slut—love how your pussy grips my dick,” he grunted, spanking me again, his hand leaving red prints on my pale skin. He leaned forward, sucking my nipple through the nightie, biting just hard enough to make me moan. My pussy creamed around his shaft, painting it white with every deep plunge, the slick sounds filling the kitchen like a pornographic symphony.

He pulled out with a wet pop, my pussy quivering from the sudden emptiness. “Not done with you,” he said, dropping to his knees again, spreading my cheeks to bury his face in my ass. His tongue probed my tight hole, licking and sucking with filthy enthusiasm. “Fuck, your ass tastes so good—gonna make you cum from this, too.”

“Oh God, Benjamin! Eat my ass—fuck, your tongue’s so deep!” I cried, my body shaking as another orgasm hit instantly, my pussy raining juices down my thighs. “I’m cumming from your tongue in my asshole—you dirty motherfucker!” The sensation was electric, taboo and overwhelming, my legs nearly giving out.

He stood, lifting me onto the counter, my legs spread wide. “Ride me, you horny slut,” he commanded, sitting on a stool and guiding me onto his cock cowgirl-style. I sank down, his massive dick stretching me to the brink, my pussy lips clinging to him like a second skin. “Fuck, yes! Pound my cunt with that big black dick!” I moaned, bouncing hard, my tits jiggling, tattoos shimmering as his balls banged against my ass, my pussy drenching him in cream with every thrust.

“Goddamn, Audrey, your pussy’s milking my cock—look at that cream!” he groaned, gripping my hips, slamming up into me. “Tate’s gonna come home to his slut wife fucked senseless.”

“Yes! Fuck me like a whore—fill my pussy while Tate’s gone!” I screamed, my dirty talk fueling us both, the thrill of cheating adding a dark edge to my pleasure. My pussy rained down, soaking his lap as I came again, my screams bouncing off the walls.

“Gonna cum in your mouth, you dirty girl,” he growled, lifting me off and pushing me to my knees. His cock, slick with my cream, filled my mouth, stretching my lips as he fucked my throat hard. “Suck it, Audrey—take this big dick down your throat!”

“Mmmph! Fuck my mouth, Benjamin—give me that cum!” I moaned around him, gagging on his girth, my hands massaging his heavy balls. He groaned, erupting, thick ropes of cum flooding my throat, spilling over my lips as I swallowed greedily. “So much cum—fuck, you taste so good!”

He pulled out, panting, as I licked my lips clean, my body still trembling. “Clean up quick, darlin’—Tate’s gonna roll up soon,” he said, helping me to my feet.

I nodded, heart racing, guilt creeping back as I adjusted my nightie, wiped my face, and rushed to the sink, grabbing a knife to resume chopping like nothing happened. The sound of Tate’s car crunching gravel in the driveway sent a jolt through me, but I was already back in my wifely role, carrots falling under my blade, the kitchen smelling of innocence.

Tate walked in, tossing his keys on the counter, oblivious to the debauchery that had just unfolded. “Hey, babe, car’s fixed—smells good in here,” he said, kissing my cheek. I smiled, my pussy still throbbing, Benjamin’s cum lingering in my throat.

“Just cooking for my man,” I replied, voice steady despite the chaos in my heart. Benjamin slipped out the back door with a wink, leaving me to wrestle with the intoxicating blend of guilt, love, and raw desire that now defined our marriage.
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