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An Ordinary Couple

It was only a few days before Ben and Katie’s sixteenth wedding anniversary when everything finally unraveled exactly as it had been building toward for years. Looking back, Ben couldn’t escape the old cliché: be careful what you wish for. Never had truer words been spoken.

Sixteen years earlier, neither of them had been searching for anything serious. Their lives ran on parallel tracks inside the same mid-sized company—close enough to breathe the same air, far enough apart that their paths almost never crossed. Katie thrived in marketing on the brighter, louder floor, where her quick wit and easy, unforced confidence made her someone people gravitated toward without her ever seeming to chase attention. Ben kept to the quieter rhythms of operations, polite and steady, the kind of man who got things done without needing the spotlight or the small talk that came with it.

If it hadn’t been for Melissa, they might never have met at all.

Melissa worked alongside Katie and possessed that rare, relentless brand of well-meaning meddling that was almost impossible to deflect. One ordinary afternoon she leaned against Katie’s desk, twirling a pen between her fingers, and announced with a grin:

“My husband works with this guy—Ben. He’s single, actually normal, and not a complete weirdo, which already puts him in the top percentile. You should come out with us Friday. We’re all doing drinks after work. No pressure… but I’m not letting you say no.”

Katie had laughed, shaking her head as she tried to wave the idea away. “Mel, I’m not really in the headspace for—”

“Headspace, shmeadspace,” Melissa cut in cheerfully. “You’ve been buried in campaigns for weeks. One drink. Live a little.”

By the time the office lights started dimming, the casual suggestion had somehow solidified into a firm plan. Katie found herself agreeing just to stop the gentle badgering, a small, amused flutter of nerves stirring in her stomach.

That Friday, the bar was loud, warm, and packed with the usual after-work crowd. Ben arrived with a couple of guys from operations, nursing his first beer and half-listening to shop talk. Katie walked in with Melissa and two others from marketing, her laughter cutting through the noise as they claimed a high-top table near the back.

He noticed her almost immediately.

It wasn’t simply that she was beautiful—though she undeniably was, with that effortless glow that turned heads without trying. It was the way she moved through the room: relaxed, present, completely at ease in her own skin. She laughed freely at something one of her friends said, head tilted back just slightly, and Ben felt an unexpected little spark of pride when he saw two other men at the bar glance her way, then look again. The quiet possessiveness of that feeling surprised him. He barely knew her name, yet the thought that other men were noticing her stirred something warm and possessive low in his gut.

When Melissa finally orchestrated the introduction with her usual cheerful persistence, dragging them both into the same corner of the group, the conversation flowed without a single awkward beat.

“So you’re the infamous Ben,” Katie said, her eyes sparkling with teasing warmth as she offered her hand. Her grip was firm, confident, and lingered half a second longer than strictly necessary. “Melissa’s been singing your praises all week. I was starting to think you were some kind of urban legend.”

Ben chuckled, the tension in his shoulders easing almost instantly. “All good things, I hope. Though knowing Melissa, she probably oversold it.”

“Not at all,” Katie replied, leaning in a little so he could hear her over the crowd. “She said you’re the only guy in operations who doesn’t mansplain logistics to the marketing team. That alone makes you dangerously intriguing.”

They talked for most of the evening—about the endless frustrations of office politics, the ridiculous campaigns that never quite landed, and the small, silly observations about life that somehow felt meaningful in the moment. The rest of the group gradually drifted into their own conversations, leaving the two of them in their own little pocket of the noisy bar.

By the time they finally stepped out into the cool night air, the question of seeing each other again didn’t need to be asked. It was already understood, as natural and inevitable as the way her smile lingered in his mind long after she’d said goodnight.

Their first date came a few days later.

It wasn’t anything elaborate—just a quiet Italian place with good wine and soft lighting, followed by a couple of drinks at a cozy bar nearby. The kind of evening that could have fizzled out or caught fire. But with Katie, it was effortless. She laughed at his dry, understated humor, her eyes lighting up in a way that made his chest feel warm. Ben found himself opening up more than he usually did on a first date, sharing stories he normally kept close. There was a quiet, steady chemistry humming between them, growing thicker with every shared glance and accidental brush of fingers, something neither of them felt the need to overanalyze.

When they ended up back at his place, it hadn’t been planned.

One minute they were standing in his kitchen, still talking, wine glasses half-empty on the counter, the low hum of the city filtering through the open window. The next, the air between them shifted—closer, quieter, charged with something electric that didn’t need words. Katie set her glass down, stepped into his space, and looked up at him with that same confident, playful spark he’d noticed the night they met.

“You know,” she murmured, her voice low and a little husky, “I’ve been thinking about this since we left the bar.”

Before he could respond, she rose onto her toes and kissed him—slow at first, then deeper, hungrier. Her hands slid under his shirt, nails grazing lightly over his skin. Ben pulled her closer, feeling the soft press of her body against his, the way her breath quickened. She was keen, unmistakably so—her kisses turning greedy, her hips pressing forward with open need.

They barely made it to the bedroom.

Clothes came off in a heated rush. Her dress pooled at her feet, revealing smooth skin and the delicate black lace of her bra and panties. Ben’s shirt hit the floor, followed by his jeans. Katie pushed him back onto the bed with surprising confidence, straddling his hips as she kissed her way down his neck, her teeth grazing his collarbone. Her hand slipped between them, palming the hard outline of his cock through his boxers.

“I want you,” she whispered against his skin, voice thick with arousal. “I’ve been wet since dinner just thinking about this.”

She rocked against him, grinding her lace-covered pussy along his length, letting him feel how soaked she already was. Ben groaned, hands gripping her ass, squeezing the soft flesh as he thrust up against her. Katie reached back, unclasped her bra, and let it fall away. Her breasts spilled free—full, nipples already tight and begging for attention. He leaned up, capturing one in his mouth, sucking hard while his tongue flicked over the sensitive peak. She moaned, arching into him, fingers tangling in his hair to hold him there.

“Fuck… that feels good,” she breathed, grinding harder. “Don’t stop.”

They shed the last of their clothes. Katie wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him slowly from base to tip, spreading the bead of precum with her thumb. She positioned herself above him, rubbing the swollen head of his cock through her slick folds, teasing them both. Then she sank down—inch by inch—until he was buried to the hilt inside her tight, scorching heat.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, eyes fluttering shut for a moment as she adjusted to his size. “You feel so fucking good.”

She started to move, slow and deliberate at first, rolling her hips in deep circles that made her clit grind against him with every stroke. Ben watched her, mesmerized—the way her breasts bounced lightly, the flush spreading across her chest, the way her lips parted on soft, needy sounds. He gripped her waist, guiding her rhythm as she began to ride him harder, faster, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Katie leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, her hair falling around them like a curtain. “Harder,” she demanded breathlessly. “Fuck me harder, Ben.”

He thrust up to meet her, driving deep with each upward stroke, the head of his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. She reached between them, rubbing her clit in tight circles as she rode him, her inner walls starting to flutter and clench.

“I’m close… don’t stop,” she panted, her pace turning frantic. “I’m gonna cum on your cock.”

Ben felt her tighten sharply around him, her whole body trembling. When she came, it hit her hard—her head falling back, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed and squeezed him in rhythmic waves, flooding him with fresh wetness. The sight and feel of her falling apart pushed him right to the edge.

“Fuck, Katie—” He groaned her name, hips jerking as he thrust deep one last time and came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum deep inside her clenching heat.

They collapsed together, breathless and slick with sweat, her body draped over his as aftershocks rippled through both of them. For a long moment, neither spoke—just the sound of their ragged breathing and the faint city noise outside.

They spent the night tangled in his sheets, her head resting on his chest as they drifted off to the sound of each other’s slowing heartbeats.

The next morning, the memory still burned vivid in Ben’s mind even after all these years. As he woke slowly to the soft morning light filtering through the blinds and the warm weight of the sheets, he became aware of a delicious, wet heat enveloping his cock. Katie had slipped under the covers without waking him, her mouth already working him with slow, deliberate devotion.

She started gently — just the soft, warm press of her lips kissing along his shaft, her tongue tracing lazy circles around the sensitive head before sliding lower. She took her time, drawing it out, savoring him. One hand cupped his balls gently, rolling them with tender care while her mouth finally enveloped him fully, sucking with long, luxurious strokes. She hummed softly around his length, the vibration sending sparks of pleasure straight up his spine. Every time he twitched or groaned, she would pull back slightly, teasing the underside with the flat of her tongue or placing soft, open-mouthed kisses along the vein before taking him deep again.

Ben groaned, still half-asleep, his hand finding her hair beneath the sheets. “Katie… fuck…”

She responded by taking him even deeper, relaxing her throat until her nose brushed against his pelvis, holding him there for a long, blissful moment before sliding back up with a wet pop. Her pace remained unhurried, almost worshipful — slow, deep bobs of her head mixed with swirling tongue work and gentle suction that built the pleasure gradually, layer by layer. She would bring him right to the edge, then ease off, licking and kissing until the intensity faded just enough, only to start all over again. Her free hand stroked the base in perfect rhythm with her mouth, twisting slightly on the upstroke.

She was drawing it out on purpose, pleasuring him with patient, eager focus, clearly enjoying every reaction she pulled from him. Soft, contented sounds escaped her as she worked — little hums and sighs that vibrated around his cock. When his hips started to buck involuntarily, she pressed a hand to his thigh, holding him steady so she could control the pace completely.

Finally, when Ben thought he couldn’t take any more teasing, she increased the suction and speed just enough, her head moving faster, mouth hot and slick and relentless. He threaded both hands through her hair now, groaning her name as the coil in his belly tightened unbearably.

“Katie… I’m gonna cum—”

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she took him as deep as she could, swallowing around him as he erupted hard down her throat. Pulse after pulse of thick cum filled her mouth, and she swallowed every drop with greedy little sounds, milking him through the aftershocks until he was completely spent and trembling.

Only then did she slide back up from under the covers, lips shiny and slightly swollen, wearing a satisfied little smile. She crawled up his body and kissed him deeply, letting him taste the faint saltiness of himself on her tongue.

That morning had stayed with him for sixteen years. Because blowjobs had slowly become rare in their marriage, and she hadn’t let him finish in her mouth in nearly ten years now—something he still missed with a quiet, aching hunger every time he thought about it.

But even now, sixteen years later—after two kids, the inevitable stretch marks, and the quiet toll of everyday life—Ben still thought his wife looked every bit as sexy as the day they met. At thirty-nine, Katie had only grown more alluring in his eyes.

Through a lucky blend of good genes and a disciplined healthy lifestyle, she had kept her body toned and feminine. She stood 5’7”, just over 125 pounds, with a pair of full, perfectly shaped 34C breasts that still made Ben’s cock twitch every single time he caught sight of them. They sat high and firm on her chest, the kind of natural beauty that turned heads without effort. Katie wasn’t conceited about them, but she knew their power. That quiet confidence showed in the way she dressed—favoring fitted t-shirts that hugged her curves or casual button-ups left open just enough to offer teasing glimpses of cleavage.

Over the years, Ben had watched countless men ogle her. At barbecues, at the grocery store, even at school events. He had never minded. If anything, it sent a warm rush through him every time. A quiet thrill. A private ego boost. He felt proud—deeply, almost possessively proud—that this stunning woman had chosen him, stayed with him, and still drew hungry stares from other men. It made him feel like he had won something rare and valuable.

Though they’d seen their share of the typical ups and downs that came with any long marriage, the good times had always outweighed the rough patches—especially when it came to their sex life. At certain points, some unexpected spark would ignite fresh hunger between them, and they would ride that wave for weeks, lost in some of the most intense, satisfying sex of their entire relationship.

In recent years, many of those sparks had come from Ben tentatively sharing one of his intimate fantasies. To her credit, Katie had indulged almost every single one with genuine curiosity and enthusiasm. Those shared secrets had become a powerful fuel, keeping their bedroom alive and exciting for both of them.

There had only been one fantasy she hadn’t fulfilled for him — and Ben understood her hesitation completely. Even he struggled sometimes to make sense of why the idea turned him on so fiercely.

It wasn’t just the thought of her being with another man. In many of his deepest fantasies, he was right there, forced to watch her surrender to someone else. The absurdity of it still made his stomach twist with embarrassment, even months later.

Ben could remember the night he finally confessed it with painful clarity. It had been a typical Friday evening. They’d polished off nearly two bottles of wine, the room warm and hazy with alcohol and desire. Their lovemaking had turned wild and uninhibited. Katie was on top, riding him hard and fast, her full breasts bouncing with every downward thrust, her hands braced on his chest as she ground her hips in that perfect rhythm she knew drove him crazy.

She looked down at him, hair tousled and eyes dark with lust, and asked in that low, seductive voice she reserved for these moments, “What are you thinking about right now, baby?”

It was a question she asked often during sex — a little game to draw out his dirty thoughts and push him closer to the edge. Usually Ben would answer with something safe but arousing: picturing her touching herself while he watched, or imagining her finishing him with her mouth. Their playful bedroom banter almost always sent him over the brink quickly.

But tonight, loosened by the wine and the raw heat of the moment, the truth slipped out before he could stop it.

“I’m imagining you getting fucked hard from behind,” he groaned, hips bucking up to meet her.

Katie smiled wickedly, grinding down deeper. “Mmm, tell me more…”

He hesitated only a second, then the rest tumbled free.

“With another guy.”

Katie froze instantly, her rhythm stopping cold. Her eyes widened, the haze of pleasure clearing into pure shock and confusion.

“What?” she asked, her voice suddenly sharp, breath still coming fast.

Ben regretted the words the instant they left his mouth. A cold flush of embarrassment washed over him, cutting through the wine-soaked haze. But Katie didn’t pull away. Instead, she slowly resumed sliding up and down his cock, her movements deliberate and unhurried, as if she were trying to coax the full truth out of him with every roll of her hips.

He swallowed hard, heart pounding, and decided this was the moment. No more holding back.

“I… I imagine you with another man,” he confessed, voice rough with both shame and arousal. “Not just in my head. I picture you getting fucked by him… while I’m right there, watching.”

Katie’s rhythm faltered for a second, but she kept moving, slower now, her hands still braced on his chest. Her brow furrowed, more in confusion than anger. “Why would you want that?” she asked softly, searching his face. “Don’t you think you’d be jealous? God, Ben… wouldn’t that ruin everything between us?”

He reached up, gripping her hips gently, trying to keep his voice steady even as pleasure continued to build beneath the awkward tension. “I don’t know why it turns me on,” he admitted. “It just does. The thought of you losing yourself like that… looking so fucking sexy… and me seeing it all. It’s not about wanting to lose you. It’s the opposite. It makes me want you even more.”

She tilted her head, still riding him with that same careful, probing pace. “But what if I actually enjoyed it more with him? What if it changed how I look at you?” Her voice was gentle, probing, the questions any wife might ask when blindsided by something so raw. “I love what we have. Why risk that?”

Ben answered as honestly as he could, each word laced with the hope that maybe—just maybe—she might warm to the idea. “Because I trust you. Completely. And the thought of you being worshipped, taken, enjoying yourself that much… it doesn’t make me feel smaller. It makes me feel lucky. Like I get to see a side of you no one else does.”

Katie listened, her expression softening but never quite lighting up with interest. She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t disgusted. She was simply… confused. There was no spark of curiosity in her eyes, no teasing smile that suggested she might play along. Instead, the conversation hung between them, heavy and unresolved, until they both let it drift away into silence.

They finished making love a few minutes later, the passion now muted and awkward, their bodies moving out of habit rather than heat. When it was over, Katie curled against his side without another word on the subject.

Neither of them brought it up again for several weeks. Ben wasn’t surprised. In her shoes, he’d probably think the same thing: How many guys actually want to watch their wife get fucked by another man while they’re forced to sit there? It sounded insane when he said it out loud.

Yet Ben had become intimately familiar with the fantasy. He’d “researched” it thoroughly over the years through late-night porn sessions and online forums. He knew he wasn’t some complete outlier. Plenty of men harbored the same twisted desire — at least according to everything he’d read and watched. That knowledge didn’t erase the embarrassment, but it kept the quiet ache alive inside him.

But eventually the subject did come up again. And then again. Over the following weeks, they grew more comfortable simply talking about Ben’s interest — sometimes in the quiet after sex, sometimes over a late glass of wine. From Katie’s perspective it had started as a hard “no,” but Ben began to sense a subtle shift. She seemed a little intrigued now, asking more questions, lingering on the details. Or maybe she was just getting better at playing along for his sake. He couldn’t quite tell.

Once or twice he tried slipping the fantasy into their lovemaking at just the right moment. As Katie rode him close to the edge, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps, he would lean up and whisper hot against her ear, “Are you thinking about another guy right now? About him making you cum?”

She would shatter almost instantly, crying out as her body clenched around him. On one particularly intense night she had gasped a loud, breathless “Yes!” right before her orgasm hit, her hips slamming down hard as she came. Ben had clung to that single word like proof she might actually be warming to the idea.

Afterward they lay tangled in the sheets, hearts still racing, the room heavy with the scent of sex. Katie turned toward him, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest. Her voice was softer now, thoughtful.

“Who would it even be?” she asked. “And where would something like that happen? Are you really sure it wouldn’t bother you? Because it could ruin our marriage, Ben. Seriously.”

They were all fair, practical questions — the same ones she’d asked the first night. Ben had spent weeks rehearsing answers he hoped would ease her mind and maybe, just maybe, pull her closer to the fantasy.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he said quietly, stroking her hair. “It wouldn’t ruin us. If anything, it could bring us closer. I love you more than anything. This isn’t about replacing you or what we have — it’s about seeing you feel incredible, completely free. It might even take our marriage to a whole new level.”

Katie listened carefully, her expression unreadable in the dim light. She didn’t argue or shut him down, but she also didn’t leap in with excitement. She simply nodded slowly, letting his words hang between them.

The truth was, while Ben had obsessed over the fantasy for months and rehearsed every persuasive line, a faint thread of apprehension had started creeping in lately. The idea still aroused him beyond reason — his cock would harden instantly at the mere mention of it. But on the rare occasions when Katie indulged him with a few dirty words during sex, a quiet doubt would flicker in the back of his mind. What if it actually happened? Would he really be able to handle watching her lose herself with someone else?

Still, he told himself it didn’t matter. There was no realistic chance she would ever go through with it, no matter how much he tried to sway her. So he pushed those small fears aside and chose to focus only on the intense, addictive rush the fantasy gave him.


An Idea That Doesn't Fade 


Less than two weeks later, Ben and Katie were finally on the long-planned weekend getaway they’d both been craving. Life at home and work had been relentless, and they were eager to escape reality for a couple of days. The sex between them had been particularly intense lately, fueled by their increasingly open conversations, and Ben hoped the private, child-free setting would let them ride that momentum even harder.

The hotel suite was warm and luxurious, with a large balcony overlooking the ocean. They’d already gone through plenty of wine, the bottle sweating on the nightstand as soft music played in the background. Just as it had so many times over the past few weeks, the topic of Ben’s fantasy surfaced again, drifting naturally into their conversation.

This time, though, Ben noticed Katie was asking for more specific details. Her questions had grown bolder, more curious.

“So… who would it even be with?” she asked, swirling the deep red wine in her glass. Her tone was casual, but there was a spark of genuine interest in her eyes that made his pulse quicken.

Ben leaned back against the headboard, trying to sound relaxed. “I think a stranger would be best. Someone we’ll never see again. No risk of running into him at the grocery store or him knowing anyone in our small town. Clean break.”

Katie nodded slowly, considering it, but then shook her head with a small frown. “I get that, but… we couldn’t really know if a stranger is safe. Physically, or even with his sexual history. Health stuff, you know? It’s not like we could just trust some random guy from a bar.”

She made a solid point, and Ben felt a flicker of frustration mixed with arousal. He was torn — wanting to push the fantasy forward while struggling to ease her very practical reservations.

A comfortable silence settled between them for a few moments, broken only by the distant sound of waves. Then Katie spoke again, her voice quieter, almost tentative.

“What about Andy?”

The name hit Ben like a sudden jolt. For several long seconds, he simply stared at her, completely caught off guard. His mind raced, trying to process what she’d just suggested.

Andy was his best friend. Though distance and busy lives meant they didn’t see each other as often as they used to, they were still incredibly close. They’d shared a special bond ever since they were roommates back in their twenties — late-night talks, shared adventures, and a level of trust that felt almost brotherly.

Andy was six years younger than Ben — just a year younger than Katie. He had that tall, dark, and handsome look that turned heads without effort, the kind of effortless charisma that made him the ultimate extrovert. Everyone who met Andy instantly felt like they’d known him for years. That magnetic charm had served him well in many ways, but it hadn’t protected his personal life. He was already on his second marriage, and from what Ben could tell, this one wasn’t faring much better than the first.

Ben was stunned to hear her say his name. A sharp pang of jealousy hit him hard and fast, twisting low in his gut. He didn’t buy for a second that Katie had simply closed her eyes and let the name float up out of nowhere. Andy’s name had clearly been lingering in her mind for some time. The realization sent a confusing rush through him — part jealousy, part unexpected thrill.

Still, he didn’t want to kill the delicate momentum they’d built, so he forced his expression to stay neutral and answered as casually as he could manage.

“Really? Andy?”

“Sure, I guess,” Katie replied, trying to match his casual tone, though the slight flush on her cheeks betrayed her. She took another slow sip of wine, as if the suggestion had just occurred to her. “He’s someone we already know, so it feels safer. We know he’s been married for a while, which probably means he hasn’t had a ton of recent partners to worry about with STDs or anything. And I’m sure he’d be honest if there was any issue.” She paused, then added lightly, almost dismissively, “Or do you think it would make things too weird with your friendship afterward?”

Ben sat there for a long moment, his mind spinning as he tried to process the idea of his best friend with his wife. The image flashed through his head unbidden — vivid, arousing, and deeply unsettling all at once.

“Hmmm. No, probably not,” he said slowly, his voice careful. “I guess… that’s an option.”

He watched her closely as she took another sip of wine. There it was — the slightest flicker in Katie’s eyes. A spark of something deeper than simple curiosity. Something that looked a lot like quiet excitement.

“Do you think he’d be up for it?” she asked, trying — and mostly failing — to keep the eagerness out of her voice.

“Well, I’m sure he would be,” Ben replied with a short laugh. “I mean… look at you.” It was true. He was certain that every one of his friends had entertained more than a few impure thoughts about his wife over the years. The idea sent a familiar warm thrill through him, even as a sharper edge of jealousy twisted in his chest.

“It’s something to think about,” he added quickly, deciding it might be smartest to let the conversation rest for now. He needed time to turn the idea over in his head when the wine wasn’t clouding his judgment.

As their night continued, they relaxed on the big bed in the cozy one-room cottage they’d rented, the ocean breeze drifting through the open windows. The TV flickered softly in the background, mostly ignored, while they drank and talked. They flirted playfully for a while, Ben deliberately steering the conversation away from his long-cherished fantasy. For now, he just wanted to enjoy her.

By the time they were finishing their second bottle of wine, Katie was clearly feeling it. Her words had begun to slur just a little, and she was growing more and more frisky, her touches lingering, her laughter warmer. They kissed for several long minutes, hands exploring each other’s bodies with increasing hunger. Ben could feel the wine working its magic on her libido. Leaning over her, he slid his left hand slowly into her panties. She was soaked — wetter than he could remember her being in a long time. As he gently parted her slick folds with just the tip of his finger, teasing her clit with light strokes, Katie suddenly pulled back slightly and opened her eyes.

“You should text Andy and see what he says,” she murmured, her voice husky with arousal.

Ben felt a quick, uneasy churn in his stomach. Okay… so she’s definitely more into this now, he thought, the realization hitting him harder than expected.

“Uh-huh,” he replied, trying to sound casual. “Maybe after a bit.” He leaned in to kiss her again, but instinctively slid his hand out of her underwear. She didn’t press the issue right away.

“Mmmm, hold that thought,” Katie said, pulling away from him with a soft smile. “I have to go to the bathroom really quick.”

She returned a few minutes later, cheeks slightly flushed, and asked without preamble, “Did you text him yet?”

“No, not yet,” Ben answered, careful to keep his tone light but firm. “Let’s just think on it a little first. Then I’ll reach out to him.”

She let it go, but Ben thought he caught a faint flicker of disappointment cross her face before she masked it with another sip of wine.

Nevertheless, she climbed on top of Ben, straddling his hips with fluid confidence, and leaned down to kiss him. Her breath was warm and heavy with wine, her lips pressing against his harder than usual, her tongue sliding into his mouth in deep, clumsy strokes that spoke of raw, uninhibited need. This was the level of arousal Katie only reached when the alcohol had loosened every inhibition — when she stopped thinking and simply let her body take over.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping firmly around his already hard cock, stroking him once, twice, before guiding the swollen head to her slick, dripping folds. Without hesitation, she sank down onto him in one smooth, greedy motion, taking every inch until he was buried to the hilt inside her scorching, velvet heat.

They groaned in unison. God, she feels incredible, Ben thought, his hands instinctively gripping her hips. No matter how many times they did this, the first moment of sliding into her tight pussy never lost its power. She was so wet tonight — wetter than usual — and he couldn’t help but wonder how much of that slickness came from the wine… and how much came from talking about Andy.

Katie didn’t waste time. She began rocking her hips, building a steady, insistent rhythm that quickly turned hungry. Soon she was lifting herself almost completely off him, teasing just the sensitive head at her entrance with shallow circles, before slamming back down hard, swallowing his full length with a wet, obscene slap of skin on skin. Her full breasts bounced with every forceful thrust, nipples tight and begging for attention.

She’s thinking about it, Ben realized as he watched her face contort with pleasure. She’s riding me, but part of her is imagining someone else. The thought sent a sharp stab of jealousy through his chest, hot and immediate, yet it only made his cock throb harder inside her. The contradiction twisted inside him — he hated the idea and craved it at the same time.

After several minutes of Katie relentlessly riding him, her pace growing faster and more desperate, soft breathy moans spilling from her lips with every downward slam, Ben felt the urge to take control surge through him. He gripped her hips firmly and pushed her off him, rolling her onto her back before sliding off the bed himself. In one swift motion he grabbed her behind the knees and yanked her toward the edge, then flipped her onto her stomach with surprising roughness.

Katie gasped in surprise at how assertively he’d manhandled her. Before she could form a word, he seized her hips again and pulled her backward until her feet were planted firmly on the floor and her upper body was pressed into the mattress. He bent her over the bed, pushing her ass up high, presenting her glistening, swollen pussy to him like an offering.

Look at her, he thought, his heart pounding. So fucking wet. Is this because of me… or because she’s imagining Andy bending her over instead? The jealous fantasy made his cock twitch painfully. He ran his hands over the smooth curves of her ass, squeezing the soft flesh, then spread her cheeks apart, exposing her completely.

She flung her head around, hair whipping across her flushed face, and looked back at him with dark, lust-filled eyes.

“Are you going to fuck me, Ben?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, thick with wine and arousal. “Did I get you all worked up?”

He sensed she was teasing him — maybe even taunting him — with her casual suggestion that his best friend could fuck her. The defiant little spark in her eyes sent a hot rush through his veins. With one hand pressing firmly down on her lower back to pin her in place and the other guiding his throbbing erection, Ben kicked one of her feet wider apart, forcing her ass to drop lower and perfectly align her dripping pussy with his cock.

Katie let out a sharp cry of surprise, but she quickly turned her head to lock eyes with him again. The grin she gave him was pure defiance, as if silently daring him: Come on, do your best.

He slammed into her with one brutal thrust, burying every inch of his cock deep inside her tight, soaking heat. Then he started pounding her furiously, hips snapping forward with raw, relentless force. He wasn’t truly angry with his wife, but a sudden, primal urge surged through him — the need to punish her for even suggesting she let his best friend fuck her.

She wants to play this game? Ben thought, teeth gritted as he drove into her again and again. Talking about Andy while my cock is inside her? Fine. I’ll fuck the thought right out of her head.

“Oh — G-God — that — feels — SO — FUCKING — GOOOOOD!” Katie wailed, her words broken and staggered by the sheer power of his thrusts. Her body jolted forward with every savage stroke, her voice rising into desperate, throaty moans. “HARDER! Please, harder!”

Ben gave her exactly what she begged for. He gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and fucked her with deep, punishing strokes that made the bed creak beneath them. The wet, obscene sound of his cock slamming into her soaked pussy filled the room, mixing with her cries and his low, ragged grunts. Sweat slicked their skin. Her ass rippled with every impact, and he could feel her inner walls fluttering and clenching around him, trying to pull him even deeper.

She’s so fucking wet, he thought, a dark thrill twisting in his gut. Is this because of me… or because she’s imagining Andy doing this to her right now? The jealous fantasy only made him thrust harder, his cock swelling even thicker inside her. He wanted to claim her, to remind her who she belonged to — even as the thought of sharing her made his blood burn with forbidden excitement.

He kept up the brutal pace, surprised by his own stamina. He was harder than he’d been in years, every nerve ending on fire, yet he still felt like he had plenty left. Tonight he wasn’t going to be soft or gentle. He intended to give Katie the most intense night of sex she’d ever had — to fuck her so thoroughly that she wouldn’t be able to think about anyone else.

Suddenly, his rhythm was shattered by a high-pitched, breathless cry from his wife.

“I hope Andy’s cock is even bigger than this!”

His mind whirled, struggling to process the obscene words that had just spilled from his wife’s mouth. Was this just dirty talk? he wondered frantically. Was she role-playing to feed his fantasy… or had the idea of Andy actually taken root in her mind? Had she been imagining his best friend’s cock while she rode him earlier?

Despite the sharp sting of shock and jealousy, Ben couldn’t deny the raw, electric surge of arousal that flooded his body. His cock throbbed violently inside her, harder than he could ever remember being. The twisted thrill mixed with a possessive anger that made his blood run hot.

He reached down, tangled his fingers roughly in her hair, and yanked her head back toward him, arching her back sharply.

“Oh fuck!” Katie cried out, the sudden pull sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her voice.

“What did you say?” Ben demanded, his voice low and strained, desperately needing to hear the filthy words again.

She grinned wickedly over her shoulder, eyes glassy with wine and lust, completely unashamed. “You heard me, baby,” she panted between his powerful thrusts. “I said… I hope his cock is — even — bigger than — yours!”

The words hit Ben like a punch to the gut. His stomach tightened with a confusing mix of jealousy, humiliation, and overwhelming excitement. Bigger than mine? The thought made his cock twitch and swell even more inside her clenching pussy. He hated how much it turned him on. The image of Andy — tall, charming, confident Andy — stretching his wife with a bigger cock flashed through his mind unbidden, and it nearly made him lose control right then.

“Is that what you want, baby?” Katie continued, her voice turning breathy and taunting as she pushed back against his thrusts. “Do you want to watch your best friend fuck me with his big cock? Do you want to sit there and see him ruin me?”

Ben tried to ignore her words, clenching his jaw as he increased the brutal pace, hammering into her soaked pussy with deep, punishing strokes. The wet slap of skin on skin grew louder, her ass rippling with every violent impact. He gripped her hips harder, fingers digging into her flesh, determined to fuck the taunting right out of her.

But Katie wasn’t done. She moaned loudly, then threw more fuel on the fire, her voice rising with every thrust.

“Come on, baby… show me that’s what you want,” she taunted breathlessly, her words slurred with alcohol and pure lust. “Cum for me if you want me to fuck your best friend! Do it now if that’s what you want! Cum for me while you think about Andy’s bigger cock stretching me open!”

Ben’s head spun. His heart hammered in his chest. The combination of her filthy taunting, the tight heat of her pussy clenching around him, and the vivid mental image she was painting pushed him dangerously close to the edge. He could feel his balls tightening, the pressure building unbearably fast.

That was it. Those filthy, taunting words from his wife sent Ben hurtling over the edge with no hope of holding back. Whether it was what he truly wanted or not, his body took over completely. He exploded inside her with a guttural groan, his cock pulsing hard as thick ropes of cum flooded her convulsing pussy. His legs faltered beneath him from the sheer intensity of the orgasm. Every nerve in his body lit up like fire, white-hot pleasure crashing through him in relentless waves. For a dizzying moment, black spots danced across his vision and he genuinely wondered if he might actually blackout mid-climax. In his entire life, cumming had never felt this overwhelming, this all-consuming.

He kept thrusting through it, hips jerking erratically as he emptied himself deep inside her, filling her until he could feel his own cum leaking out around his cock with every shallow movement. It seemed to last for minutes — long, shuddering pulses that left him trembling and breathless.

Finally, with a ragged gasp, Ben collapsed forward, resting his sweat-slicked forehead against Katie’s back. She let out a long, satisfied moan beneath him, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, voice hoarse and shaky as she tried to catch her breath.

Ben had no response. He simply lay there draped over her, chest heaving, his softening cock still buried inside her warmth.

“That was fucking intense,” she murmured after a moment, a lazy smile in her voice.

“Yeah…” was all he could manage, the word barely more than a rough exhale. He finally eased himself out of her with a wet sound and rolled to the side.

Katie turned to face him, her cheeks flushed and eyes still dark with lingering lust. She wrapped her arms tightly around his neck and pulled him in for a soft, lingering kiss. Their lips moved gently for several seconds, tasting wine and sweat and each other. Then, with a final contented sigh, she pressed one last kiss to his forehead and slipped out of bed, heading toward the shower.

Ben fell back onto the mattress and stared up at the ceiling, his heart still hammering. His mind raced with a chaotic storm of emotions. He was stunned at how wholeheartedly his wife had thrown herself into the role-play — the way she had teased him, taunted him, even thrown his own fantasy back in his face with such filthy confidence. He knew the wine always made her extra horny and sometimes raunchier than usual, but this had felt different. Deeper. More real.

A sudden wave of nausea twisted in his stomach. That had easily been some of the best sex of his entire life, yet it had all been built on the fantasy of her with another man — with Andy. The very idea that had just pushed him to such an explosive climax now left him feeling strangely hollow and anxious. No, he thought firmly, trying to steady his breathing. This is definitely something better left to fantasizing about. It has to stay fantasy. I don’t actually want this to become reality.

With that resolution settling uneasily in his mind, Ben closed his eyes. A small, satisfied smile crept across his face as exhaustion finally pulled him under into a deep, dreamless sleep.


Chapter

For the next couple of weeks, Ben and Katie’s sex life surged with renewed energy. They were having sex four or five times a week, and most sessions were long, intense, and passionate in a way that felt almost like the early days of their relationship. It wasn’t quite as raw or explosive as that night at the cottage, and neither of them mentioned Andy or any other man, but there was an electric excitement humming between them, as if everything felt brand new again.

The fantasy still lingered powerfully in Ben’s mind. He continued to imagine his wife with another man during their lovemaking, but he could no longer keep the face of his best friend from appearing every single time. That detail both aroused and unsettled him in equal measure.

Even better, their intimacy had deepened in other ways. Katie had started giving him head again — something that had become rare in recent years. She would drop to her knees in the shower or surprise him in bed with slow, eager strokes of her mouth and tongue, bringing him right to the edge before finishing him with her hand or letting him cum on her tits. She still refused to swallow, but the simple return of her warm, wet mouth around his cock felt like a thrilling gift. In turn, Ben found himself going down on her almost daily. He loved the way she moaned and writhed under his tongue, the way her thighs would tremble and clamp around his head when she came. It felt like she was opening up sexually in ways she hadn’t in a long time, and he couldn’t get enough of it.

It was almost two months after their cottage vacation before Andy’s name came up again. It was a Friday evening and the kids were finally down for the night. Katie poured them each a generous glass of wine, and they retreated to the hot tub on their back deck. They sat watching the stars, mostly content to say nothing, simply enjoying the peaceful quiet of the evening. Katie slid onto Ben’s lap, leaning her head back against his shoulder as she gazed up into the night sky. He wrapped one arm around her waist, breathing in the familiar, comforting scent of her hair. He let out a long, contented sigh. Life was good.

“Hey, have you talked to Andy lately?” Katie broke the comfortable silence, her voice light and casual.

Ben’s heart gave a sudden, sharp jump, but he forced himself to stay calm, keeping his tone even. “Not for a week or so,” he replied. “Why?”

“I was just wondering when he would be passing through town again,” she said, shifting slightly on his lap in the warm, bubbling water. “I was hoping maybe he could pick up a few bottles of that wine for me — that Cabernet we had when we were at their place last year. I can’t find it anywhere around here.”

It wasn’t unusual for Andy to stop by when he was traveling for work. He’d usually squeeze in a round or two of golf and crash at their place to catch up. Ben knew exactly which wine she meant. During their visit to Andy’s last year, they’d done a local wine tour, and Katie had fallen in love with a particular Cabernet that wasn’t sold near them. They’d brought home four bottles, but those had disappeared months ago.

Ben felt a flicker of suspicion creep in. Was she really just asking about wine? Or was this her way of steering things back toward the fantasy they’d explored at the cottage? He wondered if he was being paranoid. After all, she hadn’t mentioned Andy once since that wild night, and he had started to convince himself that her dirty talk back then had simply been her trying to indulge him — nothing more.

“Not sure. Haven’t talked to him lately,” Ben answered, keeping his voice deliberately casual as he traced lazy circles on her hip beneath the water.

“You should reach out and see,” Katie suggested, still sounding perfectly nonchalant. She tilted her head back to look up at the stars again. “You guys could get some golfing in, and he could crash at our place for the night.”

She said it so easily, with no hint of anything deeper — no teasing smile, no lingering glance, nothing that suggested she had the earlier conversation in mind. Ben studied her profile in the soft glow of the hot tub lights, searching for any sign, but found none.

“Maybe,” he replied quietly.

She let the topic pass without pressing further, simply snuggling closer against his chest as the warm water continued to bubble around them.

-------

Just over a week later, Ben received a text from Andy out of the blue. He was going to be in town for a baseball tournament he was coaching and wondered if Ben wanted to grab drinks and catch up. The timing caught him completely off guard, sending a quick jolt through his chest, but he still looked forward to seeing his old friend.

“Sure, sounds great,” Ben texted back. “Where are you staying?”

“The team booked rooms at the Garrison Inn,” Andy replied.

Ben had always offered for Andy to crash at their place whenever he came through town, but this time he hesitated. The memory of Katie moaning about Andy’s cock during that wild night at the cottage flashed through his mind unbidden. His fingers hovered over the keyboard for several long seconds while he wrestled with the conflicting impulses. It would be strange — almost rude — not to offer. After a brief internal debate, he typed:

“Don’t be silly, you’re crashing with us.” Then he added, “By the way, Katie asked if you could bring her a few bottles of that Cab we had on our last visit.”

“No problem,” Andy responded almost immediately. “I’ll come by after our last game on Saturday. See you then.”

For some reason, Ben waited two full days before mentioning it to Katie. They were in the kitchen when he finally brought it up, sliding his arms around her waist from behind.

“Andy texted. He’s coming into town this weekend for a baseball tournament. He’ll be staying with us on Saturday night.”

“That’s great,” she replied, her tone warm and genuinely pleased as she leaned back into his embrace.

“I asked him to bring your wine,” Ben added, pressing a soft kiss to her cheek before trailing his lips slowly down the side of her neck.

Katie paused, a small frown creasing her brow. “What wine?”

Ben pulled back slightly, holding her at arm’s length so he could see her face. Confusion flickered across his own features. “The Cabernet you wanted him to pick up — the one from that wine tour last year. You mentioned it in the hot tub.”

“Oh… right,” she said after a brief pause, offering a quick smile. “Yeah, sure. That would be great, thanks, hun.”

How could she have forgotten already?

The question gnawed at Ben as he stood there in the kitchen. He now strongly suspected that her casual suggestion about the wine had simply been an excuse to bring Andy back into their orbit. But did she seriously have any real intentions of something happening between her and his best friend? That seemed very unlikely. He knew his wife — or at least he thought he did. Over the past several months he had encouraged her (or was it pressured her? the guilty thought flickered through his mind) to indulge his fantasy, and she had simply tried to satisfy him with some edgy, drunken dirty talk. That was all.

Still, he couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling twisting in his stomach.

Maybe he should just talk to her openly and make sure they were on the same page. Yes, he was still very aroused by the thought of her being with another man — at least he believed he was. And he loved the way her filthy words about it drove their sex life into overdrive. But his best friend was off-limits. That line couldn’t be crossed. He would talk to her tonight after the kids went to bed, he decided. Clear the air. Set some boundaries.

When Ben finally got home from an unexpectedly late day at work, he was met at the door by Katie’s sister. She had come over to watch the kids because Katie had gone out with friends for the evening.

“Thanks for staying with them,” Ben said, forcing a smile as he walked her out.

“See you on Saturday,” she replied cheerfully as she stepped onto the porch.

“Huh?” Ben blinked, confused.

“Katie asked me to take the kids for a sleepover on Saturday,” she explained. “She said you guys had plans.” When she saw the blank look on his face, her eyes widened and she clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh no… please tell me I didn’t just ruin some surprise or something!”

“No, no, of course not,” Ben assured her quickly, though his stomach had dropped. “Yes, we do have plans. It just slipped my mind. Thanks again — we’ll see you Saturday.”

He closed the door behind her and stood in the quiet hallway for a long moment.

It wasn’t unusual for them to line up a sitter when they had guests over. So why did this time feel so different? Why did the casual arrangement send a cold ripple of unease through his chest?

Ben tried waiting up for Katie, but exhaustion eventually won out and he drifted off to sleep alone. The next morning was Friday. He woke to the familiar sounds of his wife downstairs getting the kids ready for school. After a quick shower, he made his way to the kitchen.

Katie was leaning against the countertop in a pair of soft cotton sleep pants and a tight tank top that hugged her full breasts beautifully. Even first thing in the morning, she looked gorgeous — flushed, relaxed, and effortlessly sexy. Ben crossed the room without a word, placed his hands on her hips, and easily lifted her onto the counter. She laughed softly as she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck. Their kiss started gentle but quickly deepened, tongues sliding together with growing hunger.

Ben felt her hand slide down between them and grip his growing erection through his pants, giving him a firm, appreciative squeeze.

“Is that for me?” she asked, her voice low and teasing against his lips.

“God, I wish I could,” Ben groaned, pressing his forehead to hers. “I’ve got an early meeting with a client at the office. Can we continue this when I get home tonight?”

“Hmm… we’ll see,” she replied with a playful, mischievous smile that made his cock twitch in her hand.

That night they didn’t just make love — they fucked. Katie had been sending clear signals all evening that she was aching for it, brushing against him, stealing heated kisses, and letting her hand linger on his thigh during dinner. The moment they climbed into bed, she wasted no time pulling him on top of her, spreading her legs wide and guiding him between them with urgent need.

It didn’t last long, but it was raw and intense. Katie moaned loudly beneath him, her nails digging into his back as she rocked her hips up to meet every thrust. When they finally came — her first, clenching tightly around him, followed moments later by Ben — they collapsed beside each other, chests heaving, bodies glistening with a thin glaze of sweat.

Ben lay there in the afterglow, staring at the ceiling, his heart still racing. He considered bringing up the entire fantasy and the Andy situation right then, clearing the air before things went any further. But the timing didn’t feel right. The air between them was too warm, too satisfied. He decided it would be smarter to wait until tomorrow — maybe after Katie’s sister picked up the kids for the sleepover. Then they could talk properly, set some boundaries, and make sure they were still on the same page.

But the next day, when it was finally just the two of them left in the quiet house, Ben still couldn’t bring himself to broach the subject. Now that he’d had time to sit with it, the whole thing started to feel a little silly. It seemed far-fetched that his wife would actually have any real thoughts about being with his best friend. Certainly not without talking to him about it first. He was almost certain now that it had all just been playful, drunken role-playing on her part — her way of indulging the fantasy he’d pushed for months. He told himself how lucky he was to have a wife willing to go there for him.

And really, so what if she had been fantasizing about it a little? After all his repeated attempts to persuade her, didn’t he only have himself to blame if the idea had taken root in her mind? Even if she had wondered what it might be like, it was just fantasy. Harmless. Nothing more.

The couple spent the afternoon tidying the house and Ben running a few quick errands. When they finished, they settled on the back deck with their first bottle of wine, chatting about nothing important and savoring the rare peace of a child-free afternoon. Just as they were finishing the bottle, Ben’s phone buzzed with a new text.

“See you in an hour,” Andy wrote.

Ben glanced at his watch and was surprised to see it was already 5:30 pm. Katie stood up, gathering the empty bottle and her glass with a soft smile.

“Wow, I’m already feeling the effects of the wine,” she said lightly. “Guess I’d better pace myself tonight.”

She leaned down to kiss his forehead, then told him she was going to jump in the shower before Andy arrived.

Ben stayed on the deck a few minutes longer, leaning back in his chair and letting the warm afternoon sun wash over his face. He felt an odd, fluttering sense of excitement low in his stomach. He always looked forward to nights with his best friend, but somehow this one felt different — sharper, laced with a touch of nervousness he couldn’t quite explain. He took the last sip from his glass, savoring the rich taste, then stood and headed inside.

Katie was still locked in their en-suite bathroom, so he grabbed a quick shower in the main bathroom. The warm water combined with the wine created a pleasant, relaxed buzz that loosened his muscles and softened his thoughts. When he finished, he dried off and walked back to their bedroom, a slight, contented smile on his face as he glanced down at his naked body. It was nice to have an empty house for once, he thought, the quiet reminding him briefly of what life had felt like before the kids arrived.

He stepped into the bedroom and stopped short.

Katie stood in front of their full-length mirror, carefully adjusting the neckline of the white cotton sundress she had chosen. It was one of Ben’s absolute favorites, for purely selfish reasons. In the right light, the thin fabric turned almost sheer, hinting at the curves beneath and leaving frustratingly little to the imagination. The cut was daringly low, putting her full, beautiful 34C breasts on prominent display with a deep, inviting cleavage. And the hem stopped well above her knees, showing off her toned, smooth legs to devastating effect. She looked incredibly sexy — more confident and alluring than he could remember seeing her in a long time.

“Wow,” Ben breathed, a rush of genuine gratitude washing over him. “You look incredible.”

Katie turned toward him with a playful giggle. “Wow yourself, big guy!”

At first he didn’t catch her meaning. Then he followed her gaze downward and realized he was still completely naked, his cock hanging heavy and already semi-hard from the sight of her. A flicker of masculine pride warmed his chest. He had always considered himself above average in that department — definitely on the bigger side — and the way she was looking at him right now only reinforced that quiet confidence.

She giggled again, softer this time, and crossed the room to him. Rising onto her toes, she gave him a lingering kiss, her soft lips pressing warmly against his before her tongue teasingly traced his bottom lip as she pulled away.

Ben’s hands moved instinctively, reaching to pull her closer, wanting more — but she playfully pushed him back with a mischievous smile and returned to the mirror for one last adjustment.

Seconds later, the doorbell rang.





Too Soon

Ben let out a low groan of frustration, his lurid thoughts forced to the back burner. He quickly pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, then headed downstairs to answer the door.

He welcomed Andy inside with a warm handshake and the usual back-and-forth trash talk between old friends — playful jabs about who was still in shape, who was getting soft around the middle, the usual bullshit. Andy dropped his overnight bag in the basement guest room he always used, then made his way back upstairs to the kitchen where Ben already had a cold beer waiting for him.

They talked briefly about how Andy’s team had performed at the tournament before they heard the soft click of heels on the stairs. Both men turned at the same time.

Katie descended the stairs looking even hotter than she had in the bedroom just minutes earlier. The only noticeable change was that she had run her flat iron through her already-straight hair, giving it a sleek, glossy finish that caught the light with every step. The white cotton sundress clung to her body in all the right places, the thin fabric shifting teasingly against her curves as she moved. Her cleavage was on full, mouth-watering display, and the hem rode high enough on her thighs to make Ben’s pulse quicken.

“Hey there, gorgeous,” Andy called out loudly, his face breaking into that trademark charming grin. He stood up and crossed the room in two strides, scooping Katie right off her feet into a long, tight hug that lifted her completely off the ground.

Ben watched with a familiar warmth in his chest. He had always loved how close Andy and his wife were. They shared a special, easy bond — probably because they were both so important to him. Katie had always seemed more comfortable around Andy than any of Ben’s other friends, and that wasn’t surprising. Andy had that rare gift: he made everyone feel instantly at ease, like they’d known him forever.

Katie prepared a spread of appetizers while the men settled in. They feasted casually as Andy worked through several cold beers and Ben and Katie steadily polished off one of the bottles of Cabernet he had brought. By just after 10 pm, they were all several drinks deep and feeling no pain. The laughter flowed easily, most of it sparked by the same wild stories Andy and Ben had told a dozen times before — crazy adventures from their twenties that somehow never got old, no matter how many times they were retold.

As always, Andy and Katie slipped into their harmless, playful flirting. It had never bothered Ben before. He trusted both of them completely. He had always seen it as the kind of teasing close siblings might do. But tonight… tonight it felt different. Sharper. More charged. He couldn’t quite put his finger on why.

“How about we hit the hot tub?” Katie suggested, her eyes sparkling with wine and mischief.

“Let’s do it!” Andy replied without hesitation, already grinning. “I brought my trunks just in case I ended up at the hotel pool.”

Ben changed quickly into his swim trunks and headed downstairs and out onto the back deck. The night air was warm and still. Andy was already settled in the hot tub, arms stretched out along the edges, looking completely relaxed. Steam rose gently from the bubbling water.

There was still no sign of Katie.

Ben eased himself into the steaming hot water and settled into the seat across from his friend. They bantered lightly about nothing important for several minutes before the back door of the house clicked shut. Both men turned at the same time.

Katie was walking toward them carrying a small cooler packed with ice and drinks. She was wearing a new white bikini Ben had never seen before — one that left almost nothing to the imagination. The skimpy top barely contained her full breasts, making them look even bigger and perkier than usual, the thin white fabric straining against her curves. The bottoms sat low on her hips, accentuating her toned waist and smooth legs. She looked stunning, radiating a quiet, confident sexiness that made Ben’s mouth go dry.

He finally managed to tear his eyes away from his wife and noticed Andy was equally mesmerized, his gaze locked on her body with open appreciation.

“That’s a nice suit you’ve got there,” Andy teased, breaking the charged silence with his usual easy charm.

“You like it?” Katie replied with a bright, playful smile. “I bought it just for you.”

Andy let out a surprised laugh, clearly delighted by her bold response.

“You boys forgot your drinks,” Katie said, still smiling as she set the cooler down. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you’re both taken care of tonight.”

She handed Andy and Ben each a fresh, ice-cold beer, then opened a colorful cocktail for herself. As she stepped onto the first step into the hot tub, her foot slipped slightly. Andy reacted instantly, jumping up to catch her. One hand gripped her arm while the other landed just beneath her breast, his fingers brushing dangerously close to the soft swell.

Realizing exactly where his hand had landed, Andy froze, looking at her with a sheepish grin. “Oops… sorry about that,” he said, quickly pulling his hand away.

Katie simply giggled, completely unbothered. “Thanks for saving me,” she replied lightly, her voice warm and teasing.

She eased gracefully into the bubbling water and slid into the seat right next to Ben — directly across from Andy. The hot water lapped at her chest as she let out a long, contented sigh.

“Mmmmm, that’s nice,” she murmured, leaning her head back against the edge of the tub and gazing up at the stars. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath, looking like they were about to spill out of the skimpy white bikini top.

Ben glanced at his friend. Andy was doing his best to look anywhere else, but his eyes kept drifting back. He took a nervous swig of his beer, clearly affected.

“How are things going at home?” Katie asked Andy casually, still staring up at the night sky.

“Oh, you know,” Andy replied with a shrug, his voice relaxed but a little tighter than usual. “Same shit, different day.”

Both Ben and Katie knew things hadn’t been good between Andy and his wife. Andy had confided in Ben earlier that they hadn’t had sex in close to four months, and he suspected she might be seeing someone else. Strangely, he admitted he didn’t think he even cared anymore.

“Well, at least you were able to get away for some fun this weekend,” Ben said, trying to lift his friend’s spirits. “It’s really good to have you here.”

“Yeah, it’s great to see you again,” Katie agreed softly, still gazing dreamily up at the stars.

After a few minutes, Katie stood up in the hot tub, water streaming down her body. She leaned far across Andy, reaching for something she had left on the table just outside the tub. Her magnificent tits hung heavy and full, swaying just inches from Andy’s face, the thin white bikini top barely containing them.

“Sorry,” she said with a playful grin as she slid back into her seat.

She brought a sleek black vape pen to her lips. Ben immediately knew his wife was properly drunk. She had smoked cigarettes briefly as a teenager but quit not long after college. These days she only vaped occasionally — and only when she was quite intoxicated. A couple of years ago, Ben had sheepishly admitted to her that watching her smoke (and now vape) turned him on, though he couldn’t explain why. She had seemed surprised at first, but since then she had pulled out her vape a few times after long nights of drinking.

“You don’t mind, do you, Andy?” she asked, holding the vape pen lightly between her fingers.

“Not at all,” Andy replied, his grin widening as his eyes flicked over her.

“Oh shit,” she laughed, shaking the device. “It’s almost dead. Can you pass me the charger? I left it on the table.”

“Thanks,” she said softly, before exhaling a slow, smooth plume of vapor to the side.

After a couple of seconds, she realized she was still leaning over Andy with her hand resting casually on his shoulder. Only then did she ease back down into the seat beside Ben.

Desperate to break the thick tension that had suddenly settled over the hot tub, Ben spoke up.

“So… what should we do now?”

He regretted the words the instant they left his mouth. They felt dangerously open-ended, like an invitation he hadn’t meant to extend.

“Hmmmm,” Katie pondered, taking another slow drag from her vape pen and letting the vapor drift lazily upward. “What should we do?”

Ben nervously took a long pull from his beer, the cold liquid doing little to calm the flutter in his stomach. It occurred to him that it had already been a long afternoon and evening of drinking, and the alcohol was hitting him harder than he’d realized. How many had he actually had? Several more than he was used to, that was certain. Andy, on the other hand, seemed relatively steady — or perhaps he was simply better at hiding the effects.

“I know,” Katie said playfully, her eyes sparkling with wine and mischief. “Why don’t we each share a secret we haven’t shared before? You know… let’s really get to know each other.”

Andy laughed, clearly intrigued. “Okay, I’m in. Who’s going to go first?”

Ben didn’t like where this was headed at all, but before he could steer the conversation somewhere safer, Andy spoke up again.

“Okay, fine… I’ll go first,” Andy said.

He paused for a moment, pretending to think, then shrugged with a wry smile. “Well, I’m not sure I’d call it my most intimate secret, but… I haven’t gotten laid in almost five months.”

Ben felt a flicker of discomfort. That wasn’t even close to Andy’s most intimate secret — in fact, it wasn’t a secret at all. Andy had already confided the same thing to him earlier that day. Still, hearing it spoken out loud in front of Katie made the air feel heavier.

“Oh my god,” Katie said, sounding genuinely shocked. “You poor thing!”

She took another slow drag from her vape pen, then turned her head toward Ben and exhaled a thin, sweet-scented cloud of vapor in his direction. He let out a muffled cough, and she giggled softly, clearly amused.

Wanting desperately to steer the conversation away from Andy’s sex life, Ben jumped in quickly. “Okay, I’ll go next.”

In truth, he hadn’t prepared anything, but he was eager to change the subject. He stalled for a second, then spoke.

“I guess… um… I find it really sexy when Katie gets really drunk and smokes.”

It wasn’t his deepest, darkest secret, but it still felt like a big admission. Katie already knew about his kink, of course, but he had never shared it with anyone else. A flush of embarrassment warmed his face as soon as the words were out.

“That’s not so crazy,” Andy said with an easy grin, his eyes drifting over to Katie. “Actually, it’s kind of hot. Like she’s just letting go, being naughty, you know.”

She smiled at him, then proceeded to take a long, slow drag from her vape pen while locking eyes with Andy. The soft glow of the device lit her face for a moment as she held the vapor in.

“You mean… like this?” she asked in a soft, sultry voice, before exhaling the sweet-scented cloud slowly in his direction.

“Yeah… just like that,” Andy replied, swallowing hard. “Very hot.”

Katie laughed, throwing her head back so her wet hair spilled over her shoulders. “You boys are dirty!” she teased, her voice low and playfully seductive.

Ben felt a sharp twinge of jealousy twist in his chest, but he couldn’t deny the undeniable stir it caused in his shorts. Watching his wife suggestively tease his best friend right in front of him was turning him on far more than he wanted to admit.

“My turn,” Katie continued, still smiling.

Ben held his breath, his heart suddenly pounding. He frantically tried to guess what she might say. What was her most intimate secret? Would it be something he already knew? The thought that she might share something deeply personal — something she had never told him — sent a wave of unexpected hurt through him.

“Okay, you’re going to think I’m crazy,” she began, biting her lip for a second, “and I can’t believe I’m actually saying this out loud… but just over the past few months, I’ve thought about what it might be like to be with another guy.”

Whoa.

Ben tried to keep his face neutral, to play it off like it was no big deal — something he already knew. But hearing her say it out loud, especially to Andy, felt incredibly embarrassing. His own wife openly admitting she had been fantasizing about fucking another man… right here in their hot tub.

And besides, that had always been his fantasy, not hers. Not that it made the moment any less mortifying. Was she just toying with him, trying to get a reaction? Or had he successfully planted the seed, turning his private kink into something she was now genuinely curious about?

“Holy shit, Katie… are you being serious?” Andy said, looking genuinely shocked. “That’s wild! Who would’ve thought?”

Katie leaned back against the edge of the hot tub and took a slow sip from her cocktail, clearly proud of the reaction she had pulled from him. A satisfied little smile played on her lips.

“What, you didn’t think I was a prude, did you?” she asked, feigning offense with a teasing lilt in her voice.

“No, not at all!” Andy replied quickly, laughing. “I mean… I’m just surprised, that’s all.”

Ben sat silent, his face burning a shade of red he desperately hoped would be blamed on the hot water. He lifted his beer to his lips only to find it empty, the bottle suddenly feeling very heavy in his hand.

“What do you think about that, Ben?” Andy asked, turning toward him. “Are you okay with that?”

Katie took another slow drag from her vape, exhaling smoothly before adding, “Yeah, hun. What do you think? Does that bother you… that I’ve fantasized about being with another guy?”

Ben felt trapped. Humiliated. His pulse hammered in his ears. If he said he wasn’t okay with it, would she call him out right here? Would she tell Andy that this had been his fantasy all along? The thought of that extra layer of embarrassment made his stomach twist.

He forced a casual shrug, trying to sound relaxed even as his voice came out a little too tight.

“No… I mean, I’m sure lots of married people fantasize about other people once in a while. Everyone has fantasies, right?” He let out a nervous laugh. “It doesn’t mean you would necessarily act on them. I think it’s probably pretty normal.”

The words felt like babbling even to his own ears. His discomfort was obvious, hanging thick in the steamy air between them.

“I suppose you’re right. No harm… it’s just a fantasy,” Andy mumbled, sounding a bit nervous himself now.

“I think it’s important to have a healthy imagination,” Katie added with a warm smile. “It keeps the relationship exciting.”

She took one last slow drag from her vape, then casually tossed the device onto the side table. She exhaled the vapor slowly, deliberately letting her gaze linger on Ben with a devious little smile that made his stomach tighten.

His face still flushed red, Ben tried once again to steer the conversation somewhere safer.

“So… what time do you have to leave tomorrow, Andy?”

Andy blinked, clearly caught off guard by the abrupt change in direction. “Umm… I should probably take off before lunchtime. That should get me home before supper.”

Ben seized the opening immediately.

“Well, I think I’m going to call it a night,” he announced, standing up abruptly. Water cascaded off his body as he reached for his towel. “You ready, hun?”

Katie was quiet for a few long seconds. She leaned her head back again, staring up at the stars, the warm light from the hot tub casting a soft glow across her wet skin and barely-covered breasts.

“Yes… soon,” she said finally, still not looking at him. “Just let me finish my drink first.”

Ben had already climbed out of the hot tub and wrapped the towel tightly around his waist. He hesitated for a moment, water dripping onto the deck, hoping she would follow. When she didn’t move, he started toward the door.

“Don’t be too long,” he said, trying to catch her eye.

She didn’t answer.

He questioned whether it was really a good idea to leave them alone down there, especially after the conversation they had just had. But he quickly reminded himself it had only been playful, drunken banter between friends. He was confident neither of them would ever do anything behind his back. Katie wasn’t like that. Andy wasn’t like that.

On his way through the kitchen, he poured a large glass of water and gulped it down, hoping to blunt the hangover he knew was coming in the morning. He climbed the stairs to their bedroom, peeled off his wet swim trunks, and stood there naked for a moment. He looked down at himself and felt a flicker of disappointment — his cock had looked a lot more impressive when he’d shown it off to Katie earlier in the evening. Now it hung soft and unimpressive.

He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, and began to wonder what was taking Katie so long. After a couple of minutes he got up and went to the window, trying to peer down toward the hot tub, but the deck was too dark to see anything clearly.

“Looking for me?”


Looking For Me?

Ben jumped, his heart slamming against his ribs. He felt like he’d been caught doing something shameful. He turned around to find Katie standing in the doorway, wrapped in a white towel. Her large breasts strained against the top edge, threatening to spill over. She crossed the room with a soft smile and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him into a long, deep kiss. He could taste the wine and the faint sweetness of her vape on her tongue as it swirled slowly against his.

A sudden, warm wave of relief washed over him. What the hell had he been expecting? Why had he been so nervous these past few days? Katie would never do anything they hadn’t discussed first. It was almost certain now that all his anxiety had been for nothing — just his own overactive imagination fueled by too much wine and old fantasies.

His mind finally at ease, his thoughts turned eagerly to the great sex that was surely about to follow.

He could admit it to himself now: the conversation in the hot tub and the way Katie had behaved had made him extremely horny. The teasing, the flirting, the way she had looked at Andy — it had all left him aching. And he was almost certain it had done the same to his wife.

She finally broke their deep kiss and took Ben gently by the hand, leading him out of the bedroom and down the hallway toward his home office. Interesting, he thought. The bedroom would have been more comfortable, but right then he would have happily taken her on a bed of nails as long as she was on top of him.

The office was dimly lit, lined with bookshelves and dominated by his large desk and chair. There was also a well-worn recliner and a big flat-screen TV on the wall where he sometimes watched Sportscenter during breaks. Katie pushed him backward into the recliner, then leaned over him and pulled the lever. The chair lurched back with a soft mechanical whine, extending the footrest so Ben was almost fully reclined.

He smiled up at her, already imagining what was coming next.

She walked slowly around behind the chair. Before he could ask what she was doing, she reached for his wrists and pulled them firmly behind the backrest. A soft click sounded, then another. Handcuffs. She had cuffed him to the chair.

Without a word, she moved back to the front, reached under the recliner, and pulled out a long leather belt. Ben wondered briefly where it had come from, but before he could speak she wrapped it tightly over his thighs and secured it to the extended footrest with quick, practiced movements. His legs were now completely immobilized.

His heart began to beat faster — a mix of sudden vulnerability and intense anticipation for whatever naughty adventure Katie clearly had planned.

She stood up straight and adjusted the white towel around her body, tucking it securely above her breasts. Then she walked over to his desk, picked up a wide roll of duct tape, and tore off a long strip. Before Ben could protest or even form a question, she leaned in and pressed the tape firmly over his mouth, sealing it shut.

His eyes widened in surprise. A fresh rush of adrenaline surged through him, and he felt his cock twitch and begin to harden against his thigh.

He looked down at his naked body, now firmly strapped and helpless in his own office chair. Katie circled behind him again, placed both hands on his shoulders, and slowly slid them down his chest. His head settled back between the soft warmth of her breasts as her fingers finally reached his stiffening cock.

“Did it turn you on tonight,” she whispered hotly into his ear, “watching me flirt with your best friend?”

Ben nodded quickly, his cock twitching hard in her grip.

“Mmm, that’s what I thought,” she purred, her breath warm against his skin.

She began to stroke his shaft with slow, deliberate movements.

“Were you picturing his strong hands on my tits, Ben? Squeezing them… playing with my nipples while you watched?”

His cock jumped again, now fully hard and throbbing in her hand.

“Mmmmm, I knew it,” she continued softly, her voice dripping with teasing delight. “You’re such a naughty boy, Ben. And by how stiff your cock is getting in my hand, I think you’d like to watch him do a lot more than that to me… wouldn’t you?”

Ben’s heart hammered wildly in his chest. He was desperate to be inside his wife, aching for release. He didn’t care that she was using Andy as the stand-in for their dirty talk — he had never been more turned on in his life.

Katie removed one hand from his cock. It disappeared behind the chair for a moment. Then she let out a long, throaty moan directly into his ear. When her hand reappeared, she brought her glistening fingers to his face. Slowly, teasingly, she traced her wet fingertips underneath his nose. The unmistakable, musky scent of her arousal flooded his senses. Unable to open his mouth because of the tape, all he could do was breathe her in deeply as she deliberately wiped her wetness across his upper lip and under his nose.

Katie knew exactly how crazy her scent drove him.

“Do you think Andy would like how I smell, baby?” she whispered, her voice low and wicked as she continued stroking his throbbing cock with her other hand. “Do you think he’d get hard just from tasting me?”

Ben felt like he might not last long enough to actually fuck his wife. Her filthy words about seducing his best friend were driving him absolutely insane. His cock pulsed and throbbed in her hand with every teasing sentence.

“Ooh, I think he would too,” she whispered, her breathing noticeably heavier now. Ben could tell she was just as turned on as he was.

“Do you think he would like how I taste, baby?” she continued, her voice low and wicked. “Or how tight I’d feel when he finally slid his cock deep inside me?”

Ben suddenly felt himself right on the edge, dangerously close to exploding. As if sensing exactly how close he was, Katie stopped stroking him completely. He let out a loud, muffled moan behind the tape, desperately trying to beg her to keep going.

“Well? Do you think he would like that, honey?” she purred right against his ear. “What about you… would you like watching your friend slide his big cock inside your wife?”

Ben nodded frantically, his hips twitching uselessly against the restraints. His head was spinning, his entire body burning with need. His cock was leaking steadily now, a thick bead of precum running down his shaft.

“I want to please you, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to give you exactly what you desire more than anything else. Would you like that?”

Ben nodded again, barely processing her words anymore, lost in overwhelming arousal.

With that, Katie suddenly released his cock. It sprang back hard, slapping wetly against his stomach. She reached over to the small table beside the recliner, picked up the TV remote, and turned the screen on.

The bright light flooded the dim office, making Ben squint. As his eyes slowly adjusted, confusion washed over him.

The TV was tuned to the CCTV security cameras.

These weren’t being used for actual security tonight. Ben had installed the cameras himself in the basement guest room — the same room that often doubled as their private “sex room.” It was far enough from the kids’ bedrooms that Katie could moan and scream as loudly as she wanted during their more adventurous sessions. They had recorded some of their hottest moments there.

But why the hell was it on now?

The screen was split into two frames, one for each camera positioned on the nightstands in the guest room. Ben’s eyes widened as he suddenly noticed movement on the right side of the screen.

Andy stood beside the bed, casually drying himself off with a towel. He was turned slightly away from the camera, but there was a brief, unmistakable flash of his cock before he dropped the towel and climbed into bed, pulling the thin white sheet up over the lower half of his body.

Ben’s head was spinning. Were they really going to watch Andy on the screen while they fucked in the recliner? Would that turn Katie on — getting a secret glimpse of his best friend’s cock, maybe even watching him stroke himself? Or did she think it would feel like Andy was somehow watching them?

Katie stepped in front of him, her eyes locked on his. She slid her hand beneath the towel, burying her fingers deep inside herself once again. A soft, wet sound reached his ears as she let out a low moan, her hips shifting slightly. When she finally pulled her hand free, a thick string of her arousal stretched between her fingers and her pussy before breaking. She was soaked.

She brought those glistening fingers straight to his face again, slowly tracing them under his nose and across his taped mouth. The overpowering, musky scent of her drenched pussy flooded his senses. My god, she must be absolutely dripping, Ben thought, dizzy with lust.

Then she slipped two fingers into her own mouth and sucked them clean with deliberate, teasing slowness, her eyes never leaving his.

“I hope it’s everything you dreamed it would be,” she whispered hotly against his ear. “Now I want you to close your eyes and count slowly to ten before opening them.”

Ben obeyed anxiously, his heart hammering. He counted in his head — one… two… three…

When he reached ten, he slowly opened his eyes, squinting against the bright glow of the TV screen. He scanned the room.

Katie was gone.

The office door was closed.

Had she gone to get one of her toys? His pulse raced with anticipation. Any second now she would come back through that door and finally climb on top of him. He took a deep, shaky breath, inhaling the overwhelming scent of her pussy that still coated his upper lip and nose.

Just then, a shadow moved across the right side of the screen.

Ben leaned forward as much as the restraints allowed, squinting. He assumed Andy had decided to masturbate. It might turn Katie on, but he really didn’t want to sit here alone and watch that. Then he heard the soft click of a door closing through the TV speakers.

Andy lay still on his side, facing away from the door, seemingly asleep.

Suddenly, Ben’s wife stepped into the frame.

His stomach dropped violently.

Katie stood beside the bed for a few long seconds, then let her white towel fall to the floor. Completely naked, she carefully climbed onto the bed and slid under the sheet, pressing her bare body against Andy’s back.

Panic exploded through Ben’s chest. He watched, helpless, as his wife used her foot to slowly push the sheet down, exposing both of them. As Andy began to stir, Katie reached around his waist and lightly caressed the full length of his shaft with her fingers. Andy’s cock responded immediately, thickening and rising under her touch.

That was when Ben truly saw it.

He had always been confident in his own size — above average, with no complaints. But as Katie’s hand wrapped around Andy’s cock, it continued to grow… and grow. It was clearly bigger than his. Maybe only an inch longer, but significantly thicker, girthier. The sight made Ben’s stomach twist with a sickening mix of shock and unwanted arousal.

He struggled hard against the handcuffs and belt, muscles straining, but the restraints held firm. On one camera he could see Katie’s beautiful white ass pressing back against Andy. On the other, he watched Andy’s eyes slowly open. At first his friend stayed perfectly still as Katie’s hand squeezed and stroked him. Then a slight, surprised smile spread across Andy’s face. He turned toward her.

Katie smiled back.

Andy leaned in, and they began to kiss — slow, deep, and hungry.

Ben watched helplessly as their tongues slid hungrily in and out of each other’s mouths, the kissing growing hotter and more urgent by the second. Katie reached down and wrapped her hand around Andy’s cock again. A quiet, deep moan of approval escaped his friend’s throat.

As they continued devouring each other, Andy slid his hand up and greedily grabbed a handful of Katie’s right breast, squeezing it possessively. Ben could see his friend’s thick cock stiffening even more in his wife’s small, soft hand.

He glanced down at his own cock and felt a confusing rush of shame — it was rock hard, leaking steadily, almost as stiff as Andy’s. The sight only deepened his humiliation.

His eyes snapped back to the screen just in time to see Katie release Andy’s cock and slide two fingers deep into her own dripping pussy. She turned her head away from Andy and looked straight into the camera with a coy, wicked little smile. She slowly pulled her glistening fingers out and brought them to Andy’s mouth. He sucked them hungrily, tasting her. Katie gave the camera one more quick, teasing smile before she resumed kissing him passionately.

Andy clearly loved her taste. He slid down the bed until his face was inches from her pussy. Katie spread her legs wider, openly inviting him. Ben couldn’t see everything clearly — her leg was blocking part of the camera angle.

As if sensing his frustration, Katie reached back, grabbed her right leg, and lifted it high in the air, giving Ben a perfectly clear view. Andy’s tongue was working eagerly over her swollen clit and slick folds. Katie arched her back and let out a long, throaty groan.

“Fuuucccck…” she moaned, her voice low and dripping with pleasure.

Andy slid a thick finger between her wet lips and pushed it deep inside her while his tongue continued its relentless work on her clit. Katie’s breathing grew faster and heavier.

“Oh my god, that feels so good!”

After just a few intense minutes, she grabbed the back of Andy’s head, her fingers tangling in his hair. In a high-pitched, breathy voice she cried out:

“Oh shit — I’m going to cum! You’re going to make me cum!!”

Ben felt a sharp stab of humiliation twist in his gut.

Katie had always been able to cum from oral and sex — but it usually took her a long time and a lot of focused effort. Ben had never been able to make her cum this quickly, no matter how hard he tried with his tongue or cock.

And now, after only a few short minutes with his best friend’s face buried between her legs, Andy was already pushing her right to the edge.


The Very Edge

Andy made his way back up the bed and kissed Katie deeply. She wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, savoring the taste of her own juices on his tongue and lips like it was the most natural thing in the world.

They continued kissing for what felt like an eternity to Ben — slow, hungry, passionate kisses that made his stomach twist. Then Katie gently pushed Andy off her and slid off the bed. She took his hand and pulled him to his feet, positioning him directly in front of the camera.

Ben now had an excruciatingly close view of his best friend’s cock. It hung heavy and thick, already rock-hard, the swollen head glistening. It looked even bigger on the screen than it had from the earlier angle.

Katie slowly dropped to her knees in front of him, her face just an inch or two from the massive mushroom head. She glanced sideways at the camera with a coy, knowing smile that felt like a knife twisting in Ben’s gut.

“It’s so big,” she whispered, her voice soft and full of wonder. “Should I put it in my mouth, baby?”

Andy, assuming she was talking to him, answered instantly, “Fuck yes.”

Katie smiled sweetly and began rolling her tongue around the large head, licking and teasing every ridge. Andy groaned low in his throat. She parted her lips and took just the swollen head into her warm mouth, sucking gently at first.

“More,” Andy breathed, sounding already desperate.

Katie obeyed, slowly sliding more of his thick shaft between her lips. After reaching halfway she pulled back, then went down again — this time easing her mouth all the way to the base until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She had taken him deep into her throat.

Ben felt a hot wave of humiliation crash over him. She’s never taken me that deep. Not even close. His own cock had never stretched her throat like that. He watched her gag softly, eyes watering, yet she held him there, determined. Then she began to bob her head, using her left hand to gently cup and massage Andy’s balls while her mouth worked him faster and deeper.

Andy’s moans grew louder, raw with pleasure.

“God, Katie… that feels so fucking good!”

Ben’s face burned with shame. His wife was on her knees, worshipping his best friend’s much thicker cock with a level of enthusiasm and skill she had never shown him in all their years together. Every wet sound, every gag, every moan from Andy drove the knife deeper. He was painfully hard in his restraints, leaking steadily, yet all he could feel was a crushing sense of inadequacy. His own cock suddenly felt small and pathetic in comparison.

After working Andy’s thick cock with her mouth for several long minutes, Katie finally stood up and gently pushed him back onto the bed. Andy lay on his back, hands casually folded behind his head, looking completely relaxed and confident.

Katie opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out her small pink vibrator. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Andy’s upper thighs so her dripping pussy hovered just inches above his heavy balls. Reaching down, she wrapped her soft white hand around his thick shaft and pointed it straight up toward the ceiling. She began to stroke him slowly, deliberately, from base to swollen head.

The sight of his wife’s delicate hand gripping his best friend’s much larger cock made Ben’s own erection throb painfully against his stomach. He tore his eyes away from the screen for a moment and looked down at himself. His cock was rock-hard and leaking, yet it looked smaller and more pathetic than ever next to what he was watching. A sickening wave of jealousy twisted in his gut, but he was completely helpless — strapped down, gagged, and unable to do anything but watch.

Another thick trail of pre-cum leaked onto his belly. The humiliating truth hit him hard: he had never been more turned on in his entire life.

A sudden humming noise filled the TV speakers as Katie switched on her vibrator. She pressed the buzzing toy firmly against her swollen clit and let out a low, throaty moan of pleasure.

She glanced directly at the camera again, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight, and asked softly:

“Do you like watching me stroke that cock, baby?”

Andy’s eyes were closed in bliss. He let out a deep moan of approval. Katie increased the pace of her strokes, her hand gliding smoothly up and down his thick shaft.

“Oh god, that feels so good in my hand,” she breathed, tilting her head back toward the ceiling.

Her back arched beautifully, pushing her large, firm breasts forward. Her nipples were rock-hard, betraying just how intensely aroused she was. Andy opened his eyes and stared up at her with open wonder.

“So fucking sexy,” he murmured, voice thick with lust.

Katie wiggled herself further up Andy’s thighs until her dripping pussy hovered directly over his thick cock. While she continued slowly stroking his heavy shaft with her soft hand, she began rubbing the swollen, leaking head up and down her slick, swollen folds. Ben could clearly see strings of Andy’s pre-cum mixing obscenely with his wife’s flowing juices.

She turned her vibrator up to its highest, loudest setting. Ben knew that sound all too well — it usually meant she was right on the edge.

“Oooooooooh,” Katie moaned loudly, her hips rolling sensually as she teased the fat head of Andy’s cock against her entrance. Ben watched in sick fascination as the bulbous tip occasionally slipped between her wet lips, penetrating her just slightly each time. Every shallow breach pulled another loud, shameless moan from her throat. Her breathing was fast and ragged now, almost hyperventilating with need.

As she pressed the buzzing toy hard against her swollen clit, Ben saw his wife slowly work the head of Andy’s cock between her folds and hold it there, lodged just inside her.

“Look at it,” she breathed huskily, staring down between her legs with obvious lust. “Just barely in my pussy…”

Her hand kept stroking the thick shaft while the head remained buried inside her. Her hips began rocking back and forth in shallow, teasing movements.

“Oh god,” she whined, her voice trembling with desperation. “I’m getting so close!”

“Fuck, Katie!” Andy groaned, lifting his head to watch the filthy sight.

“You like that, Andy?” she panted, almost breathless. “Do you like being inside me?”

Then she turned her head and looked straight into the camera, her eyes wide and gleaming with wicked pleasure. With a look of pure ecstasy, she cried out:

“Oh fuck — I’m going to cum! I’m going to fucking cum!”

Ben’s eyes widened in horror and shame. He knew exactly what was coming. His wife loved to feel completely filled when she orgasmed — she always had. And now she was about to do it with another man.

This is really happening, he thought, a crushing wave of humiliation washing over him. My own wife is about to cum on my best friend’s cock while I’m tied up and forced to watch.

With a loud, desperate cry of pleasure, Katie suddenly dropped her hips, slamming herself down and burying every thick inch of Andy’s cock deep inside her in one smooth, greedy motion. Her body immediately convulsed and bucked violently as a powerful orgasm tore through her. She cried out in sheer, unrestrained ecstasy, her voice echoing through the speakers.

Ben felt sick with shame. His wife was cumming harder and faster than he had ever made her cum in over fifteen years of marriage — and she was doing it on his best friend’s bigger, thicker cock.

“Yessssss, yesssss, fuck yessss!! God, I’m gonna ride your cock so hard, Andy!” Katie yelled, grinding herself down deep onto him. She tossed her vibrator aside, grabbed the headboard with both hands, and began riding him like a woman possessed — slamming herself up and down his thick shaft with wild, desperate abandon.

Ben watched in stunned silence, completely mesmerized by the sight of his wife fucking his best friend with such ferocious hunger. Her body moved with a raw, primal intensity he had rarely seen from her — certainly never with him. He glanced down at his own painfully hard cock, throbbing and leaking helplessly against his stomach. He wished desperately that he could reach it, stroke it, do anything to relieve the unbearable pressure, but the restraints held him fast.

A fresh wave of shame washed over him. Look at her, he thought bitterly. She’s never ridden me like that. Not even close. His jealousy was being drowned out by an overwhelming surge of arousal, but the humiliation remained — sharp, burning, and impossible to ignore. His own wife was losing control on another man’s cock while he sat strapped to a chair, forced to watch every second.

Katie’s creamy white tits bounced and swung furiously in Andy’s face, her hard nipples grazing his nose and lips with every violent thrust. She was riding him at a frenzied, almost savage pace, the wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his thick cock filling the room.

“DON’T — STOP — FUCKING — ME — ANDY — PLEEEASSSSE — DON’T — STOP!” she screamed, her voice breaking with raw pleasure.

Ben felt another humiliating pang deep in his chest. Those words, that desperate, needy tone… she had never sounded like that with him. Not once in sixteen years.

Each word came out in staggered, breathless gasps as Katie repeatedly slammed herself down onto Andy’s thick cock, riding him with frantic, animalistic desperation.

Suddenly, Andy pushed her off to the side and jumped off the bed. His heavy cock swung like a thick hammer between his legs. He grabbed Katie roughly by the hips, yanked her toward the edge of the bed, and bent her over, shoving her face down into the sheets. He stood behind her and began teasing the swollen head of his cock up and down her quivering, dripping pussy.

From this new angle, both of them were facing directly into one of the cameras. Ben could see every glistening bead of sweat on their bodies, every detail of their flushed skin. Katie tilted her head up, resting her chin on the mattress, and looked straight into the camera with wild, desperate eyes. She reached back between her legs, fumbling clumsily for Andy’s cock.

“What do you want, Katie?” Andy demanded, still teasing her soaked entrance with the fat head of his cock. “Tell me what you want.”

Katie was panting hard, her voice hoarse and broken with need.

“I want you to fuck me,” she pleaded, staring directly into the camera. “Pleeease, Andy… please put it back in me! Make me cum again. I need you to make me cum again!”

With one swift, powerful motion, Andy reached forward, grabbed a thick handful of Katie’s hair, and yanked her head upward. Ben could now clearly see underneath his wife — Andy’s thick cockhead rubbing back and forth along the swollen, glistening folds of her soaking wet pussy, spreading her juices everywhere.

Ben felt like he was being gutted from the inside.

She’s begging him. The thought burned like acid. My wife is literally begging my best friend to fuck her while she looks straight at me.

He had never heard her sound like this — so desperate, so shameless, so completely lost in lust. The way she was presenting herself, ass up, face down, begging for another man’s cock… it made him feel small. Pathetic. Like he had never truly satisfied her, no matter how many years they’d been together.

His own cock throbbed angrily in the restraints, leaking steadily onto his stomach, but the shame was overwhelming. Every moan, every plea, every wet sound of Andy’s cock sliding against her pussy drove the knife deeper.

This is what she really wants, he thought bitterly. And I’m tied up watching it happen.

Keeping a tight grip on her hair, Andy reached down with his other hand and shoved his thick cock deep inside Ben’s wife in one brutal thrust.

“Oh fuck yes!” Katie cried out, her face twisting in a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure, eyes wide like saucers, mouth hanging open.

Andy immediately began ramming into her hard, yanking her head back by the hair with every powerful stroke. Her heavy tits thrust forward toward the camera, bouncing violently as she screamed:

“OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUCK!! GIVE IT TO ME ANDY, HARDER, HARDER!!”

Ben felt like someone was punching him in the gut over and over. She’s never screamed like that for me. Never begged me to fuck her harder like this. The raw, animalistic need in her voice cut him deeper than anything he’d ever experienced. He was watching his wife get fucked like a whore by his best friend — and she was loving every second of it.

Andy’s body began to tense, his thrusts growing erratic.

“Oh shit, I’m getting close!” he warned.

“Yeah? Are you going to cum for me now?” Katie taunted breathlessly. “Where do you want to cum, baby? Do you want to cum in my mouth?”

“Oh my god, yes!” Andy cried out.

With that, Katie shoved her hips back hard against him, forcing his cock to slip out of her with a loud, wet pop. She spun around and dropped to her knees directly in front of the camera, her face only inches away. She grabbed Andy’s throbbing cock and began stroking it furiously with both hands.

Glancing sideways toward the camera with hungry, wicked eyes, she purred:

“Are you going to give me that cum, Andy? Do you want to cum in my dirty little mouth?”

Her other hand cupped his heavy balls firmly as she continued jerking him fast and tight. She gave the swollen head a couple of quick, sloppy licks between strokes.

“Oh fuck!” Andy yelled.

Katie looked up at him, locking eyes, and asked in a filthy, submissive tone:

“Is this what you want? Do you want me to let you cum in my mouth?”

Ben’s internal shame was overwhelming. She’s offering to swallow for him. The thought made him want to disappear. In all their years together, Katie had almost never let him finish in her mouth — and when she did, it was rare and reluctant. Now here she was, on her knees, eagerly begging his best friend to unload down her throat while looking straight at the camera… straight at him.

He had never felt so small, so inadequate, so completely replaced.

Andy’s body was trembling now, his hips jerking uncontrollably.

“Oh my god, yes Katie!” he managed to groan.

“Okay baby, give me all that cum now,” she urged, her voice dripping with filthy eagerness. “That’s it… fill my mouth up with your cum!”

“Oh fuck, here it comes!”

Katie flashed one last quick, wicked smile directly at the camera — as if making sure her husband wouldn’t miss a single second — before dropping her mouth over Andy’s throbbing shaft. Her eyes stayed locked on the lens the entire time, wide and watery, staring straight at Ben while she took his best friend’s cock deep into her throat.

Andy’s hips bucked forward several times as he began to unload. Ben watched in horrified fascination as his wife’s cheeks bulged and hollowed with every powerful spurt. She held him deep, gagging softly around his thickness, but Andy grabbed a fistful of her hair and kept her firmly in place, refusing to let even an inch slip out.

Ben could hear the wet, muffled gagging sounds coming from his wife as she struggled to swallow stream after thick stream of Andy’s cum flooding her mouth and throat.

She’s swallowing for him, Ben thought, a crushing wave of shame and inadequacy crashing over him. She almost never swallowed for me… and when she did, it was reluctant, like a chore. Now she’s desperately gulping down every drop from my best friend while looking me right in the eyes.

The humiliation burned hotter than anything he’d ever felt. His own wife was on her knees, eagerly milking another man’s load down her throat like it was the most natural thing in the world — while he sat strapped to a chair, leaking helplessly, unable to do anything but watch.

Finally, Andy released her hair. Katie slowly slid his cock out of her mouth, thick strings of cum dripping down her chin. She took one last big, audible swallow, then used the head of his still-hard cock to scrape the remaining cum from her chin and push it back between her lips, sucking it clean with obvious relish.

Finally, Katie stood up on shaky legs, her body glistening with a mixture of sweat and the cum that had escaped her mouth and dripped onto her chest and breasts. She looked thoroughly used, satisfied, and radiant in a way Ben had rarely seen.

With a big, contented sigh, she picked up her towel, gave Andy one last lingering look, and said simply, “That was nice, thanks,” before turning and leaving the room without another word.


Thanks

Ben watched his friend stand there for several long seconds, staring at the closed door, chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Andy looked just as stunned as Ben felt.

Ben tried desperately to process what he had just witnessed. His cock had softened slightly, but it still tingled painfully, aching for release he couldn’t provide. The conflicting storm inside him was overwhelming — shame, jealousy, arousal, and a deep, gnawing sense of inadequacy all fighting for dominance.

A few seconds later, the office door opened and Katie stepped inside. Her hair was a wild mess, her skin sticky with sweat and traces of cum, and she looked exactly like a woman who had just been fucked senseless — better than Ben had ever managed to fuck her. She stood there with a soft, exhausted smile of pure satisfaction on her face.

Ben stared back at her, his heart hammering wildly in his chest. Katie slowly crossed the floor and climbed onto the recliner, straddling her helpless husband. She looked down at his cock and the large amount of pre-cum and cum smeared across his belly.

“Wow,” she said with a little laugh, “looks like you really enjoyed the show.”

Katie reached up and, in one quick motion, tore the tape from his mouth. Ben winced sharply, his eyes watering from the sting. She reached for the table beside the chair, picked up her vape pen, and took a long, slow drag. The sweet vapor curled from her lips as she asked him in her sexiest, slightly hoarse voice — the same voice she often had after a long night of drinking:

“Did you like that, baby? Did you like watching your best friend fuck me?”

She looks like she just got the fuck of her life, Ben thought, a fresh wave of crushing humiliation washing over him. And it wasn’t from me.

The sight of her — flushed, sticky, glowing with satisfaction after being taken so thoroughly by Andy — made him feel smaller than he ever had. His own wife had just swallowed another man’s load, begged for his cock, and ridden him like a whore, all while knowing her husband was watching every second. And now she was straddling him, still dripping with the evidence of what she’d done, casually asking if he enjoyed it.

The shame burned hot and deep. He had never felt so inadequate, so emasculated, so completely replaced.

She reached down and wrapped her warm hand around his cock. It jerked to life instantly, swelling hard at her touch. A violent spasm ran through Ben’s entire body — equal parts desperate need and burning shame.

Katie began stroking him slowly, deliberately, and within seconds he was raging hard again, throbbing painfully in her grip. A desperate, broken whimper escaped his lips.

“Mmmm, you liked that, didn’t you, Ben?” she teased, her voice low and taunting.

The words stung. She sounded like she was mocking him, but it didn’t matter anymore. All he could focus on was the overwhelming need to finally cum. He could smell the thick mixture of alcohol, vape smoke, and raw sex on her breath — the unmistakable scent of what she had just done with Andy — and it only made his cock throb harder, leaking steadily against her fingers.

She just got fucked senseless by my best friend, he thought, a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him. She swallowed his cum, begged for his cock, and now she’s here stroking me like I’m some pathetic afterthought. The shame burned deep in his chest, but it only fueled his desperate arousal.

Katie slowly rubbed the swollen head of his cock along her swollen, red, freshly-fucked pussy lips, teasing him mercilessly but never letting him slide inside.

“Please,” Ben begged, his voice cracking with need. “Please, I need it, Katie… I’m so close.”

His wife smiled down at him, then took a long, slow drag from her vape pen. Before exhaling, she spoke in a low, teasing voice:

“Tell me you liked it, baby. Do you want me to make you feel good? Then tell me how much you liked watching your best friend make me cum over and over.” She exhaled the sweet vapor slowly across his face before continuing, “Tell me how much you liked watching me riding his big cock, covering it in my cum. You loved it, didn’t you, baby?”

Ben felt a fresh wave of crushing humiliation wash over him. The words burned. She’s making me admit it. He had just watched his best friend fuck his wife senseless, fill her mouth with cum, and now she was forcing him to confess how much he enjoyed it. The shame was suffocating… yet it wasn’t enough to overpower the desperate, aching need he felt for her right now. He had never wanted her more in his life.

He nodded frantically, his eyes pleading.

Katie calmly took another drag, then continued with wicked delight:

“Did you like watching me finish him in my mouth, baby? God, he came so much… I could hardly swallow it all.”

Still holding the vapor in her lungs, she leaned down and kissed him deeply, her tongue pushing into his mouth, forcing him to taste the lingering mix of alcohol, smoke, and the faint salty remnants of Andy’s cum. She pulled back just enough to exhale the rest of the smoke directly into his face.

“Oh god, please, Katie!” Ben whimpered, his voice cracking with desperation.

“I want to hear you say it, baby,” she teased, her lips brushing against his. “Just tell me how much you liked it… then I’ll take care of you real good.”

“Yes… yes, I liked it,” Ben stammered, the words tumbling out in a desperate rush. “I liked watching him fuck you… and cumming in your mouth. I loved that you swallowed. You never swallow for me. It was… it was amazing.”

He was saying everything he thought she wanted to hear, unsure how much of it he actually meant. The shame of confessing it out loud burned through him like fire. I just told my wife I loved watching another man cum down her throat. The humiliation made his stomach twist, yet his cock throbbed even harder.

“That’s good, baby,” Katie purred, clearly pleased. “I loved it too… but I bet you could see that.” She paused, then asked casually, “So… would you be upset if I went down to wake him up in the morning?”

Ben’s eyes widened in shock and hurt. Already? The question hit him like a punch. This was supposed to be a one-time thing — a wild, drunken mistake — not something she was already planning to repeat. The idea that she wanted Andy again so soon made him feel disposable, pathetic, like he had just opened a door he could never close.

But before he could respond, Katie lowered herself onto his throbbing cock, sinking down until he was buried completely inside her soaked, freshly-fucked pussy.

His mind exploded.

“Oh fuck, baby… fuck yes!” he blurted out, overwhelmed by the intense, slippery heat enveloping him.

“That’s good,” Katie smiled down at him, beginning to ride him slowly. “I hoped you’d like that idea.”

She took another long drag from her vape, then grabbed the back of his head by the hair and pulled him into a hard, possessive kiss. She held him there, her tongue swirling deeply in his mouth, as she rode his cock with steady, deliberate movements.

Ben could feel himself jerking and twitching beneath her. He tried to moan loudly into her mouth, but she kept kissing him through his climax, not letting him pull away. His orgasm hit hard — pulsing deep inside her as every muscle in his body tensed and then went limp.

Only when she felt him soften inside her did Katie finally pull back. She carefully removed his restraints, then gave him a quick, almost tender kiss on the lips.

“That was so fucking good. Thank you, baby,” she said softly.

Then she handed him her towel and asked casually, “I’m exhausted. Are you coming to bed now?”

Ben sat there in the recliner, completely unable to speak. His mind was a chaotic storm — he had no idea what he was feeling, let alone how to put it into words. Something fundamental had just shifted in their marriage, and he could feel it in his bones. The embarrassment and humiliation were crushing, especially because it had been with his best friend. How the hell am I supposed to look Andy in the eye tomorrow? The thought made his stomach churn with shame.

Yet beneath the humiliation burned an intense, euphoric rush he couldn’t deny. He had never been more turned on in his entire life than watching his wife get ravaged by another man. Even if — or maybe especially because — that man was his best friend. The contradiction left him dizzy and ashamed. What kind of husband gets hard watching his wife beg for his best friend’s cock? What kind of man enjoys seeing her swallow another man’s load while she stares straight at him?

Finally, he looked up at Katie with a weak, shaky smile.

“Yeah… sure. I’ll be up soon.”

He remained sitting in the chair for another ten minutes, staring blankly at the dark TV screen, trying to process everything that had just happened. Then his mind suddenly snapped back to her earlier question — the casual suggestion that she might go downstairs in the morning to “wake Andy up.”

Did she really mean that? Or was it just dirty talk to push me over the edge while I was cumming?

Deep down, he already knew the answer. He felt certain that when he woke up tomorrow morning, his wife would not be lying beside him in bed.

The sting of that realization cut deep — a sharp, aching mix of jealousy, betrayal, and self-loathing. Yet even as the shame burned through him, another darker thought crept in: he might just sneak down to the office again to watch them on the cameras.

That single idea sent a fresh twitch through his spent cock, making it begin to stiffen once more.

With a heavy sigh, Ben finally stood up on shaky legs and stumbled toward the bedroom to join his wife.

Ben woke slowly, the bed beside him cold and empty. A hollow feeling settled in his chest the moment he realized Katie wasn’t there. He already knew where she was.

He slipped out of bed quietly, heart pounding, and crept downstairs in nothing but his boxers. The house was silent except for the unmistakable wet, rhythmic sounds coming from the kitchen — soft gagging, slick sucking, and low masculine groans.

He stopped just outside the doorway, hidden in the shadows, and stared.

Katie was on her knees on the hard tile floor, completely naked. Andy stood over her, one hand resting possessively on the back of her head as she eagerly worked his thick cock with her mouth. She was sucking him with long, sloppy, devoted strokes — taking him deep into her throat, then pulling back to swirl her tongue around the swollen head before plunging down again. Thick strands of saliva dripped from her chin and onto her tits. Her makeup from last night was slightly smudged, but she looked utterly lost in the act.

She looked hungry. Happy. Like she was exactly where she wanted to be.

Ben felt a violent twist of shame deep in his gut. She came down here first thing in the morning… while I was still sleeping. His wife was on her knees for his best friend again, sucking him like it was the most natural thing in the world. The humiliation burned hotter than anything he’d ever felt.

Katie pulled off Andy’s cock with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to the glistening head. She stroked him slowly with one hand while looking up at him.

“Mmm, your cock tastes even better in the morning,” she purred, before licking slowly from his heavy balls all the way up to the tip.

That was when she noticed Ben standing in the doorway.

Instead of stopping or looking guilty, a dark, amused smile spread across her face. She held eye contact with her husband while she dragged her tongue lazily around the fat head of Andy’s cock.

“Morning, baby,” she said sweetly, her voice still rough and hoarse. “I woke up so fucking horny. I hope you don’t mind me borrowing your friend for a little while.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She opened her mouth wide and took Andy deep again, bobbing her head with messy, obscene sounds while still staring straight at Ben. Her free hand slid between her own legs, rubbing her swollen clit in slow, lazy circles.

Ben stood frozen, his cock already hardening painfully against his boxers. Shame flooded through him in waves. She’s doing this right in front of me. In our kitchen. He hated how much it turned him on.

Katie pulled off again, stroking Andy’s thick, veiny shaft with both hands now.

“You like watching me suck your best friend’s dick, Ben?” she asked, her tone turning cruel and taunting. “You like seeing how much bigger and thicker he is than you? How easily I can take him down my throat?”

She didn’t wait for him to respond. She dove back down, forcing Andy’s cock into her throat until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She gagged wetly, eyes watering, but held him there, looking at her husband the entire time.

Andy groaned loudly. “Fuck, Katie… your mouth feels incredible.”

She pulled off with a gasp, spit dripping from her chin.

“Tell him, Ben,” she demanded, her voice sharp. “Tell your best friend how much you love watching your wife choke on his big cock.”

Ben couldn’t speak. His throat was tight, his face burning with humiliation.

Katie smirked and went back to work — sucking harder, faster, messier. Wet slurping and gagging sounds filled the kitchen as she worshipped Andy’s cock with shameless enthusiasm.

After several long minutes, Andy’s breathing grew ragged.

“Katie… I’m getting close.”

She pulled off just long enough to look up at him with hungry eyes.

“Cum in my mouth, Andy. Fill my throat. I want every fucking drop.”

She plunged back down, taking him as deep as she could. Andy groaned loudly, his hips jerking as he started to cum hard down her throat. Katie’s eyes watered but she never broke eye contact with Ben, swallowing greedily while thick strands of cum escaped the corners of her mouth and dripped down her chin.

When Andy finally finished, Katie slowly pulled off, sucking the sensitive head clean. She stood up, cum still glistening on her lips and chin, and walked straight over to Ben.

Without saying a word, she reached into his boxers and pulled out his painfully hard cock. She wrapped her cum-smeared hand around him and began stroking slowly while leaning in to kiss him deeply.

Ben knew he should pull away. He could taste the thick, salty remnants of Andy’s load on her tongue, but the shame only made him throb harder in her grip. He hated it… and he couldn’t stop kissing her.

Katie stroked him faster, her sticky hand sliding up and down his shaft.

It took less than twenty seconds.

Ben moaned desperately into her mouth as his cock erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum onto the kitchen floor. Andy let out a low, amused chuckle behind them.

“Damn… that was quick,” Andy laughed.

Katie pulled back from the kiss, a satisfied, slightly cruel smile on her face as she looked down at the mess her husband had made.

She gave Ben one last gentle kiss on the lips.

“Go clean that up, baby,” she whispered softly. “Then come back to bed.”


 Epilogue


Six Months Later

The upscale bar was dimly lit and humming with quiet conversation. Ben and Katie had just finished a nice dinner and were enjoying a final drink before heading home. Katie looked stunning in a tight, low-cut black dress that hugged every curve and displayed a generous amount of cleavage. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, turning heads wherever she moved.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing against Ben’s ear. Her voice dropped to a soft, wicked whisper, dripping with lust.

“I’ve been wet all through dinner thinking about it,” she breathed. “I really want to suck a big, thick, veiny cock tonight, baby. The kind that stretches my jaw and makes me gag like a cheap whore. I want to choke on it until my eyes water and mascara runs down my face… then feel it throb and explode down my throat so I can swallow every fucking drop.”

She paused, letting her hot breath tease his ear.

“I want to taste a stranger’s cum while you sit here knowing your wife is on her knees being a filthy little cumslut for someone else.”

Ben felt the familiar knife-twist of shame and arousal hit him hard. His cock twitched and began to swell in his pants.

He swallowed thickly, then replied in a quiet, defeated voice:

“I’m sure you will find one.”

Katie pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. A slow, predatory smile curved her lips.

She reached under the table and gave his hardening cock a firm squeeze through his trousers.

“Good boy,” she whispered, kissing his cheek softly. “I knew you’d understand.”

She took a slow sip of her wine, then casually scanned the room, already hunting for her prey.

Ben sat beside her, heart racing, knowing exactly how the rest of the night would go.

And despite the constant, burning humiliation… he wouldn’t stop her.
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Taken By The Contractors: A Wife Surrenders While Her Husband Watches

When we decided to convert the garage loft, it felt like a smart, sensible investment.

Extra space. Extra income. Something practical for our future.

We found two contractors to do the work. They were good. Reliable. Cheaper than the rest.

And my wife noticed them immediately.

At first, it was nothing. A few jokes. A lingering glance. A cold beer offered on a warm afternoon. I told myself it didn’t mean anything. But then I started watching.

The way she laughed with them.
The way they looked at her.
The way something unspoken began to grow in the space between us.

I should have shut it down.

Instead… I leaned into it.

What started as a harmless fantasy quickly became something else entirely.

Something real. Something with my wife on her knees in front of one of them, her mouth struggling to cope with the size as she tried to please him.

But the truth is, this wasn't a shock. I hadn’t just noticed the tension.

I wanted it.

I wanted to see how far it would go.

Desire. Jealousy. Curiosity. Control.

We were still the same couple on the surface.

But behind closed doors… everything was changing.

The question wasn’t whether lines would be crossed.

The question was: would either one of us say stop?

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Friends With Benefits: A Couple's New Neighbors Bring Unexpected Benefits 

If you had told me this was how my marriage would turn out, I'd have laughed.

Emma was just a normal girl. Sure, I knew she'd been with other guys before, but she was no different to anyone else. Well, at least I didn't think she was.

And then we met Adam and Leah, our new neighbors. But it was only a little bit of flirting at first, Emma just showing off, teasing, that was all it was.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around another man's big cock, watching her lose herself completely as the guy behind her holds her hips and pounds away.

I could feel the jealousy bubbling inside me, but it's hard to say stop when Leah's mouth is still bobbing up and down on my cock.

This is how we went from neighbors to Friends With Benefits. Some very big benefits.
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