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For the ones who watch,
and the ones who are watched.

You are not alone.


"The heart has its reasons which reason knows nothing of."
— Blaise Pascal

"We are never so defenseless against suffering as when we love."
— Sigmund Freud


Introduction

I was broken.

A car accident left me with scars you can't see. In the bedroom, my beautiful wife Emma was patient, loving, and achingly unsatisfied. My equipment was dead. My confidence was dust. Our perfect marriage was quietly suffocating in a bedroom that had gone silent.




Until I noticed my father watching her.




George is a good man, a widower who buried his desires with my mother. But when he moved in to help with our newborn, I saw the way his eyes clung to Yao’s curves. I saw the shame on his face—and, to my shock, I felt a jolt of life between my own dead legs.




That forbidden spark became a plan. A little teasing to jump-start my recovery. A flash of skin. An “accidental” touch. I told myself I was in control, that watching my father’s rough hands worship my wife’s body was just medicine for a broken man.




But the cure is more addictive than the disease.




Now I watch as Emma, my perfect, innocent Emma, blossoms under his attention. I watch her moan his name. I watch her give him what I can’t. The pain is exquisite. The pleasure is soul-shattering. And the terrifying truth is dawning on me:




I don’t just need this. I crave it. And I’ve unlocked a door that can never be closed again.




My Father’s Key is a scorching, emotionally brutal novel of cuckold lust, forbidden family bonds, and the twisted road to a new kind of wholeness. For readers who demand their erotica to be as psychologically charged as it is physically explicit.
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Preface

Dear Reader,




This book is not a comfortable read. It was not written to be one.




What you hold in your hands is an unflinching exploration of desire in its most complicated form—desire that doesn't fit into neat categories, that doesn't obey the rules we were taught, that lives in the uneasy space between love, lust, jealousy, and the desperate need to feel whole again.




Eric's journey is not one I expect everyone to understand. It may disturb you. It may arouse you. Quite possibly, it will do both at the same time. If that unsettles you, I consider that a success.




I wrote this story for readers who demand more from their erotica than just bodies colliding. I wrote it for those who understand that the most powerful sexual organ is the mind, and that our deepest fantasies often carry the heavy residue of our pain. This is a novel about a broken man, a loyal wife, and a grieving widower who find an impossible, forbidden path back to life. It is about the things we sacrifice, the things we secretly crave, and the terrifying, exhilarating moment when those two things become one and the same.




Please read with an open mind. The characters make choices that may unsettle your moral compass. That is the point. Fiction is where we safely explore the unspeakable, and the unspeakable, when rendered with honesty, can be profoundly beautiful.




If you are ready, turn the page. Eric, Emma, and George are waiting.




With gratitude,




Mark Cuckold


Prologue

The first time I felt it—the first real sign of life—was in the car, on the day we brought our daughter home from the hospital.




Emma was in the back seat with her mother, still in that loose floral sundress with the thin straps. Ten days postpartum, and she was already a miracle. Her hips were fuller now, her breasts straining against the fabric, heavier than I'd ever seen them. Motherhood had softened her curves into something almost unbearable to look at. To want. To know belonged to me, even if I couldn't do a damn thing about it.




I was driving. George, my stepfather, was in the passenger seat. A good man. A quiet man, hollowed out by grief since my mother died. He'd come to help with the baby—a temporary arrangement, we'd said. Just until Emma was back on her feet.




I glanced in the rearview mirror, adjusting my view. The dress had ridden up Yao's thighs, the hem now a cruel joke, barely a whisper of fabric. I saw a flash of purple lace at the apex of those endless, pale legs. My wife, leaking milk and exhaustion, was entirely unaware. She was cooing at our newborn, Snowy, her whole world shrunk to that tiny, wrinkled face.




And then I saw George.




He'd turned his head, pretending to look back at the baby. But his eyes weren't on Snowy. They were fixed lower. On that sliver of purple. On the creamy, exposed skin of his daughter-in-law's thighs. His jaw was tight. A muscle in his cheek twitched. I saw his hand clench on his own knee, the knuckles white. He was fighting something, and losing. He'd look away, a shudder of self-loathing flickering across his weathered face, and then—seconds later—his gaze would crawl back, pulled by a gravity he couldn't escape.




Something happened in my gut. A hot, twisting knot. Part of it was anger—a primal, possessive rage that another man was looking at what was mine. My wife. My Emma. But underneath that anger, something else stirred. Something that had been dead for eighteen months.




Down there. A faint, almost forgotten pulse of heat.




My cock, that useless, humiliated piece of meat between my legs, twitched against my zipper. I almost gasped. Since the accident, I hadn't felt a genuine, unforced erection. Not once. Handjobs, blowjobs, Emma's desperate, loving efforts—they'd coaxed a half-hearted swelling at best before it wilted. The doctors said it was mostly psychological. The body healed, but the mind was stuck in the twisted metal and shattered glass of that wreck.




But now, watching my own father sneak guilty, hungry glances at my wife's exposed panties, I was getting hard.




The realization was a bolt of sick, electric terror. And it was the most alive I'd felt in a year and a half.




I pressed the accelerator harder, a sudden, manic urgency flooding me. I needed to get home. I needed to get Emma alone. I needed to test this—this poisoned, beautiful, horrifying spark—before it vanished and left me dead again.




George caught my eye as I pulled into the driveway. Something unspoken passed between us. Shame, on his face. Guilt. And on mine, I could only imagine what he saw. Not accusation. Not anger.




Hunger.




That was the day I began to understand that my cure wouldn't be found in a pill bottle or a therapist's office. It would be found in the space between my wife's body and my father's eyes. It would be found in the slow, deliberate destruction of every boundary I'd ever believed in.




This is how it started. Not with a bang, but with a stolen glance and the first, terrifying pulse of a dead man coming back to life.


Chapter 1: The Pulse

The spoon clinked against the ceramic mug, a delicate, domestic sound that belied the tension thrumming through the kitchen. Morning sunlight sliced through the window, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air between us. 


Emma was at the stove, her back to me, scrambling eggs. She wore a silk robe the color of champagne, and it clung to the new geography of her body—the wider hips, the fuller ass, the heavy, milk-laden breasts that swayed gently as she moved. The robe ended just below her rear, and every shift of her weight teased the possibility of revealing more. She hadn't bothered with a bra. I could see the shadow of her nipples, dark and prominent, pressing against the fabric. 

George sat at the kitchen table, a newspaper open in front of him. He wasn't reading it. His eyes were tracing the line of Emma's spine, the curve where her waist dipped in and her hips flared out. When she turned to reach for salt, the robe gaped, revealing the inner swell of one breast, a pale, perfect globe with a faint blue vein visible beneath the skin. 

George flinched. His gaze snapped back to the newspaper. The tips of his ears turned red. I watched a bead of sweat trace a path from his temple down his jaw. 

I stood in the doorway, coffee in hand, my own heart doing a slow, heavy drumroll against my ribs. I was already hard. Had been since I'd walked in and seen the way he was looking at her. Eighteen months of a limp, useless stump, and now a mere glance from my father at my wife’s body was enough to give me an erection a porn star would envy. The irony was so cruel it was almost funny. 

“Smells good,” I said, my voice deliberately casual. Emma glanced over her shoulder, a soft smile blooming on her face. Her lips were still slightly swollen from our kiss goodbye this morning. A kiss that had lingered because, for the first time in our marriage, I hadn't wanted to let her go to work. Not because I was afraid of losing her, but because I was afraid of what would happen when I wasn't there to watch. 

“Just eggs,” she said, turning back. “George, do you want toast?” 

“Ah… yes. Please.” His voice was a dry rasp. 

She plated the eggs and brought them over, her bare feet silent on the tile floor. As she leaned past George to set his plate down, the lapel of her robe brushed his bare arm. I saw the muscles in his neck cord. I saw his nostrils flare, inhaling her scent—that mix of jasmine perfume, warm skin, and the faint, sweetish scent of breast milk. 

And down below, I throbbed. A deep, aching pulse of pure, unadulterated lust. 

I took my seat, the three of us arranged in a tableau of civility. Emma chatted about the baby, about the night feedings, her voice light and easy. She was a masterful actress. Or maybe it wasn't an act anymore. Maybe this new dynamic had become as natural to her as breathing. 

I remembered last night. The feel of her body beneath mine, the way she’d finally, finally moaned my name as I thrust inside her—a real, proper, rock-hard thrust, not the apologetic fumbling of a broken man. It was still tentative, still brief, but it was sex. Real sex. And it was entirely thanks to the fantasy we’d woven around the man sitting across from me. 

My therapy. My cure. My father. 

George cleared his throat, his eyes firmly fixed on his plate now. I could almost feel the heat of his shame radiating across the table. The good man in him was in absolute agony. The man underneath—the one who’d been alone for so long, the one who’d buried his wife and his desires in the same grave—was in a different kind of agony. A hungry, desperate one. 

I knew, because I’d set the trap, baited with my own wife's beauty. 

It started with the cameras. High-definition, hidden in every room. I told Emma it was for our security, for our “project.” I needed visual access. A feed of George’s desire. My own personal porn channel, starring my family. Watching him watch her, in real-time from my office, had become a compulsion stronger than any drug. I’d stare at my phone screen, my cock in my hand, stroking myself to hardness as he adjusted himself through his trousers, his eyes glued to the hem of her dress. 

Then, the accidents. Emma’s suggestion. A towel dropped as he walked past the bathroom. A too-long reach for a book on a high shelf, her shirt riding up to reveal the soft skin of her waist. A casual, “Oh, Dad, my shoulders are so sore from nursing, would you mind… just here?” The sound of his knuckles cracking as he hesitantly touched her, the way her eyes would flutter closed, the way her breath would hitch. 

All on camera. All for me. 

The first time she’d taken him in her hand, in the bathroom, I’d come so hard watching the playback that I’d seen stars. The image of her pale, delicate fingers wrapped around his thick, dark, angry-looking cock was seared into my brain. The way he’d grunted her name, the way he’d shot his load onto her hands while she whispered, “It’s okay, Dad, just let it out.” The guilt on his face afterward. The triumph on hers. 

We’d fucked on the bathroom floor that night, the scent of his semen still faintly in the air. It was the best sex of our marriage. I was a man again. A real man. A man who could only get hard by imagining another man inside his wife. 

“Eric? You’re miles away.” Emma’s voice pulled me back. She was looking at me, a knowing glint in her eye. Her foot, under the table, slid up my calf. I almost choked on my coffee. 

“Just thinking about work,” I lied. 

George stood up abruptly, the chair scraping the floor. “I’ll… go check on the baby.” He fled the kitchen, a man retreating from a battle he couldn’t win. 

Silence. Then Emma’s soft laugh, low and intimate. “You’re a terrible liar.” Her foot moved higher, pressing against my erection through my trousers. I grabbed her ankle, my thumb digging into the delicate bones. “You’re a devil,” I breathed. “And he’s about to explode.” 

“Good,” she whispered, her eyes suddenly dark, serious. “Because I can’t wait much longer. Last night was… a start. But I need more. We need more.” The unspoken words hung in the air. I need to feel him inside me. 

The fear hit me then, a cold blade through the heat. A physical pain alongside the pleasure. This was the precipice. The line I’d told myself I’d never cross. And we were already leaning over it. 

I looked down at my lap, at the evidence of my own sick desire. My body was screaming yes. My mind was a hurricane of terror and twisted love. I thought of George, sitting in his room, his cock aching, his heart breaking with guilt. I thought of Emma, my beautiful, insatiable wife, who’d done everything I’d asked, who’d debased herself for my pleasure and her own, and was now caught in a genuine, tangled web of affection and lust for a man who was supposed to be her father. 

And I realized, with a clarity that both chilled and aroused me, that I was the conductor of this deranged orchestra. And the only thing more terrifying than what I’d already done was the thought of stopping the music. 

I released Emma’s ankle and stood up. “Tonight,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “We need to… accelerate the therapy.” 

Her eyes widened, a mix of fear and fierce joy. “Are you sure?” 

I wasn’t. Not at all. But my cock was so hard it felt like it might break through my fly. “Yes,” I said, because it was the only word my body would allow me to speak. “Set the stage. I’ll be watching.” 

I left the kitchen, my heart thundering, and headed for my office. I had cameras to check. I had a front-row seat to my own beautiful, unstoppable ruin.


Chapter 2: The Proposal

Emma shifted little Snowy onto her lap, holding her upright, and grinned at her mother Vivian seated beside her. "Mom, look—Snowy's got Eric's eyes, but my nose and mouth. She's gonna be gorgeous when she grows up, just like me. Isn't she?"

Vivian laughed at that. "Do you ever stop complimenting yourself?" She reached over and lightly tapped Emma on the forehead with a finger.

Pouting, Emma turned her appealing lips toward me and George in the front. "Dad, Eric, come on—tell me. Isn't Snowy gonna be a knockout when she's bigger? Just as pretty as me."

I caught George stiffening for a beat, then nodding rapidly. "Yeah, yeah. Our little Snowy's definitely gonna be a beauty, just like you, Emma."

I chimed in right away with my own agreement. If Emma wasn't a beauty, then the word had no meaning.

Hearing George and me back her up, Emma spun her head back toward Vivian with a triumphant look. "See? Told you. Even Dad and Eric said so."

Vivian gave her daughter a long-suffering smile. "Fine, fine. You're gorgeous. The prettiest. Happy now?" She capped it off with a dramatic roll of her eyes.

That eye roll from Vivian, with all its mature, unintentional allure, caught me off guard. I just stared for a second. My dazed look happened to lock with Vivian's, and I could've sworn I saw her blush. I didn't dare keep looking. I snapped my eyes back to the road and tried to act like I was concentrating on driving, though I kept stealing glances in the rearview mirror—at Emma, at Vivian, at George. Vivian's long, smooth legs, her full, mature figure; Emma's exposed skin and that flash of purple panties when she shifted; and George, every so often, turning his head to sneak a look at his daughter-in-law's body.

All of it had my desire roaring. I could feel it—tonight I might actually get back to being a real man again. We drove the rest of the way home chatting and laughing.

The apartment Emma and I live in now is in a decent complex in the Second Ring district of the city. Three bedrooms, a living room—one master, one guest room, and a study. Emma and I bought it with a lot of help from Vivian. I also put in all my savings from over the years. My own family—George—had spent everything on my stepmother Helen's medical bills over time, so there just wasn't much saved up; George couldn't really contribute. At first, George was worried Vivian might hold that against him, but she never made it an issue. She just told me to take good care of Emma, never hurt her, and she even threatened me back then—said if I ever did Emma wrong, she wouldn't let me off easy. Even thinking about that now, I get a little choked up. So over these years, Emma and I have only gotten closer. Of course, it helps that Emma just keeps getting more and more beautiful and alluring. She's always been adventurous in the bedroom, too.

Something that genuinely surprised me: Emma was a virgin when we got together. I actually asked her about it once. "The way you dress and talk, so confident and forward, I figured you'd had experience. Never thought you'd be a virgin."

She stayed mad at me for a solid week over that one. "Maybe I am a little open-minded and bold," she'd said, "but that doesn't make me loose." It took a full week of me groveling and waiting on her hand and foot before she forgave me. That was when I realized—underneath it all, Emma is deeply traditional at her core.

Back home, Vivian got straight to work on dinner. George and I offered to help, but she shooed us out, saying she wanted to make something special for Emma's recovery. She joked that she was afraid George and I would mess it up. Truth is, both George and I can cook pretty well, but with Vivian insisting, we just let her be. Emma didn't bother changing out of that strappy floral sundress. She slipped on some house slippers, and I watched her pretty feet, those ten adorable toes peeking out, as she wandered around the living room, bouncing Snowy gently. Those long, smooth, impossibly sexy legs of hers kept catching the light, pulling my gaze and making my head spin. George, too—he kept looking toward Emma, though I couldn't tell if it was the granddaughter or his daughter-in-law's sultry silhouette he was really watching.

George and I sat on the couch, half-watching TV, half-talking about what he planned to do next. Ever since Helen passed, George had been in a dark place. He'd quit his job as a PE teacher back in the countryside. Between me, my adopted sister Kiki, and Emma, we'd spent the better part of half a year reassuring him, talking him through it, before he finally started to climb out of that pit—or at least stopped looking so shattered on the surface. Then, with Emma getting close to her due date, George agreed to come stay with us in the city for a while. The arrangement was that he'd help look after Emma during the days while Vivian and I were at work. The plan had been for him to head back to the country once Emma was discharged and healthy.

Since tomorrow was the day he'd originally planned to leave, and Emma and I had already discussed asking him to stay permanently, I figured now was the time. I looked over at George. "Dad, you mentioned this morning you're planning to head back tomorrow. Why not stay a few more days?"

George's eyes shifted away from Emma and back to the TV. "I told you already. I'm just not used to it in this big city. No reason for me to hang around. Long as Emma and the baby are healthy, I'm satisfied. You can just bring Emma and the baby back to visit me once in a while. That's plenty."

I really wanted him to stay. The thought of him being alone out there honestly worried me. Whenever I'd gone back to visit after Helen passed, I'd see how he was barely taking care of himself—every meal just thrown together, no real effort. I love my stepfather deeply. I want him to be healthy and happy. He carried our whole family on his back during Helen's illness—taking care of her, taking care of me and Kiki. Helen's medical bills, our school expenses... I remember George always working some side job, coming home late. He never once mentioned the strain, but I knew. I noticed. I swore to myself that once I grew up, I would repay him. Take care of him. Now that our situation is good, of course I want him nearby so I can actually look after him properly.

I shot Emma a look, trying to signal her to back me up. Once George has his mind set on something, I'm pretty useless at talking him out of it. But when it comes to his daughter-in-law's opinion, George listens. Maybe because he'd feel too awkward to just brush her off. Emma caught my look immediately. She stood up, still holding Snowy, and walked those long white legs over to sit on George's left.

Her voice was soft as she spoke. "Dad, why the rush to leave? Is it not comfortable here? Or did Eric and I do something to upset you?" She even managed a slightly hurt expression.

George knew she was putting it on, but he was helpless against that kind of thing from Emma. He could brush me off without a second thought, but he could never do that to her. Just a month ago, it was Emma who finally persuaded him to come early; otherwise, knowing how stubborn he is, he'd have barely lasted two weeks in the city.

George started to say something, but Emma cut him off. "Look, Dad. Eric and Mom are both at work during the day. I'm alone here with Snowy. I've gotta take care of the baby, cook, clean—how am I supposed to manage all that? We can't exactly hire a nanny; that's just another huge expense." She was piling on the pitiful look again. "Just stay a while longer, okay? Help me with the baby. Look, Snowy needs her grandpa too." As she said it, she lifted the baby up toward George.

Hearing all this, George hesitated. He looked between me and Emma and the baby, saw that we all genuinely wanted him to stay, and finally nodded. "Alright. I'll stay a while longer. Emma's right—being by yourself with the baby all day doesn't feel safe."

When he agreed, I was thrilled. I threw Emma a grateful look. She lifted her chin playfully and blinked at me, as if to say, See? Told you I'm good.


Chapter 3: The Rules

With George agreeing to stay, my mood only got better. The three of us—Emma, George, and I—watched TV and chatted while waiting for Vivian to finish dinner. Emma would cross and uncross her legs now and then, and each time, both George's and my gaze got hijacked. I could tell George was fighting it hard, trying not to stare at his daughter-in-law's body. Because George is genuinely a principled man. I mean, truly straight-laced. My stepmother Helen used to tease him about it—said whenever they went out and some gorgeous woman walked by, George wouldn't even glance. He'd just tell her his eyes were only for her, which would always make Helen blush.

But the truth was, George used to have a sense of humor. Even during Helen's illness, he'd still find ways to make her laugh. After she passed, though, I rarely saw him smile. He'd gotten so much heavier, more withdrawn. I have no idea why those memories suddenly surfaced. I guess I just miss those days.

I turned my head to look at Emma. Honestly, with those snowy-white, delicate shoulders, that barely-there neckline hinting at her cleavage, and those two smooth, round legs—it being early June and already sweltering—Emma's pale skin even had a faint sheen of sweat. In that state, her pull was just too powerful. Spectacular. Add in her occasional laughter, and I think any man would get drawn in. Especially with George sitting so close to her—and Emma's perfume, that subtle blend of light fragrance mixed with her natural scent, drifting over.

Emma had her guard completely down. A few extra glances were only natural. I watched it all on the sly, and my own body was reacting—my dick was gradually stirring to life down below.

About an hour later, Vivian had dinner ready and called us over to eat. I saw George exhale like he'd been holding his breath. Clearly, having a woman that sensual and beautiful—his own daughter-in-law—right beside him, unable to do anything but endure…　George had to feel racked with guilt. A father-in-law sneaking peeks at his daughter-in-law's body—he probably found himself disgusting. So when Vivian called us for dinner, George must've felt like he was being rescued. Finally, he didn't have to keep suffering that torment.

After dinner, George claimed he was tired and retreated to his room early. Probably, he just couldn't handle being around a radiant Emma any longer. Out of sight, out of mind—no more peeking, no more inappropriate thoughts. Watching him, I found it almost funny, even a little endearing. Appreciating beauty is just human nature. The fact that George still had those urges—still stole looks at a pretty woman—actually relieved me more than anything. It meant he still had desire, that he hadn't completely lost some essential part of himself just because Helen was gone. I've never doubted George's devotion to Helen. What I'd really been afraid of was him just withering away.

I knew, because I once overheard something George said to Helen: "Vivian…　our son and daughter, I've raised them up healthy and grown. There's nothing left I need to do in this life. The only thing I can't bear is losing you. If you go, I've decided I'm going with you…" I hadn't caught the rest, only that Helen, struggling for breath, had motioned him closer. Whatever she whispered to him, only George knows. Afterward, George was still deeply depressed, but I could tell he was fighting to adjust. So now, seeing he still had that spark of desire, I felt genuinely relieved. He was slowly pulling himself out of Helen's shadow. I honestly didn't mind him sneaking glances at Emma. I was grateful to her. Hell, I almost wished she'd dress even more revealingly at home, be even sexier, to help George rediscover that fundamental part of himself. That way, if George ever stopped resisting the idea, I could even find him a companion for his later years, let him truly enjoy his old age.

After dinner, I rushed to do the dishes. Vivian stayed and chatted with Emma and me for a long while, mostly reminders and pointers for us. She even brought up, straight-faced, that Emma was only ten days postpartum and absolutely shouldn't be having sex yet—which left both Emma and me blushing. A bunch of other pointers, too.

A little before nine, Vivian headed home. She lives in the same complex, not even a ten-minute walk. I walked her to the door, then came back to the bedroom. Emma was sitting on the edge of the bed, nursing Snowy, gently rocking her to sleep. She'd pulled down one strap of her dress and her bra, exposing that beautiful collarbone, the entire firm, full breast—with Snowy's drool still glistening on it. In the soft, dim lamp light, Emma's alluring curves and graceful silhouette were thrown into sensual relief. Her ass, barely covered by those little purple panties; the pale skin of her waist; those round, creamy thighs—it all had my blood pumping. Layered on top of that was the memory of George peeking at Emma all day, plus the fact that I'd been celibate for over half a year. I wanted nothing more than to throw her down and ravage her right then.

But I remembered Vivian's warning and held back. Still, there were other ways Emma could help me out. I walked over, one hand stroking the snow-white skin of her neck, the other reaching across the sundress to knead that firm, full breast. I buried my face, taking in deep breaths of her clean scent. Emma was already panting from my touch.

"Eric, stop—I'm feeding the baby. And Mom just said we can't do that yet. Can you just hold out a few more days, for me?"

I let go of her. "I just feel like I've got some real momentum tonight. I want to test it out, see if things are working any better down there. I really want to get off. You get the baby to sleep, then later…　maybe use your mouth, your hands? Please, babe."

Emma looked up, surprised. "Really? You feel like that tonight?" I nodded. "Alright, later I'll take care of you. We'll see if it's actually better. Go take a shower first. I'll get Snowy down."

It almost sounded like she wanted it more than I did. I teased her, "Babe, why are you more worked up than me? You missing it too?"

She didn't even get embarrassed. She just blushed. "Well, yeah. I got used to you being so good, driving me absolutely crazy. But now…" Hearing that hit me with a wave of guilt. "Babe, I'm so sorry…"

Before I could finish, Emma cut me off, actually sounding angry. "Eric, don't you ever apologize. You think I don't know how much it's been eating at you since that accident? You have no idea how terrified I was when I heard you were in that wreck, that you were unconscious." By then, tears were running down her face. She was choking up. "You know what? When the doctor told me it was just a bad injury down there, but you were okay—that was the happiest I'd ever been. To me, as long as you're alive, that's all that matters. Besides, the doctor never said it was permanent. There's always been hope. Haven't we been working on it all along?"

I hurried to stop her rambling. "Alright, alright. I won't say it anymore. Even now, when you're a mom, you still cry so easy. You want Snowy laughing at you?"

She balled up a fist and thumped my chest a few times. "Yeah, it's all because you're a bully. Now go shower already. You still want to try this or not? If you hadn't begged me, I wouldn't even be doing this for you. It's pretty gross, you know."


Chapter 4: First Glimpse

Hearing Emma's words, I grabbed a change of clothes and headed for the hallway bathroom. The en suite in the master bedroom is way too small—barely fits a toilet and sink. No room for a tub, and putting in a shower stall would've just splashed everywhere. So we never installed one. Showering in the other bathroom is easy enough anyway.

While I was washing up, my mind drifted back to the past—to how Emma had gradually, step by step, become more adventurous in bed. How we kept pushing boundaries, kept getting bolder, kept trying new positions until she genuinely started loving that variety. Truth is, before we got married, I'd only had two girlfriends, and sex wasn't something I did a lot. I always felt awkward asking for anything outside the norm—just felt disrespectful to the girl. So it was all pretty standard stuff. Emma, before marriage, had this outward appearance of being so open and uninhibited that I actually assumed she'd had multiple boyfriends. It honestly gnawed at me, but I was too embarrassed to just ask her, afraid she'd think I was petty and it'd mess with our relationship. Then our wedding night came. Emma was so shy, so completely clueless about what to do—that was when I realized she was still a virgin. I can't even describe how overjoyed I was. I even teased her about it later, which, naturally, earned me a bruise the size of my arm from her pinching me.

Once she got a real taste of sex, though, Emma just kept opening up more and more in bed. Eventually we started watching Japanese adult videos together to get ideas. It was mortifying at first, but she went along with it. Gradually, she started using her hands on me, then her mouth. The first time those long, delicate, beautiful fingers of hers wrapped around my dick and started stroking, I lasted about five seconds before blowing my load all over her hand. And the first time those captivating lips went down on me, I almost came right in her mouth. She had to yank it out just in time. Let's just say, it took a lot of begging before she agreed to try oral again.

I absolutely love watching my dick slide in and out between those tempting lips of hers. And while she's doing it, she'll glance up every so often, those big beautiful eyes throwing me these electric looks. Standing there in the shower now, just replaying those memories, I could feel my dick responding more than it had in a long time. Even though it was bigger, I looked down at it—maybe ten centimeters, still not fully hard—and couldn't help sighing inside. Before the accident, I could hit eighteen, nineteen centimeters, three or four thick. Emma measured it herself once, told me I was way bigger, thicker than the guys in those videos. I remember the first time I entered her, how it actually intimidated her. That's when I realized Emma's vagina was exceptionally deep too—just tight, soft, a perfect match for my dick. Having your entire shaft squeezed from base to tip like that…　I'll never forget that feeling.

I looked down at my still-half-dead cock. When am I gonna get that back? But I did feel like things were better tonight. Maybe it could still get bigger. I started mentally replaying my favorite times with Emma. There was this one JAV, with this actress who kind of looked like Emma—Emma's way prettier and more alluring, obviously—but the body type, the measurements, were close. Especially those huge tits, about the size Emma's were back then, maybe close to what she's got now after giving birth. The actress had killer legs too, though Emma's were longer, fuller, firmer, and way more perfect.

I pictured Emma wearing that slutty little outfit, the handcuffs, me being the guy in the video. That session with her was just next-level—especially that feeling of discovering something new after the routine of married sex starts to feel stale. Later, I actually bought a similar black low-cut spaghetti-strap dress and a pair of novelty cuffs. Emma put them on, wrists in the cuffs, wearing that tiny black thing. The two thin straps crossed over her chest and tied behind her neck. Her huge tits were two-thirds exposed, the areolas half visible. The sexiest part was the bottom—split up both sides like a qipao, but the slits went all the way up to her waist. Standing up, it wasn't that obvious. I had her sit down first, legs together, then apart, then crossed. Her round, firm ass, that perfect curve of her hips, those full, smooth legs filling my vision. And that black thong—so narrow and sexy. Then I had her lie on her side, then flat on her back. Those gorgeous legs, that plump ass, her cute little belly button—all of it was making my cock throb. I nearly lost it right then, almost just yanked the thong aside, spread those puffy lips with my dick, and hammered away.

But I held back. I had her get on her hands and knees, ass slightly raised. Seeing her like that—from the waist up, half her smooth, pale back exposed, shoulders delicate—and from the waist down, nothing but that black thong barely covering her pussy. Her big ass, her crotch, those legs—no fabric anywhere. It was just peak seduction. I followed the script from that porn scene: kissing down from her neck, across her shoulders, down her back, that sexy little waist, both cheeks of that tight ass, those long legs, even her pretty feet. I paid extra attention to her plump ass, her narrow waist, and the area around her pussy, rubbing and kneading. Emma was moaning the whole time, that seductive voice filling the bedroom. "Eric, please…　I can't take it anymore. I need you inside me."

I told her to hold on. I kept following the video, spreading her legs so her soles faced each other. Then I started really massaging her big ass, squeezing her inner thighs, and every so often brushing against those thick pussy lips. She was gasping, moaning nonstop. Thank god our place has decent soundproofing, or the whole building would've heard. Emma had her left cheek pressed into the pillow, then turned her head, eyes full of anticipation. Her face and ears were bright red, practically dripping. She started begging. "Eric, I seriously can't wait anymore. Can we finish this another time? I need you. Now. Hurry up. Fuck me."

Then she buried her face in the pillow, too embarrassed to look at me. Hearing her actually use the word "fuck," I lost it. Sure, we'd talk dirty sometimes, but rarely—it's always a little awkward to say out loud. But when she said it, I couldn't hold back anymore. I got off the bed, pulled one of her gorgeous legs toward me, and motioned for her to get on her knees. After years together, we're totally in sync with bedroom cues. She saw my look, bent those long legs, and pushed herself up on her hands.

That big, juicy ass was aimed right at the edge of the bed—at me. I quickly untied the straps behind her neck and leaned forward, my chest against her back, my hands circling her waist and roughly squeezing those two heavy, dangling tits for a good ten seconds. My hips were grinding my rock-hard shaft along her crack. Then I straightened up, yanked off my boxers, and freed my thick, burning-hot cock. Just then, Emma lifted her head from the pillow, turned, glanced at it, and promptly buried her face again, looking terrified.

Still on her knees, she wiggled that plump ass. Her muffled voice came through. "Eric, come on…　hurry up." I lifted one of her gorgeous legs, tugged the thong aside and left it stretched across her other thigh. Instantly, her pink, puffy pussy was completely exposed. I ran my cock head over her clit, using her own juices to get slick, then gripped her hip with one hand and guided the tip to her entrance with the other. I teased her opening for a bit, then slowly pushed inside. Emma's moans got louder.

"Ah—Eric, slow down. It's so big today. Let me adjust…"

Hearing her, I started thrusting slow and steady—pulling all the way out, sliding all the way back in. Each time I pulled out, I'd drag her slick juices with me, showing just how worked up she was. "Alright, Eric. I'm good. Go faster." I picked up the pace. "Babe, let's talk dirtier today. It feels totally different." Emma nodded, a little "mm-hmm."

"Babe, you liking this? You liking me fucking you?" I sped up more.

Her voice was shameless. "Mm—yeah, Eric. Your cock feels so good. Feels amazing."

"What feels good?"

"Your cock. Your big, thick cock."

Even as I pounded into her, we kept up this filthy back-and-forth. Seeing Emma like that—the dress bunched at her waist, the thong stretched over one thigh, otherwise completely bare—she looked so fucking lewd. It just fanned my flames higher.

I slowed down a little. Emma turned her head, confused. Before she could say anything, I told her, "Let's switch positions. You're probably getting tired." She nodded, flipped onto her back, and I hoisted one of her long legs onto my shoulder while she wrapped the other around my waist. I lined up with that soaked pussy and slammed in. Emma let out a sharp moan. Soon the room was filled with nothing but the sound of skin slapping skin and the occasional dirty word.


Chapter 5: The Massage

As I showered, I kept replaying those intense sessions with Emma. My dick hadn't gotten any longer—still under ten centimeters—but it was definitely a lot harder. Still nowhere near what it used to be. Figured I'd just have to let Emma take care of me tonight. After drying off, I threw on just a pair of boxers and walked back into the bedroom. Snowy was already asleep in Emma's arms, her little mouth still instinctively making sucking motions against that full, firm 32E breast. Emma's entire left shoulder and breast were completely exposed. She saw the look on my face and gave me a dramatic eye roll, but she still gently placed Snowy in the bassinet beside the bed. She didn't even bother adjusting her dress or bra—just sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for me.

I walked over and stood right in front of her, my crotch level with her face. Seeing how direct I was being, Emma blushed hard. "Alright, my dear husband. How does your wife get to serve you tonight?"

As she said it, she started stroking my cock through my boxers. She even leaned in, sniffing at my bulge, then stuck out her tongue and lightly licked the fabric. Watching that delicate face of hers—sniffing, licking right at my crotch—I was incredibly moved and insanely turned on. I knew she was doing it for me, trying to stimulate me, trying to help me get my confidence back as a man. Otherwise, a woman as beautiful as her would never degrade herself like that. Ever since my injury, Emma's been going above and beyond, and it just makes me feel more ashamed, more in awe of her, more in love with her.

Her delicate, pretty fingers slipped under the waistband of my boxers and wrapped around my now half-hard cock, stroking up and down with exquisite softness. Feeling that I was harder than before, Emma looked up at me with a flicker of surprised delight. She brought her other hand in too. Her left hand cupped my balls, gently squeezing and kneading, while her right gripped the shaft and stroked faster. Occasionally she'd cover the head with her palm, pressing and circling her hand against the tip. Sometimes she'd switch directions, tugging upward along the shaft like she was pulling it out by the root. Emma poured everything into pleasuring me, and it felt incredible. She'd developed that skill just for my sake. I was beyond grateful, beyond turned on.

Looking at my wife in that slutty little dress, her long, toned body, her stunning face—no wonder even someone as upright as George kept getting snagged by her exposed skin. It struck me as strange: I couldn't stop thinking about George sneaking those glimpses. Even though George doesn't come to the city that often—just the occasional stay—Emma's always been casual at home. I'd noticed before that George would peek at her bare shoulders, her neck, her arms, her hips, her legs, even her bare feet. And I'd noticed he almost never looked directly at her beautiful face—probably out of guilt. Back then, it didn't really stir anything in me. I never dwelled on it. But today, just imagining George catching glimpses under her dress was giving me an erection I hadn't felt in forever. Maybe this was the key—using that taboo thrill to jump-start my broken sexuality. At the very least, it felt like it could work.

The thought crossed my mind: if Emma and George ever actually did something…　if George was on top of her, thrusting, his cock sliding in and out of her tight little hole…　my heart seized for a full ten seconds before I could breathe again. Hearing my breath catch, Emma looked up, worried. "Eric, what's wrong?"

I opened my eyes, saw the anxiety written all over her face, and realized my erection had completely wilted. I knew then—I could never accept someone else having Emma. Even my stepfather, even George. I would lose my mind. Watching the concern on her face, warmth flooded through me. I was so damn lucky to have a wife like her. I gave her a reassuring smile. She started to pull her hand away, but I gently stopped her. "Babe, keep going."

So I started imagining again—Emma giving George more to look at, letting him see more. Then maybe letting him accidentally touch her pretty feet, her sexy legs, her full thighs, that tight ass, her small waist. Even letting him touch those 32E breasts, those snowy shoulders. I could feel my dick stirring again. Emma pulled one hand out, grabbed the waistband of my boxers, and yanked them down. I lifted one foot, letting them drop to the floor.

I spread my legs, and my cock was right there in front of her face. Emma licked her lips—top and bottom, leaving them wet and glistening. She opened that seductive mouth, shaped it to the size of my head, and leaned forward. In an instant, my egg-sized tip disappeared into her mouth, her cheek bulging. She closed her lips tightly around it, then lifted her head, pulling my cock upward with just her mouth. When she stretched it to the limit, it popped free with a wet sound. My shaft was coated in her saliva, shining under the soft lamp light. Emma looked up at me with those sultry eyes, then went down hard, taking me in and out about seven or eight times while her hand kept massaging my balls.

Under that relentless mouth, my dick got considerably harder. It hadn't gained much length—just a little—but it was definitely at a level where I could fuck. If Emma weren't on restrictions right now, I'd have already buried myself inside that tight little pussy of hers. I'd missed that feeling—the whole shaft engulfed in that snug grip. Emma could feel how much better I was too. She tightened her lips, sucked hard a few more times, then suddenly pulled off. Still on her knees on the rug, she tilted her head and started sucking my balls, one after the other, while her right hand worked my shaft vigorously. Her left hand slipped inside those purple lace panties, fingers circling her clit. I could tell her own desire had spiked. Her body was faintly trembling, like she was holding back. Through a muffled voice, she gasped, "Mmph—Eric. You're so hard today. So good. I really wish you could put it inside me."


Chapter 6: Her Scent

Emma adjusted, shifting onto the bed. One hand braced against my thigh while the other kept working inside her panties. Her face, that delicate blend of pale and flushed, her smooth forehead and shoulders were all beaded with sweat. Strands of hair clung to her cheeks and forehead, cascading over her shoulders. She looked utterly ripe. Burying her head at my crotch, she bobbed up and down, the slick, wet sounds filling the room. That 32E breast, completely bared; her dress hiked up to her thighs; her soft fingers pushing her purple lace panties into a tent—from just the right angle, you could see her middle and ring fingers sliding in and out of her pink little hole, dragging out thick strands of fluid. Seeing that pretty pink cunt, I thought about George today in the car, staring up her skirt—he must have seen those sexy purple panties. Deep down, George has to be craving a real look at Emma's pussy, right? Is it pink and plump, or has it turned dark and saggy? But I'm sure George imagines it as luscious, beautiful—because Emma, at twenty-seven, barely looks twenty-one or twenty-two. Like she's made of water. Her skin is so fine, her face that perfect mix of pale and pink. Her body is just flawless. Watching the very thing George was dying to see, my thoughts kept circling back to him, and the whole thing just felt more and more intense.

Emma looked up, and our eyes met. It was like we read each other's minds. She pulled her right hand out of her purple panties. It was coated in her own slick juices, glistening under the light just like the precum on my tip. She brought that slick hand down to the tops of her full, smooth thighs and started rubbing it in, smearing her own wetness all over her inner thighs. Then back into her panties for more, then spreading that too over her thighs. After doing that a few times, her long legs were glistening—her purple panties practically transparent, leaving nothing of her pussy to the imagination. If George had been looking up a skirt with these panties this afternoon, he'd have seen every detail.

Then Emma grabbed my shaft, slicked it up too, and stood, turning her back to me. She bent at the waist, legs pressed together, no gap at all. Her dress was completely bunched at her hips. She braced one hand on the bed, reached back with the other to guide my cock between her thighs, and started rocking that plump ass in invitation. At that sight, I lined up and pushed into the impossibly tight space between her legs. We both groaned. I'd sunk my cock deep between her thighs, and with all the stimulation she'd just given me, I nearly came right then. Somehow, I held it. No way was I going to waste a night where I was performing this well. I didn't want Emma's efforts to go to waste. She must've felt me twitching, because she froze, not moving a muscle, scared the slightest jolt would push me over.

But when she felt I was still hard, she turned her head slightly and encouraged me. "Eric, you're amazing tonight. Just hold on a little longer. You love my legs, right? Just use them like they're my pussy. Go slow, take your time. If you're close, just stop and breathe. Let's finish together, okay? It's been so long since I came…　you have to hang in there." Seeing the hope in her eyes, I nodded. "Babe, you're so good to me. I love you, Emma." Then I started thrusting slowly between those full, tight thighs, gripping her plump ass, her tiny waist, her legs. "Emma, your legs are incredible. So tight. You're mine forever—no one else gets to have you." I tried to distract myself with words and motion.

"Mm—Eric, I love you too. Everything I have is yours. Use it however you want. Even in ten lifetimes, I'd choose you."

I tapped her right shoulder, and immediately she lifted her arm. I grabbed the strap of her dress and bra, pulling them down to her waist. Her other tit sprang free. I pressed my left hand against her lower back, sliding it around, while my right reached around to knead that huge E-cup, flicking the pink nipple. Emma was gasping from my touch. "Babe, your tits just keep getting bigger. I love it. From now on, I'm gonna nurse on them every day, just like Snowy." I started teasing her. "Big-Tit Emma"—that was her nickname back in college, coined behind her back. Shows how famous her chest was. "Hey! I told you, don't call me that. I'll get mad. You won't get to touch them again." She was pretending to be angry, but that just turned me on more. "Didn't we agree—during sex, I can call you that? It's roleplay." "Fine. If you want to call me that, go ahead. Actually…　it kind of turns me on too. Just like back then, when guys would call me that and stare at my chest. It feels…　different. Kinky." "Same here. Watching other guys stare at your big tits pisses me off, but it's also this weird thrill. Big-Tit Emma—too bad all they can do is look. They can't touch."

And so we went, mixing dirty talk with fucking, me sliding out slow and thrusting back in hard, my hips grinding against her ass and pelvis until there wasn't a sliver of space between us, holding it there, pulsing, then pulling out and doing it all over again. Dozens of strokes like that, firing up both our desires.

After seven or eight minutes, Emma's legs were starting to give out. I pulled my slick shaft free and flipped her onto the bed, scooching her further up. I knelt on the bed, lifted her gorgeous legs, crossed them, and hooked them over my right shoulder. Her whole plump ass was suspended. I peeled her panties halfway down, the fabric stretched tight across her cheeks, almost like it was binding her ass together. I shoved my cock between the soaked fabric folds of her pussy, rubbing against those fat lips, sliding up and down. With her this turned on, Emma's pussy was gushing. A few times, I nearly slipped inside by accident.

"Eric…　how are you this hard tonight? You're definitely bigger, thicker, and you haven't even come yet after all this time. Is this you getting better?" Emma's always been perceptive; she picked up on it fast. The reason I was so strong tonight was mostly because I kept thinking about George watching her. I wasn't sure if I should tell her. She kept working her hips while I just stayed silent.

"Eric, what's going on? We're married. Is there something you can't tell me?"

She sounded a little hurt. She was right—it's not like it's illegal. Married couples should be able to say anything. Still, I hesitated. This wasn't exactly easy to bring up. "Emma, you really want to know? It's kind of hard to say." She just gave a little hum, her big eyes fixed on me. "Alright, but you can't get mad." She nodded. I stopped thrusting, lowered her legs, and peeled off the completely soaked panties, hanging them on her thigh—extra lewd. I spread those long legs and wrapped them around my waist, grinding my tip against her dripping slit while I let my eyes roam over her barely-dressed body. Besides the bunched-up dress, the only thing on her was that drenched thong on one thigh. She was blushing under my stare.

I finally spoke. "So…　today in the car. I noticed Dad kept sneaking looks at you. And I don't know why, but it…　it got me going. Down there."

Emma's mouth slowly dropped open. Her eyes went wide as she stared at me, completely floored. Then, after a moment: "Really? But…　we tried roleplay before and you hated it." "I don't know why either. Maybe because he's family. It's different. I…　I just…" Seeing me stumble over my words, Emma burst out laughing. "Pfft—I'm not saying you're wrong. If it helps you, that's all that matters. It's not like you're doing something awful. We're not actually talking about doing anything with him. You'd be willing? Because I sure as hell wouldn't."

"Of course I wouldn't. Just imagining him peeking at you—it's this weird rush. My dick just reacts. But if it ever became real…　I'd lose my mind." "So it actually works?" "Yeah. The second I imagine it—like today, when he saw your purple panties—I get hard. It's a totally different kind of excitement."

Saying it out loud like that, right as we were discussing it, sent a direct jolt through me. My cock throbbed involuntarily, and Emma felt it. Her face got even redder. "Pfft—it's not like I did it on purpose. And it's not like I'm gonna be on guard against Dad like he's some creep."

"Dad's family, sure. But he's still a man. You think you don't know how hot you are? How sexy? Wearing a skirt that short—the second you sit down, your panties are showing. Any guy would look." "Hmph, I get it now. Both of you—father and son—are perverts. Since you brought it up, I'll tell you: over the past month or two, I've noticed Dad keeps checking out my legs, my chest. It's weird. Back when Helen was still here, he never acted like that. He was always so proper. I know Dad's a decent man. I think…　his body just has needs, you know?" She paused. "Every time I catch him looking, his face is full of guilt and unease. It can't be easy for him."

"You mind it? Him looking?" "A few times I almost mentioned it to you, but I was scared it'd mess things up between you two. It's not that I'm disgusted. I just wanted you to know that Dad's still a man with desires. I think, back when Helen was around, he had an emotional anchor—maybe he didn't notice other things. But now he's lost that. I'm worried that if this keeps up, he's going to just bottle everything up until it breaks him." Her voice got softer toward the end. It struck me—she was right. I'd been so focused on just making sure George was fed and housed, thinking that was enough. I'd been missing the deeper stuff. Women just see these things.

"You still haven't answered—do you mind him looking?" I needed to know. She thought for a bit. "Honestly? No. Partly because he's your dad. And partly…　us women, we know when we're being checked out. It just affirms that we're attractive. Vanity, I guess. Long as they don't actually harass me—getting looked at doesn't cost me anything. I'm talking about other guys, not Dad." She paused, and when I didn't say anything, she got a little embarrassed and kept going. "But with Dad, I actually kind of…　welcome it? He's genuinely a good man, so caring. It's weird—maybe because he's my father-in-law, and we've read those kinds of stories before. So whenever I catch him peeking, I get this strange feeling. Not disgust, but not quite enjoyment either. Strange, right? You used to be totally indifferent to that taboo stuff, too."

Hearing Emma say all that, my dick, wedged between her thighs, swelled even more. She felt it. "You pervert. Hearing me talk about this gets you going that much? But…　it really does seem to work." With all she'd said, I was relieved she wasn't angry—just bewildered. I tested the waters. "Babe, maybe you could…　describe it. How he looks. Where he looks. In detail. Might crank me up even more." "You're a freak." She said it, but I knew Emma—if it helped me, she'd do it. I could see her searching her memory. I started thrusting again slowly. Tonight was already a massive improvement—it had been over ten minutes, and I still hadn't come, hadn't gone soft. In the past, I'd have been done way earlier. Emma turned her head away, too embarrassed to face me, and started talking quietly. "Alright. I'll tell you about this one time he went way too far. It was before I gave birth, maybe half a month before I went into the hospital. I woke up from a nap, hungry, and headed for the kitchen—passed the bathroom and…　I saw…" Her voice trailed off, too mortified to continue. She turned back and just looked at me. The momentum died. I gave her an encouraging look. "Babe, keep going. Let's just test it. If it helps, great. If not, no big deal." She nodded, turned away again.

She was choppy, remembering as she spoke. "You know how I was napping two hours every day back then. Mom had just helped me shower…　I woke up early from hunger. When I passed the bathroom, the door was cracked open. I glanced in and saw…　Dad. He had my underwear and bra in his hands—the ones I'd just taken off. And he was just…　staring at them. Then he brought my panties up to his nose and smelled them. Then my bra. I could see this expression on his face—so guilty, so ashamed. But sometimes, this look of…　bliss."

If she hadn't said it, I never would have imagined. George? Upright, simple George doing something like that? I wasn't even processing it. I wasn't disgusted by the image of him sniffing her panties and bra, either. Mostly, I was just insanely turned on. Hearing her say it, picturing him with that blissed-out face, inhaling the scent of her crotch from those little panties…　I could actually feel my cock getting noticeably longer and thicker. I even reached down to check. Emma sat up and stared at it, reaching out to stroke it. We could both tell. At least another centimeter. I urged her on. "Babe, what else happened? Keep going." Her face was flushed, but she looked pleased, too. She thought for a moment; her expression got weird, but I didn't dwell on it.

"Yeah. You wouldn't believe it. He had the panties right under his nose—right where they cover my…　you know. It was so gross." Hearing her say "your dad" instead of just "Dad" somehow made it even more potent. My cock swelled further. Emma's pussy was definitely wetter, too—she was getting off on this as well, this taboo charge. She was close. I pushed her to keep going. She gritted her teeth. "Your dad was just wearing these big boxers. No shirt. He's actually still in really good shape. You wouldn't guess it normally." She paused, sounding reluctant. "I saw…　the front of his boxers. It was tenting. Like, really tenting. Obviously, I knew what that was. And for a second, I actually wanted to see what it looked like. How big. How thick. If he was as…　impressive…　as you used to be."

She suddenly clamped her mouth shut, face burning with shame. Yeah, that last part was definitely crossing a line. I stared at her face, practically glowing. "Emma, don't overthink it. Doesn't it feel intense? That weird kind of thrill? Look at you—the sheets are soaked." I reached down and squeezed her pussy, smearing her juices all over her inner thighs. She was panting. "Mm—Eric, it's so good. So intense. I want it so bad." She was completely gone. Her long legs locked tight around my waist, and she started grinding her hips up against my shaft.

"Do you want Dad's cock?"

The words just fell out of my mouth. Even I was shocked. I was just that fucking turned on. "Mm…　yeah…　I want Dad's—no. Not Dad's. Yours. Just yours. You're the one messing with my head, you bastard." Her face was crimson, her teeth gritted as she glared at me. She looked so adorably furious, so sexy. "My bad. I'm just teasing. Keep going. Look, I'm getting even bigger." I leaned down, pressing my chest against her huge, soft tits, my cock grinding against her pussy while I kissed along her neck, her delicate jaw, occasionally sucking on her cute earlobe. Her ears are a major weak spot—every time I licked them, her whole body shuddered.

"Mmph—Eric…　I'm not saying any more. You're bullying me. Ah—Eric, go easy. I seriously can't take it." I suddenly grabbed her pale arms, pinned them above her head, and rolled her slightly onto her side. The curve from her waist to her hip was an absolute S-curve, pure seduction. Those two pale tits jutted straight up, the big areolas framing her tiny pink nipples, just begging to be devoured. I pinched both nipples together, leaned down, and took them into my mouth, licking the sensitive tips, nibbling gently. I must've swallowed a good amount of her milk. "Spill it. Now. Please. I swear my cock can still get bigger. I'm sorry, okay? What did Dad do next?" My voice was muffled against her skin.

Between my physical assault and the taboo thrill of talking about George, Emma's skin was flushed hot, goosebumps raised, tiny beads of sweat rolling off her. She was writhing. It looked like she might just melt. "Eric…　I can't…　it's too much. So intense. You asked for this, I'm saying it." "Yeah. I'm begging you." She looked like she'd made a decision. I was too caught up in the heat to really notice.

"Your dad…　just smelling wasn't enough, I guess. He…　he put my panties in his mouth, bit down on them. Then he hooked his thumb into his boxers and yanked them down. Half his ass was showing…　and the…　the head of his thing, too." Her voice was trembling—from embarrassment and, I think, the same excitement I was feeling. "Babe, don't say 'thing' or 'head.' Say cock, dick, shaft, tip. It works better for me. I thought you were all 'bold and open-minded'—what's with the shy act?" I was deliberately provoking her. As expected, she wouldn't back down. "Hmph, I'm not shy. Fine. Your dad pulled his boxers down the other side, too, and…"

I watched her lick her lips, swallow. I heard it. She'd clearly been captivated by George's cock. A twinge of jealousy hit me, but the arousal swallowed it whole. She was panting, pausing between words. "In a second, his whole…　his dick just sprang out. His legs kind of twitched…　the boxers dropped. He stepped out of them. And he was just standing there, completely naked. That thing…　right in front of me. Honestly, for a guy in his fifties, he's still got a hell of a body. I couldn't help staring…　yeah…"

I was still grinding, touching, rubbing. Emma was completely worked up, barely able to get a full sentence out. But I didn't interrupt.

"He spread his legs a little…　and I saw it. His cock was standing straight up. Seriously, it's huge. Like yours used to be. Covered in veins—kind of terrifying. The head…　it was the size of an egg. And it was this dark purple color. And underneath…　these big, heavy balls. The skin was all wrinkled. And the base was just this thick, dark bush. He actually grabbed it and started stroking—the shaft, the head."

She was practically panting, swallowing repeatedly. Her body was trembling, her tits swaying. I wasn't sure if it was my hands or the mental image of George's cock doing it, but she was on fire.

"Mm…　after a few strokes…　he let go and grabbed my panties from his mouth. They were soaked. And he actually licked them. God, he's disgusting." My dick twitched. "Emma…　keep going. It's really working for me." I was squeezing her tits hard with one hand, the other roaming over her waist, her ass, her soaking crotch, her thighs. She was moaning louder now. I thrust faster, pressing against her opening. She was just as fired up, and she kept going. "Eric…　mm…　not so rough…　ah…　so your dad used the front of my panties—the part that covers my…　you know—and pressed it against the tip. The second it touched, he let out this groan. Must've felt amazing. With his other hand, he grabbed my bra and pressed it to his face, just breathing it in."


Chapter 7: Caught

Emma's chest was heaving, those massive tits swaying with every breath, sending ripples across her skin. She was gasping, broken sentences between moans. "Mmm…　and then your dad…　his left hand started slow…　just rubbing my panties up and down his shaft. Then faster and faster, sliding in and out of my panties like that. Meanwhile, his nose was buried in my bra, this look of pure bliss on his face…　mmm…"

"The more he stroked, the bigger his dick got. Still swelling. After like ten seconds, it finally maxed out. It was…　obscene. Veins everywhere, throbbing. It looked scorching hot. Mm…　it curved upward, like a banana. The tip was fully exposed, pointing straight at the ceiling."

Emma was completely gone now. Her skin was flushed, burning up. When she paused, I urged her on. She continued, her voice wrecked. "Seriously…　your dad's cock is huge. Definitely a big dick. Long, thick—you could just tell it was rock-hard. Even from a few meters away, I swear I could feel the heat coming off it. Then he stopped moving. For a second, I thought maybe he was getting tired, couldn't keep going—he's not young, after all. And honestly? I wasn't done looking. I had this urge…　this craving. I wanted to keep watching his big dick, watch him rub it with my panties until he came all over them. I even wanted to…　touch it. Feel it."

Hearing her say something that filthy, I felt a pang of conflict. Was this crossing some moral line? But then I realized—she was probably exaggerating for effect, deliberately cranking up the dirty talk to see just how much it would get me going, how far she could push my recovery. She was testing my reactions step by step. If I'd shown any sign of shutting down, she would've backed off immediately. But since I was clearly only getting more fired up, she kept going. The words got dirtier.

"Mmm…　but he wasn't done. He was just adjusting. He spread his legs, dropped into a kind of horse stance, and that's when I realized—the real show was just starting. He was serious about this. I was practically vibrating with anticipation. He tilted his hips up, and the tip of his dick, still wrapped in my panties, was pressing against his belly button. I was just…　stunned. It looked so powerful."

"Then he grabbed my bra. For a second, I thought he was gonna use that too—wrap it around his dick or something. The thought alone made my chest feel weird. But he just draped the bra over his shaft. Then he took my panties—completely soaked by now, all wrinkled and sticky—and held them up, just staring at them. That's when I realized what those panties looked like. In just that short time, he'd already soaked them. They were a mess."

"He pressed them to his mouth and nose again, just licking and sucking for a good ten seconds before pulling them away. Then he wrapped them around his tip. My panties were so small they barely covered it. A few times, the head slipped right out the side. If I'd known he was going to use them, I would've worn bigger ones that day. Something that could actually wrap around that whole thing. But every time it slipped out, he'd just readjust, wrap it again, and keep stroking. Hard. His balls were swinging with the motion. Over and over—slip out, wrap it, stroke. He was going at it so hard, the veins on his hands were popping. And he still wasn't coming. After all that. It was…　impressive. I just kept wondering what it would feel like to touch it."

By now, Emma was practically panting, moans spilling out between words, her hips grinding urgently against me. Those plump lips parting…　pure seduction. Watching her so worked up, I was just as bad. Her legs locked tighter around my waist, her pelvis grinding against my shaft. I hadn't seen her this turned on in forever—not since before my injury, when I could still wreck her properly.


Chapter 8: Her Hand

In the shower, my mind drifted back to the early days with Emma. I remembered how, little by little, she’d opened up in the bedroom—how she’d gone from shy and uncertain to adventurous, willing to try just about anything. Honestly, before we got married, I’d had two girlfriends, but the sex was never that frequent. I’d always felt awkward asking for anything out of the ordinary, like it would be disrespectful. So things stayed pretty vanilla.

Before we tied the knot, Emma gave off this vibe of being really open and experienced. I’d actually gotten hung up on that, wondering how many guys she’d been with. I never worked up the guts to ask her directly, though—I was scared she’d think I was petty and it would mess things up between us. But on our wedding night, when she was all shy and clearly had no clue what she was doing, I realized she was a virgin. I was over the moon. I did give her shit about it later, teasing her—which earned me a seriously bruised arm from all the pinching.

Once she started to really discover the pleasure of sex, Emma became way more uninhibited in bed. We even started watching Japanese adult videos together for ideas. At first she’d be mortified, but gradually, she started using her hands on me, her mouth. The first time she wrapped those delicate, pretty fingers around my erection and started stroking, I came almost instantly, all over her hand. The first time she gave me a blowjob with those captivating lips, I nearly came in her mouth right then and there. She had to pull off fast. After that, I practically had to beg for weeks before she’d agree to go down on me again.

I loved watching my cock slide in and out between those alluring lips. And she’d look up at me with those huge, dazzling eyes, teasing me, which just drove me wild. Remembering all of this now, as I stood in the shower, my dick started getting harder, way bigger than it had been in a long time.

But even though it was bigger than it’d been lately, looking down, it was still maybe ten centimeters, and not that hard. I sighed. Before the accident, I could get up to eighteen or nineteen centimeters, almost four thick. Emma had measured it herself. She said I was way longer and thicker than those guys in the videos. I still remember the first time I entered her—it almost scared her. That was when I found out she was actually really deep inside, yet so tight and soft, a perfect fit for me. That feeling of being completely enveloped, squeezed from base to tip... I’ll never forget it.

I glanced down at my sorry-looking dick again. When would I ever feel that ultimate pleasure again? But I felt better today than I had in a long time. Maybe I could get even harder. I started thinking about the times with Emma that turned me on the most.

There was this one time we’d watched a video with this JAV actress who looked a little bit like Emma—though Emma is way more beautiful. The actress’s body was similar, with huge tits almost like Emma’s are now after having the baby. Emma’s breasts are still way perkier though, not sagging at all, and her legs are longer and more shapely. In the video, the actress was wearing this insanely revealing outfit, with handcuffs. Imagining Emma dressed like that, with me as the guy in the video... that session had been mind-blowing. It felt exciting and new, cutting through the routine we’d fallen into.

After that, I actually went out and bought a similar black, low-cut camisole and some novelty handcuffs. I had Emma put them on. Those thin straps crisscrossed over her chest and tied behind her neck, leaving two-thirds of her massive tits exposed, even the edges of her areolae. The slits on the sides went all the way up past her waist.

I made her sit first, legs together, then apart, then crossed. Her plump, round ass, her smooth, long legs, and that tiny, black thong were all right there, driving me insane. Then I had her lie on her back, then her side. Those beautiful legs, that full ass, her cute belly button—my cock was throbbing, ready to burst. I almost couldn't hold back. Almost ripped that thong aside, parted those plump lips, and just started pounding away until I exploded.

But I held on. I made her get on all fours on the bed, her ass slightly raised. Looking at her like that, her back bare and smooth above the waist, her delicate shoulders... then below, nothing but that black thong barely covering her pussy, that big ass, those long legs. It was the peak of sexiness. I held myself back from just pouncing and instead, like in the video, started from the back of her neck, kissing and licking my way down. Her shoulders, her back, that seductive small waist, the two cheeks of her ass, those long legs, even her pretty feet—I touched and kneaded it all. I paid special attention to her full ass, her waist, and the area around her pussy, rubbing and teasing.

I had her breathing heavy, her voice dripping with desire. "Honey, enough already... I can't take it... I want you..." I told her to wait. I spread her legs, pressing the soles of her feet together. Then I really went to work on her round ass with both hands, squeezing and kneading the insides of her full thighs, occasionally brushing against her puffy pussy lips. She was moaning, panting. Our place has good soundproofing, thank God, or the neighbors would’ve heard everything.

Her face was buried in the pillow, then she’d turn her head, giving me this look of pure need, her face and neck flushed crimson. "Honey, I can't... let's finish this later... right now I just want you... fuck, fuck me..." After saying "fuck me," she buried her face back in the pillow, too shy to look. Hearing her, so slutty saying "fuck me," I lost it. We'd talk dirty sometimes, but not often—it was too awkward. But Emma saying it now... how could I hold back?

I got off the bed, grabbed one of her long legs, and signaled for her to get on her knees. We’d done this so many times, she knew exactly what I wanted. She knelt up, her big, round ass facing me off the side of the bed. I quickly untied the straps around her neck, then leaned over her back, my hands circling her slender waist, roughly kneading those dangling huge tits a dozen times, my hard cock rubbing against the crack of her ass.

Then I straightened up, stripped off my boxers, and let my rock-hard, burning dick spring free. She lifted her head from the pillow, looked back at me, then immediately hid her face again, shaking her ass side to side as she knelt there. "Honey, hurry... hurry up..." was all she mumbled into the pillow.

I lifted one of her legs, pulled the thong to the side, and hung it over her other thigh. Her pink, plump pussy was suddenly completely exposed to the air. I brought my cock close, used her wetness to slick up the head, then with one hand guiding it to her entrance and the other on her slim waist, I rubbed it around the opening a few times before slowly pushing inside.

"Oh... honey, slow down... today it's so big... let me get used to it..." I started slow, deep strokes. All the way out, then all the way in. Each withdrawal pulled out a string of her juices. She was incredibly turned on.

"Okay, honey... now, faster..." I picked up the pace.

"Baby... does it feel good? Does my dick feel good pounding you?" I was starting to talk dirty.

"Mm... yeah... honey, your cock feels so good... so good..." she moaned shamelessly.

"What's making you feel good?" I asked, speeding up.

"Your cock... your big cock..."

We went on like that, fucking and talking filthier and filthier. Seeing her on all fours, wearing nothing but that bunched-up camisole and the thong dangling from one thigh—the rest of her completely naked. She looked so slutty. It just fueled my fire.

I gradually slowed down, and she looked back at me, confused. Before she could say anything, I said, "Let's switch positions. You’re probably getting tired." She understood and flipped onto her back. I lifted those long, perfect legs—one over my shoulder, the other I had her wrap around my waist. I aimed my dick at her soaking pussy and slammed it all the way in. She let out an "Ah!" and then the room was filled with nothing but the rhythmic slap of skin on skin, and occasionally, a few dirty words between us.


Chapter 9: The Taste

As I stood there in the shower, remembering those intense sessions with Emma, my erection didn't actually get any bigger. It was still under ten centimeters, but definitely harder. Still, nowhere near what it used to be.

I thought, *I’ll just have to let Emma help me out later.*

After drying off, I just threw on a pair of boxers and went back to the master bedroom. Little Snowy was already asleep in Emma’s arms, her tiny mouth instinctively sucking away at Emma’s large, firm 32E breast. Emma’s whole left shoulder and breast were completely exposed.

She shot me a look that said "Don't even think about it," but still got up, carefully put the baby in the crib beside the bed. She didn't even bother fixing her clothes or bra, just sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for me. I walked over and stood right in front of her, my crotch level with her face.

Seeing me being so direct, her cheeks flushed, and she asked in that teasing voice, "So, my dear husband, how would you like your wife to serve you tonight?" Her hand was already stroking me through my boxers. She leaned in, sniffed, then poked her little tongue out and gently licked the fabric. Watching that beautiful face down by my crotch, sniffing and licking, I was incredibly turned on, and moved. I knew she was doing all this to help me get my confidence back. Why else would a beautiful woman like her degrade herself like this? Ever since my injury, Emma had been trying everything. It made me feel both ashamed and incredibly grateful, and it honestly made me love her even more.

Her delicate fingers slid in through the leg of my boxers, wrapping around my semi-hard cock. She started gently stroking. When she felt how much harder it was than usual, she looked up at me, a flicker of surprise and joy in her eyes. Then her other hand joined in, slipping inside. One hand cupped my balls, gently squeezing and kneading, while the other tightened around the shaft, stroking faster, occasionally gripping the head, her palm rubbing against the tip.

Her right hand would even reverse its grip, pulling on my shaft like she was trying to uproot it. All that effort just to please me. It felt incredible. I was so grateful.

Seeing my wife in that skimpy, sexy outfit—her toned body, her striking looks—it was no wonder even my straight-laced stepfather, George, couldn't help stealing glances. It struck me as strange that tonight, I kept thinking about him looking at Emma. He didn’t visit often, just occasionally. Whenever he was here, Emma would dress more casually. I’d noticed him looking before—at her bare shoulders, her neck, her arms, her ass, her legs, even her feet. I noticed he rarely looked at her beautiful face, probably out of shame. Back then, it didn’t really faze me. But tonight, every time I thought about him peeking up her skirt, my dick would get this surge of excitement it hadn't felt in ages.

Maybe I could use this…　this taboo thrill to get my mojo back. The doctor had said my problem was mostly psychological—that the fear from the accident had created a block. Emma pleasuring me helped, but I’d been stuck at this semi-hard, half-useless state for almost half a year. This might be the breakthrough. If it worked, I could get better, and maybe my stepfather’s world could get a little brighter too. He’d been so grim since Linda, my stepmother, passed.

I knew trying to set him up with someone new would be a disaster. He’d just flat-out refuse. Emma had even suggested role-playing before to spice things up—pretending to be other people. We tried her being a friend, my friend, even a stranger. I felt nothing but disgust. My dick went completely soft. That actually made Emma happy; she took it as a sign of my total devotion.

But I’m thinking about it now, her delicate hand working my shaft. I closed my eyes, letting myself really consider it. What if Emma and my stepfather actually did something? Him on top of her, his cock sliding in and out of her…　A sharp pain shot through my chest. It took a good ten seconds to subside. When I opened my eyes, Emma was looking up at me, worried. Only then did I realize my erection was gone.

"Don't worry," I smiled at her. "Baby, keep going."

I started imagining again. This time, Emma showing him even more. Letting him accidentally brush against her pretty feet, her sexy legs, her full thighs, her tight ass, her slim waist. Even touching those 32E tits, her smooth shoulders. My cock started to stir.

Emma noticed. She pulled my boxers down, and I stepped out of them. Now I was completely bare, standing in front of her. She licked her lips, making them glisten, then opened her mouth just wide enough for my swollen head and took me inside, her cheeks hollowing. She sucked hard, then pulled her head back, stretching my shaft until my cock popped out of her mouth with a wet sound. It was covered in her saliva, glistening in the soft lamplight. She looked up at me, all coy and seductive, and then went back down, taking me in again and again, her other hand massaging my balls.

Under her enthusiastic work, my dick got noticeably harder, though it didn't really get any longer—just a little. But it was definitely hard enough to fuck. If she wasn't off-limits tonight because of the baby, I would've already buried it inside her. It had been so long since I'd felt that tight, wet grip.

Emma could feel the difference too. She tightened her lips around me for a moment, then suddenly let go. Kneeling on the rug, she tilted her head back and started sucking on my balls one at a time, her right hand stroking my shaft firmly. Her left hand, I noticed, had slipped into her purple lace panties. She was touching herself, her fingers working her clit. I could tell she was getting really worked up.

"Mm... husband... you're so hard tonight, so good... I really wish you could just put it in..." she moaned, her words muffled.


Chapter 10: Reflections

Kneeling like that to suck my balls was tiring. After a while, she straightened up, facing my cock again, and started bobbing her head, looking up at me with those big, flirty eyes. That eye contact made things even hotter. Since my cock wasn't that long, she could deep-throat me completely every time.

The wet, slurping sounds of her blowjob filled the bedroom. I wondered if my stepfather, George, in the guest room next door, could hear. The thought made my dick twitch. It felt like it was about to break through some barrier. *Is this really working?* I thought, excited.

Even I was moaning now, eyes half-closed, mouth open, breathing heavily. My cock was red and shiny from her saliva by the time she sat back on the bed, one hand bracing herself on my thigh, the other still strumming her clit. Her face, her forehead, her delicate shoulders were all flushed and sweaty. Her hair clung to her skin. She looked completely ripe.

Head bowed, she worked my shaft. The back of her camisole had ridden all the way up, and I could see her two middle fingers sliding in and out of her pink, wet pussy, drawing out streams of her juice.

Seeing that wet, tempting pussy, I couldn't help but think about George today, staring up her skirt in the car. He must have seen these sexy purple panties. I bet deep down, he was dying to know what her pussy looked like. Pink and plump, or dark and shriveled? He probably imagined it as beautiful and tempting as the rest of her. Because Emma, even at twenty-seven, looks barely out of her teens. Her skin is flawless, her cheeks naturally rosy. Her body is perfect. Right now, that pussy my stepfather probably fantasized about was right in front of me, and just the thought of him seeing it made everything feel a million times more intense.

Our eyes met, and it was like we could read each other's minds. Emma pulled her sticky fingers out of her panties and, instead, started coating her inner thighs with her own wetness. She dipped back in for more, then smeared it on her thighs again, over and over, until the fabric of her purple panties was practically transparent, her pussy clearly visible. *If my stepfather had seen her like this this afternoon, her pussy would have been completely exposed.*

Once she’d slicked up her thighs, she grabbed my cock and rubbed some of her wetness onto it too. Then, using my cock as a handle, she stood up, turned around, and bent over, her legs tightly together. The hem of her camisole was now bunched at her waist. She braced herself on the bed with one hand and reached back with the other, guiding my dick toward her pussy. She wiggled her plump ass back and forth, tempting me, *Just put it in already*.

Seeing her act so slutty, I couldn't hold back. One hand on her ass, the other on my shaft, I aimed for the tight gap between her thighs. "Ah..." "Oh..." We both let out a moan as I pushed deep into that space, the head of my cock rubbing hard against her flesh. I almost came right then, but I managed to hold on. I didn't want to waste this—the first time in forever that I felt this good. I didn't want to disappoint Emma.

Emma felt my cock throb and held perfectly still, careful not to overstimulate me. When she felt I’d calmed down, she turned her head and encouraged me, "Honey, you're so amazing tonight. Take your time. You love my legs, right? Just pretend they're my pussy and fuck them. If you're about to come, just stop and wait. Let's get there together, okay? It's been so long since I've had an orgasm. You have to try your best."

Seeing the hope and expectation in her eyes, I nodded. "Okay, baby. You're the best. I love you, Emma." And with that, I started slowly thrusting between her incredible, tight legs. Pull out, push in, pressing hard against her ass. My hands roamed all over her, squeezing her full cheeks, her slim waist, her thighs.

"Emma, your legs are so beautiful, so tight. In my next life, you're still going to be mine. Only I get to fuck you." I used words and actions to distract myself, to prolong this.

"Mm... husband... I love you too. I'm all yours, do whatever you want. I'd be yours for ten lifetimes."

I tapped her right shoulder, and she immediately lifted her arm. I grabbed the strap of her dress and her bra and pulled them down, letting her other massive tit bounce free. My left hand braced against her lower back, wandering; my right reached around and kneaded that 32E breast, teasing her now-hard, pink nipple. She was moaning uncontrollably.

"Saggy-tits Emma, your tits are getting bigger and bigger. I fucking love it. From now on, I'm going to suck on them every day, just like the baby." I teased her. "Saggy-tits Emma" was her nickname from college. Shows how famous her rack was.

"Hey! I told you not to call me that! I'll be mad. Don't even think about touching them." she whined, but it was all playful. "It's fine, we said it was okay in bed. It's just roleplay." "Fine, call me whatever you want. Actually, hearing that... hearing about how guys used to call me that and stare at my chest... it feels weirdly... hot." "Me too. Other guys staring at your big tits... it pisses me off, but it's also a turn-on. Too bad all they can do is look."

And so we kept talking dirty and fucking, me slowly thrusting in and out of the tight vice of her thighs, her pussy rubbing against me through her now-soaked panties. I'd pause for a few seconds with every deep thrust, pressing my hips hard against her ass, before pulling back and doing it again. Over and over, for several minutes, this rhythm drove us crazy.

After about seven or eight minutes, Emma’s legs started to give out. I pulled my slick cock out, flipped her onto her back, and had her scoot up the bed. I climbed on after her, knelt between her legs, and admired her soaking pussy and mound for a while through the completely transparent fabric. Then I lifted those sexy legs, crisscrossed them, and draped them over my right shoulder. Her whole plump ass was hovering off the bed.

I pulled her panties halfway down, the elastic biting into her cheeks, making her ass look even rounder. I shoved my cock back between the tight fabric and her dripping pussy, sliding back and forth. It was so tight. With her juices as lube, the head of my cock kept rubbing and pressing against her swollen clit as I moved, threatening to slip inside several times.

"Baby, I can't believe how much better you are down there tonight. So much harder, longer, thicker. And you've lasted so long without coming. Are you finally getting better?" Emma, always so attentive, had picked up on it immediately. My performance tonight was mostly thanks to the image of George looking at her up her skirt. But should I tell her that? I wasn't sure. She saw my hesitation and pushed.


Chapter 11: The Cameras

"Is something going on, honey? We're married. You can't tell me?" She sounded a little hurt.

She was right. It wasn't a crime. Why should I be ashamed? Though, I was still hesitant. It was just an awkward thing to bring up. "Emma, you really want to know? It's kind of hard to say." She just gave a little "Mm-hmm" and looked at me with those big, beautiful eyes.

Alright. "But you can't get mad." She nodded.

"Okay... the thing is... actually, it's just... today in the car, I noticed Dad kept staring at you. I don't know why, but it just... got me going down there." My wife's eyes widened, and she looked at me in disbelief. After a moment, she asked, "Really? How is that possible? We tried roleplaying before. You hated it."

"I don't know why. Maybe because Dad's family, it's different. I just... I..." Seeing me stumble over my words, Emma burst out laughing. "Pfft, I'm not saying it's a bad thing. As long as it helps you, it's fine. And it's not like what you're doing is wrong. It's not like I'm actually doing anything with your dad. You'd be willing, and I wouldn't."

"Of course, I'm not willing. Thinking about Dad looking at you, it just... gets me excited. Different kind of excitement. My dick just responds. Actually doing something? I'd lose my mind."

"Is it really that effective?" She asked. "Yeah. Really effective. Just thinking about how Dad saw your purple panties today... it's a different kind of thrill. My dick just gets hard." Sharing this with Emma immediately cranked up the intensity. My cock throbbed involuntarily. Emma felt it, and her already-red face flushed even deeper. "Pfft. It's not like I did it on purpose. And he's family. I can't exactly be on guard around him like he's some creep. Am I supposed to treat Dad like a pervert?" she protested.

"Family or not, Dad's still a man. You really don't know your own appeal? You don't know how sexy you are? Wearing a skirt that short—the second you sit down, your panties are right there. Any guy would look." I shot back.

"Hmph. Now I get it. You two are just a pair of dirty old men. Since you brought it up, I'll tell you something too. Over the last month or two, I've noticed Dad constantly staring at my legs and my chest. It's so weird. When Linda was still here, he was never like this. So inappropriate. Honestly, I know he's a decent guy. This has got to be just... physical. Basic instinct." She paused, then continued, "Every time I caught him, he'd have this look on his face, all guilty and uneasy. It can't be easy for him."

"You mind him looking?" I asked. "A few times I wanted to bring it up with you, but I was scared it would mess things up between you two. It's not that I'm disgusted by him looking. I just wanted you to know that he's a man too, with needs. I think when Linda was here, he had an outlet, maybe he didn't even notice other women. But now... I'm afraid if this keeps up, he'll drive himself crazy." Her voice got quieter and quieter. It was true; a daughter-in-law talking about her father-in-law's sex drive was pretty awkward. Hearing her, I realized I'd been pretty oblivious, thinking just providing food and shelter was enough. Women are so much more perceptive.

"You never answered. Are you okay with him looking?" I pressed. The stuff about George could wait. I needed to know how she felt first.

Emma thought for a second. "Honestly? No. Partly because he's your dad. And also... well, we women, when we find out we're being checked out, it just makes us feel pretty, desirable. We've all got egos. As long as they don't actually try anything, a few looks aren't going to kill us. Not talking about Dad specifically, just... other guys."

I didn't say anything, so she continued, a little embarrassed, "With Dad, I don't mind him looking. He's a good, kind man. Maybe it's *because* he's my father-in-law that it feels... strange. We read those stories, you know, the ones about fathers-in-law and daughters-in-law. So whenever I catch him, it feels weird. Not bad, not good. Just... weird. Wait, didn't you used to think that whole taboo thing was nothing special?"

Hearing her say that, my dick, still buried between her thighs, pulsed and grew even thicker. Emma felt it. "You pervert. Me just talking about this actually gets you that much more turned on? But... it really does seem to be working, though."

"I don't get it either. But it works. Babe, why don't you try telling me what you saw? How Dad was looking at you, where he was looking. Describe it. Might get me even more worked up." I tested the waters.

"You're such a freak," she said, but I knew she'd do it if it helped me. She turned her head, too shy to look at me, and started whispering. "Okay... I'll tell you about one time he really crossed the line. It was before the baby came, maybe half a month before I went into the hospital. I woke up from my afternoon nap, starving, and went to the kitchen. Passing the bathroom, the door was open a crack, and I glanced inside without thinking... and I saw... I saw your dad. He was holding my panties and bra, the ones I'd just changed out of. Just holding them wasn't enough. After a while, he... he put my panties right up to his nose and sniffed them, then did the same with my bra. I noticed he had this look on his face, so guilty, so ashamed, but sometimes he just looked... lost in it."

If she hadn't told me, I never would have imagined it. My plain, simple stepfather doing something like that. But I wasn't disgusted. I was more turned on than anything. Just the image of him smelling her panties and bras, intoxicated by her scent... I could feel my dick getting longer, thicker, harder.


Chapter 12: Morning Wood

I pulled my cock out from between her legs and looked at it. Emma sat up and stared too. She reached out and stroked it a couple of times. We both agreed it had gotten noticeably bigger, at least a centimeter longer. "Go on, babe. Keep talking," I urged her.

She thought for a second, a weird look on her face. I didn't pay much attention to it. "Mm. You wouldn't believe it. Your dad, sniffing my panties, he was sniffing right where they cover my... you know. It's so gross." Hearing her say "your dad" instead of just "Dad" somehow made it even more arousing. My dick pulsed bigger, and I felt Emma's pussy get even wetter. She was getting into this too, this taboo thrill. She was probably close to climaxing.

I urged her on. She gritted her teeth and kept going. "He was just in these big boxer shorts, no shirt. He's actually still in pretty good shape, though you wouldn't really guess it normally. Heh." She paused, a little hesitant. "I guess he was about to get in the shower anyway. And I saw... the front of his boxers was pitched up into this huge tent. I didn't have to guess what it was. And for a second, I actually... wanted to see it. What it looked like, how big it was, how thick. Whether it was anything like yours used to be... so... mighty."

She stopped abruptly, her face burning with shame. She realized how explicit she'd been. I stared at her gorgeous face. "Emma, don't overthink it. Just feel it. Doesn't it feel good? Look how wet you are. The sheets are soaked." I teased her pussy a little more, spreading her juice all over her inner thighs. She was panting.

"Oh... oh... honey... feels so good, so intense. I want it, too." She was completely gone now, her long, perfect legs wrapped tight around my waist, her ass grinding up and down against my cock. "Mm... I want Dad... oh wait, no, not Dad's... his... I mean, yours... ah... you tricked me... you bastard." Her face was scarlet, she was so embarrassed and flustered. But seeing her like that, all cute and sexy at the same time...

I stopped teasing her and bent down, my chest pressing against her huge tits, my cock rubbing against her pussy. I kissed her neck, her chin, occasionally taking her earlobe into my mouth and sucking. Her ears are her weakness; every touch sent a shiver through her. "Ah... mm... oh..." Her moans got louder. If George was out roaming the halls, he'd definitely hear his daughter-in-law's cries of pleasure. Just the thought of that got me even harder.

"Oh... mm... I'm not saying any more. You're just bullying me. Ah... honey... easy... I really can't take it." Suddenly, I knelt up between her legs, grabbed her delicate arms, and pinned them behind her head, pushing her slightly onto her side. The curve of her waist and the swell of her ass formed this perfect S-curve, unbelievably tempting. Those two white, full breasts stood straight up, large areolae framing those tight, pink nipples. They were practically begging to be devoured.

I pinched them together and wrapped my lips around both at once, my tongue working them over, my teeth giving them gentle nips. I sucked them until they were covered in spit, even managing to swallow some of her milk. "Tell me... hurry... I think my cock can still get bigger. I'm begging you, okay? What happened next with Dad?" I was practically pleading, my mouth still full of her tit.

Between the physical stimulation and the taboo talk about her father-in-law, Emma’s skin was burning up, flushed and slick with sweat. Her body was writhing. "Honey... I can't... it's too intense... so good... fine, I'll say it, but you made me..." "Yeah, I begged you," I agreed.

It was like she’d made a decision. I was too far gone with lust to notice anything else at that moment. "He must've felt just sniffing wasn't enough... mm... he took my panties in his mouth, then with his other hand, he hooked his boxers down on one side. Half his ass was exposed... and the tip of his... his thing, it peeked out a little..." Her voice was trembling, a mix of embarrassment and, I think, the same excitement I was feeling.

"Baby, stop saying 'thing' and 'tip'. Just say cock, dick, glans. It gets me hornier. I thought you were all 'forward' and 'bold'. Why the shy act now?" I goaded her.

"Hmph. Who's shy? Fine. So your dad reached over and pulled his boxers down on the other side too... mm..." She licked her lips and swallowed hard. I could hear it. She was definitely captivated by my stepfather's big cock back then. A little pang of jealousy hit me, but it was immediately drowned by a surge of arousal.

She was panting now, her words punctuated by gasps. "In a flash, your dad's entire... that thing... cock... just sprang out. His legs kind of shook... and his boxers fell to the floor. He stepped out of them. He was completely naked. That thing was just... right there, impossible to miss. But even at his age, his body's still pretty solid. I couldn't help but look a few more times, heh... mm..." I kept grinding and rubbing against her as she talked. Emma was too turned on to form complete sentences, but I didn't interrupt.

"Mm... he spread his legs a little... and I saw it. That cock was standing straight up. Seriously, it was huge, just like yours used to be. Covered in veins, looked kind of intimidating. The head... the glans was like an egg... purplish-black. And underneath, these two big, heavy balls... all wrinkled. The base of his cock was surrounded by this thick, black bush. He even stroked it a few times, the shaft and the head... mm... oh..." She was panting heavily, her body trembling. She kept licking her lips and swallowing. I wasn't sure if it was my touch or the memory of my stepfather's cock that had her so worked up.

"He only stroked it for a second... mm... then he let go and grabbed my panties from his mouth. Your dad's so gross; he even licked them." My cock swelled again.

"Emma... mm... keep going... this is so fucking hot... it's really working... mm..." I was roughly kneading one of her full breasts, my other hand roaming over her smooth waist, her plump ass, her soaking mound, her sexy thighs. She was writhing, moaning. I sped up my thrusts, the head of my cock pressing and rubbing against the opening of her pussy.

Emma was just as gone as I was. "Honey... mm... that hurts... easy... mm... then your dad took my panties, the ones I'd just changed out of that day, and he wrapped the front part, the crotch, right over his big glans... the moment the fabric touched him, he let out this 'oh' sound. He must have felt so good. With his other hand, he grabbed my bra and pressed it over his nose, taking these deep, heavy breaths of it."


Chapter 13: Showtime

Emma's chest was heaving, her huge tits swaying, sending ripples through them. She took a breath to steady herself, but her voice was still thick with lust.

"Mm... mm... and then, your dad's left hand, it started... slowly at first, stroking his big cock through my panties. Then faster and faster, sliding in and out of my underwear. His nose was buried in my bra, breathing it in so fast, this look of total bliss on his face... mm..." Her moans were constant.

"With him stroking it, his cock kept getting bigger, kept swelling. After about ten seconds, it stopped growing. Probably hit its max... mm... mm... It looked even more menacing, more veins popping out. It was hot to the touch, I could tell... mm... mm... When it was fully hard, it actually curved up, like a big banana, pointing almost flat against his belly. The glans was completely exposed... huge... aimed right at the ceiling... mm..."

Emma was completely undone, her skin flushed and burning. I eagerly asked what happened next when she stopped.

"Really... mm... your dad's cock... it's thick... mm... really, it's a big, thick cock. So long, and it looked rock-hard. Even from meters away, I could feel the heat radiating off it... mm..."

"Mm... and then he stopped. I thought maybe he couldn't keep it up anymore, being his age. Honestly, I wasn't done looking at it... mm... there was this urge... this craving... mm... I wanted to keep watching it. I wanted to see his big cock empty itself all over my panties. I even thought about... reaching out and touching it, just a few strokes..."

Listening to her say these filthy things, a knot of conflict tightened in my chest. Were we crossing a line? Then it hit me. She's exaggerating. Making it sound way more graphic than it was. This is all to get me off. She's playing a role. The real scene probably wasn't this... pornographic. That was just Emma trying her hardest. So if she could commit to the bit, so could I.

It only took me a split second to figure that out, but I never stopped moving against her, my hands roaming her body. Emma's moans never stopped either.

"Turns out he wasn't tired. Just adjusting. He spread his legs, got into a horse stance. That's when the real show started. I was so turned on, so excited... mm... He thrust his hips up, the glans, still wrapped in my panties, poking up past his belly button. It dawned on me then just how mighty his cock really is... mm..."

"Then he picked up my bra. For a second, I wondered if he was going to use it on himself, wrap his big cock in it. The thought alone made my chest feel weird... mm... mm... but he just hung it on his dick. Then he took my soaking panties off his glans, spread them out in both hands, and just... admired them. That's when I really saw what my panties looked like. Completely soaked through. All sticky and wrinkled. In just that short time, your dad had made a mess of them..."

"He took those wet panties and pressed them right over his mouth and nose, licking and sucking... mm... mm... oh... for a good ten, fifteen seconds before pulling them away. Then he wrapped them around his big glans again... mm... my panties were so small, they barely covered the head. Several times, his glans slipped right out the side... mm..."

I realized Emma was being very deliberate in how she told the story. She was gauging my reactions, step by step, amping it up slowly. Her pussy was pressed right against my dick; she'd feel me go soft instantly if I got turned off and would've stopped. Her careful approach, her complete dedication to finding a way to fix us... it touched me.

And now, feeling how incredibly hard I was, she knew it was working. Her words got dirtier, more explicit.

"Mm... mm... every time his glans slipped out, he'd just spread my panties out again, wrap them back around his thick cock... mm... that big glans... then he'd stroke it, fast and hard. His balls swinging. Over and over, my panties slipping on and off his cock... The veins on his hands were bulging, he was stroking so hard. I couldn't believe he hadn't come yet, not with how hard he was going at it. Oh... mm... that cock looked so hard, so thick, so long. I wondered what it would feel like to touch... mm... mm..."

Her breathing hitched, her moans getting louder, her sexy lips parting slightly. Those sounds could drive a man to sin.

"Mm... when his glans slipped out again, he wrapped my panties around it, then grabbed my bra, hanging there from his shaft, and wrapped that around my panties too... mm... That's when I knew your dad was really a pervert. Who thinks of this stuff? Is this really the same kind, loving father-in-law I know?"

I had no idea how much of what Emma was saying was real, how much was embellished. Seeing her so turned on, though, it couldn't all be made up. She must have actually caught him doing some depraved things. It was probably a mix of truth and fantasy. The truth was likely stuff he'd learned online. After Linda passed, I'd gotten him a new smartphone, taught him how to use it. At first, he was against it, but Emma started playing games with him, even teasing him about how bad he was. I had a feeling he'd stumbled onto some porn, maybe even stories or videos about this exact kind of taboo—father-in-law and daughter-in-law.

And then Emma was right here, in the flesh—gorgeous, young, with a killer body. Of course he'd look. Of course he'd start fantasizing. It made sense now, why he'd been staring so much the last couple of months. Before, he barely glanced at her. But with his newfound "material"... it was only natural.


Chapter 14: His Thigh

Emma's dirty talk was sending me over the edge. I was on the verge of coming. Emma could feel the change in my body, feel how my cock was getting harder, thicker, longer with every second. She was just as excited, grinding her pussy against me harder, desperate to get me off. Her seductive moans were constant.

"Mm... mm... your dad was going at it with one hand on his shaft, the other holding the bra in place, stroking so hard he was practically doing squats. His hips bucking like he was fucking a tight pussy... mm... Pre-cum was soaking through my bra, leaving a dark wet spot. It was so lewd, so disgusting... but I wasn't repulsed. My own pussy was already wet... aching for a real cock... mm... mm... And your dad just kept going, not coming. I wanted to see it so bad, watch that thick cock finally explode. After all that rubbing against my panties and bra, lasting that long... would his cum just blast right through my underwear? Mm... mm..."

"Just when I was getting desperate... he stopped. Let go of everything. Stood up straight. His cock, still wrapped in my panties and bra, was pointing straight up, the tip absolutely soaked... mm... He pulled the bra off. The purplish-black glans was slick with pre-cum, and my panties were still clinging to the side of his shaft, stuck there... mm... Then he peeled them off. These sticky strands of fluid still connected him to the fabric. There it was again, that menacing cock. The whole thing was flushed red. He was breathing so hard. He must have been exhausted... mm..."

As Emma talked, we were tangled up in each other, bodies grinding. At this point, we were both so keyed up, it was like we were already fucking, even without actual penetration. Since her mother had given strict orders—no sex for now—this was all we had.

"Mm... honey... I can't take it... your dad's cock... that thick cock... I need more... oh... oh... fuck me..." The way she was talking, I suddenly wasn't so sure anymore about it just being a story. "Baby... you didn't actually... that day..." I started, and my dick instantly began to soften. Emma cut me off before I could finish. "Of course not... mm... you pervert. That day, seeing him like that, my body definitely reacted. You know I have a strong drive... and with your injury, not being able to satisfy me, you being totally consumed by your work... it's driven me crazy. Please, don't waste this. This is working. I'm just saying this to get you worked up. You know that, right?" I nodded. "Yeah, I know."

Her hand snaked down and grabbed my cock, giving it a few strokes. "Of course. It finally got hard. I want it to be as big and hard as your dad's. I miss how you used to fuck me until I begged you to stop. Don't worry, I'd never cheat on you. Especially not with your dad, my father-in-law. At most... I just think about his big cock. Heh... mm..."

Hearing her say that, a wave of guilt washed over me. Since my manhood had been crippled, I really had been neglecting her. I was determined to get better. This method, as twisted as it was, was working. Undeniably.

Emma's hand was still working my shaft, which had gotten considerably bigger and harder by now. "Honey, you have no idea how much I miss your big cock. The way it used to fill me up completely. My drive has just gotten stronger and stronger, and you haven't been able to keep up. I've been holding back so you wouldn't feel bad, wouldn't feel like less of a man... mm... mm..."

She kept stroking me, getting me worked up again. "Honey, come on. Look, this is really helping you. It's so big and hard now. You're going to get better. My desire, only you can put out that fire. Only you can satisfy me... because... I love you. My pussy belongs to you alone. Only you get to go inside... mm..."

"You know, lately, my drive has gotten even stronger. Maybe it's having the baby. Inside, it feels so empty, so itchy. I miss the days when we used to fuck like crazy... mm..." It almost felt like she was the one reassuring me now, all while stroking my dick.

"Honey, I really don't want to suppress myself anymore. It's a woman's intuition, but I feel like if we keep doing this, you'll get better, maybe even back to your old self. And then I'll be in heaven. I think even if Dad found out, he wouldn't blame us. Maybe he'd even like it... who knows, with how gorgeous I am... mm... heh..."

I sat up, pulling her with me so she was leaning against the headboard. I stripped off the panties still dangling from her thigh and the camisole bunched at her waist. She was completely naked now, and fucking stunning. She tried to cover herself, a little embarrassed, but it was pointless. Those massive tits, that tiny waist, that round ass, those endless legs—they were impossible to hide. I took her hand, the one covering her pussy, and placed it on my dick. "Emma, tell me, what was Dad staring at in the car today?" She understood instantly, her cheeks flushing. "What do you think that old perv was staring at? These legs, of course," she said, lifting her right leg and draping it across my stomach, rubbing it against me. She spread her legs wide, her pink pussy lips parting, and guided my hand down to her mound, her thighs, urging me to touch her.

"And what else?" "My panties. He definitely got a good look at those. Let me tell you, honey, I knew Dad was peeking today. I even switched my legs a few times on purpose, just to give him a little show. Let him have a little treat for his eyes." She was so coy. "You little minx. Keep going from before. I'm almost there." I urged her.

"Mm... hmph... you're the one who interrupted me. I was really getting into it," she whined playfully, then flipped over, her head resting on my chest, her plump ass moving up and down, grinding against me. Her arms were wrapped around my neck, her lips trailing kisses across my chest, my neck, my cheek, until she was right by my ear, whispering in that soft, tempting voice.

"Mm... mm... Dad took my panties and bra and sat on the stool nearby. His cock was still standing straight up. He tossed the bra on his lap and kept kneading the cups with his right hand... mm... His left hand, he wrapped my panties back around his big cock, stroking it slowly at first, like he was just tickling it. Every now and then, he'd let out these 'oh, oh' sounds..."

"Mm... he started stroking harder. My bra was a wrinkled mess in his hand, and his strokes on his cock got faster, tighter. This went on for seven or eight minutes, him just breathing heavily, getting closer and closer... mm... mm... I knew he was about to come. Seriously... mm... that cock was so enduring. Even with my panties, it took him forever. My legs were like jelly watching him, leaning against the wall, just staring at that big cock, waiting... mm... honey, I can't... I'm gonna come..."


Chapter 15: The Kiss

Emma's dirty words, her writhing body, had driven my own lust to a fever pitch. My hips were bucking, matching her rhythm, my hands roaming wildly over her back, her waist, gripping her ass. I was devouring her chin, then captured her lips in a deep kiss, my tongue sliding into her mouth, wrestling with hers, sucking on it. Saliva and moans mixed together.

"Emma... I'm coming... coming... oh... oh..." "Oh... mm... honey... harder... I need your big cock... I'm there... there... mm... mm..." We bucked together, and I felt a gush of her hot juices spray against my cock. I let go too, pumping out six thick spurts. It took a few minutes before my cock finally softened, but the volume and force of it shocked and excited me. I rolled Emma onto her back, my dick resting in the groove of her waist, gently rubbing out the last drops. I just looked at her, face flushed, still catching her breath, her sexy lips slightly parted.

"Mm... mm... oh... that was so good... honey, you were amazing tonight... oh... ew, gross." She’d reached down and felt the mess on her stomach, the mix of my cum and her own juices, all sticky. The sheets were soaked. "Mm... honey, get up. I need a shower. This is disgusting." She tried to get up, but her body was still weak.

"No, just lie here a bit longer. Your body feels so good, so soft, so bouncy." I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her face, her mouth, kneading her big tits. "Hey! You perv, stop messing around. Let go," she slapped my roving hand away and wriggled free. She quickly grabbed some tissues, cleaning the mess off her stomach, her thighs, her pussy. Then she did the same for me, gently and carefully wiping my dick clean. The wastebasket was overflowing by the time she was done.

Seeing her about to get out of bed and get dressed, I pulled her back down onto my chest, giving her a loud, smacking kiss on the cheek. "Thank you, baby. Just let me hold you for a bit." "Ugh, honey, stop. I have to shower. And we need to change the sheets. Don't be like that. Be good, okay?" She patted my chest, her tone like she was talking to a child. It was adorable. "Fine, but we'll shower together." "Not a chance. Haven't you felt me up enough for one night? I know you. You'd just start pawing at me again. Hmph." She scurried away, afraid I'd grab her again.

She slipped her camisole back on, then bent down, grabbed her bra and panties from the floor, and turned to leave the bedroom. "Baby, you're going out like that?" I pointed at her chest. "What about it?" She looked down at herself. "No bra. Your nipples are poking right through. Dad's still here, you know. Aren't you afraid he'll see?" She paused, then shot back defiantly, "Hmph. Let him see. If you don't mind, from now on, I just won't wear a bra at home. Give Dad a real eyeful. Hmph." She was joking, but she still put her bra on. "Sounds good. Heh. Just don't wear one. It's not like he'd leave a mark or anything. Let him enjoy the view." I was joking too, but honestly, a part of me was weirdly looking forward to it.

She just rolled her eyes at me, grabbed some clean clothes, and headed out. About half an hour later, I heard her talking to George out in the hallway. "Dad, why aren't you asleep? It's so late." "Oh, Emma. I couldn't sleep. Just getting some water." "Okay. Well, get some rest."

Then she came back into the bedroom, her face flushed. She was wearing a loose silk nightgown now, her damp hair loose over her shoulders. The hem barely covered the tops of her thighs, those two impossibly long, silky legs right there in front of me. She reached out, pulled me off the bed. "Come on, you. Shower. I'll change the sheets. Look at this mess."

"At your command, my queen. Any other orders?"

"Ugh, stop fooling around. Just go."

After my shower, she had the bed remade. I slipped in beside her, and she immediately curled into my chest, her head on my arm, one leg thrown over mine. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my chest. "Honey, hold me." Something was off. I could feel it.

"What's wrong?" I pulled her closer, lacing my fingers with hers.

"Honey... was I... too slutty tonight? Saying all those filthy things, talking about your dad's... thing that way... ugh. I feel awful inside." There was a tremor in her voice, and I could see the tears welling in her eyes. I immediately tried to soothe her.

"Baby, what are you talking about? I made you say all that. It was for me. Don't overthink it. And it wasn't slutty. It was sexy, beautiful, a total turn-on. I mean, look at me—I was completely hypnotized."

She let out a short laugh. "Hmph. Smooth talker. Be serious. You have no idea. Seeing your dad just now... I was so embarrassed. I kept feeling like he was looking at me all... lecherously..." Her voice got quieter and quieter, her red face buried in my chest.

"I'm sorry, baby. The last thing I want is for this to become some kind of burden on you. If this messes you up inside, then even if I get better, what's the point? I'd rather just stay like this, like we are now. It's fine." My voice was firm.

"Honey, it's not that serious. You don't need to apologize. It's not like I'm going to break. What's the worst that could happen? I'm just... a little uneasy, a little wrong-footed. But if this helps you get better... I can handle a little weirdness. And honestly? I want you to get better too. Look at me—I'm not exactly satisfied here." She looked up at me, her expression a mix of self-pity and longing.

"Heh. Well, then. We'll stick with this method. I have a feeling it's only going to get better. And when I'm back to my old self, you, my dear, are going to be one happy woman."

"Slap." She smacked my chest. "Ow!" I feigned pain. "Hmph. Stop teasing me. Be serious." Then her hand came up and gently rubbed the spot she'd just hit. "Okay, okay. So we'll do it. We'll work on this together, get me back to my old glory days." "Mm. I believe it'll work. And when it does, I want it big. Like... like your dad's. Mm." Her hand drifted down to my dick, the last words a whisper right in my ear, her warm breath sending a shiver through me. My cock actually twitched. I couldn't believe it. I'd already shot a massive load, and here I was, reacting again. That never happened.

Emma looked just as amazed. "Baby, you never finished earlier. What happened with Dad at the end? Did he finally come?" I whispered right back in her ear. She could feel the subtle change in my cock. "Again? Honey, you already came once. A big one too. You can't overdo it. And with your condition, you need to take it slow." "It's fine. Just tell me how it ends. I won't be able to sleep otherwise. It's only ten. We'll sleep after." I coaxed her.

"Fine. But I didn't actually see it. He stood up and went into the shower stall, turned his back to the door, and turned on the water. It was too blurry to see," she paused, remembering. "But he definitely came. With his cock looking like that, you think he could’ve held it back? I just saw his ass kind of bucking forward over and over. His hand must have been working it in front."

"Baby, how many times have you actually caught Dad jerking off? And how much of what you said tonight was real?" I was dying of curiosity.

"Hey! It's not like I was spying! I just... stumbled onto him. It's not my fault he doesn't lock the door when he's going at it with his own daughter-in-law's panties. So gross." She was blushing hard. "Mm. Besides the part about him licking my panties, which I made up, the rest was pretty close. His thing is... huge. No wonder yours is so big. Runs in the family. Heh." "The acorn doesn't fall far from the tree, I guess. I was so worked up tonight. You know what I was thinking when you were describing him jerking off?" "What? Something totally perverted, I bet," she laughed, looking at me.

"Heh. When you talked about him struggling to get himself off, I actually imagined... what if you went in there and helped him? Just gave him a handjob. Would he have shot his load instantly the second you touched him? The thought was... painful but also this weird kind of turn-on. Such a strange feeling."

"Hmph. You're sick. I wouldn't touch his ugly thing," she protested, but I could tell she wasn't being entirely truthful.

"Baby, if you can't let go, how's this supposed to work for me? It feels like something's missing. Just say what you really feel. I'm your husband. Who cares what you tell me? Every man wants a lady in the streets and a freak in the sheets. I'm no different." I was working on her.

"What, I'm not freaky enough for you in bed? What haven't I done for you? Apart from the stuff only actual sickos do, I've done everything. Hands, mouth, tits, legs... even copied stuff from those videos. You're just a pervert, honey. Hmph," she pouted. "And now you want me to talk about my father-in-law while I'm at it. Give me some time."

"Okay, okay. I was wrong. I'm just impatient. I want to get better for you. So I can give you what you need." I soothed her. "Hmph. Well, I don't want it now. I'm mad." She buried her face in my chest, ignoring me.

"Baby... Emma... my beautiful wife..." I coaxed her softly. She had to have a way out of the corner she'd painted herself into.

"Pfft. Fine. I get it. For us. I'll let go more, until you're better, okay? But this is just... it's so much. If anyone ever found out..." She finally caved.

"Baby, you're overthinking it. Everyone has their kinks nowadays. It's not like we're hurting anyone. We're just at home. Nobody's going to find out." "Mm. You're right. I'll follow your lead." "Baby, you don't always have to just go along with me. Some of your real thoughts might bother me, but they'd also get me way more worked up. It's not like you're actually doing anything with Dad."

"Let's not talk about that anymore. You're going too far. But if you want to know what I was thinking, I'll tell you." I nodded eagerly. "I saw him do it twice. Knew about it a couple more times." "Why?" I interrupted. "Just listen. Don't butt in. Ever since the first time I saw him jerk off, I kept thinking about his... penis. Wanted to see it up close. It's like how you guys always want to look at pretty girls. Women like looking at good-looking, fit guys too." She was getting warmer under my touch. "And back then, my drive was so high. His penis was like... a fit, naked man. Strong, powerful. And his body's similar to yours, and you two even look alike. So when I'd think about it, I'd see you in it, too... and remember how you used to wreck me with that big thing. Sometimes I'd beg you to stop and you wouldn't. You bastard." She shifted, getting more comfortable against me.

I took her hand and placed it on my dick through my boxers. "Here. Just pretend Dad's big cock is mine." "Hmph. No way. Dad's is way bigger than yours right now. I'm not interested in this. Hmph, hmph." She squeezed it through the fabric anyway, then glanced up to check my reaction. Seeing I wasn't upset, she went on.

"The first time I saw him, I didn't even see his cock. He hadn't pulled his pants down. He just had my panties, his hand inside his boxers, you know. That was probably one of the first times he used my underwear. After a few minutes, he ran into the shower. I couldn't see anything after that. But I knew he was about to come. Back then, watching him shoot so fast, just a few minutes, I thought he had problems. Heh. I was actually kind of weirded out, since you were always so... capable. I didn't get why your dad was so quick. Then I found out later, that wasn't it at all. He could last just as long as you, honey. You know why?" "Of course I know. But I want to hear *you* say it. It's different." I was hooked.

"After catching him a few more times, I figured it out. Think about it. A father-in-law, the first time he wraps his daughter-in-law's freshly changed panties around his cock, imagining her body... and on top of that, she's gorgeous, with a body like mine? The stimulation must've been insane. Of course he came fast. Right, honey? Heh." "Baby, you're getting so full of yourself." "Well, am I wrong? You know how it was on our wedding night—I just touched your cock a few times, you hadn't even gotten inside me yet, and you just blew your load. Heh... ha... I made fun of you for days. All that size, and it couldn't handle a little temptation. But later? Every time, you'd just wreck me for what felt like hours before you'd finally come. Such a freakish cock. Hey, that tickles! Stop!"

She'd brought up that embarrassing memory from our wedding night, so I dug my fingers into her side, tickling her. She tried to squirm away, but I rolled on top of her, relentless. Armpits, her full breasts, her belly button—I was making her shriek with laughter. "Hehehe... ha... hahaha..." "Let's see you laugh now!" I teased. "Honey, I'm sorry! I was just joking! Keep bullying me and I won't say another word." I gradually stopped. "That's right. Don't mess with me." "Ah, ow, ow..." She pinched my arm, hard. Women have an uncanny ability with that move. "See if you bully me again. Look, it's turning purple. Does it hurt, honey? Let me see." She immediately switched to gently rubbing the spot, her lips even blowing on it softly. "Yeah, it hurts. You're so cruel." I played it up. "Pfft. You deserved it. Next time I'll pinch you harder. Let that be a lesson, hmph." But she kept soothing the spot anyway.

"There's not much else to tell. A few times, I heard these muffled sounds from the bathroom. I knew what he was doing. The time I actually *saw* it, with his boxers off, like I said before... I was pretty worked up. I'd been waiting to see it for a while. I couldn't believe a guy over fifty could be that horny and last that long. And that's it. I'm done. Let's sleep."


Chapter 16: Undone

"Baby, earlier you said you were flashing him on purpose in the car. Was that real?" I asked. "Of course not. I'd never do something like that. I just made it up to get you going. It wasn't as over-the-top as I made it sound." She rushed to explain, not wanting me to think she was some kind of slut. "I know. I don't think badly of you. Actually, if you *were* willing to give him a little show on purpose, I wouldn't mind." I ventured, voicing a fantasy that had been brewing.

"Honey, what are you saying? A daughter-in-law doesn't go around seducing her father-in-law. That's just... wrong. If he sneaks a peek on his own, fine, he can look. But to do it on purpose? That's so humiliating." An idea suddenly crystallized in my mind. It would need Emma's help, her cooperation. It would be a huge test for me, but maybe it could reignite the spark in our lives.

Emma and I had been together for years. A lot of the passion had inevitably faded into comfortable routine. We were happy, sure, but something was missing. I knew what it was: excitement. The thrill was gone. Neither of us were the type to just settle into a dull existence. We liked a little chaos. I started laying it out for her.

"Emma, you know how much my dad means to me. He raised me and Lily all by himself, while taking care of Linda. It wasn't easy. But he shouldered all of it." "Why are you bringing this up now? Yeah, I know it was hard for him. And I'm grateful to him, because he raised you to be the man I met. The luckiest thing that ever happened to me was meeting you, marrying you." She snuggled closer, getting comfortable. "Before Linda passed, she made me promise... to help Dad find someone new. She said she'd been a burden to him for half his life, and she wanted him to live for himself once she was gone. To actually enjoy life. She didn't want him to lose all hope because of her." Tears welled up as I thought of my stepmother. Emma reached up and gently wiped them away. "It's okay, honey. She went peacefully. Dad knows how much you care. I think I understand what you're getting at."

We talked more about the importance of sex, especially for older people. I'd researched it, talked to doctors. Regular sex is crucial for regulating hormones, staving off aging, preventing all sorts of health issues. I thought about my stepfather. After Linda got sick, and especially as her condition worsened, their sex life must have dwindled to nothing. Maybe once a month, tops. Probably less. And here I was, going without for just a year or two and feeling like I was losing my mind, constantly begging Emma for a hand or a blowjob. What about my stepfather? How many years had it been for him? Ten? Twenty? How did he cope? He really had it rough.

"So, honey, what do we do? How do we help him with... that? If he's not willing to find a companion..." Emma asked, a little shy. She was already guessing at my plan. "Yeah, if he was willing, Linda could've convinced him ages ago. And it's barely been half a year. He's not about to jump into a relationship now. Plus, people his age, they're stubborn. They think it's embarrassing, looking for love at their age." "Honey, just say what you mean." She saw right through me. "If this taboo method is what it takes to cure me, just hearing you talk about it won't be enough. It won't have the same effect as today. I need something... stronger. Like when you said you were flashing him on purpose in the car. That thought alone... the thrill was on another level. The treatment would be so much more effective."

"And if that's still not enough?" she asked, her voice quiet. I hesitated. "...Then I'd want you to let him... touch you. Your legs, maybe." It hurt to even say it. "Honey, are you serious? Do you... do you not want me anymore?" She sat up, staring at me, tears welling in her eyes. They started rolling down her cheeks. She really could cry at the drop of a hat. I sighed internally, a little exasperated, but I pulled her hands into mine.

"Are you crazy? Or am I? Why would I not want a wife like you? Beautiful, capable, and a complete ditz? If I didn't want you, I'd be the crazy one." I shifted closer, wrapping my arms around her. She buried her face in my chest, sobbing quietly. It broke my heart. And I hated myself for it. "Baby, I'm sorry. Why are you crying? Here, pinch me again. As hard as you want. I won't fight back." "Hmph. Who wants to pinch you? Your skin's too tough. And who are you calling a ditz? I'm *adorable*. Hmph." She was still sniffling, her voice muffled against my chest. "Adorable, yes. You're the most adorable. Please don't be mad. I was just talking. I'd never mean it the way you think. I swear, if I'm lying, I hope I get hit by a—" She clapped her hand over my mouth.

"Are you insane? Stop with the stupid vows. Spit that out, right now. Ptooey, ptooey." She was angry now, but it was a worried kind of anger. I kissed her hand, smearing it with spit. "Okay. Ptooey, ptooey. I spit it out. Heh." "Gross. Don't kiss me." She was still huddled against my chest, her arms wrapped tightly around me. Seeing her like this made my heart ache.

"Baby, I'm sorry. Forget it. About my dad, let's just drop it. You're the most important thing to me. As messed up as it sounds, if I had to choose between you and him... I'd choose you." I held her tighter. "I don't want any of this to hurt you. So just forget it. Don't worry. You know how I feel. How could I ever not want you?"

She looked up, her eyes red-rimmed, and stared at me. "Honey, you're worried about me. I was just... when you said that, it sounded like you were giving me away. Of course I'd be upset." "Okay, it's over. I wasn't thinking about your feelings. Let's just pretend today never happened. The way things are now... it's okay. It's just... it's a little unfair to you." I meant it. Emma's well-being came first. I couldn't let this damage her.

"No. You don't want me upset, and I don't want you hurting either. I know you blame yourself for what happened down there. You feel like less of a man around me. Don't try to deny it." She stared at me, and I had to nod. I couldn't lie to her, and she'd see right through me anyway. She just never brought it up to spare my feelings. "I'm not as fragile as you think. And it's not like I'm completely against what you're suggesting. I've always felt... fond of your dad. You know my biological father abandoned us when I was little. I never had a father's love. I was always so jealous of other kids. Since marrying you, the way your dad treats me... it feels like that. I'm grateful to him." She paused, then went on. "He's so good to me. He even told me once, if you ever bullied me, I should tell him and he'd sort you out. Heh. That kind of care... it was something I'd never had. There's a part of me that admires him, even likes him—in that way a kid looks up to a parent. Don't get the wrong idea." She seemed a little better now, a small smile back on her face. I breathed a sigh of relief. "Do I really look that dirty-minded? Don't slander me." "You *so* are. Telling me to let your dad touch me. You're the dirtiest one here." "I said I was sorry. Can we just move on from today?"


Chapter 17: Tongue Tied

"No. I've thought about it. We're doing this. I'm willing to do it for you. And it's not like I'm disgusted by your dad. And if it really can help you get better, even if it's not a full recovery, just some improvement... then it's worth it." I started to speak, but she cut me off.

"Honey, let me finish. There's also your dad. Like you said, older people need that kind of release too. He won't find someone new. So if we don't help him, he'll just be stuck. And with a drive like his, bottling it up... he seems okay now, but in a few years? It'll wreck his health." She was making sense.

"I'm not saying I'd actually... *do* it with him. But letting him see a little skin, giving him an eyeful... I can handle that. As for actually touching... we'll go slow. I don't even know if I can go that far." She was blushing again. She sat up against the headboard, pulling my arm into her embrace, my hand sinking into the softness of her breast. Her long, sexy legs tangled with mine. The hem of her nightgown had ridden up to the tops of her thighs, her sexy little panties peeking out.

"Honey, to be honest, I'm not disgusted by him looking. It's actually a little flattering, and... kind of exciting. If it adds a little color to his life, I'm okay with it. Even if it's a... pretty unorthodox way of showing filial piety." She glanced at me. When she asked, I knew part of her wanted this too, just needed me to give the final push. "Yeah. Let's do it. So how should we go about this?"

"How should I know? Hmph. I've never done anything like this. I'll just follow your lead. But if I do let him touch me... you can't get upset. You can't hide it and just suffer in silence. You're the only man I love. If *you're* unhappy, what's the point of any of this?" Could I really just enjoy the thrill without the pain? Even if he was my stepfather. I thought about it for a few seconds. There would be pain. But the excitement... it was so much stronger. I was starting to think I had some kind of fucked-up kink. But then again, maybe it was *because* he was my stepfather. If it were any other man, I couldn't even stomach the thought. My heart would seize up just imagining it.

"Yeah. A different kind of filial piety." "Hmph. You're sick. So what do I actually do? I can't be too obvious. Before anything even happens, he'd freak out and retreat." "Yeah, we shouldn't force it. Let it happen naturally. During the day, when I'm at work, it's just the two of you. Plenty of chances. You figure out the pace. Take it slow." My heart was pounding, and I could feel my dick stirring again. Emma could feel it too, her leg pressing down on it slightly. She shot me a look. "Why do I get the feeling you're enjoying this way too much? What do you mean, 'just the two of you'? You make it sound like we're already..." She trailed off, embarrassed. I just laughed, not answering. I hadn't meant it that way.

"Fine. I'll figure it out. But I'm going slow. It might take days, maybe longer. You can't rush me. And you definitely can't push me, got it?" "Of course, you set the pace. And thank you, baby. For making this sacrifice." "Don't thank me. I'm your wife. This is what I'm supposed to do. I just want you to get better. I don't even know if this is right or wrong." "Baby, since we've decided, let's just try it. The second you're not comfortable, we stop." "Mm. We'll see how it goes. Let's just take it as it comes. Forcing it might ruin the effect anyway, right, honey?" "Yeah, you're right. Don't overthink it. We're doing this for our family, together. Okay, enough. It's late. You just had the baby, and we just... did all that. You must be exhausted." I lay down, pulling her with me.

She rolled on top of me, her head on my shoulder, one leg thrown over my stomach, half her body draped across me. Her right hand was laced with mine, our fingers intertwined, her thumb tracing circles on my palm. Her face was buried in the crook of my neck, her warm breath tickling me. She even playfully butted her head against my chin. "Mm. You were amazing tonight. And it lasted so long. I'm wiped out. Hold me while I sleep." She wriggled, getting even more comfortable. "Holding you. This soft, sweet body... I'm holding you forever." My arm around her waist tightened, my fingers stroking her skin. "You're such a perv. Always copping a feel. Honey, stop. Just hold me. Let me fall asleep like this. It's been so long since you just held me while I slept. Now that Snowy's here, I can finally lie in your arms again. It feels so good. I'm so happy. Mm... ah..." She yawned, burrowing even closer, her body pressed tightly against mine. "Okay. You're tired. It's been a long day. Get some good sleep. Goodnight, baby." "Mm. Goodnight, honey. Don't let go. Keep holding me..." Her voice was already trailing off, thick with sleep. I gently rubbed my chin against the top of her head, breathing in the clean scent of her hair, my arm tightening around her. I drifted off right after her.

A couple of hours later, the baby's cries woke me. The spot where Emma's head had been on my neck was damp. I reached up and, even in the dim light, I knew what it was. Drool. Emma woke up too, saw me wiping my neck, and gave me an embarrassed grin. She sat up, yawning, and handed me some tissues. "You go back to sleep, honey. You have work tomorrow. Snowy's just hungry. I'll feed her and be right back." She was about to get out of bed.

I grabbed her arm and pulled her back against the headboard. "I'll get her. You've got a husband. Learn to use him, you goof." I got up, went to the crib, and brought the crying baby back to her. She'd already turned up the lamp and adjusted her top, one full breast completely exposed as the baby latched on and started suckling noisily. "Honey, you're so good to me." She looked at me with deep affection. "Go back to sleep. I know you care, but you've got work. I'll be fine in a few minutes. You don't have to... hey! What are you looking at, you perv? Even when I'm feeding the baby, you're staring."

Hearing her call me a perv, I was speechless. Was that really my image in her mind? Honestly, this was the first time I'd really watched her feed the baby so closely. In the soft light, watching tiny Snowy suckling, occasionally biting down and making Emma wince... I noticed her nipple was raw, a little bloody. In that moment, a wave of tenderness for Emma washed over me. Being a mother... it wasn't easy.


Chapter 18: The Hook

Emma finished feeding the baby quickly. I put Snowy back in her crib, watching her peaceful little face. "Honey, I told you to sleep. I know you care, but I don't have work tomorrow. I can rest." Emma's voice was soft as she settled back against me. "Alright. Just sleep. You look exhausted." I teased, "Looks like little Snowy knows she needs to let her mom sleep. Not a peep all night." "Of course. I gave birth to her. She takes after me." Emma smiled proudly, cradling the baby.

George had been up early, making breakfast. Having him around meant we always had a hot meal waiting. I'd told him countless times he wasn't our live-in cook, but he never listened. Emma had been a bit awkward about it at first too—a daughter-in-law being waited on by her father-in-law. But over time, she'd gotten used to it. George wasn't the stern, overbearing type. I took after him in that way—easygoing, outgoing. Though the years of dealing with Linda's illness had etched lines of worry and seriousness into his face at times. But he wasn't intimidating. Emma often shared stories about work or life with him, and they got along well.

Sitting at the breakfast table, I watched Emma come out of the bedroom with the baby. Today she was in a loose, pink cotton nightgown that fell past her knees. The conservative choice was probably because of last night. Normally, even with George around, she dressed a lot more casually—lace, silk, shorts, tank tops. Especially those silk gowns, the way they draped over her pale skin... even George would steal a glance or two. She saw my surprised look and just rolled her eyes. When she glanced at George, there was a flicker of shyness. That was normal, considering the role he'd played in our little... "therapy session" last night. But she recovered quickly, settling at the table, making conversation, asking George how he slept.

"Dad, you really don't have to make us breakfast every morning. You should sleep in. Let Eric grab something, or I'll make it. Honestly, having you here doing all the cooking and cleaning... people would think I'm some kind of tyrant, abusing my father-in-law. Right, Eric?" She shot me a look, and I nodded vigorously. George just glared at me, so I ducked my head and focused on my breakfast. I snuck a glance at Emma, winking. She stifled a laugh and winked back, as if to say, "Look at you, so scared."

George just shook his head with a wry smile. "It's not that serious. I'm just used to being up early. And you, Emma, you just had the baby. You need your rest. Eric has work. Let him sleep in."

After breakfast, I said my goodbyes and headed to work. The drive was under half an hour. The day was standard. As department head, I didn't need to grind for sales myself anymore. My income was solid, with commissions, bonuses, and a few steady clients of my own. And the best part was, I had way more time than before. When I was hustling for sales, I barely had a day off. Now, my schedule was mostly my own. Sure, there were crunch times, but overall, I could prioritize my family. That was everything to me now.

The work was flexible. Mornings were for rallying the troops, pep talks, tracking progress. Sometimes the boss would drop in with some grand vision. I kept pushing myself, building my network, but I did it on company time. I didn't let it bleed into my life with Emma anymore.

That day, I closed a big account—a client ready to buy multiple cars, just haggling over the final discounts. By the time I looked up, it was already quitting time. I ducked out, said goodbye to my team, and made a quick stop at a pharmacy. I wanted to get some cream for Emma's cracked nipples. The pharmacist, a blunt older woman, told me any medicated cream was a no-go with the breastfeeding. She gave me some home-care tips, explaining in such excruciating detail I was actually blushing by the time I left. But I memorized it all.

I got home around 6:30. Emma, still in that same pink nightgown, met me at the door, helping me swap my shoes for slippers. "Honey, why are you so late? You said you had something to take care of. You weren't out doing something bad, were you? Heh." She teased as she worked. I always told her she didn't have to do this, that I wasn't some lord of the manor. Her answer was always the same: "A wife should do this for her husband. It makes me feel happy." Even George had seen it once and pulled me aside, asking if I was being too demanding. It took forever to convince him it was just... her thing.

"With a wife this beautiful at home, why would I go looking elsewhere? I'm not stupid." "Hmph. Flatterer." She finished and headed to the kitchen to help George bring out the dishes. George came out and overheard us. "What's all this talk about home and outside? Nonsense." Sometimes he could still be stern. "Ha, Dad, it's just a joke. Let me go see Snowy." "Yeah, Dad, we're just playing. And even if he wanted to try something, he wouldn't dare." She shook a playful fist at me. I saw a genuine, warm smile on George's face for the first time in a while.

Dinner was full of laughter. Later, after Emma finished feeding the baby, I brought a basin of warm water to the nightstand. "What are you doing?" she asked. "Your nipples are cracked. It hurts me to see them like that. Let me clean them for you. Lie down." She lay back, slipping off her nightgown and bra, lying there in just her cotton panties, her long legs stretched out, those full, firm breasts right there before me. Even lying down, they were like two mounds, so perfect I couldn't help but stare. She saw me drooling and got flustered. "Hey. Are you here to help me, or are you just being a creep? Can't you see how sore they are? You don't even care! Boo hoo..." She fake-cried, making me snap out of it. "Cough, cough. I just... you're so beautiful, I got distracted for a second." I quickly started buttering her up. She just rolled her eyes and turned her head away, but I could see she was pleased.


Chapter 19: Milk

I took the soft washcloth, dipped it in the water, and wrung it out. Gently, so gently, I started cleaning around the sore, cracked skin of her nipples, as if handling a priceless treasure. While I cleaned, I'd occasionally knead her breasts, just a little. This was all stuff the lady at the pharmacy told me. She'd been so explicit it was mortifying. But I paid close attention. Emma watched me, her eyes full of emotion, as I treated her with such care.

After cleaning, I gently squeezed, and milk beaded at the tip. I used it, spreading it around her nipple and areola. "Hey! What are you doing? You're wasting the milk!" she protested. "It's fine. This lady told me, after each feeding, you should clean yourself, warm compress, massage, and then use a little of your own milk on the nipples. It helps them heal faster." I explained about my trip to the pharmacy, and the warning about creams. "Honey, you're so good to me. I'm so lucky. Mwah." She blew me a kiss, and I immediately leaned down and kissed her right on the lips, my tongue even swiping into her sweet mouth.

"Ugh. Give you an inch, and you take a mile. Are you done? This is so embarrassing." She was blushing deeply. "Let me massage a bit more. I read online, you should do warm compresses, then massage, and express some milk before and after feeding. It's good for you, good for the baby." "When did you even learn all this?" "I didn't know any of this before. Just saw your nipples bleeding last night. It really bothered me. So at work today, I looked it up, asked some female colleagues..." It had been incredibly awkward asking them, but they all said I was such a good husband, that their own husbands had never bothered. "Wow, honey, I could just die of happiness. I didn't know you were so thoughtful. Heh. Actually, my mom did mention some of this, said I should get you to help. But I didn't want to burden you. I figured I could handle it. And here you are, taking the initiative. Come here, a reward." She beckoned me with her fingers, those big eyes sparkling.

I leaned in, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a deep, passionate kiss. The sounds of our mouths working, the gentle suction, filled the room. After a long while, I finally broke away, and she was panting, her face flushed. I leaned in for more, but she pushed against my chest. "Mm... okay, that's enough. You nearly bit my tongue off. Just... finish the massage. We should sleep soon. Snowy will be up again any minute." Reluctantly, I agreed. I could've pushed, I knew she would've given in, but she was right.

"Baby, I can help you at night, in the morning. But what about during the day?" I asked, a thought forming. "It's fine. It's not that bad. I'm not some delicate flower. I can handle it. You can help when you get home." "What if... Dad did it? Gave you the massage?" I ventured. "What?! We said we'd take it slow. That's a huge leap. And I never said he could touch my breasts." "What *did* you agree to, then?" I pressed. "Maybe... my hands, my legs, my feet. I don't know. I'm not even sure about that. If he touched my... sensitive areas, would you be okay with it?" She turned it back on me.

"Emma, I don't really know. Maybe it'd bother me. Or maybe... it'd be even more of a turn-on. Honestly, I thought about this all day. You know what scares me the most?" "What?" "That eventually... you'll leave me." "Eric! Is that what you think of me?" Now she sounded genuinely hurt.

"No, Emma, listen. I think... if I ask you to do something so... against all norms, you might start thinking I'm some kind of degenerate. Or that I'm doing this because I don't want you anymore. I'm afraid you'll misunderstand." She stayed quiet, listening intently. "I have never, ever thought that. You are the only woman for me. And on top of that, it feels like I'm the only one benefiting from this. Me and Dad. You just... give. That doesn't seem fair."

"Okay, honey. I believe you. When you first brought this up, I did have those thoughts for a split second. But I know you. I trust you. And it's not like I don't get anything out of it. It *is* exciting for me. Heh." Her words eased my mind. "And what kind of logic is that anyway? Having your dad massage my breasts right now... even if I was okay with it, do you think *he'd* dare? He'd think I was some kind of slut. Hmph." "So what do we do?" I asked. "Like we said yesterday. Slow. If down the line, you're really okay with it, and I am too... then we'll see." She blushed, lowering her head.

Yeah. We needed time. We both needed to adjust. But just the mental image... it was already doing more for me than the pain.

That night, Snowy woke twice, hungry. Both times, I was there with Emma, helping. She told me to go back to sleep, but I insisted. She seemed happier, more secure with me there. Another day dawned, sunlight warming the room. George and I had breakfast together—rice porridge, eggs he’d made himself, some fried dough and steamed buns from the market. Emma came out of the bedroom. Gone was the conservative cotton nightgown. She wore loose black shorts, her full thighs, long calves, and delicate feet all bare and pale, and a white t-shirt that strained against her chest. Youthful, yet that body made it undeniably mature and sexy. I saw George's eyes linger on those white legs for several seconds before he quickly looked down. Emma caught it too and winked at me.

At work, I couldn't concentrate. It was a slow day, and all I could think about was going home. When I finally did, around 4:30, I walked in to see Emma and George on the couch. Emma was sprawled on one end, her heels propped on the coffee table, those long, perfect legs stretched out right in front of George. Her little feet swayed. I could only imagine the view from George's angle. Emma got up to help me change my shoes, deliberately taking her time. "See that?" her eyes seemed to say.


Chapter 20: Her Mouth

"Emma, Dad, I'm home." "Finally, honey!" There was a weight to her words beyond just a greeting. "What do you mean, 'finally'? Am I late? I came straight home from work." "Pfft. Holding a grudge over one little joke?" she murmured, kneeling to put on my slippers. "Mm. You're back. Let's eat." George turned, heading to the kitchen. Emma and I helped.

After dinner, we were cleaning up. Emma always insisted we do it together. Even mundane things like washing dishes felt right when we did them side-by-side. She chattered endlessly, even the baby's diaper blowouts were a source of amusement. George would look over, and I'd catch this expression on his face—mostly content, watching us. But then, a flicker of something else. Loneliness. Then that look of self-reproach, so complicated. If I hadn't known him so well, I wouldn't have been able to read it. The loneliness was for Linda. The guilt was from stealing glances at Emma. I sighed inwardly. There wasn't much I could do directly. I glanced at Emma. *It'll have to be her.*

After cleaning up, we were all in the living room. George was in the single armchair. Emma was lounging on the main couch, playing with Snowy, her laughter ringing out. I was in the middle, with Emma's feet in my lap, gently massaging them. Her ankles and the soles of her feet had been swelling and aching, a lingering issue from the pregnancy. Early on, she'd been too embarrassed to let me do this in front of George, thinking it was disrespectful. But George himself had said it was a husband's duty. So she'd gotten used to it.

We chatted, watched TV. It was simple, but never boring. Sometimes I'd tickle the sole of her foot, making her shriek and squirm, her smooth legs kicking. She'd appeal to George, "Dad! Look at him! He's bullying me! Hehe..." George would play along, telling me to lay off. "Yeah! Dad says to leave me alone!" she'd crow. I'd relent, focusing on the massage. In those quiet, warm moments, I noticed George would still glance over every now and then, his eyes tracing the length of those beautiful legs.

Ten o'clock rolled around. George had gone to take a shower. I shifted closer to Emma, pulling her legs fully into my lap, my hands sliding up to caress her full thighs. I glanced towards the bathroom. "Dad sure got an eyeful of these legs today." "Mm. He kept looking. Hehe, that tickles." "Too bad all he can do is look." I mused. "Too bad? Hmph. If you're okay with it, tomorrow I'll just let him touch them. Let him do more than look. See how you feel." she shot back. "I've thought about it a lot. I don't think I'd mind too much. I'm starting to see it as... a twisted kind of care for him. It makes it easier." I was trying to convince myself as much as her. "Mm. I feel the same. Your dad really is good to me. He looks, sure, but I know he'd never actually try anything. I'm almost certain." "What makes you say that?" I asked, curious.

She seemed a little embarrassed but continued. "It's nothing, really. This afternoon, after I fed Snowy and put her down, I was dead tired. She wouldn't stop fussing unless someone was holding her. So your dad took her, told me to go nap. I figured I'd just close my eyes for a bit. Ended up sleeping for hours. When I woke up, they were both gone. He'd taken her for a walk. When he came back, Snowy was perfectly happy, just lying on his shoulder, giggling. He must've held her like that for a long time. It just struck me then... how good a man he is. That's a father's love. It always has been, always will be. The other stuff... it's just his basic urges."

"Yeah. Dad's always been like that. He carried our whole family on those shoulders. I worshipped him. Loved him. Now, even though I'm doing well for myself, I still don't know how to make him truly happy, truly at ease." My eyes started to sting. Emma noticed and gently wiped the corner. "It's okay, honey. You've done plenty. Some things just take time."

"What were you going to say earlier? We got sidetracked." I brought us back. "I was saying, he'd never actually try something. Just looks. When I went to take Snowy back, I wanted to... give him a little reward. For letting me sleep. Don't get mad, okay?" "I won't. What kind of reward?" I asked. "When I reached for Snowy, I... leaned in closer. I didn't want to be too obvious, I didn't want him thinking I was... you know. I just let my... chest press against his arm. He had to have felt it. All he had to do was move his hand a little, and he could've... felt more. But he didn't. He just stood there, stiff as a board, waiting for me to take her." "Later, I thought... if a man with that much self-control... maybe I wouldn't even mind if he did touch me a little. I mean, he's your dad. And it's exciting. So I just... I just..."

She was struggling to get the words out, and I could see the shame on her face. "You just realized you're not as against our plan as you thought. Baby, I know that deep down, you're fighting this. You're only doing it for me. But what you just said... was that the truth?" "I knew you'd see right through me. Of course I'm fighting it. The thought of any other man touching me, much less me initiating it... I could never. Even if it was your dad, it was still... a lot. But seeing him today, doing those little things... it felt... warm."

She thought for a moment. "Like how my mom takes care of me. But different. Like a father's love. He really does see me as his daughter. So I thought, letting him touch my... chest, just as a first step... I could do it. But he wouldn't even let himself do that." "That's because he wouldn't dare. You're his daughter-in-law. He's too principled. If he 'accidentally' touched you, he'd feel like he was insulting you, disrespecting you. He's just like me that way. It actually kind of pissed me off a little. What, am I not attractive enough?" She ended with a joke, lightening the mood. "Seems like my dear wife is pretty eager to start things with Dad," I teased. "Oh, shut up! Take that! And that!" She started playfully hitting me. We tussled for a bit, and the tension broke.

Alright, here’s the translation of Chapters 21 through 40, rendered into idiomatic North American English with all the requested name and relationship changes applied. I've focused on making the dialogue and narrative flow naturally for a Western reader while preserving the erotic tension of the original.

***


Chapter 21: The Watcher

"...I don't know, honey. When I pushed the door open, part of me wanted it to give way, and part of me didn't. I was almost... anticipating something. God, Eric, I think I'm turning into some kind of slut." She paused, a confused frown on her face.

"Honey," I said, "I'm getting more and more into watching you get close to George. I'm starting to really get off on this taboo thing. But if it's making you miserable, I'd rather drop the whole thing. I don't want you just going through the motions for my sake. I want you to enjoy it, too."

"I get what you're saying," she replied. "But it feels like I'm getting off on it way too fast. I'm scared you'll think less of me..."

"Emma, come on. You know me better than that. If I ever thought badly of you, I'd straight-up tell you. And honestly, I'm glad you're starting to get into it. You've just been holding back because you're worried about me. Right?"

She nodded, her cheeks flushing a deep red. "Yeah. I don't want to lie to you, Eric. When I'm alone with your—with George during the day, after we started this... plan? It feels like when we first started dating. That initial thrill and awkwardness. But because he's your stepdad, there's this added layer that I can't even describe."

"It makes me really happy to hear you say that. I feel it too—that forbidden thrill. Let's just look at George as our own personal aphrodisiac. I know that comparison is messed up and disrespectful to him. But if it adds some color to his life, then isn't it a good thing?" I glanced down at her. "I'll admit it: I'm getting off on all of this. But you're the one who matters most. So, honey, I'm being straight with you. Can you be straight with me, too?"

She lay in my arms, thinking for a while, then shifted to get more comfortable. "Okay. You're right. Look, you're the one who keeps talking. Do you want to hear about what happened today or not? 'Cause if you don't, I'm going to sleep." I knew she'd taken my words to heart but was too embarrassed to say so directly. I needed to give her an out. "Of course I do. George was completely silent tonight. What happened?"

"Just don't interrupt me," she said. "So, I didn't just open the door. I saw your dad's…　that thing…　wearing the panties I'd just changed out of at noon. His left hand was on it, slowly stroking, and he was staring at his phone. I found out later he was looking at my pictures." I felt her body temperature rise against me. Her face and neck were flushed, and her breathing was getting shallow.

"His phone literally fell on the floor. And his... you know... went soft instantly. He just looked at me, opened his mouth, then hung his head. I bolted back to my room, sat on the bed, and my heart was racing. I didn't even know why I'd opened the door in the first place. I couldn't face him, and I knew he sure as hell couldn't face me—I mean, a father-in-law doing something that pathetic with his daughter-in-law's underwear."

She looked genuinely upset, so I comforted her. "Hey, it's not your fault he was doing that. And as a guy, I get it. He's stuck in a house all day with a gorgeous, stacked woman like you. Any man would end up with some dirty thoughts. Plus, he hasn't had a proper sex life in over twenty years. It was bound to happen."

"Yeah, I knew you wouldn't blame me," she said, her mood lifting a little. "He was kneeling on the floor, so freaked out and guilty. I tried to pull him up, but he's too heavy. He kept saying he was sorry, that he was a terrible person. He wouldn't get up. He even tried to kowtow."

I actually chuckled. "He tried to bow to you?"

"It's not funny!" She slapped my arm a few times, then pretended to glare at me. "I was desperate. I told him, 'If you're going to kneel, I'll kneel with you.' I threatened to kneel right there, saying I'd just had a baby and if I got sick, there'd be no healthy milk for Snowy. He jumped up so fast and grabbed my arms to stop me. I stumbled and fell right against his chest. And I could feel it, hard, poking my stomach. Even at a moment like that, he could still get hard. That old perv."

She was embarrassed now, her body fidgeting against me.

"Well, it's a natural reaction when a beautiful, sexy woman falls into your arms," I said, buttering her up. "Of course he got hard."

"Flattery," she huffed. "It wasn't falling, it was an accident!" She pinched my arm. "He held on for a few seconds. I had to call him a pervert before he realized he was still hugging me with his dick poking me."


Chapter 22: Unlocked

"I grabbed his hand. It was rough and calloused, you know? Veins standing out. You can just see the hard life he's lived." Her voice softened. "He tried to pull away, but I wouldn't let him. I dragged him to the sofa in the living room. I had to talk him down, because if he kept on like that, even if he didn't do anything drastic, just the guilt would eat him up. And it's bad for his health. I honestly don't know if any of it actually got through to him."

"What did you tell him?" I asked, genuinely worried. "Knowing George, he's probably beating himself up even more now that you caught him in the act. He's not going to forgive himself easily." I laid out my concerns.

"That's exactly what I was afraid of," she said. "I told him I already knew he'd been using my underwear. That I didn't really mind. I said if I did, I would've told you to talk to him about it a long time ago. But that just seemed to make him feel even worse. He wouldn't even look at me. I'm seriously worried about him, Eric."

Seeing her genuine concern for George touched me. She really did care about him like family.

"Let me think," I said. She lay quietly in my arms while I considered our options. A few minutes later, I spoke. "I think this is still on you, honey."

"Well, tell me what to do," she urged.

"Right now, George is probably terrified you think less of him. That what he did was an insult, a violation of your dignity." "I told him at noon that it didn't bother me, to just let it go and not stress about it. But he still..."

"Knowing my stepdad, he'd just think you were saying that to protect his feelings. For my sake. To avoid blowing up the family and ruining our relationship. So he'd feel even more guilty, like he doesn't deserve to be forgiven." I laid out my read on the situation.

Emma looked panicked. "So I just made it worse? I was only trying to help. What do I need to do? I think I get the idea..."

There was no point in beating around the bush now. "Just be more openly affectionate with him. Let him see that what happened today hasn't made you pull away or feel disgusted by him. That should keep him from spiraling."

"Yeah, I figured you'd say that. I'm willing to make that sacrifice for you, for this family. And honestly, I think I might even enjoy it a little. But I'm scared that when it actually happens, you'll get jealous or hurt and just bury it, not telling me. I know you'd never hold it against me, and I know we're solid. But I'm terrified of some kind of wall growing between us. And then all this would have just backfired, wrecked our relationship. You see that, right?"

By now, Emma was fully opening up, and I had to do the same. "Yeah. And honestly, I don't even know how I'll react when it happens. But I've got an idea, though it totally needs your buy-in."

"Okay, shoot."

"I'm thinking we set up cameras in the house. We already talked about getting one for the study once Snowy is older and sleeping in her own room. So it's not suspicious. And with George so on edge, we can keep an eye on him. And the main thing: if I ever feel like I can't take it, I'll call you. That way you can pull back immediately. It's safer for both of us. What do you think?"

I laid out the plan, nervously waiting for her reaction. I thought Emma might argue or make me explain more, but she just thought for a moment and said, "Okay. Let's do it. Knowing you're watching will make me feel like you're right there. I need that security." Her face was bright red, obviously aware that any intimate moment with George would be seen by me.

She didn't say it, but the cameras also meant she wouldn't have to describe every detail. That would be too mortifying for any woman. We didn't need to spell it all out; we just understood each other.

We talked about George for a while longer, then I called up an old army buddy, everyone calls him Monkey. He's in the city, though a different district. Back in the service, he was intelligence—always messing with gadgets and tech. Now he runs an electronics shop and has a line on serious surveillance gear, secure and affordable. I hit him up for the security, too—didn't want anything leaking. He said the latest stuff runs on a closed LAN, needs a password for phone access, super secure. The footage doesn't save to a computer and auto-deletes after 48 hours. I know a bit about this stuff. To anyone else, it's high-tech and pricey, but for Monkey, it's child's play and cheap as hell.

When he heard I needed multiple units, he asked if I suspected Emma was cheating. Emma, who was reading over my shoulder, snatched the phone and laid into him over voice. Gave him an earful, but didn't cross any lines. I was cracking up. When she threw the phone back at me, she barked, "Laugh it up, jerk." I had to feed Monkey a cover story—said there'd been a break-in, just wanted security. Still rattled from Emma's scolding, he promised to overnight the gear and hung up fast. "Am I really that terrifying?" Emma asked me. "Of course not. My wife is the most beautiful, kindest woman on earth." "Hmph," was all she said, and we tussled playfully for a bit.

Then, out of the blue, Emma called Monkey back. He answered, voice shaky. "Ma'am, whatever you need, just say the word. I'll walk through fire..." "Shut it," she cut him off. "I need a secure listening app." He asked, timid, "What for?" And she just said, "I suspect your buddy Eric is messing around on me." And she winked right at me. "Ma'am, I swear I won't tip him off. But are you sure? You have no idea how crazy Eric is about you. Every guy in the unit knows it. No way he'd do that."

Hearing him defend me like that, Emma's cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and delight. She gave me a sidelong glance. I was thinking, *The first thing he says is he won't rat me out? Remind me to deck him next time I see him.* But the rest of his speech? That's a true brother.

"Just do what she says," I barked. "Oh, Eric, you're there too? I thought... uh, yeah, right away. I'll send her the app." Monkey walked us through it, and in under ten minutes, our phones were linked. We hung up. I asked Emma what the listening app was for. She just said, "Might come in handy later," and clammed up. I could guess, though.

A lot had happened today. Emma was clearly exhausted. She'd be up again soon to feed the baby. She rolled over, wrapped herself around me, and was out in seconds.

---


Chapter 23: Confession

Three days slipped by quietly, life at home nothing special. The surveillance cameras Monkey sent arrived at noon, and while George was out for a walk with Snowy that evening, I spent an hour getting them all set up. I mounted the living room one to cover the kitchen, so the whole open-plan area was visible. The quality was insane, night vision and everything, and the cameras were tiny. Monkey knew his stuff. Nothing like the consumer crap on the market. I had them in the bathroom, George's room, our room, and the study. The key was how small and discreet they were. I hid them in spots George would never notice.

When Emma got home and saw them, her face went scarlet, and she shot me a death glare. Over these past few days, George had been mostly silent, any smiles strained. But tonight he seemed a bit better. Emma told me later that afternoon she'd let him massage her feet. He'd only touched her for a moment before pulling away, clearly feeling it was wrong. She'd also said a few things to him: that she didn't mind him touching her feet, that she'd even take his arm now and then. Basically, letting him know she wasn't disgusted or pulling away after the whole underwear incident. George seemed to actually take it in. He was smiling more. But it was clearly going to be a slow process; George was just that kind of man.

Another two days. My mother-in-law, Vivian, would drop by to check on Emma and the baby. It had been twenty days since Emma came home from the hospital. Nothing major happened. At work, I'd use my phone to check the cameras. A few times I saw Emma, while taking Snowy from George's arms or handing her over, subtly press her chest against his arm. The first couple times, he got all flustered, thinking it was accidental. But gradually he got used to it. Once or twice, I even caught him deliberately pressing his arm forward against her breasts. Though right after, his face would be full of regret and self-loathing.

Seeing that stirred something in me, down below. But it was still muted. I knew I needed a bigger jolt. Around three in the afternoon, Emma sent a teasing emoji—our prearranged signal. I pulled up the living room feed. She and George were on opposite ends of the sofa. She was in a pink silk pajama set, the top unbuttoned at the collar, fabric straining, revealing a deep, pale cleavage. The shorts were silk too, her long, creamy legs stretched out right near George's thigh. He kept stealing glances.

"George, could you massage my feet? They're really aching," she asked, a touch of pleading in her voice. "Maybe you should wait for Eric. It doesn't feel right, with me being your..." He trailed off, clearly embarrassed. His weathered face was visibly reddening. Probably thinking about the whole underwear incident that Emma had caught him in. Seeing his hesitation, Emma played her trump card. "If you won't do it, I'm telling Eric everything when he gets home." She said it with a half-smile. His face immediately went dark with guilt. "Emma, I..."

But she just stretched one delicate foot out, brushing it against his rough hand, the other foot pressing on his thigh. "Dad, I didn't mean anything by it. My feet just really hurt and I want you to rub them. Unless you think my feet are ugly or smelly? You barely touched them last time." She pouted, slowly pulling her feet back.

I watched his face struggle, then his hands rose. One settled on the top of each foot, pressing gently. "Emma," he sighed, "I know what you're doing. You're trying to show me you don't despise me. But I can't forgive myself. I'm not worthy of being a father. Doing that... it was like I was insulting you. I just..." He trailed off. "I told you, you're overthinking this. It's a different generation. I honestly don't want you drowning in guilt. If you keep this up, you'll get sick, George. And if you get sick, that's going to be on me, isn't it?" He looked up at her, silent, his hands still.

"Am I not supposed to let you rub my feet? Is that me being disrespectful to you? If it is, then..." "It's not about the foot rub," he cut in. "I used to do this for your mother-in-law all the time. Maybe you're right. Maybe I'm the one making myself miserable." At the mention of her, a flicker of happy memory crossed his face.

His hands started moving again, rough and worn, pressing into the delicate arch of her foot. Then with more purpose. "Dad, that feels amazing. Thank you." She shifted forward, her sleek calves resting right on his thighs, legs out straight. She even gave a quick look toward the camera.

"Higher, George. Right there. Harder. Oh, that's good." His hands had moved up to her ankles. She shifted again, head back on a cushion, eyes closed, just surrendering to the feeling. Seeing her like that, he started looking more openly, no longer just quick glances. From her thick, pale thighs to the curve of her waist, then up to the swell of her chest and that deep cleavage. His hands crept higher, smoothing over the silky skin of her calves. I saw his throat bob as he swallowed. His face was mostly guilt and conflict, but it was clear what he was fighting.

One hand even dipped down, adjusting himself inside his loose shorts. That's when I realized I was hard as a rock, completely turned on. After about ten minutes, he said his hands were tired and stopped. Any other man—including me—would have just kept going, not stopped on his own. That's George, though. His principles held, even if he'd been staring and touching.

That night in bed, I asked Emma how the massage felt. She didn't hold back, her face bright red. "It was... weird. But I liked it. And his technique's actually really good. Probably from doing it for your mom all those years. I enjoyed it." Seeing her genuinely enjoying it was a huge relief. If she was just tolerating this for me, what was the point?

Snowy woke up twice that night, but Emma and I slept peacefully through to morning. Today, she was wearing that black silk slip dress, the one with the spaghetti straps. The deep neckline showed a hint of cleavage, her delicate shoulders bare. The dress clung to her body, outlining every perfect curve. And those legs were completely on display. George would definitely be feasting his eyes. Too bad I had to go to work. The day was packed—difficult clients in the morning, then a solid afternoon of meetings. The big boss was running them, so I had to present. I put my phone on silent. After the meetings, it was way past quitting time. I saw missed messages and two calls from Emma. The first was a teasing emoji. The second text said: "If you're not okay with it, just call me. I'll stop immediately. 😉" She'd called twice around 6:30, but since I didn't pick up, she knew I was tied up and didn't try again.

I knew something different must have happened at home today. I wasn't upset, though. I knew Emma would've kept it within bounds. I called her back, just saying I was on my way.

---


Chapter 24: Permission

When I got home, George was bustling to get dinner on the table, barely able to meet my eyes. His expression was a mix of self-reproach and guilt, but there was something else, too—like a weight had been lifted. Emma was unusually quiet, and she'd changed into a conservative pink pajama set. She blushed every time she looked at me, unable to hold eye contact. I knew my guess was right. Something had gone down. I was practically vibrating with anticipation, desperate to check the footage and see what kind of different thing had happened. Seeing Emma and George so obviously flustered and guilty, I was pumped. I didn't show it, though.

After dinner, we watched some TV in the living room. I kept the conversation going, trying to ease the tension. George just stared at the screen, chiming in now and then. Snowy was a godsend, being all fussy and cute—it helped distract from the awkwardness.

Man, time was crawling. I finally got through my shower. In the bedroom, I fired up the computer, navigated to the camera DVR, typed in the long password, and pulled up today's recordings. That's when Emma walked in. "Hey! Are you seriously already watching the playback? I thought you saw it all live. Turn it off." She practically lunged for the mouse, her cheeks blazing as she tried to shut it down. Her soft body was squirming against me, her firm breasts pressing into my chest, driving my simmering lust up another notch.

I trapped her arm with my elbow and grabbed her ass with my free hand, kneading the plush curve right through her silk shorts. My other hand slipped under her top, rubbing the smooth, tiny waist. At the same time, I said, "Honey, I was stuck in meetings all afternoon. I didn't see a thing." I breathed the words right into her ear, letting my lips brush the delicate shell. A shiver ran through her. Her arms tightened around my back, her face buried in my neck, rubbing softly. Her legs tangled with mine. Her neck, face, ears—all of it was flushed pink, insanely tempting. "Ah... damn you... always messing with my ears... feels so weird... bad husband," she whispered, her breathing uneven. "Huh... so you didn't see? I thought you had." She squirmed, embarrassed, then added softly, "Okay, look then. But don't get mad. And don't get all twisted up inside."

She made me adjust the chair, settling between my legs, her back to my chest, my arms around her. She held my arms, her right cheek pressed to my chest, curled up in my lap, too shy to look straight at the screen. My left hand was on her waist, my right on the mouse, and I hit play on the afternoon's footage. "Start from noon," she murmured, burying her face against me, though she'd occasionally steal a glance.

I fast-forwarded to 12 PM, watching until Emma and George appeared in the living room. Then I let it play. She was in that black slip dress, the straps leaving her shoulders and collarbone bare, a deep V of cleavage, and her long legs completely exposed. She walked to the sofa, adjusted the dress, sat on the right side, kicked off her slippers, and stretched out her legs, knees bent. George was on the adjacent armchair, sneaking glances, his eyes roaming her curves, her legs. "Dad, my feet are killing me again. Can you rub them?" He hesitated. Maybe he was genuinely turned on, or maybe he just didn't want to reject her obvious attempt to smooth things over. He knew what she was doing. "Emma, is it that my massages feel that good, or are you just making excuses today to get me to do it again?" He was trying to lighten the mood himself, cracking a small joke.

"Yeah, they feel amazing. I just wanted it again. My feet don't really hurt." She stuck her tongue out playfully. "Fine, I'll rub them." "Then sit over here." She patted the spot next to her on the main sofa. He moved, and she put her legs across his lap, those smooth, toned calves resting there as she lay back, eyes closed. Her chest was rising and falling, firm and high under the thin silk. He kept stealing glances, trying to be discreet, but failing.

"This is so embarrassing," Emma whispered against my chest. In the footage, she bent her knees, planting her feet on his thighs, letting her legs fall slightly open. The dress rode all the way up, and from the camera angle, you could see those black lace panties and the shadow beneath. His hands froze for a second, then continued rubbing, his eyes glued to the apex of her thighs. He even lifted her foot, settling it right between his legs to massage her ankle. His shorts were tenting, the bulge pressing right against her. She lifted her other foot, pressing the sole against it, kneading gently. "Emma..." "Don't talk, Dad. Just let me make you feel good." She didn't open her eyes, but kept pressing, her legs shifting open and closed, putting on a full show for him. He just went with it, grabbing her foot, pressing it harder against himself, occasionally grinding against her sole. His eyes were fixed between her legs, and when he looked up and saw her watching him, he immediately dropped his gaze.

"Dad, just look if you want to look," she said, spreading her legs a little wider. At that, his face showed a flicker of surprise before he gave in, openly staring at her crotch. Her body was subtly writhing, and her foot pressed down harder. "Ah, pain..." "What's wrong?" She stopped. "Nothing... it feels amazing. Thank you, Emma." What had been a massage was now just outright groping. Her face was burning red. She pulled her foot free, stood up, and grabbed his hand. "Come with me." She led him toward the bathroom. He hesitated, then followed. That's when Emma, in my arms, lifted her head, her face practically dripping with humiliation. "Eric... I... I'm scared... you..." "I'm feeling great, honey. Just trust me, okay?" I tilted her chin up, looking right into her eyes, my voice gentle. She nodded, dropped her head against my chest, too mortified to keep watching.

It was weird. I'd only ever seen Emma get this flustered when we were first dating. Back then, she was so easy to embarrass. But in bed, she was totally uninhibited, game for anything. Now, it felt like those early days again—that heart-racing, new-love feeling. I turned back to the screen. She'd led George into the bathroom, pushed him against the door. His shorts were bulging obscenely. She crouched down, grabbed the waistband, and yanked them down, along with his boxers. There it was—his thick, dark, half-hard cock. "Emma, you..." "Dad, I know you want this. Just let me take care of you." She looked up at him with those big, beautiful eyes. They locked gazes for a few seconds before he looked away, giving in. Any man would.

Her hands were shaking as she wrapped them around his shaft, starting to stroke him. The head was almost too thick to fully circle. She had to push his t-shirt up, bunching it under his chin, to get it out of the way. "Dad... God, it's so big... does this feel good?" She looked up, her strokes picking up pace. Except for her crimson face, she wasn't that shy anymore—she was able to talk to him, her voice a little breathless. It felt like Emma was starting to get lost in the sheer lust of it, which just turned me on even more. If she was going to be all awkward and hesitant, she'd never have grabbed his cock in the first place, let alone been talking to him. "Honey, I'm hard too. Touch me," I said, my voice heavy with emphasis. She didn't reply, just shot me a dirty look, then crouched down between my legs, pulled down my boxers, and wrapped one hand around my erection, her eyes darting back to the screen as her other hand went to steady herself on my thigh.

"Emma... feels good... but this is..." "Dad, don't think about anything else right now. Just let me take care of you for a bit, okay?" She looked at him, the word 'take care of you' coming out with this sultry, teasing edge. I shifted Emma around so we could both see the screen comfortably. George didn't answer, just nodded.

"Dad, it's getting even bigger. I can barely hold it." She wrapped her other hand around it, stroking gently. His cock was fully hard now, a thick, curved banana pointing at the ceiling. Mine has a slight curve too, but his is way more pronounced. She gripped the veiny shaft, starting to pump him slowly. The engorged head was completely exposed. Her hands could barely cover half his length.

"God, it's so long. And bent like a banana," she said, and even chuckled. I knew she was getting lost in it now. She was working the shaft and head, squeezing, the skin sliding back and forth until he was fully erect, the head glistening. I could only imagine the musky scent in that bathroom. George wasn't saying anything, just lost in the pleasure.

"Dad, does it feel good? Is your daughter-in-law taking care of you right?" She looked up at him, her tone teasing. He'd been staring at her tits, right down that deep cleavage. Caught, he jerked his head away, his weathered face going even redder—whether from arousal or embarrassment, I couldn't tell.

"Pfft... haha... Dad, I'll let you see today." She grabbed the neckline of her dress and pulled it wide open, most of her breasts spilling into his view. "Are they big? Pretty? Do you like them, Dad?" She blinked at him, then let the fabric fall back. "Yeah... big... and beautiful... I like them..." He was panting, eyes glued to her chest.

"Dad, your dick is so big too. I asked if your daughter-in-law was taking care of you right. Does it feel good?" "Good... it's just..." "Dad, don't think about anything else. If it feels good, then just..." She started playing with his cock now, using all the techniques she'd perfected on me over the years, and George was clearly in heaven. One hand was gripping the shaft while the other pressed against the head, kneading. Then she'd switch to playing with his heavy balls, or run a hand up his thigh while the other stroked fast.

"Dad... your shirt keeps getting in the way. I can't do this properly. Take it off." He didn't hesitate, just crossed his arms, grabbed the hem, and pulled it over his head. Now he was completely naked in front of her, that thick cock jutting out, while her delicate hands kept working him over. Once he was stripped, the reality of it seemed to hit him, and his hands hovered, like he wanted to cover himself but couldn't bear to pull away from her touch.

"Honey, I'm getting naked too." Emma stood up, pulled my shirt off, then crouched back down, her hand still stroking me, her eyes riveted to the screen and George's naked, rough body and that intimidating cock. I was throbbing—probably a solid twelve centimeters now and decently hard, and still stiffening.

Watching her hands mirror exactly what was on the screen—kneading, stroking, rubbing—she was studying George's dick and copying it on me. It had me so worked up I thought I might explode. I hadn't felt this kind of charge in forever. I felt like I was going to black out from the pleasure. But I held back, not wanting to finish yet. Holding out longer would be better for me anyway. I watched the Emma on screen, while the real Emma kept working me over, stroking my cock, and it was almost too much. George's cock started twitching, his balls drawing up. I knew he was close. I checked the time—from when she first grabbed him to now was only six or seven minutes. He was clearly just as worked up. Having a daughter-in-law this stunning and stacked jerking him off would make any old man lose control. No way he could last as long as Emma had described before.

"Emma... I'm... I'm going to come... can you go faster, harder?" He moaned, unable to keep his voice down. Hearing him like that, she seemed spurred on, half-squatting, her ass sticking out, her open neckline facing him, her slick hands working him over—one wrapped around the head, pumping fast and hard, the other playing with his balls. "Dad... shoot it all out... let me see you come... I've never watched..." She picked up the pace even more. I could feel my own cock in her hand starting to twitch.

"Emma... I'm... I'm coming..." He groaned. She must have felt the first pulse because she stood up, grabbed his cock, and pulled him a few steps forward, then quickly moved behind him. Her left arm wrapped around his waist, hand gripping that dark, swollen head, stroking furiously as if she were firing a cannon. Her right arm looped around, hand squeezing the base, pumping hard. Her soft breasts pressed against his back. In his ear, she whispered, "Dad... come on... harder... let it all out... shoot it all for me... oh god... so good..." He let out a deep, guttural groan, his hips thrusting forward, driving his cock through her tight grip, ramming his ass back a few times against her stomach. Then again, harder.

"Oh... oh god... Emma... here it comes..." Thick, milky ropes of cum started shooting from the head, the first few spurts arcing out and splattering on the floor and his feet. Then another ten or so pulses just oozed down over the head, over the shaft, and onto her pale, delicate hands. She didn't seem grossed out at all. Her hands kept pumping fast and hard, smearing his seed all over his length, the slick sounds of it—"squelch, squelch"—filling the bathroom. She even rubbed it into his thighs. He kept pumping until there was nothing left, then she let go of the shaft, her right hand coming to rest on his bare, hairy ass, now smeared with his own mess. Her left hand kept gently squeezing the head, milking out every last drop.

Emma was completely turned on. Her breasts were rubbing against his back, her stomach pressed to his ass. They stayed like that for a few seconds, both catching their breath, savoring the aftershocks. Then her left hand tightened on his now softening cock, pumping it a few more times for good measure before finally letting go. She carefully pulled her hand back, trying not to get any more mess on him. Instinctively, she went to smooth down her dress, and a glob of white semen smeared right onto the black silk. "Oh!" She looked down at the mess. "What's wrong, Emma? I... I'm sorry." George spun around, still completely naked, his semi-hard dick swinging right in her face. She instinctively grabbed the bobbing shaft, giving the head one last squeeze before realizing what she was doing and pulling her hand back, embarrassed. "Dad, don't apologize. Just go take a shower. You're a mess. Just... don't think I'm a bad woman, okay?" She glanced down again at his half-hard cock. "Never. I've always known you're a good girl."

That's when Emma snapped out of it. Seeing George standing there completely naked, her face went even redder. She scurried over to the sink, washed her hands with soap, then slipped out of the bathroom. George just stood there, looking around in disbelief, then picked up his clothes. His face was a mixture of pleasure, satisfaction, guilt, and self-reproach. Even in the shower, he kept touching himself, lost in the memory, both enjoying and hating what had just happened.

My cock was twitching in her hand. "Honey, are you still watching Dad shower?" I teased. "I... I wasn't..." She yanked her hand away, her face a mask of shame, and pinched the head of my dick. "Ouch! Babe, that hurts. I didn't mean anything by it." "Eric... I... I want you," she breathed. "Is it okay today? It's been a month, right? I think we can, based on what the doctor said..." Her face was scarlet. "First, use your mouth." I nudged my cock toward her lips, the implication clear. I also paused the footage, freezing on George soaping himself up.

*She stuck her tongue out, licking her lips, getting them wet and shiny. Then she opened wide, taking my already massive head into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing. She sealed her lips around it, sucking hard, then pulled her head back, stretching my shaft until it popped free with a wet 'smack.' My glistening head was coated in her spit. She looked up at me, all coy, and did this a few more times, her tongue swirling, her hands working my balls. Her mouth was driving me insane. I couldn't hold back. I stood up, bent her over the computer desk, ripped her shorts and panties down to her knees, and grabbed her hips. I kicked her legs apart, one hand on her waist, the other guiding my slick cockhead to her soaked slit. A few teasing rubs and I plunged in, sinking all the way to the hilt. We both groaned. I started slow, deep strokes, pulling out and pushing back in. Our moans filled the room.*

*"Open the monitor playback," I grunted. She reached out, un-pausing it, her eyes locked on George's dick as I started fucking her harder. "Oh god... Eric... faster... yes... harder..." I leaned over her, reaching around to unbutton her top, pushing her bra up to grab those massive tits. My hips slammed against her ass, the wet, rhythmic sound of it filling the room. After a few minutes, her legs started to buckle, so I pulled out, scooped her up, and got her onto the chair, her back on the seat, her legs hooked over my shoulders as I drove back inside. I was close, so I leaned down and took her mouth, our tongues tangling as my cock pistoned in and out of her slick heat. "Honey, I can't hold it... I'm coming..." "Me too... together..." I shot my load deep inside her, five thick spurts, still slowly thrusting through it all, just reveling in how tight and wet she was. We stayed like that for a long moment before I finally pulled out and collapsed beside her.*

---


Chapter 25

I carried Emma into the bathroom and we showered together—which, of course, meant I couldn't keep my hands to myself. We'd just finished when Snowy woke up crying. Emma popped her on the breast and the kid settled right down. Back in the bedroom, I finished watching the rest of the playback. After his shower, George had retreated to his room, silent. Emma had taken her own shower, then gone to talk to him, trying to reassure him that she'd done it willingly, that he shouldn't overthink it. He seemed to relax a little, but once he was alone in his room, he still looked weighed down.

Knowing his personality, his principles, it was going to be a struggle for him to accept what he'd done. I sighed, wondering if this whole "filial piety" thing with Emma was a good idea or not. But giving it up? No way. It was working miracles for me, and Emma and I were both getting off on it. Plus, George seemed a bit lighter, even if he didn't realize it. After the intense release, I slept like the dead, only waking once when Snowy cried. Emma handled it, and I was out again until morning. Only then did I learn she'd been up a second time to feed the baby. "You sleep like a log," she grumbled, curled up against me. "A freight train couldn't wake you up." "That's what happens after a good, hard fuck," I teased. "Ugh, it's too early for that," she scolded, climbing on top of me and playfully pounding my chest before flopping back down. "Fine, fine, you win. Today's my day off anyway. Let's go back to sleep." "Mmm, me too," she murmured.

I drifted off again, only stirring when I felt her trying to slip out of my arms. "Oh, did I wake you? I really have to pee," she said, bolting out of bed. She was just in a pink lace chemise, so short it barely covered her ass, totally comfortable even with George in the house. After last night's release and a solid night's sleep, I was wired. It was 8:26 AM. I got up, threw on some clothes, and went out. George had slept in, too, probably from everything that went down last night. But he actually looked refreshed. Maybe getting off like that had the same effect on him as it did on me. A twisted thought, I know. He was making breakfast when I came in. "Morning, George. Just make the porridge and eggs. I'll go grab some buns and pastries from outside." "Yeah, it's late already. I won't bother making more."

He turned to look at me, and even now, he still couldn't quite meet my eyes. It made sense. The guy had just shot his load all over his daughter-in-law's hands the day before. Facing me was never going to be casual. He took the porridge to the table just as Emma came out of the bathroom, still in that tiny pink lace number. Her curves were completely on display under the thin fabric—the swell of her breasts, the nip of her waist, the flare of her hips. The hem barely grazed the tops of her thighs. George did a double-take. "I'm gonna go grab breakfast," I announced, heading out. Even though I knew nothing would happen right then, I still had an itch to see what was going on at home. I pulled up the cameras on my phone.

Emma saw George's awkward, downcast posture and a little smile played on her lips. "George, what are you staring at?" "Nothing... nothing," he stammered, his head jerking up before he looked away again. "If you're not staring at anything, then look at me. Do I look good?" He slowly lifted his head, his gaze settling on her. She twirled, and the dress flared up, flashing a clear view of her purple lace panties. "Do I look good, Dad?" "Yeah... you look good." He nodded without thinking, then seemed to catch himself and stood up to retreat to the kitchen. "Dad, I told you yesterday, you need to learn to enjoy life. If letting you look at me adds a little spice to your day, I'm happy to do it. And Eric wouldn't mind. You know how much he cares about you." "But what I did yesterday to you, Emma... I can't even face you or Eric now."

"Did you enjoy it, though? You like looking at my body. Don't lie to yourself." "I... I did enjoy it. I liked it," he admitted. "Then there you go. When Eric isn't around, just look. No need to sneak around with pictures. Honestly, I kind of like it when you look." That last part made her flush. "Really? Then... can I see... down there... again?" George's boldness shocked me. The man had flipped a switch. "Dirty old man." Emma laughed, but she turned around, bent at the waist, and pushed her ass out, giving him an unobstructed view up her dress. Her legs were straight, her hands on her knees. George stared openly at the curve of her ass, then down at the purple lace covering her mound, the shape of it perfectly visible, the dark shadow above it. His eyes traced all the way down her legs and back up. After a solid half-minute, Emma looked back, her face flushed. "Seen enough? Eric will be back any minute." "Emma, wait. Just a little longer. Can you... pull the dress up a bit? Just a little." His voice was tentative, but he was definitely pushing it. George saying something like that showed he was changing, thinking differently. He was still awkward, though. "Fine. Ten more seconds." She grabbed the hem and pulled it up to her waist, her entire backside exposed to him. He took two steps closer, maybe a yard away, staring. She started counting down aloud. "Ten, nine, eight..." On zero, she straightened up, still holding the dress up, her lower body completely bare except for those tiny panties, the dark shadow clearly visible. She took a few steps toward him, her stride unsteady, stopping less than two feet away before letting the dress fall. "Okay, Dad, that's enough. Eric's going to be back. Pfft, don't look so disappointed. It's not like I'm never showing you again." George nodded, then darted into the kitchen.

He seemed to have gotten a grip by the time he came back. He realized if he looked flustered, I'd pick up on it. When I got home with the pastries, the three of us had breakfast. The atmosphere actually felt warmer, if I wasn't imagining it. And George was noticeably more at ease. Inside, he was adapting, starting to let himself enjoy this taboo. After breakfast, I took Emma to the hospital for her checkup. The female doctor said she was healing well. I didn't think twice and just asked outright if we could have sex again. Emma was mortified, pinching my arm and hiding against me. "Jerk. Don't talk about that." The doctor just laughed. "No need to be embarrassed. She's recovered nicely. You can have gentle intercourse. In a couple more weeks, no restrictions." After the hospital, it was lunchtime. I called George to let him know we wouldn't be back. He said he'd feed Snowy and not to rush.

Since we had time, and the weather was decent, I took Emma to an upscale mall. She was wearing a floral spaghetti-strap sundress, her delicate shoulders and collarbone on display. The hem hit just above her knees. She looked both fresh and sexy. I remembered my sister giving her this dress after Snowy was born, saying, "Hope my sister-in-law stays young and beautiful forever." Emma had been embarrassed, saying she was a mom now and shouldn't wear things like this. But here she was. Women.

Out on the street, every guy without a girlfriend in tow, or too shy, was turning their heads to check her out. She ignored it all, just clinging to my arm and chattering away like a little girl, dragging me from store to store. We had ice cream, saw a movie. I teased her about turning into a pig with all she was eating. She just shot back that if she did, I'd have to keep her anyway. We bickered through the whole film. She didn't buy a single thing for herself, just snacked all afternoon, but she got button-down shirts for me and George.

Even though we still had date nights and trips, after years together, things had settled into a routine. But today, it felt like being back at the start—just holding hands and sharing dessert was enough to make our hearts race. We both sensed it, knew it was rooted in something else, but we didn't name it. Some things are better left unspoken. Just enjoying the moment was enough.

We got home around five. Vivian was already there, loaded with groceries, cooking. George was helping her, their conversation revolving around Emma, Snowy, and me. I noticed him get tense whenever Emma came up. The second we walked in, Snowy started fussing until Emma scooped her up; the baby was pawing at her chest, clearly hungry. Emma headed to the bedroom to nurse.

Dinner was lively. Afterward, I did the dishes while Emma and Vivian watched TV on the sofa, chatting about baby care. Vivian was mostly lecturing, Emma soaking it in. George chimed in occasionally. Vivian was in a striped blouse and tight white capris that showed off her full, toned figure. Her hair was a short, wavy bob—sophisticated and mature. Emma was still in her floral dress, all youthful beauty. Two gorgeous women, side by side, and George and I couldn't stop stealing glances. I caught myself looking at Vivian more than usual, comparing them. I shook it off quickly. It was nothing.

Vivian soon left, saying she didn't want to keep us up. After our showers, with Snowy asleep, Emma pulled me to the computer, saying she had something to show me. I knew it'd be the morning's footage. As the recording played, she stood by the door and reenacted it—turning, bending over, giving me the same view George had gotten. Only this time, she was in pink panties, not purple. The outline of her sex was clearly visible. She even wiggled her ass at me, and I was instantly hard. She'd done this for me before, back when my equipment wasn't working. It wasn't that she wasn't sexy enough; it was that I was genuinely broken. But now, my cock was reviving, getting thicker, harder. The thought alone was intoxicating.

Then she faced me, walking over, pulling her dress straps down as she came, stepping out of her panties and tossing them to me with a wink. I caught them, brought them to my nose, and inhaled deeply, playing it up. "Pervert," she laughed. She didn't bother covering up as she walked, the shadowy patch between her legs just visible, glistening. She was wet. She'd gotten turned on from teasing him.

I grabbed her, tossing her onto the bed, but instead of going inside her, I just rubbed my cock along her slick folds, driving her crazy. "I'm turning into such a slut, aren't I? Showing myself to him like that," she gasped. "I can't help it. I even like it. I want him to see more." "We agreed," I said. "We're in this together. And now George is getting off on it, too. Isn't that the point? Besides, I like you slutty. Only for me, though. And... a little for him." "Jerk. It's only slutty for you. Never for him. Even if there's a tiny bit, it's still for you. Got it?" She was flustered, defensive. "Okay, okay. All for me. Thank you, honey." "That's better." "I actually saw all of this, you know. This morning," I admitted. "What? You saw? Why didn't you say anything?" Her eyes went wide. "I wanted to see if you'd come clean, or if you'd keep it from me." I was only half-joking. "Fine. I'll just keep things from you, then. Sneak around with him, not tell you a thing." She was just teasing back. We wrestled around for a bit before I finally wrapped her in my arms and we drifted off, heading into tomorrow.


Chapter 26

Time flew. A week passed, and it was Thursday again. Almost a month since Emma came home. The heat was getting worse, and women outside were wearing less and less. But Emma and George hadn't done anything particularly noteworthy. After all, they were still stepfather and daughter-in-law. It wasn't like they could just be at it every day. At his core, George was still a principled man. Getting him to genuinely cross the line with Emma wasn't easy. Me and Emma, though? It felt like we were back in our newlywed phase. That daily hug and kiss we'd promised each other used to be routine, but now, when I held her at the door before work, it was deep, passionate kisses that left her breathless, her face flushed, her whole body melting against me. She'd look at me with those dewy eyes, reluctant to let me go. Life had color again. Real passion.

These past few days, aside from Emma occasionally asking George to rub her legs or feet, there hadn't been anything overly intimate. And he was still so restrained. Even when he was massaging her, it was strictly professional. He'd actually been stealing fewer glances at her, which was weird. It was like, despite Emma giving him the green light to look, he was holding himself back even more. But I noticed at lunch, when they were watching TV, the initial awkwardness had shifted into something... charged. They barely talked, and when their eyes met, they'd immediately look away.

Around 5 PM, I was spacing out at my desk when my phone buzzed. A tongue-sticking-out emoji. Emma. My pulse quickened. I checked the time—just past 5. I pulled up the app, typed in the password, and the living room feed popped up. Emma was in an orange tank top and black shorts. She and George were on opposite ends of the sofa, occasionally glancing at each other, the air thick with unspoken tension. She stared right at the camera for a few seconds, then put her phone down and lay back, her top straining against her chest. Her calves were draped over his lap.

"Dad, could you rub my legs?" "Mm." He just grunted, not saying much, but his hands started moving, working her delicate feet and the smooth skin of her calves.

"Dad, am I being disrespectful? Always making you do this? You must think I'm a pain." She put her phone down, making small talk. "No. I'm doing it, aren't I?" As he spoke, his rough hands were working her feet, her calves.

"Then why do you always find excuses not to when I ask?" She sounded genuinely hurt. "Emma, I just think it isn't right. I'm your father-in-law. A father-in-law shouldn't be constantly rubbing his daughter-in-law's feet. If people outside knew..." He was trying to explain, not wanting her to misunderstand.

"Dad, why do you always bring up 'other people'? It's not like we're doing anything wrong. And it's not like anyone would find out. But fine. I even did *that* for you, and you can't even rub my feet without making excuses." As she spoke, she rubbed her calf against the obvious bulge in his shorts. "Forget it. I'll just deal with the pain," she said, starting to pull her legs away.

But he held them down. A wry, helpless smile crossed his face. He knew it was just a little act. A gentle, almost affectionate look appeared. "Okay, okay. I'll rub them. I'm just an old-fashioned fossil. Stuck in my ways." He chuckled, his hands pressing down with more purpose. "Well, as long as you know it," she teased back, her mood instantly lighter.

After a while, his rough hands had covered every inch of her feet and calves. "Mmm, that feels so good. Thank you, Dad. You can stop if you're tired." "I'm not tired. It's only been a few minutes. I used to do this for your mother-in-law for an hour at a time." He kept going, and he mentioned her without that usual edge of sadness. It wasn't that he didn't still love and mourn her, but you have to move on. You can't live in grief forever. She would've wanted him to pull himself out of it.

"Thanks, Dad. Can you go higher? My thighs ache, too. Can you rub them?" Her voice was hesitant, embarrassed. "Emma, I don't know if that's... proper." Before he could finish his weak protest, she shifted, draping those creamy, rounded thighs right across his lap. "Dad, just do it. They really hurt." And there they were, right in front of him. He swallowed hard. He wanted to touch them. He stopped making excuses, his rough hands settling on the pale, smooth skin, though his touch was feather-light at first.

"Dad, you're barely touching me." "Oh." He started to apply real pressure. "Dad, don't just rub one spot. Higher. Other places are sore, too... mmm... ah... thank you." He'd only been working the lower part of her thighs. Now, he moved higher.

He was starting to let go, his rough hands exploring the lush curves of her legs, his touch lingering. Their breathing grew heavier. "Ah... mmm... haah..." she breathed. The atmosphere became intensely suggestive. She shifted again, pressing her thigh right against his crotch. "Dad, it's getting big again. Hehe... ah... mmm..." She was panting now, her thigh grinding against the tent in his shorts while his hands kept roaming, slowly shifting from a massage to an outright grope. He was caressing one of her thighs, fingers slipping toward her inner thigh. This went on for a few minutes.

"Dad... do you want me to... help you out? It's so... big..." Her voice was a mix of nerves and desire. "Emma... I can't... this is... just this... is more than enough for me... thank you... Emma..." He lifted her leg, pressing it against his stomach, holding it like a precious thing. He was caressing her thigh while grinding against it. Then, seeming to realize how forward he was being—holding his daughter-in-law's leg like this—he gently set it down. "Emma, my hands are getting tired. I should start dinner." And just like that, he retreated to the kitchen. She just said "okay," sticking her tongue out at the camera, looking guilty. I figured it was just too much, too fast for him. He couldn't get past his own mental block. I wasn't sure if this was ultimately good or bad for him.

When I got home, the mood was definitely off. I just pretended everything was normal, kept the conversation light. Thankfully, Snowy was awake and fussing, which helped cut through the tension and George's heavy silence. After Emma and I showered and went to our room, I fired up the computer and the camera feeds.

"Emma, wanna watch George take a shower?" We'd done it a couple of times that week. It always felt weirdly charged. But George hadn't jerked off again, which would've been an even bigger thrill. Today, though, after their little encounter, I had a feeling I'd see something different. "I don't want to see his ugly thing," she protested, but she sat right down next to me anyway. I flipped to the bathroom camera.

Not long after, George came in, shirtless, in his boxers. He pulled them off, his semi-hard cock already swinging free. Emma couldn't help staring. Then he went straight to the laundry basket next to the washing machine. He picked up the black lace panties Emma had just taken off. He rubbed them against his dick, then his balls. "Your dad could be a little gentler with my panties," Emma grumbled. His cock was fully hard in seconds. He put the panties on it, like he was wearing them, then started stroking hard and fast. Soon he was at full mast, grunting, his veiny dick almost red from the friction. He went at it for a while but couldn't finish. The harder he tried, the more it eluded him.

He looked genuinely miserable, and it hit me that I didn't see something pathetic or perverted. I saw a sad, pitiful man. His whole life had been about raising me and my sister, taking care of his sick wife. He'd completely neglected himself. Even a basic need like this, he couldn't properly release. How many years had it been since he'd actually felt a woman? I even had this fleeting thought: if Emma was willing, could he just... use her to get off? The pang in my chest warred with the sheer arousal, and I didn't know what the answer was anymore. I didn't dare even think about it. Maybe I didn't realize it myself, but something was taking root in my mind, starting to sprout.

"It's only nine. I'm home. George would never, even if he wanted to," I said, knowing him too well. "Yeah, I guess I can't help your dad tonight," she replied, a hint of disappointment in her voice. George had given up, dropping Emma's panties and just showering, occasionally tugging on his still-massive cock. He sighed heavily, looking at his own dick. I closed the feed. I couldn't watch anymore. Snowy was getting fussy, anyway. We played with her for a bit, Emma nursed her, and then I wrapped myself around Emma and went to sleep.

---(Note: Chapters 28 and 29 appear to be reversed in the original file. The translation follows the original order.)


Chapter 27

"It's only nine. I'm home. Dad would never, even if he wanted to," I said, knowing him too well. "Yeah, I guess I can't help your dad tonight," she replied, a hint of disappointment in her voice. Dad had given up, dropping Emma's panties and just showering, occasionally tugging on his still-massive cock. He sighed heavily, looking at his own dick. I closed the feed. I couldn't watch anymore. Snowy was getting fussy, anyway. We played with her for a bit, Emma nursed her, and then I wrapped myself around Emma and went to sleep.

We hadn't had sex that week. The doctor had said it was best to wait another week or two. This morning, when I kissed Emma goodbye at the door, she was extra enthusiastic, her body melting against mine, rubbing and pressing into me. As I left, she looked at me with those damp, longing eyes.

Around 4 PM, I just felt this restless urge. Almost on autopilot, I pulled up the house cameras. Emma and Dad were on the sofa, watching TV. I felt a wave of relief, then a flicker of disappointment. They were sitting half a meter apart, Snowy asleep in her playpen nearby. The atmosphere was stiff, awkward, but also charged with something. Emma was in denim shorts, her long, pale legs drawing Dad's eyes every few seconds. She had on a white t-shirt, stretched taut over her full chest. Dad was in his usual loose shorts and t-shirt.

Some boring show was on. They made occasional small talk, their eyes meeting and then darting away. After a few minutes, as I was about to close the feed, they both reached for the remote at the same time. Their hands landed on top of each other—Dad's rough, large hand covering Emma's smaller, paler one. They both turned to look, then quickly looked away again. Then they looked back, their gaze holding for a long moment before they both turned back to the TV. The tension was so thick you could cut it.

Their hands didn't move. Dad's slightly trembling hand stayed over hers, occasionally squeezing. His face was a mess of conflict, restraint, and something else—enjoyment. Then, Dad shifted closer to her. Emma shot him a shy glance. "Dad, give me the remote," she said softly, moving a bit closer herself, her other hand reaching over their joined ones to fumble with the remote. She didn't pull her hand free. Dad swallowed, a loud, audible gulp. Emma heard it, glanced at him, and a tiny smile played on her lips. It felt like the temperature between them was spiking, the air thick with innuendo.

A moment later, Dad picked up her hand, shifted his hips, and moved right next to her, their bodies pressed together. Their joined hands rested between their thighs. Emma's body trembled slightly, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she leaned in closer, her side flush against him. You could hear their breathing getting heavier. Dad's face was still conflicted, but he seemed to surrender to it. He pulled her hand onto his thigh, and soon their legs were pressed together, his rough, hairy calf rubbing against her smooth, pale one. He was stroking her hand, and slowly, Emma started rubbing back, her soft thigh pressing against his rough leg. His shorts had ridden up. One of them initiated it—a rough, solid calf tangled with a long, smooth, pale one, rubbing together, the pressure slowly increasing.

Dad guided her hand up his thigh, their fingers intertwined, their arms wrapped around each other, rubbing. His other hand slid onto her full thigh, caressing, then slipping between her legs, kneading the soft flesh. "Mmm... Dad... harder..." Her voice was getting breathy. She leaned into him, her breasts pressing against his arm, her hand cradling his bicep. Taking her cue, Dad's grip tightened on her thigh, moving higher and higher, stopping just at the crease of her leg before sliding back down. He then scooped her leg up, draping it over his own, and started massaging her foot, then her calf.

Emma's thigh rubbed against his crotch, her hand on his back, her breasts mashed against his arm. Their breathing was ragged. The heat between them was building. Then, the TV suddenly blared with the sounds of a make-out scene. A middle-aged man was on screen, holding a younger woman, their mouths fused together, hands roaming. Dad and Emma turned to look at the TV, then back at each other. They held each other's gaze for a long time. Emma turned away, embarrassed, but the image on the screen—the two people devouring each other—made her look down, flustered. Dad turned more fully toward her, his eyes on hers, then dropping to her lips. The hand that had been kneading her thigh softened, just gently stroking.

Emma felt his stare on her mouth. She blushed, looking down, unable to meet his eyes. "Dad... tickles..." She reached down, pressing his hand to stop it from wandering further up her thigh. He immediately covered her hand with his other one, holding it, stroking her fingers and palm. Feeling the heat of his gaze, she took a small breath and looked up. Their eyes met, and something sparked. Almost simultaneously, they leaned in, their faces stopping just centimeters apart. The heat of Dad's breath fanned across her delicate features. He was just... taking her in. Emma's face was completely flushed, intensely alluring. Their breathing quickened. Their eyes stayed locked. They swallowed, their lips suddenly dry.

"Emma," Dad murmured, his voice low. She looked at him for another moment, then closed her eyes, tilting her chin up. Her lashes fluttered. She looked like a flower waiting to be plucked. Seeing my wife, *my* Emma, about to be taken by Dad, about to be kissed—a sharp pain lanced through my chest. It was a suffocating feeling. But at the same time, my already aching cock pulsed. The physical thrill of it made me almost look forward to seeing them kiss, to seeing them comfort each other. At that thought, my erection surged, straining against my pants. The arousal was so intense I didn't care if someone walked into my office. I undid my belt, pushed my pants and boxers down to my knees, and took my throbbing cock in my hand. I gave it a few rough strokes, then stopped, my eyes glued to the screen, not wanting to miss a single detail.


Chapter 28

Dad leaned in. His dry lips met hers, sealing over them. *Finally.* He started with soft, gentle kisses, their noses pressing together. I could see Emma holding her breath, her face getting redder. After a long moment, she pulled her hands free and pressed them against his chest, giving him a gentle shove. "Haaah... Dad... you trying to suffocate me?" He looked flustered. "Emma, I'm sorry, I..." But his eyes were still glued to her lips.

Seeing that, she closed her eyes and leaned in again, her nose brushing his. Their lips met once more, a soft, tentative touch. They breathed the same air. Dad kissed her again. This time, he opened his mouth, his lips encasing hers. Her lips, dry a moment ago, were now slick and wet. But I noticed—and felt a flicker of relief—that Emma kept her mouth shut, not letting his tongue inside.

"Haaah... mmm..." They were both breathing through their noses now. This went on for five or six minutes. Emma had shifted from kneeling on the sofa to half-lying against the armrest. Their noses bumped, little puffs of air escaping. Then Dad moved, straddling her, his rough, hairy legs on either side of her, his weight settling on her closed thighs. His hand slid up her leg to her ass, kneading the plush curve as he kept kissing her. Her hand came up to rest on his waist, her head tilted back to receive him. Through it all, their lips and their intertwined fingers never separated. I noticed the enormous tent in his shorts. If Emma hadn't been so lost in the taboo thrill of kissing him, she would've definitely noticed it too.

After another couple of minutes, Dad pulled back slightly. Emma opened her eyes, a question in them. "Haaah... Dad... what's wrong?" As soon as she said it, she seemed to realize how it sounded—like she *wanted* him to keep kissing her—and she looked away, flustered. Dad lifted their still-clasped hands and pressed them against his bulge, guiding her palm along the hard length. "Emma, I know I shouldn't be doing this... but I can't help myself. Just now... an old man like me, getting to kiss someone as beautiful as you... and you not being disgusted by me... thank you."

She turned back to look at him. "Emma, can you... help me again?" He looked at her, hopeful. He let go of her hand, placing his on her waist, stroking. Emma's palm was still on his cock, rubbing, then she curled her fingers around it through the fabric, squeezing and stroking. "Mmm... Dad... I'll help you." "Mmm... thank you, Emma... mmm..." He sounded almost moved. Then he leaned in again, a question in his eyes as he looked from her eyes to her lips. She gave a shy nod, this time not closing her eyes. He kissed her again, their eyes meeting and skittering away.

"Mm... ah..." His hand pressed hers against his shaft. After a moment, she pulled her lips free, panting. "Haaah... Dad... let's go to the bathroom..." She pushed him off and, grabbing his shorts, led him toward the bathroom. I frantically switched cameras, almost dropping my phone. Inside the bathroom, she pushed him against the door. He looked embarrassed but immediately reached for his shorts. "Dad, wait. Turn around first." He did. She stepped up behind him, her full breasts pressing against his back, her stomach against his ass. Her hands reached around, her palms smoothing over his stomach before slipping inside his shorts. One hand held the fabric open while the other dove straight in and grabbed hold of something.

"Oh... Emma..." He grunted, his back arching, rubbing against her chest. Her other hand joined the first, and she started stroking. His shorts tented and relaxed with each pump of her hands. Their bodies were glued together, occasionally rocking. After a few minutes, he braced his hands on the door, pushing his ass back. "Mmm... Emma... faster..." She took a step back, grabbed his shorts and boxers together, and yanked them down. He stepped out, kicking them aside. His solid, hairy lower half was completely bare. The ease with which they'd just coordinated that surprised me.

Emma immediately wrapped her arms around him again, her hands finding his intimidating cock, pumping it hard. Her stomach rubbed against his ass. He was thrusting back into her grip, and I could see a wet spot forming on her shorts where the head was pressing. "Ah... Emma..." "Mmm... Dad... you gonna come?" She was squeezing harder, faster. I could see the tendons in her slender arms straining. His ass was bucking now, slamming back against her. Knowing he was close, I started stroking myself faster. I was almost there. I grabbed a few tissues and covered the head.

"Mmm... oh... Emma..." The angle of the bathroom camera meant I couldn't see his dick directly, but I saw his ass pumping a few more times, then globs of thick, white cum splattered onto the floor. "Oh... mmm... ahh..." I groaned, coming into the tissues. I cleaned up quickly, still watching, wondering if something else would happen between them—part of me dreading it, part of me hoping.

"Mmm... Emma..." His thrusts slowed, her hand still working him. She stayed behind him, one hand still wrapped around him, the other covered in his cum. She bent down, pointing that massive, dark head right at her own face, her hand still stroking. "Jesus, Dad... how are you still this big?" She stared at it, a deep flush on her face, her breathing ragged, her eyes full of undisguised want. "Mmm... I just..."

"Here, come over to the sink," she said, still holding his cock, pulling him along. She washed her hands first, then scooped water over his dick, gently cleaning the head, the shaft, even cupping his heavy balls and stroking the inside of his thighs. All the while, she was still jerking him, fondling him. "Mmm... ah... Emma..." He just stood there, groaning, watching this stunning woman play with his cock. Soon, his veiny, weathered dick was washed clean, flushed red, radiating heat. The dark purple head was pointing straight at the ceiling.

"Mmm... so hot..." She looked up at him, embarrassed. Then she crouched down, both hands working his thick cock, the swollen head, the heavy balls. She stroked his rough thighs, the crease of his legs, his wrinkled, aging stomach. He was writhing under her touch. Then her hands slid up, under his shirt, pushing it up as she stood. "Dad, arms up." He complied, and she pulled it over his head, tossing it aside. She crouched back down, her hands exploring his weathered chest.

"Mmm... ah... Emma... Emma..." He was panting heavily. Spurred on, she gripped the middle of his cock and started pumping furiously, her own tits jiggling with the effort. She switched hands, shaking out her aching wrist, her face red. This went on for six or seven minutes. Several times, he looked like he was on the edge, but he never came. He looked down at her, seeing her exhaustion. His eyes moved from her bouncing tits to her tired face. He pulled back, slipping out of her grip. "Mmm... Dad... what's wrong... doesn't it feel good?" she panted.

"Emma... maybe we should stop... you're exhausted." Just then, her legs, numb from crouching, gave out, and she pitched forward. He caught her, pulling her against his bare chest. She grabbed his waist, looking up at him with those wet, luminous eyes. He wrapped his arms around her, and without a word, he lowered his head and took her mouth again, his tongue plunging inside. She melted against him, her arms going around his neck, her mouth opening to his. Seeing her surrender to a real, deep kiss—that's when the pain in my chest hit. It was a cold, squeezing ache. But at the same time, I was so turned on I couldn't see straight. My cock, which had just gone soft, was rock hard again. I was shocked. I wanted to see his tongue fucking her mouth, wanted to see them devouring each other.

I realized, right then, that maybe from the very start, when Emma and I decided to do this, I had been expecting—maybe even wanting—something like this to happen. I just hadn't admitted it to myself. My spiraling thoughts were cut short, my eyes locked on the screen. Dad, too, was momentarily stunned by her opening her mouth. He pulled back, looking at her. Their faces were inches apart, their open mouths just a breath away. "Haaah... mmm..." "Mmm... haah..." Emma's eyes were full of desire. She pressed her lips to his. "Dad... mmm... kiss me..." And she closed her eyes. "Mm... ah..."

He didn't hesitate. His mouth sealed over hers, and I watched his tongue slide into her mouth. Her cheek bulged with the motion. Their kiss was deep, messy, then turned slow and tender. They'd pull apart just enough to breathe, their tongues still touching, before diving back in. "Suck... mmm... ah..." The sounds filled the small bathroom. His hands roamed her back, down to her ass, where he grabbed and squeezed hard. "Ah!" She pulled back just enough to gasp, "Dad... that hurts..." One hand came down to wrap around his cock again. "Sorry, Emma..." His grip on her ass softened.

"Mmm... Dad... don't you dare stop now... harder... oh god, so deep... I can't take it... ah..." She was looking right at him, her words a blatant, filthy invitation. Then she turned back, her body starting to meet his thrusts.


A Note from the Author 

Dear Reader, 

Thank you for taking this journey with Eric, Emma, and George. If their story stirred something in you—whether it was heat, heartache, or that twisted knot of both—I have one small request: 

Please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Even just clicking the star rating and leaving a few words makes an enormous difference for independent authors like me. It helps new readers find my work, and it tells me loud and clear that this is a story you want more of.When the reviews pour in, the fire stays lit. It's what fuels the second book. 

Want to stay in the loop? 

Hit the "Follow" button on my Amazon Author Page. That way, you'll be the first to know when a new story drops. I publish on my own schedule—no rigid calendar, just raw, intense stories when they're ready to be told. Following me guarantees you won't miss a single release. 

And yes, I love running promotions. Free days, countdown deals, surprise discounts for my most loyal readers. Following me is your ticket to catching every single one. 

This is just the beginning. There are more keys to turn, more doors to unlock, and more beautiful, forbidden journeys ahead. 

Until next time, 

Mark Cuckold 
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