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Chapter 1: The Deceptive Door

The door inched open.

And there they were. The two most important people in my life, caught in a scene that should have been undeniable, right there in the living room…

But—no.

My brain stalled a full second, trying to process the picture in front of me, one that clashed violently with the sick storm raging inside my head. It wasn’t what I thought.

Not at all.

Sarah was on the yoga mat.
Her black leggings clung to her legs, stretched to the limit. Her ass was arched high, daring my eyes to linger. Her thighs flexed, every muscle line etched under the light.
The sports bra barely contained her breasts. Sweat glistened down her cleavage, skin slick, radiant.
Her whole body bent like a bow, every curve from back to hip on shameless display.

And Thomas—still in his slacks and a blazer—knelt behind her. His strong hands weren’t just gripping her ankles; they pressed lightly along her calves, steadying her in that provocative pose.

The sounds I’d heard. The ones that drew me in.
They came again.

“…mm… right there…” Sarah’s voice, breathless, broken.
“…Like this?” Thomas, voice hoarse, strained.
“Yeah… that’s it…” A moan spilled as her stomach tightened.

The filthy thrill inside me collapsed like a punctured balloon. In its place—hollowness. Disappointment so sharp it ached.

And then Thomas looked up. He saw me.
His eyes went wide. Panic, guilt flashed across his face. Instinctively, he let go.

“Ah!”
Sarah lost balance. She staggered.

I lunged forward. So did he. But he was closer.
He caught her before she hit the floor.

Her sweat-damp body pressed into his chest. His hand rested against her bare waist. Her face dropped onto his shirt.
They froze for a second.

Then Thomas jolted, let go, flushed scarlet. Clumsy, stammering.
“Adam… I… it was just… Sarah, she—”
Words tumbled, eyes darting anywhere but mine.

I smiled. A thin smile. Sharp as a blade.
“It’s fine, Professor.”

I stepped closer, voice calm.
“Home early today? Traffic wasn’t bad?”

A harmless question. A cover for everything else.

He exhaled relief. “No, actually. Lecture ended early.”
He bent, scooped up his briefcase. “I’ll head to my room.”

But when he turned, I saw it.
Right at the front of his trousers. A bulge. Hard, obvious.
Not a wallet. Not keys.

I knew. Any man would know.
His body had betrayed him. Over my wife.

Fatigue was just an excuse. An escape.

I said nothing. Just stood there, watching him disappear down the hall.

I stayed silent, eyes fixed until his shadow was gone.

Then Sarah came closer, chest rising fast.
“Don’t take it the wrong way.”
Her words rushed, eyes flickering. “He only just got home. I’ve been struggling with that pose forever, so I asked him to hold my legs…”

I looked at her—my beautiful wife. Every curve of her body visible in that workout gear, her face tight with worry. She was still afraid I might think the worst, especially after what had happened a week ago.

I brushed her damp hair back, smiled as if nothing mattered.
“Hard workout? You’re dripping.”

She nodded, easing. “Yeah… feels good, though. Been too long since I last did it. Thanks.”

I held the smile a little longer. Let her believe it.

But behind it, a storm raged.
Bitter disappointment, cruel and heavy. Disappointment that they hadn’t actually done anything. That the filthy visions in my head hadn’t come true—even though his arousal was written plain across his body.

I smiled at my wife while cursing myself inside.
I was insane. I should’ve been relieved.

So why… why was I disappointed?




Chapter 2: Seeds of Doubt

Sarah rolled up the yoga mat neatly and propped it in the corner. She smoothed her messy bun, sweat-damp strands clinging to the nape of her neck.
“I’m taking a shower,” she said, flashing me a faint, tired smile. “I feel gross, all sweaty.”

She turned, walking toward the bedroom. I couldn’t look away.
My eyes locked on her back. The black leggings clung tight, sculpting her into a living statue of temptation. Her ass, round and firm, bounced with each step. The thin fabric stretched so tight I could make out the faint outline of lace panties underneath. Her stride was fluid, confident—an instinctive display of raw femininity she probably didn’t even notice.

I froze, and the image from earlier replayed—only this time, from Thomas’s point of view.
He had been right there, behind her. How close? When she bent over, his face was only inches from her upturned ass. What had he seen? He must have seen the sheen of sweat glistening down her lower back, the way the leggings stretched to their breaking point, hugging the deep line of her crack. His hands had felt the firmness of her calves. Maybe his breath had grazed her bare skin.

All of that, every shameless inch, laid wide open in front of him.

And then a cold thought slid into me, making me shiver.
Sarah. She had asked Thomas. Was that just coincidence? She’d been practicing yoga for over a year. That pose—was it really so difficult she needed a man to hold her legs? Someone already familiar with harder positions?

Another shiver—this one darker.
What if… my wife had been the one to initiate?
What if it wasn’t chance? What if that struggling, helpless act had been staged—a perfect excuse to flaunt her body, to beg for “accidental” contact?
What if she was deliberately teasing Thomas?

The thought jolted me like a live wire. But it didn’t make me angry. No—worse.

My cock swelled, aching hard inside my pants. The picture of a naive, unsuspecting Sarah vanished. In its place stood a dangerous version—confident, shameless, aware of her own power and weaponizing it. That vision, of a wife I thought I knew suddenly transformed into someone unpredictable, fed the sickest part of me.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The urge overrode reason.

I moved, half-possessed, drifting toward the bathroom where water hissed invitingly.

My hand gripped the doorknob. Not locked. We had never fixed it since that day. What once seemed like carelessness now felt like an invitation. Without hesitation, I turned the knob and pushed.

Steam rushed out. Inside, behind the fogged glass of the shower, Sarah’s silhouette gleamed. Warm water poured down, rinsing sweat from her body. I could see the arc of her hips, the blurred outline of her breasts as she tilted her head back, letting the spray caress her hair. Half-hidden, half-revealed—more arousing than full nudity.

The sound of the door startled her. She spun, eyes widening when she saw me.

I couldn’t wait. The dark thoughts, the jealousy, the hunger—they pushed me over. I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me.
“I want to shower with you,” my voice rough, unrecognizable. “It’s been too long since we’ve done this.”

Sarah stared, recognizing something different in my tone, in my eyes. Not gentle. Raw fire. Possessive. A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips.
“All right,” she whispered, teasing.

I stripped fast, clothes hitting the floor. The moment I stepped into the stall, standing under the spray, she saw it—my cock, so hard it almost looked bruised, pointing at her like a challenge. Proof of the storm inside me.

A flush crept across her cheeks. She blushed, but her eyes lit with excitement, not shyness.

Without another word, I shoved her against the cool tile wall, hot water cascading over both of us. My mouth crashed onto hers—hungry, feral, dripping with jealousy and need. My hands slid down, clutching her slippery ass, yanking her tighter against me.

“Ahh… Adam…” she moaned into my mouth, arms circling my neck, answering with wild heat.

I hooked one of her legs up, wrapping it around my hip. No foreplay. No tenderness. Just the raw need to fill her, to claim her. With a single hard thrust, I drove myself deep inside.

Sarah gasped, back arching, nails digging into my shoulders. Heat, water, and the tight, wet clutch of her body all merged, dragging me to the edge of madness.




Chapter 3: Aftertaste of Another Man

The first time in a week.
This was the first time we’d made love since that hellish night. The moment my tip slid inside her, something familiar rushed back. But something else felt… off.

It was too easy.

Her pussy was wet, open, welcoming—swallowing me smoothly, almost shockingly so. Warm water streamed down my back, spilled over where we joined, turning everything hot and slippery. A moan of pleasure tore from my throat. And then, cold and merciless, another image shoved its way in.

Thomas’s cock. Huge.

I remembered that scene through the crack in the door, watching it swollen, dark, angry. When he pushed in, Sarah had screamed—half pain, half ecstasy—a sound I had never wrung from her. And now, her body spread so easily around me… was it because she’d been “stretched” by someone bigger?

That comparison should’ve killed my erection. Should’ve buried me under shame.
But it didn’t.

Something else rose. A twisted fury. A jealous sickness that hardened into strength. If I couldn’t be bigger than him, I would be harder.

I growled, then drove into her.

No tenderness. No hesitation. Just brutal thrusts, as if I could erase his imprint from inside her with sheer force. Every slam of my hips splashed water against the tiled wall, each sound raw, feral. Her back slid against the slick ceramic, my chest glued to her wet skin.

Sarah gasped, eyes wide at the change in me. Then the shock flared into fire. She didn’t just take it—she gave it back.

“Ahh… Adam… yes…”

Her voice cracked, heavy with need. Moans spilled from her lips, no longer shy but loud, echoing in the bathroom. Her nails raked deep into my back—not clinging, but pulling me further in. She lifted her leg higher, hips circling, fucking me back with wild abandon.

For a week she’d been distant, guilt dragging her face down every night, her exhaustion carving shame into me. But now it was gone.

This was the Sarah I knew. Hungry. Shameless. A wife who took what she wanted. Her face naked with desire, lips swollen, head tipped back, water streaming over her.

The wilder she got, the crazier I became. Every moan of hers was gasoline, feeding my fire. The shower filled with nothing but ragged breaths, wet flesh colliding, and the hiss of water raining over us.

But flames that burn that hot die fast.

Barely five minutes and the rush swelled too far. Not yet. I told myself. Not now.

But my body seized anyway. Release crashed through me, violent, unstoppable. I dropped my head onto her shoulder, gasping, pouring jealousy and rage and desire deep inside her.

And then—silence.

The sudden quiet rang in my ears. I slumped against her, cock softening, body weak.

When I finally lifted my head, Sarah was still gasping, chest rising, cheeks flushed, eyes hazy with pleasure. She smiled at me, soft, tender.

But I’d seen it.

Just before that smile appeared, a flicker. Disappointment. The hollow look of a woman yanked from the edge too soon.

She hid it quickly, but not fast enough. And it cut me, another blade twisting into what pride I had left.



The rest of the evening passed in suffocating normalcy.

Dinner was salad and sandwiches. No one talked much. Thomas kept his eyes on his plate. Sarah forced small talk about weather and work. I nodded, grunted. The wall of silence between the three of us was thicker than ever.

Afterward, we scattered to our rooms like soldiers retreating from an invisible battlefield.

In the bedroom, the soft yellow lamp couldn’t chase away the chill. Sarah sat at her desk, headphones on, eyes locked on her laptop. I sat on the bed with mine, pretending to study stock charts. We were in the same room, but in separate worlds, walled off by thoughts we couldn’t voice.

Near midnight, I closed my laptop and slid under the thin blanket. Sarah kept working. I lay there, eyes shut, but sleep never came.

My mind was chaos—Sarah bent on the yoga mat. Thomas’s bulge. The frantic shower fuck. The flicker of disappointment in my wife’s eyes. And the question that looped endlessly: Was it on purpose? Did she mean to tease him?

Doubt coiled like poison ivy, wrapping tight, choking reason. Exhausted, I drifted into a broken sleep.

Rrrt… rrrt… huh… huh…

A strange sound yanked me back.

I snapped awake. The room was pitch-black. The noise again—right beside me.

Sarah’s ragged breathing.

My heart slammed, pounding in my chest. I froze, holding my breath, terrified to make a sound. Was she having a nightmare?

Slowly, I turned my head, straining to hear past the chaos in my veins, listening into the dark.




Chapter 4: Midnight Hunger

Sarah’s muffled, rapid breaths filled the silence of the room. Not the sound of a nightmare. Rawer. More primal.

I lay still, body rigid, feigning sleep. Inside, every nerve screamed awake. By the faint glow of the bedside lamp—just enough to cast outlines—I began to move.

Slow. Inch by inch.

I turned my head on the pillow, so carefully the sheets barely rustled. My neck tightened with strain. Each second dragged like a century.

And then—I saw her.

Sarah lay on her side, back to me. The thin blanket pulled up to her hips, leaving bare her smooth back, the curve of her shoulder. In the dim light, her skin seemed to glow. Her knees drew up slightly, a posture of sleep.

But her body told a different story.

Her shoulders trembled with ragged breaths. Her back arched tight. And her right arm—slipped under the blanket, vanished between her thighs.

The fabric shifted there. A faint, rhythmic motion.

“Hhnn… mmm…”

A tiny, strangled sound escaped her lips, as though she were swallowing her moans. That mix of pleasure and torment pierced my ears like a poisoned needle.

She was touching herself.

Right beside me. In the dead of night, my wife was chasing the release I hadn’t given her.

The sight was unbearable and obscene all at once. Her caution, her desperate effort not to wake me, only made it filthier. Every caught breath, every shiver of the blanket screamed hunger—hunger I had sparked but couldn’t satisfy.

My heart pounded so hard I feared she could hear it. Anger didn’t come. Instead, a helpless ache, twisted with sick arousal.

I stayed still, unmoving, a hidden spectator to my wife’s loneliness.

Time dissolved. I couldn’t tell how long—only that her rhythm quickened. Her breathing harsher. The smothered sounds louder.

And then—

Her whole body seized. Her back arched like a bow. The blanket jerked. A choked “Ah” broke in her throat, spilling into a hiss. She shook, silent spasms wracking her frame.

Then it all collapsed.

The tension drained. Her body sagged limp, like a string cut loose. She exhaled long, trembling—a sigh of release.

Minutes later, her breaths evened. Slow. Deep. She had fallen into real sleep, finally full.

And me? I lay wide-eyed in the dark.

Disappointment settled over me, heavy and cold as a tombstone. Not in her. In myself.



The next day at work, that disappointment clung like a ghost. Sarah’s muffled moans replayed endlessly, each one a silent verdict on my failure.

On break, I poured coffee and found John leaning against the stairwell wall—our usual spot. Quiet. The hum of the vents swallowed stray sound.

He sipped, smirked. “You look wrecked, man. Wild night?”

I forced a smile. “Something like that.”

We stood in silence. I stared into my cup, steam fogging my glasses. I had to ask. I needed to know.

“Hey, John,” I said, voice tight. “Mind if I ask something… personal?”

He shrugged. “Shoot.”

I drew a breath. “It’s about your ex-wife. If you don’t mind… what really happened?”

No shock. No pain. He just exhaled, leaning back against concrete. Calm, detached.

“Rebecca? Honestly, simple. I couldn’t keep up.” His tone flat, resigned. “She had… needs. Big ones. And me? You know… I’d ‘fizzle out’ before the party started.”

A dry laugh, humorless. “I tried. Hell, I bought toys. The biggest, most expensive kind. But still plastic, right? No heat. No skin. She needed a man. Eventually… she cheated. Game over. Divorce. Classic story.”

He paused, then smiled for real. “But hey—better now. My girlfriend Chloe? Thinks I’m a porn star.” He winked. “All thanks to our little blue friend.”

His eyes sharpened, curious. “Why bring that up? Things with Sarah okay?”

I startled, waved it off. “No, no—everything’s great. Really. Just… thinking. About how marriages break.”

He studied me, too long, too sharp. Then leaned close, lowering his voice.

“Listen, man, guy to guy. Women come in types. Some happy with roses and once-a-week. Others? They’ve got fire. Real fire. And if you can’t put it out… she’ll find another firefighter. Always.”

The words sank like a blade into my deepest fear.

“It’s not about right or wrong,” he went on, voice almost kind. “I used to hate Rebecca. Not now. I get it. That hunger, gnawing, never fed? That’s hell, Adam. It drives you insane.”

He clapped my shoulder and left. “Break’s over. Catch you later.”

I stood alone, coffee cold in my hand.

John’s words weren’t an accusation. Worse—they were prophecy. Explanation. Sarah wasn’t guilty. Maybe neither was I. Just two people with mismatched needs.

And that hunger? That monster was eating our marriage alive.

So what could I do? Keep sneaking pills, breaking the promise I swore after that night? Live a lie, terrified she’d catch me, just to feel strong for a few stolen minutes? I couldn’t. I couldn’t look her in the eye with that.

Or…

A darker thought flared. If her fire was too big for me alone—why not let another “firefighter” handle it?

Sick. Humiliating. But once it formed, a face flashed in my mind. Thomas. Old, powerful. His massive cock. The weapon that had wrung screams from my wife, giving her the ecstasy I never could.

I shuddered, tried to banish it. But it was too late.

The seed was planted.




Chapter 5: Facing the Truth

In the days that followed, the seed of an idea—that someone else might help me satisfy Sarah—began to sprout. Not like a healthy tree, but like a poisonous fungus, its black roots spreading into every corner of my mind.

On the surface, things seemed normal again. Even better. We had sex nearly every night. Maybe sensing my unease, Sarah became more active than ever—seducing me with sheer nightgowns, burning kisses, filthy whispers.

But the ending was always the same.
A tragedy on repeat.

My body betrayed me. The desire to see her fulfilled, twisted with my obsession over Thomas, crushed me under unbearable pressure. Each time, I lasted only a few fleeting minutes before collapsing in a rushed climax, leaving her breath still ragged, her body still tight with hunger unspent.

And then came our new ritual.

After every failed attempt, I’d turn away, pretending to drift into heavy sleep. But I never slept. I stayed awake, every sense sharp, holding my breath, waiting.

And each night, it came.
Fifteen, twenty minutes later—the faint rustle of the blanket. Her breathing shifting, deeper, faster. The cue. Her play of loneliness beginning again.

I had become her silent audience. Watching her feed herself night after night. My shame hardened into something colder. Acceptance. Cruel and merciless.

John’s words echoed in me: “…if you can’t put out that fire, she’ll find another firefighter.”

I was a failed firefighter. And now, every night, I lay beside her, watching my house burn.

That insane thought—the one that once made me shudder—no longer seemed insane. It began to look like a solution. Logical. Terrifying.

It hollowed me. Days at work, I stared blankly at screens. Nights in bed, I listened to my wife’s solitary moans, a stranger in my own life.

It couldn’t go on. It was killing me from the inside out.

And then—Friday night. Two weeks into this silent hell.

Another failed session. Another premature collapse. The air in our bedroom thick with unspoken disappointment. Sarah turned her back, her bare shoulders like a silent verdict.

I lay staring at the ceiling, feeling the last thread in me fray. I couldn’t endure another night. Not one more.

I had to speak. Even if it destroyed everything.

I dragged in a deep breath, cold air stabbing my chest.
“Sarah…”

My voice cracked, hoarse in the silence.

She stiffened, but didn’t turn. “What is it?”

I pushed myself upright, my heart hammering. No turning back.
“We… we can’t go on like this.”

She rolled over slowly, her beautiful face glowing faintly in the lamplight, eyes heavy with exhaustion and confusion. “Like what, Adam?”

I locked eyes with her, forcing the words out like blades.
“I know,” I said, each syllable cutting me open. “I know you’re not satisfied. I know… every night, after I fall asleep… you finish yourself.”

Her face changed. Confusion gone, replaced by shock, and then a flush of shame flooding her cheeks. She opened her mouth, but nothing came.

I pressed on, voice trembling but resolute.
“And I can’t take it anymore, Sarah. I can’t stand being a failed husband.”

“No…” she cut in quickly, her tone desperate, soothing. “You’re not a failure, Adam. I feel… I feel fine.”

But I knew it was a lie. That sweet lie hurt worse than the truth.

“It is the truth, Sarah,” I said, voice cracking. “And not just now. Even before Thomas. Most of the time… I had to take pills just to keep up.”

The last curtain fell. Nothing left to hide.

Sarah trembled, this time real. Her whole body shivered, as if struck by an invisible blow. She couldn’t deny it. Her silence screamed the truth.

“I thought… maybe pills were still…” I began, reaching for the coward’s solution.

“NO!”

Sarah cried out, bolting upright, clutching my hand. “No, Adam! Don’t you dare! Do you even know what that stuff is? It’s dangerous, unregulated! What if something happens to you? We can’t—I can’t risk your life just for my pleasure. I won’t allow it!”

Her eyes brimmed, voice trembling with raw worry. The sincerity in it made me feel even smaller.

We sat in silence. Only my ragged breathing and her muffled sobs.

Finally, I whispered, voice shaking:
“If that’s the case… then there’s only one way left.”

Sarah looked up, eyes wet, searching mine, full of fear, asking without words: What way?

I held her gaze, letting the silence crush the air between us.

And then I heard my own voice say the thing I never believed I could:
“Another man… to help me… satisfy you?”




Chapter 6: The Naked Proposal

The air in the room turned solid. My words hung there between us—naked, obscene, undeniable.

Sarah stared, her eyes wide, shock bleeding into disbelief.
“You… you’re joking, right?” Her voice cracked. “This isn’t something to joke about, Adam.”

“No.” My tone had never been more raw, more serious. “I’m not joking. I mean it.”

I held her gaze, letting her see the desperation, the cruel truth in my eyes. Slowly, her face hardened. Her hands clenched the sheets, trembling. She drew a long breath, steadying herself, then spoke—slow, careful, tasting the poison of each word.

“Then tell me…” Her voice dripped with icy sarcasm, anger simmering. “Who gets that honor? Who helps you… satisfy me?”

I didn’t answer.

Instead, I turned my head. Toward the wall we shared with the guest room. His room.

One glance. Heavier than a thousand words.

Sarah froze. Her body shook, her throat caught. “You… you…” Her face drained white with horror.

“I know it’s insane,” I whispered, voice breaking, almost begging. “I know, Sarah. But I can’t escape it. The way you screamed under him… the way your face lit up with pleasure… it haunts me. Every second. Every minute.”

I stepped closer, obsession spilling out of me. “All week I’ve tried to forget. I can’t. It feels more real than reality. I see you, hear you… and it tortures me, but it also—also makes me…”

I couldn’t finish. How could I explain that the humiliation itself turned me on more than anything else?

Sarah gasped, her face shifting—pale shame melting into flushed anger, then into something else. Something nameless. She collapsed onto the bed, burying her face in her hands, her world crumbling.

I knelt before her, gently prying one trembling hand into mine.

She looked up, startled, her eyes wet. No longer furious. No longer shocked. Just trembling, as if afraid of her own thoughts.

And then I asked the one question that would decide everything.

“Be honest with me, Sarah…” My voice a whisper, eyes locked on hers. “…do you want Thomas’s cock?”



The next day was torture.

I drifted through the office like a ghost. Keystrokes, phones, meaningless chatter—all distant noise. My mind replayed only Sarah’s silence.

She hadn’t answered. After my question, she had pulled her hand away, turned her back, and said nothing. Not until morning. The silence was worse than rejection. An unfinished sentence. Not a no. Not a yes.

It drove me mad.

I sat at my desk, staring at charts I couldn’t read. My temples throbbed. I rubbed them, sighing.

Then—my phone buzzed.

A sharp ding, dry as a gunshot.

A message. From Sarah.

My pulse stopped. My hand shook as I unlocked the screen, sweat slick on my brow.

Her words appeared.
“Your proposal last night… does it still stand?”

Heat roared through me. My blood surged, my ears rang. This was her answer.

I typed back without thinking, hands trembling.
“Absolutely…”

Send.

Then silence. One minute. Five. Waiting was worse than her silence the night before.

Ten minutes later—ding.

This time it was more than words.

It was a picture.

Sarah, in our bedroom mirror. Still in loungewear. But not the same.

A thin white tee clung like skin, stretched across her breasts, nipples dark and hard, pressing against fabric. Gray shorts pulled high, obscenely high, barely covering her mound, leaving her ass nearly bare—like panties masquerading as clothes.

I knew that outfit. The first time she’d worn it, months after our wedding, I’d thrown her onto the living room floor, fucked her wild.

And now, paired with it, came her message—burning like fire:
“Thomas is home. He’s watching TV. I’ll head downstairs to do chores.”

I shook, my whole body convulsing with a savage rush. My cock strained, aching hard enough to tear fabric.

The play… was about to begin.




Chapter 7: Silent Evidence

The whole day at the office was torment. But different now. Not the torment of shame and impotence I’d carried in the morning—this was something else. A darker hunger. The diseased craving to know.

After Sarah’s provocative picture and message, silence followed. My phone lay on the desk like dead weight. I almost texted back, but what would I say? All I could do was wait—for another message, another hint.

But nothing came. Just silence.

It was torture. A cruel tease, feeding my imagination until it spiraled into the blackest places. She was playing with me. She knew I was suffering, waiting—and she enjoyed it.

When the day finally ended, I bolted out of the office like a fugitive.
“Hey Adam, a drink?” John called after me.
“Can’t. Busy.” I didn’t even turn, stabbing the elevator button. I couldn’t waste a second. I had to get home.

On the drive, a thought struck—cold, calculated. I didn’t just want to know. I wanted to see.

I stopped at a small electronics shop. Fifteen minutes later, a micro-camera burned a hole in my pocket. A line had been crossed. From husband, I was becoming voyeur in my own house.

When I walked in, my heart pounded. But the house was quiet, ordinary. Dinner scents drifted from the kitchen. Sarah was cooking.

No Thomas in sight. Likely upstairs.

Sarah still wore the same outfit from the picture. The thin white tee hugging her curves, the gray shorts obscene in their brevity. She faced the stove, hips swaying gently to some private rhythm.

I rushed up, wrapping my arms around her from behind, burying my face in her shampooed hair.

She gasped softly, but didn’t resist. Her body melted into mine, warm and pliant. My hand wandered down her waist.

The outfit was just as provocative as I’d remembered. My palm cupped her round ass, soft through thin fabric. My fingers slid under the waistband.

And I felt it.

Nothing. Bare skin.

No panties.

My pulse spiked, breath quickening. I probed further, fingers sliding along her cleft, until I found it—hot, slick, swollen.

Proof.

She was soaked. Not damp with teasing arousal. Drenched. Flooded. Wet like after a storm. Not from a text. From something else.

The thought froze me. Confirmation and corruption all at once.

My fingers lingered, testing. Her juices slick, thin, clear—no sticky trace of semen.

Greed overtook me. My thumb found her clit, rubbing through the thin shorts.
“Mmm… let me… let me cook…” Sarah’s voice trembled, her body shivering as she leaned back into me. Weak resistance, more invitation than denial.

I didn’t stop. I grew bolder. My other hand slid under her shirt, seizing her breast, squeezing hard.
“Ah…” she whimpered, collapsing against the counter.

My mind exploded. Had Thomas touched her like this? Explored her body when I wasn’t home? The thought didn’t sicken me—it drove me harder. It made me want to punish her, to claim her body with raw force.

Like an invader, I plunged a finger deep inside her slick heat, while the other hand ravaged her breast.

“Unhh…!” Sarah cried out, gripping the counter, struggling to hold herself upright. Her moan broke, half pain, half pleasure. Her inner walls clamped down on my finger, pulling, devouring.

I relished her body, the illicit thrill of punishing my own wife.

“Khff—khff!”

A sudden cough shattered the moment.

I whipped my head around.

Thomas stood there. At the fridge. A glass of water in hand. He must have come down for a drink—only to stumble onto us. Shock had made him choke, coughing raggedly.

Slowly, deliberately, I pulled my finger free from Sarah’s shorts. Wet. Shiny. I made sure he saw.

“Evening, Professor,” I said, my voice disturbingly calm. “Home all day, huh?”

Thomas flushed crimson, eyes darting, panicked. “Y-yes… yes,” he stammered, setting the glass down too fast.

But I’d seen it. Past the fluster, in that split-second his eyes slid over Sarah’s body—there it was. A spark. Excitement. Hunger.

It only fueled me. Fed the demon inside me that screamed for more.

I needed to know. Exactly what had happened between them today.

But outwardly, I only smiled. Calm. Innocent. Pretending nothing at all was wrong.




Chapter 8: The Reversal

Dinner that night was unnervingly strange. On the surface, everything looked normal. Sarah had roasted garlic-herb chicken with buttery mashed potatoes and grilled asparagus. We chatted about my office, Thomas’s lecture, even the weather.

But under that veneer, tension pulsed.

When Sarah bent for more sauce, I caught Thomas’s eyes fixed on the curve of cleavage peeking from her blouse. Too long. When she laughed, his gaze lingered on her lips.

He excused himself quickly after, retreating upstairs, leaving Sarah and me in a silence too heavy to name.

I couldn’t stand it. Curiosity and diseased desire clawed at me. I attacked the cleanup like a man possessed.
“Let me help,” I muttered, snatching plates.

Sarah gave me a curious glance at my sudden eagerness, but said nothing. She only shrugged and began wiping the table. We worked quickly, wordless. I wasn’t cleaning—I was racing. Racing toward the truth.

When the last dish clinked onto the rack, I turned—and saw her.

Sarah leaned against the counter, arms folded, watching me. A slow, teasing smile curved her lips. Knowing. Provocative.

She knew. She knew exactly why I was rushing.

That smile was my signal.

I said nothing. Just walked to the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, waiting.

Water from the bathroom hissed like a ticking bomb, counting down to revelation.

Finally—it stopped.

The door opened. Sarah stepped in, wrapped in a white towel, wet hair dripping down her shoulders. Steam curled around her flushed skin, glowing in the lamplight. She looked innocent, pure.

But I knew better.

The animal inside me snapped free. The second she crossed the threshold, I lunged, yanking her into my arms.

“Ah!” she gasped, startled.

I gave her no time. One hand locked around her waist, the other ripped loose the knot of her towel. The fabric fell in a whisper, puddling at her feet.

Her naked body gleamed, drops clinging like diamonds. Her breasts rose and fell, trembling with each breath.

I pinned her against the wall, skin to skin, my voice rough and accusing.
“Today,” I ground out. “You and Thomas. What happened?”

I waited for shame. For denial. For some feeble excuse.

But I was wrong.

Sarah didn’t flinch. The shy mask from dinner evaporated. Slowly, she lifted her chin, locking eyes with me—fearless.

A smile unfurled. Slow. Dangerous. Powerful.

“My love…” her voice sweet as honey, sharp as a blade. “You’re that desperate to know?”

She stood there, naked, hair dripping into her cleavage, meeting my aggression with chilling calm.

And in that instant, I understood. The roles had flipped.




Chapter 9: The Devil’s Confession

A wave of power rippled in Sarah’s eyes. She was no longer the gentle wife, no longer victim of circumstance. She was a director—and I, her only audience.

Her hand slipped inside my pants without hesitation. Soft, warm fingers traced over the thin fabric, then wrapped around my cock—already hard, throbbing, painfully erect.

“You want to know?” she whispered, her hot breath in my ear. Her hand stroked me slow, deliberate, expert—every movement a promise. “Then I’ll tell you.”

I held my breath. My body locked tight, every sense riveted to her touch, to her hypnotic voice.

“This morning… after I sent you that picture,” she began. “Thomas was in the living room, watching TV. And me… I was mopping the floor right there.”

Her tone lured me like a siren, drawing me deeper into the trap. Her hand squeezed, forcing a groan from me.

“You know what, Adam? He couldn’t watch TV. He couldn’t look away from me.” She chuckled, smug, triumphant. “All it took was me, bending down under the table.”

I gasped, vision flooding with the scene—Thomas frozen on the sofa, pretending to watch the screen. And Sarah, my wife, right beside him, ass up in those shorts that barely qualified as clothing. No panties. When she bent, he must’ve seen everything. The cleft, the lips parting.

Her voice pulled me back, cutting through the filthy storm in my head.

“I saw him squirming in his seat,” she went on, still stroking me. “Then he grabbed a book and set it on his lap.”

“Poor man…” I muttered, a strange mix of pity and savage arousal burning me.

Sarah laughed lightly, cruelly. “Exactly. Poor man. Forced to sit there, pretending to read, while his eyes clung to my ass.”

She paused, letting the words sink in, poisoning me deeper.

“Then I turned around,” she continued, eyes glinting. “I dropped the rag—on purpose. Bent over to pick it up, right in front of him.”

I pictured Thomas’s face—flushed, trembling with shame and desire.

“But I figured that was enough,” Sarah said with mock regret. “Didn’t want him to have a stroke, so I stopped there.”

Disappointment stabbed me, sharp and sudden. Just that? I had imagined him losing control, lunging at her—

She caught the look in my eyes. Smiled. Darker this time. Dangerous.

“But that was only the morning, darling.” She leaned closer, lips brushing mine. “That afternoon, I discovered a secret…”

Her eyes sparkled, wicked, taunting.
“…do you want to hear it?”

“Yes.” The word tore from me instantly, no hesitation. My voice was ragged with hunger. I had to know.

Her smile was pure victory. She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she let go of my cock. Her hand slid away, leaving me aching, hollow.

She stepped back.

In the yellow glow of the bedroom lamp, she stood naked. Slowly, she spread her legs, leaning back on the dresser behind her. A goddess of temptation. A living statue of lust, baring everything for me.

“Lick me,” she commanded. Her voice no longer a whisper, but a sweet, merciless order. “Please me… and I’ll tell you more.”

My eyes locked between her thighs. Pink folds glistened like a carnivorous flower. Her pubic hair, neatly trimmed into a triangle, framed her dripping core.

My reason shattered.

I lunged. Not as husband—but as starving beast. Dropping to my knees on the cold floor, I buried my face between her legs, devouring her. My tongue explored, greedy, savoring her salty-sweet taste.

“Mmm… yes… right there…” Sarah moaned, one hand threading through my hair, guiding me, controlling me.

Between moans, her voice broke through, trembling, confessional.
“This afternoon… I was doing laundry,” she panted, her body shuddering as my tongue found her swollen clit. “I went to the bathroom… to grab the panties I left hanging there yesterday…”

Panties? My mind clung to the word while my mouth worked.

“You know what, Adam…” Her voice faltered with pleasure. “They were… drenched… and smelled of cum.”

I froze for a second. My whole body shook. I looked up at her—but her hand forced me down again.

“Those panties,” she gasped, hips grinding against my mouth. “I wore them all day yesterday. When I left them there, they were clean, dry. I’m sure of it.”

And then I understood.

“You see what that means, Adam?” she whispered, voice wicked with lust. “He… used my panties… to jerk off.”

A jolt like electricity shot through me. Desire and humiliation exploded, savage, unbearable. The image seared me: Thomas, my professor, clutching my wife’s lace underwear, stroking himself in sick, lonely ecstasy. My cock throbbed, ready to burst.

Sarah’s body convulsed too. Her thighs squeezed my head, her hand pressed harder, her hips rocking into my face. She was close.

I sucked her clit hard, giving her everything. Then pulled back, breathless, lifting my head. My words cut like blades.

“You… you left them there on purpose?”

Sarah blinked, caught off guard. Her eyes still hazy with orgasm, but glinting with cunning.

Then—she smiled. A smile that confessed everything.

“You guessed right.”




Chapter 10: The Aphrodisiac

“You guessed right.”

Her admission. That sly smile. It was the spark—and I was the powder keg, packed too tight for too long.

I couldn’t hold back.

A growl tore from my throat, the sound of a beast set free. I lunged, shoving Sarah flat onto the bed. The mattress sank under her weight.

I didn’t kiss her. Didn’t caress her. I only wanted to take her. Now.

Kneeling between her thighs, I gripped my cock, swollen and aching.

Her pussy glistened before me, slick and swollen—a mix of my spit and her juices. The sight hypnotized me.

No more prep. No more pause. I drove in hard.

She welcomed me, wet heat clutching me, swallowing me whole.

“Aahhh…” Sarah moaned, a long cry of pleasure. She didn’t resist. She spread wider, clutching the sheets, bracing for the storm.

“Yes… fuck me, Adam…” she rasped, her voice thick with need.

Her invitation. Her shamelessness. That was the strongest aphrodisiac I’d ever known—stronger than any blue pill I had ever relied on.

I began to thrust. At first slow, deep, savoring the way her walls clenched me. But I couldn’t hold that rhythm. The demon inside me screamed. I sped up—harder, faster, rougher.

The room filled with raw sounds. Skin slapping. My ragged breath. Sarah’s moans spilling free.

“Ahh—harder, Adam!”

This wasn’t performance. Not pity moans to soothe me. These were real—tearing from deep in her chest, wild and uncontrollable, proof of the pleasure ripping through her. She wasn’t just enduring me—she was swept away, drowning in the storm she’d unleashed.

A dark thought struck. I leaned down, growling in her ear mid-thrust.
“You’re screaming so loud… aren’t you afraid Thomas will hear?”

Sarah’s eyes snapped open. Even in ecstasy, her gaze burned sharp, knowing. She read my mind. She knew what I wanted.

Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Isn’t that what you want?”

I didn’t answer with words.

I answered with force.

I slammed into her, burying myself to the hilt. Sarah arched like a bow, back lifting from the bed, a scream of bliss choking in her throat.

That was my answer. That was her permission.

We spiraled into madness. Neither of us caring who heard. Thomas’s presence in the next room wasn’t fear anymore—it was fuel. It was fire driving us higher.

I fucked her like a man possessed. And she met me stroke for stroke, her passion as wild as mine. Until at last, a violent tremor racked me. I roared, spilling everything—rage, hunger, madness—deep inside her.

I collapsed on top of her, drenched in sweat, lungs burning. It had been so long since I’d fucked like this. But another thought cut in, sharp and undeniable.

I’d done it. I’d lasted. Far longer than usual. I’d been strong, relentless, making her scream. As if… as if I’d taken the blue pill again.

Propping myself up, I looked down at her. Sarah stared back, face flushed, chest heaving, eyes wide with shock. She’d seen it too. Tonight, I was different.

My pill wasn’t a capsule anymore. My pill was my wife’s shamelessness.




Chapter 11: The Opening Act

Our naked bodies tangled in the twisted sheets, the air heavy with sweat and sex. For the first time in a week of hell, the silence between us wasn’t a weapon. It was intimacy—thick, suffocating, exhilarating.

Her head rested on my chest, soft strands of hair brushing my chin. My arm circled her bare back, fingers sketching aimless patterns on her skin. The storm had passed, leaving a strange, thrilling calm.

“Sarah,” I rasped.

“Mmm?” she murmured, half-asleep.

I hesitated, the words dangerous even in my own mind. “Later… I’ll set up some cameras.”

Her body stiffened slightly in my arms. “In the living room. The kitchen. A few other places.”

She didn’t pull away. She stayed quiet, letting the words sink in. Then, slowly, she lifted her head, eyes searching mine in the dim light. A flush crept up her neck, coloring her cheeks. She knew exactly what I meant. And she nodded.

That silent consent jolted through me like electricity. We were on the same side.

“I want to see more,” I confessed. The words fell from me like a curse. Not a suggestion. A declaration of the twisted need consuming me.

A sly smile spread across her swollen lips, wicked and beautiful.
“Pervert,” she whispered.

A laugh burst from my chest. She joined me, light and musical. Not laughter at a joke—laughter at the absurdity, the filth, the freedom. We held each other, our laughter fading into the dark as sleep claimed us.

For the first time since that night, I slept deeply. Dreamless. At peace.

When I woke, the bed was empty, sunlight stabbing through the blinds. My muscles ached in that delicious way, my head heavy with exhaustion. 9:15. Thank God it was Saturday. I could afford to be lazy.

Memories of last night flooded back. After Sarah drifted off, warm and satisfied beside me, I’d slipped out of bed. Driven by manic energy, I’d spent hours like a spy in my own home—installing the micro-cameras I’d bought, hiding them in smoke detectors and charger blocks that looked completely harmless.

Now, anticipation buzzed inside me. I grabbed my phone, heart pounding. Time to see the results.

I opened the app, thumb hovering over Living Room. I tapped.

The screen lit up—and adrenaline shot straight to my cock.

Thomas sat on the sofa, a book open on his lap, a steaming cup of coffee beside him. A moment later, Sarah entered frame, carrying a plate of pastries. She set it on the table in front of him.

She wore one of my old t-shirts. Nothing else. The thin cotton clung to her breasts, the hem barely covering the tops of her thighs.

“Good morning, Professor,” she chimed, bright and cheerful.

Thomas looked up—his eyes locked instantly on her bare legs. “Morning, Sarah. Adam’s still asleep?”

A sly smile curved her lips. “Yes,” she said, her tone laced with mischief. “He… overdid it last night.”

Thomas flushed, staring down at his book. But he wasn’t reading a single word.

And then Sarah staged her scene perfectly. As she turned to leave, she let out a soft, “Oops, clumsy me.”

A pastry had “accidentally” slipped to the floor.

She bent to pick it up. Not crouching. Folding at the hips. Legs straight. Her ass pointing squarely at him.

The shirt rode high—too high. I stopped breathing.

The fabric lifted to her waist, baring everything. Her ass, round and pale and perfect. The cleft guiding the eye deeper. And yes—no panties. Between those soft cheeks, the pink folds of her sex gleamed, shamelessly exposed.

On-screen, Thomas froze. The cup of coffee stalled halfway to his lips. His eyes locked on the sight, unblinking.

The scene burned through me. Her brazenness. His hunger. My blood boiled.

Then, slowly, savoring the attention, Sarah straightened. The shirt slid down, hiding her sin again—leaving only her bare legs as proof of what he’d just seen.

Thomas swallowed hard. The sound echoed in the silence. His hand trembled as he clutched his cup.

My arousal spiked. I couldn’t just watch this on a screen. The animal in me screamed to be there—to witness it live, in the front row.

I leapt from bed, still hard, and rushed to the bathroom. A hasty rinse, nothing more. I had to get downstairs.

When I came down, Thomas was still on the sofa, pretending to read. His coffee sat nearly untouched. From the kitchen, water ran—Sarah cleaning up.

“Morning, Professor,” I said, as casually as if I’d just woken, innocent to it all.

Thomas jerked, head snapping up. Guilt flooded his face, panic of a man caught.
“Ah… g-good morning, Adam. Sleep well?”

“Like a baby,” I said, pouring myself coffee.

I knew the truth behind his fluster. I kept it locked inside, a secret grin curling in my chest.

This play… was already more thrilling than I’d ever imagined.




Chapter 12: A Show for Two

Sarah came in again, carrying a plate of warm, buttery croissants, the scent filling the room.
“Good morning, love,” she said, setting it on the table.

“Morning,” I replied, and when she looked up, I gave her a quick wink. Our secret signal. I saw everything.

A sly, victorious smile curved her lips. She understood.

And then—she did something I never could have imagined.

“Oh no!” she cried, this time with a hint of theater. Another croissant rolled off the plate, landing squarely on the rug in front of Thomas’s sofa.

She turned, feigning regret.
And slowly—deliberately cruel—she bent down again.

But this time, she angled herself so both Thomas and I had the perfect view. The t-shirt rode up once more, baring her ass in all its naked glory for two men at once.

Her audacity stunned me. Beyond my filthiest fantasies. And God, it was intoxicating. My cock throbbed, aching to burst through my pants. I stood there, coffee in hand, playing the clueless husband, while devouring every shameless detail of the show my wife put on.

And Thomas… this time, he didn’t look flustered.

When she bent forward, I saw the shift in his eyes. Shock fading into realization. He knew. He saw her ass, her pussy spread open for him—and then he flicked a glance at me.

He understood. This wasn’t accident. This was theater. My wife was taunting us both. And that recognition didn’t make him turn away—it was permission. I saw him swallow hard, a dark, hungry gleam lighting in his eyes.

Sarah straightened, picked up the pastry, and flashed an innocent smile before slipping back into the kitchen. The silence that followed was heavy, charged.

I picked up a croissant, bit into it, and sipped my coffee. Casually, I turned to Thomas.
“She’s beautiful, isn’t she, Professor?”

He jolted, staring at me blankly, then after a beat, managed a thin, awkward smile and nodded.

I pushed harder. “And her pussy… what do you think?”

“Wh-what?” he stammered, pretending not to understand.

I didn’t let him dodge. I held his eyes, my voice blunt, filthy.
“Her pussy.”

“Pfft!”

Coffee sprayed from his mouth. He coughed, choking, face flaming red.

I walked over calmly, offering a napkin. “You all right, Professor?”

He snatched it, wiping the mess from his shirt and table, struggling to catch his breath. Finally, when he could speak again, he didn’t look at me—he stared into his cup, thinking.

Then, hoarse, he muttered:
“Beautiful.”

I nodded, satisfied, and just then Sarah breezed past with a laundry basket.
“What’s got you two so lively?” she teased.

Thomas flinched, fumbling with the stains still on his shirt.

I put on my most innocent smile.
“Nothing, sweetheart. Professor was just saying how beautiful you look today.”

Sarah paused, turned her gaze on him. Her voice slow, sweet, dripping with suggestion.
“Was he now? Thank you, Professor.”

Then she walked off, leaving him crimson, undone.

I lingered, keeping up the mask of normalcy. I steered the talk back to safe ground—his students, his research, the university grind. He recovered some composure, answering like the seasoned lecturer he was.

But it was all surface. Just a thin layer over the fire burning beneath.

After ten minutes, I stood.
“Well… wonder what our muse is up to,” I said, voice heavy with meaning. “I’ll go check.”

I left him alone with his thoughts and stepped into the backyard.

As I expected—Sarah was there, by the clothesline. Hanging her lingerie out to dry. Still in only that t-shirt.

Each time she bent to the basket, her ass tilted high, flaunting itself in the morning sun. The cotton clung to her cleft, leaving nothing to imagination.

I couldn’t hold back. The next time she bent over, I stepped up behind her, hand wide open.

Smack!

The sharp crack filled the yard, my palm stinging from the impact against her perfect ass.

Sarah jolted upright, spinning, one hand rubbing the reddening cheek. Her eyes widened—not in anger, but in playful shock.

“You’re such a bad girl, Sarah,” I said, a wicked grin spreading across my face.




Chapter 13: Punishment in the Yard

My hand lingered on her ass after that sharp smack. The heat, the softness—it spread across my palm, intoxicating. Then, like a snake, my fingers slid lower, tracing the curve of her ass until they slipped between her thighs.

I found it.
The wetness.

This wasn’t just for me—Sarah was burning too. The morning’s little show had lit her on fire. Out here, under the bright morning sun, I hooked two fingers into her pussy. Slick. Swollen. Hot.

“Mmm…”
A soft moan spilled from her lips. She didn’t push me away. She stayed bent over, ass arched high—a silent invitation. That single act was enough to drive me insane.

“Adam… please… let me finish the laundry,” she whispered, her voice trembling between weak refusal and shameless invitation.

“You filthy little slut,” I growled into her ear. “Flaunting yourself for my professor.”

A teasing laugh slipped from her throat. “Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Damn right,” I snarled. “But you need to be punished for it.”

My fingers pushed deeper, curling, making her legs tremble. She quivered so hard I thought she might collapse. Then I yanked my hand away.

Before she could catch her breath, I scooped her up and slammed her against the brick wall. One hand locked tight on her waist, the other yanked her ass back, forcing her to arch shamelessly.

I shoved her shirt up to her lower back, baring that pale ass completely. Then I shoved my shorts down, gripped my cock—thick, painfully hard—and dragged the head across her soaked slit.

“Christ… so hot…” I groaned, shuddering at the heat of her flesh.

Sarah gasped, the thrill obvious in her voice. “Hurry… Adam… Thomas will see…”

“Let him,” I snarled, nudging inside. “Let him see how filthy you are.”

With a brutal thrust, I drove deep.

Sarah screamed, her voice cutting sharp through the open air.

What I didn’t know then—what I would only learn later when I checked the cameras—was that Thomas was watching. From behind the kitchen window. His eyes glued to us, his hand stroking his cock, the old bastard unable to stop himself.

But in that moment, all I knew was the savage pleasure ripping through me. I fucked her like a beast, each thrust a claim, each moan a demand for Thomas to hear. I wanted her to scream for him.

Then, out of nowhere—a new sound.
The buzz of a lawnmower.

We froze. I glanced over the fence. Robert, the old neighbor, was pushing his mower across his yard. The wooden fence was high, but not high enough to hide us pressed against this wall. His back was turned, focused on his grass.

I looked back at Sarah. Her eyes wide—fear and excitement colliding. Her pussy clenched tight around me, spasming with raw instinct. The danger was making her come undone.

That thought was nitroglycerin. The risk only made me harder. I started slamming into her again, harder, rougher. Sarah bit her lip, trying to choke back her cries, her body shaking as she struggled to contain it.

The mower sputtered out and fell silent.

Robert turned—and he saw us.

His old eyes went wide, his whole body freezing in shock. Then, without a word, he spun on his heel and hurried back into the house.

Sarah shuddered in my arms, her breath ragged. The drop-off hit her like a crash—the wave cut short right at its crest. She looked at me, eyes dazed and trembling, left stranded halfway.

We almost broke apart… until minutes later, the back door creaked again.

Robert stepped out once more. This time there was no startle, no retreat. His gaze locked on my wife’s naked body, hypnotized, desperate, hungry.

And in that instant, Sarah convulsed violently around me. I felt her pussy clamp down, hard, each spasm screaming her release—not just for me, but for that stare. For the fact she was being seen.

I understood. I saw the truth in her: the hidden hunger—to be watched, to be exposed.

A growl tore out of my chest. I gripped her waist and yanked her tee all the way up to her throat. Her tits spilled free, full and quivering in the morning air. Nothing left to hide. I offered her body up to Robert’s stare—thank you, sacrifice, and reward all at once.

“Oh God!” Sarah screamed, her whole body trembling, pussy strangling me in merciless pulses. She came hard, shattering right in front of another man’s eyes.

And that was it—I lost it. Watching my wife climax in absolute exposure, writhing for him as much as for me, ripped me apart. My orgasm hit like a wrecking ball, brutal, unstoppable. I roared, spilling deep inside her as Robert stood there, spellbound, his eyes devouring every obscene detail.

We broke apart together, feral, lost in that perfect moment of raw, shameless exhibition.




Chapter 14: The Hidden Audience

After lunch, we sprawled across the bed, the bedroom still thick with the musk of our wild morning.

“That was insane,” Sarah murmured, half-scolding, though her eyes glittered with laughter. She burrowed deeper against my chest.

“It was perfect,” I said, tightening my arm around her.

“How am I ever supposed to face Robert again?” she groaned, though I knew she didn’t regret a thing.

“Don’t worry, baby,” I chuckled. “The man loved it. You shouldn’t be stingy with that body of yours.”

She didn’t reply, just lifted her face—glistening, complicit. She rolled onto her stomach, baring the pale curve of her back, her ass still faintly flushed from my hand.

“At lunch,” she said casually, “I noticed Thomas acting… strange. Did you check the cameras? While we were outside—what was he doing?”

A shiver ran through me. I’d wondered the same thing. Before I’d gone out to find Sarah, I’d even said loud enough: “Wonder what our little muse is up to. I’ll go check on her.” It was bait. Had Thomas heard?

“Let’s find out.” I reached for my phone.

I rewound the kitchen feed, the one with a view straight out to the backyard.

At first, nothing. Then—Thomas’s shadow. He stood at the window, a glass of water in hand, eyes locked on what was happening outside. He never drank. He just stared.

Then came the moment I smacked Sarah’s ass, pinning her to the wall. Thomas’s body stiffened. He set his glass down—and his hand disappeared beneath his belt.

Frozen. Statue-still. Except for the frantic pumping of that hand.

Sarah buried her face in a pillow with a muffled squeal, cheeks blazing red. I nearly laughed aloud.

“Pitiful, isn’t he?” I whispered, savoring the cruel pity.

Her eyes lifted, dangerous, sparkling. “So… do you want me to help him?”

“If that’s what you want,” I said evenly.

On-screen, when Thomas pulled his hand free, the bulge in his pants was unmistakable. Huge. A weapon Sarah knew well. One she still remembered. One she maybe still craved.

I didn’t press further. I’d opened the door. Whether she walked through—it had to be her choice.

Exhaustion dragged me under, and I drifted off.

When I woke, afternoon light painted the room gold. Three o’clock. Sarah was gone.

My first instinct was to go look. Then I remembered—I didn’t need to. I had eyes everywhere.

I snatched my phone, adrenaline flaring. Camera after camera. Kitchen, empty. Backyard, empty. Then—living room.

Two figures. Clear as day. My heart slammed.

Zoom.

Sarah on the yoga mat. This time in a black sports bralette, her tits straining against the fabric, and paper-thin black leggings clinging to her curves.

And Thomas—right behind her.

I rewound. I had to see it all.

Sarah on all fours, ass high, in Downward Dog. Leggings stretched to breaking, her pussy lips carved in sharp relief, a blatant camel toe glistening through the fabric. Sweat dripped from her neck into the valley of her cleavage.

Thomas’s hands gripped her waist, “adjusting” her posture. But his cock—tenting his trousers, rock-hard. He wasn’t even pretending.

“Mmm… higher, Sarah… keep your back straight,” his voice trembled.

“Okay…” she panted, pushing her hips up higher—pressing her ass harder against his bulge.

I burned watching. Sarah wasn’t correcting. She was grinding.

Thomas tipped his head back, gasping. Even that was enough to make him shake.

I couldn’t stay upstairs. I had to see. I crept down the hall, crouching behind the wall at the edge of the living room. From here, every detail was crystal clear.

Sarah’s leggings clung tighter, wetter. She wasn’t wearing panties. A dark patch spread between her thighs, soaking through.

Thomas trembled. She lowered slowly, lying flat, breathless. Disappointment flashed across his face.

“My arms are tired,” she whispered. “I need another position.”

He steadied. “Sure… what do you want to try?”

On her hands and knees again. Cat-Cow. Back arching, dropping, ass skyward, throat bared. An easy pose—no “help” required.

But Thomas stepped in anyway. His hand slid from her waist down… pressing over her mound. The damp fabric dipped under his fingers.

“Mmm…” Sarah moaned.

“You okay?” he asked, voice breaking.

“Don’t stop… press harder…”

That broke him. The professor, the scholar—gone. Just a man undone. He pushed, kneading her cunt through the soaked leggings, then fumbled his zipper. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, obscene.

Sarah shoved her ass back, grinding straight onto him.

And they moved. Slow. Deliberate. Rubbing. Grinding. Moaning low, trying to keep quiet, but their voices betrayed them.




Chapter 15: The Interruption

I trembled behind the wall, watching their raw prelude. Every muscle in me locked tight. I knew—they were one step away from the line. Desire already burned hot between them; one spark and it would all ignite.

But I couldn’t let it happen. Not yet.

An idea struck.

I inhaled deep, smothering my own fire, and slipped back upstairs. Then I came down again—this time, no sneaking.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

I stomped each stair hard, loud enough to make the house shake.

When I appeared in the living room doorway, the scene had been scrubbed clean—as if by magic.

Thomas sat stiff on the sofa, clutching a throw pillow over his lap, desperate to hide the obvious. Sarah was still on the yoga mat, but now bent in some innocent pose. Only the dark, wet patch soaking her leggings betrayed her.

I rubbed my eyes, yawning wide. “Oh… afternoon, everyone,” I mumbled, feigning drowsy. “Guess I overslept.”

“A-Adam!” Thomas stammered, pretending calm. “You’re… you’re awake.”

Sarah turned, asking lightly, “Sleep well?” But her eyes burned at me—anger, sharp and clear. She knew. She knew I’d sabotaged it.

I met her gaze with a sly smile. Yes, I ruined it, darling. My turn to tease.

“How about we do a little dinner party tonight?” I said suddenly, cutting through the awkward air. “Celebrate the weekend.”

Sarah studied me a long moment. Then the anger softened, replaced by understanding. A knowing spark. “Sure,” she said, lips curving in a secret smile.

Thomas’s face, though, sagged with regret. He’d been so close—so close to paradise. But at the mention of a “party,” he had no excuse to refuse.



Preparation was quick. No fancy cooking—we ordered Sarah’s favorite Italian, while I uncorked a bottle of red I’d been saving for something special. Maybe this was that night.

By evening, the house glowed warm under soft light. Thomas and I set the table together, filling the air with harmless chatter: literature, new science breakthroughs, anything but what pulsed beneath. Tension seemed to dissolve.

Then Sarah appeared.

She came down the stairs slow, deliberate. Conversation died. Both our heads turned at once—two pairs of eyes, one young and starved, one old and ravenous, locked on her.

Sarah wore red. A silk slip dress that clung like paint, but it was the cut that stole our breath. The neckline plunged dangerously, almost to her navel, her cleavage spilling ripe and heavy. And the skirt—slashed high at the hip, teasing bare skin up to where no fabric should stop. With each step, the slit whispered aside, flashing smooth, shaven flesh beneath.

I knew this dress. We’d bought it for a company holiday party. That night, she’d turned every head in the room. Even John, my best friend, later confessed my wife had looked like a goddess.

Back then, my feelings had been simple—pride, mixed with the sting of jealousy.

Now?

Now it was different.

When Sarah descended, every flick of Thomas’s eyes, every flash of her body—it didn’t make me jealous anymore. The more he craved, the more she flaunted, the harder my blood surged. A feverish, sick thrill pumped hot in my veins.




Chapter 16: A Candlelit Confession

The dinner itself felt civilized enough—dishes plated neatly, candlelight flickering across crystal glasses, soft jazz curling into every corner of the room. But that cozy glow was only a cover. The true centerpiece of the night—the axis around which every glance, every thought revolved—was Sarah.

She was a flame in red, consuming every ounce of attention. The way she poured the wine with a tilt of her wrist, the way she threw her head back to laugh and expose that elegant throat, the way her dress whispered across her thighs whenever she crossed her legs—each detail was a performance, magnetic and deliberate.

After a few glasses of wine, Thomas’s face was flushed. Mine too. The buzz loosened something in me, erasing the last barriers of restraint.

“Professor,” I began, my voice low after a sip of wine, “would you mind if I asked something… personal? I don’t know why, but tonight… I keep thinking about the past.”

Thomas didn’t flinch. He only set his glass down, staring into the flame. The memory hit me before he even spoke—the year he’d vanished from class, the rumors of divorce, the way he’d returned hollowed out, aged a decade overnight. I had never dared to ask. But tonight, when the boundaries between us had thinned, curiosity pushed forward.

He sighed, then turned to me with a weary smile, almost serene. “It’s all right, Adam. It’s been a long time.”

He swirled his glass. “You want to know why my marriage ended, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“It was my fault,” he said, his voice steady, without hesitation. “I… I cheated. With my teaching assistant. And my wife found out.”

The blunt confession stunned both me and Sarah. For a man who’d always seemed so dignified, so untouchable, it was almost unthinkable. But maybe it had carved into him for so long that to admit it now was relief.

“The TA… she must’ve been something,” I said, glancing at Sarah without meaning to.

But Thomas shook his head.

“Ordinary. Young, yes. But not especially beautiful. It was just…” He drew in a breath, his next words more exorcism than explanation. “My drive was still… strong. My wife’s wasn’t. And I didn’t hold myself back.”

His eyes lifted, heavy with regret. “It was my failure. I couldn’t control myself.”

Sarah’s hand trembled on the table. His words pierced her like an arrow. I turned toward her and saw the recognition in her wide eyes—the echo of her own struggle, her own surrender, her guilt.

Without speaking, I slid my hand beneath the table and closed it around hers. A firm squeeze. A silent vow: You’re not alone. I understand. You don’t have to cage yourself anymore.

Her shoulders softened. She drew in a long breath. And then, breaking the tension like a whipcrack, she looked up at Thomas with a wicked smile.

“So… what about now, Thomas?” Her voice was honey, sharp-edged. “You still have that drive?”

The question cut through him, pulling him out of memory. His lined face loosened. After the things we’d shared in recent days, after tonight’s confessions, he no longer looked like a professor above us. He looked like a man.

He chuckled dryly, lifting one hand. “Yes. Still strong. And this… this is my companion most nights.”

He held up his palm.

Sarah and I both burst out laughing, real and reckless. Her chest heaved with every laugh, her breasts straining against the red silk like they wanted to break free.

Wine and confession had burned away every last trace of propriety between the three of us.



Our laughter ebbed, leaving behind a heavy silence. Thomas shook his head with a wry grin. “A hand is a terrible partner.”

I tipped back my glass, liquid courage surging. I leaned back in my chair, my tone half-joking, half-true.

“Professor, that’s pitiful,” I slurred. “It’s not soft. Not wet. Why not find yourself another wife?”

Thomas barked a laugh. “At seventy? I’d love to. But no young woman wants an old man.”

“Don’t sell yourself short,” I cut in quickly—then dropped my ace. I glanced at Sarah, her eyes glowing in the candlelight.

“My wife talks about your monster cock every night,” I said, savoring each word. “Too damn big to forget. Isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

The words detonated in the air.

Sarah’s face flared crimson, blush rising from her collar to her ears. Thomas froze, glass trembling in his hand.

But Sarah didn’t retreat. She leaned into it, fanning the flames. She turned first to him, then back to me, lips curling into a smile sharp enough to cut.

“That’s right,” she purred. “It’s too big… almost twice yours, Adam.”

“Jesus Christ!” I clutched my chest theatrically. “Right through the heart, Sarah.”

And then the three of us dissolved into laughter.

But this laughter was different. Louder. Wilder. It wasn’t polite—it was liberation. It was collusion. We’d crossed the line, left the safe ground of decency, and stepped fully into the dangerous, filthy territory where we all secretly belonged.




Chapter 17: The Private Performance

The laughter faded, leaving behind another silence. But this one wasn’t awkward. It was thick with heat, an unspoken lust hanging in the air like smoke.

The wine and the tension were burning through me. I knew I had to push it further. My hand, still clutching Sarah’s under the table, slowly released her fingers… but didn’t retreat. Instead, it traveled, tracing the hem of her red dress. Her thigh stiffened under my touch as I slid higher, following the slit at her hip until I found what I was looking for.

No panties. Just bare skin, smooth and shaved clean, hot enough to melt through silk. My fingers brushed the lips already parting for me—and there it was. Wet. Slick. Ready.

I pressed on.

“Professor,” I rasped, breaking the quiet, “maybe… you should help Sarah. Let her see it again.”

Thomas froze. His old eyes widened, stunned by what I’d just said. But I didn’t give him time to answer. I turned to Sarah.

“What do you think, baby?” I whispered—and pressed my finger down on her swollen clit.

“Ahhh…”

A sharp little moan spilled from her lips, her body jerking. She gave me a look—half scolding, half begging—then turned toward Thomas, still stiff as a statue.

“I’d like to see it,” she breathed, voice dripping with that mix of innocence and filth. “Will you show me?”

For a moment, war flickered across his face—shock, restraint, temptation. But the wine, the confessions, and Sarah’s bare provocation won. A slow smile curved his lips, equal parts surrender and hunger.

“Of course,” he murmured. “Hard to refuse an invitation like that.”

And there, at the dinner table, in the flicker of candlelight, we watched. Thomas didn’t rise. He simply unzipped and freed the beast.

It emerged, heavy and angry, no doorframe, no hidden camera—right there, alive before us.

“Jesus Christ…” I breathed. “…it’s huge.”

In the dim glow, it looked even bigger, darker, veins ridging along its length. It stood upright like a spear planted on the battlefield, just inches from our plates.

I looked at Sarah. Her eyes were locked on it, lips parted. She swallowed hard. Under the table, my fingers felt it—the flood spilling out of her cunt, soaking me. She was dripping just from the sight.



I leaned back, voice casual, like I was offering her a seat on a flight.

“Sweetheart, why don’t you sit closer to him. You’ll see better from there.”

Her eyes darted to me, wide and glassy in the candlelight. She bit her lip, then nodded.

Slowly, she rose. The chair scraped. Every step around the table sent her slit dress whispering open, flashing pale skin. She slid into the chair beside him. Now only inches separated them—one lean, one breath—and they’d touch.

I sat opposite, watching everything, the lone patron at a private show.

Sarah’s cheeks burned, not with shame but with the strain of holding herself back. And then—Thomas broke the silence. His voice was hoarse, low, almost trembling.

“If… you want to touch it,” he said, “you can.”

Sarah’s head whipped to me. Her eyes—uncertain, waiting for permission like a student before an exam. That look punched the air from my lungs. One nod from me, and there would be no return.

I clenched my glass, then gave it. Slow. Deliberate.

She lifted her hand. Time itself slowed.

Thomas held his breath. I didn’t dare blink.

Her finger hovered, then grazed him—light as silk, from base to tip. His whole body jolted, knuckles whitening on the chair, jaw clamped tight. Sarah didn’t speak. She wrapped her palm around the girth, weighing it, stroking every vein.

A muffled groan tore from his throat. His eyes shut. Hers glittered. Desire burned plain as the red lipstick on her mouth.

I swallowed hard, palms sweating. I knew what I wanted. But not yet.

And then—she let go.

Cruel. Slow.

She turned back to her plate, like she’d simply handled art and moved on. She plucked a floret of broccoli, dripping in hollandaise, and raised it to her lips.

And sucked it.

Not ate—sucked. Slowly. Deliberately. Her tongue swept the sauce, her lips closing around the head as if it were something else entirely.

Thomas groaned.

I sat frozen. My mind was blank, time suspended. Sarah was no longer just my wife. She was an actress, the star. And I was nothing but the director who’d built the stage.

She glanced at me. But what looked back wasn’t the woman who curled against me at night. It was a goddess, a hunger, a role written beyond me.

I set my glass down and stood.

“I need… to make a call,” I croaked.

Sarah didn’t stop me. She only watched, her eyes soft with something that looked like gratitude.

Thomas didn’t watch me at all. His gaze never left her.

And I—the director—walked off stage, leaving the leads alone to play the climax.




Chapter 18: The Private Stage

I slipped out of the dining room, the door closing softly behind me. On the porch, I drew in the cool night air, lungs full, head spinning. A storm raged inside me. Not jealousy—something more tangled, more brutal: arousal, ownership, self-torment… and a strange, wicked pride. I had built this stage. I had placed the actors where they belonged. Now it was time for them to play.

I waited outside, long enough for my absence to sink in, long enough for them to believe they were alone.

Then I crept back.

Silent.

The door was ajar. I moved down the hall and fixed my eyes on the thin crack of light.

Inside, the candles still flickered—but the scene had shifted.

Thomas sat in the heavy wooden chair by the table, pants shoved down his thighs. And Sarah… my wife was on her knees. Her knees pressed into the Persian rug, her back straight, hair tumbling over one bare shoulder, her pale neck exposed. The moment I drew close, I caught his whisper:

“You had it in your mouth once before… want to finish what you started?”

Sarah laughed lightly, her voice slicing the tension like a blade:

“Tempting your student’s wife to suck your cock—don’t you think that’s wrong, professor?”

Thomas chuckled. Not triumphant—just the knowing sound of an old man who’d seen too much.

“No… not temptation. Just… giving my student’s wife what she craves.”

He paused, voice dropping low.

“Last time you helped me. Tonight… I’m helping you.”

I knew.

This wasn’t the gentle, harmless old professor anymore. Seventy years of living, of women, of bodies—Thomas had seen too much to mistake what burned in Sarah’s eyes, or the tremor of her body.

He saw. He understood.

And Sarah… stopped hiding.

She lowered herself. Slowly.

Inch by inch, second by second, dragging out the torture. Her hand curled around the thick base, steadying it, while her lips parted. Her tongue flicked the swollen head, cautious at first, then surrendered, sliding over the pulsing crown.

It was raw, obscene—yet beautiful. A ritual.

I froze behind the door, breath locked in my chest.

Sarah knelt before another man, sucking him with a hunger she didn’t bother to disguise. Not forced. Not coaxed. Chosen. With Thomas. With the cock she’d admitted was almost twice mine.

Her head bobbed. Slow. Devout. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room, obscene music just for me.

She stroked him with both hands while her mouth worked the head, every withdrawal trailing a sticky rope of spit that glittered in candlelight.

Thomas groaned—not restrained this time, but guttural, real.

“Adam’s… lucky… to have you…” he panted.

Sarah glanced up at him, her eyes blazing filth. Her tongue traced the ridge before swallowing him again. Between strokes, she murmured:

“Lucky because I’m giving you the best blowjob, right?”

“Yes… but you’re… different, Sarah… too fucking irresistible…”

His hand reached out—fingers threading her hair, sliding down, gripping her breast through the red dress. Rough thumbs teased her nipples, stiff and eager beneath thin silk.

She moaned around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft, a harmony of suckling mouth, groping hand, and eyes that seemed to burn even through the wall I hid behind.

They were teetering. Ready to tip over.

I had to step in. At the right moment.

I stepped back, raised my voice toward the porch:

“Yes, yes—tomorrow I’ll send the report! Sorry for the noise!”

I slammed the door deliberately and strode back in.

The tableau had reset.

Sarah sat primly at the table, smoothing her dress. But something lingered—the glisten on her lips, the swollen flush of her mouth, the flick of her tongue as if savoring him still.

Thomas sat upright, pants pulled up, hands folded like nothing had happened. Yet his mouth betrayed him—an afterglow grin no man could fake after being sucked off like that.

I smiled, the picture of innocence. The clueless husband who’d just returned from a harmless phone call.

“Sorry—wrong number,” I said, lifting my glass. “Now… weren’t we talking about dessert?”

Sarah cut me a glance, molten and wicked.

“I already had a very… unusual dessert, darling.”

Her tongue slid across her lips again.

I laughed lightly. But inside—I was burning alive.




Chapter 19: The Play Reaches Its Peak

I swirled the wine, letting the candlelight fracture through the glass like flickering fire. My eyes flicked to Thomas, then lingered on Sarah. She still hadn’t fully recovered—her lips swollen from the sucking earlier, her eyes glazed, drunk on lust and wine.

“I think…” I drawled, leaning back in my chair like a man too rich with power to care, “tonight… I’ll need a deep sleep. Good wine, good company, and… one hell of a performance.”

Thomas raised his brows. Sarah bit down on her lip, her hand tightening around her glass. She understood.

“You know, Professor,” I went on, casual as if confiding a secret, “Sarah’s always been generous. She loves to… take care of men. Whether it’s at the table… or in bed.”

Sarah gave a little cough, her mouth curving into a sly, embarrassed smile. I raised my glass one last time, toasting them both.

“To… unfinished business.”

I drained the glass, then pushed up to my feet, swaying a little, shaking my head like a man overcome.

“God… I think I’m actually drunk.”

I turned to Sarah, slurring the words just enough.

“Baby… would you take me upstairs? I think I need to lie down…”

She rose immediately, rushing to my side, slipping her arm under mine—playing the doting wife perfectly. But I wasn’t done.

“Professor Thomas,” I added, fighting down a smirk, “the stairs are steep… if you don’t mind lending a hand?”



The three of us climbed together, slow and careful. I nearly laughed aloud because I could feel it—the way Thomas steadied me with one hand, while the other slid boldly onto Sarah’s ass.

Not just steadying. Claiming. His old fingers kneaded the silk-covered curve of her cheeks, a possessive squeeze. And Sarah… she didn’t swat him away. She leaned back into it with each step, her breathing quickening, betraying her arousal.

By the time we reached the bedroom, I collapsed onto the mattress like dead weight. The room glowed in the soft yellow of the bedside lamp, shadows heavy in the corners.

I sank into the pillows, dragging in a deep breath before exhaling loud, heavy, rhythmic—like a drunk man sinking fast. My body went still, save for the slow rise and fall of my chest.

I let myself “sleep.”

On the other side of the bed, they lingered. Just a few feet away, separated by my motionless body. And then, like a dam bursting after hours of restraint, they lunged for each other.

Mouths collided. A kiss savage and needy, devouring. Sarah moaned against him as Thomas pulled her close, his hands trembling as they traced her waist, sliding down to the ass he’d groped on the stairs.

“Here? Right here?” Thomas whispered, lips never leaving hers.

“Yes… here. Adam’s out cold… I can’t hold it back,” Sarah panted, surrendering in her voice. “And I know you can’t either… can you?”

His hand slid higher, gripping her back, while the other yanked her hip against him, pressing her toward the same bed where I lay still, listening.

“Earlier…” Thomas groaned, breath ragged, “when you sucked me… I almost lost it—”

“Then don’t hold back,” Sarah cut him off, nipping at his neck, her voice a broken purr. “Don’t wait anymore…”

I lay there, eyes closed, body unmoving.

But inside, I was burning alive.




Chapter 20: “Fuck Me—While My Husband Sleeps”

“Don’t hold back…”

Sarah’s whisper was a spell, tearing down the last wall in Thomas’s mind. The hesitation, the guilt of a once-respected professor, melted away—leaving only the raw hunger of a man starved too long.

His trembling but resolute hand found the hem of her red silk dress. With one decisive motion, he shoved it up. The fabric slid up her thighs, baring her beneath the dim glow of the bedside lamp.

Her smooth, bare mound glistened—nothing left hidden, her lips parted and wet, a silent invitation.

Thomas dropped from the bed, knees pressing to the cold floor between her spread thighs. He tilted his old face up, eyes blazing with primal fire.

“You sucked me earlier,” he growled, voice rough, feral. “Now it’s my turn… to taste you.”

And then his bearded mouth buried itself between her legs.

“Aaaahhh!”

Sarah arched like a bowstring, her back lifting off the mattress, a scream ripping out of her throat—loud, unmasked, pure shock and bliss. Her fingers clawed at the sheets as Thomas devoured her, tongue and lips working with greedy precision.

I lay inches away, eyes shut, breath even. Pretending. But inside, I was howling. Each wet suck, every moan from her throat, was a blade twisting in my pride—and gasoline on the fire in my gut.

Then it happened.

Sarah’s eyes opened in her frenzy. She turned her head on the pillow—hair spilling across her flushed face—and her gaze locked on mine.

She saw me. I saw her. Not a stolen glance—an acknowledgment. A connection.

No guilt lived in her eyes. Only defiance. Complicity. A silent question: You’re watching, husband. Do you like this?

And I nodded.

Barely, subtly—but it was all she needed.

The signal was given. Every restraint shattered. Her whole body convulsed, not from fear but from the wave of release crashing through her—because I had given permission. Her head snapped back, hair wild across the pillow, and she screamed, primal and obscene, splitting the air:

“Fuck! Thomas! Fuck me!”

Thomas jerked at the sound, stunned then elated. His face wet with her lust, he rose, bracing himself over her. The monster between his legs—slick with spit and her juices—pressed to her entrance. And with one thrust, he sank in.

The difference was brutal. Immediate.

“Fuuuck! Aaaahhh!”

Sarah shrieked, half agony, half ecstasy. Her hands seized the sheets, knuckles whitening as her body bowed under his size. She tried to take him, to stretch around him, to survive the fullness that tore into her.

“God—Thomas… you’re too big…”

Even though it was her second time, the sheer size still shocked her body, filling her mercilessly, no tenderness, only savage satisfaction. His first strokes—slow, deep, relentless—sent her trembling in rapture.

And me? I lay right there.

So close I could feel the bed shake under his thrusts. Close enough to hear the obscene squelch every time his cock withdrew then slammed back into my wife. The room filled with the symphony of flesh and betrayal, and I drank every note like poison and wine at once.

My cock throbbed painfully against the mattress, stiff as iron, hidden only because I lay on my stomach. Every nerve screamed for release.

Thomas’s pace faltered. I heard his ragged breath, the drip of his sweat onto Sarah’s bare back.

And Sarah noticed too. She pressed a hand to his chest.

“Don’t strain yourself, Thomas,” she whispered, voice both tender and commanding. “Let me.”

She pushed gently. He let her. Rolling onto his back, he yielded. And Sarah climbed on.

She straddled him, still impaled on that monster, lifting her hips, lowering herself again in slow, punishing descents.

Her pussy swallowed him inch by inch, stretching, clenching, until he was buried to the root.

And from this angle—I saw everything.

It wasn’t like peeking through a crack in the door. It was raw, merciless reality. I saw his veins vanish inside her, her folds straining to take him, her body trembling as she rode.

Their moans filled the room—shameless, reckless. They weren’t worried about “Adam” stirring. Or maybe Thomas already knew I wasn’t really asleep.

So I stopped pretending.

I sat up.

They froze, staring at me, surprise etched on their faces—but neither stopped. They only watched, waiting for me to either deny or join.

I said nothing. I lunged.

My hands seized Sarah’s tits, crushing them in my palms.

“Aah!”

She jolted in delight, hips never pausing as she bounced on Thomas. Her lips parted, moaning filth I’d never heard from her before.

I couldn’t wait. I crashed my mouth to hers.

Our lips locked, tongues clashing, wet and furious, even as Thomas’s cock pumped inside her from below. Her breath broke, she tore away, eyes glazed and wild.

“Adam…” she gasped, her voice pure pleading. “…give me your cock… now…”

That was all I needed.

Clothes flew. I knelt on the bed before her. Her eyes lit up, fever-bright, and she leaned forward to swallow me whole.

Her body was filled.
From above. From below.

And the three of us, on my bed, spun into a cyclone of depravity with no way back.




Chapter 21: The Spiral of Three

Time stopped. My universe shrank to the size of this bed—three naked bodies tangled in a symphony of flesh and sin.

Sarah devoured me with her mouth—greedy, skilled, relentless. Her tongue swirled, her lips sucked, every pull of her throat sent shockwaves through me. But that wasn’t the peak. The real overload came from what I was watching.

Below, she was fully claimed by Thomas. Every time she dropped her hips, her tight ass swallowed him to the root. I saw it vanish inside her, that monstrous cock disappearing completely into my wife. The wet slap of flesh, the obscene squelch of her cunt milking him, filled the air with a rhythm as primitive as a war drum.

Sarah was the eye of this storm. A shameless goddess, giving and taking from two men at once. She glanced up at me with glazed eyes, her mouth still working my cock, then down at Thomas, grinning as she felt him throb inside her.

“Ahh… Adam…” she moaned around my shaft.
“Fuck… Sarah…” Thomas growled beneath her.

The overload broke me too fast. Humiliation, ownership, sick pride, and raw pleasure collided—until my body seized.

“Fuuuck—I’m gonna—” I gasped.

Sarah didn’t stop. She sucked harder, milking me until I exploded in her mouth. I roared, convulsing, spilling everything down her throat.

And then… I collapsed. Face pressed to her sweaty back, drained, weak. Finished first again.

But Sarah wasn’t done.

She swallowed every drop, then kissed me, sharing the taste of myself. “Good boy,” she whispered, before turning her focus back to Thomas.

Now she was the predator.

“Still got strength, professor?” she teased, grinding down slow, cruel.
“Still… enough…” he panted.
“Good,” she smirked. She flipped, planting her hands on the mattress, ass high, never letting him slip out. Doggy style. On my bed. Beside me.

“Fuck me hard,” she ordered. “Show my husband how you make me cum.”

Thomas didn’t need to be told twice. He snarled and drove into her. Deep. Brutal. Sarah howled, obscene cries filling the room.

Then he stopped, buried to the hilt. Sweat rolled down his wrinkled face as he turned his head toward me.

“Adam,” he rasped, voice thick with power. “Maybe this is the last lesson I’ll ever teach you.”

He pulled nearly all the way out—then slammed back inside with a savage thrust.

“OHHH FUCK YES!” Sarah screamed, her body bowing like a bowstring.

“…The lesson of how to fuck a whore.”

A twisted grin carved my lips.
“Yes, Thomas,” I said, voice breaking in surrender. “Teach her. Punish this whore for me.”

My words lit the fuse. He roared and fucked her with wild ferocity. My cock was limp, but I clawed at her tits, squeezing, claiming any piece of her I could still touch.

This was Sarah unleashed—beyond wife, beyond lover. A storm of lust, dragging both of us into her center.

Minutes blurred. Ten. Twenty. Somehow Thomas still drove into her, though his age finally bled through—his pace slowing, breath ragged.

And Sarah seized control again.

She shoved him onto his back. “Lie still.”

She straddled him, face to face, riding his cock with furious abandon. Her fiery hair whipped across his sweat-slicked face as she bounced, moaning loud enough to shake the walls.

His body stiffened beneath her.
“Sarah… I’m… gonna—”
“Inside me!” she screamed. “Fill me, Thomas—give me all of it!”

His roar ripped the air as he erupted. Sarah cried out too, collapsing onto his chest, both of them trembling in release.

Silence fell, broken only by the ragged breaths of three wrecked bodies.

No one spoke. Our skin clung with sweat, with cum. Thomas rolled to one side. Sarah curled into the middle without hesitation.

And that’s how we slept: three naked bodies twined together. Thomas on one side, me on the other, Sarah between us—less a wife now than a prize… or a queen, lying between two defeated men.

Epilogue: The Morning Lesson

I was still drifting in a rare, peaceful sleep when a familiar sound pulled me back. Sarah’s muffled moans.

I cracked my eyes open. Morning light slipped through the curtains, painting golden streaks across the messy sheets. And there she was—my wife, kneeling, her red hair spilling across Thomas’s chest.

“Not now, Thomas…” she whispered, her voice a mix of refusal and invitation.
“It’s too hard, Sarah,” he growled, his voice rough from sleep and lust.
“I know… I want it too,” she cooed, glancing up at him, “but you need to save your strength. Tonight…”
“Mm, fine,” Thomas sighed, heavy with disappointment. “Then… maybe just a little taste?”
“Yes…”

Her reply was soft, submissive, like a pet eager to please. Without hesitation, she lowered her head, both hands wrapping around his cock, already stiff again, and began to suck.

That’s when she noticed me awake, staring right at them. She didn’t flinch. She just looked at me, her eyes sparkling while her mouth stayed busy.

I chuckled. A light laugh, free of jealousy.
“You’re worshiping him like he’s your husband,” I teased. “I should be jealous.”
Sarah only winked. “Come on, Adam. You’ll always be my husband.”

I smirked. “Then maybe you can help with this?” I nodded toward the erection pressing against the sheets.
“Behind me, love,” she purred.

I understood instantly. I tossed the blanket aside, crawled up behind her, and smacked her bare ass with a loud slap. Then I slid into her.

Her pussy was wrecked from last night’s use, but that only made it easier—slick, open, still aching from Thomas. It didn’t dull the sensation. If anything, it magnified it. Using her right after another man, feeling the looseness, the wetness he’d left behind—it was filthy, forbidden, unbearably hot.

I barely lasted a few thrusts before I unloaded inside her.

Thomas, still enjoying Sarah’s mouth, caught my eye and laughed.
“Adam,” he said, his tone pure professor, “you’ve got a lot more lessons to learn from me.”
“Gladly, Professor,” I panted, grinning without shame. “Every night—teach me.”

Sarah eventually pulled off Thomas, careful not to let him spill too much. She knew his stamina was finite. And then something surreal happened—something almost domestic.

The three of us dressed casually, then settled into a Sunday morning routine. On the balcony, sipping coffee, eating pastries. Sarah sat between us, her head resting on my shoulder, one bare leg draped across Thomas’s thigh as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Out on the lawn, Robert was mowing again. The hum of his machine drifted across the yard. Watching him, a wild thought struck me, and I spoke before I could stop myself.
“What do you think of Robert?” I asked Sarah, casually.

She blinked, startled, then caught on. A wicked smile spread across her lips. “God… are you already lining up the next man to fuck me?”

I didn’t answer. I just gave her a sly grin before turning to Thomas.
“What do you think, Professor? Would you mind sharing with the neighbor?”

Thomas looked at me, then Sarah, then chuckled. “First off,” he said, half serious, half amused, “Sarah doesn’t need my permission. She’s your wife. I’m only here because you and Sarah let me be.”

He paused, his expression softening. “But truth is… even with me, Sarah’s still insatiable.”

Now both of us looked at her. “So?” I asked, leaning in. “What do you say, Sarah?”

Her cheeks flushed pink. She didn’t answer with words.

Instead, slowly, deliberately, she tugged her flimsy nightgown higher. Higher still. Until it bunched at her waist.

Her bare ass, her long thighs, all of her—exposed in the morning sun.

And if Robert so much as looked up from his mower, he’d see everything.

That was her answer.

And for me, in that moment, there was no greater happiness.

The End


Author’s Note

Thank you for reading to the end of Book Two. By now, Sarah and Adam’s transformation is nearly complete—their marriage, their shame, their desires forever changed.

If this journey has stirred something in you, please consider leaving a review. Your words mean the world to me, and they are the fire that keeps me writing.

Because this isn’t the end. Book Three is coming.
In it, Sarah will claim full control of her own desires. Beyond Professor Thomas, new men step into her life—Robert, the older neighbor who has always watched too closely, and John, Adam’s trusted colleague who knows far more than he admits. Sarah will savor them both, and more.

Follow along, and watch how far Sarah is willing to go.

— Serena Vayne
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