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Aaron sat on the living room couch, the newspaper open across his lap, though his eyes had stopped scanning the headlines minutes ago. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the ceiling fan and the faint tick of the wall clock. Late evening light filtered through the half-drawn blinds, casting long golden stripes across the hardwood floor.

He heard the soft pad of bare feet on the stairs before he saw her. Savannah stepped into the room, fresh from the shower, her skin still carrying that warm, dewy glow. She wore a short black silk slip that clung to every curve, the thin straps delicate against her shoulders, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Her damp hair fell in loose waves, and the scent of her—vanilla body wash mixed with something sweeter, more intimate—drifted toward him like a slow invitation.

She paused in the doorway, watching him. Those big, luminous eyes locked onto his, soft and hungry at the same time. A faint flush already colored her cheeks.

“Aaron,” she said, her voice low and a little husky, “do you love me?”

The question hung in the air between them, heavier than it should have been after a year of marriage. He felt his pulse kick up, a slow, steady throb that traveled downward. He set the newspaper aside, taking his time.

“Come here,” he murmured.

She crossed the room with that graceful sway of her hips, the silk whispering against her skin. When she reached the couch, she didn’t sit right away. She stood in front of him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her slip, lifting it just a fraction, then letting it fall back into place. Teasing. Testing.

“I do love you,” he said, his voice rougher than he intended. “You’re my favorite person in the world, Savannah. My good girl.”

Her lips curved into a slow, pleased smile. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him lightly, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his thighs. Not pressing down fully—just hovering, letting the heat of her build anticipation. Her hands rested on his chest, fingers tracing idle circles over his shirt. He could feel the quick flutter of her heartbeat under that soft touch.

“Then... can I ask you for something?” she whispered, leaning in so her breath brushed his ear. The scent of her hair—clean and faintly floral—filled his lungs.

He slid his hands up the backs of her thighs, savoring the silky smoothness of her skin, but kept his grip light. “Anything. You know that.”

She pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes. A nervous little smile played on her lips, and two soft spots of pink bloomed higher on her cheeks. “Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I promise.”

She bit her lower lip, then let it go with a soft exhale. “There’s this guy at work... Zachary. He’s been texting me. A lot. He says he likes me. Today he asked if I wanted to hang out tomorrow night.” She paused, watching his face carefully. “I said yes.”

Aaron’s breath caught. A hot spike of surprise mixed with something darker, sharper—arousal—shot through him. He stayed quiet, letting her continue, his hands still resting on her thighs.

“He’s sweet,” she went on, her voice dropping softer, almost shy. “Really shy. Kind of a total introvert. Works hard, never dated much. I feel bad for him. Like... maybe I could help him feel a little less alone. Give him some confidence.” She shifted on his lap, the silk sliding against his growing hardness. “I didn’t tell him I’m married. No one at the new office knows yet.”

The air between them thickened. Aaron’s cock throbbed against the fabric of his pants, trapped beneath her. He could feel her heat through the thin silk, the way her breathing had grown a little shallower. Her eyes searched his, waiting.

He swallowed. “You really want this?”

She nodded, slow and deliberate. One of her hands drifted down between them, palm pressing lightly over the hard ridge of his erection. She stroked him through his pants with agonizing gentleness, fingertips tracing the length of him.

“I do,” she whispered. “But only if you’re okay with it. I want you to be turned on by it... not angry.”

Her fingers worked his zipper open with practiced ease. Cool air hit him for a brief second before her warm hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly from base to tip. Aaron groaned low in his throat, hips twitching up into her grip.

“Tell me more,” he managed, voice strained.

She leaned down, her hair cascading over one shoulder, and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the head of his cock. Her tongue flicked out, tasting him. “He’s so nervous around me. Stutters sometimes. I keep imagining what it would be like to... ease him into things.” Her lips parted and slid down over him, enveloping the swollen head in wet heat.

Aaron’s head fell back against the couch, a ragged breath escaping him. The contrast between her sweet, almost innocent words and the filthy way she was sucking him was driving him insane. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she worked him with slow, deliberate bobs of her head. Wet sounds filled the quiet room—soft, obscene, perfect.

“Fuck... Savannah,” he breathed. His hand found her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the rhythm of her movements.

She pulled off for a moment, lips shiny, a thin string of saliva connecting her mouth to his cock. “You’re so hard,” she murmured, almost reverent. Her hand stroked him firmly while she spoke. “Does it turn you on? Knowing another man wants me? That I might let him touch me?”

“Yes,” he admitted, voice hoarse. The pressure was building fast, coiling tight at the base of his spine. “God, yes.”

She smiled, wicked and sweet at the same time, then sank back down, taking him to the back of her throat. The tight, fluttering heat, the way she swallowed around him—it was too much. Aaron’s hips jerked, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he came hard, pulsing thick ropes into her eager mouth.

Savannah didn’t pull away. She moaned around him, swallowing every drop with soft, satisfied sounds, her throat working until he was spent. When she finally lifted her head, her cheeks were flushed deep red, lips swollen and glistening. She licked them slowly, eyes half-lidded with lust.

Aaron’s cock twitched again, already trying to harden once more at the sight of her. Without another word, he grabbed her waist and flipped her onto the couch beneath him. Savannah let out a surprised, breathless yelp as her back hit the cushions, silk riding up her thighs, eyes wide and sparkling with excitement.

He hovered over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other slowly sliding up her side. “You really want this, don’t you?” he murmured, voice low and rough. “Want another man’s hands on you. Want to make him lose his mind.”

Savannah’s eyes darkened with lust. She arched slightly, pressing her body up toward his. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible.

Aaron leaned down, brushing his lips along her jaw, then lower, tasting the warm, clean skin of her throat. “Say it,” he coaxed, tugging the straps of her slip down her shoulders. The silk whispered as it peeled away, revealing her full, heavy breasts. He cupped one in his palm, thumb circling the stiff nipple in lazy strokes until she shivered. “Tell me what you are.”

She bit her lip, fighting a smile even as her hips shifted restlessly beneath him. “You’re so mean...”

He pinched her nipple lightly, just enough to make her gasp, then soothed it with slow circles. His cock, still hard and aching from her earlier mouth, rested heavy against her inner thigh. He rocked forward, sliding the thick length along her slick folds without entering her, coating himself in her wetness. The heat of her was unreal.

“Tell me,” he repeated, voice darker now.

Savannah’s breath hitched. Her hands clutched at his shoulders. “I’m... your little slut,” she finally breathed, cheeks burning crimson. “Your dirty, needy slut.”

The words hit him like gasoline on fire. Aaron groaned and pushed inside her in one long, deliberate thrust, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, soaking heat. Savannah cried out, back bowing off the couch, her walls fluttering and clenching around every inch of him. He stayed there, deep and unmoving, letting her feel the stretch, the fullness.

“Fuck, you’re dripping for this,” he rasped, pulling back inch by torturous inch before sliding in again just as slowly. “Thinking about him already got you this wet?”

She nodded frantically, legs wrapping around his waist. “Please... Aaron... faster...”

But he kept the pace cruelly slow, grinding deep on every thrust, rolling his hips so the head of his cock dragged against that sensitive spot inside her. He dropped his chest to hers, crushing her soft breasts against him, skin on skin, sweat already starting to slick between them. Her heartbeat hammered against his own. He could feel every shaky breath she took, every tiny whimper.

“Say it again,” he demanded, lips brushing her ear.

“I’m your slut,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Your dirty little slut... please, I can’t take it...”

He gave her a few harder thrusts, just enough to make her cry out, then slowed again, torturing them both. The wet, filthy sounds of her pussy taking him filled the room—slick, rhythmic, obscene. Her scent—sweet arousal mixed with the faint vanilla of her skin—drove him crazy. He buried his face in her neck, sucking lightly, tasting salt as her skin grew hotter.

Savannah’s hips bucked desperately, trying to force him deeper, faster, but he held her down with his weight, controlling every movement. Minutes stretched out. The tension coiled tighter and tighter inside him, fueled by the dark thrill of knowing she’d be with Zachary tomorrow. That shy, inexperienced guy would get to taste this—his wife, his beautiful, filthy wife. The thought twisted something sharp and sweet in his chest, pushing him closer to the edge.

Finally, he couldn’t hold back anymore. Aaron gripped her ass with both hands, lifting her hips, and started fucking her hard—deep, relentless strokes that made her breasts bounce between them and pulled broken, needy moans from her throat. Savannah’s nails dug into his back, her voice rising into desperate cries.

“Yes—fuck—right there—oh god, Aaron—”

He pounded into her for long, punishing minutes, sweat dripping down his spine, the couch creaking beneath them. Her pussy tightened like a vice, pulsing around him as she came hard, soaking his cock, her whole body shaking. The sight and feel of her unraveling dragged him over the edge right after. With a guttural groan, he buried himself as deep as possible and came in thick, powerful spurts, flooding her until it leaked out around him.

They collapsed together, panting, bodies slick and trembling. Aaron stayed inside her for a long moment, savoring the warmth, the aftershocks, the way her fingers lazily stroked his hair.

Eventually he pulled out gently and shifted so he could hold her against his chest. He brushed damp strands of hair from her flushed face.

“I’m giving you my blessing,” he said quietly, kissing her forehead. “Go out with him tomorrow. Have fun. But you have to promise me one thing.”

Savannah looked up at him, eyes soft and glowing. “Anything.”

“Text me. All night. Tell me what’s happening, what he does, how you feel. I want to know everything. Maybe I’ll even give you some ideas.” He smiled, slow and wicked.

She let out a soft, happy laugh and stretched up to kiss him—deep, lingering, full of promise and affection. “Deal,” she whispered against his lips. “Everything. I promise.”
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Aaron woke to the warm smell of coffee and bacon drifting up from the kitchen. Sunlight poured through the bedroom windows, soft and golden, stretching across the rumpled sheets where he and Savannah had fallen asleep tangled together after their third round the night before. His body still ached in the best way—heavy, spent, satisfied. He stretched slowly, listening to her humming downstairs, some soft pop song she liked.

By the time he made it to the kitchen, she had already plated breakfast for him: fluffy scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, fresh fruit, and coffee just the way he liked it. A small peace offering, he knew. She was dressed and ready, looking like every man’s fantasy wrapped in soft morning light.

The oversized chocolate-brown sweater dress hugged her body in all the right places, the deep scoop neckline showing off the smooth swell of her cleavage. A wide red belt cinched her waist, making her hips look even fuller. The hem barely reached the top third of her thighs, and beneath it she wore sheer black tights that shimmered slightly when she moved. Shiny black heeled boots completed the look, making her legs appear endless. Her long hair fell loose over her shoulders, and she’d done her makeup just enough—soft glow on her cheeks, glossy lips, that subtle shimmer on her eyelids that made her eyes pop.

She looked incredible. Expensive. Untouchable. And yet she was about to spend the whole day—and night—with another man.

Savannah caught him staring and smiled, a little shy, a little wicked. She crossed the kitchen, heels clicking softly on the tile, and leaned down to kiss him. The kiss started sweet—warm lips, the faint taste of her mint toothpaste—but lingered just long enough for her tongue to brush his. When she pulled back, her cheeks were already pink.

“Morning,” she whispered. “I made your favorite.”

Aaron caught her hand before she could step away, thumb stroking over her knuckles. His heart beat heavier in his chest. The reality of what was about to happen settled over him like thick, warm honey—sweet, sticky, slightly terrifying.

“You look dangerous,” he said quietly, voice still rough from sleep and last night’s exertions. “He’s not going to know what hit him.”

Savannah’s breath caught. She bit her lower lip, eyes darkening for a second before she leaned in and kissed his forehead. “I’ll text you,” she promised, echoing their agreement from the night before. “All day. Everything.”

Then she was gone—grabbing her little purse, leaving behind a trail of her perfume that wrapped around him like a tease. Aaron forced himself out of the chair and moved to the window. Down on the street, a clean-cut young guy stood beside a modest sedan. Zachary. Tall enough, decent build, neat button-down shirt and slacks. Boyishly handsome in that shy, unassuming way Savannah had described. He waved when she stepped outside, looking nervous but excited.

Aaron watched as Zachary pulled a bouquet of red roses from the back seat. Savannah hesitated for a moment, then accepted them with a soft laugh. She rose onto her tiptoes and pressed a quick, light kiss to Zachary’s cheek. Even from the second floor, Aaron felt it like a punch to the gut—sharp, hot, electric. His cock twitched despite how thoroughly she’d drained him the night before.

The car pulled away. Aaron stood at the window long after it disappeared, pulse thudding slow and heavy in his veins.

He couldn’t go back to sleep. The house felt too quiet, too empty. He ate the breakfast she’d made, tasting her care in every bite, but his mind kept drifting to the beach, to Zachary’s hands on her waist, to the way she might laugh at his shy jokes.

His phone buzzed.

Savannah: He just told me I look beautiful 😊 He’s so cute and nervous. Keeps blushing.

Aaron smiled despite the twist in his chest. He typed back quickly.

Aaron: Of course he did. What’s the plan for today?

Savannah: Heading to the coast. Beach day, then staying overnight. I’ll keep you updated, promise.

Overnight. The word sent a fresh wave of dark heat through him. He paced the living room, scrolled mindlessly through his phone, tried to distract himself, but nothing worked. By eleven, another text arrived with photos.

Savannah and Zachary grinning together in a selfie, her head tilted toward his shoulder. Another of him carefully grilling skewers for her, focused and proud. She looked radiant—wind-tossed hair, sunglasses pushed up, that sweater dress riding just high enough on her thighs to look effortlessly sexy.

The jealousy burned low and sweet in his stomach, mixing with a powerful surge of arousal that left him half-hard again. He pictured her out there, sun on her skin, another man’s eyes devouring every inch of her. And she was letting it happen. For him. For them.

“Fuck it,” Aaron muttered, a slow, wicked grin spreading across his face.

He showered quickly, threw on jeans and a casual button-down, and headed out. After a fast lunch at a roadside spot, he climbed into his car and pointed it toward the coast. The drive stretched out under bright afternoon sun, windows down, music low. Every mile ramped up the tension inside him—equal parts nerves and filthy excitement.

He couldn’t wait to see the look on her face when he showed up. Couldn’t wait to watch, up close, as she balanced on that delicious knife’s edge between her sweet husband and the new, eager man who wanted her so badly.
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Aaron pulled into the beachside parking lot just after four-thirty, the late afternoon sun hanging low and warm over the water, painting everything in soft gold and orange. He didn’t want to interrupt them too obviously. Not yet. His pulse had been steadily climbing the entire drive, a slow, heavy thrum that settled low in his belly. He spotted Zachary’s car immediately and killed the engine, sitting for a long moment just breathing in the salt air and the faint scent of sunscreen drifting from the boardwalk.

He found them near the Ferris wheel. The line snaked lazily under strings of lights that hadn’t yet clicked on. Zachary stood close behind Savannah, one arm wrapped comfortably around her waist, his hand resting possessively on the curve of her hip. She leaned back into him, her head tilted against his shoulder, the soft brown sweater dress riding up just enough to show the smooth length of her thighs in those sheer tights. Several men nearby kept stealing glances, their eyes lingering on her legs, her chest, the way the wind played with her hair.

Aaron’s throat tightened. A hot, twisting mix of jealousy and raw arousal flooded through him, making his cock thicken slowly against his jeans. He moved closer, pretending to be just another tourist checking the line. Savannah’s eyes found him instantly. Her lips parted in surprise, then narrowed in playful shock. She shot him a quick, secret glare and a tiny fist bump in the air, half warning, half promise.

He grinned, stepping back a few paces, and pulled out his phone.

Aaron: Room booked yet? 😈

Her reply came a minute later.

Savannah: Yes... 😳

Aaron: Send me the hotel name and room number. Don’t ask why.

She glanced over her shoulder at him again, eyes sparkling with a dangerous mix of nerves and excitement. After a long stare, she turned back and typed. The details appeared on his screen. He didn’t reply. Instead, he headed straight for the hotel a short walk down the boardwalk and lucked out with a room right next to theirs. The keycard felt heavy in his pocket as he slipped it in, heart beating harder now.

By five o’clock his phone buzzed again.

Savannah: We’re heading to dinner. Buffet place. Here’s the address. Don’t be late, pervert😂

Aaron smiled darkly and drove over. He arrived early enough to get a window table in the crowded restaurant, the air thick with the smell of grilled meat, garlic, and warm bread. He watched the entrance like a hawk. When they finally walked in a little after six, the place was packed. Savannah looked even more stunning under the restaurant lights—hair slightly tousled by the sea breeze, cheeks glowing from the sun, that red belt accentuating every sway of her hips.

Zachary looked adorably out of his depth, scanning for an empty table. Savannah whispered something in his ear, then pointed subtly in Aaron’s direction. The younger man approached with an apologetic smile.

“Excuse me, sir... it’s really busy tonight. Would you mind if we join you? It’s our first real date and I don’t want to make her wait forever...”

Aaron nearly choked on his drink. First real date. The words sent a fresh spike of heat straight to his groin. He played along, pretending reluctance. “I’m actually waiting for my wife...”

Savannah shot him a death glare from behind Zachary, mouthing slowly so only he could read it: You’re so dead when we get home.

He fought a grin and shrugged. “Sure, why not. Might as well share.”

They sat down. Zachary excused himself to load up plates from the buffet. The second he was gone, Savannah leaned in, voice low and urgent. “What the hell are you doing here?”

Aaron just smiled, slow and filthy, and slid a small folded note across the table. She opened it under the edge of the tablecloth. Her cheeks flushed deep pink as she read his request—to secretly hand over her room key so he could set up a hidden camera. She looked equal parts shocked and turned on, biting her lip hard.

“You pervert,” she whispered, but there was no real anger in it. When Zachary returned with plates piled high, she slipped the keycard into Aaron’s hand beneath the table, her fingers lingering against his for a heated second.

The meal started innocently enough. Conversation flowed—Zachary was sweet, earnest, and clearly smitten. At one point he asked, “So where’s your wife tonight?”

Aaron looked straight at Savannah, letting the moment stretch. “She had something with the kids. Couldn’t make it.”

Zachary adjusted his glasses, nodding seriously. “She sounds really kind. People who love kids usually have the biggest hearts.”

Savannah’s face burned crimson. She smiled sweetly at Zachary, then leaned over and kissed his cheek, soft and lingering, right there in front of Aaron. The casual intimacy of it made Aaron’s cock throb painfully against his zipper.

Under the table, her leg slid against his—smooth, warm, the sheer fabric of her tights brushing his calf before her foot hooked around his ankle and slowly traveled higher. She kept the conversation light, laughing at Zachary’s shy jokes, while her toes teased higher up Aaron’s thigh, pressing deliberately against the rock-hard bulge in his jeans. The slow, secret pressure made his breath shallow. Every tiny movement sent sparks racing up his spine.

Then Zachary suddenly froze mid-bite. His knife and fork clattered softly onto his plate. His face flushed bright red, then paled, then flushed again. His eyes widened behind his glasses as he stared down at the table, completely still.

Aaron’s pulse spiked. For a split second he thought they’d been caught.

Later, Savannah would confess with a wicked little smile that her hand had been under the table the entire time—stroking Zachary slowly, gently, teasing him through his pants while she played footsie with her husband just inches away.

Aaron slipped out of the restaurant a little after seven, making up an excuse about an early morning commitment. Savannah played along perfectly, lingering over dessert with Zachary until nearly eight, just as he’d asked. The tension inside him had been building for hours—like a wire pulled tighter and tighter with every passing minute.

Back in his hotel room next door, he set up the hidden camera with practiced care. It was expensive, discreet, and the feed came through crystal clear on his laptop. He tested the angle, adjusted the lighting once, then settled onto the bed, heart hammering slow and heavy in his chest. The room smelled faintly of ocean air and clean linen. He sent her a single text: All set. Have fun.

He tried to distract himself with a long, hot shower, letting the water beat against his shoulders, but it did little to cool the dark heat pulsing through his veins. Ten minutes later, his phone lit up with her reply: OK. We’re heading up.

The wait was excruciating. Aaron sat in the dim light, laptop open on the desk, every sense tuned to the wall that separated their rooms. Then he heard it—the soft click of the door next door opening and closing.

On the screen, Zachary pulled Savannah into a deep, eager kiss the moment the door shut. They stumbled toward the bed, hands clumsy with need. Clothes hit the floor in a messy trail—her sweater dress, his shirt, her tights, his slacks. Zachary was clearly nervous, his kisses eager but inexperienced, his hands hovering uncertainly over her body. Savannah took control beautifully, guiding his fingers, helping him unhook her bra with a soft laugh against his mouth.

When her breasts spilled free, full and flushed, Zachary groaned and latched onto one, sucking hungrily while his hand kneaded the other. Savannah’s head fell back, lips parted, a quiet moan escaping her. Aaron’s cock throbbed painfully hard. He wrapped his hand around himself and stroked slowly, savoring the ache.

They were both nearly naked when Savannah gently pushed Zachary back, kissed his cheek, and slipped into the bathroom for a quick shower. Zachary followed her in moments later, the sound of running water faint through the wall. The camera couldn’t see inside, leaving Aaron alone with his racing thoughts and the thick, twisting mix of jealousy and lust churning in his gut.

Is this really what I want? The question gnawed at him. His beautiful wife, the woman he loved more than anything, was about to be fucked by another man just a few feet away. The sting of it was real—sharp, acidic—but it only made his cock leak more in his fist.

Ten minutes later, the bathroom door opened. Zachary emerged naked, carrying Savannah wrapped in a white towel, her long legs dangling, skin still dewy from the shower. She had her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately as he carried her to the bed. He laid her down gently, then tugged the towel away.

Aaron’s breath caught. There she was—completely bare, glowing under the low lights, every curve perfect. Zachary kissed his way down her body with reverent hunger: her mouth, her throat, her shoulders, lingering on her breasts until she arched and whimpered, then lower, over her stomach, until he reached the soft, neatly trimmed patch between her thighs.

Savannah looked like a goddess—eyes closed, lips curved in a dreamy smile, body undulating slowly under his mouth. The sight burned away the last traces of Aaron’s doubt, leaving only raw, throbbing need.

Zachary fumbled at first, his cock hard and leaking as he tried to push inside her. He missed twice, groaning in frustration, sweat beading on his forehead. Savannah smiled tenderly, reached down, and guided him in. The moment he sank into her, both of them moaned—deep, guttural sounds that carried through the thin wall.

Aaron stroked himself faster, eyes glued to the screen.

Zachary started slow, then built speed, thrusting harder, finding his rhythm. Savannah’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back as she urged him deeper. Her familiar moans grew louder, breathier, more desperate. The bed creaked rhythmically. Zachary’s breathing turned ragged, animalistic. The sounds—wet skin slapping, her cries, his grunts—poured through the wall like the most obscene live show Aaron had ever experienced.

He watched every detail: the way her breasts bounced with each thrust, the flush spreading across her chest, how her fingers clutched Zachary’s shoulders, the sheen of sweat on both their bodies. Zachary lasted far longer than Aaron expected—pounding into her with surprising stamina, hips snapping harder, chasing her pleasure. Savannah’s voice rose, breaking into those high, needy cries Aaron knew so well, the ones that always pushed him over the edge.

The pressure inside Aaron coiled unbearably tight. He jerked himself roughly now, fist flying, thumb swiping over the slick head on every stroke. The combined sensation of watching his wife get fucked so thoroughly, hearing every filthy sound in real time, and the burning knowledge that this was really happening—it all crashed over him at once.

With a strangled groan, Aaron came hard, thick ropes of cum spilling over his fist and onto his stomach in pulsing waves.

Aaron stayed glued to the laptop screen, breathing shallow as the intensity next door finally ebbed. Zachary collapsed onto his back beside Savannah, chest heaving, completely spent. She was gentle with him—stroking his forehead, whispering something soft that Aaron couldn’t quite catch through the wall. Within minutes, the younger man’s breathing deepened into the steady rhythm of sleep.

Savannah waited a little longer, then carefully slipped out of bed. She leaned over him, whispering his name twice. No response. She grabbed her phone, and seconds later Aaron’s screen lit up.

Savannah: He’s out cold. Coming over now.

His heart slammed against his ribs. He was already at the door when she knocked—two soft taps. The moment she stepped inside wearing nothing but Zachary’s oversized button-down shirt, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her like he was starving.

She tasted like sin—another man’s sweat still faintly on her skin, her lips swollen from earlier kisses, her hair messy and smelling of hotel shampoo and sex. The shirt hung loose on her, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs, and Aaron could already feel himself hardening again against her belly.

“You look fucking incredible,” he growled, walking her backward toward the bed without breaking the kiss. He pushed her down onto the mattress, the same black silk from home now long gone, replaced by this borrowed shirt that carried another man’s scent. He knelt between her spread legs and slowly parted the fabric, exposing her.

Her pussy was flushed deep pink, the outer lips slightly puffy and glistening. A thick, creamy trail of Zachary’s cum had already started to leak from her. Aaron’s breath caught at the sight. The raw, filthy evidence of what had just happened to his wife made his cock throb so hard it hurt.

“God, look at you...” he murmured, voice rough. “He really filled you up, didn’t he?”

Savannah’s cheeks burned crimson. She tried to close her legs, embarrassed, but he held them open. “Don’t hide. I want to see what he did to my wife.”

He ran two fingers along her slick folds, gathering the warm mix of their combined fluids, then pushed them slowly inside her. She was still loose and soaked from Zachary, hotter than usual, her walls fluttering around his fingers. More cum pushed out around them as he curled and stroked.

“Fuck, Savannah... it’s still dripping out of you.”

“It was safe,” she whispered, voice shaky with both shame and arousal. “I told him it was fine... I don’t like condoms.”

The words sent a fresh surge of dark lust through Aaron. He pulled his fingers free, coated in Zachary’s load, and rubbed them over the head of his own cock before lining himself up.

Then he thrust in hard—all the way to the hilt in one powerful stroke.

Savannah cried out, back arching sharply off the bed. Her pussy clenched around him like a fist, slick and velvety, the obscene wetness of another man’s cum making every slide smoother, filthier. Aaron groaned loud, gripping her hips as he bottomed out again and again.

“Tell me,” he rasped, fucking her with deep, possessive strokes. “Whose cock feels better?”

She moaned, legs wrapping tight around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Yours... oh god, yours feels better. He’s bigger, but... he doesn’t know what he’s doing. You fuck me so much better, baby.”

The confession hit him like lightning. He drove into her harder, the wet squelching sounds of her cum-filled pussy filling the room. He could feel Zachary’s load being pushed deeper with every thrust, coating his own cock, mixing with her fresh arousal. The scent of raw sex—musky, salty, sweet—hung thick in the air.

“On your hands and knees,” he ordered after several long minutes.

Savannah flipped eagerly. The second he pushed back inside her from behind, she moaned loudly, pushing back to meet him. Aaron realized why she wanted this position—the same way Zachary had taken her in the shower earlier. He gripped her hips and fucked her with long, punishing strokes, the sound of skin slapping skin loud and rhythmic.

“Harder,” she begged, voice breaking. “Fuck me, Aaron. Please—use me.”

He gave her exactly what she needed, pounding deep and steady, one hand reaching around to rub her clit in tight circles. The pressure built fast for both of them. Savannah’s moans turned into desperate, broken cries. Her pussy started pulsing hard around him, gripping and fluttering as her orgasm crashed over her. The sensation—combined with the slick mess of Zachary’s cum—pushed Aaron over the edge right after.

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, guttural groan, pumping rope after thick rope into her already overflowing pussy. His cock throbbed for what felt like forever, draining every last drop while she milked him through her own aftershocks.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, panting, bodies slick with sweat. Finally he pulled out slowly, watching their mixed cum drip from her swollen pussy onto the towel he’d laid down earlier. He cleaned her gently with a warm cloth, then pulled her into his arms.

Their breathing gradually slowed, hearts still racing against each other.

“You should go back,” Aaron whispered, stroking her hair. “Before he wakes up and notices.”

Savannah looked up at him, eyes soft and full of affection. “You’re so thoughtful,” she murmured. She kissed him deeply, slow and sweet, then slipped back into Zachary’s shirt. She grabbed her phone and the room keycard he’d taken earlier, gave him one last lingering look, and quietly left the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

Aaron watched on the laptop as Savannah crept back into the next room like a shadow. Zachary was still fast asleep, sprawled on his back, breathing deep and even. She moved carefully, brushing her hair aside so it wouldn’t fall across his face, then leaned down and placed the softest kiss on his forehead. With one last glance toward the hidden camera, she slipped under the covers and curled into his arms. The screen went still.

Aaron let out a long breath, tension draining from his shoulders. He closed the laptop, collapsed onto the bed, and finally let sleep pull him under.

He woke sometime later to the faint but unmistakable sounds drifting through the wall—Savannah’s low, breathy moans. The bedside clock glowed just before eight. Aaron’s pulse quickened instantly. He opened the laptop again, the feed flickering to life.

There she was.

Savannah straddled Zachary, moving with slow, rolling confidence. The morning light filtering through the curtains painted her skin in warm gold. Her head was tilted back, lips parted, hair cascading down her back as she rocked her hips in deep, sensual circles. Zachary lay beneath her, hands greedily cupping and squeezing her full breasts, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples. His face was flushed with pure awe and pleasure.

The sounds were clearer now—the wet slide of her body taking him, the soft slap of skin on skin, her quiet gasps and his deeper groans. Aaron’s cock hardened fast, heavy and aching. He wrapped his hand around himself and stroked in time with her movements, eyes locked on the screen. He watched every detail: the way her back arched, how her thighs flexed with each rise and fall, the sheen of sweat beginning to glow between her breasts.

She rode him harder, faster, chasing her pleasure with shameless hunger. The bed creaked steadily. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. Zachary’s hands slid down to grip her ass, trying to guide her, but she kept her own rhythm—confident, greedy, beautiful. Aaron jerked himself faster, breath ragged, lost in the filthy thrill of watching his wife use another man so thoroughly.

Then Zachary tensed, hips jerking up sharply as he came with a choked groan. Savannah slowed, grinding down on him through his release, but she didn’t finish. A few moments later she carefully lifted off him and curled up at his side again.

Aaron closed the laptop, heart still racing. He showered quickly, checked out of the hotel ahead of them, and drove home, the entire drive thick with anticipation and leftover heat.

**
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The front door opened a little after five that afternoon. Savannah stepped inside carrying the same bouquet of red roses Zachary had given her the day before. She looked radiant—sun-kissed, a little tired, and impossibly sexy in the same sweater dress from yesterday.

Aaron rose from the couch and met her in the hallway. “Get the camera back?” he asked casually.

She gave him a playful smirk and stuck her tongue out. “Yep. All safe.”

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her deeply, hungrily, tasting the faint trace of the day she’d had. She melted against him for a moment, then casually tossed the roses straight into the trash can by the door.

Aaron raised an eyebrow. “Why throw them away? They’re beautiful.”

Savannah looked up at him, suddenly serious, her eyes soft and steady. “I only wanted to help him feel wanted. There’s no feeling there. Not even a little. You’re the only man I’m coming home to. Ever. You couldn’t get rid of me if you tried.”

A warm rush of love and relief flooded Aaron’s chest. He smiled, slow and tender. “Good. No matter who you play with... you always come back and sleep next to me.”

She nodded, burying her face in his chest, voice turning sweetly playful. “Then you’d better buy me flowers too.”

Aaron chuckled, reached behind the couch where he’d hidden them earlier, and produced a beautiful bouquet of deep red roses. He held them out to her.

“Savannah...” Her voice cracked, eyes instantly glistening with tears. “You’re too good to me.” She dropped the flowers on the table and threw herself into his arms, crying softly against his shoulder.

He held her tight, stroking her back, wiping the tears from her cheeks with his thumbs. “Hey, no crying. But later tonight... I want every single detail about this morning. Everything you did with him. Don’t leave anything out. I missed the show.”

She let out a watery laugh, the tears turning into a bright, mischievous smile. Leaning up on her toes, she whispered hotly against his ear, already starting to tell him everything.

What started as a wild experiment only pulled them closer. Their love felt deeper, richer, more alive than ever before.
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        When a married man unexpectedly arrives at a wild party, he is stunned to discover his seemingly innocent wife at the center of attention — willingly giving herself to multiple men, including several powerfully built black men. Hidden in the shadows, he watches as the woman he thought he knew transforms into a confident, insatiable hotwife right before his eyes.
Later that night, the shocking truth emerges. His wife has been secretly living a double life as a dancer and escort for years. Instead of the anger he anticipated, he finds himself consumed by an overwhelming and forbidden arousal. What follows is a deeply erotic journey of confession, forgiveness, and sexual awakening as the couple begins to explore their darkest fantasies together.
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