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The Cool Air Hits

As I stepped out of the hot tub, the cool night air kissed my wet skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. I glanced back at Luke, who was still lounging in the bubbling water, his head resting against the edge like he never wanted to leave.

“Mind if I soak a little longer?” he asked, his voice relaxed but warm.

“Take all the time you want,” I said, smiling as I grabbed my towel. “Just flip that switch over there to kill the jets when you’re done, and make sure you pull the cover back on properly—it’s a pain if the wind gets under it.”

Chloe had already climbed out ahead of me and was standing a few feet away, slowly toweling off. The soft outdoor lights painted her skin with a golden glow as water droplets traced lazy paths down her curves. I turned back toward Luke to remind him about the string of fairy lights along the deck.

That’s when I caught it.

Mid-sentence, his gaze had locked onto her with an intensity that made the words die in my throat. There was nothing casual about the way he was looking at my wife. His eyes drank her in—hungry, appreciative, almost possessive. A strange, electric jolt rippled through me: surprise, a flicker of jealousy, and something hotter underneath that I wasn’t ready to name.

Chloe had just turned thirty-four. After seven years of marriage and two kids, her body wasn’t the tight, gym-sculpted thing it had been in her twenties, and neither was mine. The faint lines and softer belly were proof of the life we’d built together. But those changes hadn’t diminished her—they’d reshaped her into something richer, more womanly. Her hips had widened, her thighs had filled out, and her breasts… God, her breasts had become a revelation.

She wore that simple dark blue one-piece, the one she’d bought years ago when she was still self-conscious about showing too much skin. It was never meant to look like this. The fabric stretched across her fuller figure now, the deep V-neckline plunging lower than she probably realized. Her once-perky 32Bs had blossomed after our daughter was born and never retreated—settling into soft, heavy 36Cs that strained against the material, creating a lush, inviting cleavage that swayed gently as she dried her arms. The cool air had tightened her nipples into visible peaks beneath the thin, damp fabric.

And Luke couldn’t look away.

I smirked to myself, a secret thrill curling low in my belly as I pretended not to notice the way Luke was still staring. I turned and headed inside with Chloe close behind, her damp skin brushing mine as we moved through the sliding doors. We climbed the stairs as quietly as we could, bare feet soft on the carpet so we wouldn’t wake the kids who had crashed hours earlier.

At the door to our master bedroom, Chloe suddenly whispered, “Fuck,” under her breath.

I paused, hand on the knob. “What’s wrong?”

“My watch. I left it on the table by the hot tub.” She gave me an apologetic little smile. “I’ll be right back.”

Before I could offer to go instead, she turned and padded back down the stairs.

I stepped into the master bathroom, flicked on the shower, and let the water run hot while I brushed my teeth. Steam began to curl around the glass, softening the edges of the room. A minute later Chloe slipped back in, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with barely contained giggles.

I raised an eyebrow as we both stepped into the shower, still wearing our wet swimwear. The warm spray hit us, plastering the fabric to her body. She reached behind her back, fingers working the straps of her dark blue one-piece, and started wriggling free with that infectious grin still lighting up her face.

“What’s got you laughing like that?” I asked, sliding my hands to her waist to steady her as she peeled the clinging material down her hips. My thumbs traced the soft curve of her belly, still warm from the hot tub.

Chloe bit her lip, holding my gaze for a heartbeat before the words tumbled out, laced with mischief and something newer—something bolder. “Okay, so when I went back out for my watch… Luke was just climbing out of the tub.”

I furrowed my brow, genuinely puzzled. “He said he wanted to stay in longer. We were only gone a couple of minutes.”

She gave a tiny, playful pout, water streaming down her full breasts as she finally kicked the swimsuit aside. “I don’t think he actually wanted to stay in,” she said, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I think he was trying to hide how hard he was. When he stood up… God, you should’ve seen the tent in his shorts. It was obvious.”

Her eyes held mine, bright with excitement and a hint of nervous thrill, like she was testing how I’d react to the confession.

Her giggles bubbled up again, bright and unrestrained, the wine from earlier—first when Luke arrived, then again after we’d tucked the kids in—clearly still loosening her inhibitions.

I chuckled, sliding my hands over her slick hips under the warm spray. “Oh wow… so what did you do? Did you say anything to him?”

Chloe tilted her head back, letting the water cascade over her face and chest as she grimaced playfully. “You know how awkward I get. I just kind of giggled like an idiot, mumbled something like ‘sorry’ while I snatched my watch, and bolted. He was pretending to mess with the hot tub controls, but it was so obvious he was trying to hide it.” She paused, biting her lip. “I quickly said goodnight and got out of there. He didn’t really answer. God, I hope he didn’t think I was annoyed or weirded out.”

I nodded slowly, the steam wrapping around us as I thought about Luke. We’d been solid friends for years, ever since we worked together. His divorce had been rough—Chloe and I had only met Laura a handful of times, and neither of us had been impressed. Privately, we’d both felt he deserved so much better, in every way. No kids had made the split cleaner, at least.

The whole house situation had come out of nowhere. A big storm a few days back had sent a tree crashing through part of his roof. With my wife’s enthusiastic okay, I’d offered him the basement guest room while the landlord sorted the repairs. Supposed to be done in a week. This was only his third night, and with the weekend ahead, I was actually looking forward to having him around more—he’d been slammed with work the last couple of evenings.

“I’m sure he wasn’t annoyed,” I said gently, my thumbs tracing slow circles on her waist. “Poor guy’s probably just embarrassed. He hasn’t had any action since Laura left him last year.”

Chloe’s eyes widened with genuine surprise, water beading on her lashes. “Really? You don’t think he’s been trying to date again?” She sounded almost… intrigued. “He seems like such a catch.”

I gave a simple shrug, water streaming down my back. “His work schedule’s been insane, and you know how shy he gets around new people. Maybe you could help him out—introduce him to one of your single friends? You’ve still got a few, right?”

Chloe paused, thoughtful, then shook her head as she reached for the shampoo bottle.

I watched the hot water glide over her bare skin, tracing every curve as she worked the lather into her long, dark-brown hair. The sight of her—full breasts heavy and glistening, hips swaying slightly with the motion—sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. A risky idea surfaced, one I’d only ever whispered during sex. My heart beat harder as I weighed it… then spoke.

“You know… there might be another way you could help him out.”

Her hands stilled in her hair. She looked up at me through the cascading water, eyes wide with a mix of confusion and amused disbelief. Suds slipped down her neck and over the swell of her chest. “Oh come on, babe,” she laughed softly, though her voice had a new, breathy edge. “Even if you were serious—and even if I wanted to—there’s no way he’d be interested in me. Look at me. I’m fucking huge right now.” She gestured down her body, cheeks flushing. “I know we talk dirty sometimes. I know we fantasize about me fucking other guys while you’re inside me… but come on, baby. That’s just bedroom talk.”

I laughed, low and a little nervous, stepping closer under the spray. Yes, she had put on weight—fifteen pounds or more since the kids—but I wasn’t lying when I said what came next.

“Seriously, I can’t imagine any guy not jumping at the chance to have some no-strings-attached fun with you,” I murmured, my hands sliding to her soapy hips. “That extra weight… it all went straight to your tits and your ass, and fuck, it looks incredible on you. You’re softer, fuller, sexier than ever.” I let my palms drift over the generous curve of her backside for emphasis. “And I never said anything about you fucking him. I just meant… maybe you could give him a quick handjob or something. Just to take the edge off. It was only a thought.”

We finished our shower in silence. The only sounds were the water shutting off and the soft drip from the showerhead. I figured my suggestion had crossed a line and that Chloe was annoyed at me for even implying she should go downstairs and give my friend a handjob like some kind of casual relief service. I told myself it would blow over, that we’d never speak of it again.

As we stepped out and started drying off, the cool air raising fresh goosebumps on our skin, Chloe finally spoke.

“Seriously, baby… do you honestly think he’d want a handjob from me?” She gestured down at her chubby hips and soft belly with the towel, her voice laced with disbelief.

Relief flooded through me so fast I almost laughed. It wasn’t anger keeping her quiet—it was that familiar self-consciousness. I stepped closer, wrapping my towel loosely around my waist.

“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” I said with a nervous little laugh, my heart hammering. “But honestly, baby… yes. I do. I think Luke, or almost any single straight guy, would. If he turned you down, it wouldn’t be because of you. It would be because he’s my friend and he’d feel like he was doing something wrong—like you were cheating on me. But if he knew I was completely okay with it?” I let my gaze drop deliberately to her full, heavy breasts, still flushed from the hot water. “I can’t imagine any reason why he’d say no to getting jerked off by a beautiful woman with a fucking amazing pair of tits.”

I reached out and gently cupped one, thumb brushing her nipple. “Don’t forget, you’re the reason he was climbing out of that hot tub with that hard-on you saw. I caught him watching you earlier, when you got out. He was staring straight at your ass.”

That last part was a lie. He’d been fixated on her massive tits the whole time she was drying off, not her ass. But I didn’t correct myself. In truth, I loved Chloe’s ass exactly as it was—big, round, and surprisingly firm despite the soft jiggle when you slapped it. It had a beautiful heart shape that swayed when she walked, the kind of ass that made my hands itch to grab it. The extra weight had only made it fuller and sexier in my eyes.

Chloe fell quiet again for a long couple of minutes, the only sounds the soft pull of the brush through her long, dark-brown hair and the faint rustle of her towel. I sat on the edge of the bed, heart still racing from everything we’d said in the shower. The fantasy had me painfully hard—my cock straining against my boxers as I tried to pull them on. I couldn’t stop the images flooding my mind: Chloe on her knees in front of Luke, her soft hand stroking him until he erupted across her face in thick ropes. Part of me felt guilty because I knew how much she hated cum on her face, but the raw visual was so filthy and intoxicating I couldn’t push it away. Then another flashed through me—her lying beside him on the guest bed downstairs, her hand moving fast and sure under his sweatpants until a dark, wet spot bloomed across the fabric.

I jerked my head toward the bathroom door as Chloe stepped into the bedroom, her voice low and completely serious.

“Seriously though… is that what you want?” She looked straight at me, eyes searching. “Do you honestly want me to go downstairs and jerk him off?”

There was no hiding it. I was rock-hard, the front of my boxers tented obviously as I sat there.

She walked fully into the bedroom, towel wrapped around her chest, and waited for my answer.

“I don’t ever want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with or don’t feel confident doing,” I said, my voice a little rough with nerves and excitement. “But yeah… I think it could be a lot of fun. And I know you’d actually really enjoy it.” I grinned, trying to keep it light even as my pulse hammered. “Imagine the confidence boost it would give you, knowing you got him that hard, that worked up.”

I paused, then added with a playful shrug, “Plus, it would be a really nice, hospitable thing to do for our house guest. You know… solving a very obvious ‘problem’ he’s dealing with.”

Chloe didn’t smile back. She stayed serious, arms crossed under her breasts. “But what if it’s like you said, and he thinks I’m cheating on you? Doing it behind your back without you knowing?” Her eyes held mine. “Or what if he is okay with it? Do you honestly want to stay friends with a guy who’d let your wife jerk him off?”

I paused, turning the idea over in my mind, my pulse thudding heavily in my chest. Finally I said, “Here’s what we can do. I’ll text Luke right now and let him know you’re coming down to check if he needs anything. That way he’ll know I’m completely aware of what’s happening. Hell, tell him he can text me directly if he wants confirmation or thinks you’re making it up.”

Up until then Chloe had still been naked, her skin warm and flushed from the shower. Now she stepped into a pair of soft pink pajama pants, the fabric hugging her full hips and thick thighs. She took a slow, steadying breath.

“Okay… fine. I’ll do it if it’s really what you want.” Her voice was quiet but resolute. “But it’s just a handjob. That’s it. And he’ll have to accept me like this—fully clothed, no makeup, nothing.” She pulled a tight black tank top over her head, the thin material stretching snugly across her heavy breasts, her nipples faintly visible through the fabric. “Oh, and I’m telling him upfront he’s not allowed to touch me. At all.”

The moment the words left her mouth, a powerful rush of excitement and sharp jealousy surged through me. Chloe reached for a scrunchie on the nightstand, gathered her long dark hair, and pulled it back into a tight, practical ponytail. The simple motion somehow made her look both innocent and incredibly sexy.

“I’m only doing this because you clearly want me to… and because I like Luke as a friend, okay?” she added, her tone firm but with a nervous edge. “Don’t start expecting me to turn into some kind of handjob whore who jerks off every guy who walks through our door.” She gave me a pointed look, then softened it with a small, shaky smile. “Right. Come on then, baby. Send the text.”

She turned and walked toward the bedroom door. I watched, throat dry, as she gently pulled it closed behind her with a soft click. My hands trembled slightly as I picked up my phone. It took me a few tries to type with steady fingers.

I carefully composed the message to Luke: “Chloe’s coming down to see if u need anything ;)”

I hit send. I stared at the message for a second, wondering why the hell I’d added that winking emoji. Maybe it was my way of making sure he understood I knew exactly what was about to happen. My head was spinning now, thoughts hazy and frantic. I closed the messaging app and quickly opened the security system app on my phone.

We’d had the new alarm system installed about a year ago—cameras, motion sensors, the works. The indoor sensors doubled as hidden cameras, only active when the system was armed, but I could pull up any of them manually whenever I wanted. Two of them covered the master bedroom and the guest room downstairs, giving a clear enough view of the living area. Chloe had nodded along when I explained it all to her, but she’d never really paid attention and had forgotten the details almost immediately. She had no idea I could watch everything from right here.





Strange Anticipation

My cock was throbbing as the app loaded. I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking slowly, anticipation tightening every muscle in my body.

My phone buzzed. Luke’s reply popped up: “Ummm, okay?”

I didn’t reply.

On the grainy but clear 1080p feed, it didn’t take long. I watched Luke stand up from the couch and walk toward the door. The camera had no microphone, so any knock or footsteps were silent on my end. The angle didn’t show the door itself, forcing me to imagine the moment Chloe stepped in—heart pounding, ponytail swinging, pink pajama pants hugging her curves. But I could see the rest of the room perfectly, and I wasn’t going to miss a second of what happened next.

I found myself silently rooting for Chloe to be bold and confident when she made the offer. Luke had always been the quiet, shy type, and there was a very real chance his nervousness might make him turn her down even if he was dying to say yes. My heart hammered against my ribs as I held my breath, eyes glued to the grainy feed, every second stretching out unbearably.

For what felt like an absolute eternity, Luke was off-screen near the door. I stared at the empty couch and the rumpled blanket he’d been using, my stomach tight with anticipation and a sharp undercurrent of jealousy. Then he finally reappeared, walking back into frame and sitting down on the edge of the guest bed. A moment later Chloe stepped fully into view, her pink pajama pants hugging the generous curve of her ass and thighs, the tight black tank top stretched across her heavy breasts. She sat down beside him, close enough that their legs almost touched.

They talked for a minute or two. I couldn’t hear a word, but I could see the nervous energy in the way Chloe’s hands fidgeted in her lap and how Luke kept glancing at her chest before quickly looking away. Then, barely able to believe what I was watching, Chloe reached over and placed her hand on his lap. She started rubbing him slowly over the soft fabric of his sweatpants. Almost immediately the bulge underneath began to swell and thicken under her palm. Their conversation stopped. The room seemed to grow heavier, more intimate, even through the silent security feed.

A sudden rush hit me — I hadn’t started recording. Cursing under my breath, I quickly tapped the red button in the app. A small red timer appeared in the corner, counting upward. This moment was now being saved.

Barely thirty seconds into the recording, Luke grew bolder. He placed his hand on Chloe’s upper thigh, his fingers gently caressing the soft pink fabric in slow, appreciative strokes. I saw her body tense for a split second, then relax. Her hand movements on his cock quickened in response, becoming more purposeful, more confident. She had been so firm upstairs about not letting him touch her at all… yet here she was, letting his palm glide over her thigh like it belonged there.

The sight sent a powerful wave of heat and jealousy crashing through me. My own cock throbbed painfully in my fist as conflicting emotions battled inside my chest — pride at her courage, sharp possessive sting at another man’s hand on my wife, and an overwhelming, filthy arousal that made it hard to breathe. They exchanged a few more words, something brief and quiet. Then, almost in unison, both of them stood up.

Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and slowly dragged them down his thighs. I couldn’t stop the soft, surprised moan that escaped my throat as Luke’s fully erect cock sprang free, thick and heavy, pointing straight up toward his stomach. Even through the slightly grainy camera feed, the sight hit me like a punch. It was hard to judge exact size on a screen, but compared to Chloe’s hand wrapped around it, he was clearly longer than me. My own cock was average in length—something I’d always been quietly self-conscious about—though I’d always taken pride in my girth. Seeing his made my stomach tighten with a sharp, delicious sting of jealousy.

Luke sat back down on the edge of the bed. Instead of joining him, Chloe gracefully lowered herself to her knees right in front of him, her soft stomach brushing against his thighs. The position looked so naturally submissive yet powerfully sensual that my breath caught.

I could hardly believe what I was witnessing. My sweet, modest wife spat several times into her palms, rubbed her hands together until they glistened, then wrapped both of them around his thick shaft. She began stroking him slowly, deliberately, from base to tip. Luke’s hips started rolling up to meet her rhythm almost immediately, his face twisted in open pleasure as he stared down at her. Chloe’s expression was focused, almost reverent, her full breasts straining against the black tank top with every movement.

My own dick had never been harder in my life. I stroked myself in long, agonizingly slow pulls, desperate not to cum too soon. This wasn’t some fantasy anymore — this was real. My wife was on her knees in our guest room, jerking off my best friend while I watched from upstairs like it was live pornography starring the woman I loved.

After a few intense minutes, she paused, spat on her hands again to get them even wetter, and returned to her task with renewed enthusiasm. Their lips were moving — they were talking — but the fucking camera had no sound. I leaned closer to the screen, aching to know what filthy or nervous words were passing between them. Then Chloe did something that made my heart slam against my ribs. She reached down with one hand, tugged her tight black tank top up over her heavy breasts, and let them spill free. They bounced softly with the motion, full and pale in the lamplight. She smiled up at him as they continued their silent conversation for a few more seconds before she went back to stroking his cock with both hands, her bare tits now on full display.

The fact that she had already broken one of her own strict rules — no touching, stay fully clothed — sent a fresh wave of scorching heat through me. Seeing her like this, bolder and more sexually liberated than I’d ever seen her, turned me on more than anything I could remember. My sweet Chloe was evolving right before my eyes, and I was rock-hard because of it.

I kept watching, convinced any second Luke would lose control and explode across her beautiful tits. The red timer on the recording showed just over five minutes when they suddenly slowed down again. They were talking once more. Chloe’s hands finally left his cock. She sat back on her heels, pursing her lips in that familiar way she did when she was thinking hard. Then she reached for her phone, glanced at the screen, and I knew exactly what she was doing — checking how long she’d been down here, how long she’d been jerking him off.

Then, without another word, Chloe leaned forward and took roughly half of Luke’s cock straight into her mouth. She started bobbing her head steadily, her hand still stroking the thick base in perfect rhythm.

“Holy fuck…” I breathed out loud, completely involuntarily. My eyes widened as I watched my wife on her knees, giving my best friend a blowjob right there on the guest bed. The sight was overwhelming — her dark ponytail swinging with every movement, her heavy bare tits jiggling softly, her full lips stretched around another man’s shaft.

I could tell from the eager, focused way she was sucking him that she was trying to finish him off quickly. The intensity of it made my own cock throb violently in my fist. I knew if I kept stroking, I’d explode within seconds, so I forced myself to stop, gripping the base tightly instead and just staring at the screen, barely breathing.

Luke’s hips began bucking upward to meet her mouth, fucking her face in shallow thrusts. I could see the raw pleasure etched across his face. Any second now he was going to cum, and unless he warned her, it would flood straight into Chloe’s mouth. Knowing how much my wife hated the taste of cum, I silently prayed he’d have the decency to tell her. Otherwise this was going to end badly for her — and maybe for all of us.

After a couple of intense minutes of her giving him a very enthusiastic blowjob, I noticed something that made my heart slam even harder. At some point Chloe had slipped her left hand down the front of her pink pajama pants. She was rubbing her pussy while she sucked him. My sweet, reserved wife wasn’t just pleasuring my friend with her mouth and tits out — she was actively touching herself, clearly turned on by what she was doing.

Then Luke grew bolder. He reached down with one hand and cupped her right breast, squeezing and fondling it possessively. I braced myself, fully expecting her to slap his hand away or stop. But she didn’t. She let him grope her freely, her head continuing to bob up and down on his cock without missing a beat. The sight of another man’s hand on my wife’s breast while she sucked him sent a brutal, intoxicating wave of jealousy and lust crashing through me.

After another minute of this, Chloe suddenly pulled her mouth off his glistening cock with a wet pop. She went back to stroking him slowly with one hand, looking up at him with what looked like a hint of frustration on her flushed face. She reached over, grabbed her phone, and checked the screen again. I wondered desperately if she was hoping for a text from me or just shocked at how long she’d been down there. They exchanged a few more silent words. Then Chloe stood up, turned, and walked out of the camera’s view, heading toward the bedroom door.

My heart sank instantly. A cold wave of disappointment washed over me. She must have given up trying to make him cum. She was probably walking back upstairs right now, feeling embarrassed or ashamed, wondering why she’d let things go that far. I already started preparing comforting words in my head, my erection wilting slightly with the sudden shift in mood.

As I sat there frantically trying to figure out how I was going to comfort Chloe and rebuild her confidence when she got back upstairs, Luke suddenly stood up and shoved his sweatpants the rest of the way off, kicking them aside. I blinked in confusion for a split second — until Chloe walked back into the camera’s view.

Her thumbs were hooked into the waistband of her pink pajama pants. With a slow, almost hesitant motion, she peeled them down over her wide, chubby hips and thick thighs, letting the soft fabric pool at her ankles before stepping out of them. She was completely bare from the waist down now, her full, round ass and smooth pussy on full display in the lamplight.

Luke stood there stroking his hard cock, watching her intently. Chloe crawled onto the bed on all fours, then lowered herself flat onto her stomach, her body perfectly profiled for the camera. The generous curves of her ass, the soft dip of her waist, and the heavy side-view of her breasts pressing into the mattress — it was an incredibly erotic sight.

“Holy fuck… He’s about to fuck her?!?!” I said out loud, my voice hoarse.

A storm of conflicting emotions slammed into me all at once. One powerful part of me wanted to sprint downstairs, burst into the guest room, and stop them immediately. Jerking him off was supposed to be harmless fun. Even the blowjob had felt like pushing the boundary, but still… forgivable. But this — letting him slide his cock inside her pussy — that was something else entirely. It was too far, too fast. This was crossing a line we’d never discussed, never planned for.

Yet another, darker, much more aroused part of me desperately wanted to watch. I wanted to see Luke spread my wife’s legs and bury himself deep inside her. I wanted to watch her body react, her face change, her moans (even if I couldn’t hear them). The two sides warred violently inside my chest, leaving me completely frozen in place, unable to look away from the screen.

Chloe propped herself up on her elbows and picked up her phone, clearly texting. At the same time, Luke climbed onto the bed and positioned himself over her, his hard cock resting against the curve of her ass as he hovered above her prone body.

My phone buzzed on the bed beside me.

I snatched it up with shaking hands and read the message from Chloe: “Almost done, I think. We had to take a short break. My arm got tired.”

The camera angle was almost perfectly side-on to the way Chloe was lying prone on the bed, giving me a clear profile view of her body. I couldn’t see the exact point of contact, but it looked unmistakably like Luke was lining up the thick head of his cock with the entrance of my wife’s pussy.

Chloe glanced back over her shoulder at him, her face turned mostly away from the camera. Luke smiled down at her, then tried to push forward. For a few seconds he seemed to be struggling, the angle or her tightness making entry difficult. Then I saw his mouth moving as he spoke. In response, Chloe reached both hands behind herself and grabbed her full, round ass cheeks.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. She was actively spreading herself open for him, pulling her soft cheeks apart to help him sink inside. My mind reeled. Were they really about to do anal? We had never done that together — not once. For a wild second I wondered if this was her mental loophole, her way of convincing herself she wasn’t fully cheating. If he fucked her ass — something that was “just for him” — maybe it wouldn’t count in her mind.

But that thought collapsed almost immediately. There was no lube. Luke’s cock was noticeably longer and quite thick. There was no way she’d agree to anal without serious preparation. Then another, far more shocking realization hit me like ice water: I hadn’t seen him put a condom on. Not at any point.

What the fuck was happening?

Was she fertile right now? We hadn’t even talked about protection. Was he just planning to pull out? A million panicked thoughts and questions exploded through my head in the span of seconds — jealousy, fear, betrayal, raw forbidden lust — yet my cock stayed painfully, shamefully rock hard the entire time.

My wife, the woman I loved and had built a life with, was now a very willing participant in this. She was offering her body to my friend, helping him fuck her.

It wasn’t until Chloe reached back again, deliberately took Luke’s hands, and guided them firmly onto her spread ass cheeks that I realized something else: up until that moment, he hadn’t been touching her with his hands at all since she’d laid down. Once she placed his palms on her soft, generous flesh and he gripped her tightly, Luke finally thrust forward.

He sank into her with a slow, deliberate push. Then he started fucking her properly — steady, rhythmic strokes that made her body rock gently against the mattress. Chloe turned her head more toward the camera. Her dark ponytail had fallen across part of her face, hiding her eyes and nose, but I could clearly see her mouth. She was grinning. A huge, genuine, ear-to-ear smile of pure pleasure.

It was so strange. When we fucked, Chloe’s face was always more… normal. Concentrated. Sometimes soft moans, sometimes quiet gasps, but never this radiant, almost blissful grin. Seeing her look like that while another man’s cock slid in and out of her pussy did something devastating and intoxicating to me all at once.

All of a sudden, Luke’s rhythm changed. His thrusts became short, urgent, and erratic. Even through the silent camera feed I could see the tell-tale spasms and twitches in his hips and thighs. He was cumming.

I had desperately hoped he would pull out. I’d assumed he’d finish on her ass or across her back like some casual, safe fantasy. But ever since he’d gripped her hips, Chloe’s full, round ass had stayed pressed tight against his stomach with barely an inch of separation. Now, as he kept rocking slowly forward and back, the devastating realization sank in: he had just cum deep inside my wife.

A storm of emotions crashed over me. Upset. Betrayal. A sharp, stinging jealousy that burned in my chest. But tangled in with all of it was a strange, genuine hope that she had enjoyed it too — that her body had felt good, that she’d felt desired and sexy. And then, strangest of all, came a flash of pure anger. I was furious that Luke had only lasted a minute or two once he finally got inside her. As he jerked violently against her ass, I couldn’t stop imagining it: thick ropes of his cum coating the inside of her pussy, painting her walls, filling her up.

The mental image was so filthy and powerful that my own cock throbbed painfully. An overwhelming, primal urge surged through me — the insane need to “reclaim” her the second she walked back into our bedroom. To slide into that warm, freshly used hole and feel another man’s mess still inside her.

Then I noticed something else. A glistening liquid was slowly pooling at the small of her back, trickling down over the soft curve of her love handle and into the crease where her hip met her ass cheek. It looked thick. Pearly.

Was that… cum?

How? I hadn’t seen him pull out. The confusion only lasted a few seconds before everything suddenly clicked into place like a light switching on.

Luke hadn’t fucked her pussy at all.

Chloe had let him grind his cock between her big, soft ass cheeks the entire time. That was why he’d struggled to get the right angle until she actively spread herself and guided his hands. That was why she’d been grinning so strangely instead of making her usual “getting fucked” face. Because she wasn’t getting fucked. And that was exactly why she hadn’t made him wear a condom — there had never been any risk of him finishing inside her pussy. She had controlled the whole thing, giving him an assjob while keeping her most intimate place safe.

I watched as, a few seconds later, Luke stood up. His cock hung heavy and softening in front of him, still glistening. Chloe climbed off the bed, moving with that same confident, post-sex glow I’d rarely seen on her. She quickly tugged her tight black tank top back down over her heavy breasts, then stepped back into her pink pajama pants, pulling them up over her wide hips and thick thighs.

The energy in the room had shifted completely. Neither of them seemed interested in lingering conversation now. Luke looked almost shy, barely able to meet her eyes as he stood there awkwardly, still half-naked. Chloe noticed his sudden unease immediately — that caring, nurturing side of her that I loved so much. She walked over to him, placed a gentle hand on his arm, and pulled him into a quick, warm hug. Then she rose onto her tiptoes and gave him a soft, affectionate kiss on the cheek.

Luke’s tense shoulders relaxed visibly. As she turned to leave, I caught the small, grateful smile that spread across his face while he watched her walk toward the door.

I pressed the stop button on the recording, my heart still hammering. The red timer froze. For a brief, insane moment I wanted nothing more than to rewind and watch the whole thing again — every stroke, every grin, every sway of her body — but I knew I didn’t have time. Chloe would be back in our bedroom in seconds.

And I already had very clear, very urgent plans for her the moment she walked through that door.


Taking Her Time

It took Chloe a few minutes longer than I expected to come back upstairs. I figured she had probably stopped in the spare bathroom downstairs to clean herself up before facing me. The wait only made my pulse race faster, my cock still half-hard and impatient under the sheets.

When she finally slipped into our bedroom, she saw me lying there and offered a quick, slightly breathless explanation.

“Sorry it took so long. We ended up talking for a bit — both before and after — so it wouldn’t feel weird or awkward afterward.”

“Yeah, you were gone for quite a while,” I said, keeping my voice light even though my heart was pounding. “I was starting to wonder what was happening down there. So come on… how did it go? Did you manage to get him off? I saw your message about your arm getting tired and needing a break.”

Chloe hesitated for a second, then gave a small, almost shy smile. “Oh… yeah. Well, it turned out he’d actually jerked off right after he got out of the hot tub, so he was pretty spent and hard to get going again. But he didn’t want to turn down my — I mean our — offer.” She shrugged, cheeks still faintly flushed. “And I didn’t want to just tease him and leave him like that, so I put in the work. It took a while.”

I studied her face carefully, hungry to see how much she would actually tell me. Would she confess everything, or only the safe, edited version?

“Oh wow, that’s so hot,” I murmured, trying to sound casual. “So… did he enjoy it? And where did he cum in the end?”

Chloe shifted her weight, clearly choosing her words. “Yeah, he was actually really grateful. It was kind of sweet but also a little sad — he kept thanking me over and over. You were right, by the way. He hasn’t been with anyone at all since Laura left him. Not even a handjob.” She paused, then added quickly, “I told him not to be awkward about it tomorrow, especially not in front of the kids.”

She turned and started walking toward the en-suite bathroom, clearly trying to dodge the rest of my question. I wasn’t letting her slip away that easily. I climbed out of bed and followed her in. As she reached over and flipped on the light, the bright overhead bulbs lit up her face and body.

That’s when I saw it.

A small, glistening glob of cum clinging to the end of her dark ponytail, still wet and pearly white against her hair.

I resisted the immediate urge to point out the obvious glob of cum still clinging to her ponytail. I wanted to see how far she would go with her version of events first.

“So come on, baby,” I pressed gently, stepping closer, “I need to know. Where did you let him cum in the end? It doesn’t look like he got any on your clothes.”

Chloe hesitated, sitting down on the edge of the vanity and picking up her toothbrush. She avoided my eyes for a second. “Yeah… I told him not to get any on my clothes,” she said, her voice noticeably less confident than before. “He just lay back while I jerked him off, so when he came it went all over his stomach.” She shrugged, trying to sound casual. “I hope you’re happy now. You know I only did it for you, seeing as it seemed to turn you on so much.”

She gave me a small smile and pointed down at the very obvious tent in my boxers. “Unfortunately, there’s not much else to tell… but it looks like you might need some of my attention now.”

Chloe turned and started brushing her teeth, the familiar minty sound filling the bathroom. When she finished, she rinsed, wiped her mouth, and walked straight over to me. She rose onto her toes, kissed me deeply, and slid her hand down to rub my aching cock over the thin fabric of my boxers. I was rock-hard, throbbing with need. The contrast between what I’d watched on the camera and the sanitized story she was telling me only made me want her more.

I took her other hand in mine and led her back into the bedroom. The second we reached the bed, I gave her a gentle but firm push. She fell onto her back with a soft laugh, but before I could climb on top of her, she rolled over and pushed herself up onto all fours, crawling slowly up the mattress. The motion made her full ass sway invitingly.

I hooked my fingers into her pink pajama pants and yanked them down in one smooth pull, exposing her bare pussy and ass. The bedside lamp cast a warm glow across her skin, and I could see it immediately — her lips were swollen, glistening, and visibly dripping with arousal. A shiny trail of wetness had already started to run down her inner thigh. I reached out and ran two fingers along her slit, feeling just how soaked she really was.

“Holy fuck, baby,” I groaned, my voice thick with lust and dark satisfaction. “You’re absolutely dripping wet. It seems like I wasn’t the only one getting turned on by you jerking Luke off.”

Chloe moaned softly in response as my fingers kept rubbing slow, firm circles over her swollen clit from behind. Her hips rocked back against my hand, clearly hungry for more. I’d already shoved my boxers down, freeing my rock-hard cock. I’d been aching like this for what felt like hours — ever since she first agreed to go downstairs. Now I needed to be inside her more than I needed air.

I climbed onto the bed behind her, lined the thick head of my cock against her dripping entrance, and pushed in slowly, savoring every inch as her soaked pussy stretched around me.

“By the way, Chloe…” I asked, voice low and steady as I buried myself to the hilt, “how did you end up with cum in your hair?”

Her entire body tensed instantly, her walls clenching hard around my cock like a vice. She reached back over her shoulder, fingers frantically searching her ponytail until they found the sticky evidence.

“Oh… I, um… I guess it must have been when I was getting up from the bed,” she stammered between heavy breaths. “My hair must have draped over him or something. I honestly don’t know.”

I held still, refusing to thrust even though every instinct screamed at me to fuck her hard. A second later her hips swiveled desperately, trying to coax me into moving, fucking herself on my cock with needy little circles.

“Chloe,” I said slowly, gripping her hips firmly to keep her in place, “did something other than a handjob happen downstairs? Come on, baby. You can tell me. You know I won’t be mad.”

She took a deep, shaky breath. The pause stretched between us, thick with tension and her obvious anxiety. Finally the words tumbled out in a rush.

“Okay, listen… I want you to remember you were the one who sent me down there.” Her voice trembled slightly as she continued. “When I got downstairs, I found out he had already jerked off and cum, like, less than ten minutes before I even got there. Then while I was stroking him, he told me he usually can’t finish from just a handjob. Of course he didn’t mention that until I’d been going for ages.” She swallowed hard. “He said he wanted to see my tits. I told him no at first… but he said it might help him cum, so… I lifted my shirt up. Just so he could look at them.”

Her breathing was getting faster, her pussy fluttering around my cock as the confession continued. I could see the anxiety building on her face in the mirror across the room — she knew exactly where this story was heading.

“And then my arm was getting really tired. I’ve never given a handjob for that long in my life. I didn’t want to feel like a failure… I wanted to finish what I started for you. So I decided to use my mouth. Just for a few minutes. Just a little bit. I really thought it would make him cum faster…”

She trailed off, clearly dreading the next part — the part where my friend had ended up grinding his cock between her bare ass cheeks and unloading all over her back.

Listening to Chloe tell the story, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I started sliding my cock slowly in and out of her soaked pussy again, savoring how wet and ready she was.

“Wait,” I interrupted, voice low and rough, “so you’re telling me you showed him your tits and gave him a blowjob? Holy fuck… I bet he came almost immediately. But you hate cum, so what did you do? Did you let him cum on your tits?”

Chloe took a deep, shaky breath, clearly extremely turned on. She pushed her hips back to meet my slow thrusts, her voice breathy. “Well… between my tits and my mouth, he kept saying he was ‘close,’ but you know me with blowjobs. I just don’t have the stamina for long, and he just wasn’t getting—”

I cut her off again, picking up the pace of my thrusts. “Wait, hold on — so he didn’t cum from you sucking his cock? Then what happened?”

“Just let me tell you the story, okay baby?” she pleaded, frustration and arousal mixing in her tone. “I’m getting there, I promise.” She took another deep, nervous breath. “I told him I couldn’t keep sucking him. I said I was sorry I couldn’t make him cum and that I was just going to go back upstairs. He looked so sad, like he was really disappointed in himself. Then he told me he’s always been an ‘ass-man’… and that he thought I had a really nice ass. He said if he could just see me naked from behind, he knew he’d be able to cum. So… I laid down on the bed on my front and took my pants off. I let him look at my ass while he jerked off.”

I could feel both of us racing toward the edge, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me, but I was enjoying this confession far too much to let it end yet. I wanted every detail. I stopped thrusting completely, burying myself deep and holding perfectly still.

“So what, you just lay there and let him jerk off while he stared at your ass?” I asked, gripping her hips tightly. “I don’t get it though — how did the cum get in your hair if that’s all you did? Did he shoot his load while he was standing right behind you or something?”

Chloe whimpered in frustration and pushed her big, soft ass back against me, desperately trying to fuck herself on my cock. I held her hips firmly in place, refusing to let her move until she gave me the rest.

“Well… no, not exactly,” she admitted, voice trembling with nerves and excitement. “I realize now it was really stupid of me, but I honestly thought he would just jerk off over my ass. So I laid down on the bed. But the next thing I knew, he had climbed on top of me.” She added quickly, almost defensively, “I mean, he didn’t try to fuck me or anything. He really didn’t. And I didn’t want him to touch me… well, not exactly. But I also really wanted him to get off, so I didn’t feel like a complete failure.”

As I thought back to the wide, blissful grin on her face when she’d reached back and placed Luke’s hands firmly on her big, soft ass, I knew she was still softening the truth just a little. But it was close enough. I wasn’t ready to reveal that I’d watched every single second of it.

“So he ground his cock against my ass until he came,” she continued, voice shaky with need. “It was really fast. As soon as he started rubbing between my cheeks, he didn’t last very long at all. When he finally came, he shot his load all over my back… and I guess that’s how some of it got in my hair.” She let out a desperate little whimper. “I promise that’s the whole story, baby. Now can you please fuck me? I really need to get off.”

That was all I needed to hear.

A second later I gripped her hips hard and started thrusting into her soaked pussy with deep, uncontrollable strokes. Chloe moaned loudly, the sound raw and needy, before she buried her face into the pillow to muffle herself. Her walls fluttered and clenched around my cock as I fucked her with everything I had. I knew I wasn’t going to last long — I’d been on the edge for far too long — but I wanted to push her even further while she was this worked up.

Leaning over her back, I growled into her ear between heavy thrusts, “I bet you wish he had taken advantage of that position, don’t you, baby?” My voice was thick with lust. “I bet you wish he’d just held you down by that fat ass and used your little pussy like his own personal fuck toy… then dumped his entire load deep inside you.”

The moment the words left my mouth, Chloe’s pussy spasmed violently around my cock. Her whole body tensed, then began to shake.

“Yeah… Oh fuck yeah!” she cried out, voice breaking. “I’m cumming!”

I wasn’t sure if Chloe’s moaned “Yeah… Oh fuck yeah!” had been a subconscious answer to my filthy suggestion or simply the usual cry she made when she came. Either way, it hadn’t turned her off — if anything, it had pushed her even harder over the edge. That raw admission sent me spiraling right after her. A few seconds later I buried myself deep and started unloading everything I had, pulse after heavy pulse of pent-up cum flooding into her still-clenching pussy. I gripped her ass tightly, grinding my hips against her, desperate to empty every last drop inside the woman I loved.

We finally collapsed together onto the bed, sweaty and breathing hard, tangled in each other’s limbs until our heartbeats slowly returned to normal.

After a long, quiet minute, Chloe asked softly, “Are you angry?”

I turned my head to look at her. The worry in her eyes was unmistakable — that vulnerable, almost guilty look that made my chest tighten with affection.

“Angry at what, baby?” I murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “About how you got him off? You were the one who set the rules, not me. Honestly… I think it’s super fucking hot that he got to experience your gorgeous ass. That he came all over you because of how much you turned him on.” I smiled gently. “I just really hope he can act normal around us tomorrow.”

Chloe stared at me, her expression deeply confused. “I really don’t get it,” she whispered. “I know plenty of guys who would punch someone just for looking at their wife the wrong way.”

I let out a slow breath, trying to find the right words. “I don’t know what to say, babe. Everyone’s wired differently, I guess. All I know is that I get seriously turned on by the idea of you having fun and feeling sexy and desired. There’s something really hot about another man getting to appreciate what I have access to every single day.” I paused, tracing my fingers down her arm. “I know you’re not my property or anything like that… but it still does something to me. And I know it would be completely different if you were cheating or doing it behind my back. I can’t fully explain it — it’s hard to put into words. While you were down there, I definitely felt a hint of jealousy… but it was mixed with being more turned on than I’ve been in a long time.”

Chloe lay beside me, quietly processing everything I’d said. After a moment she got up and started walking toward the bathroom, her full hips swaying with that post-sex glow. She glanced back over her shoulder at me.

“Well, if nothing else, it was a fun experiment,” she said, a small, uncertain smile playing on her lips. “But don’t get any ideas. This is most definitely a one-time thing, okay?”

I just sat up on the bed and shrugged, giving her a playful, non-committal smile.

We climbed under the covers, curled up together, and drifted off to sleep without saying another word about what had happened downstairs.


The Morning After

The next morning arrived far too early with the familiar sounds of our kids stirring — giggles, little feet padding around, and the inevitable calls for Mom and Dad. It was Saturday, but toddlers don’t care about weekends.

I knelt on the bedroom floor changing my daughter’s diaper while soft morning light filtered through the curtains. Through the open bathroom door I caught glimpses of Chloe washing her face, her hair still messy from sleep and last night’s activities. The reality of everything that had happened downstairs felt strangely surreal — almost like one of our dirty bedroom fantasies that we’d whispered about in the dark, not something that had actually taken place just hours earlier.

My apprehension wasn’t from regret. I didn’t feel jealous or uneasy about Luke’s intimate moment with my wife. What unsettled me was the uncertainty of how our dynamic would shift now that the line had been crossed.

We herded the kids downstairs, a cheerful little parade of morning chaos. Chloe headed straight for the kitchen to start breakfast, moving with a quiet, almost glowing energy that made me wonder how much last night was still playing through her mind. I settled into the den with our three-year-old son, kicking an inflatable ball back and forth while our daughter toddled around, squealing with delight every time she caught it.

It wasn’t long before the basement door creaked open. Luke peeked his head around the corner, looking a little rumpled and hesitant.

“Sorry, man,” I called out with a relaxed smile, still gently kicking the ball to my son. “Once these two are awake, there’s no sleeping in unless you’ve got industrial earplugs. Welcome to the club.”

Luke gave an understanding nod, stepping fully into the room. “Oh yeah, I get it. No problem at all.” His eyes flicked quickly around the space, clearly searching for Chloe, before he closed the basement door behind him. He made his way over and sank onto the sofa opposite me, doing his best to avoid direct eye contact. The discomfort radiating off him was palpable — this new, uncharted territory between us weighing heavily in the air.

I decided it was better to face the elephant in the room head-on rather than let it fester. Keeping my tone casual while I continued playing with my son, I said, “Listen, man… Chloe told me what happened last night. She said things went a bit further than she originally planned.” I met his eyes steadily. “Don’t worry about it. Seriously. I’m completely okay with it. Honestly, I’m glad you had fun. I think it was a really good confidence boost for her. It’s something we’ve kind of fantasized about for years — we’ve talked about it plenty of times. You just happened to be in the right place at the right time.”

I offered him a small, reassuring smile. “So please don’t act weird about it, okay? Honestly, it’s not a problem at all. Just… don’t make us regret it.”

Luke looked over at me, his eyes wide with a mix of shock and disbelief. He nodded slowly. “I’m not really sure what to say,” he admitted, keeping his voice low so the kids wouldn’t catch anything. “But Chloe is seriously hot, man. Last night was… absolutely incredible.” He glanced at the kids again before continuing. “I don’t think I’ve ever told you this, but Laura and I hadn’t… you know… for a long time, even before we split. And I haven’t really gotten back out there yet. So yeah… it was really appreciated. Don’t worry, I won’t bring it up or make things weird between us.”

I offered him a warm, reassuring smile, relieved that we were at least trying to navigate this strange new territory without it blowing up. After a short, slightly awkward silence, I felt the need to add, “I said don’t make it weird… but hey, if you want to let her know you appreciated last night, that’s cool. Just keep it casual, you know?”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I wondered if I’d gone too far. I’d meant to ease the tension and bring things back toward normal, but openly encouraging him to acknowledge what happened might have been the opposite of casual.

Luke simply replied with a thoughtful, “Oh, okay,” his expression still processing everything. It was obvious he was just as unsure as I was about how this new dynamic was supposed to work.

I excused myself from the den, leaving Luke to play with the kids, and headed into the kitchen. Chloe stood at the stove in her pink pajama pants and a loose t-shirt, focused on turning sausages in the skillet. The smell of breakfast filled the air, warm and comforting. Seeing her there after everything that had happened last night hit me differently. Knowing that Luke found her so desirable somehow made her even sexier in my eyes — like she was glowing with this new, secret confidence.

As I walked up behind her, vivid flashes from the night before kept playing in my head: Chloe on her knees with her tits out, her hand wrapped around him, the way she’d grinned while he ground between her ass cheeks. I could still picture her fingers slipping down the front of those same pink pajama pants while she sucked him. My libido surged hard. I placed my hands on her soft hips, brushed her hair aside with my chin, and leaned in to kiss the side of her neck, letting my lips linger.

Chloe glanced over her shoulder at me, a quick, cautious look. “Just making sure it’s you,” she said, a hint of playful wariness in her voice. She turned back to the sizzling sausages. “You know, after last night, I wouldn’t be surprised if you sent Luke in here to try and make a move on me… even with the kids right in the other room.” There was a noticeable edge of annoyance mixed with something else — maybe lingering arousal, maybe uncertainty.

I slid one hand down from her hip and boldly slipped it under the waistband of her pink pajama pants, then deeper into her panties. My middle finger traced slowly up and down her warm slit. Chloe immediately grabbed my wrist, trying to stop me.

“Seriously, baby… what has gotten into you recently?” she whispered urgently. “Not only are the kids in the den, but Luke is right there too.”

My finger kept gliding lazily over her mound, teasing her folds. “Just for a minute,” I murmured against her neck. “Until you finish up with the sausage.”

Her grip on my wrist hesitated, then slowly loosened. She turned her attention back to the pan, flipping the sausages with the spatula. Seizing the opportunity, I pressed in closer, letting my tongue trace the sensitive skin behind her earlobe and slowly up the curve of her ear. She shuddered visibly, tilting her head away even as her breathing quickened.

“Rich… stop,” she breathed, her voice a shaky mix of caution and unmistakable excitement. “You know exactly what you’re doing to me.”

But I didn’t stop. I could already feel her getting wetter against my fingers. I placed two fingers on her swollen clit and started rubbing faster, firmer circles. Within seconds she was pushing back against my hand, her hips rolling subtly as she humped my fingers. The risk of getting caught only made it hotter.

Then we heard footsteps entering the kitchen behind us.

“That smells incredible,” I said loudly and casually, as if I’d only been peering over her shoulder at the food. “God, I’m starving.”

In one smooth motion I pulled my hand out of her pants and stepped back like nothing had happened, heading toward the table. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Luke standing there, looking a little sheepish as he reached into the cabinet for a glass. I wondered how long he’d been standing there.

After setting the table, I called the kids in for breakfast. Chloe composed herself quickly, smoothing her pajamas and offering Luke a warm, “Good morning,” as if everything was perfectly normal.

Breakfast passed without any major fanfare — just normal family chatter, the clink of forks, and the kids making a mess with syrup. Once we were done, Luke and I settled onto the couch to watch some college football. Our lazy Saturday relaxation didn’t last long. He got a call from his contractor about an unexpected extra expense on the roof repairs. Wanting to see the damage for himself before agreeing to anything, Luke decided to head out for a bit.

Before he left, Chloe made a point of catching him at the door. “Make sure you text us when you’re on your way back,” she told him, keeping her voice light. “The kids will be going down for their afternoon naps, and I don’t want you knocking and accidentally waking them.”

Once Luke had left and the kids were snugly tucked into their naps, Chloe sauntered out to the garage where I was cleaning and organizing a chaotic pile of tools from my latest weekend project. The faint scent of motor oil and sawdust hung in the air.

“Hey baby,” she purred in her best low, sexy voice as she walked over to me, hips swaying. “You want to finish what you started in the kitchen this morning?”

I smiled, wiping my greasy hands on a rag before sliding them straight into the waistband of her pajama pants — the same pink ones she’d been wearing all day. I started tugging them down eagerly.

“Hold on, baby. Not here,” she laughed softly, catching my wrists. “Come on, why don’t we go upstairs?”

“Oh no, baby. I’ve got a different idea,” I said, still lightly pulling at the fabric. “I want to bend you over my tool bench. We’ve never done it out here before, have we?”

Chloe raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms under her full breasts. “Oh, so now it’s all about you and what you want, is it?” Her tone was teasing but carried a new edge of confidence. “Well, let’s see. First of all, since you were the one who got me all worked up in the kitchen this morning, then left me hanging to go watch football with your friend, you’re going to have to make it up to me.” She gave me a serious look. “I think you should go down on me and get me off properly before anything else happens.”

She paused, then added with a wicked little smirk, “And secondly, if you have to go let Luke in, I want to be nice and close to my ‘vibey’ just in case I have to finish the job myself.”

I couldn’t help laughing at her pet name for the vibrator I’d bought her a few years ago. Despite her protests, I managed to slide both her pajama pants and panties all the way down to her ankles in one smooth motion, exposing her soft thighs and bare pussy.

“Baby, Luke only left twenty minutes ago,” I assured her, voice thick with hunger. “We’ve got plenty of time. Don’t worry about it. Just hop your sexy ass up here, and I’ll eat that horny little pussy until you’ve cum as many times as you want.” I pointed to the smooth hood of my car.

Chloe looked at me, one eyebrow raised in playful challenge.

“Come on, baby. It’ll be fun,” I coaxed. “That way we can finally check the garage off the ‘every room in the house’ list.”

She hesitated for a second, then started walking toward the car with a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Okay… I guess we can try. But if I can’t get off out here, then you are taking me upstairs, and you are going to finish the job properly. None of this ‘oh well, let’s just fuck’ shit. Your tongue is staying down there until I’m done.”

As she pulled herself up onto the cool hood of the car and hesitantly opened her legs, I dragged over a small step ladder and sat down on the very top step, positioning myself perfectly between her thighs.

I stared at her glistening pussy and let out a low groan. “Holy fuck, you are so wet already… and I haven’t even touched you yet.”

“You know it’s my fertile time of the month, baby,” Chloe breathed, her voice thick with need. “You know how fucking horny I always get when I’m ovulating. Now stop talking. My pussy isn’t going to lick itself.”

I lowered my head eagerly and ran my tongue slowly up her soaked slit, savoring the salty-sweet taste of her arousal. I parted her plump lips with the flat of my tongue before dipping inside her, then dragged it upward to circle her swollen clit. It didn’t take long before she was moaning openly, her hips rolling against my face as I lapped up her dripping wetness and flicked rapidly over her sensitive nub.

Barely a minute later, Chloe’s breathing turned ragged. “Oh yeah… right there. Fuck, that’s it—keep doing that!” she demanded, her voice rising. “Oh god… I’m so close already!”

Suddenly, I heard the side door to the house open. Before I could even pull back, Luke was halfway down the three steps into the garage. He froze mid-step, eyes wide as he stared straight at us — at my wife spread out on the hood of my car with my face buried between her thighs.

“I, um… I needed to borrow a pipe wrench,” he stammered, voice cracking. “Neither of you answered your phones…”

Chloe panicked, desperately trying to close her legs and sit up, but I kept my hands firmly on her soft thighs, holding her open. I turned my head just enough to look at Luke, my heart hammering with a wild mix of shock, jealousy, and that same dark thrill from the night before.

“I didn’t want to wake the kids or anything,” Luke continued awkwardly, his gaze flicking back to Chloe’s exposed pussy despite himself. “And I remembered you told me where the spare key was outside… Sorry, I’ll… I’ll just go get one at the store.”

I looked back at Chloe. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her cheeks burning bright red, and both her hands were now covering her crotch in embarrassment. But that switch in my head — the same one that had flipped last night — clicked again, louder this time.

“No, don’t worry about it, man. Help yourself,” I said, my voice surprisingly steady. “Don’t go to the store. Here, I’ll grab it for you… but only if you take over for me here.”

With that, I slid my right thumb under Chloe’s hand and started rubbing slow, firm circles over her swollen clit.

Chloe’s eyes flew open. She lifted her head sharply, staring at me in disbelief. “Rich… no… no way…”

“She was so close just a second ago before you walked in,” I told Luke, still gently stroking her, “and my tongue is pretty tired now.”

I glanced back at him and saw that his eyes had returned to my wife’s spread legs, lust written clearly across his face once again.

“Urm… I mean… sure,” Luke stammered, his voice shaky with nerves. “I mean, I don’t mind if you two are cool with it.” He took another couple of hesitant steps toward us, eyes locked on Chloe’s spread thighs.

I sped up the movements of my thumb on her swollen clit, my left hand stroking slowly up and down her soft thigh. “She told me she had to work pretty hard to get you off last night,” I said, my tone low and teasing. “So I think it’s the least you could do to return the favor.”

Then Chloe said something I never expected to hear — something I’ll never be able to forget.

“Oh fuck…” she gasped, voice trembling with desperate need. “I don’t even care which one of you does it at this point. Just… can someone please make me fucking cum.”

The words hit me like a lightning bolt. Taking my cue from her surrender, I stood up slowly, stepped to the side, and gestured for Luke to take my place on the step stool in front of my wife. Chloe’s hands had only moved slightly — they now rested high on her thighs instead of fully covering her pussy, as if she couldn’t quite decide whether to hide or offer herself.

Luke licked his lips visibly as he moved in. A second later, he lowered his face between my wife’s legs. His mouth made contact with her dripping pussy.

Chloe looked over at me for a brief, intense moment as I started to walk away. Her face was a storm of emotions — shock, embarrassment, overwhelming lust, and something deeper that looked almost like gratitude. I gave her a small, reassuring smile. After a few charged seconds of eye contact, she closed her eyes, tilted her head back against the hood of the car, and arched her back. A low, needy moan escaped her as Luke’s tongue began working eagerly over her folds.

I tried to act casual as I walked over to the tool bench, but my heart was pounding and my cock was rock-hard in my shorts. I opened the first drawer, pretending to search for the pipe wrench, when I heard Chloe’s breathing change. I glanced back just in time to see Luke slowly sliding his index and middle fingers into her pussy while his tongue flicked relentlessly over her clit.

“Oh fuck… Oh yes… yes, yes!” Chloe moaned, her voice growing louder and more desperate with every thrust of his fingers. Her hips started rocking against his face, chasing the pleasure he was giving her.

For a split second I considered stepping to the side, pulling my cock out, and sliding it between Chloe’s lips so she could suck me while Luke kept working on her. But I quickly realized I didn’t want to interrupt the intense pleasure she was lost in, nor risk putting too much weight on the hood of the car.

Instead, I simply reached down and started stroking my painfully hard cock over the front of my shorts as I watched the surreal scene in front of me. My beautiful, bottomless wife was spread wide open on the hood of my car, legs trembling, while my best friend buried his face between her thighs and fingered her deeply. The wet sounds of his mouth and fingers filled the garage, mixing with her ragged moans. It felt completely unreal — like a dirty fantasy that had somehow stepped into real life.

I was still trying to process it all when Chloe suddenly announced in a loud, broken voice, “I’m cumming… oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

Luke immediately sped up his fingers, thrusting them faster while his tongue attacked her clit. Chloe’s hips bucked and gyrated wildly against his face as her moans grew louder and more desperate. About fifteen seconds later she sucked in a sharp, deep breath, froze for a heartbeat, and then let out a long, shaking scream as the orgasm crashed through her. Her whole body shuddered hard on the hood of the car, thighs quivering around Luke’s head.

When her climax finally began to fade and she was gasping for breath, Luke slowly pulled back. He wiped his glistening mouth and chin with the back of his hand, then awkwardly offered her his other hand to help her sit up.

“Thank you for that,” Chloe said softly, almost shyly, as she took his hand and slid off the hood on shaky legs. Without looking at either of us, she walked over to where her pajama pants lay on the floor. Luke’s eyes stayed glued to her as she bent over, giving him a perfect view of her ass and still-dripping pussy. She took her time stepping into the pants and slowly pulled them up her thighs — much slower than necessary. Then, still without another word, she hurried inside the house and closed the door firmly behind her, escaping both of our stares.

The garage fell into heavy silence.

“Well… um, here’s the wrench,” I said, breaking the awkward quiet as I walked over and handed it to him.

“Thanks, man,” Luke replied, still looking a little dazed. “I’m gonna use the restroom real quick and then head back over to my place. See if I can knock out some of these repairs myself.”

“Let me know if you need a hand with anything,” I offered, trying to sound normal.

I couldn’t decide what was weirder — the fact that we were standing there casually talking about home repairs, or the fact that both of us were still sporting very obvious, massive erections.

“Nah, it’s cool,” Luke chuckled, clearly trying to play it cool too. “I should be good, I think. But I’ll call you if I end up making things worse.”


Where Do We Draw The Line?

I knew from the way Chloe had hurried out of the garage and closed the door behind her that she was upset. What I couldn’t figure out was exactly why. Was getting eaten out by Luke somehow crossing a bigger line for her than what they’d done the night before? Was it because I had been right there watching the whole time, witnessing her lose control and cum on another man’s tongue? Or was it because I hadn’t talked to her about it privately first — I’d simply offered her up in the heat of the moment?

Moving as quietly as I could so I wouldn’t wake the sleeping kids, I made my way upstairs to our bedroom. I found Chloe sitting cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by a big pile of clean laundry that needed folding. Her shoulders were tense, and she was attacking the task with more focus than it probably deserved.

I closed the door gently behind me and kept my voice soft. “Are you upset? I’m sorry if you are… but you shouldn’t be.”

Chloe didn’t look up. Her eyes stayed glued to the tiny child’s shirt she was folding, her fingers working the fabric with sharp, precise movements.

“Really?” she asked, her tone flat. “You really think I shouldn’t be upset?”

Even I — someone who had never been great at reading between the lines — could tell that wasn’t actually a question. It was a challenge. So I stayed quiet and waited.

After a long beat, she continued, her voice low but edged with frustration. “It was one thing last night when we actually discussed it first. When we agreed it was supposed to be a one-time thing.” She let out a heavy sigh. “But holy fuck, baby… within half a day that one-time thing turned into a two-time thing. And all because you took advantage of how fucking horny I get when I’m ovulating.”

I shifted my weight, feeling a mix of guilt and lingering arousal twist in my stomach. I knew I was about to do the thing I always did when cornered — defend myself with technicalities.

“Well, technically,” I said carefully, “you were the one who asked me last night if it was a one-time thing… and I don’t think I ever actually answered you.”

“Whatever,” Chloe muttered, still focused on folding the tiny shirt in her hands. “The point is you just fucking offered me to your friend like I was some kind of party favor. It’s embarrassing. It feels objectifying.” Her voice cracked slightly. “I can’t believe you did that. He probably thinks this is normal for us now. Like it’s just commonplace for me to go around trading sex acts with random guys.”

She paused, swallowing hard before adding in a quieter, more vulnerable tone, “I feel like such a slut.”

I moved over to her immediately, sitting down right behind her on the floor and wrapping my arms around her waist. I pulled her back gently against my chest, resting my chin on her shoulder.

“Firstly,” I said softly, “he doesn’t think that about you at all. I told him this morning that we had talked about everything the night before. I made it clear it was a one-time thing and that he just happened to be in the right place at the right time.” I kissed the side of her neck. “And secondly… I’m really sorry I embarrassed you and put you on the spot like that without talking to you first. That was shitty of me.”

Chloe turned her head just enough to look back at me, searching my eyes. “Okay… listen, I’m not mad at you. Not really.” She let out a long breath. “And I’ve got to admit… it was fucking good. Really good. I know I could have said no if I’d wanted to. I just don’t want you to think any less of me.”

“Huh?” I pulled back slightly, genuinely confused. “How could I possibly think less of you? Baby, you went way out of your comfort zone because you knew how much it turned me on. That doesn’t make me think less of you — it only makes me love and appreciate you even more. You’re incredible.”

Chloe’s expression softened. She turned fully around, and I lay back on the floor, pulling her on top of me. We smiled at each other for a moment before leaning in for a deep, passionate kiss. Her body melted against mine, the tension finally easing between us.

When we finally broke apart, I looked up at her with a playful grin. “And speaking of being turned on…”

Chloe immediately sat back up, straddling my waist with a smirk. “No way, buster!” she laughed. “I actually need to get some chores done before the kids wake up. Plus, I’m not in the mood anymore. I already got mine.”

“Oh come on, baby,” I groaned, sliding my hands up her thighs. “I’ll be quick, I promise. Whatever happened to that insatiable ‘ovulating time of the month’ thing you were talking about earlier?”

“Sorry,” she shrugged, coolly brushing my hands away as she climbed off me. “I guess you’ll just have to wait patiently until tonight.”

I stood up from the floor and moved over to the side of the bed, sitting down so I could watch Chloe as she continued folding the laundry. My mind was still spinning, replaying everything that had happened in the garage on an endless loop. I tried for a few minutes to think about something else — work, the kids, anything — but it was useless. The images wouldn’t leave me alone.

Eventually I gave up and took a more direct approach to dealing with the ache. I hooked my thumbs into my pants and boxers, sliding them down my legs and kicking them aside. My cock sprang free, already rock-hard again.

“I can’t stop thinking about you cumming on the hood of my car,” I admitted, wrapping my hand around myself and starting to stroke slowly. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to wait until tonight.”

Chloe glanced over, her eyebrows rising when she saw what I was doing. “Seriously?” she asked, half-amused, half-exasperated. “What’s up with you, baby? It’s not like you haven’t seen me cum before.”

“Yeah, but I’ve never seen you cum with another guy’s head buried between your thighs,” I replied, my voice thick. I kept stroking as I spoke. “Trust me, I still don’t fully understand why it turns me on so much either… but when you sat there and said, ‘I don’t even care which one of you does it, just make me fucking cum’… I almost came in my pants right then and there.”

I paused my hand for a second, trying to gather my thoughts. “There’s something really powerful about separating the raw physical act from everything emotional. Watching you just completely give in to what your body wanted… that’s what’s so fucking hot to me.”

I continued stroking myself as Chloe kept folding clothes in silence. The images from both last night and this afternoon kept flashing through my head. I desperately wanted to pull up the security footage again and watch it, but I knew I’d have to wait until I was alone.

Chloe was the one who finally broke the quiet.

“Well, baby… I guess it’s lucky that my brain doesn’t switch off completely when I’m horny the way yours seems to.” She paused, then added meaningfully, “Because that wasn’t the only thing my body was craving.”

It took me a couple of seconds to fully process what she’d just implied. When it hit me, I felt like I was about to explode right there. I forced myself to stop stroking and squeezed the base of my cock hard to hold back.

“Care to clarify?” I asked, my voice rough.

Chloe stood up, walked over to the bed, and lay down beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. She looked at me with a small, teasing smile.

“What do you think I mean?”

“That you wanted to cum again?” I answered carefully, deliberately keeping it vague so she would have to say it out loud.

She nodded slowly, her eyes locked on mine with a heated, almost daring look. “My legs were already spread so wide open on that car hood… it would have been so easy for Luke to just pull out his cock and slide it straight into my pussy. You could have watched him have his way with me right there.”

The words hit me like a spark on dry tinder. It suddenly clicked — Chloe was talking dirty to help me finish, maybe even testing how far this new fantasy could go. My hand instantly started stroking my cock again, faster now, as her words looped in my head. Role-play or not, the vivid image of Luke fucking her from behind while I watched was insanely arousing.

Before I could respond, Chloe started rocking the bed as she lifted her ass and shoved her pajama pants down her legs, kicking them off just like I had done minutes earlier. “Well, this totally backfired,” she laughed breathlessly, though her voice was thick with fresh arousal. “I was only talking dirty to help you cum quicker. I thought a little naughty talk would get you there fast so you could help me with the laundry… but now I’ve gone and got myself seriously fucking horny again. What the fuck is wrong with me?”

She rolled toward me, swung one leg over my hips, and pushed herself up, straddling me. I kept a firm grip on my cock, lining the swollen head up with her entrance. A second later she sank down slowly, taking every inch of me into her incredibly wet, velvety heat.

I grabbed her soft hips and started guiding her, pulling her back and forth. “What’s wrong with you?” I groaned, voice rough. “Honestly, baby… from this angle I can’t see a single damn thing wrong with you.”

Chloe found her rhythm, riding me with smooth, rolling movements. She leaned forward and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. With one hand I reached up, yanking her shirt and bra up over her heavy breasts, letting them bounce freely in front of my face. The sight was incredible — her full tits swaying with every thrust.

I was already dangerously close from all the dirty talk, but when I started massaging and squeezing her breasts, a sharp flash from the night before hit me: Luke’s hands groping these same tits while Chloe had her lips wrapped around his cock. The memory, combined with the tight, slick heat of her pussy gripping me, pushed me straight to the edge.

“Cumming—” was the only word I managed to choke out before my orgasm slammed into me. I pulled her down hard onto my cock and started shooting thick, powerful bursts deep inside her, flooding her pussy with everything I had.

Chloe kept riding me slowly even after I’d finished, grinding her hips in tight little circles as if she could will my softening cock back to life. I could feel how badly she needed to cum — the desperate, hungry way her pussy clenched around me — but I was spent. Eventually I slipped out of her completely, and a thick trickle of my cum began to leak from her swollen lips, dripping down onto my shaft.

Without missing a beat, she rolled off me and onto her back beside me on the bed. She reached into her bedside drawer, pulled out her ‘vibey,’ and clicked it on. The familiar low buzz filled the room as she pressed the vibrating head firmly against her clit. Her other hand slid between her legs, pushing two fingers into her cum-filled pussy, slowly fucking herself with them while the toy worked her swollen nub.

I watched, mesmerized and aching to help. Her eyes were closed, lips parted, breathing shallow and quick. I wanted nothing more than to make her cum, but I wasn’t sure what she needed right now — my mouth, my fingers, dirty talk, or just space. I felt like a failure when, after a couple of intense minutes, she finally opened her eyes, let out a long, frustrated sigh, and switched the vibrator off.

“I can’t get there. Fuck… it’s fine,” she muttered, clearly disappointed.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I said softly, reaching over to stroke her thigh. “I’m really sorry I couldn’t last longer for you. I wanted to help you cum so badly, but I didn’t know what you needed.”

Chloe gave me a small, tired smile and shook her head. “Well, I did just cum less than an hour ago with your friend’s face buried between my legs, so I think I’ll survive for now.” She paused, then added with a hint of playful mischief, “But I’ll probably want more later. Whether it’s you or ‘vibey,’ I don’t really care… as long as I get to cum.”

She leaned over, placed the vibrator back in its drawer, and closed it with a soft click.

I walked into the bathroom, still buzzing from everything that had just happened. As I stood in front of the toilet peeing, my mind wandered back to Luke. I wondered if he had left yet. Curiosity got the better of me, so I moved the blinds slightly and peeked out the front window. His truck was still parked on the street right where it had been earlier.

Why is he still here?

The question lingered as I finished up, washed my hands, and walked back into the bedroom. I pulled my pants back on, my mind racing with possibilities, and headed toward the hallway door.

“Where exactly do you think you’re going, baby?” Chloe asked, glaring up at me from her pile of laundry. Her tone was half-teasing, half-serious. “Get your ass back down here and help me fold some of these clothes.”

I paused with my hand on the doorknob and opened it just a crack, lowering my voice to almost a whisper. “I’m just going to grab a glass of water. You want me to bring you anything from the kitchen?”

Chloe studied me for a second, then nodded. “Yeah, water sounds good.”

I stepped softly into the hallway, moving carefully past the kids’ rooms so I wouldn’t wake them. The house was quiet except for the faint creak of the floorboards under my feet. I descended the stairs to the first floor, glancing around. There was still no sign of Luke anywhere in the living room or kitchen. That nagging curiosity grew stronger.

I walked over to the door that led down to the basement stairs, gently turned the knob, and eased it open. I peered down into the dimly lit space below.

Even in daylight, the basement carried a cool, shadowy ambiance that made everything feel slightly secretive. At the bottom of the stairs, a faint sliver of light spilled out from beneath the closed guest bedroom door. I wondered if Luke was taking a nap… but why would the light be on?

I hesitated for a few seconds, heart beating a little faster, then curiosity won. I quietly closed the basement door behind me, slipped back into the kitchen, and unlocked my phone. I opened the security camera app.

The feed from the guest room popped up immediately.

Luke was sitting on the edge of the bed, fully dressed except for his cock, which stood hard and flushed in his fist. In one hand he held his smartphone, staring at it with intense focus. His other hand was wrapped in something red and black — fabric that looked far too familiar.

“Oh fuck…” I whispered under my breath. “Those are her panties.”

I recognized them right away. They were the simple cotton bikini-cut pair with the black star pattern on a red background. Chloe had worn them just a couple of days ago. Luke must have found them in the laundry room after I’d gone upstairs.

He was stroking himself steadily, almost frantically, using my wife’s worn panties to jerk off. The sight sent a sharp jolt through me — a potent cocktail of surprise, jealousy, and raw arousal. Like me only ten minutes earlier, he clearly needed to take the edge off after watching Chloe cum on the hood of my car.

I would have closed the app and gone back upstairs with the water if I hadn’t been so fixated on what he was watching on his phone. His eyes were glued to the screen, lips slightly parted in concentration. Was he looking at pictures of Chloe? I couldn’t imagine how he would have gotten anything truly explicit. Maybe some innocent vacation photos from Facebook? Or… had he secretly taken a picture of her last night? I was pretty sure I would have noticed that.

Part of me wanted to believe he was fantasizing purely about her — the real woman he’d just tasted in the garage. But in the end, I figured he was probably just watching some random porn while using her panties as a warm, scented sleeve.

I watched him for another minute or so, mesmerized by the way he kept pressing the fabric against his cock, occasionally bringing it closer to his face. Finally, I forced myself to close the app. I couldn’t push Chloe’s patience any further.

As I filled two glasses with water, I made a quiet mental note to myself: I need to check those panties later… see if he actually came in them.

After going back upstairs and helping Chloe finish folding the rest of the laundry, I finally heard the low rumble of Luke’s truck starting up outside, followed by the sound of it pulling away down the street. I waited a few extra minutes, giving him time to actually leave, before telling Chloe I was going downstairs for a minute. She was already absorbed in a show on her iPad and only gave me a distracted nod.

My first stop was the guest bedroom. I flicked on the light and scanned the room quickly. The bed was neatly made, nothing looked disturbed. With a small shrug, I turned the light back off and headed to the laundry room.

My heart was already beating faster as I approached the hamper. I started sifting through the top layers of dirty clothes, moving shirts and socks aside. Then I saw it — the familiar red and black star pattern peeking out from under one of my old work shirts.

I pulled the panties out by the waistband. The moment my fingers touched the crotch, I felt the unmistakable dampness. I turned them inside out and looked closer. The fabric was darkened with wetness, and there were faint, streaky white smudges that hadn’t quite dried yet.

That figures, I thought, a strange thrill twisting in my stomach. He must have tried to wipe most of it off.

I stood there for a long moment, staring at my wife’s used panties — the ones Luke had just jerked off with after eating her pussy in our garage. The mix of emotions was intense: jealousy, arousal, possessiveness, and a dark kind of excitement I was still getting used to.

Now the real question… how the hell do I show these to her without it seeming weird that I “just happened” to find them minutes after he left?

I lingered in the laundry room, mind racing through different scenarios. Finally, I came up with a plan. It wasn’t perfect, but it played into my usual reputation for being clueless about household chores. I grabbed a big armful of random dirty laundry — including the red and black panties — and dumped it all into a separate basket. Then I carried the whole thing upstairs.

I pushed open the bedroom door and stepped inside, closing it behind me.

“I brought up the rest,” I announced, trying to sound as casual as possible.

Chloe glanced up from her iPad, her brow furrowing in confusion. “What do you mean? I only did one load.”

“I guess these fell out or something,” I replied with a shrug, walking over to the bed. I casually tipped the basket over and emptied the entire contents onto the mattress beside her. “I’ll just fold them real quick.”

Chloe paused her show and leaned over to inspect the pile I’d dumped on the bed. “No, Rich, these are dirty,” she said, picking up a couple of shirts and a sock before tossing them back into the basket with mild annoyance.

As her hand moved toward the distinctive red-and-black panties, I felt my pulse spike. I scrambled internally, trying to figure out how to steer her attention without being too obvious.

Her fingers closed around the waistband, then suddenly stopped. She brought the panties closer to her face, eyes narrowing as she examined the crotch. “Why are these wet?” she asked, her voice laced with confusion and a growing hint of suspicion.

I kept sorting through the other clothes, feigning complete ignorance even as my heart hammered in my chest. “What’s wrong?” I asked innocently, glancing over.

Chloe stared at the damp fabric for several long, silent seconds. Then realization hit her like a lightning bolt. She sat up straighter, holding the panties away from herself as if they might bite. “Wow…” she breathed. “Where did you find these? I think… I mean, Luke might have… you know… in them.”

I couldn’t believe how perfectly my little plan had worked. I arranged my face into what I hoped was a convincing mask of surprise. “What?! Really?” I reached out and took the panties from her, turning them over in my hands. “I found them mixed in with these other clothes in a basket right next to the hamper in the laundry room. I just assumed they were all clean too.”

Chloe watched me closely as I inspected the faint white smears and the still-damp crotch. I let out a low chuckle, shaking my head. “Well… I can’t say I’m too surprised, considering how things went earlier today. Don’t be too hard on the guy.”

She casually tossed the panties back into the basket as if they were nothing more than a mildly interesting curiosity. “I’m not mad,” she said, though a hint of lingering shock still colored her voice. “They were dirty anyway and needed to be washed. It’s just… unexpected, that’s all.”

“I bet they smelled exactly like what he got a taste of out in the garage earlier,” I laughed, unable to resist pushing the image a little further.

Chloe shook her head quickly, wrinkling her nose. “That’s disgusting. Just toss them back in the dirty hamper, will you?”

I paused, the basket still in my hands, and decided to test the waters a little more. “Perhaps you should give him a fresh pair for tonight when he gets back,” I suggested, keeping my tone light but intentional. “You could play with yourself a bit first… then hand them over nice and warm, with your scent all over them.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, but there was a faint flush creeping up her neck. “Just take those back downstairs and let me finish watching my show before the kids wake up, please, baby.”

She didn’t say no.

That small but important detail stuck with me as I carried the basket out of the room and headed downstairs. The fact that she hadn’t outright rejected the idea made my mind race with possibilities. Was she actually considering it? Or was she just too tired and annoyed to argue right now?

Either way, the seed had been planted.


What Now?

The rest of the day passed in that easy, golden rhythm of a late-summer Saturday. The kids woke up from their naps full of energy, and we spent the afternoon soaking up the fading warmth in the backyard. Toys were scattered everywhere — bright plastic lawnmowers, abandoned water guns, and wiffle balls rolling through the grass. I kept thinking how these warm days were numbered. Soon we’d need jackets just to sit outside. The thought made me linger a little longer, watching Chloe laugh as our daughter chased bubbles across the lawn.

As evening settled in and dusk softened the sky, Chloe headed inside to start dinner. I stayed out a while longer with the kids, enjoying the last quiet moments before the chaos of bedtime.

I pulled out my phone and texted Luke: “How’s the house? You coming back for dinner?”

I savored the final rays of sunlight filtering through the neighbor’s trees while I waited. His reply came through quickly: “Found more damage than expected. Yeah, leaving now. Anything I can bring?”

“Just some beer for us and wine coolers for Chloe,” I texted back.

After rounding up the kids and herding them inside, I carried our daughter up the deck stairs in my arms, her little head resting sleepily on my shoulder.

About twenty minutes later, there was a knock at the front door. I opened it to find Luke standing there with a couple of bags. He stepped into the kitchen and started unloading his surprises with a shy grin. First came a six-pack of Green Apple Smirnoff Ice — Chloe’s favorite. She let out a genuine little cheer and thanked him warmly. Then he produced a variety pack of 21st Amendment IPAs. I jokingly mimicked Chloe’s excited “girly” voice, which made everyone laugh. Finally, he pulled out a half-gallon of chocolate milk for the kids. They both shouted their thanks and called him “Mr. Luke” like he’d just performed magic.

We all sat down together for the roast Chloe had prepared. The meal felt surprisingly normal — full of easy conversation, kid chatter, and the clink of forks. After dinner, I took charge of cleaning up the kids and getting them ready for bed, giving Luke a chance to relax in front of the TV. Once the bedtime stories were done and both little ones were finally asleep, I headed downstairs and collapsed onto the sofa opposite him.

Luke was holding the remote, about to toss it my way.

“Nah, honestly I’m fine with whatever,” I said, raising my hand. “Chloe will be down in a bit, so just… not ESPN unless you want to scare her away.”

As Luke flipped through the channels, he eventually landed on some HBO drama I’d never heard of. The opening credits had just started when Chloe walked into the den. She was wearing one of my oversized old t-shirts that hung almost to her knees, the hem brushing her smooth thighs. It was impossible to tell what — if anything — she had on underneath. The uncertainty made my pulse quicken.

“Anyone want anything before I sit down?” she asked, glancing between us.

I had to bite back the cheeky comment that immediately sprang to mind. Instead, I kept my voice casual. “Could you grab one of those beers Luke brought, please?”

Chloe turned her attention to Luke, who was lounging back in the big armchair. “Luke?”

He paused for a second, then nodded. “Ummm… same for me, please.”

She returned a couple of minutes later with two cold beers and a wine cooler for herself. She handed them out, then curled up next to me on the couch, pulling a soft throw blanket over her bare legs. The faint scent of her body wash and the warmth of her thigh pressing against mine immediately stirred memories from the garage earlier that day.

The evening unfolded easily. Our conversation drifted lazily between sips of beer, mostly circling around the latest updates on Luke’s house repairs. The TV show played in the background, but none of us were paying it much attention. Every so often I caught Luke’s eyes flicking toward Chloe — quick, almost guilty glances that he tried to hide.

When the show ended and another began, I set my empty bottle down. “I’ll get the next round,” I volunteered, standing up. “Same again for everyone?”

Much like the previous show, the new program served mostly as background noise to our relaxed conversation. That changed the moment a particularly steamy scene came on screen. A beautiful blonde actress was in bed with her boss, their bodies moving together with raw, uninhibited passion. The room suddenly grew quieter as all three of us found our eyes drawn to the TV. The woman on screen moaned softly, mentioning how her husband was starting to get suspicious about her cheating and how they’d have to be more careful from now on.

The tension in our living room thickened instantly.

“I can turn it over if you want,” Luke offered, his eyes still locked on the actress’s big breasts bouncing with every thrust.

I glanced sideways at Chloe. She stayed perfectly quiet, giving me the perfect opening.

“We’re all adults here,” I said calmly, a small smile tugging at my lips.

At the same time, I slid my hand beneath the blanket and gently caressed the soft, warm skin of her inner thigh. Chloe didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away. She simply murmured a casual, “Yeah,” in agreement, her voice steady, as if my fingers weren’t already tracing higher.

The scene on TV eventually ended, but my hand didn’t. I kept exploring, sliding further up her leg until I reached the silky fabric of the pajama shorts I recognized. I slipped beneath them and found the thin material of her panties. My fingers pressed against her mound, trying to rub her in slow circles — the motion I knew could make her cum fast — but the angle was awkward under the blanket. I couldn’t get the rhythm I wanted.

Being as discreet as possible, I shifted my body, gently pulled Chloe closer so she was leaning against me, and switched hands. My opposite hand now slid smoothly under the blanket, under her shorts, and straight into her panties. She was already warm and slightly damp. I ran my fingers along her slit, then eased one finger inside her, gathering her wetness before pulling back to focus on her clit.

Chloe’s breathing remained mostly steady, but I felt the tiny tremor in her thigh and the way she subtly pressed against my hand. Luke sat just a few feet away, completely unaware — or at least pretending to be — while I slowly, secretly fingered my wife on our living room couch.

We continued watching the show in near-silence, only occasionally murmuring a comment about something the actors said. Under the blanket, my fingers kept moving — slow circles, then faster strokes, then slow again — teasing Chloe’s swollen clit with deliberate, maddening precision. After a few minutes, her breathing grew shallow. She closed her eyes and pressed her cheek against my chest, her body tensing. I could see the tell-tale flush creeping up her neck and the way her lips parted. She was right on the edge.

I stopped moving my fingers completely.

Chloe’s eyes snapped open and she glared up at me, equal parts frustration and pleading. I just smiled down at her innocently and, after a few torturous seconds, began moving my fingers again — agonizingly slow. I loved edging her, and tonight felt like the perfect opportunity. I knew she was still aching from earlier when I’d cum too quickly while she rode me. Making her wait now felt deliciously cruel… and incredibly hot.

Only about thirty seconds later, another spicy scene appeared on the TV. This one featured a curvier brunette with big, bouncing breasts lying on a hotel bed, moaning as someone hidden under a thin white sheet went down on her. As the scene heated up and they shifted into missionary, the woman’s loud, breathy cries filled the room while the dialogue tried (and failed) to stay relevant to the plot.

I sped up my fingers under the blanket, pressing firmer circles against Chloe’s clit. At the same time, I glanced over at Luke. His eyes were glued to the screen, completely transfixed by the actress’s writhing body. He had no idea what was happening just a few feet away.

When I felt Chloe start pushing her hips against my hand, desperately chasing her orgasm, I stopped again.

The scene on TV reached its climax — the brunette moaning loudly as she came hard. The moment her orgasm finished on screen, Chloe pulled away from me sharply. She sat up straight, finished the rest of her second Smirnoff in one long gulp, and stood up.

“I’m going up to bed,” she announced to both of us, her voice a little too bright.

It wasn’t even 9:30 pm on a Saturday. I knew exactly what that meant. Chloe was going upstairs to masturbate.

“Oh, okay. Good night then,” Luke said, sounding genuinely surprised and a little disappointed.

In a sudden burst of impulsiveness, I decided to push things wide open.

“She’s mad because she found the panties you borrowed from the laundry hamper,” I said abruptly.

Chloe spun around instantly, her eyes wide with shock and annoyance. “What the hell?! Rich, don’t be an ass,” she exclaimed, clearly caught off guard by my bluntness.

Luke’s face turned a deep, burning shade of red almost instantly. “I… I’m so sorry,” he stammered, looking mortified. “I’ll do the laundry. It won’t happen again. I swear.”

Chloe softened her tone immediately, clearly wanting to ease his embarrassment. “I was never mad, Luke. It was surprising, sure… but it’s not a big deal. They were dirty anyway.” She glanced at him, but he kept his eyes fixed on the floor. “Honestly, I took it as a compliment. Don’t feel bad. I don’t even know why Rich brought it up like that.” Her voice was gentle, trying to smooth over the sudden heavy awkwardness that had swallowed the room.

Feeling a flicker of guilt for pushing things so bluntly, I tried to lighten the mood. “Come on, babe, I was just giving him some shit. It’s only a joke.” I shrugged. “I don’t have a problem with it. I mean… he came directly on you last night, so why would blowing a load in your underwear be an issue?”

An uncomfortable silence settled over us. No one knew what to say next. Luke continued staring at the floor like he wanted it to swallow him whole.

“Fuck… now I feel bad, man. Sorry,” I said, then turned to Chloe with that familiar switch flipping hard in my head. “Chloe, give him the panties you’re wearing now to prove it’s all okay.”

My wife’s eyebrows shot up. “I’m sorry… what the fuck?”

“No, no, it’s fine, honestly. I’m good,” Luke said quickly, finally looking up at her with wide, embarrassed eyes.

But I could feel it — that dark, thrilling switch had fully flipped. “Luke, seriously,” I continued, my voice calm but insistent, “if you want them, just say so, man. I guarantee you they’re seriously juicy right now from what we’ve been doing under this blanket for the past half hour or so.”

“Rich!” Chloe hissed, her face flushing bright red with complete embarrassment. “I can’t even… oh fuck it. I’ve had enough. I’m going upstairs.” She took a few steps toward the door, then stopped and turned back. “Luke… I’ll leave them on the stairs for you. If you don’t want them, or when you’re finished with them, just put them in the hamper in the laundry room, okay?”

I almost fell off the sofa. The words coming out of my wife’s mouth left me stunned. A rush of shock, pride, and raw arousal hit me all at once.

In that moment, the gambler in me decided to double down. “Babe, don’t be silly,” I said smoothly. “Why don’t you just give them to him now.”

She was standing right by the door when I said it. Chloe turned slowly and looked straight back at me, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What was that, baby?” Her voice carried a sharp edge. “Do you seriously want me to strip for the two of you right here in our den? Really? You’re fucking crazy!”

I couldn’t quite tell if she was more annoyed or embarrassed. Her cheeks were flushed, and she kept shifting her weight from one foot to the other. I let out a nervous little chuckle, my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. “Oh come on, babe… it’s not like he hasn’t already seen you up close, is it?”

The words hung in the air for a second. Then, before I could stop myself, I went all in. “In fact, babe… why not just skip the stripping and jerk him off again?”

Chloe pursed her lips tightly and stared at me. The silence stretched, thick and heavy. I braced myself, fully expecting her to turn and storm out of the room.

Instead, I doubled down, my voice lower. “I wouldn’t mind watching this time too… I mean, if Luke is okay with that.” I glanced over at him, even though it wasn’t really a question.

Luke blinked, clearly caught off guard. “Ummm… I guess it’s okay. Fine,” he said hesitantly, his face still flushed.

Chloe took a small step back toward us, shaking her head. “Rich, stop pressuring him,” she said firmly, though her voice had a slightly breathy quality underneath the annoyance. “It’s pretty obvious he’s not interested. He’s just being polite and doesn’t want to be rude.”

Luke looked over at Chloe, his expression shifting from embarrassment to eager disbelief almost instantly. “Fuck no, I’d love a repeat of last night,” he said quickly, then immediately backtracked. “But… I don’t know, it just feels a little weird, you know? The idea of another guy watching.” He cringed the moment the words left his mouth. “Sorry, Chloe — figure of speech. I didn’t mean… Fuck… You’re really hot, not a horse—”

“It’s fine. I get what you mean,” Chloe cut him off, a small, reluctant smile tugging at her lips despite the flush still coloring her cheeks. She looked between the two of us, shaking her head slowly. “You two do realize that I never actually agreed to anything, right?”

“Babe, come on,” I said with a smirk, my heart pounding. “I’m pretty sure I remember him making you cum earlier today. I feel like you really should return the favor… otherwise it would just be rude.” I glanced pointedly at Luke’s obvious bulge. “Look, he’s already hard for you again.”

Chloe put her hands on her hips and pouted, though the expression looked more playful than genuinely annoyed. “I think you’ll find he was returning the favor for what I did last night!” She let out a long, defeated sigh. “But… fine. Fuck it. Why not.” She paused, then added firmly, “But there’s definitely no way anything is happening in here. The door doesn’t even have a lock. Let’s go down to the guest room.”

My heart raced as the three of us moved toward the basement stairs. Chloe took the lead, her oversized shirt swaying around her thighs with every step. Luke followed closely behind her, his gaze clearly locked on the back of her bare legs. I trailed at the rear, pulse thundering in my ears. As we descended, I discreetly pulled out my phone and activated the recording on the spy camera app, making sure it was running before slipping it back into my pocket.

I entered the guest bedroom last and quietly shut the door behind me. The soft click echoed in the small, dimly lit space, sealing us inside. Chloe walked over to the side of the bed and gracefully knelt on the carpet, exactly where she’d been the night before. She looked up at Luke, who was now standing at the end of the bed, shifting nervously from foot to foot.

“I guess we’ll just get down to it where we did it last night,” she said, her voice carrying a mix of nervousness and budding excitement.

Luke couldn’t hide the eager smile that spread across his face as he started unbuttoning his jeans. After a couple of buttons, though, he hesitated and glanced over at me, clearly seeking some kind of silent permission. I gave him a relaxed “after you” gesture with my hand.

“Just pretend like I’m not even here,” I said, my voice low and steady. I leaned back against the wall by the door, positioning myself so I had a perfect view while making sure I wasn’t blocking the hidden camera’s angle.

Luke stepped forward until he stood right in front of Chloe, who was still patiently kneeling on the carpet. He finished unbuttoning his jeans, then pushed them and his boxers down his thighs in one motion, kicking them off his feet before sitting on the edge of the bed. His cock was already semi-hard, thickening quickly as it bobbed in front of my wife’s pretty face.

The sight of another man’s dick just inches from Chloe’s lips sent a powerful rush through me — sharp jealousy mixed with an overwhelming, filthy excitement. My own cock twitched hard in my pants as I waited for what would happen next.

Chloe glanced back over her shoulder at me, searching my face for any sign of hesitation. I simply gave her a small, reassuring smile. That seemed to be all she needed. She turned back to Luke, shuffled forward on her knees a few inches, and leaned in. She spat twice onto his cock, then wrapped her right hand around the thickening shaft. Luke’s body jerked slightly at her touch as she began stroking him slowly, spreading her saliva along his length until he was glistening. After a few more seconds, she picked up speed, settling into a smooth, confident rhythm.

“I’m guessing you probably want to see my tits again, don’t you?” Chloe asked, looking up at him with a hint of teasing in her voice while her hand kept gliding up and down his now rock-hard cock.

Luke was already staring down at her intently. “Yeah… I mean, if that’s okay.”

Chloe’s left hand dropped to the hem of her oversized t-shirt. She tried to lift it and her bra up with one hand while continuing to stroke him with the other, but the shirt kept falling back down. After a couple of failed attempts, she paused the handjob, used both hands to pull the shirt up and over her head, and tossed it onto the floor. Her bra followed a second later. As soon as her full, heavy breasts spilled free, she immediately wrapped her hand back around Luke’s cock and resumed stroking him with renewed focus.

The removal of the shirt had another effect — both Luke and I now had a clear, unobstructed view of her bare legs and the curve of her ass, the only things still covering her being the sleep shorts and the panties underneath.

Despite the incredibly arousing sight of Chloe’s big, heavy tits bouncing and swaying with every stroke of her hand, Luke somehow maintained impressive control. The handjob stretched on for several more minutes with no clear sign that he was getting close. I had to admire his stamina. Chloe’s arms were clearly starting to tire — something that rarely happened when she jerked me off — because she kept switching hands and pausing to spit fresh saliva onto his glistening cock. It was playing out almost exactly like the night before.

The room was almost completely silent except for the soft, wet sounds of her hand sliding rhythmically up and down his shaft. I started to wonder whether the lack of talking was because of my presence — whether my watching made them both too self-conscious to speak.

Suddenly, Luke gently stopped Chloe’s hand. He looked genuinely disappointed as he said, “I’m sorry, Chloe… I just can’t quite get there. We can stop if you want.”

My heart sank for a split second — until Chloe responded without hesitation.

“No, I don’t like leaving a job unfinished,” she said, a determined edge in her voice. “I mean… I guess we could do what we did last night. That seemed to work pretty well, didn’t it? It got you off pretty quick.”

Luke glanced over at me, clearly nervous. “Ummm… Rich, are you alright with that?”

I nodded almost immediately, my pulse racing. “What do you mean, grinding on her ass? It’s a beauty. Go for it.” Then a sudden idea flashed through my mind. “In fact, can you two just hold on for like thirty seconds?”

Both Chloe and Luke turned to look at me with identical puzzled expressions. Without offering any explanation, I opened the door and slipped out. I jogged quietly up the basement stairs, then moved with extra caution across the main floor so I wouldn’t wake the sleeping kids. With a growing sense of urgency, I climbed the second flight of stairs and stepped into our bedroom, leaving Chloe and Luke alone downstairs — no doubt wondering what the hell I was up to.

I grabbed ‘vibey’ from the bedside drawer — the powerful wand-style vibrator — and tucked it into the back waistband of my pants. It was bulky and not exactly easy to hide, but I managed. My heart was racing with a wild mix of nerves and excitement as I made my way back down to the basement.

When I stepped back into the guest bedroom, the scene had already progressed. Chloe was sliding her sleep shorts and panties down her legs, bending over to place them neatly with the rest of her discarded clothes. Her big, round ass looked absolutely incredible in the soft light, full and inviting. Completely naked now, she crawled onto the bed and settled into the exact same prone position she had been in the night before — face down, hips slightly raised.

Luke had already kicked off the rest of his clothes while I was upstairs. He eagerly followed her onto the bed, straddling her thighs. He lowered his hard cock and nestled it between her soft ass cheeks, ready to start thrusting.

Before he could begin, I pulled the vibrator from behind my back, flicked it on, and pressed the buzzing head firmly against Chloe’s bare, exposed pussy.

“Rich, is that— ugh, fuck!” Her words dissolved into a deep, involuntary moan as the powerful vibrations hit her clit.

Her hips lifted slightly in surprise, then pressed back down hard against the wand, grinding into it. Her breathing instantly became heavier, more desperate. Luke paused, trying to see what I was doing beneath him. The moment he realized it was a vibrator, a wide, delighted smile spread across his face. He quickly adjusted his position, sliding his cock back between her ass cheeks, grabbed two generous handfuls of her soft flesh, and started thrusting.

I stepped back a few paces, taking in the full erotic picture: my wife face-down on the bed, moaning into the mattress while my best friend fucked her ass cheeks and I held a powerful vibrator against her dripping pussy. The buzzing mixed with the wet sounds of Luke’s cock sliding between her cheeks and Chloe’s increasingly loud, muffled moans. My own cock was rock-hard, throbbing painfully in my pants.

I was seriously considering pulling Luke off her the second he came so I could take his place and fuck her properly — reclaiming her right there while she was still trembling from both of them.

It was barely a minute before Chloe’s moans grew louder and more desperate. Her body suddenly tensed, and she let out a sharp, muffled scream into the mattress as her orgasm crashed through her. The powerful vibrations of the wand pressed tight against her clit had pushed her over the edge while Luke continued grinding his cock between her soft ass cheeks.

Even after she came, Chloe didn’t stop. She kept slowly humping back against the buzzing vibrator, chasing another peak. Her movements made it harder for Luke to keep his dick nestled in the warm valley of her ass. He was clearly struggling to maintain his rhythm.

As another needy moan escaped her lips, the words left my mouth before I could stop them.

“Do you two want to just go ahead and fuck each other?”

The room fell deathly silent except for the steady buzz of the vibrator and the faint creak of the bed springs. I was stunned at my own boldness.

After what felt like an eternity, Chloe let out another deep, throaty moan. Then, in a voice thick with lust and almost animalistic need, she growled:

“Yes… Just do it. I need a dick in me.”

I half-expected Luke to glance back at me for permission, the way he had earlier. But he didn’t. My impulsive offer had apparently been all the green light he needed. He lifted his hips, scooted back slightly, and lined up the thick head of his cock with my wife’s soaked entrance. In one smooth, deliberate thrust, he buried himself completely inside her.

Chloe moaned loudly the instant he filled her, her back arching hard. Within seconds she was pushing back against him, clearly racing toward another orgasm. Luke gripped her hips firmly and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the small room.

A massive wave of jealousy suddenly slammed into me as I watched them — really watched them — enjoying each other’s bodies properly for the very first time. This wasn’t grinding or a handjob. This was raw, intimate fucking. Luke’s cock was sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy, and the look of pure pleasure on her face hit me harder than I expected.

“Holy fuck—yes! Yes, that’s it! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh fuuuuck, I’m cumming!” Chloe screamed, her voice raw and broken.

Her whole body shook violently as the orgasm tore through her. I stood frozen, watching in stunned silence as Luke suddenly stopped thrusting. He gripped her ass cheeks hard, pulling her back against him and holding her there, buried to the hilt. The wave of jealousy I’d felt earlier instantly flipped into sheer panic.

He’s cumming inside her.

“Oh fuck… holy shit! Fuck! Did you just cum in me?!” Chloe’s voice mirrored my own panic as she twisted to look back at him.

Luke snapped out of his orgasmic haze and quickly pulled his cock out, climbing off her. Chloe rolled onto her back and switched off the vibrator, her chest still heaving.

“Fuck. I’m so sorry,” Luke stammered, eyes wide with horror. “Shit, I really wasn’t thinking. I thought… if you two were okay with no condom, then it was fine. Fuck. You’re on birth control or something, right?”

Chloe propped herself up on one elbow, breathing hard. She slid two fingers into her pussy, then slowly pulled them out. A thick, creamy glob of Luke’s cum immediately leaked from her swollen entrance and started dripping down toward her ass.

The sight short-circuited something in my brain.

Without a word, I practically ripped my pants and boxers down, my cock springing free — painfully hard. I climbed onto the bed like a man possessed, shoving Chloe’s legs apart even wider. I was operating on pure instinct now, an animal need to reclaim what was mine.

“Rich… hold on. Wait—” Chloe started, but I was already pushing the head of my cock against her cum-slick entrance.

“Sorry baby,” I growled, my voice hoarse. “I need this. Right now.”

I thrust into her in one hard stroke, burying myself completely in her warm, sloppy, freshly-fucked pussy. The feeling of Luke’s load being pushed deeper by my cock sent a primal shudder through me. I didn’t care that Luke was still in the room watching. I didn’t care about anything except marking my wife, filling her with my own cum, and reclaiming her creamy, well-used hole.

Chloe’s face showed a mix of resignation and lingering arousal as she lay back on the bed, legs still spread. Part of me wanted to describe how I absolutely ravaged my wife for the next hour — showing her how much better I was than the man who had just fucked her. But that would be a massive lie.

I lasted maybe thirty seconds.

The moment I sank into her cum-filled pussy, the overwhelming heat and slickness — the feeling of another man’s load being pushed deeper by my cock — was too much. My balls tightened almost immediately. I clenched my jaw, thrust hard a few more times, and then I was gone. Thick ropes of my cum pumped deep inside her, mixing with Luke’s. The orgasm hit me so hard my vision blurred.

As my head started to clear, I became aware that Luke was still in the room, watching everything. I slowly pulled out of her and climbed off the bed, my legs shaky.

“Holy fuck, baby…” Chloe breathed, sitting up and scooting to the edge of the mattress. “I can’t believe any of that just happened.” She looked at me, her expression unreadable. “I guess you got to experience your fantasy, Rich. So… are you happy now?”

I knew it was meant to be rhetorical, but I started answering anyway. “Babe, that was so ho—”

“I’m going upstairs now to take a shower and clean all this fucking cum off me,” she interrupted, her voice sharp with frustration. She grabbed her clothes and the vibrator, not even looking at either of us as she stood up. She looked like she wanted to say something more — something harsher — but swallowed it back. Without another word, she walked out of the room.

Luke and I stood there in heavy silence, awkwardly pulling our pants back on.

“Hey man… I’m sorry,” he said once we were dressed, his voice full of regret. “I didn’t mean to. It just felt so fucking good. I really wasn’t thinking.”

I ran a hand through my hair, still trying to process everything. “I get it. And it’s not entirely your fault. We didn’t exactly lay out any ground rules, did we?” My mind flashed back to Chloe mentioning earlier that this was her fertile time of the month. The thought sent another uneasy jolt through me.

Luke paced back and forth, clearly anxious. “Do you think she’s seriously mad at me?”

“Honestly, I doubt it,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. I bent down and picked up the pair of light green panties she had been wearing. They had been tucked inside her shorts when she took them off, but she had deliberately removed them and left them behind. “I mean… she left these for you.”

I tossed the panties onto the bed. The crotch was visibly damp.

“I think I need to go talk to her,” I added, “but remember — she said to put them in the hamper when you’re done with them.”


A Nudge In The Right Direction

Back in our bedroom that eventful night, I found Chloe already in the shower. I tried to start a conversation twice through the steamed-up glass, but it was obvious she needed space to process everything that had just happened. I respected that. I didn’t push. When she finally came to bed, I pulled her close and gave her a gentle, lingering goodnight kiss on the forehead.

“I love you,” I whispered. “So much.”

It felt important to say it out loud — to remind her that no matter how wild or intense things had gotten, she was still my wife, my partner, and the woman I adored.

The following morning, Chloe gently nudged me awake before the kids started stirring. We lay facing each other in the soft early light, and for the first time since everything exploded the night before, we had a real heart-to-heart.

I reassured her again and again that I was still completely okay with what had happened with Luke — that watching them together had been one of the most intense turn-ons of my life. My body made that pretty obvious too; I was rock-hard again just talking about it. With some gentle coaxing and plenty of reassurance from me, Chloe finally admitted the truth.

“Yeah… I enjoyed it. A lot more than I thought I would,” she confessed softly, cheeks flushing. “I’m not saying I want it all the time, but… I wouldn’t mind doing it again sometime. Occasionally.”

She was quick to add her conditions though, her tone turning more serious. “But if we ever do this again — with Luke or anyone else — it has to be rare. And we must use condoms. No exceptions.”

Even though Chloe wasn’t on birth control and we were technically open to the idea of a third child, we weren’t overly worried about pregnancy. Her doctor had been very clear after our second child: conceiving naturally would be extremely difficult, if not nearly impossible, due to complications from the delivery. Still, we both agreed the risk wasn’t worth it. The thought of another man using her pussy as a cum dump was incredibly arousing in fantasy, but the reality of potential disease or an against-all-odds pregnancy made condoms non-negotiable.

We lay there talking quietly for a while longer, holding each other, reaffirming our love and trust. The conversation felt like a necessary reset — grounding us after the whirlwind of the previous day and night.

Luke ended up staying with us for another five days until the structural repairs on his house were mostly complete and the county inspector gave him the green light to move back in. During those five nights, I actively encouraged Chloe to play with him whenever the opportunity arose. They ended up fooling around in the guest bedroom several times while I secretly watched through the camera feed. They never had full sex again while he was there — just oral and hands. But those encounters were intense enough on their own.

Twice, Chloe returned to our bedroom with Luke’s cum splattered across her chest and tits, still warm and glistening from where she’d pulled him out of her mouth at the last second. Another time she came back completely clean — no visible traces anywhere — until she leaned in to kiss me and I caught the unmistakable, musky scent of his cum on her breath. The realization that she had swallowed him hit me like a lightning bolt. Chloe, who had always hated the taste of cum, had willingly taken his load down her throat.

That night she was so desperately horny that I didn’t ask any questions. I simply pulled her into bed and fucked her harder than I had in years.

While I was surprised that everything stayed limited to hands and mouths, I was certain it was entirely Chloe’s decision. I had offered more than once to pick up condoms on my way home from work, but she firmly refused. “Luke should consider himself lucky he’s even getting a blowjob,” she told me one night with a wicked little smile.

When Luke finally moved out, life returned to something resembling normal. But there was a clear change in Chloe. Her sex drive had skyrocketed. She was the one initiating almost every night, often riding me with a hunger I hadn’t seen in years. I also started finding her in our bedroom with her vibrator when I came upstairs — legs spread, eyes closed, quietly moaning. It left me wondering what might be happening during those long afternoons while I was at work and the kids were napping.

Several weeks later, as the first cool breath of early fall settled over the neighborhood, Chloe stepped out of the bathroom holding a pregnancy test. Her eyes were already brimming with tears as she held it up for me to see.

“Look,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion.

I stared at the two pink lines, completely stunned. “Holy shit… I thought the doctor said getting pregnant again naturally would be nearly impossible for you.”

We stood there in the soft morning light, holding each other tightly as the reality slowly sank in. A thousand thoughts and emotions crashed through me at once — shock, joy, fear, and underneath it all, a dark, thrilling suspicion I didn’t dare voice out loud just yet.

Chloe’s voice trembled as she stared at the two pink lines. “They did say the chances were extremely low… I just… I can’t believe it. It’s only been about seven months since my periods even came back.”

I gently pulled her closer, cupping her face so I could look directly into her eyes. I gave her the warmest, most reassuring smile I could manage. “I’m really happy, baby,” I said softly, meaning every word. “We always talked about having three kids, and now they’ll all be close in age. That’s wonderful.”

Chloe’s expression was a complicated mix of happiness and deep concern. She bit her lip before admitting quietly, “I’m happy too… but I can’t stop thinking about the chance that it might… not be yours.”

I responded with a calm, pragmatic shrug, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “It’s certainly a possibility, I guess. But think about how often we’ve been having sex compared to that one single time with Luke.”

She seemed to turn that over in her mind for a long moment, then nodded slowly.

“Do you think we should tell him?” she asked. “I feel like it’s something he needs to know.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “But something this big should be done in person. How about we invite him over tomorrow night?”

We lay in bed for what felt like hours that night, talking excitedly about baby names, due dates, and how we’d rearrange the nursery. Then, out of nowhere, Chloe interrupted me mid-sentence.

“Sorry babe… but you’re either going to have to fuck me again, or I’m going to have to pull out ‘vibey.’”

I glanced at the clock. It was just after 10:30 pm. “Wow, baby… we only had sex a little over an hour ago.”

“I know,” she said, her voice already breathy with need. “I guess it’s the pregnancy hormones kicking in already. ‘Vibey’ has been getting so much action the past couple of weeks. Whenever you’re at work, he has to get to work too,” she added with a frustrated little laugh.

With that, Chloe reached over, grabbed her trusty vibrator from the bedside drawer, turned it on, and slipped it under the comforter between her legs. She smiled, closed her eyes, and let out a soft, immediate moan as the powerful buzzing started.

To my surprise, my cock began to stiffen again almost right away. I had emptied my balls deep inside her barely an hour earlier — something that normally left me spent for hours — yet here I was, getting hard again as I watched my pregnant wife pleasure herself right beside me.

I slid the comforter back and looked down. Chloe hadn’t even bothered taking her pajama pants off. She had simply slipped the thick head of the vibrator under the waistband, pressing it directly against her clit. The muffled buzzing was loud in the quiet room.

I reached down and helped her yank the pants off one leg, then moved down the bed, positioning myself between her thighs for missionary. But before the head of my cock could even brush against her, Chloe’s entire body suddenly tensed. She let out a long, shuddering groan as another orgasm ripped through her.

“Baby… did you just cum already?” I asked, surprised.

Breathing hard, eyes still squeezed shut, she nodded frantically. “I need more,” she gasped. “Get inside me. Now.”

I pushed my cock into her dripping-wet, cum-filled pussy. She was soaked — a hot, slippery mess of her own juices and the loads she’d taken earlier. The moment I bottomed out, she pressed the vibrator harder against her clit and started moaning again. I fucked her hard and deep, not worried about lasting long after my earlier release. For five solid minutes I drove into her, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the bedroom as she chased yet another peak.

Finally she cried out, her second orgasm of the session crashing over her. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock as she trembled beneath me.

After letting out a long, satisfied sigh, she switched off the vibrator and looked up at me with a devilish little smile while I continued sliding in and out of her slowly.

“I think that’s me done for now,” she said, almost casually. “But feel free to keep going if you want… or you can stop too if you’re a little sore from earlier.”

Then she did something I’ll never forget — something I still don’t fully know how to process.

She reached over, picked up her phone from the nightstand, and started casually scrolling through her social media feed… while my cock was still buried deep inside her.

At that moment it hit me with crystal clarity: my wife was treating me like an additional sex toy — something useful and convenient for her pleasure, but secondary to whatever was on her screen.

I can’t quite describe the storm of emotions that hit me in that moment. There was anger, sharp and hot, mixed with a deep, stinging humiliation that my cock — even while buried inside her — couldn’t hold her full attention. But underneath it all was a laser-focused determination: I was going to fuck her so hard she’d have no choice but to forget whatever was on that damn phone.

I started slamming into her with renewed force, driving my hips down harder and faster. The wet, rhythmic slap of our bodies filled the room. My cock was sore from how much we’d been fucking lately, but I didn’t care. I wanted her to feel me.

After about a minute, I looked down at her and growled, “Perhaps we shouldn’t wait until tomorrow. Maybe we should just call Luke right now and invite him over to finish you off properly.”

Chloe glanced up at me for a few long seconds, her expression unreadable. Then her eyes drifted back to her phone without a word.

That stung. Anger flared hotter inside me, and I fucked her even harder, pounding into her soaked, cum-filled pussy with everything I had. Ten seconds later, she casually reached for the vibrator again, turned it on, and pressed it firmly against her clit while I continued thrusting.

A minute or two after that, she was moaning louder, rapidly approaching her third orgasm of the night. The realization that my suggestion about Luke had turned her on so intensely — after she’d already cum twice — pushed me straight over the edge right along with her.

We came together hard. I felt my cock pulsing deep inside her as I pumped fresh load after load into her already overflowing pussy. Chloe’s body shook beneath me, her walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

When it was over, we both lay there catching our breath for a moment. Then we cleaned up quietly, turned out the lights, and cuddled together. Within minutes we were both asleep.


Are You Still Okay?

The next morning over breakfast, amidst the usual clatter of plates, spoons, and the kids’ chatter, I finally brought it up.

“Are you still okay with me inviting Luke over tonight?” I asked, watching her closely.

Chloe kept her eyes on her plate of eggs, pushing them around with her fork for a moment before giving a slow, somewhat reluctant nod. It was clear we were both feeling the weight of the conversation we were about to have.

After breakfast, I stepped aside and sent Luke a text inviting him over for dinner and to hang out afterward. The moment I hit send, a knot of unease twisted in my stomach. Given everything that had happened recently, I couldn’t help wondering how he would interpret the invitation. The poor guy probably thought he was coming over for another casual blowjob or quick play session.

He had no idea he was about to walk into a discussion about the very real possibility that he had gotten my wife pregnant.

Luke’s reply came through after a brief pause, confirming he’d be over that evening. The hours that followed blurred past in a whirlwind of activity. I threw myself into random home projects and energetic playtime with the kids, trying to keep my mind occupied and away from the heavy conversation looming ahead.

Despite the distractions, a persistent knot of unease twisted in my stomach, tightening steadily as the afternoon wore on. Knowing we wouldn’t bring up the pregnancy until after the kids were safely asleep did little to calm my nerves. The weight of what we were about to tell Luke — and the possible consequences — hung over the entire day like a shadow.

When the doorbell finally rang, I opened the door to find Luke standing there with his familiar offerings: a six-pack of beer, a pack of wine coolers for Chloe, and a half-gallon of chocolate milk for the kids. The sight sent an unwelcome flash of memory from that wild night through my mind, but I shook it off, thanked him for the drinks, and led him into the kitchen.

Dinner was surprisingly normal on the surface — spaghetti with meatballs, easy conversation about Luke’s house repairs, my work, and the kids’ latest antics. But underneath it all, the tension simmered. Chloe and I both felt it, and I was certain Luke could sense something was off too.

After we finished eating, Chloe and I handled the bedtime routine — baths, stories, and tucking the little ones in — while Luke relaxed in front of the TV. Once the kids were finally asleep, we joined him in the den. The moment we walked in, the shift in energy was unmistakable. Chloe’s expression was serious, and Luke noticed immediately. He reached for the remote and switched off the Friends rerun, letting the room fall into heavy silence.

Luke looked between the two of us, his face a mixture of curiosity and concern. “So… I could kind of tell something was up during dinner,” he said carefully. “But I figured you didn’t want to bring it up in front of the kids.”

The tension in the room thickened. I could feel my pulse in my throat.

Luke waited, eyes shifting between Chloe and me. Chloe glanced at me, silently signaling that I should be the one to speak.

I took a deep breath, my heart hammering in my chest. “Well… you’re right. There is something we need to discuss.” I paused for half a second, then said it plainly: “Chloe is pregnant.”

I watched Luke’s face closely. The impact hit him almost instantly — his eyes widened, and a flicker of pure fear flashed across his expression as the reality sank in.

Before the panic could take root, I continued quickly, wanting to ease some of the tension. “Before you start worrying too much, let me explain a few things that might help. Based on our calculations, Chloe and I had sex around seven or eight times during her fertile window. You and she were only together that one time. We want you to know that we’re planning to raise this baby as our own. We have no intention of doing any DNA tests, and you won’t need to worry about child support or any responsibilities. None of that.”

I paused, giving him time to absorb the words. Chloe sat quietly beside me, her hand resting on my thigh for support.

“We just thought it was important for you to know,” I finished, watching him carefully.

Luke inhaled deeply and closed his eyes for a long moment, clearly trying to steady himself. When he opened them again, the initial terror had softened into a complicated mix of fear, relief, and something like awe.

“I’m… not sure what to say in this kind of situation,” he said slowly, his voice thick with emotion. “I guess… congratulations?”

The three of us let out a nervous, relieved chuckle that helped break some of the heavy tension hanging in the room.

From there, the conversation deepened. We talked about everything — the potential value (or lack thereof) of DNA testing down the road, how and when we might tell the child about their origins someday, and whether Luke had any relevant family medical history we should know about. Genetic conditions, birth defects, anything that could matter. We covered topics none of us had probably considered before that night, speaking openly and honestly in a way that felt strangely intimate.

By the end of the conversation, the initial shock had given way to a cautious, shared understanding. The weight of the news still lingered, but so did a fragile sense of unity — three people now bound together by something far bigger than any of us had expected.

As the clock crept toward 11:00 pm, Chloe finally broke the lingering conversation. “It’s getting really late,” she said, stifling a yawn. “We should probably call it a night. You two have work in the morning.”

It was a Sunday, and the reality of the workweek loomed. Even though Chloe couldn’t drink, Luke and I had gone through a couple of beers during our long, heavy talk. Sensing the late hour and the alcohol, we suggested he stay in the guest room rather than drive home. After some gentle coaxing and the offer of a fresh toothbrush from our linen closet stash, he agreed.

We all said our goodnights and headed to our respective rooms. True to her word about being exhausted, Chloe barely made it through brushing her teeth before she climbed into bed and fell asleep almost immediately. It was the first night in weeks we didn’t have sex — a stark contrast to her recent insatiable pregnancy-fueled libido. I lay there beside her for a while, scrolling aimlessly through news articles on my phone, trying to unwind. The weight of the day’s revelations pressed down on me. Eventually I turned off the screen, rolled over, and wrapped an arm around my peacefully sleeping wife. Sleep finally claimed me.

I woke sometime later to find Chloe’s side of the bed empty and cool to the touch. I sat up, blinking in the darkness, and glanced toward the bathroom door. No light seeped from underneath. My first sleepy thought was that one of the kids had probably had a nightmare or needed water. But then the memory of Luke sleeping downstairs hit me like a jolt of electricity.

My heart rate spiked instantly. A turbulent mix of apprehension, curiosity, and that now-familiar dark thrill flooded through me. I reached for my phone, unplugging it from the charger with slightly trembling fingers. The house was completely still — no sounds from the kids’ rooms, no creaking floorboards. The silence only amplified the racing thoughts in my head.

Where was she?

I sat there in the dark, phone in hand, every possible scenario playing out with vivid intensity.

As the screen lit up, I saw it was just after one o’clock in the morning. The moment I unlocked the phone and opened the security camera app, the image hit me like a punch to the chest: Chloe’s big, naked ass bouncing up and down with raw, passionate energy. Luke’s thick cock was sliding in and out of her pussy as she rode him hard, her hips rolling and grinding with obvious hunger.

My own cock stiffened instantly. I quickly tapped the record button, my heart slamming against my ribs as I wondered how long they had already been fucking. From the camera angle, I could clearly see her pajama pants discarded in a heap on the floor beside the bed. My hand moved almost on its own, sliding down into my boxers to wrap around my aching shaft. I started stroking slowly, mesmerized by the sight of my pregnant wife enthusiastically fucking my best friend in the middle of the night.

The erotic display didn’t last much longer. A few minutes later, Chloe threw her head back, her body shuddering as she came hard. At the same time, I saw Luke’s hips bucking up into her, driving himself deep. I couldn’t tell for sure if he was cumming inside her too — the camera resolution wasn’t sharp enough to see if he was wearing a condom.

Chloe climbed off his cock a few seconds later, still breathing heavily. She leaned down and gave him a soft, almost affectionate kiss on the cheek. Then she stepped away from the bed, bent over to pick up her pajamas, and slid them back on. As she turned to leave, I watched her deliberately toss the pair of panties she’d been wearing onto the bed for him. Even on the grainy feed, I could see the huge grin that spread across Luke’s face as he said something to her.

A couple of seconds later, he reached over and switched off the lamp, plunging the guest room into darkness. I stopped the recording, placed the phone back on the nightstand, and lay back down, pulling the covers over myself. My heart was still racing as I tried to calm my breathing, waiting for my wife to return to our bed.

The sound of the bedroom door opening gently broke the silence a short while later. Soft, careful footsteps padded across the room. I felt the comforter lift slightly as Chloe slipped back into bed beside me, doing her best not to disturb me.

I lay perfectly still in the darkness, mind spinning with everything I had just witnessed.

Wanting to keep up the pretense of being asleep, I mustered my best acting skills. I let out a sleepy, half-conscious groan and clumsily rolled over toward her, as if her return had gently stirred me from a deep sleep. I wasn’t sure how to bring up where she’d been without revealing I’d already seen everything, so I played it safe.

“Hey baby,” I mumbled in a drowsy voice. “We didn’t fuck tonight… I’m really horny. Are you horny?”

Before she could answer, I reached over and slid my hand up her clothed inner thigh. “You’ve kind of gotten me used to it now.”

There was a slight pause as I moved higher, slipping my hand under the hem of her oversized shirt and resting it on her warm stomach. Then I kept going, sliding my fingers down beneath the waistband of her pajama pants until I reached her slit.

I froze.

She was soaked — far wetter than she should have been after just sleeping.

“Holy fuck, babe… you’re seriously wet,” I whispered, my voice no longer sounding sleepy.

“No… I’m… um… it’s just… well, it’s all the hormones,” she stammered, but her words faltered as my index finger easily slid into her slick, cum-filled pussy.

I scooped out a thick, warm glob of Luke’s cum on my fingertip and slowly withdrew my hand from her pants. I rolled over and turned on the lamp beside the bed, bathing us both in soft light.

Before I could even show her the glistening evidence on my fingers, Chloe’s face crumpled. She looked guilty, ashamed, and strangely relieved all at once.

“Rich… it’s cum,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I’m really sorry. I had sex with Luke. I don’t know what came over me. I woke up so fucking horny and I… I wasn’t thinking straight. I know I should have asked you first.”

I glanced at Chloe, who was now sitting up beside me in bed. Her expression was troubled — a mix of guilt, anxiety, and lingering arousal etched across her face. I decided to address it head-on.

“I’m only upset that you didn’t just tell me the truth,” I said seriously, looking directly into her eyes. I wanted honesty between us more than anything right now.

Chloe looked down at the sheets, twisting them between her fingers. “I was just… ashamed. And embarrassed,” she admitted quietly. “Plus, I didn’t technically lie to you. You only asked if I wanted to have sex. You never asked if I’d already had sex.”

I reached over and gently lifted her chin so she’d meet my gaze again. “Come on, Chloe. You don’t have to be ashamed of anything. I’ve given you my permission. I’ve told you that you can do it whenever you want. But I really don’t want you hiding things from me. That’s not okay.” I paused, letting that sink in. “You know you have to tell me all the details, right? And what happened to what we talked about — using condoms?”

She gave a small, sheepish shrug. “I know… but I asked him if he’d been with anyone else since he was here a few weeks ago, and he said no. I trust him. And he fucked me without a condom a few weeks ago, and I’m already pregnant, so…” She trailed off with another little shrug. “I really didn’t think it would be a big deal.”

Then she looked at me with a hint of a smile. “So… do you want all the details right now, at one in the morning? Or can it wait until morning?”

“No fucking way, Chloe. I want them now,” I replied, my voice already thick with renewed arousal. I slid my boxers down, freeing my hardening cock, and wrapped my hand around it.

Chloe took a deep breath, her eyes flicking down to watch me slowly stroke myself. Then she began.

“Okay… well, it was like I told you earlier. I woke up super horny for some reason. I rubbed myself for a while right here in bed while you were snoring away. I don’t know why, but I kept thinking about going down to the basement and ‘playing’ with Luke. Finally it got too much for me, so I decided to just go down there. I was planning to wake him up and see if he wanted a blowjob in exchange for eating me out…”

My hand moved faster on my cock as I listened to my wife describe how she had snuck downstairs in the middle of the night like a woman possessed, intent on waking up my best friend just so she could offer him her mouth.

“When I opened the door, he was fast asleep,” she continued, her voice soft but growing breathier. “So I walked over to the bed and had to shake him a couple of times. When he finally woke up and turned on the lamp, I just… told him the truth. I said my hormones were going crazy, and that there was a chance the baby might be his, so he kind of owed me. He needed to take a little responsibility for my needs.”

Chloe’s cheeks were flushed a deep pink as she recounted it.

“He didn’t need to be asked twice. A few seconds later I was sitting on his face while he ate me out and fingered me like he was starving for it.”

I could see how turned on she was just from remembering. “Are you getting horny again right now?” I asked, my voice low.

She blushed even harder and gave me a shy little nod.

Without another word, Chloe lay back on the bed, lifted her hips, and slid her pajama pants and panties down her legs. She spread her thighs wide for me. I crawled between them, lined my aching cock up with her creamy, well-used entrance, and pushed inside her in one slow, deep stroke.

The first thing I felt was the slick, warm mess of Luke’s cum still coating her walls. It made my cock throb violently.

“Keep going,” I growled as I started fucking her.

Chloe moaned, her eyes fluttering. “After I came on his tongue, I got off and told him I’d return the favor. He sat back against the headboard with his cock pointing straight up. I was going to suck him, I really was. I think that’s what he was expecting too… but when I looked at his cock, I was still so fucking horny. Without really thinking, I just swung my leg over him, grabbed his dick, and sank down onto it.”

She groaned loudly as I increased the speed and force of my thrusts, pounding into her sloppy pussy.

“God, it felt so good,” she gasped. “He was definitely shocked at how hard I ended up riding him.”

“How could you tell he was shocked?” I asked, my hips snapping forward harder.

“After a minute or so of me riding him, he told me that he had always imagined me being pretty reserved in the bedroom,” Chloe said, a playful smile tugging at her lips as she reached down and started rubbing her clit in slow circles.

I was genuinely shocked to hear that. “Wait… so he just openly admitted to you that he had ‘always imagined’ you in the bedroom?”

Chloe looked up at me, her expression a mix of amusement and curiosity. “You were the one who caught him staring at me when I got out of the hot tub, remember?” She kept rubbing herself as she continued. “One night while we were playing, he confessed that he’d always thought I was hot… and that he would sometimes think about me when he was having sex with Laura.”

A sharp little pang of jealousy stabbed through my chest. Chloe noticed it immediately on my face.

“Oh baby… you aren’t actually getting a little jealous now, are you?” she asked, her voice teasing but soft.

I couldn’t deny it. “I guess… maybe just a little bit,” I admitted, my hips still thrusting steadily into her. “I didn’t realize he’d been fantasizing about fucking you for that long. I thought it all started a couple of weeks ago.”

Despite the momentary envy — the knowledge that my friend had been lusting after my wife for years — my cock didn’t slow down. If anything, it made me fuck her harder, pistoning in and out of her slick, recently-filled pussy with deep, possessive strokes.

“So then what happened?” I pressed. “You both came, and that was it? You came back up here once you’d cum?”

Chloe’s breathing was getting faster, her fingers moving quicker over her clit. “Yeah… I rode him for a bit longer. I thought we might have to switch positions because I was getting tired, but then he suddenly groaned and told me he was about to cum.” Her eyes fluttered. “And that… that just set me off too. Knowing that another man was about to fill my pussy with his…”

She couldn’t even finish the sentence. Her entire face tensed up, her mouth falling open in a silent cry as her fingers sped up into a frantic blur. “Oh fuck…”

I kept fucking her steadily, savoring the slick, creamy mess of her pussy as I waited for her to come down from her orgasm. When her breathing finally began to slow, I asked the question that had been burning in my mind.

“So… do you think you’re going to want him to visit regularly in the future? You know, to help take care of your needs?”

Chloe was still catching her breath, but she answered without hesitation. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “Perhaps.”

We continued fucking, our bodies moving together in a slow, intimate rhythm. It wasn’t long before I felt myself rapidly approaching the edge again. That’s when she spoke the words that pushed me over.

“Now that Pandora’s box has been opened,” she said softly, her voice thick with lust, “I know that if I stay this horny, I’m probably going to need another dick from time to time… just to make sure my needs are completely taken care of. At least until the pregnancy is over.”

That was all it took. A few seconds later my balls tightened and I started pumping my load deep into her, adding my cum to Luke’s inside her already overflowing pussy. My wife’s cunt had once again been used as a warm, willing dumping ground for two men’s loads less than an hour apart.

When I finally finished, I leaned down and gave her a long, tender kiss. She slipped off to the bathroom to clean up. A couple of minutes later she returned, and I was already drifting off. She slid into bed beside me and whispered softly, “I love you, baby.”

For the next eight months, Luke visited every other week for a night or two. In between visits from family, we started affectionately referring to the guest bedroom as “Chloe’s Playroom.” She would usually slip downstairs once or twice during those nights, but she always came back to sleep in our bed — satisfied, glowing, and often full of another man’s cum.

Sadly, after the obligatory six-week no-sex period following the birth, Chloe’s libido eventually settled back down to something closer to her pre-Luke levels. I’m still not entirely sure if it was simply the exhaustion of caring for a newborn, or if it was connected to the news that Luke had started seeing a nice girl. He told us he really liked her and felt it wouldn’t be fair to keep coming over for the occasional blowjob from my wife. We both congratulated him sincerely and even offered to have them over for dinner sometime.

Everything has more or less returned to normal now. We’re happy. We’re content. We love each other deeply.

But I can’t quite shake the feeling that Pandora’s box has been opened once… and it might be opened again someday in the future.
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Taken By The Contractors: A Wife Surrenders While Her Husband Watches

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

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

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

And my wife noticed them immediately.

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

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

I should have shut it down.

Instead… I leaned into it.

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

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

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

I wanted it.

I wanted to see how far it would go.

Desire. Jealousy. Curiosity. Control.

We were still the same couple on the surface.

But behind closed doors… everything was changing.

The question wasn’t whether lines would be crossed.

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

Watching His Wife: A Husband Is Taken By Surprise By His Own Submission

When Gregg married Louise, he thought he knew what intimacy looked like.

They were happy. In love. Real. Louise was tender and playful, the kind of woman who could light up a room just by smiling at you. And when she enrolled in massage school, Gregg couldn’t have been more proud.

Then one evening he came home early… and saw something he never expected.

Another man. His wife. Her mouth open and in action. And a level of pleasure that shook something loose inside him.

He could’ve walked in. Could’ve stopped it.

He didn’t.

Because as shock gave way to fascination, Gregg realised the truth:

He wasn’t just jealous.
He was aroused.

Desire. Surrender. Pride. Humiliation. Freedom.

What began as a single, secret moment becomes a new shape of love neither of them saw coming. Louise steps fully into her hunger. Gregg steps into something darker, deeper—and far more honest—than he ever imagined.

They aren’t breaking their marriage.

They’re rewriting it.

The question isn’t whether Gregg can handle watching the woman he loves explore her desires.

The question is:
What does devotion look like when you stop pretending—
and finally tell the truth?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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