

Record of an Affair - Part 1
The basement air hung heavy with the scent of mildew and moldy boxes. Shadows lingered even with the harsh overhead lights blazing, as if they were permanent stains. Stacks of old plastic tubs and boxes, marked with simple descriptions—Christmas, Halloween, Office, Give Away—lined the walls in precarious towers. Luke had been down in that dark forgotten part of the house for the better part of an hour trying to do some semblance of organization and cleaning, but it felt like all he’d done is stirred up dust, moved a few boxes, and gotten himself filthy with cobwebs, dirt, and who knew what other substances.
It had been a futile project to begin with. But still, he’d wanted to make himself useful while he was off work. Taking a week off had seemed like a good idea. A chance to relax and charge his batteries. However, he hadn’t really made any plans beyond sleeping in. School was still in session for Erin and the kids, so though they were out of the house allowing him so chaos free rest, it also meant he was alone. Luke wasn’t one to sit still.
So he found himself in the basement, thinking he could somehow become an organizing, cleaning genius. But now he was all but regretting his hairbrained decision.
He slumped down against the wall next to a couple of boxes marked Electronics and casually peered inside seeing an array of wires, cords, a couple of old streaming sticks, and a laptop. Curious, he pulled the laptop from the box. He didn’t recognize it. Usually he was the one buying the devices for the family, but this computer was a cheap model, something you’d use for basic tasks and not much else. He never would have bought such an inferior machine.
It was a simple grey, somewhat thick and heavy so probably not something made in the last few years. There weren’t any identifying marks on it to tell him who it might have belonged to. Luke wiped the dust away and opened it. When he pressed the power button, nothing happened. The machine had long since lost any charge. A quick look in the box revealed the charger which he quickly pulled out, plugged into a somewhat suspect looking outlet, and then plugged in the laptop. It took a few minutes for the machine to finally gain enough juice to start up.
The machine whirred to life with a groan, its fan rattling like an old engine. A quick look at the machine told him it was bare bones and didn’t have anything on it except a lone folder labeled ‘Vids’. There were dozens of files, mostly short clips. So they weren’t movies.
Luke had never heeded the saying, ‘Curiosity killed the cat’. Had he… then maybe it would have saved him a hell of a lot of trouble and heartache.
He clicked on the first video. It took a minute for the playing to load and the video to buffer. But soon enough the screen lit up and the file began to play.
The scene opened on a dimly lit hotel room, the kind with cheap carpeting, garish wallpaper and walls painted in neutral faded beige. A full-sized bed dominated the frame, white sheets rumpled, flanked by a nightstand. The door to the bathroom creaked open. Erin—his Erin—emerged like a secret unveiled. She wore a sheer pink babydoll, the kind that hugged her curves with delicate lace trim. The top clung to her full breasts, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric, while the matching pink thong rode high on her hips, pressed against her mound, accentuating the soft swell of her ass. Her chestnut locks cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, and her cheeks flushed a deep rose as she spotted the camera.
“Oh my god, stop that!” Erin laughed, her voice was light and bubbly, covering her face with her hands. Peeking through her fingers, her green eyes sparkled with mock embarrassment. She was a vision—toned legs from years of yoga, a narrow waist flaring into generous hips with just the slightest swell of her stomach over the waist of her panties—a sure sign of her motherhood—and her wedding ring glinting on her left hand as she dropped her arms.
The man behind the camera chuckled, his voice deep and teasing. “Come on, babe, you look fucking incredible. Don't hide on me now.” He panned down her body slowly, lingering on the way the lingerie draped over her C-cup breasts, the lace edging teasing the swell of them.
Erin rolled her eyes, sauntering closer with a playful sway in her step. Her bare feet padded softly on the carpet, painted toes a soft pink. “You're such a perv. This better not end up online or something. I’ve got a family” She swatted at the lens, but he pulled back just out of reach.
“Nobody's seeing it but me. Unless you want a copy,” he shot back, his tone laced with mischief. The camera shook slightly as he adjusted his grip, revealing more of the room—a suitcase open on the floor, clothes spilling out.
She giggled, biting her lower lip, painted a glossy red. “You're impossible. Fine, film away, but I swear I’ll make you regret it if it gets out.” Erin struck a pose, one hand on her hip, the other twirling a strand of hair. Her wedding ring caught the light again, a simple gold band with a modest diamond, contrasting sharply against the naughty outfit.
Their banter flowed easy, like old lovers ribbing each other. “You know what time it is?” the man asked, his voice dropping an octave, playful but edged with hunger.
Erin tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Time for you to put that camera down and buy me dinner?”
“Nah, dinner comes after dessert.”
“Not what I teach my kids.” Erin muttered with a crooked grin.
“Well tonight you’re not a mom or a wife. You’re just a woman.” The camera shifted, the man getting up from the bed to stand in front of Erin. “And I think you’d look good as a woman on your knees.”
She rolled her eyes dramatically, but a smile tugged at her lips. “You boys and your one-track minds.” Erin sank to her knees on the worn carpet, her lingerie riding up slightly to expose the curve of her ass cheeks coming to rest on her heels. Her hands moved to his belt, fingers deftly unbuckling it with a metallic clink. She tugged the zipper slowly, the sound rasping in the quiet room, then reached inside his pants, pulling out his cock.
It sprang free, thick, curved and hard as iron, veins prominent along the shaft, the head swelling with arousal. He was at least eight inches, girthy enough that her fingers barely wrapped around it fully. Erin's left hand gripped the base, her wedding ring pressing into the warm skin as she stroked upward once, experimentally.
“Fuck, yeah,” the man groaned, the camera dipping as he exhaled. “Let me see that ring sparkle while you work me.”
Erin glanced up at him—or the camera—with a foxlike glint in her eye, her blush deepening but not fading. “You like that? Seeing me like this?” She pumped her hand along the length, the ring sliding with each motion, catching glints of light that danced across the video. Her right hand cupped his balls, heavy and drawn tight, rolling them gently as she leaned in closer. “Seeing my wedding ring to remind you you’re borrowing me?”
The man's breath hitched with a breathy chuckle. “Hell yes. Married woman on her knees for me—hottest thing ever.” He steadied the camera, focusing on her face now: those green eyes locked, lashes fluttering.
She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against his skin as she brought her mouth near the tip. “Real charmer. No need for flattery, I’m already here, now shut up and enjoy.” Erin's lips parted, and she took the head into her mouth, sucking lightly, her cheeks hollowing. The curve of his cock made her angle her head and bob forward, taking more and more into her mouth. Saliva glistened on the shaft as she pulled back, her hand twisting in a corkscrew motion, wedding ring a visual taunt—proof of her commitment, twisted in her act of infidelity.
Luke's heart pounded thunderously as he watched. Erin's body moved with practiced ease on her knees, breasts jiggling under the babydoll with each suck and stroke. The man threaded fingers through her hair as she hummed around his length.
“Mmm, just like that,” the man murmured. “Deeper. Show me how much you want it.”
She obliged, relaxing her throat and sliding down further, the thick curve pressing against the back of her throat. The angle made her gag softly, but she powered through, her free hand bracing on his thigh—muscular, dusted with dark hair. Drool trailed from her lips down the shaft, mixing with the precum beading at the tip when she came up for air.
The camera zoomed in tighter, capturing every detail: the way her wedding ring glittered with trace amounts of spit, the flush creeping down her neck to her chest, nipples hardening against the lace. Erin worked him steadily, alternating between deep throating and licking broad stripes along the underside, her tongue tracing the prominent vein.
“God, your mouth is perfect,” he panted, hips twitching forward. “Keep this up and I’m gonna cum in that wholesome mom mouth of yours.” He chuckled.
Erin pulled off with a pop, strings of saliva dripping from her lips and his cock. Her hand continued its firm strokes. “Not yet. Maybe later. Right now I want more.” Her voice was husky, eyes dark with lust as she rose slightly, pressing her breasts against his cock, the lingerie straining as her breasts partially wrapped around him.
Luke paused the video, his own arousal stirring uncomfortably. Who was this man? When had  this happened ? The questions swirled, but the image of Erin's ringed hand on that stranger's cock burned in his mind, pulling him back to hit play despite his growing anger.
Erin licked around the tip of the man’s cock as she pressed her covered breasts around his cock, head poking out as he thrust rhythmically. Her tongue swirled around the head lapping at the slit where his precum oozed steadily. The man groaned, his free hand gripping her hair, knuckles whitening. Erin's cheeks hollowed, taking him deeper into her throat until her nose brushed his pubic hair. She gagged but held there, humming vibrations along his length. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her lace-covered breasts, soaking the fabric translucent. After a minute of this teasing rhythm—suck, stroke, swallow—the screen went black abruptly, the file ending.
Luke's breathing became ragged, his pants tight against his growing erection. He clicked the next file almost without thinking, the laptop humming loudly as it struggled to process.
This video opened in the same hotel room—soft moonlight filtering through thin curtains, casting silver streaks across the rumpled bed. The camera was angled from the man's perspective as he lay propped against the headboard, his bare chest rising and falling steadily. A light dusting of dark hair with bits of gray trailed down his stomach, his cock lay soft and spent against his thigh, glistening faintly from recent use. The shaft curved even in repose, thick veins relaxed but visible.
Erin stood at the foot of the bed, facing the dresser topped with a small mirror, the mini fridge hummed quietly. She was naked now, body fully exposed in the shallow lights of the room. Her hair fell in messy waves along her back. Full breasts swayed gently as she twisted the cap off a plastic water bottle, nipples still perky from the cool air. Her waist curved inward before blooming into wide hips, marked faintly with stretch marks from carrying two kids—subtle pink lines that only added to her authentic appeal. A trimmed bush of dark curls crowned dusted her mound, and her ass cheeks jiggled slightly as she shifted her weight, drinking deeply. Water trickled from the corner of her mouth, running along her chin and dripping onto her chest, tracing paths over her skin.
The man chuckled, the sound rumbling from his chest as he slid down the bed, sheets whispering against his skin. The camera wobbled as he moved, bringing the lens closer to her. 'Damn, Erin, you look amazing for a mother of two. That body bounces just right—curves in all the right places.' His voice was husky, satisfied, like he'd just woken from a deep post-sex nap.
She turned her head slightly, swallowing a gulp of water with a smirk, her green eyes catching his  in the mirror's reflection, the camera obscuring his face so Luke couldn’t identify him. “Two kids and I still got it, huh?” She set the bottle down on the dresser with a soft thunk, arching her back a touch, which pushed her ass out toward him, cheeks shaking just enough to be enticing.
Reaching the edge of the bed, swinging his legs over and standing behind her. The camera dipped low as the man knelt, focusing on her ass—round and firm, with a faint handprint still pink from earlier play. His free hand gripped one cheek, squeezing the soft flesh before pulling it to the side. The other cheek followed, spreading her open. Her pussy came into sharp view, lips swollen and red from rough punishment, glistening with a mix of arousal and cum. Thick white strands clung to her pubic hair, damp and sticky, some dripping slowly down her inner thigh in a lazy rivulet. The hair was matted, curls tangled with the drying seed, her entrance still slightly gaping, a bead of cum welling up and trickling out.
Erin gasped in surprise, then laughed, twisting to swat at his hand over her shoulder. Her ass jiggled from the motion, cheeks clapping as she pulled away. “Hey! Handsy much? Give a girl a break.” She turned halfway, covering her mound with one hand playfully, though her fingers brushed through the sticky mess.
He released her, the camera pulling back to capture her entire naked form—breasts heaving with her laughter, the cum-streaked thighs, that wedding ring catching the light again as she gestured. “Can't help it. That pussy's a work of art, especially messy like that.”
She rolled her eyes, grabbing the water bottle again and taking another swig, water splashing a bit on her lips. “Maybe next time I'll shave. Cleaning cum out of all this pubic hair is a pain—takes forever in the shower. Do guys have that problem when they jack off and cum all over themselves?” Her tone was light, teasing, as she ran a hand through the damp curls, flicking away a glob of semen that landed on the carpet with a wet plop.
The man laughed, standing up and aiming the camera at her face now, zooming in on her flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes. “Yeah we actually do. It’s pretty frustrating. Honestly, I think bald sounds beautiful.”
Erin winked at the lens, her body a tantalizing mix of post-coital glow and everyday mom—stretch marks, pubic hair, and jiggle. “We'll see. Now put that thing away and let's order dinner. I'm starving.”
The video ended on the frame of his wife, her smile frozen on screen, his mind reeling. Mother of two? That detail hit like a punch—confirmation this was his Erin, the woman who'd given birth to their kids, now exposed in ways he'd never imagined. The laptop's glow illuminated his shocked face in the shadows of the basement, questions burning hotter than his unwanted arousal.
Luke's finger hovered over the trackpad, heart pounding from the frozen image of Erin's teasing smile. The previous video's casual intimacy lingered in his mind—the sticky evidence of her infidelity, her laugh echoing like a ghost. He exhaled sharply and clicked the next file, the laptop whirring to life without preamble.
“How’s it going?” The man’s voice behind the camera was clear and gravely as the camera moved through the room and into the bathroom.
Erin was sitting on the edge of the bathtub, legs spread wide exposing her pussy that was now covered in shaving cream. A razor carefully moved along her folds, removing any evidence of hair. The scraping of the white cream revealed smooth healthy peach skin. She glanced up at the camera. “Please don’t distract me. The last thing we want is a razor burned pussy. That would end the night pretty quick.”
Her lover chuckled. “Fair. But damn this looks hot. Didn’t think I’d have a shaving fetish but… you’re changing my mind.”
“Pervert.” Erin muttered, continuing her meticulous movements. It took a couple of minutes but she finally whipped the remaining cream away from her crotch revealing a perfectly smooth pussy. Not a hair in sight, even under in the darker nether regions.
“Stand up. Let’s see that pretty clean pussy.” The camera moved around to hover in front of Erin as she stood up putting aside the razor. She posed with a hand on her hip, thighs slightly parted to expose her sex clean and clear. A smooth line between soft thighs.
“Fuck.” The man muttered.
“Yes, that’s why I’m here.” She chuckled, making her stomach ripple slightly.
“Have you ever been clean like this before?”
“When I was going to the gym and yoga more often, yeah. All that sweat made me chaff. But I’ve been going a little less so I kinda slacked off on the trimming.”
“Well, as an objective third party, I like both looks. This is a bit more taboo. Not sure why but the casual consensus is that moms are usually bushy.” The man’s hand entered the frame and began to trace the curves of her labia, a finger finding its way between her lips and tracing down her center.
Erin groaned softly and her legs parted a bit further. “Put the camera away if you wanna explore…” The video cut off abruptly.
Luke’s stomach heaved. He gagged with the sudden urge to vomit. It wasn’t that what he’d seen was disgusting or anything, in fact just the opposite. Seeing his wife shaving her pussy had nearly made him burst in his pants. Add the layer and fact  that she was doing it in a hotel room for another man… and then to see him touching her… shit even now as he felt sick his cock was straining against his jeans.
Arousal like this had never haunted his mind before but now it was front and center, confusing him and making him question every sexual thought he’d ever experienced.
When his stomach calmed down after a few minutes of deep breathing, the taste of bile and acid still in the back of his throat, Luke looked back to the laptop and continued masochistic torture, clicking on another video.
The screen burst into motion with the raw sound of heavy, ragged breaths—deep inhales and exhales syncing like a primal beat. No intro, no setup; it plunged straight into the thick of it. The camera steadied in the man's grip, held high to frame Erin's face dead center. Sweat beaded across her forehead, trickling down her temples and along her jawline, making her skin gleam under the hotel's lamp light. Strands of hair clung to her cheeks, damp and wild. Her green eyes locked onto the lens, wide and unfocused with raw pleasure, lips parted in a silent cry. Her expression twisted—eyebrows furrowed, mouth slack—as another deep pant escaped her, chest heaving beneath the frame.
The camera panned downward slowly, deliberately, tracing the curve of her neck slick with perspiration. It lingered on her breasts, full and bouncing with each breath, nipples hard moving in hypnotic circles. Sweat pooled in the valley between them, her stomach taut and flexing, faint stretch marks her skin, badges of her motherhood. Lower still, the view settled on her mound—now completely bare, shaved smooth, the skin flushed pink and glistening. Her pussy lips stretched tight around the man's thick cock, gripping him like a vice as he slid in and out with measured control. The shaft disappeared like a well oiled piston into her wetness, her folds parting with each entry, clinging when he pulled back. Her clit was swollen and peeking out above the union.
Their breathing dominated the audio—harsh gasps that matched the unhurried pace. Erin's moans started low, building from her throat: soft whimpers that grew into throaty grunts. The man's hips rolled forward steadily, burying himself to the hilt each time, his balls tapping lightly against her ass. She rode the rhythm, her body arching off the bed, hands fisting the sheets beside her hips. The camera dipped closer, capturing the slick sounds—wet squelches as his cock plunged deep, her bald pussy devouring him without mercy. No hair to hide the details; every ridge of his girth stretched her open, her inner walls pulsing visibly around him.
Minutes ticked by in this torturous tempo, their moans layering, breaths coming faster. Erin's face reappeared briefly in a shaky close-up, eyes rolling back as she gasped, “Fuck, yes... just like that.” The man grunted in response, his free hand visible now, gripping her thigh to hold her steady. Then the shift came—his thrusts deepened, slamming harder without losing the beat. Each drive forced a sharp cry from her, breasts jiggling wildly, stomach clenching as he bottomed out. The camera wobbled with his increasing force, zooming in on the penetration: his cock pistoning faster, her pussy lips dragging along his shaft, arousal foaming at the base.
He grunted louder, voice breaking into animalistic snarls—”Take it... all of it”—as his rhythm peaked. His hips pushed forward one final time, burying deep. The screen captured the moment: his cock throbbed visibly inside her, pulsing as he unloaded. Thick ropes of cum flooded her, some seeping out around his girth despite the tight seal, dribbling down her ass crack onto the sheets. Erin's body shuddered, her moan peaking into a wail, legs wrapping around him to pull him closer. She milked him with her inner muscles, face contorting in bliss as the warmth filled her.
The video lingered there, breaths slowing to pants, before going black with a satisfied sigh from the man. Luke sat transfixed, his own cock straining painfully against his jeans, a mix of fury and forbidden heat twisting in his gut. Who was this guy? And how many more files hid what else his wife had done?
Luke's hand trembled as he navigated to the next file, the glow of the screen casting harsh shadows across his face in the dim basement. The previous video's climax replayed in his mind—Erin's bare pussy clenching around that stranger's cock, cum leaking out as she writhed in release. His throat tightened with a cocktail of betrayal and unwanted excitement. He clicked play, the media player snapping to life.
This one opened gently, sunlight streaming through sheer curtains into the hotel room, bathing everything in a golden haze. The city skyline sprawled beyond the window, a distant hum of traffic barely audible. Erin stood there, silhouetted against the view, her back to the camera at first. She wore nothing at all, her body relaxed and unhurried, one hand resting on the sill as she gazed out. Her hair cascaded loosely over her shoulders, catching the light, and her skin glowing with a post-shower freshness—no sweat this time, just the subtle sheen of lotion. Her ass curved invitingly, full cheeks parting slightly as she shifted her weight, the smooth expanse of her freshly shaved mound visible from behind.
The camera approached, held low at first, then rising to capture her profile. The man's voice broke the quiet, warm and casual: “Hey, thought you might want this.” He extended a chilled beer bottle into frame, condensation beading on the glass, the label peeling slightly from the cold. Erin turned her head, an amused smile lighting her face—those green eyes sparkling with easy contentment. She reached out, fingers brushing his as  she took the bottle. “Kinda early to be drinking, isn’t it?” Her voice was light and playful as she twisted off the cap with a practiced flick and brought it to her lips. She tilted her head back, throat working as she took a long drink, a few droplets escaping to trail down her chin and onto her chest, glistening between her breasts.
She lowered the bottle, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and leaned against the window frame, the cool glass pressing into her bare shoulder. The camera lingered on her face for a moment—lips wet from the beer, cheeks flushed—before the man spoke again, his tone curious. “So, tell me about you. What's life like back home?”
Erin took another sip, her free hand absently tracing the curve of her hip as she stared out at the city. “It's good. I've got two little ones—my boy's eight now, full of energy, always dragging me to soccer practice. And my girl's five, total sweetheart, loves drawing these wild pictures.” She chuckled softly, the sound warm and genuine, her body shifting so the light played across her stomach, highlighting the soft lines of her body. “Husband's great too. We've been together forever; he works hard, keeps things steady. We're happy, you know? Solid happy family.”
The camera panned, slow and appreciative, starting at her feet—bare toes curling against the carpet—and gliding upward. It traced her calves, strong from chasing kids, then her thighs, parting slightly as she stood relaxed. Her smooth pussy came into full view, lips plump and pink, the bare skin flawless under the sunlight. No trace of the earlier mess; she looked pristine, inviting. As she continued talking, she reached down, her fingers dipping between her legs, parting her folds playfully—exposing the inner pink, her clit peeking out as she spread herself for the lens.
“Well, what’s a happily married woman doing here with me? Not to be rude, but usually when I do stuff like this, it’s with unhappy bored housewives looking for a thrill.”
Erin sighed, her fingers lingering and massaging around her pussy, feeling the smooth skin. “Well… I don’t necessarily fall into that bucket. I’m happy. But… I just… needed something… a spark… it’s hard to explain. Sort of just happened by accident. I downloaded one of those anonymous hookup apps. I wasn’t gonna actually do anything. Just talk. A little thrill. But… the more I chatted the more I realized there was something… just something. I wanted to see where it went. Enter you, a total gentleman fucking a married mom.”
“Regretting swiping right on me?” The man chuckled.
“No. No regrets. I own my choices and the consequences.” She sighed.
Her pussy lips quivered slightly in the air, the faint glisten of natural wetness gathering. After a moment she trailed up her belly, picking up the beer once more for another swig. The pan continued upward, over her navel, the gentle swell of her stomach, to her breasts—heavy and natural, nipples tightening in the room's draft. Her shoulders rolled back as she finished her thought, turning slightly to face the camera more directly, her lovely figure on full display: curves earned from life but not diminishing the allure.
“Anyway,” she added, eyes meeting the lens with a wink, “don't let me ramble. Your turn—what about you?” The man chuckled off-screen, the camera steadying on her whole form now, framing her against the cityscape like a living portrait. Luke's breath caught, his wife's words twisting the knife deeper—happy at home, yet standing nude and exposed, sharing intimacies with this faceless man. She looked like a heavenly vision despite the illicit activity she was involved in.
The conversation flowed easily as Erin leaned against the window, the beer bottle dangling loosely from her fingers. The camera held steady, capturing the way her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples perking up from the AC. “Me? I do this pretty often. Travel a lot for work—conferences, client meetings, you name it. No real time for relationships but plenty of time for some hookups. Keeps things exciting, meeting new people like this.” He paused, the faint clink of him setting down his own drink audible. “Next time I'm in town, though, I could book something nicer. A suite, better view. If you want to link up again.”
Erin turned her head, glancing over her shoulder with a playful grin, her green eyes twinkling. She took a slow sip of her beer as she considered it. “Sounds tempting.” Her voice was casual, intrigued, and she shifted her stance, her bare feet padding softly on the carpet. They chatted for another minute—light topics, like the city's best spots for a quick bite or the hassle of airport security. Then she dove back into her life, her words painting a picture of domestic bliss. “The kids keep me on my toes—last week, my son built this epic fort in the living room out of couch cushions. And my husband...we laugh a lot, plan these silly date nights when we can sneak away.” As she spoke, her smile widened, genuine and radiant, lighting up her face like the sun outside. It crinkled the corners of her eyes, softened her features, making her look every bit the devoted wife and mother—yet here she was, utterly naked, pussy faintly flushed from earlier play, lips slightly parted as if inviting more.
The camera zoomed out a touch, framing her full body against the skyline, her curves on display: the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the subtle jiggle of her ass as she gestured animatedly. She finished her beer with a satisfied sigh, setting the empty bottle aside, and stretched her arms overhead, arching her back so her breasts lifted, the light catching the faint freckles across her chest. “Life's good. Really good.” Her smile lingered, warm and untroubled as the video ended.
Luke sat frozen in the basement, the silence pressing in like a weight. Erin's happiness echoed in his ears—her words about their family, that smile he knew so well from bedtime stories and school pickups. His cock throbbed painfully as jealousy clawed at his gut. How many times? Who was this guy? The laptop slid off his lap clattering to the floor as he leaned forward, hands in his hair, forehead on his knees. His entire life was crashing down. Erin had cheated on him. Maybe she still was. This laptop was old, down here for who knows how long. This could just be the record of its beginning, or the middle, or…
Things began to spin even though his eyes were closed, like he was on a tilt-o-whirl. The very ground beneath his feet was spinning threatening to fling him off and send him flying out into space. Into the void. Where all the air would be sucked from his lungs. Suffocation. Freezing cold. Nothing. Just emptiness.
He sucked in deep breaths, starting to hyperventilate, on the verge of a panic attack. Heart thundering like stampeding rhinos. The world was swimming, tossing him on unforgiving waves.
It took long, slow minutes of feeling like he was going to die before the world’s spin slowed. His chest was tight but he could still breathe. The inside of his mouth tasted like metal. He was aware of every hair on his body standing on end.
He looked back at the laptop sitting on the floor. Still intact. His hand fell limply to the trackpad and tapped on the next file, ready to continue the pain train he’d jumped on.
The camera must have been propped on a tripod because the shot was perfectly steady. It was centered on a tacky armchair and a cheap brass lamp next to it with the shade askew. A man sat in the chair—Luke wasn’t sure if it was the same man from the other videos—his legs spread wide, dark slacks down around his ankles, his shirt rumpled and open at the collar. But his face was completely hidden, blocked by Erin's body as she straddled him, back to the camera as she arched in a slow sensuous rhythm.
She rode with deliberate rolls of her hips, her ass cheeks spreading with each downward grind, revealing the thick base of the man’s cock, buried deep in her pussy. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, hair swaying in loose waves. Her body was marked by the day's indulgences—reddened skin from earlier grips, her pussy lips stretched taut around his shaft, slick with their combined juices. Soft moans escaped her lips, breathy and needy, as she lifted and dropped, the wet slap of flesh meeting flesh punctuating the air. “Fuck, yes... your cock feels so good stretching me like this,” Her voice was husky, laced with that teasing edge Luke remembered from their own intimate nights.
The man gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, guiding her pace. Every few thrusts—when she bottomed out, grinding her clit against his base—he would give a sharp spank to her rippling cheeks. The crack echoed, her cheeks blooming pink under the impact, a jolt that made her pussy clench visibly around him. She gasped, then laughed, pushing back harder. “Is that all you got? Come on, make it sting.” Another smack landed, louder, her body jolting forward before she recovered, riding faster, her moans building. “God, you’re gonna make me cum all over this dick.”
The camera caught every detail: the way her ass jumped with each spank, the glistening trail of arousal coating his cock as she rose, exposing the veined length before she sank down again, taking him to the hilt. Her wedding ring flashed in the lamplight as her hand braced on his shoulder for leverage, the gold band a stark contrast to the raw act. Sweat beaded on her back, trickling down the cleft of her ass, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds with each plunge, her inner walls gripping him tight. The man's grunts were muffled behind her, but his spanks came rhythmically now— smack, thrust, smack —driving her wild, her dirty talk spilling out unchecked. “Pound my slutty hole... yes, just like that, own this pussy.”
Luke's heart hammered, his hand frozen on the trackpad as he watched his wife lose herself in the stranger's lap, her body moving with a familiarity that suggested this wasn't their first ride. The conflict tore at him—rage at the deception, yet his arousal surged, cock straining as he imagined the heat of her, the way she'd feel clenching around him just like that.
The video cut off mid-thrust, the man's hips snapping upward in a frenzy, his cock slamming into Erin's pussy with brutal speed. Her ass cheeks quivered violently from the force, rippling like waves as she cried out, her body bucking forward, sweat flying off her skin. The screen froze on that image—her back arched, pussy stretched wide around his pistoning shaft, juices splattering with each rapid pound—before going black, leaving the echo of her moans hanging in the air.
Luke's breath came in ragged bursts, his hand trembling. The raw intensity, the way her body surrendered so completely... it burned him, a mix of fury and forbidden heat that had his cock aching. He couldn't stop now, even if every fiber screamed to smash the laptop. Luke was stuck in a spiral, knowing every video he watched would wound him deeper but if he stopped he’d be left to the mercy of his imagination. No doubt it would continue going down deeper and deeper paths that would twist him more than any real video could.
His wife was cheating. Had cheated. No matter the tense, it was a truth  and there was no escaping it. He could either figure out the extent that it went, at least in regards to the recorded evidence, or he could leave himself in ignorance. And in this instance, whatever ignorance he could maintain would not be bliss.
With a curse under his breath, he clicked the next file, the player whirring to life almost immediately.
Erin's ass. The camera angled low and close, handheld now, capturing her bent over the edge of the rumpled bed. Her cheeks were spread by her own hands, pulling them apart to expose everything: her tight asshole, puckered and slick with a sheen of her arousal mixed with remnants of cum, glistening under the harsh overhead light. Below it, her smooth pussy lips blushed a deep pink, swollen and puffy from the pounding she'd taken, a thin trail of creamy white leaking from her slit and dripping down her thigh. She wiggled her hips teasingly, making her ass jiggle erotically, the motion parting her lips a fraction more to reveal wet, inviting pink.
The stranger's chuckle rumbled from behind the lens, deep and amused, as the camera zoomed in tighter on her exposed holes. “Look at that—still dripping. It’s a shame to cover it up with those mom undies. Kinda kills the vibe after all that sexy lingerie.” His hand came into frame, palm flat and broad, delivering a firm slap to her right cheek. The smack rang out, her flesh blooming red instantly, a sharp sting that made her asshole twitch and her pussy clench, squeezing out another pearl of cum.
Erin began to straighten, pulling up her pink satin granny panties—older ones, faded from washes, the fabric soft and worn. She tugged them up slowly, the satin whispering against her skin, molding to her curves as she wiggled her hips to settle them in place. The material clung immediately to her slick mound, the crotch darkening with her juices, forming a deep cameltoe that outlined every fold of her pussy lips, the fabric wedged slightly between them like it was painted on. The panties rode up just enough to expose the lower curve of her ass.
She turned to face the camera, hands planted on her hips in mock indignation, breasts heaving with each breath, nipples hard and dark against her pale skin. The panties hugged her low, the elastic waistband sitting below her navel, accentuating the soft pooch of her belly and the stretch marks fanning out from her hips. “Oh, please. These are comfy. And don't knock the mom undies—they're practical.” She smirked, her eyes sparkling with playful fire, stepping closer so the camera could pan up her body, lingering on the way the satin cupped her mound, the cameltoe so pronounced it showed the subtle outline of her clit.
The man laughed again, the sound warm but probing as he set the camera on a steady surface—maybe the nightstand—framing her full figure. “Fair enough. But seriously, does your husband see you in the fancy stuff too? Or do you save all that lingerie tease just for guys like me?”
Erin's expression shifted to something coy, her lips pursing as she crossed her arms under her tits, pushing them up enticingly. “My husband? He gets the sexiest outfits whenever he wants them. Lingerie, stockings, the works—I pull out all the stops for him.” She paused, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, a flush creeping up her neck as she thought about it. “But honestly? He usually prefers something simple. Like a tight white T-shirt that clings just right, no bra, and these plain cotton white undies—high-waisted, innocent-looking. It's his thing. Makes him rock hard, harder than diamonds. Goes crazy for that everyday wife vibe.” She bit her lip, shifting her weight so the panties pulled tighter against her pussy, the fabric outlining her lips even more obscenely, a fresh glisten of wetness seeping through.
The man hummed appreciatively from off-camera, his voice closer now. “Sounds like a lucky guy. Does he know just how wild you are?” Erin just grinned, turning sideways to give the lens a profile view of her ass in the granny panties, the satin stretched taut over her cheeks, before the video lingered on her like that—confident, unashamed—for a few more seconds, her fingers idly tracing the waistband as if considering peeling them off again.
Luke's stomach twisted into knots, the words hitting like punches. That description—it was them, their routines, the lazy mornings when she'd lounge in his old tee and those exact satin panties, teasing him until he pinned her down. Hearing her share it so casually, while standing there with another man... it shattered something inside. The casual domesticity of it all twisted something that should have been sexy and wholesome into something filthy. How deep did this go?
Luke's pulse thundered in his ears before he clicked on the next file.
This one started differently—no immediate plunge into action. It was a new room much nicer than the previous one with floor to ceiling windows and a king-sized bed with white silk sheets. A pair of hairy legs were extended in front of the camera on the bed, his cock standing erect. The man stroked slowly from base to tip in anticipation.
From off-camera, Erin's voice drifted from behind the bathroom door—a mix of nerves and excitement. “I can't believe I'm doing this. You and your perverted ideas.”
“This is what you wanted though. Something exciting. A spark. Well, what’s more fun than dressing up?” The man’s voice was familiar, clearly the same man from the first videos.
So he was a regular she was meeting. Not some random one time hookup.
The door creaked open and Erin stepped into view, the camera panning to capture her full entrance. Her hair was pulled into two high pigtails, bouncy and playful, framing her face with loose strands. She wore a cropped shirt, pale pink with cartoon kittens frolicking across the chest, the hem stopping just under her breasts, leaving a strip of her midriff bare and the soft swell of underboob peeking out and jiggling with every step. The fabric was thin, clinging to her curves, her nipples visible as dark shadows.
Below, she wore a tiny g-string that rode high on her hips—the front a small triangle of black fabric emblazoned with a winking Hello Kitty face, stretched so taut it molded to her mound like a second skin, the outline of her pussy lips pressing through, cameltoe deep and unapologetic. The strings disappeared between her cheeks, leaving her ass bare, full and round, bouncing as she sauntered closer. Her body was raw sensual reality: the gentle pooch of her tummy spilling over the low waistband, stretch marks across her hips, her pubic hair a dark shadow under the sheer material.
The man chuckled, his strokes picking up pace, fist gliding slickly over his cock as he watched her approach. “Come on, it's all in good fun. You look fucking hot—my playful kitten.”
Erin stopped at the foot of the bed, hands on her hips, pigtails swaying as she tilted her head, green eyes sparkling with the practiced look only a mother could give. “You're such a pig,” she shot back, but her lips curved into a grin, voice light and teasing. She struck a pose, one hand on her belly, pushing the pooch out playfully while arching her back to thrust her chest forward, underboob lifting higher.
He laughed, deep and genuine, the sound mixing with the wet schlick of his hand on his shaft. “Guilty as charged. But damn, those pigtails and that Hello Kitty? You're killing me.” Erin joined in the laughter, covering her mouth with one hand, the motion making the kittens on her shirt dance. She twirled, ass cheeks flexing and parting slightly to show the thin string nestled between them, her pussy lips shifting under the tight fabric.
His breathing grew heavier, strokes firmer, cock twitching in his grip. “Alright, model for me. Pose like you're in one of those sexy photoshoots—give me some fire.” The camera steadied as he adjusted it on his thigh.
Erin bit her lip, a flush creeping up her neck, but she dove in with enthusiasm. She turned sideways, hand on her hip, popping it out to accentuate the curve of her ass, the g-string string pulling tight against her asshole. “Like this?” she asked, voice husky, glancing over her shoulder with a wink, pigtails whipping around. Her free hand trailed up her side, lifting the shirt hem just enough to flash more underboob, nipples hardening visibly against the fabric.
“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, hand blurring on his cock, precum beading at the tip and dripping down his knuckles. “Arch your back more—show me that ass.” She complied, bending forward, cheeks spreading to reveal the pink pucker and the dampening spot on her g-string where her arousal soaked through. The pooch of her tummy folded softly as she leaned, real and inviting, her body language screaming confidence mixed with the thrill of exposure.
Luke's throat tightened, the scene hitting too close to home—Erin in her playful mode, the one she saved for their kids' dress-up days or when they explored things in the bedroom, now it was twisted into an erotic display for a stranger. Those pigtails, that shirt she'd bought with a mischievous little smile when they were away from the kids... seeing her bare it all for him, the stranger's cock throbbing in response, ignited a fresh wave of jealousy laced with unwanted lust. His own hand drifted to his lap, pressing against the bulge, hating himself for it as the video rolled on, Erin's poses growing bolder, her laughter turning to soft gasps.
The video continued, the man's hand steadying the camera as he leaned forward, zooming in tighter on Erin's form. She struck another pose, lifting one leg high onto the edge of the bed, the movement pulling the Hello Kitty g-string even tighter against her pussy, the fabric dipping into her slit and outlining every fold. Her thigh muscles flexed, stretch marks catching the light, and her ass cheek lifted with the pose, the thin string visible where it rode up between her legs. He captured it all in close-up, the lens lingering on the damp spot growing at the crotch, her arousal making the material cling.
“God, that's perfect,” he murmured, his free hand resuming its slow pump on his cock, the head slick and purple from his strokes. Erin giggled, holding the position for a moment before switching, turning her back to him and bending at the waist. She reached back with both hands, grabbing her ass cheeks and spreading them wide, the g-string string pulling taut against her asshole, the pink ring puckering under the pressure. The camera dove in closer, focusing on the way the fabric disappeared into her crack, her pussy lips peeking out from the sides, swollen and glistening. Her muffintop tummy hung softly below, and the wedding ring on her finger glinted as she held herself open, a stark reminder of her life back home.
They kept at it like that, playful and charged, Erin twirling and dipping into more poses—arching her back to push her underboob further out from under the kitten shirt, or dropping to her knees and crawling forward on all fours, pigtails swinging, ass swaying side to side. He filmed every angle, laughing when she stuck out her tongue or blew a kiss at the lens, his cock twitching visibly in frame each time she got bolder. The room filled with their shared amusement, her voice light as she teased him about being 'such a pervert with that camera,' but her body language screamed invitation, nipples stiff peaks against the thin fabric, skin flushing hotter.
Finally, after a particularly teasing pose where she straddled the air just above his feet, grinding her hips in mock simulation, he set the camera on his chest for a wider shot, propping it carefully. “Come here, my little kitten,” he said, voice dropping to a husky command, patting his thigh. “Time to take care of this. Lick my cock—nice and slow, just like you know I like.”
Erin's eyes locked on his throbbing shaft, standing rigid against his stomach, veins pulsing, a trail of precum leaking from the slit. She crawled onto the bed sensually, knees sinking into the mattress, pigtails bouncing with each deliberate movement. Her breasts swayed under the cropped shirt, underboob brushing the sheets, and the g-string shifted as her ass flexed, the Hello Kitty front rubbing against her clit with the motion. She settled between his spread legs, face inches from his cock, her breath ghosting over the sensitive skin.
Starting slow , she extended her tongue and gave a tentative lick along the underside, from balls to tip, tasting the salty precum. He moaned low, hips bucking slightly. “That's it, kitten. Look at you—so beautiful, all motherly curves and that sensual glow. A wife who knows how to please, giving this pleasure to me.” His words washed over her, encouraging, as she licked again, flat-tongued swipe circling the head, lapping up the fresh bead of fluid. She kept it to little licks, teasing flicks around the ridge, her lips brushing but not sucking, drawing out his groans.
“Fuck, your body's made for this—those hips, that soft belly I want to kiss. You're a goddess, Erin, married and mine for the night.” He reached down, fingers tangling gently in one pigtail, guiding her. She responded with another slow lick, tracing a vein up the length, her wedding ring flashing as her hand rested on his thigh. Her own arousal dripped now, soaking the g-string further, pussy aching visibly through the fabric as she savored the act, moans vibrating against his skin with each pass.
Luke watched, frozen, the camera's angle capturing Erin's face in profile—eyes half-lidded, lips glossy from his essence, that playful innocence twisted into raw hunger. Hearing the man praise her like that, tying her motherhood and marriage to this filthy display, twisted the knife deeper. Jealousy boiled, but his cock strained, the conflict raging as she licked, unhurried, building the tension in the room.
The video flickered for a split second, cutting abruptly to a new angle—the camera now perched on the dresser, its lens aimed squarely at the bed, capturing the rumpled sheets and the full expanse of the mattress. The shift in perspective made the scene feel even more invasive, like peeking through a hidden window into their private world. There was Erin, his wife, flat on her back, legs splayed wide, the cropped kitten shirt hiked up and stretched taut across her breasts, nipples poking hard against the fabric. The Hello Kitty g-string was hanging around her ankle, her pussy on full display—lips puffy and slick, stretched around the man's thickness as he held himself between her thighs.
He lowered his hips, guiding his shaft to her entrance, plunging in with a steady, deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Erin's body arched off the bed, her stomach rippling. Her arms snaked around his neck, pulling him down, their mouths crashing together in a deep, intimate kiss—tongues tangling visibly, lips sucking and parting with wet smacks. He started fucking her, pulling back until just the head remained inside, then driving forward again, cock sliding in and out with deliberate force, her juices coating his length and making obscene squelching sounds with each penetration.
They moaned into each other's mouths, the sounds muffled but raw—her high-pitched whimpers blending with his deeper growls. His hands braced on either side of her head, elbows locked, as he set a rhythm: in deep, hold, grind his pelvis against her clit, then withdraw almost fully before slamming back. Erin's legs hooked around his waist, heels digging into his ass to urge him deeper, her pigtails fanned out on the pillow. The camera caught every detail—the way her tits bounced under the shirt with each thrust, the fabric riding up to expose the undersides, sweat beading on her cleavage; the flash of her wedding ring as her fingers clutched his shoulders, nails scraping down his back.
“Fuck, you feel so good,” he grunted against her lips, breaking the kiss to nip at her jaw, then diving back in. She responded by bucking her hips up to meet him, pussy clenching around his cock, inner walls gripping tight. The pace built gradually, his thrusts steady but gaining power, balls slapping against her ass with increasing rhythm. Erin's moans grew louder, more desperate, her body tensing beneath him—thighs trembling, toes curling. “Oh god, yes... right there,” she gasped, head tilting back.
The video rolled on, unblinking, as their missionary fuck intensified. He pinned her harder, one hand sliding down to grip her thigh, spreading her wider—the angle was perfect, showing his cock disappearing into her over and over, her folds dragging along his shaft, clit swollen and rubbing against his pubic bone. Erin's breaths came in ragged bursts, her arms tightening around him like she never wanted to let go. Then it hit her—the orgasm crashing through. She cried out, a long, throaty moan that echoed in the room, body convulsing, pussy spasming wildly around him, milking his length as waves of pleasure ripped through her. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in ecstasy, tits heaving with each shuddering inhale.
He didn't stop, pounding through her climax, grunts turning animalistic—short, guttural bursts with every thrust. “Shit, Erin... gonna cum,” he rasped, hips snapping faster, cock swelling. She wrapped her legs tighter, urging him on, her own aftershocks making her whimper. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself completely, body going rigid as he came—grunting loudly, ropes of cum shooting into her, flooding her pussy. The camera caught the subtle twitch of his ass, the way he ground against her, ensuring every drop stayed deep. They stayed locked like that, kissing sloppily through the comedown, his weight pressing her into the mattress, her hands stroking his back lazily.
Luke's grip on the laptop turned his knuckles white, the cheap plastic creaking under the pressure. Seeing Erin like this—vulnerable, lost in passion with this stranger, her body responding in ways he'd only glimpsed in their own bed—stirred a storm inside him. The intimacy of their kiss, the way she held him, it wasn't just sex; it looked like connection. Jealousy clawed at his chest, hot and bitter, but his erection throbbed painfully staining his boxers. He paused the video, breath heavy, wondering how many more files hid her secrets, each one peeling back layers of the woman he thought he knew.
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