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Chapter 1

The restaurant smelled like garlic and fresh basil, the same way it always did on special nights. Our favorite corner booth at Bella Vita was waiting—red-checkered tablecloth, single candle flickering in a Chianti bottle, the low hum of conversation and clinking glasses wrapping around us like a familiar blanket. I’d asked for the table eight years ago on our first date here, and every anniversary since. Monica loved the predictability. I used to love it too.

She looked beautiful tonight—simple navy dress that hugged her curves without trying too hard, dark hair loose over her shoulders, the pearl studs I gave her on our wedding day catching the candlelight. Eight years, and she still made my chest tighten when she smiled at me across the table.

We ordered the usual: bruschetta to start, veal piccata for her, osso buco for me, a bottle of the house Chianti. We talked about small things—the new coffee shop opening downtown, her sister’s baby shower next month, the leak in the guest bathroom I still hadn’t fixed. Safe things. Anniversary things.

But my heart was hammering so hard I barely tasted the wine.

Halfway through the second glass, I set mine down. My hands were shaking; I folded them on the table to hide it.

“Mon,” I said quietly. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

She looked up, fork paused halfway to her mouth. The smile faded when she saw my face.

“What is it?” Her voice was soft, already worried.

I took a breath. The words I’d rehearsed in the shower, in the car, in my head for months—they all felt wrong now. Too blunt. Too dangerous.

“I’ve been having fantasies,” I started. “Sexual ones. About you.”

She lowered the fork slowly. Her brows knit together.

“Okay…”

I forced myself to keep going.

“About you… with another man. Not behind my back. Not cheating. With my knowledge. Me watching. Or hearing about it after. You being touched, kissed, fucked by someone else… while I’m there. Or while I wait. And me getting off on it. On how much you’re wanted. On how beautiful you are when you let go.”

The last sentence came out in a rush. I couldn’t look at her. I stared at the candle flame instead, watching it waver.

Silence stretched so long I thought she might stand up and leave.

When I finally risked a glance, tears were already shining in her eyes.

Monica’s voice was small, cracked.

“I waited for you, Jason.”

The words hit like a slap.

“I saved everything for you. My first kiss. My first touch. My virginity. My everything. I turned down boys in high school who wanted more. I said no in college when guys pushed. I waited… because I wanted it to be special. Because I wanted it to be you. And now you’re telling me you want me to give that—to give myself—to someone else?”

Her lower lip trembled. A tear slipped down her cheek.

“How can you want that?” she whispered. “How can you want to see me with another man? After everything I gave up… after I chose you?”

I reached for her hand across the table. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t hold on either. Her fingers stayed limp in mine.

“It’s not about you not being enough,” I said—voice thick, pleading. “You’re more than enough. You’re everything. That’s why. You’re so beautiful, Mon. So sexy. The thought of other men seeing it… wanting you… touching you… and knowing you’re still mine… it drives me crazy. In a good way. In the hottest way I’ve ever felt.”

She shook her head slowly—tears falling freely now.

“But I’m not that person,” she said. “I’m not adventurous. I’m not wild. I’m the girl who waited. Who prayed every night to stay pure. Who believed sex was for marriage. And I still believe that… mostly. Except with you. Because you’re my husband. You’re safe. You’re mine.”

I swallowed hard.

“I know,” I said. “And I love that about you. I love that you waited. I love that you chose me. This isn’t about replacing that. It’s about… adding something. Something we both might want. Something that could make our sex life feel alive again. Because—honestly, baby—I think we’re both a little bored. Not with each other. With the routine. The same positions. The same rhythm. I want to see you let go. I want to see you feel things you’ve never felt. And yeah… part of me wants to see another man give that to you. While I watch. While I wait to take you back.”

Monica stared at me—tears streaming, mascara smudging faintly under her eyes.

“I don’t know what to say,” she whispered. “This hurts. A lot.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“No.” She cut me off—soft but firm. “Don’t apologize for telling me the truth. I just… need time. I need to think. I need to pray. I need to figure out if this is something I can even imagine without feeling like I’m betraying everything I was raised to believe.”

She wiped her eyes with the cloth napkin.

“I’m not saying no,” she said finally. “But I’m not saying yes. Not tonight. Maybe not ever. But… I’ll think about it. For you. Because I love you. And because… maybe you’re right. Maybe I am a little bored too. And maybe… I’m curious. Just a little.”

She reached across the table—took my hand this time. Squeezed.

“But if we ever do this,” she said, “it has to be us. Together. No secrets. No lies. And if it ever hurts too much… we stop. Immediately.”

I nodded—throat too tight to speak.

She managed a small, watery smile.

“Now take me home,” she said. “I want my husband to make love to me. Just us. Like always.”

I paid the bill. We walked to the car hand in hand—silent, but not angry. The drive home was quiet. When we got inside she led me straight to the bedroom, undressed slowly, pulled me down with her.

We made love—gentle, slow, familiar. Missionary. Lights low. Her legs around my waist. My name on her lips.

But when she came—soft, shuddering, clinging to me—she whispered something new against my ear.

“I love you,” she said. “And… I’ll think about it. I promise.”

I held her tighter—heart full of fear and hope and love so fierce it hurt.

Eight years of marriage.

And the next chapter was just beginning.


Chapter 2

The week after our anniversary dinner felt like walking on eggshells made of glass.

Monica didn’t bring it up. Not once. Not at breakfast when she handed me my coffee with a small, careful smile. Not during dinner when we talked about her day at the library or my latest project deadline. Not even in bed, when we made love—gentle, familiar, lights off, the way we always had. But the silence wasn’t angry. It was heavy. Thoughtful. Like she was carrying something fragile inside her and didn’t know where to set it down.

I gave her space. I didn’t push. I told myself I’d accept whatever answer she gave—even if it was “never again.” Even if it meant burying the fantasy so deep I never mentioned it out loud. I loved her more than the idea of sharing her. I kept repeating that to myself like a prayer.

Then, seven days after the restaurant, she spoke.

It was Wednesday night. We were in bed, lights low, her head on my chest, my arm around her shoulders. She’d been quiet all evening—scrolling her phone, then setting it aside, then picking it up again. Finally she turned it off, placed it on the nightstand, and rolled to face me.

Her voice was small.

“Would you really be okay seeing me kiss someone?”

I froze. My heart kicked hard against my ribs.

She kept going, words coming slow, like she was testing each one before letting it out.

“Like… really kiss. Tongue. His hands on my face. My neck. Would you be okay watching that?”

I swallowed. My throat was dry.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Honestly? It would hurt. A lot. Seeing another man’s mouth on yours… seeing you respond… feeling that little stab in my chest every time you moaned for him instead of me. It would tear me up.”

She nodded—slow, like she’d expected that answer.

“But?” she prompted softly.

“But…” I exhaled. “The thought also arouses me more than anything I’ve ever felt. Picturing it—your lips parting for him, your eyes fluttering closed, your body leaning into his touch… it makes me so hard I can barely breathe. Even right now, just talking about it, I’m aching.”

Monica’s hand slid down my stomach—slow, tentative—until her fingers brushed the growing bulge in my boxers. She didn’t stroke me. Just rested there. Feeling the truth.

“I’ve been thinking about it too,” she confessed. “More than I want to admit.”

I waited—barely breathing.

“I sometimes wonder…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “What other men feel like. Size. Taste. Rhythm. Whether they’d be gentle or rough. Whether they’d know exactly where to touch me… or fumble like you did at first, until we figured it out together.”

She laughed—small, embarrassed—then immediately pressed her face into my chest.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled. “That sounds awful. I feel so guilty even saying it out loud. Like I’m betraying you. Like I’m ungrateful for everything we have. You’re the only man I’ve ever wanted. The only one I’ve ever loved. And now I’m lying here wondering what someone else’s cock would feel like in my mouth… or my hand… or inside me.”

Her cheeks were burning against my skin.

I cupped her face, lifted it so she had to look at me.

“You’re not betraying me by wondering,” I said. “You’re being honest. That’s more than most people ever manage. And yeah—it stings a little, hearing you say it. But it also… God, Mon… it turns me on so much I can barely think.”

Her hand tightened around me through the fabric—feeling how hard I’d gotten just from her words.

“Tell me more,” I said quietly. “What exactly do you wonder?”

She hesitated—eyes searching mine—then spoke so softly I almost missed it.

“I wonder if they’d be bigger. Thicker. Longer. If they’d taste different. Saltier. Musky. If they’d be gentle at first… or take control. Push me to my knees. Hold my hair. Fuck my mouth until I gagged. I wonder if they’d last longer than you… or come faster because I’m new to them. I wonder if they’d make me come harder… or if I’d still need you to finish me.”

Each word felt like a spark against dry tinder.

My cock throbbed under her palm.

“And every time I think about it,” she continued, “I feel so guilty I want to cry. Because I love you. I chose you. I waited for you. And now I’m imagining other men… while you’re right here. Holding me. Loving me.”

I kissed her—slow, deep—pouring everything I felt into it: love, fear, desire, reassurance.

“You’re allowed to wonder,” I murmured against her lips. “You’re allowed to be curious. You’re allowed to want. And if you ever decide you want to try… even just a little… I’ll be right there. Watching. Protecting. Loving you through every second. And when it’s over—when they’re gone—I’ll be the one who takes you back. Who reminds you who you belong to.”

She kissed me again—harder this time—then pulled back just enough to look into my eyes.

“I’m scared,” she whispered. “But… I’m also wet. Right now. Just talking about it.”

I slid my hand between her thighs—found her soaked, swollen, ready.

She whimpered—hips rocking against my fingers.

“Then let’s keep talking,” I said. “And let’s see where it takes us.”

She nodded—small, trembling—then guided my hand where she needed it most.

We didn’t sleep much that night.

We talked. We touched. We fucked—slow, emotional, reclaiming.

And for the first time in eight years, the future didn’t feel predictable.

It felt dangerous.

It felt alive.

And Monica—my sweet, conservative, virgin-bride Monica—was starting to wonder what it might feel like to step across the line.

Just once.

Just to see.


Chapter 3

Over the next month, the bedroom became a different place.

Not because we changed the sheets or moved the furniture. The change was quieter, more dangerous. It happened in the dark, between whispers and touches, when the lights were off and the only sounds were our breathing and the soft rustle of cotton against skin.

Every night—without fail—the conversation started the same way.

We’d lie facing each other, her head on my chest or mine on her shoulder. I’d start slow, voice low, testing the waters.

“Imagine we’re at a party,” I’d say. “Not one of our usual ones. Somewhere bigger. Darker. A stranger sees you across the room. Tall guy. Confident. He watches you laugh at something someone says. He walks over. Buys you a drink. You smile at him—polite at first. Then he leans in. Tells you how beautiful you are. His hand brushes your arm. Lingers.”

Monica never interrupted at first. She just listened. Her breathing would change—shallower, quicker. Her nipples would harden against my chest. Her thighs would press together.

I kept going.

“He asks you to dance. You hesitate—look for me. I’m across the room, watching. I nod once. You let him lead you to the dance floor. His hand slides to your lower back. Pulls you close. You feel how hard he is against your stomach. He whispers in your ear: ‘Your husband’s watching… does that turn you on?’”

That was usually when she’d make a sound—small, involuntary. A soft whimper. Her hand would drift down my stomach, fingers curling around my cock through my boxers, finding me already rock-hard.

“Keep going,” she’d whisper—voice trembling, guilty, hungry.

I’d describe more. His hand sliding under her dress. Fingers brushing her panties. Finding her wet. Pushing the fabric aside. Sliding inside her while they swayed to the music. Her head falling back against his shoulder. A soft moan escaping her lips. Me watching from the bar, heart pounding, cock throbbing, torn between rage and need.

By the second week she started responding.

She’d moan when I described the stranger’s fingers curling inside her. She’d ask questions—breathless, curious.

“Would he be bigger than you?”

“Would he taste different?”

“Would he make me come faster… or slower?”

Every question felt like a spark. I’d answer honestly—voice rough—while her hand stroked me faster.

“He’d be thicker. Stretch you more. He’d taste saltier. Musky. He’d make you come fast—because it’s new. Forbidden. Because you’re so fucking turned on knowing I’m watching.”

She’d come hard during those nights—harder than she ever had before—hips bucking against my hand or my cock, crying out my name mixed with the stranger’s fictional one. Afterward she’d collapse against me—shaking, panting—then go quiet.

The guilt always came after.

The third week was the first time she cried.

We’d just finished—her on top, riding me slow while I described a stranger bending her over a balcony railing at that imaginary party, fucking her from behind while I watched from the doorway. She came twice—once on my cock, once when I told her the stranger came inside her. When it was over she stayed on top of me, face buried in my neck… and started to sob.

Soft at first. Then harder.

I held her—arms tight—heart breaking a little.

“Mon… baby… talk to me.”

She lifted her head—tears streaking her cheeks, mascara smudged.

“I feel like I’m betraying you,” she whispered. “Even though it’s just pretend. Even though it’s only us here. I feel like I’m betraying my vows. My upbringing. The girl who waited… who prayed every night to stay pure… who believed sex was sacred. And now I’m lying in bed with my husband… coming harder than ever… while imagining another man’s cock inside me. While you describe it. While I beg you to tell me more.”

Her voice cracked.

“I’m scared I’m becoming someone I don’t recognize. Someone dirty. Someone bad.”

I cupped her face—thumbs wiping tears.

“You’re not bad,” I said fiercely. “You’re not dirty. You’re my wife. You’re the woman I love more than anything. This isn’t betrayal. This is us. Exploring together. Safely. Honestly. You’re not doing anything behind my back. I’m right here—asking for it. Wanting it. Getting off on it. If anyone’s dirty, it’s me—for wanting to see you like that. For wanting to watch you let go. For wanting to hear you moan another man’s name while I’m inside you.”

She sniffled—small, broken laugh.

“You’re not dirty,” she said. “You’re… brave. For telling me. For letting me feel this without shame. For still looking at me like I’m the most precious thing in the world even after I admit I’m curious about other men.”

I kissed her—slow, tender—then pulled her close.

“We go as slow as you need,” I said. “We stop anytime you want. No pressure. No guilt. Just us. Figuring it out. Together.”

She nodded against my chest—tears still falling, but slower now.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Keep talking to me. Keep telling me the fantasies. I want to hear them. I want to feel them. I just… need you to hold me after. Need you to remind me I’m still yours.”

“Always,” I said. “Always mine.”

She kissed my chest—soft, grateful.

Then—quietly, almost shy—she whispered:

“Tell me again… about the stranger at the party. But this time… let him fuck me. Let him come inside me. While you watch.”

My cock—still half-hard inside her—twitched violently.

I started talking.

And Monica listened—moaning softly, rocking gently, letting the guilt and the hunger fight it out inside her.

One fantasy at a time.

One night at a time.

The door was open now.

And neither of us wanted to close it.


Chapter 4

I’d suggested the hotel bar because it felt neutral—far enough from home that no one would recognize us, close enough to feel safe. The lobby lounge at the Marriott downtown had dark wood paneling, low leather chairs, and a long polished bar with brass railings. Soft piano music drifted from a corner player. Couples and business travelers filled most of the tables. It was the kind of place where people could disappear into their own conversations.

Monica walked in ahead of me.

She looked like someone else.

The black top was new—low-cut, sleeveless, the neckline plunging between her breasts so deeply I could see the inner curves when she moved. The skirt was shorter than anything she’d ever worn in public—black, fitted, ending high on her thighs. No stockings. No bra. No panties. She’d told me that last part in the car, voice barely above a whisper: “I want to feel… exposed. For you.” Her dark hair was loose, falling in waves over her shoulders; her lips were painted a deep red she almost never wore.

I felt every eye in the room shift toward her as she crossed to the bar.

I took a table near the back—close enough to see and hear, far enough to look like I wasn’t hovering. My heart was already pounding. My cock was already half-hard.

Monica slid onto a stool at the far end of the bar, crossed her legs slowly, skirt riding up just enough to show a flash of thigh. She ordered a martini—extra dirty, the way she liked it lately. The bartender smiled too long. She smiled back—polite, practiced, but there was a new edge to it.

I watched.

Five minutes later the stranger appeared.

Mid-thirties. Tall. Dark hair, clean jaw, tailored blazer over a white shirt. Confident without being loud. He took the stool beside her, ordered scotch neat, then turned slightly toward her.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked.

Monica glanced at me—quick, silent check-in. I gave the tiniest nod.

She smiled at him. “Not at all.”

His name was David—or at least that’s what he told her. He asked about her drink. Complimented her necklace (the small silver cross she still wore every day). Laughed at something she said. His hand brushed her arm once—casual, testing. She didn’t pull away.

I sipped my whiskey. My pulse was in my ears.

The conversation deepened. He leaned closer. His hand returned to her arm—lingered. Then slid to her lower back—slow, deliberate. Monica’s shoulders tensed for a heartbeat. She glanced at me again. I nodded once more.

His hand stayed.

Then—under the bar, hidden by the overhang and the dim lighting—his fingers found her thigh.

Monica’s breath hitched. I saw it in the rise of her chest, the slight parting of her lips. She uncrossed her legs—slowly—letting his hand slide higher. His fingers traced the hem of her skirt, then slipped beneath it. I couldn’t see exactly where they went, but I saw her thighs part another inch. Saw her bite her lower lip. Saw her eyes flutter half-closed.

He whispered something in her ear. She laughed—soft, breathless—then glanced at me again. Her pupils were blown wide. Her cheeks flushed deep pink.

Several minutes passed like that—his hand hidden under her skirt, her body subtly rocking, her breathing shallow. She never looked away from me for long. Every few seconds her eyes found mine—checking, pleading, burning.

Then she leaned in, said something quiet to him. He smiled—regretful, polite—and removed his hand. She slid off the stool, smoothed her skirt, picked up her clutch.

She walked toward me—legs trembling slightly, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy.

I stood. She reached me, took my hand without a word, and led me out of the bar.

We made it to the parking garage—three levels down, shadowed corner spot. The second the car doors closed she was on me—straddling my lap in the driver’s seat, dress hiked to her waist, hands fumbling with my belt.

“Fuck me,” she gasped. “Now. Please.”

I shoved my seat back, freed my cock, and she sank down—wet, hot, ready. No foreplay. No hesitation. She was soaked—dripping down my shaft the moment I entered her.

She rode me hard—frantic, desperate—hips grinding, nails digging into my shoulders.

“His fingers…” she panted against my ear. “They were right there… so close to my pussy… sliding along the inside of my thigh… brushing my lips… he could feel how wet I was… he wanted to push inside me… right there… under the bar… with everyone around us…”

I thrust up—hard—meeting her rhythm.

“Did you want him to?” I growled.

“Yes—” she cried. “God, yes… I wanted him to finger me… to make me come right there… while you watched… while you saw your wife let a stranger touch her… almost fuck her…”

Her words snapped something in me.

I gripped her hips—hard—lifted and slammed her down, fucking her with deep, punishing strokes.

“You almost let him,” I rasped. “You spread your legs for him. You let him get that close. You were going to come on his hand… in public… while I watched.”

“Yes—” she sobbed—tears in her eyes, pleasure and guilt crashing together. “I almost came… just from his fingers brushing me… just from knowing you were watching… knowing you were hard… knowing you’d fuck me like this after…”

She came then—hard, sudden—pussy clamping down, body convulsing, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her wetness flooded over me—hot, slick—drenching my lap.

I followed—growling her name, hips jerking as I emptied deep inside her—claiming her, marking her, erasing every trace of the stranger’s touch with my own.

We stayed like that—panting, shaking—foreheads pressed together.

Monica lifted her head—tears streaking her cheeks—kissed me softly.

“I love you,” she whispered. “I only let it go that far because you were there. Because you nodded. Because I knew you’d take me home and fuck me like this… like I’m still yours.”

I cupped her face—kissed her deeper.

“You’re always mine,” I said. “No matter how far we go. No matter who touches you. You come back to me. Always.”

She smiled—small, radiant, exhausted.

“Next time,” she murmured, “maybe… he can do more. If you’re ready.”

I held her tighter.

My heart was pounding—jealousy, love, fear, arousal all twisted together.

“Next time,” I agreed.

The line had moved again.

And Monica—my sweet, conservative Monica—was already stepping toward it.


Chapter 5

The next morning Monica woke before me. I found her in the kitchen, completely naked.

She stood barefoot by the counter, skin still faintly flushed from last night, the early sunlight catching the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the gentle swell of her hips. No robe. No slip. Nothing between her and the cool morning air except the memory of a stranger’s hand under her skirt. Her nipples were tight peaks; her thighs pressed together every few seconds, like she was savoring the lingering ache between them. She looked… radiant. Sexy in a way I’d never quite seen before—confident, aware of her own body, glowing with the afterburn of being desired by someone new.

She was holding a small white business card between her fingers, turning it over slowly.

I leaned against the doorway, heart already kicking.

“He gave me this right after I told him I had to leave,” she said quietly. “Slipped it into my hand when I stood up to walk back to you. No napkin. Just his card. Like he knew I’d want to call.”

The card was crisp—black text on heavy stock: David Harlan, some mid-level executive title I didn’t bother reading, phone number embossed below. Simple. Professional.

Monica set it on the counter—carefully, almost reverently—then turned to face me fully. Naked. Unashamed. Her eyes were bright, pupils still wide from whatever she’d been reliving all morning.

“I kept it,” she said. “I didn’t throw it away. I… I brought it home. And I’ve been looking at it all morning.”

I crossed the kitchen in three steps. Took the card from her fingers. Looked at the number. Then looked at her.

My voice came out rough.

“I’m ready,” I said. “If you are.”

Her breath caught.

“But we do it safe,” I continued. “Public first. The same bar. Drinks. Talking. Then—if you still want it—we move to our car. The large SUV. Backseat. Oral only. No intercourse. No penetration. I’ll be right there—in the front seat, watching. If you say stop at any time, we stop. If I say stop, we stop.”

Monica nodded—small, trembling—then pressed her naked body against mine. Her nipples grazed my chest through the thin cotton; her hand slid down to cup me, feeling how hard I’d gotten just from her words.

“Okay,” she breathed. “I’ll text him. Just drinks… and maybe more. If I’m ready.”

She texted him that afternoon.

He replied within minutes.

They set it for Friday night.

Same hotel bar.

Same corner stool.

I spent the next two days in a fever—jealousy gnawing at me every time I pictured her lips around another man’s cock, arousal so intense I could barely focus at work. Monica was quiet too—nervous, excited, touching herself more than usual, whispering filthy questions to me in bed: “Do you think he’ll be thick? Do you think he’ll come a lot? Do you think I’ll be able to take him deep?”

Friday night arrived like a storm.

Monica dressed carefully—same low-cut black top from the first night, same short skirt, no panties again. She added a touch of red lipstick. She looked like temptation itself.

We drove in near silence. Her hand rested on my thigh the whole way—squeezing gently every few minutes, like she was checking I was still there.

At the bar she kissed me once—soft, lingering—then walked to the same stool.

I took the same table in the back.

David arrived ten minutes later. Same blazer. Same confident smile. He saw her immediately. Sat beside her. Ordered drinks. They talked—low, intimate. His hand found her arm again. Then her lower back. Then—under the bar—her thigh.

I watched.

My cock strained painfully against my jeans.

After twenty minutes she glanced at me—eyes dark, pupils blown. She gave the tiniest nod.

They stood.

She led him out the side door toward the parking garage.

I followed at a distance—heart in my throat—our large black SUV parked in the far corner, shadowed by a concrete pillar.

They reached the car. David opened the back door.

Monica paused—looked back at me—then spoke to him quietly.

“My husband wants to watch,” she said. Her voice was steady, but I could hear the tremble from where I stood. “He’ll be in the front seat. I’ll be in the back with you. Just… oral. That’s all. If that’s okay?”

David’s eyes flicked toward me—then back to her. A slow smile spread across his face.

“More than okay,” he said.

Monica climbed into the backseat. David followed.

I got into the driver’s seat—engine off, the dome light stayed on inside their car.

Monica knelt on the back seat—dress hiked up, ass toward the window, naked from the waist down. David sat back—pants open, cock already hard in her hand.

She looked toward me and found my eyes, locked on me.

Then she leaned down.

Her lips parted—slow, nervous at first. She kissed the head—soft, exploratory—then licked along the shaft. A small moan escaped her. David groaned, hand sliding into her hair.

She took him deeper—slowly, inch by inch—cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Her head began to move—tentative bobs at first, then smoother, more confident. She moaned around him—vibrations I could almost feel from where I sat. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach; the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

David’s head fell back. His hips lifted—small thrusts. She didn’t pull away. She took him deeper—gagging softly once, then relaxing, letting him slide into her throat.

I stroked myself through my jeans—slow, matching her rhythm—jealousy burning so hot it hurt, arousal so intense I could barely breathe.

Monica’s eyes flicked toward me again while her mouth was full of him. She held my gaze as she sucked harder, faster. David groaned—low, guttural—hips jerking.

He came.

She didn’t pull off. She swallowed—throat working, eyes still on mine—taking every pulse, every drop. When he finished she eased back slowly—lips swollen, chin shiny—licked him clean with soft, thorough strokes and gave his balls a final squeeze.

David exhaled—shaky laugh—kissed her forehead.

David tucked his cock back into his pants, zipped up, and leaned in to kiss Monica softly on the lips—slow, appreciative, a final taste of her. Then he turned toward the front seat, meeting my eyes through the dim light of the SUV.

“You’re a lucky man, Jason,” he said, voice low and genuine. “Your wife gives an amazing blowjob.”  With that, David stepped out and walked away from the garage.

Monica’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she smiled—small, dazed, still catching her breath. Without a word, she climbed back over the console and settled into the front passenger seat beside me, thighs pressing together, dress still hiked up, the faint scent of him lingering on her skin.

I started the engine.

We drove two levels down—found another shadowed corner.

She climbed over the console before I could park fully—straddled me, yanked my cock free, sank down in one desperate glide.

She was soaked—dripping, hot, still tasting faintly of him when she kissed me.

“Tell me,” I growled—hands gripping her hips, thrusting up into her. “Every detail.”

She rode me hard—frantic, needy—voice breaking between moans.

“He was thick… bigger than I expected… salty… musky… he tasted different… he groaned when I took him deep… he held my hair… fucked my mouth a little… I gagged once… but I kept going… I wanted to please him… wanted you to see me please him… he came so much… hot… thick… I swallowed it all… while I looked at you… while I knew you were watching…”

Her words pushed me over.

I came hard—growling her name, hips jerking, filling her while she clenched around me—coming again, sobbing against my neck.

We stayed like that—panting, shaking—foreheads pressed.

Monica lifted her head—tears in her eyes, smile trembling.

She rested her forehead against mine, breath still ragged, tears clinging to her lashes. “I love you,” she said, voice soft and cracked. “I only let myself do that because you were right there. Because I felt your eyes on me the whole time. Because I knew—no matter how far I went—you’d still pull me back into your arms and make me feel like I belong to you.”

I cradled her face in both hands, thumbs brushing away the damp trails on her cheeks. I kissed her slowly—deep, possessive—tasting the faint salt of him on her lips, letting it mix with the taste of us.

“You belong to me,” I murmured against her mouth. “Always. No matter who touches you. No matter how many times you give yourself away. When the night ends, you’re right here—with me. That never changes.”

She smiled through the tears—small, trembling, but real—and pressed her lips to mine again, softer this time. “Promise?”

“Promise.”

She nodded—tears falling.

“Next time,” she whispered. “I want more. If you’re ready.”

I held her tighter.

I wasn’t sure I was.

But I knew—I would be.

For her.


Chapter 6

The weeks after the parking garage felt like living on a knife’s edge—every day sharper, every night hotter. Monica’s guilt still came in waves, but it was quieter now, drowned out by curiosity that had turned into something closer to hunger. We talked about it constantly—late at night tangled in the sheets, over morning coffee at the kitchen island, in the shower with hot water streaming down our bodies. She asked questions I hadn’t expected: “Would you really be okay if he came inside me?” “Would you want me to swallow again… or let him finish on my face?” “Would you still kiss me after?”

I answered honestly every time—voice rough, cock hard—admitting the jealousy would burn like acid, but the thought of seeing her lose control for someone else made me ache in ways I couldn’t explain.

We roleplayed more. I’d describe a stranger in vivid detail—tall, thick, dominant—while I fucked her slow from behind. She’d moan my name, then his, then both, hips bucking harder each time I painted the picture. She came harder than ever—squirting once during a particularly filthy description of a man pinning her against a wall while I watched from across the room. Afterward she’d curl into me—shaking, tearful—whispering apologies for “being so bad,” and I’d hold her, kiss her forehead, remind her it was just us exploring. Safe. Together.

Then, one quiet Tuesday evening, she said it.

We were on the couch—her legs draped over mine, my hand resting high on her thigh under the loose cotton skirt she’d worn all day. She’d been sipping wine slowly, staring into the glass like it held answers. Finally she set it down on the coffee table, turned to face me fully, and looked me straight in the eye.

“I’m ready,” she said. “For more than just a blowjob. I want… full sex. With one man. While you watch.”

My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought she could hear it. My cock twitched instantly under her leg—thickening, aching.

“You’re sure?” I asked, voice rough, almost breaking.

She nodded—small, certain, eyes shining with a mix of fear and need.

“I’ve been thinking about it nonstop,” she said. “Every time we make love, every time you describe someone else touching me, I imagine what it would feel like… to have another man inside me. Bare. No condom. To feel him stretch me… move in me… come in me. To look at you while it happens. To know you’re watching… and still want me after. Still love me after.”

I swallowed hard—throat tight, chest aching with jealousy and love and raw, overwhelming arousal.

“Okay,” I said finally. “We’ll do it safe. Same rules as before. Same guy—David. Our home. You set the pace. If you change your mind at any point—even in the middle—we stop. No questions. No guilt.”

She leaned in, kissed me—slow, deep, grateful—her tongue tasting faintly of wine and want.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my lips. “I love you.”

We texted him that night.

He replied within minutes.

Friday. Our house. 8 p.m.

The days between felt endless. Monica was a bundle of nerves and excitement—touching herself more than usual, asking me to describe how David might fuck her while I fingered her, coming hard every time I said the words “bare” and “inside you.” I watched her bloom—still my sweet, conservative Monica, but with a new fire behind her eyes. I loved it. I hated it. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Friday night arrived like a slow-building storm.

Monica prepared like it was a ritual. Long shower. Lotion that made her skin glow. Subtle makeup—dark liner, red lips. She chose a black lace teddy—crotchless, sheer cups, straps that framed her breasts perfectly. No panties. No bra. Just the teddy and black heels. She looked like sin wrapped in innocence.

When David arrived I answered the door. Same confident smile. Same dark blazer. He shook my hand—firm, respectful—then stepped inside.

Monica waited in the living room—standing by the couch, hands clasped in front of her, visibly nervous. Her nipples were already hard against the lace. I could see the faint sheen between her thighs.

David’s eyes darkened the moment he saw her.

“Monica,” he said softly. “You look… incredible.”

She smiled—small, shaky—then glanced at me.

I took my seat in the armchair across from the couch—close enough to see every detail, far enough to give them space.

Monica stepped toward him.

“I want this,” she said quietly. “But slow at first. And… Jason watches. Always.”

David nodded. “Whatever you need.”

She reached up—slipped the straps off her shoulders. The teddy slid down her body like liquid, pooling at her feet. Naked except for the heels. Beautiful. Vulnerable. Glowing.

She knelt in front of him—slow, deliberate—hands resting on his thighs.

David unbuckled his belt. Pants open. Cock already hard—thick, veined, leaking at the tip.

Monica looked up at me—eyes wide, questioning.

I nodded once.

She leaned forward—kissed the head softly—then licked along the shaft. A small moan escaped her. David groaned, hand sliding into her hair.

She lowered her mouth again, taking him in gradually—inch by careful inch—lips stretching wide around his girth as she sank deeper. Her cheeks hollowed with the effort, creating tight, wet suction that made David groan low in his throat. At first her movements were hesitant—short, uncertain bobs of her head—testing her limits, breathing through her nose. Then something shifted; her rhythm steadied, grew bolder. She slid further down each time, taking more of him, her throat relaxing to accommodate the thickness.

Soft, muffled moans vibrated from her chest, humming along his shaft—each sound traveling straight to my gut like a live wire. One hand wrapped firmly around the base she couldn’t reach, stroking in perfect sync with her mouth. The other slipped lower—cupping his heavy balls, fingers gently rolling and massaging them, coaxing him closer to the edge.

From my spot in the shadows, I could see everything: the way her lips glistened, the subtle flex of her jaw, the slight bulge in her cheek when she angled him deeper. Her eyes—when they flicked toward me—were dark, glassy, locked on mine even as she worked him with growing hunger.

I watched—heart pounding, cock throbbing in my jeans—jealousy burning, arousal overwhelming.

After several minutes she pulled off—lips swollen, chin shiny—looked at me again.

“Bedroom,” she whispered.

We moved.

The bedroom lights were low—lamps on nightstands, curtains drawn. Monica climbed onto the bed—on her back, legs spread, knees bent. She looked at me—eyes pleading—then at David.

“Please,” she said. “Bare. I want to feel you come inside me.”

David nodded—stripped quickly—climbed over her.

He rubbed the head along her slit—coating himself in her wetness—then pushed in—slow, careful—inch by inch until he was buried deep.

Monica gasped—back arching—hands gripping the sheets.

“So deep… Jason… he’s so deep…”

David started moving—slow thrusts at first, letting her adjust—then deeper, harder. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Monica’s moans grew louder—uninhibited, raw—eyes always finding mine.

She came the first time—sharp, sudden—pussy clenching around him, cry tearing from her throat. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper.

David kept going—faster now—chasing his own release.

Monica came again—harder—body convulsing, voice hoarse, pussy spasming so violently he groaned.

“I’m close,” he rasped.

“Inside me,” she begged—eyes locked on mine. “Come inside me… let me feel it…”

David drove deep—hips jerking—came hard—hot pulses flooding her core. Monica whimpered—feeling every spurt, every throb—her own aftershocks rolling through her.

When he finally eased out—slow, careful—a thick stream of come followed—leaking from her swollen entrance, running down her ass.

David dressed quietly—kissed her forehead—nodded respectfully to me—and left without a word.

Monica lay there—legs spread, chest heaving, eyes glassy—looking at me.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind David. The sound echoed louder than it should have—final, like a period at the end of a sentence neither of us was ready to finish. Monica stayed on her back in the center of the bed, legs still parted, knees bent outward, chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths. Her skin was flushed everywhere—cheeks, throat, breasts, the soft insides of her thighs. Between her legs, a slow, thick trickle of his come leaked from her swollen pussy, pooling on the sheet beneath her ass. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. Devastated.

Then she started to cry.

Not loud sobs. Quiet, broken ones—tears slipping silently from the corners of her eyes, trailing down her temples into her hair. Her hands came up to cover her face; her shoulders shook.

“Monica…” I moved without thinking—climbed onto the bed, gathered her against me, pulled her into my lap. She curled into my chest like she was trying to disappear.

“I ruined it,” she whispered—voice cracking, muffled against my skin. “I ruined us. I let him… I let him come inside me. I came for him. Twice. While you watched. I’m not… I’m not the girl you married anymore. I’m dirty. I’m wrong. How can you still want me after that?”

Her tears soaked my shirt. Her body trembled—small, violent shivers.

I wrapped my arms tighter around her—rocking her gently, one hand stroking her hair, the other rubbing slow circles on her back.

“You didn’t ruin anything,” I said—voice low, steady, even though my own throat was tight. “You’re still my Monica. Nothing changes how much I love you. Not one night. Not one other man. Not even a hundred. This doesn’t take anything away from what we have. It just means… you’re discovering more of yourself. Parts of you that were always there, just waiting. And I want to be part of it. I want to watch you bloom. I want to see you feel everything you’ve been curious about. And I still want you—more than ever—because you trusted me enough to let me see it.”

She lifted her head—eyes red-rimmed, mascara streaked, lips trembling.

“But I liked it,” she whispered. “I liked feeling him stretch me. I liked the way he moved… different from you. I liked coming so hard I couldn’t breathe. And now I feel like… like I’ve broken something sacred. Like I’ve betrayed the girl who waited for marriage. Who waited for you.”

I cupped her face—thumbs brushing away fresh tears.

“That girl is still here,” I said. “She’s in every kiss. Every time you say my name. Every time you reach for me in the dark. This isn’t betrayal. This is us—together—exploring something new. Safely. Honestly. You didn’t cheat. You didn’t lie. You asked me. You let me watch. You came back to me the second he left. That’s not ruin. That’s trust. That’s love.”

She searched my eyes—long, searching—then nodded slowly.

“I need you,” she whispered. “Right now. I need to feel you… need to know I’m still yours.”

I kissed her—slow, deep—tasting salt and sex and her. Then I laid her back gently, spread her thighs, and slid into her—slow, careful—through the slick heat of another man’s come.

She gasped—soft, broken—legs wrapping around me.

I moved—slow at first, then deeper—claiming every inch, every drop.

She clung to me—nails in my back, tears still falling—whispering how good he’d felt, how full he’d made her, how she’d come so hard thinking of me watching.

I fucked her through it—through her guilt, through her tears—until she came again—soft, shuddering—pussy fluttering around me.

I followed—deep inside her, hips jerking, adding my load to the mess—growling her name like a vow.

That night set the pattern.

For the next week, every night was the same ritual.

We’d start slow—kissing, touching, talking. Then she’d whisper the details—how David’s cock felt thicker, how he’d hit deeper, how his come had flooded her, hot and endless. I’d get hard instantly—jealousy twisting like a knife, arousal burning hotter. I’d fuck her—rough, emotional—while she described every second: the stretch, the rhythm, the way she’d screamed his name. She’d come harder each time—tears mixing with pleasure—clinging to me like I was her anchor.

And every night she’d end the same way—curled against my chest, voice small.

“I’m still yours,” she’d whisper. “Right?”

“Always,” I’d answer. “Always mine.”

On the seventh night—after another round of frantic, tear-soaked sex—she lifted her head from my chest.

“I’m curious,” she said quietly. “About two men. At once. Not yet… I’m not ready yet. But I think about it. Both of them inside me… stretching me… filling me completely. While you watch.”

My cock—still inside her—twitched hard.

Relief flooded me first—I wasn’t ready yet. Then disappointment—sharp, surprising—because part of me already wanted to see it.

“When you’re ready,” I said. “We’ll talk about it. We’ll plan it. Together.”

She smiled—small, sleepy, content.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too.”

And in the quiet dark—with her heartbeat against mine—I knew:

The next line was coming.


Chapter 7

The weeks following that first full night with David settled into a strange new rhythm. Monica was still my Monica—still the woman who folded laundry with quiet precision, still the one who kissed me goodbye every morning with soft lips and a murmured “I love you”—but there was a new light behind her eyes. A secret spark. She carried herself differently: shoulders back, hips swaying just a fraction more when she walked through the kitchen, a small private smile playing on her lips when she caught me watching her.

We didn’t rush into another encounter. She needed time to process—time to sit with the guilt that still crept in at 3 a.m., time to reconcile the good Christian girl she’d been raised to be with the woman who’d come screaming on another man’s cock while her husband stroked himself in the corner chair. I gave her that space. We talked every day—honest, raw conversations over coffee or in bed after the lights were out. She’d confess the moments of shame; I’d confess the moments of jealousy that still stabbed me like a blade. Then we’d fuck—slow, reclaiming, emotional—until the guilt dissolved into moans and the jealousy burned clean in the fire of possession.

But the hunger didn’t fade. It grew.

She started initiating more. A text during the day: Thinking about how David felt inside me… I’m wet at work. A whisper in my ear at night: I keep imagining two men… one in my mouth, one in my pussy… while you watch. Each confession made my cock throb and my stomach twist in equal measure.

Then came the work conference.

Monica’s company sent her to Dallas for four days—industry meetings, networking dinners, the usual corporate dance. She packed light: professional blouses, pencil skirts, and—tucked in the bottom of her suitcase—the black lace teddy from our nights with David. She kissed me goodbye at the airport curb, lingering, lips soft against mine.

“I’ll miss you,” she said.

“I’ll miss you more,” I answered. “Text me when you land.”

She smiled—small, secretive.

“I will.”

The first two days were normal. Photos of the hotel lobby, selfies in her blazer and skirt, a quick video call where she blew me a kiss from her room. I jerked off to the memory of her with David—her moans, her eyes locked on mine while he filled her—and came so hard I saw stars.

Then, on the third night, my phone buzzed at 11:17 p.m.

A photo.

Monica by the resort pool—moonlight on the water behind her, palm trees swaying. She wore a tiny black bikini I’d never seen before—strings tied high on her hips, top barely containing her breasts. One hand held a colorful cocktail; I could tell she had more than a few, but the other hand…

The other was wrapped around the thick, dark cock of a tall Black man standing beside her. He was shirtless, muscular, grinning wide—confident, proud, like he’d just won something. Monica’s fingers couldn’t close around his girth; her thumb rested on the underside, stroking lightly. His hand rested possessively on her lower back, thumb hooked under the bikini string. She was smiling too—shy but radiant—eyes looking straight into the camera. Straight at me.

The caption was simple:

Wish you were here to watch.

My heart stopped.

Then raced.

Jealousy crashed through me like a wave—hot, bitter, blinding. My cock hardened instantly—painfully—against my zipper.

I stared at the frozen image on my phone, thumb hovering over the screen, zooming in again on Monica’s small hand wrapped around that thick, dark shaft. The way her fingers couldn’t quite close around him.

How the hell had we gotten here?

Eight years of marriage. Eight years of her being my sweet, careful, church-raised Monica—the woman who blushed when I suggested doggy style, who prayed before meals, who waited until our wedding night to give me everything. And now she was poolside at a work conference, naked except for a tiny bikini, holding another man’s cock like it was the most natural thing in the world, sending me proof while she smiled for the camera.

I replayed the short video clip she’d sent right after. Her voice—soft, breathy, a little slurred—came through the speaker again:

“Jason… look how big he is. He wants me so bad. He asked if you’d mind if he fucked me tonight. I told him… not without you watching.”

The words were slow, loose. The faint giggle at the end. The way her hand stroked him absentmindedly while she spoke—like she couldn’t stop touching him.

She was drunk.

Not blackout drunk. Not sloppy. But tipsy enough that her usual careful walls were down, her usual hesitation softened by tequila and moonlight and the thrill of being wanted. I could hear it in the slight drag of her words, see it in the relaxed tilt of her head, the easy way she leaned into Marcus’s side.

And horny. God, so horny. The same kind of horny I’d been carrying every single day since the night she first knelt in David’s backseat. The same restless, aching need that had me jerking off in the shower, in the car, at my desk—always picturing her with someone else, always imagining her letting go in ways she never had with me alone.

She was feeling exactly what I’d felt for months.

Only now it was her turn.

I sat on the edge of the bed, phone in one hand, cock still throbbing in the other. Jealousy still burned—sharp and real—but beneath it was something else. Acceptance. Pride. A dark, twisted kind of love that wanted her to have this, to feel this, to chase the high I’d been chasing in my head for so long.

She’d probably never see Marcus again. A work conference fling. A one-night story she’d whisper to me in the dark when she got home. A memory she’d carry—and I’d get to hear every filthy detail while I reclaimed her, inch by inch.

I took a breath. Let it out slowly.

Then I typed back.

Have fun, baby. Let him fuck you if you want. Send me everything. I’ll be watching. I love you.

I hit send before I could second-guess it.

Then I leaned back against the headboard, phone in one hand, cock in the other, and waited for whatever came next—knowing that whatever it was, she’d come home to me.

Drunk. Horny. Used. Glowing.

And still mine.

I stared at the photo for a full minute—zooming in on her hand, on the way her fingers looked small against his thickness, on the way her nipples pressed against the thin bikini fabric, on the way she was looking right at the lens like she knew exactly what this would do to me.

Another text followed.

“His name is Marcus. He’s been flirting with me all conference—every session, every coffee break, every dinner. He kept leaning in close, telling me how much he loved my dress, how sexy my legs looked when I crossed them. Then tonight, after a few drinks at the bar, he started bragging about how big his cock was. Like, really bragging—kept saying things like ‘You wouldn’t believe how thick it is’ and ‘Women always ask to see it once they hear.’ I laughed at first, told him he was full of it… but after the third or fourth drink, the alcohol made me bold. I looked him right in the eye and said, ‘Okay then… prove it. Show me.’

He laughed—deep, surprised—and led me out to the pool deck. We found a quiet corner lounge chair. He untied his swim trunks, pushed them down… and there it was. Huge. Thick. Dark. Already half-hard just from talking about it. I couldn’t stop staring. My mouth went dry. I reached out… touched him. Just like this. Wrapped my fingers around him—couldn’t even close them. He groaned, low and rough, said ‘Your husband’s a lucky man… but right now you’re holding my cock, what are you going to do about it?.’ I almost came right there by the pool, just from feeling how heavy he was, how hot… how real.”

My hand shook as I typed back.

Send more.

Her reply was immediate—a short video clip.

The camera angled down—her hand stroking him slowly, deliberately—his cock thick and dark, veins standing out, pre-cum beading at the tip. In the background, pool lights shimmered on water.

The video ended, and for a long moment my phone screen stayed dark, the silence in our bedroom deafening. My hand was still wrapped around my cock—hard, leaking, aching from the sight of Monica’s fingers curled around that thick black shaft by the pool. Jealousy clawed at my chest, but arousal burned hotter. I stared at the black screen like it owed me answers.

Then it lit up again.

Incoming FaceTime call from Monica.

I answered instantly.

The camera was shaky at first—her iPad propped on a low poolside table, angled up so I could see her clearly. Moonlight and resort lights painted her skin golden. The tiny black bikini was still on, but the top was untied now, strings dangling, her breasts bare and glistening with a light sheen of sweat or pool water. Marcus stood behind her—shirtless, muscular, that same wide grin on his face. His swim trunks were long gone, his big cock out proudly on full display—thick, dark, veined, and fully erect, swaying slightly with his confident stance as he grinned down at her.

Monica looked straight into the camera—straight at me—eyes glassy, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

“Jason…” she breathed. “I wanted you to see. Really see.”

She turned the iPad slightly so the frame caught both of them. Marcus stepped closer. Without a word he untied the bikini bottom strings; the scrap of fabric fell away. Monica was naked now—completely exposed under the soft outdoor lights, pussy already swollen and glistening.

She sank to her knees on the cushioned lounge chair, facing the camera. Marcus stood in front of her, cock in hand, heavy, thick, dark, veined, easily nine inches and still growing. The head was broad, already leaking.

Monica’s breath hitched audibly.

“Look at him, Jason,” she whispered, voice trembling with awe and need. “Look how big he is… how thick. He’s going to come all over me… and I want you to watch every second.”

She wrapped both hands around him—barely able to encircle his girth—and leaned in. Her tongue flicked out first—slow, teasing licks along the underside—then she kissed the head, lips parting wide. She took him in—slowly at first, struggling with the size, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. A low moan vibrated from her throat; Marcus groaned, one hand sliding into her hair.

She worked him with growing confidence—head bobbing deeper, saliva glistening on his shaft, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t possibly fit, the other gently squeezing his massive balls. She moaned around him—eyes flicking to the camera every few seconds, making sure I saw her lips stretched, her throat working, her breasts swaying with each movement.

Marcus’s hips started to rock—small thrusts. She didn’t pull away. She took him deeper—gagging softly once, then relaxing, letting him slide into her throat.

I stroked myself faster—jealousy like fire in my veins, arousal like lightning in my spine.

Marcus’s breathing turned ragged. His grip tightened in her hair.

“I’m close,” he growled.

Monica pulled off just enough—lips still wrapped around the head—stroking him fast with both hands.

“Come on my tits,” she begged—voice hoarse, eyes locked on the camera. “Come all over my face and tits… let Jason see.”

Marcus groaned—deep, guttural—hips jerking. Thick ropes of come erupted across her chest, splashing over her breasts, dripping down her cleavage, one spurt hitting her chin, another streaking across her cheek. She kept stroking—milking him—until he was spent, cock twitching in her hands.

She looked straight into the camera—face and tits glistening with his release—smiled shakily, licked a drop from her lip.

Then Marcus knelt—gentle now—spread her thighs. His mouth found her pussy—broad tongue lapping slow, then faster—sucking her clit, fingers sliding inside her, curling against her g-spot.

Monica’s head fell back—moaning openly now—hands in his hair, hips rocking against his face.

“Jason…” she gasped—eyes finding the camera again. “He’s so good… his tongue… his fingers… I’m going to come… oh god…”

She shattered—back arching, cry sharp and desperate—pussy pulsing, thighs trembling as she flooded his mouth. Marcus didn’t stop—licked her through it, drawing out every tremor until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

He rose—cock already hardening again.

Monica smiled—dazed, radiant—looked at the camera.

“Watch this,” she whispered.

She turned—bent over the lounge chair, ass toward him, hands braced on the cushion. She looked back over her shoulder—straight into the lens.

Marcus stepped behind her—rubbed the thick head along her slit—then pushed in—slow, relentless—inch by thick inch.

Monica gasped—sharp, overwhelmed—back bowing as he filled her.

“Jason… he’s so big… stretching me… so deep… oh fuck…”

Marcus started thrusting—slow at first, then harder—hands on her hips, pulling her back onto his cock. Sarah’s moans turned to cries—loud, uninhibited—breasts swaying, body rocking with each powerful stroke.

She came again—sudden, violent—pussy clenching around him, cry echoing across the pool deck. Marcus groaned—hips slamming forward—came hard, deep inside her, hot pulses flooding her core.

He held still for a long moment—buried to the hilt—then eased out slowly. Thick come leaked from her swollen pussy, dripping down her thighs.

Monica collapsed forward—panting, shaking—then turned to the camera.

“I love you,” she whispered—voice hoarse, tears in her eyes. “I’m still yours. Always yours.”

The call ended.

My bedroom was silent except for my ragged breathing.

I came again—hard, sudden—groaning her name into the dark.

She was still mine.

That truth anchored me even as the jealousy roared louder than ever—sharp, possessive, almost suffocating. Monica—my Monica—was still the woman who knew exactly how I liked my coffee, who laughed at my terrible dad jokes, who fell asleep curled against my chest every night with her hand resting over my heart. That hadn’t changed. That couldn’t change.

But she was also something more now.

Something wilder. Something bolder. Something that had been waiting quietly inside her all these years—locked away behind Sunday school lessons, purity vows, and the gentle certainty of a life planned around “good girl” rules. Tonight, by that moonlit pool, she’d let a piece of that hidden self breathe. She’d held another man’s cock in her hand—stroked it proudly for the camera, smiled at me while she did it—and whispered words I never thought I’d hear from her lips. Drunk on tequila and desire, yes, but the hunger in her voice wasn’t the alcohol. It was her.

And tomorrow—when she came home—I’d be waiting.

I’d be at the airport gate, holding the small bouquet of white lilies she loved, watching the passengers stream past until I saw her—suitcase rolling behind her, cheeks still flushed from the flight (or from whatever else had happened after that video ended). I’d pull her into my arms the second she reached me, kiss her deep and slow right there in the terminal, tasting the faint trace of another man on her tongue if she let him kiss her goodbye. I wouldn’t care who saw. Let them stare. Let them wonder.

I’d drive her home in silence at first—hand on her thigh, feeling the heat radiating through her skirt—then pull into our driveway, kill the engine, and carry her straight to our bed. I’d strip her slowly—peel away the travel clothes, the bikini tan lines, the faint scent of chlorine and sunscreen and someone else’s cologne—and examine every inch of her like a map I needed to relearn.

I’d kiss the places he’d touched. Lick the places he’d tasted. Fuck the places he’d filled—slow at first, then harder—until every trace of him was overwritten by me. I’d make her come again and again—on my fingers, on my tongue, on my cock—until she was sobbing my name, begging me to never stop.

And while I reclaimed her—while I drove into her, deep and relentless—I’d make her tell me every detail.

How Marcus’s cock felt in her hand—hot, heavy, impossibly thick. How he groaned when she stroked him. How his come looked splashing across her tits and face—thick ropes she’d smeared over her skin while staring at the camera, at me. How his tongue felt between her legs—broad, insistent, making her squirt while she gripped his dreads. How he stretched her open when he finally slid inside her—slow at first, then deeper, harder—until she was gasping, crying out, coming around him while she whispered my name like a prayer.

I’d listen to every word—jealousy fueling every thrust—until she was trembling beneath me, pussy clenching, tears streaming, telling me over and over that she loved me, that she was mine, that no one else could ever take her from me.

And when we were both spent—bodies slick, hearts racing—I’d hold her close, kiss the salt from her cheeks, and whisper against her hair:

“You’re still mine.”

She’d nod—small, sleepy, sated.

“Always.”

My sweet, conservative Monica had finally let herself fly.

And I was going to be right there—watching her soar, catching her when she fell, loving her harder than ever.

No matter how many wings she grew.
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