
        
            
                
            
        

    
The crackling fire in the hearth was the only sound in the cabin, its warmth a stark contrast to the howling winter storm outside. Snow pelted the windows in relentless waves, and the wind moaned like a restless spirit. I glanced at my sister-in-law, Emily, who was curled up on the couch opposite me, her legs tucked beneath her, a glass of red wine in her hand. Her eyes were fixed on the flames, her expression unreadable. The tension in the room was palpable, thick enough to cut with a knife.

“Think they made it to the hotel okay?” I asked, breaking the silence. My voice sounded smaller than I intended, swallowed by the vast emptiness of the cabin.

Emily took a slow sip of her wine, her lips lingering on the rim of the glass. She’s stalling, I thought. “They’re fine,” she said finally, her tone casual but her eyes flickering with something—curiosity, mischief, or maybe something darker. “Probably cozied up in a room right now, laughing about how we’re stuck here.”

I chuckled nervously, though her words gnawed at me. “Yeah, probably. Lucky them.”

She shifted on the couch, her bare feet brushing against the edge of the coffee table. Her toenails were painted a deep crimson, the same color as the wine. It struck me as oddly deliberate. Everything about her feels deliberate tonight.

“You ever think about it?” she asked suddenly, her voice soft but laced with something that made my stomach tighten.

“Think about what?”

She tilted her head, her dark hair spilling over her shoulder. “Them. Together.”

I froze, the glass of whiskey in my hand halfway to my lips. “What are you talking about?”

Emily leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees, her gaze locking onto mine. “Come on, you’ve seen the way they look at each other. The way they laugh. The little touches. You can’t tell me you haven’t noticed.”

I set the glass down with a clink, my heart pounding. “That’s insane. They’re married—to us.”

She smirked, a knowing glint in her eyes. “Exactly. Married to us. Doesn’t mean they’re not curious. Doesn’t mean they haven’t thought about it.”

The room seemed to shrink, the walls closing in. My thoughts raced, memories flashing unbidden—my brother clapping me on the back, his hand lingering just a second too long on my wife’s shoulder; my wife laughing at something he said, her eyes sparkling in a way I hadn’t seen in months.

“You’re being paranoid,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Emily shrugged, leaning back against the cushions. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just seeing what’s right in front of me.” She paused, her gaze drifting to the storm outside. “Think about it. We’re all human. And when you’re stuck in a hotel room, snowed in, with nothing to do but wait… Well, temptation has a way of finding you.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “You’re saying they… they’d—”

“I’m saying they already are,” she interrupted, her voice firm but strangely gentle. “And honestly? I don’t blame them. I mean, look at us. We’re here. Alone. In a cabin. With no one around to judge us.”

My chest tightened, my breath catching in my throat. “Emily, what are you saying?”

She set her wine glass on the table and stood, her movements deliberate, almost predatory. She stepped around the coffee table, her bare feet silent on the wooden floor. She stopped in front of me, so close I could smell the faint scent of her perfume—something spicy, intoxicating.

“I’m saying…” she began, her voice a low purr, “if they’re going to cross that line, why shouldn’t we?”

My mind reeled, a storm of conflicting emotions. Guilt. Desire. Anger. Curiosity. I wanted to push her away, to tell her this was insane, that we were family—sort of. But her proximity, her confidence, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, it was overwhelming.

“You’re not serious,” I said, though it came out as more of a plea than a statement.

She smiled, a slow, dangerous smile that sent a shiver down my spine. “Oh, I’m very serious.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against the back of my hand. The touch was electric, sending a jolt of warmth through me. My body betrayed me, responding to her despite the voice screaming in my head.

“This is wrong,” I whispered, though I didn’t pull my hand away.

“Is it?” she murmured, her other hand rising to rest on my shoulder. “Or is it just… inevitable?”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication. I looked into her eyes, searching for some sign that this was a joke, a test, anything but what it seemed. But all I saw was hunger—raw, unapologetic hunger.

And then, before I could stop myself, I kissed her.

Her lips were soft, warm, and tasted faintly of wine. She responded instantly, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. The rational part of my brain screamed at me to stop, to push her away, but the primal part—the part that had been lying dormant for far too long—took over.

We fell back onto the couch, her body pressing against mine, her breath hot against my skin. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, her urgency matching my own. The storm outside faded into the background, the world shrinking to just the two of us.

“This is crazy,” I gasped, breaking the kiss for a moment.

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent another shiver through me. “Crazy doesn’t mean it’s not right.”

Emily’s hands paused on the buttons of my shirt, her dark eyes locking onto mine. “We don’t have to wonder,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “We can find out for sure.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, my voice trembling with a mix of curiosity and unease.

She smirked, her crimson lips curling into a knowing smile. “Your laptop. You can remote into it, can’t you? They took it with them. If they’re doing what we think they’re doing… we’ll see it live.”

My stomach twisted. The idea of seeing my wife with my brother—actually seeing it—was horrifying. And yet… I was hard, my body betraying the conflicted storm of emotions raging inside me. Emily’s eyes flicked down to my crotch, and she laughed softly. “You’re curious,” she said. “Admit it.”

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She leaned in closer, her breath hot against my ear. “Do it,” she urged. “We’ll know for sure. No more guessing. No more pretending.”

With trembling hands, I reached for my phone. It felt like an eternity as I navigated the remote access app, the connection spinning and buffering. My heart pounded in my chest, and Emily’s fingers trailed lazily along my thigh, teasing and tempting. Finally, the screen flickered to life, and there they were.

My wife. My brother.

The camera angle was wide, the hotel room illuminated by the soft glow of a bedside lamp. My wife’s blonde hair was down, her body pressed against my brother’s as they kissed hungrily. Her hands tugged at his shirt, pulling it over his head, and his fingers fumbled with the clasp of her bra. It felt… surreal. Like I was watching a movie, not my life unraveling in real time.

“I knew it,” Emily whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Her fingers tightened on my thigh, her nails digging in slightly. “I fucking knew it.”

I couldn’t look away. My wife’s bra hit the floor, her breasts exposed as my brother’s hands roamed over her body. She moaned, the sound echoing through the laptop’s speakers, and my stomach twisted again. “This is… this is insane,” I muttered, my voice shaky.

“Insane?” Emily repeated, her lips brushing against my ear. “It’s real. This is what they’re doing. And you’re… aroused.” Her hand slid up to my crotch, her fingers brushing over the bulge in my pants. I stifled a groan, my hips instinctively shifting toward her touch.

On the screen, my wife was on her knees now, her hands undoing my brother’s belt. My breath hitched as she pulled his pants down, her mouth immediately closing around his cock. The sight of her—her lips wrapped around him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked—sent a jolt of heat through me. I was disgusted. Enraged. But I was also painfully, undeniably hard.

Emily’s laugh was low and sultry, her hand moving more deliberately now, stroking me through my pants. “You’re turned on,” she said, her voice a purr. “Watching her with him. I can feel how hard you are.”

“Shut up,” I snapped, my voice tight with a mix of anger and shame. But I didn’t stop watching. I couldn’t. My wife’s hands were gripping my brother’s hips now, her mouth moving up and down his length with a rhythm that was all too familiar. And then she looked up at him—at me—her eyes meeting the camera, and I felt a strange, sickening thrill.

“She’s looking at you,” Emily murmured, her lips brushing against my neck. “She knows you’re watching. And she’s loving it.”

My fists clenched at my sides, my jaw tightening. “This is fucked up,” I muttered, my voice strained.

“It’s only fair,” Emily said, her tone light and teasing. “If they’re doing it… why shouldn’t we?” Her fingers undid the button of my pants, the zipper coming down with a quiet hiss. I didn’t stop her. I couldn’t. My cock sprang free, already leaking, and Emily’s breath hitched as her hand wrapped around me.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips jerking into her touch.

On the screen, my brother was pushing my wife onto the bed, his hands spreading her legs wide. I felt like I was going to be sick. And yet… I couldn’t look away. Emily’s hand stroked me slowly, her thumb swiping over the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that had gathered there. Her lips brushed against my ear, her voice barely above a whisper. “Let me take care of you,” she said. “Let me fix it.”

Fix it. The words echoed in my mind, but I didn’t have time to process them. Emily was moving lower, her lips trailing down my chest, her tongue flicking against my skin. She reached my cock, her breath hot against the tip, and then her mouth closed around me.

“Jesus,” I gasped, my head falling back against the couch. Her lips were like velvet, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock as she sucked me deep. My hips involuntarily bucked, and she laughed softly, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through me.

On the screen, my brother was thrusting into my wife, her moans filling the room. Emily’s mouth moved lower, her tongue tracing the length of my cock before she took me all the way in, her throat tightening around me. My hands tangled in her hair, my hips thrusting as she sucked me deeper, harder.

“Fuck, Emily,” I groaned, my voice strained. She didn’t stop. Her mouth was relentless, her tongue working in tandem with her lips as she brought me closer and closer to the edge. And then she pulled away, her lips trailing lower, her tongue darting out to lick at my balls. My breath came in short, sharp gasps, my hands gripping the couch cushions.

“What are you…?” I started, but the words died in my throat as her tongue pressed against my ass. I jerked, my body stiffening, but she didn’t stop. Her tongue circled my hole, teasing and taunting, and then she pressed inside.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily. Her tongue was like fire, the sensation overwhelming as she licked and probed, her fingers wrapping around my cock to stroke me in time with her movements. My vision blurred, my breath coming in ragged gasps, and then she took me back into her mouth, her tongue still working at my ass as she sucked me deep.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” I started, my words cut off by a strangled groan as I came, my cock pulsing in her mouth as she swallowed every drop. My body shuddered, my legs trembling as she slowly pulled away, her lips glistening with my cum.

“Feel better?” she asked, her voice teasing as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My mind was still reeling, my body humming with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. On the screen, my wife and brother were still going at it, their moans filling the room. Emily smirked, her dark eyes locking onto mine. “You’re welcome,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“What… what now?” I asked, my voice trembling.

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “Now,” she whispered, “it’s my turn.”

The air in the cabin was thick and heavy, the crackling fire in the hearth the only sound breaking the silence. Emily’s breath was warm against my ear, her lips brushing my skin as she whispered those two words. “My turn.” Her voice was low, sultry, and it sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with the cold outside. Before I could respond, she stood up, her movements deliberate, predatory. She extended her hand to me, her crimson nails gleaming in the firelight. “Come on,” she said, her smile wicked. “We’re not done yet.”

I hesitated, my mind still a whirlwind of guilt and desire, but my body was already moving, my hand reaching for hers. She pulled me up with surprising strength, her eyes never leaving mine. “Where are we going?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“The sauna,” she replied, her tone leaving no room for argument. “It’s the perfect place for… this.” She didn’t elaborate, but she didn’t need to. The way she said it, the way she looked at me, left no doubt as to what she meant. My heart pounded in my chest as she led me through the cabin, her hand warm and firm in mine.

The sauna was small but cozy, the wooden walls radiating warmth. Emily wasted no time. She turned to me, her hands immediately going to the buttons of her blouse. “Strip,” she said, her voice commanding. I obeyed without thinking, my fingers fumbling with the buttons of my shirt as she shrugged out of her own clothes. She was wearing a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing in the dim light of the sauna. She looked like a goddess, and I was completely under her spell.

Once we were both naked, she stepped closer, her hands sliding up my chest. “You’re nervous,” she observed, her voice soft but teasing. “Don’t be.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine. “Just let go. Let me take care of you.” Her kiss was deep and hungry, her tongue exploring my mouth with a fervor that left me breathless. I could feel her body pressing against mine, her heat mingling with the warmth of the sauna.

She pulled away slightly, her hands trailing down my chest and abdomen. “Sit,” she commanded, her voice firm. I obeyed, lowering myself onto the wooden bench. She knelt before me, her dark eyes locking onto mine. “Now,” she said, her voice low and sultry, “it’s my turn.” With that, she leaned in, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. I gasped, my hands gripping the edge of the bench as her tongue traced a path upward.

Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue working in slow, deliberate circles around my cock. I groaned, my head falling back as she took me into her mouth. She was relentless, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. I could feel the tension building inside me, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She pulled away, her lips swollen and glistening. “Not yet,” she whispered, her voice teasing. “We’re just getting started.”

She stood up, her body glistening with sweat, and turned around, leaning forward slightly. “I want you to taste me,” she said, her voice low and sultry. I didn’t need to be told twice. I leaned forward, my hands gripping her hips as my tongue traced a path from her lower back to the cleft of her ass. She moaned, her body trembling as I found her center.

She was warm and wet, her arousal mingling with the sweat on her skin. I licked and teased, my tongue exploring every inch of her. She gasped, her hands gripping the wooden bench as I pushed her closer and closer to the edge. “Oh, God,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.” I didn’t. I couldn’t. The taste of her and the sounds she was making drove me wild.

Her body tensed, her moans growing louder as I continued to pleasure her. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. “Right there. Oh, God, right there!” Her body convulsed, her release hitting her hard. I could feel her fluids on my tongue, the taste intoxicating. As they hit the wooden floor of the sauna, they turned to steam, the air thick with the scent of her arousal.

She collapsed onto the bench beside me, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “That was…” She trailed off, her voice breathless. “Incredible.” She turned to me, her dark eyes smoldering. “But we’re not done yet.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine. “Your turn again,” she whispered, her voice teasing. “But this time, I’m going to make you beg.” Her hand slid down my chest, her fingers curling around my cock. “Ready?” she asked, her smile wicked.

I nodded, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice trembling with need.

Her hand began to move, slow and deliberate. “Good,” she purred, her lips brushing against my ear. “Because I’m just getting started.”

Emily’s hand tightened around me, her fingers teasing, her touch electric. Her lips were still close to my ear, her breath hot and insistent. “Follow me,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding, sending a shiver down my spine. Before I could respond, she was on her feet, pulling me with her, her grip firm and unyielding. The sauna’s heat clung to my skin, but it was nothing compared to the fire burning inside me as she led me towards the shower.

The small, tiled room was dimly lit, the steam already rising from the hot water she’d turned on. Emily wasted no time. She turned to me, her eyes blazing with a hunger that matched my own. Her hands were on my chest, pushing me back against the cool tile wall. The contrast of the cold surface against my overheated skin made me gasp, but she didn’t give me a moment to recover. Her lips were on mine, hard and demanding, her tongue sliding into my mouth with a fierce urgency.

Her hands moved down my body, her nails scraping lightly against my skin, leaving trails of heat in their wake. She broke the kiss, her eyes locking onto mine as she dropped to her knees. Her hands gripped my hips, her lips brushing against the tip of me. “Tell me you want this,” she said, her voice a low purr, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I want this,” I breathed, my voice trembling with need. “Emily, I want you.”

Her smile was wicked as she took me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around me, her movements slow and deliberate. Her eyes stayed fixed on mine, the intensity in them almost unbearable. My hands went to her hair, my fingers tangling in the dark strands as she worked me, her mouth hot and wet, her tongue teasing and torturing in equal measure.

She pulled back, her lips leaving me with a loud, wet pop. “Good,” she said, her voice breathless. She stood, her hands moving to the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion. She was bare underneath, her body on full display, her skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. She stepped closer, her body pressing against mine, her breasts flattened against my chest, her nipples hard and eager.

Her hands went to my shoulders, pushing me back against the wall again. “Turn around,” she commanded, her voice low and full of promise. I obeyed without hesitation, my hands bracing against the tile as she pressed herself against my back, her body warm and soft against mine. Her hands slid down my sides, her fingers tracing the lines of my body before gripping my hips.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

I could feel her against me, her heat, her desire, and I groaned, my body trembling with anticipation. Her hips moved, pressing against me, and I gasped as she took me in her hand, guiding me to her. She was wet, so wet, and I could feel her trembling with need as she positioned me at her entrance.

She paused, her breath hot against my ear. “Are you ready?” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“Yes,” I groaned, my voice thick with desire. “Emily, please.”

She didn’t make me wait. She pushed back, taking me in one smooth motion, her body trembling as she sheathed me fully inside her. She gasped, her hands tightening on my hips, her nails digging into my skin. She paused for a moment, letting herself adjust, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

Then she began to move.

Her hips rolled against mine, her movements slow and deliberate, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Her hands gripped my hips tighter, her nails digging in as she increased her pace, her body moving against mine in a rhythm that was both maddening and intoxicating.

Her breath was hot against my ear, her moans low and guttural as she moved, her body trembling with need. “Oh, God,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “You feel so good. So fucking good.”

She was relentless, her hips moving faster now, her body slamming against mine with a force that left me gasping. Her hands moved up my body, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she pulled me tighter against her, her body trembling with need as she rode me.

The sound of our bodies slamming together echoed through the small room, the steam rising around us, the heat of the water mingling with the heat of our bodies. Her breath was ragged, her moans growing louder as she moved, her body trembling with the force of her pleasure.

Her hands moved to my chest, her fingers clutching at my skin as she rode me, her body trembling with need. “Oh, God,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m so close. So fucking close.”

Her movements became erratic, her body slamming against mine with a force that left me gasping. Her breath was hot against my ear, her moans low and guttural as she moved, her body trembling with need.

Her hands tightened on my skin, her nails digging in as she cried out, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm. She collapsed against me, her breath hot against my ear, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her pleasure.

Her hand moved between us, her fingers wrapping around me, her touch firm and unyielding. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want to feel you. All of you.”

Her hand moved faster, her fingers tightening around me as she worked me, her touch electric. Her lips were at my ear, her breath hot and insistent. “Come for me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want to feel you. I want to see you.”

Her words pushed me over the edge. My body tensed, my release hitting me hard, my vision going white as I came, her name on my lips. Her hand continued to move, milking every last drop from me, her touch electric, her breath hot against my ear.

I collapsed against the wall, my body trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She stepped back, her body trembling as she looked at me, her eyes dark with need.

“Good,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “But we’re not done yet.”

She turned, her body pressing against mine as she pushed me back against the wall. Her lips were on mine, hard and demanding, her tongue sliding into my mouth with a fierce urgency. Her hands moved down my body, her fingers tracing the lines of my skin as she kissed me, her touch electric.

The steam from the shower still clung to our bodies as Emily pressed against me, her lips hungry, her hands roaming with a possessiveness that made my stomach tighten. I was still catching my breath, my mind a haze of lust and guilt, when she pulled back, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“We’re not done yet,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “I think it’s time we… confront them.”

“Confront who?” I asked, my voice hoarse, though I already knew the answer.

“Your wife. My husband.” She smiled, a wicked curl of her lips. “Let’s show them what they’re missing.”

My stomach churned, a mix of dread and arousal. “What are you talking about?”

She stepped back, her hands trailing down my chest. “Let’s call them. Right now. Let’s show them what happens when they leave us alone together.”

I hesitated, my mind racing. The thought of my wife seeing me like this, of exposing ourselves in the heat of the moment, was both terrifying and electrifying. But Emily’s confidence, her unrelenting desire, was impossible to resist.

She didn’t wait for me to decide. She grabbed my hand, pulling me out of the bathroom and into the dimly lit living room. The fire crackled in the hearth, casting flickering shadows across her naked skin as she grabbed her phone from the coffee table. Her fingers moved quickly, tapping the screen until the familiar sound of a video call rang out.

My heart pounded in my chest as the call connected. It was my wife. Her face appeared on the screen, her blonde hair slightly tousled, her eyes wide with surprise. Behind her, I could see the muted colors of a hotel room.

“Hey,” she said, her voice soft, hesitant. “What’s going on?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but Emily stepped in front of me, her body obscuring me from view. “Hi, sis,” she purred, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “We just wanted to check in, make sure you’re okay.”

My wife’s eyes narrowed, her gaze flicking to me as I stepped into view. I was still naked, my body glistening with the remnants of the shower, and I could see the moment it clicked for her. Her expression shifted from confusion to shock, her lips parting in disbelief.

“What—” she started, but Emily cut her off.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Emily said, her tone light, almost casual. “We’re just… keeping each other company. Isn’t that right, honey?” She turned to me, her hand sliding down my chest, her fingers brushing over my cock, already half-hard again.

“Emily,” I whispered, my voice trembling, but she ignored me, her eyes locked on the screen.

“See, we thought since you and my dear husband are off somewhere, probably doing the same thing, we might as well… enjoy ourselves.” Her fingers wrapped around me, stroking slowly, deliberately, and I couldn’t suppress the groan that escaped my lips.

My wife’s face turned pale, her eyes wide with a mix of horror and something else—anger, maybe, or even jealousy. “Are you serious?” she hissed, her voice shaking.

“Deadly,” Emily replied, her hand moving faster now, her touch relentless. “In fact…” She turned to me, her other hand gripping my chin, forcing me to look at her. “Why don’t we give them a little… show?”

Before I could protest, she dropped to her knees, her mouth closing around me in one smooth motion. I gasped, my hips jerking forward instinctively, and my wife’s sharp intake of breath was loud in the silence of the room.

“Emily!” she shouted, her voice cracking, but Emily didn’t stop. She was relentless, her tongue swirling around me, her hands gripping my thighs, and I could feel myself losing control, my body responding to her in ways I couldn’t fight.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my head falling back, my hands tangling in her hair. The camera was still on, my wife’s shocked face staring back at me, and the knowledge that she was watching, seeing me like this, only made the heat in my gut burn hotter.

Emily pulled back, her lips slick, her eyes dark with desire. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, before she turned her head toward the screen. “Watch closely, sis. This is what you’re missing.”

She stood, her body pressing against mine as she guided me back toward the couch. I collapsed onto it, my body trembling with need, and she climbed onto my lap, her knees straddling my hips. Her hands were on my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she lowered herself onto me, inch by agonizing inch.

I groaned, my head falling back against the couch, and my wife’s voice crackled through the phone, sharp and desperate. “Stop! What the hell are you doing?!”

But Emily didn’t stop. She rocked against me, her movements slow and deliberate, her gaze locked on the screen. “Just… showing you… what you’ve been missing,” she panted, her voice trembling with each thrust.

I couldn’t look away from the screen, from my wife’s face, her expression a mix of anger, hurt, and something else—something that made my chest tighten even as my body burned with need. Her lips were parted, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps, and I could see the moment she realized there was no going back from this.

“Emily,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, my hands gripping her hips. “We—we should—”

“No,” she interrupted, her voice firm, her movements growing faster, more desperate. “Let her watch. Let her see what she’s been missing.”

I groaned, my body responding to her, my hips lifting to meet her thrusts. The room was filled with the sound of our breathing, the soft slaps of skin against skin, and the occasional gasp or moan that escaped our lips. My wife’s face was still on the screen, her expression unreadable, and I couldn’t tell if she was angry, hurt, or turned on.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my hands tightening on Emily’s hips, my body trembling with the need to release. “Emily, I’m—I’m close.”

“Good,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her nails digging into my skin. “Let her see it. Let her see what you’ve been hiding from her.”

I groaned, my body arching as I spilled into her, my vision blurring with the intensity of it. Emily let out a soft moan, her body trembling as she came around me, her nails leaving shallow marks in my skin.

For a moment, the room was silent, the only sound our ragged breathing and the crackling of the fire. Then my wife’s voice broke through the silence, sharp and trembling with anger. “You… you…” she stammered, her voice breaking. “How could you?”

Emily leaned forward, her hand reaching for the phone, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Oh, sweetie,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “You didn’t think he was going to wait for you forever, did you?”
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