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Chapter 1

“Okay, Mark, I’m heading out,” Becca said, brushing a quick, almost dismissive peck against his cheek.

She paused in front of the foyer mirror, tilting her head as she studied her reflection with careful intensity. Her lipstick was flawless—deep crimson, glossy, and perfectly applied. She leaned in slightly, making sure nothing had smudged. Mark stood a few steps back, unable to look away as she gave her short tennis skirt a deliberate tug, hiking it higher. The hem rode up teasingly, exposing the smooth curve of her ass cheeks and the barest hint of the lacy white panties beneath.

She looked far too polished for a simple tennis lesson. Her long hair fell in soft, styled waves that caught the light, her makeup was immaculate—smoky eyes and contoured cheeks that made her already beautiful face glow with confidence. Her nails were freshly manicured, a subtle nude that somehow made her hands look even more elegant. She was breathtaking, and the sight of her like this sent a familiar twist of anxiety and arousal through Mark’s chest. She was dressing for Steve again. His young, athletic, undeniably handsome tennis instructor.

He stepped closer, heart pounding, and slid his arms around her waist from behind, pulling her gently against him. For a brief second he breathed in her perfume—something new, expensive, and faintly intoxicating.

Becca stiffened instantly and shrugged him off with a sharp twist of her shoulders.

“Mark, stop,” she said, her voice edged with clear irritation. “Steve’s waiting for me. I’m already running late.”

The words landed like a cold blade, slicing straight through the flicker of lust that had stirred in him. Jealousy surged hot and bitter in his throat. He knew that tone—the one that said she was already mentally elsewhere, already anticipating the afternoon with another man. Becca caught his wounded expression in the mirror and let out a soft, impatient sigh.

She turned her attention back to her reflection, carefully running her fingers through her long hair to smooth an imaginary stray strand, her movements graceful and composed.

“I may be a little later than usual today,” Becca continued, her voice dropping into a low, teasing purr as she reached up and traced a slow, deliberate line along Mark’s jaw with the tip of her index finger. Her touch was light, almost playful, yet it sent an electric jolt straight through him.

“Steve said I might need some extra… coaching this afternoon.”

She gave him a sly, knowing smile—seductive and full of promise—before turning away and snatching her tennis racket from the nearby table. Her hips swayed with deliberate confidence as she strutted toward the door, the tiny pleated skirt barely covering the generous curve of her ass. Each step made the fabric ride up just enough to flash the soft underside of her cheeks, pulling Mark’s thoughts far, far away from any innocent game of tennis.

Just as her hand touched the doorknob, she paused and glanced back over her shoulder. A wicked glint sparkled in her eyes, dark and thrilling.

“If you’re a good boy while I’m gone,” she said, letting the words hang in the air, “maybe I’ll let you watch next time I… train with Steve.”

She bit her lower lip slowly, batting her long lashes with exaggerated innocence before flashing him one last devastating smile and slipping out the door. The soft click of the latch sounded unnaturally loud in the sudden silence.

Mark stood frozen for a long moment, blood rushing hot in his veins, the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his pants. He watched through the window as her car backed out of the driveway and disappeared down the street. Only then did he sink heavily onto the off-white sofa, heart still hammering.

Her insinuations left him frustrated, confused, and painfully aroused. He couldn’t tell anymore whether she was just tormenting him with playful teasing or if she was actually planning to let things go further with her handsome young instructor—and worse, whether she felt any shame in flaunting it right in front of him. The mind games had been escalating week after week, leaving him tormented by uncertainty. Yet no matter how much the jealousy clawed at his chest, he couldn’t deny the raw, throbbing hardness between his legs as his mind filled with vivid images: Becca’s athletic body glistening with sweat, her skin flushed from exertion… or from Steve’s hands on her.

There are moments in every man’s life he desperately wishes he could reach back and erase. A single sentence, a careless suggestion, something that seemed harmless at the time but quietly shifts the entire course of his future.

Mark had more than one of those moments. And right now, he would have given anything to go back and change them.

The first catastrophic mistake had been with his first wife, Nathalie.

They had been married just over ten years when it happened. It was a humid summer evening, the kind where the air felt heavy and a few too many glasses of wine had loosened their tongues. Nathalie had always been playfully curious in bed, teasing him with questions about his deepest fantasies until he finally cracked. After weeks of gentle prodding and her seductive insistence that “nothing was off-limits between us,” Mark had confessed the secret he’d carried since the early days of their relationship: the dark, shameful fantasy of watching her with another man.

At first, Nathalie had been genuinely shocked. Her eyes widened, a flush creeping up her neck as she stared at him across the dimly lit living room. But shock slowly melted into something else — intrigue, then excitement. That night, the confession unlocked a new heat between them. In the bedroom, she began weaving his fantasy into their lovemaking with surprising enthusiasm. She’d ride him slowly, whispering filthy details about imaginary lovers, describing how another man might touch her, how she might moan for someone else. The role-play was electric. The dirty talk made Mark harder than he’d ever been.

Months passed. What started as bedroom fantasy gradually became something more dangerous. Mark found himself pushing harder, fantasizing aloud during sex, begging her to consider making it real “just once.” He told himself it would stay contained, that it would only spice things up and bring them closer. Nathalie resisted at first, but his relentless persuasion eventually wore her down. One Friday evening, with his trembling blessing and a hotel room key in her purse, she left to meet a man she’d connected with online.

When she came home the next morning, her hair slightly tousled and her cheeks still glowing, something fundamental had already shifted in her. She was quieter, more distant, yet undeniably radiant in a way Mark had never seen before. A month later, she filed for divorce. She was leaving him for the co-worker she had met that night — the same man she had fucked while Mark waited anxiously at home, stroking himself to the thought of it.

Looking back, Mark still couldn’t believe how spectacularly he had fucked up. One drunken confession, one fantasy he should have kept buried, and everything he thought was solid had crumbled.

The year that followed the divorce was hell.

He threw himself into work with obsessive intensity, staying late at the office, taking on every project that would keep his mind occupied. He rarely saw his friends, turned down every invitation to socialize, and didn’t even consider dating. The apartment felt too quiet, too empty. Nights were the worst. He would lie in bed replaying that single weekend, imagining every detail he hadn’t been allowed to witness: Nathalie’s legs wrapped around another man, her soft moans filling a stranger’s hotel room, the way her body must have arched and trembled under someone else’s hands.

What baffled him most — what still shamed him deeply — was how brutally aroused he became every time those memories surfaced. Even in the depths of his heartbreak, his cock would harden at the mere thought of her being taken by another man. On countless lonely nights he would stroke himself furiously to those vivid, self-tormenting images, chasing release while tears stung his eyes. The moment the orgasm faded, the wave of disgust and crushing sorrow would crash over him again, leaving him curled up in the dark, wondering what kind of man got hard thinking about the woman he loved walking away from him forever.

That cycle of arousal and self-loathing became his new normal. And deep down, buried beneath the pain and regret, a darker truth had taken root: part of him had loved the agony almost as much as the pleasure.

And then, almost against his will, he met Becca.

It happened at a stiff, overly formal awards banquet for the law firm where Mark had buried himself for the past year. The ballroom was filled with the usual self-congratulatory chatter, clinking glasses, and forced laughter. He had been leaning against the polished mahogany bar, nursing his third martini in a quiet attempt to dull the boredom and the lingering ache that never quite left his chest, when she bumped into him from behind.

The sudden contact nearly made him spill the chilled drink down the front of his suit. He turned, ready to mutter a polite apology, and froze.

She was stunning. Raw, confident sex appeal radiated from her in waves. At twenty-seven, she was fifteen years younger than his forty-two, with a body that made the elegant black cocktail dress look almost dangerously provocative. Her long hair cascaded in soft waves over one shoulder, and her makeup was bold yet flawless. But it was the way she carried herself — that effortless, almost predatory confidence — that hit him hardest.

Becca flashed him a bright, playful smile as she steadied herself with a light touch on his arm. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry! I hope I didn’t ruin your drink.”

Her voice was warm, slightly husky, and laced with genuine amusement. Within seconds she was flirting openly — light touches, lingering eye contact, teasing comments about how “handsome older lawyers always look so serious at these things.” Mark felt flattered in a way he hadn’t in years. After the emotional wasteland of the divorce, her attention felt like sunlight breaking through thick clouds. He was hooked instantly, his pulse quickening every time she laughed at something he said.

She told him she had just finished her Master’s in Psychology and had even consulted on a case for his firm involving the psychological impact of sexual cyberbullying. Mark only caught about half of it. His attention kept drifting helplessly to the deep V of her dress, which plunged daringly low and offered a mouth-watering view of her full, magnificent breasts. Every small movement she made caused the fabric to shift, revealing just a little more soft, smooth skin. He found himself imagining what it would feel like to bury his face between them, to hear her moan as he—

Ten minutes into their charged conversation, the spell shattered.

Becca glanced across the room and gave a small, apologetic smile. “Actually… I should probably get back. I’m here on a date with one of the interns from your firm.”

The words landed like ice water down his spine. Mark followed her gaze and felt a sharp twist of jealousy knot in his gut. She was with Ryan — that smug, arrogant young intern he had never liked to begin with. In that instant, Mark hated him with a sudden, visceral intensity he hadn’t felt in months. The thought of this beautiful, vibrant woman spending the evening with a kid like Ryan made something dark and possessive stir deep inside him.

Yet even as the jealousy flared, he couldn’t stop the rush of arousal that followed. The contrast hit him hard: his own battered, middle-aged heart versus her youthful energy and unmistakable sexual confidence. For the first time since Nathalie had walked out, Mark felt truly alive again — and dangerously tempted to chase something he already knew could destroy him.

Seconds later, the intern — Darren — barged in, clearly already several drinks deep. His face was flushed, his tie loosened, and he slung a possessive arm around Becca’s waist like some caveman staking his claim. “There you are, babe. Come on, they’re starting the speeches.”

Becca let herself be pulled away, but not before she turned her head and gave Mark a slow, conspiratorial wink over her shoulder. That single look — playful, knowing, and just a little wicked — hit him square in the chest. As ridiculous as it sounded even to himself, Mark stood there at the bar, heart racing, and thought he might already be falling in love.


Two Weeks Later

Two weeks later, she appeared at the office again.

This time she had come to surprise Darren with lunch, but he had already slipped out with a pretty young female co-worker — the same one Mark was almost certain Darren had been sleeping with. When Becca learned he was gone, she didn’t look particularly upset. Instead, she turned those bright, confident eyes on Mark and asked with a warm smile, “Well… would you like to grab lunch with me instead?”

They ended up at a quiet little bistro just down the street, tucked away from the bustle of the city. What was supposed to be a quick bite turned into two full hours of conversation that felt dangerously easy. Becca spoke openly about her life: how she came from a wealthy family, how her father had pushed hard for her to become a doctor, but she had always been far more fascinated by sexology — the way desire and sexuality quietly drove almost every human decision.

For now, she was freelancing, taking on occasional work as an expert witness or doing background research for firms like Mark’s. What struck him most — what left him both refreshed and slightly off-balance — was how completely unashamed she was when the topic turned to sex. She spoke about it as naturally as someone else might discuss their favorite cuisine.

“I enjoy being both submissive and dominant, depending on the guy and the mood,” she said casually, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “I’m not convinced traditional marriage works for everyone. And honestly…” She gave a light, self-aware laugh. “I’ve dated a lot of guys because I just really, really love having sex.”

Mark nearly choked on his iced tea. Becca’s eyes sparkled with amusement at his reaction, and she let out a soft, melodic giggle that made something warm and dangerous bloom in his chest. In that moment, he felt completely swept away by her honesty, her confidence, and the effortless way she owned her desires.

To his genuine surprise, despite their fifteen-year age gap, she agreed to a proper date shortly afterward. What followed was a whirlwind two months of intense chemistry, late-night conversations, and nights that left Mark breathless and addicted. Before he could talk himself out of it, he found himself on one knee in a candlelit restaurant, heart pounding, asking her to marry him.

He was certain she was out of his league. A beautiful, sexually liberated young woman with her whole life ahead of her — why would she tie herself to a divorced, emotionally scarred man more than a decade older? Yet when she said yes, her eyes shining with what looked like real affection, Mark felt a rush of joy so powerful it almost frightened him.

Just four months ago, they had stood barefoot on a sun-drenched beach in Barcelona, exchanging vows as the Mediterranean waves lapped gently at their feet. It had felt like a dream.

Since then, there had been many quiet nights when Mark lay awake in the darkness, propped on one elbow, simply watching Becca sleep beside him.

Moonlight would filter through the half-closed blinds, painting soft silver stripes across her bare shoulder and the gentle rise and fall of her breasts. In those stolen moments he would wonder, over and over, how the hell he had gotten so lucky. How had someone as young, vibrant, and breathtaking as this woman chosen him?

It wasn’t that he was unattractive. At forty-two he still turned heads himself — strong jaw, thick dark hair with just the faintest traces of silver at the temples, and a body he kept in decent shape through disciplined gym sessions and weekend runs. He earned a very good living as a lawyer, even if half his life savings had vanished into the black hole of his divorce settlement. The laws, he often thought bitterly, made even less sense than his own foolish decisions.

But Becca existed in an entirely different league.

When she walked into any room, conversations faltered and heads turned. It wasn’t just conventional beauty — though God knew she had that in abundance. It was the raw, magnetic sexuality that radiated from her: the confident sway of her hips, the way her full lips curved into a knowing smile, the effortless sensuality in every gesture. She carried herself with a carefree, almost defiant attitude toward sex and desire that made men (and women) stare. She could have had anyone she wanted. Yet somehow she had chosen him.

Whenever Mark let his mind drift back over their whirlwind courtship — the dates, the laughter, the nights that ended with her riding him until they were both breathless — one particular evening always rose to the surface like a warning beacon. That was the night he had seen a new spark ignite in her eyes. The moment he suddenly became far more intriguing to her.

And that conversation, that careless confession, had become the second event in Mark’s life that he desperately wished he could reach back through time and erase.

They had been on a romantic dinner date, the kind that felt like it belonged in a movie. Candlelight flickered across crisp white tablecloths, and they were sharing an expensive bottle of Bordeaux that warmed their blood and loosened their tongues. Becca had been in a playful, inquisitive mood. She leaned forward, her deep neckline offering a distracting view of her cleavage, and asked about his first wife. Specifically, why the marriage had ended.

Mark had tried to deflect, keeping the details vague and safe. But Becca wasn’t having it. She probed gently at first, then with increasing curiosity, her eyes bright with genuine interest. Eventually, under the combined influence of the wine and her relentless, seductive persistence, he told her the truth.

What he regretted most — what still made his stomach twist when he thought about it — was how specific he had been about the why.

He hadn’t just said Nathalie had slept with another man. He had gone further. He had admitted that it was he who had encouraged it. That the entire affair had begun because of his own long-held, shameful fantasy — the dark desire to watch his wife be taken by someone else, to hear her moans meant for another man, to know she had been pleasured in ways he alone could not provide.

He remembered the exact moment the words left his mouth. Becca’s expression had shifted. Her full lips parted slightly, her eyes widened with surprise… and then something darker, hotter, flickered to life in those depths. A spark of electricity. Fascination. Hunger.

In that instant, Mark had felt both thrilled and terrified. He had just handed this sexually liberated, confident young woman the key to a part of himself he had sworn never to expose again.

He still remembered the exact way her eyes had lit up when he finally confessed the full truth that night.

Becca had leaned forward across the candlelit table, her full breasts pressing softly against the edge, wine glass forgotten in her hand. Her gaze had sharpened with unmistakable hunger as she urged him to tell her every detail — how the fantasy had started, how he had pushed Nathalie to make it real, how he had waited at home aching with a toxic mix of jealousy and arousal while his wife was in another man’s bed.

At the time, Mark had convinced himself her reaction was nothing more than innocent curiosity mixed with shock that anyone could harbor such a twisted desire. He had felt deeply embarrassed, almost ashamed, laying bare something so private and humiliating. Yet Becca had taken it completely in stride, nodding thoughtfully, asking gentle follow-up questions without a trace of judgment. Afterward, he had actually felt relieved. Grateful, even. She hadn’t recoiled. She hadn’t run from the restaurant or told him to lose her number. If anything, the honesty seemed to have brought them closer.

But now, months later, lying awake and replaying that evening in his mind, Mark suspected it had been something else entirely shining in her eyes.

He didn’t want to sound paranoid or Machiavellian, but looking back with clearer vision, he wondered whether she had seen a crack in him — a vulnerability, a weakness she could either soothe or, more dangerously, exploit. The moment the words had left his mouth, her interest in him had shifted, intensified. She laughed more freely in his presence. Her touches lingered longer. Her kisses grew hungrier, almost possessive.

Perhaps she had simply sensed the possibility of a far more unique and thrilling relationship than she had first imagined with a slightly older, divorced lawyer. Or maybe she found him emotionally complex in a way that excited her psychologically trained mind. Mark told himself he was probably overthinking it all, projecting his own insecurities onto a woman who had simply been open-minded and kind.

Yet the doubt remained, gnawing at him.

And it wasn’t long before things truly began to change — beginning on their wedding day itself.

It had been a perfect, sun-soaked afternoon on the beach in Barcelona. A small, intimate ceremony with only a handful of close friends from both sides and no family drama to complicate the day. Exactly the way they had both wanted it. Becca had looked radiant in a flowing white dress that clung to her curves and fluttered in the sea breeze, her hair loose and wild, skin glowing with happiness and salt air. When she said “I do,” her voice had been warm and steady, her smile bright enough to blind him.

Late that evening, after hours of laughter, dancing, and flowing champagne, Mark had excused himself to the bathroom. When he returned to the lively terrace, his beautiful new bride was nowhere to be seen.

A flicker of unease stirred in his gut. He checked their honeymoon suite first, but the room was dark and empty. Growing more concerned, he headed back downstairs and began searching the moonlit hotel grounds. Just as he was about to give up and circle back to the room, he spotted two silhouettes emerging slowly up the palm-lined pathway from the private beach.

His heart stuttered as the figures drew closer.

Becca walked arm-in-arm with his old friend Chris, her body leaning comfortably into his side. The soft glow of the pathway lights revealed her hair was deliciously tousled, strands falling loose around her flushed face. Chris looked distinctly uncomfortable, his shoulders tense, eyes darting nervously.

“Becca, where have you been?” Mark demanded, his voice tight with a mix of genuine concern and growing irritation.

She turned toward him with a slow, mischievous grin, her deep blue eyes sparkling with unmistakable excitement and something far more dangerous.

“Just getting to know your friend a bit better,” she replied coyly, wrapping her arm possessively around Chris’s waist and pulling him closer for a moment.

Mark’s gaze snapped to Chris, who shifted awkwardly on his feet and avoided direct eye contact.

“We just went for a walk, man,” Chris explained, his voice strained and slightly hoarse. “Becca said she needed some fresh air.”

Mark studied the two of them suspiciously. Becca’s usually perfect hair was a sexy, windblown mess. Her lipstick looked slightly smudged, and there was a faint flush across her chest and neck. Chris couldn’t stop fidgeting, his hands twitching at his sides as he glanced back and forth between them.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Becca said smoothly, releasing Chris and slipping her hand into Mark’s. Her fingers felt warm, almost too warm, as she gently but firmly led him away from his friend and toward the elevator.

The moment the hotel room door clicked shut behind them, the atmosphere thickened with heavy, unspoken tension. Mark’s chest felt tight, jealousy surging hot through his veins as vivid, unwanted images flooded his mind — his new bride and his friend alone on the moonlit beach, hands exploring, mouths meeting, bodies pressing together in the sand.

He watched, pulse racing, as Becca sauntered toward him with hypnotic grace. Her hips swayed deliberately, the thin fabric of her wedding dress clinging to every curve. Her eyes never left his, dark and gleaming with quiet power.

“What’s wrong, baby?” she asked softly, her voice low and teasing. She stopped inches away and trailed one manicured finger slowly down the front of his chest, tracing the line of his shirt before hooking it boldly into the waistband of his belt and tugging him closer.

“Becca, what were you guys…” Mark started, his throat dry, unable to force the full accusation past his lips.

She leaned in, her full breasts brushing against him, her warm breath ghosting hot and intimate against his ear.

“What were your big, strong friend and I doing all alone on the beach while you weren’t around?” she whispered, her tone dripping with wicked amusement. “What do you think we were doing, sweetie?”

Mark felt her fingers brush deliberately against the rigid outline of his erection through his pants. A sharp gasp escaped his lips before he could stop it.

“Oooohh,” Becca purred, her voice low and dripping with wicked delight. “Why are you so hard already, baby? Are you imagining your friend’s big, strong hands all over your new bride’s tight little body?”

Her fingers moved with confident precision, unfastening his belt with practiced ease. Her soft lips found his ear again, teeth grazing the sensitive lobe in a gentle, possessive nip. Mark groaned deeply, his mind instantly flooding with vivid, unwanted images — Becca’s lithe, athletic body pressed against the sand, Chris’s hands roaming freely over her curves, her wedding dress hiked up around her waist as his friend took what should have been Mark’s on their wedding night.

Anger and sharp jealousy burned in his chest, yet the betrayal only made his cock throb harder against her palm.

“I-I don’t…” he stammered, his mouth bone-dry, words failing him completely.

“Mmmmm,” she hummed with dark satisfaction as his pants slid down his legs and pooled around his ankles. Her warm hand slipped boldly inside his boxers, fingers wrapping around his aching shaft. “Does that make you hard, baby? Thinking about your sweet little bride getting properly fucked by your friend on our wedding night? Stretching me out nice and wide before you even get to put your little penis inside me?”

The filthy words, delivered in her soft, teasing voice, hit him like lightning.

And that was all it took.

Mark came hard — harder than he had ever cum in his entire life. His orgasm crashed over him without warning, powerful spasms ripping through his body as thick ropes of cum flooded into his boxers. Becca pulled her hand away at the exact moment of release, stepping back gracefully to watch the show with wide, delighted eyes and a shocked, triumphant smile spreading across her beautiful face.

Mark’s knees buckled. He grabbed desperately at his pulsing cock through the soaked fabric, almost doubling over as wave after wave tore through him. His hips jerked uncontrollably.

“Unggg… fuck!” he grunted through clenched teeth, legs shaking violently as he fought to stay upright. “Jesus Christ, Becca!”

Even as the intense pleasure began to ebb, he stroked himself a few more desperate times, trying to milk every last drop of sensation. At the same time, a crushing wave of humiliation washed over him. He knew exactly how ridiculous and pathetic he must look right now — newly married, standing in a luxury honeymoon suite with his pants around his ankles, twitching and convulsing in front of his stunning young wife after cumming untouched from nothing more than her whispered taunts about fucking his friend.

“Did that feel good, baby?” Becca giggled, her light, musical laughter ringing through the room like a teasing melody as Mark struggled to catch his breath.

He could only manage a weak, shaky nod, his chest still heaving. Shame burned hot across his face and neck. He couldn’t believe what had just happened — couldn’t comprehend how violently he had cum from nothing more than her filthy words about his friend fucking her on their wedding night. The humiliating mix of overwhelming arousal and crushing embarrassment left him dizzy and disoriented.

But Becca wasn’t done with him. Not even close.

She leaned in close, her soft lips brushing against his in a surprisingly gentle, almost tender kiss. Her breath was warm and sweet against his mouth.

“Come here,” she whispered, her voice low and intimate as she took his hand and slowly led him toward the large, luxurious bed.

Mark’s mind was still reeling, his legs unsteady from the aftershocks. Yet when he looked into her eyes, he saw a different kind of hunger burning there — darker, more commanding, and undeniably arousing. He knew she wasn’t finished playing with him yet.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone shifting from playful to low and serious. “Now.”

Mark obeyed without thinking, his fingers fumbling clumsily with the buttons of his shirt. His heart hammered in his chest, breath still ragged, but the intense desire glowing in Becca’s eyes made his spent cock twitch and begin to harden again despite everything.

When he finally stood completely naked before her, he felt painfully vulnerable and exposed. Becca remained fully dressed in her elegant wedding attire, looking every bit the radiant bride. Her gaze traveled slowly up and down his body, lingering deliberately on his semi-hard cock with open appraisal.

“Much better,” she murmured, a satisfied smile curving her lips.

Without warning, she placed both hands on his chest and pushed him firmly backward onto the bed. Mark landed on the soft sheets, staring up at her.

“Now, stay right there,” she ordered softly.

She stood over him, still fully clothed while he lay naked and exposed, his cock now fully erect again and throbbing visibly with renewed need. Becca ran her fingers slowly over the delicate lace of her panties, tracing the outline of her pussy through the thin fabric, deliberately teasing him with the promise of what she might — or might not — allow him tonight.

“Do you want to see me, Mark?” she asked, her voice soft and dangerously sultry. “Do you want to watch me ride you while I close my eyes and think about your friend Chris?”

Mark winced at the sharp sting of the words, jealousy twisting in his gut like a knife. Yet his body betrayed him completely. He nodded eagerly, eyes locked hungrily on her hands as she slowly slid her lace panties down her long, toned legs. She kicked them aside with casual grace, revealing her smooth, perfectly bare pussy, already glistening with arousal.

She crawled onto the bed like a predator, straddling his hips with deliberate, teasing slowness. Her heat hovered just above him.

“Mmmm, feel how wet I am, Mark,” she whispered, lowering herself onto his throbbing cock.

He gasped sharply as her slick, velvety heat enveloped him inch by inch. She was soaked — wetter than he could ever remember. Becca began to ride him slowly at first, rolling her hips in sensual waves, her eyes fluttering closed as she lost herself in the pleasure, clearly imagining someone else.

“Tell me you like watching me, Mark,” she said breathlessly, bracing her hands on his chest for leverage.

Mark could only nod, mesmerized by the hypnotic bounce of her full breasts, the way her hard nipples traced teasing circles in the air with every movement. He could feel her slick wetness coating his shaft, hot and abundant, her pussy gripping him so tightly it felt almost criminal. She was perfect — so fucking perfect it hurt.

“Do you want me to go harder?” she asked, her voice laced with wicked amusement.

He nodded again, desperate, his fingers digging into the sheets beneath him as she suddenly picked up the pace. She rocked her hips more aggressively, grinding down on him with each powerful thrust, her ass slapping softly against his thighs.

“I’m gonna cum, Becca,” he groaned, eyes clenched shut as the pressure built rapidly inside him, threatening to overwhelm him again.

“Ah, ah, ah. Not yet,” she said firmly, stopping her movements abruptly and leaving him throbbing desperately inside her.

She leaned forward, her hard nipples grazing teasingly across his chest. Taking his face gently but possessively in both hands, she kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding sensually against his in a slow, intoxicating dance while her body continued to move in perfect, torturous harmony with his.

“Do you like that, Mark?” she whispered hotly against his lips, her breath mingling with his. “Do you like imagining me with Chris on our wedding night? Watching us like a pervert, stroking your dick while he fucks your wife so good?”

Mark couldn’t believe the filthy words spilling from his new bride’s mouth on their wedding night. Yet instead of repulsion, they only stoked the fire inside him higher. A second climax was already building fast, his balls tightening painfully as she continued to rock her hips in slow, torturous circles against him, keeping him buried deep inside her slick heat.

“Becca, I’m really gonna cum,” he warned frantically, his fingers digging hard into the soft flesh of her hips as he bucked upward, desperate for more friction.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, leaning down to nip sharply at his earlobe, her warm breath sending shivers down his spine. “I’m not finished with you yet.”

“Please,” he begged, voice cracking as he tried to thrust harder up into her, chasing the release she was deliberately denying him.

“I want you to say it,” she purred, her tone sweet but commanding.

Mark looked up at her, confused, his mind foggy with lust.

“Tell me, Mark,” she ordered softly, her eyes locking onto his with unrelenting intensity. “Tell me what you imagined I was doing with Chris. Tell me exactly what made you cum so hard earlier. What’s making you want so badly to cum again right now.”

Mark’s face burned with embarrassment as the full weight of her demand sank in.

“Nothing,” he lied weakly, still desperately trying to push deeper inside her, even as she held her hips firmly in place, controlling the rhythm.

In one smooth motion, Becca lifted herself completely off him. His cock slid free with a wet, obscene smack, bouncing hard against his stomach. A loud, frustrated groan tore from his throat.

Becca looked down at him with a pretty pout, her expression a perfect mix of disappointment and amusement.

“That’s disappointing, Mark,” she said, slowly shaking her head, her voice laced with mock sadness. “That you would lie to me… and on our wedding night, no less. Are we really going to start our life together with lies, Mark?”

He swallowed hard, shame and arousal warring violently inside him.

“Okay… okay,” he admitted, his voice barely more than a broken whisper. “I thought — I thought about you and Chris. About you two kissing on the beach… him touching you… you letting him take your clothes off…”

As he spoke, Becca slowly slid back down onto his throbbing cock, enveloping him in her tight, soaking heat once more. Mark let out a low, broken moan, his eyes fluttering as the sudden pleasure overwhelmed him.

She leaned forward, rolling her shoulders in a slow, sensual rhythm that made her full, heavy breasts sway hypnotically just above his face. Her hard nipples brushed teasingly close to his lips with every movement.

“Tell me more,” she demanded hungrily, her deep blue eyes sparkling with wicked delight. “What did you picture him doing to me next?”

Mark hesitated, shame flooding his cheeks even as his cock pulsed inside her. His humiliation grew in perfect sync with his arousal, making his head spin. But the words spilled out anyway, unstoppable, each confession feeding the desperate fire building in his balls.

“You were sucking his cock,” he blurted out, his whole body shuddering violently at the vivid image.

“That’s right, baby,” Becca moaned, grinding down on him harder, her hips circling with filthy purpose. “You want to watch your friend stick his big, dirty cock in my mouth on our wedding night. Watch me lick it… suck it deep… until he cums all over my pretty face.”

Mark groaned loudly, his hips bucking up frantically to meet her thrusts. The pressure inside him was mounting dangerously again, his second orgasm threatening to rip through him at any moment.

“I think you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked, her voice husky and dripping with arousal. “You’d love your wife on her knees for another man.”

“OHHH, FUCCCKKKK!” Mark shouted, his climax ripping through him like a violent tsunami. His hips jerked upward as his young wife’s tight, wet pussy clenched rhythmically around his pulsing shaft, milking every drop of his hot load deep inside her.

“Dirty little pervert,” Becca giggled against his lips before leaning down to kiss him deeply, their tongues twisting and sliding together in a messy, passionate dance while his orgasm continued to surge through him in powerful aftershocks.

And that night seemed to have set the tone for everything that followed in their young marriage.

Becca had quickly discovered — and clearly reveled in — her power to push Mark’s buttons. She loved manipulating his emotions and desires, twisting them until she got exactly the reaction, the confession, or the outcome she wanted. What had started as playful teasing on their wedding night had become something far more intoxicating for her: a game of control, seduction, and female sexual liberation that left Mark constantly off-balance.





The Honeymoon Phase

Now, just a few weeks after that fateful wedding night, Mark sat heavily on their off-white sofa, slowly stroking his erection through his pants as he watched Becca’s car disappear down the driveway. His mind was a storm of conflicting thoughts. He desperately wanted to believe she was only teasing him — playing on his old insecurities and long-buried erotic fantasies purely for her own amusement. But a darker part of him wondered whether she was actually serious about acting on those ideas… whether she believed he secretly wanted her to, or simply didn’t care what he wanted anymore.

The games had been escalating week by week.

At first, her comments about other men had been relatively innocent — just pointing out someone she found attractive in a restaurant or on the street. But gradually, they had grown bolder, more explicit. She would casually mention how well-endowed a man looked in his jeans, or ask Mark whether he thought a certain guy would want to fuck her. She seemed to take genuine delight in watching his reactions: the flicker of shock, the flush of embarrassment, the sharp sting of jealousy, and — most of all — the undeniable way his cock would twitch and harden in his pants right in front of her.

She fed off that mix. It clearly turned her on.

Like her comments this morning about her tennis instructor.

Steve was a tall, dark, and undeniably handsome man in his mid-twenties. Mark had only met him once, briefly, but had disliked him instantly. The young instructor had essentially ignored Mark’s presence altogether when Becca introduced them, his eyes locked on her instead with open, appreciative hunger. He was in incredible shape — broad shoulders, muscular arms, and a powerful chest that stretched the fabric of his polo shirt taut. Becca had only attended two lessons so far, yet she had already come home glowing, gushing about how much she was learning and how attentive Steve was with her specifically — constantly complimenting her form, telling her how good she looked moving on the court, how naturally athletic she was.

Mark’s hand moved slowly over the bulge in his pants as those memories replayed in his head, his stomach twisting with that now-familiar blend of jealousy and shameful arousal.

He had tried his best to hide his jealousy during those conversations, forcing a tight smile and nodding politely as Becca recounted every detail of her tennis lessons with glowing enthusiasm. He told himself repeatedly that she was only teasing him — playing with the dark, dangerous fantasies he had foolishly confessed to her early in their relationship. He had no real proof that anything had crossed the line… yet. But deep in his gut, he couldn’t shake the nagging certainty that it was only a matter of time.

Now, as he sat alone on the off-white sofa, slowly stroking his aching erection through his pants, the fantasies consumed him completely. He pictured Becca and Steve in the middle of one of her private lessons: her perky breasts bouncing freely beneath her tight tennis top as she dashed across the court, her short skirt flaring up to reveal the firm, toned curve of her ass and those long, athletic legs. He imagined Steve’s hungry gaze following her every move, lingering shamelessly on her body in ways that made Mark’s stomach twist with jealousy even as his cock swelled harder in his hand.

Would she really do that to him? The question burned in his mind, terrifying and intoxicating at the same time.

Mark was terrified to ask her for the brutal truth. Part of him feared looking weak and insecure. Their fifteen-year age gap and Becca’s breathtaking beauty had already chipped away relentlessly at his self-confidence in the short weeks since their wedding. He didn’t want to give her any excuse to openly acknowledge what he already suspected — that she was far out of his league. That perhaps she had made a terrible mistake marrying an older, divorced man instead of some young, fit, virile stud who could truly satisfy her.

Or worse… that she might answer him honestly. That she was powerfully attracted to other men and fully intended to act on those desires. That a young, sexually charged woman like her could never be expected to remain satisfied with just one man — especially not him. That, in fact, he had given her every impression early in their relationship that he was not only okay with it, but secretly turned on by the idea.

The spiral threatened to drive him mad. He needed to move, to shake these thoughts loose before they swallowed him whole.

With a heavy sigh, Mark stood up and walked over to the large picture window. He gazed out across their beautifully manicured estate. The late afternoon sun bathed the deep green lawn in golden light. Near the flower beds that lined the winding walkway, he spotted their gardener, Adrian, bent over as he carefully tended the vibrant blooms. The garden looked lush and thriving despite the recent heat wave.

That’s what I need, he thought, forcing himself to turn away. Something physical. Something to burn off this anxious, restless energy.

He headed straight for the garage, grabbed his golf clubs, and tossed them into the trunk of his black BMW X5 with more force than necessary. A round of golf might end up frustrating him even more, but at least smashing a few balls hard at the driving range would give him an outlet — a way to release some of the pent-up tension and humiliating arousal that had been tormenting him all afternoon.

Later that evening, Mark and Becca arrived at the sleek downtown high-rise for yet another mandatory cocktail party hosted by his law firm. These events were the kind of necessary social torture Mark had come to despise with every fiber of his being — endless small talk, forced networking, and the relentless ass-kissing politics that came with litigation work. He wasn’t a partner, and he wasn’t even sure he wanted to be one. He simply loved the intellectual challenge of the courtroom. The schmoozing, however, made his skin crawl.

Thankfully, his afternoon spent smashing golf balls at the driving range had burned off most of the anxious, jealous energy that had consumed him earlier. By the time he handed his keys to the valet and opened the passenger door for Becca, those irrational fears about her tennis lessons with Steve felt distant and almost silly.

As they rode the private elevator up to the penthouse suite, Becca turned toward the fully mirrored walls, carefully checking her reflection. The soft lighting cast a flattering glow over her features as she tilted her head from side to side.

“Honey, you look amazing,” Mark said sincerely, his eyes tracing the reflection of his stunning wife.

Becca met his gaze in the mirror and offered him a slow, sly smile that sent a familiar flutter through his chest. She was wearing a sleek black dress that hugged every dangerous curve of her body like a second skin, the hem riding high enough to showcase her long, toned legs. Her straightened blonde hair cascaded loosely around her shoulders, and her striking blue eyes were dramatically lined with dark eyeliner, making them pop with sultry intensity.

“Thank you,” she replied, her voice warm but playful as she turned her attention back to the mirror. She uncapped her lipstick and carefully applied a fresh layer to her plump, pink lips. “Although, you are kind of biased though babe. Do you think your coworkers will think so?”

Mark winced inwardly at her comment, his stomach tightening. He thought he caught the faintest upturn at the corner of her mouth — the hint of a suppressed smile that made his pulse spike with unease. Once again, he was left wondering whether she was simply teasing him… or if there was something more calculated behind her words.

Before he could find a reply, the elevator doors glided open with a soft chime. Becca reached down and laced her fingers through his, tugging him confidently out into the buzzing energy of the penthouse suite.

The cocktail party was already in full swing. The spacious room hummed with laughter, clinking glasses, and overlapping conversations. Soft jazz played in the background while waiters moved smoothly through the crowd with trays of hors d’oeuvres. Mark followed closely behind his wife, scanning the sea of tailored suits and elegant dresses for familiar faces. He spotted a few colleagues who offered polite waves and nods before turning back to their own discussions.

Becca led him straight to the long, polished bar without hesitation. She leaned forward slightly, commanding the bartender’s attention with effortless grace.

“I’ll take a Glenlivet on the rocks,” she said smoothly. “And an Appletini for my husband, please.”

The bartender’s eyebrows lifted just a fraction. He glanced at Mark, then back at Becca, clearly fighting back a smile. With a quick, conspiratorial wink directed at her, he turned to prepare the drinks.

Becca pivoted away from the bar, her gaze drifting absentmindedly across the room as if she were completely unaware that Mark was standing right in front of her, his face burning a deep, humiliated shade of red.

“What the fuck was that?” he whispered harshly, leaning in so no one else could hear.

“What was what?” Becca asked, blinking at him with wide, innocent blue eyes.

“An Appletini? Why would you order me one of those? Why would you order for me in the first place?” Mark asked, his voice tight as he shot a quick, uncomfortable glance at the bartender.

“But honey,” Becca replied, her voice dripping with exaggerated sweetness, “I made you one of those at home last weekend and you said you liked it.”

“Yeah, last weekend when we were at home,” he retorted, struggling to keep his voice low. “Not at a fucking work party. Christ, I may as well start polling my coworkers on who’s read Oprah’s book of the month yet.”

Mark’s face burned a deeper shade of red. He wasn’t even sure why he was getting so worked up over something so small. Objectively, it was kind of funny — if she was only doing it to get a rise out of him. But the casual way she had ordered for him, the bartender’s knowing smile, the wink… it all felt like another layer of control slipping away from him in public.

“Here you go, ma’am,” the bartender said smoothly, sliding the heavy tumbler of Glenlivet toward her. His eyes flicked downward, unable to resist stealing a lingering glance at the generous swell of her breasts straining against the black dress.

“And the, um… Appletini for you, sir,” he added, sliding the bright green cocktail across the bar with poorly concealed amusement.

“Right. Thanks,” Mark muttered, grabbing the ridiculous drink and wishing the floor would swallow him whole.

He watched as Becca downed her whiskey in one swift, elegant gulp, her throat working smoothly. She set the empty glass down on the bartop with a soft clink, already turning her attention away from him as she scanned the room with casual interest. Within seconds, the bartender whisked the empty glass away and replaced it with a fresh one.

“Why thank you,” Becca purred, batting her long lashes at the bartender as she accepted the new drink. “You’re so sweet.”

So sweet? Mark thought bitterly. He’s doing his fucking job, for Christ’s sake.

He shot the bartender a dark, irritated look before grabbing Becca’s hand a little too firmly and pulling her away from the bar. They began making their rounds through the crowded room, exchanging obligatory small talk with the handful of colleagues Mark could actually tolerate.

Almost immediately, he noticed how most of the men couldn’t keep their eyes off his wife. Their gazes lingered on the way her black dress hugged her curves, on the long stretch of toned leg revealed by the hem, on the way her blonde hair swayed when she laughed. It should have made him proud to have such a stunning woman on his arm. And part of him was proud. But another, louder part couldn’t stop wondering how many of them were silently questioning the same thing he asked himself every day: How the hell did a guy like Mark ever land someone like her?

Becca, meanwhile, worked the room like she was born for it. She complimented the other women on their outfits with warm, effortless charm, then turned her attention to Mark’s male colleagues with bright laughter and light, flirtatious touches on their arms. Every giggle, every lingering smile, every playful tilt of her head sent fresh spikes of jealousy twisting through Mark’s chest, making him crazy with a toxic mix of pride and possessiveness.

“Can we please go find a table and sit down?” he asked finally, his voice edged with tension as the noise and crowd pressed in on him.

“Fine,” Becca huffed, rolling her eyes with theatrical reluctance before following him across the room.





Finding a Space

They found a small high-top table near the floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a glittering view of the city skyline. Mark pulled out a chair for her with automatic politeness, even as inner turmoil churned inside him. As they settled in, Becca took another large, unladylike gulp of her whiskey, her eyes casually scanning the bustling room over the rim of the glass.

Mark watched her closely, his anxiety steadily rising with every passing second. Was she looking for someone? He knew he was being ridiculous, paranoid even. But the insecurity had taken root deep in his gut and refused to let go. The mere thought of another man’s eyes on his wife — wanting her, imagining her — made his stomach twist with nausea.

“Oh my god, Becca?”

The moment the deep, confident male voice cut through the ambient noise, Mark felt his stomach drop like a stone.

“Darren, HI!” Becca replied excitedly, rising from her chair with a bright smile. She greeted him with a kiss on the cheek and a hug that lingered far longer than necessary, her body pressing warmly against his.

“Wow, you look fucking fantastic,” Darren said, stepping back and openly looking Becca up and down, his gaze lingering shamelessly on her curves in a way that made Mark’s blood boil.

Though they had only dated for a couple of weeks early on, Mark still couldn’t stand the man. Darren was no longer an intern — he was now a full lawyer handling accident cases on the floor above Mark’s. The arrogance hadn’t diminished one bit.

“Nice work, Marky,” Darren smirked, elbowing him hard in the arm.

“Right, th—”

“So, are you here alone?” Becca asked Darren, smoothly interrupting Mark before he could even finish his response.

Mark despised the nickname “Marky.” He had corrected Darren on it multiple times, but the passive-aggressive prick kept using it anyway, clearly enjoying the dig.

“Of course not, silly,” Darren replied arrogantly. He turned and waved across the room, motioning for his date to join them.

“Becca, this is Madison. Madison, this is Becca,” he introduced the two women. “Oh, and this is Mark,” he added almost as an afterthought, barely sparing Mark a glance.

Mark watched as Darren leaned down to kiss Madison on the cheek, then whispered something low in her ear that made her giggle softly. The easy intimacy between them only intensified the anger and jealousy already churning hot in Mark’s chest.

Becca and Madison fell into polite small talk while Mark sat there, silently nursing his ridiculous Appletini and trying to fade into the background. He couldn’t even bring himself to look directly at Darren as the younger man continued flirting openly with Becca right in front of both him and Madison. His date either didn’t mind or was too oblivious to notice — though Darren’s behavior wasn’t exactly subtle.

Mark stole a quick glance at Darren’s new girlfriend. She was medium height and slim, with dark hair cut in a soft, curved bob that beautifully framed her face. Her incredible brown eyes sparkled when she laughed, and her full lips parted slightly in amusement at whatever Darren was saying. The blue cocktail dress she wore hugged her figure and displayed more than ample cleavage.

Mark looked away quickly, only to find Becca staring directly at him. His face flushed hot with embarrassment. Had she just caught him checking out Darren’s new girlfriend? He thought he saw a dangerous glint of fire in her blue eyes — something between amusement and warning — but before he could say a word, she turned smoothly back to Darren and Madison.

They continued talking for a few more minutes, mostly ignoring Mark as if he were little more than background noise. More than once, he watched his wife softly stroke Darren’s arm when he said something she found amusing. Each time she did it, her fingers lingering just a second too long, she would subtly glance Mark’s way and give him a small, knowing smile — a private message meant only for him.

Mark fought hard to keep his cool, but jealousy was rising fast and hot inside his chest, tightening like a vice. Every casual touch, every shared laugh between them felt like a deliberate needle twisting deeper.

“Oh shit, here comes the boss,” Darren muttered suddenly. Mark turned to see the senior partner of the firm heading their way from across the room. “Sorry, that’s my queue.”

Darren downed the rest of his drink in one gulp and swept Madison away with him. As they left, he turned his head and mouthed clearly toward Becca, “I’ll call you,” before disappearing into the crowd with his date.

“Well hello, you two,” Mark’s boss bellowed cheerfully as he approached their table.

“Hi David,” Mark said, forcing a smile despite the intense agitation still churning inside him. “You remember my wife, Becca?” He gestured toward her, trying to sound casual.

“Of course I do. How could I forget such a beautiful woman?” David replied warmly, flashing a charming, appreciative smile at Becca as he extended his hand to her.

Becca blushed at the compliment, her cheeks turning a deep, pretty shade of pink.

“Why thank you, David,” Becca said, her voice smooth as silk, warm and inviting. “You clean up quite well yourself.”

She gracefully brushed aside his outstretched hand and stepped forward into his space, wrapping him in a full, lingering hug. Mark watched helplessly as her plump, full breasts pressed firmly against his boss’s chest. The embrace lasted just a heartbeat too long to be purely polite.

“It’s very nice to see you again, Becca,” David continued as she finally pulled back. His gaze drifted slowly over her curves with open appreciation.

At this point, Mark could no longer tell where harmless flirting ended and something more dangerous began. A nagging suspicion crept into his mind — perhaps Becca and his boss already knew each other far better than they were letting on. Their easy rapport felt too natural, too comfortable.

“It’s very nice to see you again as well, David,” Becca replied, blinking up at the older man with those striking blue eyes, her tone soft and almost playful.

David Carson was probably ten years older than Mark, which put him nearly twenty-five years older than Becca. Yet he carried himself with the effortless magnetism of someone who belonged on the cover of GQ. Tall, impeccably groomed, with silver threading through his dark hair, he looked every bit the picture of success — charming smile, commanding presence, and the quiet confidence that came with real power. As he asked how their evening was going and whether they were enjoying the party, his tall frame loomed comfortably over both of them.

To Mark’s relief, David’s wife appeared almost immediately, interrupting the moment before it could stretch any further.

“So sorry to interrupt, David,” Cindy said, smiling warmly at both Mark and Becca. “But the Wallaces are asking for you.”

David’s wife was every bit as beautiful and elegant as her husband was commanding. Probably around Mark’s age, or perhaps even a touch younger, she carried herself with the effortless poise of a debutante — refined, graceful, and perfectly at ease in this world of power and appearances.

“Of course,” David boomed with a theatrical shrug, looking at Mark and Becca. “Duty calls.” He shook Mark’s hand briefly, then turned his full attention to Becca.

“Becca, you are a vision, my dear. I wish you a pleasant night. Take care of our boy here,” he added with a deep chuckle, gesturing toward Mark before finally moving off into the crowd.

Becca let out a soft, delighted giggle as she watched David weave his way through the room, stopping here and there to chat with other colleagues. Mark studied her face carefully, searching for any sign that her interest went beyond harmless flirting. The way her eyes followed his boss made his stomach tighten with fresh suspicion.

“Let’s grab another drink, baby,” she purred, turning to Mark and grabbing his hand with possessive ease.

“Don’t worry, this time I’ll let you pick your own drink. Like a big boy.” She giggled and gave him a quick, teasing kiss on the lips.

When they reached the bar, the bartender greeted them warmly and was already pouring a fresh glass of whiskey for Becca before she even had a chance to speak.

“Yes, thank you,” she said, smiling appreciatively at him. “And what would you like, my love?” she asked, turning to Mark and running her hand slowly up and down his chest in an openly affectionate — yet unmistakably controlling — gesture.

Mark beamed, feeling a rush from her sudden affection and attentiveness.  This was the Becca that he loved, wished that he could get more of.  The Becca that made him feel like a man rather than the mind games that often made him feel insecure and emasculated.  

“Johnny Walker Black, neat,” Mark responded, his voice coming out unintentionally deep and gravelly, as if his body was instinctively trying to reassert some shred of masculinity after the string of small humiliations tonight.

The words hung in the air for a moment. To his left, he heard Becca’s soft giggle — light, musical, and unmistakably amused. He turned toward her, feeling heat rush to his cheeks. When their eyes met, he couldn’t stop the reluctant smile that tugged at his own lips.

Becca, however, deepened her frown dramatically, furrowing her brows in an exaggerated imitation of his stern expression. She leaned in closer, her body brushing against his arm, the scent of her perfume — something expensive, floral, and faintly intoxicating — wrapping around him.

“Johnny Walker Black, neat,” she grumbled in a ridiculous, overly gruff voice, doing her best impression of a tough-guy Eastwood drawl. The moment the words left her mouth, she broke character and burst into bright, unrestrained laughter, her shoulders shaking with genuine delight.

“Easy there, Eastwood,” she continued between giggles, reaching out to rub his arm in an exaggerated, patronizing motion, as though comforting a sulking child. “So sexy and manly. Maybe I need to get you home soon so you can have your way with me.”

Mark couldn’t help but chuckle despite himself, the sound low and slightly embarrassed. The bartender, who had clearly overheard the entire exchange, shot him a quick, knowing smile before sliding the heavy crystal tumbler of whiskey smoothly across the polished bar top.

“Thank you,” Mark replied, turning to pick up the drink. His fingers closed around the cool glass, the amber liquid catching the soft glow of the overhead lights.

He took a large sip of the whiskey, feeling the liquid heat slide down his throat and bloom warmly in his chest. The burn was sharp at first, then mellowed into a comforting glow that slowly softened the edges of his earlier frustration and gnawing insecurity. For a brief moment, he felt a little steadier — until he noticed Becca watching him closely, her blue eyes sparkling with mischievous intent.

She smiled at him coquettishly, then leaned back against the polished bartop, resting her elbows on the smooth surface in a deliberate move that pushed her large, full breasts forward, straining beautifully against the tight black fabric of her dress. The low lighting caught the smooth curve of her cleavage, making it impossible for Mark to look anywhere else for long. She bit her lower lip slowly, then slid one foot out of her heel and rubbed the top of it teasingly up and down his calf.

“You’re so cute when you’re jealous,” she said, her voice soft, low, and playfully intimate, like velvet wrapped around something sharper.

She reached out and trailed her manicured fingers slowly down the front of his shirt, tracing the line of his chest with deliberate sensuality. Mark tensed instantly under her touch, his muscles tightening as a fresh wave of heat rushed through him.

“What do you mean?” he replied, feigning ignorance even as his pulse quickened.

“Oh, seriously?” Becca asked, raising one perfectly arched eyebrow, clearly delighted to keep playing this game. “So it didn’t bother you at all… the way your boss was looking at me?”

Mark nervously lifted the tumbler to his lips again, buying time as he took another slow sip. He shook his head, trying to appear calm.

“Really?” she continued, her tone light and teasing, clearly enjoying herself. “Even the way he was undressing me with his eyes, not even caring that you were standing right there? I really think he was trying to picture what I’d look like without this dress on.”

As she spoke, Becca slowly ran her index finger down the center of Mark’s chest, the light pressure sending electric tingles across his skin. Her finger continued lower until it came to rest playfully on his belt buckle, hooking just slightly beneath the leather.

Mark felt his cock stir and thicken inside his pants, responding eagerly to his wife’s wicked words and the intimate way she was touching him in public. He knew he should be angry — furious, even — at how openly she had flirted with his boss right in front of him. But instead, a deep, shameful arousal was flooding through him, making his breathing shallower. He glanced quickly toward the bartender, but the man was busy elsewhere, paying them no attention.

“Do you think he was imagining how good I am in bed, Mark?” Becca asked, leaning in even closer. Her breath was hot and sweet against his earlobe as she whispered, “How — hard — I — FUCK!”

Becca emphasized each word with an increasingly firm, deliberate squeeze on his now fully erect cock, her fingers pressing rhythmically through the fabric of his trousers.

“How — hard — I — FUCK!”

The final word came out noticeably loud, cutting through the low hum of conversation around them. Mark swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry as he glanced around nervously, heart pounding. He caught the bartender glancing their way with raised eyebrows before the man quickly busied himself with glasses, pretending not to have heard. Becca, meanwhile, was chuckling softly to herself, clearly thrilled by his reaction. Her fingers continued to run slowly up and down the full length of his throbbing cock, stroking him teasingly through his pants as if they were the only two people in the room.

“Come on, baby,” she purred, tugging gently on his hand while flashing a quick, conspiratorial wink at the bartender. “Time for you to take me home.”

Mark’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, but he could barely contain the wild rush of excitement surging through his veins as they made their way toward the elevator. As was so often the case with Becca, the potent cocktail of emotions she had stirred in him throughout the evening — sharp embarrassment, feverish anticipation, and that familiar sting of jealousy — left him vibrating with raw, nervous energy.





Sliding Doors

Just before the elevator doors slid shut behind them, Becca’s hand slid boldly up his thigh. She gave his already-hard cock a firm, possessive squeeze through his trousers. Mark caught sight of one of his colleagues and his wife smiling and waving goodbye from across the hallway. Their expressions shifted instantly when they realized what Becca was doing — the woman’s eyes widened, and both quickly looked away, clearly flustered.

“Fuck, Becca,” Mark breathed, his voice tight and ragged, breath hitching in his throat.

Becca didn’t care who was watching. She didn’t even glance toward the closing doors. With practiced ease, she undid the button and zipper of his trousers right there in the elevator, her fingers slipping inside to wrap around his throbbing cock. Mark hissed sharply as her small, warm hand closed firmly around his shaft, skin against skin. She began stroking him slowly, deliberately, her fingers working up and down his length with expert, teasing pressure — squeezing at the base, gliding smoothly over the sensitive head, then sliding back down again.

The elevator hummed softly as it descended, the mirrored walls reflecting their bodies from every angle. Mark’s heart hammered wildly in his chest, torn between the overwhelming arousal flooding his system and the mortifying awareness that anyone could have seen them just moments ago.

“Oh god,” Mark moaned, his voice low and ragged as he closed his eyes and leaned back heavily against the cool mirrored wall of the elevator.

His wife’s touch was driving him absolutely wild — gentle yet insistent, her fingers gliding smoothly up and down his throbbing cock with practiced confidence. He could feel the heat of her body pressed close against his side, her breasts brushing his arm with every slow stroke. Her hand was already slick with his leaking precum, making each movement wetter, smoother, and more torturous. The wet sounds of her fingers working his shaft filled the small space, mixing with his heavy breathing.

Mark groaned deeply as he cracked his eyes open just enough to watch the floor numbers count down far too quickly: 3… 2… 1… The soft ding of the elevator echoed like a warning as the doors slid open, revealing the nearly deserted lobby below. The marble floors gleamed under the dim nighttime lighting, and only a few distant voices echoed faintly from the far end of the building.

“Come on, baby,” Becca purred, releasing his cock with one last teasing squeeze. She stepped out of the elevator with confident, swaying hips, walking across the polished marble floor without waiting for him.

Mark fumbled frantically with his zipper and trousers, his hands shaking slightly from arousal and embarrassment as he tried to make himself presentable. He hurried after her, catching up just as she pushed open the heavy glass front doors. The cool night air rushed over them, carrying the faint scent of the city — damp pavement, distant exhaust, and the crisp edge of evening.

The young valet looked at them expectantly. Mark handed over the ticket with slightly unsteady fingers, and the man nodded before jogging off across the parking lot to retrieve their car.

Mark moved behind his wife immediately, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her back against him. He pressed his still-hard erection firmly into the soft, rounded curve of her ass, letting her feel exactly how worked up she had gotten him.

“Hmmmm, eager are we?” Becca moaned softly, pushing her hips back against him with a slow, deliberate grind. “Did I get you all worked up in there tonight, baby?”

Mark groaned, his breath hot against her skin as he grazed his bottom lip teasingly along the sensitive shell of her earlobe.

“You know you did,” he replied, his voice thick with need.

He could feel the heat rolling off her body, the undeniable electricity building between them as they stood there in the cool night air, waiting for their car. Her perfume mixed with the subtle scent of her arousal, making his head spin.

Finally, the valet returned, pulling their sleek black car smoothly up to the curb and stepping out of the driver’s seat with professional efficiency. Mark opened the passenger door for Becca first, then quickly slipped the young man a generous tip before climbing into the driver’s side himself.

Without a word, he put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb, the tires humming softly against the empty, late-night streets.

He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on Becca’s smooth, warm thigh, his fingers lightly stroking her soft skin in slow, absent circles. The city lights flickered across her face as they moved through the quiet streets. Becca leaned her head back against the leather headrest, eyes closed, a small, satisfied smile playing on her full lips.

“Mmm, that’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and throaty, clearly enjoying his touch.

Mark could feel her body gradually relaxing under his hand, melting into the seat. Emboldened, he slid his palm higher, slipping beneath the hem of her short black dress until his fingers brushed the delicate edge of her panties. Becca responded immediately with a soft moan, parting her thighs wider in invitation, giving him full access.

He slipped his fingers under the thin lace, encountering the slick, radiating heat of her pussy. She was soaked — drenched in a way that made his cock twitch hard against his zipper. He stroked her slowly, teasingly, circling her swollen clit with the pads of his fingers before dipping lower to trace her slick folds. Becca squirmed in her seat, her breathing growing heavier.

“Holy fuck, you’re so wet,” Mark muttered, his voice rough with lust as he pressed two fingers deeper inside her tight, welcoming heat.

Becca moaned louder, her hips rolling and bucking greedily against his hand, chasing the pleasure he was giving her. The wet sounds of his fingers moving inside her filled the quiet car, obscene and intoxicating.

“Mmmmm, that’s right,” Becca whispered, reaching down to the side of her seat and reclining it further back with a soft mechanical whir. She spread her legs even wider, completely shameless. “I think your boss got me all wet, Mark,” she purred, her voice dripping with wicked delight.

Mark’s brow furrowed sharply. He shot an angry, sideways glance at his wife, but her eyes remained firmly closed, that same small, satisfied smile still curving her lips. The words hit him like a slap, stirring up the jealousy that had been simmering all evening.

He wondered — not for the first time tonight — whether she was saying these things just to push his buttons, to watch him squirm, or if there was something more truthful hidden beneath the teasing.

“Becca,” he hesitated, his voice tight with frustration even as he hated the idea of stopping and ruining the growing heat between them. “You know I don’t like it when you talk about him like that,” he muttered, reluctantly sliding his fingers out of her slick pussy and beginning to withdraw his hand entirely.

But just as his hand began to slide out of her panties, Becca’s fingers snapped around his wrist with surprising strength. Without opening her eyes, she guided his hand firmly back between her thighs, pressing his fingers once again against her dripping, heated sex.

“Yes you do, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with condescending sweetness, calm and utterly in control.

Mark stared at her wide-eyed, completely taken aback by how effortlessly she had dismissed his protest. His mouth opened, but no words came out at first. The casual dominance in her tone left him stunned.

“What? No — I mean it, Becca, I —” he stammered, heat rising in his face as embarrassment and frustration collided inside him.

“Ssshhhhhhh,” she shushed him softly, her voice low and unwavering, almost soothing in its authority. At the same moment, she reached over with her free hand and gave his aching, straining cock a much firmer, possessive squeeze through the front of his pants, her fingers pressing deliberately along his full length.

“Less talk, baby,” she whispered, her breath warm and steady. “More fingering, please.”

Her words hung in the quiet darkness of the car like a gentle command wrapped in silk. Mark’s heart hammered in his chest. He could feel her slick arousal coating his fingers again, her pussy noticeably hotter and wetter than before. The contrast between her relaxed, reclined posture and the iron grip she had on both his wrist and his cock left him dizzy.

Part of him wanted to argue, to push back against her casual dismissal of his feelings. But another, much stronger part — the part currently throbbing painfully in her hand — was already surrendering. His fingers instinctively began to move again, sliding slowly through her soaked folds, circling her swollen clit with renewed obedience as the car continued gliding through the empty streets.

Becca moaned softly, the sound low and throaty, as she began to grind shamelessly against his hand. Mark continued stroking her smooth, soaked pussy, marveling at the intense heat radiating from her core and the silky slickness of her swollen folds. Every time his fingers glided over her, they came away wetter, coated in her abundant arousal.

As he explored her more deeply, he shifted his attention to her sensitive clit, circling it deliberately with the pads of his fingers before giving it firm, rhythmic strokes. Becca gasped sharply, her body jerking in the passenger seat as waves of pleasure visibly rippled through her. The sight of his beautiful young wife writhing under his touch — hips rolling, back arching slightly, lips parted in ecstasy — was driving him absolutely crazy with lust.

He was quickly losing himself in the moment. His own cock throbbed painfully hard in his pants, straining against the fabric as he struggled to keep at least some of his attention on the dark, empty road ahead. The car drifted slightly in its lane before he corrected it, heart racing from both arousal and the risky thrill of what they were doing.

Becca continued rocking her hips back and forth with increasing urgency, riding his fingers like she was chasing something vital. Her breathing grew heavier, more ragged.

“Fuck, yes, baby,” she gasped, her eyes still tightly closed in pure, selfish bliss as she ground herself harder against his hand, using him for her pleasure.

Mark’s wrist began to cramp from the awkward angle, so he tried to reposition his hand, pushing his slick fingers deeper inside her tight, clenching heat. Her inner walls fluttered and squeezed around his digits as he stroked her faster, feeling her arousal build with every passing second. The wet, obscene sounds of his fingers pumping in and out of her filled the quiet interior of the car.

“Mmmmmm, David,” she whimpered softly, her voice pitching higher with raw need.

The name hit Mark like a bucket of ice water.

They almost went off the road.

Mark’s head snapped violently to the side, eyes wide with disbelief as the name left her lips. The car swerved sharply, tires squealing for a terrifying second before he jerked the wheel back, heart slamming against his ribs. His mouth hung open in pure shock, words failing him completely.

Before he could even draw breath to speak, Becca grabbed his wrist with both hands and yanked hard, forcing his fingers even deeper into her soaking, clenching pussy. At the same moment, she ground her hips down forcefully against his hand, using him with shameless hunger.

“Oh fuck, yes, David,” she moaned loudly, her voice raw and uninhibited, echoing inside the car. “Finger that tight married pussy!”

Suddenly her hips were bucking wildly, riding his fingers with desperate, frantic need. Mark could feel her inner walls spasming and clenching tightly around his digits as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. Her thighs trembled violently, her back arched off the reclined seat, and her full breasts heaved with every ragged breath.

“MMMMMMMMMM, FUCK… FUCK… FUCK… YESSSSSSSS!”

She was completely lost in another world now, consumed entirely by the shattering intensity of her climax. Her eyes stayed tightly shut, her face twisted in pure ecstasy as wave after wave tore through her body. She seemed utterly unaware — or perhaps simply indifferent — to the sharp stab of shock and hurt flashing across Mark’s face.

He struggled desperately to keep his eyes on the dark road ahead, knuckles white on the steering wheel, while Becca continued riding out the last powerful spasms of her orgasm. Her hips kept moving in smaller, greedy circles, her moans gradually softening into breathless gasps as the pleasure slowly ebbed.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she loosened her iron grip on his wrist and carefully pulled his hand out from under her panties. A wet, squelching sound filled the car as his slick fingers slid free, absolutely drenched in her thick arousal. The scent of her sex hung heavy in the confined space.

Mark looked over at her, his heart heavy, his stomach twisting with a sickening mix of betrayal, jealousy, and lingering arousal. His head was spinning so badly he felt dizzy.

“What the fuck, Becca?” he blurted out, his voice cracking with raw emotion.

He couldn’t believe what had just happened — what she had said. It felt like a vicious slap in the face. A deep, intimate betrayal delivered right at the peak of her pleasure, while he was the one literally inside her.

But Becca simply smiled — a soft, lazy, post-orgasm smile — and leaned over to place a gentle, almost tender kiss on his cheek.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she said sweetly, her voice still slightly breathless. “I guess I just got little bit carried away.”





How To Respond?

Mark didn’t know how to respond. His mind was reeling, spinning in chaotic circles. He was hurt — deeply hurt — and profoundly confused by what had just happened. The sting of hearing his boss’s name on his wife’s lips during her orgasm still burned like acid in his chest. Yet beneath that pain, his body continued to betray him. He was still incredibly, painfully turned on, his cock throbbing hard against his zipper, aching for release.

He finally spun the car into their driveway, the tires crunching over gravel, and slammed it into park with more force than necessary. He spun in his seat to confront her, anger rising hot in his throat — but before he could get a single word out, Becca leaned toward him with a soft, sultry purr.

“Here, baby,” she whispered, her voice dripping with honeyed sweetness. She gently took his wrist and guided his still-glistening hand toward his mouth. “Taste me.”

Mark looked at her, then down at his sticky fingers. They were coated thickly with her arousal, shiny and slick under the dim glow of the driveway lights. The potent, musky scent of her pussy filled the car, making his head spin and his cock twitch violently. The smell alone was enough to weaken his resolve.

He hesitated for only a second before slowly parting his lips. Becca guided two of his fingers into his mouth with deliberate care. He closed his lips around them and began to suck, swirling his tongue over the slick digits, savoring the salty-sweet, intoxicating taste of his wife’s essence. A deep shiver ran down his spine as the familiar flavor flooded his senses.

Becca’s eyes were locked on him the entire time, dark with wicked desire, a knowing smile playing across her full lips as she watched him clean her juices from his own fingers like an obedient lover.

Mark closed his eyes, losing himself in the act. For a few blissful moments, the taunting words she had moaned earlier — “David” — faded into the background. There was simply nothing on earth that turned him on more than the taste and scent of his wife’s arousal, and she knew it. She knew exactly how to use it against him.

Becca watched him intently, her breathing growing heavier. She moved closer, pressing her body against his as she leaned in. Her soft lips found his, kissing him deeply even as he continued sucking her essence from his fingers. Mark groaned low in his throat, the sound vibrating between them. He felt himself growing even harder as she nipped playfully at his lower lip, teasing him with the tip of her tongue.

In that moment, he let go of his inhibitions. The weight of what she had said in the car became a distant, hazy thought. All that mattered was her mouth on his, her taste on his tongue, and the heat radiating from her body. He reached up with his free hand, threading his fingers through her long, silky blonde hair and pulling her closer, deepening the kiss with sudden hunger.

Her breath was hot and sweet against his lips. She moaned softly into his mouth as the kiss grew more passionate, more desperate, their tongues sliding and tangling together in the darkened car.

Mark knew he should be angry. He should be furious with his wife for moaning another man’s name while she came on his fingers — especially his boss’s name. The hurt and betrayal still lingered like a sharp thorn in his chest, but right now, in this moment, overwhelming desire drowned out everything else. Raw, desperate need surged through his veins like fire, making his cock throb painfully and his hands tremble with urgency. He wanted her. He needed her. Nothing else mattered.

He forcefully pushed the taunting memory of her words out of his mind as he slid both hands down to her waist, gripping the soft fabric of her dress. With impatient hunger, he tugged the hem upward, bunching it around her hips to expose the smooth skin of her thighs and the soaked lace of her panties. But Becca immediately pushed his hands away with surprising firmness.

“Inside,” she commanded, her voice low, authoritative, and leaving no room for argument. She climbed out of the car with graceful confidence and began walking toward the house, her hips swaying seductively with every step.

Mark followed like an eager puppy, his heart pounding wildly in his chest. His eyes were glued to the hypnotic movement of her ass in that tight black dress, the way the fabric clung to her curves and rode up slightly with each stride. The sharp click of her heels against the stone pathway cut through the heavy silence of the night, the only sound besides the frantic beating of his own pulse.

The moment they stepped inside the house and the front door clicked shut behind them, Becca spun around to face him. Without warning, she shoved him hard against the closed door, the impact knocking the breath from his lungs. Mark instinctively reached for her, desperate to pull her close, but she slapped his hands away with a sharp, playful smack. A wicked, knowing smile curved her lips as she stared up at him, eyes dark with lust and power.

“Take off your clothes,” she ordered, her voice firm and commanding, her gaze locked intensely on his. There was no softness in it now — only pure, unyielding dominance.

Mark wasted no time. His fingers flew to his shirt, tearing at the buttons with frantic urgency. One button popped off completely and skittered across the hardwood floor with a tiny clatter, but he didn’t care. He kicked off his shoes, nearly tripping in his haste, then shoved his pants down his legs and stepped out of them, leaving the expensive fabric pooled at his feet.

He stood before her in nothing but his black boxer briefs, chest heaving, his erection straining obscenely against the thin fabric.

Becca’s gaze raked slowly over his body like a predator assessing her prey. Her eyes lingered deliberately on the prominent bulge tenting his underwear. She reached out and ran one manicured finger teasingly along the outline of his cock through the material, feeling it twitch and jump eagerly beneath her touch.

“Mmm, you’re so hard, baby,” she purred, giving him a playful little pout that somehow managed to look both innocent and dangerously wicked at the same time.

Mark didn’t hesitate. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs and shoved them down to his ankles, letting his painfully erect cock spring free. It slapped heavily against his stomach, already glistening at the tip with a thick bead of precum.

“Mmmm, so cute,” Becca said thoughtfully, tilting her head as she studied his throbbing length. She reached out and traced a single index finger slowly from his balls all the way up to the swollen head, collecting the shiny precum on her fingertip. With a soft smile, she brought her finger to his lips.

Mark flinched for a split second, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his face at the idea of tasting his own precum. But he was already too far gone, too lost in the heat of the moment to resist. He slowly parted his lips and allowed her to slide her slick finger into his mouth. The taste was bitter and slightly salty on his tongue.

“Good boy,” she whispered approvingly, running her now-slick finger sensually over his bottom lip, painting it with the remnants of his own arousal.

Wait… did she just call my dick cute? The thought hit Mark like a cold splash of water. A fresh wave of inadequacy washed over him, especially after the way she had moaned another man’s name earlier that night. The word “cute” felt small. Diminishing. Especially coming from her.

But Becca seemed to sense the brief hesitation in his eyes. She leaned in close, her warm breath brushing against his ear as she whispered softly, “Don’t worry, baby. I don’t mind the size of your penis.”

Her lips grazed his earlobe with every word. Mark’s stomach twisted. She usually called it his cock — raw, dirty, and hungry. The deliberate use of the clinical word “penis” felt intentional, almost clinical, as if she were gently tolerating something less than ideal. It didn’t exactly fill him with confidence. If anything, it made him feel even smaller.

His head was spinning, caught between aching arousal and stinging humiliation.

“Do you want me to take care of this little guy?” she asked sweetly, wrapping her thumb and index finger easily around his shaft, her grip light but possessive.

Mark groaned deeply, his head falling back against the closed front door with a soft thud. The cool wood pressed against his shoulders as Becca’s soft, warm hand wrapped firmly around his throbbing cock. She began to stroke him with agonizing slowness, her grip confident and sure, sliding from the root all the way up to the swollen, leaking tip and back down again.

Every deliberate pump made him swell even harder in her palm. His balls drew up tight against his body, heavy and aching with pent-up need. The wet sound of her hand working his slick shaft filled the quiet entryway, mixing with his ragged breathing.

With her free hand, Becca gracefully pulled the top of her elegant black dress down over her shoulders, revealing the lacy bra beneath. She reached behind her back, unfastened the clasp with practiced ease, and let the bra fall away completely. Her perfect, full breasts spilled free, heavy and beautiful, her nipples already tight and flushed a dark pink from arousal.

Mark’s mouth went dry at the sight. He couldn’t stop himself. He reached out desperately, hungry to feel the soft weight of her breasts in his hands, to squeeze them, to pinch those hard nipples between his fingers.

But Becca smacked his hands away sharply, shaking her head with a disapproving little smile.

“Naughty boy,” she scolded softly, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “You don’t get to touch those. Not yet, at least.”

Mark whimpered — a small, pathetic sound of pure frustration and protest that escaped before he could hold it back. He was painfully turned on, his entire body trembling with the desperate need for release. Every slow stroke of her hand pushed him closer to the edge, yet she kept him carefully controlled.

Becca slowly eased herself down to her knees in front of him, never breaking eye contact. Her movements were graceful and deliberate, like a queen lowering herself for her subject. She spread her thighs slightly apart, and Mark could clearly see the glistening wetness coating her inner thighs and the smooth lips of her pussy.

“Do you think I should take care of this for you, baby?” she asked sweetly, still stroking him with just her thumb and index finger in a torturously light grip. “Have you been good?”

Mark groaned deep in his throat, unable to tear his gaze away from the slick evidence of her arousal dripping down her thighs. The sight combined with her slow, teasing strokes was driving him insane.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice hoarse and desperate as she continued to work his cock with maddening patience.

“Please,” Mark begged, his voice cracking with raw desperation. He no longer cared how pathetic he sounded. In that moment, he needed her more than air — he would have done anything, said anything, just to sink into her tight, wet heat and finally find relief.

Becca’s lips curled into a wicked, knowing smile. Still on her knees, she reached down between her spread thighs and slowly traced her fingers over her swollen clit, letting out a soft, sensual sigh of her own pleasure.

Mark’s breath hitched sharply in his throat as he watched her touch herself. His cock throbbed painfully in her grip, leaking steadily as her fingers moved in lazy, deliberate circles over her slick, glistening folds. He couldn’t tear his eyes away — the sight of his beautiful wife pleasuring herself while holding him captive was almost too much to bear.

“Mmmmm, but you haven’t, have you?” she purred, suddenly stopping her strokes on his cock and squeezing the shaft with just enough pressure to make it hurt in the most delicious, frustrating way.

“Ahhh,” Mark groaned, looking down at her with wide, pleading eyes. “What do you mean?”

Becca continued circling her clit with slow, teasing movements, her hips rocking gently as she let out another soft sigh of pleasure.

“Did you think I didn’t see you tonight?” she continued, her voice deceptively sweet. “See you drooling over Darren’s girlfriend? Staring at her tits like you wanted to bury your face between them. Were you trying to embarrass me, Mark?”

Mark inhaled sharply, a fresh wave of guilt and embarrassment crashing over him. He realized with a sinking feeling that his wife had caught him. It had only been a quick glance — or at least that’s what he told himself — but apparently it hadn’t been quick enough.

“No, I didn’t mean to,” he said weakly, his voice trembling. “I just glanced that way and they were just… there. I mean, her dress didn’t hide much. It was hard not to look.”

Becca stared up at him intently for several long, agonizing seconds, her fingers still lazily playing with her own pussy while she kept his cock trapped in her other hand. The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy.

Then, slowly, she began stroking him again — long, smooth, torturously slow pumps that made his knees weak.

“Oh, I see,” she said, her tone light but laced with dangerous amusement. “So if they’re just sticking out, then it’s okay to ogle them in front of all of your co-workers? Is that what you’re saying?”

Becca’s voice remained perfectly calm, almost conversational, but Mark could hear the sharp edge of severity beneath the sweetness. It sent a cold shiver down his spine even as her hand continued working his aching shaft with slow, deliberate strokes, squeezing another thick bead of precum from the swollen head.

He was so close — dangerously close — teetering right on the edge of release.

“So with that logic,” she continued softly, “you would be perfectly okay if I stared at Darren’s cock in front of all of your friends and co-workers? Because it sticks out too, Mark.” She let out a low, throaty moan and closed her eyes for a moment, as if savoring a vivid memory. “Mmmmmmm, believe me… it’s really big, Mark. Thick and heavy. I’m sure he was bulging noticeably in his pants when he was talking to me tonight. But I didn’t ogle it, did I, Mark?”

Her grip tightened around his cock, almost painfully, as she kept stroking him with maddening control.

“I kept my gaze focused politely on his face, like civilized people do. But you didn’t, did you?”

Her words landed like a slap across the face. Hearing his wife speak so fondly, so vividly about her ex-boyfriend’s big cock — remembering its size, its shape, how it had looked in his pants — was absolutely devastating. The casual way she compared it to what she was currently holding in her hand made Mark’s stomach twist with shame and inadequacy.

“Becca, I’m so sorry,” he stammered, looking down at her with wide, pleading eyes. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I swear.”

Becca looked up at him with an expression of pure disappointment, her fingers still lazily circling her clit as she knelt before him.

“But you did embarrass me, Mark,” she said quietly, her body trembling slightly as her own pleasure continued to build.

Mark could see she was getting closer to her second orgasm — her thighs quivering, her breathing growing shallower, her nipples tight and flushed. The sight only made his own desperate need worse.

“I’m going to forgive you this time,” she said at last.

Mark let out a shaky sigh of relief, his hips twitching involuntarily into her hand. God, he was so fucking close. If she would just speed up a little, just give him a few firm strokes, he could finally cum.

“But here’s what I’m going to do,” she continued, her voice dropping into a wicked whisper. “I didn’t stare at Darren’s substantial cock while it was right there, just inches from me. I wouldn’t disrespect you like that in front of all those people.” She paused, letting the words sink in before delivering the final blow. “But I’m going to think about it now, Marky.”

Hearing his wife call him “Marky” — exactly the way Darren had done earlier that night — felt like a dagger straight to the heart. She knew how much he hated that nickname. She knew how deeply he despised Darren for constantly using it to belittle him. And yet here she was, deliberately weaponizing it, twisting the knife deeper into his already wounded pride while she knelt at his feet.

“Mmmmmmm,” Becca moaned, her eyes squeezed tightly shut now, lost in her own fantasy. “I’m going to think about how big that cock of his was, Marky… How thick and heavy it felt in my small hands, just like…”

She opened her eyes slowly and looked down at her hand wrapped so easily around her husband’s much smaller erection. A low, throaty chuckle escaped her lips, full of dark amusement.

“Well… not quite like this, I guess,” she said, giving him a wicked, knowing grin that made Mark’s stomach drop.

Then she leaned in closer, her full lips hovering barely an inch from the glistening head of his penis, her warm breath ghosting over the sensitive skin as she whispered,

“I’m going to think about how it felt in my hand when I stroked it… How he would roughly grab me by the head with both hands as I waited for him to explode.”

Becca was almost panting now, her voice climbing higher in pitch, growing breathier and more urgent. Her fingers moved faster and faster over her swollen clit, circling with frantic need. Her thighs trembled visibly, and Mark could see her hips rocking as another powerful orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” Mark whimpered, staring down at her in helpless humiliation. The sting of her words burned like acid, but it was completely drowned out by his desperate, aching need to cum. His cock pulsed violently in her hand, leaking steadily, every nerve ending screaming for release.

“How I would — UNGHH, beg for it!” Becca grunted, her voice breaking with raw pleasure.

She suddenly released Mark’s cock completely, letting it slap heavily against his stomach. At the same moment, she pressed her free hand hard against his abdomen, bracing herself as her second powerful orgasm crashed over her like a storm.

Mark let out a loud, frustrated groan at the sudden loss of contact. His aching cock twitched violently in the cool air, denied at the worst possible moment. He stared down at his wife in helpless fascination as she rode out the intense wave of pleasure. Her chest heaved, her breathing came in heavy, desperate pants, and her trembling fingers moved faster and faster over her swollen clit, chasing every last pulse of ecstasy.

“Oh, GOD!” she gasped sharply, her entire body convulsing hard against the floor. Her thighs shook violently, her hips bucked, and a fresh rush of wetness coated her fingers as she came hard, moaning openly in front of him.

Mark couldn’t help himself. The sight of his wife lost in such intense pleasure while his own orgasm hovered just out of reach was unbearable. Instinctively, his hand shot down toward his throbbing cock, desperate for even one firm stroke to push him over the edge.

But before his fingers could close around his shaft, Becca’s hands suddenly shot up and seized both of his wrists. With surprising strength, she slammed them back against the wooden door behind him, pinning them firmly in place. He was completely helpless now, unable to touch himself.

His cock twitched and jerked desperately in the empty space between them, the swollen purple head straining forward, aching for any kind of friction. Mark shoved his hips forward instinctively, pressing the leaking tip against her soft bottom lip. Becca opened her mouth just enough — careful not to let him slide inside — but allowed his throbbing cock to bounce and twitch hotly against her lip as his orgasm finally tore through him.

“Ohhh, fuck — fuck — AAHHH!!” he cried out, his voice cracking with overwhelming release.

Thick ropes of semen erupted violently from the tip of his cock, splattering across Becca’s lips and landing directly onto her waiting tongue. Pulse after pulse shot out as his hips jerked uncontrollably. He watched in humiliated fascination as his pulsating head danced and twitched on her bottom lip, coating her pretty mouth with his thick, white seed.

Becca moaned softly around the taste of him, her eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. She swirled her tongue slowly, savoring the flavor of his cum, before finally closing her lips and swallowing every last drop with an audible gulp. Then, with deliberate sensuality, she swiped the remaining streaks of semen from her lips and chin with her finger and slowly sucked it clean, never once breaking eye contact with him.

Mark’s heart was still racing, his legs weak and trembling from the intensity of the orgasm that had just torn through him. He leaned heavily against the door, trying to catch his breath as Becca’s taunting words replayed relentlessly in his mind like a cruel loop.

She had brought herself to a shattering orgasm while fantasizing about jerking off her ex-boyfriend’s oversized cock — Darren’s cock. Then, with deliberate cruelty, she had deprived Mark of any contact at the critical moment, almost ruining his own climax, only to tease him to one of the hardest, most explosive orgasms he could ever remember having.

Becca reached down and gently took his softening shaft in her warm hand. She began to stroke him lightly, almost tenderly, her fingers massaging the sensitive skin as her eyes never left his.

“Did you like that, baby?” she asked in a sultry, satisfied voice.

He could only nod dumbly, his mind still clouded in a thick fog of post-orgasmic haze and lingering shame. Becca finally rose gracefully to her feet and pressed a gentle, lingering kiss to his lips. The faint, salty taste of his own semen still lingered on her tongue, a intimate reminder of what had just happened.

“I know you did, Mark,” she whispered hotly against his ear, her warm breath sending fresh shivers racing down his spine. “I know exactly what you like… what turns you on, baby.”

She stepped back and let her gaze travel slowly over his naked body, taking her time. Mark suddenly felt painfully self-conscious and exposed under her scrutiny. Her eyes lingered deliberately on his now-shriveled penis, and he fought the urge to cover himself with his hands. The memory of how favorably she had spoken about Darren’s size — and how dismissively she had referred to his own — burned hot in his chest.

Finally, Becca let out a deep, contented sigh and gave him a quick, almost affectionate peck on the cheek.

“I’m really tired,” she said casually. “I’m going to bed.”

With that, she turned and strolled down the hallway toward the bedroom, her hips swaying with that same confident, unhurried grace, leaving Mark standing there completely naked and dumbfounded in the entryway.

He watched her go, a heavy sense of unease washing over him like a cold tide. Becca’s games had always been intense, but tonight felt particularly cruel. She had spent the entire evening flirting shamelessly with other men — driving him insane with jealousy — and then somehow twisted everything around so that he ended up apologizing to her. He wasn’t sure how much more of this emotional whiplash he could take.

And yet… as much as he wanted to deny it, her tormenting words and calculated denial had pushed him to what might have been the most intense orgasm of his entire life. It made no logical sense. How could something that hurt so much also feel so devastatingly good?

As he finally made his way down the hallway to the bedroom, the feelings of jealousy continued to plague his mind like restless ghosts. He loved Becca so much — more than he had ever loved anyone — but a dark question kept circling in his head: Did she regret marrying him? Was she already becoming bored with their life together? Did she feel like she was missing out on something bigger, something more exciting… with younger, fitter, much better-endowed men?

That painful thought refused to leave him, even as he climbed into the large, cold bed beside her. The sheets felt chilly against his still-flushed skin, and the space between them suddenly seemed wider than it ever had before.


The Morning After

Mark woke long before dawn, the bedroom still wrapped in soft, silvery darkness. The only light came from the thin gap between the heavy curtains, casting pale stripes across the rumpled sheets. He lay motionless on his side of the king-sized bed, heart already hammering unevenly in his chest, unable to fall back asleep.

Becca slept peacefully beside him, her breathing slow and deep. She looked almost ethereal in the faint morning light — long blonde hair fanned out across the pillow like spun silk, one smooth shoulder bare where the sheet had slipped down during the night. Her full lips were slightly parted, and there, at the corners of her mouth, lingered the faintest trace of a satisfied, almost smug little smile.

That smile haunted him.

Mark couldn’t stop the memories from flooding back in vivid, merciless detail. The way she had moaned another man’s name while his fingers were buried inside her. The casual cruelty in her voice when she described Darren’s thick cock. The wicked chuckle when she compared it to his own smaller one. The way she had pinned his wrists to the door and made him explode onto her tongue while calling him “Marky.”

Every word, every touch, every humiliating detail played on repeat in his mind.

And the worst part — the part that made shame burn hot across his skin — was that his cock was already stirring again beneath the sheets, twitching with fresh interest at the mere recollection of her dominance.

He turned his head slightly to study her face more closely. She looked so serene, so beautifully composed even in sleep. There was no trace of guilt, no hint of regret on her features. If anything, she seemed more relaxed and radiant than she had in weeks. Like a woman who had finally tasted freedom and found it delicious.

A quiet, gnawing fear settled deep in Mark’s chest.

What have I created? he thought, his throat tightening. What have I unleashed in her?

Becca shifted in her sleep, letting out a soft, contented sigh. The movement caused the white sheet to slide lower, revealing the generous curve of her breasts. One rosy nipple peeked out, still slightly flushed from the previous night’s activities. Mark’s gaze locked onto it helplessly. His mouth went dry. Even after everything she had put him through, he still wanted her with a hunger that frightened him.

He swallowed hard and forced himself to look away, staring instead at the ceiling. His mind raced with questions he was terrified to ask.

Did she regret marrying him? Was she already growing bored with their life together? Was this new, bolder version of Becca the real her — the one that had been hiding beneath the surface all along, waiting for him to accidentally give her permission to come out?

The thought made his stomach twist painfully.

Becca stirred again, this time more deliberately. Her long lashes fluttered, and she slowly opened her eyes. For a few silent seconds she simply looked at him, those striking blue eyes still soft with sleep but already sparkling with something far more dangerous — amusement, affection, and unmistakable hunger.

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips.

“Good morning, baby,” she murmured, her voice low and husky, still carrying the remnants of last night’s passion.

She rolled onto her side to face him fully, the sheet slipping down even further until both of her perfect breasts were exposed. She made no attempt to cover herself. Instead, she stretched languidly, arching her back like a cat in the sun, clearly enjoying the way his eyes devoured her.

Mark tried to speak, but the words caught in his throat. “Morning,” he finally managed, his voice rough and unsteady.

Becca reached out and traced a single fingertip slowly down the center of his chest, following the line of his sternum all the way to his stomach. She stopped just above where the sheet tented over his growing erection.

“You were watching me sleep again,” she whispered, her tone playful but laced with knowing satisfaction. “Thinking about last night?”

Mark’s face burned with heat. He wanted to deny it. He wanted to tell her how much it had hurt him, how confused and angry and terrified he still felt. But the way she was looking at him — confident, amused, and undeniably aroused — made every protest die before it could leave his lips.

Becca’s smile widened, as though she could read every single conflicted, shameful thought running through his head.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, leaning in so close that her warm breath brushed against his ear. Her fingers continued their lazy trail lower, slipping beneath the sheet to brush teasingly against the base of his hardening cock.

“I’m not finished playing with you yet.”

Becca eventually slipped out of bed with a contented stretch, completely naked and unashamed. Mark watched from the sheets as she padded across the bedroom toward the en-suite bathroom, her hips swaying with that effortless, confident grace she seemed to have perfected overnight. The morning light caught every curve of her body — the full swell of her breasts, the smooth dip of her waist, the firm roundness of her ass. She didn’t bother closing the bathroom door.

He heard the shower start a moment later.

Mark lay there for several minutes, staring at the ceiling, his mind still tangled in knots. Part of him wanted to stay in bed and avoid whatever game she had planned for the day. Another, much louder part needed to see her again — needed to understand what was happening between them.

Eventually he forced himself up, pulled on a pair of loose gray sweatpants, and made his way downstairs to the kitchen. The house felt strangely quiet, the only sound the distant hiss of the shower upstairs.

He started the coffee maker out of habit, then stood at the large kitchen island, gripping the edge of the marble countertop as if it could anchor him. His thoughts kept drifting back to last night: the way she had moaned David’s name, the cruel comparison to Darren, the casual way she had swallowed his cum while looking him dead in the eyes.

The aroma of fresh coffee filled the kitchen just as Becca appeared at the top of the stairs.

She was wearing one of his white dress shirts — nothing else. The hem barely reached the middle of her thighs, and the top few buttons were left deliberately undone, offering teasing glimpses of her cleavage with every step. Her hair was still damp from the shower, falling in loose, sexy waves around her shoulders. She looked radiant. Dangerous.

“Morning again,” she said brightly, flashing him a warm smile as she entered the kitchen. She walked straight up to him, rose onto her tiptoes, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. “Did you make coffee for me?”

Mark nodded, suddenly feeling tongue-tied. “Yeah… just finished.”

Becca hummed happily and reached past him to grab a mug, her body brushing deliberately against his. She poured herself a cup, added a splash of cream, and leaned back against the counter opposite him, cradling the mug in both hands.

“So,” she began casually, taking a slow sip, “how are you feeling this morning?”

Mark swallowed. “I… I don’t know.”

Becca tilted her head, studying him with those piercing blue eyes. “Come on, baby. Be honest. Last night was pretty intense.”

She set her mug down and stepped closer, placing her hands on his bare chest. Her thumbs traced lazy circles over his skin.

“I had a lot of fun,” she continued softly. “Did you?”

Mark’s cock twitched inside his sweatpants at the memory. He hated how easily his body responded to her. “It was… a lot,” he admitted, his voice low.

Becca smiled, clearly pleased with his answer. She slid one hand lower, brushing her fingers over the growing bulge in his pants.

“You came so hard for me,” she whispered, her breath warm against his neck. “Even after I was thinking about someone else. That turned you on, didn’t it?”

Mark’s face burned. He wanted to deny it, but his cock was already hardening under her touch.

Becca gave him a gentle squeeze through the fabric.

“It’s okay, baby,” she purred. “You don’t have to hide it from me. I already know.”

She stepped back slightly and hopped up to sit on the edge of the kitchen island, letting her legs swing playfully. The oversized shirt rode higher on her thighs, revealing that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“I have my tennis lesson with Steve this afternoon,” she said, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “He texted me this morning. Said he’s looking forward to working on my backhand.”

Mark’s stomach tightened instantly. The casual way she mentioned Steve’s name after last night felt deliberate.

Becca watched his reaction closely, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“He’s such a good coach,” she continued, tilting her head. “Very… hands-on. I think I’m going to wear that little white tennis skirt you like. The one that barely covers my ass.”

She took another slow sip of coffee, then added with a sweet smile:

“Would you like me to tell you everything that happens during my lesson when I get home?”

Mark stood frozen, his heart pounding, his cock now fully hard and obvious in his sweatpants.

Becca’s gaze dropped to the tent in his pants and she let out a soft, delighted laugh.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Already getting excited just thinking about it.”

She set her mug aside and crooked a finger at him, beckoning him closer.

“Come here, baby,” she said gently. “Let’s have a little talk before I go.”

Mark stepped closer until he stood between Becca’s slightly parted thighs. She was still perched on the edge of the kitchen island, wearing nothing but his oversized white dress shirt. The hem had ridden up high enough that he could see the smooth, bare skin of her pussy just inches away. The scent of her body — fresh from the shower but already showing faint traces of renewed arousal — filled the space between them.

Becca reached out and gently cupped his face with both hands, forcing him to look directly into her eyes.

“I want to talk about last night,” she said softly, her voice calm but serious. “And I want you to be completely honest with me.”

Mark’s pulse thundered in his ears. He nodded slowly, unable to look away from her.

Becca’s thumbs stroked his cheeks tenderly.

“Did it turn you on when I moaned David’s name in the car?” she asked, her tone gentle but direct.

Mark hesitated, shame flooding his face. His cock, however, gave an involuntary twitch inside his sweatpants.

Becca smiled knowingly.

“It’s okay, baby. You can tell me the truth. I already felt how hard you got when I said it.”

Mark swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yes,” he whispered, barely audible. “It… it turned me on.”

Becca’s smile widened with satisfaction. She leaned in and placed a soft kiss on his lips before pulling back just enough to keep eye contact.

“And when I was talking about Darren’s big cock… when I told you how thick it felt in my hand… how he used to grab my head while I sucked him… did that make you jealous?”

Mark’s stomach clenched. The memory of her words hit him again like a fresh wound.

“Yes,” he admitted, his voice cracking slightly.

“But it also made you harder than you’ve been in a long time, didn’t it?”

He closed his eyes for a second, humiliated by how easily she could read him. “Yes.”

Becca rewarded him by sliding one hand down his chest and slipping it inside his sweatpants. Her fingers wrapped around his fully hard cock and gave it a slow, affectionate stroke.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “That’s what I thought.”

She continued stroking him lazily as she spoke, keeping her voice soft and intimate, like they were sharing secrets.

“I loved how you reacted last night, Mark. The way your cock throbbed every time I pushed you. The way you came so hard when I made you listen to me fantasizing about another man.” She gave him a firmer squeeze. “It made me so wet knowing I could do that to you.”

Mark let out a shaky breath, his hips twitching forward into her hand.

Becca’s expression grew a little more serious, though her hand never stopped its slow, teasing rhythm.

“I’m not going to lie to you,” she continued. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while. Ever since you told me about your fantasy with Nathalie… I realized I liked the idea of having that kind of power. Of being able to explore and enjoy other men while you watch… while you get turned on by it.”

She paused, letting her words sink in.

“I want to keep playing, baby. But I need to know where your limits are. So tell me the truth — do you want me to stop? Or do you want me to keep going… maybe even go further?”

Mark’s mind spun. Part of him wanted to beg her to stop, to go back to the way things were before. But another, much darker and stronger part — the part currently throbbing in her hand — desperately wanted her to continue.

“I… I don’t know,” he stammered.

Becca tilted her head, her eyes softening with understanding even as her grip tightened slightly around his cock.

“Then let me make it easier for you,” she whispered. “This afternoon I have my tennis lesson with Steve. I want you to give me permission to be a little more… friendly with him. Maybe let him touch me more than necessary. Maybe let things get a little flirty. And when I come home, I want you to listen while I tell you everything that happened.”

She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear.

“And if you’re a really good boy… maybe next time I’ll let you watch.”

Mark’s cock jerked hard in her hand at her words. Becca smiled against his ear.

“Say it, baby,” she coaxed gently. “Tell me it’s okay if I flirt with Steve today. Tell me you want me to.”

Mark’s breathing was ragged. His pride screamed at him to refuse, but his body and his deepest desires betrayed him completely.

“It’s… it’s okay,” he whispered hoarsely. “You can flirt with him.”

Becca pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her expression glowing with triumph and affection.

“Good boy,” she purred, stroking him faster now. “I’m so proud of you.”

She kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding sensually against his as her hand continued working his cock with perfect rhythm.

When she finally broke the kiss, she rested her forehead against his and whispered:

“Tonight, when I come home from my lesson… I expect you to be waiting for me. Naked. Hard. And ready to hear every single detail.”

Becca gave Mark one final, slow stroke before releasing his throbbing cock from her hand. She hopped down from the kitchen island with graceful ease, the hem of his white dress shirt fluttering around her upper thighs.

“I should get ready,” she said lightly, as if they had just been discussing the weather instead of giving her permission to flirt with another man. “My lesson with Steve is at two. I don’t want to be late.”

Mark stood there, breathing hard, his erection still tenting his sweatpants obscenely. He felt dazed, exposed, and strangely empty now that her hand was no longer on him.

Becca walked past him toward the stairs, then paused and glanced back over her shoulder with a mischievous smile.

“Aren’t you going to help me pick out what to wear?”

Mark followed her upstairs like a man in a trance.

In their large walk-in closet, Becca stood in front of the full-length mirror, still wearing only his shirt. She began sorting through her clothes with deliberate care, humming softly to herself. Mark leaned against the doorframe, watching as she pulled out several tennis outfits and held them up one by one.

She finally settled on the one she knew drove him crazy — the tiny white pleated tennis skirt that barely covered the bottom curve of her ass, paired with a fitted white athletic top that hugged her breasts and showed off her toned midriff.

“What do you think?” she asked, holding the outfit up against her body and turning slowly for him. “Too much?”

Mark’s mouth felt dry. The skirt was even shorter than he remembered. “It’s… very short.”

Becca smiled brightly. “Perfect. Steve always compliments my legs when I wear this one.”

She stripped off his shirt without hesitation, standing completely naked for a moment before stepping into the tiny skirt. She pulled it up over her hips, then slipped on the tight top. The outfit looked sinful — athletic yet undeniably sexual. Her breasts strained against the fabric, and every time she moved, the skirt flared up dangerously high, flashing the smooth cheeks of her ass.

Becca turned to check herself in the mirror, adjusting the skirt so it sat just right. She bent forward slightly, pretending to tie her shoes, and the hem rode up enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath.

Mark’s cock ached at the sight.

Becca straightened up and walked over to him. She placed her hands on his chest and looked up into his eyes with that same intoxicating mix of sweetness and wickedness.

“I’m going to be a good girl for my lesson,” she whispered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his skin. “But if Steve gets a little handsy… I might not stop him right away. Would that be okay with you, baby?”

Mark’s throat tightened. He could barely speak. “Becca…”

“Shhh,” she soothed, pressing a finger to his lips. “Just say yes. Tell me you want me to enjoy myself.”

His voice came out hoarse and broken. “Yes… I want you to enjoy yourself.”

Becca’s face lit up with genuine delight. She rose onto her tiptoes and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding sensually against his for a long moment before she pulled away.

“Thank you, baby,” she murmured against his mouth. “You’re being such a good husband.”

She stepped back and grabbed her tennis bag, slinging it over her shoulder. The short skirt swished around her thighs as she moved. She looked every bit the confident, sexually liberated young wife she was becoming.

Before she reached the bedroom door, she paused and glanced back at him one last time.

“I’ll text you during the lesson if anything interesting happens,” she said with a playful wink. “And when I get home… I expect you to be waiting for a full report. Naked. On your knees.”

She blew him a kiss and disappeared down the hallway.

Mark stood frozen in the bedroom long after he heard the front door close and her car pull out of the driveway. The house felt suddenly too quiet, too empty.

He looked down at the obvious tent in his sweatpants, then at the empty space where Becca had just been standing.

His mind was a storm of conflicting emotions — jealousy, fear, shame, and a deep, aching arousal that refused to fade.

He walked over to the window and watched her car disappear down the street, heading toward the tennis club… and toward Steve.

Mark pressed his forehead against the cool glass and whispered to the empty room:

“What the hell am I doing?”


The Long Wait

The house felt unnaturally quiet after Becca left.

Mark stood at the living room window for a long time, staring at the empty driveway even after her car had disappeared around the corner. The silence pressed in on him, broken only by the distant hum of the refrigerator and the ticking of the clock on the wall. Every second seemed to stretch longer than the last.

He tried to work. He sat down at his laptop in the home office, opened a case file he needed to review, and stared blankly at the screen. The words blurred together. His mind refused to focus on anything except the image of Becca in that tiny white tennis skirt, driving toward Steve with no panties underneath.

His cock was still half-hard, trapped uncomfortably in his sweatpants. Every time he shifted in his chair, the fabric rubbed against his sensitive skin, sending fresh sparks of unwanted arousal through him.

He lasted twenty minutes before he gave up.

Pacing the house didn’t help. He wandered from room to room — kitchen, living room, bedroom — replaying the morning conversation on loop. The way she had made him say the words out loud. The way she had smiled when he gave her permission to flirt with Steve. The casual promise that she would tell him “everything” when she got home.

His phone stayed silent on the coffee table.

He checked it obsessively. Every five minutes. Then every two. Nothing.

At 2:45 p.m., almost forty-five minutes after her lesson was supposed to start, his phone finally buzzed.

Becca: Just finished warm-up. Steve says my form looks much better already 😉

Mark’s stomach tightened. He typed back with shaking fingers:

Mark: How’s the lesson going?

The three little dots appeared… then disappeared… then appeared again. Finally:

Becca: Really good. He’s being very hands-on today. Correcting my grip a lot.

Mark stared at the message until the screen went dark. His cock twitched hard in his pants. He hated how much that simple text affected him.

Another message came through a few minutes later.

Becca: He just adjusted my stance from behind. His hands are so strong. I can feel the difference already.

Mark sank onto the sofa, breathing shallow. He could picture it too clearly — Steve standing close behind her, his tall, muscular body pressed against Becca’s back, his hands on her hips, guiding her into position. The short skirt riding up. Her ass brushing against him.

He typed a reply, deleted it, typed another, and deleted that too.

Before he could send anything, another text arrived.

Becca: He keeps telling me how athletic I am. How good I look when I move. I think he likes the skirt.

Mark groaned out loud, pressing the heel of his hand against his erection. He was fully hard again, throbbing painfully. The jealousy was sharp and vicious, but the arousal was even stronger.

He finally managed a short reply:

Mark: Are you behaving?

The response came almost immediately.

Becca: Define behaving 😉

Then, a minute later:

Becca: Don’t worry, baby. I’m being a very good girl… for now.

Mark dropped the phone onto the cushion beside him and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, head in his hands. His mind raced with vivid, unwanted images: Steve’s hands sliding lower than they should, Becca laughing at something he said, her cheeks flushed, her nipples hard against the thin fabric of her top.

The clock on the wall ticked past 3:30 p.m.

Then 4:00 p.m.

Still no more messages.

Mark tried to distract himself — he cleaned the kitchen, folded laundry, even started dinner — but nothing worked. Every few minutes he checked his phone again. The silence was worse than the teasing texts.

At 4:45 p.m., when the front door finally clicked open, Mark’s heart nearly stopped.

Becca stepped inside, tennis bag slung over her shoulder, cheeks flushed a deep pink, hair slightly damp with sweat and tousled in a way that looked far too sexy for a simple lesson. Her white tennis skirt was wrinkled, and there was a faint sheen of sweat glowing on her cleavage.

She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, looking at Mark with dark, sparkling eyes.

“Hi baby,” she said softly, her voice carrying that familiar husky edge. “Miss me?”

Mark stood frozen in the middle of the living room, his mouth dry, his cock already straining against his pants again.

Becca dropped her bag on the floor and took a slow step toward him.

“My lesson ran a little long,” she said innocently, though the wicked glint in her eyes told a very different story. “Steve had a lot to show me today.”

She stopped a few feet away from him, tilting her head.

“Would you like me to tell you what happened?”

Becca stood in the doorway like a vision straight out of Mark’s darkest fantasies.

She looked thoroughly worked over — and thoroughly satisfied. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, healthy pink, and a light sheen of sweat made her skin glow under the afternoon light streaming through the windows. Strands of her blonde hair had escaped her ponytail and clung damply to her neck and shoulders. The tight white athletic top clung to her full breasts, the fabric slightly darkened with perspiration along the valley of her cleavage. Her tiny pleated tennis skirt was noticeably rumpled, the hem riding higher than when she’d left, as if it had been repeatedly pushed up and adjusted during the lesson.

She looked like a woman who had just spent hours being touched by another man.

Mark’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard he felt dizzy. A cold wave of jealousy crashed through him, sharp and vicious, while at the same time his cock surged to full, painful hardness inside his sweatpants, throbbing visibly against the thin gray fabric.

Becca noticed immediately. Her gaze dropped slowly to the obvious tent between his legs, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across her lips.

“Hi baby,” she purred, her voice low and husky with lingering arousal. She let the front door click shut behind her and dropped her tennis bag onto the floor with a soft thud. “You’ve been waiting for me all afternoon, haven’t you?”

She took a few slow, deliberate steps toward him, hips swaying with that confident, sensual rhythm she’d been cultivating lately. The short skirt swished around her toned thighs, flashing teasing glimpses of smooth skin with every movement. Mark could see the faint red marks on her upper thighs — places where strong hands had gripped her.

When she stopped right in front of him, he could smell her: warm skin, light sweat, her familiar floral perfume, and underneath it all, the unmistakable musk of feminine arousal. It made his head spin.

“You’re late,” Mark managed, his voice rough and strained. “The lesson was supposed to finish at three.”

Becca tilted her head innocently, though the wicked sparkle in her blue eyes betrayed her. “Was it? Time got away from us. Steve was being such a thorough coach today.”

She reached up and casually brushed a damp strand of hair behind her ear, giving him a better view of the flushed skin along her neck and chest. Then she stepped even closer, until the soft swell of her breasts nearly brushed against his chest.

“He spent a lot of extra time working on my form,” she continued softly. “Especially my backhand and my serve. He kept saying I have such natural athleticism… such good hip rotation.” She paused, letting the words hang between them. “He kept adjusting my stance from behind. His hands were so strong on my hips, Mark. He pulled me back against him a few times to show me the proper position. I could feel everything.”

Mark’s breathing grew shallow and ragged. He could picture it all too clearly — Steve’s tall, muscular body pressed tight against Becca from behind, his large hands gripping her hips, pulling her ass back against his groin while she wore that tiny skirt with nothing underneath.

Becca’s voice dropped to a intimate whisper.

“At one point he had me bend over the net to demonstrate the proper follow-through. I felt him get hard against me, baby. Really hard. Thick. I pretended not to notice… but I definitely felt it pressing right against my ass.”

She reached down and lightly traced her fingertips over the rigid outline of Mark’s cock through his sweatpants, feeling how violently it jerked at her words.

“You’re shaking,” she observed tenderly, almost lovingly. “Does it turn you on knowing another man got hard while he was touching your wife? Knowing he wanted me?”

Mark’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the truth. His cock was leaking steadily now, soaking a visible wet spot into the front of his pants.

Becca leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of his ear, her breath hot and sweet.

“I stayed late because he offered me a private cooldown session,” she whispered. “Just the two of us on the empty court. He gave me a deep tissue massage on my legs and lower back… his hands were everywhere, baby. So firm. So confident. By the end of it, I was dripping wet. I could barely walk straight back to the car.”

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her expression a perfect blend of innocence and wicked delight.

“Would you like me to show you exactly where he touched me?”

Mark stood frozen, trembling, his mind reeling, his body on fire. The jealousy was excruciating. The arousal was even worse — a deep, shameful fire that refused to be extinguished.

Becca smiled sweetly, almost sympathetically, and took his hand in hers.

“Come sit down, baby,” she said gently, leading him toward the sofa. “I think it’s time I gave you that full report. Every single detail.”

Becca led Mark by the hand to the large sectional sofa in the living room. She gently pushed him down until he was sitting, then stood in front of him for a moment, looking down at him with that intoxicating mix of affection and wicked control.

“Stay right there, baby,” she said softly.

She kicked off her tennis shoes and slowly peeled off her damp athletic top, revealing her full, flushed breasts. Her nipples were already tight and dark from arousal. Next, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the tiny white skirt and slid it down her long legs, stepping out of it completely. She was now entirely naked except for her white ankle socks.

Mark’s eyes devoured every inch of her. The faint red marks on her hips where Steve’s hands had gripped her. The glistening wetness that coated her inner thighs. The way her pussy lips looked swollen and slick.

Becca climbed onto the sofa and straddled his lap, facing him. She settled her weight down so that her wet, hot pussy rested directly against the hard ridge of his cock through his sweatpants. She rolled her hips once, slowly, grinding herself against him with a soft moan.

“Now,” she whispered, placing her hands on his shoulders, “I’m going to tell you everything that happened during my lesson. And you’re going to listen like a good boy. No interrupting. Understand?”

Mark nodded, his throat tight, his hands resting uncertainly on her thighs.

Becca smiled and began rocking slowly against him as she spoke, her voice low and intimate.

“Steve was waiting for me when I arrived. The moment he saw me in this little skirt, his eyes lit up. He told me I looked incredible… that the outfit really showed off my legs and my ass.” She rolled her hips again, pressing her slick folds along the length of Mark’s trapped cock. “He started the lesson normally, but after about ten minutes he moved behind me to correct my stance. His body was so close, Mark. I could feel the heat coming off him.”

She leaned in and brushed her lips against Mark’s ear.

“Every time I swung, he’d step in and adjust me. His hands on my hips… then sliding down to my waist… then lower. At one point he had both hands on my ass, spreading me slightly while he showed me the proper hip turn. I could feel how hard he was getting. His cock was pressing right against me through his shorts. It felt big, baby. Really big.”

Mark let out a strangled groan, his fingers digging into her thighs.

Becca continued, her voice growing breathier as she ground herself more firmly against him.

“During the private cooldown, he laid me down on the bench and gave me a deep massage. He started with my calves, then moved up to my thighs. His hands were so strong… he kept spreading my legs wider. At one point his fingers brushed right against my pussy. I was already soaked. He felt it. He smiled and told me I was ‘very responsive today.’”

She reached down between them and slipped her hand inside Mark’s sweatpants, wrapping her fingers around his throbbing cock.

“I got so turned on that I didn’t stop him when he kept rubbing higher,” she whispered, stroking him slowly. “He slid two fingers along my slit… then pushed one inside me. Just for a second. He told me I was tighter than he expected.”

Mark’s hips bucked involuntarily. His breathing was ragged, his face burning with humiliation and unbearable arousal.

Becca’s eyes darkened with lust as she continued stroking him.

“I didn’t let him fuck me today,” she said softly, almost reassuringly. “But I did let him kiss me. A long, deep kiss while his fingers were still inside me. He told me he’s wanted me since the first lesson. That he thinks about me when he jerks off.”

She leaned in and kissed Mark deeply, letting him taste the lingering salt of her skin as she whispered against his lips:

“And the whole time… I was thinking about how much I wanted to come home and tell my husband every dirty detail while he throbbed in my hand.”

Becca pulled back slightly, her hand still slowly pumping his cock.

“Do you want me to keep going, baby?” she asked, her voice sweet but commanding. “Or do you want me to stop and ride you right now?”

Mark’s head was spinning. His entire body trembled with desperate need.

“Please…” he whispered hoarsely. “Keep going.”

Becca smiled triumphantly and kissed him again, deeper this time.

“Good boy,” she murmured against his mouth. “Because there’s so much more I haven’t told you yet…”

Becca’s eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as she watched Mark’s face. She could feel how violently his cock was throbbing in her hand, how close he was to the edge just from listening to her confession.

She leaned in and kissed him again, slow and deep, letting him taste the lingering salt of her skin. When she pulled back, her voice was soft but commanding.

“I told Steve that my husband knows about my… interests,” she whispered. “I told him you get very turned on when I flirt with other men. And that sometimes… you like to hear about it afterward.”

Mark’s breath caught. “You told him that?”

Becca nodded, still slowly stroking him. “He was very interested. He asked if I’d ever let him come over sometime. I told him I’d think about it.”

She paused, letting the words sink in, then added with a wicked little smile:

“He’s coming over tonight, baby. For drinks.”

Mark’s heart slammed against his ribs. “Tonight?”

“Yes,” she said calmly. “In about an hour. I invited him over after our lesson. I told him my husband would love to meet him properly.”

She released his cock and climbed off his lap, standing naked in front of him. Her pussy was visibly wet, her inner thighs shiny with arousal.

“Go upstairs and take a shower,” she instructed gently. “Then I want you completely naked when he arrives. No clothes. No hiding. You’re going to sit quietly and watch how a real man looks at your wife.”

Mark opened his mouth, but no words came out. The mixture of panic and overwhelming arousal left him speechless.

Becca stepped closer and cupped his face in both hands, forcing him to look up at her.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she asked softly. “Deep down. This is the fantasy you confessed to me when we first started dating. The one you pushed Nathalie to explore… and now you’re going to watch me explore it with someone else.”

She kissed his forehead tenderly.

“Be a good boy for me tonight, Mark. I want you to see everything. I want you to feel everything. And when Steve leaves… I’ll take care of you. I promise.”

She stepped back and glanced at the clock on the wall.

“You have forty-five minutes. Go get ready.”

Mark stood on shaky legs and walked upstairs like a man in a dream. He showered mechanically, his mind racing. Every time he closed his eyes he saw Steve’s hands on Becca’s body, heard her moaning another man’s name, felt the sting of her teasing words.

When he came back downstairs, completely naked, Becca was waiting for him in the living room. She had changed into a short, silky black robe that barely reached the top of her thighs. It was loosely tied, offering teasing glimpses of her breasts and the smooth skin between her legs.

She looked him over slowly, her gaze lingering on his half-hard cock.

“Perfect,” she murmured approvingly. “Sit there.”

She pointed to the large armchair in the corner of the room — positioned perfectly to give a clear view of the sofa.

Mark sat down, feeling incredibly exposed and vulnerable. His cock twitched under her gaze.

A few minutes later, the doorbell rang.


The Sound of Destiny

Becca’s face lit up with excitement. She walked to the door with confident, swaying steps and opened it.

Steve stood on the threshold — tall, broad-shouldered, and strikingly handsome in a casual button-down shirt and jeans. His eyes immediately swept over Becca’s barely-covered body with open hunger.

“Hey gorgeous,” he said, his deep voice carrying easily into the room. “You look even better than you did on the court.”

Becca laughed softly and stepped aside to let him in. “Come in, Steve. My husband is waiting to meet you properly.”

Steve stepped inside and his gaze immediately found Mark sitting naked in the armchair. A slow, confident smirk spread across his face.

“Well… hello, Mark,” he said, his tone dripping with amusement and superiority. “Nice to see you again.”

Becca closed the door behind him and turned to face both men, her eyes sparkling with dark delight.

“Drinks?” she asked sweetly, already moving toward the kitchen. “Or should we skip straight to the fun part?”

Chapter 

The tension in the living room was thick enough to taste.

Steve stood near the center of the space, tall and powerfully built, his broad shoulders filling out his casual button-down shirt. At 26, he looked every bit the young, athletic tennis pro — sun-kissed skin, defined arms, and an easy confidence that made the air feel heavier. His eyes kept drifting to Becca with open, undisguised hunger.

Becca moved between them like a queen in her own domain. The short black silk robe clung to her curves, the loosely tied belt doing little to hide the swell of her breasts or the smooth length of her legs. Every step caused the robe to part slightly, flashing teasing glimpses of her naked body underneath.

Mark sat completely naked in the armchair, his back straight, hands resting on his thighs. He felt painfully exposed — his cock half-hard and twitching under the weight of two sets of eyes. The vulnerability burned, but so did the arousal. He couldn’t look away from his wife as she moved gracefully around the room.

“Make yourself comfortable, Steve,” Becca said warmly, gesturing toward the large sofa. “I’ll pour us some drinks.”

Steve dropped onto the sofa with casual dominance, spreading his long legs and leaning back. His gaze followed Becca as she walked to the bar cart, the silk robe swaying and parting with each step to reveal the curve of her ass.

Mark’s throat tightened as he watched Steve openly stare at his wife’s body.

Becca returned with three glasses — whiskey for the men, red wine for herself. She handed one to Steve first, letting her fingers brush against his as she did. Then she brought Mark his glass, leaning down so the front of her robe fell open, giving both men a clear view of her full, bare breasts and hard nipples.

“Here you go, baby,” she murmured, her voice soft and intimate, meant only for him. Her eyes sparkled with dark excitement as she straightened up.

She didn’t sit beside Mark. Instead, she chose the spot right next to Steve on the sofa — close enough that her thigh pressed against his. She crossed her legs slowly, the robe riding high and exposing most of her smooth, toned thigh.

For the first few minutes, the conversation stayed light. Steve talked about tennis, about upcoming tournaments, about how impressed he was with Becca’s improvement. But his eyes rarely left her body. Every time Becca laughed at something he said, she leaned a little closer, letting her hand rest casually on his knee.

Mark sat in silence, gripping his glass tightly. He could see the growing bulge in Steve’s jeans. He could see how Becca’s nipples had stiffened into tight peaks beneath the thin silk. The contrast between the two men — Steve’s young, muscular frame and Mark’s older, more average body — felt painfully obvious.

Becca took a slow sip of wine, then turned her body toward Steve, letting the robe slip open even further. One breast was almost fully exposed now.

“You know,” she said casually, trailing her fingers along Steve’s forearm, “Mark has been incredibly supportive of me exploring new things lately.”

Steve’s eyebrow rose, a smirk playing on his lips as he glanced over at Mark. “Is that right?”

Becca nodded, her voice dropping into a sultry tone. “He gets very turned on when I tell him about other men. Especially strong, confident men who know how to handle a woman.”

She let her hand slide higher up Steve’s thigh, stopping just short of the growing bulge in his jeans.

“Would you like to see how turned on he gets?” she asked Steve, her eyes never leaving his face.

Steve chuckled lowly, clearly enjoying the power shift. “I’d love to see that.”

Becca turned her gaze to Mark, her expression both loving and commanding.

“Spread your legs for us, baby,” she said gently. “Show Steve how hard you are right now.”

Mark’s face burned with humiliation, but his body obeyed before his mind could catch up. He slowly parted his thighs, exposing his fully erect cock to both of them. It twitched visibly in the open air, the head glistening with precum.

Steve let out a low whistle of amusement. “Damn. Look at that. He really does get off on this.”

Becca smiled proudly and reached over to wrap her fingers around Steve’s growing bulge through his jeans, giving it a slow squeeze.

“Mmm, and this one is getting nice and thick too,” she purred. “So much bigger than my husband’s. God I love a big cock.”

She looked back at Mark, her eyes soft but unyielding.

“Tell Steve the truth, baby,” she coaxed. “Tell him how much it turns you on knowing he’s going to touch me tonight.”

Mark’s voice came out hoarse and broken. “It… it turns me on.”

Becca’s smile widened. She leaned in and kissed Steve deeply, right there on the sofa, her tongue sliding sensually against his while her hand continued stroking him through his jeans.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were slightly swollen and her breathing had grown heavier.

“Take your shirt off, Steve,” she commanded softly. “Let my husband see what a real man looks like.”

Steve grinned and began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a sculpted, muscular chest and defined abs. Becca ran her hands appreciatively over his torso, moaning softly at the feel of hard muscle under her palms.

Mark sat frozen in the armchair, naked and exposed, his cock leaking steadily as he watched his wife worship another man’s body right in front of him.

Becca glanced over at him, her eyes dark with lust and power.

“Watch closely, baby,” she whispered. “This is only the beginning.”

Becca rose from the sofa like a goddess claiming her throne. The black silk robe slipped from her shoulders and pooled silently at her feet, leaving her completely naked in the soft lamplight. Her full breasts swayed gently with the movement, nipples already tight and flushed dark pink. The smooth lips of her pussy glistened with arousal, and a faint trail of wetness shone on her inner thighs.

She extended her hand to Steve, her voice low and commanding.

“Come with me. I want you in my bed.”

Steve stood, towering over her with his athletic frame. He glanced once at Mark — a slow, arrogant smirk spreading across his face — before taking Becca’s hand and allowing her to lead him down the hallway toward the master bedroom.

Mark followed a few steps behind, completely naked, his cock hard and bobbing awkwardly with every step. The humiliation of trailing after his wife and another man burned like fire in his chest. His skin felt too hot, too exposed. Every breath felt labored. Yet he couldn’t stop himself. His feet moved on autopilot, drawn forward by a toxic cocktail of jealousy, shame, and overwhelming arousal.

Becca led them into the master bedroom and turned on both bedside lamps, bathing the room in a warm, golden glow. The large king-sized bed — their marital bed — dominated the space, its white sheets still slightly rumpled from that morning. She climbed onto the bed on all fours, arching her back deeply and pushing her round ass toward Steve. The position spread her pussy open, revealing how wet and swollen she already was.

“Undress for me,” she told Steve, her voice dripping with desire.

Steve didn’t hesitate. He peeled off his shirt, revealing a sculpted, muscular chest and defined abs that flexed under the light. He kicked off his shoes and shoved down his jeans and boxer briefs in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free — thick, long, and heavy, curving slightly upward. It was much bigger than Mark’s, both in length and girth, the head already flushed dark and glistening with precum.

Becca moaned appreciatively at the sight, her eyes widening with hunger.

“Look at this, baby,” she said, turning her head to look directly at Mark where he stood at the foot of the bed. “This is what a real man’s cock looks like. So thick… so powerful.”

She reached back and spread her ass cheeks with both hands, presenting herself fully to Steve.

“Mark, sit down,” she ordered gently but firmly, nodding toward the armchair placed only a few feet from the side of the bed. “I want you close enough to see every single inch of him entering me.”

Mark sank into the chair, his naked body trembling. His own cock stood rigid and leaking, twitching helplessly in the open air as he watched Steve move behind his wife.

Steve gripped Becca’s hips with strong, tanned hands. He rubbed the thick, bulbous head of his cock up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in her juices. Becca moaned loudly and pushed back against him, desperate for more.

“Tell my husband how wet you are for me,” Steve said, his deep voice confident and commanding.

“I’m soaked,” Becca gasped, her voice already breathy. “My pussy is dripping for you, Steve. I’ve been thinking about this big cock all week. Wetter than my husband has ever made me.”

Steve pushed forward slowly, the thick head stretching her tight entrance. Becca cried out in pleasure as inch after thick inch sank into her.

“Oh fuck… he’s so big,” she moaned, her back arching deeply. “He’s stretching me open, Mark. I can feel every vein… every inch. He’s so much thicker than you. God he's so deep I can feel him in my stomach!”

Steve began thrusting with long, powerful strokes, gradually burying himself deeper until his heavy balls rested against her. The wet, rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin filled the bedroom. Becca’s full breasts swayed heavily beneath her with every thrust, her nipples brushing against the sheets.

Mark sat frozen, unable to look away. He watched Steve’s muscular ass flex as he drove into his wife. He watched Becca’s face contort in pure ecstasy — her mouth open, eyes half-lidded, cheeks flushed. She looked more beautiful and more lost in pleasure than he had ever seen her during their own lovemaking.

“Harder,” Becca begged, pushing back to meet Steve’s thrusts. “Fuck me harder. Show my husband how a real man takes what’s his.”

Steve gripped her hips tighter, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and began pounding into her with deep, relentless strokes. The bed creaked loudly under the force. Becca’s moans turned into sharp, uninhibited cries.

“Oh god… yes… right there!” she gasped. “He’s hitting spots you’ve never reached, Mark. He’s so deep inside me… filling me completely.”

Tears of humiliation stung Mark’s eyes, but his cock remained rock-hard, leaking steadily onto his thigh. Every wet slap, every moan from his wife, every flex of Steve’s powerful body drove the knife of jealousy deeper while simultaneously flooding him with shameful, overwhelming arousal.

Becca turned her head to look directly at Mark, her face flushed and radiant with pleasure.

“Tell him, baby,” she panted between moans. “Tell Steve how much you love watching him fuck your wife.”

Mark’s voice cracked, barely more than a whisper. “I… I love watching him fuck you.”

Becca’s eyes rolled back as another powerful thrust drove deep inside her.

“Good boy,” she gasped. “Now watch me cum on his big cock.”

Steve reached around and found her clit, rubbing it firmly as he continued pounding into her. Becca’s cries grew louder, more desperate. Her body began to shake.

“I’m going to cum… oh fuck, I’m cumming on his cock!” she screamed.

Her entire body convulsed violently as the orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched and pulsed visibly around Steve’s thick shaft, her juices coating him as wave after wave crashed over her. She cried out incoherently, her face twisted in ecstasy, her breasts bouncing wildly with each spasm, squirting repeatedly.

Steve groaned deeply but kept thrusting through her climax, drawing it out as long as possible.

When Becca finally collapsed forward onto the bed, panting and trembling, she looked back at Mark with glassy, satisfied eyes.

“That’s what a real orgasm looks like, baby,” she whispered breathlessly. “Now… it’s time for you to watch him fill me.”

The bedroom was thick with the heavy scent of sex — sweat, Becca’s arousal, and the faint musk of Steve’s release.

Steve had finished deep inside her with a low, guttural groan, his hips slamming forward one final time as he flooded Becca’s pussy with thick ropes of cum. Becca had cried out again, her body shaking through a second, smaller orgasm as she felt him pulsing and emptying into her.

Now the room was quiet except for the sound of heavy breathing.

Steve slowly pulled out of her, his thick cock glistening with a mixture of their combined juices. A thick trickle of his cum immediately began leaking from Becca’s swollen, well-fucked pussy, dripping down her inner thigh in a slow, obscene trail.

Becca stayed on all fours for a moment longer, catching her breath, her breasts heaving, her face flushed and glowing with satisfaction. Then she collapsed onto her side on the bed, a soft, contented moan escaping her lips.

Steve gave her ass one last affectionate squeeze before stepping back. He looked over at Mark, still sitting naked in the armchair, his own cock painfully hard and untouched, leaking steadily onto his thigh.

“Thanks for letting me borrow your wife, Mark,” Steve said with a cocky smirk. “She’s incredible.”

He gathered his clothes without hurry, dressing while Becca watched him with heavy-lidded eyes. When he was ready, she sat up, pulled him down for one last deep, lingering kiss, and whispered something in his ear that made him chuckle softly.

Steve gave Mark one final nod — half-amused, half-pitying — before Becca walked him to the front door.

When she returned to the bedroom a few minutes later, she was still completely naked, her body marked with faint red fingerprints on her hips and thighs. Cum continued to slowly leak from her pussy, glistening on her skin.

Mark hadn’t moved from the chair. His chest rose and fell rapidly. Tears of humiliation, jealousy, and overwhelming emotion stung the corners of his eyes, but his cock remained rigidly hard, betraying him completely.

Becca walked over to him slowly. She cupped his face in both hands, her thumbs gently wiping away the moisture from his eyes.

“Look at me, baby,” she whispered tenderly.

Mark lifted his gaze to hers. Her expression was soft now — loving, almost maternal — a stark contrast to the dominant, wicked woman who had just been screaming another man’s name.

She straddled his lap in the armchair, facing him. Her cum-filled pussy pressed warmly against his throbbing cock, the mixture of her wetness and Steve’s load coating his shaft as she settled against him.

“You did so well tonight,” she murmured, stroking his hair gently. “I’m so proud of you. I know how hard that was… but you stayed. You watched. You let me have what I needed.”

She leaned in and kissed him softly, her lips still slightly swollen. Mark could taste the faint remnants of everything that had happened — her, Steve, their combined pleasure.

“I love you, Mark,” she said against his mouth, her voice sincere and warm. “I love you more than anything. This doesn’t change that. If anything, it makes it stronger.”

She rocked her hips slowly, sliding her slick, cum-filled pussy along the length of his cock without letting him inside her.

“But I also loved what just happened,” she continued honestly. “I loved feeling Steve stretch me. I loved cumming so hard on his big cock while you watched. I loved knowing you were sitting there, aching, humiliated… and so turned on you could barely breathe.”

She reached down between them and guided the head of Mark’s cock to her entrance, but held him there, not letting him push inside.

“I’m not going to lie to you anymore,” she whispered. “I want this. I want to keep exploring. I want to fuck other men — younger, stronger, bigger men, bigger cocks — and I want you to be part of it. I want you to watch. I want you to clean me afterward. I want you to feel everything I feel… the pleasure, the power, the pain.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding sensually against his.

“But only if you want it too,” she said, pulling back just enough to look into his eyes. “Tell me the truth, baby. Right now. Do you want me to stop? Or do you want me to keep going… to keep becoming the woman I’m meant to be?”

Mark’s entire body trembled beneath her. Tears slipped down his cheeks. His cock spasmed and pulsed desperately against her cum-slick entrance.

He loved her. He hated this. He needed this.

His voice came out broken, barely above a whisper:

“I… I don’t want you to stop.”

Becca’s face softened with genuine love and triumph. She kissed him tenderly, then slowly sank down onto his cock, taking him inside her cum-filled pussy.

“Good boy,” she whispered against his lips as she began to ride him gently. “Then this is our new beginning.”

Becca rode Mark slowly, almost tenderly, her cum-filled pussy enveloping his cock in wet, silky heat. Steve’s thick load made every movement slick and obscene, squelching softly as she rolled her hips in gentle circles. She kept her forehead pressed to his, their breaths mingling, eyes locked in the dim lamplight.

“I love you,” she whispered again, her voice soft and sincere. “I love you so much, Mark. This doesn’t mean I love you any less. It means I’m finally being honest with both of us.”

Mark’s hands trembled as they rested on her hips. He could feel the warmth of another man’s cum coating his shaft with every slow rise and fall of her body. The sensation was humiliating, degrading… and intensely arousing. Tears continued to slip silently down his cheeks, but he didn’t pull away. He couldn’t.

Becca kissed the tears away, one by one, then captured his mouth in a deep, lingering kiss. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining with affection and quiet power.

“You don’t have to be the strong one anymore,” she murmured, grinding down slowly so he could feel every inch of her. “You don’t have to pretend you’re enough for me all by yourself. I want you exactly as you are — my loving, jealous, beautifully submissive husband. And I want to be the woman who takes what she needs… while still coming home to you.”

She picked up the pace just slightly, riding him with more purpose now, her breasts brushing against his chest with every movement.

“From now on, there are new rules,” she continued softly, her breath warm against his ear. “I will flirt. I will date. I will fuck other men when I want to — and you will know about it. Sometimes you’ll watch. Sometimes you’ll wait at home, hard and aching, until I come back and tell you every detail. And sometimes… you’ll clean me afterward with your tongue.”

Mark groaned, his cock pulsing inside her at her words. The image of kneeling between her legs and licking another man’s cum from her well-fucked pussy flashed through his mind, sending another shameful wave of arousal through him.

Becca smiled gently, sensing his reaction.

“You like that idea, don’t you?” she whispered. “Even though it scares you. Even though it hurts. That’s okay, baby. I’ll take care of you. I’ll push you when you need to be pushed… and I’ll hold you when it gets too much.”

She reached between them and began rubbing her clit in slow circles as she rode him, her breathing growing heavier again.

“I’m not going to hide anymore,” she said, her voice gaining strength. “I’m young. I’m sexual. I’m beautiful. And I deserve to enjoy my body fully — with you, and with others. You gave me the key to that door when you told me about your fantasy with Nathalie. Now I’m walking through it. And you’re coming with me.”

Mark’s hands tightened on her hips. His orgasm was building fast, despite everything.

Becca leaned back slightly so she could look directly into his eyes, her own gaze fierce with love and empowerment.

“Tell me you accept it,” she whispered. “Tell me you accept your wife as she truly is — sexually free, in control, and still completely yours.”

Mark’s voice cracked, but the words came out clear and honest:

“I accept it,” he gasped. “I accept you… all of you.”

Becca’s face lit up with radiant joy. She kissed him hard, riding him faster now, her pussy clenching around his cock.

“That’s my good boy,” she moaned against his lips. “Cum for me, Mark. Cum inside your wife while you’re still feeling another man’s load inside me.”

The words pushed him over the edge.

Mark cried out, his hips bucking up as his orgasm exploded through him. He pumped rope after rope of cum deep into Becca’s already-filled pussy, mixing his seed with Steve’s. Becca followed him over the edge moments later, moaning softly into his mouth as a gentle, rolling climax washed over her.

They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, foreheads pressed together, breathing slowing, hearts gradually settling.

Becca finally lifted herself off him, a thick mixture of both men’s cum dripping down her thighs. She looked down at the mess with a soft, satisfied smile, then looked back at Mark.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, brushing his hair back tenderly, “we’ll start our new life. No more hiding. No more pretending. Just honesty… and pleasure.”

She leaned down and kissed him one last time — slow, deep, and full of promise.

“And tonight,” she added with a gentle smile, “I want you to clean me. With your tongue. Show me how much you accept your place.”

Mark’s heart fluttered with a strange, terrifying mix of fear and peace.

He nodded.

As Becca lay back on the bed and slowly spread her legs, presenting her well-used, cum-filled pussy to him, Mark slid off the chair and knelt between her thighs.

For the first time, he truly understood.

This was no longer just a fantasy.

This was their marriage now.

And as he lowered his mouth to her, tasting the unmistakable evidence of another man’s claim on his wife, Mark felt something inside him finally settle.

He was home.


Books By This Author

Taken: By Her Husband's Friends

As Jessica looked up she saw him standing there and froze. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her husband Mark, stood there with a smile on his face. How could he be smiling? How could he be happy about this?

He had just walked in on his wife, on her knees, with another man's cock in her mouth. She was going down on his friend Ben and all Mark could do was smile.

And then Ben dropped the bombshell. He looked down at her and said 'Mark told me you were a good cock sucker.'

That was it, the moment something snapped in Jessica's head. If he told Ben all about it, then maybe it was time to really show him just how good she was. If Mark's prepared to brag about it to his friends, maybe Jess deserves to enjoy this too.

And the Luke and James walked in......

Cuckold: A Couple's Journey Into A New World

As I looked up, my heart slammed against my ribs. My sweet, sensible wife—the one who still packs our kids’ lunches with little notes—was bent over the hotel bed in nothing but black stockings and heels, her wedding ring catching the bedside lamp as she gripped the sheets. Behind her, a tall stranger—broad-shouldered, thick, very thick—had his big cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan in a way I’d never heard before. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open. “God… you’re so big… so much bigger than my husband…”

I should have said something. I should have stood up from the chair in the corner, crossed the room, ended it. But I didn’t. I sat frozen, beer bottle sweating in my hand, cock straining against my trousers, watching another man fuck my wife harder and deeper than I ever had—watching her come apart on his cock, screaming his name, cumming three times while I just… watched.

How did we get here? How did two perfectly ordinary people—mortgage, school runs, Sunday roasts—end up in a hotel room with my darkest fantasy playing out in front of me? Even six months ago we were so vanilla. So safe. Let me tell you exactly how my quiet, loving wife became the woman who begs for bigger cocks while I sip my beer and wait my turn to reclaim her.

Up Close and Personal: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience

As I looked into the rear-view mirror, the image took my breath away. My normally sweet and innocent wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist.

It might have been dark, but the dim light of the parking lot was still enough for me to see the diamond in her wedding ring glinting as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, thick, throbbing black cock.

I know I should have told her to stop. I know it’s not right. But for some reason I was so turned on I just froze. I froze and let my wife enjoy a big black cock in the back seat of my car.

But how did we get here? How did we get to this point? Even a few months ago we were such a normal couple. So vanilla. So conservative. So let me tell you how we got so up close and personal with my darkest fantasy.
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