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An Ordinary Girl

Emma was the kind of woman who could strike up a conversation in the cereal aisle and leave with a new friend. It didn’t matter if it was a teenager bagging groceries, the barista who spelled her name wrong every time, or the mailman who barely grunted a greeting to anyone else on the street—within minutes, she’d have them laughing, sharing stories, completely disarmed. And it wasn’t performative. She didn’t crave attention or try to steal the spotlight. She just had this glow about her, this warmth that pulled people in. You could sit a complete stranger next to her at dinner—hell, a convicted felon—and ten minutes later, he’d be telling her about his mother, his regrets, and his dreams like they'd known each other since childhood.

She was bubbly, but not in that forced, cheerleader kind of way. More like naturally effervescent—quick to smile, but sharp as a tack. She had an uncanny instinct for reading people, like she could sense who they were the moment they shook hands. And maybe it was because she truly believed people were good deep down—not because she was naïve, but because she actively looked for the good. Like it was a challenge she enjoyed winning.

Mike, her husband, couldn’t have been more different. Quiet, thoughtful, slow to open up. His world was made up mostly of work colleagues and the occasional couple they’d met through Emma. Even their neighbors—people he’d lived next to for years—were more Emma’s acquaintances than his. He wasn’t unfriendly, just… reserved. Where Emma opened people up like a favorite book, Mike was content to stay in the margins, observing. Judging, sometimes. He reacted to people. Emma reshaped them.

To those who didn’t know her, seeing Emma in a group of men might raise eyebrows. She was engaging, laughing, touching an arm here or there as she told a story. But catch her ten minutes later surrounded by women and you’d see the same smile, the same sparkle in her voice. She didn’t flirt—she connected. With everyone. And that was just Emma.

They met through mutual friends when Mike was twenty-six and Emma was just twenty. She was still in college then, finishing up her bachelor’s degree and already talking about grad school. Now, ten years later, Emma was thirty—and exactly the kind of woman you imagined would succeed at whatever she put her mind to. She was more than just an accountant now; she was a manager at a respected mid-sized firm, leading a team that handled some of their most high-profile clients. It wasn’t just her technical skill that had taken her so far—it was her gift with people.

Emma had a natural ease about her, a way of making even the most stressed-out CEO relax during quarterly reviews. She could take dry financial data and explain it like she was telling a story, personalizing every number. Clients trusted her. They opened up to her. They stayed loyal to the firm because they felt like Emma understood not just their business, but them. That warmth of hers—so effortless and sincere—translated seamlessly from personal life into professional charm.

Mike’s world was different, and had been from the start. He still managed the family business—a hands-on operation thirty miles out, in the opposite direction from the city. It wasn’t farmland, exactly, but it was far enough that the pace was quieter, the surroundings more open. When they bought their home, they split the difference—settling just outside town in a spot that gave them space and still kept them close enough to everything the city had to offer. Restaurants, concerts, weekend plans with friends—it was all still reachable, without the constant noise.

Back in college, Emma had always stood out. Not because she was loud or wild—she wasn’t the kind of girl who jumped on tables at parties—but because there was just something about her. She’d had a few flings, like most people her age, but she got tired quickly of the shallow hookups and the guys who treated every date like a shortcut to sex. She became more selective. She wanted someone thoughtful. Someone who didn’t need to fill every silence with chatter. That’s probably why Mike intrigued her so much. He was quiet, deliberate, slow to speak but quick to notice things. He didn’t try to impress her. And that mystery made her want to know more.

Their early dates were sweet but slightly stilted. They were careful with each other, both trying not to push too hard or misread the signals. They laughed, they connected, but there was a cautiousness to it too—like they were both afraid of moving too fast and ruining something that felt like it could be real. That unspoken patience between them is probably why sex didn’t happen right away. It wasn’t withheld; it just didn’t feel like the priority. Getting to know each other felt more important.

It was Emma who finally broke the stalemate between them.

Their first three dates had been full of warmth, laughter, and long conversations that stretched well past dinner. They connected easily—too easily, almost. There were sparks, lingering glances, teasing smiles. They kissed at the end of the night, slow and deliberate, and Mike would hold her like he didn’t want to let go. But that’s all it was—passionate, yes, but restrained. Neither of them seemed willing to cross the line or say what was clearly hovering between them.

Emma felt it every time they stood close. The way he looked at her. The tension in his touch. But Mike, ever the gentleman, always walked her to the door, kissed her softly, and let her go. It was sweet. Safe. And frustrating as hell. She wasn’t sure if he was waiting for permission or just too nervous to make the first move. And after the third night ended with yet another perfect, frustrating kiss and no invitation upstairs, Emma decided she’d had enough waiting.

The next evening, without calling ahead, she drove to his apartment.

She didn’t dress up. In fact, she stripped it all back. Just an oversized button-up shirt, plain cotton briefs, and sandals. Nothing flashy—just honest and direct, like the mood she was in. Her heart was pounding as she stood outside his door, one hand clutched around her keys, the other reaching for the bell. She felt electric—nervous, turned on, and completely sure of what she wanted.

When Mike opened the door in gym shorts and a t-shirt, he looked more surprised than anything. But the moment his eyes landed on her bare legs beneath the shirt, the flicker of heat in his expression was unmistakable.

“Emma? I wasn’t expecting you…” He glanced behind her, then back, taking in her legs, the oversized shirt, the bare hint of surprise in his voice giving way to something warmer. “I didn’t see a call—maybe my phone’s on silent. Is everything alright?”

After inviting her in, Mike barely had time to shut the door before Emma moved.

She didn’t say a word—just reached for the buttons of her shirt, eyes locked on his. There were only a few done up, and she made short work of them, her fingers moving with quiet determination. Then, without hesitation, she shrugged the fabric from her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and drift to the floor like it didn’t matter.

And suddenly—she was standing there.

Just her cotton panties and a pair of simple sandals. Nothing else.

Mike froze.

It was like his brain short-circuited for a second, trying to take in what he was seeing. The air between them seemed to thicken. Emma didn’t pose or try to be seductive—she just stood confidently, shoulders back, meeting his eyes like she was daring him to say something.

She was gorgeous in the most disarming, breath-stealing way.

Not the skinny, magazine-type body that girls in his past had dieted themselves toward—Emma was soft in all the right places, but strong too. Curves that were honest. Lived in. Her waist tapered gently above a full, womanly ass, and her thighs were thick and smooth, the kind that made his mouth go dry. Her breasts—God—full, natural, beautifully shaped. They sat high and proud on her chest, firm enough to defy gravity, but real in the best, most tangible way. C-cups, probably, with round pink areolas that stood out perfectly against her creamy skin. Her nipples were slightly darker and already stiff, tightened by the apartment’s cool air—or maybe by anticipation.

Mike stared, barely breathing. He couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. He hadn’t expected this. Not from her. Not tonight. And definitely not like this—so bold, so calm, so fucking beautiful he thought his knees might give out.

He was hard before he even realized it.

A flood of heat surged through him, dizzying in its intensity. Whatever plans he thought this night might hold were gone—this wasn’t cautious or slow or tentative.

This was Emma, finally showing him what she wanted.

Mike was no virgin. Far from it. He’d had his share of relationships—some longer than others, most ending in that slow, disappointing drift where the connection just fizzled. He’d even lived with one girl for a year, though it felt like half of that was spent silently growing apart. Sex had always been… fine. Enjoyable. Sometimes even intense. But deep down, Mike had always sensed he wasn’t quite what most of his partners wanted. His cock wasn’t small, but it wasn’t exactly a centerpiece either—slim and just under five inches hard. Functional. Dependable. But rarely something they got excited about.

He’d dated Chloe in his mid-twenties—a petite, fiery redhead who practically lived at the gym. She had fake tits that never moved during sex, a six-pack she flaunted in crop tops, and a sex drive that ran hot and cold. Their time together was passionate, but calculated. Chloe liked control, liked being chased, and she knew exactly how to leverage her looks. She was the type to send a picture in lingerie and then ghost him for the night. She looked incredible naked, sure—but there was always something missing. Something warm. Something human.

Then there was Mel. Tall, leggy, and Australian, with a voice that could make a man weak in the knees. Mel loved to flirt. She would talk about sucking his cock while they were out for brunch, graze her hand over his thigh in public and whisper about what she’d do to him later—but more often than not, later never came. She was a master of anticipation, always hinting, rarely delivering. Mike spent months wrapped in that exhausting game of will-she-won’t-she, only to realize she liked the tease more than the follow-through.

So when Emma stood in front of him, completely stripped down—no games, no angles, no act—he was stunned.

Her shirt lay on the floor. Her panties followed, slow and deliberate, peeled down her hips and kicked aside with a quiet confidence that made his breath catch. And there she was.

Naked.

Not like the sculpted Chloe, or the towering, elusive Mel. Emma was real. Unfiltered. And somehow, that made her even more breathtaking. Her stomach was soft but flat, leading into a gently flared waist and full, curvy hips. Her breasts were exquisite—full and high, round and undeniably firm, but very much real. He couldn’t take his eyes off them. The areolas were slightly larger than average, a perfect blush pink against her creamy skin. Her nipples were stiff from the air, but also, unmistakably, from arousal.

She had that classic hourglass figure—the kind you saw in paintings, not magazines. And below, her pussy was bare but for a soft, narrow landing strip. The hair was pale, almost invisible against her fair skin. A bikini tan line framed her hips, accentuating the glowing whiteness of her breasts, the tender pink between her thighs.

Mike’s mouth went dry. His pulse hammered in his ears. She was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. Not in a filtered, airbrushed way—but in a raw, sexual, deeply feminine way that left him completely undone.

Then she looked up at him, her voice low and unshaken.

“I couldn’t wait any longer, Mike.”

He stammered, eyes still locked on her body, “Emma, I—I swear, I never imagined you’d just… show up like this. I kept waiting for a sign that you wanted to—well, you know—but I didn’t want to assume anything.”

Emma raised an eyebrow, hands on her bare hips, smirking. “A sign? Mike, I practically had a neon arrow blinking over my head. What were you waiting for—smoke signals?”

“I thought maybe you were just… really into kissing,” he mumbled, still trying not to stare too blatantly.

She laughed—a warm, breathy laugh that made him feel both ridiculous and completely turned on. “Mike, sweetie, you’re either the most respectful man alive or mildly brain-damaged.”

He opened his mouth to defend himself, but she cut him off, stepping closer and giving him a mischievous look. “Honestly, I figured one more date and I’d have to send you a calendar invite titled Please Have Sex With Me.”

“I didn’t want to rush you!” he protested weakly, his voice cracking slightly as his eyes flicked down her body again.

Emma tilted her head and grinned. “You thought I needed more time? Babe, I’ve had the fantasy, the backup plan, and the lingerie picked out since date two. But sure, take all the time you need.”

He chuckled helplessly, finally letting his hands rest on her waist. “Okay. Message received. Loud and clear.”

“Good,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss him, “because I’m done waiting.”

With a confident flick of her hair, Emma brushed past him, not waiting for permission. She moved with purpose, peeking briefly into each doorway as she made a straight line for what she guessed was his bedroom. Mike stood frozen for a second, watching her hips sway with every step.

Her cotton panties clung to her curves in the most impossible way. Her ass wasn’t small—if anything, it was fuller than most of the women he’d dated—but it was high, round, and sculpted like it had been made to drive him crazy. Each step she took sent the faintest ripple through the soft flesh, just enough movement to make it impossible not to stare. She didn’t glance back—she didn’t need to. She knew exactly what kind of view she was giving him.

By the time he caught up to her at the bedroom door, Mike could barely steady his breathing. She stepped inside like she owned the space, turning slowly to face him. Her eyes found his, bold and playful, and before he could speak, she reached out and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his shorts.

In one smooth motion, she tugged them down—boxer briefs and all—until they pooled at his feet. His cock sprang free, already hard and twitching in the open air. He didn’t say a word. He couldn’t. His pulse was roaring in his ears.

Then she stepped closer, the heat of her body brushing against his as her hands slid under the hem of his shirt. She peeled it upward, dragging her fingers along his skin, and he raised his arms automatically, letting her strip it off. She dropped it to the floor without a glance, her attention squarely fixed on what was now standing between them.

Emma reached down, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and gave a slow, deliberate stroke.

Mike nearly shuddered.

Her touch was gentle but firm, her grip confident. She looked down at his length for a beat, then back up into his eyes. There was no hesitation in her expression—just hunger and amusement, like she’d waited long enough and was finally ready to collect.

Still holding his cock in one hand, she turned and backed toward the bed, walking him with her, step by step, until the backs of her knees hit the mattress.

She tugged him closer. He followed like he didn’t have a choice.

Because in that moment—he didn’t.

Emma lay back on the bed, her hair fanning across his pillows, her legs parting with a quiet confidence that made Mike’s heart thud in his chest. She didn’t say a word—just looked at him, her expression soft but certain, like she knew exactly what she wanted and had no doubt he could give it to her.

He knelt on the edge of the bed, eyes drinking her in—her full, natural breasts rising and falling with each breath, her nipples still tight and dark with arousal. Her skin was glowing in the low light, flushed with anticipation. He reached for a condom from the nightstand, fumbling slightly in his rush to tear it open, trying not to show how badly his hands were shaking.

When he rolled it down his cock, she watched him—not judging, just watching—and smiled. It wasn’t a polite smile either. It was warm. Real. Like she liked what she saw.

Mike moved over her slowly, settling between her legs, feeling her heat as he braced himself above her. She reached up and drew him in, her hands warm against his back. He lowered his mouth to her neck, kissing just below her ear, and felt her exhale sharply.

“Oh… yeah,” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut.

He kissed lower, dragging his lips along her collarbone before moving to one of her breasts. He took her nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, then sucked it gently. Her back arched in response, one hand gripping his hair, the other sliding down his spine.

The soft moan that escaped her lips lit something inside him. He kissed across to the other breast, lavishing it just as thoroughly, as if trying to memorize her taste. Her skin was hot, her breath uneven, and every small sound she made felt like a reward.

When he finally guided himself into her, her slick warmth welcomed him with ease. She was soaked—more than he’d ever felt with anyone before—and the sensation as he slid all the way in nearly made his vision blur. She gasped, her nails digging lightly into his back as their hips met.

He paused there, buried deep, just trying to hold himself together.

She was tight, unbelievably wet, and her body wrapped around him in a way that made him want to freeze time. He moved slowly at first, savoring every inch, every twitch of her body beneath his. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. She kissed him again, open-mouthed and hungry, and when he kissed her neck, he felt her whole body shiver.

But it was too much.

The way she looked at him, the way her tits bounced gently beneath him, the tight grip of her cunt—it all collided at once. He felt the pressure mounting, the warning flare shooting up his spine.

No—too soon.

He tried to slow down, pulling back and easing his rhythm, focusing on her body, her face, her soft moans—but it was already slipping out of his control. His balls clenched, and he fought it, clenched his jaw, tried to think of anything else—but it was useless. The orgasm overtook him in a rush of helpless, twitching release.

He groaned as he came inside the condom, deep and hard, his hips grinding involuntarily into hers.

Emma’s eyes searched his face, lips parted, her breathing fast—but she didn’t say a word.

Mike clenched his teeth, still moving, trying to keep going despite the familiar sinking sensation beginning to take hold. He could feel himself softening, the sensitivity kicking in, his thrusts faltering. He gripped the sheets beside her head, desperately trying to will his cock to stay hard.

But it was no use.

His body betrayed him. Within seconds, he could feel himself slipping out of her, limp and spent.

He let out a breath, frustrated with himself, and rolled onto his back, staring at the ceiling, chest heaving.

Emma didn’t scold or sigh. She leaned over, kissed him gently on the lips, and smiled.

Like everything was just fine.

Emma was quiet at first, lying beside him with one arm draped loosely over his chest, her breathing gradually slowing. Mike stared at the ceiling, replaying everything, the rush of it, how fast it had all happened, and the nagging question of whether he’d just let her down.

Then she spoke softly, almost a whisper.

“Thank you, Mike. And… I’m sorry if I came on too strong. I just—I really like you. I didn’t want to sleep with someone I didn’t care about just to get off. That’s never been enough for me.”

Mike turned his head toward her, searching her face. There was a hint of vulnerability in her eyes, a crack in the usual confidence she carried so easily.

He hesitated, then said, “Emma, I remember what you told me—that you got tired of college guys who only cared about sex. I guess I thought if I made a move too soon, I’d be one of them. I didn’t want to push, or mess things up. I just... didn’t want you to feel used.”

He paused. “I hope I didn’t disappoint you.”

Emma looked at him for a long moment. Part of her had been disappointed, yes. He’d come so fast, barely giving her body a chance to catch up. And yet—he wasn’t selfish. He wasn’t one of those guys who got off, rolled over, and reached for his phone. He cared. She could see it in the tension on his face, the way he was already beating himself up more than she ever would.

She ran a fingertip slowly across his chest, thoughtful.

“Honestly,” she said, “you’re not the first guy to finish early. But at least you didn’t pretend I came too. Or act like it didn’t matter.”

Mike blinked, caught off guard.

“I’ve been with guys who were so obsessed with their own performance, they didn’t even notice whether I enjoyed myself. One guy used to time himself like it was a race. Another would go down on me for exactly sixty seconds and act like he deserved a medal. I’m not expecting fireworks every time, Mike. I just want it to feel... connected. Like it means something.”

He nodded slowly, shame creeping into his features.

Emma saw it and smiled faintly, nudging him with her hip.

“Besides,” she added with a playful grin, “I’ve got a vibrator and ten fingers. I’ll survive until next time.”

That pulled a laugh out of him—relieved, sheepish, but genuine.

And in that moment, as they lay naked in the soft glow of the bedroom, Mike realized she wasn’t disappointed in him. She was hopeful. Patient. Willing to let things grow. And that made him want to try harder next time—not just to prove something, but to give her everything she deserved.

When they decided to get married, Mike’s friends didn’t hold back.

“Jesus, man,” one of them joked, clapping him on the back at the engagement party. “How’d you manage to pull that off? You been holding someone’s secrets or what?”

Another leaned in with a grin and said, “You know you married way above your weight class, right?”

Mike laughed it off each time, smiling politely, but he couldn’t deny there was some truth to it. Even he’d spent the early months of their relationship in quiet awe that a woman like Emma—confident, sexy, whip-smart—wanted him. He’d always thought he’d end up with someone quieter, simpler, someone who didn’t draw eyes when she walked into a room. But Emma? Emma owned every room she entered without even trying.

By the time their wedding rolled around, even the skeptics in his life—friends, coworkers, distant cousins—were completely smitten with her. Emma made a point of getting to know everyone. She asked questions, remembered stories, laughed at the right moments, and showed a real interest in people’s lives. His aunts adored her. His brother’s wife called her “refreshing.” Even his gruff, stoic uncle had pulled Mike aside with a grunt and said, “You chose well.”

But nothing prepared Mike for the moment he saw her walking down the aisle.

Her dress was... something else.

He hadn’t seen it beforehand—she’d insisted it be a surprise—but he never would have guessed that Emma, of all people, would choose something so daring. The neckline dipped low, hugging the swell of her full, perfect breasts in a way that had every man in the pews sitting up straighter. The fabric clung to her curves like it had been painted on, the fitted bodice giving way to a flowing skirt that shimmered with every step. Classy, elegant, but undeniably sexy.

Mike’s mouth had gone dry the second he laid eyes on her.

She smiled as she approached, calm and radiant, and if she noticed the way his eyes kept darting to her cleavage, she didn’t show it. But she knew. Of course she knew.

That night, in the hotel suite they’d booked for their wedding, the champagne had flowed freely. Friends and family had sent them off with cheers and laughter, and by the time they were finally alone, they were both a little drunk, a little delirious, and a lot turned on.

Emma had kicked off her heels with a groan, peeled off her dress slowly—knowing full well how hard he was watching—and stood in front of him in nothing but a pair of lace panties and her wedding veil. When she slipped the panties down and stepped out of them, Mike’s cock twitched at the sight of her completely bare pussy—smooth, soft, freshly shaved for the occasion.

He loved that.

The sight of her slick, hairless lips just made everything look more perfect, more inviting. It was intimate, deliberate, and sexy as hell. She knew exactly what it would do to him.

Mike didn’t even let her get to the bed.

He bent her over the dresser, gripping her hips hard enough to leave finger marks, and slid into her from behind with a groan that came from somewhere deep in his chest. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was the high of finally calling her his wife, but for once, he had stamina.

Fifteen solid minutes.

He fucked her like he was trying to stake a claim, slamming into her over and over until the dresser was rattling against the wall. Her moans echoed off the walls, her knuckles white where she gripped the edge for balance. He reached around and cupped her tits, still flushed and full from the corseted dress, and the moment he pinched her nipples, she cried out and came hard—shuddering, gasping, practically collapsing beneath him.

And he kept going.

He wasn’t even sure how. All he knew was the tight grip of her cunt, the way her back arched, the desperate little noises she made each time he bottomed out. When she came again—this time clawing at the mirror in front of her—he finally gave in, burying himself inside her with a raw, guttural groan.

Afterward, they collapsed on the bed, still laughing, limbs tangled, breathless and messy and high on each other.

It wasn’t just the sex that made that night unforgettable.

It was the feeling.

That even after all the nerves, the teasing, the self-doubt… she was his. And he was hers.

The first few weeks of married life were sweet, domestic, almost idyllic. They cooked dinners together, watched shows curled up on the couch, and had sex with comfortable regularity—always in bed, always with the lights low. It was fine. Familiar. Safe.

But for Emma, it started feeling like a performance she had to choreograph from start to finish.

Mike would do his part—kiss her, undress her, slide between her legs—but the rhythm was always the same. Straightforward. Predictable. She knew how it would go. He’d cum within a few minutes, murmur something sweet, kiss her cheek, then roll onto his side and drift off. And then she’d lie there, staring at the ceiling, her body still humming with need.

At first, she tried to ignore it. Told herself she was just adjusting to the routine of being married, of living together. But by the second month, her patience began to wear thin. Mike didn’t notice that she lingered in the bathroom after sex. Or if he did, he never asked why. He didn’t see how flushed she came back to bed, or hear the soft panting behind the closed door as she brought herself to a trembling orgasm with her fingers or the little toy she kept tucked in the back of the drawer.

During the day, the tension only grew.

Emma worked from her home office, managing a team of accountants on high-stakes projects with demanding clients. She was brilliant at her job—precise with numbers, quick-witted with clients, and always composed under pressure. On camera, she was professional and polished: a fitted blouse, a blazer, maybe a subtle shade of lipstick. But beneath the desk, her secret life simmered.

More and more often, she found herself wearing nothing from the waist down—just a sleek black sweater or a tidy collared shirt paired with bare thighs and a growing wetness between them. On days with no meetings, she’d skip even the shirt. She’d sit cross-legged in her desk chair, completely naked, sipping coffee while reviewing spreadsheets, feeling the soft friction of the seat against her skin as a constant reminder of what she wasn’t getting.

It made her feel wicked. Secretly powerful.

Sometimes she'd touch herself between calls—slow, teasing strokes to take the edge off. Other times, she'd wait until her lunch break, close her laptop, spread her legs wide in her chair, and finish herself off with the vibrator while biting down on her knuckle to stay quiet. The release was quick, but not enough. Not really. It only reminded her what she wasn’t getting from Mike.

She started dreading bedtime sex. Not because she didn’t want it—she did. But it had become… obligatory. Repetitive. Vanilla.

She began to see it differently. Not as sex, but as foreplay.

Mike’s thrusts and kisses would stir something in her, warm her up just enough to leave her aching after he came. She'd smile, stroke his hair, tell him he was sweet. Then she’d slip away under the pretense of cleaning up, close the bathroom door, and finish what he started—quiet, fast, and alone.

She didn’t hate him for it. He loved her. He just didn’t see her the way she needed to be seen. Not yet.

But a new thought was starting to creep into her head, lingering a little longer each time she came alone.

What would it feel like… to be truly fucked?

To be seen—not just as a loving wife or a professional, but as the sexual woman she actually was?

And would Mike ever be the one to give her that?

While Mike was at work, his thoughts kept drifting.

He’d be in the middle of a budget review, eyes on spreadsheets, when suddenly he’d remember the way Emma looked that morning—standing in the kitchen wearing one of his sweaters, her bare ass peeking out from underneath. Or the way she stretched at her desk in nothing but panties, pretending she didn’t know he was watching. It was distracting. Maddening. And it only got worse as the days went on.

Her body was always on his mind.

Not just her curves or the way her tits looked when she leaned over the bed—but the way she carried herself now. Confident. Playful. She’d started initiating sex more, showing up naked when he came home, slipping a hand down the front of his pants without saying a word. And while he loved it—God, he loved it—it also left him feeling off-balance, like she was moving at a pace he couldn’t quite match.

He started looking things up during slow stretches at work. Just harmless searches at first. How to make sex better for your wife. Ways to increase female pleasure. Stuff like that. But the articles were vague or clinical, and before long, one link led to another—until he found himself on porn sites that promised to show, not tell.

It started with basics. Straight sex, passionate kissing, oral technique tutorials.

But then the thumbnails started shifting.

Hotwives. Public sex. Group encounters. Girl-on-girl. “Watch her get what she really needs,” one title said.

Mike didn’t plan on clicking it. But he did.

And then he couldn’t stop.

He’d watch a woman who looked nothing like Emma—only to mentally swap her in. Picture his proper, professional wife on her knees in a parking lot. Imagine her spread out on a hotel bed, moaning under another woman’s tongue. Picture her bent over a stranger’s lap while someone filmed her from behind.

The idea should’ve felt wrong. But it didn’t.

It felt… realer than it should have.

He knew Emma wasn’t like the women in those videos. She was sweet. Loyal. Still kissed him goodbye every morning and laughed at his terrible jokes. But at night, when she disappeared into the bathroom and he heard the faint buzz of her vibrator through the door, he couldn’t help but wonder:

What was going on inside her head?

And why was it starting to sound a lot like what was going on in his?

One of the topics that kept popping up in Mike’s late-night reading was oral sex.

It made him pause. He’d gone down on a few women in the past, but mostly out of a sense of fairness—he got blowjobs, so he figured he should return the favor. But now, thinking back, none of them had ever really asked for it again. Not enthusiastically. Not the way guys practically begged for head.

That stuck with him.

He started diving deeper, reading articles, watching videos, scanning forums that broke things down in real detail. And what he found wasn’t exactly shocking, but it was eye-opening. Apparently, a lot of men were terrible at going down on women—too focused on penetration, too rough, too clueless. Just sticking your tongue inside a pussy? That wasn’t the move. The real pleasure, the kind that made women cum, was in the clit. That small, sensitive center of everything. And it wasn’t about speed or pressure—it was about rhythm. Patience. Sensing when her hips tensed, when her moans changed, when her thighs started to quiver.

The more Mike read, the more convinced he became that he’d been doing it all wrong. And maybe—just maybe—that was part of the reason Emma never seemed fully satisfied. Their sex was affectionate, even passionate at times, but it didn’t leave her shaking, gasping, undone.

He’d never had any aversion to eating pussy. In fact, he liked the idea. And with Emma? She was meticulous when it came to hygiene—always fresh, always soft, always smelling faintly of something clean and floral. The thought of pressing his mouth between her thighs, of hearing her gasp because of him, started to turn him on in ways porn never had.

He made a quiet vow to himself: he was going to learn. Not just read about it, but do it. And do it right.

He just needed to find the moment—and maybe ask, gently, if she liked it. If anyone had ever taken the time to really make her cum like that.

But his late-night searches didn’t stop at oral sex. The sites he visited—half porn, half confessional story forums—offered a buffet of fantasies, and he found himself wandering through tags he never thought he’d be into.

Roleplay was everywhere. Some of it struck him as absurd—maid costumes, pirates, fake robber scenarios—but some of it was intriguing. Power play. Seduction games. Dom and sub stuff. The idea of Emma playing the dominant role, or being teased and denied while blindfolded, crept into his fantasies with surprising ease.

Then there was the word that kept popping up in story after story: cuckolding.

At first, Mike recoiled from it. The idea of Emma with another man? It hit something primal in him—something possessive. But curiosity pulled him in. The stories weren’t always what he expected. It wasn’t swinging. In most cases, it was only the wife who had other partners, and the husband either watched, knew about it, or found out after. Some of it felt raw, even humiliating. But some of it… was hot.

The idea of Emma, his beautiful, buttoned-up wife, completely taken by someone else—someone who made her lose control, made her cum loudly, shamelessly—it unnerved him. But it also left him hard more often than he cared to admit.

Still, he kept coming back to oral sex.

That felt like a good place to start. Something intimate. Focused on her.

He also decided it was time to be more assertive. She was the one who usually initiated, who set the tone. He wanted to turn the tables a little. Surprise her. Maybe start touching her more during the day—brush a hand over her ass when she passed by, cup her tits when she was bent over getting dressed, maybe run a hand between her legs when she least expected it.

He didn’t want to be just her sweet, passive husband anymore.

He wanted to make her melt. And maybe—just maybe—bring out the part of her he was starting to suspect she kept hidden. Even from him.

He and Emma had started spending more time cuddling and talking after sex. To Mike, it felt like progress—like maybe they were connecting on a deeper level, emotionally and physically. He’d begun to think that these soft, quiet moments after he came were part of building a more open, satisfying sex life.

What he didn’t realize was that for Emma, those moments were bittersweet.

She loved being close to him. The warmth of his body, the weight of his arm across her waist, the small kisses he gave her shoulder. But what she wanted—what she needed—was to feel all that before the afterglow. She craved the kind of orgasm that left her breathless, the kind that didn’t have to come from her own fingers once Mike fell asleep.

One night, lying beside him with the blankets pushed halfway down, Mike hesitated, then asked, “Do you like the way we make love?”

Emma looked over, surprised by the question—but she appreciated it. She smiled and shrugged slightly. “I do… I mean, I love being with you. I love how close it makes me feel.”

“But?”

She hesitated, choosing her words carefully. “Sometimes it’s hard for me to finish. It’s not really your fault—I think it’s just… how I’m wired.”

It was the kind of answer women had been giving men for years—a soft, harmless lie. A lifeline for male ego. The truth was harder to say out loud: that she could cum just fine, but usually only when she was doing it herself… or with someone who lasted longer and knew exactly where to focus.

Still, she didn’t want to wound him. She loved Mike. She just wished loving him came with more orgasms.

They lay there quietly for a while, and then Mike asked something he hadn’t brought up before.

“Do you like oral? I mean… giving it?”

Emma turned her head, a little amused. “That’s a bit sudden.”

“Well, you don’t really do it much. I figured maybe it’s not your thing?”

She laughed gently, brushing her fingers along his chest. “It’s not that. I’ve done it. I just… I don’t know, it hasn’t always felt very… connected.”

Mike swallowed, feeling a weird mix of embarrassment and curiosity.

Emma paused, then leaned over and kissed him softly. “You want me to show you how much I do like it?”

He blinked, surprised—but nodded.

She didn’t say anything else. Just slowly slid down the bed, lifting the covers away. His cock was still soft, resting against his thigh, but she took it in her hand with ease and began to stroke it gently. There was no rush, no sense of obligation. She kissed his inner thigh, then the soft skin at the base of his cock. When her lips finally wrapped around the head, it sent a jolt through his entire body.

Mike gasped.

Emma’s mouth was warm, wet, patient. She worked slowly, letting her tongue explore, tease, then press firmly just beneath the head. She sucked gently, steadily, building a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. Mike felt himself growing harder with every pass of her lips, every slow bob of her head.

This wasn’t like the other times. Not rushed. Not mechanical. This was… intentional.

She kept going even as he groaned, even as his hips started to twitch, even when he whispered, “You can stop if you want, I’m gonna—”

She didn’t stop.

She moaned softly around his cock, the vibration driving him over the edge.

He came with a sharp gasp, hips bucking up against her mouth, completely unprepared for how deep it hit. Her lips stayed sealed around him, her hands holding his thighs, her tongue still moving gently as he emptied into her mouth.

And then—she swallowed.

Mike lay there, stunned. Heart pounding. Head spinning.

When she slid back up beside him, her lips glistened slightly, and she kissed his chest with a teasing smirk. “Still not my thing, huh?”

He could barely speak. “That was… incredible.”

She didn’t reply. Just smiled and rolled away, slipping out of bed. “Be right back.”

Mike watched her go, still trying to wrap his head around what had just happened. That blowjob had been longer, slower, and more intense than anything she’d ever done for him before—and the way she swallowed, without hesitation, without pulling away, was something he’d fantasized about but never expected.

The bathroom door clicked shut.

He lay there smiling… but also wondering.

Because the truth was, something about that moment—something in the way she took control, the way she seemed satisfied—felt like a shift.

And he wasn’t sure yet what it meant.

The next evening, Mike got home to the sound of soft typing and the low murmur of Emma’s voice coming from her home office. He stepped inside quietly and found her at her desk, finishing up a spreadsheet, her hair pulled into a loose bun, dressed in a fitted sweater—polished, professional, and completely irresistible.

He leaned down behind her and kissed the back of her neck.

She let out a soft “mmm,” not turning around but clearly smiling. “Almost done,” she murmured, fingers still flying over the keyboard.

Mike’s eyes drifted downward. From the back of the chair, he could see that she was wearing the sweater and absolutely nothing else—her bare hips peeking out on either side of the seat, thighs parted just enough to tempt him. He felt himself growing hard almost instantly.

He slid his hands around her body and cupped her breasts through the soft knit fabric. No bra. Her nipples were already stiff beneath the material. Emma shifted in her seat, biting her bottom lip, but kept her eyes on the screen.

“Mike…” she said softly, as if warning him. But she didn’t stop him.

His hands moved lower, slipping between her legs. When he reached her pussy, he found it warm, damp, and already swelling beneath his fingers. She opened her legs further, silently giving him permission. He ran a slow, teasing finger along her folds, and she shivered beneath his touch.

She was wet. Not drenched—but getting there.

“I’ve got five more minutes,” she whispered, eyes flicking toward the screen. “Don’t you dare make me moan on camera.”

“Challenge accepted,” he murmured against her ear, already sinking to his knees.

He spread her thighs gently and pulled the chair back just enough to make room. She gasped as his tongue made the first long, slow pass through her folds, and her hips bucked slightly in the chair.

“Jesus…” she whispered, her voice tight, high.

Then a ping echoed through her speakers. A Teams notification.

“Oh my God,” she hissed. “I have to take this. One of my staff.”

Mike looked up at her from between her legs, his mouth glistening with her arousal. He grinned. “You sure?”

“I can’t blow her off. It’s just five minutes. Just don’t—don’t make me come, okay?”

He didn’t answer. Just smiled and resumed his work, kissing softly around her clit, deliberately avoiding it, letting his tongue tease her open lips. She grabbed her headset with trembling fingers, threw on a blazer draped over her chair, and tapped the accept button.

“Hi, Claire,” she said, her voice startlingly composed despite the flush creeping up her cheeks. “No, no, you’re fine. I was just closing out the spreadsheet.”

Mike worked slowly, deliberately, savoring her taste. She tensed with every flick of his tongue, her thighs trembling slightly. He stayed low, circling her clit without quite touching it, dipping his tongue into her opening, coaxing her wetter and wetter.

Emma's voice stayed level, but her hand gripped the edge of the desk like a lifeline.

“Mmm-hmm. Yeah, that’s perfect. No, I’ll get that back to you by EOD,” she said, blinking hard as Mike’s tongue traced slow, delicate circles just below her clit.

She muted herself quickly.

“You’re a fucking menace,” she whispered.

He didn’t stop. He just pressed his tongue deeper, savoring her moans as they slipped through clenched teeth. When she unmuted again, her voice wavered only slightly, just enough that Claire on the other end asked if she was okay.

“Fine,” Emma managed, eyes wild. “I just—uh—pinched my finger on the drawer.”

Mike flicked his tongue upward and finally, finally brushed her clit.

Her body jolted. Her free hand clamped hard over her mouth.

“Okay, Claire, gotta run. Thanks again!”

She clicked off the call and slammed the laptop shut.

“Mike—fuck—if you don’t make me cum right now—”

He didn’t need more encouragement. He wrapped his lips around her clit and sucked gently, then flicked his tongue in a rhythmic motion that made her thighs quake against his shoulders. Her hands tangled in his hair. Her breath turned to whimpers, then gasps, then desperate little cries as her orgasm built fast and sharp.

“Oh God, yes—right there—don’t stop—”

She came hard, her whole body clenching, her legs locking around his head as she ground herself against his mouth. He didn’t stop, not even as her cries turned to moans and her hips bucked against him again, chasing every last wave of release.

When she finally sagged back in her chair, breathless, flushed, trembling, she looked down at him with glassy eyes.

“That…” she panted, “…was the best Teams call I’ve ever taken.”

Mike didn’t hesitate.

The way Emma had just come undone beneath his mouth—the gasps, the quivering thighs, the flushed skin—lit something inside him he’d never felt before. Not just arousal. Pride. Control. He had made her come. Not with his cock, not with a toy—but with him. His mouth, his tongue, his attention. And now, watching her slump in her chair, legs still twitching, he wanted to push her even further.

He didn’t ask.

He simply lowered his mouth back between her legs and started again—slower this time, gentler, teasing her swollen clit with delicate flicks, careful circles. She was still trembling, still catching her breath, but within seconds her body was reacting again. Her pussy clenched and released, wetter now, more open, as if inviting him back in.

“Mike,” she gasped. “Jesus—you’re going to kill me—”

But he didn’t stop.

He licked deeper, then softer, then faster. Her body started to writhe. Her hands clawed at the arms of the chair. Her breathing turned jagged, uneven—and then the words came.

“F-fuck! Oh, fuck, yes—suck that clit, you dirty fucking bastard—fuck yes—don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop, don’t you dare—fuck—fuck me with your fucking tongue—oh my God—”

Mike nearly paused, stunned.

Emma’s voice was raw, feral, absolutely filthy. He had never heard her speak like that. His sweet, composed wife was now gasping out curses between moans, begging, growling, completely overtaken. It shocked him—and turned him on more than he knew was possible.

Her thighs clamped hard around his head as she bucked into his face.

“Oh my fucking god, Mike—yes! Yes! I’m fucking cumming! Don’t you stop, motherfucker—ohhh shit, I’m gonna—fuck!”

And then she came again.

It hit her like a freight train—louder, messier, more intense than before. Her whole body locked up, her back arched, and her right leg suddenly jolted straight with a cry of pain.

“FUCK! My leg—Jesus, Mike—my hamstring—oh God—it cramped!”

He pulled back immediately, breathless, eyes wide.

“Shit—Emma—are you okay?”

She was panting, clutching her thigh, tears brimming in her eyes from the shock of it all. “Cramp—just a cramp—I can’t move it. Help me.”

He moved fast, hands firm but gentle, massaging the tight muscle, trying to soothe it while she groaned in pain and pleasure and breathless laughter.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped, voice half-hoarse, “you just made me cum so hard I pulled a fucking muscle.”

Mike could barely believe what had just happened.

He guided her up carefully, her arm draped around his neck, and walked her slowly into the bedroom. Her leg was starting to loosen with each step, though her body was still shaky. He laid her on the bed, rushed to the kitchen for ice, and returned to find her sprawled on her stomach, ass high, her thighs still slick and glistening. A wet patch had soaked the bedspread beneath her.

He massaged her again, this time slower, her muscles gradually easing under his touch. He draped a light blanket over her back, just enough to keep her warm, and admired her curves, her scent, the rawness of her.

After fifteen minutes, she pushed herself upright, still dazed. “I need a shower,” she murmured.

He helped her to the bathroom, tested the water temperature, made sure she could stand, and left her to rinse off. As the steam built behind the closed door, Mike wandered into the bedroom, still buzzing, still breathless.

That’s when he realized something strange.

He was rock hard.

Painfully so.

And yet—he hadn’t come. Not once.

He reached down and touched himself through his jeans, stunned by how sensitive he still felt. Normally, he would’ve finished way before Emma. But now? He hadn’t even thought about it. He’d been too focused. Too into her.

And it hit him.

She had come—twice. Screaming. Shaking. Collapsing.

And he hadn’t even been inside her.

He looked down at himself, still throbbing, and exhaled a shaky laugh. What the hell was happening to him?

When Emma stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, her eyes were glassy, her cheeks flushed. She gave him a weak but genuine smile.

“You,” she said, voice hoarse, “are full of surprises.”

Mike smiled back, still breathless, still hard.

“You have no idea,” he muttered.

Emma limped into the bedroom, towel wrapped loosely around her, still favoring her right leg. Mike rushed to meet her, guilt flashing in his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he said, gently placing a hand on her back. “I didn’t know what to do when you started crying out. I thought I’d hurt you. I mean—I did hurt you. I didn’t mean to.”

She stopped and looked at him, her expression somewhere between exhausted and amused.

“Are you crazy?” she said, blinking at him like he’d just confessed to murder. “That was the hardest I’ve ever cum in my life.”

His eyes widened.

“I’m serious,” she added, shaking her head. “I was having an amazing time until my leg decided to betray me. God, I was so close for so long, I thought I was going to lose my mind. If you hadn’t made me cum when you did, I might’ve fucking hit you. I was beyond ready. Like—feral.”

Mike flushed, a mix of pride and bashfulness crawling up his neck. “I… I could tell. I don’t know what got into me. I guess I just sensed something wasn’t working for you before. With our normal sex, I mean. So I started reading. Articles, forums, stuff about what women actually need.”

He hesitated. “That’s… that’s really the first time I’ve seen you have a full orgasm. Is that… I mean, do you usually not finish during, you know… regular sex?”

The question hung there.

Emma’s eyes flicked toward the floor, caught between honesty and instinct. It was a direct question, and the old reflex kicked in: spare his feelings. But she also knew they were crossing into new territory now—honest, raw, real.

She answered quickly, but softly.

“Not usually, no,” she admitted. “I mean… like I said, maybe I’m just not built that way.”

It came out easy. Too easy. A practiced deflection.

Mike nodded slowly, but something in his eyes said he wasn’t entirely convinced. Not disappointed—just thoughtful.

Emma tried to lighten the mood. “For what it’s worth, you definitely hit the other button tonight.”

He smiled, still looking at her like he was seeing her for the first time. “Yeah. I’ve never heard you talk like that before.”

Emma laughed, wincing slightly as she sat on the edge of the bed. “Neither have I. Apparently, when you delay my orgasm long enough, I turn into a foul-mouthed demon. You asked for it.”

Mike laughed with her, but the image lingered in his mind—Emma, writhing, swearing, utterly lost in pleasure. It was raw and real in a way he hadn’t known she could be. And it had changed something in both of them.

He reached down and touched her thigh gently.

“I liked it,” he said, voice low.

She looked up at him, still flushed, still breathless. “Good,” she whispered. “Because now that you’ve opened that door... you better be ready to walk through it.”

But even as the words left her mouth, Emma knew she was lying.

It wasn’t a cruel lie. Not one meant to manipulate or deceive. It was the kind women told every day—soft, familiar, designed to protect. To spare the ego of a man they loved.

But it was still a lie.

She could cum from penetration. Her big purple dildo made sure of that on a regular basis. And before Mike—back in college, and a few times after—there had been men who could do it too. Not all of them, but a few. Usually the arrogant, cocky types. Guys who didn’t ask what she liked because they didn’t care. They just happened to be hung like stallions. Big, thick cocks that filled her up in a way Mike’s never could.

And it wasn’t fair to compare. She didn’t want to compare.

Mike was kind. Devoted. Gentle. Loving.

But his cock? It just… wasn’t enough. Not for that kind of release.

She hated thinking that way. Hated how clinical it sounded. But no amount of emotional connection could override simple anatomy. She could fake it—had faked it, once or twice—but now? After what he’d just done to her with his mouth? After cumming so hard she’d pulled a muscle? There was no way she could go back to pretending.

Now he knew what it looked like when she really came. What it sounded like. What it felt like.

She couldn’t fake that again. Not without him noticing.

Still, she wasn’t lying about everything. That orgasm? It was the best she’d ever had. The intensity of it, the drawn-out teasing, the fact that it came from him—not a toy, not her hand—meant something. It had cracked something open in her. Let her feel like a woman again, not just a wife going through the motions.

But it was different.

Oral wasn’t the same as a good, hard, deep vaginal orgasm. She loved both in different ways, and she wanted both. But she knew now, without question, that no amount of effort was going to make her cum from Mike’s cock alone.

That didn’t mean she didn’t want him inside her. Far from it. She still wanted that closeness. That rhythm. That connection. But now she understood that if she was going to climax, it wouldn’t be from the missionary thrusts of her well-meaning husband.

At least now he’d seen it. Felt it.

And maybe that was something.

Maybe, if nothing else, her finger would finally get a break. Because if she ever had to cum on her own again after what Mike had just done, it would be out of sheer, desperate frustration—and nothing more.

Mike didn’t fully buy Emma’s expLouisation about not being “built right.” It felt too convenient. Too rehearsed. And after what he’d just witnessed—her writhing, gasping, cursing through two mind-blowing orgasms—he knew damn well her body was functioning perfectly.

No, everything was definitely working.

He’d read enough by now to know the truth most guys didn’t want to face: the clit was everything. Not the whole story, maybe, but close. It wasn’t about just jamming it with a tongue or rubbing it frantically. It was about timing. Rhythm. Anticipation. He’d read that the longer you made a woman want it, the harder she came when you finally gave it to her. And last night proved it.

She had been begging for it by the time he finally wrapped his lips around that hard little button and sucked her over the edge.

It gave him a strange sense of pride—like he’d unlocked something primal in her. The way she screamed, the way her legs had clamped around his head, the filthy, frantic things she’d said… that wasn’t fake. That wasn’t polite. That was real.

And if it felt even half as good as what he’d experienced when she swallowed his cum the night before, then yeah—she’d been satisfied. More than satisfied.

Now he was thinking about what came next.

If her clit was the key, maybe there was a way to bring her off while he was inside her. Not just emotionally close, not just with him—but because of him. His dick alone wasn’t enough, he knew that now. But maybe, with the right pressure, the right angle, the right attention to that little bundle of nerves, he could still give her the kind of orgasm that pulsed through her from the inside out.

The kind that made her want him that way again.

The kind that made her stop faking anything, ever.

He just had to figure out how to do it.

And now… he was ready to try.


A Subtle Shift

Things between them began to shift after that night. Not just in bed, but in the space between.

They were more open now, more willing to share what turned them on. Emma still greeted him naked some evenings, especially if she’d been working from home and feeling a little restless. But even when she had to go into her downtown office, she’d often call Mike on her way back—always casual, but with a tone that made something stir in him.

“Hey,” she’d say lightly. “I’ll be home in twenty. You’re cooking tonight.”

And then, more deliberately: “I want you to serve it to me. Like a proper waiter. But naked.”

The first time she said it, Mike had laughed, thinking she was joking. But she didn’t laugh back. Just paused, then added, “And I do mean completely naked.”

It started as a joke, at least on her end. A playful suggestion that snowballed into something far more charged. It had begun, weirdly enough, after a night out when a waiter had been particularly charming—too charming. He’d flirted with Emma a little too obviously, and she’d leaned into it just enough to fluster Mike. On the way home, she teased him about it.

“You’re lucky he didn’t ask for my number,” she said with a smirk. “I think I tipped him more than you made in college.”

Later that night, naked in bed, she whispered, “Next time, you can be the waiter.”

Now it had become a recurring theme.

She’d call him and give simple, clear instructions. Have dinner ready. Plate it properly. Set the table. Pour the wine. Be naked. And wait for her by the door.

Mike, to his own surprise, liked it. He liked how specific she was. How calm and controlled her voice became when she told him what to do. It wasn’t demanding—it was… deliberate. Confident.

That first evening, she’d walked in wearing heels and a tailored pencil skirt, her hair still pinned up from work. Her eyes dropped immediately to his cock, already half hard just from anticipation, and she smiled like she was inspecting a meal she’d ordered days ago.

Then she frowned.

“God, Mike… that pubic hair is a mess.”

He froze. “Uh… yeah?”

She sat down, poured herself a glass of wine, and took a slow sip.

“I hate pubic hair. I always have. I just never said anything before. But since you’re going to be walking around like this,” she gestured lazily at his naked body, “you might as well make the view worth it.”

He didn’t argue.

The next time she called, her instructions included a detour.

“Shower. Shave. I want it all smooth when I get home.”

He did it. Nervously, carefully. And when she walked through the door and found him clean, shaven, and standing by the kitchen island with a towel draped over his arm like a maître d’, she didn’t even try to hide her grin.

She took her time eating, sipping wine, casually asking him to top off her glass, to fetch her phone, to bring her napkin from the bedroom—all so she could watch him walk around naked, cock gently bobbing, cheeks flushing redder with each task.

It was teasing. It was absurd.

But somehow, it worked.

And maybe the most dangerous part?

She knew it did.

Sex had never been better between them—not in terms of variety, not in terms of connection. They’d started taking turns initiating, mixing things up, pushing small boundaries. Sometimes Emma would straddle him the second he sat on the couch. Other times, Mike would slide under the covers while she scrolled on her phone and pull her legs open with slow, determined hands. There was a rhythm forming, a give and take, and both of them were feeling it.

But for Emma, something was still out of sync.

The pattern had become familiar: Mike would go down on her, sometimes expertly now, then they’d fuck, and he’d cum. She enjoyed it. Really enjoyed it. But it still left her wanting—wanting a kind of release she hadn’t quite managed with him inside her. She dreamed about cumming while he was fucking her, and then having him drop back down between her legs and finish her with his mouth, raw and messy. But she didn’t think Mike could handle that. Most men couldn’t. The idea of tasting their own cum—especially when it was inside their wife—triggered a deep-rooted reflex of revulsion.

Still, the more they talked and explored, the more Emma started planting seeds.

Instead of reading erotica together like they used to, they started watching porn. At first, it was tame—sensual couples, long foreplay, the kind of stuff marketed as “for women.” But it escalated quickly. Mike would scroll through thumbnails and ask, “What about this one?” and Emma would nod or raise an eyebrow or say, “Hmm, maybe.” Before long, they were watching scenes with bigger toys, bigger dicks, even videos where husbands used massive dildos on their wives while calling them good girls.

One night, they watched a clip that stopped them both cold.

The husband was fucking his wife with a dildo—thick, long, black—and then replaced it with his cock. He came inside her, hard and fast, and when she moaned that he still hadn’t made her cum, he slid down her body, spread her open, and started licking her cum-filled pussy without hesitation. The camera lingered as his tongue flicked over her clit, his face shiny and messy, her voice rising in filthy praise as she finally came.

Mike tensed.

Emma turned to him on the bed, side-eyeing his reaction. “Well?” she asked, voice light. “Would you ever do that?”

He looked at her like she’d just asked him to eat something off the floor. “I don’t know… I mean, I want to please you, but… that? I don’t think I could do it. The taste would just—honestly, I think it would gross me out.”

Emma raised her eyebrows. “Seriously?” she said, half laughing. “So wait—you want me to swallow, but you wouldn’t even lick me after you’ve cum inside me?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “I mean… yeah, but that’s different.”

She scoffed. “Different how, babe? Enlighten me.”

Mike shifted on the bed, awkward now. “It just feels different. Like… I don’t know, mine is—”

“Oh come on,” she cut in with a grin. “You realize what you’re saying, right? You cum in my mouth and expect me to swallow like it’s nothing. But the idea of your own cum makes you squeamish?”

He laughed, slightly red-faced. “Okay, when you put it that way…”

Emma gave him a slow, teasing look and leaned over to kiss his shoulder. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m not asking you to tonight. But maybe one day.”

The way she said it—soft, almost playful, but with just enough weight behind the words—left him feeling both intrigued and slightly out of his depth.

And she knew it.

They were lying in bed one night, half-watching TV, Emma curled up against him, absently tracing her fingers over his stomach. It was one of those easy, content moments—until she said, almost offhandedly:

“So… have you ever thought about getting a dildo?”

Mike blinked, unsure if he’d heard her right. “For you?”

Emma grinned, eyes still on the screen. “No, Mike. For you. I was thinking you could use it on date nights when I’m out of town.”

He rolled his eyes. “Okay, smartass. Yes, for you. But… I don’t know. Would you even want that?”

She shrugged, now looking up at him. “Maybe. I mean, your fingers are fine. My fingers are fine. But sometimes I wonder if the fullness might do more. Like, put pressure in the right spots, maybe even help stimulate my clit from the inside. Could be fun to try.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “So you want me to get one?”

Emma gave him a look—amused, but with a hint of challenge behind it. “Why not? Could be kind of hot. And I think you should be the one to pick it out.”

“Me?” he said, caught off guard. “Why me?”

“Because,” she said simply, “then you control what size cock I get to have in my pussy.”

His mouth opened, but no words came out right away.

She laughed at his expression and reached over to flick his chest. “Come on, don’t look so shocked. I’m just saying—it could be fun. You get to pick what I ride. Isn’t that kind of sexy?”

Mike cleared his throat. “I mean… yeah, maybe. I just figured you’d be better at picking something like that.”

“Oh, no, baby,” she said with mock seriousness. “This one’s on you. There are plenty of stores, and it’s not as weird as you think. Honestly, some of my friends talk openly about their dildos like they’re comparing wine. Size, shape, texture—there are opinions.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Not even a little. Women can be just as raunchy as guys. Sometimes worse.”

Mike let out a low whistle. “So… you want me to walk into one of those places and just start inspecting fake cocks?”

Emma grinned. “Exactly. I want to see what you choose for me to cum on.”

His face went red. “No way.”

She tilted her head, eyes twinkling. “Aww, come on. Just imagine it—you, standing there, debating whether I’d look hotter riding something eight inches or ten. That’s our kind of foreplay.”

“Jesus, Emma…”

“I’m teasing,” she said with a shrug. Then, more softly, “Kind of.”

He looked at her, somewhere between mortified and aroused. “Can’t you just… order one yourself?”

Emma smiled. “Well, I could. But then it’s just for me. And I want this to be for us.”

She let that hang for a beat, then leaned in and kissed him—slow, deep, warm.

“But hey,” she added with a smirk as she pulled back, “if the idea of picking out your wife’s dildo freaks you out, we can skip it. No pressure.”

Mike exhaled, heart still racing a little. “Let me think about it.”

Emma curled up against him again, her voice playful in his ear. “Take your time. Just remember… it’s going inside me. Might as well make it something you enjoy watching.”

Emma dropped the subject and didn’t mention it again. But the seed had been planted.

Over the next week, the conversation kept playing in Mike’s mind. He thought about how far they’d come together sexually. Emma loved oral now. She loved when he fingered her after he’d cum inside her, loved using his cum as lube while she finished herself off. She had even hinted—only half-joking—that if she used a dildo right after sex, she wouldn’t need any extra lubrication.

The more he imagined it, the more intrigued he became.

But there was the matter of actually buying the damn thing. She’d been clear: not online. “No scrolling and adding to cart,” she had said with a smirk. “I want you to walk in, pick it out, and bring it home. For me.”

It felt like a challenge.

So, after a few more days of procrastinating, he finally worked up the nerve. He drove to the other side of the city to avoid running into anyone they might know, and after a few awkward loops around the block, he pulled into the parking lot of a sleek-looking boutique called Store For Lovers.

Not a seedy adult video shop, thankfully. This place looked modern, clean, and—he hoped—discreet.

As he stepped inside, a bell above the door chimed. He braced himself for judgment, but instead he was greeted by a cheerful voice.

“Hey there, welcome in.”

The voice belonged to a girl who looked like she was barely out of college. Early twenties, maybe. At first glance, she seemed pretty plain—jeans, fitted black tee, no heavy makeup. But the longer he looked, the more he noticed the details. Her dark brown hair was pulled into a messy bun that somehow worked, her skin was clear and glowing, and her figure was... distracting. Hips that swayed just a little too naturally, a small waist, and full, round breasts that made her T-shirt cling in all the right places. Not flashy. But stacked.

And then there was the smile.

It hit him the second she looked him in the eye. Wicked, knowing. Like she lived for moments like this—spotting the shy, nervous guys trying to act cool as they shopped for something to stick inside their wives.

“Need help finding anything?” she asked sweetly, cocking her head slightly.

Mike fumbled. “Uh, maybe. I’m just, um… looking.”

She nodded, clearly suppressing a grin. “Of course. That’s what everyone says.”

She didn’t press. Instead, she turned and gestured toward the back. “Toys are in that direction. Lingerie’s to the left. I’m here if you have any questions… about anything.”

He swallowed hard and started toward the toys, trying not to look like he was rushing.

A few minutes later, she reappeared beside him—seemingly out of nowhere.

“Looking for something for a partner?” she asked casually.

“Uh… yeah.”

“Cool. First toy, or is this a new addition to the collection?”

Mike scratched the back of his neck. “First, I think.”

She nodded like she’d already figured that out. “Alright. That’s exciting.”

She crouched down to a lower shelf and picked up a box with a smooth, skin-tone dildo inside—moderate in size but still intimidating under the fluorescent lights.

“Some couples like to start with something close to their own… anatomy,” she said, not even blinking. “Others prefer to be a little more adventurous.”

She stood up and flashed him that grin again. “You get to choose how adventurous.”

He tried to laugh it off. “That’s what scares me.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, nudging him gently with her elbow. “She’ll probably pretend she’s shocked no matter what you pick. Then use it when you’re not home and never tell you.”

He blinked, startled.

“Or maybe she’ll use it while you’re home,” she added with a wink. “That’s when it gets fun.”

Mike was stunned by how open she was—but also strSophiey reassured. Her tone was matter-of-fact, not sleazy. And her confidence made it easier for him to stop overthinking.

“You, uh… seem to know a lot about this.”

She gave him an exaggerated innocent look. “What can I say? I’m passionate about product knowledge. For example…” She leaned in a little. “Don’t sleep on the suction cups.”

He chuckled despite himself, finally relaxing enough to scan the shelf without blushing.

The dildo aisle suddenly felt a lot less terrifying.

She glanced down at the shelf, then back at him with a smirk. “Okay, can I ask you a kind of personal question?”

Mike blinked. “Uh… sure?”

“Are you looking for something a little bigger than yourself… or a lot bigger?”

He didn’t answer right away, and she grinned like she’d expected that.

“Look, my husband’s on the smaller side too,” she said, completely unapologetic. “We figured out pretty early on that toys weren’t a threat—they were a solution. Total game changer, honestly. You’d be amazed how many guys think bringing a dildo into the bedroom is an insult, when really… it’s just physics.”

Mike cleared his throat, unsure whether to laugh or nod.

“So,” she continued, matter-of-fact but playful, “small, medium, or large? Just saying—if you pick something too modest, you might end up back here buying the next size up when she finds her rhythm.” She gave him a wicked little smile. “Know what I mean?”

Despite himself, Mike chuckled. Her bluntness should’ve made him feel self-conscious, but somehow, it didn’t. The way she said it was so casual, like they were discussing paint swatches at a home improvement store. And the people around them—women, couples, even a guy in a polo shirt picking out lube—seemed completely unfazed.

She reached for a dildo off the middle rack—a creamy, soft-textured, seven-inch model that looked both manageable and... undeniably real.

“This one’s a best-seller,” she said, handing it to him like it was a power tool. “Not too long, just enough girth to be fun. Great for couples. Especially first-timers.”

He took it from her, nodding slowly. It felt ridiculous and exciting at the same time.

“You want to look at anything else?” she asked, turning slightly toward the rest of the wall. “We’ve got harnesses, vibrators, anal toys if you’re feeling bold…”

He shook his head quickly. “No, this is… this is plenty for now.”

“Alright,” she said, leading him toward the register. They passed the lingerie section, rows of lacy, barely-there things in soft lights. She glanced over and arched an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.

Mike tried not to imagine Emma in half of what he saw hanging there.

As she handed him the discreet black shopping bag, she tilted her head with a playful glint in her eye.

“You know,” she said casually, “a nice pair of crotchless panties would go great with this. Just saying. A little gift set never hurt anyone.”

Mike held up a hand quickly. “Uh—no, no, I think I’m good. Just the toy, thanks.”

She laughed softly, clearly enjoying herself. “Alright, suit yourself. You can always pick up a pair next week… when you come back for the bigger one.”

He looked at her, stunned for a beat.

“I’m teasing,” she added quickly, but with another wink. “Mostly. But really—you’re welcome to come browse anytime. Now that you know where we are, you’re basically family.”

He chuckled awkwardly, grateful and uncomfortable all at once.

The bag was discreet, the checkout quick, and she sent him off with a bright smile and a warm “Have fun!”

Mike stepped out into the afternoon sun and exhaled hard, as though he’d been holding his breath since he walked in. Even though he’d relaxed during the process, he still couldn’t shake the urge to get out. It wasn’t shame—exactly. Just the surreal realization that he’d just spent twenty minutes calmly discussing dildo sizes with a hot twenty-something who handled sex toys like kitchenware.

Back in the car, he sat behind the wheel for a moment, bag on the passenger seat, trying to collect himself.

Then he drove across town and went back to work, where he attempted—unsuccessfully—for the next hour to concentrate on finishing an update to their inventory software. But every time he tried to focus, his mind wandered back to the bag… and how Emma would react when he gave it to her.

And that damn wink.

Emma was still at her desk that afternoon, barefoot, hair up, focused, and wearing nothing but a cropped tee and a black thong. The sunlight angled across the room, catching the sheen of her thighs as she shifted in her seat. She didn’t even glance up when she heard the front door open. She was finishing something, biting her lip as she typed.

Mike came in quietly, holding a plain black shopping bag. He set it down on the kitchen counter, heart racing slightly, and walked straight toward her office.

She didn’t have time to react before he spun her chair gently to face him. No words. Just the sight of her legs slightly parted, the thin black strap of her thong disappearing between her curves.

He dropped to his knees, ran his hands along her thighs, and slowly peeled the thong down her legs. Before she could even say a word, he brought the damp strip of fabric to his nose and inhaled deeply.

Emma froze, her eyes widening just slightly.

And then he looked up at her with that hungry stare and buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue licked a long, deliberate stroke up her folds, and her whole body exhaled. She tilted her hips toward him without thinking, fingers gripping the armrests of the chair.

“Ohh… fuck, Mike,” she groaned, head tilting back. “You really love my dirty pussy, don’t you?”

He didn’t reply. Just sucked harder, swirling his tongue at the top of her slit before diving back down.

Her breath caught.

“You didn’t even ask if I showered,” she said, voice dropping to a teasing murmur. “You don’t care how sweaty I am, how long I’ve been sitting here working. You like it filthy.”

He moaned softly against her, and she felt the vibration. It emboldened her.

And then, almost without warning, the words came out.

“What if it’s not just sweat, Mike?” Her voice was low. “What if… what if someone else had been here? What if you’re licking up another man’s cum?”

Mike’s body tensed for a second—but then he pushed in deeper, licking harder, more urgently.

Emma's eyes widened. That hadn’t been a test—she’d honestly thought he might stop.

Instead, he moaned again, and something inside her cracked open.

She hadn’t told him about the porn. Not yet. About how she’d started watching hotwife videos when he was at work. About how the idea of being taken by another man—of being used and filled and then eaten out by her devoted husband afterward—had started to loop in her head during every orgasm. At first it was guilt, then curiosity, then hunger.

And now… it was just flowing out.

“You have no idea what you’re tasting right now,” she whispered, her voice thick and shaky. “What if I let someone else fuck me today, Mike? What if I let him cum deep inside me and didn’t even bother to clean up?”

He groaned louder this time, his tongue swirling relentlessly over her clit. She gasped.

“Ohhh my God,” she panted, “you’re really doing it. You’re licking me like I’ve been fucked. Like you’re cleaning me out. You nasty little fuck… are you imagining it? Are you imagining me getting stuffed full of another man’s cock while you’re at work?”

He sucked her clit into his mouth and flicked his tongue fast and steady.

“Oh, fuck, yes, just like that—oh god—Mike—don’t stop—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

Her legs clamped around his head, her hands fisting his hair. Her orgasm tore through her with no warning, sharp and messy, her entire body convulsing around his mouth as she screamed his name—then moaned it over and over, softer, filthier, breaking down.

When it was done, she collapsed back into the chair, trembling, flushed, breathless.

He didn’t stop immediately—just licked softly, reverently, as if savoring the last drops of her.

She looked down at him through glazed eyes, still stunned at what had just happened.

Still stunned that he hadn’t stopped.

He glanced up at her, mouth wet, eyes burning.

“I don’t care,” he murmured.

Emma smiled faintly, wickedly.

Oh, fuck, she thought.

This might be dangerous.

After dinner, Emma stretched and stood up from the table, still naked except for the oversized T-shirt she'd slipped on. Her legs were bare, her skin still flushed from earlier, and her hair was slightly messy in that way that made her look even sexier than when she tried.

“I’m going to take a quick shower,” she said, casually brushing a hand through her hair. “I feel sweaty and... well, used.”

Mike’s pulse jumped. The way she said used—like a half-joke, but loaded—sent a jolt of electricity straight to his cock, which had been stiff since before dinner and hadn’t softened once.

She turned toward the hallway, but he reached out and caught her wrist.

“Not yet.”

She looked back, surprised—but curious. He stepped in close, and without another word, took her hand and led her into the bedroom.

Emma raised an eyebrow, amused. “You really want me like this? All dirty and full of your cum?”

His voice came low and hoarse. “Exactly like this.”

He stripped quickly, yanking his shirt over his head and kicking off his pants. By the time he pulled down his briefs, his cock sprang forward—thick, flushed, twitching with need.

He’d been hard for what felt like hours. Ever since he’d dropped to his knees in her office and tasted her. The way she’d moaned, the way she’d teased him about licking her out after another man had supposedly fucked her—it had lit a fire in him. Even during dinner, he’d barely been able to sit still, his cock stiff against the inside of his jeans, every shift of his weight brushing him just enough to make it ache.

He needed her now.

Emma was already lying back on the bed, watching him, legs spread slightly, the edge of her T-shirt pulled up to reveal her messy, glistening pussy.

He crawled on top of her, grabbed her hips, and thrust into her in one smooth, hungry motion.

She gasped. “Jesus, Mike—fuck, you’re hard.”

“I’ve been hard since you said another cock might’ve been in you before I licked you out.”

Her breath caught, her nails digging into his back. “That turned you on, didn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. He just started moving—slow at first, but deep, grinding into her with steady thrusts that sent ripples through both of them. Her pussy was soaked, still dripping with the earlier mix of their arousal, and every time he bottomed out, the slick sound of it filled the room.

He kissed her neck, her jaw, her lips, fucking her with a quiet desperation. He wanted to make it last, to take his time—but the pressure was already unbearable. Every thrust brought him closer, every filthy word she’d said earlier burned in his brain.

“You like thinking about me being full of someone else, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice dark and dangerous.

He groaned. “Fuck... I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Her legs wrapped tighter around him, her hips lifting to meet his rhythm.

“You want to fuck my pussy after someone else used it?” she purred. “You want to feel it all stretched out, all messy and used?”

That did it.

He slammed into her, deeper, harder, teeth clenched, his entire body going rigid.

“Fuck!” he gasped, hips jerking as he came—hard. Deep. His cock twitched violently inside her as he emptied himself, burying his load as far as he could reach.

Emma moaned softly beneath him, loving the way his body collapsed over hers, the way he shook through every pulse of release.

He held himself there for a moment, breath ragged, sweat beading at the small of his back.

Then he pulled out slowly, his cum already leaking from her used pussy.

“Don’t move,” he said again, voice lower now.

She looked up at him with a faint, knowing smirk. “Why? What are you up to now?”

He walked to the closet without answering, returned with the black shopping bag, and pulled out the dildo—already out of its plastic, washed, and ready.

Emma’s eyes lit up.

“Oh my God,” she said with a laugh. “You actually did it.”

He got back on the bed, held the toy up, and raised an eyebrow.

“You found another cock to fuck me,” she said, licking her lips. “How sweet of you.”

She didn’t call it a toy. She didn’t call it plastic. She called it a cock. And Mike felt a rush of something complicated—arousal, pride, submission—all tangled together.

He crawled back onto the bed and kissed her deeply. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer, then guided his face down to her breasts. He took the hint and sucked one nipple, then the other, each already tight and pebble-hard. She moaned as he kissed his way down her belly, down past the soft patch of her landing strip, and settled between her thighs again.

Her pussy was a mess. Slick with his cum. Still twitching slightly from earlier.

He took the dildo and rubbed the head gently along her folds, mixing his seed with her arousal. She shivered.

“God, that’s filthy,” she whispered. “You’re about to fuck your own cum deeper into me.”

He didn’t reply. He just watched her face as he slowly pushed the head in—slick, full, stretching her open.

She moaned immediately, her hips rolling toward him. “Fuck, that’s full,” she breathed. “Oh yeah, baby. That’s so fucking full.”

Mike slid it in deeper, inch by inch, until it was almost all the way inside her.

Her eyes fluttered. Her legs spread wider.

And she looked up at him with a dangerous smile.

“Good boy,” she said softly.

And Mike, stunned by how hard that made him again, realized—

She wasn’t just using the dildo.

She was using him.

And he wanted more.

Emma stared at the dildo in Mike’s hand, her eyes shining with a kind of filthy delight that sent a fresh wave of heat straight to his chest—and his cock.

It wasn’t even that much bigger than him. Maybe an inch longer, a little thicker at the base. But it felt massive in that moment. And the fact that he’d bought it—that he’d walked into a store and picked out the cock she was about to fuck herself with—made it something else entirely.

“You’ve really outdone yourself,” she murmured, taking the toy from his hand slowly, deliberately. Her voice had that dangerous softness to it—the one that made Mike’s throat go dry.

She reclined back on the bed, legs spread wide, pussy glistening and pink from his recent orgasm, still stretched and dripping with his cum. Her T-shirt was bunched up under her arms, her breasts rising and falling as she caught her breath.

Then she pressed the tip of the dildo between her folds and gasped.

“Ohhh god, yes…” she moaned, guiding it deeper inch by inch. “Fuck me with that big cock.”

Mike sat at the edge of the bed, frozen. His cock had started to stiffen again, impossibly fast, watching her slide the toy into herself. His own cum was still inside her—his cum—and now she was fucking it deeper with something bigger.

She started slow, twisting the dildo slightly as she thrust it in and out, her hips rising off the bed in smooth, greedy movements.

Mike watched, hypnotized. There was something unreal about it—watching his wife, messy from him, now lost in the fantasy of something else.

“Oh god, this is so good,” she groaned, picking up the pace. “You should’ve seen her face,” she added suddenly, her voice changing—teasing, breathy. “The girl at the store. I bet she laughed the second you left. Poor guy buying his wife a cock she’ll actually cum on.”

Mike flinched—but he didn’t look away. His cock was rock hard again, and throbbing.

Emma kept going, thrusting harder now, her thighs starting to tense, the toy slapping wetly with each push.

“Mmm, fuck yes. Look how deep it goes,” she hissed, tilting her hips to angle the dildo inside her. “God, he fills me so much better than you do.”

Mike’s heart pounded. Shame flushed his face—but his arousal only deepened.

Emma locked eyes with him.

“Is this what you pictured when you picked it out?” she purred. “Me on my back, moaning for another man’s cock? Stretching me wide while you just watch?”

She was breathing faster now. Her voice changed again—sharper, needier, wilder.

“Oh god, yes, that’s it… fuck, I’m gonna cum—fuck me, fuck me—harder, deeper—god, look at how this cock wrecks your wife—look at what you can’t do—fuck!”

Mike watched, stunned, as she slammed the toy into herself again and again, hips bucking, back arching off the bed. Her words became a litany of curses, moans, half-sobs. She was gone—no filter, no shame.

“Fuck yes—YES—this is how I cum—this is what I fucking need—bigger—harder—FUCK, I’M CUMMING—”

Her body locked up, her heels digging into the mattress, thighs trembling violently as her orgasm hit like a storm. She shoved the dildo in as deep as it would go, her cunt spasming around it, a mix of cum and slick gushing down her inner thighs.

Mike could hardly breathe.

She collapsed back onto the pillows, legs splayed, chest heaving. Her body twitched as the aftershocks rippled through her.

Then, slowly, with a trembling hand, she pulled the toy out—slick, glistening, still warm from her body—and held it out to him.

Her eyes were glassy. Her voice was soft but unmistakably commanding.

“Here, honey,” she said, smiling faintly. “Would you mind washing my new cock and putting him away?”

Mike reached out and took it.

His hand trembled.

And his cock throbbed.

Mike took the dildo from her hand carefully, like it was something sacred. It was still warm, slick with her arousal and his cum, and the weight of it in his palm felt almost unreal. He stood up slowly, trying to collect himself.

That’s when he noticed it.

He was hard again.

Really hard.

Not just twitching or half-erect—aching, swollen, leaking hard. His cock stood straight up against his stomach, pulsing like it hadn’t just emptied itself inside her less than ten minutes ago.

He looked down at himself in disbelief.

That never happened. Never.

Usually, after cumming, he needed time—a nap, a break, something. He'd never popped back this fast. But now, after watching her fuck herself to pieces with the dildo he’d bought—listening to her moan about how full it made her, how he wasn’t enough—he felt like he might explode just from the pressure.

Emma noticed it before he could say a word.

She tilted her head, still sprawled out on the bed, flushed and glowing, and looked straight at his cock.

“Oh… wow,” she said, smiling with wicked amusement. “Again?”

Mike swallowed, cheeks burning.

She sat up slightly, her legs still parted, cum still glistening on her inner thighs, and gave his cock a long, slow look—hungry, amused, but laced with something else too. Power.

“I didn’t know you had it in you,” she teased. “I thought once you came, that was it. Mr. One-and-Done.”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His chest was tight, his body buzzing.

She let out a soft, knowing laugh.

“Well,” she said, laying back again and stretching her arms over her head, “maybe this little show really did something to you, huh?”

Then her voice dipped, playful but cutting.

“Or maybe… it just turns you on knowing your wife can cum harder with someone else’s cock.”

That hit like a gut punch. But his cock throbbed even harder.

Emma looked at him again, more serious now, eyes narrowing just slightly. “You like this, don’t you?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, then finally nodded—just once.

She smiled like she already knew.

“Go on, then,” she said, still spread and soaked. “You’re already hard. Why don’t you show me what you’ve got… while it lasts.”

Mike stepped toward her, pulse hammering, mind spinning with lust, humiliation, and something else—something dark and electric.

He wasn’t sure who he was in this moment.

But she did.

And she was ready for him.

Mike climbed back onto the bed, chest heaving, eyes locked on Emma like a man gone feral. He didn’t wait for her to say anything. He just grabbed her thighs and yanked her toward him, her ass dragging across the sheets. She squealed in surprise—delighted, breathless—and grinned.

“You’re still fucking hard,” she murmured, looking at his cock. “Look at you.”

He didn’t answer. He reached for her T-shirt and shoved it up roughly, exposing her breasts. They bounced free, flushed and tight, her nipples already stiff from anticipation.

He groaned at the sight of them. She looked fucking perfect.

His mouth was on her tits a second later—sucking hard, switching from one to the other, his tongue lapping and circling, then clamping down with just enough teeth to make her gasp. He tugged one nipple between his lips and pulled, hands squeezing her full tits like he needed to anchor himself.

“Fuck, Mike,” she breathed, arching beneath him, her hands in his hair. “You’re hungry tonight.”

He growled against her skin and kissed down her body, trailing saliva across her sternum, then lower, until he was sliding his cock against her soaked pussy. He teased her for a moment—just enough to make her whimper—then slammed into her without warning.

Her whole body jolted. “Yes!”

He set a brutal pace, fucking her like he was trying to erase something—his own inadequacy, her earlier orgasm, the echo of the dildo still slicking her walls. Her pussy was messier than it had ever been, and the sound of it—wet, obscene, relentless—only pushed him harder.

He grabbed her throat with one hand, not squeezing but holding—controlling—watching the way her breath hitched, her eyes glazed.

“You like this?” he growled. “Like me taking you like this after watching you fuck yourself stupid?”

She could barely nod, mouth open, moaning.

He shifted his weight, grabbed her wrists, and pinned them above her head with one hand, driving into her from above as she arched beneath him, tits bouncing, mouth wide with every grunt and gasp.

Then it happened.

The image flashed in his mind.

The dildo.

Not plastic. Not rubber.

A man.

A real cock stretching her, splitting her open, making her moan like that.

Mike groaned like he’d been punched in the stomach, hips jerking faster.

He gripped her hips, pulling her down into every thrust, fucking her so deep he felt like he was chasing someone else’s shadow. And then, just as she started to moan louder, he saw it again—another man, big, thick, powerful, pushing into his wife while she cried out like a whore.

It made his cock even harder.

He grabbed her by the hair, yanked her up to meet his lips, kissed her hard and messy, then shoved her back down and fucked her like he wanted to break her.

“You imagining it?” she gasped between thrusts. “You thinking about him too?”

He couldn’t answer. Could barely breathe.

She smiled. “You should be. That toy barely scratched the surface. Imagine what a real one could do…”

He pounded into her harder.

Another image. Her legs around someone else’s waist. Her moaning louder than she ever did for him.

He slammed into her, biting back a moan. His balls were tight, the pressure unbearable—but he didn’t stop. He wouldn’t stop until—

Her legs stiffened.

Her breath caught.

She let out a sharp cry as her pussy clenched around him, fluttering, squeezing—an orgasm. A small one, but real.

She’d cum.

He couldn’t believe it. He held her hips tight and thrust a few more brutal times before exploding deep inside her, groaning with raw intensity as his cock pulsed, emptied, and throbbed in the wet heat of her used cunt.

He collapsed onto her, shaking.

They stayed like that, tangled and panting, the room spinning in silence.

Emma was the first to speak.

“Well, well…” she said, her voice smug and slow, “you actually fucked me to an orgasm.”

Mike didn’t respond. He was still trying to decide how to feel.

Proud.

Ashamed.

Owned.

Because yeah, she came—but not like she had with the dildo.

Not like she had with his imagination of another man.

And he wasn’t sure which part of that hurt more.

They lay tangled in the sheets, both of them still sticky and flushed, bodies slick with sweat and cum. The room smelled like sex—thick and unmistakable—and the duvet was a wreck beneath them. Emma’s hair was a wild mess against the pillow, and Mike lay beside her, chest rising and falling, staring up at the ceiling like he couldn’t quite process what had just happened.

Emma stretched slowly, her body lithe and utterly relaxed, and let out a long, contented sigh.

“Mmm… that was so good,” she purred. “Thank you for getting my new lover for me, Mike. He’s finally big enough to make me cum.”

Mike turned his head, looking at her, cheeks still flushed. “My pleasure, dear. I like to see you cum.”

She rolled onto her side to face him, her grin lazy and wicked. “I know you do. You’ve gotten really good at watching.”

He swallowed hard, unsure if that was praise or mockery—or both.

“That was amazing, though,” she added with a smirk. “How you took my dirty pussy. Twice.”

“Honey,” he said softly, “your pussy could never be dirty.”

Emma laughed—a warm, musical sound that made her breasts bounce slightly with the movement. “Oh, really?” she said, arching a brow. “After I’ve been sitting at my desk all day, sweaty and soaked, and you still didn’t let me shower before you buried your face in me?”

Mike’s cheeks colored again, but he nodded. “You still tasted good.”

“Oh, I know I did,” she said, smug now. “You were moaning into me like you were trying to breathe me in. You loved how messy I was. You could barely hold yourself back.”

“It goes right up my nose,” he murmured, half-embarrassed. “It makes my mouth water. Not that you ever need the help. You were just gushing once I got started.”

She reached down and gave his spent cock a playful tug. “Well, your tongue might actually be my favorite sex organ now. Isn’t that sweet?”

He flushed. “You said that like you meant it.”

“I did mean it,” she said, tilting her head. “You finally figured out how to make me cum. Just… not with this.” Her fingers tapped his cock lightly. “That one still needs a little help.”

Mike looked away, the sting immediate and undeniable—but he didn’t argue.

Emma rolled onto her back again, staring up at the ceiling with a sly little smile on her lips. “You really got off on me calling that toy my new lover, didn’t you?”

He didn’t answer right away.

“I saw how hard you got,” she went on, her voice light but unmistakably pointed. “You were throbbing, baby. Watching me fuck myself, calling it another man’s cock, moaning like he was still inside me. That did something to you.”

He let out a slow breath. “Yeah. I guess it did.”

She turned to him again, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Did you like me being all nasty like that? Filthy little hotwife with her big new toy, talking about real cocks while her husband watches?”

He hesitated.

Then nodded.

“I didn’t think you’d like it,” she said, leaning closer, her voice a purr. “But your cock told a different story. It was practically begging to get back in me. That was… unexpected. I mean, the dildo gets me off, but you? You came twice and still wanted more.”

Mike smiled faintly, but there was tension behind it. “I guess all the porn is getting to us.”

Emma giggled. “Mmm. They are. But don’t worry, sweetheart…” She traced a lazy finger down his chest. “That’s just the warm-up. Imagine what I’ll do when it’s not a toy I’m fucking.”

Mike’s stomach twisted—shame, arousal, curiosity, all tangled together.

She kissed his cheek sweetly, then added softly, “But for now, my pussy’s full of your cum.”

She said it like a gift. And somehow, that made it even worse.

Or better.

He didn’t know anymore.

The next evening, Emma sat curled on the sofa, swirling a glass of red wine, her bare legs tucked underneath her. The room was quiet, cozy—just the faint hum of the dishwasher in the background and the soft sound of the wine kissing the edges of her glass. She looked over at Mike, who stood awkwardly near the doorway, still drying his hands on a dish towel, clearly unsure whether he wanted to stay standing or disappear.

She patted the cushion beside her. “Come sit.”

He hesitated, then obeyed, lowering himself onto the sofa like a man stepping into a trap. She turned toward him, one eyebrow raised, her tone light but expectant. “So. Tell me everything.”

He blinked. “Everything?”

Emma nodded, her eyes never leaving his. “The boutique. The dildo. All of it. Every little detail.”

Mike shifted uncomfortably. “Em… it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“That’s why I want to hear it.”

She sipped her wine, the glass catching the lamplight, and waited. And slowly, haltingly, he began.

He described the boutique—how overtly feminine it was, how out of place he’d felt walking past rows of lingerie and display stands full of vibrators. His voice dropped as he told her about the woman behind the counter: confident, pretty in that slightly older, sexually self-assured way. She’d smiled at him gently when he stuttered through his expLouisation.

“She asked if it was for my wife,” he said, eyes downcast. “And when I said yes, she just… looked at me.”

Emma watched him closely, noting the way his cheeks darkened as he spoke, how his breath caught slightly when he tried to repeat her words.

“She said… if I wasn't satisfying you, I should be grateful there were other ways to do it.”

“And were you?” Emma asked, her voice silk.

He hesitated. “I didn’t know what to say.”

“But your cock did,” she said, glancing casually down.

Mike’s face flushed deeper. He shifted, trying to adjust his shorts subtly, but it was too late. Emma saw the slow, unmistakable outline of an erection pressing forward.

“Keep going.”

“She said—she told me she used to think size didn’t matter,” he mumbled. “Until she met a guy who changed her mind. She said most women don’t even know what they’re missing until they feel it.”

Emma smiled, her tone low and amused. “And you agreed with her, didn’t you?”

He nodded slowly. “I—I kind of had to. I mean… she wasn’t wrong.”

“And when she told you to come back for something bigger?”

Mike’s cock twitched.

“She said if I did, she’d show me the new crotchless panties she just got in stock. Like she already knew I’d be back.”

Emma leaned in just a touch closer. “And you got hard, didn’t you? Right there in the shop.”

His silence was answer enough. His cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his shorts, desperate and obvious.

She looked at him with soft amusement, then reached out and brushed her fingers just over the bulge in his lap—lightly, mockingly. “So embarrassing… and yet you’re so turned on.”

He swallowed, his mouth dry.

Emma leaned back, sipping her wine again with lazy elegance. “I hope she does see you again. And this time, you won’t just be buying a toy.”

She paused, smirking. “You’ll be shopping for a replacement.”

Mike’s enthusiasm for going down on her had grown into something more than just affection—it had become a need. A quiet, urgent ritual that seemed to take root deeper each week. Emma had started to notice it first in small ways: how he would hover by the edge of the bed when she undressed, how his eyes would flick to her thighs every time she shifted in her chair after a long day at her desk. There was a hunger to it now, almost reverent, especially when he kissed her there before she'd showered, before she’d even freshened up.

At first, she’d been mildly self-conscious. She wasn’t always perfectly clean after a long workday—sitting for hours, shifting, sweating lightly in the quiet tension of Zoom meetings and deadlines—but that didn’t seem to matter to him. If anything, it only drove him harder. His mouth would be on her the second she gave him a look, like he couldn’t help himself. And in some strange, indulgent way, Emma had come to like that too. She’d smile to herself, sipping her tea, imagining him down there before she even called him over.

She’d even had the passing thought that maybe she should shower earlier, just in case. Not for herself, but for him. She didn’t want him to get overwhelmed by the smell, to retreat. But so far, that hadn’t happened. If anything, he seemed to crave it even more the longer she went without cleaning up. And deep down, she understood why.

He wasn’t fucking her to make her cum. Not anymore.

Oral was the only way she climaxed with him now—unless, of course, she brought out the dildo.

The shift had been subtle, and Emma hadn’t rushed it. They still had sex semi-regularly. Mike would climb on top of her with his thick but familiar cock, panting with need, and she’d enjoy the closeness, the friction, even the occasional orgasm if she used her fingers. But it wasn’t enough. Not compared to the heat of his mouth, his desperation to please her, or the delicious fullness of the dildo when she let him slide it inside her afterward.

And she had started letting him do that more often now—letting him hold it for her while she lay back and spread herself open, her clit already slick and throbbing from his tongue. The way he gripped the dildo, slowly eased it inside her, and watched her gasp… there was something almost devotional in it. But Emma wasn’t just enjoying the pleasure. She was watching him. Watching the way his face flushed. The way his eyes flicked between her pussy and the thick, lifelike silicone shaft sliding in and out. The way his own cock sometimes hardened helplessly while she moaned from the dildo he’d bought for her.

He didn’t even realize how much he was giving up.

And she didn’t stop there.

Some evenings, when he was on his knees licking her—eager, obedient, cock untouched—she’d open her laptop and start playing videos. Slow at first. Hotwives, cheating wives, dominant women cooing encouragement as they were fucked by bigger, stronger men. Mike would hesitate the first time she did it, but when she stroked his hair and whispered, “Just keep licking, baby. I want you to hear how real men make their wives cum,” he didn’t stop. He licked harder.

She’d moan with the sound of the other woman on screen getting railed—loud, wet slaps echoing as some man with a thick, glistening cock drove into his lover, while the husband in the corner filmed and panted.

Emma would reach for the dildo and push it into herself while Mike was still licking her clit, his face pressed against her, her thighs tightening around his head. She started narrating what she saw, whispering just loud enough to make sure he heard.

“Look at how stretched she is,” she’d murmur. “He’s ruining her. That’s how a woman should be fucked.”

And Mike would moan softly against her, his lips trembling as he tried to keep up.

She knew the humiliation was feeding something dark and real inside him. And maybe inside her too. The more vivid the dildo play became—the slower she let him push it in, the more she commented on the differences—the deeper that shift settled into their marriage.

Mike had once been the center of their sex life. Now he was the warm-up act.

And the deeper his need to please her grew, the less she needed to ask. He brought the dildo to her without a word. He adjusted her legs. He held her hips down when she started to writhe. And when she came—shaking, clenching around silicone, grinding against his open mouth—he looked up at her with something like awe.

She knew what was coming next.

He wouldn’t even ask to cum.

And she wouldn’t let him.

One of the biggest reasons Emma and Mike had moved farther out of the city was space. Acreage. Not isolation, exactly—they had neighbors, but none within shouting distance. They could play music late, walk around half-dressed, or spend an entire afternoon digging in the yard without seeing another soul.

They loved working outside together. The lawn crew handled the mowing and edging, but the trees, shrubs, and flower beds were theirs to shape. Fall was coming, and the garden centers were offering their usual clearance sales—everything from ornamental grasses to Japanese maples marked down to ridiculous prices.

That weekend, they’d picked out a mid-sized redbud tree—just small enough to fit in Mike’s pickup, and big enough to feel like an upgrade to the backyard. They marked the spot together that morning, just off the patio, and Mike had started digging. He knew how to transplant it properly—it wasn’t just about shoving it in a hole the size of the root ball. The soil needed loosening, the drainage mattered, and he wanted it to thrive.

But the heat wasn’t cooperating.

It was still full-blown summer hot. The kind of heat that sank into your skin and stayed there.

He’d dug a few feet before hitting stubborn clay, and now he was using a pickaxe, sweat dripping down his chest as he worked. Emma stood beside the hole with a shovel, scooping away loosened soil, her own skin slick with sweat. Her white shorts clung to her ass, and her cropped tank top was plastered to her torso. A sliver of her sports bra peeked out near one armhole, and her thighs were streaked with dirt.

They were both a mess.

Eventually, Emma wiped her forehead and disappeared into the house. A few minutes later, she came back out with a glass pitcher of lemonade and two fogged-up glasses.

“Come on,” she called. “Break time. Hydration, mister.”

Mike climbed out of the hole, chest heaving, sunburn beginning to creep across his shoulders. He’d stripped down to just his cutoffs. His skin was damp and covered in fine dust. She handed him a glass and they stood on the edge of the hole, gulping lemonade, breathing heavily.

Her top clung to her in a way that made it almost sheer. The crop barely covered her ribs now, and the damp cotton had molded perfectly to the curves of her breasts. Her shorts were soaked through, and Mike couldn’t help but notice the prominent camel toe where the fabric clung between her thighs.

She caught him looking and gave a sly little smile, saying nothing.

They drank in silence for a moment, catching their breath.

“Damn,” she said finally, exhaling. “That was way harder than I thought it’d be.”

He nodded, sweat dripping from his hairline. “Yeah. Not gonna get the tree today. It’s too late.”

She tilted her head, scanning the half-dug pit. “We’re almost there, though.”

“Another six inches and I can throw in the hay,” he said, pointing to the bales stacked nearby. “We’ll get it in the morning, plant early before it gets too hot.”

“Good plan.” She drained her glass and reached for the hose coiled on the patio.

Mike picked up the tools and walked with her toward the patio, letting her slip her hand into his as they went. It was a small thing, but it made the moment feel like more than just yard work.

He hosed off the pickaxe first, then the shovel. Emma held out her hands to rinse the worst of the dirt, and when he turned the nozzle, a fine mist sprayed from the side along with the main stream, catching her square in the chest.

She shrieked in surprise, then laughed, glancing down at her soaked top.

“Like it even matters,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m already drenched. You can probably see everything.”

Mike tried not to stare—but he failed. The wet fabric clung to her breasts like a second skin, outlining every curve, every detail. Her nipples were stiff from the cold water, pushing visibly through the cotton.

She caught him again.

And this time, her smile was slower.

“Guess I’ll have to hose you down next,” she said, taking the nozzle from his hand and aiming it lazily in his direction.

Mike raised both hands in surrender, grinning. “Not the shorts. I don’t think they can handle it.”

She glanced down at his crotch—already beginning to tent.

“No,” she said, smirking. “I don’t think they can.”

The sun beat down. The lemonade was almost gone. And something else—something humid and electric—lingered between them.

“Damn, honey,” Mike said, still holding the hose as water dripped from her soaked shirt. “If you didn’t have that sports bra on, you’d win a wet T-shirt contest. Hands down. No competition.”

Emma looked at him, her brow lifted with mock skepticism—but she was smiling.

Then, without a word, she reached behind herself and peeled off the crop top. The damp cotton slapped softly to the patio. She unclasped her sports bra and pulled it off over her head, her breasts bouncing free, flushed and dewy from the heat. She didn’t bother drying off. Instead, she slipped the wet crop top back on—no bra underneath this time.

“Like this?” she asked, as if testing a theory.

Mike stared.

Her nipples were hard, fat and pink under the thin, transparent cotton. The soaked fabric clung to every curve, her puffy areolas clearly visible. It wasn’t even close to subtle. It was the kind of sight that belonged in the pages of a magazine, and yet here she was, barefoot on their patio, looking like she wanted to be caught.

“Wow,” he breathed. “You look good enough to eat.”

Emma snorted. “You’re a real charmer, Mike.”

He didn’t blink. “No, seriously. You look good enough to eat.”

Then he stepped toward her, eyes fixed, hand already reaching for the button of her shorts.

Emma backed away a half-step, laughing softly. “Mike—no. The neighbors—”

“There are no neighbors,” he said, taking another step. “Not close enough to see anything. The trees, the shrubs—come on, we planted this place for privacy.”

She hesitated, heart pounding—but his hands were already at her waistband. The heat between them was unbearable now, and there was something about his urgency that melted her resistance.

He undid the button, pulled down the zipper. The shorts were wet and clung to her skin like paint. He had to peel them off, inch by inch, revealing her long, sweaty legs. She steadied herself on his shoulders, stepping out one leg at a time, her crop top hanging down just enough to tease the view of her thong.

Then, slowly, she reached for the crop top again and pulled it off completely, tossing it onto a nearby chair.

She stood before him in nothing but her sneakers and a soaked black thong, the wet fabric translucent now, outlining her lips beneath it.

Mike dropped to his knees.

She flinched. “No—Mike. I’m sweaty. Gross.”

He looked up at her like she’d just said the most ridiculous thing in the world. “Yeah,” he said. “And I like sweaty, nasty pussy.”

She gaped. “Oh my God. You’re an animal.”

He grinned. “Damn right.”

And with that, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and peeled it down—slowly, savoring the way it clung to her pussy, stringing wetness as it slid past her thighs. Her scent hit him immediately—hot, musky, intimate.

He pressed his face between her legs and groaned.

Emma gasped as his tongue dragged up her slit, then again as he gripped her ass and pulled her closer. The heat, the air, the danger of it—it was all insane, but her body was already reacting, her knees going weak, one hand dropping to the top of his head.

“Mmmfuck,” she muttered, hips rolling forward. “You really are serious, huh?”

Mike moaned against her, his tongue lapping hungrily. Her sweat, her taste, her raw scent—it was overwhelming and perfect. He didn’t care how filthy she felt. She was his favorite flavor, especially like this—messy, feral, undone.

Emma's breathing got rougher, her thighs tightening around his head.

“God… this is so wrong,” she whispered. “Out here? Half-naked? Dirty and disgusting and you’re loving it.”

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t have to.

Her protests didn’t last long.

As soon as he pressed his nose against her slick, overheated pussy, she gave a little gasp and her hips jerked forward. The scent was strong—sweat, summer heat, and something purely her—but not unpleasant. It hit him like a drug. Raw. Earthy. Real. He flicked his tongue through her folds, but the angle was awkward, and she squirmed, half-laughing, half-moaning.

“Wait, wait—this is ridiculous,” she murmured, breathless. “We’re gonna break something.”

Without a word, Mike stood and scooped an arm behind her back, helping her toward the nearest lounge chair. She dropped onto it, chest rising and falling fast, her bare skin glistening. Her legs fell open without hesitation. Whether she meant to or not, she was giving him everything.

Mike dropped to his knees, pulled her legs over his shoulders, and buried his face between her thighs.

The taste hit him instantly—tangy, hot, layered with sweat and arousal. He didn’t care that she hadn’t showered. If anything, it made this feel even more raw, more real. He remembered reading once that sweat didn’t actually smell bad on its own—it only stank when it mixed with bacteria. Right now, all he could smell was her. Her pussy was already slick with fresh arousal, mixing with the heat of the day. And God, she was so fucking wet.

His tongue traced her folds slowly at first, savoring the flavor, the way she trembled under his mouth. Then he picked up speed, licking deeper, firmer, letting himself lose all shame. His hands gripped her thighs hard, and he groaned into her cunt as she whimpered above him.

“Fuck, Mike,” she moaned. “I can't believe you're—Jesus, yes—right there, don’t stop—oh fuck, don’t stop.”

She was loud now. Really loud. And that thought alone made his cock twitch inside his cutoffs. Their closest neighbors were acres away, but still—if anyone was outside, they might hear the desperate, feral noises Emma was making. And that only spurred him on.

He worked his tongue in tight little circles, then longer strokes, then focused back on her clit, giving it the attention he knew she craved. Her taste had changed—deeper now, more urgent—and her whole body was beginning to shake.

Then she clamped her thighs around his head, locking him in place, her hands gripping his hair.

He didn’t pull away. He couldn’t have even if he tried.

Emma bucked her hips up against his mouth, grinding her soaked pussy into his face, her moans turning into sharp, broken cries.

Her voice cracked. “Oh God, I’m gonna—”

She didn’t finish the sentence. Her whole body convulsed. She held him tight, pulsing against his mouth as he kept licking through the waves. She bucked, then slumped, then bucked again—like her body didn’t know whether to keep cumming or collapse.

Finally, she sagged against the chair, panting, eyes glassy and dazed. Sweat dripped from her chest. Her inner thighs glistened with a mix of sweat, pussy juice, and his spit.

Mike stood slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his arm.

“Jesus,” she whispered, trying to sit up but falling back, laughing faintly. “What the hell has gotten into you lately?”

Mike reached out and gently helped her up, her legs still wobbling from the orgasm.

“I have no idea,” he said. “But I’m not stopping now.”

And neither of them wanted him to.

They stepped into the shower together, steam already thick around them, the water washing away the grime and sweat of the yard work—but not the heat between them. Mike hadn’t cum, and he had been desperate to since he started eating her out on the patio, and the ache in his balls was bordering on torture. His cock stood painfully hard, bobbing in front of him as he turned to rinse the shampoo from his hair.

Emma noticed.

She pressed her slick body up against his back, her wet breasts soft against his shoulder blades. Then her arms snaked around his waist, one hand slipping down to gently stroke his aching shaft. Her touch was light. Teasing. Barely enough to ease the pressure.

“You’ve been hard for a while now, haven’t you?” she whispered in his ear, her lips brushing his earlobe.

“Yeah,” he breathed. “Since the patio. Jesus, Emma…”

She smiled, wicked and knowing. She gave his cock a long, slow stroke, then let go just when he started to push into her hand.

He turned, water cascading over both of them, and reached for her—but she twisted playfully away. Her round ass rubbed against his cock as she bent slightly, rinsing her legs like nothing was happening.

Mike groaned, barely able to control himself. His cock slid along the curve of her backside, and she arched just enough to let him feel her, but not enough to let him in.

She looked over her shoulder, grinning. “You look like you’re about to explode, baby.”

“I am,” he growled.

She reached back and cradled his balls lightly, making him buck forward.

“Poor thing,” she murmured. “I’ll let you fuck me. But only if you use both your cocks tonight.”

He blinked. “Both?”

She nodded toward the bedroom. “Go dry off. I’ve already got your competition waiting.”

He followed her out, dazed, horny, trembling with need.

By the time he reached the bedroom, Emma was already there—toweling off, legs parted just enough to keep his attention locked. On the nightstand sat the thick, smooth dildo. Her “new lover.”

Mike’s eyes flicked from the toy to her slick body.

He didn’t say a word. He climbed onto the bed, grabbed her by the waist, and plunged into her with no ceremony. No delay.

His cock was hard as steel, fueled by desperation and her teasing. He pounded into her, rough and relentless, gripping her hips and driving himself in deep, over and over again.

Emma took it all, moaning, clawing at the sheets, egging him on. But even as he fucked her, she reached up and wrapped her fingers around the dildo, holding it like a threat, a challenge.

He came fast, too fast, groaning into her neck as he emptied himself inside her. But she didn’t let him collapse.

“Now,” she said breathlessly, rolling onto her back and handing him the thick cock. “Let’s see what your friend can do.”

Mike gritted his teeth and grabbed the base. He was no longer trying to be gentle.

He fucked her with the toy like he had something to prove. Brutal, deep thrusts that made her gasp and twist beneath him. He held her legs wide, then pinned one back, watching her body jolt with every plunge.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t romantic. It was primal.

He could hear her breathing shift—ragged, uncontrolled—as she neared the edge again. Her face was wild, her voice almost cruel as she moaned out, “God, yes, fuck me with that big cock. Fuck me like he would. Deeper. Harder. I want to feel it in my throat.”

“OOOOOO. FUUUUUCK. YESSSSSSS. Fuck me, lover,” Emma howled, her voice hoarse with need. “Mike—my lover is fucking my pussy so deep. Now suck my clit. Make me cum again.”

The words hit Mike like a punch to the gut—humiliating, arousing, impossible to ignore. He was still plunging the thick dildo into her, watching her stretch wide around it, watching her body writhe, sweat slick across her stomach and chest. Her breasts bounced with every savage thrust.

She was holding her legs open now, pulling her knees back with both hands, exposing everything. Her pussy was swollen, soaked, stretched, gaping around the toy—and her clit was huge, flushed red, engorged, almost pulsing.

He’d never seen it like that. It jutted out stiff and proud above her slippery folds like some obscene little cock, twitching every time he rammed the dildo into her. And she needed it. He could hear it in her voice, see it in her face, feel it in how her thighs trembled.

He dropped his head and latched his mouth around her clit like it was a cock, sucking it with slow, greedy pulls, then flicking his tongue over it in ruthless, messy circles. Her back arched, the toy nearly slipping from his grip as she bucked against his mouth.

Emma let go of her knees and grabbed his hair, yanking his face harder against her. “Yes! That’s it. Suck it. You feel how hard I am for him? That’s what he does to me, baby. That’s how deep he fucks me. Now you make me cum. Tongue and cock. Both of you.”

The line blurred in Mike’s mind. She was gone—fucking herself with the toy, fucking his mouth with her swollen clit. She was in charge now, her pleasure the only priority.

She lifted her hips off the bed, grinding her cunt into his mouth while ramming the dildo in and out of herself like she was punishing her pussy. Her thighs locked around his head, and he sucked with everything he had, tonguing and pulling at her clit like he was going down on a miniature cock.

And then she exploded.

Her entire body went rigid. The toy slammed home one final time and her cry tore from her throat—wild, raw, animal.

“YESSSS! FUCK! FUCK! OH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING, I’M CUMMING, I’M—OH FUCK—”

Her juices gushed against his face as she convulsed, pussy pulsing around the buried shaft, clit throbbing against his tongue.

She didn’t let him up. She held his face there through it, hips trembling as the aftershocks tore through her. Only when she finally collapsed back into the pillows did she release her grip.

Mike pulled back, breathless, face soaked, his own cock hard again just from the sheer violence of her orgasm. He watched her chest rise and fall, her skin flushed, hair wild, lips parted as she tried to catch her breath.

Neither spoke.

They lay together, utterly spent, the room thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

Two hours passed before either of them moved—until Emma stirred beside him, brushed her damp hair from her forehead, and smiled lazily.

“Hungry?” she asked.

Mike blinked. “Starving.”

She laughed softly. “Me too. But goddamn… that was a meal.”

As they stepped into the kitchen, still flushed and dazed from the earlier intensity, Mike grabbed Emma’s ass—hard. Not just a quick grope, but a possessive, needy grab that made her gasp and immediately spin to face him.

“Jesus, Mike,” she laughed, eyes flashing. “You’re turning into a total perv lately.”

He grinned. “I can’t help it. I’ve been hard for hours. I love tasting you.”

“Even today?” She raised an eyebrow. “I was a sweaty, muddy mess out there.”

“If anything, you tasted even better.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice like he was sharing a secret. “It was musky, warm… like something fermented and primal. The kind of flavor that hits you deep in the back of your throat and makes you want more.”

Emma tilted her head, amused. “So now my pussy tastes like craft beer?”

“No—well, not like beer exactly,” he said, flustered but grinning. “It’s hard to explain. When you’ve been in the office all day, it’s more metallic. Like mineral-rich. But today? Out in the sun, sweaty, dripping… it was like citrus and salt and something sweet underneath. Addictive.”

She gave a slow, teasing smile. “Well, whatever the flavor, you devoured me like you hadn’t eaten in a week.”

“I couldn’t stop. And your clit… Emma, I’ve never felt it that big. It was like—” He hesitated, trying to find the right words.

“Like a little cock?” she finished, raising her eyebrows and biting her lip. “That’s how it felt. Hard, twitching… I thought I was going to explode.”

“You did,” he said. “It was the most insane orgasm I’ve ever seen you have. You were gone. I thought you were going to tear the bed apart.”

She giggled, then leaned in, brushing her hand along his still semi-hard cock through his shorts. “You keep that up, and I might not need a bigger lover after all.”

Mike froze for a moment. “Wait… you still want the bigger one?”

Emma pulled back just slightly, enough to look him square in the eye with mock innocence. “I said I might not need one. But let’s be honest, babe. That thick boy you brought home barely got me over the edge. I still needed your tongue. That’s why I said you should go back and talk to your little sales girl. She seemed to know her cocks.”

He blinked. “Sales girl? You mean—”

“Yeah. Your boutique girlfriend. The one who told you her favorite was the twelve-inch black one.” Emma grinned. “She sounds like my kind of woman. You should take notes.”

He felt the flush rise in his neck. “I don’t even remember her name…”

“She sounds unforgettable,” Emma teased. “Go back and get those crotchless panties she mentioned. And maybe… maybe… you bring home something even bigger next time.”

Mike gave a nervous laugh, unsure whether to be excited or terrified. As arousing as the idea was, there was something unsettling about how casually Emma threw around the word lover. But goddamn, his cock twitched anyway.

Emma saw the flicker of panic in his eyes and leaned in close, whispering in his ear. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll still let you clean up after him.”


A Step In The Right Direction

Sex had become not only more frequent, but more intense. There was a new kind of honesty between them now—one laced with confessions, kinks, and brutal desire. The physical boundaries had shattered, and with them, so had the emotional ones. After Emma came—often two, three times in a row—she liked to keep Mike close. Sometimes she'd pull him down to lie with his head resting just above her swollen, slick pussy, his cheek warm against her soft stomach as she ran her fingers through his hair.

It became their ritual—this post-orgasmic intimacy, these slow, decadent conversations while her pussy still dripped and twitched with aftershocks. And often, without ceremony, Emma would dip her fingers between her thighs, swipe up a mix of her own juices and his cum, and slowly lick it from her fingertips.

At first, it stunned him. Then, it fascinated him.

And then one night, she took it a step further.

They had just finished a long, breathless fuck session. Mike had collapsed beside her, drained and trembling, his face still flushed with effort. Emma was glowing, her body glistening with sweat, legs parted shamelessly, her pussy a mess of slick, sticky fluid. She dipped her fingers in, curling them gently as if savoring her own flavor, and then slid her cum-coated fingertip into her mouth. She gave a satisfied sigh.

“Mmm. You taste so good tonight, baby.”

Mike watched, still panting, the sight doing something strange to his chest—and lower. He was supposed to be spent, but somehow his cock gave a twitch.

Emma grinned lazily, then dipped her fingers again. This time, instead of licking them herself, she brushed the slick mess across his hairline, smearing a line of wetness across his forehead.

He flinched slightly. “What are you doing?”

“Marking you,” she said with a smirk. “You belong between my legs, Mike. I want you to smell like my pussy.”

He swallowed. His cock twitched again, unmistakably hardening despite himself.

Then she did it—so casually, so confidently—slipping her finger back between her folds and gently pressing the tip past his lips.

He froze. It was unmistakable this time: warm, viscous, slightly salty. Definitely not just her saliva.

His eyes darted up to hers, but she just looked at him calmly, her finger still resting at the corner of his mouth.

“Did you like that, baby?” she asked, her voice low and sweet, but with an unmistakable challenge beneath it.

“You… you stuck your pussy fingers in my mouth?”

“Yes,” she said simply, not removing her finger yet. “You didn’t seem to mind.”

“I… I wasn’t expecting it,” he stammered. “It didn’t taste bad. Just… different.”

Emma chuckled and finally withdrew her hand. “You know, you go crazy licking me after I’ve been sweating all day. But a little of my cum on your tongue surprises you?”

He opened his mouth to protest, but the growing bulge beneath the sheet gave him away.

She glanced down and grinned. “Uh-huh. That’s what I thought. You’re hard again.”

“No, I—”

“Oh, don’t bother, Mike. Your cock tells the truth better than your mouth ever could.” She leaned in close, whispering in his ear, “You liked tasting your cum inside me, didn’t you?”

He didn’t respond, but the way he throbbed under the sheet said everything. Emma reached down, palming his stiff cock with one hand while slowly dipping the other between her legs again.

“That’s okay, baby. You’re mine. And I want you to know what it’s like. What it tastes like. What it smells like. Every time I cum, every time you cum in me—I want you to wear it. Own it. Taste it.”

He groaned, involuntarily pushing into her palm, humiliated, stunned… and desperately aroused.

She licked her fingers one last time and smirked.

“Let’s see how much more I can get you to swallow next time.”

It had been a couple of weeks before Mike finally found the time—and nerve—to go back into the city. He parked a few blocks away, his heart pounding as he walked the short distance to the boutique. The sun was hot overhead, but it wasn’t the heat making him sweat.

Stepping inside, he immediately scanned the space. A couple browsing near the lingerie section. Two young women giggling over a display of vibrators. No one he recognized. Thank God.

And then—there she was.

Louisa.

The same woman from last time, standing behind the counter in a tight black top and jeans that hugged her hips like sin. Her dark brown hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, a few strands curling around her neck. She caught sight of him and her smile lit up the room.

“Well, well. I was wondering when you’d come back,” she said with a teasing sparkle in her eye.

Mike chuckled nervously. “Uh… hi.”

“Oh, Mike,” she said warmly, walking out from behind the counter. “Thanks for coming back. Honestly, I kind of expected you.”

He blinked. “Wait—how do you know my name?”

She tapped her name tag playfully. “Credit card, remember? Don’t worry, I’m not psychic. Though I do have a sixth sense for nervous husbands with interesting taste.”

He flushed. “Oh. Right. Paranoid, I guess.”

“Don’t be.” She extended her hand smoothly. “I’m Louisa. I figured you were too distracted last time to remember. Most men are.”

Mike shook her hand. Her grip was firm and warm, her eyes holding his just a beat too long. Confident. Playful.

“Well… Louisa. You were very helpful.”

“I aim to please,” she said, her voice low and inviting. “Now… are we here for another gift for the wife? Something a little… bigger, perhaps?”

Mike’s face turned crimson. She grinned.

“Oh, relax. You’re not the first guy I’ve helped pick out a cock that wasn’t his. And trust me—you won’t be the last.”

Mike was momentarily stunned by how casually Louisa referenced picking out a cock that wasn’t his. It hit him like a slap and a caress all at once—shocking, disarming, oddly arousing. He tried to steady himself, his mouth opening like he meant to say something, but nothing came out. Instead, his eyes drifted—drawn down to her name badge: Louisa – Manager.

Except it didn’t stop there.

His gaze dropped, slow and involuntary, pulled downward like there was a gravitational force guiding him. That day, she wore a soft scoop-neck cashmere sweater, the fabric clinging delicately to her curves. He realized now why he hadn’t noticed the name tag when he first walked in. Eyes sort of gravitated to the most prominent features, and Louisa’s were… commanding.

DDs, at least. Proud, full, barely contained. The gentle swell of cleavage was far more pronounced than last time, her neckline plunging low enough that it felt like an invitation—or a dare.

Louisa caught the look, and her smile sharpened slightly.

“Eyes up, handsome,” she teased. “You’re not the first to get lost down there.”

Mike flushed, dragging his eyes back to her face. “Do you… uh… work every day?”

“Not quite,” she said, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m the owner. I’ve got a few girls who help out. Sophie’s on break right now—she’s a sweetheart, but not quite as… seasoned.”

“Oh. You own it?” he asked, still trying to play catch-up.

“Mm-hmm. Been running this little pleasure palace for over ten years. My husband likes to pretend he co-owns it—technically he does—but I can’t even picture him standing in here selling vibrators to soccer moms. The poor man turns red if I so much as mention lube at the dinner table.”

She gave a theatrical sigh, leaning a hip against the counter and folding her arms just under her breasts, pushing them up even higher.

“Anyway,” she continued, her tone shifting to playful mischief, “you didn’t come here for my life story. I’m guessing you’re back for an upgrade, huh? Sounds like the little guy might’ve lost his edge?”

Mike swallowed.

Hard.

Louisa’s eyes sparkled.

“Oh, don’t worry. Happens to the best of them.”

“Uh, well, uh…” Mike stammered, already flustered.

Louisa tilted her head, lips curling into a half-smirk. “Don’t stammer, Mike. I told you you’d come back for the bigger one. I'm just glad you came back here.” She gave him a wink that somehow felt both conspiratorial and a little too knowing. “Let’s go see what we can find for her.”

He blinked. “How do you know it’s for my wife?”

She laughed softly, brushing a hand down the front of her sweater—whether to adjust it or simply draw attention to her cleavage again, he couldn’t tell. “Honey, please. The way you walk in here all young and flushed like you’ve got a secret, I know you’ve got a wife. Or at least a very lucky live-in girlfriend.”

Mike offered a sheepish grin and followed her back toward the display wall.

“Now this,” she said, tapping the model he’d bought last time, “this is what she has. Cute. Respectable. But… let’s be honest, not the stuff of legends, right?”

“I guess not,” Mike mumbled, suddenly fascinated by a spot on the carpet.

“So the question is: do you want to go a little bigger… or a lot bigger?”

He hesitated. “Uh, I’m not sure.”

Louisa leaned in slightly, lowering her voice like they were co-conspirators. “Well, tell me this—did she cum on the first one?”

Mike shifted his weight, uncomfortable but also deeply aware of her perfume, the low hum of music in the background, and the fact that his jeans were starting to get a bit tighter. “Um… yeah. I think so.”

“You think so?” she grinned. “Oh, Honey. You know. Was it rockets or firecrackers?”

He glanced away, then back. “I guess… a firecracker.”

Louisa raised a brow and made a soft, thoughtful noise. “Mmm. Cute. But if she’s anything like me, she’s got rockets in her. She just needs the right launch sequence.”

He couldn’t help but chuckle, nervously. Still, it was hard to deny that Louisa had a disarming charm. And something about the way she said it—the effortless confidence, the comfort in her own skin—it reminded him of Emma. That same fearless energy. That same hunger beneath the sweetness.

“Okay,” Louisa said, turning back to the display, “Let’s aim for medium-plus. Not ‘monstrous,’ but enough that she feels it. If she’s already playing with toys, you’d be amazed how fast they graduate. Trust me.”

She picked out a sleek, darker-toned dildo—one a couple inches longer than the last, with a thicker shaft and a prominent, ridged head. “This one’s been popular lately. Flexible enough to be comfortable, but firm enough to hit all the spots that matter. And… aesthetically?” She gave it a little spin in her hand. “Well, let’s just say it looks like it’s going to ruin someone’s night—in the best way.”

Mike swallowed again. She caught it and smirked.

“Still with me, Mike? Or did the visual take your breath away?”

“Oh, and by the way,” Louisa said, turning toward him with a mischievous glint in her eye, “why didn’t she come in herself?”

Mike scratched the back of his neck. “I don’t know. I tried to just order one online, but… she wouldn’t let me. She insisted I buy it in person.”

Louisa chuckled knowingly. “Classic. That’s a favorite move of a woman who likes to be in control. Make the man do the legwork, make him squirm a little in public. God, I wish my husband had half your sense of adventure. Let me guess—married about a year?”

“Fourteen months,” Mike said, a little surprised she’d been so close.

“Nineteen years for me and Jordan.”

“Congratulations.”

“You too.” She gave him a warm smile, then turned back to the display. “Now… let’s see what size we need to graduate to. I think she’s ready for this beauty.”

She pulled a deep brown dildo off the wall—a thick, nine-inch beast with a textured shaft and a heavy suction base. She held it like she was showing off a fine bottle of wine.

“It’s got the suction cup,” she said. “You know… in case she wants some alone time with her new stud while you’re out. And let me guess—she’s already calling the last one something ridiculous, right? Like ‘lover’ or ‘friend’? Maybe even gives it a voice?”

Mike tried to play it cool, but the heat in his cheeks gave him away. “You sound like you’ve seen this before.”

“Oh, honey,” she laughed, “I live this. My big black one is named Leon. And yes—he’s named after a real guy I used to date.”

His eyebrows lifted. “While you were married?”

“Of course,” she said casually. “Jordan introduced us. Leon was one of his old golf buddies. He moved across the country a few years ago, and let’s just say, I haven’t found a replacement yet. Not one that size anyway.”

Mike didn’t know what to say. Part of him was stunned. The other part… was hard. And ashamed he was.

Louisa leaned in conspiratorially. “Don’t worry. I’m not a slut. I’m just honest. And lucky. Jordan loves watching. Not all men are brave enough for that kind of honesty. Sounds like your wife might be.”

Mike exhaled, trying to steady himself. “So, you think… that one’s the right choice?” He motioned toward the brown dildo in her hands.

“Oh, absolutely. This one’ll stretch her just right. Not too crazy, but she’ll feel it. And more importantly—you’ll see her feel it. Trust me.”

He nodded.

“Good.” Louisa turned with a flourish. “Now let’s get her some crotchless panties to go with her new boyfriend. I’m thinking red—with black lace trim. That cock disappearing between all that sexy contrast? Chef’s kiss. You’ll never forget the sight.”

Mike’s cock throbbed. He tried to ignore it.

“Sound good?” she asked.

“Yeah… sure.”

“Perfect. One size fits most—and she looks like a size 3, am I right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Of course I’m right.” Louisa grabbed the pair with practiced ease. “Now, let’s get her a cupless bra to match. Honestly, I’d recommend two sets. But don’t worry—you can always come back when she tells you this one’s not enough. I’ll save the twelve-incher for next time.”

She winked. Mike swallowed hard.

Mike stepped quietly into the house, the discreet boutique bag clutched in his hand. Emma was in her home office again, hunched over her laptop in nothing but a pair of skimpy bikini panties and a soft, clingy cotton tee that did little to hide the outline of her nipples. She glanced up, surprised.

“You’re home early,” she said, raising an eyebrow.

He didn’t answer at first—just walked over and handed her the bag.

She opened it, pulling out the deep red crotchless panties, the delicate cupless bra, and finally, the thick brown dildo. Her eyes widened, and the smile that spread across her lips was unmistakably pleased. He couldn’t tell if it was the lingerie or the new cock that thrilled her more. Maybe both.

“You really went back,” she said, voice low and amused. “Good boy.”

She leaned in to kiss him, then looked back at her screen. “I’ve got about thirty more minutes of work. Then I’m all yours.”

“I want to taste you,” he said, already stepping closer, voice husky with need. “Now.”

She gave him a slow, amused look. “You really are turning into my little slut, huh?”

Then, with mock reluctance, she added, “Okay—but just a taste. Don’t make me cum. I’m serious.”

Mike dropped to his knees without another word. He hooked his fingers into her panties and peeled them down, exposing her glistening folds. She was already wet. Maybe from the day. Maybe from the thrill of the gift. Maybe just from knowing what he was about to do.

He leaned in and started gently, slowly tracing her lips with his tongue. Her thighs tensed, but she kept her eyes on the screen, pretending to work, fingers moving across the keyboard while he licked her deliberately, reverently. She let out a breathy moan but didn’t stop typing.

Every slow lap of his tongue made her muscles twitch. She tried to stay focused, but her breathing betrayed her, uneven and shallow. Finally, she saved the file and closed the lid of her laptop with a shaky exhale.

“You are so going to make me cum if you keep doing that,” she said, voice softer now, almost accusing.

Mike didn’t stop. If anything, he licked her even slower—worshipping her with his tongue.

Emma leaned back in her chair, legs spreading wider, and gave in for just another minute.

"Okay, dammit. You win," Emma finally groaned, pushing his head away gently. “Let me shower first and get dressed in the pretty things you brought. Then I want to have a proper introduction with my new lover.”

She grinned as she held the dildo up like a prize. “He looks so much more… intimidating than the little guy we’ve been using. I think this new stud might make me forget all about you.”

She laughed, the sound light and mocking as she turned and sauntered up the stairs with the bag in hand. Her hips swayed deliberately, a silent taunt that left Mike staring after her, rock hard and speechless.

He stepped into the guest bathroom and took the quickest shower of his life, not bothering to get fully dry before heading to the bedroom. The tension in his chest was tight, the ache in his cock impossible to ignore. His mind couldn’t decide if he was excited, humiliated, or both.

When Emma emerged from the bathroom, she made him wait for the reveal. She stepped slowly into the doorway like she was walking onto a stage, her eyes locked on his.

She wore the sheer red crotchless panties with black lace trim, her bare pussy already glistening beneath the delicate opening. The matching cupless bra framed her perky breasts, the puffy pink areolas swollen and tight. He noticed immediately—she had shaved completely. Not a hair left. Not even the landing strip. She was smooth, soft, and absolutely radiant.

She paused for effect, letting him take it all in, then climbed slowly onto the bed and gave him a smoldering look.

“Well?” she asked, drawing the new dildo from the bag like a weapon. “Aren’t you going to watch while I meet my new lover?”

She then smiled a wicked smile as she pulled out the new dildo.

“Ummm. I love his big brown cock,” she purred, slowly dragging the thick shaft down her stomach. “He looks like he wants to stretch my little pussy so wide that you can never have me again. Watch him fuck me, Baby.”

It was role play—technically—but the words hit Mike like a gut punch. His heart pounded, and he felt a jolt of lust so sharp it almost hurt. He glanced down. His cock was already leaking. Just watching her talk like that had him dribbling precum like a faucet. She hadn’t even touched him yet.

She kissed the bulbous head of the dildo, cradling it like a lover’s cock, and then ran it teasingly along the lips of her pussy.

“UMMM, yes, Honey,” she said, her voice silky. “I think he needs some lubrication so he can fuck your hot wife deep. Would you mind kissing my pussy?”

Mike didn’t even wait for her to finish the sentence. He scrambled between her thighs, burying his tongue in her already dripping folds. The scent of her arousal mixed with the faint trace of body lotion and the lingering aroma of her shampoo. He could feel her pulsing against his mouth as he licked hungrily, desperate to make her ready, desperate to prove he could still do this for her. That he still had some use.

But just as he was hitting his rhythm, just as he began circling her clit with the tip of his tongue, she pushed his head back gently but firmly.

"How about sucking my boyfriend’s cock to get him wet for my pussy?” she asked, voice honeyed and cruel all at once.

Before he could react, she was already guiding the thick brown shaft to his lips.

“That's it, Baby,” she whispered, pressing the fat head against his mouth. “Lube him up so he doesn't hurt our little tight pussy.”

Mike hesitated. He stared at the thing—long, veined, imposing—and felt his stomach twist. But his cock didn’t hesitate. It twitched, jerked, throbbed. It was like his own body was betraying him, screaming out its arousal even as his brain told him he should be ashamed.

He opened his lips. She slid the tip in and watched, eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she murmured, stroking his hair like she was rewarding a pet. “He’s so big and so thick. You might have to help him rape your little wife.”

Mike groaned involuntarily, his lips sliding further down the shaft. He hated how hard he was, how wet his cock was, how much the taste of rubber and her juices mixed in his mouth and made his pulse race.

Emma moaned, watching him with hooded eyes, then pulled the dildo away from his mouth and pressed it between her legs. Her pussy opened for it greedily, the head slipping in with a wet sound that made Mike's knees weak.

“Ohhh yesss,” she breathed, eyes rolling back as the shaft disappeared inch by thick inch. “Watch him claim my pussy. Watch him ruin me for you.”

Mike didn’t know whether he wanted to cry or cum.

And Emma was just getting started.

Then Emma surprised Mike by suddenly pulling the thick dildo from her glistening, stretched pussy with a wet pop. She looked down at it for a moment, her lips parted and her breathing heavy, before turning to him with a devilish gleam in her eye. She held the slick shaft out toward him.

“Here,” she said, voice low and commanding. “Fuck me with my new best friend.”

Mike hesitated, blinking in disbelief. His hand reached out on instinct, fingers curling around the slick, warm shaft still wet from her pussy. He’d imagined taking her first—his cock buried deep before she needed the toy. That was how it had gone in his head. But Emma had changed the script. She always did. And it made his cock throb.

She lay back and spread her legs wider, her cunt glistening and open, fluttering slightly as if still trying to suck the dildo back inside her on its own. “Come on,” she whispered, taunting him. “Don’t keep him waiting. He was just getting started.”

Mike gritted his teeth as he positioned the head of the dildo against her swollen entrance. The soft resistance of her opening gave way instantly, welcoming the girthy shaft like it belonged there. He pushed in slowly, feeling her moan vibrate through his hands as her pussy swallowed inch after thick inch.

She let out a long, low growl of pleasure. “Yes, Baby. Make him fuck me deep. Don’t be shy—he wants to stretch me. Give it to me like he owns this pussy.”

Mike’s heart pounded as he began thrusting. The obscene wet sound of the toy plunging in and out of her filled the room. Her lips were so slick, so puffy and flushed, gripping the shaft like it was alive. He watched, hypnotized by how wide she stretched, how eager her body was for every brutal stroke. And through it all, his cock remained painfully hard, leaking at the sight of his wife being fucked by something he was guiding, something that made him feel both powerful and powerless all at once.

She locked eyes with him, her expression full of lust and mockery. “See how good he fits inside me? You feel that, Baby? That’s what a full pussy sounds like.”

Mike didn’t answer. He just fucked her harder with it, trying not to lose control as he felt his own orgasm threatening just from the sight of it.

“Oh yes, lover,” Emma moaned, her voice thick with arousal and wicked delight, “stick your big Black cock all the way up me. Knock me up. He feels so good, Baby… look at how he’s fucking your wife.”

Mike’s jaw clenched as the words hit him like a punch to the chest. His cock twitched violently, painfully hard, pulsing with each obscene word from her mouth. The dildo in his hand felt hot and alive, soaked in her arousal, slick with her need. He gripped it tighter and thrust it deeper, sawing it in and out of her pussy with growing intensity. Her lips parted around the thick shaft each time it withdrew, her slick folds refusing to let it go.

“God, yes,” she groaned, arching her back, grinding her hips against it. “Deeper. Come on, Baby—make him fuck me like I’m his. Like he owns this sloppy little pussy.”

Mike pushed harder, sliding the dildo in until nearly seven thick inches disappeared into her soaked cunt. That was as far as he could get before she gave a sudden gasp, her hips twitching with a quick, involuntary flinch.

“Fuck,” she hissed, grabbing the sheets. “Okay—okay, that’s deep… oh god, that’s deep.”

Mike froze for a second, worried, but Emma’s eyes fluttered open and met his, blazing.

“Don’t stop,” she growled. “He’s just big, that’s all. He’s stretching me in ways you can’t. But I need it.”

Her words stung and thrilled him in equal measure, filling him with a strange mix of pride, humiliation, and lust. His cock was rock hard, dribbling precum onto her thigh as he watched her body writhe around the massive shaft. Every reaction from her was real—her toes curled, her stomach tensed, her breathing came in ragged gasps.

She was getting there. And he was the one making it happen… even if it wasn’t his cock doing it.

So he did what she asked. He leaned in and whispered against her neck, voice low and shaky. “You love being fucked by him, don’t you?”

She turned her head, lips brushing his ear.

Mike’s chest tightened as Emma’s voice dripped with mock affection and raw lust. She arched her back, pushing her hips up into the dildo, forcing him to thrust it deeper.

“God, Honey,” she moaned, her eyes half-lidded, “he’s fucking your pussy deeper than you ever have. I guess… it’s his pussy now.”

Mike’s throat went dry. His cock throbbed as her words settled in, humiliating and arousing in equal measure. He kept his rhythm, each push of the dildo making her squirm and cry out louder.

“Go ahead, lover,” she panted, grinding her hips up into the toy, “pound my pussy deep. Make my husband jealous. Show him what it means to be filled by a real cock.”

Her dirty talk had turned from playful to brutal, and Mike could barely take it. The way she looked at him—like he was there but not really part of it, like he was just the help—made his heart pound and his cock twitch harder than ever.

“Ohhh, he feels so good,” she cried, reaching up to squeeze her breasts, her legs trembling around him. “I wish you were this big, Dear Husband. But you’re not. You’ll never stretch me like this. Never fill me up like he does.”

Mike bit his lip as he watched her take the thick dildo like it belonged inside her. The slick sounds of her pussy swallowing the toy filled the room, obscene and hypnotic.

“Ummmm,” she whimpered, her voice rising, “keep it up… make me cum, oh my god that big cock. Use my tight little white pussy. It’s all yours now.”

She locked eyes with him as her body tensed, and he knew she was right on the edge—her cruel, perfect words the final push she needed. And still, he kept fucking her with it, harder, deeper, each thrust claiming her just as much as it reminded him she wasn’t his anymore—not fully. Not like before.

Mike stared down at her, chest heaving, his hand still wrapped around the slick shaft of the dildo buried deep inside his wife. Even though they had been using increasingly filthy, roleplay-heavy language lately, something about the way Emma had just spoken—to the dildo, not to him—made his stomach twist with something raw and real. She wasn’t just pretending anymore. She was talking to it. Like it was an actual lover. A person. A man.

Louisa’s voice echoed in his memory: “Women usually name the ones that get them off best.” Mike hadn’t thought much of it at the time. But now, watching his wife cradle the thick, brown shaft between her thighs like it belonged to someone real, he realized it had already happened. She’d crossed that line. And she was loving it.

Emma was still trembling, legs parted and shaking, her hands holding her knees high as she huffed through her nose and cried out again. Her words had dissolved into ragged begging, barely distinguishable from one breath to the next. Whimpers turned into groans. Groans into high-pitched squeals. All of it feeding something dark and electric between them.

“Ruined…” she moaned. “Ruin my pussy, Lover… fuck my married pussy like it’s yours now… yessss… knock me up, stretch me wide…”

Mike kept thrusting. He was dazed—half-hypnotized by her voice, the furious sounds of her soaked cunt clinging to the dildo, and the brutal intensity in her face as she clung to every stroke.

Then her whole body snapped tight like a wire pulled too far—her head thrown back, heels digging into the mattress. She let out a piercing cry, followed by a guttural, almost animalistic grunt as her orgasm ripped through her. She collapsed, legs falling open, the base of the dildo still pressed against her twitching folds. Her chest heaved as sweat glistened across her bare skin, and for a moment she didn’t speak. Just… lay there, stuffed full and glowing.

Mike leaned down and pressed a slow kiss to her stretched, dripping pussy, the tangy scent of her orgasm heavy in the air. She barely flinched—only moaned softly and curled her fingers in his hair. Five full minutes passed before she stirred.

When she finally opened her eyes, her gaze locked onto his with something wicked and almost affectionate.

“Thank you, Honey,” she whispered, voice low and ruined. “That was the best actual fucking I’ve ever had.”

She looked down at the mess between her thighs and gave a breathy laugh. “My new panties are soaked in love juice.”

Mike said nothing. His throat was tight.

Emma raised an eyebrow and tilted her head. “Are you sure you still want to fuck me… after Leo just ruined your wife’s pussy?” Her grin was pure mischief. “He doesn’t play fair, Baby.”

There it was—Leo. Just like Louisa said might happen. Emma had named it. Not the dildo, not the toy—him. Her new lover. She’d said it with the same breathless affection she used to whisper Mike’s name when he was inside her. And now she lay before him, gaping and used, soaked in the aftermath of what she’d just done to herself with that thick, dark shaft… and she was offering herself to him like she was letting a visitor take sloppy seconds.

Mike froze for a moment, staring at her stretched, glistening pussy. Her inner lips were puffy and red, glistening with slick, her folds still wide and loose from the sheer girth of the thing she’d called Leo. She looked ravaged. Not just satisfied—wrecked. And something in him recoiled from it.

But at the same time… he was rock hard.

He was desperate.

He didn’t even remember getting hard. His cock had been stiff the entire time he watched her fuck herself and scream for that fake cock to knock her up. He’d tried not to let it affect him, tried to focus on being the dutiful husband, but it was like some twisted wire inside him had been yanked tight—and now he was past the point of pretending.

He climbed over her and positioned himself between her legs, guiding his cock to her gaping hole. She was so stretched, so slick with arousal, he slipped in almost too easily. He didn’t even feel resistance—just warmth. Heat. Depth. It was like fucking the ghost of someone bigger.

His stomach twisted at the thought.

He began thrusting, trying to ignore the way her pussy barely gripped him, the way her body welcomed him politely, not hungrily. He grabbed her hips hard, pulling her against him with every stroke, forcing himself deeper, faster, harder. He wanted to believe he was reclaiming her—but the truth was, it felt like trying to fill a void that someone else had left behind.

His mind fought with itself. This is your wife. She loves you. She’s playing with you. This is just a game. But underneath that: She named it. She called it her lover. She said it fucked her better. She asked it to knock her up.

He gritted his teeth, trying to hold on, to last, to give her something worth remembering—but the shame and the humiliation mixed with his frantic arousal like gasoline on a fire. Her pussy was so warm, so slippery with slick and spit and her own cum that he couldn’t stop himself. His body betrayed him. Within seconds, he was there.

He tensed up, slamming into her, pumping rope after rope into her loose, used pussy. He gasped and groaned, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, as wave after wave of orgasm rolled through him. He came hard—too hard—clutching at her like a drowning man. But as soon as the last twitch left his cock, the realization hit him like a cold wave.

He hadn’t made her cum.

Not even close.

He pulled out slowly, his softened cock slipping free with barely a sound. He looked down at her pussy, lips stretched and glistening with his cum… and already, she was reaching for Leo again.

She caught his eye, smiled sweetly—and without a trace of shame, slid the thick shaft back into herself.

“Ummm,” she purred. “Leo wants another shot at his pussy. You don’t mind, do you, Honey?”

She moaned softly as she worked the dildo deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. “He just fills me up so much better. Makes me feel like a slut when he fucks me hard.”

Mike sat there, breathless, humiliated… and somehow, impossibly, getting hard again.


Unspoken

After their first intense session with the new, larger dildo, something shifted between them. Neither of them said it out loud, but both Mike and Emma found themselves thinking about it constantly—replaying moments, revisiting sensations, and wondering what new boundary might be pushed next. They didn’t just look forward to repeating the experience; they craved it.

For Mike, certain details lingered more vividly than others. It wasn’t just the sight of the thick toy plunging in and out of his wife’s stretched pussy—it was what she did during and after. The subtle, calculated moves that hit him harder than he expected. Like when she kissed him softly on the lips, her mouth still warm from swallowing his cum. Or when she casually dipped her fingers into her pussy after he’d filled her and brushed the sticky mixture across his lips. That had shocked him. But when she did it again—this time sliding her finger past his lips, forcing him to taste her, and asking if he liked it—he’d known then: it wasn’t accidental. She wanted him to taste their sex, to feel that vulnerability, to own it.

And then came the moment he still wasn’t sure how to process. When she pushed the dildo—her new lover, as she called it—against his mouth and told him to suck it. To lubricate it, as if she wasn’t already soaked and dripping wet. It hadn’t been about function. She didn’t need his help. It had been about power, about control. About letting him know exactly where he stood.

Mike didn’t feel resentment. Not exactly. He loved her too much, desired her too deeply. He’d always known that she was more sexually adventurous than he was. But now she was leading him into territory that made him question parts of himself—things he didn’t fully understand. It wasn’t that she complained about his cock. She never did. If anything, she made him feel wanted, appreciated, cherished for everything he could do. She came for him, moaned for him, begged for his tongue, his hands, his mouth.

But deep down, Mike still wished he could make her cum on his cock the way she did on the dildo. The way she screamed and thrashed and lost herself on that thick, unrelenting shaft. That intensity. That surrender. He wanted that for himself. He wanted to be that for her.

And yet, as much as the thought stung, it also turned him on more than he could explain.

Regardless of the lingering pangs of doubt Mike still carried, there was no denying the raw effect Emma’s words had on him. Every time she referred to the dildo as a real lover—a man, not a toy—something primal and unhinged woke up inside him. It didn’t matter that it was plastic. The moment she moaned that someone else was fucking her, even in play, he found himself trying to fuck harder, deeper, like he was reclaiming her from a rival. Like he was purging another man’s cum from her body, even though there was none there. His cock reacted faster than his mind could process, driven by an instinct he barely understood.

He’d read plenty about cuckolding—those articles and forums where men described the thrill and agony of watching their wives with other men. For some, it was just a kink, a recurring fantasy. For others, it became a way of life. He’d read the warnings too: some couples tried it and regretted it. But many more said it changed everything—made their sex lives explode, brought them closer. He didn’t know where they stood on that spectrum yet. But he knew one thing: Emma’s dirty talk and wild roleplay had cracked something open in him.

And Emma… God, Emma. She wasn’t shy about her fantasies. She had once told him that women could be just as filthy-minded as men—sometimes filthier. And now he believed her.

They still spent their evenings wrapped up in oral teasing, or pushing the boundaries with the dildo they both now casually called Leo. But one night, as they lay naked in bed with her head resting on his chest, Mike couldn’t stop the question that had been tugging at the back of his mind.

"Do you ever… play with your lovers during the day? You know, when I’m at work?"

Emma raised her head slightly, a smirk forming. “Naughty boy,” she said, half-scolding. “I work from home, remember? What makes you think I have time for fantasy sex while I’m elbow-deep in spreadsheets?”

He smiled sheepishly. “Just curious.”

She tilted her head. “Curious about what exactly?”

“I don’t know. I guess… if you ever get in the mood. You know, if you’re sitting there thinking about something sexy. Maybe warming up before I get home.”

Emma grinned wider, biting her lip playfully. “Warming up for my husband, huh?”

“Yeah,” he said, voice soft but eager. “Like that.”

She sat up just slightly, breasts brushing his chest. “Would it upset you if I did play with Leo when you weren’t home?”

Mike hesitated, feeling a flicker of heat and something else—something sour and shameful. “No. I mean... he’s not a real person, after all.”

Emma didn’t move. Her eyes didn’t blink. Her lips curved. “He?” she echoed, slowly.

His throat tightened. “I mean—it. I meant it’s not a real person.”

Her grin was wicked. “No, you didn’t. You called him he.”

Mike flushed but didn’t respond. There was nothing to say. Because the truth was, in some twisted corner of his brain, he had imagined Leo as a real man. Watching. Waiting. Bigger. Harder. Better.

And somehow, he was still rock hard.

“Slip of the tongue,” Mike muttered.

Emma raised an eyebrow. “I like it when you slip your tongue into my pussy.”

He groaned, already feeling his thoughts unravel. “You’re clouding the issue.”

She smirked, stretching lazily beside him. “Am I? Or are you just scared to admit you’re jealous of Leo?”

“Do you… cheat on me with Leo?” he asked, unable to stop himself.

“Leo?” she repeated, lips curling as if the name tasted sweet on her tongue.

Mike closed his eyes. “Damn. I did it again.”

Emma leaned in closer, voice syrupy smooth. “Okay, to answer your question: I do not fuck Leo while you’re away. But... would you like me to?”

“Uh…” He hesitated, throat dry. “I didn’t say that.”

She grinned wider. “Okay, so you don’t want me fucking Leo while you’re gone?”

“I didn’t say that either.”

Her tone sharpened just slightly, playful but probing. “Which is it then, Husband? Do you want Leo to fuck me while you’re not home… or not?”

“Uh, that’s not…”

“Yes or no, Mike?” she pressed. “Can Leo fuck me when you’re gone?”

He couldn’t meet her eyes. His cock twitched involuntarily beneath the sheets. “Uh… well, yes. If you put it like that.”

Emma’s eyes lit up with wicked glee. “Good. I’ll let Leo fuck me tomorrow afternoon. Is that okay?”

He swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

She kissed his cheek with faux sweetness. “Great. I’ll make some time for him. I’ll even send you a text when I’m about to cheat on you.”

Mike exhaled shakily. “You’re so sexy, sweetheart. I trust you completely. I don’t need to know about your… secret lovers.”

The words hung there between them, weighty despite the smile on his lips. Meant to be lighthearted, maybe even playful, but they carried something deeper—something raw and real. Emma stilled, just for a second, her playful smirk faltering as she studied his face.

She could feel the shift in the air. The line they’d crossed wasn’t just fantasy anymore—it was something that clung to them, shaped them. And it thrilled her.

But she wasn’t ready to unpack the full weight of that comment—not yet. Not tonight.

Instead, she rolled over and pressed her naked back against his chest, guiding his hand over her still-tingling pussy.

“Sleep now,” she whispered. “You’re going to need your strength for tomorrow.”

“Now, with that settled,” Emma purred, “how about you get back to slipping that talented tongue into my pussy? Then you can fuck your horny wife. I’ll keep Leo locked up… at least until you’re not around to catch me cheating.”

Mike’s cock throbbed at her words. He didn’t know whether to feel triumphant or humiliated—but either way, he was rock hard. He dove between her thighs with renewed hunger, tasting her heat, her salt, the faint lingering scent of lube from the night before. When he finally slid inside her, she clung to him like she needed to be reminded whose cock was still hers.

They didn’t talk about Leo much during the fucking, but he could feel the shadow of the dildo between them—its imagined size, the depth it had reached, the things she’d said while it was buried inside her. And somehow, that shadow only pushed him to fuck her harder. When he made her cum, she gasped that maybe she didn’t need Leo after all… but the teasing lilt in her voice told him it was just that. Teasing.

Afterward, as they lay tangled in sweaty sheets, Mike stared at the ceiling and couldn’t stop thinking about the conversation they’d had. The cheating talk. It had turned them both on—no question about that—but what unsettled him was how real it had felt. He wasn’t sure if it scared him or aroused him more. Maybe both.

The next day, Emma was working from home again. She told herself she needed to focus, needed to knock out her projects so she’d have time to enjoy her little “date” with Leo later. But her thoughts kept drifting. It wasn’t just about the dildo now. It wasn’t just about getting off.

It was about what they had said to each other. What they had meant.

She found herself replaying moments from the past—flashes of old lovers, men who had stretched her wider, deeper. Her pussy clenched at the memory. She tried to block them out, to keep things light, playful, within the boundaries of the game they were playing. But the truth was, last night had stirred something.

When she told Mike she’d let Leo fuck her while he was at work… did he really think it was only a joke?

And did she?

Emma stared at her screen, trying to finish her work. But under the desk, her thighs shifted. Her pussy was already wet. The clock ticked past two. Not long now. Not long until she’d find out just how far she was willing to take this. And just how much of her husband wanted her to.

When she finally hit her work goal for the day, Emma let out a long breath and stood from her desk, her body already buzzing with anticipation. She poured herself a glass of red wine—just enough to calm the flutter in her chest. Her nerves weren’t from guilt, not really. It was more excitement than anything else. The thrill of what she was about to do. The little game she and Mike had flirted with. The roleplay that was slowly edging toward something deeper.

In the shower, she took her time. She lathered herself with fragrant body wash, rinsed, and then carefully shaved—every trace of stubble gone from her pussy and underarms. She dried off and rubbed in a thick, floral-scented lotion that left her skin glowing and soft. Her fingers lingered over her belly, her thighs, and finally between her legs. Just grazing herself was enough to make her shiver.

Then came the preparation. She took Leo—their name for him now, though Mike still pretended not to call it that—and gave him a thorough wash. She dried him lovingly, like he was more than silicone and pigment, then placed the dark brown shaft upright on its suction cup beside the bed. He stood proudly next to her half-drunk glass of wine, a totem of everything she and Mike had joked about… and maybe more.

There were still two hours until Mike would be home, if his day stayed typical. She wasn’t rushing—she wanted to savor every moment of this transgression. She stepped into the red and black lingerie set Mike had bought for her. The crotchless panties left her freshly shaved pussy exposed, and the cupless bralette framed her puffed areolas and stiff nipples in soft lace and delicate straps.

When she looked in the mirror, she didn’t see a bored housewife. She saw a woman on the edge of something dangerous. Powerful. She was taking a lover while her husband worked. A joke on paper. But the joke was starting to feel real.

Emma laughed softly to herself and picked up her phone. She snapped a photo of the dildo upright on the nightstand, wine glass beside it—an almost artistic composition of tension and seduction—and sent it to Mike. No caption. Let him feel the slow burn of implication.

She could feel her pussy growing wetter, the trickle slipping down between her thighs. Her arousal was a living thing. With a wicked smile, she crawled up onto the bed and nestled into the pillows. She grabbed Leo and, slowly, brought the thick head to her lips. She kissed it gently, teasing herself, then opened her mouth wide and began to suck.

Her saliva coated the shaft as she slid it deeper, her jaw stretching around the girth she had come to crave. She let herself moan softly, pretending it was real. Pretending she was on her knees in front of someone her husband could never match. She pulled her head back, strings of spit still clinging to the shaft, and reached for the phone.

She placed it on a selfie stick, propped it carefully against the headboard, and framed the next shot. Her lips wrapped around Leo’s cock, her eyes half-lidded with lust. She looked at the preview and smiled. It was perfect. She hit send.

Then she leaned back, her legs falling open, and pressed the slick shaft against her needy pussy. She swirled the head over her clit, spreading her juices, her breath catching as she imagined Mike seeing the pictures. Seeing what she was doing. Seeing the beginning of her betrayal. And not stopping it.

Once the thick shaft was comfortably seated inside her hot, dripping pussy, Emma set the phone aside. She wasn’t posing for anyone anymore. This was for her. For the part of her that craved something filthy and private. The part that needed this act to feel real—not just roleplay, not just pretend, but a secret betrayal of the man she loved. And that, strangely, was what made it feel so exhilarating.

She eased the dildo deeper with each slow stroke, her body adjusting as the girth stretched her open. Every inch made her feel more possessed. By the time half of it was inside her, she was already moaning, her hips rising instinctively to meet its invasion. The sensation was overwhelming—not just the physical fullness, but the context. The imagined infidelity. The idea that she was cheating. That she was being taken by someone else while her husband sat in an office, clueless or, worse, aroused by the thought of what she might be doing.

Emma groaned as the thick shaft pushed against her inner walls. She tilted her pelvis, trying to take more. There was still a couple of inches left to go. She wished Mike were there—not to stop her, but to help. To grip her thighs and press the toy deeper, his hands steadying her hips as she relaxed, opened, surrendered.

But he wasn’t. This was hers. Her secret. Her power.

She drew the cock almost all the way out, the head teasing her slick entrance, then slid it halfway back in again, drawing a shudder from her core. Again she withdrew, her breath catching, then plunged it in deeper with a satisfied moan. Her hips rocked in rhythm, each thrust grazing her g-spot and making her walls clench greedily. The sensation was building too quickly. She had to slow down.

With a wicked grin, she dragged the swollen head up to her swollen clit and began circling it in slow, deliberate motions. Her whole body jerked at the contact. She bucked her hips to press harder, grinding the toy against her button like a lover's thumb. Her free hand clawed at the sheets. She knew how to play herself like an instrument. And today, the song was dirty.

She closed her eyes and imagined Mike. Not beside her, but somewhere else—checking his phone, his eyes widening in shock as her picture appeared. She imagined his cock twitching in his pants, growing hard, trying to hide it in a meeting, adjusting himself under the desk. She giggled at the thought. Let him squirm. Let him ache with the knowledge that she was home, legs spread, taking another cock. His cock. The one he bought for her. The one that fucked her so much better.

A text alert broke her rhythm—Mike. Of course. She glanced but didn’t read it. He could wait. She had a cock in her now, and it was filling her better than he ever had. Her muscles fluttered around the thick shaft, her body trembling. She was close.

She tried to slow her pace, but it was no use. The mixture of physical pressure and mental taboo was too much. Her orgasm surged through her before she could stop it—violent, sudden, breathtaking. Her back arched as she slammed the dildo deep, the base pressing tight against her pussy lips. She cried out as the waves rolled through her, panting and moaning shamelessly.

But she wasn’t done.

Even as her legs trembled, even as sweat slicked her chest and belly, she started again. Her pussy swallowed the cock like it was starving. She thrust harder now, faster, gritting her teeth as the pressure built again—raw and urgent. She imagined Leo as real, imagined him towering over her, pinning her down, whispering filth in her ear while her husband watched helplessly.

The second orgasm hit even harder. She clenched around the cock, her thighs shaking, her breath caught in her throat as the heat spilled through her. For a moment, her vision blurred. She gasped and collapsed onto the pillows, her fingers still wrapped around the shaft.

She lay there afterward, trembling, stretched, and soaked, the dildo still nestled deep inside her cunt. And for the first time, she wondered—really wondered—if she'd crossed a line. Or if she was only now discovering where her true boundaries lay.

She was still dizzy, her body limp and satisfied, when she slowly pulled her "lover" out. The dildo glistened with her juices, frothy and wet from the pounding she’d just given herself. With a languid stretch, she leaned over and pressed it to the nightstand, the suction cup sticking firmly with a soft pop. Her pussy was still warm, open, pulsing with aftershocks. She touched herself gently, fingers grazing her soaked folds, then let her hand fall away as she sank deeper into the pillows, boneless and glowing.

That was how Mike found her.

He’d raced upstairs the moment he realized the texts had stopped. The images she'd sent had left him aching, his erection straining painfully in his pants for the last hour. He hadn’t known what to expect when he got home, but this—this—stole his breath.

She looked like sin incarnate. Draped in the lingerie he’d bought her, nipples pressing proudly through the cupless bra, crotchless panties still stretched around her thighs, her inner thighs glistening with cum. Her face was flushed, her chest heaving slightly, her expression soft, smug, utterly at ease. Like a woman freshly and thoroughly fucked.

Her eyes met his, cool and knowing. She was watching his every move, reading every flicker of emotion that crossed his face.

"Well," he said, his voice hoarse. "I see you’ve been cheating on me."

Emma smiled slowly. Her voice was languid, dripping with mock sweetness. "Yes, Honey. You caught me. Leo wanted out… and he was very horny." She stretched her arms above her head, letting her breasts arch up toward him. "God, he fucked me slow. Deep. He filled me up so good. His cock is just so big and thick. I came so hard I couldn’t even stand up afterward." Her hand lazily trailed down to her pussy, still red and glistening. "Too tired to clean up. You might want to jack off. I’m not sure there’s anything left for your little guy to enjoy."

Mike swallowed hard, eyes dropping to the dildo still proudly mounted on the nightstand like a trophy. He stepped closer, gaze flicking back to her splayed body, to the open, glistening pussy she hadn’t even tried to hide from him.

"Did you like the pictures?" she asked, tilting her head. "I was worried you might rush home and interrupt us. I thought you’d try to save me from that big cock." Her giggle was pure cruelty, coated in honey. "But you didn’t. You let it happen. And now…" She sighed, stretching again. "Now Leo’s cum is still dripping out of me."

Mike stepped forward, wordless, and slid two fingers between her lips. She was soaked, loose, still warm from her self-inflicted defilement. His fingers sank in easily, almost too easily.

"Oh, no, no, Honey," she said, batting his hand away. "That’s Leo’s pussy. Not yours. He earned it. I don’t think there’s any room left for your little cock now. Maybe tomorrow."

"Lay there," Mike growled, his voice shaking. "I’m taking a shower. I’ll be right back."

Emma rolled her eyes playfully. "Sure, Honey. Rinse off real quick while I lie here leaking Leo’s cum all over the sheets. Take your time. I’m so satisfied."

As Mike stripped and headed into the guest bathroom, his cock was already rock hard. The heat in his chest was a mess of jealousy, humiliation, and unrelenting lust. Her words echoed in his head. Leo’s pussy. Too tired for your little cock. Filled me up.

He scrubbed himself fast, barely dried off, and was back in the bedroom in record time.

Emma welcomed him with a smirk and a long look at his hard, dripping cock. "Wow," she said softly. "I guess someone did enjoy my little date with Leo."

He didn’t answer. He just climbed onto the bed, mounted her, and started to fuck her hard and fast, like a man who had something to prove. But the moment he slid inside her, his stomach dropped. She felt too loose. Too open. And he couldn’t ignore the obscene slickness still left behind by the thick toy. His cock felt small—ridiculously, humiliatingly small—in the wake of Leo’s stretch.

Still, he couldn’t stop. He drove into her, grunting, gripping her hips tight, eyes locked on hers. Her smile was all amusement.

"Awww, are you trying to fuck me better than Leo did?" she teased, arching beneath him, her breasts bouncing. "That’s adorable, Baby. Keep going. Maybe if you fuck me hard enough, I’ll forget how good he felt."

He groaned, hips slamming against hers, trying to tune her out, but her words only made him harder.

"And to think," she whispered in his ear, "you weren’t even here to hear me cum like a whore for him. You’ll just have to imagine it while you cum for me."

He whimpered, and before he could hold it back, the orgasm slammed into him. He exploded inside her, panting, humiliated, shaking. She held him tightly as he emptied himself into the pussy she had just finished telling him wasn’t his anymore.

He collapsed on top of her, breathing hard, forehead buried in her neck.

"That was cute," she whispered, petting his hair like a child. "Now go ahead and pull out. Leo might want seconds."

"You are such a nasty wife, Honey."

Emma stretched, smiling lazily. "Mmm, I know. And you love it." She reached down to gently stroke his thigh. "I love you, too. Did you like my little show?"

"It wasn’t enough," he muttered, shaking his head with a grin. "It just made me want to leave work early. I had a fucking boner under my desk for over an hour. Had to sit angled just so no one would notice."

She laughed softly, clearly pleased. "You get all worked up when I talk about my secret lover, huh?"

"It’s… I don’t know. It’s so taboo. But also so personal. Like a dirty little secret that’s just for us. You’re gorgeous, outgoing, sexy as hell—it surprises me every day that more guys don’t try to hit on you."

Emma raised her brows, amused. "Oh, Honey. They do. They absolutely do. It can get a little overwhelming sometimes. But I’d never do anything that would hurt us. You know that, right?"

"You mean other guys actually try to fuck you?" he asked, a little stunned.

She gave him a wicked smile. "Of course. Guys at work know I’m married, but that doesn’t stop some of them. They’ll flirt, test the waters. It can be flattering… and, yeah, sometimes it makes me feel a little horny. But you’re the one I come home to. And Leo," she added with a teasing wink.

Mike swallowed, unsure how he felt—aroused, nervous, weirdly proud. "Wait, so… you wouldn’t sleep with anyone you work with?"

Emma gave him a look. "Correct. That would be messy. But you didn’t ask if I’d fuck a guy outside of work."

He blinked. "So… you would?"

"I didn’t say that," she replied, drawing it out like bait on a hook. "I said I’m happy with you. And Leo." She bit her lip, clearly enjoying how flustered he was getting.

"When those men hit on you," he asked cautiously, "does it really turn you on?"

She nodded slowly. "Sometimes. Depends on the guy. Or my mood. If I’m already feeling a little needy or frustrated… yeah, it can definitely stir something up."

Mike hesitated. "Does it bother me? I mean… yeah, I didn’t know it was that frequent. But I do get it. I mean, look at you. I married a beautiful, sexy woman. That kind of attention comes with the territory."

She smirked. "I try not to invite it. I don’t exactly flirt. I show them the ring. Most guys back off."

"But not all of them?"

"Nope. Some still try. Offer to buy me drinks. Compliment my legs, my ass. Whatever they think might work."

He looked her up and down, imagining it. "Do you ever dress… provocatively? When you're out?"

She chuckled. "Not really. No short skirts, no super short shorts. And I usually wear a bra."

He tilted his head. "Why not? You’ve got an amazing body. Why not show it off?"

Emma blinked, surprised. "Seriously? You want me to dress like a slut?"

"No. Not like that. I just…" He paused, then said quietly, "It turns me on. Thinking about men looking at you. Wanting you. Knowing they can’t have you."

She smiled slowly. "God, you dirty old man."

"You already get hit on," he said, brushing his fingers over her bare thigh. "Might as well have a little fun with it. Maybe lose the bra. Wear something a little too short."

"You really want me to encourage them?"

"Not like… actually flirt back. Just… the idea of it." His voice was thick. "It makes me hard thinking about guys wanting to fuck you."

Emma’s eyes sparkled. She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. "Who said anything about them just wanting to fuck me and not actually fucking me?"

Emma’s gaze drifted down and caught the twitch in Mike’s cock. He was hard again. Still slick from fucking her, still flushed and needy. She smiled. It always surprised her how easily the talk of infidelity got him going. He might try to play it off, keep his tone light, but his body betrayed him every time.

She reached down and gave his shaft a slow, teasing stroke.

"Hard again already?" she murmured. "God, you’re insatiable lately. Is it the thought of your wife being a dirty little slut while you’re stuck at work?"

Mike didn’t answer right away. He just watched her, eyes hungry, uncertain.

Emma loved seeing him like that—vulnerable and desperate, turned on by something he could barely admit even to himself. His cock wasn’t actually small, she thought. Not really. It was just that Leo had ruined her scale. Compared to the toy’s massive girth, Mike’s dick felt almost… gentle. But that didn’t mean she didn’t crave it. She loved how turned on he got by all of this. Loved the way his need for her was tangled up in humiliation, obsession, and longing.

She wondered—for just a second—if he’d ever want to see her fucked by a real man. Someone with Leo’s size. Someone who could really stretch her. She couldn’t imagine doing it behind Mike’s back. That was unthinkable. But in front of him? With his permission? That was something else entirely. Still, it felt like a step too far. A fantasy she wasn’t quite ready to speak aloud. Yet.

The tension was in the air between them, thick and buzzing.

Mike broke the silence. "Well, you just did fuck another guy while I was at work."

Emma smirked, brushing her fingers across her lips like she was still savoring it. "Mmm. Yeah. Forgot about Leo. He wore me out. I don’t think I can quit seeing him. Is that okay with you?"

Mike stared at her—at the flush in her cheeks, the glint in her eye, the wetness still shimmering between her thighs.

"Whatever you need to do, Sexy Wife," he said finally. But there was something tight in his voice. Like he wanted to mean it more than he actually did.

Emma heard it. Felt it. And she leaned in, brushing her lips across his as she whispered, "Careful, Baby. Keep letting me cheat on you with Leo and one day… you might actually want to watch."


The Game Develops

Over the next couple of weeks, Emma only used Leo during the day—always when Mike was at work, and she was working from home. It had become their shared secret, a private kink that simmered between them constantly. The dildo stayed suctioned to the nightstand more often than not, always ready. And every few days, just when Mike was starting to lose focus at work, a message would pop up on his phone.

The first time it happened, it was just a picture—Emma, lying on her back in their bed, the sunlight hitting her bare skin, her red panties pushed to one side as Leo disappeared between her slick folds. The message that followed was simple:

“Don’t you wish this was you?”

Mike’s heart raced. His hand had been resting on his mouse, and suddenly he couldn’t move. He stared at the photo, his cock stiffening beneath his desk.

A few days later, she stepped it up. He was in a meeting when his phone buzzed.

Emma: “He’s inside me right now. So deep.”

Attached was a video—no more than ten seconds—Emma moaning softly as she pushed the dildo into herself, her body arching slightly off the bed. Her fingers curled around the base of it. Her thighs were trembling.

Emma: “You like knowing I’m cheating while you’re stuck in your office?”

Sometimes she’d add cruel little teases:

Emma: “He stretches me more every time. I don’t think I’ll ever be tight for you again.”

Emma: “Leo made me cum in under two minutes today. Think you can beat that tonight?”

Emma: “Your wife’s pussy is busy right now. Try calling later.”

Mike couldn’t stop checking his phone after that. Every buzz, every vibration, his heart jumped. Sometimes it was a nude. Sometimes it was just a close-up of her dripping cunt with the dildo peeking out, captioned:

“Still warm if you want sloppy seconds.”

More than once, he had to excuse himself and jerk off in the bathroom, flushing with shame and arousal.

What Emma didn’t know—what she couldn’t know—was how often he opened those photos again late at night when she was asleep beside him. How he’d zoom in, studying her expression as she took Leo deep. How he hated it… and how badly he wanted more.

Usually, when Mike got home, Emma was already waiting—sometimes still in her work clothes, sometimes in nothing but panties, always looking like a woman freshly fucked and deliciously unapologetic about it. He would kneel between her thighs, bury his face in her slick folds, and taste the mixture of her scent and sweat, of desire already half-spent. She had become his addiction, and her ‘used’ pussy—still loose and wet from Leo or her own play—was the altar he worshipped at daily.

He was ravenous for her. He always had been. But lately, something had shifted.

After he'd licked her to a slow, lazy orgasm—or just brought her close—he’d fuck her. The penetration, while satisfying, was almost an afterthought. His cock couldn't compete with the toy that had stretched her out only hours earlier. He knew it. She knew it. But they didn’t speak of it directly. She still held him tight when he was inside her, still moaned and kissed him, still whispered I love you in his ear as he pumped away in her softened cunt. And when he came, usually too fast, usually with a quiet grunt of shame and hunger, she held him against her body like nothing had changed.

But it had.

After he withdrew, soft and slipping from her stretched hole, she rarely rolled away or got up to clean herself. That, she insisted, was the real intimacy.

Instead, she would reach between her legs, her fingers dipping into the creamy mixture pooling there. The first few times, she simply traced lazy circles across her stomach, drawing swirls and lines with their shared fluids. Sometimes she’d draw a little heart on his chest. He didn’t love it, but he didn’t protest either. He thought of it as her little quirk. A way of extending the moment.

Then, gradually, she changed the game.

One night, after their usual session, she rolled her fingers through the thick mess between her legs and brought them to her lips. Mike watched in disbelief as she sucked them clean, licking slowly, her eyes locked on his. She didn’t speak. She didn’t giggle. She just did it, sensual and unashamed.

“It’s not gross,” she said softly. “It’s us.”

He didn’t know what to say. It stirred something in him, but it also unsettled him.

Another night, she dipped two fingers deep inside herself and pulled them out glistening. Without a word, she guided them to his mouth. His lips parted before he had time to think, and then—he tasted it. The saltiness. The warmth. The undeniable presence of himself.

He flinched.

“Shhh,” she whispered, kissing his nose. “Just try. A little at a time.”

She called it their “finger pops.” Like they were teenagers sneaking candy.

She never forced it. She never insisted. But she made it normal, casual—part of their intimacy. After a while, she’d bring her finger to his mouth and hold it there. He still hesitated. The taste was strange—too personal, too real. But the look in her eyes, the soft smile, the warmth in her voice as she said “Good boy…” made it easier.

And then came the kisses.

She’d suck the cum off her fingers and kiss him deeply, letting the taste transfer in soft, wet exchanges. French kisses that lingered, the texture clinging to his tongue. He didn’t always realize she was doing it until it was already happening. By then, he didn’t want to stop.

He found himself responding differently each time—sometimes flushed with embarrassment, sometimes with shameful arousal. But the line kept moving, further each time, and Emma guided him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She didn’t humiliate him.

She seduced him.

And bit by bit, without commands or threats, she took a piece of control he didn’t even know he was giving away.

One evening, as they curled together in bed, the room still dimly lit by the bedside lamp, Emma rolled onto her side and trailed a finger along Mike’s chest. Her tone was soft, almost hesitant—sweet and dangerous all at once.

“Honey,” she murmured, drawing little circles near his nipple. “I think Leo’s tired tonight.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Oh really?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she said, leaning in to kiss his shoulder. “I was thinking... maybe you could fuck me tonight. And then, afterward... you could go down on me.”

He blinked. “After I… you mean after I cum in you?”

Emma smiled coyly and gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Yes. Right after.”

Mike hesitated. “Don’t you want to clean up first?”

Her expression shifted—still playful, but more intense. She sat up slightly, her dark eyes catching the light. “No. That’s the whole point. I want to feel everything—your cum inside me, your mouth on me. The heat of it, the mess, the rawness. If I clean up, it ruins the moment. It kills the chance of me cumming again.”

He didn’t answer right away. He looked down at the sheets, unsure. It wasn’t that the idea disgusted him exactly—it just pushed against something primal, something unspoken. The boundary between what was loving and what was deviant. But then again, they’d been dancing across that line for weeks now.

“I don’t know…” he said, his voice uncertain.

Emma reached down and gently ran her hand over his thigh, then along his shaft, stroking him to life with featherlight touches.

“What if I sweeten the deal?” she whispered. “Tomorrow night, I’ll give you a proper blowjob. You can sit back and relax while I get on my knees like a good girl and suck every drop out of you. No games. Just my mouth, all yours.”

He groaned softly at the image.

“Would you like that, Baby?” she purred, her hand tightening ever so slightly. “You always say I’m amazing at it. Imagine me right here—” she bent over, lips grazing his hip “—with my tongue on your balls, my mouth stretched around your cock… taking every inch until I swallow your cum like a good little slut.”

He was breathing harder now. Torn.

“Just think of tonight as foreplay,” she said, her lips brushing his ear. “All I want is to feel you. Your cock inside me, your cum dripping out, and then your tongue—slow and soft—making me cum one more time. It would be so hot. So real.”

His mouth was dry. “Emma… I don’t know if I can…”

She leaned back, locking eyes with him. “You don’t have to love it. Just try it. For me. If it’s too much, we won’t do it again. But if it helps me cum… wouldn’t that be worth it?”

Her fingers had worked him fully hard now. His body was screaming yes even if his mind hadn’t caught up.

“I promise,” she whispered, her voice honey-sweet and dripping with promise, “tomorrow night, I’ll make it worth your while. I’ll suck your cock so well you won’t remember your own name.”

He swallowed, conflicted and achingly turned on.

“…Okay,” he said at last, almost hoarse.

She smiled like she already knew she’d won. “Good boy.”

They lay in bed, tangled in warm sheets and soft laughter, kissing slowly, languidly. Emma’s lips explored his body with gentle nips and teasing flicks of her tongue. She licked at his nipples, drawing soft gasps from his throat, then pressed her breasts into his face, letting him suck each one slowly. Her voice was a soft murmur in his ear between kisses—naughty things, intimate praises, the kind of words that always meant she was incredibly turned on.

“You’re such a good husband,” she whispered, stroking the back of his neck as he nuzzled her collarbone. “You take care of me so well.”

Mike’s heart thudded with a mix of love and anticipation. He could tell she was aching for it, her skin electric with need. Still, in the back of his mind was a flicker of nervousness—he hadn’t forgotten what she wanted tonight. To taste her after he came inside her. It still felt taboo. But the way she asked… it didn’t feel like domination. It felt like trust.

She had given him so much. Her body, her pleasure, her honesty. He’d already crossed so many lines with her, kissed her after blowjobs, licked her cum-slick pussy after dildo sessions. What was one more step?

He shivered slightly when she kissed her way down his chest, her tongue flicking over his stomach. He twitched involuntarily, and she looked up with a smirk.

“Oh, did I find a new little spot?” she teased, giving the same place another quick lick that made him laugh.

When she reached his cock, she didn’t take it in her mouth. Instead, she wrapped her warm hand around him and began to stroke him slowly. Her grip was perfect—soft, controlled, knowing exactly how to keep him hard without pushing him too far.

“Let’s warm him up nice and slow,” she whispered, watching his expression as she pumped his cock with a featherlight rhythm.

He groaned, hips twitching up toward her hand.

She leaned in, her voice low and playful against his ear. “If he makes me cum enough tonight,” she said, giving his cock a squeeze for emphasis, “you might not even need to go down on me after…”

Then she giggled, biting her lower lip as she looked down at him. “But we both know that won’t happen.”

Mike groaned again, a flush creeping up his chest. Her words always got to him—but it was her laugh that drove it deeper. Not cruel, not mean, just knowing. Sensual. Confident.

“Before you cum,” she whispered, climbing up to straddle him, “I want you on top of me, Sweetie.”

He nodded, breath shallow, as she guided his cock to her soaking pussy. She was so ready. So warm. And as he slid inside her and felt her wrap around him—stretched, slick, needy—he knew there was no turning back tonight.

Mike climbed between her legs, the heat of her body pulling him in like gravity. Emma guided him gently, spreading her thighs and biting her lip as he hovered above her. She was so wet already, her pussy slick and eager, practically sucking him in as he pressed forward. He buried himself to the hilt—what hilt there was—and they both groaned, his hips trembling at the first pulse of pleasure.

She wrapped her legs loosely around his back, rocking against him, encouraging him with soft whispers.

“Mmm, that’s it, baby… Just like that… Let’s see how long you can last for me tonight…”

Mike gritted his teeth. He wanted to be slow, he wanted to hold out—God, how he wanted to stay inside her for longer than a minute. But her pussy was hot, wet, stretched from play earlier, and so fucking snug around his cock that every little squeeze was maddening.

“God, Emma… you feel so good tonight…”

“I know,” she said with a teasing breath. “I wish you could last longer, honey… I wish I could cum just from this…”

He winced. Not because she was being cruel—but because it was true. The pressure was building fast and he knew he was close already. He looked down at her—her flushed chest, her swollen nipples in that scandalous little bra, her eyes half-lidded and hungry—and he felt the first twitch in his cock.

“Not yet,” he whispered to himself. “Not yet…”

She arched her hips into him, groaning softly as he picked up the pace, desperate to make her cum first. Desperate to show her he could do it. That he could be enough.

“Come on, baby,” she moaned, holding his ass and pulling him deeper. “Just a little more—don’t you dare cum yet…”

But he couldn’t stop it. It was happening whether he wanted it to or not. His balls tightened, and his cock throbbed violently inside her.

“Fuck—Emma—sorry—I can’t—”

He shuddered and groaned as his cock emptied in pulsing waves, buried in the woman he loved, in the pussy he longed to please. It was a bittersweet release—too quick, too soon—but so intense it left him panting, dazed, forehead pressed to her chest.

Emma felt it. The unmistakable twitch, the warmth blooming deep inside her. She sighed softly—not annoyed, just understanding. She ran her fingers through his hair, soothing him as he slowly came down.

He didn’t move. He just stayed there, still buried in her, breathing hard, his cock slowly softening inside her slick, flooded pussy.

And that’s when it hit him. The inevitability. The unspoken agreement. The thing they both knew was coming.

He was going to lick her. He was going to bury his face in her pussy and taste himself, because he hadn’t made her cum—and that was the deal tonight.

She didn’t say it. She didn’t have to. She just looked down at him with that knowing smile, that soft, sultry expression that told him she was waiting. Needing. Deserving.

And he knew his fate.

Mike collapsed against her, chest heaving, body still trembling with the aftershocks of his orgasm. His cock, already softening, slid from her slowly with a wet, humiliating sound. He looked down, dazed, only to see his cum leaking out of her stretched, pink pussy. His release hadn’t brought satisfaction—just the sharp, creeping awareness that he had finished, and she hadn’t.

Emma was still breathing steadily, her legs parted, her pussy glistening and open. Her eyes met his with that sharp, playful glint. She reached down and casually traced her fingers through the mess between her thighs, then lifted them, coated, to show him.

“Oh, honey,” she said sweetly, but her voice was edged with teasing cruelty. “You came so fast… again.”

He flinched at the words.

Emma leaned forward slightly, her fingers still glistening. “You didn’t think we were done, did you?” Her tone dropped, a little more serious now. “I haven’t cum yet. And that’s not fair.”

Mike swallowed hard, already knowing what was coming, his stomach twisting.

She tilted her head, watching him, reading every flicker of hesitation in his face. Then she delivered the blow.

“Maybe I should’ve just used Leo after all,” she said, almost offhand, like it wasn’t meant to sting—but it landed like a slap. “He never lets me down.”

Mike’s body tensed. His cock was now fully flaccid, but his pride pulsed hot. He blinked, looked down at her glistening pussy again, and something snapped inside him.

No.

No, I’m going to make you fucking cum.

He dropped between her legs.

The first lick was awful.

The taste hit him immediately—thick, salty, and sour in the back of his throat. His cum was everywhere, mixed with the heady slick of her arousal. It clung to his tongue, coated his lips. The heat, the slickness, the smell—it was overwhelming. He almost pulled back, gagging on instinct.

But then he heard her voice again, soft and amused: “Mmm, that’s it, baby… get back in there. Make it up to me…”

He clenched his jaw, pressed his tongue back against her pussy, and kept licking.

I'm going to make you fucking cum.

The second wave of disgust rose when a glob of their combined fluids slipped past his tongue and down his throat. He nearly choked. His stomach knotted.

I'm going to make you fucking cum.

She moaned above him, her hand drifting to his hair, fingers curling as she guided his face deeper. “You’re doing so good, baby,” she breathed. “You feel how wet I am? That’s all you. That’s your mess. Clean it up for me.”

He hated how hard those words hit. But his mouth didn’t stop. His tongue swirled, dipped, pressed hard against her clit, then retreated, then did it again. The taste hadn’t gotten any better—if anything, it was thicker now, more pungent—but her little gasps were starting to come faster.

She arched her back. Her thighs trembled.

He was close.

His lips locked around her clit and he sucked. He sucked with purpose, with shame, with determination.

I'm going to make you fucking cum.

Her breath hitched. Her hips jerked.

“Yes, fuck—yes, right there…”

Then it happened. Her whole body seized under him, her legs locked around his ears, and she screamed his name. Her orgasm crashed through her like a wave—and he didn’t stop. He licked her through it, swallowed everything, until her grip on his hair loosened and her legs fell open again.

She panted for breath, her skin glowing with satisfaction. Mike lifted his face, lips wet and glistening, humiliated and wrecked—but victorious.

She smiled down at him, eyes heavy-lidded. “Mmm… now you’ve earned that blowjob.”

They lay tangled in the sheets, Emma's bare leg draped over Mike’s thigh, her head resting just under his collarbone. Her fingers trailed lazy patterns across his chest, her touch light, soothing, almost mothering. The room smelled of sweat, sex, and something unmistakably human—raw and intimate.

Mike stared at the ceiling, his breathing beginning to return to normal, but his mind was a haze of humiliation and strange pride. His cock was soft now, nestled limply between his thighs. He told himself it was because he had just cum. But deep down, he knew that wasn’t the only reason. He was overwhelmed. The taste still lingered in his mouth—thick, clinging, unmistakable. Now that the heat of arousal had faded, the reality of it sat on his tongue like a punishment. No longer erotic. Just disgusting.

Emma must have sensed his shift, because she lifted her head and kissed him—slow and deep.

“Mmm,” she hummed as she pulled back, a teasing smile on her lips. “Still tastes like Leo.” She giggled softly and brushed a finger down his cheek. “You were such a good boy for me, Baby. I know it wasn’t easy.”

He flushed, unsure how to respond, and she seemed to delight in that too. She kissed him again, this time with more tenderness.

“You really did that for me, didn’t you?” she said, nuzzling his neck. “That’s real love.”

Mike gave a slight nod, unsure what else to offer. His tongue shifted in his mouth again, trying to escape the remnants of his own cum. It was no use. The taste was everywhere. His lips. His teeth. His throat.

She laid her head back down on his chest, her hand now gently cupping his soft cock. She gave it a light stroke and chuckled under her breath. “Still shy, huh? Poor little guy’s been through a lot.”

He gave a breathless laugh, but his cheeks were still hot with embarrassment. Her tone wasn’t cruel—just playfully dominant, lovingly mocking.

“I think he’s in shock,” she whispered. “Or maybe he’s just not used to having to share me with Leo.”

He groaned and covered his eyes with one arm.

She kissed his chest. “Shh… I love you, Mike. And I love that you did that for me. You’re mine. Always.”

The moment held there—quiet and oddly sweet. A strange, vulnerable kind of aftercare. She didn’t push. She just stayed with him, petting his chest, letting him process.

And through the afterglow and the lingering taste, Mike realized something he didn’t want to admit: he’d do it all again.

Mike lay still in the dark, the ceiling above faintly lit by the amber glow from the hallway nightlight. The sheets were twisted around his legs, the scent of sex still clinging to the room, heavy and unmistakable. Emma had drifted off beside him, her breathing soft and steady, but his mind refused to follow her into sleep.

They had crossed a threshold tonight. A real one. Not just fantasy or playful talk, but something deeper—more permanent. It wasn’t the first time they’d tried something new. But this had felt different. Intimate in a way that both thrilled and terrified him.

She’d looked him in the eyes and made him eat her out while still full of his cum. And he had done it.

He could still taste it, even now, long after the heat had left his body and the moment had passed. In the moment, it had been about her. About making her cum. About proving that he could still give her what she needed, even if it wasn’t the same kind of satisfaction that Leo gave her. But now, lying in the dark, it wasn’t arousal anymore. It was memory. A thick, lingering taste. A humbling reminder of where things had gone.

And yet… there was no regret. No resentment. Just the strange sense of pride, and the slow ache of submission deep in his chest. She hadn’t made him do it. She had teased, coaxed, yes. But the decision had been his. He could have said no. But he hadn’t.

He thought about the way she looked at him after. Like he was hers. Like she’d never loved him more. And maybe that was what this was really about. Not Leo, not the dildo, not the cum or the humiliation—but being hers. Utterly and completely.

His thoughts drifted to the other women from his past—kind, polite, affectionate. But not one of them had ever wanted him like this. Not one of them had seen his small size and found a way to turn it into power. Emma had. She made him feel useful. Desired. Necessary.

Even as the edges of his pride stung, the center of him felt warmer than it ever had.

They’d talked, lightly, about things like public teasing. About what it might be like if someone saw her dressed provocatively, or flirted with her. Mike had fantasized about it more than once. Emma always smiled when he brought it up—but she was grounded, cautious, never rushing. She always asked questions. Always checked his boundaries. That was what made it safe. What made it real.

She didn’t just love him. She understood him. Better than anyone ever had.

And lying there in the dark, his cock soft and unused again, Mike accepted something he hadn’t wanted to name before. He wasn’t the dominant one in this relationship. Not anymore. Maybe he never had been. And he didn’t mind. Not really.

He reached over and gently stroked Emma’s arm, feeling the rise and fall of her breath. She murmured something in her sleep and shifted closer, pressing her body against his.

He kissed her shoulder and whispered into the dark, “I love you.”

She didn’t wake, but she didn’t need to.

She already knew.


The New Normal

Emma had slipped effortlessly into the rhythm of control—and Mike, without even realizing it, had begun to crave her authority. There was something intoxicating about coming home each day not knowing what version of her he’d find waiting on the other side of the door. She had started greeting him in ways that were playful at first, but had grown bolder, more brazen, as their dynamic evolved.

He would never forget the first time she met him completely naked. Not lingerie. Not half-dressed. Just bare skin, gleaming in the golden light from the hallway. Her legs were slightly parted and the evidence of her arousal was unmistakable—slick glistening trails had run down the insides of her thighs. She had smiled, not saying a word, and turned around slowly before walking upstairs, swaying her hips with deliberate exaggeration. He had followed without a second thought, the sight of her arousal etched into his brain for days.

And then there was the other time. A day so etched in his memory it haunted his fantasies. He’d barely stepped through the front door when he saw her standing there, calm as anything, wearing nothing but a half-buttoned shirt and a wicked smirk. Her legs were slightly spread and from the angle of her stance, he caught a glimpse of Leo—still fully inserted, the wide base of the toy snug against her flushed pussy lips.

Before he could say a word, she simply took his hand and guided him to his knees right there on the threshold, the door still half open behind him. She cradled his head gently, directing his mouth toward her as she began to rock her hips slowly, grinding Leo deeper inside her while he licked. She moaned softly, teasing him with sweet little commands—“Don’t stop. Make me cum. Clean me up so I can keep fucking him.” It was humiliating. It was surreal. And it was the hardest he’d been in days.

Emma had taken over—not with cruelty, but with confidence. She knew exactly how to make him feel needed even when she didn’t need his cock to cum. That was the shift. Mike had once been the initiator, the one who led. Now, she led, and he found himself more aroused than he ever could have imagined.

Sometimes, she texted him teasing photos before he came home—shots of her on the bed with Leo half inside her, a sheen of sweat on her skin, her expression somewhere between amused and impatient. Other times, the messages were even more coded. They had come up with a private joke, a little secret language. If she texted him, “Want a buttered roll tonight?” he knew exactly what it meant: she’d be waiting, freshly fucked, and he’d be expected to eat her out—licking up every last drop of his own cum from her pussy while she guided his head like a queen being worshipped.

At first, Mike had struggled to accept it. But now? Now he knew his place. And even on the nights when he came too fast, unable to last inside her more than a few thrusts, it didn’t matter. She didn’t scold. She didn’t hide her disappointment either. Instead, she simply spread her legs, pulled him down between them, and whispered, “You know how to fix it.”

And he did.

Let’s richly expand this scene, focusing on Emma’s nervous excitement, the emotional shift into more public teasing, and the simmering sexual tension between them as their private play starts to reach beyond the bedroom:

It started out like any other quiet Saturday. Mike had mentioned earlier in the week that they should go out for dinner—maybe even dancing. Emma had raised an eyebrow at the suggestion. They didn’t usually go out, not like that. Most of their evenings were spent tucked away at home or, at most, grabbing a bite at one of the small, locally owned places near Mike’s office. So when he brought it up again that morning with a little grin and a raised eyebrow, she knew something was up.

“Let’s go somewhere nice,” he said, casually flipping through his phone for reservations. “Like, really nice. In the city.”

Emma blinked. “The city?”

“Yeah. You deserve a little showing off,” he replied, and there was something about the way he said it—soft but full of implication—that made her stomach flip.

She didn’t question it too hard. She liked when he took initiative like that. But later, as they stood in the bedroom and she rummaged through her closet, his real plan started to unfold.

“Wear that black dress,” he said, pointing. “The low-cut one.”

She pulled it out, smiling a little. “This one? It’s cute. I’ll just need to find a bra that won’t show through.”

Mike stepped closer behind her, his voice low. “Actually… don’t.”

She turned, confused. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t wear a bra. Or anything under it.”

Emma blinked. “Mike, this dress is paper-thin. You’ll be able to see everything—my nipples, even the shape of my areolas.”

“That’s the idea, Babe,” he said, eyes already fixed on her chest. “You’ll look incredible.”

She gave him a mock-scandalized look, but the flush creeping up her neck told a different story.

She turned slowly, raising an eyebrow. “Mike... this material’s practically see-through. You’ll be able to see my nipples in the restaurant lighting.”

“That’s the idea, Babe.”

She laughed softly, part amused, part scandalized. “You’re such a pervert.”

But he didn’t push. He waited while she held the dress up to her body in the mirror, inspecting the neckline, the length, the way the fabric would hug her hips. It wasn’t what she’d call slutty, not really—but without a bra, and especially without panties, it would definitely feel that way. The material was soft and clingy, and without the undershirt, the outline of her areolas was unmistakable.

She looked at him in the mirror. His gaze was locked on her chest. “You like this?” she asked, quietly.

He stepped up behind her, slipping his hands around her waist. “I love it. But only if you do.”

Emma bit her lip, then nodded. “Okay,” she said, voice low. “No bra.”

“And no panties.”

She hesitated. “Mike...”

“You don’t have to,” he said, squeezing her gently. “But you’ll feel so sexy. I want to see you glow tonight.”

That got to her. Not the command. The compliment. She let the panties drop, and as she pulled the dress on, she gasped softly. The cool fabric kissed her bare nipples and clung just a little too much to her hips. It was bolder than anything she’d worn before outside the house—but as she caught her reflection, she saw it. The gleam in her eyes. The color in her cheeks. She did look sexy.

By the time they walked out to the car, she was already wet. The night air was cool against her thighs, making the dress flutter and lift just enough to feel dangerous. And Mike couldn’t keep his hands off her. As soon as she sat in the passenger seat, he reached over and slid her hem upward, his fingers grazing the slick heat between her legs.

“Jesus,” he murmured. “You’re already dripping.”

“Because you’re being naughty,” she whispered. “And now I have to walk into a restaurant like this. Everyone’s going to stare.”

“They won’t know what they’re staring at. That’s the thrill. You’ll just be the gorgeous woman in the little black dress.”

“But you’ll know,” she said, cheeks flushed. “You’ll know I’m wet. You’ll know I’m not wearing anything underneath.”

“Exactly.”

It was the first time their private games had slipped so far into the public. For Emma, it was thrilling—but unsettling too. She wasn’t used to feeling exposed outside their bedroom. And yet, with every passing mile, the idea excited her more. She could already picture herself crossing the restaurant floor, nipples slightly visible beneath the fabric, Mike’s possessive hand at the small of her back, knowing her pussy was slick and open and no one else had a clue.

She swallowed hard. “You’re going to make me cum just sitting at the table.”

“Good,” he said, reaching over again. “Then I’ll just have to take you dancing to finish the job.”

They had a nice meal at the restaurant, lingering over a bottle of velvety red wine that left them both flushed and a little giggly. Afterward, Mike drove them into the city, his anticipation growing with every passing streetlight. When they pulled up to the trendy nightclub, the valet stepped forward and opened the passenger door. Mike’s heart pounded as Emma lifted the hem of her dress just enough to swing one high-heeled leg out gracefully, then the other. The motion was subtle but deliberate—her bare thighs catching the club's lights—and he wished he could have seen the valet’s face.

Inside, the thump of music and dim, sensual lighting only heightened the charge between them. They ordered cocktails and found a small table near the dance floor. After a few sips, Emma rose and extended her hand. “Come on,” she said, eyes glittering. “You didn’t bring me here to sit.”

They danced, letting the music guide them. Mike couldn’t take his eyes off her. The thin fabric of her dress clung to her curves as she moved, swaying her hips and laughing freely. Her nipples were clearly visible now, pressing against the material with each turn. The soft lighting played across the delicate swell of her breasts, and when she leaned back in rhythm, the plunge of her neckline dipped just enough to give a teasing glimpse of the pink outlines of her areolas.

He could feel himself growing harder, aching in his trousers. He was hyper-aware of the eyes around them. Men pretending not to stare. Women eyeing her with open curiosity. And in the center of it all, Emma—radiant, confident, and completely unbothered by the attention. She knew exactly what she was doing. And it was driving him insane.

When they took a break from dancing, Mike made his way to the bar to grab another round of drinks. As he returned, weaving through the crowd, his stomach flipped slightly. He spotted Emma at their table, but she wasn’t alone. A young man—early twenties, athletic build, crisp shirt open at the collar—was leaning in, clearly chatting her up. Emma kept glancing around, clearly trying to spot Mike. She smiled politely at the guy but her posture said she was looking for an escape. Mike quickened his pace.

Just as the man gestured toward the dance floor, Mike appeared beside them.

“Hey there,” Mike said smoothly.

The young man turned. “Oh—sorry, man. I didn’t realize you were with her. I just saw her sitting alone and—well, I couldn’t not ask.”

Emma exhaled quietly and gave Mike a subtle smile of relief. Mike chuckled. “No offense taken. She’s gorgeous. I get it.”

“Still,” the guy said, looking genuinely sheepish, “I didn’t mean to step on any toes.”

Mike grinned and shook his head. “It’s fine. Really. It’s just dancing. Emma, what do you think?”

She hesitated for half a second, then glanced at the young man. He had a hopeful look, boyish and charming. She looked back at Mike, who gave her an encouraging nod.

“Well… okay,” she said with a little laugh. “Why not?”

The young man introduced himself as Mark, and held out his hand. Emma took it and let him lead her back to the floor. Mike sat back with their drinks and watched as they danced—closer than he expected. Mark clearly knew how to move, and Emma matched his rhythm effortlessly. Her smile was radiant, and for a moment, Mike could see why Mark might have mistaken her for someone free. But she kept glancing back at him, as if reminding him she belonged to him, no matter who had her hand.

After a couple of songs, they returned to the table. Mark was glowing with enthusiasm.

“Man,” he said, still catching his breath, “you are one lucky guy. I swear, every dude on the floor was staring at me like I’d just won the lottery. You’re married to the hottest woman in the whole damn place.”

Emma rolled her eyes playfully. “Mark, you’re laying it on thick.”

Mike raised his glass. “Can’t argue with the man.”

Emma gave Mike a sly grin. “Why don’t you sit down for a minute, Mark? Let Mike get you a drink for saving him from another spin on the floor.”

Mike laughed. “Yeah, that’s the least I can do. Be right back.”

He headed toward the bar again, glancing back once to see Emma leaning in, her lips close to Mark’s ear as they laughed over the music. There was a spark in her eyes—excitement, amusement… maybe even curiosity.

When he returned, they were deep in conversation, their laughter rising above the pulsing beat of the club. Mike set the drinks down and sat beside them, wondering how far this little game might go tonight.

"Honey," she said with a playful smile, "Mark actually went to the same college I graduated from. He told me he doesn’t usually go out solo, but he’s really glad he made the effort tonight."

"Heck yeah, Mike," Mark chimed in with a grin. "After dancing with your gorgeous wife, I’m pretty sure every woman in this place just upgraded me in their minds. I owe you one for the wingman assist."

Mike chuckled, relaxed but amused. "No problem, Mark. Why don’t you two go stir the pot a little more? If the ladies think you ditched this stunner for them, you might just score quicker than you expected."

Not one to miss his chance at good luck, Mark held his hand out to Emma, who smiled and slid out of her seat with a sensual grace that made Mike's pulse quicken. She didn’t even glance back as she let Mark guide her to the dance floor again. This time, the music had slowed, and Mike couldn’t tear his eyes away from the way Mark’s hands found her waist, then her hips, holding her a little closer than a stranger probably should. Emma didn’t seem to mind. If anything, she leaned into him, resting her arms on his shoulders, their bodies swaying slowly, intimately. Mike could see her laughing at something Mark whispered into her ear. And then Mark’s hand slid just low enough to make Mike’s jaw clench.

It wasn’t quite her ass, but close—resting on the curve of her hip like he was testing the boundaries. Mike wondered if he could feel her panties through that tight dress, and then laughed to himself—he already knew she wasn’t wearing any. She hadn’t worn any for exactly this reason.

The song ended, and Emma said something softly to Mark before they returned to the table. Mark looked flushed and smug, like a man who knew he'd been playing with fire. He thanked them both again, this time with a bit more weight behind the words, like he knew how lucky he'd been just to dance with her.

Soon after, Mark disappeared into the crowd, and Mike and Emma decided to head out. As they walked toward the exit, they passed Mark again—this time with a new woman in tow. She was attractive, clearly interested, and holding onto his hand like she didn’t want to lose him.

Emma stopped. Without warning, she turned, stepped in close, and kissed Mark firmly on the lips.

Mike stopped dead behind her, stunned but aroused. She didn’t just peck him. She kissed him—mouth open, confident, sensual—and lingered a little too long. When she finally pulled away, Mark was speechless, and the woman he’d been with looked Emma up and down with a mixture of jealousy and awe. Emma winked at her and whispered something into Mark’s ear before turning back to Mike, her cheeks flushed, her smile wicked.

If Mark didn’t get laid tonight, Mike thought, Emma had still just given him the best chance of his life.

Mike’s cock was painfully hard. That kiss, the dancing, the way Emma had flirted like she’d forgotten her husband was even in the room—it had him on edge in the most delicious, torturous way. He couldn’t wait to get her home. Actually, no. He couldn’t wait at all.

He handed the valet their ticket with a shaking hand. Emma’s small Lexus SUV pulled up, sleek and silent, and as she slipped into the passenger seat, Mike already had a plan.

They barely got two blocks from the club before his hand was on her thigh, creeping up her dress. She was warm, flushed, wet.

“You’re soaked,” he muttered.

She laughed softly, then bit her lip, voice teasing. “What did you expect after that little show?”

The drive was going to be nearly an hour, and Mike was already on the edge. He turned down a quiet side street, then pulled into the back corner of a dark, empty parking lot. Kill the engine. Kill the lights.

“Out,” he said roughly.

Emma raised an eyebrow, amused, but obeyed without hesitation. The night air was warm, the hum of city life still in the distance. Mike stepped around the front of the SUV, took her by the waist, and lifted her up onto the hood. The metal was warm from the engine, and she let out a surprised laugh as her bare thighs met it.

“You’re insatiable,” she murmured, but her legs parted as he stepped in close.

He pushed her dress up slowly, exposing her glistening pussy under the streetlights. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath, just like he’d hoped. As he dropped to his knees and began to lick her, Emma’s head tipped back and her fingers tangled in his hair.

“Oh, fuck, Mike… just like that…”

He devoured her, tongue circling her clit, teasing, then pressing harder when her thighs trembled against his ears. She moaned louder with each stroke, hips grinding down into his face, the sounds of the city drowned beneath her growing gasps.

Just as she was getting close, Mike reached up, took the top of her dress, and pulled it down roughly. Her breasts spilled out, nipples hard and begging for attention. She gasped—but didn’t stop him. Her chest heaved as the cool air kissed her exposed skin.

“Mike—fuck—I’m gonna cum—”

He latched onto her clit, relentless, and seconds later she cried out, loud and unrestrained, the sound echoing off the surrounding buildings as she came hard on his mouth, body shaking, thighs clamping around his head.

Mike stayed there until she finally relaxed, panting, eyes glazed.

She looked down at him, half-drunk on pleasure, her dress wrinkled around her waist and her tits still bare under the moonlight.

“Think that valet could still see us if he looked out here?” she asked with a smirk.

Mike stood and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then grinned.

“Let him watch.”

Once Emma had come down slightly from her orgasm, her chest still rising and falling with deep, satisfied breaths, she looked down at Mike with a smoldering expression that said everything. She wasn’t finished. Not even close.

Her lips parted slowly into a wicked little smile. “Mmmm… that was amazing, baby,” she purred. “But tell me something—were you pretending you were licking his cum out of me?”

Mike froze, breath caught in his throat.

Emma giggled softly, then reached down to tangle her fingers in his hair, guiding his face back between her legs. “I could see it in your eyes. You loved watching me dance with that tall, dark stud. I felt how hard you were when I kissed him. Admit it, you were aching to taste me right then, weren’t you?”

He groaned into her pussy, the vibration making her shudder. Her folds were still slick and swollen, and now she was rolling her hips with purpose, chasing that next high.

“Come on,” she whispered. “Don’t stop. Give me that tongue. Lick your nasty little wife’s pussy. The one you love so much… even when it’s been dripping from thinking about another man.”

Mike obeyed, feverishly sucking and swirling his tongue over her clit, desperate to make her cum again. She moaned louder, fingers clutching at the edge of the hood, her body writhing beneath the streetlights.

“Yesss… just like that,” she gasped. “Make me forget I didn’t get to ride his big cock tonight. Fuck me with your mouth, baby. Make me feel it.”

Her thighs clamped around his head, back arching as his tongue drove her higher. She was grinding down on his face now, using him shamelessly.

“Suck my clit. Harder. Harder. Ohhh fuck, that’s it! Take Mark’s place. Eat me. Eat your wife’s pussy like you’re trying to erase him.”

Her moans turned into desperate cries, breath ragged, and then—suddenly—her body stiffened. She let out a raw, guttural scream as another orgasm ripped through her. It wasn’t as blinding as the first, but it rocked her all the same—deep and pulsing, her thighs trembling against his cheeks.

Mike stayed with her until she sagged back against the windshield, totally spent.

After a moment, he helped her down gently, guiding her back to the passenger seat. She slid in, still flushed and glowing, her chest rising and falling. She didn’t even bother to pull her dress back up. Her breasts were bare, nipples stiff in the warm night air, and her skirt was still bunched at her waist, her pussy glistening in the faint glow of the dash lights—open, swollen, and cooling from the mouth-fucking she’d just begged for.

She looked over at him with a dazed smile and sighed contentedly. “God, I needed that.”

As they drove through the quiet, winding streets, the city lights fading behind them, Mike kept stealing glances at his wife. Emma sat relaxed in the passenger seat, her bare breasts still exposed, the hem of her dress still bunched at her hips. She looked like a goddess—flushed, glowing, and utterly unashamed. He could hardly believe she was his.

A part of him still marveled at how life had played out. A few failed relationships in his past had felt crushing at the time, but now they seemed like detours that had led him straight to her—the sexiest, most uninhibited woman he’d ever known. Not just physically beautiful, but bold. Adventurous. Open in ways he hadn't even known he craved.

And somehow, they’d unlocked this hidden world together. They hadn’t rushed into it, hadn’t followed anyone else’s blueprint. They’d discovered it side by side, one boundary at a time, each new step adding a thrill neither of them had expected. It was like they were building a fantasy that kept evolving—each encounter, each tease, opening up something new inside them.

Mike couldn’t help but wonder how far it would go. Was there a limit? Or was this a path with no end? Realistically, he knew it couldn’t last forever. One day, they might settle down. Talk about kids. That kind of shift would inevitably change things—cool the fire, put spontaneity on a leash. And that would be okay when the time came. They’d be ready for it.

But not tonight.

Tonight, they were still riding the wave, and he had no intention of getting off early.

In the passenger seat, Emma stared out the window with a dreamy smile, her thoughts spinning just as fast. The scene with Mark replayed in her mind—the way he held her on the dance floor, how easily she’d melted into his arms, how confidently he’d touched her like a man who wasn’t afraid to push just a little too far. It had been a game, yes, but a game with heat behind it.

And yet, it was Mike who’d driven it. Mike who’d watched, encouraged, wanted it. She could still hear Mark thanking them both like it was some kind of gift. That part had made her smile—the way he’d said no woman in the club was as attractive as her, that just dancing with her would help his chances of getting lucky. And maybe it would. Maybe the woman on his arm now had already decided to give him a chance, just because he’d been bold enough to touch someone like Emma and survive it.

But beneath the flattery, beneath the tingling arousal, something else stirred in her. A question. A flicker of uncertainty.

This game they played—bringing in the idea of other lovers, flirting with the edge of it—how long could they keep it as fantasy? With the way things were escalating, wasn’t it only a matter of time before the boundary slipped? Before one of them didn’t just play the part?

She bit her lip, glancing over at her husband. He looked calm. Confident. Still glowing from what they’d just done.

Would he be angry if she crossed that line?

Or… would he be the one to push her over it?

Emma knew Mike loved seeing her flirt, tease, show herself off. He got off on it. He always had. But would he feel the same thrill if it became real? If she actually gave herself to another man? Let him do things Mike had only watched in his imagination?

Her thighs squeezed together instinctively, the thought sending a fresh pulse of heat through her. Part fear. Part hunger.

Was it wrong that she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop it anymore?

Because it didn’t feel like they were just playing.

Not anymore.


A Tease Is Made

A few weeks later, Emma had fully embraced the art of dressing to tease. What started as a playful challenge from Mike had quickly become something far more intoxicating—for both of them. Sometimes Mike would lay out outfits for her before she ran errands, little combinations he knew would get looks: a thin tank top with no bra, denim shorts cut high on her thighs, or a stretchy sundress that clung to her curves like a second skin. She didn’t always go along with his boldest suggestions—some of them were just too outrageous—but more and more, she found herself enjoying the way heads turned when she walked by.

One afternoon, she went to the grocery store in a pale grey top that was just thin enough to be dangerous. She hadn’t worn a bra, just for fun, and the moment she stepped into the refrigerated section, her nipples hardened instantly. She noticed it right away—but so did everyone else. She caught two younger guys near the drinks aisle pretending not to stare, and even the older man stocking shelves fumbled a bit when she passed. She could feel their eyes lingering on her chest, and it sent a jolt of heat between her legs.

By the time she got home, she was soaked.

She barely made it through the front door before she dropped to her knees in the living room, unzipped Mike’s shorts, and pulled his cock free. He didn’t even have time to ask what was happening—she just looked up at him with hungry eyes and took him deep into her mouth.

“Mmm… I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” she moaned, her voice muffled around his shaft. “Everyone was staring… I was so wet.”

She sucked him like a woman possessed, hands stroking the base of his cock while her other hand slipped under her skirt to rub her dripping pussy. She didn’t even need to finger herself—just the pressure of her palm and the feeling of being on her knees was enough. She came in under two minutes, moaning around his cock, her thighs shaking, pussy fluttering against her own hand.

Mike gripped her hair, overwhelmed, watching his beautiful wife fall apart while pleasuring him like it was her purpose. When she finally pulled off, panting, her lips swollen and slick, she licked a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth and looked up at him with a grin.

“You have no idea how turned on I get showing off for you.”

That week, she pushed the envelope even further. One night, she went out for dinner with her girlfriends in a slinky black dress—and nothing underneath. No bra. No panties. She didn’t tell Mike beforehand, but she sent him a photo from the bathroom, legs slightly parted, a mischievous smile on her face.

"Guess what I’m not wearing tonight?"

He nearly lost his mind.

Later that night, as they lay in bed, Mike brought it up again, this time with a different kind of idea. It was summer, and he wanted to take their boat out to a quiet lake about seventy miles away. Somewhere secluded. Somewhere they could camp under the stars, ski during the day… and maybe do a little more during the night.

When he asked her if she’d be up for a weekend away—just the two of them, no distractions—Emma’s answer was immediate.

“Hell yes,” she said, grinning. “Just tell me what to pack… or not pack.”

“Okay,” Mike said, flashing her a look. “We’ll ski two days, so you’ll need two new bikinis. Like… tiny bikinis.”

Emma raised an eyebrow and gave a slow, exaggerated sigh. “Oh really? You trying to get me banned from public lakes now?”

He shrugged with a grin. “You can stretch the rules a little. It’s a private lake. Mostly.”

She smirked. “Stretch the rules, or stretch the fabric? Because if I go much smaller, it’s basically just dental floss and a couple of strings.”

Mike’s smile widened. “Sounds perfect.”

She shook her head and laughed, then got that mischievous glint in her eye. “Alright, mister. Shall I pack Leo? Or are you going to take care of me?”

His grin faltered just a beat. “Either way. I don’t want to come between you two.”

Emma gasped theatrically. “Wow. So generous of you.” Then she leaned closer, lowering her voice like she was sharing a scandalous secret. “But you know Leo doesn’t need sleep. He doesn’t get tired. And he never finishes before I do…”

Mike narrowed his eyes at her, pretending to pout. “Okay, now you’re just being cruel.”

She giggled and wrapped her arms around his neck, placing a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. “Mmm. But Leo doesn’t make me laugh. Or get me drinks. Or pull me onto his lap just because he can’t keep his hands off me.”

He smiled into her mouth. “And he doesn’t kiss you like this.”

“No,” she whispered against his lips. “He really doesn’t.”

Then she kissed him again—deeper this time, slower—until her teasing melted into something warmer, more affectionate. Her favorite toy might make her cum, but only Mike could make her melt.

They flirted and teased like that for the rest of the week, the playful energy between them simmering just beneath the surface. Every time Mike brushed against her or made a cheeky comment about the lake, Emma’s mind drifted to the bikinis she hadn’t even bought yet—and how little they were supposed to cover.

On Thursday, she had to go into the downtown office, and on her lunch break, she slipped into a boutique she’d passed a dozen times but never dared to enter. This time, she walked straight in, pretending her heart wasn’t racing.

She told herself she was just browsing. But the moment her fingers brushed the thin, silky material of the bikinis on display—barely-there strings, triangle tops that looked more decorative than functional, bottoms cut so narrow they were practically designed to expose her ass—her breath caught in her throat.

They were bold. Reckless. The kind of thing women wore on yachts in music videos. Not something you wore to a lake in the countryside. Not something she wore, period.

And yet, she couldn’t stop imagining it. The feeling of the sun on skin that had never been so exposed. The looks she might get. The heat of Mike’s gaze when he saw her step out of the water, dripping wet and nearly naked.

She tried on a few—alone in the changing room, cheeks flushed, heart pounding. The first one was a soft lilac, the fabric so minimal she was genuinely shocked at how much it didn’t cover. Her breasts were barely contained, and the bottoms? They weren’t really bottoms at all. Just a whisper of fabric.

As she studied herself in the mirror, something twisted in her stomach. Not shame. Not exactly.

It was the paleness of her skin that gave her pause. The faint outlines of her usual bikini were still there across her chest and hips. With something this tiny, those pale areas would be impossible to hide. She hadn’t had time for a tanning bed before the weekend, and it would be obvious to anyone who looked that she’d never worn anything this daring before.

That thought made her squirm.

She looked… exposed. Like a woman teetering on the edge of a new version of herself. Someone fresh and raw and begging to be seen.

And the strangest part? It turned her on.

Feeling like a woman with a dirty little secret, Emma bought two bikinis: the lilac one, and a deep red number that was even smaller. The salesgirl raised an eyebrow, then gave a knowing smile as she rang her up.

“You’ll definitely turn heads,” she said.

Emma just smiled, her pulse quickening between her thighs as she took the tiny bag and walked out.

She couldn’t wait to show Mike.

Or rather—she couldn’t wait to let him watch.

They got the boat out of storage early Saturday morning and hit the road under a cloudless summer sky. Emma wore one of the new bikinis beneath her clothes, but she wasn’t ready to walk out in it just yet. She’d thrown on a pair of frayed denim shorts and a long, lightweight white shirt, letting it hang open casually like she hadn’t spent half the morning debating whether to even bring the bikinis at all.

The drive was quiet, filled with anticipation. Emma stared out the window, her stomach fluttering. It wasn’t like she’d never worn a bikini before. But this was different. This one was tiny. So small it didn’t feel like a bikini at all—more like lingerie masquerading as swimwear. The thought of stepping out in it, of other people seeing her like that, made her thighs clench and her cheeks flush.

By the time they reached the park at the lake and paid for a camping spot, she felt jittery. Setting up the tent gave her something to focus on, but even that wasn’t enough to settle the nerves fully. Mike was excited, unloading the boat and securing it along the shoreline near their site. Emma dropped him off with the boat, then drove his truck back to the campsite alone.

When she climbed out, she paused. Took a deep breath. Then poured herself a generous glass of white wine from the cooler they’d packed. It was barely past noon, but she needed it. Her hands trembled slightly as she sipped, imagining the moment she’d finally take her clothes off and reveal what was underneath. She felt wild. Reckless. Aroused.

But also… exposed.

They ate a quick snack and lounged a bit before heading to the boat. Emma felt the wine in her bloodstream now—just enough to take the edge off. As they drifted into open water, sun glinting off the ripples around them, Emma stood slowly, facing away from Mike. She unbuttoned her shirt first, letting it slide off her shoulders, then wriggled out of her shorts.

Mike nearly dropped the rope in his hands.

She turned around in a fluorescent orange bikini that barely clung to her body. The triangles of the top seemed barely adequate, the fabric stretched thin over her breasts. The bottoms were little more than strips, tied high on her hips and revealing so much skin it made him swallow hard.

His cock stirred immediately. But along with the heat rushing to his groin, something else tightened in his chest.

“Oh my god,” he said, voice hoarse. “Honey… it’s gorgeous. You are gorgeous.”

Emma gave him a shy little spin, though she was blushing furiously. “Well, Mister… that’s what you wanted, right? Did I go too small?”

Mike tried to smile, but his voice caught for a second. “No. It’s perfect. Just…” He cleared his throat. “I hope you don’t fall off the ski. You might lose that skimpy thing. And I’m sure there’d be plenty of guys lining up to help you look for it.”

He was joking. Sort of. But something in his eyes lingered a moment longer than she expected.

She tilted her head, watching him. “Jealous?”

He grinned, leaning back and reaching for the throttle. “Let’s just say… I’m proud and terrified all at once.”

Emma laughed, heart fluttering. That was all she needed to hear.

They took turns driving the boat through the early afternoon, the sun high and the lake glassy under a cloudless sky. The skiing was pure freedom—wind in their hair, sun on their skin, and a shared adrenaline that kept them laughing between runs.

Emma had insisted on going first, surprising Mike with how quickly she found her balance and carved across the surface. She looked incredible in motion—her long legs slicing through the water, that tiny orange bikini flashing every time she leaned or twisted. Mike could hardly take his eyes off her.

After a few rounds, they anchored in a cove where a few other boats and jet skis were parked. Mike encouraged Emma to take a turn on the jet ski while he floated nearby in the boat. She climbed on, grinning as she took control, throttle humming under her as she pulled away in a spray of foam.

She handled it well—playful, fast, confident—but it was obvious she wasn’t experienced. At one point, trying to make a sharp turn, she hit a small wake and lost control.

The jet ski pitched hard, and Emma flew off with a splash, disappearing under the surface.

Mike stood up fast, scanning the water. Then she broke through, sputtering and laughing as she treaded water.

But as she pushed her wet hair back and tried to reorient herself, she noticed something else—her bikini top had shifted. Badly.

Both of her breasts were completely out. Fully exposed. The thin orange triangles had slid aside, offering an unobstructed view of her nipples and glistening, wet skin.

She gasped and ducked low in the water, adjusting the top as quickly as she could. Her heart pounded—not just from the fall, but the fear that someone, anyone, might’ve seen.

She looked around. No one seemed to be paying attention. At least, not obviously. Maybe she’d gotten lucky.

Back on the boat, Mike had seen everything.

The second her tits surfaced, his pulse had spiked with a jolt of pure, primal adrenaline. For a split second, it was like time froze. The sight of his wife completely exposed in public—even by accident—did something to him. Something electric.

He wasn’t sure if it was panic or arousal that hit first, but both tangled together in a sharp, heady rush. She looked so raw and perfect, tits bouncing as she scrambled to fix her top. The vulnerability, the risk, the fact that anyone could have seen—it lit something deep inside him.

When Emma climbed back onto the ski and made her way over, Mike helped her in, his hands gripping her waist with just a little too much intensity.

“You okay?” he asked, eyes flicking down to where her bikini had just barely been restored to place.

“Yeah,” she panted, half-laughing. “I wiped out. Hard.”

“You think anyone saw?” he asked softly.

“I don’t think so,” she said, biting her lip. “God, I hope not.”

He just smiled. “They missed out.”

She gave him a playful shove, but her cheeks were still flushed—and not just from the fall.

They drifted back to shore not long after, deciding to take a break. As they pulled up near the sandy edge of the park, they noticed a pair of guys in their twenties standing near two beached jet skis. One of the skis had the cowling open, and both of them were crouched over the engine, clearly trying to figure out what was wrong.

Mike and Emma set up camp nearby, planting their umbrella and unfolding a couple of chairs. They cracked open cold beers and settled into the shade, content for the moment just to relax and watch the water.

Emma sat with her legs tucked up, still damp from her swim, sipping her beer slowly as she let the breeze cool her flushed skin. Mike sat beside her, eyes still occasionally flicking to her chest as if replaying what he’d seen.

They watched the two guys continue to fumble with the jet ski, clearly at a loss. After a while, Mike stood, brushing sand from his hands.

“I’m gonna see if I can help,” he said.

Emma raised an eyebrow. “You’re not exactly Mr. Motorhead.”

“No,” he replied with a grin, “but I’ve fixed enough crap at home to at least sound like I know what I’m doing.”

And with that, he walked down toward the shoreline, nodding to the two men as he approached.

As Mike approached, the two guys looked up from the open cowling of the jet ski.

“Hey, man,” the taller one said, wiping his hands on a towel. “You know anything about these things?”

“Depends,” Mike replied with a friendly grin. “If you’re looking for someone who knows what they’re doing, probably not. But I’m decent at figuring shit out when it breaks.”

That got a laugh out of both of them.

“I’m Justin,” the tall one said, extending a hand.

“Tyler,” the other added, more compact and wiry, with a backwards cap and grease on his fingers.

“Mike,” he said, shaking hands with both. “So, what happened?”

Justin leaned back and sighed. “It just cut out on us—right in the middle of the lake. No warning, no sputtering, just dead. I had to tow him in with that rope,” he added, nodding toward a line coiled up on the seat of his own jet ski. “Luckily we weren’t too far out.”

Mike leaned over and peered into the engine compartment. “You check the fuel line?”

“Yep. Full tank, no blockages we could see,” Tyler replied. “Electrical seems okay too. We reseated the battery and plugs just in case, but…”

“But it’s still a dead fish,” Justin finished with a frustrated shrug.

Mike gave it a closer look, poking around the assembly, jiggling a few connectors. “Looks clean. I don’t see any loose wires or cracks. You guys got tools?”

“Not much,” Tyler said, holding up a sad-looking pair of pliers and a couple of screwdrivers. “Pretty much just enough to tighten a battery terminal.”

After another few minutes of collective squinting and half-hearted tinkering, the three of them stepped back.

“Well,” Mike said finally, “unless one of us suddenly becomes a certified mechanic, I’d say she’s done for the weekend.”

“Yeah,” Justin muttered. “We were hoping to get two full days in, but with one ski, it’s kinda pointless. Might just haul it out and take it into town, see if the shop can look at it.”

“That sucks,” Mike said, then paused, glancing toward the water where his own boat bobbed gently just off shore. “You know… Emma and I were saying the same thing earlier. Taking turns driving gets boring after a while.”

Justin and Tyler looked up.

“You guys wanna join us?” Mike asked casually. “We’re just out for the weekend. Skiing, camping, nothing too serious. Would be a shame to waste the day, and with four people we could actually keep things moving.”

They looked at each other, surprised. “You serious?” Tyler asked.

“Sure,” Mike said with a shrug. “Why not? The lake’s big. We’ve got the room.”

Just then, their eyes drifted up the beach.

Emma was still in her chair, sipping her beer with her legs stretched out and her sunglasses on. But she must’ve noticed the small crowd at the shoreline because she stood and wandered down toward them, still in her skimpy orange bikini, her shirt forgotten somewhere in the grass.

“Hey, everything okay?” she asked, brushing her damp hair back from her face. “Any luck with the engine?”

Tyler straightened noticeably, trying not to stare as she stepped up beside Mike.

Justin cleared his throat. “Not really. We’re thinking it might be toast. Your husband offered to let us tag along on your boat, though. That’s… really generous.”

Emma looked at Mike with a curious smile, then turned back to the guys. “Well, that sounds like a pretty good trade. You bring the company, we bring the horsepower.”

She took a sip of her beer, then glanced toward their cooler. “You guys bring any snacks, or are we supplying everything?”

Justin chuckled. “We brought beer and chips. Figured we’d live like kings.”

Emma grinned. “Good. I don’t share well when I’m hungry.”

Mike watched them interact, amused—and just slightly aware of the way both men kept stealing glances at Emma’s toned, tanned body barely contained by her bikini. He couldn’t blame them. Not one bit.

“Oh, I’m Emma, by the way,” she said brightly, brushing a few damp strands of hair behind her ear.

Both guys responded quickly—almost too quickly.

“Justin,” said the tall one, flashing a smile that seemed to linger a second too long.

“Tyler,” added the other, nodding, though his eyes flicked down her body before he caught himself and looked away.

They were clearly trying to be respectful, especially with Mike standing right there, but Emma’s appearance was making it nearly impossible to maintain polite eye contact. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders in dark, glossy waves, and her bikini—neon orange and barely-there—left almost nothing to the imagination. She hadn’t bothered to put her shorts or top back on; she was still glistening from the water, and the sunlight made every inch of her skin look golden and smooth.

Mike didn’t miss the way their eyes kept drifting. He caught the slight tension in Justin’s jaw, the subtle shift in Tyler’s stance. It wasn’t threatening—it was just raw, instinctive desire. His wife had walked up to them practically naked, and now they were doing everything they could not to gape.

After a little more conversation and some polite hesitation—“We don’t want to intrude,” “Are you sure?”—the guys finally accepted Mike’s invitation to join them on the boat for a bit of late-afternoon skiing.

“Great,” Mike said. “We were just having a beer, so let’s give it a little time before we get back on the water. Grab some snacks, hydrate, then we can head out.”

They walked together up the short slope to the shady spot beneath the umbrella. Emma settled back into her chair with an easy grace, stretching out her legs, completely unbothered by her state of undress. The guys sat down across from her, their eyes carefully avoiding the obvious… and failing.

The four of them talked for a while, letting the beer settle. Conversation drifted from the usual—where everyone was from, the heatwave, local ski spots—to playful jabs about politics and camping fails. Justin and Tyler were exactly the kind of guys Mike would expect to meet out here: mid-twenties, confident, athletic, easygoing. Both were seriously good-looking—tanned, lean, muscular in that effortless way that made their swim trunks hang just right. But even with their sun-kissed charm, it was clear who the real star of the beach was.

Emma.

She leaned forward to grab another bottle of water, her cleavage practically spilling from the tiny top. She laughed at one of Tyler’s jokes and touched her bare thigh absentmindedly as she stretched. Mike watched the guys pretend not to notice… but he saw the bulges forming in their trunks. The fabric of Justin’s suit was already tightening. Tyler crossed his legs casually, but it was a losing battle.

Mike felt a mix of pride and tension rise in his chest. It thrilled him to see his wife radiate that kind of power—to watch other men visibly struggle to contain themselves around her. But it also hit a nerve, that old spark of possessiveness flickering deep down. She looked so fucking sexy… so available.

She hadn’t put her shorts back on, and didn’t seem in a hurry to do so. Her body was glowing in the late afternoon sun, skin still slick from the lake, her tiny bikini clinging to every curve.

When everyone agreed they felt good and fully sober, Mike stood and stretched.

“Alright,” he said. “Let’s get back out there before we lose the sun.”

The guys nodded, both clearly eager to be back on the water. They helped load the gear onto the boat, and soon they were cruising out toward the open lake again.

Once they reached a wide, quiet stretch of water, Mike looked over his shoulder. “Alright, let’s get two up. Emma, Justin—you’re up. Grab the slaloms.”

Emma gave a little whoop and jumped off the boat with a splash. Mike tossed her the ski. Justin followed, smooth and confident as he slipped into the water and strapped in.

He looked like a damn model—six feet tall, maybe 180 pounds, dark hair slicked back, skin a deep, even tan. Emma floated beside him, the two of them chatting easily as they waited for the line to tighten.

“Take up the slack and go!” Emma called to Mike.

He eased the throttle forward, giving them a gentle pull, then punched it just enough to launch them both.

They burst from the water in near-perfect sync, bodies rising in smooth arcs before cutting gracefully across the wake. For a moment, they looked like something out of a commercial—perfect weather, two fit, laughing skiers, golden light shimmering on the waves.

Mike stayed at the wheel, watching as they cruised in tandem, Justin’s white smile flashing in the sun, and Emma—his wife, in that outrageous bikini—slicing across the lake with effortless grace, her breasts bouncing with each turn.

Beside him, Tyler sat watching too—silent, wide-eyed, captivated.

Mike wasn’t the only one thinking it.

His wife looked fucking incredible.

“Man,” Tyler said, his voice low, almost like he hadn’t meant to say it out loud. “You’ve got a gorgeous wife.”

Mike glanced at him, catching the way Tyler’s eyes lingered on Emma as she carved through the water, droplets flying off her toned legs, her bikini barely holding in place with every bounce over the wake.

“Thanks,” Mike said, unable to stop the smile that tugged at the corner of his mouth. “She really is something.”

“How’d you even meet someone like that?”

“Through mutual friends,” Mike replied. “We just clicked. One of those rare things—you meet someone and it just feels easy. Natural. I honestly couldn’t believe it when she gave me the time of day. Everyone I knew thought she was out of my league.”

Tyler nodded, still watching Emma. “Yeah, I’d believe that.”

“But it’s not just the looks,” Mike added, his voice softening. “She’s got this energy, you know? She’s curious about people, she asks questions, listens. She makes you feel like you matter. I don’t know how she does it.”

Tyler let out a low laugh. “Feels good just watching her ski.”

Mike chuckled, but there was a flicker of something else beneath it. Not quite jealousy, not quite unease—more like a knot of heat and pride tightening in his gut. His wife was out there, commanding attention without even trying. And he wasn’t the only one watching.

“You two are quite the pair of handsome men,” Mike said with a casual grin, casting a glance toward the back of the boat. “No girlfriends waiting for you back home?”

Tyler gave a sheepish smile. “Well, I’m in between, I guess.”

Justin smirked. “I’ve been seeing someone. She’s beautiful—don’t get me wrong—but…” His eyes flicked toward Emma, then quickly away. “Let’s just say she doesn’t quite have that whole Emma thing going on.”

Emma raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “That’s dangerously close to a compliment and an insult in the same breath.”

“Then I guess I said it right,” Justin said with a grin.

Mike shook his head, chuckling at how quickly the boys were getting drawn in. Emma, still dripping from the lake, hadn’t bothered to cover up. The neon orange bikini clung to her like paint, her skin flushed from skiing and glowing in the late afternoon sun.

After a few more laps around the lake, Emma tapped Mike’s shoulder and gestured to the skiers. “Let’s swap out.”

Mike cut the throttle smoothly, and the two men sank into the water, treading easily. Emma leaned over the side of the boat, calling out, “Tyler, you want to take a spin with Justin?”

“Sure,” Tyler called back, though from the way he watched her climb back into the boat, he was clearly disappointed to miss seeing her out on the water again.

Emma slid onto the seat beside Mike, water still glistening on her thighs, her chest rising and falling beneath the nearly transparent fabric.

As the boat picked up speed again, Mike leaned in close, his voice low. “You’re really putting some strain on those swim trunks.”

She smiled without turning her head. “Oh? How so?”

“You didn’t notice the bulges when we were chatting on the beach?”

She gave a soft, knowing laugh. “Mmm. I noticed.”

Mike shook his head, eyes fixed on the lake ahead. “That bikini would give a priest a hard-on. I’m telling you—those guys would trade an arm to see you without it.”

Emma tilted her head slightly, lips curling. “You think so?”

“I know so.”

There was a pause. The hum of the engine, the sound of skis slicing through water, the soft whisper of wind. Then she said, almost casually, “What if I switch places with Justin next round? Ski beside Tyler instead.”

Mike’s hands tightened slightly on the wheel.

“Feeling brave?” he asked, not quite joking.

Emma leaned in, close enough for him to feel her breath against his neck.

“No,” she whispered, “just curious.”

Justin climbed back into the boat, breathless and grinning, and Emma slipped into the water beside Tyler, handing off the ski rope to Mike.

At first, everything went smoothly—Emma cut across the water with skill, her body arcing through the spray in perfect sync with Tyler. But after a few minutes, Mike noticed her free hand repeatedly tugging at her chest. Something wasn’t right.

She dropped her rope and gave the signal.

Mike eased off the throttle, turning the boat in a wide arc and circling back. Emma and Tyler bobbed in the water, and as he brought the boat alongside, she swam to the edge, her brow furrowed and her mouth tight with tension.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“The string on my top snapped,” she said, her voice low and a little breathless. “It’s off. I can’t tie it back.”

Mike’s heart kicked in his chest. “Do you still have it?”

“Yeah, I’ve got it in my hand… but it’s useless.” She glanced back toward Tyler, who was treading water nearby, politely looking away.

“Throw me my shirt?” she added quickly, her tone edged with urgency. “I’ll cover up before I climb out.”

Thinking fast, Mike grinned. “You’ll just get it wet. No point. Just come up and dry off—then you can put it on. Don’t worry. The guys won’t look.”

Emma froze for a second. She hesitated at the edge of the boat, fingers gripping the ladder rail, her topless chest hidden just below the water’s surface.

Every nerve in her body was buzzing.

She knew what this meant. Knew the exact second she hauled herself up, her bare breasts would be out in the open—for both of the younger men to see. It scared her. Turned her on so much it almost made her lightheaded. Her nipples were already hard, aching against the cool water. She didn’t know if it was the cold, the adrenaline… or the idea of being watched.

She could turn away. Ask again for the shirt. Demand it, even. But something in her refused.

She took a breath, clutched the metal rails, and pulled herself up.

Time seemed to slow. Her body emerged from the water, smooth and slick, droplets clinging to her skin. Her breasts bounced slightly as she stepped onto the deck, nipples stiff and flushed a deep pink. For a moment, the air hit her skin like ice, and her whole chest tingled.

Justin and Tyler both instinctively looked away—polite reflex, feigned disinterest—but only for a heartbeat. Curiosity got the better of them.

And Emma saw it.

They were looking now. Not pretending. Looking.

And she didn’t move to cover up.

Mike watched it all unfold, his cock already hard, but now straining painfully against his shorts. Her nipples stood out, impossibly hard. Her face was flushed—not with shame, but something else. Power. Excitement.

She wasn’t ashamed. She was aroused.

“Well,” Emma said, almost casually as she brushed the water from her thighs, “I guess you’ve seen them now. Might as well dry off before I get dressed.”

Justin swallowed. Tyler blinked. Neither of them said a word.

Mike’s mouth was dry. His cock throbbed.

Emma grabbed a towel, casually patting herself dry, making no effort to hide her chest. Her nipples stayed firm, pebbled tight, like her body wanted their eyes on her.

And in that moment, Mike knew—this wasn’t just a wardrobe malfunction.

It was something else entirely.

And they had just crossed another line.

Emma leaned back against the side of the boat, towel draped loosely around her waist but still topless, her skin glowing in the late sun, nipples hard and proud.

“Guess I won’t be skiing anymore today,” she said, casually adjusting her damp hair, as though she hadn’t just walked around with her tits fully on display. “You boys go ahead. Jump in. I’ll enjoy the view.”

Her voice carried just enough teasing to make Tyler hesitate for a moment, but both guys obeyed. They slipped overboard with forced grins, clearly trying to mask what was going on below the waterline. Mike didn’t miss the tension in their bodies or the way they adjusted their swim trunks mid-air. Getting in the lake was more about hiding erections than cooling off.

Once they were up on their skis, Mike eased the throttle forward. The engine rumbled to life, and the boat cut through the water, pulling the two men across the lake in a wide arc. Emma leaned over beside him, still topless, still smug.

Mike looked at her with a slow, crooked grin. “So. Bikini string broke, huh?”

Emma smiled sweetly. “Mmm. Well… it could have broken.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Could have?”

She gave him a knowing look, biting her lip. “Did you see the bulges in those swim trunks?” She let out a low, wicked laugh. “Those are some hot guys, baby. Tall, young, tanned… confident. I liked the way they tried not to stare. Like they were pretending to be polite. But I knew they were looking.”

Mike groaned softly, adjusting his position behind the wheel as his cock pressed hard against his shorts. “You’re turning me into a fucking animal right now.”

Emma’s eyes dropped to the clear outline of his erection, straining up toward the steering wheel.

“Oh, that’s what I like to see.” She leaned in and whispered, “So… does that mean I get fucked tonight?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Hell yes, you get fucked. If you brought Leo, he gets to fuck you too. Hell, at this rate I wouldn’t be surprised if you ended up letting Justin and Tyler take their turns.”

She gasped, grinning. “Oh, Mike…”

“You gonna let them bend you over that cooler while I watch? Let those young studs fill your tight little pussy while I sit back and stroke my cock?”

Emma moaned softly and squeezed her thighs together, the idea hitting her harder than she expected. “Would you clean me up after they did it? After they came inside me?”

Mike growled, eyes dark with lust. “You know I fucking would.”

Emma exhaled a shaky breath and looked out across the lake, watching the two men ski. “Damn. Seeing them really turned me on…”

Mike’s voice dropped, low and gravelly. “It shows.”

She turned back, placing a hand gently on his thigh. “Oh, I’m just teasing, Sweetie,” she purred, though her nipples were still stiff and her skin flushed. “You were kidding about the guys fucking me… weren’t you?”

Mike smirked, not answering right away. “Well, they are camped right next to us. And I do have to sleep sometime…”

Emma gave a sharp laugh and swatted his leg. “Mike! You’re a dirty old man.”

He grinned back, eyes gleaming. “Maybe. But what a shame for the guys, then.”

Emma leaned closer, her voice low and hot in his ear. “You’re right. It is a shame… I bet they’d worship this pussy.”

She kissed his cheek, then sat back with that same dangerous smile, watching the skiers like a woman weighing her options.

And Mike could feel it—something shifting. Something blurring the lines between fantasy and possibility.

As the sun began to slip lower behind the trees, casting long golden streaks across the lake, the group finally decided to call it a day. They pulled the boat up onto shore and secured it for the night, tying it off just past the camp area where the waves lapped lazily at the sand.

Justin and Tyler were still grinning from ear to ear, their energy high from the unexpected turn their day had taken.

“Seriously, thank you both,” Justin said as he stepped off the bow. “This was amazing. We didn’t expect to get any skiing in today, let alone with a setup like yours.”

Mike clapped him on the shoulder. “Our pleasure. No fun hogging the boat to ourselves.”

“Hey,” Mike added, “we’re grilling some hot dogs and cracking open a few more beers. You guys in?”

Tyler hesitated. “Oh—we don’t want to impose…”

“Imposing? For hot dogs and beer?” Mike laughed. “Come on.”

The guys exchanged a glance, and Justin shrugged. “If you’re sure we’re not intruding.”

“What privacy?” Mike said with a grin. “You’ve already seen my wife half-naked.”

The line hit just as Emma disappeared up the path toward their tent. Both guys gave an awkward laugh, clearly unsure how to respond.

But Emma had heard it. And something about that comment stayed with her as she slipped into the tent and zipped it shut behind her.

Inside, the air was warm, quiet, and filled with the fading hum of the lake. She stood still for a moment, her pulse beating harder than it should have been. Mike was always teasing, always pushing. But the past few hours had shifted something—especially when she’d stood topless in front of those young men and hadn’t rushed to cover up.

She’d seen the way they looked at her. She’d seen the way Mike looked at her too.

And now she was wondering just how far that look could go.

Emma opened the cooler and poured herself another glass of wine. She took a long, slow sip, then another. The liquid calmed her nerves and lit a warm glow in her chest, chasing away the last flickers of doubt. She wasn’t drunk—but she was just tipsy enough to feel bold. Reckless. Wet.

She toed off the rest of her bikini, tossing the damp bottoms onto the corner of a towel. Her pussy was still tingling, still sensitive, still slick from earlier. Her nipples, already hard from the cool air, were so stiff they ached. And she knew what that meant. She was turned on. Not just from the water or the wine. From being seen.

She rummaged through the bag and pulled out the tiniest pair of denim shorts she owned. They were so short they barely qualified as clothing. The crotch had almost no coverage, and the frayed fabric cut high on her thighs, exposing the lower curves of her ass. The sides were slit nearly to the waistband, turning them into a barely-there wrap of denim. She wiggled into them, the tight fit pressing deliciously against her still-sensitive lips, the cool material sending another tremor through her.

No panties. No hesitation.

She dug out a white tank top—thin, clingy, and low-cut. A wife beater, really, but this one had been through the wash so many times it was almost translucent. She slid it over her bare chest, her nipples pushing against the fabric instantly, dark and unmistakable. The shape of her breasts showed clearly, and she could already imagine what would happen if she bent forward.

She didn’t add a bra. That would defeat the purpose.

As she adjusted the shirt and caught her reflection in the small mirror they kept hung inside the tent, she paused. For a moment, the nerves fluttered again. What the hell was she doing?

But then she smiled.

This was what Mike wanted, wasn’t it? This is what he fantasized about—her teasing, tempting, showing off. And maybe now… just maybe… it was time to see how much of it he really meant. Time to see where the line was—and what happened when she stepped up to it.

She took one last sip of wine, wiped a small bead of sweat from her chest, and pulled the flap of the tent open.

The fire had been started. The cooler was open. And three men turned at once to watch her emerge.

Emma didn’t flinch.

She walked barefoot down the short path toward the fire, hips swaying in those nearly-illegal shorts, nipples sharp as diamonds under her tank top, her confidence building with every step.

If she had them staring before, they were devouring her now.

And she wasn’t about to look away.

Over beers and hot dogs, the group’s conversation flowed effortlessly. They talked about the lake, past trips, old hookups, ridiculous stories, and even a bit of future travel. Emma played it cool, laughing easily, leaning forward just enough for her shirt to dip scandalously low, her nipples still faintly visible through the fabric each time she shifted by the firelight.

The guys, to their credit, did their best not to gawk—but Mike caught every glance. And so did Emma.

Eventually, not wanting to overstay, Justin and Tyler stood with casual goodbyes.

“Thanks again,” Justin said, eyes flicking just a second too long to Emma’s bare legs. “For everything.”

“You made our day,” Tyler added, and though he said it to both of them, his smile was angled entirely toward her.

When they finally disappeared up the hill toward their own tent, the night settled into a quieter rhythm. The fire crackled gently, casting orange shadows across Emma’s skin as she leaned back in her folding chair, sipping the last of her wine.

Without a word, she reached down and peeled her shirt off over her head, tossing it onto the edge of the chair beside her. The night air kissed her bare chest, and her nipples immediately tightened again—whether from the breeze or her own building arousal, she wasn’t sure anymore.

Mike watched her in the firelight, eyes raking over her body with a hunger he didn’t bother to hide.

“You think the guys can see you if they look back over?” he asked, voice low, casual.

Emma smiled lazily, her bare breasts rising and falling in the warm glow. “They’ve already seen me,” she said, glancing toward the other tent in the distance. “You want me to put my shirt back on?”

Mike’s lips curved into a slow grin. “Might as well take those shorts off too.”

She raised an eyebrow, legs crossed, the frayed denim barely hiding anything as it was. “Oh really? And what exactly do I get if I do?”

Mike leaned in, his voice a dark whisper across the crackling fire. “Take ’em off and find out.”

Emma stared at him for a long moment, her eyes glittering. Then she stood slowly, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, and began to slide them down—inch by inch—never breaking eye contact.

Whatever the reward was, she already knew it would be worth it.

Emma kicked off her shorts, the frayed denim slipping down her thighs and pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of them slowly, fully naked now in the firelight, her skin glowing with warmth, her nipples still tight from the air and the thrill running through her veins.

Mike sat back in his chair, mesmerized. She was bare, radiant, her body glistening faintly with a sheen of arousal. She stood for a moment, not saying a word, just letting the fire crackle between them as her chest rose and fell. Then, wordlessly, she turned, dropped to the soft earth beside his chair, and spread her legs in the firelight.

The flames cast flickering shadows across the smooth curves of her thighs, her bare pussy glistening between them—wet, flushed, swollen from the hours of teasing. She leaned back slightly, bracing herself on her elbows, exposing herself completely.

Mike didn’t need an invitation.

He slid off his chair, dropped to his knees, and lowered his face between her legs. His tongue found her instantly, gliding over the slick folds, then circling her clit with practiced precision.

Emma gasped softly, her head tipping back. She bit her lip to stifle the sound, but her whole body jerked at the contact. He was good—focused, hungry, relentless. His tongue flicked faster now, then slower, teasing, coaxing, building that tension deep inside her.

And still, her mind wandered.

Her eyes drifted toward the dark outline of the other tent across the clearing. It was quiet over there, eerily so. No sounds, no laughter, just the faint glow of their own dying firelight nearby. She couldn’t see anyone—but something about the darkness made her feel seen.

Were they watching?

Were Justin and Tyler lying there, just beyond the flap of that tent, silently listening to the wet sounds of her pussy being devoured by her husband? Were they jerking off to the thought of her—legs spread, nipples hard, firelight dancing over her naked body as she moaned into the night?

The thought made her wetter.

She looked back down at Mike. His face was buried between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs, his tongue working her like he was trying to own her. But it didn’t feel like ownership. Not right now. She was the one on display. She was in control.

Her hips rolled up into his mouth, the pressure mounting quickly. She tried to stay quiet, she really did—biting her knuckle, closing her eyes—but it was no use.

That image—of two young, hard-bodied men watching her from the shadows, seeing her writhe while her husband worshipped her cunt—it crashed over her like a wave.

She moaned.

Then whimpered.

Then gave up completely.

Her thighs locked around Mike’s head, her back arched off the ground, and she cried out—raw, loud, unfiltered—as the orgasm tore through her. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t subtle. It ripped from her core and exploded out of her mouth, and for a second, she wanted them to hear it. She wanted them to know exactly what she was doing out here—naked, soaked, legs spread wide, getting her pussy eaten like a queen in heat.

As the spasms faded, she collapsed back onto the ground, panting, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Her thighs twitched as Mike finally pulled away, his mouth slick with her.

She sat up slowly, eyes dark with lust, and looked toward the tent again.

Still no movement. Still no sound.

But now she wanted them to see.

She reached for Mike’s waistband and tugged his swim trunks down. His cock sprang out—hard, glistening from his own arousal, slightly creased from the wet fabric but aching to be touched.

Emma positioned him sideways, angling his hips just enough so that if the guys were watching, they’d get a perfect view. A perfect view of her kneeling in front of her husband, naked and flushed, and his cock—small in comparison to what she’d fantasized about earlier, but hers.

She wrapped her lips around it and began to suck.

Her mouth moved slow and deep, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. She moaned around him softly, knowing how sensitive he was after watching her cum like that. Her hands cradled his balls, stroked his shaft, kept him right on that edge.

She looked over her shoulder again toward the tent. Still shadows. Still quiet.

Or... not.

Her eyes narrowed. There was movement now—subtle, like a silhouette shifting just behind the canvas. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was exactly what she thought.

Her pussy pulsed.

She moaned louder.

Mike jerked beneath her, his hips bucking slightly.

“Emma—fuck—I’m gonna—”

He came with a groan, spurting thick ropes of cum into her mouth. She took it all, swallowing most, but then—on purpose—let some of it rest on her tongue.

She looked up at him, then stood.

Without a word, she leaned in and kissed him, her mouth open, pressing her cum-coated tongue into his mouth.

He tensed—he always tensed. But he didn’t stop her.

She deepened the kiss, tilting her head, snowballing his cum into his mouth, tasting him on her tongue. Her lips glistened as she pulled back, licking his bottom lip clean, watching him shudder as he swallowed.

“There,” she whispered against his mouth. “Now they know who really owns you.”

Mike stared up at her, dazed, hard again already.

Emma smiled.

She was soaked. Her thighs were trembling. And the thought of those two boys in that tent—watching, stroking, fantasizing—only made her wetter.

They weren’t done yet. Not even close.

Inside the tent, the heat seemed to cling to the nylon walls, thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and fire smoke. Emma knelt on the air mattress, still flushed and panting from the snowball kiss, her body trembling with a hunger that hadn’t been satisfied—only sharpened.

She reached into her bag and pulled out Leo.

The big black dildo gleamed under the lantern’s low light, thick, long, and heavy in her hands. Mike swallowed audibly as she passed it to him.

Without a word, she rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and laid herself open for him.

“Do it,” she breathed. “Use it. I want to feel it.”

Mike got down between her thighs and angled the thick toy against her slick, swollen opening. It pressed in with delicious resistance, her pussy already dripping from the mouth-fucking and from knowing—truly knowing—they were likely being watched, or at least listened to, just a few yards away.

He eased the toy in, inch by inch, until her pussy stretched around it, the tip nudging against her cervix.

Emma arched, crying out.

“Ohhh fuck… yes… Leo—god—yes, fuck me with that big cock.”

She wasn’t whispering anymore.

She wasn’t holding back.

Her voice filled the tent, her hips lifting to meet each thrust of the toy, her body jerking with every push.

“That’s it, Leo. Take me deeper. Fuck me harder. Make my pussy yours. Fill me up—reach where my husband never could.”

Mike’s cock throbbed with each word. He drove the toy in deeper, faster, his own breath ragged as he watched his wife take it like she was made for it. Her wetness coated the shaft, slick and messy, and the loud, obscene squelch of her cunt being stretched echoed beneath her cries.

“God, yes—fuck me like a man with a real cock. Like one of those young studs outside.”

Mike’s hands trembled.

Emma looked straight at him, panting, her eyes wild.

“I bet they’re listening, aren’t they? Jerking off to me. To the sound of my pussy being split open.”

She moaned as another wave hit her, her body locking tight around the toy. Her hips bucked violently, her thighs shaking as she came—hard—screaming through the orgasm like she didn’t care who heard her anymore.

But she wasn’t done.

Mike didn’t stop. He held the toy firm, then slid it out partway and thrust again, deeper this time. Emma grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, lost in the wave of sensation crashing through her.

“Yes, Leo! Stretch me! Fuck me! God, give me that big cock!”

She came again—louder this time—eyes rolling back, voice breaking into sobs of pleasure as her pussy spasmed violently around the thick silicone shaft.

Mike was sweating, his cock like stone, watching her unravel completely.

“I wish it was one of them fucking me…” she moaned. “Tyler… Justin… I want to feel what it’s like to be filled with a real cock.”

She looked down at her own body—her swollen, stretched pussy stuffed full of Leo—and cried out again, pushing her hips up into the thrusts.

“You see this, boys? You hear me? I want more. I want bigger. I want what my husband can’t give me.”

That broke something in Mike.

He dropped the toy, leaned forward, and buried his face between her legs again, sucking her clit as her juices dripped down her thighs. She screamed through another orgasm, then another—her body twitching, her thighs locked tight around his head as she came until she had nothing left.

When he finally crawled back up, shaking, she grabbed his cock and stroked it once, twice—then guided him inside her.

She was soaked. Wide. Still trembling from the aftermath.

He groaned as he slid in, feeling how loose she was from the toy, how hot and flooded her pussy was.

She wrapped her legs around him and whispered, hoarse and breathless:

“Now fuck me like you know they’re listening.”

And he did.

They had fallen asleep tangled together on the air mattress, limbs draped over each other, their skin still sticky with sweat and the fading scent of sex. The toy lay forgotten in the corner, a silent witness to everything that had happened. Outside the tent, the fire had long since died, but inside, they’d burned hot well into the night.


New Dawn

When dawn broke, pale golden light filtering through the thin tent fabric, Mike stirred first. Careful not to wake her, he slipped out of the sleeping bag and pulled on his shorts. The air was cool, fresh with the scent of dew and pine.

He stepped outside and squatted by the firepit, coaxing the last embers into flame, feeding it with kindling until it crackled back to life. He made a pot of coffee over the grate—just water and the grounds dumped in, rough and bitter, but it did the job.

By the time he poured the first cup, Emma had unzipped the tent and emerged, stretching sleepily in the early light.

She’d thrown her loose white wife beater back on, but nothing else. Her long legs were bare, her hair a tousled halo of morning-after softness. She didn’t bother covering up or rushing to find her panties. They were alone, and she knew it. She knew she could be herself here, still flushed from the night before, her nipples visible through the thin fabric as she dropped into the camp chair beside him with a relaxed sigh.

Mike handed her the steaming mug, and she took it with a sleepy smile.

“God, this smells awful,” she murmured, bringing it to her lips. “Tastes worse.”

“Camp classic,” he said, grinning. “Burnt mud with notes of regret.”

They both chuckled, sitting in easy silence for a while, sipping bad coffee and watching the lake slowly light up as the sun rose. A few birds called out across the water. Somewhere down the trail, a branch cracked underfoot, but their neighbors’ tent remained zipped shut.

Eventually, Emma shifted in her chair, curling one bare leg beneath her, still gloriously unconcerned with how exposed she was.

“Last night was…” she began, then trailed off, smiling into her cup. “Jesus.”

Mike glanced at her, eyes warm, full of memory. “Yeah. It really was.”

She looked out toward the other tent, then back at him. “You think they heard all of it?”

“Oh, they heard,” Mike said, taking another sip. “They probably came in their sleeping bags.”

Emma laughed softly, eyes shining. “It was so fucking intense. Like, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t even care if they saw me.”

“I know,” he said. “You didn’t hold anything back.”

She turned her face toward him, serious now. “And you were okay with that?”

Mike reached over and brushed her hair back from her cheek. “Emma… I’ve never wanted you more than I did last night. Watching you come undone like that… knowing you were enjoying it for you—and letting me be part of it? That’s everything.”

She leaned in and kissed him—slow, grateful, still tasting of sleep and leftover wine.

When they pulled apart, she looked down between her thighs and smirked. “Pretty sure I’m still leaking.”

He groaned. “Don’t say that while I’m trying to drink this garbage.”

She stretched again, body loose and open. “I don’t think I’m done, either.”

Mike’s heart thudded.

And somewhere behind them, faintly, the zipper on the other tent rasped open.

Emma smiled. Then took another sip.

Mike spotted movement at the neighboring tent just as the sun crested over the treetops, casting soft golden light across the lakeshore. A zipper rasped open, and moments later, Justin and Tyler emerged—both shirtless, yawning, rubbing sleep from their eyes as they stretched in the warming air.

Mike cleared his throat and called over casually, “You guys want some coffee?”

Justin lifted a hand in a lazy wave. “Yeah, actually—if it’s as bad as yesterday’s, I think I’m ready.”

Tyler laughed behind him, and both of them started ambling toward the fire.

That’s when Emma stood up.

She’d been sitting comfortably in her chair, sipping her second cup, legs bare, still without panties. But now, with the guys drawing closer, she rose fluidly, her shirt fluttering loose around her hips—and absolutely nothing beneath it.

Mike’s eyes snapped to her body as she straightened, and for a moment, the breath caught in his throat.

She was completely bottomless.

The hem of her tank top skimmed just below her waist, but left everything in view. The soft curve of her ass, the slight sway of her hips as she shifted her weight—and she didn’t make the slightest move to hide it.

“Where are you going?” Mike asked, voice low, tight.

Emma didn’t answer. She just turned slowly, deliberately, in full view of the path the guys were walking down.

Mike watched in disbelief as she took her time walking toward the tent—her bare ass swaying with each step, her pace unhurried. She knew they were close. She wanted to be seen.

The fire crackled beside him, but Mike didn’t feel the warmth. All he could feel was the hard knot forming in his gut—part jealousy, part fear, part the thick heat of arousal pressing hard against his shorts.

She hadn’t had a drop of wine. She wasn’t drunk. This wasn’t a tipsy stunt. This was her, stone-cold sober, stepping fully into something he used to fantasize about—but now that it was happening, it scared him. She wasn’t asking for permission. She wasn’t hiding anymore.

Justin and Tyler slowed as they approached. Their footsteps faltered for half a second—but not their eyes. Mike saw it. The look. Not leering. Not crude. Just stunned. Hooked. Completely captured by the sight of his naked wife walking away from them like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Emma slipped into the tent without a word, leaving nothing but the soft sway of her ass in their memory—and Mike’s mind spinning.

He stood up a little too quickly, forcing a tight smile as the guys reached the fire. His erection throbbed beneath his waistband, inconvenient and impossible to hide.

“Coffee?” he offered, holding up the pot like nothing had happened.

“Hell yes,” Tyler said, grinning. “Best wake-up call I’ve ever had.”

Mike’s smile tightened.

A minute later, Emma re-emerged, now wearing her other bikini bottom—the one that was somehow even more minimal than the first. The fabric dipped low in front and rode high in back, barely containing her at all. She hadn’t bothered with a top.

She greeted the guys like it was a normal morning, like her naked display hadn’t just scorched itself into their memories.

Over coffee and donuts, they chatted about the day’s plans. Justin and Tyler mentioned they still had to take the jet ski into town for repairs but agreed to hang around until noon and get one more round of skiing in before they packed up.

Mike nodded, answered, made jokes—but underneath it all, he was reeling.

His wife was putting on a show. Not for him.

For them.

After finishing her coffee, Emma casually gathered a small bag—her bikini top, a towel, sunscreen, and her sunglasses—and tossed it into the boat. Her skin still glistened faintly from the morning sun, her legs smooth and bare beneath the tiny bikini bottom, her nipples still visibly pressing against the soft fabric of her worn tank top. She hadn’t said anything about getting dressed, and she clearly wasn’t going to bother.

Mike started up the boat, and the four of them climbed in, the engine purring quietly as they cruised out into the open lake. The air was already warm, the water still glassy from the calm of the early day. Emma stood at the bow, her shirt fluttering against her skin, not even pretending to hide her body anymore.

When they reached deep enough water, Mike cut the engine and looked back over his shoulder.

“Alright,” he said. “We need a volunteer.”

Before anyone else could even speak, Emma tossed off her towel, revealing her still-topless form in the thin, soaked tank, and jumped into the water with a splash.

Tyler let out a low whistle under his breath.

When she surfaced, the shirt clung to her like a second skin—completely transparent now, plastered to her breasts, every curve on display. Her nipples stood out stiffly through the soaked fabric, and the motion of the water made her body undulate beneath it like something out of a dream.

Mike reeled in the rope slowly, watching her steady herself on the ski.

Then he hit the throttle.

Emma burst from the water with a shout, her wet tank top glued to her breasts, which bounced freely as she hit the wakes. The way the sun lit her body, the soft motion of her tits under the shirt, the confident grin on her face—it was impossible to look away.

Justin leaned closer to Mike, shaking his head in disbelief. “How the hell do you let your wife ski like that?”

Mike smirked, eyes on Emma. “Does it offend you?”

Tyler snorted from the back. “Offend us? Jesus, no. But damn, Mike... are you two, like… a swinging couple?”

Mike glanced over his shoulder, amused. “Nah. Just young and adventurous. Why? You guys interested?”

Tyler chuckled, exchanging a look with Justin. “Man, if I was married to her, I’d be keeping her satisfied all day. She’d never leave the bedroom.”

Mike grinned. “Yeah, well, you wouldn’t last all day, sport.”

Justin laughed. “Good way to die, though.”

They all watched in silence for a moment as Emma carved across the wake, her breasts bouncing beautifully beneath the soaked shirt, her wet thighs catching the light, her mouth open in a carefree smile.

“God, she’s beautiful,” Tyler said, almost reverently. “And she’s... loud in bed, huh?”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “You heard that, huh?”

“Oh, everyone heard that,” Justin said. “She was... fuck, man. She sounded like she was possessed last night.”

Tyler added, grinning, “I was lying there wondering who the hell Leo was. Thought you’d brought another guy in.”

Mike laughed darkly. “Her lover.”

Tyler blinked. “Wait—what?”

“Yeah,” Mike said, taking a sip of his coffee. “Big, thick, dark brown dildo. Leo. He’s part of the family.”

“Damn,” Justin said, wide-eyed. “If we’d known you needed help keeping her satisfied, we could’ve come over.”

Mike gave a sly grin, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Not sure she’s ready for that… yet.”

Tyler leaned back, still watching Emma skim across the water, her body on full display. “Well… whenever she is, you know where to find us.”

Mike didn’t respond. He just tightened his grip on the wheel, his cock rock hard, his stomach twisting in knots.

Because he couldn’t quite tell if they were joking.

And he couldn’t quite tell if Emma would say no.

They skied for another couple of hours, taking turns behind the boat, riding the perfect water while the sun climbed higher in the sky. Emma continued to wear only her thin, soaked tank top and her second tiny bikini bottom, never once suggesting she should cover up. Every time she stepped out of the water, her body was on full display—nipples like bullets, breasts bouncing freely beneath the transparent fabric. Justin and Tyler didn’t even pretend not to look anymore.

Mike kept watching them watching her.

By the time noon rolled around, the guys started packing up. Their broken jet ski was still dead weight, and they had to haul it back into town for repairs. Mike helped them guide it to the boat ramp and then backed the trailer down the incline while the two of them steadied the machine in the water.

As they winched it onto the trailer, Justin clapped Mike on the shoulder. “Seriously, man… thanks for everything. You guys turned our ruined weekend into something unforgettable.”

“Yeah,” Tyler added with a crooked smile. “And, uh… thanks for letting us enjoy the view. Your wife is… damn, man.”

Mike gave a stiff grin. “Yeah. She knows how to make an impression.”

“An impression?” Tyler laughed. “Bro, she’s burned into my memory.”

Justin nodded. “You’re a lucky bastard. You know that, right?”

Mike said nothing for a second—just nodded and helped them secure the trailer.

When they finally drove off, the truck kicking up a trail of dust behind it, Mike stood there for a moment alone at the ramp, heart pounding. He wasn’t sure what he was feeling. Arousal. Pride. Envy. Even something like fear.

Then he turned and walked back toward the tent.

The fire was out, the chairs scattered, the sun baking down. When he unzipped the flap and stepped inside, he stopped cold.

Emma was sprawled out on the air mattress, fully naked now—her shirt and bikini bottoms tossed aside in a lazy pile. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy glistening in the soft natural light filtering through the tent wall. One hand idly teased her inner thigh while the other propped her up on her elbow.

She looked at him with a slow, sultry smile.

“Come on, lover,” she purred. “You’ve got work to do.”

Mike blinked, still adjusting to the shift in energy. “Work?”

“You wouldn’t let the boys fuck me,” she said, her voice low and teasing, “so now you have to make up for it.”

Her eyes narrowed, her tone sharpening with just the faintest trace of command.

“With your mouth.”

Mike felt his cock twitch instantly.

He closed the flap behind him without a word.

And dropped to his knees.

Mike dropped to his knees on the soft bedding, the scent of Emma’s arousal already thick in the tent. She was lying back on the air mattress like a goddess, her thighs parted, her skin flushed, still damp with heat and anticipation. Her pussy glistened with need—plump, pink, and just waiting for his tongue.

He leaned in and kissed her inner thigh first, slow and reverent, tracing a path upward. She didn’t rush him. She didn’t have to. By the time his tongue slid between her folds, she was already gasping, already tilting her hips upward to meet his mouth.

He licked her slowly at first, savoring the taste of her, using long, deliberate strokes, then circling her clit with soft pressure. She moaned—then smiled.

“You know,” she said breathily, brushing her fingers through his hair, “Tyler and Justin would have fucked me so well this morning…”

Mike groaned into her pussy. The mental image hit him like a truck—and only made him press harder, tongue stroking deeper.

“Can you imagine it?” she continued, voice soft but dripping with filth. “Me riding Tyler’s thick cock while Justin fucked my mouth? What would you do, baby? Watch? Or beg to clean me up after?”

He growled, burying his face even deeper between her thighs, tongue relentless now. She bucked against his mouth, letting out a breathy cry as his lips latched onto her clit and sucked.

“Oh god, yes… that’s it. That’s the tongue I love,” she gasped. “So eager. So obedient.”

She threaded her fingers into his hair, holding his head steady. “You love licking my pussy after I’ve teased you to the edge, don’t you? Love how desperate it makes you.”

Mike groaned again—his cock rock hard, untouched, twitching with need as she ground against his face.

She laughed softly. “You’re fucking so hard right now. And I’m just lying here… letting you serve me.”

He moaned into her, and that was all it took.

Her body went rigid, then convulsed as the orgasm tore through her. Her back arched, her thighs squeezed around his ears, and she cried out, raw and unfiltered, hips jerking as wave after wave pulsed through her.

Mike held on, licking her gently through the comedown, his face wet with her cum.

When she finally relaxed, she pulled him up beside her, eyes glazed with satisfaction and heat.

“You really needed that, didn’t you?” she murmured, running her fingers along his jaw. “You needed to prove you still owned this pussy.”

He nodded, dazed. “Always.”

Emma smiled, then reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock. He was still rock hard, the tip slick with pre-cum, his whole body twitching from denial and need.

She began to stroke him slowly, deliberately, her voice low and teasing as she leaned in close.

“But you don’t really want to own it, do you?”

Mike’s eyes flicked to hers, uncertain.

She kept stroking.

“You want to watch it get used. Stretched. Filled. You want to see me take more than you can give.”

His breath caught.

Her grip tightened slightly.

“Say it.”

“I…”

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “You want to watch me get fucked by another man. You want to see me filled up with a big, thick cock. And then you want to taste it, don’t you?”

His hips jerked involuntarily.

“You want to clean me up. Claim me—after someone else has been inside me.”

Mike’s face flushed. His cock twitched violently in her fist.

She smiled. “God, you’re trembling. It turns you on so much, doesn’t it?”

He finally nodded. “Yes. Fuck—yes.”

She stroked faster now, her voice a breathy purr. “And you know what, baby? That makes me so wet. You being this submissive… knowing you’ll beg to lick your cum and someone else’s from my pussy—it makes me want to keep pushing. To see how far you’ll go.”

He gasped, hips thrusting into her hand, teetering on the edge.

“You love being my good little tongue-slut,” she whispered. “You love being owned.”

He came with a broken cry, thick ropes spilling over her hand, his whole body shuddering as she milked every drop from him.

She let him collapse beside her, breathing hard, spent.

Then she brought her cum-covered fingers to Mike’s lips.

And made him suck them clean.

That evening, they made love again—but it was nothing like the sweet, vanilla sex they’d had before the lake. Something had changed. Something that couldn’t be undone.

Mike slid inside her slowly, holding himself over her, one hand brushing a damp strand of hair from her cheek. For a while, they moved together in silence. Familiar. Safe. Her legs wrapped loosely around his hips, her hands stroking his back. His kisses were soft, reverent.

But Emma’s eyes weren’t soft.

Her mind was still spinning from the weekend. And she could feel it in him too—that nervous, tight rhythm of his hips. Like he knew what was coming, and couldn’t stop it even if he wanted to.

“I can’t stop thinking about them,” she whispered, her voice brushing against his neck.

He paused for a beat.

“Justin and Tyler,” she added, her lips grazing his ear. “The way they looked at me all weekend. Like they were starving.”

Mike groaned softly, but kept moving, his thrusts growing slower—heavier.

Emma smiled.

“I saw it, you know. When I walked out of the tent this morning… no panties, tits swinging under my shirt. They didn’t even try to hide it.”

He let out a shallow breath, hips stuttering slightly.

“I loved that feeling,” she breathed. “Being seen like that. Knowing they wanted me. Knowing you saw them wanting me.”

“Emma…”

She tightened her legs around him, holding him deep.

“You remember their swim trunks?” she asked sweetly. “Because I do. Every inch. Those bulges—thick, heavy, barely contained. I couldn’t take my eyes off them.”

“Jesus…”

“I kept wondering which one would feel bigger inside me,” she continued, running her hands down his back, nails teasing. “Who’d stretch me wider. Who’d fill me so deep I’d still be dripping by morning.”

Mike’s rhythm was unraveling. His jaw clenched. She could feel him trying not to give in.

“Imagine it, baby,” she whispered. “Me on all fours between them. Justin fucking my pussy while Tyler feeds his cock down my throat. Both of them moaning, using me like their own personal toy.”

He was breathing hard now, his pace erratic, his body straining.

“And you…” she said, her voice dripping with cruelty and affection all at once, “just standing there. Watching. Jerking off because you can’t join. You’re not invited. You just get to see it.”

“Fuck,” he gasped.

She didn’t let up. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him close, whispering right into his ear.

“You’d love it, wouldn’t you?” she taunted. “Watching your wife get ruined by two big cocks at once. Listening to me moan, beg, cum around them. Hearing me scream that it’s better than anything you’ve ever given me.”

That was it.

Mike buried himself inside her with a strangled groan and came hard, his body jerking violently as the fantasy shattered whatever resistance he had left. He gasped her name, clinging to her like he was drowning. Each spurt of cum felt torn from him, raw and helpless.

Emma held him there, stroking his back, kissing his cheek softly as he trembled and collapsed against her.

But she wasn’t finished.

She eased him off of her and sat up, her thighs slick, her pussy still throbbing. Then, with no hesitation, she scooted up the bed and spread her legs wide. Her skin glowed with sweat and arousal. Her lips were parted. Her eyes were dark.

She pointed at her pussy with two fingers, then looked down at him.

“You came,” she said simply.

Then her gaze lifted and she smirked.

“I didn’t.”

She tilted her head.

“So unless you want those boys next door to hear me screaming their names, I suggest you shut up and get that tongue back to work.”

And Mike, already aching, already humiliated, already hard again—obeyed.


the Fire Still Burns 

Once the fire had burned down to glowing embers, and a soft orange pulse in the still night, Emma slipped out of the tent, barefoot and completely naked, her skin still flushed and warm from the intense orgasm Mike had just coaxed out of her with his tongue.

The air was cooler now, but it felt good against her body—cooling her thighs, brushing her nipples. She moved quietly toward the fire ring to make sure everything was safe for the night. Her intention had been simple. But she stopped dead when she saw them.

Tyler and Justin were standing just a few feet beyond the edge of the trees, barely illuminated by the faint glow of the fire. They weren't moving. Just… watching.

Emma froze, every muscle in her body tightening.

They had been listening.

They had heard everything.

Her first instinct was to run back to the tent. To hide. But she didn’t. Instead, she straightened her back, let her hands fall to her sides, and—without really meaning to—she smiled.

Neither of them looked away.

They started walking toward her, slowly, cautiously, as though approaching a wild animal. But their eyes never left her body—her breasts, her hips, her exposed pussy glistening in the moonlight. She felt her nipples harden again, betraying her.

The silence was unbearable.

Then Justin, standing just a few feet in front of her now, tilted his head and asked the question that had hung unspoken between them all weekend.

“So… would you really do it?”

Emma’s breath hitched in her throat. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out.

And then the tent flap rustled behind her.

Mike stepped out into the open, naked as well, his cock soft but unmistakably visible, swinging gently between his thighs. He stood still, his expression unreadable, but his eyes flicked from Emma to the two men and back again.

Justin didn’t flinch. He just repeated the question, slower this time. “Do you really want to do it, Emma?”

She wrapped her arms around her torso for a moment, suddenly aware of the weight of it all—what this moment meant, how close they were to crossing the line.

“I… I don’t know,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “I mean, we were just… talking. I didn’t—”

But even as she spoke, her eyes dropped.

Justin had reached for his waistband and slowly pushed his swim shorts down. They dropped around his ankles with a soft rustle in the grass.

His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, angry-red with arousal. It wasn’t long, but it was seriously thick, and so hard it looked almost swollen with blood, the shaft ridged and pulsing, the head flared and wet.

Emma’s words died in her throat.

The sight of it hit her like a punch in the chest—her heart was pounding, her thighs clenching involuntarily. Her mouth was dry. Her thoughts tangled. She loved Mike. She wanted to be loyal. But that cock… that cock was real. And she was looking at it. Inches away.

She didn’t know what to do.

She didn’t know what she should do.

But she didn’t look away.

Mike hadn’t said a word.

And the longer the silence stretched, the louder her own heartbeat sounded in her ears.

Everything they’d whispered in the dark, everything they’d teased and fantasized about—it wasn’t hypothetical anymore.

It was right there.

And all Emma had to do… was take one step forward.

Justin’s voice broke the silence again—low, steady, almost gentle. “Emma… do you want to do this?”

But Emma couldn’t answer.

She heard the question, she felt its weight, but her thoughts were no longer her own. Her brain had short-circuited, completely overwhelmed by what she was seeing.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Tyler move. His hand dipped into the waistband of his swim trunks—casual, unhurried—and then slid them down.

The elastic snapped back as they dropped around his thighs. And then his cock sprang out.

Emma actually gasped. “Holy… fuck.”

The words slipped out before she could stop them, a stunned whisper of awe.

She had suspected he was big. She’d seen the bulge all day. But nothing had prepared her for this.

It was huge. Thick and long—maybe not quite as girthy as Justin’s, but easily eight inches, with a subtle upward curve that somehow made it look even bigger. The skin was taut, veiny, flushed with arousal, the head swollen and glistening in the firelight.

Emma couldn’t look away. Her mouth parted slightly, and her hand hovered uselessly at her side. She could feel the heat pulsing between her legs again—her body’s betrayal of all the caution still flickering in her mind.

No one spoke.

The fire crackled softly behind her. The air was still. She could hear her own breathing, shallow and rapid. And Tyler… Tyler stepped closer.

So close that if she lifted her arm, just an inch, her fingers would have brushed the thick, hot length of his cock.

He was staring straight into her eyes.

Not smiling. Not teasing.

Just waiting.

“Emma,” he said, softly but firmly. “Do you want to do this?”

Her chest rose and fell. She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. Her heart felt like it was pounding in her ears. Mike was still behind her, silent. Watching.

She didn’t know how to answer.

She only knew that every inch of her skin was on fire, her nipples aching, her pussy so wet it was running down the inside of her thigh.

And the thing was—he hadn’t touched her yet.

None of them had.

And already, Emma felt like she was standing on the edge of something she couldn’t take back.

Emma’s eyes flicked from Tyler’s cock, looming inches from her face, to Justin’s just behind it—both of them fully hard now, both of them exposed, waiting. It felt surreal. She could smell them—clean sweat, lake water, and something darker, more animal. Her breathing was ragged.

Mike still hadn’t spoken.

She turned slightly to look back at him.

He was watching everything. His expression unreadable, but his cock had started to swell again, twitching slightly with every breath. His chest rose and fell like he’d been running. She could see it in his face—desire, jealousy, shame, pride, fear—all crashing into each other like waves.

Her eyes locked with his. “Say something,” she whispered.

Mike’s voice cracked when it came. “I can’t,” he said. “I can’t tell you what to do.”

That’s when it hit her.

He wanted this.

Even if it scared him… even if it hurt… he wanted it. And so did she. That raw, dangerous hunger. That helpless, terrifying desire to see and be seen.

She took a breath that shook in her chest. Her knees felt weak. Her pussy was dripping, throbbing. Her skin felt too tight for her body.

And then—slowly, without a word—she dropped.

Down onto her knees.

The dirt and pine needles scratched her skin, grounding her in the moment. Her hands rose—first brushing Tyler’s thick shaft, then curling around Justin’s equally hard cock. They were both impossibly hot and heavy in her palms. Her fingers couldn’t even meet around Tyler’s thickness—his cock was the thickest she’d ever held. When she gripped Mike’s cock, her fingers touched easily. But not now. Not with Tyler. The contrast hit her like a bolt of lust and shame.

Mike saw it too.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her hand—how small it looked wrapped around Tyler’s cock. How much meat there was between her fingers. His throat tightened. He didn’t say a word, but his cock had betrayed him—rock hard again, faster than he could process it. It jutted out in front of him, twitching visibly, glistening at the tip. Emma saw it too—and the sight only fueled her.

She tilted her head back, looking up at them.

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” she murmured. “But I want to feel it.”

Then she looked back at Mike one more time. His fists were clenched, jaw tight, but his cock told the truth: he wanted this. Desperately.

And with that, she leaned forward, heart hammering, and let her lips part around the head of Justin’s cock.

It was the first time she’d done this for another man in years. The moment hit her like lightning—taboo and thrilling and terrifying. Her mouth closed over him slowly, almost reverently, tasting salt and skin and raw heat. Justin groaned above her.

Then she turned to Tyler.

She kissed the swollen tip, then slowly opened her mouth and began to slide him in.

Her lips stretched wide. Wider. Her jaw ached almost immediately. He was so thick she had to relax her whole mouth, easing forward inch by inch. She couldn’t take him all the way—not yet—but she wrapped her lips around the first few inches and sucked, slowly, deliberately.

She could feel Mike’s eyes burning into her.

He watched her mouth work, watched her cheeks hollow out. And he watched her hand struggle to grip the rest of Tyler’s cock—fingers spread wide, not even close to touching.

She always teased him when she could wrap her whole hand around his cock. But now…

Now he was watching something else entirely.

And even though his chest was tight with something close to panic, his cock stood up so hard it looked painful—because the truth was undeniable:

She was finally doing it.

And she looked incredible.

Emma’s lips moved slowly at first, wrapping around the thick head of Tyler’s cock with cautious reverence. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked gently, her jaw working to adjust to the sheer girth of him. It was the first time she’d ever had a cock this thick in her mouth, and the pressure stretched her lips to their limit. Her tongue circled the tip with slow, teasing strokes as if getting to know it—nervous but hungry.

Tyler let out a long, guttural moan. “Fuck… you’ve got such a good mouth, baby. Look how tight those lips are around my fat cock… you were made for this, weren’t you?”

His words hit her like a jolt. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, and something inside her unlocked.

She pulled back just enough to let him pop free from her lips with a wet smack, only to dive back down with more confidence. Her pace quickened, mouth now bobbing steadily along his shaft, spit beginning to drip from her chin. Her hand slid around the base, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach, fingers still unable to meet around the thickness.

At the same time, her other hand reached over for Justin’s cock. He was already rock hard, and she wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly as she sucked Tyler, giving Justin just enough attention to keep him throbbing.

“Holy fuck,” Justin murmured, voice thick with lust. “Look at her. You look so fucking good with your mouth full of cock, Emma. Jesus. That pretty face was wasted on one man.”

Emma let out a needy whimper, the sound vibrating down Tyler’s shaft as she took him even deeper, the head nudging the back of her throat.

Behind them, Mike stood frozen.

He hadn’t moved since the moment her lips touched another man’s cock. A thousand thoughts battled for control in his mind—jealousy, shame, awe, disbelief. A part of him was screaming to stop it, to pull her away, to end this before it went any further. But he couldn’t move. He couldn’t speak. His body had betrayed him.

His cock was harder than he could remember it ever being.

It jutted from his hips, fully erect, aching, glistening with precum. He was stark naked in the cool night air, his wife on her knees just a few feet away, sucking off two younger men—both bigger than him—and all he could do was watch.

Emma opened her eyes and glanced up at him, her mouth still working Tyler’s cock, her hand stroking Justin.

She saw him.

She saw how hard he was.

And it made her moan.

That moan vibrated through Tyler’s cock and made him growl, “Fuck, keep doing that, baby. You love this, don’t you? Love how fat my cock feels in that pretty little mouth?”

Emma answered by taking him deeper again, her throat flexing, her hand pumping Justin faster now.

It was no longer just fantasy.

It was happening.

And none of them could stop now.

After a few breathless minutes of working Justin’s thick shaft—her lips gliding, her hand stroking, her jaw beginning to ache—Emma finally pulled away with a gasp, saliva trailing from her chin to the flushed head of his cock. She turned her head slowly, eyes locking onto Tyler as she gave Justin’s slick shaft one last lazy stroke. Her lips were swollen, her breath shallow, her skin flushed.

Then she leaned forward and wrapped her mouth around Tyler’s cock.

A soft, involuntary moan escaped her throat the second the thick head filled her mouth. The warmth, the weight, the sheer size of it—it almost shocked her all over again.

“Holy fuck,” she mumbled around him, pulling back briefly before going in again. “You’re… you’re fucking huge…”

That hit Mike like a gut punch.

Her voice was reverent, almost worshipful. And it wasn’t something she was pretending for show—he could hear the awe, the arousal, the surrender in her tone. It was real. And it twisted something deep in his chest.

Emma returned to sucking Tyler’s cock with slow, deep strokes, focusing now on the swollen head. It wasn’t quite as thick as Justin’s, which gave her just enough room to curl her tongue under the ridge and swirl around the crown. But it was longer, and she knew—just knew—that trying to take more than half of it would be a struggle. Still, she wanted to. Needed to.

She began inching lower, testing her limits, each descent going just a little deeper than the last.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, running a hand over her wet hair. “You look so good on your knees, baby. Like this mouth was made for cock.”

He glanced over at Mike, who was still frozen, still hard, still watching with wide eyes.

“How’s it feel,” Tyler said, his voice cutting through the heavy air, “watching your wife suck a real cock? Can’t be easy knowing she’s loving every second of it…”

Mike’s lips parted, but no words came.

His cock twitched, glistening at the tip. He didn’t have to respond—his arousal betrayed him completely. A bead of precum clung to the head, quivering.

Emma heard it. Every filthy word. Felt Mike’s presence like a weight behind her. The guilt hit her in a wave—but it was followed by something else. A darker thrill. The truth of Tyler’s words made her skin burn.

Because she was enjoying this. She couldn’t stop.

And out of the corner of her eye, she saw the glistening trail of Mike’s precum sliding down his shaft.

She sucked Tyler a little deeper, eyes fluttering closed as she let the thick head press into the back of her throat. Her hand pumped the slick base, her moans growing louder now—moans of pleasure, of submission, of something she couldn’t name.

She wasn’t just giving head.

She was giving in.

As Emma inched her mouth farther down Tyler’s thick cock, her jaw straining around the girth, she heard Justin’s voice cut through the night air, low and mocking, directed straight at Mike.

“How does it feel watching her out here like this?” he said. “Anyone passing by would see exactly what kind of little slut your wife is. On her knees… with two cocks.”

The words hung in the air like a slap.

Emma froze for half a second—just long enough for the meaning to hit her fully.

She was outside.

Her knees pressed into the cool dirt. The breeze on her wet skin. The distant sound of the lake lapping against the shore. The flickering firelight casting shadows across her naked back. Her mind reeled. She had been so caught up in the heat of their cocks, in Mike’s silence, in the filthy praise falling from their lips, that she’d forgotten where she was.

Anyone could see them.

She was giving two strangers blowjobs at the edge of a public campsite. Anyone walking past would see her bare ass, her flushed face, her stretched lips wrapped around Tyler’s cock. Her tits swung freely with each motion, her nipples stiff in the air, and she realized that she looked exactly like what Justin had said—a desperate little slut on her knees in the dirt.

A chill shot down her spine.

But her mouth didn’t stop.

Tyler groaned again as she took him deeper, her throat working, spit dribbling down her chin. The shame made her skin prickle, her cheeks burn. But something else had cracked open in her. Something dangerous. Something she wasn’t sure she could put back.

Because the truth was, even as her heart pounded and her stomach twisted with panic… her pussy clenched at the thought of being watched. Of being seen like this. Filthy. Taken. Owned.

She sucked harder, hungrily, trying to drown the shame in the rhythm of her head bobbing, in the thickness of Tyler’s cock pressing into her mouth.

Behind her, Mike hadn’t moved. He was trembling. His cock twitched with every sound, every wet slurp, every breathless moan from his wife. And now he was realizing something too—that she hadn’t just given in.

She was loving it.

Emma’s lips were slick around Tyler’s cock, her cheeks hollowing as she worked the thick shaft in and out of her mouth, her eyes fluttering shut as her mind began to float. It felt unreal. Almost like she was watching it happen to someone else. Her body trembled with the rhythm of each suck, her jaw aching, her pussy pulsing.

And then, suddenly, it all snapped back into brutal focus.

She felt hands—strong, firm—grip her hips.

Her eyes flew open, heart hammering. For a split second, she thought it was Mike. That he had finally stepped in, claimed her, stopped this.

But when she looked to her side, Mike was still standing there. Frozen. Naked. His cock jutting out painfully hard, his mouth slightly parted, his eyes wide.

It wasn’t him.

It was Justin.

She gasped, already beginning to protest, the words catching in her throat. “No, wait—”

But her voice faltered as she felt the heat of Justin’s cock press against her dripping slit.

And dripping it was. Slick. Shamefully wet.

Justin let out a low groan. “Fuck,” he muttered with a grin. “You’re soaked.”

Emma's face burned. That one comment sent a wave of humiliation crashing through her chest. Now they all knew. Knew what this was doing to her. Knew she wasn’t just the passive wife going along with her husband's game—she was dripping wet, aroused beyond denial, exposed.

“Didn’t you say you wanted a real cock inside you earlier?” Justin said, his voice low and thick with anticipation. “Well, baby… now it’s time to see if you can take it.”

Emma clenched her fists against the dirt. Her whole body shuddered as Justin’s cock slid along her folds, teasing her. She could feel every ridge, every throb of it against her slit. Her breath hitched. She couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, the words more to herself than anyone else.

And then Tyler’s voice cut through the silence like a knife.

“No. You shouldn’t,” he said, still stroking his cock lazily in front of her face. “You shouldn’t be down there, sucking our cocks while your husband watches, either. You shouldn’t want someone else’s dick, should be satisfied with the one he gives you every night. But let’s not lie to ourselves, Emma. You gave the whole lake a show today. We all know the truth.”

The truth.

That she wanted this. That she had been teasing, showing off, dripping wet with need since the moment she stepped out of the water topless.

She turned her head, her eyes finding Mike’s.

And the look in them was agony.

She wasn’t sure if it was pain or lust or both, but it broke her for a second. Guilt swelled in her chest. She loved him. This wasn’t supposed to happen.

But then she felt Justin’s cock—thick, hot, insistent—press against her entrance.

And she didn’t say a word.

She didn’t move away.

She just… pushed back.

The head slid into her, stretching her.

And that was it.

Emma moaned. Loudly. Her head dropped as her pussy clenched hard around the invading cock. Justin groaned, gripping her tighter.

Mike gasped—an involuntary, guttural sound—as if something inside him had cracked open. His hands curled into fists at his sides. His cock, already hard, twitched and jerked, glistening at the tip with precum.

No one said anything for a moment. There was nothing to say.

The line had been crossed.

And now, there was no going back.

Justin began to move—slowly at first—his thick cock pushing deeper into Emma with every thrust. Each time his hips slapped against her ass, a little more of her breath escaped in a whimpering grunt. Her body rocked forward with the rhythm, and her mouth stayed full of Tyler’s cock, her lips stretched tight around its girth as she tried to keep her focus on sucking even as her pussy was being filled.

Mike couldn’t move. He could hardly breathe.

His beautiful wife, the woman he had kissed goodnight a thousand times, was now on all fours, dripping sweat, getting fucked by one man while choking on the cock of another. Her skin glistened in the moonlight, her back arched, her tits swinging beneath her with every thrust. And her moans—when they escaped past Tyler’s cock—were desperate, guttural, shameless.

Every few strokes, she’d pull her mouth off Tyler’s cock with a gasp, eyes fluttering as she panted, “Fuck… Justin, your cock… it’s so fucking thick.”

Or: “He’s stretching me, Mike… can you see it? He’s stretching my pussy.”

Each time she said his name, she looked at him.

And Mike—naked, trembling, painfully erect—just stood there, every humiliating word carving itself into his chest. His cock twitched, leaking precum onto his thigh, a raw and involuntary response that made it impossible to hide what he felt. The ache in his balls, the shame in his gut—it was all tangled up in one agonizing knot of arousal and devastation.

Emma’s entire torso was flushed red, streaked with sweat. Her thighs trembled as Justin picked up the pace, now thrusting harder, deeper, each slap of his hips echoing through the clearing like a drumbeat. Tyler reached down and gripped her jaw, gently guiding her back to his cock, and she took it without hesitation. Her lips wrapped around him again, bobbing her head with increasing hunger even as her moans vibrated around the shaft in her mouth.

She came once—hard and fast.

Then again, with a muffled squeal around Tyler’s cock.

Then a third time, her whole body locking up as Justin buried himself deep and held there, her pussy spasming around him as she shook and whimpered and drooled onto Tyler’s shaft.

Tyler grunted. “Fuck, she’s unreal. Can’t believe how tight she still is.”

Justin, voice ragged, groaned behind her. “I don’t know how your husband hasn’t exploded yet.”

Mike didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His eyes were wide and glassy. He was sweating too—sweating and shaking, his cock pulsing with a tension he could barely contain.

Then Tyler said it.

“Let’s switch.”

Justin pulled out slowly, his shaft glistening and soaked in her juices. And as he slid free, the air rushed in—and with it came a loud, obscene queef, the kind of sound that was so vulgar, so loud, it made all three men freeze.

It was raw and unmistakable, and it echoed in the still night air.

Emma’s face flushed with heat and shock. Her mouth dropped open, but no words came. Tyler laughed, dark and breathless. “Goddamn, baby. You’re fucking wrecked.”

Mike winced, his face twisting—but his cock throbbed. There was something so wrong about it, so crude… but the sheer filth of it pushed him even closer to the edge.

Emma turned her head toward him. There was a flicker of apology in her eyes… but also something else.

Something far more dangerous.

Need.

As Justin stepped in front of her, Emma didn’t hesitate. Her hand shot out, almost snatching at his cock like she was starved for it. Mike’s breath caught in his throat as he saw her small fingers trying and failing to wrap around the thick shaft. It was obscene—the contrast between her delicate grip and the sheer mass of his erection. She stared at it for a moment like she was in a trance, then dragged it to her lips and hungrily took it into her mouth.

She didn’t tease this time. No slow buildup. She opened wide and worked him with greedy, frantic strokes, her lips stretching as she stuffed him into her mouth, one hand pumping the base with slick, eager strokes. The moment wasn’t sensual—it was feral. And Mike, helplessly hard, could only watch as his wife took another man’s cock like she’d been waiting her whole life to taste something that big.

Behind her, Tyler had taken his place. But instead of easing in, he raised his hand—and the sudden crack of palm against bare skin rang out into the night like a gunshot.

Emma gasped around Justin’s cock, her whole body jolting.

Then a second, brutal slap landed, harder than the first. The sound echoed off the trees, and Emma let Justin's cock pop from her mouth with a gasp, her eyes flying wide.

“Fuck!” she cried. “Tyler!”

But he wasn’t listening.

He gripped both her hips, fingers digging into her skin, and began to slide his cock into her, slow and relentless. Her gasp turned into a strangled moan as she craned her neck to look back at him. Her mouth was open, her face twisted in disbelief and arousal as inch after thick inch pushed deeper into her soaked, used pussy.

“Holy fuck…” she panted. “That’s too big… f-fuck, Tyler…”

Mike felt like he was watching a porn scene come to life—only it wasn’t a stranger. It was his wife. And now she was trembling on all fours, being stretched open by a cock that dwarfed his own, moaning and gasping as her pussy strained to take it. Her thighs quivered, and her arms tensed as she braced herself.

Tyler grunted behind her, voice thick with lust. “Too big, huh? Then maybe I should stop.”

Emma’s body answered for her—pressing back, her ass pushing against him even as her voice said nothing.

He pushed deeper.

Emma let out another cry, but she didn’t stop him. Didn’t pull away. Didn’t say no.

Justin was still rock-hard in front of her, his cock glistening with her saliva. She glanced up at him, then at Mike—naked, wide-eyed, cock twitching, too stunned to move.

And then she did the unthinkable.

She looked right at her husband, bit her lip, and said softly, “He’s filling me, Mike. Your wife’s pussy is getting stretched wide open.”

The words hit Mike like a punch to the gut—and a lightning bolt to his cock.

His hands clenched at his sides. His legs felt weak.

And still, his cock stood tall and throbbing, leaking like a faucet.

As Emma struggled to focus on Justin’s thick cock in her mouth, Tyler picked up the pace behind her. His relentless thrusts drove all eight inches of his heavy cock deep into her pussy, forcing her to brace herself with trembling arms. Her moans were muffled by Justin's shaft, but the sounds coming from her throat—wet, desperate, almost primal—said everything.

Tyler suddenly reached forward and grabbed a fistful of Emma’s hair, yanking her head back just enough to arch her spine, making her ass jut out even more. The position left her totally exposed, helpless to the force of Tyler’s pounding. His cock slammed into her over and over, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing through the night like something out of a porn film. It didn’t seem human, the way he kept up that rhythm—hard, fast, merciless.

Mike stood frozen, stunned, humiliated, and impossibly aroused as he watched his wife being used by the two younger men. Tyler’s cock was jackhammering her with relentless speed, and Emma's body was giving out—her thighs quivered, her stomach tensed, her shoulders twitched with every thrust. Then, like something inside her snapped loose, her entire body locked up. She let out a sound that was half scream, half sob—muffled by Justin’s cock—and her legs buckled beneath her.

For a terrifying split second Mike thought she might collapse. But then, her whole body began to spasm—not from pain, but from ecstasy. Her pussy clenched around Tyler's cock, and her arms shook beneath her. She was cumming so hard she couldn’t even speak, only gasp, drool, and twitch as she rode the peak of it.

A few seconds later, she pulled her mouth off Justin’s cock, breathless, face flushed and wet with spit, and collapsed forward onto her elbows. Her voice was ragged and hoarse, but unmistakable.

“Oh my god,” she panted, eyes wild, “I’ve never cum so fucking hard in my life…”

Tyler never let up. He fucked Emma like an animal—hard, fast, relentless. One hand clutched her hip while the other was still tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just enough to keep her spine arched and her pussy wide open for him. Each brutal thrust made her gasp, her ass jiggling from the force, her body quivering with overstimulation. Her lips were still stretched around Justin’s cock, drool glistening down her chin and onto her tits, but she could barely keep rhythm now, her body shaking from the orgasms that had already wrecked her.

Mike stood frozen in place, eyes locked on the obscene scene in front of him. Emma’s moans were louder now, sloppier. Her pussy, slick and red from the pounding, made wet sucking sounds every time Tyler slammed into her. The intensity was almost unbearable to watch—but he couldn’t look away.

Then, suddenly, Mike noticed something change. Tyler’s movements grew tighter, more urgent. His strokes got shorter, more erratic, his grip on Emma’s hips squeezing harder. Mike’s stomach turned in a sick, thrilling lurch. He knew what that meant.

Tyler was close.

Mike saw the muscles in Tyler’s back flex, his thighs trembling with the effort to hold back. His jaw was clenched. His cock—thick, veined, glistening—was about to explode inside Emma. Mike felt his breath catch, and before he could stop himself, a sound escaped him. Just a few syllables, a whispered plea he barely recognized as his own.

“No… please don’t—”

But he didn’t finish the sentence. Couldn’t. Because some part of him—the same part that had watched his wife crawl on her knees for another man’s cock, that had stood there hard while she came again and again on someone else’s dick—wanted this. Wanted to see her used, claimed, filled.

He watched helplessly as Tyler let out a guttural moan, low and primal, and Emma’s body tensed as she felt it too—that unmistakable twitch inside her, the thick cock pulsing, swelling.

Then, as Tyler came, Emma let Justin’s cock fall from her mouth with a wet pop and turned her head toward Mike.

Her eyes met his.

And in that split second, Mike saw everything. Her guilt. Her lust. Her absolute surrender.

Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, hair a wild mess around her face as she whispered—half-laugh, half-confession:

“He’s cumming inside me…”

Mike’s knees nearly buckled. His cock, already hard, throbbed at the sight of Tyler’s hips jerking against her ass, at the thought of thick cum spurting deep into her pussy. He could almost feel it—hot, wet, forbidden—spilling into the woman he loved. And she was letting it happen. No condom. No hesitation. Just raw, aching surrender.

And she wanted him to see every second of it.

As Tyler groaned, Emma’s whole body jolted again under the force of his climax. Mike watched, frozen, as Tyler held her hips tight, staying buried deep inside her, grunting with each pulse of release. He couldn’t see much, just the flex of Tyler’s back, the tension in his thighs—but he knew what was happening. His wife was being filled. Stretched and filled by another man.

And then Tyler pulled out.

Mike’s breath caught in his throat.

What had once been his—tight, familiar, his alone—now looked visibly used. Emma's pussy was slick, glistening, and gaping slightly in the aftermath, a soft tremble still running through her thighs. There was no mistaking what had just happened to her. She looked completely, thoroughly fucked. Dripping with it.

Mike’s cock throbbed at the sight, the twisted wave of arousal and humiliation crashing through him even harder now.

But he barely had time to process it before Justin moved behind her, guiding his thick shaft between her legs with a firm, practiced grip. Emma didn’t hesitate.

As Justin moved behind her, Emma’s body remained trembling from Tyler’s climax. Her thighs were slick, her skin flushed, her breathing erratic. Mike couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was still on all fours, her back arched, pussy visibly glistening from Tyler’s cum—and yet she didn’t move, didn’t flinch, didn’t retreat.

She stayed there, open and waiting.

Justin’s thick hand wrapped around his cock and guided it downward. He took his time, dragging the swollen head slowly through her slick folds, coating himself in the wetness Tyler had left behind.

Emma let out a sound—half gasp, half moan.

“You want more, baby?” he asked, low and smug.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she tipped her hips back toward him slightly, a silent invitation. And that was all Justin needed.

He pushed forward, breaching her entrance with a slow, deliberate thrust.

Emma’s breath hitched hard.

“Oh… fuck, yes,” she panted, voice strained with pleasure. “You’re so thick… still stretching me…”

Mike watched, heart hammering. He could see her body fighting to take him, each inch disappearing slowly into her. Her mouth hung open, her back flexed, her hands dug into the ground for balance. The sound of his thick cock sliding into her was unmistakable—wet, deep, hungry.

“Shit,” Justin groaned. “She’s still tight. You sure she’s not gonna ruin me?”

Emma laughed softly, delirious with pleasure. “Maybe I’ll ruin you both…”

Justin began to move.

At first, it was measured—slow strokes, savoring the grip of her cunt. But it didn’t stay that way for long. Within a minute, he was pounding into her, hips slapping against her ass with raw force. Each thrust shoved her forward on her knees, her moans coming faster now, scattered with breathless gasps and curse words.

Mike couldn’t look away. He couldn’t even move. His cock was painfully hard again—throbbing with shame and arousal—and it only got worse when Emma lifted her head, eyes fluttering, and moaned through clenched teeth:

“He’s so deep… so fucking deep…”

She turned her head just slightly, catching Mike’s eye, and the look she gave him sent a jolt through his chest. It was pleading and smug at the same time. Desperate. Almost apologetic.

And yet so turned on.

Then Justin leaned down, pressing his chest over her back, fucking her from above with brutal, hammering thrusts. His hands clamped tight around her hips, dragging her back into each stroke. She was crying out now—loud, raw, animal sounds—and Mike didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure or both.

“Tell your husband how much you love it,” Justin growled into her ear.

Emma sobbed a little laugh, “It’s so fucking good… oh god, I’m gonna cum again…”

Her whole body tensed and shivered. Her legs spread wider, her ass arched up, and Mike watched her go over the edge again. It was her third—maybe fourth—orgasm, and it left her shaking, dripping, nearly collapsing beneath Justin’s weight.

“God damn,” Justin groaned. “You’re milking my cock…”

Then came the shift.

Justin gritted his teeth, his rhythm faltered, and his hands gripped her tighter. “Fucking hell,” he growled, then suddenly straightened, pulling Emma upright with him. Her knees slid forward, her arms dangling, as he wrapped his arms under hers and fucked her from behind like a rag doll—every stroke slamming home as his orgasm built to a savage crescendo.

Mike’s mouth was dry. His hands shook.

He was watching another man use his wife.

Claim her.

And Emma let him.

She wasn’t resisting.

She was moaning.

She was leaning into it.

Justin’s back muscles flexed hard one final time—and then he let out a low, guttural moan, shuddering as he buried himself deep and released everything inside her. His grip on Emma’s body stayed tight, holding her in place as his cock twitched again and again.

And then, silence.

Except for Emma’s ragged breathing.

When Justin finally pulled out, Mike thought the moment was over.

But then came a wet, loud burst of air from between Emma’s legs—a sloppy, obscene queef that echoed through the campsite like a vulgar punctuation mark on the night.

No one spoke.

No one had to.

Emma dropped forward, arms trembling as she slowly lowered herself to her elbows, legs still spread, her body glistening with sweat and cum.

Mike stood frozen, breath caught in his throat.

This was no longer just fantasy.

This was the new reality.

And it had just begun.

Justin and Tyler murmured their thanks to Emma, then to Mike—an awkward, surreal gesture that made Mike feel like an outsider at his own camp. The two men walked away into the darkness, leaving Emma standing there in the flickering firelight, barefoot, flushed, and utterly naked. Her body still glistened with sweat and other fluids, her skin glowing with the heat of everything she had just given—and taken.

Mike’s eyes were locked on her, but his mind couldn’t quite catch up. He could still hear the faint, involuntary sounds coming from between her thighs—soft, wet reminders of what had just happened. Her pussy still throbbed and dripped with the aftermath of two other men. She wasn’t trying to hide it. She didn’t cover herself. She simply stood there, breathing hard, her nipples stiff in the cooling air, her expression unreadable.

When she finally moved toward him and kissed him—softly, tentatively—he didn’t respond right away.

“Are you okay?” she asked gently, searching his eyes.

He hesitated, his jaw tight, but the truth was written across his body. His cock was still rock hard.

Emma’s hand slid down his stomach and wrapped around him with aching slowness. Her grip was tender at first, almost reverent, and then a mischievous smile tugged at the corners of her lips.

“So…” she whispered, stroking him lazily, “are you going to fuck me now, baby? Or are you scared to compare yourself to those boys?”

The challenge hit him like a spark to dry kindling. He grabbed her with sudden force, lifting her off her feet as a guttural growl escaped his throat. She squealed in surprise as he carried her to the tent and tossed her down onto the rumpled sleeping bags, her hair wild, her body still marked by the night’s events. His cock pressed against her slick entrance as he hovered over her, breathing hard.

Mike thrust forward with a desperate intensity, trying to claim her, to mark her as his again. His hips slapped against hers in rough, urgent strokes, his breath ragged, face tight with effort. But no matter how hard he drove himself into her, he couldn’t ignore the way she felt—loose, used, stretched beyond anything he could compete with. Her pussy, slick and swollen from being fucked by two bigger cocks, offered little resistance. The grip he remembered, the snug tightness that once milked him to climax, was gone.

He kept going, harder, faster, like he could force her body to respond. But she just lay there, her body soft beneath him, her hands lazily stroking his back, her eyes open but distant. She wasn’t moaning. She wasn’t even moving much. She was just letting him fuck her. And that made something in him break.

Emma looked up at him, voice calm and low, her tone almost pitying. “Lick me,” she said. Then, after a pause, with a wicked smirk curling across her lips: “Your little willy’s not gonna make me cum after those guys, baby. You know that.”

Mike froze. The words struck deeper than any insult could. She hadn’t said it like a request—it was a command. And worse, it wasn’t desperate or needy. It was dismissive. Because she knew. She could feel it. He wasn’t enough right now. Not like they had been. And still, she was giving him a chance to be useful.

He pulled out, his cock glistening with their cum, and slid down between her legs. Her pussy was a mess. Cum leaking out in thick strings, her lips puffy and parted, the faint scent of sweat and sex and another man’s orgasm hanging in the tent. It should’ve humiliated him. It did. But his mouth watered anyway.

He buried his face in her.

His tongue worked with raw desperation, licking and sucking, burying deep into her stretched pussy, chasing her moans, chasing something to hold onto. And finally, finally, she began to stir. Her legs twitched. Her breath caught. Her fingers threaded into his hair, not gentle now, but gripping, grinding him deeper.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice husky. “Clean up their mess. Make me cum, Mike. Show me what that tongue is good for.”

He licked harder, faster, curling his tongue inside her, flicking her clit, moaning into her cunt. His hips bucked involuntarily, his cock rock hard and untouched beneath him, grinding against the crumpled sleeping bag. Every humiliating word she said, every moan she let out, made it worse—and better. She was using him. And it turned him on more than anything.

Emma’s thighs clamped around his head and she came with a gasp, a full-body shudder that left her quivering. But Mike didn’t stop. He licked her through it, groaning into her pussy, his whole body tense and trembling.

And then it hit him.

Without a hand, without friction, without anything but the taste of her stretched, well-fucked cunt on his tongue, Mike came. His cock jerked beneath him, spurting thick ropes of cum into the fabric below, his moan muffled by her pussy, his whole body shaking.

Emma’s head dropped back, her chest heaving as she let out a small, satisfied laugh.

“Good boy,” she murmured, still panting. “Now that’s more like it.”

They lay tangled together in the tent, the air warm and humid with the scent of sweat, cum, and summer night. The small camp bed creaked beneath their weight as they stretched out, naked and exhausted, limbs still buzzing from the storm they’d just weathered. Emma was sprawled across Mike’s chest, her bare skin slick against his, one leg draped lazily over his hip.

She looked utterly at ease, glowing from the inside out. Her hair was a mess, her thighs still sticky, her pussy tender and dripping—but her eyes were mischievous as ever.

“Mmm…” she purred, tracing slow circles across his chest. “So… how does it feel, Mr. Voyeur? Watching your wife get fucked by two guys while you stood there rock hard, doing absolutely nothing?”

Mike groaned and rubbed his face, but couldn’t help grinning. “Jesus, Emma…”

“Oh no, baby. You don’t get to hide now.” She sat up slightly, breasts brushing against his ribs, her voice dropping into a teasing whisper. “You watched Tyler stretch me wide. You saw Justin make me moan. And you just stood there—rock solid the whole time.”

He shook his head. “It was… insane.”

“You came from licking me,” she said, still grinning. “Didn’t even need to touch yourself. Just the taste of my pussy—full of their cum—was enough to get you off. You know how submissive that is, right?”

His cheeks flushed, but he didn’t deny it.

“And the way you stared when Tyler slid out of me?” she went on. “God, Mike… your eyes. Like you couldn’t decide whether to be horrified or cum again.”

He groaned again, half in protest, half in arousal.

Emma laughed, then kissed his chest. “I’m just teasing, baby. You were incredible tonight. What you did with your mouth…” She sighed, more sincere now. “Honestly? That got me off more than anything those guys did. I mean it. You know my body better than anyone ever could.”

That soft admission settled between them like warmth. She kissed him again—this time gently, lovingly.

They lay like that for a while, quiet, listening to the cicadas outside, the distant crackle of dying embers in the fire pit. The whirlwind of adrenaline and lust had passed, leaving a raw sort of tenderness behind.

Then, without warning, Emma shifted and looked down at him seriously.

“Would you ever want to do that again?” she asked.

Mike blinked, caught off guard. “I… I don’t know,” he started, voice low. “It was a lot. I mean, it was hot, yeah. But—”

He didn’t get to finish. Emma’s hand had slipped down and wrapped around his cock.

Already half-hard.

She raised her eyebrows, smirking as she gave him a firm stroke.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Well, looks like your cock knows the answer.”

Mike laughed, half-ashamed, half-aroused, and fully defeated. “You’re evil.”

Emma leaned down, brushing her lips against his, her voice a sultry whisper.

“You love it.”


Epilogue — Six Months Later

The hotel room was dimly lit, the golden light from the bedside lamps casting soft shadows on the plush carpet and crisp white sheets. A low hum of traffic echoed faintly from the street outside, but inside, the air was thick with anticipation and something else—experience. Confidence.

Emma was on her knees in front of a man they’d only met an hour ago.

They’d chatted with him on Tinder for a couple of days—his name was Marcus. Tall, confident, good-looking in a rough sort of way. Thirty-four. Black. Hung.

Mike sat in the corner armchair, legs spread, watching.

He wasn’t nervous anymore. Not like the first time. He was hard before Emma even touched Marcus.

Emma had her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked up at Marcus with a teasing glint in her eyes before wrapping her lips around his cock. It was thick—thicker than Tyler’s, maybe—and it made her cheeks hollow as she slowly took him deeper.

Mike swallowed hard. Even after all this time, the sight still hit him like a punch to the chest. He could see her wedding ring glinting as her hand stroked the base of Marcus’s shaft, and something about that—his wife, doing this, on her knees, with another man—was as arousing as it was emasculating.

Marcus let out a low groan, his hand gently resting on the back of Emma’s head. She moaned around his cock, and the vibration made him twitch in her mouth.

Mike shifted in his seat, cock straining against his jeans. Emma glanced over at him as she pulled Marcus out of her mouth, her lips glistening.

“He tastes good,” she said, voice playful but sultry. “Think I should swallow tonight, baby?”

Mike’s mouth opened but no sound came out. He nodded. That’s all he could manage.

Marcus chuckled softly. “Damn, you two are something else.”

Emma giggled, then turned back to her task—sucking him deeper now, her throat relaxing, spit running down her chin. She was better at this than ever. More confident. More shameless.

Mike could barely believe how far they’d come since that weekend at the lake. What had started as a fantasy had become something real. Something they did together. She wasn’t just his wife anymore—she was his fantasy made flesh.

And he loved her more than ever.
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While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Confession: A Husband's Hotwife Revelation

Now, I know what you're going to ask. Hell, I’ve been asked it so many times. You’re going to sit there and hit me with the same question as all the others:

“How long had you been married before you discovered your wife was a slut?”

Or maybe—if you’re being extra polite—it’ll be the slightly awkward version:

“How many years had you been married before you, um... started to, uh... experiment?”

Let’s just get one thing straight. It’s not an experiment. My wife Michelle loves cock. She loves sucking cock, riding cock, new cocks, cocks she’s had before. Trust me—she is way past the point of experimenting.

So, to answer the first question—how long had I been married before I discovered what a slut Michelle was?

Well... I found out way before we got married. In fact, I found out almost as soon as I met her. And as I stood there, watching her suck another man’s cock for the first time, for some reason... I just couldn’t walk away.

Or control the massive erection between my legs.

This is my Hotwife Confession.

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......
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