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Cuckold 


noun 

a man whose wife is sexually unfaithful, regarded as an object of derision. 

“jokes in the literature about elderly cuckolds and misers are rife.” 

verb 

(of a man) make (another man) a cuckold by having a sexual relationship with his wife. 


Chapter 1

Most men never think about it. Why would they? It’s not something you bring up over beers or joke about in polite company. For a long time, I was one of them—just a regular guy. Married for ten years, holding down a decent job, living a life that felt, for the most part, predictable. And then came that word, cuckold.

At first, it was like seeing something written in a foreign language—awkward, unfamiliar, a word that didn’t belong in my world. When I first encountered it, I dismissed it immediately, brushing it off as something other people might deal with, but never me. Never us.

It’s strange, though, how ideas have a way of creeping in when you least expect them. Like a whisper you’re sure you didn’t hear but can’t ignore. It wasn’t just the word that gnawed at me—it was the concept. The insult. The story it implied. To me, being a cuckold meant failure. It meant being weak. A man who’d lost control of his life, his wife, his dignity. It was the antithesis of everything I thought I was.

If you had told me then that one day I would not only understand it but embrace it, I would have laughed in your face—or maybe punched you in it. And yet, there’s a funny thing about life: it has a way of bending us in directions we swore we’d never go. Back then, it wasn’t just unthinkable; it was offensive. It felt like a betrayal of everything I’d ever believed about marriage, love, and manhood.

Looking back now, I wonder if there were signs—tiny cracks in the foundation I didn’t notice. Moments that should have made me pause. Was it the way my wife’s laughter lingered a little too long when she spoke to another man? The way her eyes sometimes sparkled in a way I hadn’t seen in years? Or was it me, failing to understand what she needed, what I needed, what we both were too afraid to admit?

I used to think this was something that happened to other men—spineless men, broken men. But here’s the thing I’ve learned: no one gets to choose the desires that take root in their soul. You can fight them, bury them, deny them all you want, but eventually, they find a way to the surface. And when they do, they change you.

I had a pretty typical youth, all things considered. Plenty of fun with friends and family, long summers filled with sports and adventure, and a teenage confidence that, at the time, felt unshakable. I was a normal guy, really—just like every other teenage boy trying to prove something to the world. I played up the bravado, leaned into that swaggering masculinity our high schools seemed to demand. Locker room talk, roughhousing, the unspoken competition to see who could outdo the rest—it was all part of the act, an act I wore as comfortably as my varsity jacket.

If you’d pulled me aside on graduation day, when the world felt wide open and every possibility seemed mine for the taking, and told me what was in store for me—told me that one day I would step back and let another man touch my wife, kiss her, strip her bare, and take her as I watched—I think I would’ve laughed at the absurdity of it. And if you’d pressed the issue? Well, I probably would’ve swung a punch or two, if only to prove just how much of a “man” I was. Back then, the very thought of such a thing would’ve been more than alien; it would’ve been offensive, an insult to everything I thought I stood for.

But here’s the thing about life—it has this uncanny way of catching you off guard. It humbles you in ways you never see coming. And, sometimes, it does so in ways that don’t just knock you down but change you entirely. When you’re young, you think you have the answers, think you know what kind of man you are and what kind of man you’ll always be. But I’ve learned the hard way that identity isn’t as solid as we like to believe. It’s fluid, slippery, shaped by moments and choices you can’t always control.

There’s a kind of arrogance in youth, isn’t there? That unshakable certainty that life will play out exactly the way you imagine it. You build your little castles of confidence, brick by brick, until something—some moment or person or feeling—comes along and tears it all down. For me, it wasn’t a single moment. It was a slow unraveling, a series of small, subtle shifts that I didn’t even notice at first. A look here, a comment there, an idea that crept in through the cracks and made a home inside me before I even realized it was there.

It’s funny, looking back now, to think about that younger version of me. He’d have scoffed at the man I’ve become, maybe even pitied him. But what he wouldn’t understand—what I didn’t understand—is that sometimes, the things that humble you most are the very things that set you free. They take the version of yourself you’ve clung to for so long, the one you thought was real, and strip it away. What’s left is raw, unpolished, and maybe even a little frightening, but it’s also honest. And in that honesty, there’s power.

So here I was again, lingering outside the guest bedroom door—a habit that had taken root in the past few weeks, one I despised as much as I craved. My heart hammered against my ribcage as I leaned closer, the faint creak of the floorboards beneath me drowned out by the sounds of passion spilling from the other side. Through the narrow crack in the door, I could see the bed moving rhythmically, its steady rocking punctuated by sharp creaks and the unmistakable sound of bare skin colliding with bare skin.

Shame surged through me, hot and unrelenting, staining my face as surely as if I’d been caught in the act of some forbidden sin. It was inescapable, as impossible to ignore as the arousal tightening every muscle in my body. My mouth was so dry it felt like sandpaper, but I swallowed anyway, the motion somehow grounding me as I continued to watch.

Cassandra—my Cassie, my wife, the woman I’d vowed to love and cherish—was splayed across the guest bed, her head tilted back, lips parted in a symphony of unbridled moans. “Ohhh my fucking god, Anthony! I love your massive cock!” The words left her mouth in a raw, unfiltered scream of pleasure, each syllable digging into me like a dagger.

There was something brutal about hearing her say those words, about hearing the kind of passion she used to reserve for me now gifted so freely to someone else. It wasn’t just the words, though; it was the way she said them—with a desperation that was as thrilling as it was painful. Anthony’s deep, guttural grunts joined hers, his satisfaction unmistakable, reverberating through the air like a drumbeat of conquest. And then, suddenly, the moans gave way to the wet, hungry sounds of their lips colliding, kissing each other with a ferocity that made my knees weak.

As I stood there, watching, listening, feeling, I realized something I could never put into words before now: human sexuality is an enigma, a labyrinth of contradictions that refuses to be neatly categorized or explained. The emotions coursing through me were no exception. They were tangled and layered, a volatile mixture of pain and arousal that fed into one another in an endless cycle. The more it hurt, the more it thrilled me. The more it thrilled me, the more it hurt. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t deny it either.

I glanced down, my shame doubling as I saw the undeniable proof of my arousal—my cock, small and straining against my pants, harder than it had ever been. It was impossible not to feel overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the moment, by the sight of my wife surrendering herself so completely to another man. It wasn’t just Cassie in that bed; it was our marriage, our bond, our history—and she was giving it all to Anthony, piece by piece, thrust by thrust.

And then there was him. Anthony, the lodger who had effortlessly inserted himself into our lives and, eventually, into my wife. He was everything I wasn’t: tall, confident, and obscenely well-endowed. There was no complexity in understanding the allure of a man like him. Penis size might not matter to every woman, but for most—whether they admit it or not—it carries a primal, undeniable appeal.

In this moment, there was no denying it. Cassie’s cries of pleasure, the way her body moved with his, the way she screamed his name with abandon—it wasn’t subtle, and it didn’t need to be. It was raw, visceral, undeniable. And even as it tore me apart, I couldn’t look away.

Cassandra’s moans began to escalate, each one sharper and more desperate than the last. The rhythm of their bodies quickened, the bed beneath them groaning in protest with each forceful thrust. Anthony’s movements had taken on an urgency now, a relentless drive that made every slap of their skin against each other echo like a primal drumbeat. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as their passion reached a fever pitch.

Then came her gasp—sharp, raw, almost startled. It was the kind of sound that came from a place deep inside her, a place I had once believed belonged only to me. “Oh fuck, Anthony! I’m cumming! Oh my god, yes! That’s it! Oh fuck, it’s so fucking big! Oh my god, I’m cumming so fucking hard from that big cock!!” The words poured out of her in a torrent of pleasure, her voice cracking under the weight of her climax.

Each word hit me like a hammer, driving home a truth I could no longer deny. Cassandra’s screams weren’t just of pleasure—they were declarations. Declarations of the sheer ecstasy she found in his size, his strength, his dominance. It was more than arousal; it was worship, raw and unfiltered, and I was both horrified and captivated by it.

As I stood there, my face burning with humiliation, I felt a bitter truth settle over me. I had learned, quickly and without room for denial, that size wasn’t just a trivial detail to my wife—it was a revelation. It mattered to her in a way that was undeniable, visceral, almost elemental. And hearing her proclaim it, again and again, in such unrestrained ecstasy was a lesson I couldn’t unlearn.

Cassandra and I met in high school. Yes, we were high school sweethearts—the kind of couple people write songs about, a relationship that feels like a relic of a bygone era. It’s the sort of romance that’s become increasingly rare in today’s world, where dating apps and fleeting connections often replace the slow burn of love that grows over years. But even in a society that seems to have moved on from such things, I’d like to think Cassie and I did justice to the idea of it.

We weren’t perfect, of course—no one is—but we’d built something real, something solid. By our early thirties, we were still immensely proud of the bond we shared. Ours was a marriage rooted in deep love, mutual respect, and a quiet certainty that we’d always be there for one another. Cassie was the only woman I’d ever been with, and honestly, she had always been all I needed. The same had been true for her—at least until we met Anthony. Until then, I’d been the only man she had ever known intimately.

Cassie has a beauty that isn’t loud or flashy—it’s the kind that sneaks up on you, understated but impossible to ignore once you see it. She isn’t the kind of woman who turns every head in a crowded room with a dramatic entrance. No blonde beach waves, no layers of makeup, no gravity-defying curves sculpted by a surgeon’s hands. Cassie is natural—authentically, unapologetically so. You won’t catch her with dyed hair or lips plumped with filler, and the chance of her getting implants is somewhere between zero and less than zero.

What she does have is a quiet, magnetic femininity, the kind that draws you in without trying. Her body is somewhere between slightly thick and deliciously soft, with just enough curves to make you stop and stare if she bends over. You won’t see ribs poking through her skin, but you’ll see the lush, inviting swell of her hips, her big ass, and a pair of round 36D breasts that seem to defy the laws of proportion. Her long, chestnut-brown hair often cascades over her shoulders, framing delicate features that carry a natural warmth.

She isn’t the loud, extroverted type who thrives in the center of attention. Cassie is quiet, even shy at times, the kind of woman who takes a while to let people in. But there’s a quiet confidence beneath that shyness, an almost imperceptible sultriness in the way she carries herself. It’s subtle, like a current running beneath the surface, but unmistakable. I’ve always thought it came from the way her body seems to amplify her presence—the way her curves demand attention, even if she doesn’t actively seek it. She’s aware of it, I think, and that awareness gives her a certain poise, even if she wouldn’t call it confidence outright.

That said, Cassie’s shyness isn’t set in stone. It has its exceptions, especially when a bottle of red wine finds its way to the table. In those moments, she seems to transform, shedding her reserved nature like an old coat and embracing the moment with a playful, almost mischievous energy. It’s a side of her I’ve always loved, a glimpse of something freer, more uninhibited. And it’s those contrasts—between shyness and confidence, restraint and abandon—that make her so endlessly captivating to me.

We settled just under thirty minutes from the neighborhood where we’d both grown up, a place that still felt like home even after all these years. There was something comforting about being so close to our roots, surrounded by the familiar streets and faces that had shaped us. It wasn’t a glamorous life, but it was ours, and it suited us just fine.

Cassie had found her place as an administrator at the very same middle school we’d attended as kids. She often joked that she’d come full circle, walking the same halls she once roamed as a student, now as an adult managing the daily chaos of a school. I knew she loved it, though. There was a quiet pride in the way she talked about her work, the way she brought a sense of calm and order to everything around her.

As for me, I’d taken a different path, training at a regional trade school after high school and landing a steady job as a mechanic at a local automotive repair shop. It wasn’t the kind of career that turned heads at parties, but it was honest work, and I took pride in what I did. There was something satisfying about fixing things, making them run like new again—something tangible and dependable in a world that often felt anything but.

Our aspirations had never been overly ambitious. We weren’t chasing the kind of success that came with fancy job titles or luxury vacations. What we valued most were the simple things—lazy weekends spent in each other’s company, evenings curled up on the couch with a bottle of wine, the occasional road trip to nowhere in particular. We found joy in the ordinary, in the quiet rhythm of a life built together.

Looking back now, I realize how much of our happiness was rooted in that simplicity. We didn’t need much to feel complete—just each other, a sense of home, and the knowledge that we were building a life we could both be proud of. It wasn’t perfect, of course, but it was ours. And for a long time, that was enough.

We weren’t wealthy by any means, but we found comfort in our modest, middle-class suburban home. It was the kind of place that felt steady and secure, a foundation for the life we were building together. Parenthood wasn’t yet part of the picture, though the thought lingered in the background, growing louder as the years passed. We knew we wanted children someday—a family of our own—but we also understood how much that would change our lives. Once we became parents, everything would shift. Resources would be stretched thinner, time would become more precious, and the window for certain dreams would close.

One of those dreams was a grand tour of Europe—a journey we’d talked about for years. Not just a week or two in Paris or Rome, but a true adventure. We wanted to experience it all: the historic landmarks of Italy, the sprawling countryside of France, the castles of Germany, the breathtaking fjords of Norway. We dreamed of wandering through ancient ruins, sipping wine in picturesque vineyards, and exploring bustling markets in cities we’d only seen in movies. It wasn’t just a vacation; it was the trip, a once-in-a-lifetime experience that would take months of careful planning and no small amount of money.

We knew the cost would be substantial, more than what we could reasonably save on our incomes alone. But we were determined, so we got creative. That’s when we came up with the idea of renting out our spare bedroom over the summer. The timing made sense—we had the space, and we lived close to the industrial district and several office complexes. Surely, someone working nearby would jump at the chance for a short-term rental in a comfortable house.

It seemed like the perfect plan: a temporary guest to help us turn our dream into reality. I envisioned a professional tenant—a quiet, respectful type—staying in the room for a few months while Cassie and I quietly went about our lives. The money would bring us one step closer to Europe, and once they moved out, we’d be back to normal. A win-win situation. Or so I thought.

What I didn’t account for—what I couldn’t possibly have anticipated—was how much this one small decision would change everything. It didn’t just bring us closer to our dream; it redefined our marriage in ways I couldn’t have imagined. I thought we were simply opening our home. I didn’t realize we were also opening the door to something far more intimate and complex.

By the time the summer was over, I would not only have saved money for our grand tour—I would have become something I never thought I could be: a cuckold husband.

“I don’t know, babe,” Cassandra said, swirling her wine glass in slow, thoughtful circles. Her brow furrowed slightly, a telltale sign that she was weighing the pros and cons of what I’d just suggested. “I mean, the money would be helpful, but I just don’t know how comfortable I am with a stranger living in our home.”

“I get that, Cassie,” I replied, my tone soft and reassuring. “Believe me, I totally understand where you’re coming from. But think about it—if we can pick the right person, someone we both feel good about, an extra four or five thousand dollars would go a long way toward making our dream trip happen.”

She didn’t look fully convinced, and honestly, I couldn’t blame her. Inviting someone into your home wasn’t a small thing. I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table. “Look, we don’t have to rush into anything. We’ll be extremely thorough about who we choose. If something feels off, we don’t move forward. Simple as that. We’re not desperate, and if the right person doesn’t come along, we don’t rent the room. No harm, no foul.”

Cassandra took a sip of her wine, her expression softening slightly. I couldn’t help but notice the wine wasn’t great—just another supermarket grab—but it didn’t seem to matter as much in moments like this. I smiled across the table at her, hoping to nudge her gently toward the idea. “Just picture it, Cass. A cozy four-star hotel in Italy. Real Italian food. Authentic wine. Us, walking hand in hand through cobblestone streets…”

I glanced down at the pasta on my plate and grinned. “Not takeout from Antonio’s.”

That got a smirk out of her, and she raised her glass with a playful glint in her eye. “Well, I do like expensive wine,” she teased, taking another sip.

I nodded, leaning into the moment. “And maybe we splurge on a really nice bottle of red, take it back to our hotel room, and—”

“And pass out after two glasses?” she interrupted with a chuckle, arching an eyebrow at me.

I laughed, shaking my head. “Okay, fair point. But still, imagine it—our dream trip. A few months of putting up with a house guest, and we’re there. Think about it.”

Her smile lingered as she set her glass down. “Alright,” she said finally. “We can try it. But we’re doing this carefully. No cutting corners, no rushing into anything. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” I said, relieved and excited all at once.

Later that night, we were in bed, still buzzing from the wine and the shared excitement of our plan. Remember how I said red wine brought out a much less shy version of Cassie? Well, tonight was one of those nights. She was sprawled on her back, her hair fanned out across the pillow, her skin flushed from the alcohol and laughter. I was on top of her, holding her hips, and instead of her usual quiet moans and shy smiles, she was vocal—uninhibited, almost wild.

“Oh my god, don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice dripping with urgency, her fingers digging into my back. “Right there, babe, right there!”

Her sudden confidence, fueled by the wine, sent a rush of heat through me. Cassie wasn’t always like this in bed—most nights, she was more reserved, letting her pleasure show in subtle ways. But nights like these were different. Nights like these reminded me just how much passion lay beneath her quiet exterior, waiting for the right moment to surface.

“That’s it, baby, do me. Come on, do me harder. That’s it, baby,” Cassie moaned, her voice sultry and insistent as I thrust into her, our bodies moving together in a rhythm that was both familiar and new.

“Come on, baby, my little pussy needs a good fucking tonight. Keep going, harder,” she gasped, her words spilling out with a rawness that sent a jolt straight through me. Her newfound boldness in bed had taken me by surprise lately, and while part of me felt thrilled by it, another part couldn’t help but wonder where it was coming from. This wasn’t the shy, reserved woman I’d been with for over a decade. This was a version of Cassie I hadn’t seen before—uninhibited, demanding, almost insatiable.

If I’m honest, I think our sex life had always been… good. Not mind-blowing, but solid. We’d been married for years, and naturally, over time, things had settled into a comfortable rhythm. Sure, in recent years, it had become a bit less frequent and maybe lacked the spark we’d had in the beginning. But that’s normal, right? That’s what happens to most couples after a decade together. Life gets busy, and the fiery passion of those early years dims to a steady glow. I never thought of it as a problem—just the natural progression of a long-term relationship.

But recently, something had shifted. We’d started dipping our toes into unfamiliar and decidedly naughty territory. It was subtle at first, almost imperceptible—little comments, playful teases, an edge to her moans that hadn’t been there before. It felt like the beginning of something new, something exciting, but also something I didn’t fully understand.

Now, don’t get me wrong—I’ve never considered myself an amazing lover. I’ve always been… average. Dependable. I wasn’t the guy who could go all night, but I could hold my own—a reasonable amount of time, 5-10 minutes of solid, satisfying sex after some foreplay. Nothing special, but not embarrassing either. At least, that used to be the case.

Lately, though, I’d started to notice a change. I was finishing faster than I was used to, struggling to hold on for even a few minutes. It wasn’t physical—I wasn’t tired or distracted. No, the issue was in my head, and I knew exactly why.

It was the thought.

A single, perverse thought that had started as a whisper in the back of my mind but was now growing louder, impossible to ignore. It was twisted and embarrassing, something I could barely admit to myself, let alone say out loud. And yet, it was there, feeding off every moan, every gasp, every word that fell from Cassie’s lips.

That thought hadn’t come out of nowhere. It had been planted, fueled by a recent confession from Cassie—something she’d admitted to me late one night after a few glasses of wine. At the time, I hadn’t realized just how much it would change things between us, how much it would change me. But now, as I thrust into her and listened to her moan my name with that edge of urgency in her voice, I felt its weight pressing down on me, shaping every moment, every sensation.

I knew I was close—too close, too soon. And as I struggled to hold on, my mind flashed back to her confession, to the words that had lit a fire I couldn’t put out.

The admission itself was really nothing—just an offhand comment from Cassie, the kind of thing that had come up more than a few times over the years. Cassie was an attractive woman, and she drew attention. It was a fact of life, and one I’d grown used to. Early in our relationship, back when I was an insecure teenager, it might have bothered me—another guy staring a little too long, a passing flirtation. But as I got older, those moments began to affect me differently.

Instead of jealousy, I started to feel something else. Something I couldn’t quite name. It wasn’t anger or possessiveness; it was something far more complicated. A strange, gnawing fascination that lingered in the back of my mind whenever she told me about these encounters. I didn’t fully understand it then—I’m not sure I even do now—but I couldn’t deny the way it made me feel.

That fascination was the spark, the catalyst for the situation I found myself in now. Lately, I’d noticed it more and more. Every time she shared one of those stories, I found myself obsessing over the details. The way she blushed as she recounted what had happened. The nervous laugh, the way her voice softened when she reached the most embarrassing parts. And then there was me—reacting outwardly with casual amusement, but inwardly… something else entirely.

The most recent incident had been different, though. Ever since she told me about it, I couldn’t shake the thought from my mind. It had burrowed into my head, playing on a loop every time we were in bed together, and I knew it was part of the reason I’d been finishing so quickly lately.

“So, babe,” Cassie had started, her voice hesitant, a faint blush already coloring her cheeks. “You know that guy who works at the hardware store? The one with the tattoos on his arm?”

I nodded, raising an eyebrow. “Yeah, I think I know the guy. Why?”

“Well…” she said, trailing off as she tucked her hair behind her ear, her shyness taking over. “When I was packing up my bag, he asked me for my phone number.”

I paused for a moment, processing her words, before replying with a playful grin. “Not really surprising, my love. Look at you—you’re absolutely gorgeous. So, did you give him your cell phone number or the home number?” I teased.

She giggled, but there was an edge of nervousness in her laughter. “Funny, Carl,” she said, shaking her head. “No, of course not. I actually told him I was flattered, but I was married. Then I showed him my wedding ring.” Her voice softened at the end, as if she were trying to downplay the whole thing.

Something about her tone caught my attention, though. “Babe,” I said, leaning in slightly, “why do I get the feeling there’s a bit more to this story?”

She hesitated, her cheeks flushing deeper as she brought her hands up to cover her face. “There is,” she admitted, her voice muffled through her fingers. “You’ll never guess what he said after that.”

I felt my chest tighten, a mix of curiosity and anticipation swirling inside me. “What did he say?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light even as my pulse quickened.

Cassie peeked out from behind her hands, her embarrassment palpable. Her hesitation only made my mind race faster, imagining all the things this guy might have said to her—and wondering why, exactly, the memory had her blushing so much.

“What did he say?” I asked, leaning forward slightly, my curiosity now fully piqued.

Cassie hesitated for a moment, her cheeks still flushed. Then, finally, she blurted it out. “He said, ‘That’s good. The married ones are my favorite! They always enjoy it even more!’”

The words hung in the air between us, and I felt something shift inside me. It was subtle but undeniable—a strange stirring deep in my chest, one I couldn’t quite name. I should have felt angry or protective, but instead, there was something else. Excitement? No, that wasn’t the right word. It was something darker, more complex, a feeling I couldn’t fully understand but couldn’t ignore either.

I managed to maintain my composure, forcing a wry smile as I replied, “Well, you’ve got to admire the balls on that guy! What did you say to that?”

“Nothing! I just walked away!” she said, laughing nervously but still visibly red-faced with embarrassment. She shook her head, her hair falling into her face as she added, “I couldn’t believe what he said!”

Her reaction only fueled the strange sensation growing within me. I found myself replaying the scene in my head, imagining the way he’d looked at her, the boldness in his voice, the way she must have responded. It was intoxicating in a way I couldn’t explain, and it stayed with me long after the conversation ended.

That moment was the start—the first tiny seed planted in my mind. It was harmless enough on the surface, just an anecdote to laugh about. But something about it took root, and by the following night, it had begun to grow.

It started with a dream, one so potent and harrowing that I woke in a cold sweat. Like most dreams, my recollection of it was hazy, the edges amorphous and undefined. But some parts were vivid, almost seared into my memory, like a vivid painting viewed through fog.

In the dream, I arrived home to an unsettling stillness. The door creaked as I stepped inside, and for a moment, everything seemed normal. Then I heard it—the unmistakable sounds of passion reverberating through the house. My heart stopped. The air felt charged, electric, every nerve in my body firing at once. I froze, listening, trying to make sense of the noises.

It didn’t take long for the truth to hit me, and when it did, it was like a lightning bolt straight through my chest. Those moans, those cries of pleasure—they weren’t just anyone’s. They were Cassie’s. My wife’s voice, unmistakable and raw, filled the house with sounds I had only ever thought belonged to me.

A chill ran down my spine, and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I stood frozen in the dream. My feet felt like they were glued to the floor, but my mind was racing, my emotions a chaotic storm. Anger, fear, confusion, arousal—all of it collided in a way that made no sense but felt undeniably real.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I was both terrified and entranced, torn between the instinct to run toward the noise and the paralyzing fear of what I might find if I did.

I didn’t know what was happening, but the sounds echoing down the hallway made my chest tighten and my stomach churn. Cassandra’s moans grew louder with every step I took, raw and desperate in a way I had never heard before. My instincts screamed at me to turn around, to run away and pretend I’d never heard anything. But something stronger kept me moving forward—a mix of dread, curiosity, and something else I couldn’t quite name.

As I approached our bedroom door, my hand hovered over the handle, trembling and clammy with sweat. My heart pounded so loudly it felt like it might drown out her cries. It took every ounce of courage I had to grip the handle and turn it. The door creaked open, and the sight inside stopped me cold.

Cassie was on the bed, her legs spread wide, her body writhing with abandon. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess of tangled waves across the pillows. But it wasn’t just her—it was the hulking figure above her, a man whose massive frame all but obscured her from view. His body was a study in power, tall and muscular, his shoulders broad and his back flexing with every thrust of his hips. His face was blurry, indistinct, as if my mind refused to give him an identity. But his presence was undeniable, overwhelming in every way I wasn’t.

The details of what they were doing were maddeningly vague, as though my mind refused to fully process the scene in front of me. I couldn’t see between their legs, couldn’t force myself to focus on what was happening there, but I didn’t need to. The rhythmic movement of his body, the way Cassie clung to him, her cries of pleasure sharp and unrestrained—it told me everything I needed to know.

I stood frozen in the doorway, trembling as a mix of emotions surged through me—anger, humiliation, heartbreak, and something else, something dark and undeniable. And then there was the realization, one that struck me like a lightning bolt: I knew. I hadn’t seen it, hadn’t measured or compared, but I knew this man was better equipped than I was. The way he moved, the way Cassie responded to him—it wasn’t a guess. It was a certainty that cut straight to the core of me.

The next moment, I jolted awake, sitting bolt upright in bed. My chest heaved with ragged breaths, and my skin was slick with sweat. My heart raced as I tried to shake the vividness of the dream, but it clung to me like a shadow, too potent to dismiss.

I glanced down and felt a fresh wave of shame crash over me. There, under the sheets, was a small but unmistakable tent, my arousal betraying me in the most humiliating way. But that wasn’t even the most shocking part.

What came next was what truly unsettled me.

Without a second thought, I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake Cassie, and rushed to the bathroom. Once the door was shut and locked, I stood there for a moment, staring at myself in the mirror, my face flushed and my breath still uneven. And then it happened.

My hands moved on their own, shoving my boxers down and gripping my cock. Before I could stop myself, I was jerking off with a desperation I didn’t recognize, the dream replaying in my mind in vivid, excruciating detail. Thirty seconds later, I came harder than I had in years, my body shaking with the intensity of the release. It was terrifying, exhilarating, and deeply, deeply shameful.

As I leaned against the sink, catching my breath, the realization hit me like a punch to the gut: I hadn’t been trying to block out the dream. I’d been chasing it, clinging to every detail, and letting it fuel my orgasm in a way that both thrilled and horrified me.

I stared at my reflection, my mind racing with questions I couldn’t answer. What was wrong with me? Why had this stirred something in me instead of repulsing me? And why, even now, did I feel a flicker of that same dark, twisted arousal at the memory of what I’d just done?

It was as if Cassie’s casual admission had planted a seed deep in my psyche, one I couldn’t dig out even if I tried. At first, it was barely noticeable—a fleeting thought, a strange curiosity that I dismissed as quickly as it appeared. But over time, the seed began to grow. Its roots dug deeper, twisting through my mind in ways that were both horrifying and thrilling. It was inescapable, and the more I tried to ignore it, the stronger it became.

After about a week of wrestling with it alone, I finally worked up the courage to share my dream with Cassie. We were sitting in bed, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting warm shadows across her face. My heart pounded as I spoke, my words halting and uncertain. I told her everything—the vividness of the dream, the faceless man, the sounds, the way it had left me shaken.

Cassie’s reaction was exactly what I expected at first. Her cheeks flushed a deep pink, and she ducked her head, clearly embarrassed. She laughed nervously, fidgeting with the edge of the blanket as I continued to speak. But then, something shifted. Her expression changed, and beneath the initial blush of shyness, I saw something else: curiosity. It was subtle at first, just a flicker in her eyes, but it was there, unmistakable.

I didn’t bring it up again right away. The idea felt too raw, too vulnerable to revisit. But a couple of weeks later, that curiosity had grown into something more. When I finally admitted that the dream had become more than just a disturbing memory—that it had morphed into a shameful fantasy—I saw the full weight of her reaction. This time, there was no mistaking it. Her eyes widened, not with embarrassment but with intrigue.

After the initial shock wore off, she playfully slapped my arm, her laughter breaking the tension. “Oh my god, Carl,” she said, giggling as she shook her head. “I can’t believe you’ve been thinking about that.”

Her shyness returned in the way she avoided my gaze, but there was an undeniable edge to her tone—a mix of amusement and something deeper. “You know you’re the only man I’ll ever need,” she added, her voice softer now, her words almost a whisper.

We loved each other deeply, in a way most couples would envy. But there was something about my strange confession, about the vulnerability of sharing this part of myself, that seemed to ignite a new spark between us. That night, our intimacy felt different—charged, electric. It was as though Cassie could sense my excitement, feeding off it in ways I hadn’t anticipated. She found subtle ways to spur me on, teasing me with playful words and lingering touches that stoked the fire growing between us.

Even now, back in the present, as we lay tangled together in bed after discussing the idea of renting out the spare room, I could see that same spark in her eyes. She could sense something in me—something I wasn’t ready to admit out loud but that hung in the air between us, undeniable.

As I moved above her, thrusting into her with a newfound intensity, she looked up at me, her lips curling into a sly, knowing smile. And then she said it, her voice soft and teasing, dripping with playful provocation:

“Are you thinking about the new lodger, imagining what it would be like to watch him become my well-hung lover?”

As soon as the words left her mouth, it was like sexual napalm. The mental images exploded in my mind, vivid and all-consuming: Cassandra lying beneath another man, her body arching in the throes of passion, a thick, hung cock stretching her in ways I could only imagine. The vision swept through me with such intensity that my control evaporated in an instant. Without any warning or build-up, I came.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned, my orgasm tearing through me like a tidal wave. My body shuddered against hers, my arms trembling as I struggled to stay upright. I felt Cassie’s hands slide up my back, her touch soft and soothing as I spilled inside her. I couldn’t bring myself to look at her at first, the embarrassment of my premature finish gnawing at me. But when I finally did, her expression caught me off guard.

She was smiling—wide and radiant, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of affection and mischief. There was no judgment, no frustration, just a quiet satisfaction that made me feel both comforted and completely undone.

“I’m sorry, babe,” I said between breaths, the words tumbling out almost automatically. I knew full well she hadn’t cum—she hadn’t even gotten close. But even as I apologized, a smirk tugged at the corners of my lips. I couldn’t help it. I knew she’d done this on purpose, and judging by the gleam in her eye, she knew it too.

“You know it’s your own fault this time,” I added, my voice teasing but tinged with genuine exasperation.

Cassie let out a soft laugh, her grin widening as she looked up at me. “I know, babe, I know,” she said, her voice light and playful, though there was an unmistakable edge to it—a smugness that made my pulse quicken. Her fingers danced across my back, her touch gentle but deliberate, as though she were already planning her next move.

“I just can’t help myself,” she added after a moment, her eyes locking onto mine. There was a teasing glint in them, but beneath it, I could sense something deeper—something she wasn’t saying outright. “I love knowing I have that power over you.”

I felt a flush rise to my face, her words sinking in like tiny hooks. I wanted to laugh it off, to keep the mood light, but the weight of her statement lingered in the air between us. She did have that power, and we both knew it.

“I love knowing I can say one little thing,” she continued, her grin widening as she tilted her head slightly, studying me. “And it just sets you off.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Her tone was still playful, but there was a sharpness to it now, like the flick of a blade just beneath the surface. My body stiffened slightly, my mind torn between arousal and unease.

“It’s like…” she paused, her lips curling into an almost wicked smile as her fingers traced lazy circles on my chest. “I can make you cum on demand.”

Her words landed like a punch, knocking the air from my lungs. I opened my mouth to reply, but nothing came out. The room seemed quieter suddenly, the hum of the night settling around us as her comment hung in the air. My mind raced, cycling through a thousand thoughts I couldn’t articulate. She laughed again, the sound soft and sweet, yet it carried a brutal undertone that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Don’t look so serious, babe,” she said, her voice breaking the silence as she leaned up to kiss me. “It’s just fun. You know I love you.”

I chuckled softly, but it felt hollow, forced. “Yeah, I know,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. And I did know. I knew she loved me, that her teasing was just that—playful, affectionate. But that didn’t make the weight in my chest any lighter. Her words weren’t just teasing; they were a truth I couldn’t escape, and the way she said them made it clear she knew exactly how deep it went.

“You’ve always had that power, babe,” I said with a chuckle, trying to deflect the intensity of the moment. But even as I spoke, I couldn’t help the thoughts creeping in at the edges of my mind. Why did this horrible dream, this taboo fantasy, have such a hold on me? Why did the mere thought of Cassie with another man—a man stronger, bigger, and better equipped than me—ignite something so primal, so uncontrollable?

I looked down at her, still flushed and smiling, and wondered if she saw it too. If she sensed the way this fantasy had burrowed into my mind, taking root in ways I could no longer deny. She seemed to revel in her newfound power, the way a single teasing comment could reduce me to a trembling, spent mess. And the truth was, I couldn’t deny that I loved it too, as much as it confused and unsettled me.

As Cassie kissed me again, her lips soft and inviting, I felt the tension between us grow—not the kind of tension that came from frustration or disappointment, but the kind that hinted at something deeper. Something unspoken but understood. Whatever this was between us, whatever this fantasy was becoming, it had awakened something in both of us. And even though I didn’t fully understand it, I knew we were only just beginning to explore where it might lead.


Chapter 2 


As I had predicted, it didn’t take long before our advertisement for the spare bedroom started to generate interest. In the listing, I had been candid about our expectations for any potential house guests. We wanted someone professional, quiet, and respectful—someone who wouldn’t disrupt the rhythm of our lives. Despite the specifics, inquiries began rolling in quickly. Most were straightforward, and a few even sounded promising. But one stood out immediately, catching my attention the moment I opened it.



Subject: Inquiry About Your Spare Room
From: Anthony Franklin

Good Evening Carl,

My name is Anthony Franklin, and I will be in the area on business through August and September. I am a one-man consultancy company and will be contracting with one of the local companies. I’m happy to provide their details if you need them and have plenty of references if you wish to speak to anyone I have stayed with. I much prefer renting a private room somewhere over an extended hotel visit. I don't expense my accommodation, so I can pay cash upfront (I’m also long since weary of hotels. I’ve been in this line of work for years, and there are only so many times you can stay in a hotel before you start to lose your mind).

Your home is perfect for what I am looking for. It’s ten minutes away from my project site, and I always prefer a quiet residential place over a city-center stay. I'd be very interested in renting the room throughout the summer, provided you can confirm the following for me, please:

	High-speed, reliable internet will be available in the room 
	Cable television will be available in my room 
	The guest room shower is a good, high-pressure shower. I hate a low-pressure nozzle, especially after a good workout (sorry, just a real hatred of mine!) 


If you can confirm the above, I'd be keen to get everything signed and take the room off the market! I know how quickly decent rooms like this go, and I’m sure you’ve already had a lot of interest, so I'd be willing to pay above the asking price. I can offer another $200/month if you can reserve it for me today. I would like to get down to the area as soon as possible as the project is due to start imminently.

I’ve attached my business card, a link to my website, and my Facebook profile; that way, you can see who I am and know that I’m not some sort of party animal! I’m a forty-five-year-old, career-minded man and amicably divorced (due to my career). I’ve got two sons who are at college now, and while I’m in town, I won’t have much time for leisure as the project is pretty major. But I still appreciate a friendly home to relax in at the end of a hard day. I really hope you consider my offer, and please let me know if you have any questions or concerns.

I look forward to your reply,
Anthony.

As I read his reply, I felt a pang of annoyance with myself for forgetting to include details about our internet in the original ad. It was such an obvious thing, especially for a businessperson, and I mentally kicked myself for the oversight. Still, his message was clear and concise, even if a little abrupt, which I found refreshing. He didn’t waste words or dance around what he needed. I scrolled down and opened the links he’d provided, first his business website and then his Facebook profile. It was a thoughtful touch, something no other potential tenant had thought to include, and it definitely helped me get a better sense of who he was.

The first thing I noticed was how polished he appeared in most of his photos. In several, he was dressed in sharp suits, standing in front of conference rooms or speaking at events. But what caught my eye was a handful of gym pictures scattered among the professional shots. In those, he looked impressively well-built for a middle-aged guy—muscular, broad-shouldered, with a fitness level that I had to admit put mine to shame.

I stared at one particular photo of him in a tank top, his arms bulging as he gripped a barbell mid-lift. Just as I was mulling over the stark contrast between his physique and my own, I heard Cassie’s voice behind me.

“I thought that was you for a second,” she said, her tone light and casual.

“Huh?” I turned, confused by her comment.

“That picture on the monitor,” she clarified, pointing at the screen. “I thought it was you at first. He kind of looks like an older version of you. Maybe a bit bigger. But…” she hesitated, a faint blush creeping onto her cheeks, “he’s quite attractive.”

I blinked, caught off guard by her words. Cassie wasn’t usually one to admit she found other men attractive, and it took me a moment to process what she’d just said. Then I realized why she might have felt comfortable saying it—she’d started by comparing him to me. Maybe she thought that softened the blow, made it less… revealing.

“I don’t see it,” I said, glancing back at the screen. I certainly didn’t notice any resemblance between Anthony and myself. He was bigger, broader, and carried himself with a confidence that seemed almost effortless. As I turned back to Cassie, I noticed the wine glass in her hand, the faint blush on her cheeks deepening as I caught her eye.

I chuckled, trying to mask the strange mix of embarrassment and unease stirring in me. “I think someone’s had too much wine,” I teased, raising an eyebrow.

Cassie smiled, her lips curling into a playful smirk. “You always like it when I have too much wine,” she replied, her tone teasing but her expression slightly guilty. I could tell she regretted the comment, or at least felt the need to soften it. She gestured toward the screen, her curiosity evident. “So, who is it, anyway?”

"Well, until you said how you thought he was hot, I was thinking of letting him be our lodger," I said, my tone teasing as I tried to lighten the mood.

Cassie’s eyes widened as she reached up to cover her mouth with her hand, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice muffled by her fingers, though the corners of her mouth twitched with an embarrassed smile.

“No, I’m just kidding,” I replied, waving off her apology. “He seems exactly like what we’re looking for, and he’s willing to pay us extra if we confirm quickly. He said he needs to get down here as soon as possible—apparently, he’s about to start some big project.”

Cassie lowered her hand, her expression softening for a moment before her natural worry crept back in. “I thought you said we’d take our time,” she said, her voice tinged with concern. “Just because I said he’s hot doesn’t mean he’s not some sort of serial killer.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Fair point. But come on, babe, does this guy really look like a serial killer to you? He’s got references, a website, a business card—even a Facebook profile. Most serial killers don’t attach their social media accounts to rental inquiries.”

“Most,” she shot back with a smirk, though I could see her mind working through the possibilities. Her eyes flicked back to the screen, lingering on his photo again. “Still, I don’t think we should just rush into this.”

“Okay, okay,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender. “How about this: I’ll send him a reply saying we’re interested, but we’d like to talk to him on the phone first to get a better feel for him. I’ll suggest tomorrow evening. Sound good?”

Cassie seemed to consider this for a moment, her fingers absently tapping against the stem of her wine glass. Then she glanced at his photo once more, her gaze thoughtful. “Okay,” she said finally, nodding. “That sounds fair. Send the message.”

She set her glass down on the counter, then stepped behind me, her hand brushing gently over my shoulder. “I’m going to go upstairs and get ready for bed,” she said, her voice soft.

I watched her leave the room, the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air as she disappeared up the stairs. For a moment, I sat there in silence, staring at the computer screen. Anthony’s photo still filled the monitor, his confident smile and gym-sculpted physique staring back at me like a challenge. I clicked back to his email and began typing out a reply, but my thoughts kept drifting.

Cassie’s reaction replayed in my mind—the way she’d blushed, the way her eyes had lingered just a little too long on his photo. It wasn’t jealousy I felt, exactly, but something adjacent to it. A strange mix of unease and curiosity, like the ground beneath me was shifting ever so slightly. I shook my head, trying to clear the thought as I typed out the message.

Subject: Follow-Up on Spare Room Inquiry

Good evening Anthony,

Thank you for your interest and for providing such a detailed response—it’s much appreciated. I can confirm that the room is equipped with cable TV, high-speed internet, and a very good high-pressure shower. (I completely agree with you—there’s nothing worse than a low-pressure shower!)

My wife and I would like to arrange a quick phone call with you, ideally tomorrow or at your earliest convenience, so we can get to know each other better and ensure we’d be a good match. I’ve included my phone number below, along with links to our Facebook profiles, so you can also get a sense of who we are.

Looking forward to speaking with you soon!

Best regards,
Carl

As I closed my eyes, willing myself to drift off to sleep, my thoughts stubbornly refused to quiet down. The day’s events replayed in my mind like a reel on an endless loop, and no matter how hard I tried to push them aside, one image kept rising to the surface: Cassie’s face when she’d looked at Anthony’s photo. The faint blush on her cheeks, the way her lips curled into that shy smile as she admitted she thought he was attractive.

It wasn’t jealousy I felt, not exactly. It was something far more complicated—an emotion I couldn’t pin down, one that made my chest tighten and my thoughts spiral in directions I didn’t want them to go. I told myself it was natural to hope Anthony’s offer worked out. He seemed like the perfect lodger: professional, respectful, willing to pay above the asking price. It made sense to want things to fall into place smoothly. But even as I repeated these logical reasons to myself, I knew there was more to it. Something darker.

Deep down, I couldn’t deny it. A part of me—a part I barely wanted to acknowledge—was hoping for this arrangement to work out for reasons that had nothing to do with finances or practicality. Cassie’s reaction had planted a seed, one that seemed to be growing faster than I could contain it. The thought of her finding him attractive, of her admitting it out loud, had done something to me. It wasn’t just the words—it was the way she’d said them, the blush on her cheeks, the playful smile. It lingered with me, fueling a strange, inexplicable hope I couldn’t shake.

The more I tried to suppress it, the more the fantasy clawed its way to the surface. I tossed and turned, my body restless and my mind a chaotic storm of emotions. Images flickered in my head, vivid and visceral: Cassie lying beneath him, her legs wrapped around his muscular frame, her face lit with the kind of passion I’d seen in my dream. The thought horrified me, yet I couldn’t stop it from taking root. It wasn’t just the idea of Cassie being with someone else that consumed me—it was the idea of her choosing it, of her wanting it.

I felt a wave of shame wash over me, hot and suffocating. How could I think this way? How could I let this fantasy—this horrible, unspeakable fantasy—take hold of me? I loved Cassie. She was my wife, my partner, the woman I had vowed to cherish and protect. The thought of her with another man should have been unbearable, should have filled me with anger or jealousy. And yet, what I felt was something entirely different. It was fascination. Curiosity. A twisted kind of excitement that I couldn’t fully understand, let alone control.

I shifted again, staring up at the ceiling as the darkness of the room pressed down around me. My heart raced in my chest, my skin damp with a faint sheen of sweat. Every time I closed my eyes, the images returned, more vivid and insistent than before. I saw Cassie moaning beneath him, her hands gripping his back, her voice crying out in a way that was both familiar and entirely foreign.

What was wrong with me? Why did this thought—the very thing that should have repulsed me—send a shiver of arousal through my body? I clenched my fists against the mattress, trying to banish the images from my mind, but it was no use. They were relentless, clawing at the edges of my consciousness and refusing to let go.

By the time the first hints of dawn crept through the curtains, I had barely slept. My body was exhausted, but my mind was still racing, caught in a loop of conflicting emotions. Shame, desire, guilt, fascination—they swirled together in a maelstrom that left me feeling disoriented and unsteady.

As I lay there, staring at the soft light spilling across the ceiling, one thought lingered above all the others: I wasn’t just hoping Anthony’s offer would work out because it made sense. I was hoping it would work out because I wanted to see what would happen next.

And that realization—that quiet, undeniable truth—was the most terrifying thing of all.


Chapter 3


The following morning, Anthony called, his voice polite and apologetic for reaching out so early.

“Good morning, Carl. I hope I’m not catching you at a bad time,” he said. His voice was deeper than I had expected, warm but with a commanding undertone that seemed to carry weight even through the phone.

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” I replied. “I’m a mechanic, so I’m usually up at the crack of dawn.” I chuckled, trying to match the easy confidence in his tone.

We quickly got into the details—his work schedule, the hours he’d be coming and going, and the general setup of the house. He asked a few thoughtful questions, and I found myself appreciating his straightforwardness. There was a natural charisma to him, the kind of easy charm that made people want to listen. I even found myself talking about Cassandra and me more than I’d intended, sharing little details about our routines and the house dynamic.

Toward the end of the conversation, Anthony made a comment that completely caught me off guard.

“I hope it’s not too forward to say this, Carl, but that tends to be my way,” he began, his tone casual yet deliberate. “Your wife is a very attractive woman.”

For a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. The compliment hung in the air, bold and unvarnished, but delivered so confidently that it didn’t feel out of place. Somehow, the way he said it kept my defenses down, as if this was just the kind of thing Anthony Franklin said and expected others to take in stride.

“Uh, thanks,” I replied awkwardly, my words fumbling out before I could think them through. And then, like an idiot, I offered an admission of my own. “Yeah, when Cassie saw your Facebook profile, she said the same about you.” I could feel the heat rising to my face as I quickly added, “She said she thinks we look similar.”

The moment the words left my mouth, a strange embarrassment washed over me. Why the hell had I said that? What was I trying to accomplish? I felt exposed, like I’d handed him something personal without meaning to.

Anthony, to his credit, handled it gracefully. He let out a warm chuckle, his voice tinged with amusement. “Well, now that you mention it, I guess I can see the resemblance a little bit,” he said easily, as though it were no big deal. Then, with a playful tone, he added, “She doesn’t happen to have a sister, does she?”

I laughed, grateful for the shift in tone. “Nope, she’s an only child.”

We moved on to discuss payment arrangements—he offered cash or bank transfer, and I told him either option worked for us. The conversation flowed smoothly after that, but I couldn’t quite shake the lingering discomfort from earlier. There was something about the way he’d said it, the casual confidence in his voice, that stayed with me.

As we wrapped up the call, we finalized the details of his move-in date. “Well, Carl, thanks for getting this sorted out so quickly. I really need to get this project started ASAP,” Anthony said.

“No worries, Anthony,” I replied, already shifting my focus to the next task for the day.

But just before we hung up, Anthony made a final comment, one that sent an unexpected shiver through me.

“Tell Cassie I’m looking forward to meeting her,” he said, his tone smooth but laced with something I couldn’t quite place.

It wasn’t the words themselves that struck me—it was the way he’d said them. Very few people called my wife ‘Cassie.’ For most, she was Cassandra. Her friends called her Cass. The only people who called her Cassie were her mother and me. It wasn’t just a name—it carried a certain intimacy, a closeness reserved for those who really knew her. There was no way Anthony could have known that, of course. He must have simply picked up on me calling her Cassie during the conversation.

Even so, the way he said it stayed with me, as if he’d crossed an invisible line without even realizing it. Or maybe he had. I couldn’t be sure.

I forced a casual reply. “I will. We’ll see you soon.”

As the call ended, I set the phone down and stared at it for a moment, a mix of unease and intrigue swirling in my chest. It was nothing, I told myself. Just a simple comment. But the way it had landed—so deliberate, so assured—made it feel like it was something more. I shook my head, trying to brush off the thought, but the subtle tension lingered, like the faint echo of Anthony’s voice in the back of my mind.

When Cassandra got home from work that evening, I greeted her at the door with a smile, eager to share the news. “Well, babe, it looks like we’re going to have a lot more in the vacation savings soon!”

Her eyes lit up momentarily, the thought of padding our travel budget clearly lifting her spirits. But just as quickly, a flicker of concern clouded her expression. “You spoke with him then? Well, what’s he like?”

I could sense the anxiety creeping into her voice. Cassandra was naturally cautious, and the idea of a stranger living under our roof wasn’t something she took lightly. I leaned in, doing my best to reassure her. “Baby, just relax. He seems like a really normal, respectful sort of guy. He’s got a good job, works long hours, and I got a really good vibe from him. From what he described, he won’t even be here all that often.”

She grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator, twisting the cap off with a soft crack as she processed what I’d said. “What was his name again?”

“Anthony,” I replied. “He’s a little older than us. Divorced about five years ago. He’s got two kids in college and says he’s a self-admitted workaholic. I think you’ll really like him.”

Cassandra chuckled softly, her lips curling into a teasing smile. “Oh, do you? Why’s that?”

I shrugged, leaning against the counter. “I don’t know. Like I said, I got good vibes from him.” I hesitated, then added with a nervous laugh, “He did say he thinks you’re a very attractive woman. Even joked about asking if you had a sister.”

Her smile faltered, and she cocked her head at me, her curiosity clearly piqued. “Oh, did he? And why would he say that?”

I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling the weight of her gaze. “I sent him our Facebook links so he could get a sense of us, you know, see what we’re about.”

Her brows knit together, and I could see the shift in her demeanor. She closed the water bottle and leaned against the kitchen island, her body language stiffening slightly. “Don’t you think that’s a little forward for a guy who’s going to be living in our home?” she asked, her tone edged with discomfort. “Didn’t it upset you at all?”

I knew the compliment had been a bit bold, but I also knew it hadn’t crossed any lines—at least, not in the moment. “No, not at all,” I said casually, hoping to ease her concerns. “It was all said very politely. If I thought this guy was a creep, I’d have told him we’d already found someone. The conversation just… flowed, you know? We were joking around a bit.”

I hesitated, realizing I was about to tread into dangerous territory. “I even told him how you said you thought there was a resemblance between us and that you thought he was an attractive guy.”

Her reaction was immediate and visceral. “What the fuck, Carl?” she exclaimed, her voice sharp with disbelief. Hearing her swear—especially when she hadn’t been drinking—caught me completely off guard. She dropped onto the sofa, her eyes fixed on me with an incredulous look. “Why the fuck would you say that? Now it’s going to be seriously awkward when I meet him. You’re an idiot sometimes; you know that?”

I followed her to the sofa, sitting beside her and placing my hand on her thigh. I began to gently massage her leg through her jeans, hoping to diffuse the tension. “Will you please relax a bit, Cassie?” I said softly. “Come on, it’s not going to be awkward at all. We were just joking around, you know, trying to break the ice.”

She brushed her hair behind her ear, her expression softening slightly, though the frustration was still evident in her eyes. “But still,” she said, her voice quieter now. “There’s no way you should have told him that I thought he was hot.”

Now it was my turn for my eyes to widen in mock shock. “Oh, so now you think he’s hot?” I said, my voice dripping with exaggerated accusation.

Cassie let out a laugh and playfully slapped my arm. “Handsome. Whatever. I think you’re the one being ridiculous,” she shot back, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

“Oh, so now he’s handsome as well as hot?” I teased, leaning closer with a smirk. “Are there any other adjectives you’d like to throw in there, or should we just go with ‘perfect specimen of a man’?”

Cassie rolled her eyes, but her smile only grew wider as she gave me a gentle shove with her shoulder. “You total dickhead,” she said, her tone light and filled with affection. “I think he looks like you, so obviously I think he’s handsome.”

Her words caught me off guard, and I felt a strange mix of pride and embarrassment. “Oh, well played,” I said, laughing. “That was a solid recovery.”

But then something happened—a thought struck me like a bolt of lightning, surging straight from the darkest corners of my subconscious. I wasn’t sure where it came from or why I said what I said next. Maybe it was the fantasy that had been haunting my mind, refusing to let go. Maybe it was some twisted part of me trying to nudge it into the light. Whatever it was, it slipped out before I could stop it.

“Well,” I said, my tone light but tinged with a nervous edge, “I just hope you can tell us apart. We wouldn’t want you getting confused and ending up in bed with him instead.”

For a split second, the room felt utterly still. Cassie froze, her eyes widening as a bright flush spread across her cheeks. “Carl!” she gasped, her voice a mixture of disbelief and laughter. “What the fuck has gotten into you?”

But even as she said it, I noticed the glint of something playful in her eyes—a liveliness, a spark that made my heart race. She wasn’t angry; she was intrigued. The corners of her mouth twitched like she was trying to decide whether to scold me or laugh with me.

I felt the heat rising to my own face, a telltale blush betraying my embarrassment. “Oh, come on, Cassie,” I said quickly, holding up my hands in mock surrender. “Nothing’s gotten into me! I’m just messing around. It’s just a joke!”

Cassie shook her head, laughing despite herself. “Just a joke, huh?” she said, narrowing her eyes at me. “You don’t usually joke about me ending up in bed with other men, Carl.”

Her words hit me square in the chest, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. She wasn’t wrong—it wasn’t the kind of thing I’d normally joke about. But there was something about the way she said it, her tone half-challenging, half-amused, that made me feel like she wasn’t just brushing it off. She was testing the waters, just like I had been.

“Maybe I’ve just discovered a new sense of humor,” I said finally, keeping my voice as light as possible. “You should be proud of me. I’m expanding my horizons.”

She gave me a sidelong glance, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Well, don’t expand them too far, or I might start wondering if you’re the one who’s confused about which bed to get into.”

We both burst out laughing at that, the tension breaking in an instant. But even as we joked and teased, I couldn’t ignore the undercurrent that lingered beneath the surface of our banter. It was lighthearted on the outside, but there was something else there too—something unspoken and electric, like a spark waiting to catch fire.

Cassie leaned in and kissed my cheek, her hand resting briefly on my chest. “You’re lucky I like you, Carl,” she said, her voice soft but playful.

“Yeah, yeah,” I replied, grinning. “I’m lucky you haven’t smothered me in my sleep yet.”

She laughed, standing up and brushing her hair back. “Not yet,” she said, winking. “But keep joking like that, and we’ll see.”

As she walked away, her laughter still echoing softly in the room, I leaned back on the sofa, letting out a long breath. The playful moment had passed, but the tension it left behind lingered, buzzing faintly at the edges of my thoughts.


Chapter 4


A week later, Anthony arrived. The sound of his car pulling into the driveway immediately drew my attention, and when he stepped out, I remember feeling the strangest sense of unease mixed with intrigue. It wasn’t anything overt—nothing he did or said—but there was something about him that struck me in a way I couldn’t quite place. It was that rare, almost primal feeling you get sometimes, the one that tells you someone might play a larger role in your life than you’d expect. Like meeting someone who would, for better or worse, leave a lasting mark on your story.

As I stepped outside to greet him, I felt a subtle knot of tension tighten in my chest. Anthony was taller than I’d expected, and broader too. His large frame filled the space around him effortlessly, his presence commanding without being overbearing. He moved with the kind of ease that comes from someone who knows exactly who they are and how they’re perceived—a quiet confidence that immediately put me on edge.

When he saw me, he broke into a wide smile, his teeth white and straight, his demeanor warm and inviting. For a moment, I was struck by how familiar he seemed, though I couldn’t quite pin down why. His broad shoulders and muscular frame gave him an athletic look, but there was something more—a resemblance, maybe. To who, I wasn’t sure.

As he approached, I noticed his hair was darker than mine, though streaked with just enough gray to add a distinguished edge to his appearance. His face was clean-shaven, his jaw strong, and his skin carried a faint tan, as if he spent just enough time outdoors to balance his professional life. He was dressed casually in dark jeans and a smart polo shirt, but even through the fabric, the definition of his chest and shoulders was unmistakable. Anthony wasn’t just fit for a middle-aged man—he was fit, period.

“Carl,” he said, his voice rich and steady as he extended a large hand toward me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

His handshake was firm but not aggressive, his grip warm and assured. I reciprocated, doing my best to match his confidence.

“Likewise, Anthony. Welcome to our home,” I said, smiling back at him as I stepped aside to let him in. His easy confidence put me on edge, though I did my best to hide it. He offered a polite nod before stepping into the house, his large frame seeming to fill the entryway as he moved past me.

As we walked into the family room, I glanced ahead and saw Cassandra waiting for us. She stood near the couch, her posture a little too perfect, like she wasn’t sure whether to stay where she was or come forward. For a moment, I saw her eyes widen, a flicker of surprise crossing her face before she quickly composed herself. It was subtle, but it was enough to send my thoughts spiraling.

Her reaction was unmistakable—she was flustered. Impressed. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. My stomach knotted instantly, and a clammy unease crept over my skin as I watched her attempt to cover her surprise with a polite smile. It wasn’t anything overt—she wasn’t gawking or fawning—but I knew her well enough to recognize the signs. She was taken aback, and not in the way one might be when meeting just anyone.

I felt a strange mix of emotions flood through me, each one harder to pin down than the last. Jealousy? Anxiety? Regret? As Anthony’s confident strides brought him closer to Cassandra, a single question echoed in my mind: What the hell was I thinking, inviting this man into our home?

Anthony was even more striking in person than his photos had suggested. His broad shoulders, powerful build, and easy smile exuded an effortless masculinity that made me feel smaller just standing near him. He carried himself with a natural charm that I was already envious of, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that he belonged here in a way that I didn’t.

“You must be Cassie,” Anthony said, his deep voice warm and friendly as he approached her. He extended a hand, and his large, strong fingers completely engulfed hers as they shook.

“H-Hello,” Cassandra stammered, her usual shyness around new people making an appearance. Her cheeks flushed slightly, and I couldn’t help but notice how small she seemed compared to him. At 5’8 with her curvy, feminine frame, Cassie wasn’t exactly petite, but next to Anthony, she looked almost dainty.

The knot in my stomach tightened further, twisting into something almost unbearable as I stood there, watching the two of them interact. I didn’t like how my mind was racing, how every small gesture between them seemed to carry more weight than it should.

Anthony’s smile widened as he released her hand, his tone as friendly as ever. “Wow, Cassie, you’re even prettier in real life than in your pictures,” he said. His words, while complimentary, didn’t feel inappropriate—just a natural observation from someone who didn’t seem to shy away from speaking his mind.

Even so, the comment sent another ripple of tension through me. I glanced at Cassie, expecting her to laugh it off, but instead, her cheeks deepened in color, and she looked away for a moment, clearly flustered. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice soft. “You’re far too kind.”

The moment hung in the air, her blush lingering longer than I was comfortable with. My chest felt tight, my thoughts racing as I tried to process what I was feeling. It wasn’t just jealousy—it was something deeper, something more unsettling. I felt like I was watching something unfold in slow motion, unable to intervene or even fully understand what was happening.

“Not at all,” Anthony said smoothly, his gaze steady but polite. “It’s just the truth.”

I forced myself to step forward, breaking the moment with a smile I hoped didn’t look too forced. “Well, Anthony,” I said, my voice a little louder than necessary, “let’s get you settled in. I’ll show you the guest room.”

He turned to me with an easy grin, completely at ease. “Sounds great,” he said, picking up his bag as if it weighed nothing.

As we moved toward the hallway, I risked a glance back at Cassie. She was still standing by the couch, her fingers lightly brushing the back of a chair as she watched us go. Her expression was neutral, but her lips were pressed together in a way I couldn’t quite interpret.

And just like that, the knot in my stomach tightened once more, leaving me with the unshakable feeling that something had shifted—something I didn’t yet understand but knew I wouldn’t be able to ignore for long.

I led Anthony through the house, pointing out the little details Cassandra and I had worked so hard to perfect over the years. He seemed genuinely appreciative, nodding thoughtfully at every turn. Despite the strange undercurrent of unease curling in my stomach, I felt a flicker of relief. In person, Anthony matched the easygoing charm he’d projected over the phone—a good sign, considering he’d be part of our lives for the summer.

Once his luggage was squared away and his temporary room set up, we settled in for the dinner Cassandra had painstakingly prepared to welcome him: thick, perfectly seared steaks, roasted vegetables glistening with butter, and a rich red wine that softened the edges of conversation. It was meant to be warm and inviting, a way to make Anthony feel at home. And, for the most part, it worked.

We spoke easily, swapping pieces of our lives—our dreams of starting a family, Anthony’s teenage sons, the ins and outs of our jobs. Anthony revealed his success as a contractor, casually mentioning projects that hinted at wealth. I couldn’t help but feel a small pang of jealousy at how effortlessly he seemed to carry himself, how success wrapped around him like a second skin. But as the evening wore on, the envy faded into something else entirely. Something strange and thrilling.

It began with Cassie. I noticed how her smile lingered just a little longer when Anthony spoke, how she tucked her hair behind her ear, exposing the graceful curve of her neck. And then, there was Anthony—his gaze betraying him more than once as it wandered down the neckline of her dress or settled on her lips when she spoke. It wasn’t blatant, but it was enough to set my pulse racing.

At first, I told myself I was imagining things, that I was just on edge because of the novelty of having him here. But the air between them was charged, a subtle electricity sparking with every shared glance. And the strangest part? Watching it unfold didn’t ignite jealousy in me. Instead, it awakened something darker, something primal and exhilarating.

Anthony smiled, leaning back in his chair as Cassie told the story of how we were high school sweethearts. "That’s incredible," he said, his voice warm with admiration. "You hardly ever hear of that these days."

"I know," I said, reaching across the table to take Cassie’s hand. Her soft fingers curled around mine, and I couldn’t help but feel a small surge of pride. "I remind myself every day just how lucky I am to have her."

Cassie’s cheeks flushed, and she gave me a look that was both loving and slightly coy. It was a look I’d seen a thousand times, but tonight it hit differently. Because I wasn’t the only one who noticed it. Anthony’s eyes lingered on her, his expression unreadable yet somehow intense.

"Well," he said, lifting his wine glass, "at the risk of sounding overly dramatic, I feel like the lucky one. To have found the two of you and to have this beautiful home as a place to call my own for the summer."

He raised his glass, and Cassie did the same, her smile radiant. "To your beautiful wife cassie, and to us lucky guys," he toasted.

Cassandra blushed at Anthony’s toast, her cheeks warming with a delicate pink that only added to her beauty under the soft glow of the dining room light. When Anthony met her gaze, holding it for just a moment too long as he spoke, there was something magnetic in the way his eyes lingered. I raised my glass with them, the toast ringing between us, but I couldn’t help noticing the boldness in Anthony’s demeanor. Strangely, I admired it—his confidence, his ease.

"I’ll drink to that," I said, my voice steady, even as my thoughts churned with curiosity.

The first few weeks of Anthony’s stay unfolded quietly, just as Cassandra and I had hoped. His work schedule kept him mostly out of our way—early mornings and late evenings that rarely intersected with our routines. In the rare moments we did cross paths, he was nothing but gracious. He fit into our household effortlessly, his politeness disarming and his willingness to pitch in, like tackling the dishes unprompted, unexpectedly endearing. It didn’t take long for both of us to feel at ease with his presence.

But it was the moments between Anthony and Cassandra that caught my attention. There was something about the way they interacted—lighthearted, teasing, almost instinctively playful. It didn’t feel forced or out of place. On the contrary, their exchanges seemed to breathe a fresh energy into the house, like the flicker of a candle newly lit.

What surprised me most was my own reaction. The little smiles they shared, the way Anthony’s deep voice seemed to draw Cassandra’s laughter with such ease—it should have unsettled me, shouldn’t it? But it didn’t. Instead of jealousy, I felt... curious. Intrigued, even. There was no denying that Anthony’s presence had a gravitational pull, a quiet charisma that demanded attention.

Cassandra, for her part, seemed captivated in a way that felt entirely natural, as if drawn by an unspoken force. It wasn’t just his looks—though I’d noticed the way his broad shoulders filled out his work shirts and how easily his rugged hands seemed to command whatever they touched. It was more than that. Anthony had a presence, a raw masculine energy that, for reasons I couldn’t quite explain, didn’t make me feel threatened.


Chapter 5 


If you asked me to pinpoint the moment everything began to change, I could tell you the exact minute. It was late one night while Cassandra and I were getting ready for bed. She had complained of a dry mouth and hopped out of bed to grab a glass of water.

I barely registered it at first. It was such a simple, mundane moment—Cassie padding out of the room in her silk nightgown, the one she’d worn for years. It wasn’t anything extravagant, but its thin, shimmering fabric clung to her in just the right ways. Subtle but provocative. If you looked closely, you could make out the soft curves of her body, the sway of her hips, and the gentle bounce of her full, natural breasts beneath the silk. That nightgown had always stirred something in me, even after all these years.

I didn’t think much of it as she left the room. Neither of us had considered the possibility that Anthony might still be awake—he was usually asleep by 9:30 at the latest—and certainly not that he might be in the kitchen.

I closed my book, setting it on the nightstand as sleep began to tug at my eyelids. Then, I heard her voice drift up from downstairs, clear and surprised.

"Oh! I’m sorry! I didn’t realize you were still awake," Cassie said, her tone light but caught off guard.

My eyes flew open, and my heart began to race. Her voice had come from the kitchen, where Anthony was. Sitting up in bed, I strained to catch the reply, but his voice was too low, the words just a murmur against the quiet house. Still, his tone was unmistakably warm, apologetic.

The sound of running water filled the space between their words, masking most of their conversation. I caught only fragments—enough to know it was casual, polite. But then, just before the water stopped, Anthony’s voice came through clearly, calm and easy: "Nonsense. Our house is your house as long as you’re staying with us."

A beat of silence. Then, a sound that sent a shiver through me: Cassie’s soft, light giggle. It was playful, almost girlish, and not at all what I’d expected. Her footsteps followed, quiet but purposeful as she made her way back upstairs.

When she stepped into the bedroom, I saw her flushed cheeks instantly. Her face was pink, but it wasn’t embarrassment—it was something else. There was a brightness in her eyes, a suppressed energy that made my pulse quicken. She paused at the door, shutting it gently behind her, as if sealing something private on the other side.

She turned to me, her lips curling into a small, almost mischievous smile. "Oops," she said, her tone half-joking but edged with something I couldn’t quite name.

"So," I said, my voice low but insistent as I leaned toward Cassandra, "come on then, tell me what just happened?"

She hesitated, her fingers curling lightly around her water glass. For a moment, I thought she might brush it off entirely, but instead, she took a long sip, her gaze fixed on some point in the distance. "It’s nothing, really," she said, finally meeting my eyes with a soft laugh. "I’m just not used to other guys seeing me in this outfit."

The air in the room seemed to thicken, and I felt my heart begin to pound harder in my chest. A jealous, electric excitement surged through me, its intensity both unsettling and undeniably thrilling. "Well," I said, forcing a chuckle to mask the growing tension in my voice, "I’m not exactly used to it either." I paused, my curiosity gnawing at me. "But seriously, what happened?"

Cassandra placed her glass down on the nightstand, then slid under the covers beside me. The faint rustle of silk against the sheets sent a shiver through me. "Nothing happened," she said, her voice soft but matter-of-fact. "Anthony was just in the kitchen getting some water too."

But that wasn’t enough. I couldn’t shake the need to know more. The image of her standing there, surprised and vulnerable in her thin nightgown, and Anthony—alone, confident, his gaze inevitably drawn to her—played vividly in my mind. "Well," I said, trying to sound casual, "I guess he got more than he expected when you walked in dressed like that."

Cassie’s lips quirked into a small smile, but her eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite place. "Yeah, I mean, that’s true," she said lightly. Then, after a beat, she added, almost teasingly, "But he wasn’t the only one who got an eyeful."

Her words hit me like a jolt, my head snapping toward her almost involuntarily. "What does that mean?" I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

She shifted slightly, her body fidgeting beneath the covers, as if trying to downplay her response. "Oh, nothing," she said quickly, her tone breezy but not entirely convincing. "I don’t mean anything by it, baby, honestly. He was just wearing only his boxers. We both kind of caught each other off guard, I guess."

The knot in my stomach tightened, a strange blend of shock, jealousy, and something else—something darker, hotter—spreading through me. I could feel the tension thrumming in the air, the unspoken implications of her words lingering between us.

"Well," I said, my voice tinged with forced humor as I tried to keep the conversation alive, "did you notice anything?"

Cassie laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, stop it," she said, leaning over to switch off her lamp. The room plunged into comparative darkness, the only light coming from the faint glow of the hallway beneath the door. Instinctively, I copied her, though my mind was anything but ready for sleep.

"Come on, babe," I said again, my voice softer now, almost pleading. "You can tell me."

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the sound of our breathing. My mind spun with images I couldn’t control, questions I didn’t quite dare to ask aloud. In the darkness, I could feel the weight of her presence beside me, the warmth of her body just inches away. The knot in my stomach tightened further, and with it, the strange, undeniable pulse of arousal that refused to be ignored.

"Well, okay," Cassandra said, her voice dipping into a teasing lilt. "But I want you to remember—you asked." Even in the dark, I could feel her smile. It wasn’t just playful; it was knowing. She had sensed something in me, some curiosity or fascination I couldn’t quite hide.

She paused, letting the silence stretch, and it felt like an eternity before she finally continued. "Let’s put it like this," she said, her tone casual but deliberate. "Anthony definitely seems like he fills out his underwear pretty well."

My breath caught. "Oh, come on, baby," I said, forcing a laugh, though I wasn’t sure how to react. My chest tightened, and my voice came out shakier than I intended. "You’re messing with me, right?"

"No, babe," she said, her reply so matter-of-fact it made my stomach twist. "I’m not."

Something inside me snapped. I didn’t know what was happening or why, but the instant the words left her lips—my wife talking about another man’s body, another man’s dick—I couldn’t think clearly anymore. The strange cocktail of jealousy, arousal, and excitement overtook me, surging through me like fire. Before I even realized what I was doing, my hand reached across her body, sliding over the curve of her chest, and closed around her breast.

She gasped softly, her breath hitching as my fingers kneaded her flesh through the thin silk of her nightgown. Her nipple was already hard, pressing against the fabric, and that simple realization made my pulse race even faster.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against the side of her neck as my other hand slid down her waist, tracing the soft dip of her hip. My fingers moved with a mind of their own, skimming lower until they met the thin barrier of her panties. The warmth emanating from her was undeniable, but when my fingers brushed against the damp fabric, I felt a heat even more intense than I expected.

"Cassie," I murmured, my voice catching as I pressed my fingers lightly against her soaked panties. "Is there… something you need to tell me? Because you’re seriously wet."

She let out a soft, breathy moan, her head falling back against the pillow. Her body arched instinctively toward my touch, her thighs shifting slightly as if inviting me to explore further. Her lips parted, but no words came—just the sound of her quickened breaths, filling the space between us.

"Oh, don’t be so ridiculous," Cassandra whispered, her breath catching in her throat as she shifted beneath me. Her voice carried a blend of playful teasing and concern, but there was no mistaking the heat simmering just beneath her words. She paused, her chest rising and falling as though she were steadying herself, before adding in a softer tone, "A little fantasy teasing is one thing, but come on—this is getting inappropriate, isn’t it? Anthony is a guest. He’s living in our home."

Her words should have brought me back to reality, but instead, they fueled the fire already burning inside me. The image of her in the kitchen, her delicate silk nightgown clinging to her curves, standing inches away from him—his eyes taking her in, his body bare but for his boxers—played over and over in my mind. I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to stop it.

"Why’s it inappropriate?" I murmured, my voice low and rough as I moved closer, the weight of my body pressing hers deeper into the mattress. My hands skimmed the smooth fabric of her nightgown, savoring the feel of her soft skin beneath. "I know you think he’s handsome."

Cassandra’s breath hitched, her lips parting in surprise. A faint smile played at the corners of her mouth, though she tried to mask it with a playful slap against my chest. "It’s inappropriate," she whispered, her tone light but laced with tension. "Because Anthony isn’t my husband."

"And?" The word escaped before I could stop it, my voice thick with arousal and something darker—something reckless. For a moment, I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest, but then I gave in to the raw, forbidden thrill coursing through me. "I’d like you to fantasize about him."

Her eyes widened, the room’s dim light catching the faint glint of uncertainty mixed with unmistakable desire. She stared at me, her breathing shallow, as if weighing my words. Then, slowly, she whispered, "You’re crazy."

But she didn’t stop me.

I leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was hungry, demanding, a physical manifestation of the chaos swirling inside me. She responded immediately, her hands sliding up my back, nails grazing my skin as her body arched to meet mine. Her lips parted, and I felt the warmth of her tongue against mine, her moan soft and inviting.

My hands moved with purpose, one sliding up her thigh, gathering the fabric of her nightgown until it was bunched around her waist. The other found her breast, cupping its weight and feeling the firm press of her hardened nipple through the silk. She gasped, her head tilting back, exposing the long, graceful line of her neck. I couldn’t resist—my lips trailed down, tasting the soft, salty heat of her skin as I worked my way to her collarbone.

"Is this what got you so worked up?" I murmured against her skin, my voice teasing but filled with urgency. "Seeing him like that?"

Her response was a breathless moan, her fingers tangling in my hair as I pressed my hips against hers. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her panties, and when my fingers slid lower, brushing against the damp material, I groaned. She was soaked, the warmth of her arousal undeniable.

"God, Cassie," I gasped, slipping my fingers beneath the fabric to feel her directly. She was impossibly wet, her slick heat coating my fingers as I traced slow, deliberate circles over her swollen clit. Her hips bucked instinctively, and she let out a quiet cry, her hands clutching at my shoulders as if to steady herself.

I couldn’t wait any longer. Pulling her panties down, I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire, her lips parted as if she were about to say something, but instead, she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me closer.

When I pushed into her, the tight, wet heat of her enveloping me, we both let out gasps of pleasure. I moved slowly at first, savoring the feel of her body responding to mine. Her nails dug into my back as her hips rose to meet each thrust, her quiet moans growing louder despite her attempts to stay quiet. The knowledge that we had to keep it down, that Anthony was just down the hall, only added to the intensity.

"Tell me," I whispered, my voice hoarse as I picked up the pace, each thrust sending jolts of pleasure through both of us. "What did you see? What did it do to you?"

Her eyes locked with mine, her lips trembling as she struggled to form words. Finally, in a voice thick with arousal, she said, "It made me... curious."

The admission sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. My movements became faster, more urgent, and her moans turned into soft, breathy cries as her body trembled beneath me. I felt her clench around me, her orgasm overtaking her in waves as her nails dragged across my shoulders.

Her release pushed me over the edge, and with a guttural groan, I spilled inside her, my body shuddering as I buried myself as deeply as I could. For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of our labored breathing, our bodies still tangled together, the weight of what had just happened settling between us.

As we lay entwined in the aftermath, sweat cooling on our skin, Cassandra let out a long, deliberate breath. Her tone was casual—too casual—when she spoke, but her words hit like a jolt of lightning.
"Well, maybe I will start fantasizing about him if it gets you going like that!"

Her voice hung in the charged air, teasing but laced with something deeper, something darker. I blinked, still dazed in the fog of my post-orgasmic bliss, her words cutting through the haze like a blade. My lips parted, and before I could think better of it, I mumbled back, "Fine with me."

The response felt reckless, like stepping off a ledge without checking the drop, but it was already out there.

Cassandra giggled, the sound light and musical, a stark contrast to the storm I felt swirling inside. She leaned in, her lips brushing mine with playful affection as she whispered, "Go to sleep, you dirty pervert. I love you."

Her words should’ve stung, but they didn’t. If anything, they sent a faint shiver of exhilaration through me—a rush of confusion and guilt I couldn’t untangle. We kissed again, softer this time, and the warmth of her body against mine began to soothe the chaos in my mind.

Within minutes, the room was filled with the soft rhythm of Cassandra’s snores, her peace seemingly untouched by the boundaries we’d just flirted with. I stared into the dark, listening to her, waiting for my own exhaustion to claim me.

But the words lingered. Her words. My words. A seed planted in the dark soil of my thoughts, waiting to take root.


Chapter 6

By the end of his third week with us, Anthony arrived home holding a sleek, expensive bottle of tequila, the kind that promised smooth nights and rough mornings. "Thought you two might want to help me finish this off," he said, flashing that easy grin of his.

Our Friday nights were usually quiet, so the gesture was welcome. Cassie and I exchanged a glance—silent agreement.

The evening unfolded with a relaxed rhythm. Anthony shared updates about his project at the facility where he was contracting, detailing the challenges of installing new manufacturing lines. He spoke with a mixture of frustration and hope, gesturing with his glass.
“It’s been a mess so far,” he admitted with a wry chuckle, taking a sip. “I could definitely use this right now.”

I grimaced, matching his sip. “Definitely sounds like it.”

Cassie, never a fan of strong liquor, ventured a tiny taste and instantly hissed. "Ooh! Wow! Jesus, that’s strong!"

Anthony and I couldn’t help but laugh. “Not a tequila fan, I take it?” he teased, leaning back in his chair with a knowing smile.

Cassie shook her head, still giggling. “Nope, not at all. Does it show?”

“You don’t say,” Anthony replied, his grin widening. “What’s your drink of choice, then?”

“Wine,” Cassie said easily. “Red wine, specifically.”

“Well,” Anthony said, holding her gaze just a moment longer than expected, “never hurts to try something new, right?”

Cassie’s lips curved into a slow smile. “I’m not going to argue with that.”

The tequila kept flowing, loosening words and warming the air between us. Laughter came easier, conversations grew bolder, and the room hummed with a subtle, unfamiliar energy. At some point, I dug out an old deck of cards from a drawer, and we fell into a game of poker, the kind where the rules barely mattered.

Midway through a hand, Anthony leaned back, his grin taking on a mischievous edge. “I think we need to raise the stakes a little. Make this interesting.”

I snorted, shaking my head. “Don’t think I’m drunk enough to let you win back any of your rent, man.”

The room erupted in laughter, Cassie’s giggles spilling over into full-blown laughter. Anthony joined in, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he tipped his glass towards me in mock defeat.

"Shit, man, you worked out my master plan before I even had a chance to put it into action!" Anthony chuckled, leaning back in his chair with a casual ease that seemed effortless for him.

The tequila had softened all our edges, and I was sure that whatever came next would just be more harmless banter. That was until Cassandra’s voice cut through the room—soft, almost hesitant, yet impossible to miss.

"Okay, well, if you want to make it more interesting," she said, her words deliberate, "how about a game of strip poker?"

Time seemed to stop.

I turned toward her, my mind reeling, convinced I must have misheard. Anthony froze too, his amused smirk faltering as he stared at her, trying to process what she’d just said.

Cassandra’s face immediately flared crimson, her hand darting to her mouth as if she could stuff the words back inside. “I’m joking, guys!” she blurted out, her voice high-pitched with panic. She laughed—a nervous, shaky sound that didn’t quite land.

But her eyes... her eyes betrayed her. They flicked to Anthony for the briefest moment, and something unspoken passed between them before she quickly looked away.

Cassie never joked about things like that. It wasn’t her style, not even after a drink—or two, or three. I knew her too well. The tequila was definitely to blame, but was that all it was?

My thoughts churned, and unbidden, my mind dragged me back to that moment in the kitchen a few days ago. The way she’d looked, half-dressed, when Anthony had walked in. The way his eyes had lingered—just for a second too long.

I should have let the moment pass. I should have laughed it off, helped her out of the awkwardness. But something inside me wouldn’t let it go.

Before I even realized what I was doing, the words spilled from my lips, unbidden and strange, as if someone else had taken control. “Sounds like fun to me.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, Cassie’s face shifted, her expression utterly aghast. Her wide eyes locked onto mine, cheeks flushing a deep, mortified red. “Seriously, Carl,” she stammered, her voice thick with disbelief. “You know I was only joking!”

I did know. Of course, I knew. I’d been married to her long enough to understand her humor, even when tequila was involved. But for reasons I couldn’t fully explain—even to myself—I wanted to see where this would go. How far she’d go.

Before I could respond, Anthony’s voice cut through the moment, calm and confident, his grin widening. “Well, I’m definitely game.”

His words landed like a spark on dry tinder, setting the air alight. He leaned back in his chair, taking another sip of tequila as if he hadn’t just added fuel to the fire.

He let the silence stretch for a beat, then added with a chuckle, “I mean, think about it. Expensive tequila, poker cards on the table... It’s almost like strip poker is the natural conclusion to a night like this.”

My stomach tightened, the knot pulling harder as his words lingered. Nervous energy rippled through me, prickling at my skin. I glanced at Cassie, expecting her to roll her eyes, throw her hands up, or storm out of the room.

But she didn’t.

She sat there, the flush in her cheeks deepening as her gaze drifted to Anthony. Her eyes—slightly glazed, unfocused—seemed caught somewhere between disbelief and something else entirely.

“Okay,” she said at last, her voice quiet but steady. “I’ll play. But—” she held up a finger, her tone sharpening—“there’s no way my underwear is coming off.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, both distressing and maddeningly enticing. My thoughts spun, racing to keep up with what I’d just heard. This was my wife. My wife. And yet...

Anthony broke the silence, his grin widening further. “Fair enough,” he said with an amused shrug.

We all shifted in our seats as if responding to some unspoken signal, the energy in the room shifting, sharpening. The playful haze of the evening had given way to something heavier, more charged.

I reached for the cards, my hands trembling ever so slightly as I began to shuffle. “Alright,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my voice betrayed me with a slight edge.

As I dealt the first hand, I realized why I was so quick to pick up the cards. I didn’t want to give Cassie a chance to change her mind, to escape whatever strange moment this was.

Cassie let out a dramatic groan, burying her face in her hands. “Jesus, I think we’ve all had way too much to drink,” she mumbled through her fingers, shaking her head. “Even my middle schoolers wouldn’t be this childish.”

Her words came with an exaggerated tone of embarrassment, but her body stayed where it was—still leaning forward, still playing along.

“Don’t forget,” I said, unable to resist a teasing grin. “This was all your idea. You’re the one who suggested it.”

At that, she lowered her hands just enough to shoot me a look, her head tilting slightly to the side. Her expression wasn’t angry, but it held a question I couldn’t ignore.

Her eyes said it all. Are you really sure about this?

“Oh, come on, babe, it’s just a bit of fun,” I said, my voice light, though I knew my words carried more weight. My eyes met hers, answering the question she hadn’t voiced out loud.

Cassie’s lips tightened for a moment, and she glanced between me and Anthony, her gaze settling on our guest. “My bra and panties are staying on,” she said firmly, her tone clear but not harsh.

Anthony raised his hands in mock surrender, grinning. “So are mine,” he quipped, his voice easy, playful.

The little joke landed perfectly, drawing a laugh from all three of us. For a moment, the tension in the room lifted, replaced by a brief flicker of levity. But as soon as the cards were dealt, the air thickened once more, heavy with unspoken anticipation.

I couldn’t pretend to be oblivious. The dynamic at play was crystal clear. I’d seen my wife naked more times than I could count, and I knew neither Anthony nor I had any interest in seeing each other stripped down. The game’s real stakes were painfully obvious.

This wasn’t about me.

It was about her.

I had nothing to win and everything to lose—or perhaps everything to gain. Yet, for reasons I couldn’t fully articulate, I had agreed to this. No one had pressured me. No one had forced my hand. And yet here I was, shuffling cards and pretending it was all just good-natured fun.

Deep down, though, we all felt it. That same current running beneath the surface, subtle but undeniable, pulling us forward in a way that felt both exhilarating and dangerous.

“This is bullshit!” Cassie exclaimed suddenly, breaking the silence as she threw her cards down in frustration.

Without waiting for a response, she reached down, tugged off one of her socks, and tossed it toward the sofa with a little more force than necessary.

Anthony’s laughter broke the silence, rich and full, his eyes sparkling with amusement as he watched her.

I chuckled quietly, but my calm exterior betrayed nothing of the turmoil inside. My stomach churned with a strange, unfamiliar mix of arousal and disbelief. Cassie and I had never done anything like this before—anything even remotely risqué.

Our social circle was made up of people as conservative as we were. Cassie wasn’t the type to sunbathe topless or wear skimpy bikinis. This? This was entirely outside of who we were—or at least, who I thought we were.

But Anthony’s presence seemed to change everything. It had pushed us—or maybe freed us—into exploring uncharted territory. The alcohol had certainly played its part, loosening inhibitions, softening boundaries. But deep down, I knew it wasn’t just that.

Cassie wasn’t just playing along. She was leaning into something she didn’t fully understand—something I didn’t fully understand. She was driven by her own quiet attraction to Anthony, and, I realized with a jolt, by my own unspoken fantasy.

That thought alone was enough to leave me breathless. The idea consumed me, setting every nerve on edge.

By the time we played a few more hands, the stakes had risen steadily. All three of us were barefoot now, each hand stripping away another layer of clothing—and another layer of control.

The tension built with each card, silent but palpable, until it felt like the air itself might crack under its weight.

“Big hand,” I said with a chuckle, trying to ease the tension in the room.

Cassandra’s face was flushed now, a deep pink creeping up her cheeks and neck. Her breathing was heavier than usual, and there was a gleam in her eyes—nervous but electric. I couldn’t help but look at her, concern and curiosity warring within me.

“Babe, are you alright?” I asked, my voice soft but probing.

She hesitated, her lips parting as if searching for the right words. I didn’t know what answer I expected, but I definitely wasn’t ready for her to give me a shaky smile, reach for her glass, and throw back another swig of tequila without a word.

Anthony laughed, the sound low and easy. “Fuck, man,” he said, shaking his head, “Carl, that renter’s agreement never mentioned anything about a crazy woman living in the house!”

I laughed with him, the tension breaking slightly. Cassandra swallowed the tequila, wincing slightly at the burn, before letting out a laugh of her own. “Only if I’ve had too much to drink,” she said, her tone teasing but layered with self-awareness.

Anthony’s smile widened as he leaned back in his chair, his gaze lingering on her. “Well,” he replied, voice smooth, “I guess I’ll have to keep that in mind.”

Something about the way he said it, so casual yet pointed, sent a shiver down my spine.

We played the next hand in near silence, the clink of cards and the occasional shuffle of feet the only sounds in the room. The air was thick, each of us focused intently on the cards we held. When the moment came to reveal our hands, all three of us seemed to hold our breath.

Anthony flipped his cards over a beat after we did, his face registering the loss immediately. “Oh fuck!” he exclaimed, his deep voice booming in a way that was both exaggerated and genuine.

He stood up, his tall frame unfolding as he loomed over the table, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Alright, rules are rules,” he said with a dramatic sigh, his hands already moving to the buttons of his shirt.

My eyes darted to Cassie instinctively. She didn’t move, her gaze fixed on Anthony, her lips parted slightly.

Button by button, he unfastened his shirt, revealing more of his muscled chest with each deliberate movement. His physique wasn’t overly shredded, but his broad shoulders, sculpted chest, and thick arms painted the picture of a man who took care of himself.

As the shirt slipped off his shoulders, I noticed a tattoo on his bicep—an intricate design of a fighter jet, its sharp lines and shadows giving it an almost elegant edge.

Anthony tossed the shirt onto the back of his chair before sitting down again, his grin still in place. He was at ease, as if baring himself in front of us was the most natural thing in the world.

It wasn’t until that moment that it hit me—I was the only one seeing Anthony shirtless for the first time tonight. Cassie, on the other hand, had already had this view.

My mind flashed back to the other night in the kitchen, when she’d “accidentally” stumbled upon him half-dressed. Had it been a coincidence? Or had some part of her wanted to see him this way, the same way I now couldn’t help but notice her lingering gaze?

My heart thudded in my chest as I glanced at Cassandra. Her cheeks were still flushed, and she wasn’t even trying to hide the interest flickering in her eyes. She sat there, fidgeting with a nervous energy I’d never seen before, her fingers playing absently with the edge of her sleeve.

When she finally spoke, her voice carried a forced casualness, an attempt to cut through the thick tension that had settled in the room. “So,” she asked, her gaze flitting back to Anthony’s arm, “does that tattoo have a special significance?”

Anthony turned his arm slightly, the ink catching the light as he angled it toward her. His expression softened as he looked at her, answering with a smile. “I was a massive aeronautics head when I was younger—you know, like totally obsessed with planes.”

He paused for a moment, his smile broadening before he added, “Especially fighter jets.”

Cassandra nodded, her eyes lingering on the design. “I think it looks good,” she said, her voice softer now.

“Yeah, it should be,” he replied with a chuckle. “It cost a lot. I didn’t want to just go to anyone, so I found a really good tattoo artist and had it done properly.”

Cassie tilted her head slightly, offering him a sly smile. “Well, thank you,” she said, her tone playful now. “But I kind of feel like you’re trying to lull me into a false sense of security here. You just want to break my focus for the next hand.”

Anthony laughed, leaning back in his chair with an easy grin. “Maybe,” he admitted, his tone teasing. “Come on, Carl, let’s get the next hand dealt.”

I smirked faintly, masking the anxiousness bubbling inside me as I tossed the cards onto the table. The tequila wasn’t helping; if anything, it was heightening every sensation, every glance, every flicker of unspoken tension.

We played the next hand in near silence, save for the sound of cards flipping and the occasional clink of glasses. When Anthony revealed his cards, his groan filled the room. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” he exclaimed, leaning back in his chair with exaggerated frustration.

It felt surreal, like I was watching a movie or experiencing some kind of out-of-body moment. I barely registered Anthony standing up, my attention fixed instead on Cassandra. She wasn’t just watching him—she was drinking him in, her gaze locked on him with an intensity that sent a fresh wave of tension through my body.

The clinking of his belt buckle snapped me back into focus. The metallic sound was followed by the unmistakable zip of his fly being undone.

Cassandra didn’t move.

Her eyes widened, and her lips parted slightly, her expression betraying everything she was feeling. She didn’t even try to conceal her reaction—her jaw dropped ever so slightly as Anthony pushed his jeans down, revealing strong, toned legs.

A deep blush crept over her cheeks, her skin now blazing crimson.

And I couldn’t move.

The knots in my stomach tightened into something almost unbearable as I watched her. Her reaction was instinctive, unguarded—and impossible to ignore. Anxiety surged through me, my pulse quickening, the room around me fading until all I could hear was the dull roar of my own thoughts.

I eventually managed to pull my eyes away from Cassie, though it felt like peeling myself away from a car crash—equal parts fascination and horror. Slowly, almost reluctantly, I turned my head toward Anthony.

The moment my gaze landed on him, standing there in just his dark blue boxer briefs, it hit me like a sledgehammer.

A powerful surge of embarrassment, mixed with something darker—something I wasn’t ready to name—washed over me as my eyes locked onto the massive bulge straining against the front of his briefs.

Cassie hadn’t been exaggerating when she’d mentioned what she’d seen in the kitchen. If anything, her description hadn’t done it justice. His boxer briefs looked like they were on the verge of giving up, the fabric stretched taut, barely containing him.

I’d never seen many men naked before—outside of the carefully avoided glances in communal showers. But I’d seen enough porn to know what the average man looked like. And average wasn’t even in the same universe as what Anthony was packing.

The sheer size of it was staggering, the outline impossible to ignore as it shifted slightly beneath the cotton. It wasn’t just the size, though. It was the effortless confidence he carried, as if he knew exactly the effect it would have.

I tore my eyes away, looking down reflexively at my own crotch. My pants, thankfully, still covered me, but that brief glance was enough to stir a pang of inadequacy that hit deeper than I wanted to admit.

What the fuck are you doing? I thought, forcing myself to snap out of it. My gaze darted back up just as Anthony bent slightly to step out of his pants, his movements casual, unhurried.

The motion made the bulge jostle, the heavy weight of it pressing visibly against the fabric as he kicked his pants to the side. My breath caught, and I froze, a single, desperate thought flashing through my mind: What the fuck?

I prayed I hadn’t said it out loud.

Dragging my eyes away felt like trying to move through molasses, but I managed it—barely. I turned toward Cassie, seeking some kind of anchor in the surreal moment.

And that’s when I saw her.

Cassie hadn’t looked away. Not for a second.

Her eyes were locked on Anthony’s briefs, wide and unblinking, her lips parted slightly as if she’d forgotten how to close them. Her cheeks were flushed, not just from the tequila, but from something far more primal.

It was undeniable.

The way she stared at him—with fascination, with hunger—it was like I wasn’t even in the room.

A knot tightened in my chest, an aching mix of jealousy, arousal, and a sick, masochistic thrill. I knew I should say something, do something to break the spell. But I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak.

I could only sit there, watching her watch him, as that strange, unfamiliar tension grew thicker in the air.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me tonight; I’m usually a much better card player,” Anthony said with a sigh, leaning back in his chair. The movement shifted the tension slightly, his seated posture now concealing his lower body from view.

“Well, I guess you can’t win them all,” I replied, my voice lighter than I felt. The words tumbled out almost automatically, a desperate attempt to get some conversation flowing again—anything to distract from the elephant in the room. Or, more accurately, the very literal elephant that had just been on full display.

Anthony chuckled, his smirk suggesting he wasn’t nearly as bothered by his losses as he pretended to be.

Cassie, now that Anthony was seated and no longer commanding the focus of the room, seemed to snap out of her trance. She turned toward me, her lips curving into a smile that still carried the faintest tremble.

“Well,” she said, her cheeks still flushed, “I guess that leaves just the two of us, my dear.”

Her tone was playful, but I caught the undercurrent—the slight tremor of nerves beneath her words.

Before I could respond, Anthony chimed in, leaning forward slightly with an amused grin. “Well, at least I know what side I’m rooting for,” he said, his tone dripping with playful mischief.

Cassie froze for half a second, his comment landing with a weight I don’t think even he realized.

Then, suddenly, her demeanor shifted.

Her eyes widened just a touch, and I could see something spark in her—a nervous energy, like someone jolted awake by a sudden realization. The words had reminded her, in no uncertain terms, that she wasn’t immune to the stakes of the game.

Her gaze flicked to me briefly, almost seeking reassurance, before darting back down to her cards. Her smile tightened, but it was still there, teetering on the edge of uncertainty and something else entirely.

I watched her, my own thoughts racing.

It wasn’t just the tequila anymore. The room was charged with something far heavier, and Cassie—sweet, reserved Cassie—seemed to be leaning into it.

The strangest realization crept into my mind as Cassie dealt the next hand. At first, it didn’t seem strange—everyone likes to win, right? But as I sat there, cards in hand, it hit me just how much I wanted to win.

And the reason why wasn’t exactly what you’d expect.

If I lost, I’d strip down to my boxers. No big deal—it would be no different than going to the beach. Anthony wouldn’t care, and Cassie would see far more once we went upstairs. But if I won…

If I won, I’d claim the spoils.

Winning meant leaving my wife standing there in just her bra and panties in front of Anthony—a man who had already made it perfectly clear how much he wanted to see that. And the strange part? That’s exactly what I wanted.

It defied logic. Shouldn’t I want to lose? Shouldn’t I be shielding her, protecting her from this moment?

Instead, every fiber of me buzzed with anticipation as I picked up my cards.

I’d played enough poker to know runs like this didn’t happen often. Call it destiny, call it dumb luck, but I couldn’t seem to lose. The next hand came with pocket 10s, and when the flop revealed a third 10, I felt a surge of disbelief.

Cassie let out a defeated sigh, tossing her cards down with a dramatic flourish. For a moment, the room held its breath.

Then she stood.

I sat frozen, the reality of the moment hitting me like a freight train as she reached for the buttons of her shirt. Slowly, deliberately, she began to undo them, each button revealing more of her smooth skin.

When the shirt finally slipped from her shoulders, I was struck dumb by the sight of her standing there in just her black lacy bra. Her breasts, full and soft, spilled slightly over the delicate fabric, the curves I knew so intimately now fully on display for another man.

It was mind-melting.

I couldn’t process it—the surreal mix of pride, jealousy, arousal, and something far more complicated. Cassie’s face was flushed, the blush spreading down her neck. But I knew her well enough to recognize what that blush might mean.

It could be embarrassment. Or it could mean she was turned on.

The first time I’d gone down on her, I’d picked up on that little quirk, the way her face would burn red when she was overwhelmed by pleasure. And now? Now I couldn’t help but wonder if this moment—this exposure—was having the same effect.

“Wow,” Anthony said, breaking the silence with a low, appreciative tone. His eyes stayed on me, though, as if testing the waters. “That’s quite the sight. You’re one lucky bastard, Carl.”

I stared at him, the weight of his words settling over me.

Then, absurdly, I chuckled. Not just that—I nodded.

Nodded like I was agreeing with him. Like it was perfectly normal for another man to sit here, complimenting my wife’s nearly exposed breasts, while I sat by and took it in stride.

The absurdity of it all struck me, but not enough to stop me. I didn’t protest. I didn’t correct him. I didn’t even look at Cassie to see how she was reacting.

All I could do was sit there, stunned and complicit, as the line between fantasy and reality blurred even further.

"This is getting insane!" Cassie squealed, her voice a mix of nervous laughter and genuine apprehension. Her normally calm demeanor was unraveling before my eyes. I could sense her arousal intermingled with confusion, a cocktail of emotions that mirrored my own turmoil. As she sat there in just her bra, her vulnerability was both palpable and intoxicating.

Our eyes met, and I saw the storm swirling within her—a silent plea for understanding, perhaps even for intervention. But instead of offering reassurance, I heard myself speak words that blurred the lines we'd always held firm.

"I know, she is stunning, isn’t she?" I said, the question hanging heavily in the air. I wasn't sure why I voiced it; maybe a part of me wanted to push the boundaries, to see how far we could stretch this fragile tension. By inviting Anthony's agreement, I was complicit in drawing his gaze back to my nearly naked wife.

Cassie shot me a startled look, her blush deepening. "Fuck it, let's get this over and done with! We've all had far too much tequila!" she declared, her tone oscillating between defiance and desperation. She fidgeted in her seat, the tension thick enough to cut with a knife. It was as if she already knew the outcome—my winning streak had been impossible to ignore.

As the final hand was dealt, a sly smile tugged at the corners of my mouth. Cassie noticed, a resigned acknowledgment flashing in her eyes. When we laid our cards on the table, my three Kings overshadowed her pair of Jacks. The silence that followed was deafening.

Cassie was many things, but above all, she was true to her word. Despite the tremor in her hands and the flush spreading from her cheeks down to her chest, she rose from her seat. Her entire body seemed to hum with a mix of anxiety and something else—anticipation, perhaps? The rosy hue on her skin highlighted the graceful lines of her neck and the delicate curve of her collarbone.

Then I saw it—the unmistakable hardness of her nipples pressing against the lace of her bra. My breath hitched. Cassie's nipples had always been a reliable gauge of her arousal, and right now, they were telling a story that sent a jolt of electricity through me. A whirlwind of emotions surged—shock, excitement, a flicker of jealousy—all colliding in a dizzying rush.

She took a steadying breath and began unbuttoning her jeans, the metallic click of each button echoing in the quiet room. The zipper descended slowly, almost teasingly. As she eased the denim over her hips, she angled her body subtly, attempting to shield her ample curves from our direct view. Yet, the very act of undressing before another man was surreal—a step into uncharted territory that both thrilled and terrified me.

My gaze shifted to Anthony. His eyes were fixed on Cassie, a smoldering appreciation evident in his expression. The air between them crackled. Then, my eyes were drawn downward. The fabric of his boxer briefs did little to conceal the significant arousal straining against them. The sheer size was... formidable. His earlier display hadn't exaggerated anything; if anything, it had been understated.

A knot tightened in my stomach, a complex tangle of emotions I could barely unravel. Part of me wanted to halt this immediately, to wrap Cassie in my arms and end the night. Yet another part—a darker, more curious side—was captivated by the unfolding scenario.

I felt as if I were standing on the precipice of a cliff, toes curled over the edge, the abyss both frightening and alluring. The boundaries we'd always known were blurring, and I was no longer certain where we stood—or where we were headed.

“Holy fuck, Cassie,” Anthony remarked, his voice low and laced with appreciation as her jeans slid past her knees. He didn’t even try to hide it. He took a deliberate sip of his drink, his eyes fixed on my wife’s nearly naked body as if savoring every second.

Maybe it was the tequila, but Anthony didn’t seem remotely concerned with how I might react. His appreciation of her figure wasn’t subtle—it was open, bold, and undeniable.

Cassie stepped out of her jeans completely, the black lace of her panties clinging to her hips and accentuating the fullness of her curves. For a moment, she stood there, frozen as if deciding her next move. Then, in a sudden burst, she turned on her heel and bolted toward the bedroom, her voice trailing behind her.

“Game over!”

Anthony and I both sat there, stunned into silence, watching as her incredible, full ass jiggled with every hurried step. The delicate lace of her panties shifted with her movements, teasing more than they concealed. She disappeared around the corner, but her voice carried back to us, slightly muffled but filled with an energy I knew well.

“Holy fuck, that was so embarrassing!” she exclaimed, half to herself. But I knew Cassie, and there was something alive in her tone—a vibrancy that suggested more than just embarrassment.

As I sat there, my mind reeled. Why had she gone to such lengths to avoid showing us her ass as she undressed, only to turn and walk away, giving us the perfect view?

Then it dawned on me.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

Cassie had always been proud of her ass, and rightly so. It was big, maybe disproportionately so for her petite frame, but it was perfectly shaped—firm, high, and undeniably attention-grabbing. She wasn’t avoiding our gazes earlier; she was building anticipation. She was showing off.

The realization hit me like a freight train.

For a few moments, Anthony and I remained at the table, neither of us speaking. The air between us was thick with unspoken questions, a silent attempt to feel each other out. My thoughts were a chaotic mess, tangled with confusion, arousal, and a growing curiosity I couldn’t shake.

Finally, after a deep breath, I managed to speak. “Well, that was a bit of fun,” I said, the words sounding far more casual than I felt.

Anthony leaned back in his chair, his confident smile still firmly in place. “Carl, you’re a lucky man,” he said, his tone easy, like we were discussing the weather. “I can see why you like showing her off so much. She’s got an incredible body. That ass is really something else.”

He stood then, reaching across the table for the tequila bottle. As he leaned forward, the outline of his cock in his boxer briefs was impossible to ignore.

Even though he wasn’t fully hard, his bulge was thick and intimidating, straining against the fabric with an almost obscene prominence. The veins and ridges were visible through the tight material, the swollen head clearly outlined along with the ridge where it joined the shaft. It was as though his briefs were on the verge of giving up entirely.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my expression neutral as he poured the last of the tequila into our glasses.

“I really hope she doesn’t regret that in the morning,” I said aloud, my voice betraying my ongoing internal chaos. “I don’t know if she’s ever played strip poker before.” I paused, staring into my glass before adding, “That tequila seemed to do something to her. I’ve never seen her shed her inhibitions like that.”

Anthony chuckled as he downed the last of his drink. Then, with that same confident smirk, he said, “Don’t worry, man. You don’t need to thank me.”

I froze for a second, his words hanging in the air like a challenge.

And yet, to my own disbelief, I found myself smiling back at him.

I was sitting at a table with a man in nothing but his briefs, his semi-hard cock inches from me, casually discussing how he clearly wanted to fuck my wife.

And the strangest part? I felt disturbingly comfortable with the conversation.

Before I could respond, Antony’s eyes widened, his attention snapping down the hallway like he’d seen a vision. My pulse quickened, and I followed his gaze. When I saw her, my breath hitched.

Cassie.

She was walking toward us with a confidence I didn’t recognize, her bare feet padding softly against the floor. My jaw went slack. She hadn’t bothered to put on more clothes—still in nothing but the black lace bra that barely contained her full, bouncing breasts and the matching panties that hugged the curve of her ass with indecent precision. The sway of her hips seemed exaggerated, deliberate. Each step sent a ripple of motion through her body, and it was impossible to look away.

She strode past us silently, her eyes fixed ahead as if we weren’t even there, and disappeared into the kitchen. My stomach churned with conflicting emotions—confusion, jealousy, and something darker, hungrier.

“I need a glass of water,” she called out from the kitchen, her voice a little too loud, her words slightly slurred. She stepped back into view, a glass in her hand, and her cheeks were flushed, her expression hazy. Cassie was drunk, yes—but there was more to it. Her nipples strained visibly against the lace of her bra, sharp points of undeniable arousal, and her lips curved into the faintest of smirks as she glanced in our direction. She was enjoying this. Reveling in the attention.

This wasn’t the woman I married—the shy, reserved schoolteacher who once blushed at the idea of skinny-dipping. This was someone else entirely. And yet, it was her. My Cassie. My sweet, innocent wife, now parading herself half-naked in front of another man, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

My chest tightened as jealousy surged like a wildfire, consuming reason. My fists clenched against the armrests of the couch, but at the same time, heat pooled low in my belly. My cock stiffened traitorously, responding to the raw eroticism of the moment despite the screaming protests of my pride.

Antony broke the silence with a low chuckle, his tone dripping with playful provocation. “I’m starting to think these late-night water breaks are my favorite part of the evening, Cassie. You should definitely stay hydrated.”

Cassie turned her gaze to him, her lips parting slightly as she smiled. It wasn’t the polite smile she wore at dinner parties or PTA meetings. This one was languid, suggestive—an acknowledgment. The tension in the room was electric, humming in the air like the build-up before a storm.

“Maybe I will,” she said softly, her voice carrying a teasing lilt that sent shivers down my spine. Her eyes, still clouded with alcohol and whatever heady mixture of feelings she was riding, lingered on him for a fraction of a second longer than necessary.

I watched her sway back toward the kitchen, her glass of water forgotten on the counter, and a sick, heady ache throbbed in my chest. Would she remember this in the morning? Would she remember how she had ignited something between all of us, something that could never be undone?

As Anthony and Cassie stood facing each other, the charged silence between them was almost deafening. My heart pounded erratically, each beat a painful reminder of my helplessness. Cassie’s eyes were unmistakable as they slowly roamed over Anthony’s body, her gaze lingering shamelessly when it reached the unmistakable bulge in his briefs.

I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. My wife—my conservative, bashful wife—was openly admiring another man’s arousal. And she wasn’t hiding it in the slightest.

Her voice came next, soft yet bold, sending a jolt straight through me. “My God, Anthony. What are you hiding down there, anyway?”

My jaw nearly hit the floor. I turned to Anthony and saw his cock straining against the fabric of his briefs, the outline now almost fully hard and undeniably impressive. It wasn’t just impressive—it was intimidating.

Anthony didn’t hesitate, flashing a crooked grin that oozed confidence. His reply was quick, almost like he had rehearsed it. “Well, Cassie, if you hadn’t insisted we stop at underwear, you might’ve been looking at it by now.”

The words hit like a lightning strike, electrifying the air between us. My mind reeled. Was this real? Was I actually watching my wife and our lodger flirt so brazenly about the size of his cock? It was surreal, intoxicating, and deeply unsettling all at once. Anthony’s boldness was undeniable, but what truly sent my stomach twisting was Cassie’s reaction. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t laugh it off. Instead, she paused, still staring, her lips curling into a slow, knowing smile.

She was interested.

My stomach tied itself into a knot as the strange, humiliating excitement I couldn’t suppress surged through me again. The heat in the room was unbearable. I felt small, vulnerable, yet oddly exhilarated, as if the very act of watching this exchange was fanning some forbidden flame inside me.

Cassie broke the silence with a soft laugh, her eyes still fixed on him. “Well, there’s always next time. Goodnight, Anthony.”

“Goodnight, Cassie,” Anthony replied, his gaze shamelessly following her as she turned.

She didn’t walk away so much as she swayed, her hips moving with deliberate exaggeration. Her ass was impossible to miss, and I knew she was doing it on purpose. The way Anthony’s eyes darkened as he watched her confirmed it. By the time she reached the doorway, he was fully hard, making no attempt to conceal it. The sheer audacity of it all left me breathless.

Cassie stopped at the door and turned, her eyes catching mine. There was a glimmer there—a mischievous, almost daring spark. Her lips parted into a teasing smile.

“Well, babe,” she said, her voice low and playful, “are you coming to bed, or not?”

What happened after that was a blur, a whirlwind of raw, unfiltered desire. The second I closed the bedroom door, Cassie’s panties were already halfway down her thighs. Her hands trembled slightly as she slid them the rest of the way off, and my breath caught when I saw her. She was drenched, her arousal glistening and leaving a trail down her thighs. My cock throbbed at the sight, and when I stepped closer, she opened herself to me without hesitation. Her pussy was so wet, so inviting, that when I pushed into her, it was effortless—an indulgent, slick glide that made both of us groan.

"Holy fuck, babe," she gasped, her head falling back as I buried myself inside her. "I can't believe we just did that."

Her words sent a jolt through me, a mix of disbelief and exhilaration. I couldn’t hold back a smirk as I thrust into her slowly, savoring the way her body responded. “You clearly had fun,” I teased, though my voice wavered with the weight of everything still spinning in my head.

Cassie moaned softly but didn’t meet my gaze. “I’m so drunk, babe,” she murmured, her tone evasive, as if she wasn’t ready to confront the truth behind her own actions.

For me, it wasn’t the alcohol clouding my mind. It was the sheer emotional overload. The jealousy, the arousal, the forbidden thrill—it all tangled together until I could barely think straight. My voice was shaky when I finally spoke again, realizing the words tumbling out of my mouth weren’t entirely my own. They were Antony’s, echoed back with a truth I hadn’t acknowledged until now.

“I had a lot of fun showing you off.”

Cassie’s moan deepened, her breath hitching, and she opened her eyes to look at me. Her expression was unreadable—part surprise, part intrigue. “Babe, are you serious?” she whispered.

My cock throbbed inside her, her slick heat making it nearly impossible to hold back. I thrust a little deeper, groaning as I felt her tighten around me. “Yeah,” I admitted, my voice low and rough. “Yeah, I did. You looked insanely fucking hot in just your bra and panties, Cass. And Anthony—Jesus—he couldn’t keep his eyes off you. The way his jaw dropped when your ass was swaying? It was priceless.”

She didn’t respond with words, but her body said everything. Her legs wrapped around me, pulling me closer, deeper. Her nails dug into my back, and the rhythm of her hips shifted, matching my thrusts with a hungry urgency. She was into it. She was devouring my confession as much as I was savoring hers.

The pressure in my groin built rapidly, the night’s tension and intensity fueling my arousal. My balls tightened, the telltale sign of an orgasm already surging through me. The whole situation—the taboo, the jealousy, the unspoken truths—was too much, too overwhelming. Every sensation burned hotter, sharper, until I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

As I looked down at Cassie, her flushed face tilted up to mine, her eyes locking onto me with a mix of hesitation and curiosity. The room seemed to hold its breath, the silence thick with unspoken thoughts. Her lips parted, and her voice trembled when she finally spoke.

“I was so worried you were going to be jealous,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the sound of my slow, deliberate thrusts. “Or mad at me.”

I didn’t reply, couldn’t. My body was moving instinctively, driven by the heat between us, by the way her wetness clung to me with every stroke. Cassie’s gaze faltered, dropping for a moment as though she wasn’t sure she could face me.

“I don’t know why I kept doing it,” she continued, her words coming faster now, almost as if she needed to get them out before she lost her nerve. “But… I just couldn’t stop. I wanted to keep flirting with him. All night.”

Her confession hit me like a jolt, and my cock throbbed inside her, drawing a gasp from her lips. Her vulnerability, her honesty—it was intoxicating. I let out a low groan, thrusting into her a little deeper as her words settled over me like a challenge.

Cassie let out a soft, almost nervous laugh. “I’m not usually like that,” she said, her tone lighter, tinged with disbelief. Her fingers brushed along my shoulders, as if trying to anchor herself. “You know I’m a good girl, right? I have no idea why I was being such a bad girl tonight.”

She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing a deeper red. “I’m not really a bad girl. Honestly.”

The way she said it, with that mixture of guilt and mischief, sent a shiver through me. My mind was spinning, the alcohol and the night’s events swirling together in a chaotic storm. I couldn’t stop myself—I had to respond.

“I was jealous, baby,” I admitted, my voice thick with emotion. “But…”

I paused, my hips slowing for just a moment, savoring the tension in her body, the way she clung to me. Then I thrust harder, my voice lowering to a growl.

“I loved it. I loved seeing you be a bad girl.”

Cassie’s gasp was sharp, her eyes snapping to mine. Her nails dug into my shoulders, and her legs tightened around my hips. “Babe…” she breathed, her voice trembling with disbelief. “You’re serious?”

I thrust again, harder this time, drawing a soft cry from her lips. My words spilled out, raw and unfiltered. “I couldn’t believe how you kept flirting with him. You thought he was hot before, didn’t you? But when you saw his cock…”

I leaned down, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “Your jaw practically dropped. You should keep flirting with him, baby. Who knows… maybe one day you’ll get to see that big cock up close.”

Cassie moaned loudly, her body arching beneath me. “What the fuck, babe?” she whispered, her voice shaky. “No… you don’t mean that, seriously?”

But her resistance was weak, her tone more dazed than defiant. Her nails scraped down my back, and her hips moved in rhythm with mine, her slick heat clenching around me.

She didn’t deny it. Not once.

Instead, her voice grew softer, more confessional. “I’m sorry, Carl,” she whispered, her breath hot against my neck. “I know I shouldn’t have done it, but…”

She paused, her chest heaving as if she were fighting against herself. Then the words tumbled out in a rush. “I just couldn’t stop staring at it. I mean, you saw it, right? His cock—it was so fucking big. God, it was so thick.”

Her voice cracked, trembling with a mixture of shame and something darker. “I don’t know what came over me, but as soon as I saw it, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Her confession ignited something feral in me. I groaned, gripping her hips as I picked up the pace, thrusting into her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath us, her moans growing louder with every movement.

“Don’t apologize, baby,” I growled, my voice rough with need. “You looked so fucking sexy tonight.”

Her eyes softened, her lips parting into a slow, relieved smile. The hazy spark of mischief returned as she gazed up at me. “Did you like it?” she whispered, her voice almost shy. “Did you like the way he was looking at my body?”

I was already teetering on the edge, my body tight with the buildup, but her words tipped me over completely.

“Oh god, yes,” I groaned, the confession spilling from my lips before I could stop it. “I want him to see you. I want him to see a lot more of you.”

The moment the words left my mouth, a surge of heat rolled through me, obliterating any lingering hesitation. Cassie’s gaze burned into mine, and her lips curled into a faint, knowing smile. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, heavy with desire. “Okay, baby.”

That was it. Her agreement, so simple yet so electrifying, pushed me past the point of no return. My body jerked as my cock spasmed violently, the intensity of my orgasm slamming into me like a tidal wave. It was sudden, uncontrollable, and brutally powerful, leaving me gasping for air.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, shuddering as the aftershocks coursed through me. My release was overwhelming, almost primal, but as the euphoria faded, a pang of realization struck me.

I looked down at Cassie. Her body was still beneath mine, her chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breaths. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed with arousal, but her expression told me everything I needed to know. Once again, she hadn’t cum.

“It’s okay, baby,” she said softly, her voice warm and reassuring. Her fingers brushed against my arm in a soothing gesture. “That was really fun.”

Her words were kind, but they couldn’t mask the restlessness simmering beneath the surface. I could see it in the way her hips shifted involuntarily, in the faint tension around her eyes. She was still wound tight, her body practically humming with unmet need.

Guilt and frustration twisted in my chest, tangling with the last vestiges of my orgasmic high. I rolled off her, lying on my back as I stared at the ceiling, my thoughts swirling chaotically. The room was silent except for our breathing, heavy and uneven, as if the night itself was holding its breath.

After a while, Cassie turned her head toward me, her lips curving into a strange, soft smile. “We were both really naughty tonight,” she whispered, her voice almost playful.

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice barely above a murmur. But the knot in my stomach tightened, an uncomfortable reminder of the strange new territory we were venturing into. My mind was a whirl of questions I didn’t dare ask. Did she want him as much as I feared she did? Did I want her to?

Cassie seemed calm, almost too calm, but I couldn’t tell if her thoughts were racing like mine. The tequila made it impossible to untangle reality from intoxicated haze.

We lay there side by side, the silence stretching between us, until sleep claimed us both.


Chapter 7

“I’m never doing that again,” Cassie groaned as she rolled out of bed late in the morning, her voice muffled by the pillow she’d shoved her face into moments earlier. The sunlight streaming through the blinds didn’t seem to help her mood.

I stretched and yawned, feeling surprisingly functional considering the tequila-fueled chaos of the night before. My head throbbed faintly, but it was manageable with a couple of painkillers. Cassie, however, looked like she was wrestling with more than just a hangover.

Her movements were sluggish as she shuffled toward the shower. When she finally emerged, her damp hair clinging to her neck, she paused to dry herself, taking a long, deep breath. “I’m so sorry, baby,” she said softly, her tone a mix of guilt and hesitation. “I really can’t believe how I behaved last night. I’m so embarrassed.”

Her words hit me like a splash of cold water. My own mind, still foggy, began to replay the events of the night before with painful clarity. The memory of her brazen flirtation with Anthony, her lingering stares, the way her body had responded to it all—it was vivid, unavoidable.

But I couldn’t let her spiral. “Come on, Cassie,” I said quickly, trying to sound casual, even though my heart raced. “Relax. It was all just a bit of harmless fun.”

We both knew that wasn’t true. Not even close. The tension between us lingered like the echo of something unspoken—something we couldn’t deny even if we wanted to. Deep down, we had both loved it. The excitement, the danger, the forbidden thrill of crossing boundaries. For me, it felt like we’d opened the cover of a forbidden book, one we weren’t supposed to read. We’d barely turned the first page, but the allure of what lay ahead was impossible to ignore.

Cassie didn’t argue with me, but her expression was tight as she finished getting ready. By the time we made it downstairs to the kitchen, the smell of food greeted us like a lifeline.

Anthony had just returned, and to our relief, he came bearing breakfast from our favorite local diner. In our groggy and embarrassed state, it was a godsend—a welcome distraction from the elephant in the room. It gave us something to focus on besides the question neither of us dared voice: What the hell happens next?

“My god, Anthony,” Cassie teased as she poured herself a coffee, her tone light but unmistakably flirtatious. “Your tequila almost killed us.”

Her words hung in the air, drawing his attention like a magnet. The look on his face, that easy grin, suggested that their playful dynamic hadn’t missed a beat. If anything, it had only deepened.

Anthony chuckled, taking a slow sip of his coffee as his eyes lingered on her. “Oh, Cassie, I’m sorry about that. I had you pegged as someone who could hold her own.” His grin widened, and his voice dropped just enough to make the air between them crackle. “But don’t worry. Next time, I’ll bring wine. Wouldn’t want you getting too drunk again, would we?”

“That’s a solid tactic,” Anthony said, leaning back casually, his grin wicked. “This one really can’t control herself around a nice bottle of Pinot.”

His words were playful, but the way his eyes lingered on Cassie made my stomach twist. There was no mistaking the underlying heat in his tone.

Then he turned to me, flashing that confident glimmer in his eye that always seemed to put me off balance. “Thanks for the intel, man,” he said with a smirk. “Next time, we’ll make sure your wife ends up out of her bra and panties.”

The room seemed to freeze. My face burned instantly, the rush of blood making my pulse throb in my ears. My stomach churned as that horrible stirring returned, insidious and unrelenting. He’d just said it. Out loud. He had talked about seeing my wife naked with such brazen confidence it left me utterly stunned.

And yet, what truly shocked me wasn’t his words. It was my reaction.

I didn’t hesitate, didn’t pause to process what he’d said or what it meant. Before I could even think, the words left my mouth like a reflex, betraying the chaotic mess in my head. “Yeah,” I heard myself say, my voice oddly steady. “That sounds like a plan.”

As soon as the words escaped, my mind screamed at me, What the hell are you doing? But it was too late. The line had been crossed, and there was no taking it back.

Cassie turned to look at me, her face flushed, her lips parted as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. Her eyes were wide, filled with a mixture of disbelief and something deeper, something she was trying desperately to keep hidden. It was a look I knew well by now—a raw, unguarded blend of arousal and confusion.

Her expression seemed to say, I can’t believe Anthony just said that to me, but also, I don’t know how to react because I’m not used to another man being so assertive with me.

The air between us crackled with unspoken tension. Cassie’s silence only amplified the weight of Anthony’s comment, and I couldn’t help but notice the way she shifted slightly in her seat, as though trying to mask the heat that had settled over her.

I knew Cassie well enough to see what was happening. Beneath her confusion, beneath her attempts to remain composed, I could see how Anthony’s confidence appealed to something buried deep within her. Cassie had always been subtly submissive in our relationship—a trait I loved about her—but Anthony’s boldness seemed to awaken that side of her in a way I’d never been able to.

It was maddening and mesmerizing all at once, and as I sat there, I could feel the pull of something dangerous, something neither of us could fully understand. Anthony wasn’t just pushing boundaries—he was reshaping them, and the worst part was, I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to stop.

I gave her a smirk in response, one that I hoped conveyed what I couldn’t bring myself to say aloud—that I wanted to see her standing there, in front of Anthony, without her bra and panties too. There was something thrilling about the way he lusted after her, something I couldn’t explain but couldn’t deny. It was as if my unspeakable fantasy was no longer lurking in the shadows—it had stepped into the light, taking form in Anthony’s confident, assertive presence. And the most absurd part? I wasn’t fighting it. I wasn’t stopping it. I was smiling, silently encouraging it.

Looking back now, with the benefit of hindsight, that moment was pivotal. Anthony’s casual, audacious comment wasn’t just a joke—it was a declaration. In that instant, he wasn’t just our lodger. He was asserting himself as the dominant male in our house, staking a claim that I hadn’t invited but wasn’t resisting, either.

I didn’t challenge him. I didn’t push back. Instead, I calmly acquiesced, allowing his role to take shape while mine seemed to shrink in comparison. It was like I was complicit in my own undoing, wearing a smile that hid the quiet surrender happening inside me.

Cassie blushed as she took another sip of her orange juice, her face a delicate shade of pink that betrayed her otherwise calm demeanor. Her eyes flickered between Anthony and me, her expression soft yet unreadable. I could see her mind working, trying to process the situation, trying to interpret what Anthony was saying and doing.

There was a subtle tension in her posture—her shoulders slightly stiff, her fingers tapping absently against the glass—but there was no mistaking the way her body welcomed his attention. Her blush deepened as Anthony’s gaze lingered on her, and her lips pressed together, as if she was suppressing a smile or a thought she wasn’t ready to voice.

When I look back on that moment now, I see it with clarity that I didn’t have at the time. That comment from Anthony, paired with the memory of the night before—when Cassie and I both saw how hard he was over her in the kitchen—was the turning point. It was the first time Cassie truly allowed herself to see Anthony as more than a guest. She accepted him, consciously or not, as the dominant presence in our home.

And though I couldn’t fully articulate it then, I accepted it too.


Chapter 8

The following week passed in a haze of normalcy, almost dull in its quiet monotony. Anthony was working long hours, leaving Cassie and me to fill the evenings with the usual routines. But as Friday rolled into night, the energy in the house shifted. The three of us found ourselves once again seated around the table, wine glasses in hand, caught in a scene that felt both familiar and electric.

It was almost too easy, the way we had slipped back into this dynamic. In truth, it felt like all three of us had been silently hoping for it—waiting for the opportunity to continue what we’d started, or maybe to push things even further. The unspoken attraction between Anthony and Cassie had become a given, as natural as the flow of conversation or the clink of glasses. And now, there was an unspoken understanding that I wasn’t just a passive observer. I was part of it. I had accepted it.

“Fuck, this feels like a bad case of déjà vu,” I said, my voice tinged with nervous humor as my pulse quickened. My heart pounded with that now-familiar mix of anxiety and horrible, thrilling excitement.

Cassie was at the table again, half-naked in front of Anthony, her skin flushed from both the wine and the weight of his gaze. This time, she had managed to negotiate her way out of any promises to fully strip, citing her nerves and sobriety as her reasons. Instead, she had agreed to something equally enticing—that if she lost, she’d join us in the hot tub wearing just her bra and panties.

Anthony grinned at the concession, his eyes twinkling as he leaned back in his chair. “Well, only if me and Carl can join you in there,” he said smoothly.

Cassie’s cheeks turned pink, but she didn’t shy away. Instead, she replied with a teasing smile. “Well, the hot tub is designed for four.”

The agreement had been made earlier in the evening, before the first cork popped. But now, with two bottles of expensive wine behind us—courtesy of Anthony’s thoughtful selection—the house was drenched in an air of naughty anticipation. The tension, subtle at first, had blossomed into something palpable, something almost tangible in the space between us.

I glanced across the table, my mind racing. Anthony was shirtless, his toned chest on display as he sat comfortably in just his jeans. Cassie, meanwhile, sat in nothing but her black lace bra and panties, noticeably more at ease than she’d been the week before.

Maybe it was the wine, wrapping her in its familiar warmth, or maybe it was something deeper. The way last week had ended seemed to have shifted something in her, building her confidence in these moments. She wasn’t fidgeting this time, wasn’t shyly tugging at her straps or crossing her arms to cover herself.

She was comfortable. She was beautiful.

And she was undeniably aware of the effect she was having on Anthony—and on me.

My poker game was running hot again, and I was clearly in the lead, still almost fully clothed. Cassie, on the other hand, had no such luck. Her cards lay abandoned on the table, her blush deepening as Anthony’s gaze drifted to the curve of her hips, the delicate lace clinging to her body.

I could see the way she stole glances at him too, the way her eyes lingered on his chest, her lips parting slightly as though caught in a private thought.

I couldn’t ignore the way Cassie and Anthony stared at each other, their gazes lingering shamelessly now. There was no effort to disguise it, no pretense of subtlety. My heart pounded painfully in my chest as I caught the look in Anthony’s eyes—a sheer, unfiltered hunger as his gaze swept over Cassie’s exposed skin, settling on the curve of her breasts.

He was getting bolder.

Looking back now, it’s clear to me that Anthony wasn’t just flirting anymore. His words, his actions—they were calculated. He was testing us, trying to uncover the boundaries, if any, that existed between the three of us. He wanted to know just how far he could push things with me and, more importantly, with her.

Maybe he’d picked up on some subconscious signal from me, some hidden cuckold desire I didn’t even fully understand myself. Or maybe it was simpler than that—his natural confidence, his incredible endowment, and the way Cassie responded to him made him believe he could take her if he wanted to.

Whatever the reason, one thing was clear: Anthony was certain he could turn me into a cuckold that evening. And the terrifying, exhilarating part? He was probably right.

“Jesus, Carl, your wife has a fucking incredible body.”

His voice was low and smooth, but the words were blunt, spoken without hesitation. He didn’t even look at me as he said them. His eyes were fixed on Cassie, drinking her in.

My breath caught in my throat. The aroused torment boiling beneath my surface surged, hot and undeniable. And yet, when I opened my mouth to reply, the words came easily, almost reflexively.

“Thanks, man. But honestly, if you think she looks good now, you really should see her completely naked. It’s something else.”

The second the words left my lips, a mix of shock and disbelief coursed through me. I couldn’t believe how compliant I was, how easily I went along with it. My head swam with conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, humiliation—all merging into something I couldn’t name but couldn’t resist.

Cassie’s gasp broke through the tension. “Holy fuck, Carl!” she exclaimed, her tone playful but tinged with genuine surprise.

She grabbed a napkin from the table, crumpling it into a ball and tossing it at me with a laugh. Her cheeks were flushed, but it wasn’t just the wine. The way her lips quirked upward betrayed something else—something that matched the glint in Anthony’s eye.

Anthony didn’t even flinch. He just smiled, leaning back in his chair with an air of confident expectation, as though he knew exactly where the night was heading.

Cassie adjusted her posture, her hands brushing against her bare thighs as she glanced at her cards. If she lost another hand, she’d have to walk outside to the hot tub. The thought sent a pulse of heat through me, and I knew I wasn’t alone in imagining the sight of her stepping outside in just her lace underwear.

But this time, it was Anthony who groaned in frustration as he tossed his cards into the center of the table. “Fucking cards!” he muttered, his voice heavy with mock irritation.

I couldn’t help but notice that his frustration was half-hearted at best. His interest clearly wasn’t in the game, but in Cassie. The poker chips might have been in play, but the real stakes, the real game, was unfolding between the three of us. And judging by the way his eyes lingered on her, Anthony was more than confident about how this particular hand was going to end.

My face burned as Cassie’s voice rang out, light and teasing, cutting through the tension. “Loser has to lose their jeans!” she reminded Anthony with a playful laugh. The sound was rich with the kind of confidence that came from the wine—or maybe from something deeper. God only knew what was swirling inside her head at that moment.

Anthony groaned, running a hand through his hair as he leaned back. “This luck is unbelievable,” he grumbled, though there was a flicker of amusement in his tone.

Then, without hesitation, he reached down and unclasped the button of his jeans. The metallic sound of the zipper sliding down sent a jolt through me, settling in that now-familiar knot in my stomach. I tried to steady myself, but the feeling only worsened as I glanced at Cassie. Her eyes were fixed on Anthony, completely captivated. She wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore—her gaze was locked on him, savoring every second as he pushed his pants down his legs.

When his jeans finally hit the floor, my own eyes darted down, almost involuntarily. And there it was. Under the tight black fabric of his underwear, an unmistakable bulge stretched out, prominent and commanding. My breath caught in my throat.

It was massive.

I hated admitting it to myself, but that bulge was probably as big—or bigger—than I would be at full hardness. And the most humiliating part? Anthony wasn’t even hard.

My pulse roared in my ears, a mix of shame, jealousy, and something far darker churning inside me. But it wasn’t just the size of him that sent my mind spinning—it wasn’t even the sight of him standing there, confident and nonchalant.

What truly gutted me was Cassie.

When I looked up at her, I saw it—the sheer, unfiltered lust in her eyes. She wasn’t just looking; she was devouring him with her gaze, her lips slightly parted, her cheeks flushed with unmistakable arousal. That raw, primal hunger in the eyes of the woman I loved was like a knife to my stomach.

But this knife wasn’t cold.

It was red hot, molten with an intensity that burned through me. It cut deep, igniting something within me that I couldn’t fully understand but couldn’t ignore.

It was jealousy. It was humiliation. It was arousal.

And it terrified me.

Their desire for each other was impossible to miss now, written plainly across their faces. My thoughts spiraled frantically as I realized the gravity of the upcoming hand. The stakes had never felt higher, and I wasn’t sure I could handle what might happen next.

It wasn’t a long hand. A few turns, a couple of bets, and it was over. Anthony lost again. Or did he?

He threw his cards down with exaggerated frustration, his booming laughter filling the room. “Hey, man, I’m going to need to check that deck! You must have rigged it or something.”

I couldn’t reply. My throat was dry, my tongue heavy, my voice stolen by the suffocating tension in the air. My heart pounded in my chest as I braced myself for what was coming. I didn’t need to look at Anthony to know what he would do next; I could feel it, inevitable and looming.

And then it happened.

Anthony’s smile shifted, turning predatory as his eyes locked onto Cassie. He’d caught her staring, her gaze fixed on him like she was desperate to see more. He didn’t say a word—he didn’t need to. The unspoken exchange between them was electric, a silent agreement as his fingers dipped into the waistband of his boxers.

Cassie gasped audibly, a deep, involuntary sound that sent a chill down my spine. My breath caught in my throat as Anthony began to slide the fabric down, inch by agonizing inch.

The reveal was torturously slow. Each movement exposed more of his thick, veined shaft, inch by inch, until it seemed to dominate the room. My mind reeled, my thoughts scattering as I tried to process what I was seeing.

It wasn’t just the size—it was the reality of it. Anthony was clearly aroused, his cock swelling as he revealed himself. He wasn’t just showing off; he was hardening, likely because of Cassie.

And Cassie…

She was transfixed. Her lips parted slightly, her chest rising and falling with shallow, rapid breaths. Her wide eyes stayed glued to him, following every movement of his hand as if she were hypnotized. Her cheeks flushed deeper with each passing second, and I could see her struggle to keep her composure.

But she couldn’t.

Her awe, her hunger, her raw, unfiltered attraction was written all over her face. She could barely keep her mouth closed, let alone hide her reaction, as she sat there, captivated by the show Anthony was putting on for her.

For me, it felt like an out-of-body experience. The surrealism of the moment hit me like a freight train. Watching another man expose himself to my wife, seeing her reaction—her desire—was like standing on the edge of a cliff, the drop both terrifying and exhilarating.

I should have looked away. I should have said something.

But I didn’t.

As I looked back at Anthony, his fingers continued their slow descent, pushing the waistband of his boxers lower and lower. My breath caught as the base of his cock’s head began to emerge, thick and swollen, the fabric sliding over it inch by tantalizing inch.

Then, suddenly, it sprang free.

The head of his cock bobbed slightly as it escaped its confinement, heavy and impossibly thick. The sheer size of it was staggering. It hung there, long and substantial, its girth almost defying logic.

For a moment, I couldn’t process what I was seeing. My mind tried to make sense of it, but it was too much. His cock didn’t just hang—it demanded attention. It wasn’t just long; it was absurdly thick, almost disproportionate, and yet somehow perfectly balanced.

And then it hit me.

A knot tightened in my stomach, visceral and inescapable, as the realization struck. Anthony wasn’t even hard.

His cock hung there, completely soft, and yet it was longer and thicker than anything I’d imagined. My heart pounded in my chest, the thudding pulse drowning out every other sound in the room as my gaze darted from him to Cassie.

She was transfixed. Her eyes were locked on him, wide and unblinking, her lips parted slightly as if she couldn’t even breathe properly. She wasn’t hiding her reaction; she couldn’t. The sheer awe and hunger in her expression sent a shockwave through me, a mix of jealousy and arousal that left me reeling.

It was unbelievable in every sense of the word. I sat there, frozen, staring at Anthony’s cock and at the enraptured look on my wife’s face. The room felt heavy, thick with tension I couldn’t escape, couldn’t name, but couldn’t deny.

I’d never considered myself insecure about my size before. I knew I wasn’t big, but I also knew that just over five inches was comfortably within the average range. It had never been something I worried about.

Not until now.

Not until Anthony stood in front of me, his soft cock on full display.

Even flaccid, it had to be at least six inches long, and that wasn’t even the most intimidating part. The girth was staggering, easily double the thickness of mine when I was fully hard. It was a brutal, visceral reminder of the differences between us—a comparison I hadn’t wanted but couldn’t avoid.

The knot in my stomach twisted tighter as I watched Cassie. Her reaction wasn’t just visible; it was tangible. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, uneven breaths, her gaze glued to him, completely captivated.

I felt a wave of inadequacy crash over me, raw and unrelenting. But beneath that, tangled up in the mess of emotions swirling inside me, there was something else. Something darker. Something that sent a shiver through me even as I tried to deny it.

I didn’t look away.

I couldn’t.

“Well, Cassie,” Anthony said, his voice smooth and self-assured as he basked in her unwavering gaze on his naked manhood. He tilted his head slightly, savoring the moment. “Is this what you were curious about?”

His words hung in the air, thick with tension. He glanced at me briefly, a knowing look flickering across his face. It wasn’t mocking or cruel—just an expression of pure satisfaction, of ego swelling from the obvious effect he was having on my wife. To him, this was all in good fun, like a casual victory in a game he knew he was destined to win.

I turned my attention to Cassie. She still sat there, frozen in place, her wide eyes fixed on Anthony. Her lips were parted, her chest heaving as if she couldn’t catch her breath. The shock and awe on her face were unmistakable, and beneath it, I could see something else—something raw and unfiltered.

Her desire was palpable.

The silence stretched unbearably, the tension a physical weight pressing down on the room. I felt the need to insert myself into the moment, to remind them both that I was still here. It wasn’t jealousy exactly—though that was certainly part of it—but a desperate need to feel in control of a situation that was rapidly slipping from my grasp.

“What’s up, Cass?” I teased, my voice light but strained. “Cat got your tongue or something?”

She didn’t respond. Her eyes didn’t even flicker in my direction, locked as they were on Anthony’s cock. I forced a chuckle, though it felt hollow. “Remember, babe,” I added, “you asked for it.”

“She did ask for it,” Anthony agreed, his smile widening as he met my gaze. There was no malice in his tone, just a calm, confident acceptance of my complicity. He was enjoying this—not just her reaction, but mine too.

Cassie blinked then, as if breaking out of a trance, but the flush in her cheeks deepened. Slowly, almost tentatively, she rose from her seat, her movements languid and deliberate. Her gaze never left Anthony’s cock as she stood, her body taut with tension and something more.

Her lips quirked into a small, almost playful smile as she pointed casually at him, her voice light but dripping with awe. “Anthony, that thing is ridiculous.”

The words were simple, but they carried weight—an acknowledgment of what was in front of her, of the power he held in that moment.

Anthony didn’t respond, at least not verbally. His grin remained steady, his posture relaxed, as though her comment had only fed his already soaring confidence. He stood there, utterly at ease, completely unbothered by her unabashed staring. And why would he be? If I were him, I wouldn’t mind either.

The entire scene felt surreal, as if it had been pulled from a dream I hadn’t realized I was having. The boundaries between us seemed to blur, reality bending under the weight of what was happening.

And yet, despite the surrealism, it felt inevitable.

“Well,” Cassie said, her voice low and husky, dripping with a confidence I hadn’t expected. She reached for her wine glass, taking a slow sip before setting it back down. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she smiled. “I’m going to get in the hot tub for a little while. Would you like to join me?”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Anthony and I both watched in silence as she turned, her bare feet padding softly against the floor. Her big ass swayed with each step, bouncing hypnotically as she walked toward the deck. The patio door slid open with a soft whoosh, and she stepped outside, the cool night air teasing her skin.

My heart thundered in my chest, so loud and frantic I was sure Anthony could hear it. The knot in my stomach, ever-present throughout the evening, tightened with each passing second.

And then, as if to twist the knife, my eyes drifted downward.

Anthony’s cock, already formidable in its flaccid state, was beginning to harden. Slowly but unmistakably, it grew heavier and thicker, lifting as he watched Cassie’s retreating form. My wife’s ass—my wife’s ass—was making another man hard right in front of me.

He didn’t try to hide it. If anything, he seemed completely at ease, his massive cock swinging slightly as he turned to follow her. He walked with the same casual confidence he’d had all night, savoring the moment, before glancing over his shoulder at me.

“Well, Carl,” he said smoothly, his tone both inviting and daring. “Are you coming to join us?”

My mouth was dry, and my throat felt tight, as though the words had to claw their way out. “Yeah,” I croaked, nodding quickly. “Sure. I’ll be out in a second.”

Anthony grinned, turning back to the door. As he stepped through it, his cock swayed with each step, and I couldn’t stop staring. The sight of him, half-naked and following my wife to the hot tub, left me paralyzed. I knew, in that moment, that nothing would ever be the same.

I stayed seated, trying to compose myself, but it was useless. My mind raced in a frantic loop, embarrassment surging through me like a tidal wave. I felt like I was spiraling, caught between a crushing sense of humiliation and an overwhelming, undeniable arousal.

“What the actual fuck is going on?” I whispered to myself, burying my face in my hands.

I’d never been more confused in my life. Or more turned on.

For a fleeting moment, my thoughts latched onto Anthony’s rent payments and the promise of extra cash for a European vacation. Was this really the price we were paying? But as soon as the thought formed, I knew it was a lie. This wasn’t about money, and it never had been.

I glanced toward the patio door, where Anthony’s towering frame was disappearing onto the deck. His shadow stretched out across the wooden planks, his cock swaying with every step.

The truth hit me like a freight train, settling heavy and inescapable in my chest.

This was about us. About me. About her.

There was no going back now.

Although it felt like a lifetime, I know it was only a minute or so before I found the courage to stand up. My legs were shaky, my heart pounding furiously as I made my way outside. The cool night air hit me like a slap, but it did nothing to settle the storm inside me.

By the time I stepped onto the deck, Cassie and Anthony were already seated in the hot tub. Anthony was perched on the edge, his body exposed to the moonlight and cool breeze, steam rising around him.

And then I saw it.

My stomach churned violently at the sight of his cock. There was no mistaking it now—he was completely hard. His enormous shaft stood tall, towering above the massive weight of his balls, which rested casually against the composite plastic of the tub’s perimeter seat. It wasn’t subtle; it wasn’t meant to be. He had chosen his seat deliberately, positioning himself so Cassie couldn’t look away.

He wanted her to see it. He wanted her to watch as he hardened, his cock swelling for her, making his intentions unmistakably clear.

And then I saw her.

Cassie sat below him, her body mostly hidden beneath the bubbling water except for one arm, which was resting above the surface. My eyes trailed to her arm, and then to her hand, and that’s when it hit me like a freight train.

Her hand wasn’t just moving—it was moving on him.

I froze as the full weight of the scene crashed down on me. My wife’s delicate hand, dwarfed by the sheer girth of Anthony’s cock, was sliding up and down his shaft. Her movements were deliberate, slow yet confident, and Anthony’s body language made it clear he was enjoying every second of it.

The sight sent a wave of conflicting emotions coursing through me, each one more intense than the last.

On one level, it was deeply humiliating. The way her little hand struggled to encircle his massive, thick shaft made my inadequacy impossible to ignore. I had always been confident in our intimacy, but in that moment, I felt small, powerless, and utterly inferior. I knew I couldn’t compete with what she was holding in her hand.

But on another level, it was compelling.

There was something about the sheer taboo of it, the rawness of her lust, that gripped me like nothing else ever had. Watching her surrender to the moment, to him, ignited something within me I couldn’t fully explain.

Looking back now, it’s easy to understand why. Cassie had always been sexually reserved, sheltered in a way. She had only ever been with me, her childhood sweetheart, and she had never been exposed to someone like Anthony. His cock wasn’t just big—it was an embodiment of male virility, a pillar of raw, unapologetic masculinity.

The alcohol, the teasing, the tension—it had all led to this.

Cassie wasn’t cheating on me. She wasn’t betraying me. This wasn’t about deception or dishonesty; it was something else entirely. This was an exploration, a moment of surrender to curiosity and primal attraction that neither of us had ever imagined before tonight.

Anthony’s cock was more than just impressive—it was awe-inspiring in a way that demanded attention. No one could deny it, not me, and certainly not Cassie. It was the kind of thing that could strip away inhibitions and leave only raw, unfiltered desire in its wake.

And as I stood there, rooted to the spot, I realized something else.

This wasn’t just about Cassie letting herself go. This was about me too. About the fantasy that had lurked in the shadows of my mind, the one I had never dared to fully confront. It was that fantasy, combined with Anthony’s undeniable presence, that allowed me to stand there, trembling, and watch as my wife submitted to him completely.


Chapter 9

As I approached the hot tub, each step felt like I was sinking deeper into a dream I couldn’t escape—or didn’t want to. The steam curled off the water like an invitation, but it wasn’t the heat that had me entranced. My eyes locked on Anthony’s massive, throbbing cock, its sheer size and weight drawing a magnetic pull I couldn’t ignore. The glow of the water rippled around him, the dim light casting shadows that only emphasized his dominance.

Anthony turned to look at me as I stepped in, his face calm and self-assured, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. There was no shame in his expression, no apology, no hesitation. Why would there be? He was sitting in my hot tub, with my wife’s delicate fingers wrapped around his thick shaft, stroking him with a slow, reverent rhythm. And I... I was the intruder in my own space.

Cassie’s hand hesitated as I sank into the water, her movements faltering just slightly as her eyes flicked to mine. Her flushed cheeks and the rosy hue spreading down her chest betrayed her arousal, and her lips parted in a breathless gasp. For a fleeting moment, I saw something in her gaze—a question, a plea for understanding, maybe even permission. But there was something else too. Recognition. She wasn’t asking me to stop her. She was daring me to accept the truth.

And then it hit me, with the force of a tidal wave. She knew. She’d known before I did. She had embraced this new, raw part of herself before I’d even begun to face it. That distant, hazy look in her eyes wasn’t confusion—it was clarity. She wasn’t ashamed. She was reveling in it, and some primal part of me… wanted her to.

I sank into the water, my body trembling with the weight of what was unfolding before me. This wasn’t something Anthony had manipulated or forced. He hadn’t tricked her, hadn’t coerced her. He didn’t need to. His easy, magnetic confidence had done all the work. That dominant air, his overpowering masculinity, and that impossibly large cock—it was all too much for her to resist.

But this wasn’t just Anthony’s doing. We had all played a part in this. Cassie and I had nurtured this forbidden seed between us, feeding it with unspoken desires, watering it with every lingering glance and every unacknowledged fantasy. And now, here we were, watching it bloom into something neither of us could control.

Cassie shifted closer to him, her hand resuming its gentle, deliberate strokes. Her slim fingers barely wrapped around him as she worked him with an almost hypnotic rhythm. The sight should have horrified me. It should have driven me to anger, jealousy, rage—but it didn’t. Instead, it felt… inevitable. Natural, even. As though we’d all been hurtling toward this moment from the very beginning, and there was no point in pretending otherwise.

I sat there, the water lapping at my skin, watching my wife lose herself in another man’s pleasure. My heart thundered, my mind rebelled, but my body betrayed me. There was no denying it now. This wasn’t just happening to her. It was happening to us. And God help me, I wasn’t sure if I wanted it to stop.

“God, I can’t believe how fucking big it is,” Cassie murmured, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and hunger. Her words hung in the air, each syllable dripping with fascination as her hand moved again, wrapping her delicate fingers around Anthony’s massive cock. The way her eyes widened, her lips parted slightly, and her breathing quickened told me everything: she was captivated, utterly enthralled by him.

Her fingers gripped his shaft, but they barely made a dent in the sheer girth of him. My stomach twisted as I noticed the gap between her fingers, the space that no amount of squeezing could close. It wasn’t just big—it was overwhelming, dwarfing everything I thought I knew. A humiliating comparison sprang to mind, unbidden but unstoppable. When she took me in her hand, her fingers always touched, encircling me completely. With Anthony, there was at least half an inch—maybe more—of air between them. The sight of it made my chest tighten, my throat dry, and yet… I couldn’t look away.

The steam from the water curled around us, but it did nothing to hide the sight before me. Cassie’s hand, so familiar yet suddenly foreign, moved slowly up and down Anthony’s shaft, her movements reverent, as if worshiping him. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might break through my ribs. I could feel the blood rushing through me, hear the roar of it in my ears, and then I became painfully aware of the throbbing beneath the water’s surface.

I was hard. Painfully hard. My cock strained against my body as if trying to escape the shameful confines of my arousal. The realization hit me like a truck, my mind tumbling into chaos. How was I turned on by this? How could I sit here, rock hard, while my wife—my wife—was stroking another man’s cock mere feet away from me? And not just any man—Anthony, with his massive, towering shaft that outclassed me in every conceivable way.

If he were sitting where I was, his cockhead would be breaking the surface of the water, proud and shameless, while mine remained hidden. The comparison stung, a cruel reminder of what I lacked. But more than the humiliation was the crushing confusion. What was wrong with me? How could I feel this surge of lust in the face of my own inadequacy?

Cassie’s hand slid lower, her delicate fingers brushing against the heavy, veined shaft, her grip tightening slightly as she stroked him with a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Holy fuck, Anthony,” she breathed, her voice lighter now, playful. “What are you feeding this thing?” Her lips curled into a smile as she tilted her head up at him, teasing, her hand never ceasing its worshipful movement.

The sight was mesmerizing, agonizing. Her slim, feminine hand glided along his length, savoring the raw power of him. Every stroke sent a ripple through his body, the motion of her hand causing his massive balls to bounce slightly, the weight of them making a soft, rhythmic slapping sound against the plastic seat with each upward glide. The sound, faint but undeniable, shot through me like a jolt of electricity, settling heavily in my stomach.

I swallowed hard, the lump in my throat threatening to choke me as I watched her work him, her strokes steady, her gaze occasionally flicking to his face for approval, for encouragement. Anthony leaned back, his body relaxed, his dominance absolute. The quiet confidence in his posture made me feel invisible, reduced to nothing more than a spectator in my own life. And yet, as much as it hurt, as much as it humiliated me, I couldn’t stop watching.

“Mostly naughty married women,” Anthony replied with a low chuckle, the kind that seemed to rumble deep in his chest. His comment hung in the humid air like smoke, curling its way into our shared silence. Cassie responded with a shy, almost guilty smile that tugged at the corners of her lips, a spark of something playful and forbidden in her eyes. At that moment, it felt like an innocent joke, something to brush off—but I should have known better.

The hot tub bubbled around us, the jets humming softly, but the atmosphere was far from serene. It was thick, almost suffocating, charged with an energy I couldn’t quite name. Steam curled upward into the night air, blurring the edges of reality, but nothing could obscure the sight before me. The rhythmic slap of Anthony’s massive balls against the seat, timed perfectly with the movements of Cassie’s hand, seemed to echo in my ears, drowning out everything else. It was hypnotic.

I couldn’t look away. The woman I loved, the woman I’d built a life with, was sitting there inches from me, stroking another man’s enormous cock with a fascination that bordered on reverence. In that moment, nothing else seemed to exist—not the world beyond the hot tub, not even me. There was just Anthony’s massive, towering erection and Cassie’s small, delicate hand, her fingers sliding up and down his shaft in a steady, almost practiced rhythm. Minutes passed in this suspended reality, none of us saying a word. It was as though the taboo nature of what was happening had wrapped us in its spell, and none of us dared break it.

Then I noticed Cassie’s lips. She was licking them, her tongue darting out to wet the soft curve of her mouth. The subtle sheen of her red lipstick caught the glow of the patio lights, shimmering tantalizingly with each movement. Her gaze was fixed on Anthony’s cock, her breathing shallow and quick, and suddenly, I knew.

My stomach clenched as the realization hit me like a punch to the gut. She wasn’t just licking her lips absentmindedly—she was preparing. The thought was written all over her face, in the hunger in her eyes and the way her hand slowed, savoring the sensation beneath her fingers. Cassie was seriously thinking about taking Anthony’s cock into her mouth.

The horror of that realization was immediate and overwhelming, but it wasn’t the kind of horror that came from moral outrage or betrayal. It was something else, something darker and more primal. I felt a surge of jealousy, hot and sharp, rising up to choke me. But it wasn’t jealousy of Anthony’s size or even of the fact that my wife wanted him. Somehow, I had already come to terms with both of those truths. No, this jealousy was something deeper, more personal.

It was the thought that Cassie was willing to give Anthony something she had long since denied me. She was licking her lips in anticipation, eager to take his cock into her mouth, while I couldn’t even remember the last time she’d done that for me. Six months, maybe longer—my birthday, I think. Even then, it had been half-hearted, a favor more than a desire. Before that? I honestly couldn’t recall. She’d always told me she didn’t enjoy it, and I’d accepted that. I didn’t want her to do something she didn’t like. I’d resigned myself to the idea, convinced myself it didn’t matter.

And yet here she was, licking her lips, her hand still gliding over his shaft, clearly wanting to do it for him. Why him? The question screamed in my mind, louder than the jets, louder than the slapping sound of his balls. Why would she want to do this for Anthony but not for me? What was it about him that drew this out of her? What was I lacking?

I didn’t have time to search for the answer. I could only sit there, trapped in the haze of steam and lust and my own spiraling thoughts, as Cassie leaned in closer, her hand still stroking his massive cock, her lips parting just slightly.

A second later, the world seemed to slow as I watched Cassie lean forward, her head tilting down, her parted red lips glistening in the soft light. Her tongue darted out, tentative at first, to trail across the bulbous head of Anthony’s thick cock. The sight was surreal, almost cinematic, as her delicate pink tongue slid over the ridges and veins of him, wetting his skin with slow, deliberate strokes. A soft moan escaped her lips—barely audible but unmistakable—before her mouth opened wider, stretching to accommodate the head of his cock.

She struggled. Her jaw strained as she tried to take him in, her lips stretching to their limit. The girth of him was too much for her to handle all at once, and she managed only the first few inches before pulling back slightly, her tongue still swirling around the sensitive head. It was a sight I couldn’t reconcile: my wife, who had never had difficulty taking me fully into her mouth, now fighting to fit just a fraction of another man inside.

Anthony’s head fell back, his lips parting as a deep groan escaped him. His chest rose and fell, every breath labored, his pleasure radiating through his entire body. “Oh fuck, Cassie,” he groaned, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Fuck, I knew you were a naughty girl, but not this naughty. That’s it—suck that big cock.”

The words hit me harder than the act itself, each syllable carving into me with razor precision. Watching her had been humiliating enough, but hearing him speak it, claim it, turned the knife in ways I hadn’t expected. There was something uniquely crushing about his words, his voice dripping with smug dominance as he acknowledged what she was doing. My wife, my Cassie, was on her knees—figuratively, if not literally—worshiping him, and he knew it.

Yet, even as humiliation washed over me in waves, I couldn’t look away. I was utterly spellbound. Cassie was lost in her own world, her mouth and hands working in perfect harmony. She kissed the swollen head of his cock with an almost reverent tenderness, her lips trailing soft, wet paths along his length. Her tongue danced over every ridge and vein as though savoring every inch of him, her hand stroking the base of his shaft in slow, deliberate movements. Her free hand slid lower, cupping and fondling his heavy balls, her fingers brushing the sensitive skin with a delicacy that made him groan louder.

I sat there, frozen, as her actions became more passionate, more uninhibited. Her bra clung to her chest, the wet fabric nearly translucent now. My eyes were drawn to the way her hardened nipples pressed against the thin material, so taut they seemed to ache. The contrast was jarring—this was the woman who claimed she didn’t enjoy giving head, who had rarely, if ever, displayed this level of enthusiasm with me. But now, her nipples were stiff as rocks, her arousal undeniable, her desire radiating from her every movement.

My stomach churned as I stared at her, feeling a pang of jealousy that cut deeper than anything I’d felt before. This wasn’t just about size, about what Anthony had that I didn’t. It was about the way she was giving herself to him—completely, without hesitation, without reservation. She was doing things for him, with him, that she hadn’t done for me in years. And as much as I hated to admit it, that realization hurt more than the act itself.

Cassie’s lips parted wider, taking him deeper, her eyes fluttering closed as she moaned softly against his cock. Anthony’s hand moved to her hair, his fingers tangling in the wet strands, guiding her gently as she sucked him with growing intensity. The sound of it—the wet, rhythmic suction, his groans, her muffled moans—filled the air, amplifying the already unbearable tension.

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. All I could do was sit there, trapped between the overwhelming humiliation and the twisted arousal building in my own body.

It wasn’t just the act itself—it wasn’t just the sight of my wife’s mouth stretching around another man’s cock that was making me jealous. No, it wasn’t her lips gliding over Anthony’s thick shaft that filled me with this crushing mix of anger and humiliation. It was the fact that she was enjoying it. Truly, unmistakably enjoying it.

Cassie had never been a keen cocksucker. In all our years together, she’d made that clear. She’d do it on occasion, but it was always something she did for me, never with me. A gesture, not a desire. And she was honest about it, too—it wasn’t her favorite thing. I never pushed, never asked for more than she was willing to give. I accepted it. I loved her, and I told myself it didn’t matter.

But now? Now, her body betrayed her. Her wet bra clung to her chest, translucent in the dim light, and her nipples stood out sharply, almost painfully hard. I couldn’t look at them without being reminded of what I’d never seen before. In all our years of marriage, her nipples had never hardened from giving me a blowjob—not once. Yet tonight, there was no denying it. Her body wasn’t just responding to him—it was craving him.

I sat frozen, my mind a chaotic mess as Anthony looked over at me. His expression was calm, almost disarming. There was no arrogance, no mockery in his eyes—just a strangely humble, almost grateful look that made the moment feel even more surreal. My wife’s mouth was moving up and down on his cock, her lips stretched wide, her tongue working him with a passion I’d never witnessed before, and he looked at me as though he were thanking me for it.

And all I could do was nod. My throat was too tight for words, my mind too fractured to form a coherent thought. Every part of me screamed that I should stop this, that I should end this madness right now. But I couldn’t move. My body refused to obey, and I hated myself for it. All I could do was sit there, paralyzed, while my cock pulsed beneath the water’s surface, painfully erect despite the anger and jealousy swirling inside me.

A few seconds later, Cassie’s voice broke through the haze, snapping me back to reality. “Babe,” she called, her tone casual, almost playful. She turned her head just enough to glance at me, her lips glistening, a small smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Help me get out of this bra, please.”

Her words hit me like a shockwave. The ease with which she spoke, as if this were just another moment between us, left me reeling. My mind raced, the weight of what she was asking settling in my chest. She was inviting me into this moment, pulling me closer to something I wasn’t ready to face.

It felt like I was moving through a dream, each motion surreal and detached, as though someone else was controlling my body. My hands trembled slightly as I leaned forward, brushing gently against Cassie’s back. The wet fabric of her bra clung to her skin, warm from the water, and I let my fingers linger for a moment before finding the clasp nestled between her shoulder blades. It was slick and stubborn, resisting my fumbling attempts to unfasten it. For a second, I thought I might fail, but then, with a soft click, it gave way.

Cassie didn’t hesitate. Almost before I could pull my hands away, she reached up, sliding the straps off her shoulders in a smooth, practiced motion. Her bra slipped down her arms and disappeared into the bubbling water, floating aimlessly before being swept aside. She straightened in the tub, her body arching slightly as she sat more upright, the movement deliberate.

Her breasts, pale and glistening, rose above the waterline like an offering. I couldn’t stop myself from staring, my breath catching in my throat. Her nipples were impossibly hard, small peaks of soft pink flesh that stood at attention, untouched yet so clearly aroused. My stomach twisted. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut—those nipples weren’t for me. They hadn’t been teased or caressed by my hands, my mouth. No one had even touched her. They were that hard simply from sucking Anthony’s cock.

Then came the moment that seared itself into my memory, the image I knew I’d never forget. Cassie shifted slightly closer to him, her posture relaxed but purposeful. Her right hand reached up, joining her left, each hand wrapping firmly around his thick shaft. Her fingers overlapped slightly, one stacked above the other, and yet Anthony’s cock still extended far beyond her grip. She began to stroke him, both hands working in tandem, the slick glide of her fingers amplified by the water and his arousal.

But that wasn’t the part that left me frozen. The true shock came a second later when she lowered her head again. Cassie’s lips parted, and she took the swollen head of Anthony’s cock into her mouth, sucking with an intensity that made my chest tighten. Even with both hands working his shaft, she had plenty of length left to take into her mouth—and she did, inch by inch, her pace quickening as she adjusted to his size.

Her movements were hypnotic. The way her hands glided over him, her mouth working his cock with growing enthusiasm, was enough to paralyze me. Her arms propped up her breasts, lifting them above the water’s surface, the soft swell of them on full display. Every bead of water that clung to her skin sparkled in the dim light, her nipples hard and rosy, practically begging for attention.

And still, she kept going, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge of his head, her hands squeezing and stroking with an eagerness that made Anthony groan aloud. His head tipped back, his body arching slightly, his groans reverberating through the air. The sound was primal, dominant, a stark contrast to my own silence. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I could only watch as the love of my life surrendered herself to him so completely, so willingly.

My mind spun with emotions I couldn’t name—jealousy, humiliation, arousal, despair—all crashing together in an overwhelming tidal wave. I wanted to stop it, to say something, but my throat closed tight, the words refusing to come. And so I sat there, drowning in my own helplessness, as Cassie continued to worship Anthony’s cock with a passion I’d never seen from her before.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, that’s it. Holy fuck, Cassie, I’m going to cum.” Anthony’s voice was ragged, thick with the weight of his impending release. His words sent a shiver through the air, making the moment feel even more charged, more primal. A second later, his head tipped back, and a deep, guttural groan tore from his throat as his cock spasmed violently in Cassie’s hands.

I watched, frozen in disbelief, as the first thick rope of Anthony’s cum erupted from the swollen head of his cock. It arced through the air, landing squarely across Cassie’s chest, painting her pale skin in a streak of pearly white. What followed was nothing short of an explosion. His cock unleashed wave after wave of thick, viscous cum, each spurt more powerful than the last. The first few ropes landed across her breasts, pooling at the curve of her cleavage and dripping toward her hardened nipples, coating them completely. The sight was overwhelming, surreal, and utterly inescapable.

And then it happened—one strand landed squarely on her face, splashing across her cheek. Cassie flinched slightly, a reflexive twitch, but to my astonishment, she didn’t stop. Her hands kept stroking his shaft, pumping him through the convulsions of his orgasm as her lips parted in a breathless gasp. Her reaction stunned me. Cassie hated cum on her face—always had. A single misstep years ago had been enough to send her running to the bathroom, leaving me to finish myself in frustration. But now, tonight, she didn’t flinch, didn’t recoil. She simply bit her bottom lip and kept going, her movements deliberate, determined.

Anthony groaned again, his body trembling with the force of his release, and still, Cassie worked his cock, her hands squeezing and stroking, milking every last drop from him. Rope after rope of his cum coated her body, glistening against her skin under the soft glow of the patio lights. It clung to her breasts, her shoulders, her collarbone, and her face, until she was drenched, her near-naked form a vision of debauched perfection. My stomach churned as I realized how far she had gone, how much she was willing to take from him, and the ease with which she did it.

When his cock finally stopped its pulsing convulsions, Anthony leaned back, his breathing slowing, though his chest still rose and fell heavily. Cassie’s hands lingered for a moment before she finally released him, his cock now starting to soften, though it still jutted forward with an intimidating weight. As he shifted slightly, it bobbed in the cool night air, looking almost defiant, as though it wasn’t quite finished.

Cassie sat back, her expression dazed, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. Her face was flushed, her lips slightly swollen, and her eyes unfocused, as if she were lost in the haze of what had just happened. Slowly, her gaze flicked downward, taking in the mess covering her body. A raspy laugh escaped her lips as she spoke, her voice thick and breathless. “Oh my god. That’s… a lot of cum.”

As she spoke, her hands moved instinctively, almost absentmindedly, cupping her breasts from beneath. Her fingers glided across her slick skin, smearing his cum further, almost as if she were savoring the feeling of it on her body. My heart pounded, my thoughts spiraling into chaos. This wasn’t the Cassie I thought I knew. This was someone else—someone I couldn’t reconcile with the woman I’d built a life with. And yet, I couldn’t look away.

“Holy fuck, I needed that!” Anthony chuckled, leaning back and bracing himself on his muscular arms as he exhaled deeply. He glanced between us with a satisfied grin, adding, “Thank you—both of you.” His tone was casual, as if this entire scenario were just another part of his day, no more extraordinary than a polite exchange after dinner. To him, this wasn’t unusual; it was just… expected. A simple courtesy.

Cassie turned away from Anthony, but the enormous smile on her face was impossible to miss. Her cheeks were still flushed, her lips still swollen, and her eyes carried the dazed look of someone not yet fully returned to reality. She climbed the steps out of the tub slowly, water dripping from her half-naked body and glistening in the soft light. “I think I should probably go and clean up,” she murmured, her voice light and dreamy, as though she were floating on some euphoric cloud.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Frozen in place, I watched as she padded across the deck, her hips swaying with each step, her ass jiggling slightly as she disappeared into the house. The wet sheen of her skin and the confidence in her stride made my stomach twist with emotions I couldn’t untangle—desire, anger, shame, and something else I didn’t want to name.

I stood up, my body moving before my mind caught up. I wanted to follow her, to speak to her, to make sense of what had just happened. But the moment I straightened, I became painfully aware of myself. My cock was still rock hard, pressing against the soaked fabric of my boxers, clearly visible and—compared to Anthony—not remotely impressive. Heat crept up my neck and into my cheeks, and I felt frozen all over again. It couldn’t have been more than a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity of standing there, exposed in every possible sense.

Anthony noticed, of course. How could he not? But his reaction was infuriatingly calm, his voice steady and unbothered as he said, “I guess this was your first time letting her do something like that?”

I nodded, my throat too dry to speak immediately. When I finally managed to find my voice, it came out quiet, uncertain. “Absolutely.”

It was such a strange thing—to feel like my world had been turned upside down while Anthony acted as if everything was perfectly ordinary. It was bizarre, maddening, how something could feel simultaneously like the strangest moment of my life and the most natural thing in the world. Standing there, my erection plainly visible through my soaking-wet boxers, in front of the man my wife had just pleasured—it should have been mortifying. And yet… it wasn’t. Somehow, it felt normal. And that terrified me.

Anthony’s calm, steady demeanor only made things more surreal. “Listen, man,” he said, his voice softer now, almost kind. “Don’t beat yourself up about it. It’s really quite common.”

I blinked, his words taking a moment to register. “You’ve done this before?” I managed to stammer, my voice cracking slightly.

He nodded, his expression casual, as though he were talking about the weather. “Yeah,” he said simply. “Plenty of times. It’s no big deal.”

I didn’t know how to respond. My mind was a tangle of thoughts, none of them coherent. The matter-of-fact way he spoke, the lack of shame or awkwardness, made me feel even smaller. And yet, there was something strangely comforting about his tone. His calm authority only added to the unsettling mix of emotions swirling inside me.

I stepped out of the tub, my feet hitting the cool wood of the deck, my body still dripping with water. My mind raced for something to say, some way to end this conversation that felt like it was stretching endlessly. All I could manage was a mumbled, “I should… I should go see how Cass is doing. This is all new to us.”

“That’s understandable,” Anthony said, his voice smooth as he shifted his large frame in the hot tub. The water rippled around him as he leaned back, his gaze steady, almost disarmingly casual. “But I’m pretty sure she’s doing fine.”

He looked up at me, his eyes meeting mine with a calm confidence that made my stomach tighten. His smile widened just slightly as he continued, “I’d really like to take Cassie to bed, Carl.”

My heart stopped.

“I think she’d really enjoy it,” he added, his tone absurdly easy, as if he were suggesting a drink or a meal. “And her eyes keep telling me how bad she wants it.”

As he spoke, he nodded—just slightly—but it wasn’t toward me. His chin tipped downward, directing my attention to his cock, which hung heavily in the water, still thick and swollen despite softening. It was as though he wanted to ensure I understood exactly what my wife supposedly wanted. As if I hadn’t already known.

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. That was it—the moment Anthony dropped the nuclear bomb at my feet. His words should have been impossible, the kind of thing that shatters worlds. And yet, somehow, I felt calm. Unbelievably calm. His remark, as outrageous as it was, slid into my mind with a strange sense of inevitability. Like this moment had always been written. Like it was always going to happen, no matter how much I might have wanted to deny it.

Deep down, I knew. I had known for some time. Despite all our years of happy marriage, all my deep love for Cassie, I wanted this. I wanted her to have this experience. I wanted to see her surrender to it.

My voice came out before I could stop it, soft and hesitant, like it didn’t belong to me. “I think she’d enjoy that, Anthony.”

His smile deepened. He nodded again, slow and deliberate, his eyes flicking downward—for just a second—to my crotch. I followed his gaze, my face burning as I realized the truth I couldn’t hide. My painfully hard cock, straining against my soaked boxers, betrayed me completely. He didn’t need me to say anything else. My body had already said it for me.

Anthony’s expression shifted slightly, his calm demeanor now tinged with something heavier, something inevitable. He paused, letting the moment stretch between us before speaking again. His words hung in the air, each syllable soaked in certainty.

“When you’re ready,” he said, his voice low and deliberate, “send her to my room.”

My chest tightened.

“I’ll leave the door open,” he added, his tone almost conversational. “So you can watch, if you want to.”

If his earlier words were a bomb, this was the moment it detonated. The calmness of his delivery, the casual audacity of it, made the moment even more surreal. It was so brazen, so impossibly bold, that it shouldn’t have been real. And yet, there it was—hanging in the humid air between us.

The worst part? I didn’t fight it. I didn’t tell him to fuck off. I didn’t even flinch.

Instead, I nodded. Just a small nod, but enough to seal my complicity. His words echoed in my mind as I climbed out of the hot tub, water dripping from my skin as I grabbed a towel. My steps felt heavy, like I was moving through a dream I couldn’t wake up from.


Chapter 10

The stairs stretched endlessly before me as I ascended them, Anthony’s voice still circling in my thoughts. Send her to my room. Leave the door open so you can watch. The audacity of it reverberated in my skull, even as my feet carried me forward.

Down the hallway, into our bedroom. My recurring dream had forced its way into reality, dragging me along with it. The faceless lover from my fantasies was no longer a shadowy figure. It was Anthony. And deep down, I knew what that meant.

My dream was about to come true.

As I stepped into the bedroom, the sight before me seared itself into my memory, a moment I knew I’d never forget. Cassie was lying on her back on the bed, her body illuminated by the dim glow of the bedside lamp. She looked like a goddess—every curve, every inch of her radiating an almost otherworldly beauty. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her breathing shallow and erratic, betraying a storm of emotions: excitement, nervousness, and something else I couldn’t quite name.

My eyes traced the lines of her body, from her toned legs to her full breasts, still heaving with every breath. As I ran my hand gently along the smooth skin of her thigh, I noticed that she’d rinsed off all traces of Anthony’s cum. But her skin still glistened, her body still thrummed with the aftershocks of everything that had happened. Then I saw her eyes. There was something wild in them, a feral hunger I’d never seen before.

She looked up at me, her lips trembling slightly, and whispered, “I’m so sorry, baby. I don’t know what’s come over me. I just saw his cock, and it was like… I was in a trance or something.”

“Cassie, don’t apologize,” I murmured, my voice hoarse as I reached out, cupping one of her breasts in my hand. Her nipple was impossibly hard beneath my fingers, and when I squeezed it gently, her body arched off the bed, her lips parting in a gasp.

“Oh fuck, Carl!” she moaned, her voice raw with need. Her hand clutched at the sheets as her body squirmed beneath my touch. “I need to cum so fucking badly,” she hissed, her voice breaking on the last word.

Her words sent a jolt through me. I glanced down at her body, her thighs pressing together as if she were trying to contain the storm building within her. Every inch of her radiated lust, every movement a symphony of desire. When my gaze fell between her legs, my breath caught. Her pubic hair was mostly dry from the shower, but her inner thighs glistened with wetness, dripping with arousal. I had never seen her this wet before—this desperate.

My mind spun, a thousand thoughts colliding as I struggled to process what I was seeing, what I was feeling. My cock throbbed harder than I could ever remember, the ache almost unbearable as I hovered on the brink of no return. I wanted to take her right then, to climb on top of her and fuck her as hard as I could. She needed to cum, and I was her husband—I should be the one to give her that release.

But another thought gnawed at me, insidious and unrelenting. I was so turned on, so overwhelmed, that I doubted I’d last more than a few minutes. Maybe even seconds. The idea of failing her, of giving her less than she needed, twisted my insides.

Before I could act, Cassie reached out, her hands steady despite the tremor in her breath. She slid my soaked boxers down my hips, freeing my cock. Her fingers wrapped around me, and the contrast was immediate, impossible to ignore. Her grip was secure, her fingertips meeting easily as she began to stroke me slowly, deliberately. My foreskin slid up, covering the head, and I felt a surge of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

But I couldn’t stop my mind from drawing comparisons. I couldn’t forget the image of her hands on Anthony’s cock, unable to wrap around his girth. His thick, masculine shaft, the swollen, exposed head of his circumcised cock glistening under her touch. And then there was me—smaller, thinner, my cock cradled easily in her hand, its head hidden beneath a sheath of skin. The contrast was staggering. Crushing. And yet, it turned me on in a way I couldn’t put into words.

I stared down at her, watching her hand move over me, feeling pathetic and inadequate and so unbearably aroused I thought I might explode. My breath hitched, my vision blurred, and then I heard it. My own voice. Low and trembling, but unmistakable.

“Anthony is waiting for you in the guest room.”

Nine words. Words that carried me over the edge, past the point of no return.

Cassie’s hand stilled for a moment, her eyes snapping up to meet mine. For a second, neither of us moved, the weight of what I’d just said settling over us. And then, slowly, she nodded.

Her hand kept stroking my cock, her grip steady but her voice trembling as she asked, “Urm… what are you suggesting, Carl?”

For a moment, I didn’t answer. Instead, I leaned forward and kissed her, my lips pressing against hers with a desperate hunger. I didn’t care that just minutes ago, those lips had been wrapped around another man’s cock. In fact, the thought only made the kiss more electric, more charged with everything I couldn’t yet say.

When I finally pulled back, I whispered, “Anthony told me to send you to his room.”

The words felt foreign on my tongue, like they belonged to someone else. Even as I said them, I couldn’t quite believe they were mine. If someone had told me two weeks ago that I’d be uttering those words to my wife, I would have laughed. I would have said it was impossible, that something like this could never happen.

But something had happened. Something I still couldn’t fully understand. Anthony had walked into our lives and, without effort or pretense, had asserted himself as a powerful, dominant force—a man who wanted my wife and, in doing so, wanted to cuckold me. And the most absurd part? I had let him. Quietly, almost willingly, I had acknowledged that he was worthy of the role he now occupied in our lives.

It wasn’t just his easy masculinity, his confidence, or even his incredible cock. It was everything about him—the way he carried himself, the way he looked at Cassie, and, perhaps most dangerously, the way I had prodded and pushed, my curiosity turning the wheels I thought would remain forever still. Together, we had made her want him, made her need him.

The flimsy walls of societal norms and social conditioning had crumbled, their weight meaningless against the pull of biology and instinct. Despite the depth of our marriage, the love we shared, Cassie was still a woman. A woman with needs. Needs that Anthony had awoken and that she couldn’t ignore. Somewhere inside her, she had instinctively acknowledged his position—his status as the alpha male in our home. And now, she was willing to let him have her.

“Why?” she asked, her voice breaking slightly, pleading. It was as if she were trying to resist, to tiptoe around the inevitability she already knew was coming.

I didn’t answer her with words. Instead, I let my hand trail down her body, gliding gently over her stomach. Her skin was warm, soft beneath my fingertips. When my hand reached the downy patch of hair at her pubic mound, she gasped softly, her breath catching in her throat.

And then my fingers slipped lower, parting the slick folds of her pussy. My breath hitched as I felt just how wet she was. It wasn’t just wet—it was soaking. Her arousal was undeniable, tangible, and it sent a shiver through me. My fingers glided between her folds, her wetness coating them, and I nearly gasped at the sheer intensity of it.

Cassie’s hips shifted instinctively, pressing herself against my hand as a soft moan escaped her lips. Her body told the truth her words couldn’t—she was ready.

By this point, I was completely lost in my own arousal. My thoughts were fragmented, swirling in chaos, as my body moved almost on instinct. “Oh, come on, Cassie,” I murmured, my voice low and unsteady. My fingers slipped lower, finding her clit, and I began tracing small, deliberate circles over it. She shuddered beneath my touch, her body arching slightly in response. “You know why,” I added, the words barely a whisper.

Cassie’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling as her hips twitched against my hand. Her body was already surrendering, responding to me even as her mind struggled to catch up. When her eyes met mine, I saw something blazing there—a mix of defiance, confusion, and raw, unfiltered desire.

“We both know why,” I continued, my voice firmer now, though my heart pounded in my chest. My fingers kept working, teasing her clit with gentle circles, coaxing her closer to the edge.

She bit her lip, her eyes narrowing slightly as if she were trying to process my words through the haze of her arousal. Then, suddenly, she spoke, her voice trembling but still laced with a sultry, dangerous confidence that nearly pushed me over the edge. “You can’t be serious, baby. You can’t honestly want Anthony to take me to bed?”

Her question landed between us like a challenge, but the way she said it—the slight hitch in her voice, the way her hips pressed harder against my hand—told me she already knew the answer. She just needed me to say it.

“Holy fuck, Cassandra,” I groaned, the words spilling out of me before I could stop them. “I love you more than anything in the world, but—” I paused, my breath catching as I searched for the courage to finish. My fingers stilled for a moment before resuming their rhythm, drawing another soft gasp from her lips. “But all I want to do is watch him fuck you. I want that to happen.”

There. The words were out. I had said them aloud, and the weight of them hung heavy in the air. For a moment, I felt the shame surge upward, hot and suffocating, threatening to consume me. But as Cassie’s eyes widened and her lips parted in a soft, breathless exhale, something else settled over me.

Relief.

It was as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, a secret too heavy to bear finally laid bare between us. I felt strangely at peace, even as the storm of emotions continued to swirl inside me—shame, arousal, fear, and a dark, undeniable excitement.

Cassie didn’t say anything right away. She just stared at me, her eyes searching mine as her breathing quickened. Her lips quirked slightly, caught between a gasp and a smile, as if she were both shocked and intrigued by my confession. And then, slowly, she pressed her hips harder against my hand, her body answering the question she hadn’t yet put into words.


Chapter 11

Cassie didn’t wait for any further instructions. She shifted her hips, her movements slow and deliberate, as she shimmied her ass to the edge of the bed. Then, with a graceful confidence, she stood in front of me. Her body was mesmerizing, her curves illuminated by the soft light of the room. When she leaned in and kissed me, her lips were warm, urgent, and full of a passion that took my breath away.

“This is so fucking crazy, babe,” she murmured against my lips, her voice low and trembling with excitement.

When she pulled back slightly, her eyes locked onto mine, and I could see everything in them—the alcohol, the raw lust, the deep love we shared—all swirling together into something unstoppable. The intensity of her gaze made my chest tighten, and for a moment, I thought she might hesitate.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she spoke, her voice steady, her tone cutting through the haze between us. “I really want it to happen too.”

Her words landed like a spark in dry kindling, igniting everything inside me. They were honest, scorching, and impossibly erotic. The sheer weight of her confession sent my mind spinning, my thoughts colliding in a chaotic whirl. It was too much to process, and yet, I didn’t want to escape it. I couldn’t. I didn’t want to run from this moment—I wanted to see it through.

Delirious and driven by something primal, I grabbed her hand. I stood, my legs unsteady beneath me, and together we moved toward the doorway. I wasn’t entirely sure how I managed to lead her across the hallway. It felt surreal, like I was watching from outside myself as I walked my naked wife through our home, step by step, toward another man’s room.

The air around us seemed to change as we moved. The house felt different, as though the walls themselves had grown heavy with the anticipation of what was about to happen. It was as if the very structure of our home understood the magnitude of this moment, embracing it with the same hazy, seductive energy that had consumed us.

My heart pounded harder than ever as we approached the guest room. Every muscle in my body tensed as we neared the open doorway, where the soft glow of a lamp spilled out into the hall. I glanced up, and there he was—Anthony.

He was lying naked on the bed, his body relaxed, his massive erection standing tall and proud, as though it had been waiting for this very moment. The sight sent a fresh wave of inadequacy crashing over me. His sheer size, his confidence, the effortless dominance he exuded—all of it stirred that familiar ache of humiliation deep in my chest.

Cassie’s fingers tightened around mine, her grip firm, and I knew she had seen him too. That small squeeze spoke volumes—it wasn’t just reassurance; it was acknowledgment. She was ready.

I led her through the doorway, each step more surreal than the last. My mind was a storm of contradictions, emotions swirling in an intense, dizzying cocktail. Humiliation burned brightly, a sharp sting that should have overwhelmed me. But it didn’t—not completely. Because underneath it, an even stronger force churned. Arousal. Dark, consuming, and undeniable.

The realization that I had just delivered my wife to another man like this, naked and willing, should have broken me. But instead, it electrified me, every nerve in my body alive with the strange, twisted thrill of what we were about to witness.

“Hi, Cassie.”

Anthony’s deep voice carried an unshakable confidence, as though he had been expecting us. There wasn’t a hint of surprise, just the kind of calm authority that made my stomach churn.

“Hi,” Cassie replied softly. Her voice was light, almost sweet—so innocent that it felt jarring, given the situation.

Anthony patted the bed beside him, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “Come here,” he said, his tone gentle but commanding.

Cassie hesitated for the briefest moment, her body still and poised, before I gently released her hand. My fingers lingered against her skin as I gave her a delicate nudge on her lower back, urging her forward. She took a tentative step, her movements almost hypnotic, as though something invisible were pulling her toward him.

Anthony’s gaze shifted to me then, his smile calm, assured. He pointed to the chair in the corner of the room, the gesture so casual it felt like he was giving directions to a guest. “Hey man,” he said, his voice easy, friendly, but laced with an undercurrent of control. “Why don’t you have a seat over there? Cassie and I are going to spend a bit of time getting to know each other a little better.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, but I didn’t react. I couldn’t. I felt like I was in a trance, my body moving on autopilot as I nodded slightly and stepped toward the chair. My cock was still painfully hard, jutting forward for all to see, and a fresh wave of embarrassment coursed through me as I caught another glimpse of Anthony’s massive erection. The size, the sheer presence of it, stirred a deep humiliation within me, a sharp reminder of what I had just done—what I had agreed to.

I sank into the chair slowly, my legs trembling slightly as I sat. My eyes stayed fixed on the bed, watching as Cassie climbed onto it beside him. Her movements were fluid, purposeful, and yet the sight of her laying down next to him felt surreal, like I was watching someone else’s life unfold.

What happened next stunned me.

The moment Cassie’s body hit the bed, her hand shot out, wrapping itself around Anthony’s cock. She grasped him with the kind of eagerness that made my breath hitch. It was as though she couldn’t help herself, as though he were the singular object of her desire, the thing she had been aching for all night. Her fingers barely encircled his girth, and she stroked him slowly, reverently, her focus wholly on him.

But then—then came the part I didn’t expect.

Cassie leaned in closer to him, her face tilting upward, her lips parting slightly. A second later, they were kissing. Her mouth met his in a deep, lingering kiss, her free hand sliding up to rest on his chest.

I nearly cried.

I can’t explain it, not even now. I know what you’re thinking—she’d already sucked his cock in front of me. I’d watched her stroke him, tease him, and accept his cum on her body. Why would a kiss be the thing to break me? But it did. That kiss was different.

It wasn’t just an act of lust. It wasn’t just a response to his size or his dominance. That kiss felt intimate, personal. It wasn’t just her body that she was giving to him in that moment—it was a piece of her soul.

My chest ached, a raw, burning sensation that threatened to overwhelm me as I sat there, frozen in place. The humiliation, the jealousy, the deep sense of loss—it all came crashing down on me at once. And yet, I couldn’t look away.

“I can’t wait to fuck you, Cassandra,” Anthony groaned as their kiss broke, his voice low and heavy with desire. The words sent a jolt through me, sharp and visceral. My mind felt like it was unraveling, every thought dissolving under the weight of what I was seeing.

And then he added, his tone impossibly calm yet commanding, “That is why you’re here, isn’t it, Cassie? Do you want me to fuck you?”

Cassie hesitated for the briefest moment, her lips slightly parted, her breathing quick and shallow. And then, in a whisper so soft I barely heard it, she said, “Yes.”

That single word was like a gunshot in the room, shattering the last remnants of my composure. My stomach twisted as Anthony’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her ass with a firm possessiveness that made my heart pound. He pulled her naked body closer to his, their mouths colliding again in a deep, heated kiss.

I sat there, paralyzed, my mouth dry and my hands trembling slightly. Jealousy surged through me, sharp and relentless, but it wasn’t enough to break the spell. Something stronger held me in place, an incomprehensible force that tied me to the chair and made it impossible to look away.

Cassie’s hand slid between them, wrapping around Anthony’s massive cock with an urgency that was undeniable. The sight was surreal—her delicate fingers, adorned with her wedding ring, stroking him with reverence and hunger. Her hands couldn’t fully encircle his shaft, the thick girth dwarfing her small fingers. The way her hand glided over him, unable to move the skin as she could with mine, was a stark contrast that drove the humiliation deeper.

And then there were his balls. Heavy, pendulous, bouncing slightly with each stroke of her hand. They made mine look small and insignificant by comparison, a cruel reminder of my inadequacy.

“Your cock is fucking amazing,” Cassie whispered, her voice husky and trembling with awe. The words cut through the air like a blade, sharper than anything I’d ever heard.

Anthony’s response was immediate. His large hands gripped her waist, lifting her with ease. He positioned her so her legs straddled his lap, her body pressed tightly against his. I stared, helpless and entranced, as his massive cock rested between the crack of her ass, the thick shaft nearly disappearing between her soft cheeks.

His hands moved to her ass, clutching her flesh with a roughness that sent her body jolting against him. He pulled her down into another kiss, his lips claiming hers with an intensity that made my breath hitch.

Then, without warning, he slapped her ass—hard. The sharp crack of it echoed in the room, and her cheeks jiggled more than I expected. Cassie let out a startled gasp, quickly followed by a low, needy moan.

Anthony pulled back slightly, his eyes blazing as he looked at her. “Are you ready for it, Cassie?” he asked, his voice dripping with confidence.

Cassie’s answer came as a moan, her head tipping back slightly, her hair spilling over her shoulders. “Yes,” she breathed. “I think so.”

Cassie shifted her position slightly, her movements deliberate and fluid as Anthony’s hands slid to the base of her thighs. His grip was firm, possessive, as he adjusted her body with ease. A second later, I watched in stunned silence as he aligned the thick, swollen head of his cock with the dripping entrance of her soaked pussy.

I coughed softly, trying to clear the lump that had formed in my throat. My chest felt tight, my breath shallow, and I realized I hadn’t blinked in what felt like minutes. The gravity of the moment wasn’t lost on me. This wasn’t just a physical act—it was a crossing of lines I’d never thought possible. I was watching another man slide his cock into the woman I loved, and I knew instantly it was an image that would be burned into my memory for the rest of my life.

Anthony began to push forward, his thick head disappearing between Cassie’s slick, glistening folds. I held my breath, my heart pounding erratically as I watched. Cassie’s head tipped back, her neck arching as a shudder of pleasure coursed through her. Her mouth opened slightly, a soft, silent gasp escaping her lips.

“Ohhh,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but heavy with disbelief and awe.

I couldn’t believe how easily she took him in. Cassie had only ever been with me—her body had only ever known mine. I knew she’d never experienced anything close to the sheer size of Anthony’s cock. Yet here she was, inch by inch, taking him deeper than I could have ever imagined. His length slid inside her, claiming a space that had only ever belonged to me.

And he was going farther than I ever could. I could see it—feel it in the pit of my stomach. His enormous cock was driving deeper into Cassie than I’d ever been able to reach. It wasn’t just his size—it was his presence, his dominance, the sheer inevitability of what was happening.

Her pussy stretched to accommodate him, the skin of her lips pulled taut around his girth in a way that looked almost painful. Her ass squirmed against him, her body writhing with every inch he pushed inside. She wasn’t just taking him—she was adjusting to him, learning his size, experiencing sensations that were entirely new.

“Holy fuck! Anthony, that’s incredible,” Cassie gasped, her voice breaking as her body trembled against him. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parting in pure disbelief at the feelings consuming her. Her hands clutched at his chest, her fingers digging into the hard planes of his muscles as though she were bracing herself, trying to steady her body against the overwhelming intrusion of his cock.

My chest felt tight, my heart hammering so hard I could feel the rhythm echoing in my ribs. My cock, still painfully erect, throbbed in front of me, the sheer arousal warring with the sharp sting of jealousy and humiliation. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

And the worst part? He was only halfway inside her.

The sharp crack of Anthony’s hand slapping Cassie’s ass filled the room again, the sound echoing like a shot. Her body jolted slightly under the impact, her soft flesh rippling as she gasped. Anthony’s massive cock glistened with a sheen of her juices, the sight both mesmerizing and gut-wrenching as he thrust into her again, deeper this time.

“That’s it, Cassie,” Anthony grunted, his voice thick and commanding. “Take it.”

His hands gripped her ass firmly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he used her body for leverage, pulling her onto him with each thrust. The sheer size of him was staggering, and the way her body seemed to yield, to stretch and accept him, felt surreal. This couldn’t really be happening, could it? It had to be a nightmare. Some twisted, impossible nightmare.

But then Cassie groaned, her voice raw and trembling with pleasure. “Holy fuck, it’s so big. Jesus, it’s huge!”

Her words sent a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over me. Her legs quivered, her toes curling as her entire body responded to him. And then Anthony found his rhythm, a steady, powerful stroke that left no doubt he was completely in control.

He thrust upward, his hips meeting hers with a force that made her cry out, the sound primal and wild. His heavy balls slapped against her ass with each movement, the rhythmic sound underscoring the raw, animalistic intensity of what was happening.

It was then I realized—she had taken all of him. Every inch of Anthony’s massive cock was buried inside her, and she had done it with an ease that stunned me. Her body had adjusted to him, accommodated him, as though it were something she had been built to do.

Their movements became more frenzied, more desperate, as they lost themselves in the moment. Anthony’s grip tightened, his thrusts growing deeper, harder, and Cassie’s cries turned to screams—loud, uninhibited, and unlike anything I’d ever heard from her before. She wasn’t just moaning; she was screaming like a woman possessed, her voice ringing out in pure ecstasy as she bucked and writhed on top of him.

My mouth felt parched, my throat dry as sandpaper. My palms were slick with sweat, and I realized they were trembling as I clenched and unclenched them against the armrests of the chair. My heart hammered in my chest, a heavy, unrelenting beat that matched the rhythm of their fucking.

I glanced down at myself, and the sight was almost laughable. My cock was bright red, swollen, and throbbing harder than I’d ever seen. It looked as though it were trying to compete with Anthony’s, desperate to match the sheer presence of him. But the absurdity of that thought hit me just as quickly—there was no competition. Anthony was in a league of his own, and my cock, straining uselessly in front of me, was a silent acknowledgment of that fact.

Cassie’s nails raked down Anthony’s chest, her screams intensifying as her movements became more erratic. I could see the tension in her body, the way her muscles clenched and released, her head tossing back as wave after wave of pleasure overtook her. They were lost in each other now, their desire a fire that burned far too brightly for me to extinguish.

And I sat there, unable to move, unable to speak, watching it all unfold.

“Oh my fucking god!!” Cassandra screamed, her voice raw and trembling with ecstasy as her bare ass smacked down loudly against Anthony’s crotch. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the room, sharp and relentless, underscoring the primal intensity of their movements.

“You love that big cock, don’t you, Cassie?” Anthony grunted, his voice thick with exertion. His muscles rippled with each powerful thrust, his arms tightening around her lower back as he drove himself deeper into my wife. The tempo of his movements increased, deliberate and unrelenting, as though he were pushing her closer to some unreachable edge.

Cassie’s head tipped back, her cries filling the room. “Ohhh fuck! Ohhh! Ohhh my fuck! Ohhh my god, Anthony, holy fuck!! Anthony!!”

She was completely consumed. Her voice, her body, everything about her had given in to the moment. My mind scrambled, unable to make sense of what I was seeing. I just sat there, frozen, watching as Anthony took my wife to heights of satisfaction I had never come close to achieving. Her moans, her screams, her gasps—they were different, richer, more desperate. She was savoring every second of this new, overwhelming experience.

Anthony’s heavy balls thwacked into her chubby ass with each thrust, creating a relentless rhythm that joined the creaking of the guest room bed. The sounds were maddening, a visceral reminder of what was happening. Cassie’s eyes met mine briefly, her gaze heavy with ecstasy as her body bounced on top of Anthony’s. The connection hit me like a punch to the gut.

I sat there, just a few feet away, my cock as hard as a diamond, throbbing painfully as I watched in aroused horror. The truth was undeniable: I wasn’t the man giving her this pleasure. I wasn’t the one making her scream like this, making her body shudder and writhe in ways I’d never seen before.

Cassie’s voice broke through my spiraling thoughts, a trembling confession ripped from her lips. “I’m gonna—oh fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum!!”

“Do it, Cassie,” Anthony growled, his voice dark and commanding. His hips thrust harder, deeper, his cock moving with a confidence and expertise I knew I didn’t possess. “Cum for me. That’s it, Cassie. I want you to cum on my big cock.”

Her response was immediate, a scream that tore through the air. “Oh fuck, Carl!” she cried out, her voice raw and primal, a release so intense it seemed to shake the very foundation of the room. The sound of her screaming my name left me stunned, my thoughts grinding to a halt.

Why was she screaming my name? Was it guilt? Was it love? Or was it something I would never fully understand?

“I’m cumming!! Oh fuck, oh my god. Carl! He’s making me cum so hard!”

Her words were frantic, unfiltered, as if her body had completely taken over. Cassie raised her hand, trying to cover her mouth, but even that small movement was a struggle. Her arm trembled violently, her hand barely staying in place as her body was wracked by wave after wave of pleasure.

The look on her face told me everything. She couldn’t believe what was happening. Her body had never experienced anything like this before, and it was overwhelming her completely. Her eyes were wide, her mouth open as she gasped for air between cries, and the sheer disbelief etched into her expression was unmistakable.

Cassie wasn’t just cumming—she was transforming, surrendering to sensations that were entirely new, entirely out of reach before tonight. I knew, in that moment, that she had never cum like this. She had never cum even close to this before.

My cock throbbed painfully, the swollen head almost ready to burst from the sensory overload I was experiencing. My entire body felt electrified, paralyzed, as my eyes remained glued to my wife. Cassie’s body convulsed on top of Anthony, shuddering violently as wave after wave of her orgasm crashed through her. She slumped forward, her big breasts pressing against his muscular chest, her cries continuing to fill the room.

“Oh my god,” she squealed, her voice trembling with disbelief and pleasure. “I’m cumming so fucking hard!”

Her words hit me like a physical blow, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the sight before me. My eyes were locked on the obscene display of their bodies entwined—the way her labia clung tightly to the base of Anthony’s cock, stretched and taut around his immense girth.

Each movement was mesmerizing. I could see the subtle spasms of her pussy, the tiny, rhythmic clenching and releasing as her body milked his cock with an intensity that seemed impossible. I couldn’t fathom how he wasn’t cumming, how he managed to hold back when her body was reacting like that. But then I looked at his balls—heavy, pendulous, hanging there with an imposing presence, as if they were biding their time, waiting for their chance to release.

The room began to settle for a moment, the air still thick with tension as Cassie’s orgasm started to subside. Her breathing, frantic and shallow moments before, began to even out, though her chest still rose and fell rapidly against Anthony’s. She stayed slumped against him for a moment longer, her body still trembling slightly as the aftershocks rippled through her.

Finally, she sat up slowly, brushing her hair out of her flushed face. Her eyes, still glassy with pleasure, locked onto mine. There was a wildness in her gaze, a raw, unfiltered honesty that sent another jolt through me.

“Holy fuck, babe,” she panted, her voice husky and tinged with awe. “I’ve never cum like that before. Not even close.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and unshakable. I didn’t know how to respond. My mouth felt dry, my chest tight, and my cock throbbed painfully in my lap. But I couldn’t look away. Cassie wasn’t just confessing—she was sharing a truth neither of us could deny.

It was an indescribable humiliation, hearing my wife say those words—that another man had made her cum like that—and to hear them while his massive cock was still buried deep inside her. My stomach churned, my throat tightened, and my chest felt like it might collapse under the weight of it all.

Then she leaned down. Slowly, deliberately. Her lips met Anthony’s in a kiss—deep, passionate, and full of an appreciation I’d never seen from her before. The sight of it sent another sharp pang through me, a mix of jealousy, arousal, and despair that nearly pushed me over the edge.

“Are you ready for some more now, Cassie?” Anthony asked, his tone calm but laced with authority. He began sliding his cock out of her slowly, inch by inch, until only the tip remained. My eyes widened as it finally slipped free, coated thickly with her creamy wetness. The sight of her essence smeared along his girthy length made my pulse race, my breath catching in my throat.

Cassie didn’t speak. She simply nodded, her cheeks flushed, her body trembling slightly as she rolled off him. Her movements were languid, her submission to him complete, unspoken but undeniable.

“I want you to get on all fours,” Anthony said, his voice deepening, a command more than a request. “Face your husband.”

Cassie turned, her body responding to him instinctively. As she moved, her eyes met mine. They were wild with lust, her pupils blown wide, but beneath that was a swirl of emotions—thankfulness, shyness, even a hint of embarrassment. Yet there was something else too, something undeniably feminine in the way she looked at me, her lips trembling slightly as she positioned herself.

She rested on her forearms, her big, heavy breasts swaying gently just above the mattress. Her nipples grazed the surface with each of her deep, steady breaths, her body trembling slightly in anticipation.

Anthony moved behind her, his presence looming large as he positioned himself close. He placed his thick cock against the curve of her ass, the weight of it pressing into her soft flesh. Then, with a deliberate motion, he smacked it hard against her cheeks.

The sound—a sharp, unmistakable thwack—echoed in the room, cutting through the heavy silence. Cassie flinched slightly at the impact, a soft gasp escaping her lips. Her ass jiggled in response, her flesh rippling from the force of the slap.

Anthony’s cock rested against her again, heavy and imposing, as if reminding both of us who truly commanded this moment.

“Tell me what you want, Cassandra,” Anthony demanded, his voice firm as he delivered another sharp slap to her ass. The crack of his hand against her skin echoed through the room, followed by the soft ripple of her flesh.

Cassie looked back at him, her head tilting slightly as her teeth sank into her bottom lip. Her face was a picture of conflict, her body trembling as if she were desperately trying to fight against her urges. The sight sent my mind spinning, each second feeling like an eternity. Then, finally, she spoke.

“I want you to fuck me with that huge cock,” she whispered, her voice breathless and trembling.

“Good girl,” Anthony replied, his tone laced with approval.

It only took him a few seconds to position himself. His hands gripped her waist firmly, and then he slid inside her again, his thick cock parting her folds with ease. Cassie’s body responded instantly. Her head tipped back, her spine arching as a shuddering moan escaped her lips.

“Oh my god!” she gasped, her voice already shaking with pleasure. “Oh fuck, yes, that’s it!”

It usually took me time—sometimes a lot of time—to bring her to this level of arousal, but with Anthony, it seemed almost immediate. The moment he stretched her insides, she was undone, consumed by the sensations he was giving her. My chest tightened as I watched, a mix of jealousy and undeniable arousal coursing through me.

Anthony wasn’t fucking her hard, at least not yet. Instead, his movements were slow, deliberate, as though he wanted her to feel every inch of him. His thick cock slid in and out of her in a measured rhythm, her body clinging to him with each thrust. His large hands gripped her waist, steady and commanding, as he took my wife from behind right in front of me.

Cassie lowered her head slightly, her brown ponytail spilling across her flushed face. Each slow thrust sent her hair swaying, her body reacting to his every move. My eyes drifted downward, and I couldn’t tear them away from the sight of her breasts.

In this position, they hung beautifully, big and round, swaying with the rhythm of Anthony’s thrusts. Her pale nipples were so stiff they looked almost painful, their tightness matching the tautness of her body as she surrendered to him. Each movement sent them bouncing slightly, a hypnotic reminder of her complete immersion in the moment.

Anthony’s cock continued to glide in and out of her, coated in her slickness, his control evident in every motion. His hands tightened around her waist, his focus absolute. And all I could do was sit there, helpless and entranced, as the woman I loved was taken to heights I could barely comprehend.

Eventually, Cassie raised her head slightly, her flushed face still framed by strands of her loose ponytail. Her eyes met mine, and I could see the lust still burning within them, but there was something else too—a softness, a loving familiarity that sent a shiver down my spine. She smiled at me, her lips curling in that way I knew so well, the kind of smile that reminded me of all the intimacy we had shared over the years.

Then her gaze dropped, landing on my cock, which was still rock-hard and standing proudly in front of me. Her expression shifted instantly, her smile turning mischievous, even wicked. It was as though seeing me like this—so aroused, so utterly consumed by what I was watching—made her feel even sexier. It was a reminder that she wasn’t just doing this for herself.

But as my eyes drifted to her stiff, painfully erect nipples, I knew the truth. She was doing this because she enjoyed it. Every inch of her body screamed with pleasure, a silent acknowledgment of the ecstasy she was experiencing.

“Cassie, you really are the sexiest woman alive,” I said, my voice breaking slightly as the words left my lips. My throat felt dry, my chest tight, but I needed her to hear it.

Her eyes locked onto mine again, her expression softening for a moment as if the words had reached some untouched part of her. But before she could respond, Anthony’s hand came down hard on her ass with a loud slap.

Cassie flinched at the impact, her body jerking slightly, but the soft giggle that escaped her lips was filled with pure pleasure.

“She really is,” Anthony added, his voice dripping with confidence. He didn’t even look at me as he spoke, his focus entirely on Cassie as he began to increase the tempo of his thrusts.

The sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room once more—louder now, more urgent. The slap of their skin against each other grew sharper with each thrust, blending with the rhythmic creaking of the bed frame. Anthony’s hands gripped Cassie’s waist tighter, pulling her back against him with every movement as her moans turned into desperate cries.

The knot in my stomach twisted tighter, a mixture of shame, arousal, and disbelief churning inside me. And then Anthony looked up, his eyes locking onto mine with a smug confidence that made my breath hitch.

“Do you like watching me fuck your sexy little wife, Carl?” he asked, his voice smooth but taunting, each word delivered with deliberate weight.

The question hit me like a freight train, my embarrassment surging so hard I thought I might burst. My cock twitched involuntarily, a humiliating acknowledgment of the truth I couldn’t deny. The room seemed to hold its breath, waiting for my response.

“Yes,” I finally admitted, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Cassie moaned the moment I spoke, her body reacting almost instinctively to the confession. Her cries grew louder, her movements more urgent, as though my admission had unlocked something inside her. It was as if she, too, was struggling to reconcile the incredible truth Anthony had just thrown between us—a truth we could no longer ignore.

Anthony reached up, his hand tangling in Cassie’s ponytail, gripping it firmly as he pulled her head back. The motion was controlled but forceful, exposing the curve of her neck as his thrusts grew more powerful. With one hand pulling her head, the other came down hard on her ass, delivering a sharp slap that sent her cheeks jiggling with each impact.

“You like my big cock, don’t you, Cassandra?” he growled, his voice deeper now, stripped of pretense, and heavy with authority.

Cassie struggled to respond, her breath hitching with every thrust. Her body rocked against his, the force of his cock driving into her making her arch her head back even farther. Her voice trembled as she finally hissed, “Oh my god! Yes, yes, I fucking do.”

Anthony grunted, his grip tightening as his pace quickened. “Tell me, Cassie,” he demanded, his tone sharp and commanding. His thrusts became harder, more relentless, as the sound of their naked bodies colliding filled the room. The sharp slap of skin against skin was constant now, a rhythm that felt primal and raw.

I couldn’t look away. Anthony’s cock moved with purpose, sliding in and out of Cassie with a confidence and power I could never match. His massive, swollen balls swung forward and back with each thrust, and then I noticed it—each swing brought them slapping against Cassie’s clit. Every thrust sent a fresh jolt of sensation through her body, her moans growing louder with each impact.

My eyes drifted upward, drawn to Anthony’s muscular frame. His body was a picture of strength, each muscle flexing and relaxing with the urgency of his movements. The veins in his arms and shoulders stood out as he held Cassie in place, using her body to meet his every thrust. His dominance was undeniable, the center of this insanely taboo act that had consumed us all.

Cassie’s face told me everything. Her lips were parted, her eyes squeezed shut, her cheeks flushed with effort and arousal. She leaned forward, lowering herself onto the mattress, her movements almost trembling. I couldn’t tell if she was starting to feel pain or if the pleasure was simply too overwhelming.

But as my gaze traveled downward, the answer became clear. Her beautiful, full breasts were pressed into the mattress, the soft flesh spilling out to the sides of her chest with each thrust. Her muffled cries of pleasure, though partially smothered by the bed, rang out clearly, leaving no doubt that the sensations coursing through her body were beyond anything she had ever experienced.

Anthony’s grip on her ponytail didn’t falter, his control over her absolute as he drove into her again and again, his dominance echoing through every thrust. And I sat there, unable to move, unable to speak, watching it all unfold.

My own smaller, less impressive cock twitched involuntarily as I heard Cassie moan, her voice trembling with raw ecstasy. “Oh my god, Anthony! I love your big dick so much!”

Anthony grunted something in response, though his words were lost in the symphony of their sounds—his deep, guttural groans and her high-pitched cries of pleasure. He didn’t stop, didn’t falter. His cock pumped into her with relentless precision, each thrust eliciting another squeal from my wife.

Then Anthony looked up, his gaze locking onto mine, a smirk playing at the corner of his lips as he spoke to her. “How do you feel about the fact I’m fucking you with my big dick right in front of your husband and his little dick?”

Cassie couldn’t answer—not with words. She could only moan, her body trembling as she surrendered fully to him. There was no denying his statement, no refuting the dynamic that had taken over the room. The entire scene was surreal, so far beyond anything I could have imagined. The eroticism of it was overwhelming, burning through me like an inferno.

Anthony didn’t slow down for a moment. His hips continued to drive forward, each thrust sending a shockwave through Cassie’s body. Her cries grew louder, though they were muffled slightly as her face pressed against the mattress. The sounds of their bodies colliding—the wet slap of skin on skin—grew faster, more insistent, building to a crescendo.

Then, as if the moment weren’t already unbearable, Anthony looked up at me again. His voice was calm, almost conversational. “She’s on the pill, right?”

The question stunned me, not because it wasn’t practical—it was. But that wasn’t why he was asking. We both knew the real reason, and it had nothing to do with precaution. It was about ownership, about marking his place in this twisted, erotic tableau.

My throat tightened, my chest feeling like it might cave in under the weight of his words. But all I could do was nod. My body betrayed me, just as my mind had done long ago. My wife’s moans filled the air again, louder now, more frantic, as she approached her second climax of the night.

Her body jolted suddenly, her movements desperate and uncontrolled as she threw her ass back against Anthony’s unyielding body. She slammed into him, her voice breaking as she screamed, “Oh fuck! Fuck, I’m going to—fuck, I’m going to cum!”

Her pussy spasmed visibly, her body convulsing as if trying to milk every inch of Anthony’s cock. The sight was mesmerizing, the eroticism nuclear, and I couldn’t look away.

Then came Anthony’s roar. It was deep, primal, and all-consuming. His body tensed, veins bulging across his muscles as he froze mid-thrust. His head tilted back for a moment, his entire frame trembling before he locked eyes with me again.

“Carl,” he growled, his voice thick and commanding. “Look at her. Look at your wife as I cum in her.”

The words hit me like a sledgehammer, breaking through the last remnants of my composure. My breath caught, my cock twitching violently as I obeyed, unable to do anything else but watch. Cassie’s face was a mix of pleasure and disbelief, her body still spasming as Anthony drove himself as deeply into her as he could, his release undeniable.

Cassandra’s eyes had rolled back into her head, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy as her body convulsed. Her fingers gripped the bed sheets so tightly that her knuckles were white, her nails digging into the fabric as if she were holding on for dear life. With every thrust from Anthony, her big, round breasts slapped together, the rhythm of their movements perfectly synced with the relentless force of his body driving into hers.

Her cries escalated, louder and more frantic, until the moment broke through her completely. “I’m cumming!!” she screamed, her voice trembling and raw. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming. Oh my god, holy fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I’ve never cum so fucking hard! Oh my God. Holy fuck, Carl, I can feel his cum!”

The words hit me like a hammer, the weight of them unbearable as my mind reeled. My heart raced, my breath shallow, as the reality of what was happening consumed me. Anthony’s cock was buried deep inside her, and she could feel it—feel his seed spilling into her. My wife, the woman I had shared everything with, was now lost in a world of pleasure I had never given her, brought to her by another man.

Cassie collapsed forward, her face burying itself in the mattress, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. But even then, she didn’t stop. Her hips kept moving, slamming her big ass back against Anthony with a desperation that seemed almost primal. Her fat cheeks jiggled with each impact, her movements fueled by the last remnants of her overwhelming climax.

The sight was burned into my memory: her breasts bouncing wildly, her ass rippling with each thrust, her entire body shuddering in profound pleasure. It was a kind of ecstasy I had never been able to bring her, and the realization sent a wave of humiliation crashing over me. Yet, even as shame tore through me, I couldn’t deny the arousal that gripped me, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched Anthony dominate her completely.

Anthony’s muscles strained, his powerful body glistening with sweat as he held her in place, his hands gripping her hips tightly. His thrusts slowed, each one deliberate and purposeful as he unloaded himself deep inside her. His face contorted with pleasure, his grunts turning into a deep, guttural groan as he emptied every last drop of his cum into Cassie’s womb. The veins in his arms bulged as he held himself steady, his hips twitching slightly as he pushed himself as far inside her as he could.

Cassie let out one final, piercing shriek, her voice breaking as her body convulsed in one last gasp of intense satisfaction. Her entire frame trembled, her muscles weak as the overwhelming sensations left her gasping for air. Then, finally, her movements stilled, and her body collapsed fully onto the bed.

Anthony followed, his strength seemingly spent as he lowered himself onto the mattress beside her. Their bodies glistened with sweat, their breathing ragged and heavy, the sounds of their exertion filling the room. Cassie’s chest heaved as she lay there, her eyes half-closed, her expression one of pure bliss. Anthony’s hand lingered on her hip, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin as if he were still savoring the moment.

I sat there, frozen in my chair, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The room was thick with the scent of sex, the air heavy and oppressive. My cock throbbed, my mind racing with thoughts I couldn’t fully grasp. The sight of them lying there, intertwined and satisfied, was a brutal reminder of the dynamic that had just unfolded—a dynamic that had changed everything.

Cassie’s eyes fluttered open for a moment, her gaze finding mine. There was no shame in her expression, no hesitation—just a raw, unfiltered honesty that left me breathless. Her lips curled into a faint smile, one of satisfaction and gratitude, before she closed her eyes again and let herself fall into the afterglow.

Anthony turned his head toward me, his smirk subtle but undeniable, his dominance lingering in the air between us. “She’s incredible, isn’t she?” he said, his voice low, almost conversational.

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. I could only sit there, watching the two of them, as the weight of what had just happened settled over me, unshakable and unforgettable.

A few seconds later, Anthony rolled off Cassie, his movements unhurried, his body radiating satisfaction. He lay back on the bed, his broad chest heaving slightly as he caught his breath. His cock, no longer fully erect but still thick and imposing, rested against his thigh, a glistening sheen of their shared fluids coating its length. The head was still swollen, and I watched as the last drips of cum leaked lazily from the tip.

Then Cassie rolled onto her back, her movements slow and languid, as though her body had been completely drained of energy. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next.

Her face was flushed, her cheeks glowing a deep red, and her chest bore the same hue, the color spreading down to her breasts. Her normally pale nipples were so swollen they had darkened to a deep, almost brown shade, standing out starkly against her skin. They looked painfully erect, every inch of her body betraying the intensity of what she had just experienced.

As my eyes traveled lower, she parted her legs slowly, her thighs falling open with deliberate ease, and I was confronted with a sight that left me frozen. Cassie’s normally tidy pussy, the one I knew so well, was now unrecognizable.

Her pubic hair was drenched, the moisture glistening under the dim light, and similar wetness coated the insides of her thighs, gliding down toward the sheets. But what truly struck me—what I couldn’t look away from—was her pussy itself.

Her lips, usually neat and symmetrical, barely touching when at rest, were now stretched wide apart, gaping as though they couldn’t possibly close again. It didn’t seem like they could even touch if she tried. Her clit, which I was used to seeing tucked discreetly beneath its hood, was fully exposed now, protruding so prominently that it seemed like its hood had disappeared entirely. It stood stiff and flushed, a stark testament to the pleasure she had just endured.

And then, there it was—the final detail that tipped me over the edge. Anthony’s cum. Thick, milky, and unmistakable, it began to ooze from her gaping pussy, coating her already drenched lips and trailing downward in lazy rivulets.

The sight was shocking, almost grotesque, a stark reminder of what had just happened. My mind reeled, struggling to process the aftermath of their coupling. This wasn’t the tidy, familiar pussy I had known for years. It was something else entirely—marked, transformed, left in a state that screamed of the pleasure she had just received.

If I had seen her like this the first time I’d ever laid eyes on her, I might have been put off. It was messy, raw, almost overwhelming. And yet, despite that—or maybe because of it—I felt my arousal spike impossibly higher. My cock throbbed painfully, aching in response to the scene before me.

This wasn’t just a mess—it was a story, a visceral retelling of what had just unfolded between them. Her body bore the undeniable evidence of the pleasure Anthony had given her, a pleasure I knew I couldn’t provide. Her pussy had been thoroughly claimed by our well-hung guest, stretched and filled to its limits, and Cassie had loved every second of it. That knowledge should have broken me, should have sent me spiraling into shame.

Instead, I felt myself growing harder, my body betraying every rational thought. I couldn’t look away from her. From the aftermath of her pleasure. From the way her body radiated satisfaction, completely unashamed of what had transpired.

Cassie let out a soft sigh, her body shifting slightly as she adjusted herself on the bed. Her eyes fluttered open for a moment, meeting mine. There was no hesitation, no regret—just a quiet, tired satisfaction that sent a shiver through me. She smiled faintly, her expression a mix of exhaustion and contentment, before her eyes drifted closed again.

Anthony, still lying beside her, turned his head toward me. His smirk was subtle but unmistakable, his confidence as unshakable as ever. He didn’t need to say a word. The message was clear—he had claimed her, marked her, left her utterly transformed. And I could only sit there, unable to move, as the weight of it all settled over me.

And then it hit me.

It struck like a freight train, blindsiding me in a way I wasn’t prepared for. As I sat there, transfixed, watching another thick glob of Anthony’s cum slide out of Cassie’s gaping, wide-open pussy, I felt it—deep and primal. My balls tightened, a sudden, sharp pull that I couldn’t ignore. My cock twitched, the sensation radiating from the base to the tip like an electric current.

I looked down and saw it happening. My cock began to quiver, shaking slightly as if it had a mind of its own. And then, without warning, the release came.

I hadn’t touched myself. Not once. I hadn’t dared to. The fear of putting them off, of breaking the spell of what I was witnessing, had kept me completely still. Yet here I was, my body betraying me. The foreskin still covered the head of my cock, untouched, unprepared, and yet the cum began to trickle out anyway. It dribbled from beneath the sheath, thick and slow, pooling on the floor in front of the chair where I sat, a silent testament to everything I had felt but hadn’t dared to act on.

It was one of the strangest orgasms of my life—intense in its own way, but utterly unsatisfying. There was no build-up, no crescendo of pleasure. It was just… release. Mechanical. Detached. Every time I looked up, I saw another strand of Anthony’s cum drip from Cassie, her pussy still glistening and stretched wide open. And every time I looked back down, more of my own cum spilled out, my cock slowly softening, retreating, as if acknowledging its inferiority in this surreal tableau.

Cassie noticed, of course. Her eyes flicked toward me, and a small smile curled on her lips. It wasn’t mocking—not entirely. It was more knowing, as if she understood exactly what had just happened and what it meant. She glanced down at Anthony’s cock, now soft but still large and imposing, and the smile deepened.

Minutes passed in silence, the air thick with the weight of what had just unfolded. Then Cassie moved. Slowly, carefully, she slid herself off the edge of the bed, her legs trembling slightly as she stood. The moment she shifted, the room was filled with an unmistakable sound—the loudest queef I had ever heard. The noise was jarring, almost absurd, but it only underscored the reality of what had happened.

Cassie wasn’t the type to queef, ever. But this time, it seemed unavoidable. The sheer size of Anthony’s cock, the way it had stretched and filled her, had changed things. Permanently.

She didn’t seem fazed. If anything, it made her smile more. She walked around the bed, her movements languid, her body still glowing with the aftershocks of her satisfaction. Reaching me, she extended her hand. Her touch was warm, grounding, as she helped me up from the chair.

As she did, her eyes dropped to the floor in front of where I’d been sitting. Her smile returned, softer now but laced with something playful. “It looks like you made a bit of a mess there, baby,” she said, her voice light, almost teasing.

I couldn’t speak. I could barely breathe. I just followed her as she took a couple of steps toward the door, her hand still in mine. But then she stopped.

Slowly, deliberately, she turned back to the bed and leaned down toward Anthony. Her movements were deliberate, unhurried, as she lowered her head toward his now-soft cock. I watched, frozen, as her lips brushed the head in a gentle, lingering kiss. It wasn’t just an acknowledgment—it was reverence, appreciation.

As she pulled back, she stood straight and smiled down at him. “Thank you for that,” she said softly, her voice carrying a sincerity that struck me like another blow.

Anthony smirked, his confidence unshaken, and gave her a slight nod. The silent exchange between them said everything. Cassie turned back to me, her hand finding mine once more, and led me out of the room.

With that, she led me out of the room and into our bedroom, her hand warm and steady in mine. I followed in silence, my mind still reeling from everything that had just unfolded. When we reached the bed, Cassie crawled onto it without hesitation, her movements slow and unhurried as if she were savoring the afterglow. She lay on her side, her body glistening in the dim light, and I couldn’t help but notice how her thighs were still slick, her pussy still leaking the remnants of Anthony’s cum onto the sheets.

I climbed into bed next to her, the quietness of the room now a stark contrast to the chaos and intensity that had consumed us just moments ago. As I settled beside her, Cassie rolled over to face me, her eyes soft and warm, her lips curling into a faint smile. There was no shame in her expression, no hesitation—just love. Pure, unfiltered love.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but carrying the weight of her emotions.

Her lips found mine, the kiss gentle but lingering, as if she were grounding me, reminding me of what we shared, even in the wake of everything that had changed.

“I love you too, baby,” I replied, my voice catching slightly as the words left my mouth. They were true—I felt them deeply—but they carried with them an undercurrent of confusion, a mix of emotions I couldn’t yet fully process.

Cassie’s hand slid between us then, her fingers wrapping gently around my softening cock. Her touch was light, almost reverent, as she began to stroke me slowly. Her smile widened, a hint of playful exhaustion in her expression.

“Thank god you came, baby,” she said softly, her tone teasing but laced with sincerity. “Because after that, I’m so exhausted there’s no way I would have been up for anything with you. But we’ve both cum, so I think it’s time for some sleep now, don’t you?”

The words hit me hard. Out of everything that had happened that night, out of all the moments that could have unraveled me, it was this. It was probably the most humiliating thing she’d said all evening, not because it was cruel but because it was honest. She was telling me, in no uncertain terms, that after Anthony, there was simply nothing left for me. Her body, her desire—it had all been spent, fully and completely.

And yet, despite the sting of her words, I couldn’t bring myself to complain. I couldn’t argue or protest. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her back, my lips lingering on hers as if to remind her—and myself—of the bond we still shared. “Goodnight,” I said softly, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me.

She smiled again, her eyes fluttering closed as she nestled into me, her body warm and soft against mine. I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her close, and as I felt her breath even out against my chest, I realized something surprising: I didn’t feel anger. I didn’t feel resentment. What I felt, more than anything, was acceptance.

That was how I was first cuckolded.

If you’re wondering, yes, we are still happily married. Cassie and I share a bond that has only grown stronger, though it’s taken on a form I never could have imagined. And Anthony? He stayed with us for a few more months after that night, until his contract ended and he moved to Sacramento for his next job.

We still keep in touch occasionally. In fact, a few years later, he stayed with us again for another contract in the area. And yes—Cassie definitely enjoyed herself during his visit. She’s enjoyed repeating the experience time and time again, each moment a new chapter in the story of us.

But that’s a story for another day.
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Hotwife: Origins: The First Time

As Hayley walked down the corridor toward her hotel room, she knew this was the point of no return. The line across the door that marked the entrance to her room really was that line in the sand.

If she let Chris and John cross it, she was crossing all those boundaries completely. She was taking two guys back to her hotel room. She was cheating on her husband for the first time, although she had a suspicion he might actually like the idea deep down.

This is the origin of Hayley, the cheating hotwife.

A Husband Watches: A White Wife's Public Transformation

There's always a moment, a single point in time and space, where if you trace everything back, you can say this started. Well, for us, there definitely is. It was that moment we took the left turn on our walk and stumbled across Lauren.

Imagine the moment for a second. Her tight, gym bunny body bent over the hood of a car as an eight-inch black cock pounds away at her. But that wasn't the truly shocking part. No, Lauren loves black cock and has for years. In fact, Lauren loves black cock in public even more.

A more shocking part was the look on my wife Emma's face as another black guy stepped towards her, his cock in his hand. She should have said no. But minutes later she was in the same position as Lauren.

But that's not the most shocking part, not by any stretch of the imagination. The most shocking part is instead of stopping her, I stood there and watched, playing with my cock as my wife came harder than I'd ever seen before.

Why didn't I say stop? Why did I watch my wife's very public transformation?

The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.
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