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Description

She tied his wrists to the headboard, silenced him with her wet panties, and left the bedroom door wide open.

Ethan thought his dark voyeur fantasies were safely locked away in his head. His marriage to Elena was growing incredibly stale, and their vanilla sex life was practically dead. Watching his gorgeous wife flirt heavily with another man at a crowded housewarming party pushed him to the absolute edge of bitter jealousy.

But that jealousy came with a sick, undeniable thrill.

When Elena sneaks away from the party and comes home smelling of alcohol and another man's cologne, she decides to turn his secret obsession into a brutal reality. She pins him to the mattress and restrains his hands with his old neckties. She shoves her soaking wet underwear straight past his teeth to guarantee his silence. Helpless, naked, and sporting a massive erection, Ethan can only watch as she walks out of the guest room.

Then, he hears the heavy footsteps echoing in the hallway. He hears the familiar voice of his own best friend. He hears his beautiful wife begging for a thick cock.

Ethan is totally trapped. He is forced to lie there in the dark and listen to every wet slap, every filthy moan, and every desperate scream as his buddy stretches his wife's tight pussy just down the hall.

Is this the ultimate cuckold humiliation, or the exact filthy spark their broken marriage desperately needs?
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"Are you joking?" Elena laughed, staring at him in shock. "Do you really believe you could cope with me being with another man?"

Ethan swallowed some whiskey and stood his ground. This fantasy had been eating at his brain for months. It all started when he found cuckold porn by accident. Since then, his obsession with those videos had only grown.

"I know I was jealous in the past," he explained. "But I have changed. Eleven years of marriage make me feel totally safe with us. We would plan this together. It is not the same as a random creep trying to pick you up."

Elena just looked at him, completely lost for words. Their sex life had been terrible lately. They were doing it less often, and she rarely enjoyed it anymore. Ethan always felt distant and bored in bed. Plus, they were fighting constantly. Sometimes they fought over money because his job involved layoffs. Other times, they bickered over nothing. Now, she wondered if this weird fantasy was the real reason behind their recent fights.

"This is completely insane," she finally said. She let out a deep breath. She really wanted to avoid another screaming match, so she tried a softer approach. "Tell me exactly what you picture in your head."

"You know, flirting with men. Wearing clothes that show off your body more. Maybe..." He stopped talking, suddenly nervous, and drained his glass.

"Maybe what?" Elena pushed.

"Touching, kissing, things like that." Ethan still could not force the actual words out.

"Are you seriously asking me to fuck another man?" she asked in total disbelief.

Things went downhill fast over the next fifteen minutes. Elena simply could not process his request. Ethan felt deeply ashamed for sharing his secret, but her harsh rejection made him furious. He poured more liquor, and soon they were shouting.

"Come on, you fucked plenty of guys before we met," he snapped. "You slept around a lot. You always say how much you love sex. You loved fucking those men back then. Why is it a problem now if I give you my blessing?"

"Your blessing?" Elena repeated, her anger boiling over. "So I need your permission to do it?"

"Forget the whole thing," Ethan growled. "I just wanted to make our sex life exciting again. Pretend I never said a word." He slammed his cup down hard and marched out of the room.

Elena stayed in her chair, utterly paralyzed. She tried to make sense of his fantasy. However, she knew Ethan. If she ever flirted or hooked up with another man, he would lose his mind. She pictured herself kissing a stranger in a bar or having wild sex in a hotel room. In every scenario, she saw Ethan explode with violent jealousy.

He never actually explained the fine details of his plan. To be fair, she had not given him the opportunity. She had mocked him the second he opened his mouth. She realized her reaction was slightly unfair. Sharing a secret like that took a huge amount of bravery on his part.

Who was she supposed to sleep with? A stranger from a club? A mutual friend? Fucking someone they knew would absolutely destroy their lives and end in a messy legal battle.

She grabbed the bottle and filled his empty glass. She took a massive swallow of the alcohol. The liquor burned terribly going down, and she made a sour face. She hated whiskey and rarely drank at all, but right now, she desperately needed a stiff drink to calm her racing heart.

She took a seat at the kitchen table to process her husband's insane proposal. During this quiet moment, her mind unexpectedly drifted toward a close friend of Ethan's. She harbored a secret attraction to Marcus. He was a tall and athletic guy who simply oozed confidence. Whenever the group hung out, he made a point to hit on her playfully. She usually dismissed his advances as harmless joking. Deep down, however, she loved the way he focused on her. Her imagination painted a picture of locking lips with him. A sudden flush warmed her cheeks when she started guessing the size of his cock. Marcus was built huge. Biology dictated that height did not guarantee a massive dick. Right now, her aroused brain cared nothing for scientific facts.

She downed the rest of her alcohol in an attempt to wash away those dirty daydreams. She pushed herself up from the chair and dropped her cup into the sink. After flipping off the kitchen lights, she went to bed.

Another three weeks went by with the situation deteriorating rapidly. Ethan stubbornly kept asking her to sleep with other guys. He usually picked these fights after tossing back a few drinks. Elena held her ground every single time. She insisted his fragile ego would shatter if she actually went through with it.

Ethan hid his own internal doubts from her. Visualizing his wife taking another man's dick turned him on like crazy. He jerked off to these mental movies almost every single day. At the exact same time, sharp spikes of jealousy tore through his excitement. A wave of nauseating insecurity always crashed over him the second he finished his orgasm. He quietly acknowledged that Elena was probably right. Watching her get fucked would definitely trigger his anger. Still, he convinced himself his emotional foundation was strong enough to survive the fallout. The intense craving just refused to fade. Furthermore, his stubborn pride blocked him from admitting defeat to his wife. This toxic mixture of lust and ego forced him to keep pushing his agenda. He demanded an open arrangement while she resolutely declined.

The tension escalated dramatically when Ethan finally lost his job. He found himself out of work for the very first time since joining the adult world.

Everything exploded on the third Saturday of June. Elena realized their marriage could not survive this endless cycle. She had privately explored these kinky scenarios in her own head. Those dirty thoughts definitely made her pussy wet. Even so, she firmly believed acting on those urges would destroy their relationship forever. Her reasoning remained incredibly simple. The man she married possessed a deeply jealous nature. The mere thought of igniting that explosive anger terrified her.

Her words shook as she spoke. "Is this our reality now? Are you truly willing to destroy our relationship just because I refuse to fuck another man?"

Ethan lifted his shoulders. His face clearly showed his frustration. "No. I simply cannot understand your perspective. You made your choice anyway."

Frustration overwhelmed Elena. She thought he was acting exactly like a bratty toddler. The following sentence slipped past her lips before her brain could catch up. "We probably need to separate for a while."

Shock washed over Ethan's features as he looked at her. They locked eyes for sixty long seconds before he finally spoke. "Okay. I will do what you ask. Are you asking me to leave the house?"

Elena brushed a single tear from her cheek using the back of her hand. "Where exactly could you live? Paying rent and covering our mortgage at the same time is impossible."

A heavy lump formed in Ethan's throat. He swallowed forcefully. "I have no idea. Marcus recently got a new apartment, so maybe he would let me crash there. Honestly, I never planned this far ahead."

The room grew unbearably quiet.

Elena eventually broke the heavy silence. "Listen, Ethan. I am not sure we can repair this mess. I am completely drained and simply cannot keep doing this. Moving into the spare bedroom is our best option right now until we figure out a real plan. Creating some physical distance between us is a necessary first step."

They sat in an uncomfortable quiet once more. Ethan finally stood up and headed toward their shared bedroom to gather his belongings. The last few weeks felt like a massive drug high, and reality had just smacked him in the face. A wave of guilt finally hit him hard. He should have controlled his actions much sooner. Intense fear also gripped his chest. He terrified himself with the thought that he had permanently ruined their marriage.

Living in separate rooms lasted much longer than either of them anticipated. Ethan put barely any effort into his job hunt. Without an income, renting his own place remained impossible. He had actually talked to Marcus about their marital issues. His friend offered him a place to stay. However, taking that offer meant sleeping on a couch. Ethan refused to live like that for more than a couple of nights.

Ethan and Elena managed to stay polite to each other over the next few weeks. The thick tension in the house was undeniable, though. Elena retained the main bedroom while Ethan slept down the hall. Work consumed all of her daytime hours. Her nights were filled with hobbies or social outings with her girlfriends. She definitely missed the physical closeness they used to share. At the same time, she strongly believed this separation was incredibly beneficial and completely required.

A very specific type of isolation quickly settled over both of them. Elena returned home highly intoxicated from a social gathering on a Saturday evening. She was still wearing her revealing mini dress and high heels. She fell onto the living room sofa and tossed her shoes aside. Grabbing her phone, she started mindlessly swiping through the screen.

The noise from the ground floor caught Ethan's attention in his bedroom. He deliberately delayed his descent for a little while. Down in the living room, Elena remained completely oblivious to his arrival. She just kept scrolling and typing replies on her screen.

Eventually, he strolled right by the couch and headed straight for the kitchen counter. A bottle of wine sat there, partially drained from Elena's pre-party preparations. He grabbed it and filled a glass for himself.

"Care for a drink?" he offered in a relaxed tone, lifting the bottle in the air.

"Yes, please," she replied. Her eyes stayed glued to her screen.

He poured a second serving and placed it on the low table near her knees. Then he settled into the armchair sitting opposite the sofa. He observed her in silence for a short time. A grin suddenly appeared on her face as she put the device away and grabbed her beverage.

"Did you get a good message?" he probed. He did his best to mask his creeping paranoia.

"Perhaps," she teased, taking a slow drink.

He desperately needed to know the identity of her late-night texting partner. However, revealing his intense jealousy would only give her the upper hand.

"Did the party go well?" he asked instead of interrogating her. He forced himself to maintain eye contact. Despite his efforts, his gaze repeatedly dropped to take in her spectacular figure. The clinging fabric hugged every single curve of her body. This outfit was much slinkier than her usual wardrobe choices. The plunging neckline put her amazing tits on full display and hid almost nothing. She was always incredibly fucking sexy to him. Tonight, however, that dress made her look absolutely flawless.

Elena caught him staring at her body. She immediately decided to tease him a little. She relaxed against the cushions and parted her thighs a fraction before swallowing more alcohol.

Ethan could not look away. His eyes traced the smooth lines of her legs all the way up to the edge of her skirt. A pair of black lace panties suddenly peeked out, capturing his total attention.

"My mistake," she murmured, casually tugging the hem down to cover her crotch. She enjoyed another mouthful of wine and leaned toward the coffee table. The movement nearly caused her heavy breasts to spill completely out of the tight fabric.

His cock gave a hard twitch against his zipper. She was definitely intoxicated. Yet, her mind remained sharp enough to orchestrate this entire performance on purpose.

"It was a fantastic night," she answered, offering a wicked little grin.

Her vague response made him absolutely crazy with suspicion. Was she texting another man from the event? Did she fuck someone tonight? Were they setting up a date? He gulped down his anxiety and drank some wine to calm his racing heart.

Elena's grin widened even further. She slowly wet her lips with her tongue. "I truly had an amazing evening."

Ethan sucked in a huge breath and finally gathered his nerve. "Did you actually do anything with anyone?" he stammered.

"What kind of question is that?" she shot back with heavy sarcasm. "I went to a gathering. I did plenty of things. For instance, I drank a huge amount of alcohol."

"Stop playing dumb," he growled as his temper flared. He knew she understood his exact meaning. "I meant, did you mess around with another guy?"

Elena dragged a single finger along the bare skin of her thigh in a slow, deliberate motion. She took her sweet time sipping her drink. Torturing her husband was highly entertaining, and she felt zero urge to end the game quickly. She reached forward to trade her empty glass for her mobile device. Pausing mid-motion, she locked eyes with him just as he was drooling over her cleavage. Ethan gulped nervously. He wiggled in his seat, desperately attempting to hide his raging hard-on by shifting his hips.

Elena checked her screen before flashing a smile and getting to her feet. She grabbed the couch cushion to keep her balance. The large amount of alcohol she had consumed made the room spin for a brief second.

"Answer me," Ethan demanded once more. "Did you sleep with anyone?"

She studied his face carefully. Taking a step forward, she bent down and spoke softly right next to his ear. "That would really turn you on, right?"

His pulse skyrocketed immediately. He took a huge breath and filled his lungs with her sweet perfume. Smoothing out her tight clothes, Elena headed for the staircase. She threw a quick grin over her shoulder and gave him a dirty look before slowly climbing the steps.

Ethan remained in his chair without saying a word while his mind raced with countless scenarios. He grabbed his glass and swallowed the last drop of wine. His cock ached inside his trousers. Going weeks without a release made his hard dick throb with need. A sudden mental picture flashed behind his eyes. He imagined his wife taking another man's cock in a random bedroom while their social circle listened through the walls. Deep shame washed over his entire body. He desperately attempted to block out that painful fantasy. Surging anger forced him to his feet, and he marched up to the second floor.

"Tell me exactly who you were with tonight," he started yelling as he shoved their bedroom door wide open.

The view inside instantly silenced him. Elena rested against the gray headboard without a single piece of clothing on her body. She sucked in a sharp breath and locked eyes with him. Playing the role of a startled victim, she gently bit down on her lower lip to tease him. One arm draped lazily across her chest in a fake effort to hide her tits. Meanwhile, her opposite hand stayed planted firmly at her crotch. Her fingers slowly rubbed her wet pussy.

Ethan locked up completely as his dick grew even harder against his zipper. He could only watch in awe while she shut her eyes and scooted down the mattress. She eventually laid flat on the covers with her blonde hair spread wide over the pillows.

Parting her knees further apart, she exposed the neat patch of hair resting just above her shiny, wet lips. Pure instinct took over, and Ethan grabbed his massive hard-on right through his trousers.

"Do you plan on watching from the doorway all night?" she murmured in a deep, raspy tone.

Every ounce of his previous anger vanished into thin air. He frantically ripped open his buckle and shoved all his lower garments onto the carpet. Yanking his shirt over his head, he practically dove onto the mattress. His stiff cock slapped against his stomach as he crawled next to her body. Clear pre-cum already coated the sensitive head.

She pushed her thighs even wider to welcome him inside. However, her palm stayed firmly pressed against her crotch to block his entry. She just kept aggressively fingering herself.

"Are you dying to fuck this wet pussy?" she purred. Her fingers never stopped playing with her swollen lips.

Hearing that dirty talk made him moan out loud. He watched her index finger swirl directly over her clit. "God, yes," he breathed heavily, wrapping a hand around his own shaft and pumping it slowly.

"Would you still want it if another man already came inside me tonight?" she challenged. Pushing her legs to their absolute limit, she granted him a perfect look at her flushed, swollen hole.

That cruel question hit him like a physical blow to the stomach. Shock paralyzed his brain, but his raging hard-on did not go down at all. A wicked sparkle in her stare hinted that this was merely a twisted game to make him crazy. Yet, a tiny sliver of genuine terror made him wonder if she was actually telling the truth.

"Did someone actually..." He lost his ability to finish the sentence. His grip on his rigid dick tightened as he kept jacking himself off.

A massive grin stretched across her face as she finally pulled her hand away from her crotch to clear his path. "I have no idea. Why don't you find out?"

Ethan paused for a second. He stared at the soaking mess between her thighs while a cold chill raced down his back. Finally, he positioned his rigid tip at her opening and slammed his cock deep inside her tight pussy. The brutal impact forced a loud scream from her throat.

"Fuck yes," she breathed sharply. She dragged her sharp fingernails across his waist and yanked his body flush against hers.

Ethan surrendered a bit of his sanity every single time he drove inside her tight hole. He desperately attempted to block out his crippling doubts and terrifying thoughts. A glassy look took over his eyes while he pounded her relentlessly. Heavy beads of sweat rolled down his forehead. Loud smacks echoed across the bedroom as their waists collided over and over again.

"Jesus, Ethan, right there!" she screamed out. "Keep going! It feels amazing! Pound my pussy harder!"

Despite his best efforts, that singular burning thought refused to leave his brain. He forced the painful words out of his mouth while clenching his jaw. He barely had enough breath to speak at all. "Tell me the truth right now. Did another man fuck you tonight?"

Elena locked eyes with him and flashed a deeply mischievous expression. She had absolutely no idea how he wanted her to answer. Furthermore, she remained undecided on whether or not she should actually be honest. "Would it matter if I did?"

"Fucking tell me," he snarled, burying his cock deep inside her wet slit. Her playful dodging only made his temper flare hotter.

She fought to form complete sentences while taking his brutal pounding. "You want to know if I took his dick?" she gasped out between his violent strokes. "No, we definitely did not fuck!"

A tiny wave of comfort washed over Ethan for just a split second. Almost instantly, his paranoid brain started analyzing her specific phrasing. He shoved her knees much higher toward the ceiling. "Exactly who are you talking about?" he demanded.

"My coworker named Liam," she breathed heavily, never breaking eye contact. "He showed up at the event tonight. However, we never had sex."

"You obviously did something else with him then," he accused with pure venom dripping from his words.

Elena offered a quick nod. Her lungs desperately grabbed for air as he kept plowing her pussy mercilessly. She could tell his orgasm was rapidly approaching. Her own climax was right around the corner, too. She tilted her head back with a cocky attitude. "We made out for a while. The guy knows exactly how to use his tongue. Then he slid his fingers up my top and played with my bare breasts."

A loud grunt escaped Ethan's lips. He stared down at her heavy boobs bouncing violently from his aggressive thrusts. An agonizing mental picture flashed through his mind. He imagined another man grabbing those massive mounds and savoring their weight during a passionate kiss. That agonizing jealousy set his veins on fire. Instinct completely took over. He grabbed both of her breasts and squeezed the soft flesh roughly to assert his ownership.

"Exactly," she murmured softly. She shut her eyelids to fully absorb the incredible sensation. "Keep doing that." Her stiff nipples instantly pebbled against his palms. Thrusting her chest upward, she forced her boobs deeper into his tight grip.

Ethan completely lost all his remaining control. He instantly climaxed and shot thick ropes of boiling cum straight down her tight vaginal canal.

Elena unleashed a deafening moan as a compact yet intense wave of pure pleasure convulsed through her entire frame.

They slowly floated back down to reality after finishing. Ethan collapsed onto the mattress right next to his wife while fighting to steady his breathing. "Holy shit, that felt..."

"Perfect," she completed his thought. Her chest continued to rise and fall rapidly.

She eventually rolled over and gave him her back. A thick, suffocating quiet filled the bedroom. Ethan let his imagination run wild. He pictured endless dirty encounters between his wife and her office colleague. A vague memory surfaced of being introduced to the man at a holiday gathering a few years back. Unfortunately, he could not picture the guy's face at all. That sickening envy kept churning in his gut and fueled an intense rage he found impossible to suppress.

"Tell me if you did anything else with that guy," he pressed her.

The room stayed completely silent. He propped his upper body on one arm to check on her. She had already fallen fast asleep. He spent a long time just watching her rest. Her cheeks held a beautiful rosy color, and her messy hair fanned out gorgeously across the linens. Witnessing her peaceful beauty only made the agonizing pain in his chest grow sharper.

A tired breath left his lungs as he pushed himself off the mattress. He threw one parting glance over his shoulder at her peaceful body and trudged to the guest room. The hours that followed were absolute torture. He tossed and turned in the dark, suffering through his worst bout of insomnia since their separation began.
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They completely ignored what happened that night over the next few days. Neither one mentioned their incredible sex nor her teasing confession. The image of another guy rubbing his hands all over his wife absolutely tortured Ethan. However, he refused to let her see how deeply it affected him. He still felt furious with her. At the same time, his self-hatred grew stronger every single day. He knew his own sick fantasy had pushed her into this situation. Furthermore, he simply could not understand why this intense jealousy constantly gave him a raging hard-on.

When he woke up the morning after she dropped the bomb about Liam, his dick was rock solid. He immediately started jacking off. He pictured his wife and her coworker doing way more than just kissing. In his mind, they were fully fucking. He blew his load all over himself in less than sixty seconds. This became a twisted routine over the following days. He rubbed one out constantly until his emotions were totally wrecked. The extreme conflict between his lust and his anger left him completely exhausted. Whenever she left for the office, his brain spun out of control trying to guess what she and Liam were doing together.

Desperation made him try a new tactic. He started treating her incredibly well in a blind bid to rescue their dying marriage. Ever since he got fired, he usually slept in way past her departure time. Now, he forced himself out of bed early to brew her morning coffee. Elena clearly doubted his motives but kept her mouth shut. While she worked, he scrubbed the house top to bottom and aggressively applied for open positions. He even cooked a nice meal on Wednesday night. She never asked why his attitude had suddenly shifted. She only offered a polite expression of gratitude before moving on.

She stayed out past half past eight on Thursday night. When he asked for an explanation, she casually mentioned grabbing food with a colleague. Then she marched right to sleep. Ethan was left agonizing over the coworker's identity and whatever dirty things they might have done after eating. Trapped in his bed with his frustration and envy, he ended up jerking his cock twice that same night. He tortured himself with highly explicit fantasies of Elena taking her coworker's dick. A crushing wave of shame hit him the second he finished cumming both times.

A long golf weekend with his buddies was scheduled for Friday. He bailed on the guys at the eleventh hour by faking a sickness. In reality, he desperately wanted to spend those two days with his wife. He clung to the hope that a quiet weekend might repair their bond. This was even though she clearly wanted nothing to do with him lately.

He was already laying in the dark by the time her vehicle finally rolled up past ten-thirty. Pure rage boiled in his veins as he pictured the filthy reasons she was out so late.

The front entrance swung open and slammed shut. Dead silence filled the house for a long stretch. He threw off the covers, fully prepared to march downstairs and demand answers. Suddenly, footsteps hit the stairs, and he heard his wife laughing. He figured she was hammered and could not believe she had driven her car. Her giggles echoed louder as her voice drifted up to the second floor. Standing near his closed door, he assumed she was chatting with Liam on her cell phone. He desperately wanted to know the topic of their conversation.

He turned the knob quietly and opened the door a crack. A male voice floated down the corridor, freezing Ethan in his tracks. The guy was not on a speakerphone. He was physically standing inside the house. A heavy lump formed in his throat as the horrible truth hit him. Elena had brought a man home to fuck.

Pressing his back against the drywall, he strained to hear them walk into the main bedroom. They barely spoke a word to each other. Instead, the wet sounds of heavy kissing echoed clearly. The rustle of clothes hitting the floor quickly followed. Then the mattress springs started squeaking. Sweat poured from Ethan's skin as his mind painted a vivid picture of the rough sex happening down the hall.

He took silent, careful steps down the hallway until he reached her doorway. The wooden panel was resting halfway open. He suddenly recalled that Elena assumed he was miles away on a golf retreat. His chest pounded fiercely while he listened to their passionate noises and figured out his next move. Blind fury urged him to rush inside and physically drag the guy out of his house. Putting the risk of a violent fistfight aside, he knew Elena would explode with rage over the intrusion. They had firmly agreed that the master suite belonged exclusively to her now.

Ethan believed their polite conversations over the past few days were a huge step forward. Ruining that fresh progress was the last thing he wanted to do. At the same time, standing by silently carried a massive risk. Letting her cross this ultimate line might permanently destroy how she viewed their marriage. A thick knot formed in his throat as he forced himself to swallow. A massive storm of feelings raged inside his chest. He easily identified the sharp stings of betrayal, pain, fury, and intense jealousy. However, a completely different and confusing emotion was hiding inside that dark mix.

A heavy moan escaped his wife's lips. The stranger spoke immediately after. "God, you smell incredible."

Curiosity completely overpowered Ethan. He crept forward and peeked carefully around the wooden doorframe to see inside the room. The scene unfolding before him made him instantly sick to his stomach.

Elena rested entirely naked on the mattress with her knees pushed far apart. The other guy kneeled right beside the bed on the carpet. His hands gripped her bare thighs to keep her open while he buried his face deeply between her legs. Pure ecstasy forced her head backward into the pillows. She kept her eyes shut tight and cried out continuously. Her fingers aggressively gripped the man's hair to pull him closer.

An invisible blade seemed to twist violently inside Ethan's stomach. The sour taste of acid crept up his throat. The most pathetic part was his complete inability to look away from the bed.

The guy's face finally clicked in his memory. They had definitely crossed paths at one of her corporate events a while back. He was fairly certain this guy was named Liam. His tongue aggressively flicked directly over her sensitive clit. The intense stimulation made Elena lift her hips high off the sheets. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly in time with his nodding head. Meanwhile, the man shoved his fingers deep inside her soaking pussy.

Total paralysis gripped Ethan's muscles. He barely managed to tear his eyes away for a split second to check his underwear. A massive bulge strained against the fabric of his boxers. Watching this dirty show had given him an extremely hard cock, and a deep sense of shame washed over him.

Elena let out a piercing scream of delight as Liam shoved his tongue even further inside her wet hole. Her fists clamped down harder on his messy hair.

Without even thinking about it, Ethan grabbed his own crotch. He began to rub his stiff dick right through his cotton shorts. Logic screamed at him to walk away and give them privacy. His brain simply refused to obey those commands. He remained frozen in the hallway, completely hypnotized by the ongoing sexual performance.

Elena suddenly clamped her calves tightly around the back of her coworker's neck. She breathed his name softly and yanked his roots. Ethan knew that specific physical cue perfectly.

"Fuck yes, right there," she screamed blindly into the dark room.

Liam greedily sucked and licked her swollen clit while she experienced a massive orgasm. Violent tremors shook her entire frame with every single pulse of pure ecstasy. The man eventually climbed to his feet. He grabbed Elena firmly under her knees and dragged her body right to the very edge of the mattress.

The dim light from the nightstand perfectly highlighted his wife's dripping wetness. Her soaking pussy shone beautifully in the shadows. Ethan immediately pulled his hard cock out of his underwear flap and pumped his fist much faster. That was when the coworker's weapon came into full view. Liam possessed an incredibly thick and fully rigid dick. The heavy meat dangled right between his thighs. Elena immediately reached for it and slowly rubbed her palms up and down the stiff shaft.

A total stranger was seconds away from fucking his wife. This was the exact same woman he had promised to cherish and defend forever. The urge to interrupt the encounter hit him again. Yet, a sick and twisted curiosity anchored his feet to the floorboards. Spying on his wife with another guy brought immense agony. Fully comprehending the reality of the situation also gave him an insane adrenaline rush. He fully understood the depravity of the entire situation. The current act was terrible, the upcoming penetration was worse, and his decision to jack off in the hallway was the sickest part of all.

Pure horror and deep embarrassment completely consumed him. At the exact same time, he remained completely captivated and incredibly aroused.

Elena watched intently as Liam positioned his thick tip directly against her wet opening. She locked her ankles tightly around his backside and attempted to drag him inside her pussy. Liam refused to budge. He playfully rubbed his head against her hole and forced her to writhe in desperate need. A loud groan echoed from her throat. She remained blissfully ignorant that her husband was standing just a few steps away in the dark.

Liam initiated a slow entry. The thick meat of her colleague forced Elena's pussy to stretch incredibly wide. A sudden gasp escaped her lips when he entirely filled her tight hole. That sharp noise caused him to stop moving for a brief second.

"Keep going," she pleaded in a harsh whisper. Her sharp nails clawed at his skin. "Fuck me."

He withdrew a fraction before slamming his hips forward with brutal force. The violent impact transformed her quiet plea into a loud scream. His large hands clamped down hard on her hips to drag her body even closer. He buried his cock incredibly deep with every single brutal thrust. He pounded her mercilessly to claim her completely. Ethan suddenly felt entirely nauseous. He yanked his face away from the open door and rested his back flat against the drywall. He desperately fought to control his rapid breathing. The volume of his wife's ecstatic moans kept rising. A powerful combination of deep humiliation and intense lust washed over his entire body.

This torture was agonizing. Still, he had to admit that watching Elena experience pure bliss was incredibly intoxicating. Her naked body thrashed wildly on the mattress while Liam pumped his dick in and out of her pussy. The entire scene played out exactly like a hardcore porn movie featuring his own spouse. Furthermore, this scenario was precisely what he originally demanded from her. A small piece of his soul deeply regretted ever mentioning the fantasy. He pictured a totally different reality where they simply continued their boring marital routines forever.

Elena's deafening cries bounced off the walls of the quiet home and snapped him out of his daydream. The constant squeaking of the mattress springs joined her loud moans. This filthy soundtrack acted like a powerful magnet. It dragged him right back to the doorframe against all common sense. He risked another look inside the bedroom. His gaze instantly locked onto his wife, tossing and turning on the sheets. Liam loomed over her and aggressively fucked her eager hole. Her hands desperately gripped his shoulders. Her fingernails sliced into his flesh while her screams grew increasingly wild.

Ethan suddenly noticed his fist was vigorously pumping his own cock again.

"Holy fuck!" she screamed out of nowhere. Her limbs shook violently underneath the heavy man as another massive climax approached fast. "Yes, please keep going!"

A low grunt rumbled in Liam's chest. His pelvic strikes instantly turned wilder and far more aggressive. Out in the hall, Ethan naturally synchronized his furious jerking with the rhythm of the other man's brutal thrusts.

"I am about to cum for you, Liam!" she yelled out in total disbelief. "God please, oh fuck! I am cumming right now! I am cumming!"

Ethan watched her muscles spasm uncontrollably beneath her heavy lover. At that exact second, his own dick erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum shot out and splattered directly onto the hallway floorboards. He clamped his teeth down hard on his lower lip to silence his own groans. Spinning away from the open room, he collapsed heavily against the plaster to stay completely hidden.

Witnessing his wife shatter into pieces while taking another guy's cock was utterly mind-blowing. He hovered in the shadows and gasped for air. The wet meat in his fist gradually lost its rigid stiffness. The intense chemical high of his orgasm quickly evaporated. A crushing wave of emotional pain rushed in to replace that fleeting burst of pleasure.

"Fuck me," the other man grunted loudly. "I am cumming too."

"Do it, baby," Elena shrieked back at him. "Cum deep inside me."

Those specific words made Ethan flinch physically. Hearing his spouse literally beg a stranger for his hot load broke his heart into tiny pieces. A massive roar erupted from Liam's throat. Ethan knew he needed to escape immediately. He practically sprinted down the corridor to seek refuge in the spare room.

"Oh God, yes, right there, baby," she moaned happily. "Fill me up."

Ethan grabbed his own doorknob just as a heavy breath echoed from the master suite. "Jesus Christ," the heavily hung coworker declared. "That felt absolutely incredible. You are incredibly fucking sexy, Elena."

Ethan shoved his door shut and noticed his fingers were trembling violently. He glanced down at his crotch. His soft penis dangled outside his underwear flap. It was still leaking sticky fluids from the pathetic climax he achieved by spying on his cheating wife.

He quickly shoved his junk away and collapsed onto the mattress. He desperately attempted to organize his chaotic brain. The thrilling adrenaline spike had completely vanished. Cold, hard reality was now crashing down on his shoulders.

What the actual fuck was wrong with him? Was his brain truly this diseased? How could he possibly be this big of a loser?

He dropped backward onto the blankets and covered his eyes with his palms. He fought aggressively to stop the tears from falling. He remained frozen in that position for a long time. He struggled to understand the nightmare playing out in his house. His mind raced as he tried to figure out how their relationship had devolved into this absolute disaster.

He spent twenty agonizing minutes glaring at the plaster above his head while plotting his next move. Muffled conversations eventually drifted out of the hallway. Heavy footfalls immediately started descending the staircase. He stopped breathing completely to monitor the noises on the ground floor. The loud click of the front entrance shutting echoed a few seconds later. A massive breath of relief escaped his lungs. He felt confident the coworker had finally exited the property.

Total silence fell over the house once more. Ethan agonized over his inevitable dilemma. He had to decide if he should face his wife tonight. As far as he knew, she fully believed he was currently enjoying a golf retreat. Marching into her room right now was an automatic confession. It would prove he was inside the house and actively listening to her dirty hookup. He dreaded her furious reaction. More importantly, he deeply feared the intense shame of admitting he allowed a stranger to fuck her without interfering. She would absolutely view him as a pathetic coward for failing to stop the encounter. This was true even if she never discovered he was secretly jacking his cock in the hallway. He terrified himself by imagining her obvious follow-up question. She would definitely demand to know why he chose to hide in the house instead of leaving.

The sudden blare of the living room television broke the silence. Sneaking out through the second-story window was his only escape route. Otherwise, Elena was guaranteed to discover his secret presence during her passionate betrayal.

Ethan dragged his exhausted frame off the mattress. He quickly dressed in a simple shirt and trousers before turning his doorknob. He marched straight down the corridor and entered the washroom. After shutting himself inside, he cranked the shower faucet to full blast. That bold move finalized his decision. The rushing water would definitely grab her attention.

He climbed into the tub and started scrubbing his skin under the hot spray. He went out of his way to ignore his own penis. That piece of flesh served as a miserable trophy of his sick behavior. It proved he actually achieved a full orgasm by secretly watching a stranger pound his wife's pussy.

He killed the water pressure and immediately caught the sound of knuckles tapping gently on the wood.

"Ethan?" Her spoken tone matched the timid nature of her knocking.

"Yes?" he shouted back. He desperately attempted to project a relaxed attitude while severe anxiety twisted his guts into tight knots.

"Why exactly are you inside the house right now?" A noticeable tremor shook her vocal cords.

His windpipe felt completely restricted. Regardless, he pushed forward with his fake story. "I bailed on the guys and skipped the golf weekend. I honestly hoped we could spend these two days connecting and enjoying each other's company."

Instant regret washed over him the second he finished speaking. Those optimistic words sounded incredibly foolish considering the filthy act she just committed. Fresh tears threatened to spill from his eyes all over again.

A suffocating quiet instantly dominated the hallway.

"I see," she mumbled eventually in a breathless whisper.

Ethan secured a dry towel around his hips. He filled his lungs with oxygen and swung the barrier open. Elena waited on the threshold with a face full of pure shock and deep guilt. Her outfit consisted of tiny white cotton underwear and a clinging tank top with incredibly thin straps. His lungs completely stopped working when he absorbed her appearance. Both of her hard nipples jabbed sharply against the flimsy fabric of her shirt. A massive, soaked stain completely ruined the crotch of her panties. Her blonde hair looked like an absolute disaster. Her face remained bright red, and ruined cosmetics circled her eyes. Ethan realized she had never appeared more incredibly hot in her entire life. His severe fury and crippling shame were utterly useless. His dick immediately started getting hard all over again.

Elena lowered her voice and asked if he simply chose to stay home.

Ethan fought to control his shaking tone and confirmed her question. He stammered about wanting to spend time together before admitting his own confusion over his actions. He nervously adjusted his stance in the hallway.

She stared directly at the floorboards to avoid making eye contact. She asked why he kept his canceled plans a secret and questioned if he had been inside the house the entire time. Her sentence faded into silence while her fingers anxiously twisted the bottom edge of her shirt, and her feet scraped against the floor.

His swelling dick proved he was a mess of twisted emotions. Appreciating his wife in her revealing clothes was impossible right now. Looking at her half-naked body instantly brought back the vivid memory of her screaming in pure pleasure while Liam fucked her.

Finding the right words was a lost cause. He just lifted his shoulders and gave a slight nod.

Elena kept her head tilted downward. Ethan suddenly realized she was not studying the carpet at all. He tracked her line of sight and cringed inwardly. His rock-hard cock was poking right through the terrycloth towel.

She stared at the bulge for a long time before lifting her eyes to meet his with a questioning expression. Her gaze dropped right back down to focus on the stiff shape of his erection. Her face completely transformed in a split second. All her previous guilt and hesitation vanished. A brand new mixture of sudden realization, pure awe, and wicked entertainment took over her features. Witnessing that specific reaction made Ethan's dick grow even stiffer.

She chewed on her bottom lip and murmured quietly about how excited he clearly was to see her.

Her sudden shift in attitude completely shocked him. He blinked rapidly and mumbled a confused response.

She closed the distance between them with a look of pure lust shining in her eyes. Taking total control of the situation, she demanded to know exactly what made his cock so rigid. She extended her hand and dragged one fingertip lazily across the upper edge of the fabric wrapped around his waist.

He gulped nervously and claimed he had no idea.

Moving even closer, she let out a soft hum. Her palm slid downward to cup his throbbing erection through the tight cotton barrier. She squeezed his hard meat softly and insisted he knew exactly why he was turned on.

He lost his breath completely and just gaped at her in silence. Elena took immediate action and pulled the towel loose. The cloth pooled around his ankles. His massive erection snapped forward instantly. The heavy flesh slapped against his belly before resting at a steep angle.

A dirty curse slipped from her lips as she admired his stiff shaft.

She grabbed his dick firmly and started jacking him off with slow movements. A deep moan rumbled in his chest. This crazy change in the atmosphere left him entirely confused. Pure rage should have been his only emotion right now. Her attempt to turn him on after cheating on him should have made him furious. He desperately wanted his brain to focus on punishing her for fucking another man.

She let go of his cock and spun around to head for their shared bedroom. Her hips rolled seductively with every step she took. Ethan watched her incredible ass walk away. She suddenly froze right outside the doorway and stared intensely at the carpet. A few seconds passed before she looked over her shoulder. She flashed him a wicked grin and shook her head a tiny bit. Then she stepped through the door frame and vanished from sight.

His rigid dick demanded that he go claim his cheating wife immediately. He hurried down the corridor to follow her lead. His heart practically exploded the second he arrived at the bedroom entrance. He instantly recognized the exact thing Elena had spotted on the floorboards. Sticky puddles of his own cum shone under the hallway lights. This wet evidence clearly proved exactly where he was standing and what he was doing half an hour ago.

A fresh wave of absolute shame and self-hatred crushed his spirit. He desperately hoped she failed to recognize the mess. His logical brain quickly shut down that pathetic wish. She absolutely knew what she was looking at. Several drops were still resting on top of the carpet fibers. The white liquid pooling there was undeniably fresh semen.

A deeper sense of shame and embarrassment crashed over Ethan than he had ever experienced in his entire life. He tortured himself, wondering how she viewed him now. Holy fucking shit!

His wife called his name from the master suite. Glancing through the doorway, he spotted her waiting near the mattress. Her fingers absentmindedly toyed with the thin waistband of her underwear. She instructed him to enter the room.

Extreme humiliation kept him frozen for a second. However, the sight of her heavy tits bouncing beneath her tight shirt proved entirely irresistible. He walked across the threshold and shut the heavy wooden door.

She curled her index finger to summon him forward and told him to approach. Moving like a hypnotized zombie, Ethan slowly closed the distance to the bed. The heavy, musky scent of fresh sex definitely hung in the air. Elena extended her arm and softly wrapped her fingers around his stiff dick. She applied a firm squeeze to test his hardness. A loud groan escaped his lips because her grip felt absolutely incredible.

She asked if he knew exactly what she desired.

Ethan inhaled a huge gulp of air and shook his head side to side.

Speaking in a heavy whisper, she demanded he prove exactly how aroused the whole situation made him.

Fresh blood pumped instantly into his throbbing cock. He stuttered in confusion and tried to deny understanding her request. His brain completely short-circuited before he could complete the thought. Logic dictated he should explode with rage over her arrogant teasing. Honestly, he was not entirely certain he was free of that anger. He simply recognized that several intense emotions were battling inside him at once.

A wicked grin crossed Elena's face before she yanked the shirt completely off her body. That swift motion revealed her heavy, spherical tits. Both of her pink nipples instantly hardened under his intense stare. Closing the final gap, she pressed her bare chest directly against his torso. Their noses were practically brushing when she quietly commanded him to drop to the floor.

Hot breath fanned across his collarbone. He noticed absolute dominance shining in her gaze. He fell downward until his kneecaps hit the thick beige rugs. Elena widened her stance a fraction. This tiny movement offered a gorgeous look at the cotton fabric sticking to her dripping wet pussy.

She softly instructed him to remove her underwear. The vivid memory of Liam fucking her caused a brief second of hesitation. Despite that agonizing thought, his ultimate decision was already locked in. He stared blindly as she lifted a hand to circle her stiff nipple with one fingertip. His burning fury was completely useless against her raw sexual magnetism.

Stretching his arm forward, he gently grazed the cotton covering her crotch. He easily felt the heavy moisture bleeding straight through the material. A quiet whimper fell from her lips. His massive dick twitched violently in reaction to her noise. She stared down at his kneeling form. Pure excitement and a heavy dose of arrogance sparkled in her eyes.

She issued the command to strip her a second time, using a much harsher tone.

Ethan followed her orders immediately. He dragged the wet garment all the way down her bare thighs and dropped it on the carpet. A perfectly groomed triangle of blonde fuzz rested directly over her opening. The fleshy lips of her pussy were incredibly flushed, noticeably puffy, and shining with wetness.

"Show me exactly how turned on you are right now, Ethan," she commanded.

A deep chill raced along his backbone at her instruction. The sheer excitement of her dirty proposal clashed violently with his intense feelings of absolute disgrace. She stared deeply into his eyes as if reading his mind entirely. She seemingly understood his deepest cravings and darkest desires perfectly.

Ethan closed the distance and inhaled her intoxicating natural perfume. He immediately pushed his mouth directly against her soaking wet crotch. Elena sucked in a sharp breath and aggressively twisted her hands into his hair to drag his face even tighter against her flesh. He dragged his tongue straight up her slick opening. The unique, salty flavor of her intense arousal mixed heavily with the leftover taste of her coworker's recent presence.

Pushing carefully, he slipped his tongue deep inside her tight hole to taste her boiling hot fluids. A loud groan escaped Elena as she aggressively rocked her pelvis back and forth over his nose and mouth. Her leg muscles shook violently while he drank from her dripping pussy with frantic enthusiasm. He frequently shifted his angle to gently bite and suck on her sensitive clit. The slick feeling and rich flavor of her wet hole completely hijacked his brain. He genuinely believed he could devour her body forever without ever feeling full.

She propped one heel firmly on the mattress frame to open her legs significantly wider. Ethan exploited the new angle instantly by shoving his tongue as far into her canal as humanly possible. Her dripping slit felt completely flooded with unmatched levels of moisture.

Every muscle in her frame locked up tight the moment he aggressively sucked her puffy clit. He quickly incorporated his hand into the oral routine. Sliding a single digit inside her soaking tunnel, he curled his finger upward to hunt for the specific bundle of nerves guaranteed to trigger her climax.

"Keep hitting that exact spot," she pleaded with a breathless and frantic tone. "Please keep going, do not fucking quit now."

Quitting was the absolute last thing on his mind. He wrapped his free arm around her thigh to palm her bare cheek. Pinning her hips down tightly, he attacked her clit with a ruthless combination of sucking and licking. Meanwhile, two of his fingers furiously pumped in and out of her slick pussy without pausing for a single second. Her escalating tremors proved her orgasm was rapidly approaching. Her knees buckled and trembled against his hold while she continuously begged him for more friction.

Sudden, violent spasms ripped through her entire body while he held her down.

"Holy fuck, I am climaxing right now!" she screamed wildly. "God, yes, do exactly that! Do not move! I am cumming!"

Hearing her scream those precise phrases triggered a wave of nausea in Ethan's stomach. The vivid recollection of her shouting identical dirty words for another guy earlier that evening hit him incredibly hard. His paranoid brain instantly wondered if Liam had dragged louder and crazier noises out of her throat. He agonized over whether the coworker had delivered a vastly superior orgasm. Ethan aggressively banished those toxic questions from his head. He demanded his brain concentrate entirely on his beautiful wife instead of the stranger who had just fucked her. The violent clenching of her internal muscles eventually started to fade. He dropped his pace to a crawl to prolong her residual bliss. After softly flicking her clit a few final times, he carefully withdrew his slippery fingers from her highly sensitive tunnel.

Tiny shivers continued to ripple across Elena's skin. She peered down at him through heavily drooping eyelashes. "Jesus Christ, that felt absolutely incredible," she breathed. "Climb onto the mattress."

He rose to his feet but completely disregarded her specific instruction. Instead, he forcefully shoved her shoulders backward onto the linens. He towered over her naked form with a look of pure burning intensity. Snatching both of her ankles, he hoisted her legs high into the air and draped them securely over his shoulders. He then hooked his arms beneath her spread thighs. With a hard yank, he dragged her body down the mattress until she occupied the precise location where Liam had just dominated her.

She dropped her gaze to their overlapping waists. Seeing his rigid dick point directly at her soaking hole caused her to nervously bite her bottom lip. "Please do it," she begged in a hushed tone. "Fuck my pussy."

That specific dirty command forcefully reminded him of her recent betrayal once again. He truly felt she was mocking him on purpose. She seemed to be actively challenging him to violently punish her for cheating. He slammed his pelvis forward without another second of hesitation. His hard meat glided effortlessly into her dripping wet canal.

Skipping any gentle foreplay, he instantly began pumping his waist with aggressive speed. He stared in absolute awe as his thick shaft repeatedly buried itself deep inside her body and withdrew. His upper legs violently collided with her bare cheeks at the base of every single stroke. That intense physical contact sent massive shockwaves of pure ecstasy shooting through his entire nervous system.

"Exactly like that," she commanded. Her vocal tone completely lost its breathless quality, suddenly ringing out with sharp, confident authority. "Pound me even harder."

He shot her a lethal glare before drastically increasing his rhythm. He started battering her internal walls with absolute ferocity. Aside from her heavy panting, her facial features stayed completely blank and unreadable despite his brutal physical assault. A desperate urge to force a wild, ecstatic scream from her throat completely consumed him. He needed to prove he was better than the other guy. Unfortunately, her quiet whimpers stayed incredibly restrained. They sounded absolutely nothing like the deafening, enthusiastic roars she had eagerly given to her coworker.

A highly arrogant grin finally shattered her blank expression. She was silently daring him to put in more effort since he had failed to impress her so far. Ethan suddenly realized she was playing a twisted game. Her intentional mockery was specifically designed to make him crazy. The entire performance seemed incredibly vicious, yet it worked perfectly to turn him on. A tiny bit of pride filled his chest when he noticed her lungs were betraying her calm face. Her steady breathing had already transformed into a sequence of desperate, burning gasps.

His own climax rushed up to grab him with almost zero warning. He clamped his jaw tight and completely ceased his pelvic movements. Pulling his shaft backward, he left only the sensitive tip resting between her fleshy lips. He froze in place while frantically fighting to hold back his release. He desperately needed to stretch this encounter out to prove a major point. He had to show both of them that he could pleasure her just as thoroughly as the other guy. Right now, his miserable stamina meant he had only been fucking her tight hole for roughly ninety seconds.

He maintained his rigid posture while staring at his gorgeous spouse. He actively attempted to regulate his oxygen intake and force his brain to picture anything besides sex. Elena casually interlaced her fingers behind her neck. A massive smile stretched across her face. She was boldly challenging him to pop early and fail her right after her previous partner had delivered such an amazing session. Without breaking eye contact, she clamped her calves firmly against his sides. She buried her heels directly into his lower spine and steadily dragged his waist downward. Pure terror washed over Ethan's features when her boiling hot pussy swallowed his thick dick again. Her internal muscles squeezed his meat with a vice-like grip while forcing him deep inside her body.

Ethan immediately realized fighting the sensation was entirely useless. Holding back was impossible now. He simply surrendered to the massive wave of pure bliss crashing through his nervous system. A deafening roar tore from his throat as his orgasm finally broke loose. Heavy ropes of boiling cum blasted straight into Elena's dripping wet canal. He collapsed forward over the mattress and struggled to support his own body weight. His triceps shook violently near her ears. Elena intentionally squeezed her vaginal walls in perfect rhythm with his spurting cock. Her tight grip milked every single drop of semen from his balls.

That arrogant smirk never left her face. She happily absorbed the final violent twitches of his hard shaft pumping deep within her core.

The intense climax totally drained his energy, and he dropped his heavy chest directly onto hers with a tired moan. She enclosed him in a tight embrace using all four limbs. Her fingernails gently raked through his messy hair to offer quiet comfort.

Ethan fully understood the ugly truth. A quiet whisper in his brain practically guaranteed their marriage was permanently broken.

He eventually untangled their limbs and tumbled sideways onto the open sheets. He laid flat on his back while fighting to catch his breath. They shared an incredibly heavy silence. Neither person had the slightest clue how to handle the immediate aftermath.

Elena was the first to speak. "That was definitely wild," she murmured softly while studying the plaster above their heads.

Ethan refused to turn his neck to look at her. The crushing reality of the entire night settled heavily on his shoulders. Severe nausea churned in his gut. His beautiful bride had actually fucked a coworker because he basically demanded it. He secretly watched the entire dirty act. He aggressively jacked his cock while spying on them before ultimately taking the other guy's sloppy seconds. Massive amounts of regret and deep humiliation absolutely suffocated him. He felt totally destroyed on an emotional level.

A ragged breath escaped his mouth. He desperately searched for the right response, but his vocabulary completely vanished. Finding a way to vocalize this chaotic storm of feelings was entirely impossible.

He possessed a strong urge to yell in her face. He wanted to interrogate her about causing such massive pain. Despite their current living arrangements, her actions made him feel completely backstabbed and utterly foolish. However, throwing a tantrum was out of the question. He allowed the cheating to happen and willingly joined the aftermath. Considering his intense physical reactions, denying his own twisted pleasure was a waste of time. He could not ignore the terrible psychological damage it caused, but he definitely loved watching a stranger drive his wife crazy. He savored the physical flavor of her cheating. Furthermore, he absolutely adored the feeling of her sloppy, used pussy, squeezing his dick while she mentally tortured him.

"Do you need to discuss what just happened?" she questioned, turning her head slightly in his direction.

He kept his mouth shut for a long stretch of time. He kept his gaze firmly planted on the opposite wall. "No," he eventually mumbled in a deep tone. "I really doubt talking will help."

She gave a small nod and returned her focus to the ceiling fan. "Understood."

They remained frozen in that quiet room for a long time. Both of them drifted deep into their own chaotic minds.

Elena eventually let out a heavy breath and pushed herself off the mattress. She snatched her tight shirt off the carpet and pulled it over her messy hair. She spun around to study his profile. His blank expression gave away zero details, but she fully understood the massive internal war he was fighting.

"I need to wash up in the shower," she announced while grabbing her ruined underwear.

She waited near the edge of the mattress and stared down at his prone body. She clearly wanted him to say something.

Ethan offered nothing but a simple nod. She paused for another minute. His absolute refusal to communicate clearly annoyed her. She inspected the filthy garment dangling from her fingers. After a tiny fraction of a second, she made a bold decision. She bent at the waist and spoke softly right next to his ear. "On the bright side, we definitely proved you loved every second of it." Dropping her cum-stained panties directly onto his bare chest, she marched straight out of the bedroom. Ethan was left laying completely paralyzed on the sheets.

Deep crimson heat instantly flooded his cheeks. A crushing, massive wave of absolute disgrace crashed into his chest with devastating power. He remained completely frozen on the mattress for quite a while. Once he finally gathered enough willpower to push himself upright, he dragged his exhausted body down the hall to the spare bedroom.
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Chapter 3
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Elena lingered under the hot spray, letting the warm water wash over her exhausted muscles while she analyzed the entire evening. The sheer thrill of the experience was undeniable, even if the whole situation felt like a bizarre dream. She was absolutely mind-blown that her husband actually jerked off while watching a stranger fuck her instead of intervening. Still, a heavy sense of guilt nagged at her conscience. She worried her cruel teasing afterward had crossed a major line. His deep pain and total bewilderment were practically suffocating the room right before she escaped to wash up.

A comment Liam made earlier echoed in her head. He had asked why she cared about hurting Ethan since their relationship was basically over anyway.

Her reality was far more complicated than that. Their current separation was an emotional boundary rather than a physical one. She genuinely still loved her husband. Taking a temporary break was never supposed to lead directly to a permanent divorce. A heavy breath escaped her lips as she rested her spine against the wet tiles. She squeezed her eyelids shut to banish the vivid image of her coworker grabbing her waist and pounding his dick deep inside her.

Taking his cock was a completely unique experience. In the past, she rarely noticed major differences in how her various partners felt inside her pussy, and that included Ethan. Liam completely shattered that trend. His massive girth stretched her walls and filled her tight hole in a totally unfamiliar way. Remembering his brutal thrusts forced a quiet moan from her throat. He had slammed his pelvis against hers with ruthless aggression, creating loud smacking noises that bounced off the bedroom walls.

Her focus suddenly pivoted. She pictured Ethan hovering in the dark corridor and stroking his erection while he spied on their dirty session. That specific fantasy instantly flooded her crotch with boiling heat. She kept her eyes locked shut and lazily rubbed suds across her heavy tits and stomach. Her soapy palm glided downward to reach her wet pussy. Pushing two digits deep inside her own hole, she pretended the thick meat of her coworker was actually penetrating her.

Pumping her fingers only worked for a few short seconds before frustration set in. Her intense horniness demanded a real dick. Liam was no longer an option, but her husband was still inside the house. Ethan finished way too fast during their earlier encounter to give her a proper climax. This was true even though he had already blown his load in the hallway. She felt highly confident that his stamina would improve for round three. Her own release was hovering right on the edge. A solid few minutes of aggressive fucking was all she needed to finally cum.

She quickly washed the bubbles away and killed the water pressure. Stepping onto the mat, she aggressively rubbed her skin dry with a towel. She tossed the cloth aside and swung the bathroom door wide open. The master bedroom was completely empty. She fully assumed Ethan would be passed out on the mattress or glaring at the plaster while battling his inner demons.

Doubt crept into her mind once more. She wondered exactly which cruel action finally broke his spirit. The memory of dropping her soiled underwear on his chest made her scan the immediate area. She wanted to see if he threw the garment away in a fit of rage. The dirty panties were completely missing from the room. That small detail struck her as a highly positive clue.

Her desperate craving for an orgasm easily conquered any lingering pity for her husband. She walked barefoot out into the corridor. Pushing the spare room door open without making a sound, she spotted Ethan resting above the blankets. He was wearing nothing but his boxer shorts. Her vision slowly mapped the lines of his physique before locking onto his crotch. A massive hard-on pushed the cotton fabric high into the air. The missing underwear rested right next to his head on the mattress. A genuine smirk crossed her lips.

Elena climbed onto the mattress with extreme caution and planted her knees on either side of his hips. She aligned her dripping pussy directly above his stiff bulge. Ethan remained deeply asleep. Sliding her palm past the elastic band, she softly gripped his thick dick. A happy breath left her mouth when the hard meat twitched against her skin. She guided his shaft right through the front flap of his shorts. After dragging the sensitive tip across her wet lips to tease herself, she aggressively dropped her entire body weight to swallow his cock instantly.

The shocking heat of her tight hole surrounding him snapped Ethan completely awake. He screamed out a string of dirty curses in total surprise. Elena immediately started bouncing on his dick with fast and powerful movements. Pure reflex forced his hands upward to clamp down fiercely on her moving waist.

Elena stared straight into his pupils with absolute burning lust. She violently increased the speed and depth of her bounces. Incredible waves of ecstasy ripped through her system every time his rigid shaft pounded her internal walls. Her heavy boobs swayed frantically with every downward slam. Tossing her head backward, she shrieked at the top of her lungs and clawed at his chest muscles to brace for her incoming climax.

Ethan dragged his palms higher along her ribs to capture both of her bouncing breasts. He crushed the soft flesh ruthlessly. She wailed loudly into the dark room, the exact second he viciously pinched her stiff nipples.

"Do you enjoy this, Elena?" he grunted. He thrust his pelvis toward the ceiling to bury his dick completely inside her.

A soft squeal escaped her lips in agreement. Her eyelids drooped heavily with lust. She gave a slow, dazed nod and openly displayed her intense arousal without any shame.

Snatching both of his wrists, she shoved his arms backward. She held his hands firmly against the sheets right next to his ears. Her heavy tits swung back and forth right above his nose. Ethan strained his neck upward to suck on a stiff pink nipple. Elena blocked the attempt immediately. Instead, she lowered her mouth to kiss him passionately while aggressively grinding her waist against his pelvis.

A loud moan vibrated against his lips when her climax finally hit. Her lower body thrashed with wild abandon. Ethan greedily sucked her tongue into his mouth. Their heavy kissing swallowed all their dirty noises while she bounced ruthlessly on his shaft. Her tight pussy aggressively milked his thick meat.

Pure satisfaction eventually washed over her. She dropped her frantic pace and straightened her spine. Resting her palms flat against his pectoral muscles, she shifted into a slow, grinding rhythm.

A highly arrogant grin stretched across her face. That specific expression clearly established her total dominance over the situation. It also communicated several brutal truths. She felt absolutely zero remorse for cheating. Offering an apology or explanation was completely off the table. Furthermore, she never needed his blessing in the first place. She willingly took her colleague's dick right inside their shared house and upon their own mattress. Best of all, she absolutely loved the entire filthy experience.

Words were completely unnecessary to confirm her next silent point. She was fully aware that Ethan secretly spied on the hookup. She also knew the agonizing disgrace and bitter envy completely failed to ruin his twisted arousal.

One last cruel threat shone brightly in her pupils. That final silent promise flooded his chest with absolute terror, deep sorrow, and massive excitement. She fully intended to sleep with other men whenever the mood struck her.

Elena carefully raised her hips until she completely cleared his body. His stiff cock snapped forward and smacked loudly against his belly. She crawled downward to grab his waist. Leaning close, she dragged her wet tongue straight up his hard shaft while holding his gaze entirely. A sharp gasp filled Ethan's lungs. The air escaped as a deep groan, the second her lips engulfed his sensitive tip. She traced the bottom ridge of his meat with her tongue before sucking his dick deep inside her boiling hot throat.

She quit sucking completely out of nowhere. A wet popping noise echoed when she yanked her face away from his crotch. Climbing off the mattress entirely, she stood tall and glared down at his naked form.

Frustration ripped a groan from his chest. "Why are you stopping?" he begged with absolute panic lacing his words.

"We are done for now," she teased with a wicked smirk. "I am suddenly feeling incredibly exhausted."

An invisible fist slammed directly into Ethan's stomach. He frantically pushed his torso off the pillows. "Are you kidding? I have not even climaxed yet."

Elena extended a single finger to silence his mouth. "Quiet down. You experienced plenty of excitement for one evening. However, I might reward your good behavior in the future." She planted a heavy kiss on his lips. Turning on her heel, she headed straight for the hallway.

"Do not leave yet!" he shouted right as she gripped the doorknob. "I desperately need a release. Holy fuck, I need to cum so badly. I am begging you!"

She froze near the exit and studied his face carefully. Taking slow, deliberate steps, she returned to his side. She pushed out her lower lip to fake an expression of deep sympathy. "You poor man. Do you desperately need my help to finish?"

"I do," he begged helplessly.

"Prove how stiff your dick is right now," she murmured seductively.

He wrapped his fist around his aching meat and aimed the tip at the ceiling.

"Start jacking it," she ordered in a quiet tone.

Ethan immediately started pumping his fist up and down. His eyes remained glued to her face in a desperate, silent plea for a real release.

"Such a good boy," she praised. She lowered her head slowly until her warm breath washed directly over his cheeks.

Reaching toward his pillows, she snatched up the soiled underwear. She carefully draped the filthy garment straight across his eyes and nose. The chilling wetness of the cotton pressed directly against Ethan's mouth. Pure instinct forced him to suck in a massive breath. The heavy, musky smell of his wife's soaking pussy completely blended with the raw stench of the other man's fresh cum. An intense jolt of sick thrill raced down his backbone. He drastically increased the speed of his fist while his lungs gasped for air.

"Yes, keep going, baby," she murmured. "Keep stroking your dick and think about every single dirty thing that happened this evening. Breathe in my scent. Taste exactly how bad I behaved. When you finally blow your load, prove to me that you worshipped every second of it. Show me how much you loved hearing us fuck, spying on us, and tasting our fluids."

A choked, heavy groan tore from his throat. Violent tremors shook his entire frame. His vision went completely white as a massive climax ripped through him. He shot ropes of hot cum all over his own stomach. Once the intense orgasm faded, he remained completely paralyzed on the mattress. He gasped desperately for oxygen. Eventually, he lifted a hand to pull the soiled underwear away from his nose.

"Exactly," she purred, flashing a highly satisfied smirk.

She bent over to press a gentle kiss against his lips before spinning around to exit the bedroom. She abandoned him there in a sticky mess of his own semen. He laid on the sheets battling the most intense combination of deep shame, absolute bewilderment, and extreme sexual arousal he had ever experienced.

Elena left the city for a corporate business trip the following week. Ethan nervously asked about her travel companions, but she intentionally avoided giving him a straight answer. She had developed a sick enjoyment for making him jealous. He recognized her cruel game perfectly.

Throughout her absence, he agonized over bringing up the events of that fateful weekend. He desperately needed to figure out how to discuss the future of their relationship. Flight delays kept her away until very late on Thursday evening. By the time she finally walked through the front door, Ethan had already passed out on the living room couch.

She softly called his name and rocked his shoulder to wake him up.

He opened his eyes to find his wife resting on the cushions right beside him. "You made it back," he mumbled, meeting her gaze. "Did the trip go well?"

A warm smile crossed her face as she gently stroked his unshaven jawline.

"Everything went fine. It was actually incredibly dull. I am really glad to be home."

Her reassuring words made him pause. He secretly wondered if she was intentionally trying to comfort him by implying she had not slept with anyone else while traveling.

"We need to have a serious discussion about this past weekend," she stated firmly.

He had spent days planning for this exact moment. Nevertheless, a heavy knot instantly blocked his airway. He inhaled deeply to force his panic down. "Alright," he agreed. He offered no further input because he desperately wanted her to steer the dialogue.

Recognizing his severe anxiety, she quickly took control. "We should probably begin with Liam. You need to believe that I had no idea you were inside the house when I invited him over. We spent the whole party flirting. I was incredibly horny and genuinely wanted to fuck him. However, the biggest deciding factor was knowing how much the hookup would excite you. Obviously, I never expected you to physically watch us. I planned to drive you crazy with the filthy details after you returned from your golf weekend."

She stopped talking to let her confession digest. "I truly believed the house was empty. Forcing you to witness that live would have been incredibly cruel."

Finding the right words proved impossible for Ethan. He merely nodded his head in silent agreement.

A heavy breath escaped her lungs when she realized this was going to be a one-sided speech. "The reality is that you were hiding here the entire time. Admitting this might be embarrassing for you. Still, we both know you thoroughly enjoyed the show." She fought hard to hide a grin but ultimately failed.

A dark blush painted Ethan's cheeks, and he quickly averted his eyes.

"Do not feel bad about it," she reassured him. "Your reaction did not exactly surprise me. After all, you previously confessed that this exact cuckold fantasy made you crazy. Sharing that secret is exactly why our marriage fell apart recently. It put us in different bedrooms and made us completely miserable. To be totally honest, my own feelings are incredibly mixed up right now. Initially, I hated the idea of sleeping with other men. Yet, entertaining your dirty thoughts eventually started making my own pussy wet. I am still not convinced this lifestyle can save our relationship. Watching me take another man's dick obviously gives you a massive hard-on. At the same time, the jealousy is absolutely destroying your mental health. It is written all over your face. That pain will eventually rot into pure hatred for me, and our marriage will never survive that kind of toxicity."

Ethan massaged his brow and finally agreed. "I understand. I have to confess that this whole situation is completely messy. Jesus, watching another man fuck you was incredibly painful. At the same time, the memory is permanently burned into my brain. My cock stays rock hard from morning until night just picturing your pure bliss. I keep replaying your facial expressions, every single dirty moan you let out, and all the little details."

"You probably realized that I had an amazing time too," she confessed. Her enthusiastic tone bothered him slightly. "However, your arousal did not just come from seeing him fuck me. Am I right about that?"

A look of pure bewilderment crossed Ethan's face. "What exactly are you trying to say?"

She studied his pupils intensely for a few seconds. "I am talking about what happened later," she pushed. "You really enjoyed the way I treated you."

Deep red heat flooded his cheeks. "Honestly, the adrenaline probably caused that reaction. Drinking so much liquor definitely influenced my behavior, too."

One of Elena's eyebrows shot upward. "Whatever you say, Ethan. Fine." A heavy breath escaped her lips as she chose to drop the argument. "Listen to me carefully. Returning to our old, boring routine is off the table. A brand new side of me has completely woken up, and I absolutely adore the feeling. You brought this up in the past. I am a woman who loves having sex. Discovering how thrilling it feels to take a brand new dick was a massive revelation."

He visibly recoiled at her words.

"Hearing that might cause you pain, and I apologize for that. Conversely, realizing my cheating gives you a massive hard-on is a huge turn-on for me. Accepting that twisted truth is obviously difficult for you. Honestly, checking your lap right now is completely unnecessary." She refused to break eye contact, driving her point home. "Your cock is completely stiff right now, correct?"

He dropped his gaze to the massive tent pitching his trousers and let out a defeated breath.

"Exactly," she declared. "We both must start accepting reality. The future of this marriage is a complete mystery right now. However, I am eager to explore our options. You must put your faith in me. I fully understand your deepest cravings, even when you refuse to accept them yourself."

Nervous energy rolled off Ethan in waves. "I am simply not sure about all of this."

"I am absolutely positive," she cut him off. She reached out and wrapped her fingers firmly around the heavy package straining against his zipper. She squeezed the meat forcefully. A deep rumble vibrated in his chest as a sharp thrill raced down his spine. "Do you feel that? Now I need you to say it out loud."

His lungs desperately grasped for air while he stared at her. "Say what?" he asked in a quiet murmur.

"Admit that you want me to be incredibly naughty," she whispered. Her tight grip never left his rigid dick.

"Holy fuck," he moaned heavily. "I do. Yes."

"Yes to what exactly?"

"Yes, I want you to be completely naughty," he managed to spit out. He thrust his pelvis upward into her palm, silently begging her to start stroking him.

A highly arrogant grin stretched across her face. "Such a good boy." She applied one last punishing squeeze to his hard shaft and released her hold. Pushing herself upright, she prepared to leave. "I desperately need to go to bed now. This week was exhausting, plus we are going to Marcus's housewarming party tomorrow evening."

"Hold on, Elena, do not leave yet. God, please." He desperately yanked his stiff cock straight out of his underwear flap and wrapped his own fist around the aching flesh.

Elena tipped her chin and offered him a look of fake sympathy. "You truly love the idea of my bad behavior, correct?" A slow shake of her head preceded her next move. She bent down close to speak right against his ear. "Picture me doing incredibly filthy things tonight while you jerk off. Think about exactly who I am fucking in your fantasies. Am I taking a total stranger's dick? Are you picturing Liam again, or maybe a guy from our friend group?"

A sudden, violent twitch rocked Ethan's entire frame.

"I need to catch up on my sleep right now," she promised gently. "However, I guarantee tomorrow night will be amazing." She pressed a soft kiss to his cheek before getting to her feet and exiting the bedroom.

A heavy groan of pure annoyance ripped from his throat. Waiting for her to completely vanish was impossible. He slammed his eyelids shut the exact second she looked away and started furiously jacking his cock.

The guest list for Marcus's new place featured a very random crowd. A few married couples from their college days mingled with several of Marcus's office colleagues. Ethan also noticed plenty of faces he had never seen before. The host offered a friendly welcome. Marcus playfully bumped his shoulder and shoved a cold beer into his hand.

"Do you keep any hard liquor around here?" Ethan inquired. He raised his partially drained bottle to emphasize the question. Ethan had no idea who Elena had updated on their marital status. However, he had personally confessed the details of their split to Marcus.

A quick laugh escaped Marcus. He grabbed the glass bottle from Ethan's grip and placed it on the nearby counter. "Absolutely. The stash is in the usual spot. Just try to relax and enjoy the night. Elena is clearly having a good time. Everything might fix itself eventually. Just embrace this temporary space because it might be exactly what you guys need."

The host slapped his buddy on the shoulder for encouragement and wandered off to entertain the rest of the room. Ethan remained isolated near the kitchen counters. He filled a glass to the brim with Crown Royal and started searching the faces in the room for his wife. Meaningful conversation between them had been nonexistent over the past seven days. Her corporate travel schedule was mostly to blame for the silence.

Finding the courage to discuss their wild sexual encounter was proving difficult. He also struggled to initiate a serious talk regarding their shared future. Deep down, he desperately wanted to save their marriage. Their living situation still involved two different bedrooms. Furthermore, Ethan strongly suspected this physical distance bothered him way more than it bothered Elena.

Her complete lack of sexual interest during her brief time at home drove him crazy. Consequently, his masturbation habits had skyrocketed. He spent hours rubbing his dick while obsessing over the filthy visual memories of their last shared encounter. Those graphic moments were permanently scarred into his brain.

His eyes finally locked onto her near the bottom of the stairs. She was leaning against the drywall and chatting up a guy from Marcus's office. The couple had driven to the event in separate vehicles. Elena had demanded that he leave the house first under the guise of needing extra time for hair and makeup. Ethan highly doubted her excuse. He guessed she had manufactured the delay to avoid walking through the front door as a married pair. That thought led to a much darker suspicion. He suddenly worried she wanted to appear single for the benefit of one or more potential hookups currently at the party.

Watching her exchange smiles and laughs with a different man twisted a knife in his gut. Her outgoing personality used to be one of his favorite traits. Now, that same bubbly social energy just fueled his bitter envy. Her choice of clothing only made the torture worse. She wore a tiny black dress that clung tightly to every single curve of her body. Standing nearby, Ethan witnessed exactly how much that revealing outfit distracted every other guy in the room.

She swallowed the last drop of her beverage and left the empty cup on the fireplace mantle. The guy from the office immediately offered to fetch a replacement. She politely turned him down with a gentle squeeze to his arm. Leaving him behind, she strolled straight toward the host. Marcus was currently struggling to connect his wireless speaker. She closed the distance and murmured a private comment. Her words caused Marcus to give an amused look and gently shake his head. The loud party drowned out their actual conversation. However, Ethan possessed a wild imagination that easily supplied enough fuel to keep his jealousy burning bright.

Harmless flirting was a standard part of Marcus and Elena's dynamic. Ethan previously enjoyed watching his buddy and his wife get along so perfectly. Tonight, a heavy knot of anxiety formed in his stomach to ruin that old comfort. The solid ground of their marriage had completely crumbled beneath his shoes. Blindly trusting her loyalty was a luxury he no longer possessed.

Her eyes suddenly flicked up to catch Ethan glaring at them. A wicked grin touched her lips. She deliberately placed her palm on Marcus's forearm and leaned incredibly close. Whatever she whispered next caused the other man to bust out laughing. Ethan swallowed the rest of his liquor and poured another heavy splash. He desperately tried to project total indifference. Right at that moment, a complete stranger walked up to the kitchen island to pour a fresh drink beside him.

The stranger introduced himself as David from Marcus's office.

Ethan politely returned the handshake and offered his own name in greeting.

The new guy kept rambling, but his words just blended into the background noise. Ethan simply could not peel his eyes away from Elena and their host. The two of them had closed the physical distance between them significantly. Marcus was telling an energetic story that had Elena throwing her head backward in loud, genuine laughter. She glanced down at her mobile screen for a split second before giving all her attention right back to Marcus.

A sudden vibration against his thigh finally snapped him out of his jealous trance. He dug the device out of his pocket to read the incoming text.

The notification displayed Elena's name. She was asking if he liked the scenery.

He immediately started overanalyzing those few words. Was she bragging about her sexy outfit? Alternatively, was she mocking him by flaunting her chemistry with Marcus?

He typed a simple agreement and hit the send button. He even tacked on a winking face without fully understanding his own reasoning.

The bright glow of her screen illuminated her face in the shadows of the living area. Instead of reading his reply immediately, she chose to keep flirting heavily with his buddy.

Bitter envy practically choked him. He drowned his frustration by pouring yet another glass of liquor. Eventually, she decided to read her screen. A massive grin spread across her lips as she locked eyes with him across the room. Ethan forced his mouth into a smile and prayed it appeared authentic. His wife shot him a deliberate wink followed by a very slow nod. Pure reflex made Ethan dip his own chin in agreement while keeping his plastic smile locked in place.

David suddenly asked for Ethan's opinion on something.

The question completely shocked Ethan back to reality. He found the coworker studying him with clear confusion.

Ethan muttered a distracted agreement. He offered a quick apology and politely ended the conversation by claiming he needed to locate his spouse.

He took a step backward, but the other man's response caught him totally off guard. David casually mentioned hearing about their marital separation.

Panic and anger flooded his brain. He had absolutely no idea how this random stranger knew their private business. Hot color rushed into his cheeks. Choosing to play deaf, he marched straight out of the kitchen area to interrupt Elena and Marcus.

He arrived in the main entertaining space only to find their spot completely empty. A sickening feeling twisted his gut. His eyes darted across the entire party, but both of them had vanished. He spotted a few people hanging out on the patio through the large glass doors. Stepping outside into the cool air, he investigated the lawn. He ended up circling the entire exterior of the property. His panic grew stronger with every single footstep.

Another text buzzed against his leg. His clumsy fingers nearly dropped the device onto the grass. The screen showed a new reply from his wife. She expressed her gratitude and called something extremely fun, followed by a playful winking face.

Complete confusion took over his mind. He racked his brain trying to figure out why she was thanking him and what activity she found so entertaining. They had completely avoided talking tonight. Their only interaction involved exchanging fake smiles across the room. He recalled her slow nod and his automatic response. Did his simple gesture accidentally give her permission to do something crazy?

His pulse hammered violently against his ribs. He rapidly typed out two frantic questions demanding her location and an explanation. He fired the message off instantly.

A heavy scowl settled on his features as he shoved the mobile away. He checked the dark lawn one final time before retreating indoors. He prepared himself to march up the staircase. Suddenly, Elena emerged from a dark hallway on the ground floor. She stumbled slightly from the alcohol, and a massive, satisfied smile lit up her face as she walked in his direction.

He offered a simple greeting while fighting to keep his tone completely level.

"Well, hello there," she replied. Her words blended together in a sloppy, teasing manner.

"Where did you disappear to?" he questioned. A fake grin plastered his face as his eyes darted nervously around the room.

Elena immediately framed his cheeks with her palms and dragged him forward. "Where did you wander off to?" she fired back with a flirtatious attitude.

A brief pause overtook Ethan. A strange scent clung to her exhale. The heavy stench of liquor masked most of it. Regardless, he easily noticed an unfamiliar odor underneath the booze.

"We need to leave right now," he stated.

"Are you ready to head back to our house?" she teased. Her boiling breath washed directly over his skin.

Ethan agreed instantly. He desperately needed to escape the event. The surrounding guests suddenly resembled a dangerous pack of predators in his mind.

"Where are you two going?" Marcus asked loudly right behind Ethan's back.

"Back to our place," Ethan answered when his buddy stepped up next to them. "I am actually feeling pretty sick."

Marcus offered his sympathies immediately. He quickly shifted his focus to the woman. "What about you, Elena? Are you calling it a night, too?"

"Absolutely not. I am having a great time," she declared with a highly mischievous smirk.

A deep scowl formed on Ethan's face.

"That is perfectly fine," their host announced cheerfully. "You need to head back and rest if you feel like garbage, Ethan. I can easily give Elena a ride later."

"Do not worry about it, we should..." Ethan trailed off and stared directly at his wife, silently begging her to agree.

"Just go," she insisted. "Get some sleep at the house. Catching a ride with Marcus is no big deal. I swear I will not be out much later."

"Seriously, Elena, I can stick around a while longer," he pushed back.

She was already completely focused on the host again. "We should grab some fresh cocktails." Hooking her elbow through Marcus's arm, she strolled off. Ethan remained firmly planted in his spot, completely boiling with frustration.

She abruptly spun around and rushed right back to her husband. Her palms clamped tightly onto his jaw once more.

"Do you want a tiny preview of what I have planned for later?" she purred right near his ear.

She mashed her mouth against his in a heavy, wet kiss. Her tongue pushed aggressively past his teeth. One of her arms looped tightly behind his neck. Simultaneously, her free hand dropped to his crotch and grabbed his hard cock forcefully right through his trousers. Their intense make-out session lasted for quite a while. Elena aggressively explored his mouth with her tongue the entire time.

She ended the passionate embrace just as suddenly as she had started it. Stepping away quickly, she jogged off to rejoin Marcus.

Ethan dragged his own tongue across his lips to enjoy her lingering flavor. However, his brain could not ignore that strange, bitter scent he had noticed before. He tried to convince himself she simply drank a bizarre mixed beverage. A thick lump traveled down his throat. The raw sexual heat expanding in his chest felt amazing. At the same time, abandoning her at this crowded house filled him with severe anxiety. She had made it incredibly clear that she wanted him gone. He stood there debating how pathetic he would look if he stubbornly refused to leave the party.

Ethan savored the lingering taste of his wife's mouth during the whole car ride back to his house. The passionate moment looped constantly through his thoughts. He eventually crawled under the covers with his nerves completely frayed from abandoning her at the crowded gathering. However, reflecting on their final interaction brought him some much-needed reassurance. She had offered a tiny sample of her late-night plans right before shoving her tongue deep past his lips. Her heavy intoxication was obvious, and she made absolutely no effort to conceal her drunken state.

Knowing his spouse so well, Ethan recognized this forceful kissing style was highly unusual for her. She rarely explored his mouth with such wild aggression. Her underlying promise was incredibly clear. She fully planned on fucking him when she returned. Even with that sexy guarantee, a lingering suspicion that something was fundamentally wrong refused to fade. Identifying the exact problem was impossible. A dark, twisting intuition simply warned his stomach that things were not right.

He spent quite a while resting on the mattress and fighting to banish that uncomfortable dread. Exhaustion eventually dragged him into a deep slumber. His sleeping mind immediately conjured up vivid fantasies of his gorgeous bride walking through the front door and crawling straight under his sheets.

A loud crash yanked him out of a deep sleep shortly past two in the morning. His bedroom door had swung wildly and slammed directly into the drywall. Elena stumbled clumsily into the dark room and collapsed onto the mattress right beside him. He frantically rubbed his eyes to wipe away the heavy exhaustion.

"You made it home," Ethan mumbled. His cock instantly started getting hard beneath the blankets.

"Obviously," she replied. She raised her chin and flashed a bright smile through the messy strands of hair hanging in her eyes. "I gave you my word earlier that we were not finished yet. Are you ready for me?"

"Fuck yes," he breathed, stretching his arms out to drag her body closer.

"Not so fast," she purred softly. "I planned a special treat for you tonight." She pushed herself off the sheets and walked straight to his wardrobe. Throwing the doors open, she grabbed two neckties from the rack. These were the exact same accessories he used to wear daily for seven years before losing his corporate job. She climbed back onto the mattress and straddled his torso. Her fingers playfully twisted the smooth silk fabric. "Tell me exactly how badly you want this treat, baby."

"Holy shit, I want it so much," he pleaded. Ethan was sporting a completely rigid hard-on right now. He silently prayed his stamina would hold out long enough to satisfy her perfectly.

She shifted her weight forward and yanked his hands straight up toward the wooden headboard. Using the silk material, she securely bound his wrists to the furniture. Ethan felt his pulse skyrocket while her heavy tits swung back and forth right above his nose. Her cleavage looked incredibly close to spilling completely out of that tiny dress.

She double-checked the tight knots before sliding her hips further down his stomach. Bending close, she locked her lips onto his mouth. Her wet tongue aggressively shoved its way past his teeth to map out the entire inside of his mouth. That strange flavor he had noticed at the party was incredibly strong now. A sharp, bitter saltiness coated her saliva.

"Did you drink a bunch of tequila tonight?" he questioned the second she finally pulled her face away.

"Tequila?" Pure confusion washed over her features for a brief moment. A sudden fit of loud giggles replaced her puzzled expression. "Holy shit. Do my lips taste salty right now?"

Her reaction convinced Ethan that his alcohol theory was completely accurate. His brain instantly pivoted back to the primary goal of getting his dick inside his gorgeous wife.

"You taste incredibly delicious," he murmured, dragging his own tongue across his bottom lip.

Elena stared down at his face. Her wicked grin remained firmly in place while her jaw dropped slightly in pure shock. She eventually gave her head a slow shake and climbed off his torso. "You are an incredibly filthy man," she declared with a highly playful tone.

She grabbed the bottom edge of her dress and pulled the fabric high into the air. This movement put her smooth, toned legs on full display. Bending over, she pushed her tight underwear all the way down her thighs. The alcohol caused her to wobble unsteadily for a split second. She easily caught her balance and stood completely upright while gripping the soiled garment in her fist.

"Do you desperately want to smell my pussy right now?" she asked. She taunted him by swinging the fabric back and forth right beneath his nostrils.

Ethan sucked a massive breath into his lungs. That incredibly musky scent made his stiff cock jump against his pants.

"Do you want a quick taste?" she whispered quietly. She dragged the crotch of the panties gently over his mouth.

The physical contact with that soaking wet cotton sent a massive electrical shock racing through his entire body.

"God, yes, please," he begged desperately.

"Open your mouth wide," she ordered in a hushed voice.

Ethan parted his jaw immediately. Elena shoved the wet underwear directly past his teeth so he could fully experience her dripping wetness. He sucked aggressively on the cotton fibers to extract every single drop of flavor hiding inside the material.

A deep groan rumbled in her throat. "You are so incredibly fucking sick, Ethan." She faked a deeply disappointed look while shaking her head at him. "However, you definitely earned your special treat now. I fully understand exactly how much you loved our little game earlier today. I absolutely guarantee this next part will be mind-blowing."

Snatching the other necktie, she shoved it directly between his teeth. She wound the silk tightly behind his skull and tied a secure knot. This makeshift gag locked her filthy panties permanently inside his mouth.

Getting to her feet, she pulled the tiny dress completely off her body to stand totally naked. Her heavy breasts looked incredibly firm, and both pink nipples pointed straight ahead. A thick layer of shiny moisture coated her wet pussy.

She marched straight out of the spare room without making a single sound.

Ethan remained flat on his back with a massive erection. His gaze stayed glued to the empty doorway in eager anticipation. Waiting for her grand return, he pulled hard against his restrained wrists. The silk bindings refused to budge even a fraction of an inch. Realizing he was totally trapped only made him significantly hornier.

Faint footsteps echoed down the corridor, followed by quiet whispering. He desperately attempted to clear his throat, but the wad of cotton blocked his airway. Those hushed voices steadily increased in volume. A disturbing blend of giggles and dirty groans drifted into his room. Ethan's pulse hammered violently against his ribs. He stretched his neck, desperately trying to decode the hallway noises. He screamed his wife's name loudly, but the thick fabric swallowed his frantic cries.

The following sentence nearly made him puke. The words themselves were not the problem. He simply knew exactly who was speaking.

"Holy fuck, Elena," Marcus growled heavily. "Exactly like that, take it all in your mouth."

Every muscle in Ethan's body locked up tight. He violently yanked his arms against the headboard and tried shouting for her again. The soaking wet underwear reduced his desperate screams to pathetic grunts.

"Jesus," his buddy gasped loudly. "We need to pause for a second, or I will end up blowing my load down your throat again."

His brain totally short-circuited when the awful reality finally clicked. He suddenly understood exactly where she vanished to during the housewarming event. The sickening origin of that bitter flavor on her lips was painfully obvious now. Ethan gagged aggressively and fought down the rising bile. A horrifying vision of drowning in his own vomit behind the tight gag flashed behind his eyes.

"Hold on," Elena announced. A massive surge of relief flooded Ethan's chest. "Let me push this door wide open. He really enjoys hearing everything."

That brief moment of optimism shattered into a million sharp pieces. He truly learned what it felt like to have his spirit completely crushed. The heavy wooden door squeaked loudly on its hinges. Suddenly, their filthy conversation echoed with absolute clarity.

"God, yes," Elena breathed heavily. "Your dick is so incredibly thick."

"I have pictured this exact moment endlessly," Marcus replied. He immediately started pumping his cock slowly inside her wet pussy.

"Same here," she agreed with a sharp intake of air.

The other man rapidly increased his speed. The wet smacking of their colliding waists quickly dominated the quiet house. Elena let out a deafening wail and clawed her nails deeply into his spine. Ethan fought his silk bindings relentlessly. Heavy drops of sweat rolled down his face. He was forced to endure the graphic audio of his best buddy fucking his spouse. He had never experienced such a crushing sense of total helplessness.

"Your bare body is even sexier than my fantasies," Marcus grunted during a heavy thrust. "Those massive boobs are absolute perfection."

Elena panted wildly and egged him on. "Pound my hole rougher, Marcus. I desperately need your cock right now!"

They swapped angles a few moments later. Elena positioned herself on her hands and knees across the mattress. Marcus shoved his thick meat right back into her dripping slit without missing a beat. He started battering her pussy from behind with ruthless aggression. Pure horror washed over Ethan as he listened to the brutal impacts. He could clearly hear his wife's body clapping violently against the other man's pelvis.

"This is so incredibly crazy," she moaned happily.

"Absolutely," Marcus agreed with a deep rumble in his chest.

"I am already craving another round." Every muscle in Elena's frame suddenly locked tight. Violent tremors shook her entire body as a massive climax hit. She screamed his friend's name over and over again into the darkness.

Ethan clamped his eyelids completely shut. He desperately attempted to erase the mental picture of Marcus's rigid dick sliding deep inside his wife. His exhausted muscles finally stopped fighting the tight knots. Shortly after, his broken spirit totally surrendered. He fully embraced the ugly truth of the situation. Stopping this dirty hookup was completely impossible. A heavy, broken sigh escaped his nose. Ethan allowed his limbs to go completely limp on the sheets. Meanwhile, the aggressive noises of Marcus and Elena fucking relentlessly echoed through every room.

Nearly three-quarters of an hour passed before Marcus finally approached his breaking point. He let out a heavy groan and announced his climax was arriving.

Elena screamed in pure delight. She eagerly asked if he wanted to blow his load deep inside her tight pussy. She explicitly taunted him about breeding his best buddy's spouse.

He yelled a desperate, profane agreement.

She encouraged him to fill her married hole completely with his hot semen. She boldly claimed her husband absolutely adored that specific dirty act. Rocking her pelvis backward, she slammed her body directly against his waist.

Stretching his arm out, Marcus wrapped his fingers tightly around a thick section of her hair. He yanked her torso upward and backward while relentlessly pounding his dick into her slit. Boiling air washed over her earlobe as he breathlessly promised to shoot his load incredibly deep inside her canal.

She hummed softly in response and begged him to give it to her.

A massive surge of pure pleasure crashed over the man. He clamped his eyelids shut and pumped his hot cum directly into the depths of Ethan's bride. He drained his balls completely through a rapid series of thick spurts. Her internal muscles squeezed his throbbing meat fiercely alongside every single blast. One of his palms remained firmly planted on her hip while his opposite fist maintained its brutal grip on her roots. He simply floated in the extreme euphoria washing through his veins. A sharp breath escaped Elena when he shoved his pelvis forward for a final strike. He buried his thick shaft completely and stayed frozen in that position until his balls were entirely empty.

He released his hold on her scalp and slowly withdrew his tool. He stared in awe at the white liquid leaking from her swollen hole. She immediately scooped up the messy fluid with her own fingers. After enjoying the hot sensation against her flesh, she slipped those coated digits between her lips and sucked them clean in a highly erotic manner.

Marcus fought desperately to regulate his oxygen intake. He swore loudly and declared the sex was absolutely incredible.

She completely agreed with his assessment. The actual experience had vastly exceeded her wildest fantasies. Her gaze dropped to his rigid erection before she admitted a strong craving for another round.

Heavy pants racked Elena's chest as she fell onto the sheets next to her lover. Marcus flashed her a massive, lustful grin. A brief chuckle escaped his mouth before he confessed his need for a short rest period. Despite his exhaustion, his fingers automatically found his dick and offered a soft caress. Elena studied his face quietly for a moment. She then pushed herself off the mattress and headed straight for the hallway exit.

Tossing a bright smile over her shoulder, she agreed to the break but warned him to recover quickly.

Pure astonishment twisted Marcus's features as he demanded clarification. He asked if she was genuinely expecting more action.

She played dumb and asked what the problem was. She questioned whether he planned to stick around for a second session.

He stammered nervously and brought up her husband's presence in the house.

She threw him a playful wink and announced her intention to put Ethan to bed. She assured her lover that the upcoming task would not consume much time.

Elena strolled directly down the corridor and stepped into the spare room. She paused at the threshold to admire the pathetic scene. Her nude spouse remained trapped on the mattress. His arms were still lashed securely to the furniture, and her dirty underwear remained firmly lodged behind his teeth. A massive erection pushed violently against the cotton of his boxers. A huge, damp stain had completely soaked the front flap of the garment.

Crawling onto the sheets, she settled her knees on either side of his hips. She untied the silk gag and pulled her soiled panties free. She immediately smashed her index finger against his mouth to block any angry words he planned to shout.

She quietly ordered him to stay completely silent.

Ethan sucked greedy breaths of oxygen into his burning lungs. Pure fury burned brightly in his wide eyes as he glared at her. A deep crimson flush covered his cheeks, and a thick layer of perspiration coated his entire physique. A burning desire to scream at her consumed his brain. However, her physical shush and severe expression effectively destroyed his courage.

She shushed him softly once more. She threatened to shove the dirty fabric right back down his throat and abandon him if he dared to speak. She challenged him to decide if he truly desired that outcome. Her fingertip traced a long line directly down the stiff erection hidden inside his shorts. That light touch forced his meat to jump wildly without his permission. Ethan gulped nervously and offered a sharp shake of his head while his gaze begged for mercy.

She praised his obedient behavior with a soft tone. She then asked if he needed her to handle his massive problem. Grabbing his dick right through the soaked cotton, she squeezed the hard flesh lightly between two fingers.

Ethan desperately wanted the willpower to reject her offer. However, his disloyal body completely ignored his burning anger and deep emotional pain. His rigid erection twitched violently against his shorts. He could only offer a silent nod while taking fast, ragged breaths.

A wicked grin crossed Elena's face. "I figured you would agree," she murmured.

Excitement danced in her pupils as she slowly peeled his boxers away to expose his stiff meat. "You always get incredibly hard for me, regardless of how furious you feel." She bent her neck to plant a soft kiss directly on his shiny tip. After teasing the sensitive flesh for a brief second, she took the very top of his shaft between her lips and gave it a gentle suck.

A deep groan rumbled in Ethan's chest while his thoughts spun out of control. He clung desperately to his fury. Yet, a treacherous internal voice completely destroyed his logical restraint by promising he could stay mad tomorrow. His physical urges formed a powerful alliance with his dark desires to crush any remaining common sense. A primal chant echoed in his brain. It demanded he fuck his cheating spouse and claim a hole currently dripping with another guy's semen.

Elena straightened her spine and straddled his waist. Messy blonde locks framed her heavily flushed cheeks as she stared down at her captive husband. A shiny layer of sweat coated her heavy, round breasts. Gripping his thick cock in her fist, she dragged the blunt tip repeatedly across her wet slit. Both of them stared intensely at the graphic display. Slippery juices from her pussy instantly coated his sensitive head. She eagerly wet her lips with her tongue. Ethan let out another heavy moan when a thick puddle of Marcus's white load leaked from her pink folds and smeared completely over his throbbing tip.

"Do you desperately want to slide inside me right now?" she asked. She leaned her torso forward until her heavy tits swung directly above his pectoral muscles. A highly cruel and teasing smirk dominated her features. "Are you dying to shove your dick straight into my filthy, cum-stuffed pussy?"

His windpipe felt completely blocked. "Yes," he managed to choke out.

"You crave it so much, right? You are dying to feel his sloppy leftovers surrounding your cock. Admit it right now, Ethan." She pushed just the very tip of his meat past her wet lips before yanking her hips completely away from him.

"Elena, please give it to me," he begged. All the desperation in his soul leaked into his words. He watched a victorious smile stretch across her face right before she slammed her body downward. Her soaking wet hole swallowed his entire length without any resistance.

The intense heat of her vaginal walls dragged a loud groan from his mouth. His brain struggled to process the sheer insanity of fucking the exact same hole his best buddy had ruined moments ago. Elena slowly lifted her pelvis to expose his shaft again. Their eyes instantly glued themselves to the sight of his thick dick, absolutely drenched in a white, frothy mess of fresh semen.

That filthy visual forced a heavy moan from Elena's throat this time. Watching her spouse wear another man's load excited her far more than she ever predicted. It was a twisted turn-on she would have never discovered if her husband had not spent weeks relentlessly pushing his cuckold fantasies on her.

"Holy fuck, this is incredibly hot," she breathed quietly. She established a slow, rocking rhythm with her waist. She remained totally hypnotized by the sight of her wet slit sliding up and down his slick meat. "Tell me you can feel his hot cum squeezing your dick right now, baby."

Ethan felt completely torn. One side of his brain desperately wanted to block out the images of his spouse and his best buddy. However, the sheer depravity of her actions held him completely spellbound.

"Holy fuck, Elena, I am right on the edge," he gasped out a warning.

She immediately pulled her body off his hips. His slick dick slapped wetly against his own stomach.

A disappointed sigh left her lips. "Are you really done already? I suppose my mouth will have to do the job. Filling my pussy with your load would just ruin it for Marcus when we fuck again tonight."

A heavy groan escaped Ethan. "Jesus Christ, are you serious?" He fully understood her brutal statement was a calculated weapon meant to mock and degrade him. Her cruel tactic worked flawlessly. At the same time, he knew she was not bluffing. She promised to take Marcus's cock again, and Ethan believed her completely.

The sharp ache in his chest somehow made his erection throb even harder. Denying his twisted arousal was impossible. Her vicious insults made him incredibly horny. Acknowledging the truth was difficult, but picturing his buddy's meat stretching his beloved wife's hole drove him absolutely crazy with lust. An even darker realization hit him. The actual sex was not the biggest turn-on. He was obsessed with her total selfishness. She pursued her own dirty thrills with absolutely zero concern for his feelings. This ruthless, uncaring domination intoxicated him completely.

"Do not act so miserable, baby," Elena teased softly. She clearly relished the intense control she held over his mind and body. Spinning around to face his feet, she swung a leg across his torso to trap his chest in a reverse straddle. Her dripping wet pussy hovered right above his eyes. The pink flesh shone heavily with Marcus's leftover semen.

"Should I finish you off right now?" she asked. She engulfed the head of his cock and dragged her wet tongue in circles right over his sensitive slit.

That incredible heat sent violent tremors through his nervous system. A deep, animalistic moan tore from his throat. Elena displayed incredible oral skills as her mouth glided up and down his thick shaft. Her hand maintained a crushing grip near his balls. The intense friction caused his internal pressure to skyrocket. He kept his eyes locked on her swollen slit, hovering just inches from his nose. Suddenly, a heavy glob of Marcus's cum leaked from her hole. The sticky white fluid stretched downward like thick syrup before snapping loose and dropping directly onto Ethan's chin.

He flinched physically, and Elena let out a loud giggle. Glancing downward, she met his gaze right between her own thighs.

"My apologies," she murmured with thick sarcasm. "He just pumped so much inside me." She lowered her dripping crotch a fraction of an inch closer to his lips.

"Please do not do this, Elena," Ethan begged in a raspy whisper while fighting for air.

The heavy stench of the other man's load flooded his nose. Elena started rolling her hips in slow, teasing circles. Every single rotation carried more weight and aggression. Finally, she dropped her pelvis completely and smothered his entire mouth with her soaked pussy.

Pure reflex made Ethan jerk his head backward. In response, Elena swallowed his stiff dick all the way down to the base. She took his entire length down her throat until his testicles brushed against her chin. Ethan opened his jaw to release a silent scream of pure pleasure. That single action flooded his mouth with the vile combination of her sweet juices and Marcus's bitter semen.

A sharp gasp escaped Elena as she shoved her crotch even harder against his face. She absolutely loved the filthy sensation of his tongue pressing into her messy hole. Trapped underneath her weight, Ethan writhed wildly on the sheets. His mind swam in a chaotic blend of deep shame and ultimate bliss. He never imagined his wife possessed such a cruel, dominant streak. Clamping her lips tightly around the tip of his meat, she began jacking his shaft with furious speed. Her tight grip pushed him rapidly toward the edge. Logic totally abandoned him, and he started eating her pussy with desperate enthusiasm. He aggressively swallowed as much of the filthy liquid as he possibly could. Elena moaned loudly in response. Her mouth remained clamped like a vice on his head while her fist mercilessly pumped his cock.

His testicles tightened painfully, and a muffled scream vibrated directly into his wife's dripping pussy. A massive flood of boiling cum rocketed up his rigid dick. Elena suddenly yanked her body away at the exact second his climax peaked. Escaping her grip, his twitching cock smacked loudly against his own stomach. Thick ropes of hot semen sprayed wildly across his belly and splashed over her bare tits.

"Fuck," he roared. Violent spasms wracked his entire frame during the peak of his intense orgasm. He desperately shoved his pelvis upward into the empty air. He needed her hands or mouth to help him survive the crushing waves of pleasure tearing through his system. Elena completely ignored his silent plea and scooted even further away. She forced a large gap between them while his explosive release continued to coat everything nearby.

A heavy groan of pure frustration rumbled in Ethan's chest. Elena settled onto the mattress right next to his hip. A highly amused grin stretched across her lips while she observed his lower body twitching uncontrollably.

"Look at that mess, baby," she purred softly. She lazily dragged one fingertip through the puddles of spunk resting on his abdomen. "Was that a good climax?"

"Holy fucking shit," he swore breathlessly. Shivers continued to ripple across his skin. The raw physical sensation was incredible, but the sudden ending left him feeling completely unsatisfied.

She slipped off the edge of the mattress to retrieve her discarded underwear. This was the exact same piece of clothing she had previously shoved down his throat. She utilized the cotton fabric to clean the messy splatters off her shiny breasts. Next, she wiped away the thick puddles of semen pooling on his stomach. Every single stroke was incredibly slow and deliberate. She maintained intense eye contact to mock him silently while cleaning up the last drops of his orgasm.

Once his skin was completely clear, she hovered over his chest and dangled the ruined panties directly above his eyes.

"I already told you my plan," she announced with a wicked smile. "I am heading back to our shared bedroom right now. I fully intend to fuck your buddy a second time. You need to make a choice before I leave. Will you remain absolutely silent and listen to me take his massive cock? Alternatively, I can always shove this rag between your teeth to guarantee your silence."

She stopped speaking for a dramatic second and dropped the filthy garment mere inches from his nose.

A crushing sense of total failure washed over Ethan. He gazed up at her beautiful face while totally paralyzed. Drops of fresh cum still painted his cheeks. The bitter, salty flavor of another man's load remained heavy on his tongue.

"No," he whispered so quietly she could barely hear him. "I promise to stay completely quiet."

One of her eyebrows shot upward, and her arrogant smirk grew significantly larger. "Alright then," she agreed smoothly. "I am placing my trust in you." Tossing the wet underwear casually onto his chest, she strolled confidently toward the exit.

She froze right at the wooden frame. Her playful attitude vanished, and her vocal tone turned incredibly dark. "Listen carefully, Ethan. I swear I will march back in here if you make a single sound to ruin our fun. I will aggressively cram these cum-soaked panties straight down your throat. After securing your gag, I will force Marcus to fuck my pussy right next to your head. Maybe you would actually prefer that outcome?"

Ethan physically flinched at her brutal threat. Elena flashed a massive grin at his horrified reaction. She playfully blew a kiss in his direction before vanishing into the dark corridor. The spare room door remained entirely open as she walked away.
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Chapter 4
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A gentle push on her shoulder woke Elena up the following day. She blinked her eyes open and found Ethan standing beside the mattress, holding a cup of water. He offered her the drink along with a pair of Tylenol pills. He softly mentioned that she probably had a nasty hangover.

Her voice sounded rough as she thanked him and pushed her upper body up using one arm. She swallowed the medicine with a large gulp of water before returning the cup. Resting her head back on the cushions, she looked around the space. She suddenly recognized the familiar walls of the spare bedroom. The digital clock next to the bed displayed exactly twenty minutes past ten in the morning. Memories from the previous evening flooded her mind in a hazy, chaotic rush.

She recalled walking away from her husband to meet Marcus back in their main suite. Their second attempt at sex failed miserably to match the intense energy of the first round. The other man had positioned himself between her thighs and fought aggressively to shove his dick back into her pussy. All the liquor he drank severely impacted his erection. His cock lacked the hard, rigid stiffness from earlier. He managed to pump his waist for roughly ten minutes before quitting entirely. He clearly noticed Elena was barely enjoying the disappointing fuck.

Marcus offered a sincere apology for the weak performance. She quickly reassured him that everything was fine. Massive fatigue had already drained her own energy, so the failure hardly bothered her. The heavy thud of the front entrance shutting echoed through the house shortly after. Lying alone in the pitch black, she analyzed the filthy decisions she had made. A sharp wave of deep shame hit her chest almost immediately. She eventually climbed out of the sheets and sneaked quietly down the corridor to the spare room.

Finding Ethan completely passed out on his side truly shocked her. The silk tie used to bind his wrists rested loosely near the corner of the mattress. She slid onto the linens with extreme caution to avoid waking him. Wrapping a single arm over his waist, she hugged his back and pushed her bare tits directly against his skin. Sleep consumed her shortly after that.

She practically whispered as she asked when he finally woke up.

Ethan took a seat at the foot of the mattress and claimed he had only opened his eyes a few moments prior.

Decoding his blank face proved impossible for her. She started to ask how he escaped his restraints, but stopped talking mid-sentence. Her gaze dropped to the abandoned silk fabric resting nearby.

A gentle grin touched his lips while he spoke in a calm tone. He explained that the knots lost their tension right after she exited the room. That slack allowed him to pull his hands completely free.

Total confusion washed over Elena. She questioned his decision to stay hidden in the dark. She pointed out he possessed the freedom to interrupt their hookup before they actually started fucking.

He admitted he lacked a solid reason. He definitely debated bursting through the door at one point. However, listening to the audio convinced him that the sex was a complete disaster anyway.

A tiny smile escaped her control. She grabbed a fluffy cushion to hide her face and groaned loudly into the material.

Ethan flashed a highly arrogant smirk. He asked if the other guy suffered from limp dick problems.

She lowered the barrier and agreed with his blunt assessment. They locked eyes across the room. The intense awkwardness of the conversation faded as they both started laughing freely.

She massaged her brow and muttered about the entire night escalating into absolute madness.

Genuine remorse leaked into her vocal tone, and Ethan simply nodded in agreement.

Pushing herself upright, she placed her fingers gently over his bicep. She offered a sincere apology for sleeping with his best buddy. She admitted she crossed a major line.

Ethan stared at the floorboards without speaking a single word.

She confessed that the wild adrenaline completely hijacked her brain. She lost track of his actual boundaries and misunderstood his deepest desires. Seeing him get a rock-hard cock over the Liam situation heavily influenced her choices. Furthermore, his intense physical reaction to her cruel teasing made her push the envelope even further. She incorrectly assumed fucking his friend would elevate his sick thrill. Finally, she acknowledged that dragging Marcus into their twisted games was a massive mistake.

"That is true," Ethan answered with a serious tone.

The deep pain visible in his expression made Elena feel awful. "To be completely honest, blaming my actions entirely on your desires is wrong," she confessed. "I chased my own cravings, too. Claiming I only did it to turn you on is a cheap excuse. We desperately needed a real conversation before things escalated yesterday. I am so incredibly sorry." Heavy tears immediately flooded her eyes and rolled down her face.

Ethan extended his hand to gently wipe the moisture from her skin. "I realize that," he murmured quietly.

"This whole situation is entirely fucked up," she cried softly. "You cannot hold this against Marcus. He never would have touched me otherwise. I actually convinced him that watching us would give you a massive hard-on. My brain was completely broken at the time."

A heavy, tired breath escaped Ethan's lungs.

"What exactly happens to us now?" she questioned in a fragile voice.

He dragged her body tight against his torso and tucked her face safely into his chest. "We have plenty of complicated issues to resolve. However, you do not carry all the blame here. Do not forget that I originally pushed for this dynamic. The resulting humiliation hurts like hell. At the same time, struggling to understand my own twisted arousal is incredibly difficult. A weird part of my brain genuinely loved watching you take another man. Honestly, I probably enjoyed every single twisted second of it."

Elena squeezed his waist with all her strength. "Returning to our old, normal routine might be the best option. Life felt much less complicated back then."

A brief pause hung in the air before Ethan answered. "Erasing the past is completely impossible now, Elena. Going backward sounds terrible anyway. Living that boring life again is definitely not the goal. Look deep inside yourself and tell me if you truly desire our old routine."

Elena processed his words carefully. Their connection had grown incredibly dull over the last year. Comparing their old vanilla habits to the wild events of recent weeks made their past look painfully boring. She fully understood that total transparency was the only way to save their failing marriage.

"You are right," she admitted. "How are we supposed to fix this?"

"Finding the right path will require constant communication," he explained. "We must openly discuss our deepest sexual fantasies alongside our biggest insecurities. Establishing some firm rules is probably a smart move. Setting clear limits might help us build an arrangement that satisfies both of our dirty cravings. Deep down, our ultimate goals are surprisingly similar. My mind just needs a little extra time to accept reality." He stopped talking to brush away a fresh drop of water from her jawline. "Nothing matters more than my love for you. Whatever path we choose next, we have to walk it as a team. Losing my wife is my biggest fear."

She tilted her chin to meet his gaze. Her face looked swollen from weeping, but absolute determination burned in her pupils. She gave a firm nod of agreement. "My love for you is just as strong. I am completely willing to do whatever is necessary to save us."

They remained wrapped in a quiet, comforting embrace. The peaceful silence felt amazing after the chaotic emotional storm they had just survived. Ethan eventually pulled his torso away and gave her thigh an affectionate squeeze. "You should jump in the shower to wash up. I will head to the kitchen and cook us some breakfast."

Elena agreed that a shower was definitely a good idea. She started mentioning how she felt, but abruptly paused upon realizing the horrible implication of her next word.

Ethan arched his eyebrows and provided the missing vocabulary for her. He asked if she felt dirty.

A highly embarrassed grin touched her lips because determining his actual mood was impossible. She had no idea if he was genuinely annoyed or simply entertained.

She confirmed his guess and pushed herself off the mattress. Framing his jaw with her palms, she planted a gentle kiss directly on his mouth and declared her love for him. She immediately turned around and headed down the corridor to wash up.

Ethan remained seated on the edge of the bed while his thoughts spun out of control. Picturing his spouse wrapped around his best buddy triggered a massive storm of conflicting feelings. A deep sense of bitter envy, pure rage, cruel betrayal, and absolute disgrace hit him hard. However, a totally different sensation accompanied those ugly feelings. This dark thrill possessed terrifying power. He rapidly shook his head side to side to banish the chaotic thoughts. A heavy breath escaped his lungs as he finally stood up and walked toward the kitchen.

The couple shared an incredibly relaxed morning meal. Their conversation flowed easily around every topic except the drama of the previous weeks. Ethan cracked several jokes that pulled genuine laughter from Elena and restored her sense of normalcy. Once the kitchen counters were spotless, they strolled hand in hand through a local park to soak up the gorgeous sunshine. The rest of the afternoon involved cuddling tightly on the living room couch and binge-watching movies. Ethan gently rubbed his hand up and down her bare calf beneath their shared blanket. That simple, affectionate touch earned a highly satisfied sigh from his wife.

They opted for Thai takeout when dinnertime arrived. After finishing their meal, Ethan pressed a soft kiss to her forehead and announced his plan to wash up before going to sleep. The entire day felt exactly like one of the calm, peaceful Saturdays from the very beginning of their romance.

Elena tracked his movements across the room and nervously called out his name.

He paused his retreat and looked over his shoulder to acknowledge her.

She hesitated for a second before timidly asking if he wanted a partner in the shower.

Ethan evaluated her expression carefully before giving his answer. He agreed the idea sounded wonderful. Flashing a warm smile, he resumed his path to the bathroom.

Elena lingered behind for a few moments while a massive wave of intense emotion crashed over her. Heavy moisture pooled in her eyes. She focused on her deep love for him and silently cursed herself for causing him so much unnecessary pain. Brushing the gathering tears away before they could spill over her eyelashes, she forced those dark thoughts out of her brain. She firmly promised herself that everything would eventually work out fine. Both of them had already confessed their vanilla marriage was lacking a spark. Predicting the exact future was impossible right now. Nevertheless, she felt incredibly thrilled about the new sexual boundaries they were both willing to explore. A quiet breath left her lips as she walked toward the bathroom. Her entire body practically vibrated with a desperate craving for physical intimacy with her husband.

Elena located her husband enjoying the hot shower. The water beat down against his spine while his eyelids remained shut. She paused to simply admire his physique, experiencing a fresh wave of physical attraction. Her brain acknowledged he carried a little extra weight nowadays. However, she still found him incredibly handsome and proudly claimed him as her own.

Pulling the heavy glass enclosure open, she joined him in the steaming stall and hugged him from behind. Her heavy tits flattened directly against his wet skin. She leaned forward to plant a soft kiss right on his shoulder.

He blinked the water away and spun around to meet her gaze. A warm grin touched his lips as he offered a quiet greeting.

She immediately mirrored his casual hello.

Ethan dipped his head to capture her mouth, softly pushing her lips apart with his kiss. Her fingers drifted upward to trace the muscular lines of his chest. She increased the intensity of their kissing session. The intense physical contact easily melted away all the chaotic drama from the previous weekend.

He squeezed both of her bare cheeks and dragged her pelvis flush against his waist. A loud moan slipped from Elena as she looped her arms securely behind his neck. She aggressively rubbed her lower body against his crotch. The burning heat of his stiff dick pressed heavily into her abdomen. A desperate craving to take his cock deep inside her pussy completely consumed her.

Ethan ended the kiss without warning and forcefully twisted her body toward the wet tile. A sharp gasp left her lungs. Pure reflex made her throw both hands forward to support her weight against the slick wall.

Reaching around from behind, he cupped her dripping crotch to feel the intense warmth radiating from her hole. She whined loudly and pumped her wet pussy directly into his palm. He started massaging her puffy clit. Sliding a single digit rapidly across that highly sensitive flesh caused her to writhe wildly under the water.

His free hand explored the wet curves of her body before pinching her stiff nipples. That sharp sensation sent violent shivers of pure ecstasy down her spine. Recalling their last wet hookup was impossible for Elena. Nevertheless, this steamy encounter instantly reminded her exactly why she adored shower sex.

He abandoned her slippery folds to grip her waist firmly. With a hard yank, he dragged her bare ass backward to meet his pelvis. His rigid meat glided straight between her upper legs to taunt her opening. She dropped one hand to wrap her fingers around his thick dick. Steering his tip directly into her wet slit, she allowed Ethan to bury his entire length deep inside her canal.

"Holy shit," she groaned heavily while throwing her head backward. "Fuck my pussy, Ethan. Give it to me rough."

He followed her dirty instructions instantly. He battered her tight hole with brutal speed. Their soaked bodies collided repeatedly, echoing loudly inside the glass enclosure. Elena widened her stance to maintain her balance against his aggressive pounding. She curved her spine to shove her ass even tighter against his waist.

"Fuck yes!" she screamed out into the steam.

The wild sounds she was making right now instantly triggered vivid flashbacks to yesterday evening. He clearly remembered her desperately begging Marcus for a hard fuck. He recalled her deafening shrieks of absolute bliss while she blew her load all over his buddy's dick. A massive spike of bitter envy shot through his veins. That dark emotion drastically increased the ferocity of his pelvic strikes. Snatching a thick handful of her wet hair, he yanked her skull backward and continued to ruthlessly pound her dripping hole from behind.

"Yes, fuck my pussy exactly like that!" she screamed.

Ethan squeezed his eyelids shut and forced his brain to replay the previous evening. A vivid mental movie showed Marcus shoving his thick dick all the way into Elena. He pictured her beautiful features twisting with absolute bliss. The fantasy featured her thighs wrapping tightly around the other man's hips to drag his meat incredibly deep. Marcus reached depths Ethan could never achieve right before he started battering her dripping wet slit. This entire scenario looped through Ethan's head like a filthy adult film.

His lungs demanded oxygen at a much faster rate. Reaching downward, he aggressively snatched her waist once more. He battered her tight hole without an ounce of mercy. One half of his soul desperately needed to mark her as his property again, while the other half simply wanted to hurt her for cheating.

Elena threw a stunned glance over her wet shoulder in response to his sudden violence. Ethan rarely displayed this kind of brutal dominance in bed. She immediately understood exactly what dark thoughts were fueling his thrusts. The rough friction felt incredibly good despite the sting. She silently decided to accept this brutal pounding happily if it served as her punishment for last night.

Clenching her jaw tight, she analyzed the fierce expression locked onto his features. "Oh sweet Jesus, Ethan!" she shrieked loudly between his vicious pelvic slams.

"Holy fuck, my load is coming," he growled heavily with his vision still completely dark. Violent tremors wracked his entire frame as boiling streams of semen blasted deep inside his spouse. Elena kept her eyes glued to his shifting expressions. She desperately tried to guess exactly which filthy images triggered his massive release.

His pectoral muscles pumped wildly to catch his breath. All his energy vanished, forcing him to drop his rhythm down to a slow crawl. Elena rested her weight fully against the slick tiles while her kneecaps shook uncontrollably. The thick meat resting inside her pussy rapidly lost its hard stiffness. Hot puddles of his fresh sperm began leaking straight down her inner legs. The heavy spray from the showerhead instantly rinsed the sticky mess down the drain.

Ethan carefully pulled his soft dick out of her wet slit. She spun around to face him and flattened her spine against the glass enclosure. Warm water poured continuously over her heavy boobs and flat stomach. Her lungs burned for air just as desperately as his did. "Holy shit," she whispered quietly with a tiny smirk touching her mouth. "That was absolutely wild."

Ethan shifted his weight forward and planted his palm flat against the wet ceramic right above her collarbone. He dropped his chin toward his chest so the hot spray could wash directly over his forehead. Exhaustion kept him gasping heavily for oxygen.

"Where did all that rage come from?" she questioned, actively trying to force eye contact. "You rarely fuck me that hard. Tell me exactly what was playing in your head just now."

A brief pause followed before he lifted his shoulders in a weak shrug. "You already know the answer to that," he mumbled quietly while staring at the drain.

One of Elena's eyebrows lifted in feigned ignorance. "Do I?" she pushed gently. She harbored a very strong theory about his dirty thoughts, but desperately needed him to confess it out loud.

Ethan stalled a second time and kept his eyelids firmly shut under the falling water. "I was picturing you taking Marcus."

The bitter self-hatred lacing his words was incredibly obvious to her. She gave him plenty of time to finish the thought. When he refused to elaborate, she gently nudged him for more details. "What exactly were Marcus and I doing?" she purred. Her vision dropped toward his lap. She easily noticed his half-hard dick jumping against his thigh. A wicked little grin slowly dominated her features.

"I am not entirely sure," he mumbled. "Probably just remembering the noises you two made yesterday evening."

Elena kept her gaze firmly planted on his lap. Just as she predicted, his limp meat instantly started growing hard again. She reached for the shower caddy and squeezed a huge puddle of liquid soap into her palm before lowering her arm between their bodies. Wrapping her slick fingers around his thick dick, she established a lazy rhythm. A deep rumble vibrated in Ethan's chest.

"Tell me exactly what you heard us doing," she purred with a heavy, seductive tone.

She secretly monitored his facial reactions using her peripheral vision. Proceeding with caution was definitely the smartest move here. Her husband was obviously incredibly horny, but the pain of her recent betrayal remained very fresh. Even though a quiet voice in her head warned against it, the urge to tease him completely overpowered her logic.

Squeezing his shaft much harder, she kept her hand moving steadily. "Did those dirty noises turn you on?"

A sharp gasp escaped Ethan while her soapy fist relentlessly milked his cock. He shifted his weight forward and rested his cheek directly against her wet hair. His mouth hovered mere inches from her earlobe.

"Absolutely," he confessed in a breathless whisper.

A massive grin stretched across her face. Pushing his buttons was making her own pussy throb with intense heat. Her wet fingers traveled further down his groin to gently rub his heavy testicles.

"Did it excite you when I screamed for his dick? Keeping quiet was totally impossible because his meat was incredibly thick."

Ethan let out a desperate pant right next to her ear. His erection had reached maximum stiffness, resting like a heavy, boiling rod inside her grip.

"Did I make too much noise? Taking him felt so absolutely amazing. Are you disappointed you missed out on watching Marcus pound my hole?"

The rigid flesh resting in her palm started twitching violently. A primal grunt tore from his throat. Elena immediately grabbed his wet hair and dragged his face down into a passionate kiss. His rigid shaft leaped frantically against her tight fist, and he roared his pleasure directly past her lips. Boiling ropes of his fresh cum blasted straight onto her wet stomach. A rapid series of intense shivers followed the initial explosion. She smoothly drained every single drop of semen from his balls until his muscular frame finally stopped shaking.

Ethan eventually broke the heavy make-out session to plant his brow securely against her collarbone. She let go of his shrinking dick and looped both arms completely around his torso. Her palms traced slow, soothing circles across his shoulder blades. The remaining tension slowly drained out of his muscles while she held him tight.

The couple shared a long stretch of complete silence as they simply enjoyed the peaceful connection. Hot spray from the showerhead kept beating down on their shoulders, easily rinsing the sticky evidence of their orgasm down the drain.

Ethan eventually lifted his chin to lock eyes with his wife. A tiny look of pure contentment rested on her face. He closed the gap to capture her mouth a second time. Elena totally surrendered to the romantic gesture. She clamped her arms firmly behind his neck and eagerly met his exploring tongue.

Ethan eventually broke their physical connection and gently brushed a soaked lock of hair away from her face.

She playfully teased him about finishing two times back-to-back. A massive smile lit up her features while her hand dropped low to give his cock a light, affectionate tug. She called his sudden burst of stamina highly impressive.

A genuinely shy grin spread across Ethan's mouth in response.

Both of them grabbed towels to wipe the water from their skin before heading straight for the main suite. Elena stopped near the mattress to finish drying her blonde locks. Meanwhile, her husband kept walking right toward the hallway exit.

She quickly asked about his destination.

He stuttered for a second before explaining he planned on getting some sleep in the other room.

A look of pure confusion crossed her face until the reality of his words finally clicked. All the tension melted from her features. She offered a beautiful, welcoming smile and firmly reminded him that he belonged in their shared bed.

He studied her eyes silently for a long moment. A happy grin finally broke through his hesitation as he quietly agreed. Walking back across the carpet, he crawled onto the exact same mattress he had avoided for weeks.

Elena discarded her damp towel and slid directly under the covers next to him. She pressed her body tightly against his side. The intense body heat radiating from his skin instantly triggered a flood of beautiful memories from their most romantic days. She truly missed her husband. She desperately craved the powerful emotional bond they possessed when they first tied the knot.

A fresh wave of hope washed over her for the first time in a very long while. She genuinely believed their marriage might survive this crisis. In fact, she felt confident their bond could grow significantly stronger than ever before. Unlocking these bizarre sexual kinks had definitely triggered massive emotional chaos recently. However, Elena truly felt they were finally surviving the storm. She pictured a future where they could safely chase these wild desires as a united, open-minded couple.

The unknown territory still caused her a bit of anxiety. Fortunately, the boundary separating pure terror from wild excitement was fading more every single day.

A completely natural smile stretched across her lips. Severe exhaustion finally weighed her eyelids down. For the first time in over a month, she drifted into a wonderfully calm sleep while safely wrapped inside his embrace.

The End.
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	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



