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Chapter One



He pressed her against the wall, the impact soft but firm enough to draw a breathy gasp from her lips. His palms slid upward along her thighs, the heat of his skin tracing her smooth flesh until his fingers brushed the hem of her red dress. The fabric gathered and bunched in his grip, rising slowly toward her waist.

She moaned into his ear, her mouth brushing his skin as her arms looped around his thick neck. Her breath came out in soft, pleading whispers. “Fuck me,” she said, voice trembling with need. “Fuck me hard.”

Her eyes flicked toward mine, and everything inside me froze. It was the moment I had always feared and somehow wanted. The point of no return. My husband was going to take another woman right in front of me.

He tugged the zipper down the back of her dress and peeled it away from her body. The fabric fell in a red puddle at her feet. Beneath it, she was smooth, unguarded, her skin glowing faintly in the dim light. He lowered his mouth to her breasts, his tongue circling her nipples before trailing lower, past her stomach and over the curve of her hips. When he sank to his knees, he lifted one of her legs and placed it across his shoulder. Her hand pressed against the wall behind her for balance as his mouth met her.

The wet sounds filled the room, quick and rhythmic. She gasped, arching into him, her hips tilting to meet the slow stroke of his tongue. I could hear my own breathing grow louder, rough and uneven. She was close. I could tell by the way her fingers tightened in his hair, by the way her voice broke when she moaned his name.

It should have hurt. It should have torn something inside me. Instead, I felt the heat spreading through my body like fire licking up dry wood. Desire moved in place of pain, confusing and consuming.

My husband rose and unfastened his belt. The quiet click of metal made my pulse quicken. When he dropped his pants, the woman’s eyes widened slightly at the sight of him. He was hard and thick, the tip already glistening. He reached for her, but she didn’t look at him. She looked at me.

That smile—dirty, deliberate—sent a shiver through me. Still watching me, she wrapped her hand around his cock and guided him inside her.

The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, deep and rhythmic. My husband’s breath grew ragged as he thrust into her, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her tight against him. She cried out again and again, her eyes locked on mine as if she knew I was there, as if she wanted me to see every second.

“Mark!” I cried out, unable to stop myself. He turned his head toward me, eyes wild, and for a split second I thought I might tell him to stop. But I didn’t.

“Take her,” I said instead. “Take her hard.”

He growled low in his throat and slammed his hips forward, each movement more desperate than the last. The sound of flesh against flesh echoed in the small space. She clung to him, her legs wrapped tight around his waist as he drove into her.

“I’m going to come!” he shouted, his voice rough and broken.

“Do it,” I said. “Take her.”

He buried himself deep inside her, every muscle in his body tightening. His jaw clenched as he came, trembling with release. When it was over, he sagged against her, chest heaving, his breath uneven.

The other woman only smiled. A slow, satisfied smirk that lingered as my husband’s body shuddered against hers.

I woke in a cold sweat, my chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. The bed beside me was empty, the sheets cool where Mark should have been. For a moment I lay still, letting my eyes adjust to the darkness, my pulse slowing as the remnants of the dream began to dissolve. I pressed the sheet to my damp forehead, then slid out from under it and padded toward the stairs, the floor cool beneath my bare feet.

Sometimes, I talk in my sleep. I always have. But never anything clear, or so I thought. Mark used to tease me about it. “You mumble,” he’d say with a grin. “It’s cute.” I’d laugh, brush it off, and never think much of it again. But that night, as I replayed the fragments of the dream in my mind, I couldn’t help wondering what I might have actually said out loud. What words might have escaped me without my permission.

Because lately, my dreams had turned dangerous.

I’d carried the fantasy for years, tucked away like a secret note folded deep inside a drawer. It started small—a fleeting image, a whispered thought—but it grew stronger each time I let my mind wander. At first, it filled me with guilt. I’d soak in a bath, the water scalding against my skin, my fingers trembling as I touched myself to the thought of sharing my husband with another woman. Not just any woman, but someone beautiful and confident, someone who could match his power and presence.

Mark was the kind of man women noticed. Broad-shouldered, with muscles that stretched his shirts tight across his chest. His jaw was square and strong, often shadowed with stubble that rasped against my skin when he kissed me. His dark hair sometimes fell into his blue eyes, the kind of blue that could stop a person mid-sentence. Every time he looked at me, my stomach fluttered and my body stirred, as if I was falling for him all over again. He was commanding without trying, yet tender in the quiet moments when we made love.

And still, I never told him my secret.

Because wives aren’t supposed to want that. Not good wives. Not women like me, who had waited until marriage to know what desire really felt like. I should have been grateful—content with the man who had chosen me, the man everyone said was out of my league. I had no right to crave more.

But the fantasy stayed with me, persistent and heavy, like a heartbeat I couldn’t quiet. Sometimes, when I lay beside him after we’d made love, I’d imagine another woman between us—her body pressed against his, her breath mingling with ours. The image would make my thighs clench under the covers, even as shame burned at the edges of the thought.

It wasn’t only guilt that kept me silent. I wasn’t sure I could handle the reality. It was one thing to imagine it in the safety of my mind, to let the fantasy live where no one could see. It was another to watch it unfold. What if seeing him with someone else shattered me? What if I begged for it, then couldn’t bear the sight?

So I told myself it would stay buried forever. Everyone has their private fantasies. This one was mine—something to savor quietly, with only a vibrating bullet and a locked bathroom door to bear witness. No one needed to know how filthy or needy I could be behind the calm exterior of a devoted wife.

No one needed to know that my virtue was a costume I’d learned to wear.

When I finally drifted back to sleep, I didn’t realize I had spoken aloud.

The next morning, I came downstairs to find Mark already dressed for work, sitting at the kitchen table with a mug of coffee growing cold in his hands. He wasn’t reading the paper or scrolling his phone. He was just staring at the wall, lost somewhere far from me. A faint smile—or maybe a smirk—tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“Mark?” I said softly.

He turned his head toward me as if waking from a trance, his gaze sharpening. Without a word, he reached for me, wrapping an arm around my waist and pulling me into his lap. The motion was quick and unexpected. I landed with a soft thud, my feet leaving the ground, my nightgown sliding up my thighs.

“Mark, what’s gotten into you?” I asked, half laughing, half uneasy.

He didn’t answer. His fingers traced the hem of my nightie, the pad of his thumb brushing my bare leg. The air between us thickened. Despite the chill that raised goose bumps across my skin, a warmth spread through me from the inside out. I bit my lower lip, caught between curiosity and something that felt like fear.

Sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, catching in his hair and throwing a faint glow across his face. Clean-shaven this morning, though I knew by evening that familiar stubble would return. His eyes flicked between mine, studying me in silence.

He had something to say. I could feel it in the stillness between us.

He cleared his throat, the sound low and awkward in the quiet of the kitchen. “I, uh… heard something last night,” he said, his voice trailing off as he glanced down into his orange juice. “You know how you usually mumble in your sleep.”

I sat up a little straighter, the cotton of my nightgown shifting against my skin. “Yeah, but I don’t ever really say anything. Right?”

His gaze lingered somewhere near my collarbone, then dropped to my lap. “Last night you did,” he said slowly. His eyes had darkened, no longer soft with morning haze but sharp with something else—something hungry.

He swallowed hard, and I noticed he hadn’t touched his drink. I wondered if his mouth had gone dry. The air between us thickened, heavy and close. Suddenly, I felt like a virgin again. Like we hadn’t made love dozens of times. Like he was seeing me for the first time, and not just as his wife.

His eyes flicked up, but only for a second. He seemed to struggle with his words as much as he struggled to meet my gaze.

“What did I say?” I asked, trying to keep my voice light. It came out firmer than I intended, tinged with a nervous edge I couldn’t quite hide. My stomach tightened. I knew how dangerous dreams could be. How thin the line was between fantasy and confession.

“You said my name,” he began.

I let out a soft laugh, more from relief than amusement. “That’s it? Just your name?” I shook my head. “Mark, you’re acting like I screamed something terrible.”

But when his eyes locked onto mine, the laughter died in my throat. His gaze was focused and intense, the kind of look that reached into me and turned the air sharp. I couldn’t look away.

“You moaned my name,” he said quietly. “You said it like you were begging. Like you needed more.”

I felt a flush spread across my chest. Something fluttered deep in my stomach.

“And then,” he added, his voice barely audible, “you begged for something else.”

I didn’t speak, but I raised one brow, prompting him to go on.

He cleared his throat again, his Adam’s apple bobbing with effort. “You begged for her.”

My breath caught. The room seemed to tilt slightly beneath me.

“Her?” I repeated, my voice dry. “Who?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “You didn’t say a name. But you wanted me to take her. You said it over and over. You told me to fuck her hard. You told me to sink my cock deep inside her.”

His words hit me in waves. They weren’t angry. They weren’t judgmental. They were laced with something else. Tension. Heat. Curiosity.

His hand closed around mine, not harshly, but firmly, as though trying to ground himself. His grip trembled slightly, his knuckles pale. I could see how much effort it took to say the words out loud.

I felt my lower lip tremble. The lie was already forming on my tongue.

“It was just a dream,” I said, pulling gently away from his lap. I slid off and walked toward the kitchen island, putting a few feet of space between us. “Dreams don’t mean anything.”

But even as I said it, I hated myself for not telling the truth. It wasn’t just a dream. It was the dream. The one I had touched myself to, again and again. The one I had buried beneath shame and silk sheets.

I pressed my palms flat to the edge of the island, gripping the cool stone as I stared blankly at the cabinets in front of me. My mind latched on to mundane thoughts. The cabinet doors. The outdated hardware. The remodel we kept putting off.

I wanted to think about anything else. But the heat between my legs had already betrayed me.

I didn’t hear him cross the floor. I only felt him. His chest pressed against my back, solid and warm through the fabric of his suit. His arms came around my waist, pinning me in place with slow, deliberate pressure.

I gasped softly as I felt the rigid length of his cock against the curve of my ass. He was hard. Fully hard.

I bent forward without thinking, instinctively, my hips tilting toward the granite as my breasts brushed the cold surface. The chill of it pierced through the thin fabric of my nightie, making my nipples tighten beneath the lace.

The sound of his belt coming undone made my eyes widen. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t say a word.

His hands gripped my hips, fingers splayed wide across my skin. Then he slid them lower, kneading the bare flesh of my ass. I had gone to bed without panties, as I often did, and now that small habit had become an open invitation.

His fingers slipped between my legs, dipping into the heat already pooling there.

He didn’t need to ask if I was wet. He could feel it.

And he knew exactly what I wanted.

He had to have known in that moment that I wanted to see him with another woman. That I craved it—craved the jealousy, the surrender, the filthy thrill of watching him claim someone else.

The thick tip of his cock pressed to my slick entrance and pushed inside, slow at first, then deeper. My breath hitched, and I groaned as he filled me, stretching me until I could feel the ache in my belly.

His hand tangled in my hair, fingers sinking into the wild mess of it, gripping tight until my scalp tingled. He yanked my head back, forcing my spine to arch and my breasts to lift as he drove into me hard.

“Is this how I should give it to her?” he growled near my ear. His voice was rough and low, soaked with heat. “Would you watch me fuck her like this? Is this hard enough for you?”

I shook my head, more from dazed need than refusal. The words left my mouth before I could stop them. “Harder,” I said, breathless and bold. “Deeper.”

A groan rumbled from deep in his chest, and he slammed his hips against me with brutal force. I gasped as a sharp ache spread through my lower back, but I didn’t stop him. The pain soothed something inside me, as if it gave form to the need I couldn’t express with words.

My thighs trembled as he thrust in and out of me, driving my hips into the edge of the island with every punishing stroke. My breasts rocked against the cool granite, nipples stiff beneath the fabric of my nightgown. He hooked one arm around my bent leg, lifting my knee for support, and used the leverage to push even harder, burying himself to the hilt.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped. My fingers found my clit, already swollen and needy, and I rubbed tight little circles until sparks of pleasure made my knees weak.

“Imagine me doing this to some other dirty girl,” he said, his voice tight and shaking as his cock swelled inside me.

I closed my eyes and gave in to the fantasy. I pictured her—unknown, beautiful, shameless—moaning for him, just like I did. I imagined his hands gripping her hips, his mouth on her throat, his body giving her what he was giving me now.

A wave of ecstasy crested in my belly and tore through me like a fever. I cried out, my body convulsing around him.

“Fuck,” we both groaned, voices tangled together.

He grunted once more and held himself deep, pulsing inside me. His release spilled into me in thick, hot waves, and I shivered at the sensation, flooded and filled.

When he finally pulled out, he was still catching his breath. He turned me toward him with firm hands and looked at me like he was seeing something new.

I had never felt so dirty. Or so alive.

We didn’t do this sort of thing before work. Mark was never this rough. Never this aggressive. But something in him had shifted, and I knew why.

My sleeping mind had told him what my waking self never dared to say.

He reached for me and cupped my face with a hand still wet from where our bodies had been joined. His palm was warm, slick, and utterly filthy.

“If you really want that,” he said, holding my gaze, “I’d be more than happy to oblige.”

I tried to speak, but my voice caught. The words came anyway, shaky but true. “I really want it. I want to see you take some hot little tease. I want to see her come apart on your cock.”

His expression didn’t change, but the hunger in his eyes burned brighter. He kissed me—slow, deep, and possessive—before stepping back and straightening his clothes.

“We’ll talk more when I get home,” he said, grabbing his briefcase from the counter. “If you want to change your mind, you’ve got the whole day to think about it.”

I stood there, barefoot and spent, watching him walk out the front door.

The second it closed behind him, I made my way to the shower. My thighs were still slick from him, my pulse still racing.

But before I turned on the water, before I even reached for the soap, I dropped to the bench and spread my legs again.

I closed my eyes and imagined her—whoever she might be—sinking down on his cock while I watched.

And I touched myself all over again.


Chapter Two



When Mark came home from work, the air between us crackled with unspoken energy. We barely made it through dinner. Neither of us brought it up until the dishes were rinsed and drying in the rack, and we’d settled into the living room with drinks in hand.

Then, as if it were any other casual decision, he said, “So. We should to find someone.”

My stomach flipped. This was real now. No longer a secret fantasy whispered in the dark or hidden behind closed eyes.

“We can’t ask anyone we know,” I said, my voice quieter than I expected. “That would be way too complicated.”

He nodded, already unlocking his phone. “Too much risk. We need someone who knows what they’re getting into. Someone willing, no strings.”

I sipped my drink and tried to ignore how warm my cheeks had become. I still couldn’t believe this was happening. That we were actually going to invite another woman into our bedroom.

My head spun slightly as he pulled up one of the dating apps and started scrolling through profiles. The sound of his thumb swiping across the screen was oddly loud in the quiet room.

“How about her?” he asked, pausing on a photo of a young redhead. Her hair was sleek and pinned to one side, her lips pressed into a thin line.

I leaned in and studied the image, then wrinkled my nose. “She looks cold,” I said. “Like she’s holding something back. Her eyes feel distant. Harsh.”

He glanced at me, amused. “You get all that from a picture?”

“Call it intuition,” I replied. “Maybe someone bubblier?”

He shrugged and kept scrolling, swiping past a handful of smiling faces and sultry poses. I leaned in again, ready to suggest another no, when his thumb hovered over a brunette.

She had waves of dark hair cascading over one shoulder and bright blue eyes that sparkled with something I couldn’t name. Her smile was wide, maybe too wide, but it pulled me in.

I reached out and touched his hand to stop him from moving on. “Wait. Her.”

He paused. “Her?”

“She’s perfect,” I said. “Look at her. There’s something behind that smile.”

He tilted his head, studying the image. “She is beautiful. But she looks… innocent. Like a ‘good girl’ type. I’m surprised she’s even on an app like this.”

I let out a soft laugh and sat back. “There are plenty of good girls who hide things. Who act sweet and proper in public and keep their real selves tucked away for the right moment. She has that look. Like she took this photo while someone else watched from just out of frame.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You really think so?”

I shrugged. “It’s a hunch. But yes. She’s the one.”

Mark looked back at the screen, then at me. His eyes met mine fully this time, steady and searching. “Only if you’re sure this is what you want.”

The knot in my throat returned, but I forced it down. “I’m sure,” I said, even though some small part of me still fluttered with nerves.

He tapped out a message. We sat in silence while it sent, both of us nursing our drinks, the mood thick with anticipation.

A few minutes later, his phone pinged.

“She wrote back,” he said, his tone neutral but his grip tightening around the phone.

I rushed to his side and leaned in as he turned the screen toward me. The woman—our woman, maybe—had sent another photo. She wore a fitted black dress that clung to every curve, her hair pinned up now, her smile still wide.

“She’s available tonight,” Mark said.

I stared at the image for a moment, my mouth suddenly dry. Then, without fully thinking, I pulled the phone from his hand and typed in our address. My fingers hovered over the screen for one last second, then hit send.

“She’ll be here in an hour,” I said. My voice sounded calm, but inside I was spiraling.

“You think she’s really into this kind of thing?” Mark asked, cocking a brow as he reclaimed his drink.

“I guess we’ll find out,” I replied. I made my way back to the armchair and sat carefully, crossing one leg over the other in a failed attempt to appear relaxed.

The chair’s midcentury cushions creaked under me as I brought my drink to my lips again, hoping the bitter burn would settle the nerves humming just beneath my skin.

I glanced toward the clock. Fifty-eight minutes to go.

And I still had no idea what I would do once she walked through that door.

The doorbell rang almost exactly one hour later. The chime echoed through the quiet house, slicing through the silence that had grown heavy with anticipation.

I glanced at Mark. He had been pretending to read a book for the past ten minutes, but I doubted he had taken in a single word. He lowered it slowly, his fingers still caught between the pages like a nervous habit. His throat bobbed as he swallowed.

“Here goes nothing,” he muttered, standing with deliberate care. I caught the way he adjusted his pants, trying to disguise the subtle bulge that had grown beneath the fabric. His fists sank into his pockets as he walked toward the door, shoulders tense but forward.

I rose too, smoothing down the hem of my skirt and moving a few steps closer as he opened it.

She stood there, framed in the doorway like a secret invitation. Ava. Tall, poised, and effortlessly magnetic. Her dark curls spilled over her shoulders, thick and glossy. Her body was toned but curvy in all the right places. Her dress—tight and unforgiving—revealed a trim waist and full breasts that sat high and proud. I caught myself sucking in my stomach, breathing through my chest like it might somehow match hers.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and warm. “I’m Ava.”

Even her voice had a kind of elegance to it, low and velvety, the kind that could get under your skin. Her legs were bare and long, and I couldn’t help but admire how they moved as she stepped into the foyer with confidence.

Mark offered a hand and introduced us, and I tried to find my voice.

“Thanks for coming on such short notice,” I said. The words came out strained. My throat was dry, and I was all too aware of how tightly I clutched my hands in front of me.

She laughed easily and tossed her hair behind her shoulder. “So, you want me to steal your husband, do you?”

I swallowed. “I wouldn’t say steal, exactly,” I murmured.

But she was already turning toward Mark, stepping into his space as if she belonged there. Her arms slid effortlessly around his neck, and before I could react, her lips pressed against his. Her body fit against his like it had been molded for him.

Mark didn’t hesitate. His hands gripped her waist, firm and familiar, like he’d done it a hundred times before. Their kiss was immediate and hungry, all tongue and breath, no warm-up.

It hit me hard. A tight twist deep in my belly. I was a wife watching another woman kiss my husband.

And instead of breaking me, it made my pussy throb.

I watched them, hypnotized. Ava tilted her head, deepening the kiss. Her lips parted and their tongues tangled in a way that was both erotic and shameless. I caught a glimpse of Mark’s growing bulge as it pressed against the front of his slacks, thick and undeniable.

My own thighs clenched in response.

Ava eventually broke the kiss, breathless and grinning, then turned and walked toward me with slow, fluid steps. She moved with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what kind of effect she had.

She didn’t stop until she stood just inches from me. Her hands slid into mine with surprising gentleness.

“Did that make you wet?” she whispered.

I opened my mouth, but no words came. Before I could gather a reply, her hand left mine and slid down my body, slipping easily between my thighs. Her fingers moved upward, pressing against my heat through the fabric.

“Mmm,” she murmured, clearly pleased. “It did.” Her lips brushed my ear. “Then I’ll continue.”

My skirt offered little protection. Her fingers found the place where I ached most, rubbing in slow, knowing strokes. I exhaled a shaky breath, heart pounding in my chest.

Then she pulled her hand away, only to bring her mouth to mine. Her lips were soft but insistent. Her tongue parted my lips and slipped inside, and I let her explore me. I’d never kissed a woman before, and everything about it felt disorienting and thrilling. Her mouth was warm and curious, and her scent—something floral and musky—wrapped around me like heat.

I melted into her, lost in the kiss.

Her hands found their way up to my waist and paused, fingertips skimming along the sides of my ribcage. She tilted her head back, eyes drinking me in like she was assessing a prize, deciding what to unwrap first.

I didn’t move. Couldn’t. I was frozen by the heat of her touch and the swirl of arousal clouding my thoughts.

Her palms rose higher until she cupped my breasts over the fabric of my top. She squeezed gently, then looked me in the eye with a little smirk.

“These are perfect,” she said. “Mind if I taste them?”

From across the room, Mark exhaled a shaky breath. “Fuck.”

When I glanced over, he had his cock in hand, stroking himself slowly, transfixed by the scene unfolding.

I nodded to Ava, still too breathless to speak.

She pushed my top upward, exposing my chest. Cool air swept across my nipples, making them tighten even more. She bent forward and ran her tongue across one pink peak, tasting me like she had all the time in the world.

“Delicious,” she whispered.

I moaned, legs trembling beneath me. My skin flushed and sticky, my body already falling apart.

She wrapped her lips around my nipple and suckled gently, tongue flicking, teasing, until I had to grab her hair for balance. My fingers slid through the soft brown waves as she devoured me, leaving me dizzy.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were wet and slightly swollen. She looked up at me with hooded eyes and kissed me again, hard and fast.

“I’m glad you enjoy me,” she murmured. “Because now I’m going to screw your husband until he can’t think straight.”

My mouth went dry, and I gave a slow nod, though I wasn’t sure I could speak even if I tried. A strange heaviness settled over me, as though my limbs had turned to stone, yet at the same time I felt weightless, almost untethered from myself. I sank into the chair behind me, my body moving without thought, my gaze locked on the scene unfolding just a few feet away.

There was a quiet pressure building between my legs—a warm, insistent thrum that made me shift in my seat. The soft cushion beneath me didn’t offer much relief. Every little motion only reminded me how wet I already was. I knew, without question, that I wouldn’t last long. Before too much time passed, I’d be touching myself to the sight of them.

Ava sauntered across the room with the kind of practiced confidence that made me feel invisible. She dropped to her knees in front of Mark like she’d done it a thousand times before. Her chin lifted slightly, and her voice rang out, low and commanding.

“Give me that big cock.”

Mark’s hands fell to his sides, as if surrendering completely. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t even glance at me. He simply let her take over.

She curled her slim fingers around his thick shaft, stroking it once with deliberate care before opening her mouth wide. Her tongue unfurled in a slow, wet glide that traced along the underside of him, from base to tip, with a reverence that made my thighs tremble.

I drew in a shallow breath. My legs twitched, restless. I slid my fingers between them, parting myself gently. The first brush against my clit sent a flicker of heat through me that made my eyes flutter closed for a moment. I resisted the urge to go any further. I didn’t want to come too quickly. I wanted to draw this out. I wanted to last at least as long as they did.

Ava took the head of his cock between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him in deeper. I circled my clit in slow, careful motions, still not quite believing any of this was real. The scene before me was hotter than anything I’d ever let myself imagine, but it was also wrong—or at least it should have been. I should have stood up. I should have said something. I should have stopped this before it went any further. But I couldn’t. I was already lost in it, consumed by the rush of watching my husband wrapped in another woman’s mouth.

She began to bob her head, her rhythm building with each movement. Mark’s fingers slid into her hair, gripping it tightly. He started thrusting into her mouth with rough, urgent motions. His face contorted with pleasure, his lips parted in a silent gasp, and his brows drew together with effort. He was chasing the edge, helpless in the momentum of it.

“Fuck,” he groaned, glancing at me for the briefest second. His eyes were wild, almost pleading, but his jaw stayed tight. He was trying—really trying—not to come yet.

Ava’s hand slid down and cupped his balls, rolling them in her palm as her mouth worked him faster. That was all it took. His stomach clenched and his hips jerked. His cock pulsed hard in her throat. She gagged once but didn’t stop. She kept going, her spit slicking his length as she swallowed around him.

She was so much filthier than I was. She seemed to thrive in it. Watching her, I wondered if he would still want me after this. After tasting someone like her. After feeling what it was like to lose control in a mouth that didn’t hesitate.

My fingers moved faster, circling my clit in tight, desperate motions. Mark’s body hunched over Ava’s, his hand still tangled in her hair. His orgasm overtook him, and he spilled into her throat in thick, convulsive bursts. She struggled to keep up, her throat working to swallow what she could, but some of it escaped, trailing down her chin in glossy ribbons. It was so intensely erotic I nearly came, but I forced myself to stop, pulling my fingers back before I lost control.

Ava sat back slowly, letting Mark’s softening cock slip from her lips. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then looked directly at me. Her eyes didn’t waver. She raised one finger and curled it inward, beckoning me toward her.

I hesitated. My heart pounded and my legs felt like jelly. My stomach fluttered with nerves and something deeper—something that felt dangerously close to need.

Still topless, my breasts exposed and flushed, I pushed myself up and stepped toward her. Each movement felt surreal, like walking through a dream I couldn’t wake from.

I dropped to my knees in front of her. She leaned in and kissed me without asking, her mouth still wet, still tasting of Mark. I opened my lips to her and let her tongue slide against mine. I could taste him—every last drop she hadn’t swallowed. I kissed her back harder, deeper, greedy for more.

As our mouths moved together, she peeled off her top and tossed it aside. Her breasts were full and bare, her nipples dark and already hard. I had never thought about touching another woman before, but with Ava, the curiosity overtook me. My hands reached up almost on their own. I cupped her breasts gently, testing the weight of them in my palms.

She let out a quiet breath and arched into my touch. Her nipples tightened beneath my fingers, and I felt a rush of heat pulse through my belly. I lowered my mouth to one of her breasts and wrapped my lips around her nipple, sucking softly. She let out a soft sound and tangled her fingers in my hair.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my ear.

The praise sent a jolt straight to my core. My pussy throbbed, aching for more. My clit was so sensitive I could feel it react to nothing but the sound of her voice. I could have come right then—just from hearing her call me that. And in that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be exactly what she said I was. I wanted to be her good girl.

“Would you like to taste my pussy?” she asked, her voice low and certain, her eyes catching the light like they held a secret meant only for me.

My throat tightened. The words tangled in my mouth before I could speak. I glanced at Mark, hoping for some cue of what to do, but he was already stroking himself again, slow and deliberate. His expression was unreadable—somewhere between command and curiosity.

“Do it,” he said quietly, and the tone of it made my stomach twist. It wasn’t a question. It was permission.

“I want to,” I told her, my voice trembling despite my effort to sound sure. I wanted her to call me a good girl again, to feel that small, dizzy rush that word gave me. But she only smiled, that knowing, teasing smile, and reclined back on her hands.

She spread her thighs and revealed herself without shame. Her pussy was smooth and bare, the skin flushed with warmth. I hesitated for a moment, just long enough to feel the air cool against my own dampness, then reached out.

My fingertips brushed her first—softly, uncertainly. The swollen lips were hot and slick beneath my touch. I traced the seam of her folds and felt her body shift, opening slightly in response. My eyelids fluttered shut as I took in the texture of her skin and the faint scent rising between us—sweet, earthy, unmistakably human.

Encouraged, I slid a hooked finger inside her. The heat there was startling. She let out a low sound, a sigh that deepened into a moan. It vibrated through her chest, and I felt it all the way in my belly.

I lowered myself on my hands and knees until I could taste her. The first flick of my tongue was tentative, more a question than an answer. She groaned, her fingers tangling in my hair and pulling me closer. I could feel the weight of her need pressing against my mouth.

I began to lick her in slow, measured strokes, tracing the line of her slit before circling her clit with my tongue. Her hips rose to meet me, her breath coming faster. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered, and the words sent a pulse of electricity through me so sharp that I whimpered into her.

I sucked gently on her clit, my tongue darting in small, rhythmic circles. Her body began to tremble beneath me. Her thighs tightened around my head as she moaned louder, the sound breaking into small, desperate cries.

Mark was standing over us now, still stroking his cock, the muscles in his arm flexing with each motion. I could feel his presence as much as see it—the weight of his gaze, the faint sound of his breath catching.

I reached up, cupping one of Ava’s breasts, rolling her nipple between my fingers as I worked my mouth harder against her. She grabbed a handful of my hair, guiding me, her hips jerking up uncontrollably.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped, the words nearly lost in a cry.

I pressed my tongue deep inside her and felt her tighten around me, pulsing in sharp, rhythmic waves. Her body shook, her moans coming faster, raw and unguarded. I held her through it, tasting the salt of her climax, feeling every shudder echo through my own body until I was trembling too.

When she finally went still, her breath came in short, uneven bursts. I lifted my head slowly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My skin was flushed, my pulse unsteady. I couldn’t look away from her.

By the time I noticed, Mark had already knelt between her thighs. He looked down at her, his cock hard and wet from his own touch. I moved aside, though my body still hummed from what I’d just done.

He positioned himself at her entrance, pressing the head of his cock against her slick folds. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice low and strained as he pushed forward. She was tight—tighter than I was—and I saw the way her body fought to take him. Her head fell back, a long sound spilling from her lips.

“Your husband is so fucking big,” she moaned, her hands clutching at the floor. “I don’t know if I can take him.”

“You can,” I whispered. My voice came out softer than I expected. I reached out and stroked her cheek with trembling fingers while my other hand slipped between my legs again.

Ava turned her head toward my touch and squeezed the hand resting by her face. Mark groaned as he sank deeper into her, inch by inch, until he was fully inside. The sight of it made my breath catch. It should have been wrong to see him this way, to watch his cock disappear into another woman’s body. Yet the wrongness of it only seemed to make the heat stronger.

Watching them together ignited something I didn’t have a name for. My clit throbbed beneath my fingertips, aching for release. My pussy clenched in sympathy with every thrust he gave her.

It was jealousy, and it was desire, and it was something far more complicated—something I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.

And in that moment, I didn’t want to stop.

“Take her hard,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. My voice was rough, urgent, unrecognizable to my own ears. I’d never sounded like that before.

Mark looked at me with furrowed brows and something darker flickering in his eyes. He gave a quick nod, planted his hands on either side of Ava’s hips, and leaned forward until his chest brushed the curve of her back.

The first thrust came slow, deliberate, as if he were testing how far she could take him. Then another—harder this time. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the air, each movement sharp and wet and unmistakably real. Ava’s face contorted between pleasure and strain, her lips parting to let out a raw, broken moan.

He was taking her completely, pushing her to that thin line between too much and not enough. She gripped the floorboards for balance, her body shuddering with each thrust. Watching them, I couldn’t tell where dominance ended and surrender began.

My hand found its way between my thighs again, my fingers slick before I even touched myself. I circled my clit slowly, feeling the tremor start in my stomach and spread outward. The room smelled of sweat and sex—salty, human, intoxicating.

Mark’s cock slid in and out of her, glistening every time it caught the light. His balls swung heavily beneath him, slapping against her skin with each thrust. He leaned down and caught one of her nipples between his lips, sucking until she arched her back and cried out, a sharp, almost pleading sound. His hips quickened, slamming into her harder, deeper.

Ava’s body bowed beneath him. Her fingers clawed at the floor as he drove into her, relentless. When he lifted himself up again, his breathing ragged, he grabbed her by the hips and pulled out with a single, wet sound. Before I could process what he was doing, he flipped her onto her stomach with an easy, practiced strength.

Her ass was perfect—round, firm, trembling slightly as he positioned himself behind her. He spread her open with both hands, thumbs pressing into her skin as he pushed back inside. She gasped into the floor, her voice muffled and hoarse.

Mark’s thrusts grew rougher. His palms gripped her hips tight enough to leave red marks. Ava’s body rocked forward with every push, and she reached beneath herself, rubbing her clit in frantic little circles. The sound of it—the wet slap, the rhythmic groans, the low grunt of his breath—it was all too much.

I couldn’t look away. My chest rose and fell with shallow, shaky breaths. My fingers ached from the pace I’d set, but I couldn’t stop. My whole body was alive with tension.

Mark’s voice broke the air first—a guttural moan that told me he was close. I focused on the sight of his cock vanishing inside her, on the trembling of her legs, on the helpless sound in her throat.

My pulse thundered in my ears. I thought about what I was seeing—what I’d allowed—and guilt twisted together with arousal until I couldn’t tell them apart. It was beautiful and wrong all at once.

When it finally hit me, it hit hard. My body clenched and released, waves of heat and light pulsing through me. My toes curled, my muscles quivered, and a dizzy warmth flooded up my spine. For a moment I couldn’t breathe. The world narrowed to nothing but the rhythm of my own heartbeat and the slick, desperate sound of them moving together.

Mark groaned again—louder this time—as his body jerked forward. “Fuck,” he gasped, his voice ragged as he came inside her. Ava cried out beneath him, her hand still working furiously at her clit. Her body convulsed around him, her moans climbing in pitch until they broke into short, breathless gasps.

They came together, her trembling in time with his final thrusts. When he pulled back, a faint trail of his cum spilled from her, sliding down the curve of her thigh toward the floor.

Ava rolled onto her back, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Sweat clung to her collarbone and shimmered in the low light. She turned her head toward me and smiled faintly.

“Sorry for the mess,” she murmured, still catching her breath.

“I don’t mind one bit,” I said softly, and I meant it. My body was spent, but my mind was clear in a way it hadn’t been for a long time. Ava had given me something I didn’t even know I was missing—a glimpse of myself I hadn’t dared to look for.

And none of it would have happened if I hadn’t talked in my sleep.
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Ava stretched her arms above her head and let out a quiet laugh. “God, that was intense,” she said, her voice low and a little hoarse.

Mark dropped back onto his heels and rubbed a hand down his face. He looked wrecked in the best way—his hair damp with sweat, chest still rising and falling like he couldn’t quite catch his breath. “You weren’t kidding,” he muttered. “You’re a lot.”

Ava grinned and propped herself up on her elbows. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“It’s definitely not.” He gave a lazy smile, then glanced over at me. “You okay?”

I nodded, though it took me a second to find my voice. “Yeah. Just... taking it all in.”

My thighs were still trembling a little, and I wasn’t sure if it was from the orgasm or the emotions that were finally starting to catch up with me. I reached for a throw blanket on the armchair beside me and pulled it over my lap, not to cover myself exactly, but to feel something soft and grounding.

Ava sat up slowly and looked between the two of us. “So,” she said, tilting her head, “was that... what you wanted?”

I let out a small breath. “Honestly? I don’t even know what I wanted. But whatever this was—it worked.”

There was a pause, not awkward, just quiet. Mark ran his fingers through his hair and leaned back against the couch. He looked thoughtful in a way I didn’t expect, like he was still trying to process the fact that it had actually happened.

Ava pulled her hair back into a loose ponytail with an elastic from her wrist. “You talked in your sleep,” she said, more gently this time. “That’s how this started, right?”

“Yeah.” I looked down at the blanket bunched in my lap. “I guess I was dreaming out loud.”

She gave me a warm look. “It wasn’t just a dream, though. It felt real. You were... really into it.”

“I was,” I admitted. “I mean, I am. I didn’t expect to be, but watching you two—being part of it like that—it did something to me.”

Mark looked over at me, his expression softening. “Same. I didn’t think I’d be okay with it, honestly. Letting someone else touch you. But watching you with her... it turned me on more than I thought it would.”

Ava raised an eyebrow. “So, are we all just a little more freaky than we thought?”

I laughed, surprised by how light it felt leaving my mouth. “Apparently.”

She reached for her bra on the floor but didn’t put it on, just toyed with the strap between her fingers. “I know it probably shouldn’t have happened like this. No big conversation. No real plan. But I don’t regret it.”

“I don’t either,” I said.

Mark nodded slowly. “Same here.”

There was another stretch of silence, but this time it was peaceful. The three of us sat in the afterglow, our bodies cooling, our minds finally catching up to what we’d done.

Ava stood and stretched, then padded toward the bathroom. “I’m gonna clean up a bit,” she said. “You two talk amongst yourselves.”

When she disappeared down the hall, Mark shifted closer to me on the couch. He reached out and brushed my hair back from my face. “You were amazing,” he said quietly.

I smiled. “You weren’t too bad yourself.”

He smirked and let his hand drift to my knee beneath the blanket. “You think this changes anything?”

“I think it might,” I said honestly. “But not in a bad way.”

He seemed to think that over. “Yeah. Same.”

Then he leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t rushed or hungry this time—just slow, steady, and warm. A reminder that no matter how far we pushed the boundaries, we were still us underneath it all.

When Ava came back into the room, wrapped in a towel, she gave us a playful look. “You two making out without me?”

I rolled my eyes, but I was smiling. “Maybe just a little.”

She plopped down on the couch beside us and pulled the blanket across her lap, half-stealing it from me. “Well,” she said, leaning back comfortably, “next time, you’re both mine.”

I looked at Mark. He looked at me.

And neither of us disagreed.
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