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Preface

Before we get started, I should probably confess something. In one of my recent books, I made the disastrous decision to run the final draft through an AI grammar tool. You probably know the one, it's the number one for this. You’d think that would make everything smoother. You’d think it would catch typos, tidy up commas, maybe even make me look like I know what I’m doing. And it did. Sort of. It found hundreds of important errors like curved vs straight quotation marks.




But instead of stopping there, it heroically decided that the word “cock” was far too crude and must, for the sake of literary dignity, be changed to “cockerel.”




Yes. Cockerel. Okay, yes it is strictly speaking a cock. But you can imagine my surprise when a reader contacted me, politely confused, saying they thought the book was supposed to be about big Black cocks… not poultry. Nothing quite humbles a writer like rereading a carefully crafted erotic scene only to discover it now sounds like someone is being seduced in a countryside petting zoo.




I’ve learned my lesson. Mostly.




So if you happen to stumble across a rogue word or accidental autocorrect while reading this book, just know it was not intentional, not symbolic, and definitely not an Easter egg. It’s probably just my spellchecker trying to protect my reputation again. Or sabotage it. Hard to say at this point.




Either way, I hope it gives you a laugh. I certainly had to laugh once I finished panicking.




Now, onto the story.


A Thought


There are moments you only recognize in hindsight. Tiny shifts, barely noticeable at the time, that end up rerouting the entire course of a life. A glance that lingers a fraction too long. A question asked without thinking. A hesitation. A yes instead of a no. The smallest choices, the ones you forget as soon as they happen, are sometimes the ones that decide everything. 

I think about that a lot now. How a single moment can open a door you never knew was there. How one slip, one careless impulse, can split your life into a before and an after. Back then it all felt ordinary, harmless, part of the slow rhythm of days you assume will stretch on forever. But looking back, I can trace the line with almost painful clarity. The pattern was always forming. I just didn’t see it.

Maybe that’s how it works for everyone. Maybe destiny isn’t some grand design, but a scattered set of invitations we don’t realize we’re accepting. A glance, a thought, a secret kept too long. Little things that root themselves quietly until one day the ground shifts beneath you and you finally understand where it all began.

This story is about the moment my ground shifted. And all the small, invisible decisions that led me there.


Vanilla Memories

The door eased shut behind her with a soft click, and the hush of the ocean rolled into the room like a slow breath. I watched Emma step inside, her skin still glowing from the late-day sun, a faint shimmer of salt highlighting the lines of her body. She moved with that effortless calm she slips into after a long afternoon outside—unhurried, comfortable, fully present in her own skin. Her hips drifted in that quiet, natural rhythm that always tightens something deep in my chest. And her ass—round, warm from the balcony, perfectly shaped—was enough to make my thoughts simply stop.

It was impossible not to think about how different things used to be. A year ago, that same woman almost flinched at being touched. Back then, what we had felt like a memory—something we used to share before routine smothered the spark and desire faded under all the noise of life. I kept convincing myself that was normal, that marriage just settled into something quieter, and that having love was enough even without the hunger.

Now, standing in that hotel room with the ocean breeze slipping past the curtains, I could only shake my head at how much had shifted. Emma had changed. I had too. Or maybe everything had simply been waiting for the right catalyst. And all of it traced back to one stupid, avoidable mistake.

Everything in my life turned upside down because I broke the simplest rule imaginable: Clear your browsing history.

I’d known Emma since high school. We ran with the same crowd, drifting closer over time until we were just… us. She was a year ahead of me, and back then I thought she was perfect in that distant way older girls always seem to be. She had that bright, easy smile that made people loosen up without even realizing it, and those soft, full lips that gave her whole face a kind of gentle innocence.

She was about five-foot-six then—lean, fast, all wiry strength from track. Her legs were unreal, toned and purposeful, always carrying her somewhere with that runner’s urgency. And every guy noticed what those legs curved up into, even if none of us admitted it: that tight, sculpted runner’s ass. Strong, compact, impossible not to look at. Her eyes were a sharp blue that could cut through any distraction, and she carried herself with this natural confidence that made everything about her seem more vivid.

She was smart too—scarily so—the kind of person who could take apart a problem and rebuild it in her mind before most people finished reading it. So it didn’t shock anyone when she left for an engineering program while I stayed home trying to coax my small business into something real. We drifted like people do, pulled in different directions by our own ambitions.

Her body’s different now, of course. Still fit, still beautiful, but softened into something richer. Not the carved runner’s build anymore—something fuller, more womanly. Her ass isn’t the tight, track-honed shape it once was; it’s rounder now, heavier, the kind of curve that makes my pulse pick up every time she turns away. She’s still the girl I wanted back then—just deeper, more grounded, more herself.

My business finally found its footing in our mid-twenties, and for the first time I wasn’t living invoice to invoice. With money steady and life no longer a scramble, I decided to do something I’d missed the chance for—go back to school. About a year into classes, I threw myself into the gym, trying to undo years of convenience meals and long workdays. Five sessions a week became my routine, almost a kind of ritual.

That’s when Emma slipped back into my world.

I saw her completely by accident—one of those stupidly lucky collisions that rewrites your entire timeline. I was out with a few friends; she was across the room with her girlfriends, laughing loud, a little buzzed, glowing with that same bright energy I remembered but steadier now, more grown. When she spotted me, our eyes met, and that old high-school punch of attraction hit me straight in the chest.

We ended up talking for ages, trading stories about everything that had happened since we drifted apart. She told me she’d wrapped up her engineering degree and moved home for a new job. The conversation felt effortless, like we’d paused a few months ago rather than years. Before the night was over, we swapped numbers and agreed to meet for coffee.

One coffee became a few trips to the gym. Then it became a habit. She turned into my workout partner, pushing me harder than I ever pushed myself. Watching her train—those legs, that ass that had softened from a runner’s cut to a fuller, more irresistible curve—was equal parts motivation and torture. I did my best not to stare, but it wasn’t just me; everyone noticed her. She caught me looking more than once, always with this playful smirk that made it obvious she didn’t mind.

And then came the night where everything shifted.

We were both out again, different bars, same crowd. I was drunk enough to stop pretending I wasn’t staring at her ass as she walked by. She caught me, turned around, and called me out—half laughing, half serious. I could’ve made up an excuse, but instead I just told her the truth.

A few minutes later, we were kissing, my hands all over her, and she leaned in, breath warm against my ear, and told me to take her home and fuck her.

That’s how it started.

Fast forward—next month I’ll turn thirty. Emma and I have been together for more than five years now, married for three. We live in the suburbs of Chicago, in a quiet neighborhood full of young families and tidy lawns. From the outside, we probably look like any other couple—two professionals building a life together, settled, content. But what no one would ever guess is how much everything changed after that one careless night.

I know how lucky I am to have Emma. She’s beautiful, kind, grounded—everything I ever wanted in a partner. She’s the steady part of my life, the one who keeps me focused when I start drifting. Being with her made me a better man. And even now, years later, there are moments when I look at her and can’t believe she’s mine.

Physically, she’s stunning in a way that still catches me off guard. The kind of woman who could stop traffic without even trying. But for all that, Emma’s never really been a very sexual person. She used to be more open, especially early on, but it’s always taken a lot to get her in the mood. She’s not cold—just… not driven by sex the way I am.

Most of the time, what we have is gentle, affectionate, comfortable. She likes it slow, tender, safe. If she’s had a few drinks, she loosens up, maybe gets a little wilder, but those nights are rare. I’ve learned to accept it—the woman I love just isn’t wired that way.

When we first started sleeping together, it took months before she even tried giving me a blowjob. Half a year, maybe more. And even now, if it happens twice in a year, I know I’m pushing my luck. It’s not that she’s selfish; she just doesn’t enjoy it. I used to think that would bother me more than it does, but over time I’ve stopped expecting it. I take what we have for what it is.

Still, every now and then, I catch myself wishing she’d surprise me—tease me, talk dirty, let go completely. But that’s not Emma. At least, that’s what I used to think.

Most men might fixate on what’s missing in their marriage, but I never really have. I know how lucky I am. Emma’s beautiful, smart, grounded—one of the kindest people I’ve ever known. Sure, our sex life isn’t exactly wild, but I’ve always told myself that’s a small price to pay for everything else she brings into my life.

I’ve got a buddy, Dave, who never stops complaining about his wife. Michelle’s a chubby blonde with a sweet, pretty face, and he’ll still grumble that she “never gives head anymore.” Every time he starts, I just smile and keep quiet. I get it—really, I do—but I’ve learned not to measure love by what happens between the sheets.

That said, I’d be lying if I said I don’t miss it. Every now and then, my mind drifts back to Angela, the woman I dated before Emma. Angela was a curvy brunette who genuinely loved going down on me—loved it in a way that felt almost indecent. She used to tell me she liked the weight of my cock in her mouth, the taste, the control of it. That memory still sneaks up on me sometimes, especially on nights when Emma’s asleep beside me and I’m left alone with my thoughts.

There’s a part of me I’ve never shared with her. A darker corner of my imagination that I’ve carried around since I was a teenager. My secret, twisted fantasy has always been the same: the idea of watching the woman I love flirt with, tease, or even be with another man. Not someone I admire—someone I can’t stand. It’s not about love or betrayal; it’s about something else entirely, something I can’t quite explain.

Because our sex life has grown… tame, I started watching porn to scratch that itch. At first it was harmless—just a way to feel something different. But over time, I found myself searching for more specific things. Scenarios that mirrored those old fantasies I’d buried for years. I never thought I’d act on any of it. I knew it was just a fantasy, something to keep locked away where it belonged.

But today, everything changed.

After a long shift, I drove home along the same stretch of quiet suburban roads I’d taken a thousand times before. The sun was sinking, smearing the sky with a washed-out orange glow, and the radio murmured some song I wasn’t really listening to. It felt like any other weekday—another routine commute, another evening lined up to pass without much note. I remember thinking how ordinary it all was. Steady. Predictable.

When I rolled into the driveway, the windows were already lit from inside. The house had that warm, lived-in glow it always carried when Emma beat me home. As soon as I stepped through the door, the smell of dinner wrapped around me—garlic, butter, something rich bubbling on the stove. My stomach reacted instantly. Everything about the moment felt familiar in the most comforting way.

Except Emma wasn’t in the kitchen.

I called out her name, half-expecting her to answer from upstairs. No reply. I wandered down the hall and noticed the faint glow spilling out from my office. The door was open just enough for me to see her sitting there, still in her work clothes, face lit by the blue light of my monitor.

At first, it didn’t register. Emma used my computer sometimes—paying bills, checking emails, printing things for work. It wasn’t unusual. I leaned against the doorframe and smiled. “Hey,” I said, “something good on there?”

She barely turned her head. Just a distracted hum in response. Her eyes stayed fixed on the screen, expression unreadable.

I crossed the room, bent down, and kissed her on the cheek. Her skin was cool, and she didn’t lean into it like she usually did. I asked about her day, but she mumbled something short, vague, like her mind was somewhere else entirely.

I brushed it off, figuring she was tired, and went upstairs to change. As I pulled off my tie, I could still hear the faint sound of the computer fan humming below.

When I came back down, dinner was ready—perfectly set out, just like always—but Emma was already at the table, posture a little too straight, face a little too calm. There was a glass of wine beside her plate, already half-empty. That caught my attention. She usually sipped one glass, maybe two on weekends, but tonight she poured herself another before I’d even sat down.

We started eating, and for a while it was quiet. Too quiet. Normally she’d tell me about some project at work, or we’d talk about weekend plans. But tonight, nothing. Her fork moved slowly, like she was buying time, and every few seconds I’d catch her looking at me, then away again.

After a few minutes, I couldn’t take it anymore. “What’s wrong?” I asked. No response. I tried again, joking this time. “Come on, Em. You’re scaring me a little here.”

She set her fork down. The sound of metal against porcelain was sharper than it should’ve been. Then she looked up—right at me. Her eyes, usually soft and open, were hard to read. There was something beneath them, a question she didn’t want to ask but couldn’t stop herself from asking.

“Do you still love me?” she said.

The words landed with the force of a gut punch. I just stared at her for a few seconds, trying to catch up to what she’d said. Then I reached across the table, wrapped my hand around hers, and gave it a slow, steady squeeze. “Until the day I die,” I said. And I meant every syllable.

She didn’t answer right away. She just watched me, her fingertip drifting along the edge of her wine glass in a slow, absent circle. For a moment I thought that was it—that the question had been some sudden, passing wave of emotion that she’d already moved past. But then she spoke again, softer this time, and with a calm that made the air between us shift.

“Well, that’s good to hear,” she said. “Because I’ve spent the last hour going through your computer.”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth.

Her voice didn’t rise. If anything, it got softer, steadier. “I was looking for something earlier—an old tax file, I think—and your browser was open. I didn’t mean to snoop, but…” She paused and gave a small shrug. “You didn’t exactly make it hard to find.”

My stomach turned to lead.

“I saw the sites you’ve been visiting,” she went on. “Pornhub, Xvideos… and a few smaller ones I’ve never even heard of.” She gave a faint, humorless smile. “You’ve been busy.”

I tried to speak, but nothing came out.

She leaned back in her chair, eyes fixed on me. “There’s one couple you seem to like a lot. Amateur videos—shot on their phone, by the look of it. The woman looks a little like me, doesn’t she? Blonde, same kind of body, maybe a few years younger. I noticed you’ve watched almost every video they’ve posted. Her with other men, her husband filming. You even rewatched a few of them.”

The blood was pounding in my ears. I wanted to say it wasn’t what she thought, that it was just curiosity, but the words wouldn’t form.

She took a sip of wine and exhaled through her nose, as if steadying herself. “But that’s not the part that really got to me.” Her tone shifted—less measured now, more brittle. “You’ve also watched that other couple. The chubby little blonde with all the tattoos? The one with no tits?”

I swallowed hard.

“I know exactly which ones, because there are a lot of them,” she continued. “Her on her knees, giving those guys blowjobs while her husband films. Sometimes two or three in one night. You must’ve watched every single one.”

Her words came out slowly, deliberately, like she wanted to make sure I felt every one of them. “You didn’t just click by accident, either. You searched for them by name. You saved them in your history.”

I couldn’t look at her. My face was burning. The sound of the clock ticking behind me suddenly seemed deafening.

“I didn’t even know what to think,” she said finally. “At first, I thought maybe you didn’t love me anymore. That you were looking for something I couldn’t give you. But then I started to realize it wasn’t just random. You like watching husbands watch their wives, don’t you?”

I still couldn’t speak. Every instinct told me to deny it, but I couldn’t lie to her.

“Was this one of your fantasies?” she asked softly.

Her eyes met mine, and it felt like my whole chest collapsed in on itself. My throat went dry, my pulse racing so fast I thought she could hear it.

I nodded slightly, my voice barely a whisper. “Honey… I’ll always love you. It’s just something I got into when I was younger. It’s not real—it’s just fantasy.”

A full minute passed. Neither of us moved. We just sat there, staring at each other across the table, the air thick and silent between us.

For a long time, neither of us moved. The silence stretched so tight it almost hummed. Then Emma pushed back her chair and stood.

She walked around the table slowly, her movements measured, deliberate. I could hear the soft click of her heels against the tile, the faint rustle of her blouse as she came closer. When she stopped beside me, I could feel her eyes on me before I dared to look up.

Without a word, she slipped her fingers beneath my chin and tilted my face toward hers. Her expression wasn’t angry anymore—just calm, curious, almost amused. Then she leaned down and kissed me. It wasn’t a tender kiss; it was slow, testing, charged with something I couldn’t quite name. My heart pounded against my ribs.

When she drew back, she let her hand drift lower, resting for a moment against my rock hard cock. Her eyes followed, catching the unmistakable tension in my body. A small laugh escaped her lips—quiet, disbelieving.

“Oh,” she whispered, her tone a mix of mockery and surprise. “So that’s what’s going on.”

I froze, unable to look away from her.

Her smile turned sharper, the kind that made my stomach twist. “Tell me,” she murmured, her voice low, teasing. “Are you thinking about me right now… or that little blonde from your videos?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. She tilted her head, studying me, clearly enjoying the way the question landed.

“Be honest,” she said softly, almost kindly. “Which one of us has you this worked up?”

The room felt smaller somehow, the air thick with everything unspoken—guilt, desire, shame, the strange thrill of being seen so completely.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

She let out a quiet hum of satisfaction, straightened up, and left me there—heart pounding, pulse racing, and utterly undone.

Before I knew it, she was riding me right there, in my chair at the dinner table.

The chair creaked like it might snap, the same one we’d bought together at that overpriced furniture store three years ago, the one that had never once borne witness to anything but polite conversation and the scrape of forks. Now Emma straddled me, blouse half-unbuttoned, skirt rucked up around her hips, and she took me inside her with a single, slick drop that punched the breath from my chest. Her wetness soaked us both, hot and shameless, the soft curls of her pussy brushing my skin as she sank down. I stared up at her, stunned, as she rolled her hips in a slow, grinding circle that dragged a groan from somewhere deep in my gut. This wasn’t my Emma—this was a woman possessed, eyes half-lidded, lips parted, riding me like she’d been starving for it and I was the first meal in years.

I gripped her waist, fingers digging into the soft give of flesh, and thrust up to meet her. The slap of skin on skin cracked through the room, sharp as a starter pistol. Plates rattled; a fork skittered off the edge and clanged to the floor. I’d never moved like this with her—never dared. Our sex had always been careful, choreographed, the lights low and the pace gentle. But now she bounced harder, faster, her big firm womanly ass slapping against my thighs with every descent, the sight of it flexing and releasing in the candlelight searing itself into my brain.

She leaned forward, breasts brushing my chest, and whispered against my ear, voice husky and edged with something almost cruel, “Fuck the shit out of me, baby. Just like that.”

The words hit me like a slap. I’d heard them before—exactly them—moaned by the chubby blonde in that tattooed couple’s videos, the ones I’d watched on mute with headphones clamped to my skull while Emma slept beside me. The blonde had said it while two strangers took turns, her husband’s camera shaking as he filmed. And now my wife—my gentle, reserved wife—was echoing it, breath hot against my neck, hips snapping down to take me deeper. My mind fractured: part of me recoiled, horrified that she’d seen, that she knew; part of me surged harder, the jealousy and arousal twisting into a single, unbearable knot. Did I want this? Did I want Emma to become the woman I’d jerked off to in secret? The thought should have disgusted me. Instead it made me fuck her harder, chasing the answer in the slick heat of her body.

I hated how much I loved it. Hated that the fantasy I’d kept locked in the dark was now breathing in my wife’s mouth, wearing her skin. Every thrust felt like a betrayal—of her, of me, of the quiet life we’d built. I’d spent years telling myself I was content with tenderness, with the slow press of her body in the dark, the way she’d sigh my name like a prayer. But now she was demanding, greedy, and I was giving it to her—giving her the version of me I’d only ever let out in private, alone with a screen. The guilt was a live wire in my chest, sparking with every slap of her ass against my thighs. I wanted to stop, to pull back, to ask her if this was still us. But I couldn’t. The hunger was too sharp, the sight of her unraveling too perfect.

And worse: part of me wanted her to keep going. Wanted her to say more things I’d only heard in pixelated moans. Wanted her to become the woman who took what she wanted without apology, who laughed while strangers watched. The thought made me sick. It also made me throb inside her, harder than I’d ever been. I was split down the middle—half the man who’d vowed to cherish her, half the one who’d secretly wished to see her ruined.

I growled—actually growled—and stood, lifting her with me. Her legs locked around my waist, ankles crossed at the small of my back, and I spun her, slamming her down onto the table. Plates shattered. Wine splashed across the wood like blood. I hooked her knees over my forearms and drove into her, the table legs screeching across tile with every brutal thrust. The candles guttered; shadows leapt across her face, turning her into someone I didn’t recognize and couldn’t stop wanting.

Emma’s head fell back, throat arched, and she laughed—low, filthy, delighted—as I pounded into her. Her nails clawed down my back, leaving fire in their wake. I felt her tighten, flutter, and then she came with a sharp cry that cracked open the night, her whole body seizing around me. The sight of her—lost, wild, mine and not mine—ripped me apart. I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pulsing inside her with a shout that left my throat raw, the release so intense my vision blurred.

We collapsed together, panting, laughing in shaky, disbelieving bursts, foreheads pressed together amid the wreckage of our dining room.

“That was certainly different,” Emma replied with a mischievous smirk, her lips swollen, eyes glittering with a knowledge that made my stomach flip.

I was short of breath, so I simply nodded and smiled.

“Ugh. I’m so sweaty now,” she said. “I’m going to take a bath, honey.”

“That’s alright; go ahead and relax. I’ll clean up the plates,” I said. That made her smile, and she kissed me before running upstairs.

After I finished cleaning, I returned upstairs and saw my wife stepping out of the bathtub. Steam curled from her skin like incense, the bathroom mirror fogged into a soft blur, the air thick with lavender and the faint metallic tang of hot water. She stood on the bathmat, one foot lifted to towel her calf, water beading on the curve of her hip, tracing paths down the soft swell of her stomach to the dark, damp curls between her thighs. The sight hit me low and hard, a punch of memory and want, and I had to grip the doorframe to steady myself. She glanced over, eyes catching mine in the half-light, and smiled—small, private, unreadable.

We turned on a movie, climbed into bed, and said nothing about what had transpired. The opening credits rolled, blue light flickering across the ceiling, but the sound was only a murmur beneath the roar in my head. Emma lay beside me, shoulder brushing mine, her hair still damp against the pillow, smelling of soap and something darker—sex and wine and the ghost of her own daring. I stared at the screen without seeing it, every nerve tuned to the heat radiating from her body, to the memory of her nails in my back, her voice cracking open with that filthy command. My pulse thudded in my throat. I wanted to ask if she’d meant it, if she’d been play-acting, if the woman who’d ridden me like a storm was still in there, waiting. But the words stuck. Instead I reached for her hand under the covers, lacing our fingers like nothing had changed. She squeezed once, gentle, and turned her face into my shoulder.

As I drifted off to sleep, I pondered how I could bring up the matter again. In the dark, the question circled like a shark: Do I dare ask her to be that woman again? The fantasy I’d buried for years had crawled out into the open, and now it wore her smile. I imagined her whispering those same words to someone else, imagined watching, imagined the exquisite ache of it. The thought should have horrified me. Instead it left me half-hard against the sheets, ashamed and starving.

She didn’t bring it up the next morning, so I pretended nothing unusual had occurred. Coffee hissed in the pot. Sunlight slanted through the kitchen blinds, striping the floor in gold. Emma stood at the counter in one of my old T-shirts, the hem brushing mid-thigh, humming under her breath as she poured cereal. She looked exactly like the wife I’d woken up to for years—soft, steady, mine. I kissed the back of her neck, tasted salt and sleep, and she leaned into me with a small, contented sound. We talked about groceries, about the leak in the guest bathroom, about anything but the wreckage of the dining room table still hidden under a hastily thrown tablecloth. The silence between us was careful, deliberate, a tightrope neither of us wanted to step off.

A month had passed since we had our best sex ever: on our dinner table after she discovered my fantasy. Thirty nights of ordinary life, and still the memory lived under my skin like a bruise I kept pressing. We’d fucked in the shower, against the hallway wall, once in the back seat of my car in the garage at 2 a.m. because neither of us could wait. Each time she’d been bolder, louder, her body opening like a secret I’d been too polite to ask for. And each time I’d come harder, guilt and gratitude braided so tight I couldn’t tell them apart.

Over the next two weeks, the sex continued, frequently twice a day. Mornings: her mouth on me before the alarm, sleepy and slow, then frantic. Evenings: her bent over the kitchen island while dinner burned, my name a broken prayer on her lips. I kept waiting for the old Emma to resurface, for the gentle rhythm to return. She never did. Instead she watched me with new eyes—curious, calculating, like she was learning the shape of my hunger and deciding how far she wanted to feed it.

And now for another life-changing event: my 30th birthday.


The Spark

The weekend crept closer, and with it came a kind of electric anticipation that neither of us talked about but both of us felt. We were throwing a big celebration for my thirtieth, and Emma was in her element—coordinating food, music, candles, lights—every last detail was perfect. I tried to help, but she laughed and told me to stay out of her way, her voice light, teasing, already in that confident hostess rhythm.

I must have asked half a dozen times what my present was going to be. Each time she gave me the same secret smile, brushing past me with a knowing glance. “You’ll find out soon enough,” she’d whisper.

By late afternoon, the house was unrecognizable. The patio lights glowed against the evening sky, the pool shimmered like glass, and the faint hum of music drifted through open doors. Everything smelled of fresh-cut lime and barbecue smoke, the promise of a night that would go too fast.

We went upstairs to change. I was ready within half an hour, nervous energy making it impossible to sit still, but Emma was still in front of the mirror when I came to check. She told me to wait downstairs, her voice calm but her reflection hiding something—an excitement, maybe, or nerves.

When she finally came down, just minutes before the first guests arrived, I forgot to breathe.

The red silk dress hugged her body like liquid, catching the light with every movement. The hem stopped high on her thigh, swaying with each step, revealing the kind of legs that made conversation stop mid-sentence. I could just make out the outline of matching lingerie beneath, subtle but deliberate.

Emma rarely dressed like this, especially for a crowd of our closest friends. The shy flicker in her eyes as she reached the bottom of the stairs told me she knew exactly what kind of effect she was having.

She paused in front of me, turned slowly, and let her hair fall over one shoulder. “Do you like?” she asked in a low, playful tone.

I swallowed hard. “I love it,” I managed. “I’m a very lucky man.”

Her smile deepened. “Good,” she said softly, leaning in for a quick kiss. “It’s part of your birthday present. So you’d better enjoy it.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

As guests started to arrive, the house filled with laughter, music, and the warm buzz of conversation. Drinks clinked, people hugged, someone turned up the music, and within minutes the patio was alive. The red dress drew attention almost immediately—Emma’s energy, her laughter, the way she moved through the crowd—it was impossible not to notice her.

I caught Nate, one of my oldest friends, watching her a little too closely by the bar. His wife noticed too, smacking his shoulder hard enough to make him spill part of his drink. “Eyes up,” she hissed, half joking but not entirely. Nate laughed it off, muttering something about “just admiring the color,” but the look on his face said otherwise.

Later, in the kitchen, I found Mark leaning in a little too close while Emma poured herself another glass of wine. His hand brushed her arm in a way that felt more than friendly. She stepped back lightly, still smiling but with that practiced grace that said enough. When her eyes found mine across the room, there was a flicker of something—amusement, maybe, or a question. Whatever it was, it made my pulse jump.

Outside, the night deepened. Someone had started a game of music trivia near the pool. A few of the girls—Chloe among them—decided the best way to cool off was to jump straight into the water, dresses and all. The splash sent a chorus of laughter echoing through the yard. Soon the smell of chlorine mixed with beer and perfume.

Hours later, after most of the group had drifted into smaller circles of quiet conversation, Chloe became the center of one last, hilarious scene. Her Uber had pulled up, and she was wobbling her way down the path, barefoot, shoes dangling from her fingers. Instead of using the gate, she decided to take a shortcut—stepping over the low hedge that lined the front garden.

She didn’t make it.

With a yelp, she caught her heel on the edge and tumbled right over into the grass. Everyone froze for a beat—then burst out laughing when she popped back up, giggling uncontrollably, her long floral dress bunched around her waist. Underneath, she was wearing bright pink girl boxers with cartoon stars, the kind you’d expect on a teenager, not under that elegant gown. The sight stunned me for a second—the odd, endearing contrast between the silly boxers and her formal dress.

“Safety shorts!” she announced proudly, bowing to her impromptu audience before climbing into the waiting Uber. The laughter followed her down the street until the door closed.

By then, the crowd had thinned. A few friends lingered around the fire pit, voices low, the music down to a soft hum. The glow from the patio lights shimmered against the pool’s surface. Inside, Emma was leaning against the counter, barefoot now, the hem of her dress brushing her thighs, her cheeks warm from wine and laughter.

She looked over at me with that same faint smile from earlier, the one that made me wonder what she was thinking. For a moment, I thought she might say something, start a conversation that would change everything between us. But she just held my gaze for a few seconds, then turned back to refill her glass.

And just like that, the moment passed.

It was a perfect night—funny, intoxicating, and fleeting—but there was a quiet tension humming beneath it, a sense that something had been set in motion. I couldn’t have known it then, but my thirtieth birthday would turn out to be more than a celebration. It would be the beginning of something neither of us could undo.

After the last of the guests had gone and the music faded into silence, the house felt strangely calm. The faint scent of wine, smoke, and perfume lingered in the air, the soft hum of the pool filter the only sound breaking the quiet. Emma and I stepped out onto the back porch, each carrying a half-finished glass of wine. The night was still warm, the string lights above us casting a soft amber glow across the deck.

We curled up together on the outdoor couch, a light blanket draped over our legs. For a while, we just sat there, listening to the night sounds—crickets, the occasional splash from the pool, the distant hum of a car passing. Emma sighed, resting her head on my shoulder, her body still relaxed from the wine and the laughter of the evening.

“That turned out pretty perfect,” she murmured, tracing lazy circles on my chest with her fingertip.

“Yeah,” I said softly. “I don’t think we’ve ever thrown a party that good.”

She smiled against my neck, her lips brushing my skin. “Everyone had fun. Even Chloe, before she showed the neighborhood her cartoon underwear.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “She’s going to regret that video showing up in the group chat tomorrow.”

Emma giggled and took another sip of wine, then set her glass down beside mine. She shifted closer, the silk of her dress brushing against my arm. “You looked so proud tonight,” she whispered, her voice playful. “Watching me dance.”

I hesitated, remembering the way she’d moved out there with one of our friends—carefree, unfiltered, the hem of her dress riding high on her thighs. “Hard not to be,” I admitted quietly. “Your ass was about to escape that dress. Every guy there was wishing he was me.”

Her smile turned into a purr, low and teasing. She nuzzled into my neck, kissing a slow trail up to my ear. “Mmm… I noticed,” she said. “You were watching.”

“I couldn’t stop,” I murmured.

She began to lick and gently bite my ear, the soft wet sounds barely audible beneath her breathing. My hand slipped down to her ass, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric, and I squeezed—slowly at first, then harder, the tension from the whole evening rushing back all at once.

She gave a little gasp, half protest, half laugh, and caught my wrist. “Ouch, baby—you can’t grab it that hard,” she said in a breathy, teasing tone.

“Sorry, honey,” I said with a grin, loosening my grip but not letting go entirely. “It’s hard not to.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine, her lips parted, and I ran my hand up her back, tracing the curve of her spine through the silk. The air between us thickened, the joking fading into something slower, heavier. She tilted her face toward mine, her breath warm with wine, her smile softening into something else. Then, without another word, she leaned in and kissed me.

“Hmmm,” she murmured, her voice low and languid. “I’m really turned on.” Her fingers traced the rim of her wine glass, eyes flicking toward me with a spark I hadn’t seen in a long time. “Wearing this outfit in front of so many people… I could feel their eyes on me all night. Every single one of them.” She paused, biting her lip before adding softly, “I wanted to change, but I knew you were enjoying it.”

The words caught me off guard. Emma wasn’t the kind of woman to say things like that—not so openly, not with that deliberate tone. There was something bold in her honesty, something that made my heart beat faster even as I tried to process it.

She set her glass aside and leaned closer, her face inches from mine. Her eyes held mine for a long, charged moment before she kissed me—slowly at first, with tenderness, then deeper, more certain, her tongue brushing against mine. The kiss carried heat, confidence, a teasing command that felt new, thrilling, and just a little disorienting.

Her hand slipped down between us, fingers brushing my thigh before finding the outline of my cock through my jeans. She began to stroke gently, lazily, as though she already knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I froze for a second, confused and aroused all at once. Emma had never been the one to start things, not like this. Usually, I was the one who leaned in, the one who took the lead. But now she was in control—testing boundaries, exploring something I couldn’t quite name.

As she kept kissing me, my thoughts began to spiral. Where was this confidence coming from? What had changed? And, beneath it all, the question I didn’t want to ask—what else might she be willing to do tonight?

I started to rise, thinking maybe it was time to take her upstairs—to let the night wind down in the way it always did. I was still half-lost in my thoughts, wondering if I could use this new, daring side of hers to try something different in bed. But before I could even stand, Emma caught my wrist and pulled me back down onto the couch.

Her grip was firm, her eyes dark with intent. Then, without a word, she slipped off the couch and knelt between my legs.

For a heartbeat, I just stared, stunned. I knew exactly what was about to happen, but I still couldn’t quite believe it. My pulse jumped, a rush of disbelief and desire hitting all at once. This was the first blowjob she’d given me in months—six, maybe more—but that wasn’t what floored me. It was that she’d initiated it. No suggestion, no gentle prompting. Just her, deciding.

She unbuttoned my pants, pushed them down, and my cock sprang free, already hard and slick at the tip. When her eyes flicked up to meet mine, there was something new there—confidence, mischief, hunger. Then she leaned in and ran her tongue over the head, slow and deliberate, tasting the pre-cum that had already gathered there. The sound that came out of me was raw, involuntary—a deep groan that filled the quiet porch.

She did it again, and again—long, teasing licks from the base to the tip, like she was exploring something she’d missed and was rediscovering how it made her feel. I sat there in stunned silence, my hands twitching at my sides, unsure whether to touch her or just keep watching, trying to understand who this version of my wife was and where she’d been hiding all this time.

I was in heaven. Her mouth was warm and wet and eager, and for the first time ever, she seemed completely into it—no hesitation, no half-hearted rhythm, just pure, focused pleasure. The difference was almost disorienting. Her hand worked in perfect time with her lips, and every flick of her tongue sent another shiver racing through me.

Within seconds, I was right on the edge, fighting to hold back. I could hear the faint, wet sounds of her mouth, the soft hum of her breathing, and the quiet, eager noises she made each time I groaned. She’d never sounded like that before—like she was enjoying every second.

Then, as I watched her, she did something that completely caught me off guard. Without pausing, she reached up and tugged the top of her red dress down, freeing her breasts. The silk slipped over her shoulders, and the sight hit me like a punch to the chest. Her nipples were hard, her chest rising and falling with each breath, and the sight of her like that—kneeling between my legs, half undressed and entirely in control—nearly undid me.

My hips lifted instinctively, my hands tangling in her hair, but before I could say anything, her mouth sealed around me again, drawing me right back to the edge. I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak—just watched, mesmerized by this new version of her, wild and unrestrained, wondering how I’d missed that she’d been capable of this all along.

“Wow! She really knows how to lick a cock, right?”

The voice cut through the night like a crack of thunder.

Emma froze instantly, her lips still hovering over me. I turned, pulse hammering, scanning the shadows at the edge of the yard until my eyes adjusted to the dim porch light. There, half-hidden near the fence line, sat Chris—our forty-something neighbor. Just an ordinary guy, holding a beer, relaxed in one of the patio chairs like he’d been there for hours.

For a second, I couldn’t process it. My stomach dropped, and Emma let out a small gasp, pulling back quickly, yanking her dress up to cover herself. I fumbled to pull my pants up, my hands clumsy, my heart still pounding.

“Jesus, man,” I blurted, my voice hoarse. “How long have you been sitting there?”

Chris didn’t flinch. He just leaned back casually, took another sip from his bottle, and smirked. “Long enough,” he said, his tone maddeningly calm—like he hadn’t just shattered the most intimate moment of our marriage.

Emma turned her face into my shoulder, mortified. I pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her as if I could shield her from what had just happened. My mind raced—had he been watching the whole time? How much had he seen?

The porch lights flickered softly above us, the air suddenly colder. Chris sat there, still half in shadow, looking every bit the normal neighbor I’d chatted with over the fence a hundred times before. But now, the casual grin on his face felt loaded—like we’d crossed into something that couldn’t be undone.

“I must’ve had a few too many,” Chris said, rubbing the back of his neck, a sheepish grin spreading across his face. “I came out here to get some air and must’ve nodded off for a bit. Woke up to… well, you two. Sorry for interrupting what was clearly a moment.” He gave a quick, embarrassed laugh—more awkward than lewd—and raised his hands in surrender. “Seriously, I didn’t mean to intrude.”

Emma’s face was crimson, her eyes fixed on the floorboards. She clutched the edge of her dress, every part of her body tense.

I exhaled, trying to steady myself, still reeling from the shock. Out of all the people who could’ve stumbled into that moment, it had to be him—our neighbor, the guy who’d helped me fix the fence last spring, who waved from his driveway every morning on his way to work.

Chris wasn’t some creep, just a regular man in his forties—friendly, chatty, maybe a little too fond of a beer or two—but never someone I’d imagined in a situation like this. I’d invited him tonight out of courtesy, not friendship; it was easier than risking offense or a noise complaint if things got loud.

Now, there in the dim porch light, his expression looked more embarrassed than anything else. Still, the sight of him standing there after what he’d just seen made something twist in my gut. I couldn’t decide if I was angry, humiliated, or just completely thrown off balance by how quickly everything had spun out of control.

The reality of what had just happened came crashing in all at once—the sudden silence, the flickering porch light, the faint smell of wine and night air—and then I saw Emma’s face. Her cheeks were burning crimson, her eyes wide with disbelief, and for a moment she didn’t seem to know what to do with herself. She stood there frozen, chest rising and falling fast, the soft fabric of her red dress still bunched around her waist.

It wasn’t until I moved that I realized her breasts were still bare. In her shock, she hadn’t even noticed. Her nipples were stiff, flushed from the cool air and everything that had just happened, and the sight of her like that—half-dressed, humiliated, and vulnerable—made my stomach twist with conflicting emotions. I wanted to cover her, to protect her, but I was still half-exposed myself.

“Hey,” I said quietly, trying to sound calm. “Let’s just go inside.”

Before she could respond, Chris held up his hands, backing away slightly. “Hey, really—sorry, I didn’t mean to… uh, walk in on that. Guess I drank more than I thought.” His voice was hesitant, awkward, more apologetic than anything.

I turned toward him—and that’s when I realized, to my horror, that my cock was still hanging out. The porch light caught it, unmistakable. My stomach lurched. I yanked my pants up fast, fumbling with the zipper, the sound far too loud in the still night.

Emma let out a tiny, strangled sound—half gasp, half embarrassed laugh—and crossed her arms over her chest, finally realizing her own state of undress. Her face went even redder.

“Right,” I muttered, clearing my throat. “We’re, uh, gonna head in.”

Chris nodded quickly, looking anywhere but at us. “Of course. Totally understand. I’ll finish my beer and get going.”

I reached for Emma’s hand. She hesitated for a second, then let me take it, her skin trembling beneath mine. Without a word, we turned and walked back toward the sliding door. The air felt heavy with everything unsaid. When the door slid shut behind us, the soft click sounded almost deafening.

Through the glass, I could still see Chris standing there, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck, the porch light glinting off his bottle. Emma didn’t look back. She just hurried upstairs, still clutching her dress to her chest, while I stood there for a long moment, staring out into the night—my heart still racing, wondering how the most incredible night of my life had turned into one I’d never be able to forget for all the wrong reasons.


Taking It In

Back in our room, the air felt heavy—thick with embarrassment and everything left unsaid. Emma moved quickly, avoiding my eyes as she went to the dresser. I tried to reassure her, stumbling over an apology. “Hey, it’s okay… he didn’t mean to, and it’s not like he saw much.”

She spun around, her face still flushed, eyes wide. “Didn’t see much?” she said, almost laughing but not quite. “He saw everything. I was on my knees with your cock in my mouth, my dress down, my tits completely out—and I didn’t even realize until he started talking.” She pressed both hands to her face. “God, I feel like such a slut.”

Her voice cracked slightly, and she sank down onto the edge of the bed, shaking her head in disbelief. “I just froze. I didn’t even pull my dress up. I stood there with everything out while he was talking to us.” She let out a breath, half a laugh, half a groan. “It’s mortifying.”

I sat beside her, not sure what to say. But as she kept talking, something started to shift inside me. Her voice—low, trembling, full of humiliation—did something I couldn’t explain. I could feel it stirring in me, the heat building, blood rushing south.

She looked down, her fingers twisting the fabric of her dress. “He was looking right at me,” she whispered. “My nipples were out, and I just stood there like some clueless girl who didn’t even care. I’ve never been that exposed before… not like that. It felt…” She trailed off, swallowing hard. “It felt so wrong.”

I should have been comforting her, telling her none of it mattered—but I couldn’t stop picturing it. Her standing there under the porch light, skin flushed, chest bare, her breath coming quick while Chris sat frozen in the dark. The memory pulsed behind my eyes, vivid and undeniable, and I felt my cock stiffen again.

I shifted, trying to hide it, but her gaze flicked down and caught it. Then she looked up at me, her lips parting slightly. “You’re hard?” she asked quietly.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t explain it, not even to myself. All I knew was that seeing her so vulnerable, hearing her talk about being caught like that, filled me with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years.

Emma’s eyes drifted down, and I could tell the moment she noticed. She didn’t need to say anything—the shift in her expression said it all. She blinked once, then again, her mouth parting slightly.

“You’re hard?” she asked softly, disbelief and curiosity tangled in her voice.

I tried to shrug it off, but my voice cracked. “It’s just because… the way you were, down there. You haven’t done that in so long—it was incredible.”

She tilted her head, not quite buying it. Her hand brushed across my lap as she adjusted herself on the bed, and I felt her pause. The warmth of her touch lingered, deliberate now. Her fingers stayed there, light but knowing.

“That’s not the only reason, is it?” she said quietly.

I hesitated, heart pounding. “What do you mean?”

Emma’s voice lowered. “It’s not just about what I was doing. It’s about what happened after. About being caught.”

I started to protest, but the words came out thin. “No, I—”

She gave a small, disbelieving laugh and leaned a little closer, her hand still resting on me. “You liked it,” she said. “Didn’t you?”

I didn’t answer right away. The memory of her on the porch—her bare skin under the light, the shock in her eyes, the sound of another man’s voice—flashed through my mind, and I couldn’t deny it.

Finally, I nodded, barely speaking. “Yeah. I don’t know why, but… yeah.”

She looked at me for a long moment, her embarrassment giving way to something quieter, more thoughtful. Then she exhaled slowly and said, “I don’t know what to do with that.”

Neither did I. All I knew was that the air between us was charged again—different now, heavier—and that nothing about this night would ever feel quite the same.

Emma sat back slightly, still studying me with that half-shocked, half-intrigued expression. “You know,” she said after a moment, “this reminds me of those videos you like to watch.”

I froze. “What videos?”

She gave a knowing smile. “The ones with that chubby blonde woman—the one who always ends up getting caught in the act.” Her tone was teasing, but there was a faint edge under it. “What’s her name again? Katie something.”

I swallowed. “Katie… yeah. KatieHotwife.”

Her smile curved, equal parts mockery and curiosity. “Right. I bet she doesn’t mind getting caught,” she said, her voice laced with irony. “Probably lives for it, the fat little show-off.”

She laughed lightly, but I could tell she was testing me—measuring my reaction. There was jealousy in her tone, yes, but also something else: a spark of challenge, like she wanted to see what part of those fantasies had just come to life between us.

I tried to answer, but she was already looking at me differently—less embarrassed now, more thoughtful, as if she were starting to understand exactly how tangled the two of us had become in what had happened that night.

That was my cue to get on top of her and begin pumping away, deep inside her pussy, her dress still on and the red thong pushed to the side. Her nails raced down my back, clawing me, and her smooth legs wrapped around me.

The moment felt electric—messy, urgent, almost animal. The fabric of her dress bunched between us, trapping heat, the faint scent of perfume and sweat mixing in the air. Her body moved with mine in a rhythm that felt both familiar and entirely new, her breath hot against my neck, her voice breaking into small, desperate sounds. I could feel the muscles in her thighs tighten around my hips, drawing me deeper, holding me there. Every movement, every sound, every breath seemed to pull something raw and unfiltered out of us both, as if the rest of the world had fallen away and there was only this—our need, our release, our collision.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck!! You are fucking me so hard!" Emma whimpered.

"Yeah? You like this?"

"Fuuuck! Oh, my God! Yes!!" she cried, her voice trembling between pleasure and disbelief.

We had never talked dirty during sex before. Hearing her say those words—hearing that tone—hit me harder than I expected. It felt different, wild, unfiltered. Every sound she made pushed me further out of my head and deeper into her. I wanted more of it, wanted her to lose herself completely, so I kept whispering things that drew the filthier side of her out until she was gasping them into my ear, her body tightening around me.

Just before asking if she wanted to try a new position, my mind betrayed me. I suddenly pictured our neighbor, Chris, grabbing my wife—stuffing her mouth with his cock while I stood there, unable to do anything. In the vision she resisted at first, but then... she started to moan, taking him deeper and deeper into her throat. The image hit like lightning—shame, anger, arousal all tangled together. My rhythm faltered, breath catching, and before I could stop it, I came inside my wife, completely spent.


Overwhelmed

I usually lasted a lot longer, and on a good night I could get hard again pretty quick, but that night I was completely spent—drained in every possible way. My body felt heavy, my pulse still thudding from the intensity of it.

Emma didn’t seem to care. She turned toward me with that satisfied little grin that always made me forget everything else. “How horny were you? I saw it in your eyes all night,” she teased, her laugh soft and breathless as we caught our breath, still tangled together on the bed.

I looked at her for a moment, really looked at her. The dim light traced the outline of her face, her hair a wild halo against the pillow. That dress clung to her like it was made for her—she looked devastating. I felt lucky beyond reason, and yet, part of me was still reeling from what had flashed through my mind earlier. I couldn’t believe I’d let my thoughts go there, imagining her with him.

She caught my gaze, eyes narrowing slightly. “What are you thinking about?”

I tried to play it off, forcing a smile. “I’m thinking how much I hate Chris for ruining our moment.”

"Moment?" She laughed, shaking her head. "You mean before I started sucking your cock?" Her tone was teasing, but there was a flicker of frustration underneath. "I'm upset too, you know. I wanted to make your birthday special. I even watched tutorials and practiced with bananas. Ugh! Chris had to ruin everything!" She pouted, her cheeks turning a soft, embarrassed red.

I raised an eyebrow, grinning. "Practice, huh? Well, I had no idea my wife was that indecent!"

She smacked my chest lightly, pretending to be offended. "Well, now you’re never going to know."

"No!" I laughed, lunging at her, and she squealed as I pinned her playfully to the bed. Our laughter blended with the rustle of sheets as I kissed her, unable to resist. Between kisses, I murmured, "I can’t stop thinking about how great your blowjob would’ve been. I still can’t believe that asshole interrupted us. It was supposed to be a perfect night—something we’d remember—and he ruined it."

Her smile softened. She knew exactly how wound up I still was, how much that interruption had burned into me. Stroking my face gently, she said, "I’m sorry, honey. I really wanted it to be special for you... and spontaneous. If I do it now, it won’t feel the same. I wanted to give you the absolute best blowjob, have you..." She hesitated, her voice dipping lower. "...cum on my face."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry, her words replaying in my head, igniting something I couldn’t quite name.

"I was so turned on," she murmured, her voice low and a little wistful. "I want to be in that same mood when I try again."

I smiled and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, trying to let the tension drain away. For a moment, everything felt tender again—just the two of us, tangled in warmth and exhaustion.

Then she sighed. "I can’t believe someone as ugly and awful as Chris saw me licking your dick. It’s so slutty." Her voice faltered slightly. "It made me really uncomfortable that he saw that part of me."

I frowned, the frustration returning in a wave. "Don’t remind me. If it weren’t for him, I’d have gotten the best blowjob in the world. Now I can’t stop wondering what it would’ve been like."

She met my eyes then, her expression soft but charged with something else—something darker, more playful. The room seemed to still around us as her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. She leaned closer, her breath warm against my cheek, and whispered, "I bet Chris can’t stop thinking about what it would’ve felt like, either."

My jaw dropped. For a moment, I couldn’t even process what I’d just heard. This was Emma—my shy, careful, buttoned-up wife who used to blush if I said the word cock too loudly. The same woman whose coworkers probably thought she was the picture of calm professionalism. And here she was, talking like that.

She caught the look on my face and laughed, a bright, nervous sound that somehow made the air between us even thicker. “Oh, come on, baby. I already know about your twisted fantasy,” she teased, her voice a mix of playfulness and challenge. “I thought you’d enjoy it if I teased you a little.” She smiled and slid on top of me, her body warm against mine, her expression unreadable—half-mischief, half-curiosity.

I stared up at her, heart pounding. Maybe it was the exhaustion, maybe the leftover arousal still humming through me, but I heard myself say, dead serious, “Maybe we should show him what kind of blowjob you can give, then.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and for a moment there was only silence. Then she gave a small, incredulous laugh, shaking her head. “Yeah, right. I could never do that,” she said, still smiling but a little flustered now. “I’m self-conscious enough when it’s just us. If someone else was watching, especially him, I wouldn’t be able to relax.” She hesitated, her tone softening. “When I go down on you, I want to be an absolute slut for you. I don’t think I could do that with him standing there, acting all smug.”

Her honesty hung in the air between us, heavy and electric.

I smirked, maybe to break the tension—or maybe because part of me wanted to see how far she’d go. “Jeez,” I said quietly. “Why don’t you just give him a blowjob, then?”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. Her laughter faded instantly. The air shifted, the playfulness thinning into something taut and uncertain. She didn’t answer. For the first time that night, she just looked at me—eyes wide, searching—as if trying to figure out whether I’d meant it.

After what felt like an eternity, we just stared at each other, both frozen in the silence that followed. Then Emma’s eyebrows lifted, her voice breaking through in disbelief. “Yeah, right! You want me to suck our neighbor’s cock? Chris? Are you serious?” She laughed, but it was uneasy, half-nervous. “That’s insane. Rather than you? My husband?”

Her reaction hit me like a slap of cold air. I hadn’t thought—I’d just said it, blurted it out from somewhere deep and unfiltered. My heart hammered in my chest, every beat reminding me I’d crossed a line I didn’t even understand myself. For a moment, I couldn’t speak. I just looked at her, feeling the heat in my face and the strange, shameful pulse of arousal still lingering beneath it.

I reached for her, kissed her harder than I ever had before, trying to erase the words or maybe to prove something neither of us could name. When I pulled back, my breath was unsteady. “Yes,” I said quietly. “I don’t know why, but thinking about it turns me on. It makes my stomach twist to imagine you kneeling in front of him—doing something with him that you’ve barely let me have. The fact that you don’t even like him makes it worse. Better. I can’t explain it. It’s the wrongness of it that gets to me.”

Emma shook her head, still stunned. “I don’t get it. You want me to do that with him? He’s just… normal. Just some guy from next door. It’s not right. It’s so wrong.”

“That’s exactly it,” I said, my voice low, the words coming out before I could filter them. “It’s risky. It’s not you. And that’s what makes it drive me insane—the thought of you doing something like that, something that feels impossible.”

Her breathing quickened, shallow and uneven, as if her body was reacting faster than her mind could keep up. I could see the confusion flickering in her eyes—darting back and forth, trying to find a place to land, to make sense of what I’d just said. For a moment she looked like she wanted to laugh it off, to brush it aside as a joke, but then she saw my face and realized I wasn’t joking. The laughter died before it began.

I could almost hear the silence pressing in around us. The tension wasn’t just awkward—it was charged, pulsing with something neither of us wanted to name.

Inside, my thoughts were chaos. What had I just done? It wasn’t some harmless fantasy whispered in the dark anymore; it was out there now, hanging between us, real and alive. I could feel it reshaping everything we thought we knew about each other. I didn’t know if I’d crossed a line we could never step back from—or if, somehow, I’d just opened a door we’d both been circling for years without admitting it.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my voice, but my heart was hammering, relentless. I had no idea what was going to happen next.

can’t believe we’re actually talking about this,” she said, her voice trembling between disbelief and something else—something softer, uncertain. “Especially with Chris.”

There was a flicker in her eyes when she said his name—hesitation, maybe curiosity, maybe fear. I couldn’t tell, but I felt it pull at something deep inside me. The air between us felt thick, humming with the kind of tension that only exists when two people are about to cross a line they can’t uncross.

To me, that was the moment—the cue I’d been waiting for. I could feel her teetering between resistance and intrigue, and my pulse picked up as I leaned closer, kissing her again, slower this time. I felt her stiffen for a second before melting back into it, her breath catching against my lips.

When I pulled away, I kept my eyes locked on hers. “Then why don’t you just… flirt with him?” I said, my voice low, steady, but my heart was pounding. “Let’s see what happens. I’ll be there, watching. You look incredible in that red dress—you know it. Go be sexy. Go have fun.”

The words hung in the air like smoke—reckless, dangerous, impossible to take back. For a heartbeat she didn’t move, didn’t breathe, just stared at me as if trying to decide whether I was serious. Then her lips parted slightly, and I saw the faintest flicker of something cross her face—a mixture of shock, curiosity, and maybe, just maybe, excitement.

She looked straight into my eyes, and for a moment I thought she might laugh or tell me to stop being ridiculous. But instead, her voice came out soft, trembling in a way that made every hair on my arms stand up. “I love you more than anything,” she whispered. “The only reason I’m even considering this is because I love you. I want to give you what you want—to help you live out your fantasies, even the dirtiest ones.”

For a second, I just stared at her, completely still. My brain couldn’t keep up with what I’d just heard. She wasn’t joking. She wasn’t trying to shock me. She was serious—and the realization hit me like a jolt of electricity.

I kissed her over and over, half out of gratitude, half out of panic, my mind spinning. I didn’t even know what I was asking her to do anymore. Part of me was desperate for her to stop talking, to stay right there in my arms and let the fantasy fade back into the shadows where it belonged. But another part—the darker, hungrier part—wanted to see how far she’d go.

When I asked what she was planning, she hesitated, biting her lip. “I don’t know yet,” she said quietly. “He’s not even that attractive, which is why this is so insane.”

“That’s what makes it hot,” I said, surprising myself with how certain I sounded.

She sighed, shaking her head, then finally said, “Wait twenty minutes before coming down. Go through the side gate toward the back and find somewhere quiet. I can’t promise anything will happen. The most I’ll do is flirt—maybe show him a little skin. I don’t even know what I’m going to say or how I’m supposed to do this. So don’t get your hopes up.”

My mouth went dry. She was actually going to do it—or at least try. Every instinct in me screamed to stop her, to pull her back into bed and forget this whole thing. But I couldn’t move.

I watched as my beautiful wife slipped out of my arms and stood up. She smoothed her red dress, then stepped into her heels, the soft click of them on the floor echoing through the room like a countdown. She turned at the door, looking back at me—nervous, excited, stunning—and for a second I thought she might change her mind.

But then she smiled, small and uncertain, and walked out. The door closed, and I was left staring at the empty space she’d left behind, my heart hammering as the image of her ass in that red dress burned itself into my mind. I couldn’t decide which feeling hit harder—arousal, fear, or the creeping, jealous ache that maybe, just maybe, my fantasy was about to come true.


Wait

It had been ten minutes since Emma left. She’d told me to wait at least twenty, but every second felt unbearable. The house was too quiet—every tick of the clock pressed against my nerves. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I slipped out of bed and moved slowly downstairs, careful not to make a sound. The air felt different now—heavy, charged with something I didn’t want to name.

The living room was empty. No voices, no movement. I checked the hallway, the kitchen—nothing. It was as if everyone had disappeared or gone to sleep, leaving only that silence humming in my ears.

When I reached the back of the house, a faint murmur broke the stillness. Voices. I crept closer to the window overlooking the porch, my pulse quickening. Through the glass, I could just make out Emma sitting on the outdoor couch, her posture relaxed but her smile tight, almost forced. Chris sat opposite her, leaning forward, clearly talking, though I couldn’t make out the words.

I swallowed hard. She was actually doing it—flirting, just like she’d said she might. The thought made my chest tighten with something sharp and contradictory. It was thrilling and unbearable all at once.

I remembered our plan and forced myself to move. I slipped out the front door, the latch clicking softly behind me, and made my way around the side of the house. The night air was cool against my skin, the grass damp beneath my feet. The shrubs and small trees along the fence gave me cover, a thin wall between me and what I both dreaded and needed to see.

From my hiding spot, I could see the backyard bathed in soft pools of light from the decorative lamps and the faint glow of the hot tub. It cast a strange, dreamlike shimmer over everything—intimate, secretive, wrong. My heart was pounding so loud I was sure they could hear it.

Then Chris laughed—low, confident—and the sound made my stomach twist. I saw Emma lean closer, pressing a finger to her lips and whispering something I couldn’t hear. He nodded, his grin widening. She told him to keep it quiet.

That was when it truly hit me: she wasn’t just humoring me anymore. She was in it now—playing the part, maybe even enjoying it—and I had no idea what was about to happen next.

“So, you still haven’t told me what you’re doing out here this late,” Chris said, his tone playful but edged with something bolder, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

Emma shifted slightly, her hands fidgeting in her lap. Even from where I stood, I could see the tension in her shoulders. “I told you,” she said with a nervous laugh. “My husband fell asleep. I just… wanted to get a head start on cleaning the house. It’s still such a mess.” Her voice was too light, too rehearsed.

Chris rose from his chair and took a few slow steps toward her. The movement made my stomach clench. He stood close enough now that the soft porch lights caught the outline of his face—confident, amused, testing her. “I don’t believe you,” he said, his smirk deepening. “I think you came back out here because your husband didn’t give you enough dick. You came to see if I could take care of that for you.”

For a moment, everything froze.

I saw Emma’s lips part, her eyes widening in shock. The air between them seemed to crackle. My pulse was hammering in my ears, every muscle locked. It was like watching a scene that couldn’t possibly be real—my wife caught between offense, surprise, and something else flickering beneath the surface.

I felt the same jolt she did—half fury, half disbelief, and beneath it all, a pulse of something I didn’t want to recognize: arousal.

Emma shot up from the couch, eyes blazing, her finger stabbing the air between them. “How dare you talk about me—and my husband—like that! He’s a better man than you’ll ever be. I can’t believe we have such a horrible neighbor.” She planted her hands on her hips, glaring at him, her voice trembling more with anger than fear.

From where I stood, hidden in the shadows, I could tell she meant every word. Her tone carried that sharp, defensive edge I’d only heard a few times in our marriage—when she was truly offended. For a moment, I felt relief. She was angry. This was over.

But Chris didn’t seem rattled. He pushed himself to his feet, scratching the back of his head and giving an awkward shrug. “Hey, I didn’t mean any harm,” he said, grinning faintly. “I just meant… most guys wouldn’t know what to do with a gorgeous woman like you.”

Emma didn’t reply. She turned slightly, crossing her arms, her silence saying more than words could. I could see her discomfort, the way she tried not to react as his eyes moved over her.

“Come on,” he said after a moment, his voice softening. “You’ve known me long enough to know I’m blunt. I meant it as a compliment.”

He stepped closer, and my pulse jumped. He didn’t grab her or touch her roughly—just reached out, his knuckles brushing lightly against the side of her silk dress, the back of his hand tracing the fabric as if testing it. “This dress,” he murmured. “It’s perfect for a beautiful woman like you.”

Emma didn’t pull away immediately. Maybe it was the way he touched her—nonthreatening, casual, as if he were testing boundaries without crossing them. Still, her voice came out cool and tight. “Thank you. It was a gift from my husband. Now, are you going to leave?”

Chris smiled faintly, undeterred. “In a while,” he said. His hand lingered on the hem of her dress. “What’s this made of? Silk?”

“Ye… yes,” she replied, her tone faltering.

Even from outside, I could see it—her body language shifting, a mix of irritation, unease, and something else flickering at the edges of her composure. She wasn’t sure whether to stand her ground or walk away.

And then, with a confidence that caught me completely off guard, Chris reached for her hand. He did it slowly, deliberately, not forcing it—just a gentle pull as he guided her back down to the couch beside him.

For a second, she didn’t resist.

Watching from the shadows, my stomach twisted. I couldn’t tell if it was anger, jealousy, or the terrifying realization that the fantasy I’d carelessly wished for might actually be happening right in front of me.

“I bet this material would turn any woman on,” Chris said, his voice low and teasing. “Especially when it’s wrapped around a body like yours. You look like something that belongs in a museum—something people would stop and stare at.”

Emma gave a nervous laugh, the sound thin and uncertain. I could see her hands fidgeting in her lap, her body tensing as if she didn’t know how to end the conversation without making it worse. Her whole posture screamed discomfort, but she didn’t move away either—maybe frozen, maybe hoping to defuse it.

Chris shifted closer, his confidence unnerving. His fingers brushed the edge of her dress again, tracing lazy lines over the fabric. Then, almost casually, his other hand came to rest on her thigh. I felt my pulse spike. The motion was slow, deliberate, and every inch his hand climbed made my chest tighten a little more.

He was talking the whole time, his voice steady and suggestive. “I knew you were just waiting to let go,” he said. “You play the good wife, the perfect little hostess… but deep down, you just want to get fucked. To cum all over a big cock.”

The words hit me like a punch.

Until that moment, I’d never really thought about Chris’s size. He was just the guy next door—ordinary, unremarkable. But the way he said it, the casual certainty in his tone, stirred something I didn’t want to feel. My mind went there anyway—imagining, comparing—and a sudden, sick mix of jealousy and arousal tore through me.

Chris leaned in closer, his breath warm against Emma’s skin. “That big ass of yours,” he murmured. “It was made to bounce on a cock like mine.”

Then, before I could even process it, he began to kiss her neck.

I froze, barely breathing, torn between disbelief, rage, and a darker fascination that left me rooted to the spot—watching the line between fantasy and reality begin to blur.

That sudden touch snapped her back to reality. Emma let out a small, startled whimper and pressed her palms against his chest, trying to push him away. “No,” she said, her voice trembling. “I shouldn’t be doing this.”

For a moment, it seemed like the spell had broken—like she’d pull free, stand up, and walk back inside. But then she hesitated. I could see it even from my hiding place—the way her body stilled, her eyes darting toward the dark yard as if she knew I was there, somewhere, watching.

She froze, caught between reason and something far more primal. I could almost feel her thoughts as they flickered behind her expression. What was she supposed to do now? End it? Pretend it never happened? Or keep going, if only to see what it felt like to take things one step further?

Her breathing grew uneven. I knew that look—half nerves, half need. We’d just been together barely twenty minutes earlier, and even though I’d cum quickly, she hadn’t. I could tell she was still charged, her body still humming from before. And the alcohol—God, the alcohol always made her bolder, more reckless. It stripped away the filter between thought and action, leaving her raw and responsive.

Watching her wrestle with herself like that was unbearable. I didn’t know if I wanted to burst in and stop it, or stay hidden and see how far she’d go.

Later, Emma told me she kept telling herself to slow down, to hold onto a line she didn’t quite know how to define. Every nerve in her body felt alive, hypersensitive, but her mind was still trying to reason with itself—trying to remind her what she was doing, why she was doing it, and how easily this could go too far.

At first she resisted in small ways—pulling back just enough to breathe, laughing nervously when he leaned in too close, trying to fill the silence with chatter that didn’t sound like hers. But the air around them had changed. The night was still and heavy, the garden lights throwing a dim, amber glow over the patio. Even the faint hum of the hot tub seemed to match the rhythm of her pulse. Every sound—the soft scrape of his chair, the whisper of fabric shifting—seemed amplified in that quiet.

She said that every time she tried to think of me, to remind herself that I was probably out there watching, a shiver went through her. Not out of fear, but out of awareness. She wanted to know that I could see her; that I was part of this strange, secret moment. That thought, she said, was what began to undo her.

When Chris leaned close again, she didn’t move away this time. His breath brushed her neck, and her body reacted before her thoughts could catch up. Her hands, which had been a barrier a moment ago, dropped slowly to her sides. Her chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths. She wasn’t giving in to him so much as to the atmosphere—to the strange thrill of doing exactly what she shouldn’t.

I saw all of it from where I stood, hidden behind the shrubs. Every shift in her posture, every hesitant glance, every second she stayed instead of walking away. It was surreal watching her blur the line between fantasy and reality, as if she were stepping into the image I’d created in my own mind without fully meaning to.

For a while, nothing moved except the slow rise and fall of her breathing and the faint sway of the red dress. The light from the hot tub caught the fabric, making it look almost liquid as it clung to her skin. When she finally reached for the straps, her fingers hesitated for a heartbeat, trembling in the glow. Then she slipped them down, letting the fabric fall away little by little until it pooled at her feet.

She stood there for a moment, neither shy nor brazen—just still, aware of herself in a way I had never seen before. The crimson lingerie beneath caught the light like a secret she was daring the world to see. She wasn’t showing herself to Chris, not really. She was showing herself to me—testing how far my fantasy truly went, and what I could stand to watch.

I could feel my heart pounding, the contradiction tearing through me: pride, awe, jealousy, fear. It was too much and not enough all at once. My mind was screaming for her to stop, but my body couldn’t look away.

The way the porch light hit her skin, the tremor in her breath, the quiet steadiness in her eyes—it was all impossibly intimate. And standing there, half-hidden in the darkness, I finally understood how far we had already gone—and that there was no turning back from it now.

Chris and I both saw it at the same time—the faint glint beneath the thin red lace, the subtle outline that left no room for doubt. Her bra was so tight it revealed the shape of her nipples, and there, catching the soft light, was the shimmer of small metal.

For a moment, I didn’t even understand what I was looking at. Then it hit me. Piercings.

My jaw went slack. My pulse roared in my ears. I stared from the shadows, completely stunned. When had she done that? How had I not noticed? The thought raced through me, colliding with everything else I was feeling—arousal, confusion, disbelief.

Her dress had stayed on for most of the evening; even earlier, when we were together, she’d never taken off her bra. I’d assumed it was just mood or comfort—but now it made sense. She must have done it recently, and hadn’t told me.

The realization unsettled me more than I wanted to admit. It wasn’t just the act itself—it was what it meant. That there was a part of her life, a side of her body, she’d chosen to keep to herself. The idea that she’d gone through something so bold, something secret and sensual, without me knowing… it stirred something deeper than jealousy. It was like seeing a version of her that existed entirely outside my reach—one that might have been changing long before tonight.

She stood before Chris in her sexiest lingerie, the soft light catching on the lace and the curve of her hips. His hands were everywhere—rough, eager, claiming—moving over her breasts and ass as if he couldn’t get enough of touching her. He pulled her back down beside him on the sofa, arranging her so her thighs draped across his lap, her skin brushing against his jeans. His mouth found her neck again, his breath hot as he trailed open-mouthed kisses across her throat and the tops of her breasts.

Emma tried to steady her breathing, but her pulse was racing. The room felt too warm, her body too aware of every movement, every sound. Part of her wanted to freeze, to pull back and tell him to stop, to remind herself that this wasn’t supposed to happen. Yet another part—deep in her stomach—fluttered uncontrollably, a wild mix of fear and excitement that made her thighs tremble.

She felt herself slipping into the moment despite the voice in her head whispering that it was wrong. The sensation of his tongue, the weight of his hand, the way her skin tingled under his touch—it was too much.

After a few more minutes of his hands and mouth roaming over her, Chris stood, eyes dark with desire, and took her hand firmly. “Let’s get comfortable in the hot tub,” he said, his grin teasing, confident. As he cupped her bare ass, his thumb tracing just above the edge of her thong, he added with a smirk, “What do you think?”

Hot tub? The thought made my stomach churn. I could already picture it—my wife’s soft skin glistening under the water beside that bloated idiot. It was unbearable. She wouldn’t actually do it, I told myself. She looked disgusted by him—anyone could see that. I clung to that belief, even as the air between them thickened.

Emma hesitated, frozen for a moment as if realizing how far things had gone. Her heart pounded in her chest, breath coming fast. She knew this was wrong—every nerve in her body screamed it—but there was another feeling too, low and impossible to ignore. That same restless flutter she’d been trying to suppress all night was now coursing through her veins, leaving her flushed and trembling.

Then she thought of me—her stupid husband and his fantasies. Her mind flashed back to the porn videos she’d discovered on my computer: amateur couples, raw and unpolished, the kind of scenes that made her blush even to remember. And one thing had stood out in every video—it was never about the wife wanting the other man. It was about her surrender. The thrill of doing something forbidden. Pleasing someone she didn’t even desire, because it brought her husband pleasure to see it.

That realization made her dizzy. It was so inappropriate, so deeply taboo. She loved me—more than anything—but if this was what excited me, maybe she could find a way to let it excite her too. This wasn’t about Chris. It was about us. About stepping into the fantasy that had always existed in the shadows of our marriage.

Her pulse steadied as she took a deep breath and tried to embrace the moment. If watching her submit was what I wanted, then she would give it to me. Not for him, but for me—the man she loved, the man whose twisted fantasies she was finally beginning to understand.

Wearing that delicate lingerie, she reached out and took Chris’s hand. The movement was slow, almost reluctant, but deliberate. From the dark corner where I stood, I saw the flicker of unease in her eyes as she guided him toward the hot tub. It only made her more beautiful—fragile and brave all at once, caught between fear, desire, and the unbearable need to please.

When they reached the hot tub, Chris smiled and peeled off his shirt and shorts, left standing in just his underwear. The light from the patio rippled across the surface of the water, catching the faint outline of his body beneath the thin fabric. He wasn’t muscular, just an ordinary man—but as he moved, I couldn’t help noticing the heavy shape hanging beneath his briefs. The sight hit me like a jolt I didn’t expect, stirring something sharp and unwelcome in my chest.

Emma looked at him for a long second, her expression flickering with disbelief. She knew exactly how far this had gone, how exposed she was. Nearly naked, her body tensed and perfect in the glow of the water, she stood there with another man while I watched. It was so wrong that it almost didn’t feel real.

Her breathing quickened as she hesitated at the edge of the tub. The air was warm, thick with tension. She told herself the water would help—it would calm her nerves, steady her trembling.

When she finally reached out and took his hand, it was with slow, deliberate motion. Together they stepped into the hot tub, steam swirling around them. Emma lowered herself carefully onto his lap, her skin brushing against his, trying to control her breathing as if pretending calm might make it true.

Chris chuckled softly, his voice low and confident. “I knew you’d give in eventually,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss her neck, his lips moving lazily against her damp skin while I stood there watching, every muscle in my body taut.

She rolled her eyes at him, her first instinct to make some cutting remark, to remind him—and herself—how wrong this all was. But then she caught herself. If she was going to do this, really do this for me, she had to stop fighting it. She had to lean into the fantasy instead of resisting it. So she exhaled, turned slightly, and shifted her hips until she was pressed against him, her back resting on his chest. His mouth found her neck again, licking and nipping lightly at her skin while his hands moved over her body, slow and deliberate.

From where I stood, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—my wife, so stunning and composed, sinking deeper into this moment with him. What began as a test of limits was turning into something else entirely. Chris touched her everywhere, kissing her shoulders, her collarbone, his fingers tracing the curves of her body as though exploring her for the first time.

When his hand slid lower, over her stomach, she tensed immediately. She caught his wrist and pushed him away, shaking her head, but he only smiled and returned to stroking her thighs and waist, giving her space while still keeping her close. He tried again a moment later; she swatted his hand away, more firmly this time. But the next time he reached for her, she didn’t stop him.

I could see the exact second she stopped resisting—the subtle tilt of her hips, the way her breath hitched. It wasn’t surrender to him; it was surrender to everything she’d been holding back. The fantasy, the heat, the forbidden thrill. She knew it was wrong, humiliating even, yet her body was betraying her in the most undeniable way.

Chris moved with careful patience, coaxing her further until her body began to respond on its own. Her movements shifted—slow, tentative grinding that grew more natural with every passing second. He took his time, exploring her with quiet confidence, until she stopped pretending she didn’t want it.

When he finally pulled her closer and began kissing her chest, sliding her bra down to reveal her nipples, she didn’t protest. She tilted her head back, eyes half-closed, lost somewhere between guilt and pleasure. From the shadows, I watched the scene unfold, my pulse thundering as she let the last of her resistance melt away.

Emma could hardly believe what was happening—his fingers were actually inside her. The realization sent a shock through her body, her breath catching as she tried to process the sensation. His touch was confident, unhurried, tracing her in ways that made her shiver. The rhythm of his hand, the pressure of his fingers, the warmth of the water surrounding them—it all blended into a dizzying blur that left her unable to think clearly.

She felt her pulse in every inch of her skin. Each time his fingers slid deeper, her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Her breathing turned shallow, her hips beginning to move of their own accord. His other hand found her breast, his mouth closing around her nipple, sucking gently as his tongue flicked against it. A soft sound escaped her throat, more instinct than intention.

From my hidden corner, I was transfixed. The sight of them together—the slow movements, her trembling, the small, involuntary gasps—was both unbearable and magnetic. Chris seemed to sense her every reaction, pacing himself deliberately, almost tenderly, as if drawing her closer to something she hadn’t yet admitted she wanted.

Emma’s hands drifted across his chest, her movements uncertain at first, then more fluid as the minutes passed. Her resistance was gone now, replaced by something deeper, heavier. Her body leaned into his touch, surrendering to it completely.

Later, she would tell me what I couldn’t see in the dark water—that he hadn’t even been fully hard at first. That detail had startled her, even challenged her in a way she hadn’t expected. It had made her want to push him further, to feel him react to her. The thought of it had lit something fierce inside her, and she’d moved harder against him, her body answering the need she could no longer ignore.

Chris eventually drew back, his fingers glistening in the dim light. He lifted them to his mouth and gave a low, satisfied chuckle. “Mmm,” he murmured, his grin slow and deliberate. “Fucking hell. You taste like honey.”

“No—oh my God. I can’t believe you just did that. This is so wrong… fuuuck,” Emma gasped, her voice quivering between disbelief and an undertone of arousal that betrayed her. The sound of it seemed to echo against the water, blurring the line between protest and pleasure.

Her pulse was racing. The words barely left her mouth before she found herself moving closer to him, as if pulled by something beyond reason. She climbed over his lap, pressing her soaked body against his, her hands trembling as they reached for him beneath the surface. Her fingers closed around the thick shape beneath his underwear, and her breath hitched at the sheer size of it. She could feel it swelling in her grasp—solid, heavy, alive—growing harder with each second.

Chris leaned back with a grin, clearly reveling in her reaction. Then, in one slow motion, he stood and perched on the edge of the hot tub. The air around them seemed to still as he hooked his thumbs into his waistband and pushed his underwear down.

For a moment, I didn’t react. I’d always been comfortable in myself—taller, fitter, confident in what I had. But when his cock came free, the shock was undeniable. It hung thick and heavy, easily longer than mine and nearly twice the girth. The sight of it made my stomach knot and my throat go dry. Later, Emma would tell me she’d been just as stunned—that she couldn’t believe a man so average, so ordinary in every other way, could be built like that.

Her breathing quickened, her face now uncomfortably close to it. She knew she wouldn’t have been in this position if it weren’t for me, yet that thought only seemed to fuel her arousal. The idea of fulfilling my fantasy—of giving herself to someone I despised—was twisted and intoxicating all at once.

Chris tilted his hips forward, the thick length of him swaying inches from her lips. “You like that?” he asked with a smirk, giving it a slow shake. The sight was both obscene and mesmerizing.

Then he laughed softly, his voice low and taunting. “You’re going to like it a lot more when it’s buried deep in your pussy.”

Looking down at the water, Emma’s voice came out sharper than she intended. “I never said I would have sex with you!” The words were firm, but her body language betrayed her; she didn’t move away. Her pulse was still racing, her chest rising and falling against the dim reflections of the water.

For a moment, Chris said nothing. The air between them thickened with the sound of bubbling water and quiet breathing. Then she lifted her chin, forcing herself to meet his gaze. The corner of her mouth curved—not quite a smile, but something close. Her tone softened, slower now, tinged with something dangerous. “But… we can play a bit,” she murmured. “If you keep it between the two of us.”

Chris let out a low, amused laugh, the kind that said he’d just been handed a challenge. He leaned a little closer, his eyes glinting with curiosity. “Play a bit, huh?” His voice dropped as he spoke, his grin spreading wider. “And what exactly are you going to do then?”

His words hung there, playful yet edged with tension. Emma could feel his breath on her skin, could sense how quickly this could spin out of control. The heat of the moment pressed in around them—equal parts danger and temptation—and for the first time, she realized she didn’t entirely want to stop it.

Emma didn’t answer him, but the silence between them grew charged. Slowly, her hand slid through the water until it found him. Her fingers closed around his shaft, moving tentatively at first, a testing touch that made the muscles in his stomach tighten. The heat from his skin was startling against her palm. She glanced up at him as she began to stroke him, her eyes flicking between his face and what her hand was doing.

Her hand looked so small against him, her fingers unable to close completely around his girth. The contrast made her swallow hard.

Chris let out a deep groan, his head falling back. “Mmm, that feels amazing,” he said, his tone thick with satisfaction. “Don’t stop… use both hands.”

Emma rolled her eyes at his smug grin but complied, bringing her second hand into play. Even with both of them working together, there was still a long, heavy stretch left jutting toward her face. The sight of it made her breath catch.

“Holy shit…” she whispered under her breath, barely audible over the soft bubbling of the water. “It’s so fucking big.” The words slipped out before she realized she’d said them aloud.

A flush crept up her neck, embarrassment mixing with a rush of heat she couldn’t suppress. She turned her head away slightly, focusing on the rhythm of her hands, hoping he wouldn’t notice how flustered she’d become as she continued to move, slow and deliberate, her heart pounding harder with every stroke.

"That's correct, girl. I bet it's much bigger than your small husband. Feel that big cock... it's all yours," Chris stated, his voice low and commanding, the words dripping with arrogant satisfaction as if he were staking a claim that couldn’t be undone.

I watched from the side of the hot tub, barely breathing. The sight of my wife’s trembling hands around him sent a pulse through my chest that I couldn’t name—shock, jealousy, awe, maybe all of them tangled together. Chris reclined farther into the steaming water, spreading his legs wider, a self-satisfied grin carving across his face as though victory were already his. The glow from the patio lights caught the ripples on the water and glistened across his chest, the faint sound of bubbling jets filling the silence that had stretched too thin.

"Come on, don't be shy... squeeze my big ball sack," he murmured, his tone more of an order than a suggestion, his eyes locked on her like a predator watching its prey.

Emma hesitated just a second, then obeyed. Her movements were cautious at first, deliberate, almost studying him. She slid her hand down his cock to his balls, fingers tracing their heavy weight before closing softly around them. Each movement made the water slosh quietly against her skin as she leaned more on her knees, back arching instinctively, her body curving toward him in a motion that was both hesitant and hypnotic. She was hovering over his cock now, jerking him off with one hand while stroking his balls with the other—slowly, carefully, as if feeling her way through a dangerous dream she couldn’t wake from.

After a few minutes, Emma found herself staring at his cock, as if she couldn’t quite look away. The water shimmered against it, making his thick length gleam with every movement of her hand. She moved slower now, her eyes tracing the veins, the weight, the sheer size of him. The hot tub’s bubbling surface gave her an excuse to keep touching him, to let the slippery heat between them blur the edges of what she was doing.

She knew exactly what would drive me mad, but she hesitated—somewhere between curiosity and fear of crossing the line for good. Then, with a soft breath, she leaned forward and let a trail of saliva fall from her lips onto his cock. The slick sound that followed seemed to echo in the still night air, and suddenly her strokes were smooth, easy, hypnotic.

"Yes, continue doing that, you lovely little slut. You're very good at this," Chris groaned, his voice tightening as he watched her.

Emma froze for a heartbeat, his words striking her in a way she didn’t expect. A warmth bloomed deep inside her, spreading between her thighs, confusing and electric. She didn’t understand why it thrilled her to hear it—but it did. Maybe because she’d never been spoken to like that before. Maybe because the praise, however filthy, made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She swallowed, then leaned forward again, letting more saliva drip down his shaft, her hand gliding faster now, her rhythm steady and deliberate. The water rippled with every movement, her soft breaths barely audible over the bubbling jets.

After a few repetitions, their overweight neighbor barked out, "Stuff it in your mouth."

Emma’s head snapped up, her wet hair clinging to her cheeks as she met his stare, her wide blue eyes full of uncertainty and disbelief.

"Do it!" Chris ordered again, his tone sharp, impatient, commanding.

She kept jerking him off, her hand moving in slow, uncertain strokes as her mind started to race. The air around the hot tub felt heavy, thick with steam and tension. Her lips parted—she was ready to say something, to draw a line, to tell him this was enough. But then she hesitated, her eyes drifting back down to his cock glistening in the water.

“Maybe that’s enough,” she murmured, her voice trembling between defiance and confusion.

Chris leaned forward, his expression shifting—half smirk, half challenge. “Enough? You sure about that?” he asked, his tone low and coaxing. “You’ve already got my cock in your hands, sweetheart. You really think stopping now will make it easier?”

Her breath caught. She looked around instinctively, maybe hoping to see me, to find something that would ground her. But I was still hidden in the shrubs, silent, heart pounding, unable to move. She couldn’t see me—but she knew I was there. She could feel it. The thought of me watching, waiting for her to give in, made her chest tighten and her thighs press together.

Emma turned back toward him. The size of his cock filled her vision, impossible to ignore. Could she actually do this? Her mind rebelled, but her body betrayed her with a pulse of heat that told the truth. She wondered what it would feel like—the weight of it against her tongue, the stretch of her lips, the raw thrill of doing what she shouldn’t.

She would have been lying if she said Chris’s cock didn’t turn her on. It was easily the biggest she had ever seen, thick and heavy, throbbing under her hand. She couldn’t believe it belonged to a man she’d never even have looked twice at before. Yet here she was—kneeling before him, trembling, aroused, surrendering inch by inch to the reality of that enormous cock, all while knowing her husband was out there in the dark, watching and waiting for her to cross the line.

Later, she told me she couldn’t actually believe how big Chris’s cock was. Even in the heat of it, she said, part of her mind just froze in disbelief. She’d watched plenty of porn to prepare herself for what might happen tonight—trying to be ready, trying to understand what I wanted—but none of those men came close to him. Not in size, not in how raw and real it felt to have him right there in front of her.

She wanted to impress me, to make the fantasy real for both of us, but standing there in the hot tub, staring at that fat prick, something in her twisted. She felt embarrassed and aroused all at once, completely out of her depth. She’d never really given a proper blowjob before, not like the women in those videos. She didn’t even know where to begin with his massive cock. So she just kept stroking him, her movements unsure, trying to hide her nerves behind the steady motion of her hand while ignoring his smug, knowing smile.

Emma closed her eyes for a second, breathing deeply, trying to steady herself.

“Stuff that pretty mouth, bitch,” Chris said again, his voice harder now, cutting through the sound of the bubbling water.

Her eyes snapped open, startled by the tone. She looked up at him, saw that arrogant grin, and couldn’t stand it. And yet, even as she glared, she felt something warm and electric coil low in her belly.

She leaned forward until her lips hovered just above the tip of his cock, her eyes still locked on his. For a heartbeat, she hesitated—then something inside her shifted. Maybe it was the thought of me watching, maybe it was the thrill of giving herself over completely. Her cheeks flushed red, her breath shaky as she whispered, “Okay.” Then, in a low, teasing voice that made my stomach twist, she added, “I’m going to swallow this big cock, Daddy.”

She leaned in and licked from the base to the tip—just like she had with me not long before—her tongue slow and deliberate, as if testing the boundary between what she thought she could handle and what she was about to become.


Beyond Words

I couldn’t believe my eyes—or my ears. It was already surreal enough, watching Emma with another man, something I’d fantasized about but never truly believed would happen. But hearing him call her a bitch? That word had always disgusted her. I thought, for sure, that would break the spell—that she’d snap out of it and tell him to stop.

But instead, she said Daddy.

The word hit me like a punch. Emma and I had been together for a year before I’d convinced her to say it once. It had been a huge turn-on for me, but she’d laughed it off later, said it sounded cheesy, that it wasn’t her thing. Eventually, I’d stopped asking. So when I heard her say it now—right there, in front of him—my heart twisted. She wasn’t just giving him her first real blowjob. She was using a word she’d denied me, and somehow that made it feel ten times more intimate.

I stood frozen, every sound magnified—the faint bubbling of the hot tub, the slick rhythm of her movements, the soft sound of her breathing between strokes. My lovely wife was sucking Chris’s cock, her lips glistening, saliva mixing with the water.

Emma later told me she’d been shocked by the taste. She’d expected it to be awful, something to get through. But it wasn’t—not exactly. The warmth, the salt, the strange smoothness of his skin—it all mixed together and sent unexpected shivers through her body. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the weight of his cock against her tongue, and it made her tremble in a way she didn’t understand.

She licked slowly from the base to the tip, pausing there, her tongue circling the head as she looked up at him. Their eyes locked—hers wide, uncertain, yet filled with a new kind of energy. She just held him there, swirling her tongue around his tip, as if testing him, testing herself, refusing to look away.

She began making small, tentative motions, easing just the tip of his cock between her lips, testing how much she could take. Each shallow movement made Chris groan softly, and she grew bolder, finding a rhythm—slow at first, then quicker, smoother, her breath mingling with the humid night air. When she finally pulled her lips away, a long, shaky breath escaped her, and Chris’s groan followed close behind.

Emma’s face was flushed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. More turned on than she’d ever admit, she leaned forward again, licking him in long, slow strokes, smearing the slickness across her face, her cheeks glistening in the low light.

“You like the taste of my dick, baby?” Chris asked, his voice heavy and smug.

Emma didn’t answer at first. She just looked up at him, eyes wide and uncertain, and nodded once before taking him back in her mouth. She didn’t know what she was supposed to say—only that stopping now felt impossible. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she knew she had to go deeper into this, to make it real, to make it mine. This was what I wanted to see. What I had dreamed about.

She paused, drew in a breath, and in a voice that trembled but carried an edge of confidence, she said, “Are you ready, Daddy? I’m going to take the entire thing—and you’re going to watch.”

Chris’s eyes flashed with surprise, then narrowed into a grin. “Get to it then, slut,” he growled.

She hated that word—but not enough to stop. Instead, she rose onto her knees, her wet skin gleaming under the lights, and positioned herself above him. With slow determination, she lowered her mouth onto his cock, inch by inch, deeper than she thought possible. Chris’s grin faded into stunned silence as he watched her swallow him whole.

“That’s a first,” he muttered, almost to himself, a smile creeping back as he leaned his head back with a groan.

From my hiding place, I could hear everything—the wet slurps, the deep, rhythmic sucking, the soft sounds of her breathing. That’s when I realized, to my disbelief, that Emma didn’t have a gag reflex. What a lucky bastard, I thought bitterly, my pulse hammering in my chest.

She was giving him a kind of pleasure I could only imagine—her lips soft, her movements confident now, almost natural. I don’t think any of us expected it—her, him, or me. My beautiful wife, kneeling there, doing things I’d never seen her do, handling him like she’d been waiting her whole life to learn how.

There she was—my wife—cramming her lips full of his thick cock. The sight was almost unreal. She licked him with a kind of focus and energy I’d never seen before, her movements deliberate, desperate even, as though she were trying to get through it quickly without letting the emotion of it overwhelm her.

Later, when we were in bed and she told me everything, I finally understood what was going through her mind in that moment. She hadn’t wanted it to drag on all night; she was trying to make him cum faster, to end it before she lost control of herself completely. But watching from where I hid, it didn’t look like that at all. It looked like she was consumed by it—by him.

She tried to think of anything else, to focus on something other than the sheer size of his cock filling her mouth, but Chris didn’t make it easy. His smug, filthy words poured down on her, each one tightening the knot of tension inside her. Still, she kept going—taking breaks only long enough to breathe before diving back in, like a woman who couldn’t stop herself even if she wanted to.

She went back to licking him from the base to the tip, the same way she used to do with me, though never with this kind of hunger. The difference was stark—where she might’ve teased me once or twice, now Chris had her completely. She kept sucking him, licking him, pressing her face against his cock as though the act itself was beginning to intoxicate her. If someone had seen her then, they’d have sworn she’d been doing it her whole life.

Chris leaned back, his grin widening as he watched her. “Your mouth feels amazing,” he said, voice thick with satisfaction. “How often do you suck your husband’s cock?”

She lifted her head slowly, her soft blue eyes locking on his as her lips slid upward along his shaft until they slipped free with a faint, wet sound. Still holding his gaze, she said quietly, “I’ve haven’t sucked my husband’s cock in probably six months, maybe more.”

Later, she told me she could hardly believe she’d said it out loud. The words had just come out, half defiance, half confession. She wanted to shock him, to take some control of the moment—but also, deep down, she wanted me to hear it later and lose my mind over it.

After a small pause, she leaned forward again, taking him back into her mouth, slow and sensual, before adding, “And it’s been one of his biggest fantasies ever since we’ve been together.”

Then she glanced down, focusing on the task, trying to end it as quickly as she could. From where I stood, I could see the change on Chris’s face—the brief flicker of surprise before it twisted into that infuriating, smug grin. He laughed loudly, his voice echoing across the yard.

“Poor guy! His wife hasn’t sucked his dick in all that time, and here you are, sucking mine like it’s your favorite ice cream cone! Man, he’s missing out!”

Later, when Emma told me about that moment, she said she’d been torn between disgust and disbelief. “That man,” she’d said, “he’s so full of himself. But I guess I can see why—his cock was huge. I could feel it even after I stopped.” She’d also told me she’d felt my eyes on her, even though she couldn’t see me. I knew you were watching, she said. And I just kept wondering what you were thinking. Was I giving you what you wanted? Was I really living out your fantasy?

And then she said something that stuck with me ever since. “I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. But once I started… I just thought, if this is your fantasy, I might as well make it unforgettable.”

My wife pulled her lips from his cock, her tongue circling the swollen tip in slow, teasing motions before she murmured in a low, sultry voice, “Well, I didn’t know they made ice cream that tastes this good—or that they came this big.”

Later, she told me she didn’t even know why she’d said it. It had just slipped out—half a joke, half an attempt to keep things playful so she wouldn’t lose her nerve. But the look on his face when she said it—like she’d just handed him the greatest compliment of his life—only made the moment more surreal.

Chris chuckled, clearly pleased with himself, and slapped his cock lightly against her cheeks before she took him back into her mouth again. His groan was deep and guttural. “You like that big cock down your throat while your husband’s asleep right upstairs, huh?”

Emma later told me she almost laughed when he said that, rolling her eyes even as her mouth stayed busy. Of course he’d say something like that, she’d thought. Every guy wants to hear how great he is. But she knew she had to stay in the illusion, to keep the energy alive, to make the fantasy believable—for both of us.

So she played along. She started to moan softly around his cock, letting out breathy sounds that mixed with the bubbling water, pretending his words turned her on. “You want to hear me moan for your huge cock, fine,” she told me later, “I gave him what he wanted—but really, I was giving it to you.”

“Yes,” she snarled between breaths, her voice trembling with disbelief. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this. He’s got his enormous cock in my mouth… and it’s making my whole body shiver—fuck!”

Later, when she told me what was going through her head, she said she couldn’t stop herself from talking. The words just spilled out, like she needed to hear them aloud to believe what was happening. The more she spoke, the more she gave in to it—the shock, the heat, the surreal thrill of realizing this was the first cock she had ever truly sucked, and it wasn’t mine.

Her movements grew hungrier, more confident. She licked and groaned around him, her tongue circling his tip, her hand stroking the length of him with growing rhythm. She told me later that knowing I was watching made her body react in ways she didn’t expect. Every time she imagined my eyes on her, her arousal deepened, a pulse of guilt and excitement tangled together.

She rubbed his balls while she sucked, swirling her tongue around his cock until she pulled back just long enough to whisper, “You taste so good, Daddy.” She admitted later she’d said it deliberately, knowing it would drive me crazy. Calling him something she’d always refused to call me made her feel filthy—and that shame made her even wetter.

From where I stood, I was unraveling inside. The sound of her mouth, the sight of her hair clinging to her wet skin—it was unbearable and mesmerizing all at once. Then he growled, “Suck, spit, drool all over it,” and my stomach knotted as she obeyed.

Soon, Emma was giving him a sloppy, messy blowjob that would have humbled most porn stars. When he told her to suck his balls, she hesitated, but he didn’t give her much of a choice—his hand tightened in her hair, guiding her down.

Later, she told me she’d been startled, uncertain, but she didn’t resist. Instead, she leaned lower, half her body disappearing beneath the churning water, and took him into her mouth again, with a kind of wild determination neither of us had ever seen in her before.

After a few minutes, Chris’s breathing steadied. He ran a hand through Emma’s wet hair and said, almost lazily, “Okay, let’s see what you really got.” Then he stood, water streaming down his body as he helped her up out of the hot tub.

That was the moment I finally saw him clearly. Until then, the water and shadows had blurred everything—but as he straightened, stepping onto the deck under the porch light, I caught a full view of his cock for the first time. My breath caught. I’d known it was big, but not like this. It wasn’t just long—it was thick, heavy, hanging between his thighs with an intimidating weight that made my stomach twist. I couldn’t look away.

They both grabbed the towels we’d left outside earlier, quickly drying off before heading back toward the loveseat. Emma was still breathing hard, her soaked lingerie clinging to her skin in a way that left almost nothing to the imagination. Chris moved back to the spot where he’d been sitting earlier, picking up a bottle from the side table. He poured two shots and handed one to her with a grin. “For the nerves,” he said.

She hesitated, then downed it in one smooth motion, the amber liquid catching the light as it slid down her throat.

A minute later, Emma was on her knees on a towel, her wet bra and thong glistening under the soft outdoor lights. Chris towered in front of her, his cock still half-hard and shining from the water. She looked up at him, a mix of determination and disbelief in her eyes, as if reminding herself this was still part of the fantasy.

“Let’s see if you really know how to suck a man’s cock,” Chris said, his voice carrying that same cocky drawl, his arms draped lazily over the back of the sofa as if he were settling in to watch a show.

Emma didn’t reply. She just gave a quick, almost imperceptible nod and reached for him again. From where I stood, I could finally see everything—the full, unfiltered reality of it. Her small hand looked tiny wrapped around him, her fingers unable to meet. And when she leaned forward, her lips parting, I felt my chest tighten.

The tip of his cock brushed her mouth, and for a second she hesitated. Then she pushed herself lower, her lips stretching around him, inch by inch. Her cheeks hollowed, her jaw working to accommodate him, but she could barely take half of it before pulling back with a wet gasp. Even from several feet away, I could see how thick it was—how it made her lips strain, how her tongue flicked against the underside as if trying to find her rhythm.

She tried again, slower this time, letting the head of his cock rest against her lips before she opened wider, taking him in until the sound of her gag echoed faintly across the deck. She steadied herself, swallowing, then went back down, determined, the muscles in her throat visibly tensing as she tried to handle more.

From my vantage point, it was both mesmerizing and painful to watch. The soft glow of the patio lights gleamed off her wet skin and his glistening cock. Every movement of her mouth looked impossibly tight, as if she were fighting to keep control. Her hair clung to her face, her hands braced on his thighs for balance, and the sounds—her breathing, the slick rhythm, his quiet grunts—filled the night air.

It hit me then, hard and undeniable: this was real. My wife, on her knees, her lips stretched around our neighbor’s thick cock, her body trembling with effort—and pleasure.

Maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was the surreal intensity of the moment, but as I watched, something inside me shifted. The sight of her kneeling there, moving with a level of passion and focus I’d never seen before, hit me like a jolt. My wife—the woman who usually found giving head awkward, who’d done it for me maybe twice a year at most—was now completely absorbed in it. The way she looked at him, the way her lips moved, it didn’t seem forced or mechanical. It looked real.

And then I noticed her nipples. They were hard—standing out clearly through her soaked lingerie, tight and erect in the cool air. That stopped me cold. Emma never got turned on like that from sucking cock. Never. I’d seen her nipples stiffen plenty of times when I touched her, when she was aroused during sex, but not like this—not from giving oral. It made my chest tighten with disbelief. Was it the thrill? The danger? The fact that she knew I was watching? I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that my wife was more turned on now, sucking another man’s cock, than she’d ever been doing the same with me. The thought tore through me—pain, jealousy, and arousal all at once.

Maybe it was the wine, or maybe she had finally given in completely, but she was sucking him with a hunger that didn’t belong to the woman I knew. It was like watching a stranger wearing my wife’s skin—someone reckless, uninhibited, entirely consumed by the act. I found myself wondering what her coworkers, her gym friends, the people who always flirted with her, would think if they could see her now. The elegant, confident doctor they admired was on her knees, taking our neighbor’s cock deep into her throat, staring up into his eyes, doing everything she’d once said she’d never do—all for the fantasy I’d planted in her mind.

Later, she told me she’d been thinking about that exact thing—how arrogant Chris was, and how clueless he’d be if he knew that the only reason she was doing this was because of me. That she was feeding my fantasy, not his. She’d said it made her feel powerful in a strange, twisted way.

Back in that moment, though, I just watched, speechless, as she licked him slowly again before sinking her mouth down his length like a woman possessed. Chris grinned, relaxed, and leaned back into the sofa, his eyes half closed while my wife’s mouth pleasured him, her soft moans mixing with the low hum of the night.

The blowjob grew fiercer by the minute, the sounds of sucking and wet movement echoing in the still night air. Chris’s voice, already low and cocky, began to shift—each word dripping with vulgar satisfaction.

“Goddamn, that mouth’s perfect,” he groaned, running a hand through her damp hair. “So warm, so wet. You think your husband’s imagining getting this right now? Bet he’d lose his mind if he saw you right now.”

Even from my hiding place, I could hear him, though some of the words blurred with the splashing water and Emma’s soft moans. The ones I did catch burned into me. I couldn’t tell if I wanted to run in there or keep watching.

Emma didn’t recoil or stop; instead, she seemed to double down. Later, she told me she’d heard enough of what he said to know exactly what he was trying to do—get inside her head, claim the power of the moment. But that only pushed her to take control of it, to turn his arrogance into a performance meant for me.

She pressed her lips lower again, taking him deep, her hands sliding along his slick shaft. Drool began to spill from her mouth, coating his cock, her fingers, her chin. Each time she came up for air, she gasped, then went right back to it, faster, wetter, hungrier.

Chris let out a rough laugh between grunts. “Look at you, fuck… dripping all over my cock. You love this, don’t you? You love showing your husband what he’s missing.”

Her only answer was a muffled moan as she sucked harder, stroking him with both hands now, her movements frantic, messy, deliberate. The water on the deck shone under the light, reflecting every motion, every tremor in her arms.

When she finally pulled her mouth off him, panting, a long strand of saliva hung between her lips and his cock, stretching thin before breaking. The sound of her breathing filled the space between them.

“Damn,” Chris muttered, catching his breath. “That’s what I call a proper blowjob.”

I stood there in silence, staring. Emma looked incredible on her knees—her cheeks flushed, her hair clinging to her wet skin, her nipples stiff beneath the sheer fabric of her lingerie. Chris’s cock gleamed with her saliva, glistening in the light as if it marked the line she’d crossed.

She stayed there for a moment, out of breath, eyes half-closed, her lips swollen and wet. The sight was too much to process—my wife, the woman who’d only ever gone down on me a handful of times, now transformed into something raw, unapologetic, and impossibly sensual. The saliva covering him, trailing up her face—it wasn’t just a mess. It was proof of everything she’d done… and everything I’d just witnessed.

Emma looked up at him, her lips shiny with saliva, and before I could even process what was happening, she said out loud, “God, how can you have such a massive dick? It’s just so fat.”

The words hit me like a slap. Hearing her say that—my wife—in that tone, with awe and disbelief, sent a knot straight to my stomach. Part of me wanted to look away, to shut it out completely. But another part couldn’t stop watching. There was something so raw in her voice, so unfiltered, that it twisted everything inside me—jealousy, humiliation, and something darker that I didn’t want to name.

Chris chuckled, enjoying every second. “I bet you’ll never suck your husband’s little cock again without thinking of this,” he said, his grin widening.

Emma let out a shaky laugh, caught somewhere between nerves and arousal. “Oh fuck, maybe… urm…” she muttered, her breath hitching. Then, quieter, as if admitting something she couldn’t believe herself, “Fuck, I have no idea how you’d fit that in my pussy.”

Chris’s smirk deepened, and he gave a low grunt of satisfaction.

Before I could even catch my breath, she leaned forward again. Emma plunged back down onto his cock, her throat tightening as she took him deep, a groan spilling from her lips that sounded almost involuntary—like her body had betrayed her before her mind could catch up.

“My husband has been asking me to go down in him for so long,” Emma gasped, her voice trembling between disbelief and arousal, “and here I am with your dick down my throat!”

The words sent a jolt through me. Hearing her say it out loud, hearing that mix of confession and surrender in her tone—it was like she was trying to convince herself as much as him. And Chris loved it. His grin deepened as he straightened, one hand gripping her damp hair, the other resting arrogantly on his hip while she worshipped his cock.

Emma hadn’t expected it to last this long. Later, she told me that every minute felt stretched, unreal—like she was watching herself from the outside. The things she was saying shocked her. Dirty words, bold taunts, confessions she would never have spoken to me. And yet, here she was, letting them pour out like she couldn’t stop. It just kept coming out of me, she said later. I didn’t recognize my own voice.

Between breaths, she pulled back just far enough to speak, her hand still working him in slow, wet strokes. “God, my husband would’ve cum by now,” she said with a half-laugh, shaking her head before taking him back in her mouth. The line hit me like a punch to the gut, because she was right—I always finished fast when she went down on me. Hearing her say it while another man’s cock filled her mouth was devastating and intoxicating all at once.

Chris, meanwhile, was fully lost in it—his breathing rough, his body tense, the muscles in his stomach flexing as she worked him. “That’s it,” he groaned, his voice low and thick. “You love it, don’t you? Taking my cock while your husband dreams about it.”

Emma didn’t answer—she couldn’t. Her mouth was moving too fast now, her head bobbing in smooth, determined rhythm, each stroke wet and loud. The sound of her sucking and gasping filled the night, blending with the bubbling water and Chris’s ragged moans. Drool ran down her chin and onto her chest, glistening against her skin, but she didn’t care. She just wanted to make him cum—to end it, to give me the fantasy exactly as I’d imagined it.

Then Chris’s voice broke through the steady rhythm. “Your mouth feels amazing on my massive cock. Fuckkk! I’m about to cum! Quick—talk dirty to me, help me get off!”

Emma froze for half a second, her breath catching, and then she pulled her lips from him with a wet pop. She kept stroking him with both hands, her expression shifting into something darker—almost defiant.

Later, she told me what was going through her mind then: I didn’t know what he wanted to hear. I just knew he wanted filth, and for once, I wanted to give it to him.

She tilted her head up, meeting his eyes, her lips slick and swollen. “You love that, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice rough from exertion. “You love how my mouth feels around your big cock… how wet I get from sucking you.” Her hands kept moving, twisting around his shaft while her tongue flicked out to trace the tip.

“Fuck yes,” he grunted, his legs tensing as his breathing quickened.

And then, almost as an afterthought, she said something that would stay with me forever. Between breaths, she whispered, “You know, I usually hate sucking cock…” She looked up at him, her tone thick with disbelief, almost laughing at herself. “But this… fuck, I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

Chris growled in response, the sound raw and guttural. “Yeah? Guess you just needed the right cock.”

Emma didn’t respond—she just went back to it, stroking and licking him, her movements urgent and messy. Her body was trembling, her nipples still hard through the damp fabric of her lingerie. The scene had taken on a life of its own—no longer just a fantasy, but something real, something neither of us could ever forget.

“oh fuck Emma, fuck yes, fuck I’m going to cum,” he moaned.

Emma’s lips glistened as she drew back just far enough to breathe, her eyes flicking up to meet his. For a heartbeat, she held him there—his cock still in her hand, her tongue tracing lazy circles around the tip—before diving back down, moaning against him.

"Oh, God! Oh yes! Finally! Yes, that's it, cum for me, Daddy!!"

Her voice cracked with need. She pulled off again, gasping for air, saliva glistening down her chin. Then she pressed her lips to the base of his shaft, kissing up the length of him before taking him back into her mouth with a shudder.

"Yes! Your huge cock is making me act like a slut!"

She said it between breaths, between strokes of her tongue, as if each word was pulled from somewhere deeper than reason. Her movements grew faster, more frantic, her voice trembling with a mixture of disbelief and surrender.

"Look at how huge this fucking monster cock is! Come on, cum, all over me. RIGHT NOW! All over my face, as my husband is waiting inside!"

Her rhythm faltered—half moan, half cry—as she stroked him with both hands, eyes wide and glassy.

"It's his birthday, and you've got me choking on your enormous cock! Cover me as he always fantasizes about. Mark me as your little slut, you dirty fucking bastard!"

Emma was bouncing on her knees, literally pleading for his cum. She paused for a heartbeat, pressing her lips to the base of his shaft, then looked up at him, her mouth open, breath trembling. Her tongue flicked against him, slow and deliberate, as though tasting something she’d spent years avoiding.

I froze, every nerve in my body electric. I had seen Emma in every possible light—angry, gentle, laughing—but never like this. Never so unrestrained.

She kissed the tip of his cock again, softly this time, almost reverently, and the sight hit me like a physical blow. This was the same woman who once recoiled when I came on her face—who’d scrambled to the bathroom, furious and humiliated, swearing I would never do it again.

But now she was leaning into it, her back arched, hair clinging to her cheeks, eyes locked on his cock with wild, hungry focus.

And then I saw it—her hand, between her legs. She was touching herself. My wife, who never did that while sucking cock, was moaning quietly, lost in it. The movement of her hand quickened as she took him deeper, her other hand bracing against his thigh.

Something inside me twisted—disbelief, jealousy, and raw arousal all bleeding together.

Chris, clearly stunned by how filthy this housewife had become, finally lost control. Emma kept rubbing his cock until she was thoroughly covered in his thick cum.

"Yes! Fuck! YES!! That's it; let it all out, and let go. Let go and cum for me, DADDY!! Oh my fucking God, come on, cover me with your cum!!"

Some got into her hair, but the majority ended up on her face and lovely tits. Chris's cock was like a hose, splattering his cum all over her.

Finally, after she had squeezed him dry, she glanced up and smiled at him. There was a faint tremble in her lip, a flicker of something between triumph and disbelief.
"Wow, you cum a hell of a lot... way more than my husband ever has," Emma spoke without thinking about it, and instantly wished she could take it back.

Chris sank back down on the couch as Emma kept rubbing his cock, releasing every last drop of his cum. His chest rose and fell, still catching his breath, a faint smile tugging at his lips as he looked down at her. He wasn’t handsome—just the kind of ordinary guy you’d see mowing his lawn on a Saturday morning—but right then, with my wife kneeling between his legs, he looked utterly in control.

Emma’s hand lingered around him, slow and trembling, her fingers gliding over the slick length as if she couldn’t bring herself to stop. Her face was flushed, streaked with the remnants of his cum, and she used the towel on the porch rail to dab it away. She tried to focus on anything else—the hum of the night air, the faint sounds from inside—but her heart was pounding too hard to think straight.

She sat there in silence for a moment, still kneeling between his legs, staring at his half-hard cock in her hand. The guilt was already starting to twist inside her, sharp and heavy, but beneath it was something hotter—something she didn’t want to admit. She was still rubbing herself, slow circles between her thighs, her breath catching as she did.

Chris noticed. He tilted his head slightly, watching her. “Did you like sucking my massive cock?” he asked, his tone casual but edged with amusement.

Emma nodded, ashamed, her eyes darting up to him. She didn’t speak. She just kept stroking him, slower now, her fingers trembling a little as she tried to gather herself.

Chris smiled again, his voice low. “What’s on your mind?” he asked. “You look like you’re thinking about something.”

She swallowed hard, her other hand still moving between her legs, guilt and desire tangled so tightly she could barely breathe.

Chris leaned back, watching her wipe the last traces of him from her skin. The air between them felt heavy now—thick with everything that had just happened and everything neither of them quite knew how to say. Emma sat back on her heels, her hand still resting against his thigh, her breathing uneven.

He studied her face for a moment before speaking, his tone softer than before. “You look like you’ve got something on your mind,” he said.

Emma hesitated. She looked down at his cock, still glistening in the dim porch light, then back up at him. “Well… I feel guilty,” she said quietly. “Guilty sucking your dick like that and never doing the same with my husband.” Her voice cracked just a little, and then she exhaled. “But… I didn’t hate it as much as I thought I would.”

Chris’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. “Didn’t hate it,” he repeated. “Come on, you looked like you were enjoying it.”

Her cheeks burned. She opened her mouth to deny it but couldn’t find the words. Her fingers twitched on his thigh. “Maybe I did,” she admitted finally, almost whispering. “It was… different. I didn’t expect it to feel like that.”

“Like what?” he asked.

Emma hesitated again, her hand moving absently, tracing the edge of his leg. “It just felt… easier,” she said. “I wasn’t overthinking everything. I just… did it. And for once, I liked it.”

Chris tilted his head, studying her expression. “So you’re saying you liked sucking my cock more than his?”

Emma drew in a shaky breath, her guilt flooding back even as the memory sent a tremor through her. “Yes,” she whispered. “I guess I did.”

He grinned faintly, enjoying her discomfort. “So does that mean you’ll start sucking your husband’s more now?”

She let out a soft, breathless laugh—half shame, half disbelief. “Probably not,” she said honestly. “I don’t think I could. Not after this.”

Chris watched her for a moment longer, then leaned forward, his voice lowering. “Just keep this between us, okay?”

Emma nodded quickly, her hand still resting on his leg. “Please,” she said softly. “Just between us.”

“Of course,” he said. Then he smiled again, that same slow, teasing smile. “One thing before you leave.”

She looked up, wary. “What?”

“Kiss me as you would your husband,” he said. “If I don’t feel the passion, I won’t keep my promise.”

Her breath caught, the guilt and the heat tangling all over again as she realized he wasn’t done testing her.

Emma couldn’t believe what she’d just done. The taste of him still lingered on her lips, a sharp, humiliating reminder that she had just sucked this smug, self-satisfied man’s cock—and with a level of hunger that scared her. She hated the way he looked at her, so sure of himself, so casually certain that she wanted it. But what unsettled her most was how right he was. Every part of her body still throbbed from the rush of it.

She hesitated for a moment, unsure if she should leave, but something in the air kept her rooted to the spot. Slowly, she stood and moved toward him. Her red lingerie clung to her skin, half askew, straps slipping from her shoulders. When she reached him, she paused—just long enough to think this is insane—and then she sat down on his lap.

Chris’s smirk faded as she placed her hands on his face and kissed him. It wasn’t a polite kiss. It was deep, deliberate, messy. The kind of kiss that stripped away excuses. Her hips pressed against him instinctively, her breath quickening as he responded in kind, sliding his hands around her waist.

He pulled her closer until her chest was flush against his, his palms spreading wide across her back, fingers sinking down to her ass. He gripped it hard—both handfuls—and she gasped against his mouth, a tiny whimper escaping before she even realized it. Her body reacted on its own, rocking forward, grinding softly against him.

They kept kissing, deeper and slower at first, then with growing urgency. It was as though the shame and adrenaline of everything that had just happened were finding a new outlet. When Chris’s hand came down sharply across her ass, the sound cracked through the still air. Emma froze for a second—half shocked, half thrilled—and then exhaled a trembling moan.

Her hips began to move again, bolder now, grinding down on him with a kind of frustrated need she didn’t recognize in herself. The look in her eyes was a mix of defiance and surrender, like she was daring him to push her further.

Watching from the shadows, I couldn’t believe it. I thought she’d stop him instantly. The sight of his hands gripping her, spanking her—hands that only hours earlier I would have assumed she’d slap away—made my stomach tighten with a painful mix of jealousy and disbelief.

Earlier, she had stopped me from gripping her ass too tightly. But now, she was pushing back against his hands, her body betraying every word she’d ever said about where her boundaries were.

Then came another slap—harder this time, the sound sharp and unmistakable even from where I hid among the bushes. My jaw dropped. The shock hit me like a physical jolt. One surprise after another, each one slicing through what I thought I knew about her.

A mild spanking was something I’d always wanted to try, but every time I brought it up, she’d shut it down before the thought could even settle. “Not my thing,” she’d said. “Don’t even ask again.” Yet here she was—my wife—straddling our neighbor’s lap, her skin flushed and glistening, her ass turning a deeper shade of red with every smack.

And it wasn’t just anyone doing it. It was Chris. The man next door. Average, unremarkable, the kind of guy you’d barely notice at a barbecue. But now, that same man had cum all over my wife, and she was still grinding on him, still kissing him, still giving herself over in a way I’d never seen before.

Her moans came muffled against his mouth, her hips rolling, her ass literally crimson as it moved in his lap. Each time his hand came down, she pressed closer, her body betraying her even as her mind must have been spinning with guilt.

My chest tightened as the full weight of it sank in. My neighbor had taken more liberties with my wife in one night than I had in all the years we’d been married. He’d called her a bitch. Told her she was a slut. Made her say Daddy. And now, he was spanking her—claiming parts of her I’d never been allowed to touch that way—while she melted against him like she couldn’t help herself.

Chris had pushed her thong to the side and was fingering her again. Emma, already slick and trembling, groaned into his mouth as he stuffed his broad fingers into my wife’s little pussy. Every few seconds he’d slap her, not hard enough to hurt but enough to make the air crack, the sound of their flesh colliding echoing faintly through the night.

Later, Emma told me she couldn’t believe the things she’d done in that moment. She said it was like watching herself from the outside—like she’d slipped into someone else’s skin. She had never felt so sexually charged in her life, and yet she hated herself for it. The things she was doing were unthinkable, she said. Completely unacceptable. And still, she couldn’t stop. She was rubbing her body against him, kissing him, letting this arrogant man touch her in ways she’d always refused me, all while knowing I might be somewhere nearby.

She said one of his hands kept rubbing and swatting her ass, while the other pulled from her pussy, slick with her own cum. When he did, she gushed all over him, her body shaking. She told me she had never felt so overwhelmed—every nerve alive, her mind screaming stop, but her body refusing to listen.

She described how the heat built inside her until it was too much. She began to grind harder against his hand, her moans growing louder each time he spanked her. It stunned her—how much she liked it. She told me she’d never realized what that sting could do to her, how the burn only made her wetter. She’d always shut me down when I asked, but now she was desperate for more.

At one point, she said she stopped kissing him, just breathing into his face, her eyes half-open, her voice trembling.

“Oh my God, you’re going to make me cum. Please, Daddy, don’t stop!”

Her words came out in a rush, breathless and shocked at her own desperation.

“Yeah?” he murmured back. “You want to cum for me, don’t you? Cum all over Daddy’s fingers while your hubby’s sleeping upstairs. Tonight, you’re mine, slut—and one day, I’m going to pound your little pussy with my massive cock.”

"FUCKKK YES!! Oh god, yes, yes, I'm your little slut, DADDY!!"

Her words came out in gasps, wild and desperate, each one breaking apart between moans. Chris’s grip on her tightened, holding her in place as she rocked against his hand.

"You like that, don’t you?" he growled against her ear. "Tell me. Tell me you want me to fuck you."

Emma shook her head at first, her breath ragged. "No... I—" But the protest dissolved into another moan as his fingers curled inside her, hitting a spot that made her whole body jolt.

"You don’t sound like you want me to stop," he whispered, his voice low and rough. "Say it, Emma. Say you want me to pound that tight little pussy."

Her response came out between gasps, her body betraying her words. "Fuck, okay, okay, just don’t stop. Yes, yes I fucking want you to pound my tight little pussy, okay? Fuck it, yes I do. God I do. I want that fat cock in me. Holy fuck what are you doing to me!?"

Chris grinned, watching her unravel. "That’s it. Let go. Show me how bad you want it."

Emma’s back arched, her fingers digging into his shoulders as her body tensed and then broke apart beneath his hand. "I’m CUMMING! I’m CU... OH, MY FUCKING GOD!"

Her cry filled the air, raw and unrestrained, as every muscle in her body gave in at once.

Emma’s voice cracked through the night, raw and uncontrollable. Her movements turned frantic, body trembling in his lap as the orgasm tore through her. I watched, frozen, as my wife—my gorgeous, composed, impossible-to-shock wife—came in the hands of our neighbor. Her body jerked violently, her head tipping back, mouth open in a cry she couldn’t hold back. Then slowly, the tremors eased, leaving her breathless and shaking.

Chris didn’t stop right away. He kissed her softly, almost teasingly, his hand still resting against her reddened skin. A few final swats followed—gentler, rhythmic—like punctuation to what he’d just done to her. Emma shuddered each time, the aftershocks of pleasure still rippling through her.

Later, she told me she couldn’t believe how good it had felt. She said it was like her body had betrayed her—like she’d crossed a line she could never step back over. She’d never imagined Chris could make her feel that kind of pleasure, that kind of release.

When she finally caught her breath, Emma realized what she’d done—and what it meant. The guilt came rushing in, hot and sharp. She eased herself off him, her legs trembling, and began gathering her clothes with shaking hands. She glanced back at him, her expression a mix of shame and disbelief. “Thank you,” she said quietly, her voice barely audible. “For… letting me suck your enormous cock.”

Then she turned and walked quickly toward the house, her hips swaying instinctively with every step. Chris stayed where he was, his big soft cock just hanging between his legs. I could see him grinning as he watched her go. Her ass jiggled faintly, the red imprint of his hand still bright against her skin—a mark that seemed to claim her in ways I never had.

He finally stood, adjusting himself, still wearing that satisfied smile. Then he grabbed his things and left.

I didn’t wait. My heart was pounding so hard it hurt. By the time she reached the back door, I was already moving like the wind toward our bedroom.


Everything!

By the time she slipped back into the house, I was already upstairs, stalking back and forth across the bedroom rug like a caged animal. My heart still hammered against my ribs. I heard the soft pad of her bare feet on the stairs long before she appeared in the doorway, the low hallway light sliding over the faint gloss of sweat on her collarbone. She stood there clutching her crumpled dress against her chest, the red lace lingerie (my lingerie) still clinging to her body exactly as it had twenty minutes ago. Her hair was a little wild, her breathing quick and shallow.

“Hi…” The word came out small, almost fragile, trembling on the edge of everything we weren’t saying. But beneath the nerves I caught that flicker (half fear, half afterglow).

“Hi,” I managed, the smile I forced feeling thin and foreign on my face.

We stayed frozen like that, the quiet thickening between us.

Then, so softly I almost missed it: “How much did you see?”

I dragged in a breath. “Everything.”

Her lips parted, her eyes widening slightly. She looked at me then—really looked at me—the same wide, clear blue eyes that had been looking up at him only minutes earlier. The same eyes that had stared up while his cock was in her mouth.

Her voice broke a little when she finally spoke. “Do you still love me?”

I held her gaze, searching her face for something—shame, defiance, regret—but all I saw was confusion, trembling honesty. “Of course I do,” I said softly. “If not more than ever.”

The words felt strange leaving my mouth, too tender for the storm still inside me. But I meant them, or at least part of me did.

Her expression cracked into the faintest smile, uncertain but hopeful. She took a small step toward me, as if testing whether the air between us would hold.

I opened my arms, and she hesitated for just a second before crossing the room. The warmth of her body hit me instantly, the scent of sweat and sex clinging to her.

Then she froze. Her body stiffened against mine, her face flushing deep red. “Emma?” I murmured. “What’s wrong?”

She looked down between us, and I followed her gaze. A dark, damp patch had spread across my shorts, and the outline beneath them left no doubt—my cock was still hard.

Her eyes flicked back up to mine, a knowing spark breaking through the awkwardness. “Guess I’m not the only one who’s still worked up,” she said, half-teasing, half-guilty.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

After a pause, she stepped back, brushing her hair from her face, trying to pull herself together. “I’ll be right back,” she said softly, turning toward the bathroom. But before she went in, she glanced over her shoulder, the corner of her mouth curling into something dangerous.

“I’ve got to go clean up,” she said, her tone suddenly dripping with deliberate filth. “I’ve got Daddy’s cum all over me.”

And with that, she disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me standing there—heart pounding, cock throbbing, and no idea what to feel.

My head was spinning as I lay there waiting for Emma to come back from the bathroom. Every image from outside replayed in my mind like a cruel loop: her on her knees in that tight red lingerie, her voice breaking as she called him “Daddy,” the way her nipples had hardened through the fabric as she sucked him, the sound of her moans when he came all over her face. And then, worst of all, the sight of her hand between her legs, rubbing herself while he finished on her.

When she finally came back into the room, she was holding her dress, her hair still a little damp from cleaning up. Her expression was complicated—nervous, shy, but still flushed with something deeper.

I reached out for her, trying to pull her closer. “Come here,” I said softly.

She hesitated for a second before joining me on the bed. I kissed her neck, tasting faint traces of the soap she’d used, then trailed lower, my lips brushing along her chest. I wanted to erase every trace of him, to make her mine again. I moved to kiss her mouth, then whispered, “Why don’t you go down on me?”

Emma froze, then gave a quiet, almost apologetic laugh. “I’ve had enough cock in my mouth for one day,” she said.

The words hit me harder than I expected—sharp and disorienting. For a moment, I didn’t know how to react. It was so blunt, so matter-of-fact. She’d just told me, without meaning to, that she could give something to Chris she wouldn’t give to me. My chest tightened, but I swallowed it down. I couldn’t let her see how much it stung.

Instead, I kissed her again, deeper this time, my hands sliding down to her hips. “Then let me take care of you,” I whispered.

She nodded silently. I moved lower, pushing her gently onto her back, and spread her thighs. Going down on her had always been how we started—our rhythm, our warm-up before anything else. It was familiar, easy, something that always worked for her. But as soon as my tongue touched her, I froze. She was already soaked, slicker than I’d ever felt her before. The taste and warmth of her made my stomach twist with jealousy and arousal in equal measure.

I tried not to think about why she was so wet, or what had caused it. Instead, I focused on her reactions—how she gasped softly, how her fingers found my hair, how her hips began to rise toward me. I worked harder, determined to make her forget everything that had come before. Her thighs trembled, her breath quickened, and when she finally came, she did so with a quiet cry that sounded like relief.

I kissed my way back up her body and slid inside her, needing the connection, needing her to be mine again. The moment I entered her, everything inside me twisted. She was so warm, so impossibly wet that I had to fight to stay still. My breath caught as I sank deeper, the reality of it sinking in—she had just been with him. My mind told me to push the thought away, but my body didn’t listen. The tightness, the heat, the soft sound she made as I moved—it all pulled me under.

She wrapped her legs around me, her hands finding my back. Her nails grazed my skin, not hard, just enough to make me shiver. Every time I thrust, she met me halfway, her hips rising to meet mine in perfect rhythm. There was nothing gentle about it. It was hungry, messy, desperate. I kissed her throat, her jaw, the corner of her mouth, tasting the faint trace of soap and skin and something else I didn’t want to name. I whispered her name again and again, as though saying it could bring her back to me completely.

She whispered that she loved me, the words soft but urgent. Her breath was warm against my ear, her body arching beneath me. I could feel her pulse through her skin, her heart racing against my chest. For a moment, it almost felt like before—before the jealousy, before the images I couldn’t erase—but then another wave of arousal hit me, tangled with everything I was trying not to feel. I thrust harder, faster, trying to claim her, to replace what had just happened with something of our own.

But it was too much. The jealousy, the sound of her voice, the way her body trembled beneath mine—it all crashed together inside me. I could feel it building too fast, the pressure rising until it was unbearable. I tried to slow down, but every time I looked at her face—flushed, eyes half-closed, lips parted—it only drove me closer to the edge. Her hands tightened on me, her breath caught, and I lost it completely. I came hard, almost embarrassingly fast, groaning her name into her neck as my body gave in.

For a few seconds, everything blurred. My muscles went weak, my breath came in ragged bursts, and I could still feel her heartbeat against my chest. Then silence. I stayed inside her, both of us breathing hard, not sure what to say. I could still feel her warmth around me, but the heat between us had shifted into something heavier.

When I finally rolled to the side, she turned with me, resting her head on my chest. Neither of us spoke. The air felt thick, charged, too full of everything we hadn’t said. I stared at the ceiling, my mind racing, every image from outside still burned behind my eyes. She ran her fingers absently over my skin, a soft, distracted gesture that said more than words could. We both knew something had changed. We’d crossed a line we couldn’t uncross.

And yet, lying there, I felt closer to her than I had in years. It wasn’t comfort—it was something rawer, more fragile. The things we’d done, the things we couldn’t undo, hung in the air like smoke. It was messy and real and far from what I thought love was supposed to look like, but in that strange, aching quiet, it felt more honest than anything we’d ever had.

"I love you so much, baby," I whispered into Emma’s ear as her bare body pressed against mine. Her skin was still warm, slick with the faint sheen of sweat, her heartbeat steadying against my chest. The room was quiet now, the air thick with everything we’d just done and everything we hadn’t said.

Emma hesitated before speaking. “I was afraid I took it too far…” she admitted softly, her voice trembling just enough to give away the uncertainty behind her words.

I tilted my head, brushing a kiss against her hair. “No,” I said firmly, pulling her closer. “You were incredible. You went beyond anything I could’ve imagined. I’ve never been that turned on before, and I love that you did that for me.” I paused, my hand tracing lazy circles on her back. “Even with a few… surprises, it didn’t take away from the fantasy. Not one bit.”

I kissed her deeply then, slow and lingering, trying to show her that I meant it. She melted into me, her lips soft and familiar, the kiss somehow both apologetic and grateful. When we pulled apart, she kept her eyes on mine, searching, as if trying to read whether I truly believed what I’d said.

Then her expression shifted, the corners of her mouth curling into a small, teasing smile. “What actually surprised you?” she asked, her tone light but her eyes still cautious, like she already knew the answer.

I hesitated. My throat felt tight, the words pressing against the back of it. I swallowed, staring at the ceiling for a second before turning back to her. Finally, I spoke.

“The whole thing,” I said finally, my voice lower than I meant it to be. “The way you two talked… you actually calling him Daddy.” I paused, trying to find the right words, but they came out in a rush. “I mean, the way you seemed to actually like it. You know, sucking his cock. You’ve always said you don’t enjoy it, but your nipples were so hard—there’s no way to pretend otherwise. And then, at the end, the way he was spanking you… it honestly amazed me.”

Emma’s face turned crimson before I’d even finished speaking. She bit her lip, a small, nervous smile flickering at the corners before she ducked her head and pressed her face into my shoulder. Her body tensed against mine, half hiding, half laughing under her breath from sheer embarrassment.

“Hey,” I murmured, running a hand down her back, feeling her warmth and the way her breath trembled against my skin. “I’m not judging. I just… didn’t expect to see you like that.”

She shook her head slowly, still buried against me, and I could feel her smile even as she tried to hide it. The heat of her blush seeped through my skin. For a moment, neither of us spoke, just held each other in that strange, charged quiet—equal parts shame, wonder, and something dangerously close to pride.

She finally murmured into my ear, her breath warm and shaky, “I felt like such a slut.”

Before I could even think about what I was saying, the words slipped out. “You looked like such a slut too.”

The second it left my mouth, a wave of panic hit me. What the hell did I just say? My stomach dropped. I wanted to take it back, to soften it somehow, but I couldn’t. The silence that followed was unbearable.

But then, without moving her face from my ear, Emma whispered back. Her voice was calm, almost thoughtful. “I bet I did,” she said. “On my knees with a massive cock in my mouth.” Her tone sent a shiver down my spine—half shame, half pride. “I thought letting him cum on my face would be the sluttiest way to finish. I remembered that fat little blonde from one of the videos you liked. I thought you’d want me to be like her… that it would make the fantasy feel real. Giving him something I’ve always denied you.”

She paused for a moment, her fingers tracing slow, absent lines on my chest. “I didn’t want to upset you,” she whispered. “But I thought about why this turns you on. So I did my best.”

I exhaled, the tension easing a little, replaced by something else—something heavier and more intimate. My hand moved instinctively, cupping her breast, feeling her heartbeat quicken under my palm. “I still can’t believe your nipples were so hard,” I murmured, kissing her gently.

She drew in a soft breath as I massaged her breasts, my lips brushing over her nipples. Her skin tightened beneath my touch, and despite everything we’d said, everything that still hung unspoken in the air, her body leaned into mine again—warm, trembling, and achingly alive.

“Oh, yeah, that,” she said with a small, embarrassed laugh. “Fuck, I apologize. That was a complete surprise to me too. I kind of feel bad about it, you know? They got that hard over Chris—and he was treating me like such a jerk. You’re so much more considerate.”

She covered my hand with hers as I continued to cup and squeeze her breasts, guiding me gently, almost as if to reassure me. Her nipples were still tight beneath my fingers, her breath catching every time I brushed over them.

“When I heard you call him Daddy…” I said, my voice quieter now. I met her gaze, holding it, feeling something shift between us. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life, but at the same time… the jealousy just gutted me. I keep thinking about that moment—how he got to enjoy you in a way I never have. How he got to hear you say things I’ve always wanted to hear.”

Her eyes softened, a flicker of guilt passing through them before she leaned in and kissed me. The kiss started tentative, unsure, but deepened quickly. Our mouths moved together with an intensity that surprised us both—half passion, half relief that we were still here, still reaching for each other through everything that had just happened.

I pulled her closer, my hands still roaming her body, trying to remind both of us that this connection was ours. “Nothing’s changed,” I whispered against her lips. “I still love you.”

Emma smiled faintly through the kiss, her voice warm but a little shaky. “I’m glad,” she said. “I just want us to be okay. Maybe this… maybe it’ll even bring us closer.”

And for that brief, fragile moment, I almost believed it.

“Maybe it’ll even get you to suck my cock a bit more,” I said with a slight, uneasy laugh, trying to lighten the mood.

Emma tilted her head, a sly smile forming as she looked at me. “Maybe,” she said, her tone playful but edged with something sharper. Then she paused, studying my face before adding, “But are you sure you’ll be okay with it? You know… now that you know I’ve had a bigger cock in my mouth?”

The words hit me harder than I expected. She didn’t say it cruelly—more like she was testing the air between us, seeing how much honesty it could take.

She went on, her smile softening but her eyes still locked on mine. “I just don’t want to make you feel insecure or anything. Although, to be fair, this was all your idea,” she teased lightly. “So I don’t think you really get to complain, do you?”

I tried to smile, but my throat felt tight. Her confidence in that moment—the casual way she said it—was both disarming and strangely thrilling.

She brushed her fingers down my chest, her voice dropping to a gentler tone. “Anyway, you know I don’t really like giving head,” she said, almost affectionately. “So don’t get your hopes up, babe.”

She gave me a quick kiss on the chin, the faintest glimmer of amusement in her eyes, and somehow, even that little jab—light as it was—made my pulse race all over again.


The Morning After

The next morning, I woke with a pounding headache, my mouth dry, my thoughts heavy and tangled. For a moment, I didn’t know why my chest felt so tight—then it all came rushing back. The night before. The porch. Emma on her knees. The sound of her voice calling him Daddy. The sight of her face covered in his cum.

The memories hit in fragments, vivid and impossible to ignore. Emma had given Chris an unforgettable blowjob, one that went far beyond what I had ever imagined when we first talked about the fantasy. She hadn’t just played the part—she’d surrendered to it. Remembering the way she’d moaned, the hunger in her eyes as she slurped his cock for me, made my cock ache instantly, throbbing with a mix of desire and disbelief.

But beneath the arousal was a slow, creeping dread. Had I made a mistake? I’d been the one to push for this, to say it was something I wanted, but now I wasn’t sure if I could handle what I’d seen. What if this changed something in her—made her crave that power, that thrill—with someone else? What if I’d opened a door that wouldn’t close?

I turned toward her side of the bed, but it was empty. My pulse quickened, stupidly panicked, as my mind spiraled through a dozen possibilities. I was halfway to sitting up when the door creaked open.

Emma stepped inside, her hair loose around her shoulders, wearing only a tiny crop top and a matching thong. The morning light caught her skin, still faintly flushed from the night before. In her hands was a tray of breakfast—coffee, toast, fruit—and that easy, devastating smile that always undid me.

The tension drained from me all at once. I exhaled, smiling despite myself. She looked so carefree, so herself, that for a moment the confusion and jealousy faded.

She climbed onto the bed beside me, her knee brushing my thigh, and leaned in close. “Good morning,” she murmured, her tone soft, affectionate, as though last night had never happened—or maybe as though it had, and this was her way of saying we were still okay.

She set the tray down carefully, arranging everything with her usual precision before curling up against me, her warmth pressing into my side. For a brief, surreal moment, it almost felt normal—two people sharing breakfast in bed—except for the faint scent of soap on her skin and the lingering ache of everything we’d just lived through.

"I’ve tidied the house. It wan’t too bad really, but I was worried you wouldn't wake up, so I brought you up some food to help you wake up!" She chuckled and kissed my cheek.

It was nearly midday by the time we sat together on the bed, eating breakfast from the tray she’d brought in. The sunlight filtered softly through the curtains, painting her skin in a golden glow. We talked quietly about the party—about how surreal it all felt now that the night had passed—but the conversation kept circling the same unspoken point. Every time our eyes met, there was something in hers I couldn’t quite name: a mix of relief, uncertainty, and that lingering spark from the night before.

After a while, I reached out and touched her hand. “Do you… regret it?” I asked carefully, my voice barely more than a whisper.

She glanced at me, then shook her head, smiling faintly. “No,” she said softly. “I don’t.”

The tension that had been sitting in my chest for hours eased instantly. I hadn’t realized how afraid I’d been that she might hate me for letting it happen—for wanting it to happen. I smiled, feeling lighter, though something deeper still stirred beneath the surface.

We talked for a long time after that. Everything came out—the moments we’d both remembered differently, what she’d felt, what I’d felt. There was no blame, no anger. Just honesty. And when she finally looked at me and asked, “So… is it out of your system now?” there was a flicker of playfulness in her tone, but her eyes were searching.

I hesitated, then smiled back. “Yeah,” I said quietly. “I think it is.”

The truth was, I didn’t know what I felt anymore. All I knew was that I wanted her. Needed her. Right there, in that moment, she was still my wife—the same woman I’d loved for years—and whatever had changed between us, I couldn’t let that be the last thing we shared.

I leaned in and kissed her, slow and deliberate. She responded instantly, her hand curling behind my neck, drawing me closer. The kiss deepened, soft breaths turning into quiet moans as we both gave in to it. The conversation faded. All that was left was heat—the quiet, building urgency that had always been ours.

When I pushed her gently back against the bed, she didn’t resist. Her body arched under my touch, her skin warm and responsive. This time there was no hesitation, no awkwardness, no sense of trying to reclaim something lost—it was just us, raw and real. I took my time with her, letting every kiss linger, every touch stretch out until she was breathing faster, her body shifting beneath me.

When I eased into her, she sucked in a sharp breath, nails biting into my shoulders. We started slow, almost careful, each stroke deliberate, savoring. But the longer I stayed buried inside her, the harder it was to hold back; my hips found a deeper, steadier cadence, claiming every inch of her again and again. She clenched around me, fists twisting the sheets, soft moans turning into desperate little cries with every thrust.

This time I refused to rush. I wanted her to feel everything I hadn’t given her last night (every ounce of focus, every shred of control) until she remembered exactly how easily I could unravel her. I watched every flicker across her face, felt every shiver race through her, until she arched off the bed with a broken cry, her body locking tight around me as she came, pulsing hard and helpless.

I rode her through it, slowing just enough to keep my own edge, even as the need to let go clawed at me. Filling her felt like the only thing in the world that mattered, but I forced myself to wait. At the last second I pulled out, fisting myself once, twice, then aimed for her parted lips and flushed cheeks as I spilled across her skin in thick, shuddering pulses.

But before I could finish, she reached down and caught my cock in her hand, her touch firm but gentle, pushing it lower. “Not there,” she whispered, her voice soft but certain. She guided me down to her chest instead, holding my shaft against her skin as I came hard across her tits, long, shuddering breaths escaping me with each pulse.

When it was over, she looked up at me, smiling faintly. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, streaked with my cum, her expression a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction. I leaned down, kissed her forehead, and she laughed quietly against my lips.

We lay there together afterward, tangled in sheets that smelled like us, saying nothing for a long time. There was no guilt now, no fear—just a quiet, fragile peace. Whatever we had unleashed between us, it was real, and for the first time, it felt like we could finally face it together.

As we lay there, our bodies tangled and slick with sweat, I felt the slow pulse of contentment spread through me. My breathing began to steady, but my mind refused to quiet. The warmth between us felt heavy with something unspoken, something electric that hadn’t quite faded with release. I turned my head toward her, and the words slipped out before I could stop them.

“When do you think I’ll get the Chris special?”

Emma’s face went crimson in an instant. She smacked my arm, half embarrassed and half amused, her laugh shaky but genuine. “We’ll have to wait and see,” she said, her tone teasing, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I usually save that treatment for the big ones.”

The words hit harder than I expected—harder than they should have. I felt my chest tighten, a flicker of jealousy sparking to life and twisting into something darker, sharper, undeniably erotic. I watched her lips curl into that satisfied little smile, the one that made me want to both worship her and prove her wrong.

Before I even realized it, the jealousy had ignited into something physical. My cock, which only moments ago had been drained and soft, stirred back to life. The more I thought about what she’d said—the teasing edge in her voice, the image her words conjured—the harder I got. It was as if the humiliation itself had rewired me.

Emma noticed. Her grin faltered into surprise, then amusement. “Already?” she whispered.

I didn’t answer. I slid my hand down to her ass and grabbed it firmly, pulling her against me. She yelped, giggling, still breathless. The sound only pushed me further. I rolled her onto her stomach and pinned her there, my body moving on instinct, all thought consumed by raw need.

This wasn’t the soft, tender kind of sex we’d shared moments ago. This was something else entirely—driven, possessive, a surge of dominance I hadn’t known I was capable of. My hands held her hips down as I pounded into her, each thrust echoing the mix of anger, arousal, and pride burning inside me.

Minutes stretched into something longer, slower, deeper. The urgency at the start gave way to rhythm, to control, to endurance I hadn’t known I had. Every thrust was deliberate, every sound from her body feeding me, urging me on. I could feel her trembling beneath me, her moans shifting from quick gasps to long, unbroken cries. I knew I could keep going—there was no pressure, no edge to fight. Just hunger.

The room grew hot, air thick with sweat and breath. The bedsheets twisted beneath us as I kept her pinned, driving into her over and over. I could feel her body starting to melt into mine, her muscles fluttering and tightening, her voice rising into desperate whimpers that filled the room. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. The longer it went on, the more it felt like I was chasing something beyond release—something primal, something that belonged only to us.

I leaned forward, my body pressed over hers, the muscles in my arms straining as I kept up the rhythm. She turned her head slightly, eyes half-open, lips parted, her skin flushed and slick. Every sound she made—every gasp and broken moan—drove me harder.

By the time I felt the tension building again, we had been at it for what felt like forever. My thighs ached, sweat dripping from my shoulders onto her back. She was shaking, her hands gripping the sheets, completely undone. And still I didn’t let up.

Then the jealousy flared again—sharp, bright, irresistible. I leaned down, my voice rough in her ear. “Still keeping it only for the big ones?”

She gasped, her reply spilling out between moans, breathless and brutally honest. “sorry baby, but yeah, that’s a little treat that you have to earn. But right now… I really don’t care. Just don’t stop.”

That raw honesty sent a jolt through me, something feral and unstoppable. I drove into her harder, faster, until her words dissolved into a string of helpless cries. When she came, it tore through her, a violent, shuddering release that left her shaking. I kept moving through it, prolonging every moment until my own body finally gave in, collapsing beside her, chest heaving, heart still hammering.

As the room quieted, I realized how long it had lasted—how different it had been. Her teasing words had burned through me, but they’d also changed something fundamental. For the first time, I hadn’t just wanted to cum; I’d wanted to outlast it. To own every second of it. To prove something—to her, and to myself.


Chill In The Sun

We stirred later than usual, bodies heavy and deliciously tender from everything we’d put them through that morning. The shower filled with steam almost instantly, hot water sluicing over us as we pressed close, saying nothing, just breathing in the quiet. For the first time in days, the air between us felt light—no lingering questions, no coiled tension, just the simple warmth of skin on skin. Under the spray we weren’t only husband and wife; we were two people remembering how easy it could be to want each other without complication.

I brushed a strand of wet hair from her face. “What do you feel like doing today?”

Emma gave me a slow, sated smile, eyes soft and sleepy. “Lazy day by the pool, bottomless mimosas, zero plans,” she murmured, arching her back in a luxurious stretch that sent rivulets racing down her body.

I slid my hands lower, palms filling with the slick curve of her ass, and leaned in until my lips grazed her ear. “Deal. But only if you wear that tiny Brazilian bikini—the one that should probably be illegal.”

Her breath hitched, and a deep blush spread across her cheeks, nearly matching the color of her flushed skin. “You’re impossible,” she said, laughing softly, but she nodded anyway, the movement small and shy. I gave her another playful squeeze—harder this time—and she let out a tiny squeal, swatting at me, her laughter echoing off the tile. The air between us was alive again, buzzing with that easy, electric energy that only lovers who have crossed a line together can share.

We dressed slowly, teasing each other the entire time, and eventually I headed down first to set things up. The sun was already bright, cutting diamonds across the pool. The bar was stocked, the air smelled faintly of citrus and sunscreen, and the whole day stretched out ahead of us like a promise. I began mixing the mimosas, still replaying flashes of the morning in my head.

Then I heard the patio door open.

I turned, glass in hand—and froze.

Emma stepped out, sunlight spilling over her like it belonged to her. The bright yellow top clung to her chest, the fabric stretched tight, barely containing her curves. Her matching thong bikini rode high, revealing the soft lines of her hips and the perfect roundness of her ass. Her hair was tied up messily, a few damp strands clinging to her neck. It was effortless. It was devastating.

For a second, I just stared. My throat went dry.

That was my wife. My beautiful, brilliant, sexy wife. And yet, I couldn’t stop the thought from sliding in—I actually let another man have her. Chris had felt what I felt. He’d seen that same flushed face, those same trembling lips. He’d had her soft mouth around his cock while I’d stood there, powerless, watching.

I took a slow breath, grounding myself, forcing the thought away as she came toward me with that radiant, knowing smile. She kissed my cheek, then turned in one smooth motion, giving me a deliberate twirl.

Her ass—bare, bronzed, perfect—bounced and jiggled as she moved, and I couldn’t help but laugh quietly under my breath, shaking my head in disbelief at how impossibly sexy she looked.

We were lucky with privacy here. The pool sat on the corner of the plot, shielded by tall fencing. Only one neighbor—Chris—had even a partial view, and he was away this weekend. Or at least, I thought he was.

Emma dove gracefully into the pool, her body cutting through the water like glass. I finished mixing the drinks and followed her down, handing her a glass as she floated near the edge. We spent hours there, drifting in and out of conversation, the water lapping softly around us. She laughed easily, that bright, unguarded laugh that always made me fall in love with her all over again.

Eventually, she climbed out to dry off, water streaming down her toned legs as she grabbed a towel and lay back on the lounger. I watched her stretch out, sunlight tracing the curve of her waist, the gleam of her tanned skin. She looked completely at peace.

I stayed in the pool, doing a few lazy laps before drifting onto an inflatable, eyes half-closed, the sun warming my face. I must have started to drift off, lulled by the steady hum of summer.

Then I heard her gasp.

“Oh my God!”

My eyes snapped open, and I turned toward her. Emma was sitting upright on the lounger, holding her phone close to her face, eyes wide with disbelief and a glimmer of something else—excitement, maybe? She glanced over, caught my gaze, and bit her lip before speaking.

“Chris just messaged me!”

My eyes went wide and I hauled myself out of the pool in a rush, water pouring off me as I closed the distance to Emma in a few frantic steps. She was still frozen in her chair, lips parted, staring at the glowing screen. Without a word she tilted the phone toward me.

It was a long, filthy message, every line dripping with raw confidence, and attached right below the text was a crystal-clear, full-screen photo of Chris’s erect cock: thick, hard, unmistakable, the kind of image that sears itself behind your eyelids whether you want it to or not.

“Hi Em, it’s Chris. I hope you don’t mind me messaging you. I’m just really struggling to stop thinking about your lips around my cock. That blowjob was absolutely incredible. You can’t have been serious when you said you never give head. If you were, then I can’t wait to change that and see how good you’ll be with some practice. If you’re ever not busy, I’m more than happy to come over when your husband isn’t home and let you ‘practice’ some more.”

My voice caught a little as I read it aloud, the words hanging between us like a live wire. The world seemed to shrink to just that moment—the faint sound of the pool filter humming, the shimmer of sunlight off the water, the taste of citrus still lingering in the air.

Emma’s cheeks flared red, a deep, unmistakable blush that crept all the way down her neck. Her lips parted slightly, but she didn’t speak. I could see the pulse at her throat, fast and shallow, her breathing quickening as the silence stretched.

I looked up from the phone, unsure what expression I expected to see—guilt, anger, amusement—but her eyes were a storm of emotions. Shock. Embarrassment. And something else underneath, something she was trying hard to hide.

We just stared at each other, frozen. My thoughts ran wild—half disbelief, half burning jealousy. The idea of him messaging her, picturing her, remembering the way she’d looked with him—it all tore through me, sharp and electric. And yet, against every rational instinct, I felt my stomach tighten, that strange, familiar mix of arousal and resentment rising again.

Emma finally swallowed hard, still saying nothing, her face glowing crimson in the sunlight. Neither of us seemed to know what to say, or whether saying anything at all would make it better—or worse.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I said softly, trying to sound calm even as my pulse thundered. “You can just block his number if you want. If you feel uncomfortable, he’ll eventually get the message and leave you alone.”

Emma didn’t answer right away. She just looked at me—really looked at me—with that quiet, searching expression she had when she was testing the truth behind my words. Then, slowly, she reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock. It was already hard, straining against my shorts, betraying every lie I might have tried to tell myself.

Her eyes locked on mine as she whispered, “What, you don’t want him to come over?”

The question hit me square in the chest. I froze. She knew. She knew that even through the jealousy, the twisted ache, part of me wanted it. The fantasy I’d pretended to control had become something alive, breathing between us. And now she was giving me a choice—to suppress it, or surrender to it.

For a heartbeat, I thought about pretending. About playing the part of the rational husband who’d draw the line. But then flashes of the night before filled my head: her body moving under his, the sounds she made, the look in her eyes when she came. The mix of shock and arousal that had consumed me then pulsed through me now.

I swallowed hard and shook my head, almost imperceptibly. “No,” I whispered.

Her lips curved into the faintest smile, and she tugged me gently down onto the chair beside her, sliding onto my lap. The warmth of her bare skin pressed through the thin fabric, and my hands instinctively went to her hips.

“What do you want me to reply to him?” she asked quietly, voice trembling with both nerves and excitement. Her hips shifted slightly as she spoke, a slow, unconscious movement that made it impossible to think clearly.

“Whatever you want to say, baby,” I managed, barely above a whisper.

She held my gaze for a moment that seemed to stretch forever, then leaned in and kissed me—long, deep, and deliberate. When she pulled back, her breath mingled with mine as she spoke.

“If you want me to stop this… if you want me to stop your fantasy at any point, just say so,” she murmured, her tone soft but firm. “Don’t forget—I’m only doing this for you.”

I nodded, though my heart was pounding so hard it felt like my body had already made the decision for me.

Emma glanced down at her phone, her thumb hovering above the screen. I watched, unable to breathe, as she began to type her reply.

“Wow, Chris, thank you for the compliment, I guess—if that’s what you call it. I still feel awful about how much I enjoyed it. You really do have a huge cock.”

She hit send before I could even process it. I stared at the screen, the words still glowing in the sunlight, my pulse thrumming in my throat. I wasn’t sure what stunned me more—how casually she’d said it, or how honest she’d been. There was no pretense, no hesitation. Just truth.

The reply came through almost immediately. “Don’t feel bad about having fun. What are you doing now?”

Emma looked up from the phone, her expression torn between embarrassment and mischief. Her eyes flicked to mine, searching for permission, reassurance—something. I gave her a faint nod, even though I could feel my stomach twisting with a strange cocktail of jealousy and desire.

She started typing again. “My husband is out doing a few things, and I’m laying by the pool working on my tan (:”

Her voice trembled slightly as she read it aloud before hitting send, her fingers shaking just enough for me to notice. She looked both nervous and exhilarated, the same expression she’d worn the night before when she crossed the line for the first time.

A few seconds passed. The phone buzzed again.

“What are you wearing?” Chris had replied.

Emma froze for a heartbeat, then exhaled slowly. The color rose in her cheeks again as she turned to look at me. The air between us felt charged—thick with tension, guilt, and raw, undeniable arousal.

Emma drew a slow, deliberate breath, then let a slow, wicked smile curl across her lips—one that twisted something low in my gut. She eased back in the lounger, sunlight spilling over every inch of her. Her skin still shimmered with pool water, the bright yellow bikini glowing against it, hugging every curve she wanted seen. She looked like a dare made flesh.

Without hurry she lifted her phone, tilted it just right, and took the shot: full-length, shameless, the light catching the last droplets on her stomach, the glint in her eyes that said she knew exactly what she was doing. Thumb hovering for half a heartbeat, she sent it.

The backyard fell quiet again—just cicadas droning and the low purr of the pool pump. Emma’s gaze flicked to me, dark and sparkling, and her fingers slipped lazily between her thighs. Barely a touch, but enough to make my lungs seize. She was trembling, smiling, daring the moment to go further, and I couldn’t have looked away if the house caught fire.

Her phone vibrated against the armrest. She leaned forward, read the screen, and caught her lower lip between her teeth.

“Show me the view from the back,” Chris had written.

Emma hesitated for only a heartbeat. Then, almost daring herself, she stood up, set her phone to auto-timer, and placed it on the edge of the table. The air felt thick, unreal, as she stepped out in front of it, turning her back toward the camera. The tiny yellow g-string left almost nothing to the imagination, and she posed with subtle, deliberate movements—arching her back, tilting her hips, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk that made my chest ache.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t even breathe. I sat there, watching, my hand pressing against the hard bulge in my shorts. Every click of the shutter made my pulse race faster. She looked radiant, shameless, powerful.

When the photos finished, she scrolled through them, picked two, and sent them to Chris. Then she sank back into her chair, exhaling as though she’d been holding her breath for minutes. Neither of us spoke. We didn’t have to. The air between us was alive—hot, dangerous, charged with anticipation.

A moment later, her phone vibrated again. Emma’s eyes widened as she read the screen, color rising quickly in her cheeks. She hesitated, then started typing, her fingers moving fast, decisive. She pressed send, then looked over at me.

I was on the edge of losing control. “What did he say?” I finally managed, my voice tight.

Emma stood, her movements slow, almost unsteady, and walked toward me. Her face was flushed, her expression equal parts arousal and disbelief. She didn’t answer. Instead, she handed me the phone.

I glanced down.

After receiving the photos, Chris had replied: “I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

Below it was her response: “This is crazy... I can’t believe I’m actually doing this... the side gate is unlocked; be quick, my husband won’t be out for long.”

The words blurred for a second as I read them. My chest tightened. My pulse pounded. I looked up at her, still holding the phone, and realized everything we’d tiptoed around—the fantasy, the teasing, the unspoken desire—was about to become real again.

I stared up at her, completely speechless. For a few seconds, all I could hear was the soft hum of the pool pump and the pounding of my own heartbeat. Then my eyes darted to the clock. Six minutes. That was all we had until he arrived.

She didn’t say a word. She just looked back at me—wide-eyed, flushed, breathless. There was fear in her expression, but also something else underneath it. Want. Anticipation.

Without thinking, I stood and pulled her against me, crushing my mouth to hers. The kiss was hard, almost desperate. My hands gripped her ass, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my palms as I pressed her closer, her body fitting perfectly against mine. For a moment, everything else fell away—the message, the clock, the decision looming over us. There was only her, trembling and alive in my arms.

When I finally pulled back, my breath came out ragged. Three minutes left. Time slipping through my fingers. I searched her eyes, trying to find the line between madness and desire, between control and surrender.

Then I leaned in close, my voice rough and low. “Make sure you clean yourself up afterwards.”

Her mouth fell open, a tiny gasp escaping before she could stop it. My words had hit her exactly the way I knew they would. Shocked her. Excited her. Somewhere deep inside, it turned her on.

I turned away and headed inside, every step heavy with disbelief, jealousy, and something darker—something that felt like acceptance.

Behind me, Emma stood frozen for a moment, still reeling. My obscene command echoed in her head, each word pulsing through her like a heartbeat. Her lips parted as she exhaled shakily, her skin flushed, her body betraying her. She knew what was about to happen—and the thought of obeying, of actually doing it, made her shiver with need.





Pause and Breath

I stepped back into the house, the sudden coolness prickling across my still-damp skin as everything finally started to hit home. My hands were shaking. Jealousy, arousal, dread; I couldn’t tell which was strongest. I turned the deadbolt on the garage door so my car stayed hidden outside. Some stubborn part of me still wanted Chris to believe I wasn’t there, that I wasn’t about to see exactly what I’d begged for.

I crept through the hallway, every footstep sounding like a gunshot in the silence. By the time I reached the bedroom my heart was pounding so hard I could barely hear anything else. The balcony doors stood wide open, thick, warm air drifting in. From that height everything was perfectly framed: the shimmer of the pool, the scattered loungers, and the golden afternoon light sliding over Emma’s bronzed skin.

She was lying back on the lounger, glancing occasionally toward the side gate. Her movements were small, nervous, her fingers brushing over her stomach as though trying to calm herself. Even from up here, I could tell she was trying to steady her breathing. Waiting.

For a moment, she turned and spotted me. Our eyes met.

Instead of panic or guilt, she smiled softly, raising a hand to her lips and blowing me a kiss. The gesture was tender, almost innocent—like she was reminding me this was still ours, still something shared. I caught it in the air with a little half-smile, pretending to hold it to my chest before stepping back into the shadows, far enough to avoid being seen but close enough to watch everything.

The minutes dragged. The world outside seemed to fall silent, the air charged with tension. Then I heard it—the faint squeak of the side gate swinging open.

Chris stepped through, tall, broad, his movements full of anticipation. His face broke into an eager grin as his eyes found her.

Emma sat up slightly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. She waved, her voice soft but bright, and offered a small, nervous smile. For a moment she looked almost shy, like a woman slipping into a role she wasn’t sure she could play. But then something shifted—her posture, her tone, the flicker of confidence returning. She was getting into character.

Emma rose from her chair slowly, smoothing her hands down her thighs as if to steady herself before walking toward him. The movement was casual, almost hesitant, but there was a spark in her eyes—part nerves, part excitement. When she reached him, she wrapped her arms around his shoulders in a brief, polite hug that quickly turned into something heavier. Chris’s hands slid down her back without hesitation, finding her ass and giving it a quick smack, followed by a slow, possessive squeeze.

I gripped the balcony railing, my knuckles white. My stomach twisted with something fierce and complicated as I watched.

Emma gave a breathy laugh, the kind she used when she was both flustered and amused, and looked up at him. Her hand drifted down toward the front of his shorts, a teasing glint in her eyes. “Someone’s excited,” she said, her voice light but laced with tension.

From above, I could barely breathe. The sound of her voice saying those words—so familiar, so intimate—made my pulse race. I knew she was playing a part, feeding the fantasy that I’d lit in both of us, but hearing her speak that way to him felt like a blade twisting inside me. She was doing it for me, I told myself over and over. This was what I’d asked for. But reason didn’t stop the jealousy burning through my chest.

Chris chuckled lowly, his hand still resting on her hip. Then, with an ease that made my jaw tighten, he unzipped his shorts and freed himself. He took Emma’s hand, guided it down, and placed it around him.

Even from where I stood, I could see her pause, the tiniest flicker of hesitation before her fingers curled obediently around him. My breath caught as I watched—helpless, fascinated, undone.

“So,” Chris murmured, his voice low and heavy, “is this the only cock you had in your mouth last night?”

He tilted her chin up with one hand, forcing her to meet his eyes. From where I stood on the balcony, I could see the way her body reacted—tense at first, then melting under the weight of his stare.

She nodded, her lips parting slightly, her breathing quickening. “Yes,” she said, her voice trembling, a mix of disbelief and arousal. “I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this again with you… but we really need to hurry before my husband gets back!”

The words sent a bolt through me. The sound of her voice—breathless, half-laughing, half-desperate—made my heart slam in my chest. I could see the goosebumps rising on her arms, the tremor of anticipation running through her.

She slid her hands up and down his shaft, movements slow and deliberate at first, then more confident, her expression shifting into something darker and more playful. A dirty smile spread across her face as she looked up at him, teasing, daring, her body language a perfect echo of the fantasy I’d once only imagined.

Watching from above, I felt my jealousy and desire blur together until I couldn’t tell one from the other. Every sound, every motion, every flicker of her expression drew me further in, powerless to look away.

"Listen, bitch," he growled, voice thick with lust and arrogance. "Now that I’m here, I’m going to enjoy it and take my time. It’s not every day a sexy little slut like you offers to use that pretty mouth on my massive cock. I want to appreciate it, savor it. It’s up to you to make me cum before your husband gets home—otherwise, maybe he’ll just have to watch." His tone was rough but hungry, each word dripping with dominance and heat.

"Ugh, you’re such a pig," Emma pouted, though her voice trembled somewhere between irritation and arousal.

Chris’s hands slid down and took hold of her ass, fingers spreading and gripping as though he wanted to memorize the shape. The strength of his touch made her lean in closer until her forehead pressed against his chest. She could feel the heat of him, his scent filling her nose, his breath rough against her hair as her small hands wrapped around him. Her movements were slow at first, deliberate, her eyes fixed on the sight of her own fingers struggling to circle him.

Our neighbor couldn’t seem to let go of her. His palms dug deeper, kneading, squeezing, until she was up on her tiptoes, her body arching in response.

"Chris," Emma moaned softly, her voice breaking, "you’re grabbing it so hard… oh my God. You really like my ass, don’t you, baby?"

He gave a low laugh, full of heat. "Babe, there’s not a man on earth who wouldn’t love that ass," he said—and punctuated it with a sharp smack on each cheek, the sound echoing like punctuation to her breathless whimper.

"Oh, fuck! Stop—be gentle, Daddy. I never let my husband slap my ass like this." Emma’s voice wavered between protest and breathless excitement, her words tumbling out as she rubbed his hard cock against her body. Her eyes lifted to his, wide and glimmering with a confusion of shame and arousal.

Chris only grinned and answered her plea with another sharp smack to each cheek, the sound echoing through the room. She gasped, a loud, involuntary moan escaping her lips that betrayed the truth her words tried to hide.

"Hahaha! Good," he said, his voice thick and taunting. "I’m going to make you do things for me that’ll break your husband’s heart if he ever finds out." He leaned in close, his breath hot against her mouth before pressing into a deep, wet kiss that stole what little breath she had left. His hands gripped her ass again, possessive, almost rough enough to lift her off her feet.

Emma felt overwhelmed—his strength, his scent, the sheer dominance of how he handled her. Every nerve in her body seemed to tremble between guilt and unbearable pleasure. She hated that her body was betraying her, that the roughness, the danger, only made her pulse faster.

They kissed and clutched at each other in frantic rhythm, lost in the haze of it, until at last Emma broke the kiss and pulled slightly back, her chest rising and falling as she tried to steady herself.

"Come on, you asshole," she said, her tone caught somewhere between teasing and defiance. "Let me just give you what you came here to get." The words came out sharp, but her voice softened on the last line, betraying something else entirely—anticipation, hunger, maybe even surrender.

Chris smirked, the corner of his mouth curving up as if he knew exactly what game she was playing. Emma’s fingers wrapped around him again, firmer this time, her touch confident despite the faint tremor in her hand. She gave a playful tug, leading him toward the lounge chair—the same spot where I had been sitting not long before, watching her with that same mix of disbelief and desire that now twisted in my gut.

She moved slowly, swaying her hips as she walked, her expression a mask of mock annoyance, though her eyes gave her away. There was a glint there—curiosity, excitement, something that burned hotter with every step. When they reached the chair, she turned to face him, still holding him in her hand, her lips curling into a half-smile that dared him to take the next move.

It wasn’t submission; it was invitation. And they both knew it.

The scene I witnessed from our balcony is burned into my memory, impossible to forget. My beautiful wife—barely covered by that tiny bikini—had her hand wrapped around Chris’s cock, leading him across the patio like she already owned the moment. Watching her guide him toward the same chair I had been sitting in only minutes earlier felt almost cruel, like she was deliberately erasing me from the picture. The sight was raw, shocking, and yet I couldn’t look away.

Emma seemed fully aware of how she looked, dragging him by his cock, the gesture bold and shameless. There was something different about her—something electric. She moved with confidence that bordered on hunger, her body language daring and unapologetic. It was as if she’d slipped into another version of herself, one that didn’t hesitate, one that knew exactly what she wanted.

When they reached the chair, she gave him a gentle push, forcing him to sit, and then climbed onto his lap as though she’d been waiting to do it all night. Her hands framed his face, lips pressing against his neck, leaving faint marks as she rubbed herself against him. From where I stood, the rhythm of her movements was hypnotic—slow, sensual, deliberate.

She shifted slightly, wiggling her hips against him to find her position, and the motion made her ass bounce in his lap. From the balcony, that’s all I could see: the soft, maddening curve of her body moving over his, the glint of sunlight off her skin, and the faint tremor in her thighs. I knew his cock was pressed against her the entire time, sliding and rubbing between them, and the thought alone made my stomach twist. My legs felt weak beneath me as the reality of what I was seeing sank in—my wife, my Emma, completely absorbed in another man’s touch.

After a few minutes, Emma slid gracefully down Chris’s body, settling between his knees. The lounge chair’s reclined shape made it look almost like a narrow bed—Chris leaning upright against the backrest while she positioned herself near the end, her movements unhurried but purposeful.

From where I stood, the view was almost surreal. Her back curved in a perfect arch as she bent forward, the thin yellow strap of her g-string disappearing between her cheeks. The sunlight caught the smooth lines of her skin, the faint sheen of heat and sweat making her body look almost unreal. Chris stared down at her, his expression somewhere between awe and disbelief, before delivering a sharp slap to each cheek. The sound cracked through the still air, and then he reached for her, guiding her closer, pulling her into him.

Emma’s fingers trembled slightly as she began to touch him, stroking him with a kind of cautious confidence, like someone testing the limits of their own restraint. She knew exactly what she was doing—and she also knew how far she’d already gone. Just twelve hours earlier, that same mouth had taken all of him, something she still hadn’t fully processed. The thought made her pulse race even as she tried to stay composed.

Within moments, the soft sounds of her movements turned wet, rhythmic, filling the backyard with something primal. Chris leaned back and groaned, eyes closed, lost in the sensation. “Holy fuck, you sure know how to suck a massive cock,” he muttered, his tone full of smug satisfaction.

Emma’s eyes flicked upward briefly, catching the arrogance in his face, and she rolled her eyes before doubling down, working harder, determined to finish him quickly. Later, she told me she’d hoped he’d cum faster than he had the night before—her jaw had ached for hours after. But he wasn’t anywhere near finished, and that realization made her heart pound all the harder.

After several minutes of wet, unrelenting rhythm, Emma’s expression shifted. Between the sounds of her slurping and his quiet groans, she seemed to pause—almost as if an idea had sparked behind her eyes. She drew back slowly, lips glistening, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Then she looked up at Chris through her lashes, her voice husky and deliberate.

“I want you to fuck my mouth,” she whispered.

For a moment, Chris just stared at her, eyebrows lifting in disbelief. The wife he’d seen wave politely over the fence, the one who blushed at small talk, was now on her knees, saying those words. Then his lips curved into a grin, dark and satisfied. He reached forward, tangled his fingers in her ponytail, and guided her back down with a roughness that made her gasp.

“You want to be treated like a whore?” he growled, his grip tightening. “That’s fine by me. I won’t hold back on you at all, bitch.”

Emma’s eyes flickered—half fury, half fire. For a heartbeat, she wanted to hit him, to push him away. But then she caught sight of me on the balcony, frozen, watching. That reminder anchored her. She stayed in character, playing the part we both knew she’d chosen.

“Yes, Chris,” she said, her voice trembling but steady. “Please… treat me like a whore. Like my husband’s always wanted you to.”

Chris gathered her hair tightly into a makeshift ponytail, his fist closing just above the base of her skull. He started thrusting into her mouth, the pace rough and relentless. Each movement forced a wet sound from deep in her throat, and the mixture of her saliva and his arousal began to spill down her chin, glistening across her chest. The mess only seemed to excite him more, his breathing turning heavier as he lost himself in the rhythm.

Emma’s body moved with him, caught between resistance and surrender. She didn’t even realize, at first, that one of her hands had slipped lower—fingers brushing against the heat between her legs. By the time she did, it was too late to stop. Her body was betraying her again, responding to something far beyond control. The combination of his roughness and the knowledge that I was standing there watching pushed her deeper into that strange, forbidden headspace.

From the balcony, I could see everything—the movement of her shoulders, the way her body trembled, the obscene shine of her mouth. The jealousy twisted through me, sharp and consuming, as I watched the man in front of her take everything I thought was mine.

For nearly ten minutes, the scene unfolded in slow, unbearable rhythm. Emma stayed completely in character—moaning, gasping, taking him deeper, her free hand working between her legs while she tried to make him cum before I “came home.” It was chaos and control all at once, a performance that felt too real, too raw, and impossibly intimate to ever forget.

Chris’s control finally slipped. The sight of Emma’s body, bent over in that perfect arch, was too much for him. He released his grip on her hair and brought his palm down sharply on her ass. She didn’t stop; she kept moving, kept taking him into her mouth, her body trembling from the combination of sting and pleasure. Each smack echoed through the backyard, a rhythm of dominance and desire.

Emma moaned around him, aware of exactly how she looked—her ass lifted high, her back curved like an offering, her mouth stretched around him just a few feet from where I stood watching. That knowledge only seemed to heighten everything; her body responded instinctively, the movement of her hips growing more desperate, more fluid. Her juices slicked her thighs as she arched even further, her ass glowing from the repeated blows.

From my vantage point, the image was almost too vivid to process—Emma face down, ass up, her face buried in our neighbor’s lap as his hand came down on her again and again. Her skin rippled with each strike, the red outlines of his fingers blooming against her pale flesh. But she didn’t flinch. If anything, the sound of each slap made her more alive, her moans deepening, her rhythm quickening.

When she finally pulled away from his cock, it was only to bury her face against his balls, gasping between words. “Oh fuck, oh yes, Daddy! Spank me like my husband always dreams he could.” Her voice shook with arousal, the words spilling out before she even seemed to think them. Her hips rocked, her hands sliding up and down his cock, spreading the mess between them like she wanted to feel every part of him.

Jealousy hit me like a physical blow. My stomach turned, but at the same time, my cock throbbed with an intensity I couldn’t ignore. I was on the balcony, hand wrapped around myself, watching my wife surrender in ways I had never imagined possible. The sounds—the wetness, the slaps, the low grunts—filled my head until I could barely think.

Chris reclined, one hand guiding her head, the other gliding over the curve of her spine. He alternated between stroking and spanking, his touch a steady rhythm that kept her trembling. “Talk to me, slut,” he said quietly, almost conversational, his tone a blend of command and indulgence.

Emma lifted her head slightly, his cock still in her hand, and met his gaze. “What would you like to hear, Daddy?” she asked, her voice breathy but steady.

“Anything from you, baby,” he murmured, flexing in her grip, his eyes never leaving her face.

Emma whimpered softly, her fingers tightening around him as though testing the weight of what she held. “I still can’t believe the size of your cock,” she said between quick breaths, her voice trembling with disbelief and desire. “My husband’s got a decent-sized cock—it’s long—but yours… God, it’s longer, and at least twice as thick.” After each phrase, she punctuated the words with a slow lick, her tongue tracing him with reverence that made my stomach twist.

Chris didn’t reply. He just smiled, a slow, knowing curve of his lips that said everything.

Emma let her hands glide up his thighs, her touch light but deliberate. “Do you like that?” she murmured, looking up at him through her lashes. “Having a young wife sucking your huge cock like this? My husband’s still trying to get me to do this for him—it’s been so long since I have. You were just lucky, I guess… your cock’s so fucking big, I can’t say no to it.”

She was studying him like a challenge—her gaze following every contour, her tongue tracing paths along his shaft as if mapping out a plan. Her movements became rhythmic, practiced but full of genuine hunger. She kept kissing the sides, running her tongue along the thick veins before taking him back into her mouth, slowly, deliberately. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently while she worked her lips down his length.

From the balcony, it was agonizing to watch—her focus, her determination, the soft moans vibrating around him as she tried to take him deeper each time. Chris lay back, muscles taut, his breaths growing heavier but still controlled.

That control was what shocked me most. His stamina was unreal. Emma had been worshiping him for what felt like forever—more than twenty minutes of steady, hungry devotion—and still, he hadn’t cum. My wife’s jaw must have been aching, yet she didn’t slow down. Each time she glanced up at him, he met her eyes with that same calm, smug expression, like he could keep going indefinitely.

Finally, after all that time, his body tensed. He threw his head back, his breath catching as a deep groan escaped him.

"Fuck, I’m going to cum!" Chris groaned, his voice breaking. "Do you want it all over your face again?"

Emma didn’t answer. She just kept moving—faster, deeper—her hands twisting around him, her mouth working with sudden determination. I could tell she’d already made her decision. My pulse hammered as I realized what she was about to do.

Chris grabbed a handful of her hair, his grin turning savage. “Don’t spill a drop,” he growled.

The first time, she’d let him finish on her face, disgusted and shaken afterward. But now she looked like a woman possessed—driven by something stronger than disgust, stronger than pride.

When he started to cum, her body jerked with the first surge. I saw her throat tighten, her eyes squeeze shut. She tried to swallow, forcing it down once, twice, gagging as she did. The sound of her choking made my chest clench, but she didn’t pull away.

Then, suddenly, she did—yanking him out of her mouth and gasping for air. A thick, white stream spilled from her lips and splattered onto the floor between her knees. “God, I forgot how much I hate cum,” she panted, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

But before I could even process it, she leaned forward again, her eyes wild with focus, and took him straight back into her mouth. It wasn’t for pleasure anymore—it was something else. Defiance. Commitment. Proof.

She sucked him until the last pulse left his body, the motion slower now, almost tender. A final streak of cum slipped from the corner of her mouth; she caught it with her tongue, swallowed hard, and stayed there for a moment—breathing heavily, his cock still between her lips.

When she finally drew back, she was shaking, a faint shiver running through her shoulders. Her face was flushed, her lips red and slick, her expression torn between exhaustion and pride. Then she looked up at me, eyes glassy, and began to clean him gently—every trace—using her tongue with slow, deliberate care.

The sight left me stunned. My wife, who’d once refused even the idea, had just forced herself through something she hated, not for him—but for me, because I was watching. That realization hit harder than anything else.

As Emma finished cleaning him, she lingered, her lips still pressed softly against his skin. The air seemed to still, the faint sounds of her breathing the only thing I could hear. When she finally lifted her head, her eyes met mine across the dim light of the patio.

For a second, everything else fell away—Chris, the chair, the shame, even the jealousy. All that existed was that look between us. Her lips glistened, her chest rising and falling, and her throat still working as she swallowed one final time.

I felt my whole body tighten. I’d been touching myself without realizing it, lost in the impossible storm of what I was seeing. But that final act—the way she forced herself to swallow, the determination in her eyes as she looked straight at me—was too much.

It wasn’t the act itself. It was what it meant. The sheer power of her will. The control she had over both of us in that instant.

And that’s when it happened—sudden, unstoppable. My breath caught as pleasure surged through me, raw and humiliating in its intensity. I couldn’t tear my eyes from hers as I came, watching her kneel there, lips parted, a faint tremor running through her as she held my gaze.

Neither of us looked away. It was unbearable and intimate and wrong—and somehow, in that twisted, unforgettable moment, it bound us tighter than anything else ever could.


Cleaning Up

After cleaning him up, Emma didn’t waste a second. She stood quickly, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and motioned toward the side gate. It was clear she wanted this over—wanted him gone before I could move, before reality had time to catch up with what had just happened. But Chris, ever the opportunist, caught her by the wrist and pulled her back in.

He kissed her hard, wet, unrelenting. Emma froze for a heartbeat, glancing instinctively toward me. I saw that flicker of conflict—guilt, confusion, and something dangerously close to excitement. She tried to resist, to keep her lips pressed shut, but then her expression shifted. Maybe she told herself it would make the fantasy more complete, that she was only committing to the role. Whatever the reason, she gave in.

Her body softened against his as he drew her close. Chris’s hands slid down and gripped her ass again, lifting her effortlessly until her feet left the ground. Her legs instinctively wrapped around him, her back pressed to the rough gate. Their mouths met again, slower now but just as deep, her body shifting against his as he held her there.

From where I stood, half-hidden behind the glass, it was like watching the coda to some impossible dream. The woman who had just swallowed another man’s cum now looked caught between shame and hunger, her body moving on instinct even as her mind tried to pull away.

When they finally moved out of sight, I couldn’t help myself. I ran downstairs, my chest tight, heart racing, feet barely touching the steps. At the hallway window near the gate, I stopped—listening first. The sound reached me before the sight did: the muffled rhythm of kissing, the low grunts of effort and pleasure.

I leaned toward the glass, barely breathing, and through the narrow opening I saw them—my wife and our neighbor, still pressed together in the shadow of the gate. His hand cupped her face while hers gripped his shoulder for balance. Their mouths met again, unhurried, wet, the kiss dragging on far longer than I could bear to watch.

And I stood there, silent, realizing that whatever I thought I understood about fantasy, about control, about boundaries—it had all just changed.

I walked back inside in a daze, my legs unsteady, my heart pounding so hard it felt like the sound filled the whole house. The air inside was still warm from earlier, thick with that faint scent of chlorine and suncream drifting in from the patio, but all I could taste was the salt of jealousy and something darker—something I didn’t want to name.

Every step down the stairs felt surreal. My mind kept replaying what I’d just seen: her lips glistening, her throat working, the look she gave me right before she swallowed. It looped in my head like a scene I couldn’t shut off. I hated it. I craved it. The two emotions collided until I could barely breathe.

My hand brushed the wall for balance as I reached the bottom of the stairs. The whole house felt different now—charged, like it was holding its breath. I could still hear faint sounds outside, the rustle of movement near the side gate.

As I moved toward the back door, I hesitated. Part of me wanted to stop, to let the fantasy end where it was supposed to. But the other part—the one that had been growing louder with every minute of this—needed to see her. Needed to look at her face, to understand what she was feeling.

I pushed the door open slowly and stepped out, the cool air hitting my bare skin. My heart felt like it was about to tear itself apart—jealousy and arousal knotted so tightly together I couldn’t tell them apart anymore.

I could see her silhouette now, half in the shadow near the gate, her hair slightly messy, her body still trembling from what had just happened. And even as I moved toward her, one thought burned through everything else: I no longer knew where the fantasy ended and real life began.

Emma was standing near the gate, her hair tangled, skin flushed in the dim light. And behind her—Chris. Completely naked. His hands rested on her hips, possessive and calm, as if he’d been there for hours. The sight rooted me to the ground.

My breath caught. For a moment, the world narrowed to just that image—his fingers curled around her waist, the slow rise and fall of their breathing, their bodies still close enough to touch. She didn’t pull away. She didn’t look ashamed.

When she finally turned her head, her eyes found mine. There was a flicker of something unreadable there—part guilt, part thrill—but mostly, it was calm. Then Chris looked up too, his grin widening, easy, unhurried.

They both smiled at me.

It wasn’t mocking. It wasn’t cruel. It was worse—it was knowing. As if they both understood exactly what this moment meant, even if I didn’t.

I couldn’t move. Every part of me burned with confusion and desire, jealousy and disbelief, all tangled so tightly together that I could no longer tell which was which. The only thing I knew for certain was that the night wasn’t over.

For a moment, no one spoke. I could see the rise and fall of her chest, the trembling of her hands, and the way Chris’s fingers held her just a little tighter when he noticed me.

Then Emma broke the silence, her voice trembling but steady enough to cut through the air. “I told him,” she said quietly. “I told Chris that you knew… that this was your fantasy.”

The words hit me harder than I expected. I’d imagined confessing something like that might make things easier, clearer—but hearing her say it, here, in front of him, only twisted the knife deeper.

Chris didn’t hesitate. He gave a small, satisfied smile and slid his hand more firmly around her hip. The movement made it obvious—he was still hard, still wanting more, as if nothing had changed.

He looked at me, his voice low and deliberate. “And we’ve decided to see just how far this little fantasy of yours goes.”

For a few seconds, none of us moved. The air between us was heavy, pulsing with something that felt both wrong and inevitable. My mind screamed to turn around, to walk away, to pretend none of this was happening—but my body wouldn’t listen.

Emma broke the silence first. She turned slightly, just enough to glance back at Chris, then looked straight at me. Her voice was quiet but certain, the kind of tone that left no room for argument. “I need fucking.”

The words landed like a physical blow. Simple, unfiltered, and final.

Chris’s hand tightened on her hip again, and for a heartbeat, all I could hear was the faint rustle of skin and breath between them. My chest felt tight, my throat dry. She wasn’t asking for permission. She was telling me.

Then she reached for my hand. Her touch was warm, steady, grounding. Without another word, she started walking toward the house. Chris followed close behind, his body brushing hers as they moved. I followed them—helplessly, stupidly—through the open door and into the living room.

The room felt different now, as if it somehow knew what was about to happen. The lights were low, the air thick with the lingering scent of sex and adrenaline. Emma stopped in the center of the room, turning slowly to face both of us. There was no hesitation in her eyes anymore—only hunger and a strange, commanding calm.

And in that charged, silent moment, all three of us knew: this was the point of no return.

Emma moved toward the sofa, her steps unhurried, deliberate. The faint sound of her breathing filled the space as she placed one knee on the cushion, then the other. She leaned forward, settling on all fours, her back arching with quiet confidence. The curve of her body caught the light in a way that made my chest tighten.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face. “Well,” she said, her tone teasing but edged with challenge, “do you want that blowjob you’ve been pestering me for or what?”

The room seemed to contract around me. My pulse thundered in my ears. I wanted to speak, to move, but my body felt frozen—caught somewhere between disbelief and raw need.

Behind her, Chris shifted closer, his presence filling the room like gravity itself. I could see the way he watched her, the quiet certainty in his movements, and the space between them shrinking with every heartbeat.

That was what finally broke my stillness. I forced myself forward—each step heavy, uncertain—until I was standing right in front of her. She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, waiting, the faintest trace of amusement in her eyes.

And in that suspended instant, everything—the jealousy, the arousal, the fear—collapsed into a single breath. The point where thought ended and instinct began.

Emma’s breath hitched as I stepped closer, the heat of her gaze pulling me in like a tide. Her lips parted, still glistening from everything that had happened outside, and the sight of her on all fours—body arched, bikini barely clinging to her curves—sent a jolt straight through me. Chris stood behind her, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back, fingers tracing the red marks he’d left earlier. The air in the room was thick, almost suffocating, every sound amplified: the soft creak of the sofa, the faint rustle of fabric, the quick, uneven rhythm of her breathing.

I reached down, my fingers brushing her cheek, tilting her face up to meet mine. Her eyes were wide, stormy with a mix of nerves and hunger, and for a moment, I almost faltered—almost pulled her to me and ended this before it went further. But then she leaned into my touch, her lips grazing my thumb, and the heat of her mouth undid me. I unbuttoned my shorts, letting them fall, my cock already aching, straining toward her.

Behind her, Chris moved with quiet confidence, sliding her bikini bottom down her thighs in one slow, deliberate motion. The fabric caught briefly on her hips before pooling at her knees, leaving her completely exposed. The sight of her—bare, trembling, the faint sheen of arousal glistening between her legs—made my chest tighten. He didn’t rush. His hands spread over her ass, kneading the flesh, parting her slightly as if savoring the view. Emma’s breath caught, a soft, involuntary sound that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Open your mouth,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant it to be. She obeyed instantly, lips parting, tongue darting out to wet them. I guided myself to her, the tip brushing her mouth, and she took me in with a slow, deliberate swirl of her tongue that made my knees buckle. The warmth, the wetness, the way her eyes flicked up to meet mine—it was everything I’d begged for and more.

At the same moment, Chris positioned himself behind her, one hand steadying her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. He paused, letting the anticipation build, his eyes locked on her back as if memorizing every inch. Emma’s moan vibrated around me as he pressed forward, slow and relentless, sinking into her with a single, smooth thrust. Her body tensed, then melted, her back arching deeper as she adjusted to him.

The rhythm started slow—me in her mouth, Chris moving inside her, both of us finding our pace. Her hands gripped the sofa cushions, knuckles white, her breath coming in sharp, muffled gasps around me. I tangled my fingers in her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the tremor of her movements as Chris set a steady, deliberate rhythm behind her. The sounds filled the room—wet, raw, unmistakable—the slap of skin against skin, her soft moans, the low grunt of effort from Chris as he drove deeper.

Emma’s eyes fluttered shut, then opened again, locking on mine. There was something in her gaze—defiance, surrender, love—that twisted inside me, sharp and exquisite. She was ours in that moment, caught between us, giving herself over completely. The jealousy burned, but so did the arousal, the sight of her body rocking between us, the way she took us both without hesitation.

Chris’s hand came down on her ass, a sharp crack that made her jolt forward, taking me deeper into her throat. She gagged softly, then recovered, her tongue swirling again, her moans growing louder, more desperate. He didn’t let up, his thrusts steady, possessive, each one pushing her further onto me. The sofa creaked beneath them, the air thick with heat and need, and I could feel myself unraveling, the intensity of it all threatening to pull me under.

She was perfect—lost in it, giving everything, her body a bridge between the fantasy and the reality we’d created. And in that moment, as she moaned around me, as Chris claimed her from behind, I didn’t know whether to worship her or break apart completely.

Emma’s lips sealed around me with a hunger I’d never felt from her before, warm and wet and impossibly eager, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles that sent fire racing up my spine. This wasn’t the reluctant, dutiful act I’d grown used to—this was something else entirely, something alive and consuming. Her eyes flicked up to mine, wide and glassy with a spark I couldn’t name, and for the first time, I saw it: she was enjoying this. Not just performing, not just indulging my fantasy—she was lost in it, her moans vibrating around me, soft and genuine, her cheeks hollowing with every pull.

Behind her, Chris gripped her hips, his thick cock—God, so much thicker than mine—glistening as he sank into her with a slow, deliberate thrust. The sight was a punch to the gut: her body stretching to take him, the way her back arched deeper, her ass pressing back against him as if she couldn’t help herself. I could see every inch of him disappearing into her, the slick heat of her pussy gripping him, the faint tremor in her thighs as she adjusted to his size. My stomach twisted—jealousy, raw and vicious, clawing at me. I knew I should stop this. I should pull her away, end it, reclaim her as mine. No man should fuck my wife like this, not with that smug grin, not with that monstrous cock splitting her open.

But I couldn’t move. The combination of her mouth—fuck, the best head she’d ever given me, her tongue flicking against the underside, her lips sliding down until I hit the back of her throat—and the sight of Chris pounding into her was too much. The arousal drowned everything else, a tidal wave that swallowed reason. Her moans grew louder, muffled around me, each one a jolt that made my hips buck involuntarily. She took it, took me, with a rhythm that felt like worship—sucking harder, deeper, her hands gripping my thighs as if anchoring herself to the moment.

Chris’s thrusts picked up, steady and relentless, his hands spreading her ass wider, giving me a clearer view of his cock stretching her, filling her in a way I never could. The wet sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room, mingling with her muffled gasps, the sofa creaking under the force of it. Emma’s body rocked between us, caught in the perfect, brutal rhythm—my cock in her mouth, his buried deep inside her. Her eyes fluttered shut, then opened again, locking on mine, and the look she gave me—raw, unguarded, pleasured—ripped me apart. She was loving this, loving the way we both claimed her, and the realization hit harder than any thrust.

I should stop it. I knew I should. This was my wife, my Emma, the woman I’d vowed to protect. But the sight of her—lips stretched around me, pussy gripping him, her body trembling with every movement—overwhelmed me. The jealousy burned, but it fed the arousal, twisting into something I couldn’t fight. My hands tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the tremor of her devotion as she sucked me like she’d been starving for it. Chris’s grunts grew rougher, his pace quickening, and Emma’s moans turned desperate, her body pushing back to meet him, taking him deeper, as if she needed more.

I was losing myself—lost in her mouth, lost in the sight of her being fucked so thoroughly, lost in the unbearable truth that this was everything I’d wanted and everything I shouldn’t allow. The room spun, the air thick with heat and sex and the sound of her pleasure, and I knew I was too far gone to stop.


Too Far Gone

Emma’s lips slid off me with a wet, deliberate pop, her breath ragged, eyes blazing with something wild and unfiltered. She looked up at me, saliva glistening on her chin, and her voice came out low, husky, laced with a wicked edge that cut straight through me. “There you are, babe,” she panted, her body still rocking with Chris’s relentless thrusts, each one driving a soft moan from her throat. “Now you know what it feels like to be married to a complete slut. You wanted to know what it would be like, didn’t you? Whenever you watched KatieHotwife, you were imagining me, weren’t you? Well, now you know what it’s like.”

The words hit like a sledgehammer, every syllable dripping with truth and defiance. My chest tightened, jealousy and arousal colliding in a storm I couldn’t escape. Chris didn’t slow down—his thick cock plunged into her, stretching her, the slick sounds of their bodies filling the room, her pussy gripping him with every thrust. Emma’s moans grew louder, raw and unrestrained, her head tipping back as she pushed against him, meeting his rhythm with a desperation that made my pulse roar. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking, “harder, Chris, fuck me harder!”

Her body trembled, caught between us, her ass bouncing with every slam of his hips, the red marks from his hands glowing against her skin. She was lost in it, her moans turning into cries, her fingers clawing at the sofa as she took him deeper, her pussy slick and glistening around his massive cock. I could see it all—every inch of him disappearing into her, the way her body opened for him, the way she wanted it. My cock throbbed in her hand, aching, but I couldn’t move, couldn’t think, trapped in the sight of her unraveling.

Then she pulled me back into her mouth, sucking with a ferocity that made my knees buckle, her tongue swirling, her lips tight and perfect. But just as suddenly, she released me again, gasping, her eyes locking onto mine with a glint of mischief and memory. “Remember the video you liked?” she panted, her voice thick with arousal, her body still jerking with Chris’s thrusts. “Where KatieHotwife got spitroasted like this?”

The words triggered it instantly. My mind flashed to the screen—Katie on all fours, her body rocking between two men, her moans filling the room as the guy behind her, his cock massive, thick, relentless, fucked her with a rhythm that shook the camera. I remembered the moment he came, the way he gripped her hips, the guttural groan as he spilled inside her, her pussy clenching around him, dripping as he pulled out. The image burned into me, overlapping with the reality in front of me now—Emma, my Emma, in that same position, Chris’s cock buried deep, her body trembling on the edge.

Chris’s thrusts turned savage, his hips slamming into Emma with a rhythm that shook the sofa, her body rocking forward with every drive, her mouth sealed around me, sucking with a fervor that made my vision blur. Her moans vibrated through me, raw and desperate, her eyes locked on mine, glassy with pleasure and defiance. The sight of his thick cock—God, so much thicker than mine—plunging into her, stretching her pussy, slick and glistening, was a torment I couldn’t escape. Her ass bounced with each thrust, her body trembling, caught in the brutal, perfect rhythm between us.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Chris growled, his voice breaking, his hands gripping her hips as he buried himself deep. Emma’s cries spiked, her pussy clenching around him as her own orgasm hit, a sharp, shuddering scream muffled around my cock. Chris roared, his cock pulsing, filling her with a final, possessive thrust, his cum spilling deep inside her. The sight—his thick shaft buried in my wife, her body shaking as she took every drop—tore through me, jealousy and arousal twisting into something unbearable.

The heat of her mouth, the way her tongue swirled, the sight of her taking him—it was too much. My cock throbbed, the pressure unbearable. “I’m gonna cum,” I gasped, my voice raw, my hands tightening in her hair.

Emma’s eyes flashed up to mine, a wicked glint sparking as she pulled her mouth off me with a wet, deliberate pop. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking fast and slick, her grip tight and unyielding. “Not in my mouth, babe,” she panted, her voice thick with arousal, her body still trembling from Chris’s release. She worked me with ruthless precision, her eyes never leaving mine, daring me to let go.

I couldn’t hold back. My knees buckled as I came, hard and blinding, ropes of cum spilling across the sofa in messy arcs, splattering the cushions as my vision went white. The humiliation burned—cumming on the furniture while another man filled my wife, her hand milking me as she watched with that teasing, knowing smile. Emma’s giggle broke through the haze, light and cutting, as she gave me one final stroke, wringing every drop.

Then, with a sudden, clumsy movement, she stood up from the sofa, her body still flushed and shaking. A soft, unmistakable queef escaped her, the sound lewd and absurd in the heavy air. She froze, then burst into a breathless giggle, her hand flying to her mouth, her cheeks flushing red even as her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Oh my God,” she laughed, shaking her head, her hips swaying slightly as she steadied herself.

I opened my mouth, the words spilling out before I could stop them, my voice hoarse with disbelief and lingering arousal. “You wouldn’t let me cum in your mouth?”

Emma turned to me, her smile sharp and playful, her eyes glinting with a mix of affection and wicked intent. “Cumming in my mouth?” she said, her voice husky and cutting, aimed straight at me. “That’s reserved for the big ones, babe.”

She held my gaze for a heartbeat longer, letting the words sink in, then sauntered toward the bathroom, her hips swaying, leaving Chris sprawled on the sofa and me standing there, my cock still twitching, my mind reeling from the sting of her truth and the chaos of what we’d just done.

Emma collapsed onto the sofa, her body folding into the cushions with a heavy, shuddering sigh. Her legs fell open, thighs trembling, the faint glow of the lamplight catching the slick sheen of sweat and arousal on her skin. Chris’s cum dripped from her, a slow, unmistakable trail glistening between her legs, pooling on the fabric beneath her. The sight was raw, obscene, and it hit me like a physical blow—my wife, sprawled out, utterly spent, marked by another man in a way I couldn’t unsee.

Chris stood, his movements lazy, satisfied, as he pulled on his shorts and shirt with the casual ease of someone who’d just won something. He didn’t look at me, didn’t need to—his smug grin said enough as he adjusted himself, gave Emma one last lingering glance, and headed for the door. The soft click of it shutting behind him echoed in the quiet room, leaving only the faint hum of the air conditioning and Emma’s uneven breathing.

I sank onto the sofa beside her, my body heavy, my mind a chaotic blur. My cock was still half-hard, twitching with the aftershocks, but the arousal was tangled with something heavier—jealousy, shame, disbelief. I stared at the floor, then at her, then back at the floor, trying to process what had just happened. My wife—my Emma—had just been fucked by our neighbor, had sucked me with a hunger I’d never seen, had let him cum inside her while I watched, helpless, drowning in the fantasy I’d begged for.

She lay there, legs still open, her chest rising and falling, the faint red marks on her ass glowing in the dim light. Her eyes were half-closed, a faint smile tugging at her lips, but she didn’t speak. Neither did I. The air between us was thick, charged with everything we’d done and everything we couldn’t say. I wanted to reach for her, to pull her close, to erase the image of Chris’s cock inside her—but I couldn’t move. All I could do was sit there, my heart pounding, my mind reeling, caught in the wreckage of a night that had changed everything.

As I stared at my wife sprawled across the sofa, her body still flushed and glistening, legs parted in a lazy, unselfconscious sprawl. The faint red marks on her ass caught the dim light, and the slow drip of Chris’s cum between her thighs was a stark, undeniable reminder of everything that had just happened. Her chest rose and fell with soft, uneven breaths, a faint smile playing on her lips as she stared at the ceiling, lost in some private afterglow.

I sat beside her, my mind a storm of conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, guilt, awe—all crashing together until I could barely think. The room felt too quiet now, the absence of Chris’s presence almost louder than his smug grin had been. My hands rested on my thighs, fingers twitching, unsure what to do with themselves.

Emma turned her head slightly, her eyes catching mine, still sparkling with that mix of mischief and exhaustion. “Babe,” she said, her voice soft but teasing, “go get me a glass of wine, would you?”

I blinked, the request pulling me out of my haze. It was such a simple, domestic thing after everything, it almost felt surreal. I nodded, muttering a quiet “Sure,” and stood, my legs shaky as I headed to the kitchen. The cool tile under my feet grounded me slightly, but my mind was still spinning—replaying her moans, the way she’d looked at me, the way Chris had filled her. I poured a glass of red, the liquid glinting in the low light, and carried it back to her.

When I returned, Emma was propped up on one elbow, her legs still open, that faint smile wider now. She took the glass with a grateful hum, sipping slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. Then she started giggling—soft at first, then louder, a breathless, infectious sound that filled the room. I sat back down beside her, my brow furrowing.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, my voice hoarse, still trying to catch up with her.

She bit her lip, her giggles bubbling over as she shook her head, clearly delighted by something I wasn’t getting. “Come on, babe,” she said, her tone playful but pointed, “don’t you remember?”

I stared at her, completely lost. “Remember what?”

Her smile turned wicked, her eyes glinting as she leaned closer, the wineglass dangling loosely in her hand. “Your favorite KatieHotwife video,” she said, drawing out the words like a taunt. “The spitroast one. How does it end?”

The question hit me like a spark, and then it clicked. My mind flashed to the screen—KatieHotwife, sprawled on a sofa just like this one, legs open, a glass of wine in her hand, her body still trembling from being fucked. And her husband—on his knees, head between her thighs, licking her clean as she sipped her drink, laughing softly, utterly in control. The image burned into me, overlapping with the reality in front of me: Emma, legs spread, Chris’s cum still dripping from her, wineglass in hand, giggling like she’d just pulled off the perfect prank.

My breath caught, my cock twitching despite everything, the humiliation and arousal twisting tighter. Emma’s laughter softened, but her eyes stayed locked on mine, daring me to acknowledge it. She took another slow sip of wine, her smile never fading, and in that moment, I knew she’d planned this—every detail, every echo of that video, all for me.

She was my KatieHotwife now. And as I sat there, stunned, the weight of it settled over me: this was our new reality, and there was no going back.

For the next few minutes Emma just lounged on the sofa, her body still flushed and open, legs spread wide, the faint glisten of Chris’s cum trailing down her thighs catching the dim light as I struggled to process things. But eventually, as the wineglass dangled loosely in her hand, her giggles fading into a sly, satisfied smile as she watched me, her eyes glinting with a mix of affection and wicked intent. I sat beside her, my mind a tangled mess—jealousy, arousal, and a creeping dread all knotted together. The image of her with Chris, the way she’d moaned, the way she’d owned that moment, burned behind my eyes.

She took a slow sip of wine, then tilted her head, her smile sharpening. “Babe,” she said, her voice soft but teasing, “you’re not done yet. You need to make me cum again.” She shifted, spreading her legs wider, her pussy still slick and swollen, Chris’s cum glistening obscenely. “Come on, get down there. Clean me up.”

I froze, my stomach lurching. The taste of another man—his cum—mixed with her was something I hadn’t prepared for, something I’d never imagined I’d face. My cock twitched traitorously, but my throat tightened with reluctance. “Emma,” I started, my voice hoarse, “I don’t know if I can—”

She cut me off with a laugh, light but edged with challenge. “Oh, come on,” she said, leaning forward, her fingers brushing my cheek. “Chris’s big cock made me cum harder than I’ve ever cum, babe. You saw it. You felt it. Don’t you want to make me feel that good again?” Her eyes sparkled, daring me, her voice dripping with playful cruelty. “You wanted this, didn’t you? Your fantasy, your KatieHotwife. Now get to work.”

Her words burned, every syllable sinking the blade of jealousy a little deeper, yet they also sparked a heat I couldn’t fight. That teasing edge, the way she turned my own hunger back on me, dragged me straight under. I slipped from the sofa and dropped to my knees between her parted thighs, fingers shaking as they clamped onto her warm skin. The scent slammed into me first—her familiar sweetness, now laced with something darker, rawer, unmistakably him. I froze there, barely an inch away, the brutal truth of what I was about to do crashing down like cold water.

Emma giggled again, her fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me closer. “Go on, babe,” she murmured, her voice mockingly sweet. “You know you want to.”

I leaned in, my tongue brushing her tentatively, and the taste exploded across my senses—salty, bitter, unmistakably him. My stomach churned, but I kept going, licking slowly, reluctantly, her warmth and wetness pulling me despite myself. Emma moaned softly, her hips shifting, but then she laughed, a bright, merciless sound. “God, it’s fucking vile, isn’t it?” she said, her voice thick with amusement. “But didn’t you want to cum in my mouth, babe? All those times you begged me? Well, now you know what it’s like to taste someone else’s.”

The twist of her words burned, humiliation flooding me as I licked deeper, her taste mingling with his, the act both degrading and intoxicating. She was right—I’d begged for this, dreamed of it, and now she was making me live it. Her moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer as she rocked against my mouth. “That’s it,” she gasped, “just like that. Make me cum, babe. You can do it.”

I worked harder, my tongue circling her clit, tasting the mix of her and him, fighting the urge to pull away. Her thighs trembled, her breath hitching, and I could feel her climbing, her body responding to every flick, every stroke. The jealousy, the taste, the weight of her words—it all pushed me to keep going, to prove something, to give her what she demanded.

Her fingers dug deeper into my hair, her hips grinding urgently as she teetered right on the brink. “God, yes,” she gasped, voice cracking with need. “Chris fucked me senseless, baby, but you—you’re the one who’s about to make me explode.” The words sliced through me like a hot knife, spurring me on; I didn’t let up, even though my jaw ached and my ego stung sharper than ever.

She shattered with a raw, broken cry, her whole body jerking as waves of pleasure ripped through her. Her pussy throbbed against my tongue while she yanked my head tighter, thighs locking around my ears, her triumphant moans echoing off the walls. When she finally eased her grip and glanced down, her eyes were heavy-lidded, her smile lazy yet razor-sharp. “Your fantasy, remember?” she murmured, soft but unyielding, every syllable nailing the truth in place. “You wanted this.”

I stayed on my knees between her trembling legs, face drenched, pulse hammering, the mingled taste of her and Chris still thick on my tongue. She was absolutely right. This had started as my secret craving, my twisted little dream, and now it belonged to both of us—etched into us forever.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Hidden Behind Beth's Innocent Eyes: A Vanilla Exterior Hides Something He Was Never Prepared For

I never thought my life would take this turn.

When I met Beth, I thought I’d found the perfect girlfriend—confident, sexy, the kind of woman who made every other girl fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple falling in love. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, watching her on her knees sucking another man’s cock while her best friend’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to scream or cum. Here, where every line I thought I’d never cross has already been left behind.

What started with one daring night has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each step pulls me deeper, each moment leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Beth warned me: buckle up. And she was right.

The First Time I Was Shared: My Journey Into Swinging

As we stepped out of the taxi, I looked at my husband James and took a deep breath.

My God, was I nervous.

This was our first time in Vegas—but that wasn’t why. It wasn’t the casinos, or the lights, or the sheer size of it all. I was nervous because, as I gripped James’s hand, I knew we were walking toward the nondescript door of a swingers club.

The craziest part? We weren’t even swingers.

We’d never even dabbled. We were just Mr. and Mrs. Vanilla strolling toward that door, straight into the unknown. I didn’t know what we’d find inside—or whether I’d actually go through with it. But ever since that night, I knew I had to at least see it for myself.

That night a few months ago, when Emily couldn’t keep her drunken mouth shut while we sat in my hot tub and she told me about her little trip to Vegas—and what she got up to while her husband watched.

But that’s the thing. They stopped after that. Her story was just a couple of drunk wives giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob. And yeah, I know you’re thinking that’s bad enough.

But what if I told you that, since that moment, my mind hasn’t stopped wandering? That all I could think about was standing there naked, surrounded by strangers, getting stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock while everyone watched?

That’s a whole different ball game.

And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to think about it too.

But as I walked through that door, heart racing, I still didn’t know the answer to the one question that mattered:

Would I really do it?
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