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Chapter 1



It was a sweltering Friday evening, the kind where the air clung to your skin like a second layer. The kids were tucked in by eight, their soft snores drifting through the house, leaving Emma and me to finish packing for our getaway. We’d both cleared the next week from work, and tomorrow we’d head to the quiet town of Wellsville. It had beaches, a science museum, and enough kid-friendly distractions to keep our boys entertained. We’d visited once before for a day trip, and it was charming enough to warrant a few nights this time. But Wellsville held another allure, one we hadn’t spoken about openly—at least, not yet.

I zipped up the suitcase and sidled up behind Emma, wrapping my arms around her waist. Her warmth pressed against me, and I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear. “Think the kids are out cold?” I whispered, my voice low and teasing. “Want to play with Ryan tonight?”

Emma tilted her head back against my chest, a soft smile playing on her lips. “Ryan sounds perfect,” she murmured, her tone laced with mischief. Ryan was the name of her favorite toy—a thick, ten-inch realistic dildo that never failed to spark something wild in her.

Ryan was also the name of a guy she’d known in college, a fling from her postgraduate year in another city. Emma had done her undergrad, then spent eight months in a new town for a master’s program. She hadn’t settled in enough to build a real life there—no steady boyfriend, just a few friends and casual nights out. Ryan was part of those nights. He had a fiancée back home, so their connection was never meant to last, but Emma always said he was gorgeous, magnetic. They’d fool around after drinks or on quiet nights at his place—kissing, her hands on him, her mouth on him. She drew the line at sex because of his fiancée, but the memories stuck with her.

As our marriage evolved, we’d discovered a shared taste for toys, and Emma’s preference leaned toward bigger sizes. When I surprised her with the massive dildo, she’d stroked it that first night, her lips grazing the tip, and said it reminded her of Ryan. So, we named it. It became a prop in our fantasies, a way to bring her college fling into our bedroom without crossing lines. But tonight, as we stood in our dimly lit room, the air felt heavier. Wellsville wasn’t just a family destination—Ryan, the real Ryan, lived there. We’d looked him up once, half-joking, half-curious, and even spun fantasies about me driving her to him for real. This trip was supposed to be about the kids, but I’d been quietly planning something else, something I hadn’t told Emma.

She leaned back against me, and I slid my hands up to cup her breasts, teasing her gently through her shirt. The dildo sat on the bed beside us, its presence like a silent promise. “You gonna watch him fuck me?” Emma whispered, her voice playful but edged with heat as she picked up the toy.

“Mmm, put Ryan in your pussy,” I urged, my hand guiding hers toward the dildo’s base, encouraging her to press it against herself.

Emma rubbed the tip along her slit, her breath hitching. It was large, and she took her time, easing the head inside with a soft gasp. “God, Ryan’s cock feels so good,” she moaned, slowly working the toy in and out, her hips shifting with each thrust.

I kept playing with her breasts, my erection pressing into her back as I watched her move. “You a little disappointed this is a family trip to Wellsville?” I teased, my voice low. “Wish you were going alone, maybe meet up with Ryan and finally feel him inside you for real?”

Emma’s movements quickened, her hips bucking against the dildo. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling with desire.

“You wouldn’t care that he’s married now?” I pressed, my fingers circling her nipples. “Would you really fuck him if you had the chance?”

“Yes,” she gasped, pumping the toy harder. “I want Ryan to fuck me. I don’t care if he’s married. I’d fuck that huge cock tomorrow if I could.”

The thought sent a jolt through me. “I’d love to see it for real, not just a fantasy,” I whispered, my lips grazing her ear. “Maybe we should plan a different trip later. Close your eyes, picture him fucking you.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered shut, her body tensing as she drove the dildo deeper. “Yes, Ryan, fuck me,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Fuck me hard.” Her body shuddered, and she came hard, her wetness soaking the toy as she slowed, panting, and leaned back to kiss me.

“I love watching you get fucked, baby,” I said, holding her close.

Emma rolled over, kneeling on the bed, my erection straining between us. “Want to see what I used to do with Ryan?” she asked, her eyes glinting. Before I could answer, she lowered her mouth to my cock, her tongue catching the tip, drawing it into her warmth without using her hands. “Ryan liked it like this,” she said, her lips brushing me. “No hands, just my mouth.”

She took me deep, her throat enveloping me until her lips pressed against my base. “Was his cock bigger?” I asked, watching her eyes lock onto mine as she bobbed slowly. “Could you take him all the way?”

She pulled off just enough to speak, her breath hot against me. “Yeah, he was bigger, and back then, I couldn’t take all of him. He went deeper than you. And yes, I’d love to go to Wellsville alone, see if I could take him now. Even if he’s married, with kids, whatever—I’ve thought about him too long. I’d let him fuck me, and if you want to watch, you should plan that trip.” She paused, then added, “Now shut up. I want to show you how he liked it. It’s different from what you like. I want to think about making him cum.”

Her mouth enveloped me again, her tongue curling around the underside, guiding me deep with short, deliberate bobs. It felt different—less like her usual style, more like she was lost in a memory, fucking me with her mouth the way she had him. The thought pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, deep in her throat.

As we caught our breath, Emma sat up, trailing a finger through my cum and spreading it across her chest. “Ryan never wanted me to swallow,” she said softly. “He’d pull out, cum on my face, my tits. He came so much.”

“Would you let him do that now?” I asked, knowing she rarely let me.

“It’d be hot,” she admitted, a dreamy look in her eyes. “I loved how much he came for me.”

She headed to the bathroom to clean up, and I lay there, my mind racing. Wellsville was tomorrow, and my secret plan felt more real by the second. I hoped she meant what she said about a solo trip. We’d find out soon enough.




















Chapter 2


The morning after our heated night, the house buzzed with the chaos of getting two young boys ready for a road trip. Emma was in the kitchen, packing snacks and juice boxes, while I wrestled the last of our bags into the car. The kids, Ethan and Liam, were bouncing with excitement, already debating which museum exhibit they’d see first in Wellsville. The four-hour drive loomed ahead, but the promise of beaches and science displays kept their energy high. For me, though, there was another current running beneath the surface—a secret I was holding close, one that made my pulse quicken every time I caught Emma’s eye.

We piled into the SUV, the kids strapped into the backseat with their tablets, and Emma settled beside me, her sundress riding up just enough to show a sliver of thigh. She caught me looking and flashed a playful smirk, the kind that reminded me of last night’s whispers about Ryan. “Eyes on the road, Mark,” she teased, adjusting her sunglasses. “Don’t want to crash before we get there.”

I grinned, pulling onto the highway. “Just appreciating the view.” My mind flicked to the plan I hadn’t shared—the babysitter, the second hotel room, the possibility of Ryan, the real Ryan, waiting in Wellsville. We’d fantasized about it for years, but the reality felt closer now, electric and dangerous. I kept my focus on the drive, letting the hum of the road and the kids’ chatter ground me.

The trip passed faster than I expected. We stopped once for gas and a quick bathroom break, where Emma and I stole a moment in the convenience store aisle, her hand brushing mine as we grabbed chips for the boys. “You’re awfully quiet,” she said, her voice low so the kids wouldn’t hear. “Thinking about last night?”

“Maybe,” I admitted, my fingers lingering on hers. “You seemed pretty into Ryan.” I kept my tone light, but the mention of his name sent a spark through me. She just smiled, her eyes glinting with something unspoken, and we headed back to the car.

Wellsville welcomed us with its small-town charm—tree-lined streets, quaint shops, and the faint salty tang of the nearby lake. We checked into the hotel, a cozy spot with a view of the water, and got the kids settled in our family suite. The boys were thrilled with the bunk beds, already claiming top and bottom before we’d even unpacked. Emma and I exchanged a look, the kind that said we were both thinking about the night ahead, though she didn’t know the half of it.

The first day was all about the kids. We hit the beach in the morning, the sun high and the water just cool enough to feel refreshing. Ethan and Liam splashed in the shallows, building lopsided sandcastles while Emma and I lounged on a blanket, her head resting on my shoulder. She looked relaxed, her hair loose and catching the sunlight, but there was a restlessness in her too, like she was waiting for something. “This is nice,” she said, watching the boys. “But I’m looking forward to our date night tomorrow.”

I nodded, my heart picking up. “Me too. Got something special planned.” I kept my voice casual, but my mind was on the babysitter I’d arranged through a local service, the second room key tucked in my wallet. Emma raised an eyebrow but didn’t press, just leaned in to kiss my cheek, her lips soft and warm.

The afternoon was spent at the science museum, a sprawling place with interactive exhibits that had the boys running from one display to another. Emma laughed as Liam tried to explain a model volcano to her, and I snapped photos, capturing her smile, the way her dress hugged her curves. Every so often, she’d catch my eye, and I’d feel that pull—the mix of love, lust, and anticipation that had been building since last night. I wondered if she was thinking about Ryan, the real one, or if the fantasy was enough for now.

By evening, we were all pleasantly exhausted. We grabbed dinner at a family-friendly restaurant in town, the kind with checkered tablecloths and a kids’ menu. The boys devoured their burgers, recounting the day’s adventures, while Emma and I shared a bottle of wine, our feet touching under the table. “This was a good day,” she said, her voice soft, her fingers brushing mine. “The kids are happy. I’m happy.”

“Good,” I said, squeezing her hand. “Tomorrow’s gonna be even better.” I let the words hang, watching her reaction. She tilted her head, curious, but the kids interrupted with a debate about dessert, and the moment passed.

Back at the hotel, we got Ethan and Liam ready for bed, their energy finally waning. Emma read them a story while I double-checked the arrangements for tomorrow. The babysitter was confirmed, a friendly woman named Sarah who’d watch the boys while we slipped away. I’d told the service it was a surprise for Emma’s birthday, leaving out the real reason—a half-truth that felt easier than explaining the truth. The second room was booked on a lower floor, a quiet space where anything could happen. I tucked the key into my pocket, my stomach tightening with nerves and excitement.

Once the kids were asleep, Emma and I stood in the small living area of our suite, the moonlight filtering through the window. She looked at me, her eyes searching. “You’ve got that look,” she said, stepping closer. “What’s going on in that head of yours?”

“Just thinking about tomorrow,” I said, pulling her into my arms. “I told you to pack something nice, right? We’re gonna sneak down to the hotel bar for a drink, just the two of us. Like a real date.”

Her face lit up, and she pressed
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