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Chapter 1: The Question That Changed Everything



“Sweetheart, can I ask you something? Promise me you’ll be honest,” Emily said, her voice soft but laced with a hint of something mischievous.

I glanced over at her, sprawled across the couch in our Jacksonville home, her auburn hair catching the late afternoon light. She had that look—those big, hazel eyes glinting with a secret she was dying to spill. I knew my wife well enough to sense she was up to something, but I played along. “Sure, love. I’ll do my best. What’s on your mind?”

She tilted her head, fixing me with a stare that was equal parts serious and playful. “How would you feel if I went on a date with another man?”

The question hit me like a freight train. My heart thudded in my chest, and for a moment, I wondered if she’d stumbled across my browser history—those late-night scrolls through sites I’d never admit to visiting. I swallowed hard, keeping my tone neutral. “Why would you ask me that?”

Emily didn’t flinch. She launched into a story about our friends, Mark and Lisa. Apparently, Mark had confessed to Lisa that he wanted her to find a boyfriend—someone to sleep with while he watched. He’d even admitted he craved her most after she’d been with someone else. Emily’s voice was steady, but her eyes were locked on mine, searching for a reaction.

I shifted in my seat, feeling the heat rise in my face. “Mark’s never mentioned anything like that to me,” I said cautiously. “But if you’re asking whether most guys get a kick out of imagining their wife with another man… yeah, I’d say that’s true.”

Her lips parted slightly, and she leaned closer. “So it turns you on to think of me with someone else?”

“Of course,” I admitted, the words slipping out before I could overthink them.

She froze, staring at me. Then her eyes welled up, tears glistening at the edges. “You don’t love me then,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

I reached for her, panic surging through me. “No, Em, I love you more than anything. That’s why I’d want you to be that happy. If I didn’t care, it wouldn’t excite me. But I’m not saying I want you to cheat—I’m just saying it’s a thing for a lot of guys. We’re wired to feel a rush when someone else desires what’s ours.” I took a breath, trying to explain. “Some men pretend they’re above it, acting all tough to impress their wives. But if they’re secure, really secure, they’re not jealous—they’re flattered.”

Emily blinked, wiping her eyes. “I’d divorce you in a heartbeat if I caught you with another woman. I could never handle that. I just don’t get men.”

I took her hand, pressing my lips to her knuckles, then her mouth, soft and slow. “I love you so much, Em. I’d do anything to make you happy.” My hand slid up her back, under her blouse, then down to the waistband of her pants. I traced the edge of her panties, feeling the silky fabric against her skin as I massaged her gently.

She kissed my neck, her breath warm, and her hand found my cock, hardening under her touch. “What’s on your mind, James? You’re stiff as a board.”

“I love you,” I murmured, “and I’d do anything to make you happy.”

She pulled back, her eyes glinting again. “Follow me.” She led me to the bedroom, turning down the sheets with a deliberate slowness. “Make love to me, then. Make me a happy woman.”

I didn’t need more invitation than that. The image flashed through my mind—Emily, my gorgeous wife, tangled in another man’s arms, his cock driving into her, her voice crying out for him to fill her. It was too much. I was inside her, thrusting hard, and within two minutes, I came, my body shaking as I spilled into her.

“Wow, that was quick,” she said with a laugh, her voice teasing. “Stay in me, though. Let me feel you for a bit.” She nestled closer, her tone shifting. “Men are so weird. Lisa’s thinking about going out with a guy from work. The girls say he’s a total stud.”

“Does Mark want a one-night thing, or a real boyfriend for her?” I asked, still catching my breath.

Emily propped herself up on an elbow. “Lisa came over for coffee the other day and spilled everything. She’s cool with it—apparently, they’ve been talking about it in bed for over a year. She just wanted to know if you’d ever brought up me being… naughty.” She smirked. “I told her no, you’d never mentioned it.”

My cock twitched inside her, hardening again at the thought.

She grinned, feeling it. “Lisa was right—you do like the idea of me with someone else.” Her voice turned playful. “Fuck me, James. Don’t cum too fast this time, or I’ll have to find a stud to satisfy me.”

Thank God I’d just finished— it gave me some stamina. I lasted ten minutes, pounding into her with everything I had. She came hard, her body shuddering beneath me, her moans louder than I’d heard in years.














Chapter 2: The Website and a New Desire


The next day, I came home from work, my mind still buzzing from the night before. Emily greeted me at the door with a cold beer in hand, her smile brighter than usual. “James, come here,” she said, tugging me toward the living room. “You’ve got to see this website. It’s all about wives with lovers—stories, pictures, everything.”

She plopped down on the couch, patting the cushion next to her. I sat, taking a swig of the beer as she pulled up the site on her laptop. The screen glowed with bold text and thumbnails of women in various states of undress, their husbands’ eager faces sometimes peeking into the frame. “I’ve been reading these stories all day,” she said, her voice tinged with awe. “I can’t believe some of them. Do you know what a cuckold is?”

I nearly choked on my beer. This was one of my sites—one I’d stumbled across late at night, my heart racing as I skimmed the stories. I’d even left a few comments under a burner account, praising the ones that hit all the right buttons. I forced myself to stay cool, leaning back casually. “Yeah, it’s a guy whose wife has a lover—or sometimes even a kid that’s not his. Usually, the husband’s kind of under her thumb, and there’s often some humiliation thrown in.”

Emily turned to me, her eyes narrowing with a curious smile. “You know about this stuff, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah,” I admitted, scratching the back of my neck. “I’ve read a few things here and there.”

She didn’t let it drop. “I had no idea this world existed,” she said, scrolling through a page. “You’re right—these guys want their wives to sleep around and come home to them, all used up and dripping. Some hide in the closet to watch. Others get off on getting her ready for her date, loving the shame of it. A few even get tied up in panties, forced to watch some stud take their wife.” She paused, her voice dropping. “The big thing, though? It’s called a ‘cream pie.’ The husband cleans her up—with his tongue—after she’s been with her lover. And then there’s ‘sloppy seconds,’ where he gets to have her too, all messy from the other guy.” She raised her eyebrows, her mouth curling into an open, teasing grin.

My face burned, and I shifted in my seat, unable to meet her gaze. I didn’t know what to say—my secret was teetering on the edge of exposure, and my cock was already stirring in my pants.

She went quiet, smirking at me now, waiting for me to crack. “Can you believe this is what couples are doing these days?”

I cleared my throat, forcing words out. “So, uh, what do you think about it?”

Emily stood, closing the laptop, and stepped in front of me. She rested her head on my shoulder, her breath warm against my neck. “I love you,” she whispered, kissing me there, then moving to my lips. Her nose brushed mine as she murmured, “I’ve never been so hooked on something like this. It makes me so wet I can’t stand it.”

Before I could respond, she unzipped my fly, sinking to her knees. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, tugging it free, and she sucked the head until it swelled to full length. She pulled back, planting soft kisses along the shaft as she spoke. “Lisa had a date last night. She went out, got fucked silly by that stud from work, and came home to Mark. He lost his mind over her wet pussy.” Kiss, kiss. “She said Mark was like an animal—wouldn’t let her clean up. He took her to bed, licked her clean, then fucked her for over an hour. Said he could barely feel her with all that cum still in there.” Kiss, kiss. “They went at it three times. She was so worn out she could hardly walk this morning—and still leaking when we talked.”

Kiss, kiss.

“She’s on the pill, so no worries about a baby,” Emily continued, her voice low and sultry. “She wants to do it again—push Mark a little harder this time. The guy came into her office today, asked her out for the weekend. She said yes. Why not enjoy it if Mark’s into it—and she loves the sex?”

She stood, kissing me full on the lips, and I caught the faint musk of my own precum on her breath. “I told Lisa she was right—you do get off on thinking about me with someone else. She said, ‘Told you so.’”

My cock jutted out, painfully hard, but Emily ignored it now, letting the silence stretch. I wondered if she was waiting for me to say something—hinting at what she wanted next.

Finally, she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “I want to go on a date, too. I want to make you happy.” Her breathing quickened as she stroked me, her hand firm and deliberate. “Feel my pussy, James.”

I slid my hand under her loose skirt, over the curve of her mound, down to her panties. The silk was soaked, her heat radiating through the fabric. I scooped her up, laying her on the couch, and peeled off those drenched panties. Her breasts spilled free as I tugged them out of her top, sucking her nipples until they stiffened under my tongue.

Her eyes fluttered shut, a soft purr escaping her lips as her hips rocked gently. I straddled her, her legs wrapping around my waist, her heels digging into my ass. She was teetering on the edge of release—I could feel it.

I didn’t want to break the spell, so I leaned in, my voice low. “I love you so much, Em. If you want to go on a date with someone you like, I’d enjoy it. I’ll bathe you, get you ready for him—a real romantic night that ends with him fucking you until you’re completely satisfied.”

She grabbed my head, pushing me down to her dripping slit. My tongue plunged into her, tasting her sweetness, then flicked up to tease her clit in slow circles. She moaned louder, her breaths coming fast. She was delicious, and I couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck me, James,” she gasped, pulling me up. “Put that big cock in me and fuck me. Tell me you want me to take a lover. Tell me you want another man to fuck me and cum in me. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

I paused, the tip of my cock brushing her clit. “You’re not on the pill, Em. I’m not sure that’s smart.”

She grabbed me, desperation in her eyes. “You’re driving me crazy. Please fuck me—I can’t take it anymore. Those stories got me so horny; I’ve been waiting for you all day.”

I thrust into her in one smooth stroke, holding still as she squirmed beneath me, trying to get me to move. “Fuck me, damn it! Fuck me and make me cum!” she shouted.

I pulled back, then set a steady rhythm, driving deep, over and over. Her pussy clenched around me as she came, her spasms milking my cock
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