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Chapter 1



The bedroom was dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting shadows across the walls. Emma’s hand moved slowly, deliberately, her fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking with a rhythm that sent shivers through me. She knew how much I loved hearing about her past, the stories of her sexual escapades before we met. My wife-sharing fantasy burned hot, and the thought of her with old lovers always pushed me to the edge. Tonight, as her hand worked its magic, she began to unravel a memory from years ago, her voice low and teasing.

Emma had been 27, stationed in a quaint French-speaking town in Quebec for a month-long language immersion program. Her government job had recently shifted her to a division requiring fluency in French, and though she’d studied it in school, she needed to refine her skills. The program, nestled in a picturesque fishing village along the St. Lawrence River, was her chance to dive into the language and culture. With a population barely scraping 30,000, the town was a postcard of natural beauty—foothills of the Notre Dame Mountains cradling rivers that spilled into the mighty St. Lawrence. The landscape was wild, untamed, with limited farmland leaving vast stretches of nature untouched.

The program catered mostly to university students on summer break—bright-eyed 21-year-olds who made Emma, at 27, feel like an outsider. She was there for work, not a carefree summer fling, and the age gap gnawed at her. Still, the town’s charm was undeniable. Mornings were filled with French classes, while afternoons offered cultural activities—hikes, art, and explorations of the region’s rugged beauty. One such activity was a trek up a river trail to a series of wading pools, carved between cascading smaller waterfalls and a larger, dramatic one. At the base of the big waterfall, thrill-seekers jumped into deep, clear water, while small overhangs—almost caves—offered shelter along the rocky banks.

A sign on the trail read, “Nudisme autorisé mais non obligatoire.” Emma, clad in her modest bathing suit, watched as the younger women in the group shed their tops, laughing and splashing under the falls. The few men in the program gravitated toward them, their eyes hungry, their voices loud with youthful bravado. Emma soaked in the scene—the sun glinting off the water, the carefree energy—but felt a pang of self-consciousness. At 27, she couldn’t shake the feeling of being too old, too out of place, to join in. She longed for someone closer to her age, a man whose presence might make the romantic setting feel less intimidating.

A few days later, the afternoon activity was a painting session by the river. Emma, uninterested in wielding a brush, opted out. Instead, she grabbed her bike and pedaled back to the waterfall trail, craving solitude. The path was quieter now, with only a handful of locals scattered along the river. Older men lounged nude in the wading pools, their ease with the setting a stark contrast to her own hesitation. None of the young faces from her program were around, which suited her just fine.

Finding a flat rock by the water’s edge, Emma spread out a towel and slipped off her bathing suit top. She lay back, the warm sun kissing her bare breasts. The humid air enveloped her, and a gentle breeze teased her nipples, sending a subtle thrill through her body. She closed her eyes, letting the sounds of the river and the sensation of the air lull her into a state of calm. Before long, she drifted into a light sleep.

Cold raindrops jolted her awake. The sun had vanished behind thick clouds, and a storm had rolled in. Scrambling to gather her things, Emma sat up, her heart racing. That’s when she noticed him—a man standing in one of the nearby overhangs, taking shelter from the sudden downpour. He saw her struggle and rushed out, his lean frame moving quickly to help. Together, they grabbed her towel and clothes, ducking into the cave-like shelter just as the rain intensified.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice warm but unfamiliar. He introduced himself as James, a fellow student in the program, though in a lower-level French class. He was older than the others—mid-30s, she guessed—with a tall, wiry build that spoke of an athletic life. His messy, medium-length hair framed a face that felt vaguely familiar, though she couldn’t place him. His skin was pale, his muscles defined but not bulky, like a runner or a cyclist.

Emma’s hand paused on my cock as she recounted the moment, her eyes gleaming with the memory. “He turned me on,” she admitted, her voice husky. “The rain, the cave, his body—it was all so… primal.”

James offered her some of his lunch, a small picnic he’d brought: fresh fruit, crusty bread, a bottle of wine, and local cheese. As they ate, Emma shivered, the damp air clinging to her skin. Without a word, James moved behind her, wrapping his arms around her for warmth. The heat of his chest pressed against her back, and his arms brushed across her bare breasts. She froze, suddenly aware of her exposed state, but made no move to cover herself. Instead, she leaned into him, her pulse quickening.

Their lips met in a slow, hungry kiss. James’s hands roamed, cupping her breasts, his fingers grazing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. He kissed the back of her neck, his breath hot against her skin, and Emma felt a wave of lust crash over her. She surrendered to the moment, letting him explore her body as the rain pounded outside.

He guided her to a low, smooth rock, its height perfect for sitting. Positioning her at the edge, he knelt before her, his hands deftly sliding her bikini bottoms down. Emma’s breath hitched as he spread her legs, his mouth finding her clit with a skill that made her head spin. “I wanted him so badly,” she whispered to me, her hand stroking faster now. “I wished he’d just fucked me right there.”

James’s tongue worked her expertly, sucking and teasing, his fingers slipping inside her with a gentle rhythm. Emma arched back, the pleasure building until her legs trembled, and a warm, rolling orgasm washed over her. It was intense but left her aching for more, her body craving the fullness she hadn’t yet had. She glanced at me, her hand tightening. “I regretted not taking him all the way,” she said. “I wanted his cock so much.”

Eager to please him, Emma urged James to sit on the rock. She knelt before him, her eyes locked on his as she tugged his shorts down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she wrapped her hands around it, savoring its weight. Maintaining eye contact, she took him into her mouth, her lips sliding over him as she worked to get him harder, hoping he’d take her next. But James, caught in the moment, gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm. She tried to pull back, wanting more than just this, but it was too late. He came, his release filling her mouth. She swallowed, her eyes never leaving his, a mix of satisfaction and frustration swirling within her.

The rain continued, and they sat together in the shelter, his arms around her. Emma figured she’d see him again at the program—there were weeks left, plenty of time for another chance. When the rain eased, she grabbed her bike and rode back to town. James took a different path, mentioning he’d parked nearby.

The next day, Emma’s world tilted. She spotted James at the program, but he wasn’t alone. A woman and two school-aged children were with him. When he saw her, he quickly turned away, pretending not to notice her. Whispers from others confirmed the truth: the woman was his wife, the kids his own. Emma’s stomach churned with anger and betrayal, though she couldn’t deny the lingering heat of their encounter.

As she finished the story, her hand still working me, Emma’s voice softened. “Fifteen years later, I don’t care about his cheating,” she said. “I just remember how much I wanted him.” Her strokes quickened, and she leaned closer, her breath hot against my ear. “My only regret is that he never fucked me. His cock was… perfect.”

I came hard, her words pushing me over the edge, my release spilling across my stomach. Emma smiled, knowing the power her story held over me.








Chapter 2


Years had passed since Emma’s steamy encounter with James by the Quebec waterfall, but the memory lingered like a spark waiting to reignite. Our shared fantasy of her with another man often brought the story back during our intimate moments, her voice painting vivid pictures as she worked a vibrator or my cock, imagining it was James taking her in that cave. The regret of their unfulfilled desire fueled our play, and I loved watching her lose herself in the fantasy.

Life had moved on, and I’d recently transferred to a new sales group at my company. Among my new colleagues was a guy named James—charming, a bit goofy, but undeniably likable. He was the kind of coworker who made sales calls fun, his easy charisma sealing deals with a smile. I’d mentioned him to Emma in passing, never connecting the dots to her past. He was just a funny guy from work, nothing more.

That changed at the company holiday party. It was Emma’s first time meeting my new team, and I was excited to show her off. The venue buzzed with chatter, clinking glasses, and festive lights, the air thick with the scent of pine and wine. As we walked in, Emma froze, her hand tightening on my arm. She pulled me aside, her eyes wide with shock.

“That guy you’re always talking about—James,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of disbelief and something else—excitement, maybe? “That’s him. The James from Quebec, from the waterfall.”

I stared at her, my mind racing. The odds were staggering. The man I’d been working with, laughing with, was the same one whose cock my wife fantasized about? The same one who’d left her wanting all those years ago? A strange thrill coursed through me, mingling with unease. I’d found James charming, too, but this coincidence felt like fate playing a dangerous game.

“Do you think he recognized you?” I asked, my voice low, trying to gauge her reaction.

“I don’t think he’s seen me yet,” she replied, her gaze flicking toward the crowd where James stood, chatting animatedly with a group of coworkers.

“We could leave before he does,” I offered, half-hoping she’d agree, half-curious about what might unfold. The idea of them meeting again sent a pulse of arousal through me, but this was my workplace—complications could follow.

Emma’s lips curled into an impish smile. “I’m in no rush to leave. I’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and I caught a glimpse of the bold, lustful woman from her story. “I wonder if he’s still married. Is his wife here?”

I liked James—he was a friend at work, and I didn’t want drama. “If we stay, will you be cool?” I asked, my tone cautious. “I don’t want to be the guy who makes the office awkward.”

Emma slid her arm around my waist, giving me a playful, exasperated look. “I’ll be cool,” she promised, but the glint in her eye suggested she had no intention of playing it safe. Before I could say more, she strode into the party, her confidence pulling me along like a current.

My mind churned as I followed her. Emma had admitted her regret over not fucking James all those years ago. Would she flirt with him now? The thought both unnerved and excited me. I’d fantasized about sharing her, picturing her with another man while I watched, but this was real—my coworker, my workplace. Yet the image of James taking her, fulfilling that long-ago desire, made my pulse race. I told myself nothing had happened yet, that he might not even recognize her, but deep down, I knew I was justifying my own arousal. I wanted to see where this led.

As we approached the bar, James spotted us. He broke off his conversation, his eyes landing on Emma. A flicker of confusion crossed his face, like he was trying to place her. “Hey, man,” I said, keeping my tone light. “This is my wife, Emma.”

Emma flashed a knowing smile, brushing past him toward the bar. “Hey, James,” she said, her voice casual but laced with something deeper. The look of recognition hit him like a jolt, and I nearly laughed out loud at his stunned expression.

“Hi, Emma,” he managed, his voice faltering. He looked at me



































cover.jpeg
BY EVELINA ROSE

| joys a missed
_ e past /, ‘







