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Chapter 1: The Unchanging Flame



My wife, Jessica, and I have been married for over twenty-five years. When we first met back in college, she was undeniably one of the most stunning women on campus—the kind every guy fantasized about taking to bed. Back then, her beauty was striking, but today, it’s breathtaking in a way I never could’ve predicted. Time wears most people down, but Jessica? She’s defied it. Sure, she couldn’t pass for twenty-one anymore, but at forty-seven, she could easily be mistaken for a woman in her early thirties.

Jessica’s kept herself in incredible shape. She’s gained a few pounds since our college days, but they’ve settled perfectly, rounding out her breasts and hips into a figure that’s somehow sexier than ever. After more than a quarter-century together, I can say without hesitation that our marriage has exceeded every dream I had. We’ve raised four amazing kids who keep our lives full and chaotic, yet we still carve out time for the occasional private escape. It was during one of those getaways, about fifteen years ago, that something shifted in me—something that sparked a quiet obsession with pushing our boundaries.

We were at a beach in Jamaica, one of those places where topless sunbathing was allowed. Jessica had never done anything like that before, and honestly, I’d never pictured her doing it. Her breasts—perfect 36Cs—were mine alone, and the thought of other men seeing them had always made me possessive. But that day, as we lounged on the sand surrounded by women baring it all, I made a casual remark. “You’re about the only one still covered up,” I teased, half-joking. I didn’t expect her to take it seriously, but without a word, she untied her bikini top and let it fall.

I was floored. Here was my gorgeous wife, who’d only ever been with me, putting herself on display for the entire beach. My heart raced as a beach bartender approached to take our drink order. I nudged her, whispering a warning, hoping she’d cover up. She didn’t. The guy stayed professional, just jotting down our requests before moving on, but the thrill hit me hard. Another man had just seen my wife’s flawless breasts, and instead of jealousy, I felt a surge of arousal I couldn’t explain.

That moment ignited something in us. Since then, Jessica’s gone topless at every optional beach we’ve visited—Aruba, South Beach, Cancun, the Dominican Republic, even a few cruise ships. She always draws the most stares, her confidence radiating as heads turn. She insists she does it for me, but I know it excites her too—the way men’s eyes linger, the unspoken admiration. Her only rules are simple: it has to be somewhere no one knows us, and she can’t be the only one doing it.

Those moments are the highlight of every trip. Seeing guys of all ages practically drool over her still gets me going. It’s an ego boost, knowing I’m the one who gets to take her back to our room and have her all to myself. Over time, though, that thrill stirred a deeper desire in me. I wanted more. Jessica’s always been adventurous in bed—willing to role-play fantasies or reenact scenes from porn we’ve watched together—but she’s firm about keeping it just the two of us in reality. I’ve floated ideas, like arranging a “special” massage where the masseur might linger on her chest. Her answer’s always the same: a sharp, emphatic “No!” She’s not that kind of woman, she says, and she has zero interest in anyone else—man or woman.

I’ve come to accept her limits. The most daring she’ll get in public is flashing her breasts on a beach or wearing something sexy yet tasteful, always far from home. And truthfully, that’s enough. Watching other men check her out, knowing I’m the one who’ll be with her later, still drives me wild. I’ve made peace with it: I’m married to the woman of my dreams, the sexiest woman alive, and she’s mine alone. Not a bad deal, right? But life has a way of surprising you when you least expect it.

Beyond our kids, who soak up most of our time, we’ve built close friendships with two couples over the past five years. Neither has children, so we catch up when Jessica and I aren’t tied to a game, practice, or school event. First, there’s Daniel and Melissa, both in their forties like us, married over twenty years. Jessica met Melissa at a salon, and they clicked instantly, becoming shopping partners before pulling Daniel and me into the mix. Melissa’s decently attractive—cute in a girl-next-door way, though she could stand to lose a few pounds. Daniel’s like me: a little thicker around the middle with age, not fat but far from fit. I’ve got hair; he doesn’t. Oh, and his family’s loaded. Their wealth shows in their sprawling 4,000-square-foot home and a backyard pool that’s bigger than most public ones.

Then there’s Jake and Tara, a couple in their late thirties who’ve been together fifteen years, though they’ve never married. They’re the on-again, off-again type, taking “breaks” every so often. Both are in killer shape—Tara was an NFL cheerleader and still looks the part, while Jake’s a gym rat with a physique to match. Jake’s got a reputation as a player, especially during their breaks, and Jessica and I have our suspicions he’s hooked up with Daniel and Melissa based on hints Melissa’s dropped.

I’ve seen all three women in bikinis plenty of times, and Jessica outshines them effortlessly. Tara’s got a tight body and a pretty face, but her chest is on the small side. Melissa’s breasts might edge out Jessica’s in size, but she’s plumper and looks a decade older. Tara flaunts her figure in snug outfits, while Melissa opts for plunging tops that highlight her cleavage, playing the flirt with hugs and lingering glances. Jessica, though? She’s the total package—beauty, grace, and a body that stops you in your tracks.

Tara’s always chased acting gigs, auditioning for reality TV shows. When she landed a spot on the next season of Big Brother, she decided to move to California for good, hoping it’d launch her career. Jake waffled about joining her but ultimately stayed east, so they agreed to another “break” when she left. Tara’s mom came to town to help her settle in, and on her last day, Daniel and Melissa hosted a going-away party at their place. It was late August, hot as hell, and we all brought swimsuits, ready to make the most of their massive pool—one last hurrah before Tara’s big move.
















Chapter 2: Poolside Sparks


We all arrived at Daniel and Melissa’s place early that afternoon, the late August sun beating down hard. Melissa greeted us at the door with one of her signature hugs, her low-cut tank top leaving little to the imagination. Over the next few hours, we dug into good food, knocked back drinks—some of us more than others—and traded stories and laughs. Everyone had tips for Tara on how to outsmart the Big Brother house, from alliances to backstabbing. The vibe was light, easy, the kind of day that makes you forget the clock.

Eventually, someone—maybe Jake—suggested we hit the pool to cool off. It was a no-brainer. We’d spent plenty of afternoons in that massive rectangle of water, deepest in the middle and shallowing out toward the ends, perfect for games. Everyone scattered to change, grabbing bathrooms like it was a race. Melissa came out in a bikini that barely contained her chest, no surprise there. Jessica and Tara went more conservative, though their suits still hugged their curves in all the right ways. I caught myself staring at my wife a little longer than usual—those extra pounds she’d gained over the years only made her sexier, her breasts and hips a perfect tease under the fabric.

Daniel started setting up the volleyball net, but Melissa waved him off. “Let’s do chicken fights first,” she said, a glint in her eye. We’d played before, a harmless tussle that ended with her and Daniel winning—her weight giving her an edge over the slimmer girls. But last time, no one had been drinking. Today, the air buzzed with alcohol and heat, and I couldn’t help but wonder how that’d shake things up.

The girls climbed onto our shoulders—Jessica on mine, Tara on Jake’s, Melissa on Daniel’s. We waded toward the middle, water lapping at our waists. Tara got within Melissa’s reach first and went down fast, splashing into the pool with a laugh. Jessica was next. I braced myself, trying to keep her steady, but Melissa’s hands were quick, and Jessica toppled into the water seconds later. Melissa crowed, rubbing it in, while Tara and Jessica exchanged a quick glance. Before I knew it, they were back on our shoulders, teaming up. An alliance formed on the spot—two against one.

It worked. They shoved at Melissa together, and as she lost her balance, she flailed, grabbing Tara’s bikini top and yanking it aside. One of Tara’s small breasts popped out as she hit the water. She didn’t notice at first, too busy high-fiving Jessica over their victory, until Melissa smirked and said, “One of your little titties is out.” Tara flushed, adjusting her top quick, then shot back, “Rematch. Let’s see who’s champion.”

Melissa grumbled about fairness—two against one—but relented. “Fine, we’ll see who’s boss.” The three of them went at it again, pushing and pulling atop our shoulders. Tara struck first, tugging the strings of Melissa’s bikini top and tossing it aside in one smooth move. Melissa retaliated, ripping Tara’s bandeau clean off, snapping the clasp. With both of them topless, they turned on Jessica. In seconds, her top was gone too, floating somewhere in the pool. All three women were bare from the waist up, and us guys? We were grinning like idiots.

Daniel called it quits then, worried someone might get hurt. “Enough chicken fights,” he said, voice firm but eyes gleaming. I figured the alcohol had loosened everyone up, especially Melissa, who didn’t bother covering herself right away. Then, to my shock, Jessica and Tara dropped their hands too, letting their breasts stay exposed. The air shifted—playful but charged, like we’d crossed some invisible line.

While the women retrieved their tops, I stole a closer look. Melissa’s breasts were the biggest, no question, sagging a bit but crowned with areolas so large they covered half her chest. Tara’s were smaller than I’d guessed—probably padded in her usual tops—but perky enough. Jessica’s, though? Perfect. Full, firm, and drawing stares from Daniel and Jake as she crossed the lanai to grab her bikini top. I’m biased, sure, but their eyes confirmed it.

Tara held up her broken top. “Clasp’s toast,” she said. “If we’re playing volleyball, you two are staying topless too.” Jessica and Melissa shrugged, agreeing without hesitation. My pulse kicked up a notch. Daniel and I set up the net while the women grabbed another round of drinks, their bare torsos glistening in the sun. We’d played pool volleyball with them plenty of times, but never like this. Usually it was tame—maybe a stray bump or Melissa’s light flirting—but today felt different from the jump.

We split into teams: Jessica with Daniel and Jake, me with Melissa and Tara. The game started normal enough, just with the added distraction of bouncing breasts every time someone leaped for the ball. I tried to focus, but it was damn near impossible. Then Melissa took it up a notch. A ball came my way, clearly mine, and she “accidentally” crashed into me, her chest pressing against mine in four feet of water. Hard to dodge in that depth. She pulled back slow, apologizing with a coy smile, but Jessica shot me a look—like I’d planned it. I just shrugged.

Over the next hour, the “accidents” piled up on both sides of the net. Bumps, brushes, hands lingering a beat too long. Jessica’s reaction shifted as it went on. At first, she’d frown when Daniel or Jake grazed her, but by the end, she was almost egging them on, her posture flirty, inviting a touch. I couldn’t call her out—Melissa and Tara were just as handsy with me, and I wasn’t exactly dodging them either.

Tara checked the time
















cover.jpeg
S —
_—
N L5
D
“'

-
‘?/

‘ Hotwi‘fe’é
Suprise

BY EVELINA ROSE

ye/suprises her Husband with an
ultimate gift - His Cuckolding






