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Chapter 1



I remember the conversation like it happened yesterday.

“You did the same thing for Alexis,” my wife Emily said, her voice calm but pointed. “Why can’t I help Ryan out before he heads off to college?”

Ten years had passed since I’d taken our babysitter Alexis’s virginity, and somehow the subject had never come up again—until now. Emily had just asked if she could sleep with Ryan, our daughter’s math-and-science tutor. The request hit me like a punch to the chest. We had never talked about opening things up. Never. And now this.

In the years since my first story, life had shifted. Emily now worked from home while I’d taken a promotion that put me back in the office and sent me out of town about once a month. Our daughter had started struggling in her science classes, so we’d hired a tutor. The big professional agencies were outrageously expensive, so we’d taken a neighbor’s recommendation instead.

At a block-party barbecue, Emily got to talking with Lisa, a high-school physics teacher who lived four doors down. When Lisa heard about our daughter’s grades, she immediately suggested one of her top seniors—Ryan. Eighteen (almost nineteen), polite, brilliant, headed to a top West-Coast university on a partial scholarship. His family couldn’t afford much, so he tutored on the side for cash. It sounded perfect.

We invited Ryan over for a trial run, and he was exactly what our daughter needed. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday afternoons from three until six. I’d occasionally cross paths with him when I got home from work—just quick hellos, a “how’d it go today,” that sort of thing. Nice kid. More importantly, our daughter’s grades shot up.

Ryan turned nineteen in May, right as the school year ended. It started sinking in that August would be here before we knew it and he’d be gone. We asked if he’d keep tutoring through the summer so our daughter could get a head start on next year’s classes. He was happy to do it. During summer he came in the mornings—nine to eleven—which meant I almost never saw him. Emily kept me posted. Sometimes the three of them grabbed lunch or went to a movie after a session. They’d clearly gotten close.

Late July I left for a week-long business trip—Monday through Friday. Routine stuff. I got home Friday evening exhausted, covered in airport grime. Emily greeted me with the usual hug and kiss, caught me up on the week, and eventually we ended up in the bedroom.

I was in the shower, letting the hot water wash everything away, when the glass door slid open and Emily stepped in naked behind me. Even after all these years her body still stopped me cold—long auburn hair, full C-cup breasts, the gentle flare of her hips, that round ass she somehow kept firm. She was forty-something and still looked like a fantasy.

“So there’s one thing I didn’t mention,” she said, running her hands across my chest.

“Okay…” I answered warily.

“It’s about Ryan.”

I laughed nervously. “Kind of a weird place to talk about our kid’s tutor, Em.”

She ignored the joke. “Yesterday our daughter went to the movies with a friend after her session, so I took Ryan to lunch to kill time. We started talking about college, and… he admitted he’s never even kissed a girl. Never had a girlfriend. He’s terrified about the whole thing.”

I raised an eyebrow, waiting.

“And I thought about what you did for Alexis,” she went on, voice soft but steady. “How you taught her, took her virginity, made her feel confident with guys.”

I knew exactly where this was going.

“Em—”

“What if I did the same thing for Ryan?” she asked, eyes locked on mine.

It felt like the floor dropped out from under me.

“I… what? No.”

“You did it,” she countered immediately. “You got to sleep with someone else. I never have. Not once in fifteen years. I think it’s only fair I get to even the score.”

She wasn’t wrong. I had slept with Alexis—more than once—and Emily had never thrown it in my face. Never asked for anything in return. Until now.

Images flashed through my head: Emily underneath Ryan, moaning his name, his young body moving over hers.

“I… I guess,” I finally heard myself say.

Emily’s whole face lit up. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard, water cascading over both of us.

“So what’s the plan?” I asked when we broke apart.

“I was thinking next weekend,” she said, tracing circles on my chest. “You’ve got that camping trip with your brothers, right? And our daughter is sleeping over at Sarah’s for her birthday party Saturday night. Ryan could come Friday after I drop her off and stay until Sunday afternoon.”

“A whole weekend?” I blurted. With Alexis it had only been one afternoon.

“It’s different with guys,” Emily said, biting her lip. “Recovery time and all that. Plus I want to teach him properly—everything.”

I’d been looking forward to the annual trip with my brothers for months—no work, no wives, no kids, just beer and the woods.

But I heard myself say, “That… sounds like a plan.”

“Same rules as with Alexis?” she asked, arching a brow. “You want updates?”

“Absolutely,” I said quickly. Then, before I could stop myself: “And pictures. If he’s okay with it.”

Emily grinned. “I’ll ask.”

“Protection?” she added.

Right. Condoms. I’d had to use them with Alexis because Emily insisted.

“Condoms,” I said.

She gave me a playful pout. “So no cumming inside me?”

The image of Ryan pumping his load deep into my wife made my cock twitch despite myself.

“I think condoms,” I repeated, less convinced this time.

Emily just smiled and kissed me again.

We had incredible sex right there in the shower—some of the best in years. I pinned her against the tile and fucked her slow and deep, the way I knew drove her wild. We went at it again and again that weekend—once even in the back of the SUV while our daughter was at volleyball practice.

Sunday night, after one last frantic round, Emily stopped me before I could roll over for more.

“We have to cool it,” she said, breathless. “I don’t want to be sore for Ryan.”

It hit me all over again: this was really happening.

“And no jerking off this week,” she added, running a finger down my chest. “I want you absolutely desperate by the time you get home Sunday. I loved how crazy you were for me after Alexis.”

The week blurred by. Monday she confirmed everything was set—Ryan would arrive Friday evening and leave Sunday afternoon, right before our daughter got dropped off. Tuesday she got a full wax. Wednesday I found a shopping bag full of new lingerie I’d never seen—lace bras, sheer robes, crotchless panties. Thursday I discovered a 24-pack of condoms under the bathroom sink—assorted styles, textures, the works.

Friday morning I kissed a still-sleeping Emily goodbye and hit the road for the six-hour drive to the cabin my brother Tim rented every year. The first few hours I just replayed the shower conversation in my head, dick half-hard the whole time.

Cell service at the cabin was garbage and the Wi-Fi barely worked outside the main room. Perfect.

My brothers arrived, we grilled steaks, drank beer, sat around the fire pit. Around nine I started checking my phone every thirty seconds.

Tim noticed. “You waiting on a kidney or something, Ethan?”

“Just seeing if Emily texted,” I lied.

Gordon laughed. “Ain’t no bars up here, bro.”

I excused myself to “take a leak,” locked myself in the bathroom, and waited for the slow Wi-Fi to pull in messages.

They flooded in all at once:

7:03pm Emily: Dropped our girl off. Picking Ryan up now.

7:16pm Emily: Got him. Heading home.

7:29pm Emily: Home. You 100% sure?

8:01pm Emily: Babe?

8:13pm Emily: Grabbing dinner first. Talk soon.

9:15pm Emily: Heading home again. Still sure?

I fired off a quick reply:

9:17pm Me: Sorry—service sucks here. YES I’m sure. Trust you. Have fun. Love you.

Then I rejoined my brothers like nothing was wrong while my mind screamed: Right now my wife is probably kissing another man.

The rest of the night I kept sneaking inside to check. By the time I finally went to bed the messages read:

9:30pm Emily: We made out. He’s a fast learner [image: 😉]

9:43pm Emily: Just sucked him off. Look at this mess. [photo—wouldn’t download]

10:02pm Emily: About to have sex for the first time. Love you.

10:16pm Emily: Done.

10:42pm Emily: He’s eating me out right now [image: 😊]

10:59pm Emily: Round two starting…

I was rock hard and half-insane knowing they might be fucking again that very second. I finally passed out around midnight.

Saturday morning my brothers dragged me out hunting before the sun was up. I left my phone at the cabin—no service in the woods anyway.

All day in the blind my mind wandered: Emily on her back, Emily on top, Emily bent over our kitchen counter.

We got back after dark. I practically sprinted to my room.

Messages poured in:

8:02am Emily: Morning sex—my favorite way to wake up. Just finished. [two photos]

8:52am Emily: Pool time.

11:17am Emily: Shower together now.

12:31pm Emily: Just fucked in the shower. [video]

3:09pm Emily: Home from lunch. He’s cooking dinner tonight. Nap time for me.

7:30pm Emily: Dinner was amazing. Bath time now.

I was losing my mind not being able to open the media.

Later that night:

9:04pm Emily: He just went down on me again. Sex soon.

9:42pm Emily: Done.

Sunday morning:

6:32am Emily: Woke up to more morning sex. Going for a run. [photos]

8:22am Emily: Quick question…

8:30am Me: Just woke up. Shoot.

8:31am Emily: Ryan really wants to know what it feels like bare. Can we skip the condom?

My cock throbbed reading it.

8:35am Me: Yes.

8:36am Emily: Okay if he finishes inside?

I stared at the screen a long time.

8:39am Me: I guess.

8:40am Emily: I love you so much.

Then photos and videos started hitting—creampie shots, videos of Ryan sliding into her raw, Emily moaning his name.

I nearly came in my pants in the middle of breakfast.

By ten we were on the road. Thirty minutes out of the hills I finally got real signal. Every photo and video downloaded at once.

I pulled over at the first gas station and lost myself in them: Emily’s mouth full of cum, her pussy dripping, videos of Ryan fucking her in our shower, in our bed—our fucking bed—raw, hard, and finally pumping load after load inside her.

I was shaking with lust when I called her.

She answered breathless, voice hitching.

“Hey baby,” I rasped. “I saw everything. I’m so fucking hard.”

She laughed—then moaned softly.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Mmm-hmm,” she breathed. “We’re out by the pool.”

“Is he—”

“Uh-huh,” she whimpered. “He’s… eating me right now.”

I heard her gasp, “Yes, Ryan—just like that—”

I almost came in the front seat.

She hung up giggling, promising more soon.

I broke every speed limit the rest of the way home.

When I turned onto our street I saw him—Ryan—walking down the driveway, backpack slung over one shoulder, cheeks flushed, hair messy. He glanced up, recognized my truck, and looked like he wanted the earth to swallow him.

I pulled in, grabbed my phone, and scrolled through the final flood of messages:

1:33pm Emily: Got carried away in the shower again. Another load inside me. [photo—her fingers spreading herself, cum visible]

2:27pm Emily: Riding him now. [video of her bouncing, eyes rolled back in bliss]

3:25pm Emily: Woke him up with my mouth. [video]

4:15pm Emily: One last quickie before you get home.

4:32pm Emily: Just finished. He filled me again. Waiting in our bed. He’s leaving now.

4:33pm Emily: He’s gone.

I walked inside. The whole house smelled like sex.

Our bedroom was wrecked—sheets twisted, pillows everywhere, comforter on the floor. Emily lay propped against the headboard in a tiny silk robe, hair messy, skin glowing with fresh sweat, legs casually parted.

“Hey babe,” she purred, voice hoarse.

I was stripping before the door shut behind me.

“Been waiting all weekend to fuck you,” I growled.

She smiled lazily. “I made sure he left me full for you.”

The robe fell open. Her thighs glistened. The smell of another man’s cum hit me like a drug.

I crawled between her legs, lined up, and slid into the wettest, sloppiest, most incredible pussy I’d ever felt.

We both groaned.

I lasted maybe ten strokes before I added my load to the ones already inside her.

Afterward we lay tangled and laughing, her stroking my hair.

“So,” she whispered, “want to hear my side of the story?”

I kissed her cum-smeared thigh.

“Start from the beginning.”
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