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Chapter 1: The Coastal Spark



The sea breeze drifted through the open windows of the beach house as Ethan and I settled in, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the pine floors. We’d rented this place—a weathered two-story escape on the coast—for a week, a break from our city routine. The waves murmured outside, promising a reprieve from the everyday. Ethan dropped his bag and pulled me close, his hazel eyes glinting with that familiar heat.

“A whole week of us,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “Think you can keep up?”

I grinned, pressing into him. “I’ve kept up for eight years, haven’t I?”

At 32, Ethan was still the man I’d fallen for at a college party—6 feet tall, lean but strong, with a grin that could undo me in seconds. I was 30, 5’6”, 130 pounds, dark blonde hair spilling past my shoulders, and a body I kept toned—36C breasts, flat stomach, and an ass Ethan couldn’t resist. Our friends saw us as the perfect pair, and I did too. Especially between the sheets.

Our sex life was alive, electric. We’d fucked in every corner of our apartment, tried every position we could imagine, giggling when they failed. Ethan was a master—long-lasting, perfectly sized, and he knew just where to touch me. I matched him, giving him every part of me, sucking him off with a hunger that kept us both satisfied. It was never dull.

We’d been married three years when it started—or maybe the signs were there before, and I’d missed them. I’m Lila. Ethan and I met at 19, dated seven years before marrying. In college, I was the smart one, never thinking men noticed me. I wore crop tops and short skirts, thinking they were cute, not sexy—until Ethan told me how they lit him up. Post-college, he’d nudge me toward racier clothes, but I stuck to my girl-next-door look—lacy tops, jeans—unless I felt naughty. Then I’d slip into something slutty, snap selfies in my underwear, and text them to his office, knowing he’d come home riled up.

This beach house trip was a getaway, but Ethan had packed more than clothes. His fantasies had been simmering—stoked by porn we watched together, scenes of women with multiple men. I’d get wet, too shy to admit it, and he’d ask how it made me feel. I’d dodge, fucking him like it set me on fire—because it did—but I couldn’t say it. Alone, I’d masturbate to the idea, wondering what he’d think if he knew.

An hour into unpacking, he pulled out his phone, smirking as he typed. “What’s that grin?” I asked, flopping onto the couch, my sundress riding up my thighs.

“Just texting Nick,” he said, casual but pointed. “He’s jealous we’re here.”

Nick was Ethan’s coworker—tall, dark-haired, cocky in a way I’d noticed at company events. For months, Ethan had been sharing my pics with him and two others, Jake and Ryan—nothing too wild, just me in lingerie, posing sexy. It started as a game: I’d slip into a thong and bra, let Ethan snap shots, and he’d send them off, coming home with their praise. It made me nervous, but the sex after was unreal, and I started craving their reactions.

“Already at it?” I teased, stretching so the dress hugged my curves.

He grinned, typing. “He says he’d kill to see you here in person.”

My pulse quickened. “You’re not inviting him, are you?”

“Maybe,” he said, setting the phone down and sliding beside me. His hand found my thigh, tracing slow circles. “You like it, don’t you? Knowing they’re into you?”

I bit my lip, heat rising. “A little.”

That night, we walked to a coastal diner a mile from the beach house—a rustic spot with wooden tables, open to the sea air, buzzing with vacationers and locals. I wore a white sundress, short and low-cut, with a lacy teal thong underneath—Ethan’s choice. He loved me in flirty stuff, and I felt bold, sexy. We ordered fish tacos and beers, settling at a table near the edge, the ocean a soft hum in the background.

Halfway through, Nick appeared. He was at the bar, sipping a drink, when our eyes met. He smirked, strolling over.

“Didn’t think I’d run into you two,” he said, pulling up a chair without asking. “Ethan said you’d be holed up all week.”

“Surprise,” Ethan replied, clapping his shoulder. “What brings you out?”

“Day trip,” Nick said, his gaze sliding to me. “Thought I’d see what’s up.”

I shifted, crossing my legs, the dress clinging to me. Nick’s eyes lingered, and Ethan’s hand settled on my knee under the table—claim or dare, I couldn’t tell. We chatted—small talk about the coast, the food—but tension crackled beneath it.

“Nice dress,” Nick said, bold as ever. “Ethan’s a lucky bastard.”

“Thanks,” I said, sipping my beer to hide the flush.

Ethan chuckled. “She’s got cuter stuff packed. You’d love her in the teal set.”

My jaw dropped a little, but Nick grinned. “Oh, I’ve seen the pics. Bet it’s hotter live.”

The air thickened. I glanced at Ethan, expecting a retreat, but he leaned in, voice low. “What do you think, Lila? Show him?”

I froze, beer halfway to my lips. “Here?” I whispered, glancing around. The diner was busy, but our spot was tucked away, dim.

Nick leaned back, watching. “I’d say go for it.”

My heart pounded. Ethan’s hand slid higher, and heat flared between my legs. We’d played with this idea in bed, but now it was real. I set the bottle down, hands shaky, and grabbed the hem of my dress. Slowly, I lifted it, flashing the teal lace hugging my hips.

Nick’s eyes darkened. “Nice. Real cute.”

“Turn around,” Ethan murmured, his voice rough.

I hesitated, then stood, spinning so Nick could see the thong frame my ass. My skin burned—half shame, half thrill. I sat back fast, smoothing the dress down.

“Happy?” I asked, trying to sound cool despite the wetness soaking my panties.

“Very,” Nick said, smirking. He leaned in. “Ethan’s right—you’re a tease.”

Ethan’s hand tightened on my thigh, and I knew he was hard. “She’s more than that,” he said, almost proud.

Nick finished his beer, standing. “I’ll leave you two to it. See you around.”

He left, but the spark lingered. Ethan paid, and we barely reached the car before I pulled him into a kiss, hot and urgent, right in the parking lot. People passing probably stared, but I didn’t care.

“Take me back,” I breathed, breaking away.

Ethan drove to the beach house, my head on his shoulder, his hand caressing my leg. “Mmm, that’s nice,” I moaned.

“What’s got you so hot?” he asked.

“You will, soon,” I replied.

His fingers slid up, finding my soaked panties, teasing my clit. I whimpered, needing more. At the house, I stepped out, pushing my thong down as I walked, letting it drop on the porch. Ethan grabbed it, following me inside. I sprawled on the couch, dress up to my waist.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t hesitate, pants down, cock out, sliding into me with a wet smack. I’m a squirter, and I soaked the cushions, moaning with every thrust. “Yes, yes, yes—fuck me, God, it’s good.”

“What got you like this?” he asked, pumping steady.

“Shut up,” I gasped.

“Was it showing Nick your panties?” he teased, slowing, leaving just the tip inside.

I strained for him, but he held back. “You know he’s my coworker. You flashed a guy I see every day.”

I moaned, the thought igniting me.

“You like that I’ll see him, knowing he saw you, kissed you?” he pressed.

I moaned again.

“That was slutty, Lila. Were you being slutty?”

“Yes, damn it,” I hissed. “It was slutty, I wanted it—him seeing me, kissing me.”

He thrust deep, fucking me hard. I met every stroke, grunting, “Yes, yes, God yes.” His orgasm built, and mine crashed with it as he filled me, hot jets hitting my walls.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, trembling.

He rolled off, onto the floor, both of us panting. After a bit, he asked, “You liked it that much?”

I hesitated, then whispered, “Yes.”

“Is it what you wanted?” I asked.

“I loved it,” he said.

“Why?” I pressed, needing to know.

“Read something for me?” he offered, grabbing my tablet. “It’ll explain.”

He pulled up a Literotica story. I didn’t read it then—we cleaned up, went to bed, made love softly. I came twice, him once, and we slept.

Next morning, Ethan ran errands. Alone, I opened the story—a couple on vacation, the wife fucking two men while her husband watched. It was hot, and I got wet reading it. The husband explained his thrill: her beauty too good to hoard, the voyeurism of her as his porn star, the high of her returning to him. I sort of got it, but had questions.

When Ethan returned, I asked, “You wrote the author?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “After her bio, I asked how to get you into this.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Want to see the emails?” he offered.

I nodded, curious. Her bio said she was a former swinger, her stories about turning good girls into sluts. In the emails, Ethan confessed his cuckold fantasy—me with other men, him watching, maybe joining. She encouraged him, and it turned me on, too.



 


Chapter 2: The Tide of Desire


The morning sun filtered through the beach house blinds, warming the sheets where Ethan and I lay tangled together. After last night’s frenzy on the couch—and the softer, sweeter love we’d made in bed—I’d slept hard, dreams swirling with Nick’s smirk and Ethan’s hungry eyes. I stretched, my body still humming, as Ethan stirred beside me, his hand sliding across my bare stomach.

“Morning,” he murmured, kissing my shoulder. “Sleep okay?”

“Mm-hmm,” I replied, rolling to face him. “You?”

“Like a rock,” he said, grinning. “Guess I wore myself out.”

I laughed, swatting his chest, but my mind was already drifting back to the diner—Nick’s bold stare, the way I’d lifted my dress, the heat of Ethan’s reaction. It’d been wild, reckless, and I couldn’t shake how much I’d liked it. Ethan watched me, like he could read my thoughts.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” he asked, voice low.

I blushed, nodding. “Yeah. It was… intense.”

He pulled me closer, his hand drifting down my hip. “Good intense?”

“Very,” I admitted, my breath catching as his fingers teased lower.

We didn’t talk more about it then—Ethan had errands to run in town, picking up groceries and a few things for the beach house. I stayed behind, puttering around, straightening the couch cushions still faintly damp from last night. When I was done, I grabbed my tablet, the Literotica story he’d shown me still open. I read it again, slower this time, letting the words sink in—the wife’s nervous thrill, the husband’s mix of fear and ecstasy as she fucked two strangers. My panties were damp by the end, my fingers itching to slide inside them.

When Ethan got back, arms full of bags, I was on the deck, sipping coffee, the story still buzzing in my head. He unpacked in the kitchen, then joined me, leaning against the railing.

“So?” he asked, nodding at the tablet. “What’d you think?”

“It’s hot,” I said, honest but hesitant. “I get parts of it—why he likes it. But I’ve got questions.”

“Like what?” he pressed, sitting beside me.

“Why it turns you on so much,” I said. “I mean, we’ve played with the idea, but last night was real. What’s in it for you?”

He rubbed his neck, shy for once. “I wrote the author after I read her bio. Asked her how to bring it up with you.”

“Oh?” I said, surprised. “What for?”

“Wanted her advice on getting you to explore it,” he admitted, quieter. “Figured she’d know.”

I blinked, processing. “And? What’d she say?”

“Wanna read the emails?” he offered, pulling out his phone.

I wasn’t sure I did, but curiosity won. “Yeah, okay.”

He handed me the phone, first showing me her bio—Sophie, older than us, married, a former swinger who wrote about turning nice girls















































cover.jpeg
band
=y
{usbano
BY EVELINA ROSE

Wife makes her husband's dreams come
true and cuckolds him.
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