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Chapter 1: The Beginning of Us



Sarah and I have built something extraordinary—a marriage that’s stronger, more vibrant, and more loving than almost any I’ve ever seen. Five years in, and it still feels like we’re uncovering new layers of each other. I met her when she was just 19, a fresh-faced girl with a sheltered past, and eight months later, we were married. She came from a strict conservative family, the kind that kept her under lock and key, leaving her naïve about so much—especially sex. Before me, there’d been just one guy, a fleeting first-love thing that barely scratched the surface of what she’d come to discover.

That first year was a revelation for her. I swept her away from her parents’ rigid world, and it was like watching a bird take flight for the first time. She shed those old constraints, trading them for something freer, wilder. By our second year, she was all in—cursing like a sailor, sipping whiskey with me in smoky pool halls where I taught her eight-ball, letting go of prayers before meals. Hell, I even convinced her to get a tattoo. She embraced it all with a kind of giddy abandon that made me fall for her even harder.

But it was in the bedroom where she truly came alive. She’d started with this innocent notion that sex was just a quick, mechanical act for making babies. I showed her it was so much more. We dove into toys, experimented with positions, built a little stash of videos that fueled our nights. Sarah didn’t just learn—she excelled. She turned into this insatiable force, a sexual nymph who craved it constantly. Sometimes I struggled to keep up, though I brought my own advantages to the table—eight years her senior, plenty of experience, and, from what I’ve gathered, a bit more than average down below. It thrilled her, and that thrill kept us burning bright.

Let me paint you a picture of Sarah. She’s not some runway goddess—all sharp angles and impossible thinness. No, she’s got this homegrown, girl-next-door beauty that hits me deeper. At 5’3”, she’s a head shorter than me, petite but curved in all the right places. Her hips flare out, perfect for bearing kids someday, but her waist stays slim, accentuating an ass that turns heads no matter what she’s wearing. Her breasts are 36C—ample, not overwhelming, just right to fill your hands. She’s not skinny, not heavy, but this perfect in-between that feels like it was made for me. Her light brown hair falls past her shoulders, though she dyes it every so often—blonde, red, whatever strikes her fancy. Down below, she keeps herself smooth-shaved, a tight little treasure that’s as cute as it is irresistible. She’s got two tattoos: a ring of flowers circling her left ankle, and two dolphins forming a heart just above her pubic line. She hesitated about that second one, worried it wasn’t proper for another man to work so close to her most private spot. I told her it was sexy as hell, and that sealed it.

Words don’t do her justice, though. She’s more than I can capture—sexier, more alive than any description. Our nights together proved it, especially after we started digging into those videos. They opened doors for us, showed us things we hadn’t considered. And over time, I noticed something: the MMF threesome scenes lit her up like nothing else. She never said it outright, but her body didn’t lie. After those, our sex was electric—fiercer, hungrier, like she was chasing something she couldn’t name.

One night, I asked her about it. She flushed, stammered, embarrassed. “It’s not the two guys,” she insisted. “It’s just… some of those cocks. They’re so impressive.” She’d only seen two in her life—mine and her ex’s—and mine, at nearly eight inches, was plenty for her. Still, I pressed, curious. “Don’t worry,” I said, “just tell me what you like about them.” She hesitated, then admitted it: the sheer look of them, the power they seemed to hold, got her hot and wet in a way she couldn’t explain. I didn’t push further, but the seed was planted.

That conversation lingered in the back of my mind, simmering, waiting for the right moment to resurface. Little did I know, it’d come up again soon enough—thanks to a blast from her past named Matt.








Chapter 2: A Voice from the Past



A few months after that threesome talk, Sarah and I were lingering over dinner, the kind of casual night where conversation drifts wherever it wants. She mentioned, almost offhand, that she’d been on the computer earlier when an instant message popped up from her ex, Matt. It caught her off guard—she hadn’t heard from him since before we tied the knot. Somehow, he’d tracked her down online and decided to drop a “hi.” She’d spent the afternoon catching up with him, swapping small talk about where life had taken them since they’d last spoken.

I didn’t know much about Matt. Just the basics: he was her first, the guy she gave her virginity to, a childhood friend she’d known since they were kids. They’d grown up together, thick as thieves until his family up and moved to another state. That’s what broke them apart, a few months before I came into the picture. Beyond that, he was a shadow to me—a name, a memory she rarely brought up.

Over the next couple of weeks, I noticed her chatting with him more often. She’d be at the computer, fingers flying across the keys, a little smile tugging at her lips. She asked if I was cool with it, and I was. Jealousy’s never been my thing—I believe exes can stay friends, no harm done. Besides, he was clear across the country, out on the West Coast while we were planted on the East. What was there to worry about?

The chats kept going, growing more frequent. Soon she asked me to get her a webcam, and I did. That led to texting, then phone calls. Sometimes we’d be curled up on the couch together when her phone would buzz, and it’d be Matt. She’d talk to him right there beside me for a minute or two before heading upstairs to our bedroom, where they’d gab for an hour or more. I still wasn’t jealous, but I figured it was time for a little check-in. “Everything good with him?” I asked one night. She smiled, brushed it off. “Don’t worry, it’s just friendly talk.” I let it go.

Weeks rolled by, and one night we were in bed, tangled in foreplay with one of our videos humming in the background. Out of nowhere, Sarah giggled. “What’s so funny?” I asked, glancing at her. She nodded at the screen. “That guy’s cock—it’s just like Matt’s.” I followed her gaze. The dude on TV was about my length, but his tip was big, rounded, almost bulbous. Sarah was staring, transfixed, as he drove into the girl onscreen. I slid my hand down between her legs—her pussy was soaking—and slipped a finger inside as she watched.

I leaned in, kissing her neck, my lips brushing her ear. “You like that guy’s cock?” I whispered. She murmured a soft “mm-hmm.” I pushed further. “What about Matt’s cock?” Her head snapped toward me, eyes wide, startled. Before she could protest, I cut in. “It’s okay, babe. Be honest. I won’t mind.” She relaxed under my touch, her breath hitching. “Yeah,” she admitted quietly. “I liked it back then.” Something stirred in me—curiosity, arousal, I wasn’t sure what. I didn’t say more, just rolled on top of her and fucked her hard, her gasps filling the room. It was one of our best nights yet.

After that, Matt’s name started creeping into our bedroom more often. I’d get her going, teasing out details of her old times with him—where they’d done it, how it felt. She’d blush, then spill, her voice low and thick with memory. Meanwhile, their chats kept escalating—webcam sessions, late-night calls, texts that made her grin at odd hours. Once, she asked if she could send him a birthday gift. I said sure, thinking it was harmless—a little trinket, whatever. But when I saw her slip a long, handwritten letter and some mystery photo into the package, refusing to let me peek, it irked me. Just a little.

That’s when I got nosy. I skimmed some of her texts when she wasn’t around. Most were tame—friendly banter, catching up—but a few had a flirty edge that made my stomach tighten. Nothing blatant, just enough to notice. I didn’t confront her, though. Then, just as suddenly as it started, it all tapered off. “What’s up with Matt?” I asked one day. She shrugged. “He’s got a girlfriend now. We don’t talk as much.” His name faded from our sex talk too, replaced by new fantasies, new games. Life moved on.

A year and a half later, my military stint was winding down. We decided to relocate to the West Coast—I had one semester left for my degree, and we wanted a spot where I could kickstart my career and Sarah could transfer with her company. We hunted for the perfect town, weighing job prospects, cost of living, all that practical stuff. By some twist of fate, the best match was Matt’s town—a small place, not much to it. I raised an eyebrow when Sarah pointed it out, but she was already on it, house-hunting while I juggled work and school.

She came back with a shortlist, beaming when she showed me the last one—a gorgeous four-bedroom we could afford without breaking a sweat. “It’s perfect,” I said, and she squealed, practically bouncing. Then, casual as anything, she added, “Oh, and it’s just a couple blocks from Matt’s place.” I shot her a look. “Don’t worry,” she said quickly. “It’ll be nice—familiar face, someone to lean on if I need help.” I mulled it over. She wasn’t wrong. We bought the house.

As moving day neared, I caught her texting Matt more—little giggles escaping her, smiles she’d try to hide. “What’s so funny?” I’d ask. “Oh, just Matt being silly,” she’d say, brushing it off. I wasn’t blind to it, but I trusted her. She loved me—I knew that in my bones. Still, something was shifting, and I couldn’t quite pin it down.

















cover.jpeg
VELINAROSE &
n ex-boyfriend wit]







