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Emily leaned in, her lips brushing softly against Kevin’s. “Honey, I’m off to work,” she murmured, her voice warm with affection.

As his beautiful wife slipped out the door, Kevin stood there, the lingering scent of her perfume—a heady mix of sweetness and allure—clinging to his lips. A wave of contentment washed over him, grounding him in the quiet joy of their life together.

Kevin was just an ordinary office worker, scraping by on a modest salary. They weren’t destitute, but the dream of financial comfort felt like a distant horizon. At 171 cm, he wasn’t particularly tall, though he had a boyish charm that tilted toward handsome. And yet, somehow, he’d won the heart of Emily—a woman so stunning she could’ve stepped out of a magazine, her figure rivaling that of a runway model. Kevin often wondered how he’d gotten so lucky, chalking it up to some divine stroke of fate.

It was Saturday, and Kevin’s job granted him weekends off. Emily, however, had to work today, leaving him alone until Sunday, their shared day of rest. With nothing pressing to do, Kevin settled at his computer, opening the familiar SM forum he frequented. His pulse quickened as he scrolled, his heart stuttering before racing wildly.

His mind drifted to Emily—her breathtaking curves, those long, flawless legs that put the women in the videos to shame. A pang of desire stirred within him. He reached for a pair of her silk stockings, tucked away in a drawer. Guilt crept in, a nagging voice whispering that this was perverse, a betrayal of the woman he loved. But Emily adored him, didn’t she? She wouldn’t mind something so small, just a whiff of her scent. He pushed the guilt aside, rationalizing his urges.

Desire overpowered reason. Lying on the bed, Kevin’s trembling hand grazed the silky fabric. The smooth texture sent a jolt through him, his heart pounding as he brought the stocking to his nose. A rush of Emily’s scent—warm, musky, with a faint tang—flooded his senses. A low moan escaped his lips, his body responding instantly, arousal surging as he clutched the soft blanket with one hand, grinding against the bed. “Emily,” he groaned, lost in the fantasy, the stockings’ fragrance enveloping him like her embrace. In his mind’s eye, he saw her watching him, her gaze tender yet commanding, as he spiraled into ecstasy.



That evening, Emily’s voice rang out, bright and teasing. “I’m home, honey!” She kicked off her shoes at the entryway and threw herself into Kevin’s arms, her tone playful. “Miss me?”

Kevin’s cheeks flushed, the memory of his earlier indulgence flashing through his mind. “Uh, yeah, of course I missed you,” he stammered, a sheepish grin spreading across his face. “Who else would I miss? You’re my everything.”

Emily tilted her head, her luminous eyes narrowing slightly. Something about her husband seemed... off today, though she couldn’t quite place it. Shrugging it off, she leaned into him, her warmth melting away any lingering awkwardness. After a quick moment of affection, she headed to the kitchen to prepare dinner, the groceries she’d picked up rustling in her hands.

Kevin watched her move, captivated. Her curves were mesmerizing—full breasts, a tiny waist, legs that seemed to go on forever, all framed by her radiant beauty. How had he not noticed just how perfect she was before? His gaze lingered, his thoughts drifting to a hazy fantasy: Emily on the bed, beckoning him closer, her voice soft but commanding. In his mind, she pressed a stocking into his mouth, another to his nose, her scent overwhelming him as her delicate foot teased him, her words dripping with playful humiliation.

“Honey!” Emily’s voice snapped him back to reality, her hand waving in front of his face. “What’s got you so distracted?” she teased, her lips curling into a knowing smile. Kevin’s face burned, his arousal evident in the tent forming below his waist.

She giggled, her eyes glinting mischievously as she noticed his state. “Dinner’s ready, silly. What’re you thinking about? Something naughty?” Her hand grazed his crotch, a light, teasing touch that sent his breath hitching.

“Emily, I...” Kevin’s voice was thick with need, his eyes pleading.

“Nope!” she cut him off, laughing. “Dinner first. Then we’ll see.” She planted a quick kiss on his forehead and sauntered away, leaving him aching.

Dinner was torturous. Kevin barely tasted the food, his mind consumed by desire, his body straining with unfulfilled need. Emily, ever the tease, seemed to revel in his discomfort. Her hand would occasionally slip under the table, brushing against him, her voice low and sultry. “Eat up, honey. You’ll need your energy later.” Her fingers worked him expertly, drawing him to the edge before pulling back, leaving him desperate. When he looked ready to lose control, she pouted dramatically. “Don’t bully me!” she whined, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Kevin adored her too much to push, though the prolonged arousal left him dizzy, his body throbbing with a mix of frustration and a strange, thrilling pleasure.



After dinner, Emily emerged from the shower, her skin glowing, her voice a seductive purr. “I’m waiting for you in bed, honey. Don’t keep me waiting.” She winked, her towel slipping just enough to fuel his imagination.

Kevin rushed to the bathroom, the steam thick with her scent. As he breathed it in, a new aroma caught his attention—a pair of black stockings and red lace panties, discarded on the counter. His heart raced, guilt warring with temptation. Glancing nervously at the door, he locked it and reached for the panties. The musky scent hit him like a drug, and when he noticed a faint stain, he couldn’t resist. His tongue darted out, tasting the fabric. The flavor was sharp, almost unpleasant, but the sheer taboo of it set his nerves alight. Images from the SM videos flooded his mind—submissives worshiping their dommes’ garments, lost in depravity.

“Kevin? You okay in there?” Emily’s voice broke through, startling him. Panic surged as he snapped back to reality, shame flooding him. What was he doing? This wasn’t him. Nausea churned in his gut, but nothing came up.
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