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To Shane Diesel (@shanexxxdiesel),
You didn't just inspire the pages—you owned them before the ink dried. Thank you for the fantasy fuel, the real-world nod, and the X community lift that made writing my surrender feel electric. This one's for you.
(Tim's already practicing his cleanup duties in anticipation. ) ♠️
Forever addicted,
Lauren
@lveyronwrites


Chapter 1: The City of Second Thoughts

The neon lights of Las Vegas pulsed against the night sky like a heartbeat that never slowed. Lauren leaned against the railing of their hotel balcony on the 28th floor, the dry desert wind tugging at the hem of her short black dress. Below, the Strip glittered with promise—casinos, shows, endless chances to win or lose everything in a single spin. She took a slow sip of her cocktail, the ice clinking softly, and glanced back through the sliding glass door.

Tim was inside, already changed into his lucky button-down, scrolling through his phone with that familiar distracted intensity. She knew exactly what he was looking at. The same videos he always returned to when the mood struck: Shane Knox, thick, commanding, relentlessly pounding women who looked like they’d never recover. Tim never asked her to watch with him anymore—not really. He just queued them up late at night, volume low, and waited for her to slide in beside him, her hand eventually finding its way to his cock while she whispered the filth he craved.

“God, look at how he stretches her,” she’d murmur, lips brushing his ear. “That big black cock splitting her open… you love watching her take every inch, don’t you, baby? Knowing you could never fill her like that.”

It always made him come hard, fast, shame and arousal twisting together until he was gasping her name. Lauren indulged him because she loved him—because the fantasy kept their sex life electric even after eight years of marriage. But it was always just that: fantasy. Dirty talk over porn. A game they played in the dark.

She stepped back inside, kicking off her heels. “You ready, or are you going to spend the whole night jerking off to Shane again?”

Tim looked up, cheeks flushing. “I was just… checking the craps tables. Strategy.”

“Uh-huh.” She smirked, crossing the room to straddle his lap on the couch. Her dress rode up her thighs as she ground lightly against him. “You know we’re in Vegas. Real dice, real cards. Fun. Not just videos.”

He groaned softly, hands settling on her hips. “I know. I’m excited. Really.”

But she could feel the hesitation in his grip, the way his eyes darted away when she mentioned pushing boundaries. Tim’s cuckold kink had always been carefully contained—never tested in the real world. And Lauren preferred it that way. She wasn’t interested in actually fucking other men. The idea of it turned her on in the abstract, sure, when she was riding Tim and describing some faceless bull ruining her for him. But reality? Strangers, risks, the mess of emotions? No thanks.

Still, she kissed him deeply, tasting gin on his tongue. “Come on. Let’s go eat. I’m starving, and I want to hit the tables before midnight.”

They chose an upscale steakhouse off the Strip, one of those dimly lit places where the waitstaff knew how to make you feel like a high roller even if you weren’t. The hostess led them to a corner booth, and Lauren was halfway through her second glass of cabernet when she noticed him.

Shane Knox.

He sat two tables away—not alone. Two friends flanked him, both Black, both built like they spent more time in the gym than most people spent breathing. One was leaner, dreads pulled back, gold teeth flashing every time he laughed. The other was broader, short fade, sleeves rolled up to show forearms thick with muscle and ink. The three of them were deep in conversation, voices low but carrying—easy, booming laughter cutting through the murmur of the restaurant. Plates of ribeye and lobster mac sat half-eaten in front of them, bottles of expensive tequila already making the rounds.

Shane leaned back in his chair, one arm draped casually over the back, that signature shaved head and goatee catching the low light. Even surrounded by friends, he radiated the same effortless dominance she’d seen on screen a hundred times. This was his city, after all—he’d been born here, left for a while, but always came back. These days, Vegas was home again, the desert heat and bright lights as familiar to him as his own skin.

Lauren’s breath caught. She nudged Tim under the table. “Holy shit. That’s him.”

Tim followed her gaze and froze. His fork hovered mid-air, steak forgotten. “No fucking way.”

“It’s definitely him. And he’s with his crew. Look at them—they’re having the time of their lives. He probably comes here all the time since he lives in Vegas.”

Tim’s throat worked. “We should… we should just eat.”

Lauren stared at her husband, surprised by the sudden tightness in his voice. This was the man who’d come in thirty seconds flat while she described Shane breeding some pornstar wife. And now, faced with the actual man—and the two very real, very imposing friends laughing beside him—Tim looked like he wanted to melt into the leather booth.

She tilted her head, a slow smile spreading. “Tim. He’s your favorite. You’ve watched him fuck for hours. You’re not even going to say hi? The guy literally lives here. This might be the closest you ever get.”

“I… it’s weird. He’s with people. They’re eating. We’d be interrupting.”

“He’s Shane Knox. And we’re in his hometown. What are the odds?” She leaned closer, voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “Come on. It’ll be funny. You can tell him how much his work means to you. Maybe his boys will get a kick out of it too.”

Tim’s face went scarlet. “Lauren, no. Please.”

But something playful—and a little wicked—stirred in her. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was the thrill of seeing Tim squirm in real time instead of just fantasy. She slid out of the booth before he could stop her.

“Too late,” she said brightly. “I’m saying hi. You coming, or are you going to hide?”

Tim hesitated, eyes flicking nervously toward the table where the three men were still joking, then followed, shoulders hunched like a kid caught looking at dirty magazines.

As they approached, the laughter at the table tapered off. Three sets of dark eyes lifted—curious, then amused. Shane’s gaze landed on Lauren first, sliding down the length of her dress with lazy appreciation, then flicked to Tim trailing behind her like a nervous shadow.

“Evening,” Shane rumbled, voice deep and smooth. His friends exchanged quick glances, smirks already forming.

Lauren extended her hand, beaming. “Hi! I’m Lauren, this is my husband Tim. We’re huge fans. Like… huge. Tim especially. He’s watched pretty much everything you’ve done.”

The lean one with the dreads let out a low whistle, grinning wide. “Damn, bro. You got to love having groupies. Haha.”

Shane chuckled, rich and unhurried, shaking Lauren’s hand—his palm warm, grip firm but not crushing. “Appreciate the love. Always good to meet fans in the wild. Especially when they’re here on my turf.”

His eyes never left Lauren’s face. Not really. The broad one beside him leaned forward, elbows on the table, studying Tim with open curiosity. “So you the one keeping the numbers up on the views, huh? You really a big fan of watching Shane fuck those white wives?”

Tim managed a weak wave, mumbling, “Hey… yeah. Big fan. Really… impressive work.”

Shane’s grin widened, predatory now, though still wrapped in charm. “Glad to hear it. Some guys talk a big game online, but when they meet me? Different story.” He nodded toward the empty space on the curved booth bench right beside him. “Y’all sit for a minute. No sense standing around like you’re waiting for an autograph. Plenty of room.”

Lauren didn’t hesitate. She slid smoothly onto the leather seat next to Shane, close enough that her thigh brushed his for a fleeting second before she adjusted. The heat of his body was immediate, solid, radiating through the thin fabric of his shirt. Tim hovered awkwardly until the guy with dreads kicked out one of the chairs across the table for him with a friendly, “Come on, man. Relax.”

They talked—small things at first. Vegas, the Strip, how long they were in town. Shane steered it effortlessly, asking about them, their marriage, what brought them here. His friends chimed in with easy ribbing, keeping the energy light, but every question from Shane felt like a gentle pull, drawing Lauren in deeper. She laughed at their stories, leaning slightly toward him when she spoke, her shoulder occasionally brushing his arm. Tim stayed mostly quiet, eyes darting between his wife pressed close to the man whose videos had fueled so many of his private sessions, and the two friends who seemed perfectly comfortable watching the scene unfold like it was just another night in Vegas—Shane’s Vegas.

Plates were cleared, fresh drinks arrived. The conversation had stretched longer than either couple expected, the tequila loosening tongues and lowering guards. Shane leaned back, studying them both over the rim of his glass.

“So, Tim… you really a fan, huh?”

Tim swallowed hard. “Yeah. Your… your work is… impressive.”

The table erupted in low, good-natured laughter. Shane’s eyes slid slowly to Lauren, locking on hers with deliberate intensity. His knee nudged hers under the table again—this time lingering.

“And you, Lauren?” His voice dropped lower, smoother, the question directed only at her even though the others were right there. “You a fan too? Or you just here to keep your man company while he watches?”

Lauren felt the heat rise in her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. Something in his tone—confident, teasing, unapologetically sexual—made her pulse kick up a notch. She smiled, playful but with an edge she hadn’t planned.

“I mean… I’ve seen enough to know why Tim can’t look away,” she said, her voice light but laced with something bolder. “You’re pretty hard to ignore on screen.”

Shane’s grin turned slow, appreciative. He shifted closer, arm stretching along the back of the booth so his fingers brushed the bare skin of her shoulder. “That so? You ever wonder what it’s like off screen?”

The question hung there, heavy and electric. Tim’s breath hitched audibly across the table. Shane’s friends exchanged knowing glances but said nothing, content to let the moment play out.

Lauren laughed softly, but it came out breathier than she intended. “I think Tim’s the one who wonders the most.”

Shane’s eyes never left hers. “Maybe. But I’m asking you.”

She held his gaze a beat longer than she should have. “I’m… curious. Sometimes.”

That was all he needed. Shane’s hand slid down to rest lightly on the back of her neck—casual, possessive, thumb tracing a slow circle against her skin. “Good to know,” he murmured, voice like velvet over steel. “Curiosity’s a dangerous thing in this city.”

The check arrived. Before anyone could move, Shane reached for it, sliding his black card across the table without a word. The waiter didn’t even blink.

“On me,” Shane said, standing. His friends rose with him. “Y’all came all this way. Least I can do is show you a real Vegas night.”

Lauren blinked. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to.” He looked down at her, then at Tim, who sat frozen. “There’s a spot not far from here. Private, good music, good crowd. You two look like you could use a little more… excitement.”

Tim opened his mouth, closed it. Lauren felt the pull—the thrill of the unknown, the way Shane’s presence filled the space around them like gravity. She stood, smoothing her dress, aware of how his eyes tracked every movement.

“Lead the way,” she said, surprising even herself.

Shane’s smile was pure promise. He offered her his arm. She took it. Tim followed a step behind, heart hammering, as the four men and Tim’s wife stepped out into the glittering Vegas night, headed for whatever came next.


Chapter 2: Rhythm and Reckoning

The club was called Eclipse—tucked off the main drag, members-only vibe, the kind of place that didn’t advertise because it didn’t need to. A black SUV pulled up outside the steakhouse, engine idling, as Shane’s private driver for the night jumped out. Shane ushered Lauren and Tim inside without fanfare. His two friends—Dre (the lean one with dreads) and Marcus (the broad one with the ink)—piled in after them, filling the back with easy laughter and the faint scent of tequila and cologne.

Lauren slid into the middle seat between Shane and Tim. Her thigh pressed against Shane’s the entire ride, warm and deliberate. Tim sat rigid on her other side, staring out the tinted window as the neon blur of the Strip streaked past. No one spoke much; the bass from the club’s sound system already thumped in the distance like a second heartbeat.

Inside Eclipse, the world shrank to strobe lights, deep purple shadows, and a relentless four-on-the-floor pulse. Shane didn’t wait in line. A bouncer nodded once, unclipped the velvet rope, and led them straight to the VIP mezzanine—a glass-walled room overlooking the dance floor, low couches in black leather, a private bar already stocked. Bottle service appeared almost instantly: chilled Grey Goose, Beluga vodka, mixers, fresh fruit, the works. A server in a tight black dress poured the first round and vanished.

Shane raised his glass. “To new friends,” he said, eyes locked on Lauren. She clinked hers against his, then Tim’s. Tim drank fast, like he was trying to catch up to something he couldn’t name.

Dre and Marcus settled on the couch opposite, already scanning the floor below for prospects. Shane stayed standing near the railing, watching Lauren watch the crowd. She felt his gaze like a physical touch.

“You dance?” he asked her.

She glanced at Tim, who was nursing his drink and staring at the ice like it held answers. “Sometimes. When the mood’s right. Tim never dances though.”

Shane extended a hand. “I do. And the mood definitely looks right to me.”

Lauren hesitated—just a second—then placed her palm in his. His fingers closed around hers, firm, confident. He led her down the short staircase to the main floor, the crowd parting instinctively.

Tim watched from the VIP railing as his wife disappeared into the sea of bodies with the man whose cock he’d jerked off to for years. Dre clapped him on the shoulder. “Relax, man. She’s just dancing. Ain’t nobody stealing her tonight… unless she wants to be stolen.”

Tim forced a laugh that didn’t reach his eyes.

On the floor, Shane moved like he owned the rhythm. Not flashy, just sure—hips rolling, shoulders loose, every motion economical and powerful. Lauren matched him instinctively, the alcohol and adrenaline loosening her limbs. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer until her back pressed to his chest. She could feel the hard planes of his body, the heat rolling off him. The bass vibrated through them both.

He leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “You move good, girl. Bet you look even better when you’re not holding back.”

She turned her head just enough to meet his eyes. “Maybe I shouldn’t hold back then.”

His grin was slow, dangerous. One hand slid lower, resting possessively on the curve of her hip. She didn’t pull away.

They danced for what felt like hours—song after song bleeding into the next. Shane’s hands roamed with increasing boldness: tracing the line of her spine, skimming the outside of her thigh, brushing the underside of her breast when he spun her. Each touch sent sparks through her, and she hated how much she liked it. She caught glimpses of Tim upstairs—still seated, still watching, face pale but eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite read. Shame? Jealousy? Arousal? All three?

Eventually, Dre and Marcus joined the floor, each pulling a girl from the crowd and disappearing into the crush. Shane guided Lauren back up to the VIP room during a slower track. She was flushed, skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat, dress clinging in places it hadn’t before.

Tim stood when they approached. “You okay?” he asked her, voice tight.

Lauren nodded, breathless. “Yeah. It’s… fun.”

Shane poured fresh drinks, handed one to each of them. “Y’all having a good time?”

Tim managed a nod. Lauren smiled—small, secret.

Shane’s phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then at his friends downstairs. “Dre and Marcus are heading out—got other plans. I’m thinking about calling it too.” He looked at Lauren, then Tim. “You two want to keep the night going. My place isn’t far. Got a pool, a bar, better music than this. Private.”

Lauren’s pulse jumped. She looked at Tim. His eyes were wide, mouth slightly parted as if to speak, but he didn’t say no. Didn’t say anything.

Shane stepped closer to her, voice low. “Your call, beautiful. But I think you’re curious enough to find out what happens when the lights go down and it’s just us.”

She swallowed. The fantasy Tim had nursed for years was standing right in front of her—real, warm, smelling like sweat and promise. And she felt the pull, undeniable now.

“Let’s go,” she said softly.

Tim exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for hours.

Shane smiled—slow, victorious. He texted the driver. Minutes later they were back in the SUV, the city lights streaking past again. This time Lauren sat pressed against Shane’s side, his arm draped casually around her shoulders. Tim sat opposite, silent, hands clenched in his lap.

The house was modern, sprawling, perched on a hill overlooking the valley—glass walls, infinity pool glowing turquoise in the dark. Shane led them inside. The lights were low, music already playing softly from hidden speakers—slow, sensual R&B.

He poured three whiskeys, neat. Handed them out.

“Welcome to my home,” he said, eyes on Lauren.

They settled on the wide sectional overlooking the pool, drinks in hand, the city lights twinkling far below like scattered diamonds. The conversation stayed light at first—Vegas stories, club gossip, teasing about the night’s dancing. Shane kept the music flowing, switching to something deeper, more hypnotic. Lauren kicked off her heels, curling her legs under her on the couch. Tim stayed quiet, sipping steadily, eyes flicking between his wife and the man who now owned the room.

After a while, Shane stood. “It’s warm tonight. Pool’s calling. I got suits in the guest cabana that might fit Tim.”

He disappeared down the hall, returning a minute later with two pairs of swim trunks: one black for Tim, one dark red for himself. He tossed the black pair to Tim with a grin. “These’ll do. Might be a little roomy in the crotch, though. No offense.”

Tim caught them, face flushing instantly. Lauren let out a surprised chuckle, covering her mouth.

Shane winked at her. “Just keeping it real.”

Tim muttered something unintelligible and headed toward the guest bathroom to change. Shane gave Lauren a lingering look before stepping into the master suite to change himself, closing the door behind him.

Lauren stayed on the couch, sipping her drink, heart still racing from the night. When Shane re-emerged a few minutes later, he was shirtless, the dark red trunks hugging his powerful thighs and hips. The fabric was snug—almost too snug—outlining an impressive, heavy bulge that strained noticeably against the material even at rest. The thick ridge of his cock was unmistakable, the head and shaft clearly defined beneath the stretchy fabric, hanging low and substantial. It shifted slightly with each step he took, the sheer size impossible to ignore.

Lauren’s breath hitched. She’d watched the videos countless times, heard Tim moan about it while she stroked him, but this was different—real, three-dimensional, right in front of her. The trunks did nothing to hide how thick and long he was; if anything, the tight fit emphasized every inch.

Shane caught her staring and gave a slow, knowing smile. He didn’t say anything—just let her look.

Tim emerged from the guest bathroom then, the black trunks hanging a little loose around his hips and crotch. He froze when he saw Shane standing there, the red trunks doing little to conceal the reality Tim had only ever seen on a screen.

Shane gave him an easy nod. “Fits okay?”

Tim managed a weak smile, nodding as he sat back down, drink in hand like a lifeline.

Shane walked to the glass doors and slid them open. Cool night air rushed in, carrying the faint chlorine scent of the pool. “Come on. Water’s perfect.”

He stepped outside first, diving in with a clean arc that barely disturbed the surface. Lauren stood, peeling off her dress without thinking too hard—revealing the black lace thong and bra underneath. She hadn’t planned on swimming, but the night had long since left planning behind. She slipped into the water, the coolness a shock against her heated skin.

Tim followed more slowly, easing in at the shallow end, staying near the edge.

Shane surfaced near Lauren, water streaming down his chest. He moved closer, not touching, just close enough that she felt the displacement of the water around him.

“Feels good, right?” he murmured.

She nodded, voice soft, eyes flicking down through the clear water to where his trunks clung even tighter now, wet fabric molding to every contour. “Yeah.”

His hand found her waist under the water—light, testing. She didn’t pull away.

Tim watched from across the pool, heart pounding, torn between the sharp ache of humiliation and the darker, insistent pull of arousal. The night hung suspended in possibility—nothing decided yet, everything still teetering on the edge of what might come next.


Chapter 3: Beneath the Surface

The pool water lapped gently against the infinity edge, carrying the faint echo of distant city traffic and the low thrum of music still drifting from inside the house. Lauren floated on her back for a moment, arms spread, letting the coolness soothe the flush that had settled deep in her skin since the club. The black lace of her bra and thong had turned nearly transparent in the water, clinging to her curves like a second skin. She knew Shane could see every outline, her hardened nipples, every dip and swell. She didn’t adjust them.

Shane stayed close—always close—his powerful arms cutting slow, deliberate strokes through the water. He circled her like a shark deciding whether to taste or devour. Tim remained at the shallow end, half-submerged on the steps, arms resting on the ledge, eyes fixed on them both. He hadn’t spoken in minutes. His trunks tented slightly now, the evidence of his conflicted arousal impossible to hide.

Shane surfaced right in front of Lauren, water streaming down his shaved head and over the hard ridges of his chest. He didn’t smile this time—just watched her with dark, unblinking intensity. His hand found her hip again under the surface, thumb brushing the edge of her thong in a slow, lazy circle.

“You’re quiet all of a sudden,” he murmured, voice pitched low enough that it felt like it belonged only to her. “Thinking about something?”

Lauren’s breath hitched as his fingers drifted higher, skimming the sensitive skin just below her navel. “Maybe.”

“Tell me.”

She met his gaze, pulse loud in her ears. “I’m thinking this night went somewhere I didn’t expect.”

His thumb dipped lower, tracing the waistband of her thong. “You regretting it?”

She shook her head—small, almost imperceptible. “No.”

“Good.” He pulled her closer until their bodies brushed beneath the water—her breasts against his chest, her thigh grazing the front of his trunks. The contact sent a jolt through her. He was already thickening, the heavy length of him pressing insistently against her leg through the thin fabric. Not hard yet, but growing. Thickening. The outline became more pronounced with every slow heartbeat.

Lauren’s eyes flicked down instinctively. Through the rippling water, she could see it—his cock swelling, stretching the red material tighter, the head now clearly defined, pushing to the side as blood rushed in, beginning to wrap around his waist like a belt. It looked obscene in its size, obscene and mesmerizing. She couldn’t look away.

Shane noticed. Of course he did.

He leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You keep staring like that, beautiful, and it’s gonna get a lot bigger.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t pull back. “It’s… already pretty impressive.”

He chuckled—low, satisfied. One hand slid up her back, fingers threading into her wet hair, tilting her face up to his. “You wanna see it? For real? No trunks in the way. No guessing.”

Lauren’s mouth went dry. She glanced toward Tim—still watching, still silent, his own hand now resting low on his stomach like he was trying to steady himself. His eyes were glassy, dark, pleading in a way she’d never seen before.

She looked back at Shane. His expression was patient, but hungry. Waiting for her to cross the line she’d been toeing all night.

Her voice came out softer than she intended. “Yes.”

Shane’s grin was slow, victorious. He released her hair, stepped back just enough to give himself room. His hands went to the waistband of his trunks.

“Watch me,” he said quietly.

He tugged the red fabric down slowly—inch by inch—exposing first the base of his cock and gradually the rest of the shaft. Then his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already more than half-hard. It bobbed in the water, veins prominent along the shaft, the dark head flushed and glistening. It looked impossibly big—longer and girthier than anything she’d ever touched, ever imagined touching outside of Tim’s whispered fantasies.

Lauren stared, lips parted, unable to hide the way her thighs clenched together under the water.

Shane didn’t stroke himself. Didn’t need to. He just let her look—let the reality of it sink in.

“Still curious?” he asked, voice rough now.

She swallowed hard. “More than curious.”

Tim made a small, choked sound from the steps—half moan, half surrender.

Shane’s eyes flicked toward him for a second, then back to Lauren. “Then come closer, baby. Let’s see how much more curious you can get.”

He reached for her hand under the water, guiding it slowly toward him. Her fingers brushed the thick base first—hot, velvet-hard skin over steel. She wrapped them around him tentatively, feeling the sheer girth fill her palm, then more. Her thumb and fingers didn’t even meet as she gripped his thick rod.

Shane groaned low in his throat, hips shifting forward just enough to push himself deeper into her grip.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Feel how much bigger I get when a pretty white wife like you touches me.”

Lauren’s breath came faster. She stroked once—slow, exploratory—marveling at the way he swelled even thicker in her hand, lengthening until the head broke the surface of the water.

Tim watched every second, chest rising and falling rapidly, one hand now cupping himself through his trunks.

The night had tipped fully into the unknown now—raw, electric, irreversible. And Lauren, hand wrapped around the cock her husband had worshipped on screen for years, felt something inside her finally give way.


Chapter 4: Crossing Lines

The pool lights cast shifting patterns across their bodies, turning the water into liquid silver. Lauren’s hand was still wrapped around Shane’s cock—thick, pulsing, impossibly real—larger than he appeared in the videos, larger than life. She stroked once more, slow and deliberate, feeling him swell even further in response. A low groan rumbled from deep in his chest.

Shane’s eyes never left hers. “You like how that feels?”

Lauren nodded, lips parted, breath shallow. “Yeah.”

He closed the small distance between them, one hand cupping the back of her neck, the other sliding to her lower back. Then he kissed her.

It started soft—almost tentative, testing—but the moment her mouth opened under his, it turned hungry. His tongue slid against hers, claiming, tasting the faint whiskey and chlorine on her lips. Lauren melted into it, her free hand rising to grip his shoulder, nails digging into wet skin. The kiss deepened, wet and urgent, tongues tangling as water lapped around their waists.

Tim watched from the shallow steps, frozen. His chest rose and fell in quick, uneven breaths. One hand rested on the ledge beside him; the other had drifted to the front of his trunks, pressing against the obvious ridge there. He couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. The sight of his wife—his Lauren—locked in a deep, open-mouthed kiss with Shane Knox sent a sharp, twisting heat through his core. Helpless. Aroused. Overwhelmed.

Shane broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against her lips, “You taste good, baby.” Then he took her mouth again, harder this time, one hand sliding up her spine to the clasp of her bra. With a practiced flick, he unhooked it. The black lace floated free, drifting away on the surface. Lauren’s breasts pressed bare against his chest—nipples hard, sensitive, scraping against his skin with every breath.

She moaned into his mouth.

Shane’s other hand dipped lower, fingers hooking into the sides of her thong. He tugged slowly, giving her time to stop him. She didn’t. The soaked lace slid down her thighs; she lifted one foot, then the other, letting it drift off into the dark water. Now she was completely naked, pressed against him in the glowing pool, his thick cock throbbing between them.

They kissed again—deeper, messier—hands roaming. Shane palmed one breast, thumb circling her nipple until she whimpered. Lauren’s fingers tightened around him, stroking faster now, marveling at how he kept growing, how the head flared wider with every pass of her hand.

After long minutes of heated making out, Shane pulled back just enough to speak, voice rough. “Let’s get out. Couch over there’s calling.”

He guided her toward the wide, cushioned outdoor sectional near the pool’s edge—waterproof fabric, low and wide, designed for lazy afternoons but perfect for this. Lauren stepped out first, water streaming down her naked body, skin flushed and glistening. Shane followed, cock still rigid and glistening, jutting proudly from his hips.

Tim climbed out too, slower, trunks tented, eyes glassy. He sat on the far end of the sectional, silent, watching.

Shane settled onto the center cushion, legs spread. He patted the space beside him. Lauren sat—close, thigh pressed to his. He kissed her again, slower this time, savoring. One hand slid between her thighs, fingers brushing her slick folds, teasing without penetrating. She gasped against his lips.

“Play with it,” he murmured, nodding toward his lap. “Get to know it. Take your time.”

Lauren’s hand returned to him immediately. She wrapped both hands around the shaft now—still not enough to cover the full ten-inch length—and stroked slowly, up and down, feeling every prominent vein that ran along the thick length like raised cords under velvet skin. She marveled at the weight of him, the heat, the way the skin moved over the steel-hard core. The head was flushed dark, a bead of precum already gathering at the slit.

“God,” she whispered, almost to herself. “It’s so… long. So thick.”

Shane groaned softly, hips lifting into her grip. “Keep going, baby. Show me how much you like it.”

She did. She explored him—tracing the heavy, raised veins with her thumbs, feeling them pulse under her touch, cupping the heavy balls beneath, then returning to stroke the full straight length again and again. Each pass made him thicker, harder, until he was fully erect—ten inches of long, heavily veined heat that seemed to demand attention.

Shane watched her face, watched the way her eyes widened, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “You wanna taste it?”

Lauren didn’t answer. She didn’t glance at Tim. She didn’t hesitate or seek permission verbal or otherwise.

She simply moved.

Lowering herself between his spread thighs, she leaned in, breath ghosting over the swollen head. Then—slowly, deliberately—she parted her lips and took him in.

The first few inches stretched her mouth wide, her jaw aching almost immediately from the sheer girth. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft. Shane’s hand came to rest gently on the back of her head—not pushing, just steadying. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the salty bead of precum, then worked him deeper, but not even halfway before the thickness and length hit her limit. Her throat tightened instinctively; she couldn’t take more without gagging hard. She pulled back slowly, lips glistening, then went down again—sucking what she could manage, cheeks hollowing, tongue pressing flat along the underside to trace those thick veins.

Tim watched, hand moving faster inside his trunks, breath ragged. His wife—naked, on her knees, lips stretched obscenely around the massive ten-inch black cock he’d fantasized about for years—was worshipping Shane Knox with everything she had, even if she could only take half of him.

Shane groaned, head tipping back. “Fuck… that’s perfect, baby. Use that pretty mouth. Just like that.”

Lauren bobbed with careful rhythm—never forcing more than her mouth could handle, focusing on the head and the first few thick inches, sucking hard, licking, stroking the rest of his length with both hands to make up for what her throat couldn’t reach. Saliva dripped down the shaft, making her grip slicker, easier. She hummed around him, eyes fluttering closed, lost in the act.

The night air was thick with the sounds of wet sucking, low moans, and Tim’s ragged breathing. Nothing was pretend anymore. Nothing was fantasy.

This was real.

And it was only beginning.


Chapter 5: Taken Apart

Lauren’s lips were still wrapped around the swollen head of Shane’s cock, her tongue swirling slow, deliberate circles as she sucked what she could manage. Her hands worked the rest of his thick, veined shaft in steady strokes, saliva glistening along the length. Shane’s breathing had grown heavier, his fingers flexing gently in her wet hair, guiding without forcing.

After several long minutes, he tugged lightly—enough to make her release him with a soft, wet pop. She looked up, lips swollen and shiny, eyes dark with heat.

Shane’s voice was low, rough. “My turn, baby.”

He reached down, hands sliding under her arms, lifting her effortlessly onto the sectional beside him. Lauren let herself be maneuvered—legs parting as he positioned her on her back, head resting against the cushioned armrest. The night air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps, but the heat between her thighs burned hotter than any chill.

Shane knelt between her spread legs, broad shoulders filling the space. He hooked his arms under her knees, lifting and spreading her wider, exposing her completely. Lauren’s breath hitched as cool air hit her slick folds. She was soaked—visibly so—and she knew both men could see it.

Tim sat at the far end of the couch, hand inside his trunks, rubbing himself in slow, desperate strokes. His eyes were locked on his wife’s open, glistening pussy, framed by Shane’s powerful hands. Every fantasy he’d jerked off to—every video where Shane claimed another man’s wife—was unfolding right in front of him, only this time the woman on her back was Lauren, his Lauren. The sight made his cock throb painfully; he couldn’t stop touching himself, couldn’t look away, couldn’t breathe right.

Shane leaned in, breath hot against her inner thigh. “Look at you,” he murmured, voice vibrating against her skin. “So fucking wet for me already.”

His thumbs parted her folds gently, exposing her clit—swollen, flushed, begging. Lauren whimpered, hips twitching upward instinctively.

He started slow—fingers tracing her outer lips, dipping just enough to gather her wetness, then spreading it in lazy circles around her clit without quite touching it. Lauren’s back arched, a soft moan escaping her lips.

God, he knows exactly what he’s doing. Every touch is perfect—teasing, promising more. I’m shaking already.

Shane’s mouth followed his fingers. He kissed the crease where thigh met hip, then moved inward, tongue flicking out to trace the sensitive skin just beside her clit—close, but not there. Lauren’s hands fisted the cushion beneath her, thighs trembling.

“Please…” The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Shane chuckled against her, the vibration sending a jolt straight through her core. “Patience, beautiful. I’m gonna take my time with this pretty pussy.”

He finally gave her what she needed—flat tongue pressing firmly against her clit, licking a slow, broad stripe from bottom to top. Lauren cried out, hips bucking. Shane pinned her thighs back with strong forearms, holding her open as he devoured her.

His tongue worked in relentless patterns—circling her clit, flicking the underside, then sucking the swollen bud into his mouth with gentle pulses. One thick finger slid inside her—then two—curling upward to stroke that spot that made her see stars. He pumped slowly at first, matching the rhythm of his tongue, building her higher.

Lauren’s head thrashed side to side, moans turning to gasps. “Oh fuck… Shane… right there…”

Tim’s hand moved faster inside his trunks, the wet sounds of his own stroking mixing with the obscene noises Shane was making between Lauren’s legs. He watched his wife’s body writhe under another man’s mouth, watched her fingers dig into Shane’s shoulders, watched her back arch off the cushion as pleasure built and built.

Shane added a third finger, stretching her, pumping deeper while his tongue lashed her clit faster. Lauren’s thighs began to shake uncontrollably.

“I’m… I’m gonna—” Her voice broke into a keening cry.

Shane didn’t let up. He sucked harder, fingers curling relentlessly against her G-spot until her entire body seized. She came with a sharp, broken scream, hips grinding against his face as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers.

At the exact moment Lauren’s orgasm ripped through her—her back bowing, thighs quaking, cry echoing into the night—Tim lost control. His hand grabbing his dick inside his trunks, stroking frantically one last time before his cock pulsed hard. He came with a choked groan, hips jerking forward as thick ropes of cum, more than he’d ever shot in his life, spilled into the trunks, soaking the fabric. His eyes never left his wife’s convulsing body, never left the sight of Shane’s mouth still latched to her clit, drawing out every tremor. Tim’s release hit him like a freight train—shameful, overwhelming, unstoppable—his fantasy made flesh right in front of him, pushing him over the edge the instant his wife came undone.

Shane finally lifted his head, chin glistening with Lauren’s release. He licked his lips slowly, eyes flicking first to her flushed, panting face, then to Tim—still trembling, hand slick and still inside his soaked trunks, chest heaving.

“Damn,” Shane said with a low, satisfied chuckle. “Looks like your man couldn’t even wait for the main event.”

Lauren, still catching her breath, looked over at Tim. Their eyes met—hers bright and unguarded, still riding the afterglow, his heavy with the dawning realization that this had shifted. She hadn’t asked for permission, hadn’t looked back for reassurance; she had simply let herself fall into it, wanting it—needing it—regardless of what he felt. The fantasy that had once belonged to Tim, that he had carefully fed and controlled through late-night videos and whispered dirty talk, no longer steered her. It was hers now, or Shane’s, or something bigger than either of them had planned back at that steakhouse table. Tim could see it in her face, in the way her body still trembled toward the man between her legs. What was coming next wasn’t about his kink anymore. It was happening because she wanted it to.

Shane rose to his knees between her legs, cock rock-hard and glistening with precum from her earlier attention and her orgasm on his tongue. He stroked himself once, slowly, letting the head brush against her soaked entrance—just enough to tease.

“But we’re not done,” he said, voice dark with promise. “Not even close.”


Chapter 6: Owned

Shane rose from between Lauren’s still-trembling thighs, his cock standing rigid and glistening with her arousal and saliva. He offered her his hand. She took it without hesitation, letting him pull her to her feet. Her legs felt unsteady, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her core, but the intensity in Shane’s eyes steadied her.

He glanced at Tim, who remained slumped on the sectional, shorts soaked, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths.

“Come on, cuck,” Shane said, voice calm but commanding. “Bedroom’s this way. I’ve got a nice big chair in there that’ll give you a front-row seat.”

Tim didn’t speak. He simply stood, legs shaky, and followed as Shane led Lauren through the glass doors and down a dimly lit hallway. The house was quiet except for the soft pad of bare feet on cool tile and the distant hum of the pool filter outside. Shane’s hand rested possessively on the small of Lauren’s back, guiding her forward like she already belonged to him.

The master bedroom opened before them—wide, modern, dominated by a massive low-profile bed with dark sheets and a headboard that looked sturdy enough to withstand anything. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the valley lights, but heavy drapes were half-drawn, casting the room in soft shadow. A single armchair sat in the corner, upholstered in black leather—clearly placed there for exactly this purpose.

Shane nodded toward it. “There. Pull it up close. You’ll want to see every inch.”

Tim dragged the chair forward until it was only a few feet from the foot of the bed, then sank into it without a word. His eyes were wide, glassy, fixed on his wife.

Shane turned back to Lauren. He cupped her face with both hands and kissed her—deep, slow, consuming. His tongue claimed her mouth the way his fingers had claimed her pussy minutes earlier. Lauren rose onto her toes, arms sliding around his neck, pressing her naked body against his. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the hard length of him trapped between them, the way his hands roamed down her back to grip her ass and pull her tighter.

Shane broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against her lips, “Lie down for me, beautiful.”

Lauren obeyed, crawling onto the bed and settling on her back in the center. The sheets were cool against her overheated skin. She watched Shane follow, positioning himself between her legs. He hooked his hands under her knees and spread her wide, opening her completely as he settled above her, the weight of his body pressing her into the mattress just enough to feel claimed.

His cock hung heavy and thick between them—ten inches of straight, veined heat, the head already slick and flushed dark. Thick beads of precum welled at the slit, glistening in the low light, one heavy drop slowly stretching and falling to land warm against her inner thigh.

He leaned down, kissing her again—slower this time, almost tender—while one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and guided the swollen head to her slit. The broad crown parted her soaked lips with the lightest pressure, nestling right at her entrance. Then he began to move.

Slow. Deliberate. He dragged the leaking head up the length of her pussy—through her drenched folds, over her swollen clit, then back down—spreading her wetness and his precum together in a slick, obscene glide. Each upward stroke nudged her clit directly, the fat ridge of his crown catching just right, sending sharp sparks through her core. Each downward pass pressed the head against her opening, dipping in the tiniest fraction before retreating again, leaving her clenching on nothing.

Thick drops of his precum continued to leak, mixing with her own dripping arousal until her entire slit was coated, shiny, obscene. The wet sounds of skin sliding on skin filled the room—soft, rhythmic, filthy. Lauren’s hips twitched upward every time he teased her clit, chasing the pressure, her breath coming in short, needy pants.

It’s so thick. The stretch is already starting and he’s just pressing the tip against me. Every time he drags over my clit I feel it building again—hot, tight, right on the edge. I’m dripping everywhere. I need more. I need him in me.

Her body responded instinctively—thighs trembling, inner muscles fluttering, clit throbbing harder with each pass. The teasing was relentless, the head of his cock so slick it glided effortlessly, painting her from entrance to clit and back again. Lauren’s hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white. Her back arched slightly, chasing that almost-there friction. She was close—so close—the coil in her belly tightening again, her breath hitching into soft, desperate whimpers. One more long, slow stroke over her clit and she might tip over the edge without him even entering her.

But Shane knew exactly what he was doing. He slowed just enough to keep her hovering—right on the brink—without letting her fall. His eyes stayed locked on hers, dark and knowing, watching every flutter of her lashes, every quiver of her lip.

“You’re dripping all over me, baby,” he murmured, voice rough with restraint. “This pussy is begging to be filled. Feel how hard I am for you? How much precum I’m leaking just thinking about stretching you open?”

Lauren could only nod, words lost in the haze of need. Her hips rolled upward again, trying to capture more, trying to force the head inside, but Shane controlled the rhythm—keeping her teetering, aching, desperate.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of slick, torturous rubbing, he pressed forward—just the head breaching her entrance. The burn was immediate, delicious, stretching her wide. Lauren’s eyes fluttered closed for a second, lips parting on a sharp inhale. Then she opened them again, needing to see—to watch the moment he pushed deeper, to witness the way her body yielded to him.

Shane held there, letting her adjust to the girth, letting her feel the weight of what was about to happen. His voice was rough velvet against her neck.

“Tell me when you’re ready to be owned, baby.”

Lauren’s hips rocked upward in tiny, desperate increments. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

The answer was in the way her body opened for him, in the way her breath hitched with every millimeter he claimed, in the quiet, unshakable certainty that she was already his.

Tim watched from the chair, forgotten but unable to look away, as the head of Shane’s cock disappeared inside his wife—slow, deliberate, unstoppable.


Chapter 7: Filled

Shane held himself steady, the thick head of his cock lodged just inside Lauren’s entrance, stretching her outer lips taut around his girth. He watched her face—eyes wide, lips parted, breath coming in shallow, trembling bursts. He didn’t rush. He never rushed when he wanted to savor the moment a woman first learned what it really meant to take him.

“Relax for me, baby,” he murmured, voice low and soothing despite the raw hunger underneath. “Breathe. Let me in slow.”

Lauren nodded once, small and shaky. Her hands gripped his biceps tighter, nails biting into muscle.

He began to move—gentle, shallow thrusts, no more than an inch or two at a time. Forward, then back, forward again, letting her body adjust to the relentless width. Each slow withdrawal pulled a slick, wet sound from her pussy; each careful push sank him a fraction deeper. The burn was constant—intense, stretching—but it never crossed into true pain. Instead it bloomed into something hotter, fuller, more consuming.

God, the stretch… it’s everywhere. Wider than I’ve ever been. Wider than Tim could ever make me. Every inch feels like it’s reshaping me from the inside.

Lauren’s head tipped back against the pillow, a long, shaky moan escaping her throat. Her inner walls fluttered around him, trying to accommodate, trying to pull him deeper even as they resisted. Shane groaned in response, feeling her clench and release in helpless little pulses.

“That’s it,” he whispered against her neck. “Open up for me. Let me stretch this pretty pussy the way it deserves.”

He kept the rhythm patient—long, slow glides that gradually fed more of his length inside her. Two inches became three, then four, then five. Lauren’s moans grew louder, breathier, her hips beginning to rock in tiny, instinctive circles to meet him. The burn eased into a deep, throbbing ache that felt dangerously good.

Shane kissed her then—deep and possessive—swallowing every sound she made as he worked another inch inside. When he finally bottomed out against her cervix—still two thick inches left outside—he paused, letting her feel the impossible fullness. Lauren whimpered into his mouth, legs trembling around his waist.

So deep already… and there’s still more. His massive cock is pushing on my cervix. I’m so stretched I can barely think.

He started to move again—slow, deliberate strokes, never pulling out more than halfway before sliding back in. Each thrust hammered her back wall, each withdrawal left her aching to be filled again. Their mouths locked together again, tongues sliding, breaths mingling. Lauren moaned freely now—loud, helpless sounds she couldn’t contain—vibrating against Shane’s lips.

After several long minutes of careful, building rhythm, Shane felt her body finally begin to yield more fully. Her inner walls softened, fluttered, welcomed him. He tested her—pulling back farther, then driving in hard, faster.

Lauren’s eyes flew open on a sharp gasp.

Shane picked up the pace.

The slow, careful fucking turned into something harder, more insistent. He rolled his hips, grinding against her clit with every deep thrust, then pulled back and slammed forward again. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Lauren’s moans turned into broken cries, her hands flying to his face, pulling him back down so she could kiss him harder—desperate, messy, devouring.

Shane drove deeper still—each powerful stroke forcing another fraction of his length past her stretched entrance until only a single thick inch remained outside. The head battered her cervix with every thrust now, the pressure intense, overwhelming.

Lauren shattered almost instantly.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—sudden, violent, unstoppable. Her pussy clamped down hard around him, spasming wildly as pleasure ripped through her. She yanked Shane’s face to hers, kissing him frantically, grunting and cursing into his mouth between ragged breaths.

“Fuck—fuck—Shane—oh God—yes—fuck me—”

Her body convulsed beneath him, thighs shaking, toes curling, nails raking down his back. She came hard—harder than she ever had—gushing around his cock, soaking the sheets beneath them. The contractions milked him relentlessly, pulling a deep, guttural groan from Shane’s throat.

Across the room, Tim watched every second—his wife’s body arching, her face contorted in ecstasy, her mouth locked to Shane’s as she came undone on the biggest cock she’d ever taken. The sight was too much. His hand inside his soaked trunks again, stroking frantically. He came with a choked, strangled sound—second load of the night spilling over his fingers, dripping down his wrist—helpless, shaking, eyes glued to the place where Shane’s thick shaft disappeared into his wife again and again.

Shane didn’t stop. He kept fucking her through her orgasm—deep, steady, relentless—drawing out every tremor, every pulse, every broken moan until Lauren was whimpering, oversensitive, still kissing him like she couldn’t get close enough.

Only then did he slow—just enough to let her breathe—his cock still buried almost to the hilt, still stretching her wide, still owning every inch of her.


Chapter 8: Claimed

Shane didn’t slow down for long. He began to rebuild a rhythm—deep, powerful, relentless—only growing harder, more insistent. Each thrust drove his cock into Lauren, the thick shaft stretching her wide, the head slamming her cervix with every stroke. The wet slap of their bodies meeting echoed through the room, mingling with her broken moans and his low, guttural groans.

Lauren was lost in it—legs spread wide, back arched off the mattress, hands clawing at Shane’s shoulders. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, slick and swollen, every nerve ending screaming from the constant, overwhelming fullness. She could feel every vein, every ridge sliding in and out, claiming her deeper than she’d ever been claimed.

Another orgasm built fast, coiling tight in her belly, spreading heat through her limbs. Her moans turned into sharp, desperate cries.

“Shane—fuck—I’m gonna come again—oh God—”

She shattered.

Her body seized, pussy clamping down hard around his thrusting cock as the second climax ripped through her. She cried out loud and raw, voice cracking on his name.

“Shane! I’m coming—fuck—I’m coming so hard—”

Her hips bucked wildly against him, nails raking down his back, thighs quivering uncontrollably. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, one after another, leaving her gasping, trembling, tears of intensity leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Shane groaned deep in his throat, feeling her spasm around him, milking him relentlessly. His own release was close now—balls tightening, cock swelling even thicker inside her. He slowed just enough to speak, voice rough and strained against her ear.

“Where do you want it, baby? Tell me where you want my cum.”

Lauren’s eyes snapped open, hazy with pleasure but suddenly focused. She didn’t hesitate. Her legs—already wrapped loosely around his waist—tightened like a vice. She hooked her ankles behind his back and pulled with everything she had, forcing as much of his cock as she could deep inside her.

The final stretch burned white-hot, her cervix yielding under the pressure as he bottomed out completely. She gasped at the sudden, impossible fullness—buried even deeper into her, stretching her beyond what she thought possible.

“Inside me,” she begged, voice hoarse and frantic. “Come inside me—please—come with me—fill me up—”

Her legs locked him in place, heels digging into his lower back, refusing to let him pull out even an inch. She rocked her hips desperately, grinding her clit against his thick shaft, chasing the last edge of her pleasure while pulling him deeper.

Shane’s control snapped.

With a guttural roar, he drove forward one final time—burying himself as deep as he could go—and came.

Thick, hot pulses of cum flooded her, jet after jet painting her walls, filling her until she could feel the warmth spreading inside. Lauren cried out again, another smaller but intense orgasm triggered by the sensation of being claimed so completely—his cock throbbing, spurting, owning her from the inside out.

She clung to him, legs still locked, mouth finding his in a messy, desperate kiss as they rode the peak together. Her pussy fluttered and clenched around him, drawing out every last drop, milking him dry while he groaned into her mouth.

When the last tremor finally faded, Shane stayed buried inside her—still hard, still stretching her—both of them panting, sweat-slicked, hearts hammering.

Lauren’s legs slowly loosened, but she didn’t push him away. She kept him there, deep, full, claimed.

Tim sat motionless in the chair, chest heaving, eyes wide and unblinking, watching the final moments of his wife being filled by another man—completely, irreversibly—while his own spent cock twitched uselessly in his soaked shorts.

The room was thick with the scent of sex, the sound of ragged breathing, and the quiet, unshakable shift that had just taken place.


Chapter 9: Round Two

Shane stayed buried inside Lauren for long minutes after their shared release, his thick cock still twitching occasionally as her pussy clenched around him in fading aftershocks. He kissed her softly—neck, collarbone, lips—savoring the way her body trembled beneath him, the warmth of his cum leaking slowly from where they joined.

Finally, he pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, a slow, satisfied smile curving his lips. “Give me a few minutes, baby. I’ll be ready to go again. This pussy’s too good to stop now.”

Lauren nodded, breathless, her hands still roaming his back. She felt full, claimed, utterly spent but already craving more. Shane eased out of her with a wet, obscene slide, his cock glistening with their combined release. Thick ropes of cum immediately began to drip from her swollen entrance, sliding down her folds and pooling on the dark sheets beneath her.

He rolled to the side, propping himself on one elbow, fingers tracing lazy circles on her stomach.

“That was intense,” he murmured, voice low and intimate. “Loved getting to share that with you—just us, feeling every inch. But…” His gaze flicked toward Tim in the corner chair, who sat silent and spent, eyes glazed but fixed on them. Shane’s smile turned wicked. “We should involve hubby for the next round. Make sure he gets the full show he came for.”

Lauren glanced at Tim, a soft, almost tender expression crossing her flushed face. She reached out a hand toward him.

“Tim… come here, baby.”

Tim rose on unsteady legs and approached the bed. His shorts were still damp from his earlier release, his cock hard again despite the two previous spends. Laura guided his head between her thighs. He knelt and moved closer without any additional words, face inches from her messy, cum-filled pussy. The sight was obscene—her lips puffy and red, Shane’s thick white seed slowly oozing out, coating her inner thighs.

Lauren propped herself up on her elbows, looking down at her husband with a mix of affection and lingering heat.

“Clean me up, sweetheart,” she said softly, voice gentle but firm. “Lick it all out. Taste how much he filled me.”

Tim leaned in, tongue tentative at first, lapping at the creamy mixture dripping from her entrance. The taste hit him—salty, musky, unmistakably male—and he groaned low in his throat. His hands gripped her thighs for balance as he worked, tongue delving deeper, scooping out every drop he could reach.

Lauren sighed, one hand threading gently through Tim’s hair.

“That’s it… good boy. Get every bit. You’re doing so well.” She stroked his scalp encouragingly. “Thank you for letting me have this, Tim. Thank you for being okay with me feeling him like that—really feeling him. I needed it. I needed to be stretched and filled the way only he can do it. You gave me that tonight. You let me have that time with Shane, just us, and I’m so grateful.”

Tim moaned against her pussy, the vibration making her shiver. He licked harder, more eagerly, cleaning the cum from her folds, sucking gently at her swollen clit before returning to lap at the leaking entrance. Lauren’s hips rocked subtly against his mouth, encouraging him.

“You’re such a good husband,” she continued, voice soft and warm. “Letting me come so hard on his cock. Letting him come inside me while you watched. I love you for that. I love that you’re here cleaning me up now, tasting the creampie Shane filled me with. Thank you for giving me to him tonight.”

Tim’s breathing grew ragged, his tongue working faster, swallowing everything Shane had left behind. Lauren’s fingers tightened in his hair for a moment, then relaxed, petting him like a cherished pet.

“Thank you, baby,” she whispered again. “Thank you for letting me feel that full.”

Shane watched the entire scene with dark amusement, stroking his returning erection slowly. When Tim had licked her clean—her pussy now glistening only with saliva—Shane pulled him back by the shoulder.

“Enough. Sit your ass down and watch how a real man owns your wife.”

Tim retreated to the chair, hand already drifting to his lap. Shane flipped Lauren onto her stomach effortlessly, positioning her on all fours—ass up, face toward Tim. He knelt behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his fully hard cock back to her entrance.

“Look at him, baby,” Shane commanded, voice dripping with dark amusement. “Look at your hubby while I slide back into this tight little pussy that used to be his.”

Lauren’s eyes locked on Tim’s as Shane pushed forward—slow at first, then deeper, stretching her all over again. She moaned, back arching, the fullness returning like a drug.

Shane bottomed out with a grunt, pushing a little further to stretch Lauren more. He started thrusting—hard, rhythmic, the slap of skin loud and filthy.

“Fuck, this pussy’s mine now,” Shane growled, hand coming down in a sharp smack on her ass. “You see that, cuck? See how she’s gripping me? She never clenched like this for your little dick, did she?”

Tim shook his head mutely, hand pumping faster.

Shane laughed, low and cruel. “That’s right. I own your wife now. This hot little hole? It’s molded to my cock. Stretched out just for me. She’s never gonna feel you again—not like this. Watch her face—watch how she comes apart on a real man’s cock.”

Lauren cried out, pushing back to meet his thrusts, her moans turning to whimpers. “Shane—fuck—yes—”

He pounded harder, one hand fisting her hair to arch her back further. “Tell him, baby. Tell your hubby who owns this pussy.”

“You do,” Lauren gasped, eyes never leaving Tim’s. “You own me—fuck—own my pussy—”

Shane’s hips snapped forward, relentless. “That’s my good girl. Taking every thick inch like you were made for it. Your hubby’s sitting there jerking his tiny cock, knowing he’ll never fill you like this. Never make you scream like this.”

The dirty talk pushed Lauren over the edge again. She came with a wail, pussy spasming around him, soaking the sheets. Shane didn’t stop—fucking her through it, owning every contraction, every cry.

“See that, cuck? That’s what a real orgasm looks like. She’s mine now. All mine.”

Tim groaned, spilling yet again into his hand, helpless against the sight of his wife being utterly dominated, owned, ruined in the best way. He felt like he was the cuck in one of Shane’s movies, finally fulfilling the fantasy he had held for so long.

Shane kept going, pace brutal, voice edging darker. “I’m gonna fill her up again—give her another thick creampie until she’s dripping my cum for days. And you’ll be hard all the time, knowing she’s walking around with me leaking out of her.”

Lauren moaned louder, lost in the haze, body surrendering completely to the man who had taken control.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 10: Watched & Owned

Shane slowed his thrusts just long enough to shift them both. With one strong arm around Lauren’s waist, he flipped her over onto her stomach, then tugged her hips upward until she was on all fours again—ass high, back arched, knees spread wide on the dark sheets. The new angle opened her completely, her swollen pussy glistening and still leaking traces of his first load.

He knelt behind her, thick cock in hand, the head brushing her entrance once, twice, teasing. Lauren whimpered, pushing back instinctively, desperate to be filled again.

Shane obliged—slow at first, letting her feel every veined inch as he sank back inside her. Then he gripped her hips with both hands and drove forward hard, bottoming out in one brutal stroke. Lauren cried out, the deeper angle letting him hit places she hadn’t known existed.

“Fuck—Shane—!”

“That’s it,” he growled, voice thick with dominance. “Take it deeper now. Feel how much more I can give you in this position.”

He set a punishing rhythm—long, powerful strokes that slammed his hips against her ass with wet, obscene slaps. Each thrust drove his cock further, the head ramming her cervix over and over. Lauren’s arms trembled, elbows buckling until her chest dropped to the mattress, ass still high, face turned toward the foot of the bed.

Toward Tim.

Shane noticed immediately. One large hand slid up her spine, fingers threading into her hair at the nape of her neck. He fisted it tight—hard enough to make her gasp—and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch and face her husband directly.

“Look at him,” Shane commanded, voice low and edged with cruel satisfaction. “Look at your husband while I fuck you and move your guts round.”

Lauren’s eyes locked on Tim’s—wide, glassy, pupils blown with pleasure. Her mouth hung open, moans spilling out unchecked as Shane pounded into her.

“Tell him,” Shane ordered, yanking her hair again. “Tell your cuck husband who’s owning this pussy right now.”

“You,” Lauren gasped, voice breaking on every thrust. “You own it—fuck—Shane owns my pussy—”

Shane laughed, dark and triumphant. “That’s right. Watch her face, cuck. Watch how she looks when a real man stretches her wide and fills her deep. Your little dick isn’t going to do it for her. You’ve never made her scream like she’s screaming for me.”

Tim sat frozen in the chair, his smaller dick hardening again inside his soaked shorts, eyes never leaving his wife’s pleasure-contorted face.

Shane kept going, hips snapping forward relentlessly. “She’s dripping again—see that? That’s how wet she gets for a thick black cock. Your wife’s cunt is ruined for you now. Molded to me. Every time you try to fuck her after this, she’s gonna feel empty. She’s gonna miss this stretch, this depth, this fucking ownership.”

Lauren moaned louder, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “Yes—fuck—yes—own me—own me—”

Shane’s pace grew erratic, breaths turning ragged. He was close—balls tightening, cock swelling even thicker inside her.

“Gonna come again,” he growled. “Gonna fill this pussy one more time. But first…”

He glanced down at Tim, still stroking himself in the chair.

“Crawl under her, cuck,” Shane ordered, voice rough and commanding. “Right now. Get on your back beneath her. Open your mouth wide. You’re gonna catch every drop when I pull out. You’re gonna swallow what I pump deep into your wife.”

Tim obeyed instantly—sliding off the chair, crawling forward on hands and knees, then lying on his back directly under Lauren. His head positioned right beneath her dripping core, mouth open, eyes wide and glassy, staring up at the place where Shane’s thick shaft pistoned in and out of her.

Lauren looked down between her arms, watching her husband settle into position. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through her—Tim beneath her, waiting, ready to receive what Shane was about to give.

Shane drove forward harder—three, four, five more punishing strokes—then buried himself to the hilt with a deep groan.

He came.

Thick, hot pulses flooded her pussy, jet after jet painting her walls, filling her until she could feel the leaking around the union of her and Shane. Lauren cried out, another orgasm triggered by the sensation of being claimed so completely—his cock throbbing, spurting, owning her from the inside out. Her pussy clamped down hard around him, milking every drop as she shuddered above Tim.

Shane stayed buried deep, grinding slowly through the last pulses, making sure she was thoroughly filled. Then—slowly, deliberately—he began to pull out.

As the thick head slipped free with a wet pop, a heavy gush of his cum immediately followed—thick white ropes pouring from her stretched, gaping entrance straight down into Tim’s waiting mouth. Tim swallowed reflexively, moaning low in his throat as the warm, salty flood coated his tongue. More dripped onto his face, streaking across his lips and chin, but he kept his mouth open, catching as much as he could.

Shane stroked himself once, milking the final drops onto Lauren’s ass, letting them run down her crack and join the rest leaking into Tim’s mouth.

“That’s it, cuck,” Shane said, voice rough with satisfaction. “Swallow it all. Taste how much cum I put inside your wife. Every thick drop that’s spilling out of her stretched pussy? That pussy’s mine. You’re just the cleanup crew now.”

Lauren whimpered at the sight—her husband beneath her, face glistening, mouth full of Shane’s creampie. She rocked her hips gently, letting the last of it drip directly onto Tim’s tongue.

“Good boy,” she whispered down to him, voice soft and breathless. “Thank you for catching it all.”

Tim groaned, swallowing again, his hand flying faster until he spilled yet another load into his shorts, helpless against the reality of tasting his wife’s fresh creampie immediately after she was filled.

Shane gave Lauren’s ass one last possessive smack, then stepped back, cock still semi-hard and twitching at the sight.

Lauren collapsed forward onto her elbows, panting, body still trembling. She looked back over her shoulder at Shane, then down at Tim—whose face was now slick and shining—and something raw and electric passed between all three of them.

The night stretched on, heavy with the scent of sex, sweat, and the quiet, irreversible shift that had settled between them.


Chapter 11: The Rest of the Week

The rest of the vacation unfolded in a haze of relentless heat, total surrender, and the complete shattering of every boundary Lauren and Tim had ever known. Lauren never left Shane’s sprawling house on the hill—not for the casinos, not for the shows, not even for a single spin at the blackjack tables. The glittering Strip remained a distant, irrelevant glow on the horizon.

The morning after that first explosive night, while Lauren and Shane were still tangled in the master bed—his cock already hard against her thigh, lazily sliding between her slick folds—Shane looked over at Tim standing hesitantly in the doorway.

“Cuck,” Shane said, not breaking rhythm as he pushed deeper into Lauren, drawing a soft moan from her. “Take my car. Go back to the hotel. Get your luggage. Bring it here. You’re staying the week.”

Tim nodded mutely, eyes flicking to Lauren’s face—flushed, lips parted, eyes half-lidded with pleasure as Shane rolled his hips slow and deep. Lauren didn’t even glance his way. Her entire focus was on Shane—on the thick stretch of him inside her, on the way his hands gripped her hips, on the low growl in his throat when she clenched around him.

“Yes, sir,” Tim whispered, voice hoarse.

Lauren didn’t respond. She arched her back instead, pressing herself harder onto Shane’s cock, whispering, “Deeper—please—Shane, deeper,” as if Tim wasn’t even in the room. Her world had narrowed to the man filling her, owning her, making her feel things she’d never known existed.

Tim took the keys Shane tossed him from the nightstand and left. He drove Shane’s black SUV back to the hotel in a daze, packed both suitcases in silence, checked out at the front desk with shaking hands, and returned to Shane’s house within the hour.

Shane was already fucking Lauren again—this time on the edge of the bed, her legs over his shoulders, hips snapping forward in long, punishing strokes. She was moaning openly, one hand gripping the sheets, the other reaching back to brace against the headboard—completely lost in him, in the way he filled her, owned her. She didn’t acknowledge Tim’s return. Her eyes stayed locked on Shane’s face, drinking in every line of concentration, every flicker of pleasure that crossed his features when he bottomed out inside her.

“Fuck—Shane—you’re so deep,” she gasped, voice raw with need. “I can’t—God—I can’t get enough of you.”

Shane grinned, slamming in harder. “That’s right, baby. You’re addicted now. This pussy knows who it belongs to.”

From that moment on, Lauren’s obsession with Shane consumed her entirely.

During one of their slower, more intimate moments on the second night—Shane buried deep inside her, rocking gently while she clung to him—he murmured against her ear, “You’re on birth control, aren't you?”

Lauren, breathless and lost in the rhythm of his hips, nodded against his shoulder. “IUD,” she whispered, voice shaky with pleasure. “Keeps me safe… but God, I wish it didn’t right now.”

Shane groaned low, thrusting a little harder. “Good girl. We’ll fix that soon enough.”

Later that afternoon, after Shane had taken Lauren twice more—once bent over the kitchen island while Tim stood frozen in the doorway, once in the shower with her back pressed to the tiles and legs wrapped around his waist—Shane reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a small, matte-black chastity cage. He held it up, letting the light catch the smooth steel.

“Time to lock this little thing up,” Shane said, nodding toward Tim’s lap. “He’s not gonna need it this week. Or maybe ever again, if I have anything to say about it.”

Lauren’s eyes lit up. She slid off the bed, still naked and flushed from their last round, and took the cage from Shane’s hand. She walked to Tim—slow, deliberate, hips swaying—her gaze never leaving Shane’s even as she knelt in front of her husband.

“Stand up, baby,” she purred, voice dripping with erotic menace. She wrapped her fingers around Tim’s half-hard cock, stroking slowly, teasingly, feeling him twitch in her palm. “Look at you—so eager, so desperate. But this?” She squeezed gently. “This doesn’t get to play anymore.”

Tim whimpered, hips jerking forward into her hand.

Lauren leaned in close, lips brushing his ear while her hand worked him in smooth, deliberate strokes. “We’re going to lock you up, sweetheart. Put this little cage on your cock so you can’t touch, can’t stroke, can’t come unless he says so. And you know what that means, don’t you?” She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumb circling the head, making him gasp. “It means every time Shane fucks me—every time he stretches me, fills me, makes me scream—you’ll be trapped in this tiny cage, leaking, aching, helpless. You’ll watch him come inside me again and again, and all you’ll be able to do is drip for me.”

Tim’s breathing turned ragged, cock throbbing in her grip.

“That’s it,” she whispered, stroking faster now, slick sounds filling the room. “Feel how hard you are knowing you’re about to be locked away? Knowing your wife’s pussy belongs to Shane now? Knowing I’m going to come on his cock while you’re caged and denied?” She leaned closer, lips grazing his. “I love how pathetic you look right now—jerking in my hand one last time before I take this freedom away from you. Come for me, baby. Come while I lock you up for him.”

Tim’s hips bucked, a broken moan tearing from his throat as he spilled over her fingers—thick, desperate spurts that dripped onto the floor. Lauren milked him through it, cooing softly, “Good boy… that’s all you get. Now hold still.”

She fitted the cage around his softening cock with practiced ease—ring behind his balls, tube sliding over his shaft, lock clicking shut with a final, metallic snap. She dangled the small key on her finger, then turned and walked back to Shane, pressing it into his palm.

Shane smiled, dark and satisfied. “Good girl. Now come here. I’m not done with you yet.”

Lauren crawled back onto the bed, straddling Shane immediately, sinking down onto his cock with a long, satisfied moan—her obsession with him burning brighter than ever.

The rest of the week followed the same intoxicating pattern—mornings of slow, deep fucks, afternoons of poolside riding, evenings of counter-top pounding and couch-riding marathons. Eventually, Shane was able to get all of his massive black cock into her pussy. Lauren came so intensely when she felt his balls pressed against her ass that her legs shook uncontrollably.

Lauren’s world had shrunk to Shane: his hands, his voice, his cock. Tim existed on the periphery—watching when allowed, cleaning when ordered, locked and denied while his wife surrendered completely to the man who had claimed her.

On the last morning, Shane drove them to the airport himself. The black SUV pulled up to the departures curb amid the chaos of travelers, suitcases, and honking taxis. Shane stepped out first, opening Lauren’s door with a gentlemanly flourish that felt anything but gentle.

He pulled her out of the car and into his arms in one smooth motion—right there on the sidewalk, in front of dozens of strangers rushing past with luggage carts and boarding passes. He kissed her passionately—deep, open-mouthed, one hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her ass through her dress—claiming her publicly, shamelessly, while travelers slowed to stare and whisper.

Lauren melted into him, arms wrapped around his neck, moaning softly into his mouth, completely oblivious to the audience. Her body pressed against his as if magnetized, hips subtly grinding against the bulge she could feel through his jeans.

Tim stood next to them, frozen, watching his wife being devoured by another man in broad daylight—among families, business travelers, honeymooners—while he held their suitcases like a forgotten porter.

Shane broke the kiss slowly, lips brushing hers one last time. He looked down at her, voice low enough that only she could hear.

“Go home,” he said quietly. “Get rid of that IUD. When you’re most fertile—when your body’s ready—I’m flying you back out here. I’m gonna breed you properly. Fill you until it takes.”

Lauren’s breath caught. Her eyes—bright, shining, utterly devoted—locked on his.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice trembling with certainty. “I want that. I want you to breed me. I want everything.”

Shane kissed her again—harder this time—then let her go. He turned to Tim, smirking.

“Get her home safe, cuck. And keep that cage locked. She’s mine now.”

Tim nodded mutely, face burning, cock straining uselessly against the steel.

Shane watched them walk toward the terminal—Lauren’s hand slipping into Tim’s almost absently, her head still turned back toward the car, eyes lingering on Shane until the automatic doors swallowed them.

Shane climbed back into the driver’s seat, started the engine, and drove away—already looking forward to her return.
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Emily, a devoted wife and mother, heads to a week-long digital marketing conference in Chicago expecting nothing more than networking and sessions. But when she meets Jalen—the charismatic, dominant keynote speaker—sparks fly instantly.
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