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Chapter 1

Martin's mind swirled in a storm of desire and disbelief as the hot water from the shower cascaded over his body, the steam clouding the bathroom in a thick, oppressive mist. Each droplet that hit his skin seemed to fuel the chaos inside him, his thoughts tangling with his most shameful fantasies. The sound of the water pounding against the tile floor was the only thing keeping him tethered to reality.

He couldn’t stop replaying Sophie’s voice in his head, her hesitant words still hanging in the air between them.

“Baby... Lucas wants to take me out on Friday. He’s going to text you about it.”

The memory of her nervous blush as she spoke those words sent a shiver down his spine, one that mixed dread with something far darker, something primal. The way her cheeks had flushed, her lips curving into a guilty smile—it had made his stomach tighten in knots. But underneath that discomfort, there was a pulse of excitement he couldn't deny.

A coworker asking his wife out for drinks? In any other marriage, that might have been innocent, but Martin knew better. He felt it deep inside, an unsettling awareness of what it meant. It was more than just happy hour. It was the start of something that had haunted his mind for years, lurking in the shadows of his desires—a truth he had never been able to admit out loud.

As the water slid down his chest, Martin forced himself to confront what he'd been avoiding for so long. He wasn’t just an observer in all of this. He wasn’t powerless, though at times, it felt like he was. He had let it happen, hadn’t he? The subtle hints, the fantasies whispered into the night, the way his heart had raced when he thought about Sophie with another man. He had opened the door, even if the reality of it was now crashing down on him like the water pounding from the showerhead.

Instinctively, he glanced down at himself. His small penis stood erect, straining as though mocking him. It jutted forward, barely pushing past the tangled hair at his groin, hard and twitching with arousal he couldn’t control.

This is insane.

He muttered the words under his breath, not fully trusting the sound of his own voice. His cock throbbed, and the heat that filled his chest was as much humiliation as it was desire. How could he feel this way? How could the thought of Sophie—his beautiful, petite wife—out with another man arouse him so much it hurt?

He clenched his fists, letting the water beat down on him harder, but no matter how he tried, he couldn’t stop the images from flooding his mind. Sophie, with Lucas. Lucas, who was taller, broader. He imagined her looking up at him with those same shy, blushing cheeks, the ones she’d had when she’d mentioned the date. The ones she used to have for him. He groaned, a mix of frustration and perverse thrill rising in his throat.

The twisted thing about it was, he didn’t know if it was the idea of her pleasure or his own shame that made him harder.

—————————————————— ————

Throughout Martin’s life, from his awkward college years through to his current adult life, his small penis was a quiet yet persistent burden. It lingered in the back of his mind, nagging at his self-worth in ways he often tried to suppress. Society, media, and even casual locker room banter all seemed to hammer home the idea that a man’s size was a measure of his masculinity. Every magazine, every advertisement, and every pornographic film he had come across in his youth reinforced that idea. For a man like Martin—saddled with the knowledge that he was lacking in that department—it was an invisible weight he carried. One that quietly gnawed at him over the years.

In his early twenties, the shame of it had been unbearable. When he’d first started having sex, he’d felt as if his size was a bright neon sign pointing to his inadequacy. In bed, Martin had fumbled, tentative and unsure, his confidence undermined before he even had a chance to prove himself. The anxiety had been crippling at times—every glance from a partner, every uncertain touch made him wonder if they were disappointed. For years, he had struggled to navigate that terrain, his embarrassment bleeding into his relationships, leaving him constantly chasing approval he feared he'd never get.

It wasn’t until his late twenties that Martin began to claw his way out of that pit of insecurity. Adulthood, with its more pressing responsibilities, had given him a new perspective. As he grew older, the sting of those early encounters dulled, and he began to accept that his body was what it was—nothing more, nothing less. By the time he hit his mid-thirties, he’d grown into himself. He wasn’t a star in the bedroom, and his wife certainly wasn’t having the kind of earth-shattering orgasms he’d seen on screen, but he’d made peace with that. He knew he could be a loving husband, a good father, a successful man in other ways. Sex wasn’t the only thing that defined him, and he could still be happy without it dominating his sense of worth.

But even as he came to terms with his own limitations, there was an undercurrent that never quite left him. It had been with him for years, and though he didn’t fully understand it at the time, he couldn’t deny that something about size captivated him.

In his early twenties, pornographic images had startled him, even scared him. Seeing another man’s large, engorged cock had made his own pale in comparison, and it wasn’t just about the physical difference. It was about what it represented—power, virility, the ability to please a woman in a way Martin was painfully aware he might never achieve. That knowledge had clawed at him, a dark jealousy that ate away at him silently.

As he got older, however, that jealousy shifted, morphed into something else. It was still a bitter pill to swallow, but over time it transformed into a strange, begrudging respect. Men with larger endowments had something Martin didn’t. Something women, deep down, were wired to desire. And despite the bitterness of that realization, it began to fascinate him. He couldn’t stop thinking about it—how some men had this undeniable, raw quality that made them more capable, more wanted.

And that fascination only grew stronger.

As Martin settled into his marriage with Sophie, those thoughts lingered in the corners of his mind. At first, it was just passing curiosity—he would wonder in the abstract, imagining what it might be like for her to experience something more. Then, slowly, it became more than just idle musings. He began to dwell on it, to wonder not only what she might feel, but how she would react. The thought of Sophie, his petite, beautiful wife, with someone bigger, someone more capable, stirred something dark and twisted inside him.

It was a shameful thought, but it excited him.

From the very first moment Martin laid eyes on Sophie, he adored her. She had been introduced through a mutual friend more than ten years ago, and from that point on, their lives had quickly intertwined. Their relationship blossomed in a whirlwind of excitement, laughter, and shared moments that swept them both off their feet. It wasn’t long before they were planning a wedding, their love palpable to anyone who saw them together.

Neither of them had come into the relationship with much experience in the bedroom. Martin, with his quiet confidence and thoughtful nature, had dated a few girls in high school and college, but he had only been intimate with two of them. Sophie, on the other hand, had spent most of her college years in a steady relationship with a single boyfriend. She described her sexual history as pleasant, though far from reRichardable, leaving her with a sense of normalcy about the whole thing.

In the early years of their marriage, Martin and Sophie’s sex life felt almost perfect. There was an undeniable passion between them, a shared intimacy that made their connection feel electric. Sophie loved how attentive Martin was, especially how he seemed to take great pride in pleasing her. His hands roamed her body with a sense of purpose, but what she loved most was his devotion to giving her oral.

Martin had always found immense satisfaction in going down on Sophie. He loved the way her body responded to his touch, the way her breathing quickened as his mouth explored her. It didn’t matter how long it took; he savored every moment of it. Sophie, in turn, reveled in the attention. There was nothing quite like the feeling of Martin between her thighs, his tongue tracing circles, his hands gripping her hips as he brought her to the brink again and again. She had always loved receiving oral, and Martin’s eagerness to please made it even more enjoyable for her.

However, when it came to reciprocating, things were a little different.

Sophie had never been particularly enthusiastic about giving oral sex. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about Martin’s pleasure—she did—but the act itself never appealed to her the way it did to him. She’d do it, of course, especially because she knew how much he liked it, but it was always more of an obligation than a source of excitement. It wasn’t the taste or the act of it that bothered her. What she truly hated, what made her skin crawl, was the thought of swallowing.

The first time Martin had asked if he could finish in her mouth, Sophie had hesitated. She’d tried, swallowing down her discomfort along with him, but the moment it hit her tongue, she gagged, pulling away in disgust. It was an experience she never wanted to repeat. Martin, thankfully, didn’t seem to mind. He found it endearing, actually, the way Sophie wrinkled her nose in distaste and quickly reached for tissues to clean herself up. They’d laughed about it afterward, and from then on, she made it clear—no cum in her mouth. He understood and never pushed the issue, finding other ways to finish that didn’t make her uncomfortable.

For Martin, it was a small price to pay. Sophie’s pleasure was always his priority, and he didn’t need her to return the favor in the same way. He was content just knowing she was satisfied, and that, in turn, was enough for him. But as the years went by, even this dynamic started to shift in subtle, unexpected ways.

Sophie loved him, and for a long time, that love had been enough to keep her content. She enjoyed the intimacy they shared, the way Martin’s passion never seemed to fade. But as time went on, Martin’s own insecurities began to surface in the form of offhand reRichards and strange comments, things Sophie didn’t quite understand at first. They seemed out of place, unsettling in their implication.

It started with offhand comments—small, barely noticeable at first. A self-deprecating joke here, a quiet reRichard there. Martin began hinting that he felt inadequate, that he considered himself small. At first, Sophie brushed it off, reassuring him with laughter and affection. She didn’t understand why he was so fixated on this. She loved him. She didn’t care about size.

But the more Martin spoke about it, the more those thoughts began to seep into her own mind. His comments were odd—suggestive in ways that Sophie had never heard from a husband. They were dangerous words, filled with innuendo that stirred something dormant inside her. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, Martin planted seeds of curiosity in her mind, coaxing her to explore a world she’d never considered.

It began with pornography. Martin, in his moments of vulnerability, would show her films—clips of men with enormous, throbbing erections, their bodies powerful and dominant as they pleasured women with abandon. Sophie had never been particularly interested in porn before, but the way Martin presented it, she couldn’t help but watch. He seemed to take pleasure in her reaction, as if her wide-eyed interest gave him some strange, twisted satisfaction.

The first time he showed her a film featuring interracial sex, Sophie had been shocked. Not because of the nature of the content, but because of how deeply it affected her. The sight of a large, well-endowed man taking a woman with ease stirred something primal within her, something that caught her completely off guard. She hadn’t expected to be so intrigued, so captivated by the sheer masculinity on display.

Martin could sense it. He saw the way her lips parted, the way her breathing hitched ever so slightly as she watched. It drove him mad with a mix of envy and arousal, knowing that she was seeing something he could never offer her. But instead of feeling threatened, he leaned into it, encouraging her curiosity with more suggestive comments, more films that highlighted what he lacked.

For Sophie, it was an awakening. The idea of size had never crossed her mind before, but now, she couldn’t stop thinking about it. The allure of a large penis—the inherent power and pleasure it promised—became a quiet fantasy, creeping into her thoughts during moments of intimacy. She began to wonder, late at night, what it might be like to experience something more. It was a thought she never would have entertained before, but now, it lingered in the back of her mind.

The shift in Sophie’s perspective deepened one fateful afternoon, when her coworker, Lucas, accidentally revealed more than he should have.

Lucas had always been flirtatious—a handsome man with a charming smile and an air of confidence that made Sophie feel both flattered and slightly guilty. She enjoyed their banter, even though she knew it walked the fine line between playful and inappropriate. But one day, during a particularly close moment, Lucas had leaned back in his chair, his shirt pulling up just enough to reveal the waistband of his boxers. And beneath that waistband, something caught Sophie’s eye—something that shouldn’t have been visible, but was.

She had only glanced for a second, but that was enough. What she saw was unmistakable—a large, thick outline pressing against the fabric, impossible to ignore. Sophie’s heart had skipped a beat, her face flushing with heat as she quickly averted her eyes. But the image was burned into her mind, and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t shake it.


Chapter 2

Sophie had known Lucas for almost five years. Both worked as product managers at a medical technologies company, and though Lucas wasn’t officially her supervisor, he often stepped into that role, guiding her through tough decisions and complex projects. He was on track for a promotion soon, one that would make him her formal line manager. Even if Sophie wouldn’t readily admit it, she had always found Lucas deeply attractive.

Lucas carried himself in a way that made it impossible not to notice him. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and muscular—far more physically imposing than her husband, Martin. His presence filled a room, not just because of his stature but because of his quiet confidence. He was soft-spoken, but when he needed to be, Lucas had a forceful, commanding air that made people listen. And, perhaps most importantly to Sophie, he took responsibility when things went wrong. That alone earned him her admiration, especially when he had stepped in to defend her on more than one occasion, saving her from potential career-damaging mistakes.

It was leadership like that which made Sophie respect him, but there was something else—something more primal. Though she tried to be the dutiful wife, she couldn’t ignore the way her body reacted around Lucas. He was charming, naturally flirtatious, and unapologetically confident in ways that Martin wasn’t. He would playfully tease her with suggestive comments that toed the line between professional and inappropriate, comments that Sophie found thrilling, even as they made her cheeks flush with a mix of guilt and excitement.

Sophie had worked hard to get back into shape after having two kids, and it showed. Though she was petite at 5’1”, with small perky breasts and a slightly larger bum than her slim frame might suggest, she carried herself with a quiet confidence. Lucas had certainly noticed. Despite the conservative blouses and skirts she wore to the office, there was no hiding her curvaceous figure. Her larger rear, especially, had drawn more than a few lingering glances from him. And no matter how much Sophie tried to suppress her attraction to Lucas, the heat that bloomed in her chest when he stood close was impossible to deny.

Lucas, for his part, was more than aware of Sophie’s attraction, and the feeling was mutual. He found himself fantasizing about her more often than he cared to admit. Sophie’s slim, toned figure and the fullness of her bum were a contrast he found irresistible, and her delicate, pretty face framed by thick brunette hair only added to her allure. Lucas had met Martin a few times, enough to know that her husband posed no threat. In fact, that knowledge only stoked his desire for her.

Still, Lucas was careful. He valued his career and didn’t need trouble with HR, but there were moments when he couldn’t help himself. He had been reprimanded once, his manager sternly reminding him, “We don’t need an issue with HR, Lucas.” It should have been a wake-up call. But how could it be when the object of his desire, Sophie, was so often within arm’s reach? Her very presence was enough to drive him to distraction, and he couldn’t shake the fantasies of what it would be like to take her to bed.

And as much as Sophie denied it to herself, she felt that tension too. She would feel a spark whenever Lucas brushed against her, an unmistakable charge in the air whenever he made one of his flirtatious reRichards. She was loyal, a faithful wife and mother of two, and she did everything she could to keep her attraction at bay. But no matter how much she tried to stifle it, there was an undeniable thrill in the way Lucas looked at her, his eyes lingering just a second too long.

What complicated matters further was Martin. He had noticed Lucas’s interest in Sophie, and instead of being upset, he had encouraged her to flirt back. His comments about Lucas had grown increasingly suggestive over the past year. He seemed to enjoy the idea of his wife being desired by a man like Lucas, which both confused and excited Sophie. It was a strange dynamic—one that made her feel both wanted and uncertain. She didn’t fully understand why Martin would be so supportive of Lucas’s attentions, but on a deeper level, she couldn’t deny the rush it gave her.

Sometimes, after a particularly long day at work, Sophie would find herself lying in bed, thinking about Lucas’s soft, low voice and the way his body looked beneath his tailored suits. Those moments would lead her to wonder, fleetingly, what it would be like if Lucas acted on his desires. But before the thoughts could take hold, guilt would settle in, and she’d push them away, reminding herself that she was a faithful wife.

Still, the tension between her and Lucas grew with each passing day.

Their workplace tension nearly boiled over a few months ago during what should have been an otherwise uneventful lunch break. Sophie and Lucas often found themselves sitting together in the campus food hall, their conversations flowing with ease. Today, the subject had turned to travel, and Sophie found herself thinking about places she and Martin had discussed visiting.

"Martin and I have been wanting to try Italy," she said, taking a bite from her chicken Caesar wrap, her tone casual but warm.

Lucas’s eyes lit up in recognition. “You’ll love it. I went a few years ago—absolutely stunning.”

Sophie nodded, still chewing as she smiled. “Yeah. I actually remember you mentioning that.”

Lucas’s face brightened as he reached for his phone, scrolling through the photo gallery. “I’ve got pictures from that trip. Here, take a look.”

He handed her the phone, and Sophie began to swipe through the images. Pictures of pristine beaches, ancient ruins, and idyllic coastal towns appeared, one after another. She admired the shots, offering the occasional “Wow” in appreciation of the scenery.

Then, mid-swipe, Sophie’s breath caught in her throat. Her fingers froze on the screen, her cheeks suddenly burning as her heart raced. The image before her was not of Italy’s picturesque landscapes—it was something far more intimate.

Lucas glanced over, concerned by her sudden change in expression. “What’s wrong?” he asked, his voice genuinely curious but laced with an undertone of alarm.

Sophie hesitated, her face flushed, before handing the phone back with shaky hands. “I think there’s a picture in there you forgot to move…” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the weight of her words hung in the air.

Lucas’s brow furrowed as he quickly scrolled back. And then he saw it—a photo he had never meant for anyone to see, least of all Sophie. It was a close-up of his naked body, his very large penis prominently displayed in a candid shot taken by an ex-girlfriend.

“Oh god!” The words escaped him too loudly, drawing the attention of a nearby table. Several people turned to look, curious at the outburst. Lucas’s face paled as mortification crashed over him. Lowering his voice, he mumbled, “I… I’m so sorry. I didn’t know that was in there.”

He fumbled to delete the image, the rush of embarrassment overwhelming him. But no matter how fast he deleted it, the damage had been done. The image was burned into Sophie’s mind—a sight she had never expected, one that stirred something deep within her that she was too embarrassed to acknowledge.

The truth was, Sophie struggled to process what she’d just seen. It wasn’t just the accident that had thrown her—it was the sheer size of what she’d glimpsed. Lucas’s manhood was massive, larger than anything she’d seen before, even in the porn Martin sometimes showed her as a tease. The rational part of her brain told her to brush it off as nothing, but another part… couldn’t.

Lucas ran a hand through his hair, his face a mixture of disbelief and horror. “Sophie, I’m so sorry! I had no idea that picture was still there…”

“It’s fine,” Sophie managed, her voice barely steady. She could feel the heat in her cheeks, a blush that wasn’t going away anytime soon. “It was just an accident, Lucas. Don’t worry about it.”

He shook his head. “How awkward. That’s an HR violation waiting to happen.”

“Stop worrying,” Sophie reassured, trying to regain control of her racing thoughts. “We’ll just act like it never happened.” She added, with an attempt at levity, “You know me well enough to know I’m not going to go running to HR over something like this.”

Lucas still looked horrified. “Truly embarrassing,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

Sophie tried to reassure him again, her words tumbling out before she could stop them. “Lucas, you have nothing to be embarrassed about.” She froze the moment the sentence left her mouth, realizing how it could be interpreted. Her blush deepened, and she fumbled, “What I meant was… it’s just… you know…”

Lucas, sensing her discomfort, jumped in to save her from the awkwardness. With a loud, playful tone, he interrupted, “So, Italy is amazing! You’ll love it!” His voice carried, breaking the tension with forced humor.

They both chuckled, the laughter light but strained. Though the moment had passed, the air between them was far from cleared. As they finished their lunches in relative silence, their private thoughts swirled, far less quiet than the words they exchanged. Sophie’s mind kept returning to that image, no matter how hard she tried to push it away.

What disturbed her most wasn’t just the accident—it was the fact that, deep down, part of her had been… intrigued. The comparison was hard to ignore, and as she glanced at Lucas, still trying to make light of the situation, her stomach twisted in ways she couldn’t fully explain.


Chapter 3

Truthfully, that incident with Sophie was all Lucas could think about for the rest of the day. Once the initial embarrassment faded, he found himself grinning at the memory, quietly thrilled by the unintentional reveal. Sure, it had been an accident—he hadn’t realized the photo was still in his phone—but the aftermath left him more than satisfied. He had always been proud of his endowment, and now Sophie was fully aware of what he was packing. The thought of her wide-eyed surprise, the flush of her cheeks, replayed in his mind like a delicious loop. It wasn’t just her reaction that thrilled him—it was the fact that she had been impressed.

Lucas had met Martin several times. He liked the guy well enough; he seemed kind, devoted to Sophie, the kind of husband who would do anything for his wife. But that didn’t change Lucas’s underlying desire for her. It wasn’t personal—just a simple fact. Lucas knew what he could offer a woman, and in his fantasies, he could give Sophie something Martin would never be able to match. There was no malice in it, no intention to hurt. It was simply the natural order of things as far as Lucas was concerned. He was an incredible lover, and he took a specific kind of pride in knowing he could provide a woman with an experience far beyond what most men could.

His college years had only reinforced this belief. Back then, Lucas had gained a reputation, one that followed him throughout his sexual exploits. He had become something of a legend, especially when it came to other men’s girlfriends. He remembered one particular conquest vividly: his roommate’s girlfriend, Carla.

It had started with Lucas walking around their shared dorm room, fully nude, after a night with one of his many partners. He hadn’t been shy about it—there was no need to be. His roommate, Richard, was small and out of shape, and Lucas knew there was little Richard could do to challenge him. Lucas would parade around the room confidently, not even bothering to cover up, even when Carla was there. He noticed how her eyes would follow him, lingering on his bobbing manhood as he moved around the small space.

At first, Richard had protested. “Come on, man. My girlfriend’s here!” he’d say, his voice tinged with frustration and embarrassment.

Lucas would offer a half-hearted apology, never making any real effort to change his behavior. “My bad,” he’d say with a smirk, knowing full well that Carla was watching every second. It didn’t take long before things escalated. Richard’s presence in the room, his futile protests—it only fueled Lucas’s thrill.

The inevitable happened, as Lucas knew it would. One day, while Richard was out, Carla found herself in Lucas’s bed, her ass propped up as Lucas drove into her with powerful thrusts. Her moans filled the small dorm, louder than anything Richard had ever managed to extract from her. The difference was palpable, and Lucas relished every moment of it. As he slapped her ass, the sound echoed in the room, mingling with her cries of pleasure.

She had whispered to Lucas earlier that morning, “Richard would be okay with it,” her breath hot against his ear. And Lucas had believed her—after all, Richard had never been able to give her what she needed.

That day, Lucas would never forget the moment the door opened, and Richard walked in. His face drained of all color, his eyes widening as if he had seen a ghost. But neither Lucas nor Carla stopped. There was no hesitation, no guilt—just the raw, urgent rhythm of their bodies colliding. Lucas had turned to him mid-thrust, offering nothing more than a grunted, “Sorry, man. She wanted it.”

Richard, looking utterly defeated, only nodded, his voice small. “It’s okay. I know she did.”

The sight of Richard quietly placing his books on the desk and sitting on the lower bunk, listening to the sounds of Lucas fucking his girlfriend, had solidified something in Lucas. It wasn’t just about sex—it was about power, control. Lucas had given Carla something that Richard could never even hope to touch. The sound of Carla’s orgasm echoed through the dorm room, and Lucas knew, without a doubt, that Richard was fully aware of his place in the situation.

That wasn’t the last time either. Lucas had Carla countless more times over the next few semesters, and every time, Richard would either sit silently or jerk off in submission from the bunk below, listening to his girlfriend’s moans. Those years had shaped Lucas’s unflappable sexual confidence. He had learned to thrive off the unspoken acknowledgment that he was simply… better. Larger. Stronger. More capable. He was the man women turned to when they wanted something more, something their boyfriends or husbands could never provide.

Now, as Lucas thought back to Sophie and the way she had reacted to his photo, he couldn’t help but wonder if she would tell Martin. Lucas liked Martin—he truly did—but in his mind, that didn’t matter. His thoughts kept drifting to Sophie, to how she would feel under him, how her body would respond to his. He could give her something she had never experienced, and if the way she looked at that photo was any indication, she was curious about it too.

Ever since those college days, Lucas had craved the opportunity to assert his sexual dominance over another man by fucking his wife. It wasn’t born out of cruelty or malice—there was nothing mean-spirited about it in his mind. For Lucas, the act of cuckolding another man was raw, sexually honest, and profoundly arousing. The idea of three people collectively acknowledging that Lucas was far better equipped to satisfy the woman than her husband, embracing the natural order of dominance and submission, was something that stirred him deeply. It wasn’t about hurting the husband; it was about nature taking its course, about desire and power being laid bare.

As much as Lucas found the idea of recreating that intoxicating dynamic with Sophie and Martin desirable, this situation was different. Sophie wasn’t some stranger—she was a long-time coworker, which meant there were inherent risks involved. And unlike in college, where everything had been simpler, Lucas had no concrete indication of how Martin might react to sharing his wife. That said, he had his suspicions.

Lucas vividly recalled an office party from a few months ago, where he had openly flirted with Sophie while Martin sat by, quietly watching. The memory brought a smirk to his lips. He remembered the look in Martin’s eyes—anxious, wide, almost desperate—as he sat there in silence, his wine glass trembling slightly in his hand. Martin had said nothing as Lucas, emboldened by the alcohol, let his large hands casually wander over Sophie’s thighs beneath the table. The brazenness of the act, right in front of Martin, had sent a thrill through him. Sophie had played along, laughing and leaning into his touches, her own judgment likely clouded by the wine. Martin, on the other hand, hadn’t seemed angry or protective—just… silent, as if waiting for permission to speak. It had been a telling moment, one that planted the seed of possibility in Lucas’s mind.

Now, after the accidental reveal of his nude photo, Lucas couldn’t help but wonder if this was the opening he had been waiting for. If Martin had been submissive enough to sit back and watch his wife get felt up in front of him, then perhaps Lucas’s presence in their marriage would be more than welcome.

Meanwhile, Sophie couldn’t get the image out of her head. It clung to her thoughts like a persistent shadow, making it impossible for her to focus. The accident had left her shaken, not just because of the embarrassment, but because of the way it had made her feel. Unable to concentrate, she had left work early, claiming she had a dentist appointment. But as she drove home, her mind kept drifting back to that picture of Lucas, the sheer size of him burning in her memory.

“I can’t believe how big…” she murmured aloud, trailing off before finishing her thought. She caught herself, feeling her face flush even though she was alone in the car. The truth was, part of her had always been curious about Lucas, especially after some of the teasing comments Martin had made over the years. But nothing had prepared her for the reality of it. Seeing it so unexpectedly, so up close, had ignited something in her—a mix of shock, intrigue, and a deep, almost unsettling arousal.

She shifted in her seat, feeling a strange sensation coursing through her loins. Her fingers tightened around the steering wheel as her mind betrayed her, wondering, against her better judgment, what something like that would feel like inside her. She shook her head quickly, as if trying to physically banish the thought. I’m a wife, a mother of two, she reminded herself sternly. I shouldn’t be having thoughts like this. But even as she tried to scold herself, she couldn’t quite tamp down the flicker of excitement that pulsed beneath the surface.

Sophie had always considered herself faithful, her love for Martin steady and unquestioning. Yet there was no denying the effect Lucas had on her, especially now. The guilt gnawed at her, but alongside it came something else—something she couldn’t easily dismiss. Her curiosity had been piqued in a way that left her feeling confused, and no matter how much she tried to focus on anything else, the image of Lucas’s large, imposing body kept creeping back into her mind.

She pulled into the driveway, taking a deep breath to compose herself before stepping out of the car. As she walked into the house, she silently prayed that the thoughts swirling in her head would settle by the time Martin came home. But even as she moved about her day, a part of her couldn’t help but wonder if Martin had been right all along—if this was exactly what he had been pushing her toward.

Sophie knew her husband harbored cuckolding fantasies, though it wasn’t something he openly discussed. The topic usually emerged after a few too many glasses of wine, when his inhibitions slipped and those fantasies came tumbling out. It wasn’t something Martin was proud of—it embarrassed him, but Sophie had learned to recognize the signs. Sometimes, his comments even included Lucas. Over the years, Martin had come to terms with the fact that there was a palpable attraction between his wife and her coworker, though it hadn’t always been easy for him.

In the beginning, the very idea of Sophie being drawn to Lucas had driven Martin mad with jealousy, sparking countless arguments. Sophie had spent years reassuring him that there was nothing to worry about, that her feelings for Lucas were harmless. And for the most part, she believed it herself. But as time went on, Martin’s jealousy transformed into something darker, something more consuming. The thought of his wife actually succumbing to the attraction that had once embarrassed him now ignited him in ways he couldn’t fully explain.

Sophie, for her part, had tried to play along with Martin’s fantasies. She teased him, admitted that she found Lucas attractive, but always with the caveat that she could never go through with something like that. Yet even as she said those words, there was a small part of her—a whisper in the back of her mind—that couldn’t help but think, If I ever were to sleep with another man, it would absolutely be Lucas.

She thought of him now, as she drove home, her mind replaying the events of the day. The image of Lucas’s naked body lingered in her thoughts, making her stomach twist with a mix of curiosity and something she wasn’t ready to admit. She exhaled deeply, trying to shake the feeling, but as she stared out at the traffic in front of her, she felt her nipples harden beneath her blouse. This is ridiculous, she thought, her cheeks warming as her mind wandered further into dangerous territory.

Later that evening, after some wine, Sophie finally worked up the courage to tell Martin about what had happened with Lucas. She had been nervous at first, unsure of how he would react, but once the words were out, she watched as his entire demeanor changed. Martin became rabid with curiosity, consumed by the revelation, though he tried to act casual at first.

“Big,” she blushed, admitting the detail that sent Martin spiraling. His fantasy, the one that had always been abstract, suddenly became tangible. He stared at her, wide-eyed, his heart racing as his mind struggled to process what she had just said.

“What… what did you think of it?” he asked, the words shaky as they left his mouth.

Sophie hesitated, surprised by how easily she found herself answering. “It made me… curious,” she said, her voice low, as if confessing a secret she had been holding onto for too long. She could feel her pulse quicken, and knew that the wine was helping lubricate her filter, allowing her to speak more candidly than she normally would. But Martin’s teasing over the years, his constant nudging of the topic, had laid the groundwork for this moment.

“Curious about what?” he pressed, his small penis already stirring at the thought of where this conversation was headed.

Sophie blushed deeper. “Stop. You know what,” she replied, her voice betraying the strange excitement building inside her.

“Lucas’s cock?” Martin asked, his tone absurd but dripping with anticipation. The words sounded both ridiculous and thrilling in the same breath.

Sophie nodded, unable to stop the bizarre excitement that coursed through her. Her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red as she felt her heart hammering in her chest. This conversation felt surreal, like they had crossed some invisible line that they could never return from.

Martin was beside himself. His entire body buzzed with delirious excitement. He could hardly believe what he was hearing—this was a deviant’s dream come true. He leaned closer, his eyes wild with lust. “You are the sexiest woman alive,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire.

Sophie couldn’t help but laugh, shaking her head in disbelief. “Because I’m curious about another man’s cock?” she asked, still half-amazed that they were even having this conversation. It felt strange, liberating in a way she hadn’t anticipated.

Martin’s response was immediate. He tore her panties down her legs with an urgency that startled her, but also sent a jolt of excitement through her. Her body responded instinctively, her thighs parting as her husband’s hands roamed over her, fueled by the fantasy they had just made real.

“Yes,” he growled, his hands moving between her legs. “Because you’re curious about another man’s cock.”

Sophie moaned softly, feeling her body heat rise as she spread her legs for him, the weight of the conversation still hanging between them. It wasn’t just the wine, it wasn’t just the teasing—it was something deeper, something that had been building for years. And now, as Martin’s hands gripped her thighs, the full weight of that fantasy came crashing down on them both.

“What specifically are you curious about?” Martin pressed, his voice thick with desire as he crawled down the bed, his hands trailing over Sophie’s thighs, spreading them as he planted soft kisses along her puffy, pale mound. His excitement was palpable, a mixture of jealousy, arousal, and something far darker bubbling under the surface. He couldn’t ignore how wet his wife already was, her body primed and ready, a response that made his heart race even faster.

Sophie let out a soft whine, her voice husky with need. “Stop talking,” she demanded, her hands tangling in his hair, pushing him down toward her aching core. Her hips bucked involuntarily the moment his tongue flicked across her sensitive clit, sending waves of pleasure rippling through her body.

Martin was consumed by lust as he dove between his wife’s legs, his lips and tongue worshipping her. He kissed and sucked at her clit, lapping up the sweet honey that flowed from her, his every movement driven by the knowledge that she was more turned on than usual—because of another man. His heart pounded in his chest, his mind reeling with thoughts of Lucas. He couldn’t stop himself from imagining Sophie’s reaction to seeing Lucas’s cock. Was she fantasizing about it now as he pleasured her?

Sophie’s breath came in shallow gasps, her fingers gripping his hair, her back arching off the bed. His tongue was relentless, flicking and circling her swollen clit, sending her spiraling toward release. Her mind, however, betrayed her in the throes of pleasure. Images of Lucas’s large, dark penis flashed in her head, unbidden but undeniable. The size of it, the thickness, how powerful it looked compared to what she was used to—it made her shudder in both shame and desire. Her hips bucked harder, pressing against Martin’s face as if seeking more than what was being offered.

Martin could feel her arousal building, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. His own arousal was overwhelming, his small cock throbbing in time with his heartbeat as perverted thoughts ran rampant through his mind. He imagined his wife beneath Lucas, spreading her legs for him, taking that massive cock inside her while Martin watched helplessly. It was a fantasy he had indulged in for years, but now, in this moment, it felt more real than ever. And it drove him wild.

Sophie cried out as a small orgasm swept through her, her body convulsing, her thighs squeezing around Martin’s head. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her heart still racing as the pleasure ebbed. But even as she rode the waves of her release, her mind drifted back to Lucas. How would it feel to have him between her legs? Could she take something that big? The thought sent another surge of arousal coursing through her.

Martin wasted no time, crawling up her body, his rigid penis pressing against her slick entrance. He thrust into her, burying himself as deeply as he could manage. Sophie gasped, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist, pulling him closer. She loved her husband, loved the way he felt inside her, but in that moment, her mind wandered again. What would it feel like to spread her legs for Lucas?

Her teeth caught her lower lip as she looked down the length of her body, watching her breasts bounce beneath the lace of her nightgown with each of Martin’s thrusts. Her eyes drifted lower, taking in the sight of her husband’s intense expression, sweat gathering on his brow as he worked to please her. But even as she focused on Martin, the image of Lucas loomed large in her mind—his dark, muscular body pressing her down into the mattress, his cock filling her in ways she could barely comprehend.

She bit down harder on her lip, trying to shake the thought. It wasn’t fair, wasn’t right. But before she could stop herself, she heard her own voice, breathless and strained, admitting, “I’m curious about how it would feel… it’s really big.”

Martin’s eyes flew open wide, the words sending a jolt of excitement and disbelief through his system. He had fantasized about this moment for years, dreamed of hearing his wife admit her curiosity about another man’s cock, and now it was happening. There was no way he could hold back. His small testicles tightened, and within seconds, his orgasm hit him like a freight train, his body convulsing as he spilled himself inside her.

Sophie gasped, her own arousal still pulsing through her veins. She felt her husband’s release, knew that her confession had driven him over the edge, and in that moment, she realized something that both thrilled and terrified her—it turned her on too. The fantasy that they had toyed with for years was suddenly more real, and the weight of it hung between them, impossible to ignore.

They lay together afterward, both breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat. The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breaths, the reality of what had just happened slowly sinking in. Martin broke the silence first, his voice soft and shaky. “I love you.”

Sophie smiled, her body still humming with energy. “I love you too.”

“You know that you can… explore that curiosity, if you want,” Martin added after a long pause, his heart pounding as the words left his mouth. He couldn’t believe he had said it out loud, couldn’t believe the mix of jealousy and desire that flooded him all at once.

Sophie’s eyes widened. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“You know what I mean,” Martin replied, his voice steadier now. “I’ve been teasing you about it for years, Sophie. I know the two of you are… hot for each other. I think… I think I would be okay with it.”

Sophie’s heart skipped a beat. Her hand instinctively reached for his, her voice cracking as she struggled to keep her own arousal in check. “I’m your wife, Martin,” she whispered, her breath coming fast. “Wouldn’t you be embarrassed?”

Martin nodded, his face flushed with the mix of emotions. “Probably. Yes, I would.”

Sophie blushed, her hand still in his. “You aren’t making any sense, baby. Remember how jealous you were after that office party? Lucas was flirting with me all night, and we fought on the way home.” She paused, the memory sharp in her mind. “He was only touching my legs. This would be… a lot more than that.”

“I remember,” Martin said, his voice thick with desire. “And I also remember having great sex that night.”

Sophie couldn’t help but smirk at the memory, her husband’s jealousy clearly fueling his performance.

“Look,” Martin continued after a moment, “for as embarrassing as it would be, it would turn me on a hundred times more.”

Sophie stared at him, her heart racing as she tried to process his words. He looked so earnest, so consumed by the fantasy that had clearly plagued him for years. There was a strange vulnerability in his admission, and for a moment, she felt a pang of guilt. But alongside that guilt, there was something else—something darker. Her pulse quickened as the possibilities swirled in her mind.

She kissed him softly, lingering as her mind wrestled with the implications. Could this really happen? The thought alone was enough to make her breath catch, but she forced herself to play it cool. “You’re a pervert,” she teased, shaking her head lightly. “And I’m going to bed.”

Martin chuckled nervously, his body still buzzing from the conversation. “I love you,” he whispered as she turned over, pulling the sheets up around her.

“I love you too,” Sophie replied, her voice soft, almost distant. She closed her eyes, but sleep didn’t come right away. Her mind was still buzzing, still filled with thoughts of Lucas.

As she lay there, her mind drifted back to the office. She recalled his deep, intoxicating cologne, the scent she had teasingly told him to stop wearing because it was too distracting. She thought of the way his dress shirts clung to his muscular shoulders and arms, how his broad chest filled the fabric in ways that were impossible to ignore.

Her thoughts turned darker still, her heart racing as she remembered the image of his large, powerful cock. She felt a strange guilt wash over her as she admitted to herself just how masculine he seemed—how much larger he was than anything she was familiar with. She had always found him attractive, but now it was different. Now, she had the knowledge of his size, and it only seemed to magnify the ways in which she already respected him.

Her mind conjured up images, vivid and sensual. She imagined him above her, his dark, thick cock poised to enter her, filling her in ways she had never experienced. She shuddered involuntarily, her panties dampening as her body responded to the fantasy. Her mind wandered further, even perversely considering Lucas’s heavy testicles, imagining what boiled within them.

Sophie squeezed her thighs together, a mixture of arousal and guilt swirling inside her. She bit her lip, trying to push the thoughts away, but they wouldn’t leave her. Eventually, after what felt like hours, her body began to relax, and she drifted into an uneasy sleep, her dreams filled with dark, forbidden desires.


Chapter 4

Martin awoke late, the sunlight filtering through the blinds as he groggily made his way to the kitchen. Sophie had already left for work. As he poured his morning coffee, the events of the previous night came rushing back to him, and a strange mix of shame and excitement settled in his chest. He could hardly believe it—his beautiful wife had not only become an active participant in his long-held fantasy, but she had openly admitted her curiosity about Lucas.

The memory of Sophie’s flushed face, her voice breathless as she confessed her thoughts about Lucas’s size, sent a fresh wave of arousal through Martin. Even now, as he stood in the quiet kitchen, his small penis stirred to life at the thought of his wife desiring another man, particularly one as well-endowed as Lucas. It was a perverse thrill that both terrified and excited him in equal measure. The idea of Lucas and Sophie together seemed more real, more possible, than ever before.

But with that excitement came the inevitable shame. Martin couldn’t shake the pang of humiliation that followed him throughout the day. The sheer concept of Sophie spreading her legs for Lucas, of Lucas’s large cock inside her, consumed him, even as it horrified him. He spent far too much of his day lost in those fantasies, masturbating more than once to the image of Lucas taking his wife. Each time, he felt a stab of embarrassment after, yet he couldn’t stop himself. The fantasy was no longer just a fantasy—it was dangerously close to becoming reality.

At work, Sophie felt equally conflicted. Seeing Lucas that morning sent a flush of heat through her, and she had to stifle the urge to avoid his gaze. If only he knew what Martin and I were discussing last night, she thought with a smirk. She tried to focus, but her mind kept drifting back to Lucas’s naked body, the image of his impressive endowment burned into her memory.

Sophie found herself paying special attention to him now, something she hadn’t allowed herself to do before. Her eyes lingered on the way his shirts hugged his broad shoulders, how his muscular frame filled the fabric. She blushed, realizing with embarrassment that during a review meeting, she had been staring at his crotch, imagining what it would be like to feel him pressed against her.

I need to get it together, she chastised herself, her heart racing. This is so unprofessional. But no matter how much she tried to refocus, the thoughts lingered.

Lucas, too, was finding it increasingly difficult to concentrate. Ever since the accidental exposure, he couldn’t stop thinking about Sophie. He had always found her attractive, but now, his desire had intensified to a dangerous level. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her—her slim figure, her perky breasts, the way her body moved in her fitted skirts. He caught himself staring more often than was appropriate, and on more than one occasion, he had to awkwardly conceal a growing erection as his mind wandered to places it shouldn’t.

By the following day, Lucas’s attraction had reached a boiling point. He found himself flirting with Sophie more openly, testing the waters, pushing boundaries he hadn’t dared to cross before. And she, to his delight, seemed to respond, her blushes and smiles giving him all the encouragement he needed.

At lunch, when Sophie’s line manager asked her to review materials for a new product launch, Lucas seized the opportunity. He pulled out his phone to show her some examples, but before handing it over, he couldn’t resist teasing her.

“I promise I’ve made sure there are no extracurricular pictures in there this time,” he said with a grin, his eyes gleaming mischievously.

Sophie’s face went bright red, but she smiled wide, shaking her head at him. “Thank god for that,” she replied, laughing lightly as she took the phone.

As Sophie swiped through his phone, her attention focused on the images Lucas was showing her, his voice broke through the quiet, sudden and deliberate.

“I doubt Martin was very happy about that incident.”

His words hit like a test, casual enough to pass as innocent, but with a sharp undertone. Lucas wasn’t sure if she had shared the accidental reveal with her husband, but this was his way of finding out. The bait was laid, and Sophie, distracted by the phone, took it.

“Oh no, he was fine with it,” she replied without thinking, her attention still on the screen.

The moment the words left her mouth, Sophie’s heart sank. Realization crashed over her as the implication hit home. She had just admitted, casually, that she had told Martin about the picture—and worse, that Martin hadn’t been upset by it. Sophie’s face flushed a deep crimson, her mind scrambling for a way to fix what she had said.

“I mean, he was… okay with it,” she stammered, her voice faltering as she struggled to find the right words. Her shade of red deepened as her embarrassment took hold. She quickly tried to regain control, but nothing she could say made sense. “What I meant to say—”

“You’re so beautiful, Sophie.” Lucas’s voice cut through her babbling, low and smooth, confident and deliberate. His dark eyes locked onto hers with a heat that sent a shiver down her spine. There was no mistaking his intent now. The workplace veneer had cracked, and for the first time, Lucas had stepped beyond professional decorum.

Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest as his words sank in. She reached for her water bottle, taking a long gulp to distract herself from the electricity in the air between them. “Thank you,” she managed, her voice softer than she intended. Her mind was racing, and her body reacted in ways she couldn’t control—her breath quickening, her pulse thrumming in her ears.

Lucas smiled, his boldness growing with each second. He was emboldened by her reaction, by the way she was looking at him, flustered but intrigued. He sensed her uncertainty, but also something deeper, something she hadn’t yet admitted to herself.

“Would you mind sharing Martin’s phone number with me?” Lucas asked, his tone smooth, but his intention crystal clear. “I’d like to apologize to him personally.”

The request sent a jolt of panic through Sophie. She was already on edge, confused by her own attraction to Lucas and the feelings stirring inside her. But this—this was something else. Why does he want to talk to Martin? she wondered, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. She tried to regain her footing. “Are you sure? I don’t think that’s necessary.”

Lucas’s smile was disarming, a mix of charm and confidence. “I insist.”

Her fingers trembled as she entered Martin’s contact into Lucas’s phone, handing it back to him with a nervous smile. She couldn’t quite believe she had done it—given her husband’s number to the very man she was now dangerously attracted to. But part of her, deep down, was intrigued. What would Lucas say to Martin? What would happen next?

The room seemed to shrink as Lucas’s eyes locked onto hers again, a flicker of intensity in his gaze. “Can I ask you a personal question, Sophie?”

She nodded, her voice caught in her throat. “Of course.”

Lucas leaned in slightly, his voice low but steady. “Would you want to spend some time with me… outside of the office?”

Sophie’s heart thumped violently in her chest. Her mind raced as his question hung in the air. She swallowed hard, her automated defenses kicking in. “Lucas, you know I’m married,” she said, the words feeling hollow even as she spoke them. Her voice was shaky, betraying the conflict raging inside her.

“I completely respect what you and Martin have, Sophie,” Lucas said, his expression sincere. “I would never want to damage that.”

But he didn’t backpedal. He didn’t try to frame his invitation as innocent, like a work-related outing. There was no pretending here—Lucas knew exactly what he was asking, and he wasn’t afraid to ask it. His dark, masculine fingers brushed against hers as he took the phone back, and Sophie felt a spark, a current of undeniable electricity that shot through her body at his touch.

Lucas sensed it too—the opening, the vulnerability in her. He pressed on, his voice soft but firm. “Would you mind if I talked to Martin about it?”

Sophie’s breath caught. Her mind whirled as she struggled to make sense of his request. Talk to Martin? She blinked, her voice quiet as she replied, “You want to ask Martin if it’s okay to take me out?”

“If you don’t think it would cause any problems, yes,” Lucas said, his handsome smile unwavering. “I just want to make sure he’d be okay with it.”

The boldness of his suggestion took her by surprise, but more than that, it impressed her. There was something about the way Lucas carried himself—the confidence, the sincerity, the audacity—that made Sophie’s pulse quicken. They had been circling around this attraction for years, each of them pretending it didn’t exist. But now, Lucas was laying it bare, daring to make what had once been unspeakable a possibility.

Sophie’s heart raced, her body betraying her. She knew, deep down, that this was the moment where she could pull back, where she could set a boundary. But instead, something else took over—a deep, primal yearning that she had buried for too long.

She nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Okay, Lucas.”

————————————————————

"Are you almost done? You've been in there a long time, baby," Sophie’s sweet voice called out, her words floating through the steamy bathroom.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” Martin replied, the sound of the shower echoing off the tiles.

Sophie stood in front of the bedroom mirror, her hands smoothing down the fabric of her nightgown as she analyzed her reflection. She traced the lines of her body with her eyes, appreciating her curves in a way she hadn’t done in a while. Her hips were full, and her breasts—Martin always complimented them—still defied gravity, even after two kids. One of her friends used to joke that Sophie had a “booty booty,” and, in moments like these, Sophie was proud of her figure.

But tonight, something else stirred inside her, something far more dangerous.

As her hands grazed the fabric over her breasts, her nipples stiffened, unbidden, and her mind drifted back to Lucas. The way he had spoken to her earlier, with such confidence and boldness, sent a thrill through her that she hadn’t expected. He had suggested taking her out, not as a friend or coworker, but as something more, and what surprised her most was not just the suggestion itself, but how much it had turned her on.

Why did his assertiveness excite me so much? she wondered, her breath catching as she replayed the moment in her mind. Lucas hadn’t hesitated, hadn’t hidden his desire. He had even suggested discussing it with Martin—her husband—as if it were the most natural thing in the world. That confidence, that brazen boldness, was something Martin sometimes lacked. And Sophie couldn’t help but be drawn to it.

She felt a familiar heat rising in her, her nipples growing harder as her thoughts spiraled. Lucas was unlike Martin in so many ways, and now, after years of her husband teasing her with his own perverse fantasies, Sophie realized that the walls she had built to contain her attraction to Lucas were crumbling. Bit by bit, her defenses had been chipped away. Her husband’s own desires had fueled this slow-burning fire, and now, the flames licked at the edges of her restraint.

But I can’t, she told herself, shaking her head as if to clear the thoughts. There’s no way I could actually sleep with him. No matter how much her body reacted to the idea, Sophie insisted she wouldn’t go through with such an unspeakable act. I love Martin, she reminded herself. Yet, even as she tried to quiet her mind, the feeling lingered, gnawing at her, refusing to let go.

Later that evening, Sophie lay beside Martin in bed, the warmth of his body next to hers as she stared at the ceiling, her mind still racing. The tension between them was palpable, the weight of unspoken thoughts heavy in the air. She had to ask, even if she wasn’t sure she wanted to know the answer.

“Are you absolutely sure you want me to go?” Her voice was soft, almost hesitant. Sophie still couldn’t believe they were having this conversation. Her heart raced as she waited for his reply, her fingers nervously fidgeting with the edge of the blanket.

Martin was a ball of angst and excitement, his mind spinning as he grappled with the impossible reality of his perverse yearnings coming to life. He was teetering on the edge of a fantasy he had never thought possible. The memory of the text exchange with Lucas replayed in his mind, sending fresh waves of nervous energy through him.

Good evening, Martin. Sophie gave me your number. I wanted to take a moment to apologize for the accident with her the other day.

Martin’s heart had leapt into his throat when he first read the message. His pulse quickened, his gaze flicking over to Sophie, who sat across from him on the couch, her cheeks tinged with a soft blush. She had dropped the bomb earlier that Lucas might text him, but the reality of it still hit like a freight train. Martin was still reeling from the fact that Lucas had asked if he could take Sophie out. The sheer weight of the taboo fantasy was settling over him like a thick fog, leaving him both excited and terrified.

“Lucas just texted me,” he had said, his voice tight, barely able to hide the tremor of anticipation. His wife nodded, acknowledging it, and Martin’s mind spun, the realization of this forbidden fantasy fueling a twisted kind of exhilaration.

No worries, Lucas. She had mentioned that you might reach out. I appreciate the consideration. Martin’s response was polite, steady, though his hands had trembled as he typed.

Lucas, sensing the door had been cracked open, pressed forward. I had hoped you might be open-minded enough to grant me the permission to take her out tomorrow night. It would be my way of apologizing to you both. I'd like to show her a good time.

The message hit Martin like a punch to the gut, his stomach twisting into knots, his mind whirling with the implications. His heart pounded, his small cock stirring beneath his pants as he read Lucas’s words over and over again. They both knew no apology was necessary—this wasn’t about making amends for an accident. It was unspoken but understood: Lucas wanted Sophie, and Sophie, in her own way, wanted him too.

Martin couldn’t deny the truth that hung in the air, no matter how forbidden it felt. Lucas was hung, and there was no mistaking the undeniable chemistry between him and Sophie. The unspoken understanding between the two men was clear—Lucas had the means to give Sophie something Martin could not. And for Martin, that knowledge was both humiliating and deeply arousing. It fed the twisted desire that had simmered inside him for years, a strange acceptance of his own submissiveness in the face of this taboo.

What did you have in mind? Martin typed, his breath shallow, knowing that by asking this question, he was giving Lucas permission to pursue his wife. The very act of typing it made Martin’s stomach churn, but it also stoked the fire of his desire.

Lucas responded with a confident ease that sent Martin reeling. Dinner, drinks. I’ve been wanting to show her my place for quite some time now.

The forwardness of Lucas’s words made Martin’s head spin. He could hardly believe what he was reading. He’s not even pretending, Martin thought, his heart racing in his chest. The excitement and fear coiled tightly inside him, a knot that he couldn’t untangle. This is actually happening, he thought, his hands trembling as he processed the boldness of Lucas’s message.

To be clear here, Lucas. Your intent would be to take her to bed, correct? Forgive me for being blunt, but as her husband, I obviously need to understand.

Martin’s fingers shook as he typed the message, the sheer insanity of the situation crashing over him. I’m actually asking another man if he plans to sleep with my wife, he thought, the realization sending a perverse thrill through him.

Lucas smiled as he read Martin’s words, appreciating the husband’s bluntness. He replied without hesitation. Correct, Martin. And I certainly owe you that type of honesty. Speaking frankly, that would be my intention.

Martin’s breath hitched, his cock swelling beneath his slacks as the directness of Lucas’s reply hit him like a tidal wave. The weight of it all—the honesty, the reality—was almost too much to bear. He could barely keep his mind straight as he typed out his next question. You have done this sort of thing before?

Yes, Lucas replied, his confidence evident in the simplicity of his answer.

Martin was nearing his breaking point, his body nearly short-circuiting from the mixture of fear, excitement, and humiliation. He swallowed hard, his throat dry as he typed his next question. With success?

Absolutely. A success for all involved, Lucas responded, his words sending a fresh wave of arousal crashing over Martin.

Martin’s heart raced, his mouth dry as he typed out his final message. I will talk to Sophie about it, and we will let you know.

Sounds good, Martin. I appreciate it, Lucas replied, his tone polite but firm.

Laying in bed, Martin still couldn’t quite believe how the conversation with Lucas had unfolded. It had been so casual, so effortless, as if it were somehow expected, a natural progression of everything that had been simmering beneath the surface for years. But what truly struck him was how excited he was, how the idea of Sophie being with Lucas had stirred something so primal inside him, something he hadn’t fully understood until now.

Yet, beneath the excitement, there was that ever-present undercurrent of humiliation. Martin couldn’t shake the feeling—this strange reverence he held for Lucas. How could a man be so assertive, so confident, as to proposition another man to take his wife to bed? That level of sexual confidence, the boldness with which Lucas had laid his cards on the table, made Martin feel small in comparison. It made him envious, but also deeply aroused.

“You never get to go out. I want you to have fun,” Martin said, his voice calm, though inside, his heart raced. He tried to mask the deeper implications, the reality of what he was suggesting, but the tension was thick between them.

Sophie looked at him, a strange thrill running through her at his words. She reached out, taking her husband’s hand, her fingers soft and warm. “Are you sure?” she asked, her voice tinged with both curiosity and nerves. “What if he wants to take me back to his place?” Her heart pounded as she framed the question, the true meaning behind it almost too bold to speak aloud.

Martin’s heart skipped a beat, his pulse quickening. He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Would you want to go?” he asked, his voice barely steady.

Sophie groaned softly, covering her face with her hands. “Oh Martin, it’s just not right.” There was conflict in her voice, a mixture of nervousness and something else—something darker.

But Martin, sensing her hesitation, leaned in, his words soft but steady. “Why not, baby? Who’s to tell us what we can and can’t do as consenting adults? We have a beautiful life, a loving family. If you want to go over to Lucas’s house and have some fun, I really, really want you to do that.”

Sophie looked at him, searching his eyes for any sign of uncertainty. But what she saw there wasn’t doubt—it was deep, undeniable arousal. The kind she had only seen in moments of their most intense intimacy. She felt a surge of heat rise within her, her breath catching as she reached down, her hand slipping beneath the covers to find her husband’s cock already stiff and straining. “Have you thought of him fucking me?” she asked bluntly, her voice steady despite the flush of her cheeks.

Martin fidgeted beneath her touch, his breath quickening, the shame and excitement mixing in his chest like a storm. “Yes,” he admitted, his voice thick with desire. “All the time.”

Sophie’s heart raced at his confession, her face warm as she tried to maintain her composure. She smiled, trying to lighten the moment, her voice teasing. “Who knew I married such a pervert?”

Martin smirked, relieved and more than a little excited by her sudden playfulness. “I’ll go out for drinks,” Sophie said after a pause, “but I don’t want you to get your hopes up, Martin. I just don’t think I can do…” Her voice trailed off, uncertainty lingering in the air.

Martin interrupted her, his voice soft but earnest. “I’ll love you no matter what. I just want you to have fun.” The words were honest, simple, but beneath them lay a deeper truth—he wanted this more than he had ever wanted anything.

With a lump in his throat, Martin watched as Sophie picked up her phone, her fingers moving quickly over the screen. Martin says it’s okay if we go out for drinks tomorrow. Looking forward to it! she typed, her hands trembling slightly.

A moment later, her phone buzzed with a response. So am I, Sophie. Thank your husband for me, Lucas had replied.

Sophie blushed as she read the message aloud, and Martin felt the knot in his stomach tighten. There it was—the power dynamics laid bare. Lucas wasn’t just thanking him; he was asserting his place in the situation, subtly but unmistakably. Lucas knew what this was, and Martin knew it too. And as Sophie relayed the message, Martin could feel the weight of it settling over them both.

The significance of the moment wasn’t lost on any of them. It was the first step, a small but undeniable movement toward something far deeper, far more taboo. No matter what happened tomorrow night, something had shifted between them all. They had crossed a line that could never be uncrossed.

Martin’s small, shy cock was painfully stiff beneath his boxers, straining against the fabric as he lay there in a state of aroused disbelief. His beautiful wife was going out on a date with another man tomorrow night, and he had not only allowed it—he had encouraged it. The sheer embarrassment of his looming cuckolding, the knowledge that he had invited it into their lives, was almost too much to bear. And yet, it excited him more than anything ever had.

He lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling, his heart pounding as his mind raced. Sleep wouldn’t come easily—not when his darkest fantasy was finally becoming reality.


Chapter 5

Across town, Lucas was dealing with his own, much larger erection, his cock straining beneath his taut boxers as he considered the incredible new reality unfolding before him. Not only had he been granted permission by Sophie’s husband to spend time alone with her—a concession that undoubtedly confirmed Martin’s cuckold desires—but he was also certain that Sophie would be more than willing to satisfy those desires. Lucas had fantasized about taking Sophie to bed for years, and tonight, the possibility felt closer than ever. The weight of it made his large cock throb, the anticipation fueling his confidence.

Meanwhile, Sophie lay in bed, restless, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. Her legs spread slowly, instinctively, as she recalled Lucas’s confident demeanor and the way he had smiled at her the previous day. There was a new, unfamiliar heat radiating from below, and she was suddenly very aware of her pussy—every pulse, every twinge. The image of Lucas’s impressive manhood filled her mind, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like inside her. Would it really be that different? The thought sent a shiver of arousal through her, and before she realized it, her lace panties were damp. Sophie bit down on her thumb nail, trying to stifle the growing excitement. You shouldn’t think like that, you’re married, she reminded herself, but the last thought barely took hold before she drifted into a fitful sleep.

The following day, none of them could focus. The impending happy hour was all any of them could think about. Sophie and Lucas exchanged knowing smiles at each other throughout the afternoon, but they wisely avoided conversation and kept their interactions minimal at work. Still, the charged energy between them was undeniable, each stolen glance heightening the anticipation. Across town, Martin was a nervous wreck, his mind a chaotic swirl of excitement, anxiety, and shame as he waited for that first text—the one that would confirm Sophie was on her way to meet Lucas.

Sophie had left early that morning, kissing her sleeping husband on the cheek before slipping out the door. As she drove, she couldn’t shake the strange feeling of guilt and excitement that coursed through her. She was embarrassed to admit that she had trimmed her intimate area the night before and chosen one of her sexiest sets of lingerie to wear under her clothes. If you’re so sure nothing will happen, why are you doing this? she wondered, her cheeks flushing as she touched up her makeup in the rearview mirror.

“It’s just drinks,” she whispered to herself, exhaling as she turned off the car engine. But when she finally texted her husband to let him know she had parked and was about to meet Lucas, the butterflies in her stomach swirled uncontrollably.

Martin’s reply came quickly. Have fun. I love you. His words were calm, reassuring, but Martin couldn’t believe that this night had finally arrived. His hands trembled as he typed out his next message: I hope you come home late.

Sophie stared at the screen, her heart pounding as she read her husband’s words. A strange excitement coursed through her, mingled with confusion. She had learned that cuckolding fantasies were more common than she’d thought, but in a million years, she never imagined she would be at the center of one. Don’t get your hopes up, and make sure the kids are in bed before nine, she replied, adding a small laugh, though deep down, she couldn’t deny the thrill.

When Sophie entered the bar and saw Lucas sitting at a private booth, her heart raced, her pulse quickening as she approached him. He was dressed in the same business casual outfit he had worn to work, but the setting was different, more intimate, more charged. She slid into the seat across from him, her hands shaking slightly as she placed her purse on the bench beside her.

Lucas smiled at her, his eyes dark with anticipation. This wasn’t the first time they’d seen each other outside the office—work functions had allowed for that. But tonight was different. This was the first time they were alone, without the buffer of professional pretense. The tension between them crackled like electricity, and Sophie felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. She couldn’t help but feel guilty as she looked at him, noting how handsome he was, how his broad shoulders filled out his shirt, how his smile made her stomach flutter in ways she didn’t want to acknowledge.

“I’m glad you came,” Lucas said, his voice low, the timbre of it sending a shiver down her spine.

Sophie smiled nervously, her heart pounding. “Me too,” she replied, though she could barely hear herself over the rush of blood in her ears. She was here. And she couldn’t quite believe what that meant.

Lucas leaned in slightly, his gaze locking onto hers. “It’s nice to finally have you all to myself,” he added, his tone suggestive, though not overt. Just enough to make Sophie’s pulse race.

She felt a surge of heat between her legs, her breath catching as she tried to focus, to keep her mind from wandering too far into dangerous territory. “Just drinks,” she reminded herself under her breath, though the excitement coursing through her made it harder and harder to keep that promise.

Before either of them spoke, the waitress approached their table, quietly pouring wine into their glasses. The deep red liquid shimmered in the dim lighting, creating a subtle sense of intimacy between them. Lucas watched her with a casual, confident expression, then leaned back into his chair, his strong arms resting casually on the table's edge.

“We can switch to liquor if you'd like, but I know you enjoy a nice Pinot,” Lucas said smoothly, his voice low and familiar.

Sophie felt her cheeks heat up as she smiled awkwardly, grateful for the wine that now rested in front of her, a brief distraction from the electric tension that pulsed between them. She picked up the glass, taking a careful sip, hoping the alcohol would calm her racing heart.

“So,” she ventured, the words more tentative than she’d hoped, “What made you ask me here?”

Lucas didn’t answer right away. Instead, he leaned forward, the flicker of a playful smile tugging at the corners of his lips. His eyes—those piercing, knowing eyes—seemed to burn right through her, unraveling the defenses she’d carefully built up. He was coy, deliberate. He was enjoying this.

“I think you know why,” he replied, his voice rich with promise.

Sophie swallowed, both nervous and intrigued by his teasing response. She felt a subtle heat creeping through her body, heightened by the way Lucas’s eyes lingered on her. She took another sip of wine, tilting her head in playful defiance, though her voice was soft and uncertain. “Tell me.”

He chuckled, the sound deep and captivating, sending a shiver down her spine. There was something magnetic about him, something she’d always admired but had never fully acknowledged until tonight. His presence commanded the room, and when he spoke, it was as though everything else faded into the background.

“We’ve known each other for some time now,” he began, his tone measured, confident. “And I think it’s quite obvious there’s an attraction between us.”

Sophie’s heart skipped a beat. Her fingers trembled slightly as she placed the glass back on the table, her lips parting in surprise. She hadn’t expected him to be so direct, so completely unapologetic. Her eyes flicked to his lips as he took a long sip of his wine, and the sight of him licking the droplets from them sent a rush of warmth through her body.

He continued, his voice smooth and seductive, “I was hoping we might talk about how we could explore that attraction.”

Sophie’s breath caught in her throat. Was this actually happening? The air between them felt thick, charged with possibility. She reached for her glass again, taking a larger gulp this time, her face flushed and her pulse hammering in her chest.

“Lucas, we work together—” she protested weakly, her words more of a plea than a denial. The thrill in her voice was unmistakable.

“We can be discreet,” he interrupted smoothly, leaning in just a little closer. His dark eyes sparkled with mischief as he watched her, and Sophie knew that he could see through her hesitation. He knew exactly what buttons to press. “Your husband was okay with you coming here, wasn’t he?”

The way he said it—so casually, so confidently—made her heart race even faster. There was a deliberate implication in his words, a suggestion that Martin might already know more than she had realized. That he might have…allowed this.

“I’m married!” she blurted out, her voice breaking slightly, trying to reclaim some control over the situation. She felt lightheaded, unsure whether it was the wine or the sheer intensity of Lucas's presence. Probably both.

Lucas didn’t flinch. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “I mean no disrespect to Martin. I know he’s a good man. But he let you come here tonight, didn’t he? He knows what I want, Sophie. He’d certainly not be the first man I’ve cuckolded.”

Her glass nearly slipped from her fingers as she steadied herself on the table, shocked by his boldness. The word "cuckolded" rang in her ears, heavy with taboo, igniting a flurry of emotions she couldn’t name. Her breathing was shallow, her thoughts scrambling for something—anything—to hold onto. But the truth of the matter was that Lucas’s confidence, his raw masculinity, made her feel things she had never felt before.

He continued to watch her, his gaze never wavering. “You don’t need to apologize,” he said softly, as though reading her turmoil. “I know you’re just processing this. It’s a lot.”

Sophie felt her face flush, not just from the wine but from the overwhelming sense of attraction that coursed through her. She had always known Lucas was attractive, but sitting here now, in this moment, she realized how badly she wanted him—how badly she had always wanted him. He was everything Martin wasn’t. Bigger. Stronger. More commanding.

“I’m sorry, I’m just…” Her words trailed off, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m just processing.”

Lucas smiled, a slow, deliberate smile that sent a wave of excitement through her. He reached for the bottle, refilling her glass with practiced ease. As he did, his fingers brushed hers, and the small touch made her skin tingle.

“Do you find me attractive?” he asked suddenly, his eyes locking onto hers.

Her heart pounded wildly in her chest. The answer was so obvious it almost embarrassed her. She nodded before she could stop herself, then quickly added, “Of course I do. You know I do.”

His hand moved to hers, covering it with gentle strength. He held her gaze as he spoke, his voice filled with a deliberate intensity. “Can I speak freely as a man who knows exactly what he wants?”

Sophie’s breath hitched, and she nodded again, unable to tear her eyes away from his. “Yes,” she whispered, feeling the tension coil tighter around them.

Lucas’s fingers gently caressed her hand, sending shivers up her arm. “I want to take you home and fuck you, Sophie. Right now. I want you, and I know you want me too.”

His words hung in the air, heavy with undeniable truth. She couldn’t look away. Her body reacted before her mind could process it, her pulse racing as she realized how badly she wanted everything he was offering. His confidence, his raw desire, left her breathless. And without thinking, she found herself nodding.

“Okay,” she breathed, barely able to form the word.

Lucas stood, tossing an excess of bills onto the table without even counting them. His hand found its way to the small of her back, guiding her out of the bar as though she belonged to him already. As they walked past the other patrons, Sophie caught the knowing looks—the shared glances of strangers who seemed to understand exactly what was happening. But none of that mattered now.

“I’ll bring you back for your car later,” Lucas said, his voice rich with promise.

Sophie could only nod, lost in a haze of lust and anticipation, every step bringing her closer to a night she knew she could never forget.

As they stepped out of the bar into the cool night air, Lucas wasted no time pulling Sophie close, his strong arms encircling her waist. The moment his lips met hers, it was as though the world had suddenly caught fire. Electricity sparked between them, igniting a wave of raw desire that Sophie had never felt before. His large, full lips pressed firmly against hers, their warmth and power overwhelming her senses. She responded instinctively, her body aflame, her fingers digging into his firm chest as their mouths collided with hungry need.

Their tongues danced in a feverish rhythm, swirling together in a dance of passion, exploring each other for the first time. Sophie moaned softly against his lips, every nerve in her body alive with desire. The taste of him—masculine, heady, and intoxicating—left her dizzy. When they finally broke apart, their breath came in ragged gasps, but neither could resist continuing to touch one another, hands roaming freely, desperate to feel more.

Lucas’s hand slid down her back, pulling her even closer as they fumbled toward his car, their bodies pressed together in the dim light of the street. Sophie’s hands, once shy and hesitant, now explored the hard planes of his chest, his arms, tracing the outline of the powerful body she had fantasized about for so long. Her mind was a blur, lost in the feel of him—the strength in his embrace, the heat radiating from his skin.

By the time they reached his car, Sophie was breathless, her heart racing wildly. She couldn’t believe how quickly she had succumbed to this intense, unfamiliar desire. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before, a primal urge that made her feel alive in ways she hadn’t known were possible.

The drive to his house felt like a fever dream, every moment between them charged with lust. At every stoplight, their lips found each other again, unable to resist the pull between them. Each kiss was deeper, more desperate than the last. Sophie’s hands roamed over him, feeling the taut muscles beneath his shirt, her curiosity growing with every touch. She had never felt this kind of reckless abandon, this uninhibited hunger. She felt like a different woman—one who could take what she wanted without hesitation.

Her hand drifted lower, trembling with anticipation as she boldly grasped at the towering erection straining beneath the fabric of his khakis. The sheer size of it sent a shock through her, and her breath hitched as her heart pounded even harder. Lucas groaned at her touch, his hand briefly squeezing hers in appreciation before returning to the wheel, his knuckles white with restraint.

“You should tell your husband that you’re going to be late,” Lucas said, his voice deep and steady, though Sophie could hear the raw hunger just beneath the surface.

As she fumbled for her phone, a sudden thought crashed into her mind, almost paralyzing in its intensity: I wish I’d shaved my pussy.

The realization hit her like a wave, unexpected and visceral, sending a flood of conflicting emotions through her. She hadn’t done it in years—not for Martin, not for herself. The thought was raw, tinged with guilt, but it also made her feel more exposed, more vulnerable, more alive. The fact that she was here, with Lucas, wanting him more than she had ever wanted anything, made her wish she had prepared herself. For him.

She was lost in the heat of the moment, feeling like she should have been ready for this—ready for him. The thought burned through her mind as her fingers shakily unlocked her phone. She typed a quick message, feeling the knot of excitement twist tighter in her stomach as she imagined Martin’s reaction.

Going to be late. Don’t wait up for me.

She hit send, her chest tightening as she put the phone down. Her heart pounded, not just from the illicit thrill of the situation, but from the way Lucas’s confidence and dominance made her feel—completely desired, completely exposed.

Lucas’s eyes flicked to her phone, a slow smile curving his lips. “Good girl,” he murmured, his tone filled with approval and promise. His words sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine, the anticipation of what was to come making her pulse quicken.

With every passing minute, the tension between them grew, filling the car like a tangible force. Sophie’s fingers absently traced the outline of his erection, her breath quickening with each touch, while Lucas drove with a quiet intensity, his eyes fixed on the road ahead. He wanted her—badly—and soon enough, they would no longer need to steal kisses between stoplights.

As the city lights blurred past the windows, Sophie felt the gravity of what she was about to do. There was no turning back. She had crossed the threshold into something wild, something dangerous, and yet…she wanted it more than anything. The man beside her was everything she had fantasized about, and tonight, she would let herself have him.

The car sped forward, the destination growing nearer, and with it, the inevitability of their night together. Sophie’s heart raced as her fingers gripped his thigh, feeling the raw power of his body, knowing that soon, she would feel all of him.





Chapter 6

Martin had spent most of the evening tidying the house, mechanically going through the motions of his usual routine—dishes, toys scattered on the floor, laundry waiting to be folded. He felt a strange disconnection from the mundanity of it all, almost as though he were living someone else's life for the night. His mind wasn’t on the tasks in front of him. It was elsewhere, with Sophie, wondering where she was and what she was doing at that very moment. The children had been easy enough to put to bed, their soft breaths now filling the quiet house.

As he stepped outside to dump the trash in the back dumpster, a sudden chill in the air brought him back to the present. He found something disturbingly compelling about performing these ordinary, domestic chores while his wife was out with another man. The contrast between the normalcy of his actions and the thrilling, taboo reality of what was happening beyond his control twisted something deep inside him.

Martin wandered back into the house, trying his best to distract himself, though his heart raced with a potent mix of anxiety and arousal. He sat down at his computer, hoping to immerse himself in his writing, but the words on the screen seemed meaningless, distant. His mind kept drifting to Sophie—her laughter, her smile, the way she looked at Lucas. He tried to shove those thoughts away, but they lingered, growing louder and more insistent.

Then the notification sound of his phone cut through the silence.

He glanced down, his stomach twisting as he saw her name. With trembling hands, he unlocked the phone, feeling both dread and anticipation as he read the message:

‘We are going to his place. I’ll be late. I love you!’

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. Martin shot up from his chair, a rush of emotions flooding his system—panic, embarrassment, a deep ache of humiliation, and yet, beneath it all, an overwhelming wave of arousal. His heart pounded in his chest, beating faster than it ever had before. She was actually going to do it. His fantasy—something that had existed only in the hidden corners of his mind for so long—was becoming a reality.

How had Lucas managed to seduce her so quickly? Martin wondered, pacing the room, his breathing shallow and erratic. But deep down, he already knew the answer. Their attraction had been simmering for years, barely concealed beneath polite exchanges and flirtatious smiles. His permission, hesitant at first, had simply been the key that unlocked what was already inevitable.

The realization twisted his stomach into knots—his wife truly wanted another man. She wanted Lucas, not just to flirt or fantasize, but to be with him, to give herself to him in ways she had never given herself to anyone but Martin. The pain of that realization cut deep, sharp and visceral. And yet, beneath the hurt, beneath the jealousy and confusion, Martin couldn’t ignore the shameful truth that had been gnawing at him for years—he wanted it too. He had always wanted it.

With shaking hands, Martin typed a reply, his fingers trembling over the keys: ‘You are the sexiest woman alive, and I love you.’

He pressed send, his heart hammering in his chest as he imagined Sophie reading the message, her body already entangled with Lucas's. The thought sent a shiver of excitement and dread through him. He tried to distract himself, pacing the length of the kitchen, then pouring himself a drink to steady his nerves. The ice clattered loudly into the glass, his hands unsteady as he sloshed the liquor into the tumbler. He took a long sip, feeling the burn in his throat as his thoughts spiraled out of control.

Everywhere he turned, his mind raced with images—images of Sophie with Lucas, her lips on his, her body pressed against his, their hands exploring each other in ways that were no longer just fantasies. Martin could see it all so vividly in his mind's eye, the thought of it both torturous and electrifying.

He couldn’t take it anymore. The pressure building inside him was too much to bear. He staggered back to his computer chair, his breathing shallow, and his heart pounding with humiliation and arousal. As he sat down, the shame washed over him in waves, overwhelming and inescapable. He felt the heat rising in his face, the deep flush of embarrassment that had become all too familiar whenever he allowed his mind to wander to these dark places.

With trembling hands, Martin slid his boxers down, his small, stiff cock standing at attention, harder than he could ever remember. The sight of it—so insignificant, so inadequate—sent a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him. His mind was flooded with thoughts of Lucas, a man so much larger, more commanding, more…everything. The idea of Sophie wrapped around another man’s cock—his wife, the mother of his children—was both unbearable and deeply arousing.

He began to stroke himself, slowly at first, feeling the intensity of his conflicted emotions take hold. The shame made his body ache, but the arousal was stronger, pushing him further into his own degradation. He imagined Lucas now, just ten minutes across town, pulling Sophie into his arms, undressing her, laying her down, his enormous cock plunging in and out of her while she moaned with pleasure—pleasure Martin knew he could never give her.

The image was too much. Martin’s hand moved faster, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he surrendered to the fantasy, the deep humiliation of it driving him toward release. He wanted it. He wanted Lucas to have her. He wanted to be small, insignificant, and forgotten. And as he stroked himself with desperate urgency, his mind filled with the sounds of Sophie’s pleasure, knowing that another man was giving it to her in a way Martin never could.

And in that moment, Martin realized the truth—his fantasy was no longer a fantasy. It was real. And he was powerless to stop it.

Impossible, erotic sounds filled Lucas's master bedroom. The rhythmic creaking of the bed frame, the intoxicating moans of a beautiful woman lost in lust, and the primal slapping of flesh on flesh as naked bodies collided in a dance of undeniable desire. The room was alive with it, charged with the raw energy of two people giving in to the heat that had simmered between them for years.

It had all been a blur—an urgent, desperate disrobing, clothes discarded with feverish haste as though time itself were the enemy. Five years of foreplay, unspoken and dangerous, had built a tension so thick it could no longer be ignored. And now, here Sophie was, impossibly—naked in another man’s bed. Her eyes were wide, her heart hammering in her chest as her body and mind succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure Lucas’s big cock was giving her.

It was beyond her wildest dreams. The fantasies she had kept secret, the moments of doubt and hesitation, had all evaporated, leaving only this—the pure, undeniable ecstasy of having Lucas inside her. She looked up at him, her delicate white hands clutching his dark, muscular shoulders, her pink-polished nails digging into his skin, dragging sensually across his large arms. Every inch of him radiated power, every movement sent a wave of pleasure through her, and she clung to him, using his strong body for support as the passion between them grew.

Sophie’s gaze drifted downward, past her large, bouncing breasts—pale skin flushed with excitement, her erect nipples stiff and sensitive from the heat of his touch. Lucas had been mesmerized by them, unable to keep his hands and mouth away, but now her focus was on something even more intoxicating.

Her breath hitched as she watched the sight that had become the center of her universe: the primal, impossibly erotic collision of their bodies. She couldn’t tear her eyes away, watching as Lucas’s big black cock plunged deep inside her again and again, the thick shaft coated in her wetness, disappearing into her slick, tight pussy with each powerful thrust. It was a sight she could never tire of, a delicious combination of forbidden lust and sheer awe.

Sophie bit her bottom lip, savoring both the sight and the intense, consuming pleasure that pulsed through her with every movement. She could feel him—every thick inch of him—stretching her, filling her in ways she had never imagined possible. His cock was a piston of pure, unrelenting power, driving into her with a rhythm that sent shockwaves of ecstasy through her body. Her mind struggled to keep up with the overwhelming sensations, her fingers tightening on his muscular arms as if to anchor herself in the storm of pleasure.

Her pale skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat, her body responding to his touch, to his size, to the raw masculinity that radiated from him. And still, her eyes remained fixed on the place where their bodies met, where his beautiful, thick, onyx shaft slid in and out of her dripping, eager pussy. The sheer eroticism of it—this powerful, unapologetic man taking her—left her breathless.

What a man, she thought, the words reverberating in her mind as her heart pounded wildly in her chest. Every thrust, every time his cock filled her to the hilt, sent a new surge of pleasure through her. The sound of their bodies slapping together, the moans spilling from her lips, the deep grunts from Lucas—all of it combined into a symphony of lust that pushed Sophie to the edge of bliss.

Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her body trembling as she rode the wave of ecstasy, but she opened them again, unable to resist watching the way his thick cock disappeared inside her over and over again. The sight was too intoxicating, too perfect. She could feel herself clenching around him, her body responding to every thrust, every movement of his hips as he claimed her fully.

Sophie moaned, her voice husky and breathless, her fingers digging deeper into his flesh as she arched her back, her breasts bouncing with every powerful motion of his body. She had never felt anything like this—so full, so completely consumed by the raw passion that coursed between them. Lucas was everything she had imagined, and more. His cock, hard and unyielding, stretched her in ways she didn’t know were possible, filling her with a deep, primal satisfaction that left her trembling with need.

She bit her lip harder, the erotic intensity of the moment almost too much to bear. Every thrust sent her closer to the edge, the pressure building in her core until she thought she might explode from the sheer pleasure of it all. Her pussy clenched around him, desperate for more, her body responding to the unrelenting rhythm of his powerful hips. The sight of him inside her, the feel of him taking her so completely—it was almost too much.

But Sophie didn’t want it to stop. She didn’t want to think about what this meant, or what might happen next. All she wanted was this—Lucas, his big cock, his strength, his power. She wanted him to take her, to claim her, again and again, until the only thing she could think of was the pleasure he gave her.

And as Lucas’s dark, muscular body hovered over hers, his cock driving deep into her soaked pussy, Sophie knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

As their clothes hit the floor, Sophie’s breath caught in her throat. She stood there, completely exposed in front of Lucas, her skin tingling with nervous excitement. She had seen him shirtless before, admired the strength in his broad chest, his powerful arms—but now, as they stood naked together, it was impossible not to be mesmerized by him. Every inch of him screamed dominance and raw masculinity.

Her eyes, wide and hungry, drifted down, taking in the full sight of his huge black cock. She couldn’t help but compare it to Martin’s—her husband’s smaller, more familiar length that had always felt comforting, but never commanding. Lucas’s cock, however, was something else entirely. Thick, long, and impossibly hard, it stood tall between them, a vision of raw sexual power. Just looking at it made Sophie’s pulse quicken, her mouth suddenly dry with anticipation.

She should have felt intimidated, maybe even a little nervous, but instead, she felt a pull—an urge she couldn’t explain. Slowly, without thinking, she moved closer to him, her hands gently resting on his chest as she leaned up to kiss him. Their lips met with a slow, simmering intensity, her body pressed against his as her hands drifted lower, feeling the ridges of his muscular abdomen until, finally, her fingers curled around his thick cock.

Sophie moaned softly into the kiss, her hand stroking his length, marveling at the sheer size and heat of him. And then, something inside her shifted. She pulled back slightly, her eyes locked onto his, as she slowly began to lower herself to the floor. Kneeling in front of Lucas, her heart raced with an unfamiliar mix of submission and desire. She had never done this before—never knelt before a man, never offered herself like this. In the past, she had avoided giving head as much as possible, finding the idea of being on her knees too degrading, too submissive. But tonight, with Lucas standing tall above her, it felt different.

It felt right.

Her hands caressed his thighs, her lips trailing kisses along his shaft as her mind whirled. This wasn’t about submission or degradation—it was about pleasure. And not just his. Sophie felt an intense heat pooling between her legs, growing stronger with every moment. She had never wanted to suck a man’s cock before, but now, as she gazed up at Lucas, she couldn’t help herself.

She wrapped her lips around his thick head, her mouth stretching to accommodate his girth. The taste of him flooded her senses, and to her surprise, it wasn’t repulsive. It was intoxicating. Her tongue swirled around the tip, and she moaned, the sound vibrating through her throat as she began to bob her head, taking more of him with every stroke.

It felt unlike anything she had ever experienced before. The weight of his cock in her mouth, the way his eyes watched her with such hunger and desire, sent a surge of pleasure through her. Her pussy throbbed, wetness pooling between her legs, and without thinking, her free hand slid down to touch herself. Sophie gasped around his cock, her fingers finding her slick folds, and she began to rub herself as she sucked him deeper.

She had never done this before—never touched herself while giving head—but tonight, it felt inevitable. She was so turned on. The feel of Lucas’s big cock sliding in and out of her mouth, the way he groaned softly as she sucked harder, drove her wild. Her arousal built rapidly, and she couldn’t stop the soft whimpers of pleasure that escaped her lips as she pleasured herself, her fingers moving in rhythm with the strokes of her mouth.

Lucas groaned, his hand sliding into her hair, gripping it just enough to guide her as she moved. His hips thrust forward gently, his cock plunging deeper into her mouth, and Sophie welcomed it. She wanted to please him—needed to. In that moment, nothing else mattered. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with lust, loving the way he watched her, loving the way his cock filled her mouth completely.

“I’m going to cum,” Lucas growled, his voice thick with arousal.

Sophie froze for a moment, her mind racing. Cum. She had always hated it. The first time she had tried to swallow, years ago, she had gagged at the taste and texture. Since then, she had never allowed Martin to finish in her mouth. But now, as Lucas’s cock throbbed between her lips, she felt a wave of determination wash over her. She wanted to please him, to see him unravel because of her.

And so, she kept sucking, her eyes fluttering shut as Lucas’s grip tightened in her hair.

He groaned, his body tensing, and then, with a deep grunt, he exploded in her mouth. The force of it surprised her—his cum flooding her tongue in thick, hot spurts, more than she had ever experienced before. The taste, the texture, it was still disgusting, just as she had always known it would be, but she didn’t stop. She swallowed, once, twice, five times—each gulp more overwhelming than the last.

Finally, the sheer volume of it became too much. Sophie pulled back, gasping for breath, and spat the rest of it unceremoniously onto the floor. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her chest heaving, her lips swollen and glistening from her efforts.

But as she sat back on her heels, the realization hit her like a punch to the gut—Lucas had just cum. And with a wave of disappointment, Sophie knew she wouldn’t be able to have him inside her tonight.

Her body ached with need, her pussy throbbing in desperate desire for him, but it was too late.

Sophie slowly rose from her knees, her legs trembling slightly as she stood. The taste of Lucas’s cum still lingered on her tongue, and her chest heaved with a mix of arousal and disappointment. She hadn’t been prepared for the intensity of what just happened—how much she’d wanted to please him, how her own body had reacted to the act of submission. But now, as she wiped her mouth and tried to regain her composure, a new emotion crept in: frustration.

She had wanted him inside her—needed him. The ache between her legs was unbearable, her body desperate for more, but she knew what had just happened. Lucas had cum, and that meant it was over.

At least, that’s what she thought.

Just as the weight of her disappointment began to settle in, Lucas’s voice broke through the haze. Deep, steady, and filled with a confidence that left no room for doubt.

"Get that sexy ass on the bed. I’m going to fuck you now," he said, his tone commanding yet soft, like he was stating a fact that was inevitable.

Sophie’s heart stopped. She blinked, completely stunned by his words. How? How could he still be ready to fuck her after just cumming? That had never happened before—never. With Martin, the moment he came, it was over. Done. There was no chance of continuing, no matter how much she still craved more. But here was Lucas, standing before her, his cock still hard and ready, as if the first release had only been the beginning.

Her shock was palpable. She glanced down at his massive length, still thick, still fully erect, and her mind spun with disbelief. Her mouth opened slightly, a small gasp escaping as she tried to comprehend it. How was he still hard? How could he want her that much after what had just happened? She couldn’t help it—she compared him to Martin. The thought made her stomach twist with guilt. She shouldn’t be comparing them, but she couldn’t stop herself. Martin had never been able to perform like this, never been able to stay hard after finishing. And now… now she was realizing just how different things could be.

“I—” Sophie stammered, trying to find the words, her body already responding to the thrill of what was about to happen. “I want you to, Lucas. I’ve wanted you to fuck me for so long. Take me,” she whispered, her voice shaky with anticipation and need. Her confession seemed to fill the room, and she saw the way Lucas’s ego swelled, his chest rising with pride as he savored her words.

"Good girl," he murmured, his dark eyes locked on hers. He motioned toward the bed, and Sophie, still reeling from the shock of his readiness, nodded and moved quickly. She climbed onto the bed, her heart racing as she braced herself for him. Her hands trembled slightly as she positioned herself, but the excitement coursing through her veins drowned out any lingering nervousness. She wanted this. She had waited for this moment for so long.

Lucas followed her, his large frame moving with fluid confidence as he joined her on the bed. Sophie lay back, her legs parting instinctively, her breath shallow as she prepared herself for what was coming. She had felt his cock in her mouth, but now… now she was going to feel it inside her. The thought made her pulse quicken, a fresh wave of arousal surging through her.

He positioned himself between her legs, the thick head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. Sophie gasped, her body tensing momentarily as the reality of his size hit her. She had always known he was big, but feeling it now, right there at her entrance, she realized just how massive he really was. A brief flash of panic crossed her mind, but it was quickly drowned out by desire. She wanted him. She needed him.

With a steady hand, Lucas gripped her hips, his strong fingers digging into her soft flesh as he guided himself forward. Sophie held her breath, her eyes widening as she felt the large head of his cock begin to breach her. It was intense—more intense than anything she had ever felt before. Her body stretched to accommodate him, her pussy opening for him in a way that was both painful and pleasurable at once.

“Oh my God,” Sophie gasped, her head falling back against the pillows as she struggled to catch her breath. Lucas was barely inside her, and already the sensation was overwhelming. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her pale fingers clutching at his dark, muscular frame for support as he pushed deeper.

The stretch was unlike anything she had experienced. It wasn’t just the size—it was the way he filled her, the way he took her. Slowly, but with the unspoken promise of more to come. Her eyes bulged wide as he continued to slide in, her mouth opening in a silent moan as he conquered her inch by inch.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips as he pushed further, reaching parts of her that had never been touched before, not by any man. She felt him everywhere—deep, filling, and powerful. Lucas’s cock wasn’t just inside her—it was claiming her.

Sophie’s breath came in short, shallow bursts as she adjusted to his size, her body trembling with the effort. The initial discomfort gave way to something else, something more primal. The pleasure started to build, slow at first, but then it hit her like a wave.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice breaking with the intensity of it. Lucas was fully inside her now, his heavy balls grazing against her plump ass as he bottomed out, and Sophie felt the stretch in every inch of her body. Her pussy clenched around him, her body instinctively adjusting to his size, and the pleasure was immediate, undeniable.

Lucas paused for a moment, letting her adjust, his eyes watching her closely as she squirmed beneath him. He hadn’t even started fucking her yet, and already Sophie felt like she was on the verge of something incredible. Her pussy stretched wide to accommodate him, and the sensation of being so completely filled was like nothing she had ever experienced.

Lucas grunted softly, his fingers tightening on her hips as he pulled back slightly, only to thrust forward again, his cock sinking deep into her eager pussy. Sophie moaned loudly, her back arching off the bed as pleasure exploded through her. This wasn’t just sex—this was something else entirely. Something deeper, more primal. And as Lucas began to fuck her, his thick cock pounding into her with slow, deliberate thrusts, Sophie knew she would never forget this night.

Each movement, each powerful thrust, sent shockwaves through her body, her moans filling the room as Lucas took her fully. He was a force—a conquering force—and Sophie reveled in it, her body responding to him in ways she had never imagined possible.

Sophie's moans filled the air, reverberating off the walls of Lucas’s home, echoing with the unmistakable sound of pure, primal pleasure. Each thrust, each collision of their bodies, sent shivers through her, building to a crescendo that was as incomprehensibly intense as it was raw. Lucas’s tempo increased, his powerful hips driving into her with a force that left Sophie gasping, her nails digging into his back as she clung to him. They were lost, utterly consumed by the moment—two bodies entwined in an act so visceral, it felt like the very essence of lust.


Chapter 7

Their eyes locked, not with love, but with something even more primal. Passionate, unyielding lust. It wasn’t a connection of hearts, but of pure desire—a hunger that demanded to be sated. The depth of their stares was almost frightening in its intensity, as if they were both silently acknowledging the erotic power of what was happening between them. There were no words, no need for explanations. It was instinctual, as old as time itself.

In that moment, the act between them was more than just sex—it was the most primal form of natural selection. Lucas was the dominant, muscular, well-endowed alpha male, and Sophie, the beautiful, desirable female, had succumbed to his dominance. Her beta male husband, Martin, had already surrendered to the inevitable, stepping aside for a more capable man. Martin had known, deep down, that this moment was always coming. The knowledge of his own inadequacy, the latent understanding that he could never satisfy Sophie the way Lucas could, had settled into his bones long before tonight.

And so, he had done what nature demanded. He had stepped aside, allowing Sophie to be taken by a man who could give her what he never could.

It was both an erotic and intellectual act, a moment of reverence and submission, tinged with shame but also acceptance. It wasn’t just about pleasure—it was about power. The power Lucas held over them both, and the profound, undeniable truth of their situation. This was an act of surrender—Martin’s surrender to his own inadequacy and Sophie’s surrender to the overwhelming desire for a man who could truly possess her.

From across town, in their quiet home, the sound of Martin’s office chair squeaking echoed faintly, a pathetic counterpoint to the symphony of lust that played out in Lucas’s bedroom. His small, soft hands pumped rapidly up and down his unimpressive length, the chair creaking with every desperate movement. His modest testicles jiggled against the leather seat, his breathing labored as he stroked his stiff but meek erection. His hand moved frantically, his strokes becoming shorter, more desperate, as he felt himself nearing the edge.

Lucas’s bed rocked beneath them, rattling under the force of his thrusts. Each powerful movement drove his cock deeper into Sophie’s body, his massive, masculine testicles slapping rhythmically against her plump, round ass. His thick shaft, coated in her slick cream, plunged in and out of her, stretching her with every thrust. Sophie’s pussy clung to him, desperate and wanting, every nerve in her body alive with the pleasure of being filled so completely.

Her thoughts raced, endorphins crashing through her mind like a storm, scattering rational thought and leaving only the raw, undeniable truth. Lucas was so much bigger than Martin. So much stronger. So much more capable. With every deep thrust, she felt the contrast between them—the overwhelming size of Lucas’s cock compared to her husband’s. The way Lucas filled her, claimed her, reached parts of her that Martin never had, or ever could.

Martin’s small voice echoed through the room in the distance, though it was more for himself than anyone else. “I can’t believe this is happening,” he whispered, his small hand continuing to pump his modest cock, his mind reeling from the reality of his perverted desires. He had always fantasized about this moment, but now, as his wife was being taken by another man—by an alpha male so much more dominant than himself—it was real. And the humiliation, the thrill, the shame—it all crashed down on him at once. His small cock twitched in his hand as he felt the first stirrings of an orgasm, the first he would experience as a truly cuckolded man.

Back in Lucas’s bed, Sophie moaned, her voice a deep, guttural sound of pure pleasure. She gripped Lucas tighter, her nails digging into his back as she gave in completely to the feeling of fullness, of being so completely dominated by a man who was everything her husband wasn’t. Her body quivered beneath him, her legs wrapping around his hips as she pulled him deeper, the sensation of his thick cock filling her overwhelming her senses.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Sophie whispered, her voice trembling with disbelief and ecstasy. She kissed Lucas deeply, her lips crashing into his as she surrendered fully to the pleasure. Her body responded to him with a need she had never felt before, her pussy squeezing around his cock as he thrust into her with powerful, deliberate strokes.

The room was thick with heat, with the sound of skin slapping against skin and breathless moans echoing in the dim light. Sophie could feel her body trembling beneath Lucas, her senses overwhelmed by the relentless pounding of his thick cock inside her. It was unlike anything she had ever experienced. The stretch, the fullness, the raw intensity of his thrusts—it was pushing her to a place she had never known existed.

"Where do you want it?" Lucas’s deep, seductive voice broke through the haze of pleasure, his tempo increasing as he felt the pressure building within him.

Sophie’s breath hitched. Her mind was a blur, her thoughts scattered and disjointed as she tried to form words. "I’m on the pill," she heard herself whisper, the admission slipping from her lips before she could fully process it.

The moment she said it, Lucas’s eyes locked onto hers, a flash of something dark and primal crossing his face. His focus sharpened, and Sophie could feel his energy shift. His large, boiling testicles continued to slap rhythmically against her pale, naked ass, each impact sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her body. She could feel the tension building in him—the dominance that surged through him as he realized what was about to happen. He was about to inseminate another man’s wife, a woman he had wanted for years, and the thought drove him wild with desire.

But it wasn’t just Lucas who was on the edge.

Sophie’s breath quickened, her heart pounding in her chest as something unfamiliar started to stir deep within her. It started as a faint, almost imperceptible pressure in her core—a sensation she had never quite felt before. But as Lucas’s cock continued to drive into her, reaching deeper, stroking places inside her that no one else ever had, that pressure began to grow.

It was intense, overwhelming in its unfamiliarity. Sophie had never thought she could cum this way—vaginally. She had always assumed it just wasn’t something her body was capable of. She had never felt it with Martin, no matter how hard they tried, and so she had quietly accepted it as fact.

But now, as Lucas’s thick cock plunged deeper into her, each thrust sending electric pulses of pleasure through her body, Sophie realized with a shock that she was teetering on the edge of something entirely new.

“Ohhh! Ohhh! LUCCCAASSS!!” she cried, her voice breaking as the waves of pleasure swelled inside her, building rapidly, threatening to consume her completely. Her moans escaped her uncontrollably, her hands clutching at Lucas’s strong, muscular arms as her body trembled beneath him.

“I’m— I’m— Ohhh!” Her words came out in broken gasps, her brain struggling to keep up with the overwhelming sensations coursing through her. The pressure deep inside her was becoming unbearable, a knot of pleasure twisting tighter and tighter with every thrust, every slap of his heavy balls against her ass.

Lucas grunted above her, his own orgasm nearing, but Sophie barely registered it. She was lost, drowning in the sensations that pulsed through her. Every inch of her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. And then, suddenly, it hit her.

The shock waves of pleasure exploded through her body, radiating out from her core in violent, uncontrollable bursts. Sophie’s mouth fell open, a high-pitched cry ripping from her throat as she came—really came, for the first time in her life.

“Ohhh! Lucas!!” she screamed, her body convulsing as the orgasm tore through her, her pussy clenching around his cock in spasms of pleasure. It was indescribable, unlike anything she had ever known. Her whole body shook, her hands gripping him tighter as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her.

She had never thought she could experience this—never imagined her body was capable of something so intense, so all-consuming. Her mind reeled from the shock of it, the realization that she had been missing out on this kind of pleasure her entire life.

Lucas, feeling her pussy tighten around him, grunted with approval, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, driving her orgasm deeper, prolonging the sensation as her body writhed beneath him.

Across town, Martin shuddered in his office chair, completely surrendering to the scene playing out in his mind. His small, inadequate testicles squeezed as he pumped his unimpressive cock, stroking furiously as he imagined Lucas dominating his wife. His orgasm crept closer, the shame and humiliation mixing with arousal in a depraved swirl of emotions.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Martin breathed, his hand a blur as he stroked his stiff but small member. His mind spiraled as he imagined Sophie crying out for Lucas, the way her body would tremble, how she would look as another man made her cum in ways he never could.

His balls tightened, and with a final, desperate stroke, Martin came—his small load squirting across his tee shirt, splattering uselessly onto his fingers. The orgasm was weak, unfulfilling, yet the shame that followed was overwhelming.

Back in Lucas’s bed, Sophie was still moaning, still crying out in pleasure as her orgasm rippled through her, unrelenting. Her body was in Lucas’s control, and there was nothing left but pure, unbridled lust. She had never cum like this before—never imagined she could—and now, as Lucas’s thick cock continued to fill her, she couldn’t stop.

“Ohh! Lucaaasss! I’m c-cumminggg!!” she cried, her voice breathless, her body shaking as she came again, her pussy clenching around him with desperate need. It was everything she had ever wanted, everything she hadn’t known she could feel.

And as the pleasure consumed her, Sophie realized that nothing would ever be the same again.

Lucas roared in victory, a primal sound that echoed through the room as his massive scrotum pulled tight, convulsing beneath the thickness of his manly shaft. His body tensed, every muscle rippling with the force of his impending release. Above him, Sophie’s eyes rolled back, her vision blurred with the intensity of the moment as a powerful explosion of orgasmic pleasure surged through her, lighting up every square inch of her skin. Her entire body felt alive, electrified by the waves of pleasure that rippled outward from her core.

Her feminine toes curled instinctively, her legs wrapping tightly around Lucas’s waist as though trying to pull him even deeper inside her. Her nails—pink and delicate—dug into his muscular biceps, clawing at him as her body shuddered uncontrollably beneath him. Every breath was a gasp, every moan a testament to the sheer magnitude of the satisfaction coursing through her veins.

Lucas grunted, his thrusts unwavering, each movement precise and powerful. He could feel her pussy tightening around him, milking his cock as he reached the peak of his own pleasure. His cock swelled even further, stretching her to her limits as his orgasm overtook him. The thick head of his cock, buried deep within her, flared as the first torrent of cum erupted from him, launching into the furthest depths of Sophie’s pussy.

Her body responded immediately, her back arching as she gasped in awe. The sensation of his thick, hot cum filling her was unlike anything she had ever felt before—so overwhelming, so complete. She could feel every pulse, every rope of cum as Lucas continued to fill her, each thrust driving his seed deeper inside her.

Their eyes met, locked in a shared moment of pure, primal connection. There was no hesitation, no doubt—just the raw, animalistic passion that had been unleashed between them. Sophie’s breath hitched, her lips parting as her body shuddered again, her orgasm stretching on as Lucas stuffed her full, rope after rope of his cum coating her insides.

Lucas groaned, his body trembling with the intensity of his release. He could feel himself emptying into her, his thick cum marking her as his in the most primal way possible. And Sophie, lost in the haze of pleasure, clung to him desperately, her pussy still spasming around his cock, squeezing every last drop from him.

When it was finally over, when the last pulse of Lucas’s orgasm faded, they collapsed together in a tangled heap of sweaty, satisfied bodies. Their skin glistened in the soft light of the room, their hearts pounding in unison as they lay together, panting and beyond content.

Lucas leaned down, capturing Sophie’s lips in a passionate, lingering kiss. There was no need for words—everything they felt, everything they wanted, was communicated in that kiss. It was a kiss of gratitude, of fulfillment, of promise.

As they broke apart, their eyes met again, and in that moment, they both knew. This wouldn’t be the last time they would find themselves tangled in each other’s arms tonight. Nor would it be the last time in the days, weeks, and months to come. This was just the beginning.

They lay there for a moment longer, their bodies still buzzing with the aftershocks of pleasure, before Lucas leaned in and whispered against her ear, “I’m not done with you yet.”

Sophie’s breath caught, her body already stirring with anticipation. She smiled up at him, her fingers tracing the lines of his chest as her body responded, still hungry for more.

And they both knew—they wouldn’t stop until every desire had been fulfilled.


Epilogue

About three hours later, Sophie quietly opened the door to her home, slipping inside as the moonlight bathed the hallway in soft silver. Her body was still tingling from the evening’s events, her muscles aching in the most delicious way, and as she climbed the stairs toward the bedroom, she felt the warm trickle of Lucas’s cum still leaking from her pussy, a constant reminder of how thoroughly he had taken her. Three more times. She couldn’t help but smile to herself as she reached the bedroom door.

Martin was fast asleep, lying in bed, oblivious to what had transpired. Sophie felt a strange mix of emotions rise in her chest—desire, satisfaction, and a dark excitement that pulsed through her as she stepped toward him. She slipped under the covers beside him, her naked body pressing against his, and gently kissed him awake.

Martin stirred, his eyes fluttering open as Sophie kissed him again, her lips soft and insistent. He responded groggily at first, but as she deepened the kiss, he began to wake fully, pulling her closer. His hands slid down her back, but something made him pause—a faint, unfamiliar taste on her lips. He blinked, pulling back slightly as the realization dawned.

He tasted cum.

“Did… did you let him cum in your mouth?” Martin asked, his voice a mixture of surprise and something darker, though he wasn’t sure what. His eyes searched her face for an answer.

Sophie’s lips curled into a wicked smile, her eyes gleaming with mischief. Without a word, she shifted her body, straddling his chest and moving up until she hovered just above his face. She looked down at him, her eyes filled with a playful, dangerous glint.

“Yes,” she whispered, just as she lowered her pussy onto his mouth.

Martin’s body stiffened beneath her as the scent and taste of cum filled his senses, mingling with Sophie’s natural arousal. His first instinct was to pull away, repulsed by the thought of another man’s seed inside his wife’s pussy. But Sophie’s firm grip on his head kept him in place, and her hips began to rock slowly, grinding against his mouth.

“Oh, come on,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. “We both hate the taste, but we love where it’s coming from, don’t we?”

Martin tried to pull away again, his mind screaming at him to stop, but his body betrayed him. He was hard—so hard. As his wife’s wet, cum-filled pussy pressed against his face, his cock strained beneath the sheets, stiff and throbbing. The humiliation, the jealousy, the shame—it all mixed into a potent cocktail of arousal that left him powerless.

Sophie, feeling his resistance, leaned back slightly, her hand reaching down behind her to find his erection. Her fingers wrapped around it, and she stroked it a couple of times, her grip firm as she assessed just how hard he was.

“Well, look at this,” she purred, her voice laced with mockery. “You’re rock hard, aren’t you? So, let’s be honest, Martin. If you didn’t like this, this little thing wouldn’t be standing at attention, would it?”

Martin’s cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and anger, but before he could say anything, Sophie’s hand tightened around his cock, her voice lowering as she continued.

“And let’s face it, this little thing,” she said, stroking him again for emphasis, “isn’t going to satisfy me tonight. Not after what I’ve had. Lucas could keep going, but you? You’re a one-cum-and-done kind of guy, aren’t you?”

Martin’s heart raced, his mind reeling from her words. He opened his mouth to object, to argue, but Sophie cut him off, her voice sharp and commanding.

“First of all, if you didn’t like this, you wouldn’t be this hard,” she repeated, her eyes narrowing as she stared down at him. “And second, I think we both know this little thing,” she emphasized with another cruel stroke of his cock, “isn’t going to make me cum tonight. So you’ve got two choices: your wife cums from another man’s cock and then goes to sleep, or your wife cums from your tongue before she goes to sleep. Either way, this little willy isn’t getting any.”

Martin’s breath caught in his throat, her brutal words cutting deep, but he couldn’t deny the truth. His cock was hard. He was aroused. And the thought of his wife taking another man’s cock—one so much bigger, stronger, more capable than his—had left him feeling both humiliated and unbearably turned on.

Sophie grinned as she watched him struggle with his emotions. She rocked her hips again, grinding her pussy against his mouth, making it clear what she expected from him. “So, what’s it going to be, Martin?” she asked, her voice dripping with dominance.

Martin, his heart pounding, knew there was only one answer.
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Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

Guilt can make people do crazy stuff, it can make them feel crazy things. It's almost like guilt is a crazy emotion.

Well, it certainly was for Lucy, as she knelt down in her hotel room in front of the black photographer. She had never felt so guilty in all her life. Her husband was on a boat, miles from the coast, enjoying a day fishing with his friend, and here she was, betraying him. Her she was sucking D'Andre's big black cock.

She felt so guilty. So guilty that she was betraying him like that. So guilty that she was enjoying it so much, so guilty that she was comparing D'Andre's eight thick black inches to her husband's five.

But worse than that, far worse than any of it was her feelings of guilt because she knew this wasn't going to be the last time.

Lucy had caught the Big Black Itch and she knew there was no turning back

Pleasing Another Man's Wife: A Husband Watches

What kind of man would want this? What kind of man would want to willingly watch as he wife pleasures another man?

What kind of man would sit there and do nothing as his wife rides a big black cock a few feet in front of him?

Why would any man want that?

Wait, why do I even care? I've got his wife's big tits bouncing in my face as she moans and tells him she's never cum like this before.

This is how to please another man's wife, and the little dick loser can watch and learn.

From Housewife to Hotwife: A Young Wife Struggles To Resist Her Big Black Temptation

As twenty-six-year-old Carl Freeman opened the front door of his townhouse, he paused for a second to wave to his attractive next-door neighbor, Anna, before he walked into his home. As he started to climb the stairs, he immediately heard his 25-year-old blonde wife, Jessica, in their master bedroom. Sadly for Carl, the noises he heard were all too familiar to him by now.

"Oh my god yes!" Jessica moaned. "Yes, that's it, do me with that big black dick! I'm your pregnant little black dick slut! Oh god, Carter, darling, I love it when you fuck me like this!"

As he stepped into the bedroom, Carl saw that Jessica was on top of her black lover, straddling him with her big baby belly resting inches below his chiseled abs. Carl took a second to take in the sight in front of him of his wife, with her smooth white skin now covered in a whole series of tattoos, with none more prominent than the Queen of Spades that was very visible on her now bloated left breast, currently bouncing up and down as she moved rhythmically up and down on the huge dick that was currently impaled in her vagina.

"Hi Carl, honey, you're home early," Jessica panted, politely acknowledging her husband's arrival in their bedroom without stopping.

"Not really," Carl said pretty nonchalantly. "I'm going to take a quick shower. Are you sorting out dinner tonight?"

"Oh yeah, Sweetie," Jessica managed to mutter. "Ooohh, fuck yes! That's it, Carter! Come on, fuck me harder! We've got some leftover chicken. Oh, fuck yes! In an hour or so."
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