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Chapter 1

When I tell you this story, it’s hard to believe how far I’ve come from the person I used to be. If you’d asked me years ago, when I was in my early twenties and first really diving into Pornhub or YouPorn on my own time, I would’ve told you I knew exactly what turned me on. The fantasies were simple: beautiful women, soft curves, no complications. I thought I had my desires all figured out. Back then, the idea that I’d end up where I am now—well, it would’ve been the furthest thing from my mind.

Man, even when I was jerking off regularly as a young adult, I was super weird about the end part. Not the buildup—that was all heat and urgency—but right after I came. That rush would hit hard for a few seconds, then this immediate “oh shit, that’s nasty” feeling would take over. Warm, sticky, just sitting there on my stomach or hand… I couldn’t stand it. I’d heard the old myths about it messing you up or whatever, but that wasn’t the problem. It was the mess itself. Gross. I’d grab a tissue or TP right away, wipe like hell before it could cool off, sometimes snatch an old sock if I was in a rush. I’d scrub until my skin stung, anything to make it disappear fast. The thought of letting it just sit there, drying and crusty, or imagining it on a woman… instant mood killer. Everything shut down, excitement gone.

And porn? Same thing. I watched a ton of it—Pornhub, Xvideos, whatever site loaded quickest—but I was never the guy who stuck around for the money shot. You know, that big finish where the guy pulls out and unloads all over her face, tits, stomach, wherever. A lot of dudes in the comments went wild for it, but to me it was just… off. Messy. It ruined the whole scene. I’d skip ahead, close the tab right before the pop, or search specifically for videos that cut away early—no visible cum, no creampies, no facials at the end. It killed the vibe every time, turned something hot and intense into something sloppy and gross. I wanted the teasing, the thrusting, the moans to stay clean—no sticky proof, no evidence left behind. In my head, that’s how sex was supposed to be: perfect, contained, no leftovers. Tasting it, feeling it, dealing with it in any real way? Made me cringe hard. My own or somebody else’s, didn’t matter. Just… hell no. Off-limits on some deep gut level I couldn’t explain.

Never in a million years did I think I’d end up in a place where the very thing that once repulsed me would become a part of my desires, a part of what drives me.

But life is strange like that. It takes the things you think you know and flips them upside down, leaving you wondering how you got here in the first place.

By the time I turned eighteen, I was still a virgin, awkwardly chasing any girl who’d even look my way. Being naturally shy and short on confidence held me back in ways I can’t even count. Every time I mustered the courage to talk to a girl, I’d trip over my words, heart pounding like crazy, completely blank on what to say next. I ran with a small group of guy friends, and like most young guys that age, we’d brag nonstop about all the “pussy” we were supposedly getting. But we all knew it was total bullshit deep down. It was obvious. The real players—the ones who actually knew how to handle themselves with women—never had to talk it up. They just had this quiet, easy confidence, hanging out with their girlfriends like it was no big deal, while the rest of us were left scrambling, trying to figure out what the hell we were missing.

When I finally got a girl to go out with me, I was a nervous wreck, second-guessing every move. How far should I try to go? How far would she even let me? Kissing, groping—none of it felt natural; it all seemed like a test I was doomed to fail. So when I finally “got lucky,” as my buddies would’ve said with their stupid smirks, it wasn’t the epic, porn-style triumph I’d built up in my head. It was just... awkward.

Her name was Rachael. She was the first girl who actually went out with me more than once, the first who let things progress beyond awkward small talk or fumbling goodnight kisses. That night is still burned into my memory. We went to a basketball game—nothing fancy, just something to do—and afterward I drove us to this spot my friends always talked about: Lover’s Lane. It sounded smooth and romantic in theory, like something out of a movie, but in reality I was sweating bullets the whole drive, palms slick on the wheel, stomach in knots.

We parked in the shadows, engine off, only a faint glow from distant streetlights coming through the windows. The car felt way too small, air thick with her perfume and my anxiety. We started making out, and I could hardly believe it when she didn’t stop me from sliding my hand under her shirt. My fingers were shaking, but I kept going, cupping her breast, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. That rush hit me hard—excitement mixed with pure panic that I’d screw it up. Then she reached down and brushed my cock through my pants, slow and deliberate, and I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.

Emboldened, I let my hand drift lower, under her skirt, tracing the soft skin of her thighs until my fingertips reached the edge of her pink panties. I kissed her harder—probably too hard, too eager—as my fingers slipped beneath the fabric. I expected smooth skin, like in most of the porn I’d watched (the kind I actually stuck around for, anyway), but instead I felt a soft, natural patch of hair—warm, slightly coarse curls that surprised me enough to make me pause for a split second. It wasn’t what I’d pictured, but it didn’t turn me off; if anything, the unexpected realness of it sent a fresh jolt through me, making everything feel more immediate, more raw.

Then she surprised me completely—she reached under her dress and slid her panties down her legs, kicking them off into the footwell without a second thought. No hesitation, no shy giggles, just smooth confidence. I froze, stunned, my brain short-circuiting at how easy she made it look. She hiked her dress higher, legs parting in the dim light filtering through the windows, and I could see the soft outline of her trimmed bush again—that natural patch of hair that had already caught me off guard. My heart was hammering so loud in my ears I thought it might burst.

She didn’t give me time to overthink. Her hands moved to my belt, quick and sure, unbuckling it, tugging my jeans and boxers down in one motion. My cock sprang free, aching and hard, and she leaned back on the seat, arms open wide, thighs spread, eyes locked on mine like she was inviting me in—no pressure, just welcome. I climbed on top of her, hard as a rock, thinking this was it—my big moment, the real thing I’d fantasized about for years.

But of course it didn’t go as planned. I fumbled in the dark, trying to line up, not really knowing what I was doing. The head of my cock brushed against her, that soft hair tickling me in a way that sent an electric surge straight through my body—warm, real, overwhelming. Before I could even push in properly, the pressure built too fast. I groaned, helpless, and came hard—spurting right onto her pussy lips and stomach in thick, hot ropes.

Horror hit me instantly. I’d never felt so out of control, so pathetic. My face burned; I couldn’t look at her. Rachael’s voice cut through the haze: “Oh my god, what are you doing?” Not angry, exactly—more surprised, maybe a little disappointed. I stammered apologies, voice cracking, wanting to disappear. She sat up with a sigh, the sticky mess glistening faintly on her skin in the low light.

Then she asked, quietly, “Was that your first time?” I could barely nod, throat tight with shame. I expected her to laugh or shove me off, but she just gave a small smile and said, “It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.” Relief washed over me, mixed with lingering embarrassment.

But what she said next stopped me cold: “Anyway, help me clean myself up.”

My stomach flipped. Clean her up? Me? I’d spent years avoiding my own cum like it was toxic—wiping it away fast, never letting it linger. But I had an old T-shirt in the backseat, so I grabbed it and offered it to her, hoping that would do. She raised an eyebrow, shook her head. “No, silly. You help me.”

So I did. My hands shook as I dabbed at the mess on her stomach and pussy, fingers brushing the warm, slick stickiness I’d left behind. It felt wrong on so many levels—the heat of it, the slippery texture coating my skin. My mind screamed at me to stop, to wipe it off immediately, but I kept going, trying not to gag or pull away. When she asked me to check if I’d missed any—her voice light, almost teasing—I nearly lost it. She laughed softly. “It’s not going to burn you.” Then her fingers guided mine, pressing them gently against her skin as we worked together to wipe the last of it away. Our hands met in the mess, intimate in a way I wasn’t ready for.

Afterward, I frantically wiped my own hands on my socks, desperate to get every trace off me, like it was poison I couldn’t let touch me for long.

When I finally kissed her goodnight, she surprised me one more time—reaching down to grope my cock through my pants, squeezing lightly, and murmuring, “Call me next week.” That was Rachael—my first girlfriend, the first woman I ever slept with. Over time, she taught me patience and what actually felt good for her. She was kind about it, showing me how to touch her, how to last longer. I always pulled out before I came, terrified of another messy disaster. And I never went anywhere without a towel or rag stashed nearby. It became my security blanket, my way of keeping the chaos under control—no surprises, no evidence left behind.

We dated until graduation, then drifted apart like most college-bound couples do—no big fight, just different paths pulling us in opposite directions. But that first night in the car stayed etched in my mind, replaying itself at the worst times. It was the moment I truly understood how much I hated the mess of it all—the cum, the sticky aftermath, the need to clean up. That revulsion stuck with me, a quiet knot in my gut I couldn’t untie for years.

My first year of college hit harder than I expected. I still didn’t feel confident, especially when it came to sex. Deep down I knew I wasn’t that experienced, and the size of my cock—five inches on a good day—had started to feel like this secret weakness I carried around. I wasn’t bad-looking, but I leaned into the semi-nerd thing: I studied hard, kept quiet in groups, preferred books and late-night discussions over parties. That vibe didn’t exactly draw the bold, outgoing types. The girls I ended up dating were usually classmates—smart, bookish, a lot like me. We’d have great conversations about classes, ideas, life stuff. It was nice, comfortable even. But something was always missing.

Sex, when it happened at all, felt like an afterthought. It was on the back burner, or sometimes not even on the stove. We’d make out, maybe fool around a little, but it never had that raw urgency I remembered from Rachael. With her, even in all the awkwardness, the focus had been purely physical—losing myself in the heat of it, the fumbling leading somewhere real and intense. These new girls seemed more into the hanging out, the study dates, the intellectual connection. The physical side felt secondary, almost optional. I’d lie there afterward, staring at the ceiling, thinking back to that cramped car, her calm confidence guiding me through the chaos, the way she hadn’t flinched at my mess or my inexperience. It made the current quiet, polite encounters feel flat by comparison.

Then, in the late spring of my freshman year, I met Laura.

She was everything I hadn’t even known I was looking for until that moment. Five-five, with a body that hit me like a freight train the second I saw her. Full breasts that strained just enough against her top to make my mouth go dry, a small waist that flared into hips and an ass that hovered perfectly between sexy and voluptuous—curved, inviting, impossible to ignore. But it wasn’t only the shape of her; it was the whole package. Deep brunette hair that fell in soft waves, framing pale, almost luminous skin that looked like it never saw the sun. That contrast—dark hair against porcelain complexion—made her glow in a way that felt almost unfair. In any room she walked into, heads turned. Conversations stuttered. People noticed her without her having to try, without her even seeming to care. How could they not?

I remember the first time I really saw her—some campus event, nothing special, just a crowd milling around. She was laughing at something someone said, head tilted back slightly, and the light caught her skin just right. My pulse kicked up hard; my stomach did a slow flip. It wasn’t just lust, though God knows that was there. It was something deeper—a sudden, sharp awareness that I’d been coasting through safe, predictable dates with girls who never made me feel this off-balance. Laura radiated confidence without arrogance, sex appeal without effort. She moved like she owned the space around her, and I felt instantly smaller, hungrier, more alive than I had in months. For the first time since Rachael, I wanted something—someone—badly enough that the old fears about size, experience, mess, all of it, felt distant. She made me forget to overthink. At least for a minute.

At first, our relationship stayed mostly social—long conversations, late-night walks across campus, laughing over coffee. But it built slowly, the way things do when neither of you wants to rush and ruin it. Flirting turned into lingering touches, then heavy petting in quiet corners of the library stacks or the backseat of my beat-up car. Laura wasn’t a virgin—I found that out later—but she carried herself with this careful reserve, almost proper. Like she had an invisible switch that kept her emotions and desires locked down tight. For months I tried to figure out how to flip it, reading every signal, second-guessing every move. We’d make out until we were breathless, hands roaming under clothes, her nipples hard against my palm, my cock straining painfully in my jeans. But we never went all the way. She’d pull back just when things got too intense, smile softly, and say something like “not yet.” I respected it, but by the time summer break came, I was practically climbing the walls—frustrated, aching, horny as hell every time I thought about her.

We kept in touch over the summer, long phone calls when we could steal a moment between part-time jobs. No cars, no easy way to see each other, just voices crackling over the line, teasing each other about what we’d do when we were finally back together. It only made the wait worse. By the time fall semester started, everything that had been simmering between us exploded the second I saw her.

She stepped off the bus looking different—same deep brunette hair, same pale skin that caught the light like porcelain, same curves that still made my pulse jump. But something had shifted. Maybe it was the way the summer had softened her edges, or maybe she’d just decided she was done holding back. She moved with a new ease, a quiet confidence that hadn’t been there before. When she saw me waiting, she smiled—not the shy, careful smile I remembered, but something warmer, bolder. She walked straight up, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me deep right there in the middle of the quad, her body pressing against mine like she didn’t care who saw.

From that moment, she took the lead. She knew exactly what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to guide me.

That first night back, the shift in her was impossible to miss. The second we were alone in my dorm room—door locked, lights low—she reached for my hands and guided them straight to her breasts, pressing them there with a quiet insistence that felt new. No hesitation, no waiting for me to make the first move. Her nipples hardened under my palms almost instantly, and she let out this soft sigh that sent a jolt straight to my cock. It wasn’t the careful, stop-and-start foreplay from before; over the summer she’d clearly made peace with her own body, with wanting this. She arched into my touch, encouraging me to squeeze, to explore, her breath quickening in a way that made my head spin.

I didn’t make it to her pussy that night—she kept her jeans on, kept the line firm—but she didn’t seem to care. Instead she pulled me down on top of her, legs wrapping around my waist, hips rolling up to meet mine in slow, deliberate grinds. We dry-humped like teenagers who’d never touched anyone before, desperate and frantic, her heat seeping through the denim, my cock throbbing painfully against the seam of my jeans. The friction was maddening—too much and not enough—and I was already so wound up from months of waiting that I couldn’t hold back. I came hard right there in my pants, the familiar warm rush spreading across my groin, soaking through the fabric. I froze, mortified, face burning as the sticky heat settled against my skin. Same old humiliation, same sick twist in my gut. Not the first time I’d done this, but it still felt like failure.

Laura didn’t pull away or make a face. If anything, her expression softened—almost apologetic, like she felt guilty for driving me over the edge without giving me the release I really craved. She brushed her lips against mine, voice low and gentle. “If you’re as horny as I am,” she whispered, “we might as well go all the way.”

Those words hit me like a punch. My heart slammed against my ribs, cock already twitching again despite the mess in my pants. But part of me hesitated, old fears clawing their way back. The memory of Rachael—fumbling, premature, the sticky disaster on her skin—flashed through my mind. I didn’t want to repeat that. Didn’t want to come too soon again, didn’t want to face the cleanup, the revulsion of touching my own cum while she watched. The thought alone made my stomach knot.

But Laura was different. She looked at me without judgment, without expectation of perfection. Her hand rested on my cheek, thumb stroking softly, and in that moment I felt... safe. Like I could let go, mess and all, and she wouldn’t flinch. More than anything, that made me want to surrender—to her lead, to the heat between us, to whatever came next.

The very next night, Laura invited me over to her off-campus apartment. Unlike my cramped dorm room with a roommate who could walk in at any second, she had her own place—quiet, private, hers. That alone made the evening feel charged, like we were finally stepping past the teasing buildup into something real and inevitable.

When I knocked, she opened the door with a warm, easy smile that hit me harder than it should have. “Hey,” she said softly, stepping aside to let me in. Then, casual as anything: “My roommate’s out for the night—won’t be back till late.” My heart lurched. The words hung there, loaded with promise.

We cracked open a couple of beers from her fridge and sat on the small couch, making small talk that felt thin against the tension crackling between us. Every time she laughed or shifted closer, my pulse kicked up. My eyes kept drifting to the curve of her neck, the way her shirt clung to her breasts, the faint outline of her nipples through the fabric. I was already half-hard just from being near her, the anticipation coiling tight in my gut.

After a few sips she reached over, took the beer can from my hand, and set it carefully on the coffee table. No words. She turned to face me fully, extended her hand. I took it—her skin warm, fingers steady—and let her pull me up. She led me to the bed like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She sat on the edge first, legs slightly parted, and her hands went straight to my belt. Deft, confident fingers unbuckled it, popped the button, slid the zipper down. I stepped out of my jeans, kicking them aside, my cock already straining against my boxers. She didn’t hesitate—her palm cupped me through the fabric, stroking slowly along the length until I had to brace a hand on her shoulder to keep from swaying. The heat of her touch through the thin cotton made my breath hitch.

She stood then, close enough that I could smell her shampoo and the faint trace of her skin. Her hands slid up under my shirt, pushing it over my head, tossing it to the floor. Then she reached for her own blouse, unbuttoning it with the same calm assurance. It fell open, slipped off her shoulders.

No bra. Her breasts were full and perfect—pale skin flushed slightly at the tops, nipples dark and already peaked in the cool air of the room. They rose and fell with her steady breathing, and for a second I couldn’t move, couldn’t think, just stared at the way the lamplight caught the gentle curve, the soft weight of them.

The sight of her bare breasts stole the air from my lungs. Full and high on her chest, a perfect C-cup that looked almost too good to be real. But it wasn’t just the size—it was everything: the stark contrast of her dark brunette hair cascading over pale, porcelain skin, the way her soft blush-pink areolas stood out against that milky white, and her nipples, already hard and jutting like little pencil erasers, begging for attention. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t think straight.

She caught my stare and smiled—that small, knowing curve of her lips—then gently cupped the back of my head and guided my mouth to one nipple. I latched on like I was starving, sucking hard, tongue swirling over the tight peak while my hand cradled the soft weight of her breast. The taste of her skin, faintly sweet and warm, flooded my senses. She let out a low, throaty moan that vibrated straight through me, her fingers threading into my hair, encouraging, directing. “Yes… just like that,” she whispered, arching slightly to press herself deeper into my mouth. I switched to the other nipple, licking and sucking with the same desperate hunger, losing myself in the plush give of her flesh, the way her body responded to every flick of my tongue.

I was rock-hard, aching, but I couldn’t stop worshipping her breasts—couldn’t get enough of the way they filled my hands, the way her moans grew softer, breathier. Meanwhile, her fingers moved lower. She unbuttoned her shorts with calm efficiency, shimmed them down her hips, and stepped out of a tiny pink thong that barely covered anything. When she straightened, I finally saw her fully: smooth, shaved pussy, glistening faintly in the low light, with only the thinnest, teasing sliver of a landing strip above her slit—like a deliberate invitation, making her look even more irresistible, more deliberate.

She sat back on the edge of the bed, legs parting just enough to draw my eyes down. Her gaze never left mine as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and tugged them slowly over my hips. My cock sprang free, hard and pulsing, the head already slick with pre-cum. For a second I felt exposed, vulnerable—five inches, nothing to brag about—but the way she looked at it, hungry and unhurried, killed any doubt.

Without a word, she leaned forward and took me into her mouth. Warm, wet heat enveloped me in one smooth slide. Her tongue pressed flat along the underside, swirling around the head before she sucked deeper, lips sealing tight. I groaned, knees buckling slightly, one hand gripping her shoulder for balance while the other tangled in her hair. She hummed softly around me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine, and began to move—slow at first, savoring, then building a steady rhythm that had me fighting not to thrust too hard. Every time she pulled back to swirl her tongue over the tip, I could feel the tension coiling tighter in my gut, the familiar edge creeping closer way too fast.

She knew exactly what she was doing, and she wasn’t in any hurry to let me go.

I had no idea what to expect. This was my first blowjob—ever—and the reality hit me like nothing I’d imagined from porn or late-night fantasies. Her tongue swirled slow circles around the head of my cock, teasing the sensitive ridge, then flattened as she took me deeper, inch by inch, until her lips sealed around the base and the tip of her tongue flicked against my balls. The wet heat, the gentle suction, the way her throat relaxed to take me all the way—it was overwhelming. My knees buckled; I had to grip her shoulders to stay upright. I tried to hold back, to make it last, breathing hard through my nose, clenching every muscle, but it was useless. The pressure built too fast, too intense. Without warning, I came—hard—my body locking up as I pulsed into her mouth, load after thick load spilling over her tongue.

I groaned, half apology, half helpless pleasure, expecting her to pull away, to spit or make a face. But she didn’t. She kept sucking softly, swallowing everything with calm, deliberate swallows, milking me gently even as I softened between her lips. The sight of her—cheeks hollowed, eyes locked on mine—sent a fresh aftershock through me.

Then she stood, stepped into me, and kissed me. Not a quick peck—a deep, hungry French kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth without hesitation. I tasted myself instantly: salty, slightly bitter, warm remnants of my cum coating her lips and tongue. A wave of instinctive revulsion crashed over me—the same old disgust I’d felt since my first time jerking off, the same panic at anything sticky or lingering. My body tensed; part of me wanted to pull back, to wipe my mouth, to erase it. But she held the back of my head, gentle but firm, not letting me retreat. The kiss went on, messy and intimate, her tongue stroking mine, sharing everything she’d just taken from me.

When she finally broke away, a thin string of saliva connected our lips for a second before it snapped. She smiled, eyes bright with mischief and affection. “Did you like your fall semester get-acquainted present?” Her voice was teasing, warm, like she knew exactly what she’d just done to me.

I was still reeling—conflicted, heart hammering, the taste of my own cum lingering on my tongue. Part of me recoiled at it, the old hang-ups screaming that this was wrong, dirty, something to be ashamed of. But looking at her—confident, unashamed, glowing with satisfaction—made something shift. I couldn’t let my stupid fears ruin this. Not with her.

“Yeah,” I rasped, voice rough from the groan I’d let out earlier. “It was hot as hell. I loved it.”

Her smile widened, wicked and sweet at the same time. “Good. Now that you got yours, it’s time for you to make me cum with your mouth… until you can get it back up again.”

The words landed like electricity—arousing and terrifying in equal measure. The thought of going down on her, tasting her, feeling her come apart under my tongue, sent a fresh rush of heat straight to my groin. I wanted it—badly. But right behind the excitement came the familiar hesitation, the knot in my stomach that had been there since Rachael. The mess. The slickness. The aftermath. What if I couldn’t handle it? What if the taste, the wetness, the smell triggered that same revulsion?

But there was no turning back. Not now.

I had never eaten pussy before, and I think Laura sensed that immediately. There was something knowing in the way she lay back on the bed, spreading her legs wide, her eyes locked on mine as if daring me to take the plunge. The room felt smaller suddenly, the air thick with the scent of her arousal—musky and inviting, mingling with the faint trace of her perfume. My heart raced as she guided my head down between her thighs, her fingers firm but gentle at the back of my neck, pressing my face toward her glistening, wet pussy. The heat radiating from her was intense, her smooth folds already slick and parted slightly, that thin landing strip pointing the way like a secret map. I hesitated for just a second, my breath catching at the edge of revulsion—the wetness, the intimacy, so close to the mess I’d always avoided—but her touch coaxed me forward, pulling me past the doubt.

The first tentative lick sent a shiver down my spine. I had braced for something off-putting, something that would trigger that old instinctive recoil, but I was pleasantly surprised. She tasted good—warm, musky, with just the faintest hint of sweetness that lingered on my tongue like a forbidden treat. The slick texture coated my lips as I traced her folds, and in that instant, her body responded: a subtle arch of her hips, a soft gasp that echoed in the quiet room. Something inside me clicked—a rush of curiosity overriding the fear, a spark of eagerness to explore this new territory. I might not have known what I was doing, fumbling through the unfamiliar terrain, but I wanted to learn. And Laura, with her steady gaze and parted lips, seemed more than happy to teach me, her confidence wrapping around us like a blanket.

Her voice broke through the haze of new sensations, low and breathy. "Oh yes, lick my hot cunt," she moaned, her hips giving a gentle roll that pressed her closer to my mouth. "Stick your tongue into me… just like that." Her words sent a jolt of excitement through me, dirty and direct, stirring something primal in my gut. Part of me was still uneasy—the raw vulnerability of it all, her wetness coating my chin, the way she was guiding me, almost narrating every move like I was hers to direct. It made everything feel so exposed, so out of my control. But I did what she asked, plunging my tongue deeper, running it up and down the length of her wet slit, savoring the way she quivered under me. "Yes, guide your hot tongue up and down my sloppy pussy," she urged, her moans growing louder, more insistent. "Eat me… suck my cunt."

Her commands lit a fire in me, burning away the last shreds of hesitation. I found myself getting more into it, eager to please her, eager to hear those sounds build, to feel her thighs tense around my ears. My mind still couldn’t quite process how natural it felt, how much I enjoyed the slick glide, the heady taste, despite the initial flicker of disgust that had haunted my earliest experiences. She continued to give instructions, her voice a sultry thread weaving through the tension, guiding me step by step, until she had me position my lips over her clit.

It was bigger than I’d expected—probably the biggest clit I’d ever seen, even years later. It poked proudly from its hood, swollen and flushed, glistening with her arousal. As I wrapped my lips around it, she bucked her hips hard against my face, a sharp gasp escaping her. “Suck it,” she panted, voice breathless and urgent. “Fuck, suck my clit.”

I obeyed, sealing my mouth over the sensitive nub and sucking gently at first, then harder as her rhythm took over. It felt like she was fucking my face—her hips thrusting up in short, insistent strokes, grinding her clit against my tongue like she couldn’t get enough. I flicked the tip with quick, steady strokes, matching her pace, and the harder I sucked, the more she tensed. Her moans deepened into low, guttural grunts, her body coiling tighter and tighter beneath me.

Then she stiffened—every muscle locking at once. Her hands fisted the sheets on either side of her head, knuckles white, breath hitching in sharp, ragged bursts. Her orgasm crashed through her like a wave; she shuddered violently, thighs clamping around my ears, a long, trembling cry spilling from her lips. For a heartbeat I froze, unsure what to do next, my mouth still pressed to her pulsing clit.

But she didn’t give me time to think. Before I could even draw a full breath, her hips were moving again—rolling, insistent, grinding her soaked pussy back into my face. She alternated between deep thrusts that smeared her wetness across my cheeks and chin, and squeezing my head between her thighs like she wanted to trap me there forever. “Lick my hot pussy, stud,” she growled, voice thick with raw need. “Don’t stop—keep eating me.”

I could barely think straight. My face was drenched—her cum coating my lips, dripping down my jaw, soaking into my collar. The taste flooded my mouth: musky, tangy, intoxicating in a way that drowned out every old hesitation. She didn’t let up—if anything, she got greedier, rubbing herself against me harder, chasing the aftershocks. When the second orgasm hit, it tore a scream from her throat that echoed off the walls. Her body convulsed, thighs quivering around my head, hips jerking in erratic pulses as wave after wave rolled through her.

When it finally subsided, she still didn’t release me. Instead, she cradled the back of my head with both hands and held my face firmly against her pussy, slowly—deliberately—grinding herself against my mouth and nose. She smeared every last drop of her wetness across my skin, coating my cheeks, my chin, even my forehead in slow, languid circles. I could feel her cum dripping down my neck in warm rivulets, her scent enveloping me completely—thick, heady, inescapable. My mind spun, overwhelmed by the slick heat, the relentless pressure, the way she used my face like it belonged to her.

She kept me locked there, gently rocking until every tremor had faded, until she was utterly satisfied. Only then did her grip ease, her thighs loosening just enough for me to breathe. But even as she finally let me lift my head, her eyes stayed on mine—dark, sated, and gleaming with something possessive and proud.

When she finally pulled me up her body, her hands gentle but insistent on my shoulders, she drew me close until our chests pressed together. She kissed me deeply, tongue sliding into my mouth without a second's pause, tasting herself on my lips, my tongue, the slick remnants coating my chin and cheeks. The kiss was slow, deliberate, almost possessive—she explored every corner like she wanted to savor every trace she'd left on me.

"I just love tasting my cum on your face," she whispered against my lips, her breath warm and ragged, voice soft but thick with satisfaction. "And in your mouth."

Her words landed like a spark on dry tinder, echoing through my head and sending a confusing rush of heat and unease straight to my core. Part of me recoiled—the old, familiar knot of discomfort tightening at the thought of her wetness smeared across my skin, dripping down my neck, the musky-sweet taste still heavy on my tongue. I'd spent years avoiding anything close to this kind of mess, wiping away my own cum the second it appeared, never letting it linger. Now here I was, face glazed with her release, her flavor filling my senses, and she was kissing me like it was the hottest thing she'd ever done.

But the conflict didn't last. Beneath the hesitation, something else burned brighter: raw, undeniable arousal. I'd never felt this turned on—cock throbbing hard again already, body buzzing with the aftershocks of her orgasms, the way she'd used my mouth, held me there until she was completely spent. The discomfort didn't disappear, but it twisted into something electric, something that made my pulse hammer and my skin flush hotter. Her confidence, the way she owned every slick, messy inch of what we'd just done, pulled me under like a current.

I kissed her back harder, tasting us both, letting the conflicting feelings crash together until they blurred into pure want. My hands slid up her sides, fingers digging into the soft curve of her waist as I pressed myself closer, needing more—needing her to keep guiding me past every boundary I'd built. In that moment, the lingering unease only made the heat feel sharper, more real. She smiled against my mouth, like she could feel every tremor of doubt and desire running through me, and whispered, "We're just getting started."


Chapter 2

After we rested for a while, tangled in the sheets with our breathing slowly evening out, Laura shifted beside me. Her hand drifted lazily down my stomach, fingers trailing until they wrapped loosely around my softening cock. No words, no warning—she just leaned over, hair falling across my chest, and took me back into her mouth.

Her tongue swirled with that same practiced ease, slow circles around the head, then long, deliberate strokes down the shaft. I was still sensitive from before, every flick sending little aftershocks through me, but she knew exactly how to coax me back to life. Within moments I was hardening again, thickening against her tongue, and she hummed softly in approval, the vibration traveling straight up my spine. I could hardly believe how quickly she revived me—her confidence in every touch, every gentle suck, radiating like heat off her skin.

She released me with a soft pop, lips glistening, and climbed over me without hesitation. Straddling my hips in cowgirl, she positioned herself above my cock, the head brushing her slick entrance. She sank down slowly at first, inch by inch, enveloping me in tight, wet heat that made my breath hitch. Once fully seated, she paused, letting me feel every pulse of her around me, then began to move.

Her rhythm started measured, almost teasing—lifting herself until only the tip remained inside, then lowering back down with deliberate slowness. Each descent dragged her walls along my length, the friction exquisite, but it was her control that drove me wild: the way she braced her hands on my chest, the steady roll of her hips, the way she watched my face like she was memorizing every twitch and gasp. She owned the pace, owned me, and the realization made my heart pound harder.

Gradually she picked up speed, hips rising and falling with more force, slamming down until the sound of skin meeting skin filled the room. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples still hard and flushed, and I gripped her thighs, trying to anchor myself against the building pressure. I was already close—too close—and she knew it.

Sensing the urgency, she planted her hands firmly on my shoulders and pushed me flat against the mattress. Her voice cut through the haze, breathy but commanding: “Don’t you dare cum until I get mine.”

I swallowed hard, jaw clenched, trying to hold back the inevitable. But she wasn’t just riding me anymore—she was orchestrating everything. Her rhythm quickened, hips grinding in tight circles now, chasing her own edge. Then her hand slipped between us; fingers found her swollen clit and began rubbing furiously, fast and precise. The sight of her—head thrown back, lips parted, completely lost in her own pleasure—pushed me right to the brink.

Her body tensed above me, thighs trembling, moans sharpening into desperate gasps. She worked herself relentlessly, fingers circling her clit as she rode me harder, deeper. When her orgasm hit, it ripped through her: back arching, a sharp cry tearing from her throat, pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock like a fist. The pulses dragged me over with her. I couldn’t hold back—I came hard inside her, hips bucking up instinctively as I filled her with thick spurts, the sensation of her spasming around me intensifying every wave.

She kept moving through it, milking me with slow, grinding rolls until we were both trembling, spent. Only then did she collapse forward onto my chest, her breath hot against my neck, our bodies slick with sweat and everything else. For a long moment we just lay there, hearts hammering in sync, the room quiet except for our ragged breathing.

Afterward, Laura seemed almost nonchalant, as if what had just happened was nothing out of the ordinary. She rolled off me, catching her breath, skin still flushed and glistening with sweat. She glanced over, eyes half-lidded and lazy, and asked casually, “Did you enjoy yourself?”

I was still dazed, heart hammering, body humming from the aftershocks. I could only nod at first, voice thick and rough from everything we’d done. “That was… the best sex I’ve ever had.”

She smiled—that knowing, satisfied curve of her lips that always made my stomach flip—and reached over to trace a lazy finger along my chest. “You’re welcome,” she said softly. “I had a great time, too.”

And just like that, we slipped into a rhythm. For the next few months, our sex life was incredible—raw, passionate, always led by her. She was clearly more experienced, more in control, and I found myself following her lead without question, learning from her as we explored every inch of each other’s bodies. Laura had no reservations about pushing boundaries, and before long, I grew accustomed to her habits. Kissing her after she gave me a blowjob became second nature—the taste of myself on her tongue no longer sparked that old revulsion; it just turned me on more. Some nights we didn’t even go beyond oral sex: she’d ride my face until she came twice, then suck me off until I was shaking, or she’d finger herself while I watched, telling me exactly how she wanted me to touch her afterward.

But over time, I started to notice something that crept under my skin and wouldn’t let go. No matter how good the sex was—no matter how hard we fucked, how deep I went, how long I lasted—Laura never came from penetration alone. She needed more. Always. Either my mouth on her clit, my fingers curling inside her, or her own hand rubbing furiously would finish the job. She’d ride me to the edge, clench around me like she was close, then pull off or guide my hand down between us to get herself there. She definitely came—often more than once, body shaking, moans turning raw and desperate—but it was never just my cock that did it.

The realization gnawed at me quietly at first, then louder. Was I lacking somehow? Was five inches and average stamina just not enough for her? I started replaying every time in my head: the way her eyes would glaze over when she touched herself, the way she’d grind her clit against my pubic bone like she was chasing something I couldn’t give. I wondered if other men—guys with bigger cocks, more stamina, more skill—had made her come just from fucking. The thought twisted in my gut, a mix of insecurity and something darker, something that made my pulse race in a way I didn’t fully understand yet.

I wanted to bring it up, to ask her directly—did she need more? Was I not enough?—but every time the words formed in my throat, fear clamped them down. The sex was too good, too intense, too addictive to risk losing. If I asked and she confirmed my worst suspicions, what would that do to me? To us? Would she pull away? Or worse, would she stay out of pity? So I stayed silent, swallowing the questions, letting her lead while the doubt simmered beneath the surface. I told myself it didn’t matter—she came, she was happy, I was happy—but deep down, the quiet ache grew. A small, nagging voice wondering if I’d ever be enough on my own.

So I kept it to myself. We were in different majors, schedules packed to the brim—classes, study groups, part-time shifts that left us both exhausted by midweek. We rarely fucked on weeknights; most evenings we were buried in textbooks or assignments, stealing quick kisses in the hallway or a hurried make-out session before one of us had to crash. But come the weekend, we’d reconnect like the world outside didn’t exist. Dinner together was nice—candlelight if we felt fancy, takeout on the couch if we didn’t—but the real thrill came after, when the plates were cleared and we let go of everything else. The door locked, clothes hitting the floor, and we’d give in completely: raw, uninhibited, hours of losing ourselves in each other until we were both wrecked and sated.

Still, the question lingered in the back of my mind like a low hum I couldn’t turn off. Was I enough for her?

One weekend I went home to see family, and for the first time in months, Laura and I didn’t see each other—no quick campus hookups, no late-night visits. Two full weeks without touching her, without tasting her, without feeling her clench around me or hearing her moan my name. By the time we got back together on campus, the sexual tension was thick enough to choke on. We barely made it through the door of her apartment before hands were everywhere—clothes yanked off, mouths crashing, bodies slamming together like we’d been starving.

We went at it with the usual intensity, but as had become routine, she mostly wanted oral. She pushed me down onto the bed, straddled my face almost immediately, grinding her pussy against my mouth with that same commanding rhythm she always had. I was more than willing—eager, even—burying my tongue in her, sucking her clit, lapping up every drop of her wetness while she rode my face hard. Her moans filled the room, hips rolling faster, fingers gripping my hair to hold me exactly where she needed. I focused on her pleasure, on making her come undone, hoping that if I gave her enough—enough orgasms, enough devotion, enough of my mouth—I could somehow bridge the gap that had started growing between us.

She came twice like that, thighs trembling around my head, flooding my mouth and chin until I was soaked and breathless. Only then did she slide down my body, take my aching cock in her hand, and guide me inside her. But even as she rode me—slow at first, then faster, grinding her clit against my pelvis with every downward stroke—I could feel it again. She was close, but not from me alone. Her fingers slipped between us, rubbing her swollen clit in tight circles while she fucked me, chasing that final edge I couldn’t quite reach for her.

When she came, clenching around me so hard it pulled my own orgasm out of me, I filled her again, groaning into her neck. But as we caught our breath, her body still trembling on top of mine, that quiet doubt crept back in stronger than ever. I’d given her everything—my tongue, my cock, my complete surrender—and she’d come hard, multiple times. Yet the truth sat heavy in my chest: my cock alone still wasn’t enough to get her there. She needed her hand, or my mouth, or something more. And the more I thought about it, the more that small, nagging voice grew louder.

Was I ever going to be enough? Or was this the beginning of something I didn’t yet have the words for?

One night, after we’d finished—bodies slick with sweat, sheets tangled around us—I lay beside her, staring at the ceiling while my mind spun with questions I’d tried to bury for months. The room was quiet except for our slowing breaths, the silence thick and heavy, pressing on my chest until I couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“Laura,” I said quietly, voice barely above a whisper, “why do you love oral sex so much? Both giving and receiving?”

She tensed beside me—just a subtle shift in her body, a slight hitch in her breathing. I felt it more than saw it. She didn’t answer right away. Her usual easy confidence faltered; she turned her head slightly, avoiding my eyes, fingers tracing idle patterns on the sheet instead of looking at me. It wasn’t like her to hesitate, to pull back like that, and the change made my stomach twist with sudden nerves. Part of me screamed to drop it, to roll over and pretend I hadn’t asked, to keep the fragile balance we’d built. But I couldn’t. Not this time.

“Come on,” I pressed, trying to keep my tone light, casual, even though my heart was slamming against my ribs. “You can tell me. I just want to understand.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly—slow, almost tender, like she was buying time or trying to distract me. Her lips lingered for a second, warm and familiar, then she pulled back and finally met my gaze. Her eyes were gentle, but there was something apologetic in them, something vulnerable I’d never seen before.

“Honey,” she started, voice low and careful, “I love sex with you. I really do. But… I can’t get off on just your cock.”

The words landed like a fist to the solar plexus. I stared at her, breath stuck somewhere in my throat, the room suddenly too small and too quiet. I’d known—deep down, in the quiet moments after she’d always reached for her own hand or guided my mouth back down—I’d known she needed more than penetration to finish. But hearing her say it out loud, so plain and direct, stripped away every layer of denial I’d wrapped around it. It wasn’t a vague suspicion anymore. It was real. Blunt. Undeniable.

My mind reeled. Five inches. Average stamina. The way she’d grind against me, chasing that extra friction from her clit, but never quite tipping over from my thrusts alone. The nights she’d come hard on my tongue, or with her fingers circling while I was still inside her. It all clicked into sharp, painful focus.

I felt small. Exposed. Like something essential had been measured and found wanting. My face burned; I couldn’t look away from her, but I didn’t know what to say. The silence stretched again, heavier now, filled with everything I hadn’t wanted to face.

She reached out, fingers brushing my cheek, thumb stroking softly like she could smooth away the sting. “It’s not you,” she said quietly. “It’s just… how I’m wired. I need the extra stimulation. Always have. It doesn’t mean I don’t love fucking you. I do. A lot.”

But the words didn’t quite reach the hollow spot they’d carved out in my chest. I nodded slowly, forcing a small smile that felt brittle. “Yeah,” I managed. “I get it.”

I didn’t. Not really. But I wanted to believe her. Needed to. Because admitting the rest—admitting that the doubt had been growing, that I’d started wondering if she secretly wished for more, for someone bigger, someone who could make her come just from being inside her—felt like it would crack everything open.

So I pulled her closer instead, burying my face in her hair, letting the familiar scent of her skin ground me. She wrapped her arms around me, holding tight, and for a while we just lay there, breathing together. But the question didn’t disappear. It settled deeper, quieter, waiting.

I should’ve let it go. Should’ve taken her words at face value, rolled over, and buried the doubt like I’d done every other time. But the question clawed its way out before I could stop it.

“Have you ever?” I asked, my voice coming out strained, thinner than I wanted. “Have you ever cum from just straight sex?”

Laura’s expression faltered. Her eyes flicked away, shoulders tightening just enough to notice. For a second she looked like she might brush it off, change the subject, kiss me again until the moment passed. But I couldn’t leave it there. The words kept coming, quieter but insistent.

“Come on,” I pressed. “I have to know.”

She exhaled slowly, the sound heavy in the quiet room. Her fingers stopped tracing patterns on my chest; she pulled her hand back, folding it against her stomach like she was bracing herself. After what felt like forever, she finally spoke.

“Well… yes,” she admitted, eyes darting to the ceiling, then back to me, reluctant. “But his cock was… way bigger than yours.”

The air left the room in one sharp pull. My chest tightened, ears ringing like I’d been slapped. I stared at her, mouth open but no sound coming out. I’d braced for a lot of answers—maybe a hesitant “a couple times,” or “it’s rare,” or even a gentle lie to spare me—but not this. Not so blunt, so specific. Not the comparison laid bare like that.

Her past wasn’t news; I’d known she wasn’t a virgin from the start. But this wasn’t abstract history. This was her telling me, point-blank, that someone else—some other guy—had done what I couldn’t. That his size had been the difference. That my five inches, the thing I’d quietly hated about myself since high school, had been measured against another man and come up short.

I swallowed hard, throat dry as sandpaper, trying to keep my voice from cracking. “Who?” I asked, even though every instinct screamed not to. Part of me didn’t want the answer. The bigger part—the stupid, masochistic part—needed to hear it.

She hesitated again, fingers twisting the edge of the sheet, before finally sighing. “It was my high school boyfriend. We had sex over the summer before we met.” Her words hung heavy between us, each one slicing through the thin veil of confidence I’d been clinging to. “He was kind of a jerk,” she continued, her tone softening, trying to cushion the blow, “selfish, really. But… he had a big cock, and he looked good naked.”

The bluntness hit like cold water. I felt my face flush hot, then drain cold. My stomach knotted so tight I almost couldn’t breathe. She wasn’t cruel—she wasn’t trying to hurt me—but the casual honesty made it worse. It wasn’t abstract anymore. It was specific: some guy from her past, some summer fling, had given her what I never could. He’d filled her completely, made her come just from thrusting inside her, no extra help needed. And he’d looked good doing it.

My mind raced, flooding with unwanted images: her legs wrapped around him, her moans louder than the ones she gave me, her body arching in a way it never quite did with me. I wanted to ask more—how big? How often? Did she miss it?—but the questions stuck in my throat like broken glass. Part of me needed every detail to understand the gap between us; the bigger part knew more would only carve the wound deeper.

I forced a nod, staring at the ceiling because looking at her hurt too much. “Okay,” I said, voice flat and distant, like it belonged to someone else.

She reached for my hand again, squeezing it. “It doesn’t change how I feel about you,” she whispered. “You’re the one I want. Every day. That other stuff… it was just physical. It didn’t mean anything.”

But it meant something to me. It meant everything I’d feared was true: I wasn’t enough. Not physically. Not in the way that mattered to her body, even if she loved me with her heart. The silence stretched again, colder now, and for the first time I felt the foundation of us shift under my feet—subtle, but real. I didn’t know how to fix it. I didn’t even know if it could be fixed.

That night, after leaving Laura’s apartment, I walked aimlessly through the cold night air, hands shoved deep in my pockets, breath fogging in front of me. The campus was quiet, streetlights casting long shadows, but my mind was loud, relentless. Her words echoed on a loop: “His cock was way bigger than yours.” Each replay sharpened the sting, turned it into something raw and aching. I couldn’t escape the image I’d conjured of him—faceless but imposing, tall, confident, hung in a way that made her eyes glaze over just remembering it. I pictured her beneath him, thighs spread, taking every inch without needing her fingers or my tongue to finish. The jealousy burned low and hot in my gut, mixed with a humiliation that made my skin crawl.

I stopped under a lamppost, leaned against the cold metal, and closed my eyes. My cock—still tender from earlier—felt small and useless in my jeans. Five inches. Average. Not enough. The words circled like vultures. I wanted to hate her for saying it, for comparing me out loud, but I couldn’t. She’d been honest when I pushed. The blame was mine for asking.

And yet, beneath the hurt, something else stirred—quiet, dark, almost forbidden. A flicker of curiosity I didn’t want to name. What if bigger was what she needed? What if the only way to make her come like that again—to give her the kind of pleasure she remembered—was to let someone else do it? The thought should’ve repulsed me. It should’ve ended everything. Instead, it sent a strange, twisted thrill through the ache, tightening my chest and stirring my cock despite the cold.

I stood there a long time, breath ragged, mind spinning in directions I wasn’t ready to follow. When I finally started walking again, the question wasn’t whether I was enough anymore. It was whether I could live with not being enough… or if I wanted to find a way to change that. Even if it meant stepping into something I never thought I’d consider.

When I finally got back to my dorm, I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned for hours, sheets twisted around my legs, replaying every word of our conversation like a broken record stuck on the worst parts. “His cock was way bigger than yours.” The sentence looped endlessly, each repetition carving deeper into my gut. What if she was only with me because she hadn’t found anyone better yet? What if every time we fucked—every time she moaned, every time she came—it was him she was thinking about? Comparing me in her head, quietly disappointed, settling for what I could give instead of what she really wanted? The thoughts kept coming, relentless in the dark, turning the small room into a cage.

By morning I felt hollowed out, like someone had scooped everything vital from inside me and left the shell behind. I dragged myself through classes, stared blankly at lecture slides, answered questions on autopilot. My mind wasn’t there. It was still in her bed, still hearing her voice say those words, still picturing some nameless guy from her past—taller, thicker, better equipped—making her come in ways I never could. Every time I caught my reflection in a window or a bathroom mirror, I looked away fast, afraid of what I’d see: a guy who wasn’t enough, who’d never be enough.

One evening, after another sleepless night that left my eyes gritty and my head pounding, I stepped out of the shower. Steam still clung to the mirror, but I wiped a streak clear with my palm and stood there, water dripping down my chest, pooling at my feet. For the first time in days I forced myself to really look.

My body was average—decent enough shoulders, no gut yet, nothing remarkable. And there, soft and unremarkable between my legs, my cock hung limp, five inches at best when hard. I stared at it like it belonged to someone else. How did I compare to him? How much bigger had he been? Six? Seven? Eight inches that stretched her, filled her completely, made her gasp and shudder from penetration alone? The questions flooded in, vivid and cruel. I pictured Laura with him—her pale skin flushed, brunette hair spilling across a pillow, her full breasts bouncing as he thrust deep, her eyes wide and bright with the kind of pleasure she’d never quite reached with me. Had she wrapped her legs around him the way she did me? Had she whispered the same dirty encouragements? Or had she been louder, freer, lost in it the way she only got when her fingers or my tongue took over?

The image twisted my stomach into knots. I felt small, inadequate, pathetic. My reflection stared back accusingly: this was what she settled for. A guy who could make her come with his mouth, sure, but never just with his cock. Never the way she remembered from that summer before we met.

Disgust rose sharp and bitter in my throat—disgust at myself, at my body, at the way I’d let the doubt fester until it poisoned everything. I turned away from the mirror, grabbed a towel, wrapped it tight around my waist like it could hide the truth. But the thoughts didn’t stop. They followed me out of the bathroom, into bed, into every quiet moment.

And underneath the shame, the jealousy, the self-loathing, something darker kept flickering to life. A question I didn’t want to face yet: if I couldn’t give her what she needed… what if the answer wasn’t to try harder, but to let someone else do it? The idea should have sickened me. Instead, it sent a low, confusing heat curling through the hurt—a twisted curiosity that made my cock twitch despite everything.

I felt trapped in my own mind, like the walls were closing in with every passing hour. Days blurred together in a gray haze of shame and insecurity that colored everything—classes, meals, even the simple act of breathing. I started avoiding my friends, ducking out of plans, keeping conversations short when they asked if I was okay. How the hell do you explain it? How do you tell your buddies that the woman you love—the one you thought you were building something real with—had basically admitted you weren’t enough? That years ago, some other guy had given her orgasms with his cock alone, something you’d never managed, no matter how hard you tried? The words wouldn’t even form in my head without making me feel sick.

I ignored Laura’s calls. Every time my phone buzzed with her name, dread coiled tight in my chest. What could she say? “Sorry, I didn’t mean it”? “You’re enough, I promise”? Lies, or half-truths at best. I was terrified she’d confirm what I already knew in my bones: that I’d never measure up. That every time she came on my tongue or with her fingers circling while I was inside her, she was quietly wishing for more—for bigger, for deeper, for the kind of satisfaction that didn’t need extra help.

I spent hours brooding in my dorm, staring at the screen as her name lit up again and again, then faded when I let it go to voicemail. Part of me ached to answer, to hear her voice, to let her pull me back from the edge. But the louder part—the one drowning in humiliation—wanted to stay right where I was, wallowing in the familiar sting. Misery had become a kind of armor; as long as I didn’t face her, I didn’t have to face the truth.

By the end of the week, I was wrecked. Physically drained from sleepless nights, emotionally raw from the constant replay in my head. I couldn’t eat, couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t escape the loop. And though I’d tried to push her out of my mind, she was still there—every quiet moment, every dark corner. I needed something. Closure, answers, even just the pain of hearing it again. Anything to stop the questions spinning like knives.

So I gave in. I called her back, heart slamming against my ribs as the dial tone rang once, twice. When she answered, her voice was calm, almost relieved, like she’d been holding her breath waiting for this.

“Hey,” she said softly. “I’m glad you called.”

We talked briefly—surface stuff, classes, the weather—skirting the real reason like it was a live wire. She suggested we meet for a drink at the quiet bar off campus, the one we used to go to when we wanted to talk without interruptions. Every instinct screamed at me to refuse, to protect the fragile shell I’d built around the hurt. But I found myself agreeing anyway. I needed to see her. Needed to look her in the eyes and figure out if there was anything left to salvage, or if the crack in us had already spread too far.

I couldn’t keep living in this limbo of uncertainty. The not-knowing was killing me slower than the knowing ever could.

As I hung up, I felt a strange mixture of dread and relief twisting in my gut. I wasn’t sure what would come next—whether we’d fix this or shatter completely—but at least I was doing something. At least I was confronting it head-on, even if the answers waiting for me weren’t the ones I wanted to hear.

I got to the bar and grill early, sliding into a corner booth where the light was dim and the noise from the crowd felt distant. I ordered a beer I barely touched, fingers drumming on the table as I tried to calm the storm raging inside me. My mind raced, replaying every possible version of the conversation we were about to have—the apologies, the excuses, the brutal truths. When Laura finally walked in, my heart skipped, but not with the old excitement. This time it was heavy, uncertain, like it didn’t know whether to hope or brace for impact.

She spotted me right away, gave a small, tentative smile, and walked over. The moment she leaned in to kiss me—soft, familiar lips brushing mine—everything felt wrong. Awkward. Forced. Like we were both acting out a scene we used to believe in. She pulled back, eyes searching mine, and said quietly, “I love you.” The words hung there, lacking the warmth they once carried, sounding more like a plea than a promise.

We settled into the booth across from each other, the table between us feeling wider than it should. We danced around it for a few minutes—small talk about classes, the weather, anything safe—but the tension was thick, the unspoken weight of her confession pressing down like a third person in the booth. It didn’t take long before she cut through it.

“Look,” she said, voice matter-of-fact, almost dismissive, “I know you’re upset about what I told you. But you can’t just disappear for a week and not talk to me. That’s not fair.”

Her tone sent a sharp jolt of anger through me. She was treating this like a minor misunderstanding—like admitting she’d come harder for a guy with a bigger cock was no different from forgetting to call after a late class. Meanwhile, it had ripped me open, left me questioning everything about myself, about us. The casualness of it stung worse than the confession itself.

“I didn’t know how to talk to you after that,” I shot back, trying to keep my voice steady even as my hands clenched under the table. “I needed time to process it. To figure out what it meant.”

She sighed, her expression softening just a fraction, but her eyes stayed resolute. “We’ve been together for months now. We’ve shared so much—companionship, friendship, incredible sex. Doesn’t that matter to you? Doesn’t that mean anything in terms of trust?”

I stared at her, stunned by how easily she was turning this on me. My jaw tightened, teeth grinding together as anger flared hot and quick. Trust? How the hell could she lecture me about trust when she'd shattered my confidence in one casual sentence? The words had slipped out of her mouth like they were nothing, but they'd lodged in me like shrapnel.

"If I can't satisfy you sexually," I said, my voice quieter now, the anger bleeding into something heavier, sadder, "then maybe we shouldn't be together."

Laura looked me dead in the eyes, unflinching. "If that's what you really want," she said slowly, each word measured, "then okay. But that's not the truth, and you know it."

I blinked, caught off guard by the calm certainty in her tone. "What do you mean?"

She held my gaze steadily, eyes calm but intense, like she was seeing straight through the storm in my head. "You do satisfy me sexually," she said, voice firm, no hesitation. "I have the most intense orgasms when you go down on me, or even just use your fingers. The way you touch me, the way you listen to my body, the way you don't stop until I'm shaking—that's not 'not enough.' That's everything."

Her words hung there, blunt and matter-of-fact, slicing through the fog of my doubt. My breath caught, chest tight. I wanted to believe her—God, I wanted to—but the knot in my gut wouldn't loosen. I looked down at my hands, fingers clenched white around the edge of the table, unsure what to say. The silence stretched, thick and charged, filled with everything we hadn't said yet.

She leaned forward slightly, expression softening but still resolute. "I don't know what else you expect from me," she added, eyes searching mine like she was willing me to understand. "We're hot together. We make each other cum. Hard. Often. You think I fake that? You think I lie there wishing for something else when I'm coming apart under your mouth? I don't. I want you. All of you."

I swallowed hard, throat dry. Her confidence clashed against the uncertainty churning inside me, making everything feel unsteady. "But you said—"

"I said he could make me cum from penetration alone," she cut in gently, not defensive, just clear. "That's true. It happened. Once or twice. But that was years ago, with a guy who treated me like an afterthought outside the bedroom. It was physical, yeah—intense, sure—but it wasn't love. It wasn't connection. It wasn't us."

She reached across the table again, covering my hand with hers. Her palm was warm, steady. "You make me feel wanted in ways he never did. Safe. Seen. And yeah, I need more than just your cock to finish sometimes. That's how my body works. But that doesn't make you less. It makes what we have... different. Deeper, maybe. Because we figure it out together."

Laura shifted in her seat, her gaze never leaving mine. “We were friends before we were lovers,” she said softly, almost as if she were reminding me of something I’d forgotten. “How could a sexual past—something that happened years ago—change that?”

Her words cut deep, not because they were cruel, but because they stripped away the last flimsy excuse I’d been hiding behind. She wasn’t lying. She did come when we were together—hard, often, shaking and gasping under my mouth or fingers, sometimes clenching around me while she rubbed herself to the finish. She enjoyed sex with me, craved it even. But my insecurities had twisted everything into proof of failure. I’d fixated so hard on what I couldn’t do—on the one thing that guy from her past had given her without effort—that I’d started unraveling the rest of us without even realizing it.

The lump in my throat grew until it hurt to swallow. I wanted to argue, to push back, to tell her she was wrong about how much it mattered. But the truth sat heavy between us: it mattered to me. More than I could explain without sounding broken.

She stood up slowly, leaned across the table, and kissed me again—this time slower, more tender, like she was trying to pour everything she couldn’t say into that single touch. Her lips lingered, soft and warm, tasting faintly of the beer we’d shared. “I love you,” she whispered against my mouth, the words quiet but steady.

Then she turned and walked out of the bar, leaving me sitting there, speechless, the door swinging shut behind her with a soft thud.

I watched her go, the taste of her kiss still on my lips, her scent clinging to my shirt. For a long moment I didn’t move—just stared at the empty space she’d left behind, the booth suddenly feeling too big, too quiet. My chest felt tight, like something inside was cracking open. Emotions crashed together—relief that she hadn’t walked away for good, shame that I’d let my doubts poison us, fear that I still didn’t know how to fix it, and underneath it all, that strange, dark flicker I couldn’t name yet.

When I finally finished my drink, the glass warm from sitting untouched too long, I stood and left the bar. The walk back to my dorm felt endless, the cold night air biting at my face, the campus lights blurring through the fog in my head. As soon as I got inside, I shut the door, collapsed onto my bed, and buried my face in the pillow.

For the first time in a long time—maybe ever—I cried. Silent, hot tears soaked the fabric, shoulders shaking with the kind of sobs I didn’t know I had in me. Not loud, not dramatic—just raw, exhausted release. Everything I’d been holding back poured out: the humiliation of not being enough, the jealousy that burned when I pictured her with him, the terror that I might lose her because I couldn’t let it go, and the confusing, shameful pull toward something I didn’t want to admit I was starting to imagine.

I cried until my eyes burned and my throat ached, until the tears ran dry and left me empty, spent, staring at the ceiling in the dark.

I didn’t have answers. I didn’t know if we could fix this, or if I even wanted to try the way she hoped. But one thing felt clearer in the quiet aftermath: pretending the doubt didn’t exist wasn’t an option anymore. It was there, real, and growing. And if we were going to survive it, I’d have to face it—whatever twisted shape it took.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I forced myself out of bed and went to class, moving through the motions like a ghost. The routine helped a little—lectures, notes, the low hum of other students—giving my brain something to latch onto besides the ache in my chest. Day by day, I started to feel a fraction more normal, pushing the hurt to the back of my mind like shoving clutter into a drawer. It wasn’t gone, but it was quieter, easier to ignore when I was busy.

But as the second weekend rolled around, something else started pulling at me—something primal, insistent, impossible to deny. I missed her. Craved her. The way her body moved against mine, the taste of her on my tongue, the raw power of the sex we’d always had. It had been electric, consuming, the one place where everything else fell away. But every time I thought about reaching out, the shadow of her ex crept in. His bigger cock, the way he’d made her come just from fucking her, the casual way she’d admitted it. The fear of not being enough clamped down hard, turning desire into something painful, twisted with doubt.

By Saturday evening, the need became unbearable. Out of sheer desperation, I grabbed my keys and drove to her apartment, heart hammering the whole way. I knocked on her door, breath held, hoping she’d answer, hoping she’d pull me inside and make everything feel right again. No one came. The hallway was silent except for the faint hum of a TV from somewhere down the corridor. Disappointment hit like a punch—sharp, hollow. She was probably studying, or out with her roommate, or just… not there for me. I stood for another minute, staring at the door like it might open if I willed it hard enough, then turned away, defeated.

Back in my dorm I spent the rest of the evening pacing, scrolling aimlessly on my phone, mind spinning with everything that had happened. The hurt, the want, the fear—they chased each other in circles until I finally collapsed into bed, exhausted but still restless.

Sunday morning, my phone rang. Laura’s name lit up the screen. My heart jumped into my throat. I answered on the second ring.

“One of my neighbors saw you knocking on my door last night,” she said, voice soft but direct, no accusation, just fact.

I cringed, heat rushing to my face. Of course someone had seen me—standing there like a lost idiot. “Yeah,” I mumbled, unsure what else to say.

There was a pause, then her tone shifted—gentle, almost relieved. “Do you finally want to talk?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. I do.”

We agreed to meet at her place within the hour. When I arrived, she opened the door quietly, eyes searching mine for a second before she stepped aside to let me in. No hug, no kiss—just a small nod and a quiet “Come on.” We went straight to her bedroom for privacy, door clicking shut behind us.

The room smelled faintly of her—shampoo, skin, the faint trace of laundry detergent on the sheets. She sat on the edge of the bed; I stayed standing, hands shoved in my pockets, feeling exposed and awkward. The silence stretched for a beat, thick with everything unsaid.

The moment we sat down on the edge of her bed, she didn’t mince words. “I’ve been really upset with your attitude,” she said, her expression serious, eyes locked on mine without flinching. “I thought you wanted to break up with me until I found out you came to my apartment.”

Her words hit me hard, like a slap I hadn’t seen coming. I opened my mouth to respond, but she kept going, tone sharpening now, cutting through the air between us.

“It’s about time you stop feeling sorry for yourself. Either move on from this relationship or move deeper into it.”

The bluntness left me speechless for a second, mouth dry, brain scrambling. I hadn’t expected her to lay it out so plainly—no sugarcoating, no gentle coaxing. Just the raw choice: stay and commit, or walk away for good. Before I could fully process the ultimatum, the question that had been burning in me since last night spilled out.

“Where were you last night?”

Laura’s eyes narrowed slightly, arms crossing over her chest. “I was out with my girlfriend, her boyfriend, and a friend of her boyfriend’s,” she said evenly.

“Like a double date?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady even as my pulse kicked up.

She paused, then nodded once. “Sort of. It was a get-acquainted thing. My roommate thought I should start dating again after I told her we broke up.”

My heart dropped into my stomach like a stone. “You told her we broke up?”

“I didn’t explain the details,” she added quickly, seeing the panic flash across my face. “I didn’t put our business out there. I’ve always believed that sexual matters should stay between lovers.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, the knot in my chest loosening just enough to let air in. The last thing I needed was our private struggles—my size, my insecurities, the way she couldn’t finish from penetration alone—becoming gossip fodder among her friends. She’d protected that, at least. The tension in the room eased a fraction, like a held breath finally released.

Laura’s eyes softened, but her voice stayed firm as she met my gaze again. “Your cock size,” she said slowly, choosing each word with care, “has nothing to do with your manhood.”

I swallowed hard, her words washing over me like cool water on fevered skin, but the knot of insecurity in my chest refused to loosen. It sat there, heavy and stubborn, making every breath feel shallow. The room felt smaller suddenly, the air thicker with everything we’d left unsaid for weeks. She reached for my hand, squeezing it lightly—her touch warm, steady, reassuring in a way that only made me feel more exposed, more raw.

She continued, voice calm but edged with something real. “Seeing my old boyfriend over the summer… it didn’t make me miss him. It reminded me why we broke up in the first place.” Her eyes held mine, unflinching. “He was a narcissistic jock. Treated women like servants. Thought his dick made him king of the world.”

I blinked, the words sinking in slowly. For the first time, I saw him not as some towering sexual rival, but as a ghost from her past—arrogant, selfish, hollow. The disdain in her tone, the flicker of relief behind her eyes, shifted something in me. He hadn’t been better. He’d been worse. A guy who’d used his size like a weapon, not a gift. Someone who’d left her unsatisfied in every way that actually mattered.

My throat felt tight, breath shallow. “Then why bring him up at all?” I asked, voice low, almost a whisper. “Why compare me to him? Why say it out loud like that?”

Laura let out a slow breath, her thumb brushing over my knuckles. “Because you asked. You pushed. And I didn’t want to lie to you—not even to spare your feelings. I thought honesty would help. I thought if you knew the truth, you’d see it wasn’t about size. It was about everything else he lacked.” She paused, searching my face. “I didn’t realize how deep it would cut you. I should’ve. I’m sorry.”

The apology landed soft but genuine. No excuses, no deflection. Just regret that she’d hurt me, even unintentionally. I felt the anger I’d been nursing start to crack—not disappear, but fracture enough to let something else in. Relief, maybe. Or the first thin thread of understanding.

“I keep thinking you settled,” I admitted, staring at our joined hands. “That you’re with me because I’m safe. Nice. Not because I’m… enough.”

She shook her head, firm. “I didn’t settle. I chose. I chose the guy who listens when I say harder, slower, right there. The guy who doesn’t stop until I’m shaking. The guy who kisses me after I come on his face like it’s the best thing he’s ever tasted. That’s not settling. That’s rare.”

Her words hit different this time—less like reassurance, more like truth I couldn’t argue with. I had done those things. I had made her come hard, over and over. She’d screamed my name, gripped my hair, flooded my mouth. And she’d never once faked it. Never once pulled away like I was wasting her time.

“But he could make you come just from—”

“Fucking me?” she finished quietly. “Yeah. He could. Big dick, selfish rhythm, no care for what I actually needed. It was intense for a minute, then over. No connection. No afterglow. Just… done.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “You make me come harder. Deeper. Longer. Because you care. Because you stay with me through it. That’s not less. That’s more.”

I looked up at her then—really looked. Her eyes weren’t pitying. They were steady, open, waiting for me to meet her halfway. The dark curiosity I’d been fighting flickered again, quieter but clearer. If she needed something I couldn’t give alone… maybe the answer wasn’t to compete with a ghost. Maybe it was to stop seeing him as competition at all. Maybe it was to ask what she really wanted—not in the past, but right now. With me.

“I don’t want to lose this,” I said, voice rough. “I don’t want to lose you. But I need to know… is there something you’re missing? Something you wish I could do differently?”

Laura’s thumb stilled on my hand. She studied me for a long moment, then gave a small, honest nod. “Sometimes I wish I could come from you inside me alone. No hands, no mouth. Just us, fucking until we both lose it. But that’s not how my body works most of the time. And I’m not going to pretend it is just to make you feel better.”

She squeezed my hand tighter. “But I also wish you’d stop punishing yourself for it. Stop thinking it makes you less. Because it doesn’t. Not to me.”

I tried to find my voice, but it was buried beneath the swirl of emotions coursing through me. Relief and doubt crashed together, leaving me unsteady—her words soothed one part of the ache while stoking another. Laura watched me closely, eyes searching mine with quiet patience, waiting for me to catch up.

I could still feel the remnants of insecurity gnawing at the edges, sharp and familiar. Sensing it, she continued, her voice steady but gentle. “The foundation of our relationship has always been mutual respect and friendship. That’s what matters. That’s what keeps us here.”

I nodded slowly, trying to internalize it, to let the truth sink in past the noise in my head. But then she added something that made me pause, her tone shifting to something more reflective, almost wistful.

“That first year away from home… it changed me. It was invigorating. I never felt more alive than when our relationship turned physical, and I became the aggressor sexually.”

Her honesty took me off guard, but I appreciated it—more than I expected. She wasn’t just defending us; she was opening up about her own transformation, how taking control had awakened something in her. The memory of her guiding my hands, riding my face, telling me exactly what she wanted—it all clicked into place. She hadn’t been settling for me. She’d been claiming what she craved. With me.

The question bubbled up before I could stop it: Had she slept with anyone since our fight? Since she thought we’d broken up? Part of me burned to know—jealousy twisting with that dark curiosity I still hadn’t named. But I held back. I wasn’t ready for the answer, not yet. Not when the wound was still so fresh.

Before I could dwell on it, Laura jolted me back to reality with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“So,” she said, her tone soft but laced with playful challenge, “if you’re ready to move deeper into our relationship…” Her lips curved into a teasing smile, slow and deliberate, and her voice dropped lower, intimate. “How about a blowjob?”

The words hung between us, electric. My breath caught. Heat rushed through me—arousal, nerves, a flicker of that old vulnerability—all at once. She watched my reaction, head tilted slightly, waiting. No pressure, no demand. Just an offer, open and unashamed, like she was handing me back a piece of what we’d almost lost.

I blinked, completely thrown off balance. A whirlwind of emotions—confusion, desire, insecurity—flooded through me, threatening to pull me under. My mind was still reeling from everything she had said, from the weight of our conversation, but my body betrayed me almost immediately. The sight of her kneeling between my legs, eyes dark with intent, undid every wall I’d tried to build. I wanted her. God, I wanted her so badly it hurt. But the doubt was louder than ever, whispering that this was pity, that she was compensating for what I lacked.

Before I could answer, a weak, uncertain smile tugged at the corner of my lips. “Okay,” I whispered, voice barely audible, cracking on the single word.

Laura didn’t rush. She never did when she wanted to savor something. Her fingers moved with that same skilled, unhurried ease, unbuttoning my jeans, sliding the zipper down slowly, deliberately. The sound of it felt obscene in the quiet room. She tugged the denim and boxers down together, freeing my cock—already half-hard from the tension, from the nearness of her, from the simple fact that she was here, choosing this.

She looked up at me once, eyes steady, almost gentle, before leaning in. Her breath ghosted over the sensitive skin first—warm, teasing—and then her lips brushed the tip in the lightest kiss. Just a press, soft and reverent, like she was greeting something precious. My cock twitched against her mouth. She smiled faintly, then parted her lips and let her tongue flick out, slow and deliberate, tracing the underside from base to head in one long, languid stroke.

The sensation jolted through me—warm, wet, perfect—and I sucked in a sharp breath. My hands fisted the sheets. But even as pleasure sparked along my nerves, the thoughts came rushing back, uninvited and cruel.

Was this how she’d touched him? Had she knelt for Mark the same way, looking up at him with that same soft hunger? Had she kissed the head of his bigger cock like this—slow, worshipful—because it filled her mouth more, stretched her lips wider, gave her more to taste? Did she prefer it? Did she miss the weight of him on her tongue, the way it must have felt heavier, thicker, more overwhelming?

Laura’s tongue circled the head now, slow lazy swirls that made my hips twitch involuntarily. She took her time, licking every inch, flattening her tongue to drag it along the shaft, then flicking the slit with the tip until pre-cum welled up. She hummed softly—appreciative, almost contented—and the vibration traveled straight to my balls.

Fuck. It felt incredible. My cock hardened fully in her mouth, thickening against her lips, and she moaned around me like she loved the way I responded. But the doubt wouldn’t stop.

Did she ever close her eyes and imagine him instead? When she took me deep, throat relaxing to swallow me down, did she remember how much further she could go with him? Did she ever wish I was longer, girthier, so she could gag on me the way she maybe had on him? The thought burned—jealousy and shame twisting together into something hot and sickening. I hated that I was thinking it. Hated that I couldn’t stop.

She pulled back slightly, lips glistening, and looked up at me again. “You’re so hard for me,” she murmured, voice low and husky. “I love how you feel in my mouth.”

Then she took me again—deeper this time—lips sliding down until her nose brushed my pubic bone. She held there for a second, throat fluttering around me, before pulling back slowly, sucking hard on the upstroke. My head fell back against the headboard with a soft thud. Pleasure crashed over the doubt for a moment, drowning it in heat and wet suction.

But it came back anyway, quieter now, more insidious.

She’s good at this. Too good. Did he teach her? Did she practice on him until she got this perfect? Does she compare the way I taste to him? Does she wish I filled her mouth more, made her jaw ache the way his probably did?

Laura’s hand wrapped around the base, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach, twisting gently on each upstroke while her tongue worked the head relentlessly. She bobbed faster now, cheeks hollowing, the wet sounds obscene and intimate. My hips jerked up involuntarily, chasing the heat, and she hummed again—encouraging, pleased.

I groaned, fingers threading into her hair—not guiding, just holding on. “Laura…”

She pulled off long enough to whisper against the slick skin, “Let go. Just feel me.” Then she dove back in, taking me deep, throat working around me in rhythmic swallows.

The pleasure built fast—too fast. My balls tightened, the coil in my gut drawing tight and merciless. I tried to hold back, tried to make it last, to prove something to myself, to her, to the ghost in my head. But Laura knew exactly how to unravel me. One hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, almost tenderly, while the other stroked faster at the base, her mouth sucking harder, tongue flicking relentlessly against the underside of the head.

I was right there—teetering on the edge, every muscle locked, breath ragged—when the image slammed into me without warning.

Laura on her knees. Not in front of me. In front of him. Her ex. That faceless, bigger man from her past. Her lips stretched wide around a thick, heavy cock—thicker than mine, longer, veins standing out, filling her mouth completely. Her eyes looking up at him the same way they sometimes looked at me—hungry, devoted, satisfied. Her cheeks hollowed as she took him deeper, throat working, a soft hum of pleasure vibrating around him. A muffled moan escaping her as she swallowed him down, greedy, eager, taking every inch she couldn’t with me.

The thought hit like lightning—jealousy, shame, and a dark, searing heat all at once. My hips jerked involuntarily. I tried to shove the image away, but it was too late.

I came with a choked, broken groan, hips bucking hard as I pulsed into her mouth—thick, hot spurts that felt endless, forceful, almost violent. She swallowed greedily, throat working around me, never breaking rhythm, milking every last drop while the fantasy burned behind my eyes: her mouth full of him, her lips glossy with his pre-cum, her tongue swirling the way it was swirling me now.

The orgasm ripped through me harder than it should have—waves crashing, body shaking, vision blurring at the edges. I gripped her hair tighter than I meant to, hips stuttering as the last pulses spilled out. She stayed with me, soft and steady, until I was trembling, oversensitive, completely spent.

When she finally slid up my body, her breasts brushing my chest, her skin warm and flushed against mine, her lips met mine in a deep, sloppy French kiss. I tried to respond—tried to lose myself in her the way I always had—but my mind was still trapped in that vivid, haunting image. Her tongue flicked against mine, pushing deeper, and I tasted the familiar salt of my own cum in her mouth. By now, I had grown used to it—used to the sensation, the taste, the way it no longer made me cringe like it once did. I could even admit it turned me on sometimes, the raw intimacy of it.

But this time, the kiss felt different. Hollow. The aftertaste wasn’t just mine anymore; it was tangled with that forbidden fantasy I couldn’t shake. Laura on her knees for him. Her lips stretched wide around a thick, heavy cock—thicker than mine, longer, filling her mouth completely. Her eyes looking up at him with the same hunger she’d just given me. Did she moan the same way? Did she swallow him down eagerly, throat working, cheeks hollowed, loving the way he stretched her jaw? Did she prefer it—the weight, the girth, the way it made her feel fuller, more overwhelmed?

The thought burned through the pleasure like acid. My hands reached for her breasts almost desperately, needing something solid, something real to anchor me back to her, to us. I squeezed gently, thumbs brushing her nipples, trying to pull myself into the present, to focus on the soft weight of her in my palms, the way her breath hitched against my mouth.

But Laura, ever in control, pulled back with a teasing smile, catching my wrists lightly and pinning them to the bed beside my head. “Oh, no, buddy,” she said, voice playful but firm, eyes sparkling with that quiet authority I both loved and feared. “You go home and think about what I said. If we’re going to move forward, it has to be based on friendship and trust. Not just sex. Not just this.”

Her words hung in the air, clear and deliberate, but I could barely focus on them. My mind was still reeling, still caught in that brutal conflict—pleasure warring with insecurity, desire twisting around shame. She leaned down one last time, kissed me softly on the forehead—gentle, almost maternal—then guided me off the bed with a nudge, watching as I fumbled to dress. My legs felt shaky, unsteady, like the ground had shifted beneath me. I pulled on my jeans, my shirt, every movement mechanical while my head spun.

She stood by the door, arms loosely crossed, watching me with that same calm intensity. No anger. No pity. Just patience, waiting for me to catch up to whatever this was becoming.

As I stepped out of her apartment, the door clicking shut behind me, the cold hallway air hit my face like a slap. My legs carried me down the stairs on autopilot, mind clouded, body still humming from the orgasm but hollowed out underneath. The taste of myself lingered on my tongue, familiar now, almost comforting. But the shadow of him—of that imagined scene—followed me out into the night. Lurking just beneath the surface. Not fading. Growing.

I loved her. I wanted her. But no matter how much pleasure she gave me, no matter how many times she swallowed me down or came on my tongue, that dark question wouldn’t leave: What if she needed more than I could give? What if the only way to truly satisfy her was to let someone else—someone bigger—fill the spaces I couldn’t?

The thought should have repulsed me. It didn’t. It terrified me. And it aroused me in ways I wasn’t ready to name.

I walked back to my dorm in the dark, the city lights blurring, my heart pounding with something that felt dangerously close to surrender.


Chapter 4

After we patched things up, the sex came back fierce and unrelenting—like we were making up for lost time. For about a month, we were on fire almost every night. Drinks with friends turned into stumbling home laughing, clothes half-off before the door even closed. We pushed each other harder, deeper, chasing that raw edge where everything else disappeared. The boundaries blurred more with every encounter—her guiding my head between her thighs until she came shaking, me learning to last longer, her whispering filthy encouragements that made my pulse hammer. It felt good. Better than good. But the quiet doubt never fully left me.

One Friday night we went out with a few of her friends—bar hopping, loud music, too many rounds of shots. Laura was glowing, laughing easily, her hand on my thigh under the table, squeezing every time our eyes met. By the time we got back to her apartment, we were both buzzed and starving for each other. The door barely latched before she was kissing me hard, backing me against the wall, her fingers already working my belt open.

We made it to the bedroom somehow. She pushed me down onto the mattress, straddled my face without preamble, grinding her already-wet pussy against my mouth. “Eat me,” she breathed, voice thick with need. I didn’t hesitate. I gripped her hips, pulled her down harder, tongue plunging into her slick folds, swirling over her clit the way she liked—slow circles, then quick flicks, then sucking gently until her thighs trembled around my ears.

She came fast and hard, the way she always did on my tongue—back arching, a sharp cry tearing from her throat, her fingers tangled in my hair as she rode out the waves. Her wetness coated my chin, my lips, dripping down my neck, and I drank her in, loving the way she shook, the way she flooded my mouth with that musky-sweet taste that had once made me recoil but now only made me harder.

When she finally eased off, chest heaving, she slid down my body, positioned herself over my cock, and sank down slowly. The heat of her enveloped me—tight, slick, perfect. She rode me with that same commanding rhythm, hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles at first, then faster, harder. Her breasts bounced with each downward thrust, nipples hard and flushed. I gripped her ass, thrusting up to meet her, trying to match her pace, trying to hold on.

It felt incredible—deep, intense, the wet slap of our bodies filling the room. But I could tell she wasn’t there yet. She was close—breathing ragged, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with every stroke—but she hadn’t come. Not from this. Not from me inside her alone.

I tried to last. I really did. Focused on the ceiling, counted backward, clenched every muscle. But the sight of her—head thrown back, lips parted, riding me like she owned me—pushed me over. The pressure snapped. I groaned, hips bucking up hard as I came inside her, thick spurts filling her, pulsing deep while she kept moving, milking every last drop.

She slowed but didn’t stop right away, grinding gently through my aftershocks until I was oversensitive and trembling beneath her. Then she lifted off, my softening cock slipping free, a thick trickle of my cum already leaking from her swollen pussy.

She rolled onto her back, legs spreading wide, knees bent and falling open without shame. My cum was already leaking from her—thick, white strands slowly seeping out of her swollen, flushed pussy, mixing with her own wetness and glistening on her inner thighs. The sight hit me like a punch: raw, messy, undeniable proof of what I’d just done inside her.

Before I could even catch my breath, Laura’s eyes locked on mine—dark, still glazed with lust, but now edged with something sharper. Commanding.

“Now go down on me,” she said, voice low and rough, no room for negotiation. “Eat my pussy out. Lick your cum out of me.”

The words landed heavy. My stomach twisted. Reluctance surged up immediately—the old revulsion, the deep-seated disgust I’d carried since I was a teenager. I stared at the creamy mess between her legs, at the way it dripped slowly from her opening, and my throat closed. I hated the taste of cum—always had. My own especially. Warm, salty, thick, coating my tongue like something I shouldn’t swallow. The thought of lapping it up from inside her, mixed with her juices, made my skin crawl even as my spent cock gave a weak, traitorous twitch.

I hesitated, frozen between her thighs, hands hovering uselessly.

Laura noticed. Her expression hardened just a fraction, eyes narrowing. She propped herself up on her elbows, voice dropping to something colder, more brutal.

“What’s the matter?” she said, tone almost mocking. “You just filled me up, but you can’t even finish the job? I still need to come again, and your cock clearly isn’t going to take care of it. So either get your mouth down there and clean me up properly… or admit you’re not man enough to give me what I need.”

The words sliced through me—sharp, deliberate, cutting straight to the insecurity I’d been nursing for weeks. My face burned. My chest tightened. She wasn’t yelling. She wasn’t cruel for cruelty’s sake. But the truth in it stung worse than any insult. She was right. I’d come too soon again. I hadn’t lasted. I hadn’t made her come from fucking alone. And now she was lying there, still aching, still unsatisfied, while I lay there spent and useless.

And the worst part—the part that made my stomach lurch—was knowing she’d never asked this of him.

Mark. Her ex. The one with the big cock. The one who could make her come just from thrusting deep and hard. She’d never demanded he lick his own cum out of her. She’d never had to. He’d satisfied her completely, left her sated without any extra effort. She hadn’t needed his tongue to finish what his dick started.

But with me… she did.

The humiliation burned hot and low in my gut, twisting with something darker—something that made my pulse race and my softening cock stir again despite everything.

I swallowed hard, throat dry. Then I moved.

I slid down between her legs, hands shaking as I pushed her thighs wider. The scent hit me first—musky, salty, unmistakably us. My cum mixed with her arousal, thick and warm, pooling at her entrance. I hesitated one last second, old instincts screaming to pull away, to grab a towel, to erase it.

Then I leaned in.

The first lick was tentative—tongue flat against her folds, tasting the blend of us. Salty, bitter, thick. My own release coated my tongue, slick and heavy, sliding down my throat as I swallowed reflexively. Revulsion flared bright and instant—I hated it, hated the texture, the warmth, the way it clung. My stomach churned. But I didn’t stop.

I licked deeper, tracing her slit from bottom to top, gathering every drop I could reach. Laura moaned low, hips lifting to meet my mouth. “Yes… just like that,” she breathed. “Clean me up. Taste what you left inside me.”

The command made me groan against her—half shame, half twisted arousal. I plunged my tongue inside, scooping out more of my cum, swallowing it down with her wetness. The flavor overwhelmed me—mine sharp and salty, hers sweet and musky underneath. I sucked gently on her clit, then dove back in, lapping at the leaking entrance, feeling her walls flutter around my tongue as fresh arousal leaked out.

She gripped my hair, guiding me harder against her. “Fuck… eat it all out of me,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Make me come again.”

I worked faster, tongue relentless, nose pressed to her clit. The taste didn’t get easier—I still hated it, still felt that instinctive recoil every time another thick glob slid onto my tongue—but the humiliation fueled something else. Something raw and desperate. I was doing this because she demanded it. Because I couldn’t satisfy her any other way. Because he never had to.

Her moans sharpened, thighs trembling around my head. When she came—hard, sudden, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness—I drank it all, swallowing everything, lost in the mess, the shame, the surrender.

She finally relaxed, thighs loosening, tugging me up. I crawled over her, face slick and swollen, lips tingling. She kissed me deep, tasting us both on my tongue, moaning softly into my mouth like she loved the filth of it.

“That’s my good boy,” she whispered against my lips, voice soft and sated.

For a few minutes, we both lay there in silence, catching our breath. The room smelled of sex—sweat, her arousal, my cum—and the sheets were tangled around us like evidence of what we’d just done. My face was still slick, chin and cheeks coated in the mess I’d licked from her pussy, the taste of us lingering thick on my tongue. I stared at the ceiling, heart slowing but mind racing, trying to make sense of the line I’d just crossed.

Then Laura moved. Slowly, deliberately, she rolled over and straddled my hips, her thighs bracketing mine, her weight settling on me in a way that felt both intimate and possessive. She leaned down, hair falling forward to curtain us, and brushed her lips against mine—soft at first, teasing. Her tongue flicked out, tracing the seam of my mouth, then pushing inside, tasting the remnants of my cum still clinging to my lips and the inside of my cheeks.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes dark and gleaming with mischief. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe across my lower lip, collecting the sticky residue, savoring it like it was something sweet. Then she did it again—higher this time—lapping at the cum smeared across my chin, my jaw, even the corner of my mouth. Every pass of her tongue sent a shiver through me, part arousal, part lingering shame.

“Did you swallow your cum?” she asked, voice low and playful, but with an edge that made my pulse jump.

I hesitated. I had tasted it—plenty of it—thick and salty, coating my tongue as I lapped it from her folds. But swallowing… I wasn’t sure. Some had gone down reflexively when I’d sucked it out of her, but the rest was still there, clinging, marking me. I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing came out at first.

Laura bit my lower lip gently—just enough to sting, just enough to send a fresh jolt straight to my spent cock. “Did you swallow it or not?” she asked again, tone more insistent now, demanding an answer.

“Some,” I admitted, voice barely a whisper, cheeks burning. “Not all.”

Her smile was slow, predatory, spreading across her face like she’d just won something. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise landing soft but heavy, sinking into me. Then she kissed me again—deeper this time, more possessive. Her tongue slid into my mouth, chasing every last trace, tasting herself on me, tasting me on me. She moaned softly into the kiss, like the flavor of our combined mess was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced.

I kissed her back, hands sliding up her back, gripping her shoulders like I needed something solid to hold onto. My heart was still pounding, chest tight with the aftershocks of what I’d just done—licking my own cum from her pussy, swallowing it down while she came on my face. I’d hated the taste. Hated the texture. Hated knowing she’d never asked him to do this. But I’d done it anyway. For her. Because she demanded it. Because part of me—the part I was still afraid to look at directly—wanted to.

When she finally pulled back, she stayed hovering over me, forehead resting against mine, breath mingling. Her eyes searched my face, seeing everything I couldn’t hide: the conflict, the shame, the undeniable arousal still simmering beneath it.

“You crossed a line tonight,” she whispered, thumb brushing my swollen lower lip. “And you didn’t run. You stayed. You gave me what I needed.”

I swallowed, throat dry. “I hated the taste,” I admitted quietly. “I hated it… but I did it anyway.”

Her smile softened, but the heat in her eyes didn’t fade. “I know,” she said. “And that’s why it meant something. You didn’t do it because it was easy. You did it because I asked. Because you wanted to please me. Even when it hurt.”

She kissed me once more—slow, tender this time—then eased off me, rolling to lie beside me. One leg draped over mine, her hand resting on my chest, feeling the rapid thud of my heart.

I stared at the ceiling again, body spent but mind wide awake. I’d crossed a threshold tonight. One I hadn’t even known was there until she pushed me over it. I was no longer just her lover. I was hers—completely, in ways that scared me as much as they thrilled me.

And as I lay there beneath her touch, catching my breath, one question looped quietly in the back of my mind:

How far would I let her take me?

How much further would I go… just to be enough for her?

Creampie eating became normal for us, almost like a ritual we both fell into without thinking. It wasn’t long before I realized it was Laura’s favorite way of getting off. After I’d shoot my load inside her—deep, hot pulses that left me trembling—she’d immediately roll onto her back, spread her legs wide, knees bent and falling open without a trace of shame. Her pussy would already be glistening with the mix of us, my cum slowly leaking out in thick, white strands, pooling at her entrance, dripping down toward her ass. She’d look at me with that dark, expectant gleam and say, simply, “Clean me up.”

What had once filled me with hesitation—revulsion, even—now felt inevitable. A natural progression of our sex. I’d slide down between her thighs, hands on her hips, and bury my face in her. The first taste always hit the same way: salty, bitter, thick with my own release, layered over her musky sweetness. I still hated the flavor—still felt that instinctive flinch every time another glob slid onto my tongue—but I never stopped. I licked deeper, tongue plunging inside to scoop out what I’d left, swallowing it down with her fresh wetness as she moaned and rolled her hips against my mouth.

The act never lost its intensity. If anything, Laura seemed to revel in it more with each passing week. She’d grip my hair, guide me harder against her clit, thighs clamping around my head as she chased her second (or third) orgasm of the night. “That’s it,” she’d gasp, voice raw. “Eat every drop you put in me. Make me come again.” And she would—harder than from my cock alone, body arching off the bed, flooding my mouth with fresh arousal while I swallowed everything she gave me.

The teasing started not long after. She’d wait until I was still catching my breath, cock softening against my thigh, body slick with sweat, then laugh softly—playful, but with that edge of dominance that always made my pulse jump.

“Hurry up and cum in me next time so you can eat it out faster,” she’d say, poking my side or running a finger along my jaw where her wetness still clung. “I know how much you love it. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Her voice was always laced with that teasing authority, like she knew she had me wrapped around her finger—and she did. She’d watch me while I licked her clean, eyes half-lidded and satisfied, murmuring things like, “Look at you, so eager to taste yourself out of my pussy. Such a good boy.” The words burned—humiliating and arousing in equal measure. I’d groan against her folds, face buried deeper, tongue working faster, hating how much it turned me on.

Sometimes she’d push it further. “You know he never had to do this,” she’d whisper while I sucked her clit, voice low and deliberate. “Mark just fucked me until I came. But you… you have to finish the job with your mouth. Doesn’t that make you feel small?” She’d laugh softly when I shuddered, hips jerking against the mattress. “But you love feeling small for me, don’t you?”

I never answered. I didn’t need to. My cock—still spent but twitching back to life—gave her the truth every time. The ritual had become more than routine. It was the centerpiece of our sex now: me filling her, her demanding I clean it up, me obeying while she came harder than ever. And every time I swallowed my own cum from her pussy, that dark thrill grew stronger—the knowledge that this was something she’d never asked of him. Something only I did for her.

Something only I was willing to do.

And the more she teased, the more she pushed, the more I craved it. Not despite the humiliation. Because of it.

Sometimes, in the middle of sex, she’d start goading me even more. Right as I was buried inside her, thrusting deep, chasing that edge, she’d lean in close—lips brushing my ear, breath hot against my skin—and whisper things that hit like a spark to dry tinder.

“Stick that little dick in me and make a big mess,” she’d murmur, nails digging into my back just hard enough to sting. “Fill me up so you can clean it up with your mouth later. I know how much you love tasting yourself out of my pussy.”

The first time she said it—clear, deliberate, no hesitation—I froze for a split second. My hips stuttered mid-thrust. The humiliation crashed over me hard and fast, a wave of heat flooding my face, my chest, my groin. Little dick. The words echoed the doubt I’d carried for months, the comparison to her ex that still haunted quiet moments. But instead of pulling back, instead of stopping, I leaned into it. Something twisted and dark inside me responded—shame fueling arousal, the sting making me thrust harder, deeper, like I needed to prove something even as her words stripped me bare.

She felt it. Of course she did. Her laugh was low, breathy, triumphant against my neck. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Fuck me like you mean it. Give me something to eat out of you.”

The mix of shame and pleasure only made the moment more intense. I came harder than usual—hips slamming forward, groaning into her shoulder as I emptied inside her, pulse after thick pulse. She clenched around me, milking every drop, whispering filth the whole time: “Good boy… fill me up… now you get to taste it all.”

When I finally pulled out, spent and shaking, she didn’t give me a second to recover. She rolled onto her back, legs spreading wide, knees falling open. My cum was already leaking—slow, white rivulets seeping from her swollen lips, dripping down toward her ass. She looked up at me with that dark, expectant gaze.

“Clean me,” she said simply. “Lick it all out. Every drop you put in me.”

I hesitated for half a heartbeat—the old revulsion flickering, the taste I still hated even after all these times—but her eyes held mine, steady and commanding. I slid down between her thighs, hands on her hips, and buried my face in her.

The first lick was always the hardest: tongue flat against her folds, tasting the thick, salty warmth of my own release mixed with her slickness. It coated my tongue heavy and bitter, sliding down my throat as I swallowed reflexively. I still hated it—still felt that instinctive cringe every time another glob hit my taste buds—but I didn’t stop. I never stopped. I plunged deeper, tongue scooping inside her, lapping up everything I’d left behind while she moaned and rolled her hips against my mouth.

Laura reveled in it more with each passing week. The louder she moaned, the harder she ground against my face, the more she tangled her fingers in my hair and pulled me closer. “Yes… eat your mess out of me,” she’d gasp. “Taste how full you made me. Such a good little clean-up boy.”

The words burned—humiliating, degrading, perfect. My cock—still sensitive, still spent—would twitch against the sheets every time she called me that. She knew exactly what it did to me. She’d laugh softly, breathy and triumphant, while I worked my tongue faster, sucking her clit, swallowing every sticky drop until she came again—harder than from my cock alone, body arching, thighs clamping around my head, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness that washed away some of the bitterness.

Afterward, she’d pull me up, kiss me deep, tasting us both on my tongue, moaning like the filth of it was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced.

As we neared graduation, our sexual dynamic became something we both embraced fully. We were completely comfortable with the teasing, the dirty talk, the power play. Laura never hesitated to push the boundaries, and I found myself welcoming it—craving it, even. The creampie cleanup ritual had settled into place like second nature, but the real shift started outside the bedroom, in casual moments that slowly turned the knife of my old insecurity into something sharper, hotter, more addictive.

It began innocently enough—on nights out with friends. We’d be at a bar, half-drunk, laughing over drinks, when Laura’s eyes would flick toward some guy across the room: tall, broad-shouldered, confident in that effortless way. She’d lean into my ear, voice low and teasing, breath warm against my skin.

“God, look at him,” she’d murmur, lips brushing my earlobe. “I bet he’s got a big cock. Thick. The kind that stretches you out.”

The first time she said it, my stomach dropped. Jealousy flared hot and immediate, mixed with that familiar ache of not measuring up. But underneath it—quiet at first—was a pulse of arousal. My cock twitched in my jeans despite the sting. I laughed it off, played along, but later that night when we got home, the words replayed in my head while I was inside her. I came faster than usual, picturing her spread for that stranger, taking something bigger, something that could make her come without any help.

She noticed. Of course she did. The next time we were out, she did it again—pointing out a guy at the bar, smirking as she whispered, “Imagine him fucking me. Deep. Hard. Making me come just from his cock. No fingers, no tongue… just filling me up until I scream.”

My face burned. My heart hammered. But my cock got instantly hard—painfully so—straining against my zipper while she sipped her drink like she hadn’t just lit a match under me. She saw it. Her hand slid under the table, palming me through my jeans, squeezing just enough to make me bite back a groan.

“You’re so hard right now,” she whispered, eyes gleaming. “Thinking about another man fucking your girlfriend? About him giving me what you can’t?”

I couldn’t deny it. The humiliation was excruciating—and intoxicating. I nodded once, barely, and she rewarded me with a slow stroke before pulling her hand away, leaving me aching and desperate.

From there, it snowballed. The teasing became a game we both played. She’d drop casual comments on nights out—“That guy over there looks like he’d split me open”—and watch my reaction, smiling when my breathing changed, when I shifted in my seat to hide the obvious bulge. But the real turning point was when I started playing along.

One night, after too many drinks, we were back in her apartment. I had her bent over the couch, fucking her from behind, when the words slipped out of me before I could stop them.

“Wouldn’t you rather have a bigger cock pumping you right now?” I rasped, voice rough, hips slamming forward. “Someone who could actually make you come from this?”

She froze for half a second—then moaned louder, pushing back against me. “Yes,” she gasped. “Fuck yes. A long, thick one… deep enough to hit my cervix. Stretching me wide. Making me come so hard I’d soak the sheets.”

The image flooded my mind: her legs wrapped around some faceless guy with a massive cock, her eyes rolling back, body shaking from penetration alone. I came almost instantly—hard, sudden, groaning as I filled her, hips jerking uncontrollably. She laughed breathlessly, low and wicked, clenching around me to milk every drop.

When I pulled out, she rolled onto her back, legs spread, cum already leaking from her. “Now clean me up,” she ordered, voice thick with satisfaction. “Taste what a real cock would leave behind… even if yours is all I’ve got tonight.”

I dropped to my knees without hesitation. The humiliation burned hotter than ever—but so did the arousal. I licked her clean, swallowing my own load mixed with her wetness, while she ran her fingers through my hair and whispered more filth.

“Imagine him doing this to me,” she murmured as I sucked her clit. “Fucking me until I scream, then making you lick it all out of me. Would you do it? Would you clean up after a bigger man fucked your girlfriend?”

I groaned against her pussy, tongue plunging deeper, cock already hardening again despite having just come. The answer was yes. And she knew it.

The teasing evolved from there. She’d drop casual comments on nights out—“I bet that guy’s packing”—and I’d play along, voice low: “You’d take him so deep, wouldn’t you? Come all over his big cock while I watched.” Each time I said it, my erection was instant, throbbing, impossible to hide. Laura would notice, press her thigh against mine under the table, whisper, “You’re so hard thinking about it. You love the idea of me getting fucked properly, don’t you?”

I did. The shame was excruciating—and the hottest thing I’d ever felt.

By the end of that month, the game had become part of us. She’d tease me about other men’s cocks in public, I’d fire back with my own dirty admissions, and every time—every single time—my cock would get rock-hard the moment she said anything about it. The humiliation didn’t fade; it intensified. But so did the desire. The thought of her with someone bigger, someone who could give her what I couldn’t, had stopped being pure pain. It had become fuel.

And Laura knew exactly how to stoke it.

After Laura finished law school and I wrapped up my post-grad studies, we both landed solid jobs—demanding ones that left us exhausted most nights. But we made it work. The kink stayed alive, fierce and deliberate, carved out in stolen moments between long hours. We never let the routine of adult life dull the edge; if anything, the scarcity made it sharper. We still fucked hard when we could, and the teasing—the dirty, boundary-pushing kind—became as much a part of us as breathing.

Blowjobs had become rare by then. Not because she didn’t enjoy giving them, but because our ritual had shifted: I’d fuck her, come inside her, then go down to clean her up while she came again on my tongue. It was our thing now—intense, humiliating, addictive. But every once in a while, on a night when we both needed something slower, more deliberate, she’d drop to her knees.

One of those nights, we were in her apartment after a long week. She’d had a couple glasses of wine, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with that quiet mischief I knew so well. She pushed me back onto the couch, tugged my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, and took me into her mouth without preamble.

The warmth, the wet slide of her tongue circling the head—it hit me hard. Blowjobs had always been rare lately, and that made every one feel like an event. She worked me slowly at first, savoring, lips sealed tight, tongue swirling in lazy, teasing patterns. My hands found her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she took me deeper, throat relaxing to swallow more of me. I groaned low, hips twitching, already close because it had been too long since she’d done this.

She pulled back just enough to speak, lips brushing the slick head, voice husky and low.

“You know,” she murmured, stroking me slowly with one hand, “Mark’s cock was so much bigger than this.”

The words landed like a spark on gasoline. My breath caught. My cock throbbed hard in her grip.

“How… how much bigger?” I managed, voice rough, barely above a whisper. I hadn’t asked in months—not directly—but the question had been simmering, waiting.

Laura didn’t answer with words at first. She kept her mouth on me, sucking slow and deep, letting the wet heat build until I was throbbing against her tongue. Then she pulled off with a soft, deliberate pop, lips shiny, eyes flicking up to meet mine with that knowing, wicked glint.

She wrapped one hand around the base of my cock—firm, possessive—holding me upright so the full length was exposed. Then she slid her other hand up my cock, but didn’t stop at the head. She kept going, past the end, straight up in the air above my shaft, like she was holding an invisible cock right there, extending out past the end of mine.

“Right about… here,” she said quietly, stopping her hand at a spot clearly higher than my head—maybe two, two-and-a-half inches longer. “Mark’s cock was about that big, that’s why I could feel him pushing into the back of my throat when I used to give him head. Or stretching everything out down there, filling me so completely. Fuck I used to love every second of it.”

She kept her hand there—fingers straight, unwavering—letting the empty space above my cock speak for itself. The visual was merciless: my length ending well short of where his would have, the gap between the points a stark, silent measurement of how much more he’d given her. How much deeper she’d taken him. How much fuller she’d felt.

The sight—the empty air she was pointing to, the place where his cock would have towered over mine—snapped something inside me. Jealousy, shame, raw arousal all collided at once. My balls tightened hard. My hips jerked up involuntarily.

I came without warning—violent, uncontrollable. Thick ropes shot from me, splattering across her waiting hand, her wrist, the front of her shirt. Some hit her chin, her lips; one strand landed on her cheek. I groaned low and broken, body shuddering as pulse after pulse emptied out of me, more than usual, messy and desperate.

Laura didn’t flinch. She kept her hand steady, the imaginary line still marked above my spurting cock, milking me gently with her other fingers while the rest dripped down her skin. When the last twitch faded, she looked down at the cum streaking her hand, then up at me—eyes dark, satisfied, triumphant.

“See?” she whispered, voice husky. “You came the second I showed you how much bigger he was. How much further he went. You love knowing I took more than this…” She gave my softening cock a light, teasing squeeze. “…and still came back for you.”

I collapsed back against the couch, chest heaving, trembling. Cum cooled on my skin where it had overshot; my mind spun with the image she’d just burned into me—her mouth stretched wider, deeper, for him, reaching that impossible extra length I could never match.

Shame flooded in hot and immediate, but so did the afterglow, heavy and undeniable.

She crawled up, straddling my lap again, smearing my own mess between us as she kissed me—deep, claiming, tasting faintly of me on her tongue.

“That’s my boy,” she murmured against my lips. “Coming so hard just thinking about how much more I can handle.”

I held her tight, still shaking, already half-hard again despite myself. The comparison didn’t hurt the way it used to. It burned—but the burn felt good now. Addictive.

And she knew it. She always knew.


Chapter 5

It wasn’t long after that I decided to push things further. I bought a large, soft, realistic dildo—one that nearly matched the size of her ex’s cock. It wasn’t quite eight inches, but it was close: thick, veined, heavy in my hand when I held it, the kind of toy that made my stomach twist with equal parts nerves and dark excitement. I wrapped it carefully, hid it in the nightstand, and waited for the right moment.

One evening, after work, we met for dinner at our favorite quiet Italian place. From the moment we sat down, the teasing began. I kept leaning in, voice low, telling her how horny I’d been all day thinking about her—how I wanted to satisfy her in a special way tonight. Laura caught on quickly; her eyes lit up with that familiar spark of anticipation. We spent the entire dinner trading playful comments across the table—whispers about what I’d do to her later, hints about how I’d make her come harder than usual. The tension built with every sip of wine, every brush of her foot against my leg under the table. By dessert, we could hardly sit still.

When we finally made it back to her apartment, the door barely closed before she was kissing me—hard, hungry, hands already tugging at my shirt. But she pulled back just long enough to murmur, “Shower first. Wait for me on the bed.”

I stripped while she disappeared into the bathroom. The sound of water running gave me time to breathe, to steady my racing pulse. I lay naked on the bed, cock already half-hard from the anticipation, the dildo hidden under the pillow within easy reach.

When Laura emerged, her skin still glistening with droplets of water, she looked like sin wrapped in silk. The thin red teddy clung to her curves—wet patches darkening the fabric where it touched her breasts, nipples hard and visible through the sheer material. She’d long since gotten rid of the landing strip; now she kept herself completely smooth, bare and inviting, just the way I loved. The sight of her pussy—pink, swollen from the hot water, already glistening—made my mouth water.

She smiled wickedly when she saw me, eyes flicking down to my hardening cock. Without a word, she climbed onto the bed, straddling my chest first, then sliding up until her knees framed my head. I hung my head over the edge of the mattress, the perfect angle for her to ride my face.

She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until her wet pussy pressed down onto my mouth. The taste of her flooded me instantly—clean from the shower, warm and musky, arousal already coating my tongue. I groaned against her, hands gripping her thighs as I licked and sucked, tongue moving eagerly in and out of her folds, circling her clit with slow, firm strokes.

Laura moaned softly, hips swaying above me, grinding down just enough to smother me in her heat. Her wetness dripped onto my lips, my chin, sliding down my neck as she rocked faster. “That’s it,” she breathed, voice low and needy. “Eat me like you mean it. Get me ready.”

I devoured her—tongue plunging deep, lips sucking her clit, nose pressed against her smooth mound so I could breathe her in. She rode my face harder, thighs trembling, moans growing sharper. When she came, it was sudden and fierce—hips bucking, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as fresh wetness flooded my mouth. I drank her down, tongue working through every pulse until she shuddered and eased off, chest heaving.

She looked down at me, eyes dark with lust, lips parted. “You’re so good at that,” she whispered, sliding down my body until her pussy hovered just above my cock. “But tonight… I want more.”

She reached under the pillow without me saying a word—knew exactly where I’d hidden it. When she pulled out the dildo, her breath caught. She held it up, stroking the thick shaft slowly, eyes flicking between it and me.

“Fuck,” she murmured, voice thick. “This is almost as big as him.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. My cock throbbed painfully beneath her.

Laura leaned down, kissed me deep—tasting herself on my tongue—then sat back up, still holding the toy. “Watch me,” she said softly. “Watch how much I can take.”

She positioned the dildo at her entrance, rubbing the thick head along her slick folds. Then, slowly, she sank down onto it—inch by inch—moaning low as it stretched her. Her eyes fluttered shut, head tipping back, lips parting in a silent gasp when she bottomed out, hips flush against the base.

“God… so full,” she breathed. “Feel how deep it goes?”

She started to ride it—slow at first, then faster—hips rolling, breasts bouncing under the teddy, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. I watched, mesmerized, hand instinctively wrapping around my own cock, stroking myself in time with her movements.

Laura’s eyes opened, locking on mine. “This is what I need sometimes,” she said, voice rough. “Something bigger. Something that fills me completely. Something that makes me come just from being fucked.”

The words hit like a spark. I stroked faster, pre-cum slicking my hand.

As she neared orgasm, her thighs clamped tighter around my head, hips grinding down in frantic circles. Her moans sharpened into desperate gasps, body trembling on the edge—then she suddenly sat up, breaking the contact, eyes blazing with raw desire.

“Fuck me with your little cock first,” she ordered, voice commanding, thick with need. “Quick. Fill me up.”

I complied immediately, pulling back from between her legs and positioning myself over her. My cock was aching, rock-hard from the taste of her and the humiliation still burning in my veins. I thrust into her in one smooth motion—hot, slick, welcoming. But the difference was stark, undeniable. After the thick stretch of the dildo, her pussy felt looser around me, less resistant, almost indifferent. I could feel it in the way her walls barely gripped me, the way her body didn’t tense or flutter the same way it had moments ago.

I fucked her anyway—hard, fast, desperate to prove something, anything. My hips snapped forward, chasing release, but the pleasure was edged with that familiar sting: she wasn’t tightening around me like she did for the toy. She wasn’t moaning the same way. She was waiting.

It didn’t take long. A few more thrusts and the pressure snapped. I groaned low, burying myself deep as I came—spurting thick ropes inside her, pulsing hard while she lay there, breathing steady, watching me with that dark, patient gaze.

Barely giving me time to catch my breath, she pushed at my chest. “Out,” she said firmly. “Now fuck me hard with your big thick cock.”

She reached for the dildo still slick from her earlier ride, handing it to me like it was nothing. I took it—hand shaking slightly—and positioned the fat head at her entrance. My cum was already leaking out around it, white and creamy, running down her ass as I pushed the thick shaft back inside her.

Laura’s reaction was immediate. Her back arched off the bed, a long, throaty moan tearing from her throat as the toy stretched her wide again. “Oh god, yes,” she cried, legs spreading wider. “Stick that big cock in my just-fucked pussy!”

Her words drove me wild. I thrust harder, faster, plunging the dildo deep—watching my own cum get pushed out around the thick base with every stroke, dripping down onto the sheets in messy strands. The sight was obscene: her smooth, swollen lips stretched tight around something much bigger than me, coated in the evidence of my earlier release.

Laura’s moans turned into raw, broken cries. Her fingers clutched the sheets, knuckles white. “Deeper—fuck me deeper with it!” she gasped. “Make me feel how much fuller he would be!”

I obeyed—angling the toy to hit that spot inside her, pounding it in and out with steady, forceful strokes. Her body shook, hips lifting off the bed to meet each thrust. The first orgasm hit her like a wave—back bowing, a sharp scream ripping from her throat as her pussy clenched hard around the dildo, fresh wetness flooding out around it.

She didn’t stop. She came again almost immediately—harder this time—thighs trembling, toes curling, body jerking violently beneath me. “Yes—fuck—again!” she cried, fingers flying to her clit, rubbing furiously while I kept fucking her with the toy.

One orgasm rolled into the next—three, four, five in quick succession. Each one hit her harder than the last: screams turning hoarse, body convulsing, pussy spasming so tightly around the dildo that it pushed more of my cum out in thick globs. Her face was flushed, eyes glassy, mouth open in a constant stream of filthy pleas: “Bigger—harder—fill me like he would—make me come on that huge cock!”

Finally, after the fifth shattering climax, she collapsed back onto the bed, completely spent. Chest heaving, skin slick with sweat, legs limp and trembling. The dildo slipped from her pussy with a wet sound, coated in our combined mess—my cum, her release, everything smeared across its length.

For a moment, I just stared at her, watching the way her chest rose and fell as she tried to catch her breath. Her skin was flushed, slick with sweat, the red teddy twisted and damp where it clung to her breasts. The dildo lay beside her on the bed—still glistening, still obscenely thick—evidence of everything I’d just watched her take.

Without saying a word, I slid down between her legs. She shifted, sitting up slightly, then swung one thigh over me and straddled my face again. Her cum-drenched pussy hovered just inches above my mouth—swollen, flushed, my load slowly leaking out in thick, creamy strands that dripped onto my lips.

With a soft, satisfied moan, she lowered herself onto me.

I opened my mouth immediately. The first taste hit hard: warm, salty, thick—my own cum mixed with her fresh arousal, sliding down my tongue as I licked upward. I sucked gently at her folds, drawing more out, swallowing reflexively. The flavor was overwhelming—bitter and musky, the texture heavy and slick—but I didn’t hesitate. I plunged deeper, tongue scooping inside her, lapping up every drop I’d left behind while she rocked slowly above me, grinding her clit against my nose.

Laura moaned softly, hands bracing on the headboard, hips rolling in lazy circles. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Suck your mess out of me. Taste how full you made me… even if it wasn’t enough to finish me.”

The words stung, but they also sent a fresh jolt straight to my cock—still spent, still sensitive, but already stirring again. I moved lower, tongue tracing down to her asshole, licking the tight ring where some of the cum had trickled. She gasped, hips jerking forward, offering everything to my mouth without shame. I rimmed her slowly, tongue circling, pressing just inside while my nose stayed buried against her clit. She trembled above me, breath hitching, riding my face until another small aftershock rippled through her.

When it was over, she slumped forward, breathing heavily, body still quivering from the intensity of her orgasms. After a few moments, she lifted herself off me and looked down, eyes sparkling with curiosity and something darker—satisfaction, maybe even pride.

“So,” she said with a sly grin, tracing a finger along my cum-slick chin, “what possessed you to buy that big dildo?”

I hesitated for a moment, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, tasting us both still lingering. Then I shrugged, trying to play it off even though my heart was pounding. “I guess… I wanted to see if you could cum on a bigger cock than mine. Really cum. The way you did with him.”

Laura’s smirk widened, slow and wicked. She leaned down, kissing me deeply—tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting everything I’d just eaten from her. When she pulled back, her lips brushed mine as she whispered, “Well, now that you know… what’s your next move? We don’t want your little cock getting insecure again, do we?”

I blinked, surprised by the playful jab, but before I could respond, she kissed me again—deeper this time, more possessive. I could taste everything on her lips: her, me, the faint trace of the dildo’s silicone, the raw mess of what we’d just done. The intensity of the moment hung between us, thick and electric.

When she finally broke the kiss, I smiled—half-joking, half-serious. “Maybe I’ll get a cock transplant.”

Laura laughed, the sound light and teasing, but her eyes stayed dark, hungry. “Good luck with that,” she whispered, pulling me closer. “But honestly? I like you exactly how you are. Small enough to make me feel powerful… big enough in every other way that counts.”

We kissed again—slow, lingering—and this time there was nothing left to say. She curled against me, head on my chest, one leg draped over mine. Her body was warm, soft, still trembling faintly from the aftershocks. I held her tight, breathing in the scent of her hair, her skin, the sex that still clung to both of us.

Before long, exhaustion pulled us under. We fell asleep tangled together, completely sated.

But even as my eyes closed, one quiet thought lingered in the back of my mind:

The dildo was still on the bed. Thick. Waiting.


Chapter 6

The next week, I couldn’t shake the thoughts swirling in my head. I kept replaying the last few nights over and over—the way Laura’s body arched when I pushed the big dildo deep inside her, the raw, shuddering orgasms that ripped through her, louder and more violent than anything I’d ever pulled from her with my own cock. She came so hard on it, sometimes multiple times in quick succession, thighs trembling, fingers clawing the sheets, cries echoing off the walls. Each time, I’d watch her lose herself completely, and the question gnawed deeper: If she could come like that on a larger toy, if she loved having her creampie eaten so much, would she enjoy the real thing? Would she like to be fucked by an actual man—with a bigger cock than mine—and then have me kneel between her legs afterward, licking another man’s cum out of her while she came again on my tongue?

The idea began to fester. It wasn’t just curiosity anymore; it was obsession. Late at night, when she was asleep beside me, I’d pull out my phone and search online—stories about creampie cleanup, about husbands watching their wives with other lovers, about men who got off on being “less than” in the bedroom. I was stunned by how many there were. Forums, blogs, anonymous confessions—men describing the exact mix of humiliation and arousal I felt every time I swallowed my own load from her pussy. I wasn’t alone. And knowing that only made the fantasy take root deeper.

Over the next few weeks, we kept using the big dildo after I came inside her. The pattern was the same: I’d fuck her until I couldn’t hold back, fill her with my cum, then pull out and watch it slowly leak from her swollen lips. She’d spread her legs immediately, eyes locked on mine, and say, “Clean me.” I’d go down on her, licking up every thick, salty drop, sucking her clit until she came again—harder than from penetration alone. She loved when I grazed her clit with my teeth, flicking it fast with the tip of my tongue until her hips bucked and she flooded my mouth. Between gasps, she’d tease me: “Even though your cock’s a five, your mouth is a ten.” I’d always laugh and tell her the same—that her entire body was a perfect ten.

But despite the playful banter, the question lingered. The fantasy kept growing, darker and more insistent, until I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

One night, after we’d finished another round with the dildo—she’d ridden it to three shattering orgasms while I stroked myself watching—she lay beside me, skin still flushed, breathing slowing. I stared at the ceiling, heart pounding so loud I was sure she could hear it. Finally, I turned to her, voice hesitant, barely above a whisper.

“Laura,” I started, throat dry, “would you ever want to try a real cock? One… bigger than mine?”

Her reaction was immediate. She propped herself up on one elbow, eyes widening, brow furrowing in confusion and something sharper—caution, maybe even concern. “Why are you asking me this?” she said, voice steady but careful, like she was stepping onto thin ice.

I took a deep breath, forcing the words out. “You enjoy the big dildo so much,” I said, voice faltering slightly. “You come so hard on it—harder than you ever do with me inside you. I just… I don’t want you to ever regret not experiencing it for real. Being filled up by a really big cock. The way you do with the toy… but warmer, alive, attached to someone who can actually feel you coming around him.”

Laura stared at me for a long moment, eyes searching mine as if trying to read every hidden layer of what I was saying. The silence stretched, thick and heavy. Then, without a word, she rolled away and reached for the nightstand drawer. She pulled out the dildo—still slightly slick from earlier—and held it up between us, the thick shaft catching the low lamplight.

“Why don’t you wet the end for me?” she said, voice light but tinged with something deeper—curiosity, maybe even a challenge. She offered it to me, tip pointed toward my mouth.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I stared at the toy—the realistic veins, the flared head, the sheer girth—and felt the familiar twist of humiliation and arousal coil tight in my gut. This was it. The line I’d drawn in my head was about to be crossed again.

I did as she asked, leaning forward to lick the tip of the dildo. The silicone was still warm from her body, slick with her arousal and the faint trace of my earlier cum. I swirled my tongue around the head, coating it generously with saliva, tasting her on it—musky, sweet, familiar. Laura watched me the whole time, eyes dark and intent, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips.

When it was wet enough, she took it back, climbed onto the bed, and positioned herself on her back, legs spread wide. She locked eyes with me as she guided the thick head to her entrance, rubbing it slowly along her slick folds before pushing it inside.

The first inch disappeared with a soft, wet sound. She moaned low, head tipping back, as she worked it deeper—slow at first, letting her body adjust to the stretch. Then faster. Her hips lifted to meet each thrust, the toy plunging in and out, glistening with her wetness. Her moans grew louder, breathier, turning into sharp cries as the thick shaft filled her completely.

She came hard the first time—back arching off the bed, thighs trembling, a long shuddering gasp escaping her as her pussy clenched visibly around the base. But she didn’t stop. She kept fucking herself with it, faster now, chasing the next wave. Orgasm after orgasm rolled through her—one building right on the heels of the last—her body jerking, hips bucking, cries turning hoarse. She must have come four or five times, each one more intense than the last, until her legs were shaking uncontrollably and she finally collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, the dildo still buried deep inside her.

She looked at me then, eyes heavy with lust, lips parted. “Come here,” she whispered, voice wrecked but commanding. “Jack off on my breasts.”

I hesitated—just for a heartbeat—the intensity of watching her come undone on something bigger than me still buzzing in my veins. But the command pulled me forward. I knelt over her, hand wrapping around my aching cock, stroking fast while she watched. The sight of her—flushed, spent, legs still spread, the thick toy stretching her open—pushed me over almost immediately. I came hard, thick ropes shooting across her chest, splattering over the red teddy, dripping down the curves of her breasts.

Without missing a beat, Laura smiled—slow, wicked—and said, “Now suck it off.”

The order sent a jolt straight through me. This was new. We’d never done this before—me licking my own cum from her body like this. My heart hammered. Shame and arousal twisted together, hot and tight. I leaned down, mouth hovering over her breasts, and licked the first warm streak from her skin. Salty, thick, still fresh. I moved to the next one, tongue dragging slowly, tasting myself on her, while she watched with that satisfied smirk.

When I’d cleaned every drop, she pulled me into a deep kiss—tongue sliding into my mouth, sharing the taste. “You taste good with cum on your breath,” she whispered against my lips, voice soft but laced with possession.

The words hung between us, heavy and intimate. I pulled back, breathless, mind reeling. This new kink had appeared almost unexpectedly—surfacing the moment I’d asked about being with someone else. She hadn’t answered directly. She hadn’t acknowledged the deeper question. But the way she’d fucked herself with the dildo, the way she’d made me lick my own cum from her breasts—it felt like an answer. Like she was showing me something without saying it outright.

For the rest of the week, the thought stayed with me, simmering just beneath the surface. We didn’t talk about it, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that things were shifting—slowly, quietly—toward something new.

A week later, during a slow, lazy round of foreplay—her straddling my lap, grinding against me while I sucked her nipples—I finally brought it up again. My heart was racing, voice barely steady.

“Laura… do you ever think about it? Getting fucked by a larger cock? For real?”

She stopped moving, looked down at me, expression softening. She sighed, not annoyed, just thoughtful. “I don’t want to jeopardize our relationship by going outside us for sex,” she said calmly, eyes meeting mine. “That’s not what I want. Not right now. Not ever, if it risks losing this.”

I nodded, swallowing the disappointment that rose sharp in my throat. “I get it,” I said quietly. “It’s just… I’ve been thinking about how much you enjoy the dildo. How hard you cum on it. And it’s got me wondering… maybe you’d enjoy cumming vaginally, instead of just from you clit. With someone who could actually give you that.”

She smiled—small, gentle—and rested her hand on my chest. “There’s definitely a difference,” she admitted. “The fullness, the depth—it’s intense. But both feel amazing. Trust me. What we have… it’s more than enough. You make me cum harder than anyone ever has, in ways that matter. The toy is fun. It’s a tool. But you’re the one I want inside me. Always.”

Her words reassured me, eased the knot in my chest just enough to breathe. But the fantasy didn’t vanish. It lingered—teasing, tempting, simmering just beneath the surface.

For now, we stayed in that comfortable space between desire and restraint, pushing boundaries but not crossing them.

At least… not yet.

Later that summer, Laura and I took a vacation to Playa del Carmen, staying at an adults-only resort right on the beach. It was the kind of place where the air felt electric, the energy more relaxed, and the distractions fewer—no children running around, no chaos, just adults looking for a good time. The bikinis were skimpier, the bodies harder, and the vibe effortlessly seductive.

Laura looked incredible, as always, her light complexion perfectly contrasted by the deep blue water and bright sun. She had picked up a few bikinis before the trip—tiny, revealing things that drew attention wherever we went. String ties, high-cut bottoms, tops that barely contained her full breasts. I loved it. Loved watching heads turn when she walked by the pool or along the sand. Loved the way she owned it—confident, unapologetic, occasionally glancing back at me with a small, knowing smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

One day, we signed up for a half-day charter fishing trip. Our companions were two guys, Rich and Ben. They were friendly, respectful, but I could tell they were interested in Laura. It wasn’t surprising—her presence had a way of turning heads—but they kept things amiable, focused on fishing and making conversation. We caught a few mahi-mahi, some tuna, and had a great time out on the water. Laura laughed easily at their jokes, leaned over the rail in her bikini to watch the lines, and every time she bent forward, the curve of her ass and the way her breasts strained against the fabric made it hard for anyone—me included—not to notice.

As we wrapped up, Rich asked if we played golf. I admitted I had picked it up after college, but Laura had been too busy with her legal career to join me. They invited me to play a round with them the next day, suggesting that Laura could ride along in the cart. Laura laughed it off, saying she had no interest in golf. “I’d rather sleep in and relax by the pool,” she said with a playful smile. “You go enjoy your guy time, I’ll be just fine.”

I made sure she was okay with me going, and when she insisted—kissing me softly on the cheek and whispering, “Have fun, baby. I’ll be waiting for you when you get back”—I accepted their offer. They were staying across town at a villa with their wives, and the next morning I met them at the El Camaleón Golf Course. We played a good round—nothing too serious—and had a few beers along the way. They were slightly better than I was, but it was all in good fun. By the time we wrapped up, I was feeling relaxed and content, the salt air and easy conversation having washed away some of the constant undercurrent of tension that had followed me since our earlier talks.

When I got back to our room, Laura wasn’t there. I figured she was at the pool, so I dropped my golf bag, changed into swim trunks, and headed down. Sure enough, there she was—stretched out on a lounger under a wide umbrella, book in hand, her pale skin shielded from the sun. She’d thrown on one of my oversized T-shirts over her bikini, the hem riding up just enough to show the curve of her hip and the thin string ties of her bottoms. Even covered up, she looked effortlessly sexy, completely at ease.

I sat on the edge of her lounger, admiring her for a second before she glanced up. “How was your day?” I asked.

“Good,” she said, closing the book with a small smile. “How was the golf?”

We talked easily—about the course, the beers with Rich and Ben, the fish we’d caught the day before. The conversation was light, comfortable, the kind of normal that felt grounding after everything we’d been pushing lately. But as we gathered her things to head back, she paused, nodding casually across the pool deck.

“See that guy over there?” she asked.

I followed her gaze. A tall, muscular man lounged by the water’s edge—six-two at least, broad shoulders, deep tan that highlighted every defined line of his chest and arms. He wore a tight spandex bikini brief that left little to the imagination: the bulge in front was unmistakable, thick and heavy even at rest. He looked like he belonged on a fitness magazine cover, or maybe in one of those resort fantasies people whisper about.

“He was chatting me up quite a bit when I got in the pool to cool off,” Laura said, her tone casual but laced with that familiar teasing edge. “Even came over to my lounger while I was reading.”

I raised an eyebrow, trying to keep my voice even. “Oh? And?”

Laura playfully smacked my arm. “Don’t get any ideas. He was nice enough, just making conversation.”

I couldn’t help but glance back at him. He was talking to someone now, laughing easily, but his body language screamed confidence—relaxed posture, easy smile, the kind of guy who knew exactly how he looked in that suit. His torso was lighter where his shirt usually covered it, suggesting he spent a lot of time outdoors shirtless, probably shirtless on this trip too.

“Did anything else happen?” I asked, half-joking, half-curious, feeling that familiar flicker stir low in my gut.

Laura rolled her eyes but smiled wider. “No, nothing else happened,” she said. “He’s a businessman from Brazil, here for a mix of holiday and work. He noticed my wedding ring, asked about you, and I told him you were playing golf. He seemed genuinely surprised that you’d choose golf over spending time with me.” She laughed at that, light and carefree. “But I told him we’re on vacation, and it’s fine for us to have some time apart. It’s not like we spend every second together.”

Her explanation was casual, breezy, but it didn’t stop the image from taking root. This tall, built Brazilian guy—tan, muscular, wearing next to nothing—chatting her up while she lounged in her tiny bikini. Him noticing her ring, asking about me, probably picturing her naked anyway. The bulge in his suit flashed in my mind again—thick, prominent, impossible to ignore. Bigger than mine. No question.

I felt the heat rise in my face, a mix of jealousy and something hotter, darker. My cock twitched in my trunks despite the public setting.

“So, he was hitting on you all day, huh?” I said, trying to sound light, but my voice came out rougher than intended.

Laura shrugged, slinging her bag over her shoulder. “Maybe a little. But you know how it is—guys chat up women at the pool all the time. I wasn’t interested, and I made it clear. It was harmless.”

She started walking toward the path back to our room, hips swaying under the T-shirt. I followed, eyes flicking between her and the guy still lounging by the water. He caught my glance for a second—gave a small nod, friendly, no challenge—then turned back to his conversation.

Harmless, she’d said.

But as we walked, her hand brushing mine, I couldn’t shake the image: Laura in that tiny bikini, laughing at his accent, letting her eyes drift down once or twice, noticing exactly what I had. Wondering, maybe, what it would feel like.

The thought shouldn’t have turned me on. It did.

When we got back to the room, the tension between us was electric. Without a word, we stepped into the shower together, warm water cascading over our bodies as we lathered each other up. My cock was already hard as a brick, pressing insistently against her thigh. Laura noticed immediately, her soapy hand sliding down to wrap around me with a teasing squeeze.

“What’s got you so turned on?” she asked, voice low and playful under the spray, fingers stroking slowly.

I grinned, half-joking, half-serious, water dripping from my hair into my eyes. “That’s my man defense,” I said, nodding toward the invisible pool deck outside. “Defending you from your suitor by the pool.”

She laughed—light, carefree, the sound echoing off the tiles—and pressed closer, breasts slick against my chest. “Poor guy didn’t stand a chance,” she murmured, nipping at my jaw. “But I like knowing you’re jealous. It’s hot.”

We continued soaping each other up, hands roaming, the playful mood carrying us through the steam. Her skin felt impossibly soft under my palms, nipples hardening as I circled them with my thumbs. By the time we dried off and stumbled toward the bed, I was aching for her.

We made love slowly at first. Laura straddled me, guiding my cock inside her with one smooth motion, sinking down until her hips met mine. She leaned forward, breasts brushing my chest, rocking in a steady rhythm that had us both breathing harder. Every few strokes she’d lower herself just enough for me to take one of her hard, pink nipples into my mouth—sucking gently, then harder, tongue flicking over the peak while she moaned softly above me. Her skin tasted clean from the shower, faintly salty, warm and alive.

She rode me faster, hips circling, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with every downward stroke. I gripped her ass, thrusting up to meet her, losing myself in the tight, wet heat of her. The pace quickened, our bodies moving in perfect sync, her moans growing sharper.

I groaned as the edge approached, fingers digging into her hips. “Laura—I’m close—”

She didn’t slow. “Come inside me,” she whispered, voice rough. “Fill me up.”

One final thrust and I broke—hips bucking hard as I came, shooting deep inside her in thick, pulsing spurts. My entire body trembled with the release, vision blurring for a second as wave after wave emptied into her. She kept moving slowly through it, milking every last drop, until I was spent and shaking beneath her.

Laura didn’t miss a beat. After a few more languid rolls of her hips, she lifted off me—my softening cock slipping free with a wet sound—and immediately straddled my face. Her pussy hovered just above my mouth, swollen and dripping, my cum already leaking out in slow, creamy trails.

“Clean me,” she ordered softly, lowering herself until her folds pressed against my lips.

I opened my mouth, tongue meeting the first warm drop. The taste hit me—salty, thick, unmistakably mine, blended with her slick sweetness. I licked upward, gathering it all, swallowing as more leaked onto my tongue. She moaned low, hips rocking gently, guiding me deeper. I sucked her clit, flicked it with quick strokes, plunged my tongue inside to scoop out what remained. She rode my face with the same intensity she’d ridden my cock—hips grinding, thighs trembling, moans turning sharper.

When she came again—hard, sudden, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness—I drank it down, tongue working through every pulse until she shuddered and eased off, collapsing beside me, breathing ragged.

We lay there for a long minute, catching our breath, bodies still humming. Then, almost absently, I murmured, “I think I shot a bigger load than usual today.” Laura smiled lazily, her head resting on my chest. “That’s probably because of the adrenaline rush,” she teased, her voice soft but playful. “From that guy trying to invade your pussy.”

I chuckled at her choice of words, but the humor didn’t quite reach my eyes. The image of him—tall, tanned, that thick bulge straining his spandex suit—kept flashing in my mind. I couldn’t resist pushing the conversation further, keeping my tone light even as my pulse kicked up.

“Were you interested in him?” I asked.

She hesitated for a moment—just long enough for my stomach to tighten—then shrugged, eyes sparkling with mischief. “He certainly had enough equipment to satisfy a cock-hungry wife,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “I noticed his bulge growing while we were talking. He was definitely enjoying the conversation.”

Her admission sent a strange thrill through me—sharp, hot, twisting low in my gut. My cock, still half-hard from earlier, gave a fresh twitch against her thigh. I kept my voice steady, though my throat felt dry. “So… could this be the big real cock to take the place of the dildo?”

Laura flushed slightly at the question, the teasing confidence slipping just a little. Her cheeks pinked, and for a second she looked almost shy—something rare for her. Then she laughed, dismissing it with a wave of her hand, tone returning to its playful edge.

“Nice try,” she said, poking my chest. “But I think I’m fine with what we’ve got.”

She rolled off me and stood, stretching like a cat—back arching, breasts lifting under the thin sheet that had tangled around her waist. “Come on. Dinner reservations in an hour. Shower with me?”

I nodded, following her into the bathroom. The conversation ended there, but the thought didn’t. It lingered, quiet but insistent, as we dressed for dinner.

We went out for a nice meal at one of the resort’s oceanfront restaurants—fresh seafood, cold wine, the sound of waves crashing just beyond the open terrace. Laura looked stunning in a simple black dress that hugged her curves, the neckline low enough to draw eyes from nearby tables. She laughed easily, touched my arm, leaned in to whisper something filthy in my ear when no one was looking. The tension from the pool still simmered beneath the surface—every time our eyes met, I saw the same spark in hers that I felt in my chest.

After dinner, we hit one of the open-air clubs on the property. Music pulsed, bodies moved under colored lights, the crowd a mix of tourists and locals all loose and happy from vacation. Laura danced with me—close, hips grinding against mine, her hands in my hair, lips brushing my neck. But every so often her gaze would drift across the dance floor, lingering on a tall guy here, a broad-shouldered one there. She never pointed anyone out again, never commented, but I noticed. And I felt it— that dark, addictive pull tightening in my gut.

Later that night, as we got ready for bed, Laura emerged from the bathroom looking like a vision. She wore a sheer white negligee with a bustier top that framed her breasts perfectly. The thin material left nothing to the imagination, her pink areolas and hard nipples visible beneath the fabric. She paired it with a flimsy g-string bottom that barely covered her, the thin straps emphasizing every curve of her body.

My breath caught in my throat as she walked over, the sensuality of the moment thick in the air. We kissed—slowly, deeply, tongues sliding together in that familiar, hungry way that always made everything else fade. Then we lay down together on the bed, bodies pressed close, the weight of the day still hanging over us like a charged storm cloud.

There was a brief moment of awkward silence, both of us breathing each other in, hearts pounding in sync. Finally, Laura broke it.

“Were you serious about me fucking the big Brazilian man?” she asked, her voice quiet but direct, eyes searching mine in the dim light.

I hesitated, mind racing. I had brought it up—half-joking, half-testing—but now that the question was out in the open, raw and real, I wasn’t sure how to respond. Still, I knew I couldn’t backpedal now. Not after everything we’d built, everything we’d already crossed.

“We’ve dealt with my insecurities back in college,” I said, voice steady even though my pulse hammered. “And I can’t lie—I’m intrigued by the thought of you orgasming on a real cock. A bigger one. The way you do on the dildo… but warmer, alive, attached to someone who can feel you coming around him.”

Laura’s expression softened, but I could see the hesitation in her eyes, the flicker of caution. “We might be playing with fire here,” she murmured, her fingers tracing slow circles on my chest. “You know we worked through your small penis complex back then. I don’t want to reopen old wounds.”

I nodded, memories flooding back—her patience, her unwavering support, the way she’d never once made me feel less than a man no matter how many times I’d doubted myself. Gratitude swelled in my chest, sharp and overwhelming. She had stood by me through everything. Now, for the first time, I felt like I could offer something in return. Something selfless. Something she might actually need.

“You’ve always been there for me,” I said softly. “And I want to give you something back. Maybe this is how. If it excites you… I want you to explore it. Maybe… just test the waters.”

Her eyes widened slightly, surprise mixing with curiosity and a slow-building excitement. “You really mean that?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“I do,” I said. “If this excites you… I want you to have it. I want to see you come the way you deserve to come.”

We lay there quietly for a moment, both processing the weight of what we were discussing. Then, with that in mind, Laura pulled off her panties and straddled me, her warmth pressing down against my already hard cock. She sank onto me slowly, taking me in inch by inch, her breath hitching as she bottomed out.

We started to plan it out, whispering between slow, deep thrusts. “You should go down to the pool around mid-day,” I suggested, hands resting on her hips as she rocked gently. “Wear something new… something that’ll catch his eye.”

She smirked, movements never faltering. “A new bikini to bait the trap?”

“Exactly,” I said, voice low. “If he shows up, be a little more accommodating. Flirt with him. Let him know you’re interested.”

“And you?” she asked, breath hitching as she moved faster, grinding her clit against me. “Where will you be?”

“I’ll be up in the room,” I replied. “Hiding in the closet, behind our clothes and suitcases. You’ll tell him I’m out playing golf, that I won’t be back until after three. It’ll give you plenty of time if… well, if something happens.”

Laura’s pace quickened, breathing heavier as she rode me. The excitement between us was palpable, the tension building with every word. “And if nothing happens?” she asked, voice breathy.

“Then no harm done,” I whispered. “You come back to the room alone, and we move on.”

She nodded, eyes glazed over with lust. “What am I allowed to do?”

I hesitated for a moment, the reality sinking in, but the thrill was too much to resist. “As long as you feel safe… you can go all the way.”

That seemed to be the tipping point. The more we talked, the more excited we both became. I could feel myself on the edge, and before I could hold back, I shot my load deep inside her—thick, hot spurts filling her as my hips bucked up instinctively.

Laura, sensing my release, grinned wickedly and slid off me. Without a word, she straddled my face, her dripping pussy pressed against my lips.

“As you know,” she purred, hips grinding against me, “if things go well tomorrow, you might be eating my golden Adonis’ cum out of my pussy.”

The words sent a jolt through me—humiliation, arousal, surrender all at once. I eagerly sucked her clit between my lips, licking her swollen folds as she rode my face. Laura moaned loudly, hands gripping the headboard as she came—hard, sudden, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness. She came again, juices spilling over my tongue, and I swallowed every drop, lost in the moment, the taste, the fantasy we’d just spoken into existence.

When it was over, she collapsed beside me, both of us breathless from the intensity. Tomorrow loomed in the back of my mind—the possibilities endless—but for now, we were both sated, content in the anticipation of what might come.

And the dark thrill of it all settled deep in my chest, warm and undeniable.

We were really doing this.


Chapter 7

The next morning, Laura left for the resort shops alone. I paced the room, anxious and excited about the plan we’d set in motion—heart hammering, palms damp, mind racing through every possible scenario. When she returned an hour later, she carried a small shopping bag, her expression playful and secretive. She locked the door behind her, turned to me with a slow smile, and pulled out the bikini.

My jaw dropped. There was almost no material—so sheer and tiny that it might as well have been invisible in the right light. The top consisted of two small triangles connected by thin strings, barely enough to cover her nipples. The bottoms were a thong—high-cut sides, a narrow strip of fabric in front that would disappear between her lips if she got wet, and a single string in back. The color was a deep, shimmering emerald green that would glow against her pale skin.

“Wow,” I breathed, my eyes wide, cock already stirring in my shorts. “If that can’t catch a big cock, nothing can.”

Laura grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction. “That’s the idea,” she said, holding it up against her body in the mirror. “Let’s see if our Brazilian friend can resist.”

Around noon, she kissed me goodbye—slow, deep, her tongue teasing mine one last time. She wore the racy bikini under a light cover-up, paired with a big sun hat, oversized sunglasses, and a sheen of sunscreen that made her skin glisten like she’d been oiled. My heart pounded as she left, the excitement and nervousness swirling together into something almost painful. As soon as the door clicked shut, I moved to the balcony, peeking through the railings to watch her make her way to the pool.

From my vantage point—high enough to see without being obvious—I watched her set up her lounger and umbrella in the same spot as yesterday. She ordered a stiff drink from a passing waiter, then opened her cover-up slightly—just enough to let the emerald green peek out—and lay back to read, legs crossed, one foot dangling lazily. For about fifteen minutes, everything seemed calm, normal. Sunbathers, a few couples, the low hum of conversation and music from the bar.

But then she got up, slipped off her sandals, and walked to the pool’s edge.

That’s when things changed.

As soon as she stepped into the water, the pool seemed to come alive. One by one, men around the deck began to notice her—this stunning beauty in a nearly see-through bikini, pale skin glowing in the sun, curves on full display as the water made the fabric cling and turn translucent. A quick dip, a few graceful strokes across the pool, and all eyes were on her. She emerged from the other side, water streaming down her body, the emerald material plastered to her skin—nipples hard and visible through the thin top, the thong bottom disappearing between her ass cheeks, the front panel molded to her smooth mound.

I’d already spotted her Adonis before she dipped into the water. Tall, muscular, deep tan, same tight spandex suit from yesterday—bulge even more pronounced now, thick outline clear as he lounged on a chair nearby. It wasn’t long before he made his move. He stood, stretched casually, then walked over to where she’d returned to her lounger. He said something; she laughed, tilting her head back, sunglasses pushed up into her hair. He sat on the edge of the lounger next to hers, leaning in close, conversation flowing easily.

From my perch on the balcony, I watched their conversation unfold like a slow-motion scene I couldn’t look away from. There was flirting—candid, obvious flirting—from both of them. He leaned in closer than necessary, laughing at something she said, his hand gesturing animatedly, fingers brushing her arm once, twice. She tilted her head back when she laughed, exposing the line of her throat, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, letting him see her eyes. He ordered another drink for himself and a refill for her without asking; she accepted with a small, knowing smile.

I could see her loosening up, body language shifting as they drank and chatted. Her posture relaxed, shoulders dropping, legs uncrossing then recrossing toward him. Slowly, the tone changed. His movements grew bolder—intentions clear in the way he shifted his chair closer, the way his gaze dropped openly to her chest, then lower, lingering on the sheer emerald fabric clinging to her wet skin. He wasn’t wasting time.

Laura played the game perfectly. She looked at her watch occasionally—subtle, deliberate—prolonging the moment just enough to keep him on edge, hungry. Finally, he sat down beside her on the edge of her lounger, his hand casually resting on her thigh. I saw his fingers move—slow, testing—inch by inch up her leg, closer to the barely-there material of her bikini bottom. It was subtle at first, a light stroke along her inner thigh, but then I saw her shift slightly, parting her legs just a fraction—enough to give him better access, enough to invite without saying a word.

She was good at this. Too good. Prolonging the seduction, letting him think he was in control when, in reality, it was the other way around.

His hand roamed higher, brushing the outline of her pussy through the thin, wet fabric. I watched her breath hitch—subtle, but unmistakable—her chest rising faster. And then, finally, he leaned in and kissed her.

From my vantage point, it looked almost innocent at first—soft, exploratory. But I knew better. Laura played coy, pretending to hesitate for a heartbeat, lips parting just enough to let him in. Then she gave in—her hand sliding to the back of his neck, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss. Tongues met; I could tell from the angle of their heads, the way her jaw worked. When they broke apart, her lips were swollen, glistening.

She touched his arm lightly, then subtly nodded toward our balcony. That was it—the sign. She’d shared our room number with him.

Laura stood up suddenly, gathering her things with casual ease—cover-up slipping back over her shoulders, sunglasses sliding down, hat in hand—but careful to look back at him once as she left the pool area. A small, inviting smile. An unspoken promise.

He remained where he was, lounging for about five more minutes—making a show of checking his watch, finishing his drink, stretching like he had all the time in the world—before grabbing his towel and heading out. Toward our building.

My heart raced so hard I thought it might crack my ribs. I ducked back into the room, rushing to my hiding spot in the closet. I’d prepared it earlier—blankets folded into a comfortable nest behind our hanging clothes and suitcases, a small gap in the slatted door for viewing, phone on silent, water bottle within reach. I slipped inside, pulled the door almost closed, and settled in.

Every nerve in my body was on edge, anticipation almost unbearable. My cock was already straining against my shorts, pre-cum dampening the fabric. The room smelled faintly of her lotion and our earlier sex. The air conditioner hummed softly. The balcony doors were still open, letting in the distant sound of waves and pool chatter.

I waited.

Minutes stretched. My pulse thundered in my ears.

Then—the door handle turned.

I heard the door open and Laura moving around, putting her things away—her sandals clacking softly on the tile, the rustle of her cover-up hitting the chair, the faint jingle of her sunglasses landing on the dresser. My heart pounded in my ears so loud I worried they’d hear it through the closet door. I strained to listen, every sound amplified in the dark, confined space. She sat on the bed, mattress springs creaking lightly, and for a moment there was quiet—just her breathing, steady but quickening.

Five minutes later, a knock at the door—firm, confident.

Laura rose. I heard her bare feet pad across the floor, then the soft click of the lock. The door opened.

“Ricardo,” she said, voice calm but playful, warm with invitation. “Come in.”

He stepped inside. I couldn’t see him yet, but I heard the door close, the lock turn again. His voice was low, accented, smooth with a trace of nerves under the confidence.

“I was worried your husband might come back early from golf,” he said.

Laura laughed softly—light, teasing, the same laugh she used when she knew she had someone exactly where she wanted them. “By the time he finishes his round, has a few beers with his buddies, and drives back, we’ll have a couple of hours at the very least.”

There was a pause. I imagined her standing there in the emerald bikini—still damp from the pool, fabric clinging transparently to her nipples, the thong bottom barely covering anything, strings tied high on her hips. I pictured Ricardo taking it in: her pale skin flushed from the sun, breasts rising with each breath, the smooth curve of her mound visible through the sheer front panel.

“You’re sure?” he asked, voice dropping lower.

Then they came into view through the tiny hole I’d drilled in the closet door—small enough to stay hidden, large enough for me to see the entire bed and most of the room.

Everything went quieter for a moment, save for the faint shuffle of movement and the soft click of the lock. Ricardo approached Laura first. I watched him step close—tall, broad, muscles flexing under his deep tan as he wrapped his arms around her waist from behind. She leaned back into him immediately, head tilting to the side so he could kiss her neck. His hands slid up her ribs, cupping her breasts through the sheer emerald bikini top, thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened visibly against the fabric.

Laura let out a soft moan—deliberate, loud enough for me to hear—and pressed her ass back against his crotch. I could see the thick outline of his cock straining against his spandex suit, already half-hard, pressing into the cleft of her ass. She reached back with one hand, palming him through the material, stroking slowly as he groaned low against her skin.

His fingers found the ties of her bikini top. One pull, and the triangles fell away. Her breasts spilled free—full, pale, nipples dark pink and stiff from the air conditioning and his touch. He squeezed them, rolling the peaks between his fingers, tugging gently until she arched into his hands with another moan.

I shifted slightly in the closet, my own cock throbbing painfully against my shorts. The sight of her—exposed, responding to him—was brutal and intoxicating. My breath came shallow, ragged.

Ricardo’s hands trailed lower, thumbs hooking into the strings of her bikini bottom. He tugged once, and the thong slipped down her thighs, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, completely naked now—smooth pussy glistening, already swollen from the pool and the anticipation. She turned in his arms, kissed him deeply—tongues visible, messy, hungry—then sank slowly to her knees.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his suit and pulled it down. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, easily seven inches even semi-hard, curving slightly upward, the head flushed dark. Laura’s eyes widened, lips parting in genuine awe.

“Oh my god,” she murmured, breathless, voice carrying clearly to my hiding spot. “I can’t even wrap my fingers around it.”

She wrapped her hands around him, fingers barely meeting around the thick shaft, her voice filled with awe as she tried to fit the plum-sized head into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide—wider than I’d ever seen—just to take in the tip. It was a stark contrast to how easily she deep-throated me. Ricardo’s cock was too thick, too long. She could only manage about four inches before she gagged, throat convulsing, saliva and pre-cum spilling down his length in messy strings as she pulled back, gasping, eyes watering but dark with hunger.

Ricardo growled low, hand gentle but firm in her hair, guiding her back down. “That’s it, beautiful… take what you can.” She tried again—deeper this time—cheeks hollowing, throat working visibly around him. Wet, choking sounds filled the room, each gag sending a fresh ripple of excitement through me. My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts, pre-cum soaking through. I stroked myself slowly, quietly, matching the rhythm of her mouth on him, but I held back, forcing myself to stay on the edge without tipping over.

After a few minutes, she couldn’t take more. She pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening head. Ricardo lifted her effortlessly, laying her back on the bed. He knelt between her thighs, spreading her wide with strong hands. Laura’s pussy was already swollen, glistening, lips parted and flushed from the pool and the anticipation.

He lowered his head, tongue flat against her folds in one long, slow lick. Laura’s back arched off the mattress, a loud, throaty moan escaping her. “Eat my hot pussy, stud,” she gasped, hands fisting the sheets. “Suck my pussy into your sweet lips. Fuck me with your tongue, lover boy.”

Her words—filthy, deliberate—were louder than necessary. She knew I was listening. She wanted me to hear every syllable.

Ricardo didn’t hold back. He devoured her—tongue plunging deep, lips sealing around her clit, sucking hard while his fingers spread her wider. Laura’s hips bucked, thighs trembling around his head. “Oh yes—god, yes—eat me up, suck me off,” she cried, voice breaking as pleasure built fast. “Right there—fuck, your tongue’s so good—”

She came hard on his mouth—body jerking, a sharp scream tearing from her throat, fresh wetness flooding his lips. He didn’t stop—kept licking through it, drawing out every tremor until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

But even in the heat of her orgasm, I knew she wasn’t trying to cum from his mouth. This was foreplay. Build-up. She wanted more. Needed more.

Her voice, breathless and commanding, told him exactly what she craved next.

“Fuck my hot married pussy…”

She paused, gasping, the tension in the room thick enough to choke on.

“…while my husband’s out playing golf.”

Ricardo didn’t need to be told twice. The bed creaked again as he climbed over her, their bodies slick with sweat and anticipation. Through the tiny hole, I could see everything—the way he positioned himself between her spread thighs, the thick head of his cock brushing her swollen entrance, the way Laura’s fingers wrapped around his shaft to guide him.

“Yes, Ricardo,” she whispered, breath catching as she lined him up. “Fuck me…”

He pushed forward slowly at first, letting her feel the stretch. Laura’s eyes fluttered shut, mouth falling open in a sharp, needy gasp as the plum-sized head breached her. “Fuck—yes—so thick—” Her voice cracked, hips tilting up instinctively to take more.

Ricardo sank in deeper—half his length disappearing inside her in one smooth motion. She squealed with delight, nails raking down his back. “God, yes… fuck my married pussy…”

He grunted, hips rolling forward again, feeding her another inch, then another, until he was buried to the hilt—his heavy balls pressed tight against her ass. Laura’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his lower back, pulling him even deeper.

“Stretch me out…” she gasped, voice wavering as he started to move—slow, deep strokes at first, letting her adjust to the fullness. “Knock the bottom out… fill me up… oh god, yes…”

Her words were wild, untamed, spilling out between moans as he picked up speed. The bedframe banged rhythmically against the wall—hard, relentless—each thrust forcing a fresh cry from her throat. She was loud—deliberately loud—making sure every filthy syllable carried to my hiding spot.

“Harder—fuck me harder—give me that big cock—”

Ricardo obliged, hips snapping forward with more force, pounding into her with deep, punishing strokes. Laura’s body rocked beneath him, breasts bouncing, nipples hard and flushed. Her hands clutched his shoulders, then his ass, urging him deeper, faster.

Watching her respond to him—the way her pussy gripped him visibly, the way her back arched higher than it ever had with me, the way her cries turned raw and animalistic—hit me harder than anything so far. This was it: the exact thing I’d never been able to give her. Vaginal orgasm from penetration alone. No fingers on her clit, no tongue, no toy. Just a bigger cock, filling her completely, hitting places inside her I could never reach.

Jealousy seared through me—sharp, nauseating—but it was laced with a dark, pulsing arousal that made my cock throb painfully against my shorts. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. I needed to see it. Needed to witness her face when she came the way she’d always wanted, the way I’d never managed. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted in constant moans, cheeks flushed deeper than I’d ever seen. She looked… euphoric. Lost in it. Owned by it.

She came suddenly—back bowing off the bed, a sharp scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clenched visibly around him. “Oh fuck—yes—I’m cumming—” Her thighs quaked, hips bucking up to meet him, fresh wetness coating his shaft. But he didn’t slow. He kept fucking her through it—drawing out the orgasm, pushing her straight into the next one.

“Again—make me cum again—” she begged, voice hoarse. “Fuck me like my husband never could—”

Another orgasm hit—harder, louder—her body convulsing, hips jerking wildly, pussy spasming so tightly around his thick length that more of her wetness leaked out with every thrust. She came a third time almost immediately, then a fourth—each one more intense, her screams turning into broken sobs of pleasure. “Yes—yes—fill me—cum in me—give me your load—”

Ricardo’s rhythm faltered—hips slamming deep one final time as he groaned low and rough. His cock pulsed visibly inside her, thick spurts flooding her depths. Laura’s eyes rolled back, a long, shuddering moan escaping as she felt him empty into her—warm, heavy pulses that overflowed almost immediately, thick white cum leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her ass onto the sheets.

He held there for a long moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every twitch. When he finally pulled out—slow, deliberate—cum poured from her stretched, gaping pussy in thick rivulets, coating her thighs, pooling beneath her.

The cool down lasted about ten minutes. Their breaths were heavy, bodies spent, skin slick and flushed. Laura lay on her back, legs still parted, Ricardo’s thick cum slowly leaking from her swollen pussy in lazy white trails that pooled on the sheets beneath her. I watched from the closet, heart still hammering, cock aching but untouched, every nerve raw from the intensity of what I’d just witnessed. She’d come from his cock alone—multiple times, harder than she ever had with me. The sight had left me trembling, a mix of jealousy so sharp it hurt and arousal so deep it made my head spin.

Then, without warning, Ricardo shifted. His hand drifted lazily to her breast, cupping the full curve, thumb brushing over her nipple. Laura sighed softly, arching into his touch like it was the most natural thing in the world. He pinched lightly, rolled the peak between his fingers, and her breath hitched again. Within seconds, his cock—still half-soft against his thigh—began to thicken. I stared, stunned, as it swelled visibly, veins standing out once more, head darkening as blood rushed back in. Ten minutes. Not even fully recovered from filling her, and he was already hardening again.

I’d never done that. Never gotten hard again so soon after coming. My refractory period was always longer—sometimes twenty minutes, sometimes more—leaving me soft and spent while Laura lay there, still wanting. But Ricardo… he was ready again before she’d even caught her breath. Another thing I couldn’t match. Another reminder that I was smaller, slower, less.

Laura noticed too. Her eyes flicked down to his cock, widening slightly with a slow, appreciative smile. “Already?” she murmured, voice husky, teasing. She reached down, fingers wrapping around him, stroking lazily as he grew fully hard in her hand—nine inches again, thick and heavy, ready for more.

Ricardo grunted, low and satisfied, rolling her nipple harder. “Can’t help it,” he said, accent thick. “You feel too good.”

Laura laughed softly—breathless, aroused—and pushed him onto his back. She straddled him without hesitation, guiding his renewed erection to her entrance. My cum was still leaking from her, coating the head as she sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch. She moaned long and low as he filled her again, stretching her freshly-fucked pussy even wider.

“Fuck… yes… so deep again,” she gasped, hips rolling once he bottomed out. “God, you get hard so fast… I love it.”

She rode him hard—wild, unrestrained—hips slamming down, breasts bouncing with each thrust. The bed bucked beneath them, headboard slamming repeatedly against the wall in a steady, brutal rhythm. Their slick, sweaty bodies slapped together, the wet sounds of her pussy taking him echoing in the room. There was so much lubrication—my cum, her arousal, his pre-cum—that she glided up and down his length effortlessly, occasionally slipping just enough to make her gasp and readjust.

Ricardo’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her faster. “Ride that big cock,” he growled. “Take it all, beautiful.”

Laura’s moans turned into cries—sharp, desperate. “Yes—fuck—stretch me—fill me again—” She ground her clit against his pubic bone with every downward stroke, chasing another peak. Her body trembled, thighs shaking as she came hard—back arching, a scream tearing from her throat, pussy clenching visibly around his thick shaft.

She didn’t stop. She kept riding through it—drawing out the orgasm, pushing herself into another one almost immediately. “Again—make me cum again—” she begged, voice hoarse. “Fuck me like my husband never could—”

Ricardo thrust up to meet her, hips snapping, pounding into her with deep, punishing strokes. Laura came a third time—body convulsing, hips jerking wildly, wetness coating his shaft and dripping down his balls. She screamed his name, nails raking his chest, lost in it completely.

I watched every second—frozen, aching, cock throbbing painfully but never quite tipping over. The denial hurt, but it also kept me sharp, every detail searing into me: the way she shook harder for him, the way her pussy gripped him visibly, the way she came from penetration alone, over and over, the way she never had with me.

When Ricardo finally groaned and emptied inside her again—hips slamming deep, thick spurts flooding her depths—Laura’s eyes rolled back, a long, shuddering moan escaping as she felt him fill her completely. Cum overflowed immediately, leaking out around his shaft in thick white rivulets, dripping down her ass onto the sheets.

He held there for a long moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every pulse. When he finally pulled out—slow, deliberate—cum poured from her stretched, gaping pussy in heavy streams, coating her thighs, pooling beneath her.

Ricardo stayed buried inside her for a long moment after his final thrust, hips pressed flush, letting her feel the last slow pulses of his release. Laura’s legs were still locked around his waist, ankles crossed at his lower back, holding him deep as she trembled through the aftershocks. Her chest heaved, skin flushed and glistening, a long, satisfied sigh escaping her parted lips.

Then, slowly, he pulled out.

The wet sound was obscene—his thick shaft sliding free inch by inch, leaving her pussy gaping, red, and overflowing. Thick white cum immediately poured from her stretched entrance, running in heavy rivulets down her ass, pooling on the sheets beneath her. Laura moaned softly at the loss, hips twitching as more of his load leaked out.

Ricardo sat back on his heels, breathing hard, cock softening but still hanging heavy between his thighs. Even flaccid, it was impressive—thick, veined, the head still flushed dark, glistening with their combined juices. It swung slightly as he moved, easily six inches soft, maybe more, resting against his thigh like it carried its own weight.

I stared through the tiny hole, frozen.

My own cock—hard, aching, straining against my shorts—was nowhere near that size even at full erection. His soft length dwarfed my hardest state. The realization hit like a slow, cold wave: even when he wasn’t trying, even after coming, even relaxed—he was bigger than I’d ever be.

Awe washed over me—pure, stunned, almost reverent. Not just jealousy, not just humiliation. Something closer to wonder. This was what she’d felt that summer before we met. This was what had made her come from penetration alone. This was what her body remembered, craved, responded to in ways mine never could.

Ricardo stood, stretching once—muscles flexing under his tan—then reached for his spandex suit on the floor. He stepped into it casually, pulling the tight fabric up over his hips. The material stretched obscenely around his softening cock, outlining every ridge and curve even as it deflated. The bulge was still prominent—thick, heavy, impossible to ignore.

Laura watched him dress from the bed, legs still spread, cum still leaking slowly from her pussy. She bit her lower lip, eyes half-lidded, a small, satisfied smile playing on her face.

Ricardo leaned down, kissed her once—slow, deep—then murmured something low in Portuguese I couldn’t catch. She laughed softly, touched his cheek, and watched him walk to the door.

He paused, glanced back at her with a grin. “Until next time, hermosa.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

As soon as the door closed behind him with a soft but final click, I burst out of the closet, tearing off my shorts and underwear in one frantic motion. They hit the floor somewhere behind me; I didn’t care. My heart was slamming against my ribs so hard I thought it might crack bone, every beat echoing in my ears like a drum. My skin felt too tight, too hot, the air in the room suddenly thick and humid with the lingering scent of their sex—sweat, her arousal, his musk, the sharp tang of cum still heavy in the atmosphere.

I stumbled forward on legs that felt unsteady, almost numb. The room looked different now—smaller, brighter, every detail sharper through the haze of adrenaline. The sheets were a twisted ruin: damp patches spreading outward from where they’d fucked, streaks of her wetness and his thick white cum smeared across the fabric in chaotic patterns. The pillow she’d gripped was crushed and damp; one corner had been pulled free of its case. The air conditioner hummed uselessly in the background, doing nothing to cut through the heat radiating from the bed.

Laura lay there sprawled on her back, legs still parted in the same position she’d held for him. Her body was flushed from neck to thighs—skin glowing with a sheen of sweat that caught the late-afternoon light slanting through the balcony doors. Her breasts rose and fell with heavy breaths, nipples dark and swollen, still standing erect from the way he’d sucked and pinched them. Her pussy was a ruin: lips red and puffy, stretched wide from his girth, inner folds glistening and slightly gaping, a slow, steady ooze of his cum already leaking out in thick, pearlescent rivulets. It dripped lazily from her entrance, running down the crease of her ass, pooling on the sheet beneath her in a sticky, marbled puddle that spread outward like spilled cream.

She looked wrecked in the most beautiful way—hair tangled across the pillow, cheeks flushed, lips swollen and parted, a faint sheen of sweat between her breasts. Her eyes found mine the second I stepped into view, heavy-lidded and dark with lingering pleasure, but also with that quiet, possessive spark she always had when she knew she’d just pushed me past another limit.

She didn’t speak at first. She just watched me—let me take it all in: the way her thighs trembled faintly from the aftershocks, the way her pussy fluttered once, pushing out another slow trickle of his thick load. The sight was obscene, devastating, hypnotic. My cock—still rock-hard from denial, from watching, from the sheer overload of it all—jerked violently against my stomach, pre-cum beading at the tip and dripping in a thin string to the floor.

I took one step closer, then another, knees weak. The carpet felt rough under my bare feet. My breath came shallow and ragged; I could taste the air—salt, sex, him. Laura shifted slightly, spreading her legs a fraction wider, inviting without a word. Cum slid down her inner thigh in a slow, deliberate line.

Finally she spoke, voice low and wrecked, still husky from screaming his name.

“What are you waiting for, Little Dick?” she said, the nickname landing like a whip-crack wrapped in velvet. “Get down there and clean my pussy. And you better do a good job—I need to cum some more.”

The command sent a fresh jolt straight through me—humiliation crashing into arousal so hard I almost staggered. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking steadily now. But beneath the rush, that creeping doubt slid in again, colder this time, more insistent. I’d done this countless times—licked my own cum from her after we fucked, swallowed the salty-bitter mix of us while she came on my tongue. I’d grown to crave it, even love the shame of it. But this… this was different. Foreign. Another man’s seed inside my wife—thick, heavy, still warm from his body, still pulsing out of her in slow, endless waves.

The thought made my stomach twist—revulsion flickering bright alongside the dark thrill that had kept me hard the entire time I watched. I could smell it now: his cum, sharp and male, layered over her familiar musk. It was everywhere—coating her lips, dripping from her opening, smeared across her folds and inner thighs. It looked obscene—white and viscous against her pink, abused flesh—and the idea of putting my mouth there, of tasting him, of swallowing another man’s load from the woman I loved… it felt like crossing into territory I couldn’t come back from.

My knees hit the mattress anyway. I crawled forward, hands shaking as I settled between her thighs. Up close, the sight was even more overwhelming: her pussy still fluttering faintly, inner muscles twitching from the pounding she’d taken, cum continuing to leak in slow, thick globs that slid down toward her ass. Her clit was swollen, peeking from its hood, begging for attention even after everything.

Laura reached down, fingers threading into my hair, guiding my face forward with gentle but unyielding pressure.

“Don’t think,” she whispered, voice soft but steel-edged. “Just taste what he left in me. Taste how much he filled your wife.”

I leaned in.

The first lick was tentative—tongue flat against her folds, gathering the thick, warm mixture that coated her. Salty. Thick. Bitter. Unmistakably not mine. The flavor exploded across my tongue—his cum dominant, heavy, coating my mouth as I swallowed reflexively. Revulsion surged—sharp, instinctive—but so did arousal, hotter and darker than anything I’d felt before. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor.

I licked deeper, plunging my tongue inside her, scooping out more of his thick load. It kept coming—slow, endless, warm and slippery, sliding down my throat as I swallowed. Laura moaned low, hips rolling lazily against my face, smearing the mess across my lips, my chin, my cheeks.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Lick his cum out of your wife’s pussy. Taste how deep he went. How much he stretched me. How much better he felt.”

The words burned—humiliating, devastating—but they only made me hungrier. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicked it fast with my tongue, plunged back inside to chase every last drop of him. She was still leaking—thick globs coating my tongue, filling my mouth. I swallowed again and again, the act of submission complete, absolute.

Laura’s moans grew sharper, hips bucking harder against my face. “Yes—eat it all—clean me like the good boy you are—” She came suddenly—hard, sudden—thighs clamping around my head, fresh wetness flooding my mouth mixed with the remnants of his cum. I drank it all, tongue working relentlessly until she shuddered through the aftershocks and finally relaxed, legs falling open.

She pulled me up slowly, kissed me deep—tasting him on my tongue, moaning softly into my mouth like she loved the filth of it.

“You did so good,” she whispered, thumb brushing my swollen lower lip. “Swallowing another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You didn’t even hesitate.”

I swallowed again, throat raw, the taste still thick on my tongue. My cock ached, untouched, leaking steadily.

“I hated it,” I admitted quietly, voice rough. “The taste. The idea of it being his. But… I loved doing it. For you.”

Her smile softened, but the heat in her eyes didn’t fade. “I know,” she said. “And that’s why it’s perfect.”

She pulled me down beside her, curling against me, one leg draped over mine. Her hand rested on my chest, feeling the rapid thud of my heart.

“We’re not done exploring this,” she murmured against my neck. “Not even close.”

I held her close, still trembling, the taste of another man’s cum still lingering in my mouth, on my lips, in my throat.

And for the first time, the doubt didn’t feel like something to fight.

It felt like something to chase.

She shifted, her handing sliding down into my lap again. My cock was painfully hard—throbbing, untouched for so long, pre-cum dripping steadily from the tip. She looked down at it, then wrapped her fingers around the shaft—loose at first, just enough to feel me pulse in her grip.

“You’re so close already,” she whispered, voice soft but teasing. “All that watching… all that waiting… all that tasting another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy… it’s got you right on the edge, hasn’t it?”

I could only nod, breath ragged, hips twitching involuntarily toward her hand. She started stroking—slow, deliberate, barely more than a gentle glide up and down my length. Ten seconds. No more.

One… two… three…

Her grip tightened just slightly on the fourth stroke, thumb brushing over the head, smearing my pre-cum down the shaft.

Four… five…

I groaned low, body locking up, every muscle trembling as the pressure coiled impossibly tight in my balls.

Six… seven…

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “You watched him stretch me. Watched him make me cum harder than you ever could. Watched him fill me up… and now you’re going to cum just thinking about it.”

Eight… nine…

My vision blurred. A choked sound tore from my throat—half sob, half moan—as the orgasm ripped through me without warning. It was violent, almost painful in its intensity. Thick ropes shot from my cock in forceful spurts—splattering across her stomach, her breasts, even reaching her chin. One strand landed on her lower lip; she licked it off slowly while I kept coming, hips jerking helplessly, body shaking so hard tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

Ten.

She didn’t stop stroking right away—milked me through the aftershocks with soft, slow pulls until I was whimpering, oversensitive, tears finally spilling over. I hadn’t cried from pleasure like this since… ever. The release was overwhelming—physical, emotional, everything crashing together in one blinding wave.

Laura eased her hand away, cupping my face instead, thumbs brushing the tears from my cheeks. She kissed me gently this time—soft, tender, tasting the salt on my lips.

“You did so good,” she whispered against my mouth. “Letting go like that. Letting yourself feel everything.”

I collapsed against her, still trembling, breath hitching. She held me close, one arm around my shoulders, the other stroking my back in slow circles.

The room was quiet now except for our breathing—mine ragged, hers steady and calm. The sheets were a disaster, the air thick with sex, but in that moment none of it mattered.

Laura kissed my temple, voice soft against my ear.

“This is us now,” she murmured. “All of it. The jealousy. The shame. The pleasure. The surrender.”

I nodded against her neck, tears still wet on my cheeks, but something inside me had shifted—settled, almost. The doubt wasn’t gone. The insecurity wasn’t erased.

But for the first time, it didn’t feel like a wound.

It felt like a door.

And we’d just stepped through it.

Together.


Chapter 8

Sunlight streamed through the thin curtains, casting a soft, golden hue across the room. The warm rays spilled over the bed, illuminating the rumpled sheets and the lingering scent of last night’s raw passion. I blinked awake, the light gentle against my face, the weight of the morning settling over me like a soft blanket. Laura was still beside me, her body relaxed, her chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths. Her hair was tousled, strands clinging to her damp forehead, and her skin glowed in the sunlight, a faint sheen of sweat still clinging to her collarbone and the valley between her breasts.

The room smelled faintly of sex—that heady mixture of sweat, her arousal, and the sharp, unmistakable tang of Ricardo’s cum that had dried in places on the sheets. I shifted slightly, feeling the stickiness beneath me, the faint crust where his load had leaked from her and pooled. My thighs were still tacky from where I’d knelt between them, my chin and lips still faintly swollen from the hours spent licking her clean—first his thick creampie, then the fresh floods of her own release as she came again and again on my tongue.

I watched her sleep for a long moment, marveling at the way the sunlight kissed her skin, turning the morning into something almost magical. Her lips were slightly parted, cheeks still flushed from the night before, and there was a small, satisfied curve to her mouth even in sleep. But beneath the tenderness, a gnawing feeling twisted in my chest—something that hadn’t been there yesterday morning. Last night had been different. Last night had changed something fundamental between us, cracked open a door I wasn’t sure we could ever close again.

Laura stirred, lashes fluttering open. She blinked once, twice, then turned her head toward me. Her smile was slow, sleepy, but real—soft around the edges.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep, reaching out to trace a lazy finger down my chest.

I swallowed, throat still raw from swallowing so much of him—of them. “Morning.”

Morning,” I replied, my voice quieter than usual, the words almost sticking in my throat. I hesitated for a moment before the question slipped out, unbidden. “Do you have any regrets?”

Laura turned her head to face me, her smile widening as she shook her head. “Not at all,” she said, her voice firm and confident. “As long as you have no second thoughts, I appreciate the opportunity to be fucked by a really large cock with my husband’s approval.” Her words were playful, but there was a sincerity behind them that cut straight through me.

I forced a smile, though inside, my mind was spinning. “I’ve long been comfortable with our relationship,” I said, but the words felt slightly hollow, like I was trying to convince myself as much as her. “We’ve always enjoyed pushing boundaries with kinky sex, and bringing another man into it felt like just another chapter in our continuing saga.”

But it wasn’t. Not really. Last night had been real—raw, irreversible. I’d watched her cum on another man’s cock, a man who was bigger, stronger, and more capable of making her climax from penetration alone in a way I never had. Ricardo had filled her completely, stretched her to the limit, and she’d come undone—screaming, shaking, body convulsing in ways that toys and my own efforts had never quite matched. The sight of her writhing beneath him, the sounds of her moans as he pounded deep, the way her pussy gripped him visibly with every orgasm—it haunted me. The feeling of my own inadequacy crept in, settling like a cold weight in my chest.

His cum had tasted different from mine. Thicker, more bitter, with an unfamiliar tang that coated my tongue and lingered long after I’d swallowed every drop. I hadn’t liked the flavor—not one bit—but there had been something powerful in the act itself, something intoxicating about submitting to the humiliation of licking another man’s load out of my wife. It wasn’t the taste that had turned me on; it was the sheer rawness of it, the way it made me feel beneath her, beneath both of them. The way she’d held my head in place, guiding me, praising me as I cleaned her—good boy, taste what a real big cock just did to your wife—had pushed me past shame into something deeper, more consuming.

Laura must have sensed the thoughts swirling in my head because she reached over, brushing her fingers lightly against my chest. “As long as you’re into creampie eating and making me cum,” she said softly, her eyes searching mine, “I see no problem with our choice of surrogate. Whether it’s a dildo or a big stud… it’s all part of our fun.”

I tried to laugh, but there was a hollowness in my chest that I couldn’t ignore. The sound came out thin, forced, dying before it reached my eyes. “The only regret I have,” I admitted quietly, “is that Ricardo shot such a big load into you the first time, and most of it ran out before you two went at it again.” I paused, glancing away toward the window where the morning light still poured in, golden and indifferent. “I wanted to get at the creampie while you were still full.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a teasing smile that didn’t quite mask the curiosity in her gaze. “Oh, really?” she said, her tone playful but edged with something sharper, more attentive. “Well, you know what that means… if you want the creampie any fresher, you’re going to need to be present when he cums in my pussy.”

I blinked, my heart slamming against my ribs so hard I felt it in my throat. The words landed like a spark on dry grass—immediate, consuming. Could I do that? Could I really stand there—close enough to see every thrust, every inch disappearing inside her—while another man fucked my wife and emptied himself deep in her, all while I waited my turn to kneel and lick it all out? The image flooded me: Ricardo’s thick cock stretching her wide, her moans louder than ever, her body shaking as he filled her to overflowing, and me… right there. Watching. Waiting. Ready to taste another man’s cum straight from the source.

My stomach twisted—jealousy sharp enough to cut, fear that clawed at the edges of my mind, but beneath it all, arousal so intense it made my vision blur for a second. My cock, still half-hard from the morning’s lingering echoes, surged fully erect in an instant, straining painfully against the sheet.

Laura noticed immediately. Her eyes flicked down to the obvious tent in the fabric, then back to my face. She smirked—slow, knowing, triumphant. “I think this little hard fellow is answering for you,” she teased, her hand slipping over my lap, fingers curling around my shaft through the sheet. She squeezed gently—once, twice—and I gasped, hips jerking up into her touch without permission.

The pressure was exquisite torture. I was already leaking, pre-cum soaking through the thin cotton. She stroked once more—slow, deliberate—then released me, letting the sheet fall back into place.

“Now’s the time to have this experience,” she said softly, voice dropping to that intimate, commanding register that always made my knees weak. “Why wait?”

Ricardo’s cock had been big—thick and long, the kind that filled her completely, stretching her in ways I never could. I’d tasted his cum, thick and bitter, mixed with her juices as I licked it from her swollen pussy, swallowing every drop while she came again on my tongue. The weight of that submission still lingered in me, heavy and undeniable. I was a bona fide cum eater now, and the idea of being there—of seeing it happen in real-time, of watching another man pump his load into her while I waited to clean it out—was too intoxicating to resist.

We arrived at the pool early, around ten o’clock. The sun was still gentle in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over the crystal-clear water. The pool area was just starting to fill—couples claiming loungers, a few solo travelers with books, the low murmur of conversation blending with the soft lap of water. I scanned the space constantly, pulse quickening, waiting for the inevitable arrival of Ricardo. Laura lay beside me on a lounger, radiant in the sunlight, her pale skin almost luminous. She wore one of the new bikinis we’d bought the day before—emerald green, barely-there triangles that strained against her full breasts, the thong bottom disappearing between her cheeks. I was rubbing lotion onto her body, hands gliding slowly over her back, her shoulders, the curve of her hips—ensuring every inch of her very white skin was protected from the sun’s harsh rays.

As I smoothed the lotion over her lower back, fingers lingering at the dimples above her ass, I spotted him. Ricardo. He had just walked into the pool area, moving with the same effortless confidence I’d seen before—tall, broad-shouldered, deep tan highlighting every muscle. The tight white spandex suit he wore clung to him like a second skin, the thick bulge in front even more prominent in the morning light, swinging slightly with each step. I had a feeling he had a poolside room, the type where you could step out and immediately scope out the crowd, scanning for the hottest women. And Laura certainly fit that bill—curves on full display, pale skin glowing, the bikini leaving nothing to the imagination.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “Your admirer is here.”

She moaned softly in approval, a subtle smile tugging at her lips. “Mmm. Good.”

After I finished applying her lotion—hands lingering a little longer than necessary on her thighs, her ass—we both lay back to enjoy the sun. The heat pressed down on us, warm and heavy, but I could feel a different kind of heat building in my chest—a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement that made my pulse race and my cock stir beneath my swim trunks. Laura, ever mindful of her fair skin, didn’t last long under the direct sunlight. After about twenty minutes, she sat up, removed her hat and sunglasses, and turned to me.

“I’m going to cool off in the pool,” she said casually, voice light but eyes gleaming with intent.

I nodded, throat tight. “Have fun.”

She stood, cover-up slipping off her shoulders to reveal the full emerald bikini—wet from the lotion, clinging transparently in places, nipples already visible through the thin fabric. She walked toward the water with deliberate grace, hips swaying, every step drawing eyes from across the deck. I watched her slip into the pool, gliding through the water with smooth, confident strokes, making her way to the far side.

It wasn’t long before I saw them together. Laura climbed out of the pool, water streaming down her body in rivulets that caught the sunlight, making the emerald bikini even more transparent. She approached Ricardo, who was sitting on the edge of a lounger, his posture deliberately casual but his eyes flicking toward me once—quick, assessing—before settling back on her. They spoke quietly, her body language relaxed and open, his more hesitant at first, like he was still processing the invitation. She smiled—warm, inviting—and I could see her leaning in slightly, gesturing with her hands, trying to convince him of something. My heart pounded so hard I felt it in my throat, my hands trembling slightly on the arms of the lounger as anticipation coiled tight in my gut.

She swam back to our side after a few minutes, drying off with her towel in slow, deliberate movements that drew eyes from half the pool deck. She didn’t say anything as she sat beside me—just gave me a quick, knowing wink that sent a jolt straight through me. Something was brewing. I lay back, pretending to relax under the sun, but my mind was racing, replaying every possible outcome, every filthy detail we’d whispered about last night.

A little later, Ricardo went over to the bar and got himself a beer. I watched him walk back—tall, muscular, that white spandex suit clinging to every line, the thick bulge still prominent even soft. His gaze flicked toward us again before quickly looking away, like he was trying not to stare.

Laura seized the moment.

“Ricardo!” she called out, her voice light, almost playful, carrying across the deck. “Come over here.”

He hesitated—clearly unsure, glancing around once as if checking for witnesses—then, after a moment’s pause, he approached. Laura’s smile widened as he neared, and she turned to me with perfect, effortless grace.

“Honey, this is Ricardo,” she said sweetly. “I met him at the pool the other day when you were playing golf. He’s from Brazil, here on a mix of business and pleasure.”

I forced a friendly smile and extended my hand, though my pulse thundered in my ears. “Nice to meet you,” I said, voice steady despite the storm inside me. We shook—his grip firm, confident—and I felt the size of his hand, the strength in it, another small reminder of everything I’d watched last night.

We made small talk, the usual pleasantries about the resort, the weather, the fishing trip I’d taken. Ricardo asked about the golf courses; I dove into a detailed description of the one I’d actually played, embellishing just enough to keep the conversation flowing. Laura, ever the conversationalist, shifted the focus smoothly—asking him about Brazil, about the Olympic preparations, about how his country was handling the pressure. He shrugged, not very optimistic, mentioning the challenges, the corruption, the delays. It was easy, casual banter on the surface, but the underlying tension was impossible to ignore. Every time Laura laughed at something he said, every time she touched his arm lightly or leaned in to hear him over the pool noise, my stomach twisted—jealousy sharp and hot, arousal hotter.

At some point, Laura looked over at me and smiled sweetly—too sweetly, the kind of smile that hid everything and promised more.

“Honey,” she said, voice light and innocent, “would you mind going to the bar and getting us all a beer?”

My heart lurched. The request was casual, polite, but we both knew what it meant. She was creating space. Giving herself—and him—a few minutes alone.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, glancing at Ricardo’s half-full glass. He declined another drink with a polite wave of his hand, so I nodded and made my way to the bar. My legs felt heavy, each step deliberate as I forced myself to walk slowly—partly to give them space, partly because I needed a moment to steady myself. My hands were shaking again, not from fear exactly, but from the intense, electric anticipation that had my pulse roaring in my ears. Every nerve was alive, buzzing with the knowledge that something irreversible was unfolding behind me.

At the bar, I ordered three cold beers, paying with numb fingers. The bartender chatted idly about the weather, but I barely heard him. My mind was back at the loungers—Laura in that emerald bikini, sheer and clinging, Ricardo’s hand on her thigh, the way she’d parted her legs just enough to invite him. I pictured her laughing at his accent, leaning in so her breasts brushed his arm, letting her fingers trail lightly over his wrist. I pictured him growing hard again, that thick bulge straining the spandex, and her noticing—smiling, whispering something filthy in his ear.

When I turned back with the drinks, their conversation was still light on the surface—small talk about the resort, the food, the beach—but there was a shift. Something subtle but unmistakable. Laura’s posture was more open, legs uncrossed and angled toward him, her cover-up slipped off one shoulder to reveal the thin string of her bikini top. Ricardo’s gaze kept drifting—down her body, lingering on the way the wet fabric molded to her curves—then snapping back to her face like he was trying (and failing) to be discreet.

I later learned what had happened while I was gone. Laura had told him everything—calm, matter-of-fact, no shame. She explained our arrangement: how I’d given her full permission for their previous encounter, how this wasn’t traditional swinging but something specific to us. She made it clear we weren’t looking for a third in our marriage long-term—this was vacation play, a way to explore boundaries. And she told him the most important part: if he was comfortable with it, I could be present next time. He could fuck her again. But I’d be there, watching every thrust, every moan, every moment he made her cum the way I never could.

Ricardo hadn’t flinched. He’d listened, asked a few quiet questions, then nodded—slow, hungry. The hesitation from earlier was gone. He wanted her. Wanted to take what I’d offered.

When I returned with the beers, Laura was on full display—lounging back in her skimpy bikini, the emerald fabric still damp and almost transparent in places, nipples hard and visible through the thin top, thong bottom riding high on her hips. Her skin gleamed under the sunlight filtering through the palm fronds overhead. I handed Ricardo his drink; our fingers brushed. His grip was firm, confident, and I couldn’t help but notice the way his suit strained even more now—his cock visibly thickening, the outline thick and unmistakable against the white spandex.

Laura looked at me and smiled—sweet, innocent on the surface, but her eyes were dark with intent.

“Honey,” she said, voice light and suggestive, “I think I need to get out of the sun for a while.” She stretched slowly, arching her back so her breasts lifted, the bikini top shifting just enough to tease. “Why don’t we all go up to our room and have a drink up there? We can get better acquainted with Ricardo.”

My heart leapt in my chest. I couldn’t gather our things fast enough—fumbling with the towels, the sunscreen bottle nearly slipping from my shaking fingers as I stuffed them into the bag. Ricardo caught my eye as he stood, his lips curling into a questioning smile—half-curious, half-knowing. I nodded back, short and sharp, though my stomach churned with a volatile mix of anticipation and nerves that made my legs feel unsteady.

We moved quickly through the resort—Laura leading the way with that deliberate sway in her hips, cover-up open just enough to flash the emerald bikini underneath, Ricardo falling in step beside her, me trailing a pace behind. The walk felt both endless and too short. Every passing guest seemed to stare, sensing the charge in the air between us. My cock was already half-hard, trapped uncomfortably against my thigh, the pre-cum from earlier making the fabric cling.

When we reached the room, the door clicked shut behind us like a starting gun. The air was cooler here, the AC humming softly, a welcome contrast to the humid heat outside—but there was a different kind of heat building now, thick and suffocating.

I went straight to the kitchenette to mix the drinks, hands trembling slightly as I poured the rum and cola into three glasses, ice clinking louder than it should have. Laura, as casually as if we were alone, stretched out on the bed on her stomach, propping herself on her elbows. She glanced over her shoulder at me, then at Ricardo.

“Honey,” she said sweetly, voice dripping with suggestion, “would you mind rubbing some lotion on me? The sun was stronger than I thought.”

I swallowed hard, throat dry despite the drink I’d just poured. I set the glasses down and grabbed the bottle from the nightstand, kneeling beside her on the mattress. Ricardo stood a few feet away, watching—arms crossed, bulge still prominent in his spandex suit—as I squirted lotion into my palms and began smoothing it over her legs.

My hands glided up her calves, her thighs—slow, careful, fingers lingering on the soft skin just below the curve of her ass. She sighed softly, parting her legs a fraction, the thong string disappearing between her cheeks. I moved higher, rubbing lotion across her lower back, then up her sides, brushing the edges of her breasts. Ricardo’s eyes followed every movement, his breathing deepening.

Laura tilted her head toward me, mischievous glint in her eyes. “Why don’t you take my bikini off, honey?” she said, voice low and inviting.

I hesitated for only a heartbeat—aware of Ricardo’s gaze locked onto us—but then I reached for the clasp of her top. One tug, and the triangles fell away. Her breasts spilled free—soft, pale, nipples already stiff from the cool air and the weight of both our stares. Ricardo’s bulge visibly thickened, the outline straining harder against the white fabric.

Laura turned her attention to him, voice bold and commanding. “Ricardo, why don’t you take off your tight bikini? We all know what we’re here for.”

He didn’t hesitate. He stood, hooked his thumbs into the waistband, and slid the suit down his thighs. His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, already hardening again—easily seven inches soft and growing fast. The sight made my breath catch: long, veined, the head flushed dark, foreskin pulling back as it swelled to full erection—nine inches, maybe more, girth that made my stomach twist with fresh insecurity.

Laura’s eyes widened appreciatively. She dropped to her knees in front of him, hands reaching up to grasp his shaft, pulling the skin back to reveal the swollen head. Without hesitation, she leaned in, tongue darting out to catch the bead of pre-cum that had formed. She moaned softly, savoring the taste, then took more of his length into her mouth, lips stretching wide around him.

Ricardo groaned, hand threading into her hair. Laura bobbed slowly at first—taking what she could, gagging softly when she pushed deeper—then faster, wet sucking sounds filling the room.

I stood frozen a few feet away, cock throbbing painfully in my trunks, pre-cum soaking through. The sight of her—my wife—on her knees for another man, mouth stretched around a cock much bigger than mine, was devastating. Humiliating. Perfect.

After a minute, she pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening head. She looked up at him, then over at me—eyes dark, lips swollen.

“Honey,” she said softly, voice husky, “are you nice and comfortable? Are you having a good time?”

I nodded, throat dry, voice rough. “Yeah. I’m good.”

She smiled, her lips still brushing against the tip of Ricardo’s cock. “Why don’t you tell Ricardo what he’s allowed to do with me?”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication, and I realized this was it—the final step. She was handing me the reins, asking me to voice the permission that would make everything real. My heart raced, hammering against my ribs so hard I thought they might crack. My mind whirled—fear, excitement, shame, surrender—all crashing together in a dizzying storm. But beneath it all was that dark, undeniable thrill. The same one that had kept me hard the entire time I watched from the closet. The same one that had me aching now, cock throbbing painfully in my shorts.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second—long enough to feel the full weight of what I was about to say. Then I swallowed my nerves and spoke clearly, voice steady despite the tremor running through me.

“Ricardo,” I said, “why don’t you sink your massive cock into my wife’s wet pussy.”

The words felt surreal as they left my mouth—foreign, almost like they belonged to someone else. But they were mine. And the moment they were out, something inside me unlocked. The tension snapped taut, then released in a rush of heat that made my skin prickle.

Laura’s smile widened—slow, approving, proud. She rose from her knees, stepped to me, and kissed me deeply. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, deliberate and possessive, carrying the faint, unmistakable salt of Ricardo’s pre-cum still clinging to her lips. It was subtle, but there—lingering, marking me. We kissed again, slower this time, the flavor blooming between us as she pressed her body against mine, breasts soft against my chest, nipples hard through the thin fabric.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dark, glittering. She turned to Ricardo, who stood watching us with quiet hunger, cock still rigid and glistening from her mouth.

She lay back on the bed, legs parting slowly, invitingly. Her pussy was still swollen from earlier, lips flushed and slick, a faint trace of his pre-cum shining on her inner thighs. She reached down, spreading herself with two fingers, exposing the pink, glistening entrance.

“Come here,” she said to him, voice low and commanding. “Fuck me.”

Ricardo approached with quiet confidence, placing one knee between her legs as he mounted her. His hands slid over her body—caressing her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples—but he avoided her mouth. A small part of me noted it: he didn’t want to taste himself on her breath. A boundary he wasn’t willing to cross.

Laura moaned softly beneath him, arching into his touch. Her eyes flicked to me—holding mine—then back to him.

“Honey,” she whispered, voice thick with desire, “do you notice how much bigger Ricardo’s cock is? It’s almost twice as long as yours… and over twice the girth.”

I swallowed, throat tight, but I nodded. “Yeah,” I managed, voice rough. “It’s quite a specimen.”

She smiled, turning her attention back to Ricardo. “I don’t really want to cheat on my husband,” she said, her words measured, deliberate, “because we’re so compatible in marriage. But I’ve missed this… being fucked by a big cock.” Her voice softened for a moment, almost wistful, before she continued, “After fucking you with his permission, I knew I’d need more of this thick cock before we went back home.”

Ricardo grunted softly, his hand trailing down her side, fingers grazing the curve of her hip. But Laura wasn’t done. She shifted slightly beneath him, pressing her breasts against his chest, letting him feel the hard peaks of her nipples.

“I hope you don’t object,” she added, her eyes glinting with mischief as she glanced toward the closet—toward me—“but the real reason we’re doing this again is so that my husband can have the freshest creampie possible. When you cum in me, he’s going to want to get his gift as soon as you’ve finished topping my little pussy up with cum.”

I watched Ricardo closely through the slats. I could tell he might have preferred to fuck Laura without an audience—to have her completely to himself, no husband lurking in the shadows. There was a flicker of hesitation in his eyes, a tightening of his jaw. But something changed in his posture almost immediately. He straightened, shoulders rolling back, a kind of pride swelling in him as he took on the role she’d just assigned: the man fucking my wife in front of me. The man whose cum I’d swallow straight from her pussy. His cock—still hard, still thick—twitched against her thigh at the thought. The primal energy in the room shifted—raw, undeniable, almost territorial.

Laura, for her part, was crystal clear about her boundaries. She was fully into Ricardo—no question, the way her hips rolled subtly against him, the way her breath hitched when his fingers brushed her nipples—but her eyes flicked back to the closet every few seconds, finding the tiny hole, finding me. Reinforcing the understanding that this was still ours. Still within the framework of our marriage. She was walking a delicate line, making sure everyone—me especially—felt safe in their role. That this wasn’t abandonment; it was permission. It was play.

And then, she started talking.

A slow, deliberate monologue poured out of her as Ricardo’s hands explored her body. As soon as his fingers brushed over her excited breasts, rolling her hardened nipples between them, she began narrating the experience—giving a play-by-play of her own pleasure, loud enough for every word to reach me.

“Mmmm, that’s it… oh yeah, that’s it, suck my hard nipples.”

Laura’s voice floated through the room, breathy and needy, every word pitched just loud enough to reach me in the closet. Ricardo’s mouth was on her breasts, lips sealed around one stiff peak, sucking hard while his tongue flicked the tip. She arched into him, fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as her hips rolled against his thigh.

“God, yes… now stick that beautiful fat cock into my pussy.”

She reached down between them, wrapping her fingers around his thick shaft—still glistening from her mouth—and guided the swollen head to her entrance. Ricardo groaned against her skin, hips flexing forward as he pushed in slowly. Laura’s eyes fluttered shut, mouth falling open in a long, shuddering moan as the thick length stretched her wide again.

“Oh, oh fuck yes, oh fuck yes… fuck me deeper, stud.”

He sank deeper—inch by thick inch—until he was buried to the hilt, his heavy balls resting against her ass. Laura’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his lower back, urging him even further. The bed creaked under their weight as he started to move—slow, deliberate strokes at first, letting her feel every ridge, every vein.

“Baby, oh my god, he’s fucking me so deep with that big cock. Oh my fucking god… I can feel him stretching me, so fucking deep.”

Her voice cracked on the last word, hips lifting to meet each thrust. Ricardo grunted, pace building—hips snapping forward, driving into her with steady, powerful strokes. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room, her pussy gripping him visibly, slick and swollen from the earlier fucking.

“Yes, Ricardo, fuck me hard and deep… yes that’s it, just like that.”

She clawed at his back, nails leaving red trails across his tan skin. Her moans turned sharper, more desperate, every word aimed at me as much as at him.

“Baby, look at how he’s fucking your wife’s hot little married pussy right in front of you.”

The words sliced through me—jealousy burning hot in my chest, cock throbbing painfully against my shorts. I pressed my eye closer to the hole, watching every detail: the way her pussy lips clung to his thick shaft on each out-stroke, the way her clit swelled against his pubic bone, the way her body shook with every deep thrust.

“Oh fuck yes… yes…….don’t stop… don’t stop fucking my tight little pussy.”

Ricardo’s rhythm turned brutal—hips slamming into her, balls slapping against her ass, bedframe rattling against the wall. Laura’s cries grew louder, rawer, her body arching off the mattress as another orgasm built fast.

“Baby, come and kiss me… kiss your wife while Ricardo destroys her pussy for you.”

I froze for a heartbeat—heart slamming—then pushed the closet door open just enough to step out. Laura’s eyes found mine immediately, dark and wild with lust. She reached for me, fingers curling around the back of my neck, pulling me down into a deep, messy kiss. Her tongue swept into my mouth, tasting faintly of Ricardo’s cock from earlier, while he kept pounding into her—relentless, deep, making her moan into my kiss.

“Oh god, Ricardo… yes that’s it, come on, shoot your hot, nasty load deep inside me.”

She broke the kiss, head falling back against the pillow as her body tensed. Ricardo groaned, hips stuttering, slamming deep one last time.

“Give my little cuck husband the messiest creampie he’s ever seen.”

Her words pushed him over. Ricardo buried himself to the hilt with a guttural groan, cock pulsing visibly as he came—thick, heavy spurts flooding her depths. Laura’s eyes rolled back, a long, broken moan spilling from her lips as she felt him fill her completely—warm pulses overflowing almost immediately, thick white cum leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her ass onto the sheets.

“Fuck me, Ricardo… yeah that’s it, tear my pussy up for my husband.”

She kept rocking against him through his orgasm, milking every drop, pussy clenching rhythmically around his thick length.

“Yes, fuck me deep, yes, come on Ricardo, cum for me.”

He shuddered one final time, hips jerking as the last spurts emptied into her.

“Shoot your load in my little cunt for cucky to clean up.”

Ricardo groaned low, collapsing forward slightly, still buried deep.

“Feed my hungry husband your cum, baby…”

Laura’s eyes found mine again—dark, commanding, sated.

“Choke the pathetic little cuck with our cum.”

Ricardo pulled out slowly—his cock slipping free with a wet sound, leaving her pussy gaping, red, and overflowing. Thick white cum poured from her in heavy streams, coating her thighs, pooling beneath her.

Laura looked straight at me.

“Now,” she said, voice wrecked but clear, “come here, baby. Clean me up.”

The room was thick with the aftermath of their passion, the very air heavy with the smell of sex. It was almost suffocating—the pungent mix of sweat, her arousal, and the sharp, unmistakable tang of Ricardo’s cum still clinging to everything. The sheets were a mess beneath her, damp patches spreading outward, the faint wet spot between her thighs already darkening as more of his load began to leak slowly from her swollen, stretched pussy.

Laura lay there, chest heaving, body flushed and glowing with the afterglow of multiple shattering orgasms. She was still trembling faintly, legs parted wide, knees bent and falling open without shame. Her pussy looked ravaged—lips red and puffy, inner folds glistening, slightly gaping from his girth. Thick white cum oozed steadily from her entrance, running down the crease of her ass in slow, creamy trails, pooling on the sheet in a sticky, pearlescent puddle.

I knelt between her legs, heart slamming against my ribs, the familiar ritual suddenly feeling anything but routine.

This wasn’t the first time I’d cleaned her after she’d been filled. I’d done it countless times after our own sex—licked my own cum from her, swallowed the salty-bitter mix while she came again on my tongue. I’d grown to crave it, even love the shame of it. But this… this was different. Ricardo was still here. Standing just a few feet away, breathing hard, cock softening but still heavy and impressive against his thigh, glistening with their combined juices. He watched me—quiet, curious, a faint smirk tugging at his lips as he leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, waiting to see what I’d do.

The humiliation crashed over me in a fresh, searing wave. It wasn’t just the act anymore. It was the audience. Another man—bigger, stronger, the one who’d just made her come harder from penetration alone than I ever had—watching me kneel and clean up his mess. Watching me taste him straight from my wife’s pussy while she lay there sated and glowing from what he’d given her.

My stomach twisted—revulsion flickering bright alongside the dark thrill that had kept me hard the entire time I watched. I could smell him on her—sharp, male, layered over her familiar musk. His cum coated her lips, dripped from her opening, smeared across her folds and inner thighs. It looked obscene—white and viscous against her pink, abused flesh—and the idea of putting my mouth there, of tasting him while he watched, felt like crossing into territory I couldn’t come back from.

Laura reached down, fingers threading into my hair, guiding my face forward with gentle but unyielding pressure.

“Don’t think,” she whispered, voice soft but steel-edged, loud enough for Ricardo to hear. “Just taste what he left in me. Taste how much he filled your wife… while he watches.”

I leaned in.

The first lick was tentative—tongue flat against her folds, gathering the thick, warm mixture that coated her. Salty. Thick. Bitter. Unmistakably his. The flavor exploded across my tongue—his cum dominant, heavy, coating my mouth as I swallowed reflexively. Revulsion surged—sharp, instinctive—but so did arousal, hotter and darker than anything I’d felt before. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor.

I licked deeper, plunging my tongue inside her, scooping out more of his thick load. It kept coming—slow, endless, warm and slippery, sliding down my throat as I swallowed. Laura moaned low, hips rolling lazily against my face, smearing the mess across my lips, my chin, my cheeks.

“That’s it,” she breathed, loud enough for Ricardo to hear every word. “Lick his cum out of your wife’s pussy. Taste how deep he went. How much he stretched me. How much better he felt… while he watches you do it.”

Ricardo let out a low chuckle—soft, satisfied, the sound hitting me like another layer of humiliation. I could feel his eyes on me, on the way my tongue worked inside her, on the way I swallowed every thick glob he’d pumped into her.

I grimaced internally as a huge load of Ricardo’s cum suddenly oozed out of her—thick, warm, relentless. It poured onto my tongue in a slow, heavy wave, coating everything: the roof of my mouth, the back of my throat, the sides of my cheeks. The taste sat there heavily—salty, bitter, unmistakably male, foreign in a way my own never was. For a split second, the old revulsion surged up like bile. I wanted to pull back. To spit. To wipe my mouth and pretend this wasn’t happening.

But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

The act itself—the sheer submission, the raw humiliation—was what drove me forward. It wasn’t about enjoying the taste of another man’s cum. No. It was about what it represented. About kneeling here, face buried between my wife’s thighs, swallowing the evidence of how thoroughly another man had just claimed her. About proving—to her, to him, to myself—that I would do anything she asked. That I would degrade myself for her pleasure. That I belonged beneath her, beneath them both.

As I sucked on her swollen lips, the taste began to change. Their combined fluids spilled freely now, flooding my mouth with a richer, sweeter layer as more of her juices mixed with his thick seed. The bitterness of his cum softened under the familiar musk of her arousal, turning the flavor into something overwhelming, intoxicating—primal and filthy in equal measure. My mouth was flooded, the slick, viscous goo sliding down my throat with every swallow. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

I buried my face deeper, nose pressed against her clit, tongue plunging inside to chase every last drop. The texture was relentless—slimy, heavy, clinging to every surface it touched. The heady aroma rose from her, swirling around me: sweat, sex, the sharp tang of his release, the sweet flood of hers. It filled my lungs, my senses, marking me from the inside out.

And then, suddenly, she tensed.

Her body jerked beneath me as another thick surge erupted from her pussy—his cum, still pooled deep inside her, pushed out by the contractions of her inner walls. It filled my mouth in a fresh, overwhelming rush. The texture was slimy, thick, almost too much. The taste was still bitter, still foreign, but the act itself had consumed me. My mind spun with the sheer intensity of it—the degradation, the surrender, the knowledge that Ricardo was standing right there, watching me swallow his load from my wife’s cunt like it was my privilege.

I sucked harder—desperate, frantic—tongue working inside her, lips sealed around her folds, swallowing every thick glob that leaked out. Laura moaned above me, hips rolling lazily, fingers tightening in my hair.

“That’s it,” she breathed, voice wrecked and satisfied. “Drink him down. Taste how much he filled me. How much deeper he went than you ever could.”

Ricardo let out a low, amused chuckle from somewhere to my left—close enough that I could feel his presence like heat against my skin. He was still naked, still half-hard, watching me kneel and service the woman he’d just fucked senseless.

The humiliation burned hotter than ever—my face buried in her pussy, licking another man’s cum while he stood there, witnessing every degrading second. But the arousal burned hotter still. My cock throbbed painfully against my thigh, untouched, leaking steadily onto the carpet. I hated the taste. I hated knowing he was watching. I hated how much I loved it.

Laura’s moans sharpened again. Her thighs trembled around my ears as another orgasm built—faster this time, fueled by the sight of me cleaning her, by the knowledge that Ricardo was still in the room.

“Yes—fuck—keep going—make me cum again while he watches—”

Her moans grew louder with each second as her pussy started to twitch and flinch against my mouth, expelling gob after gob of thick cum onto my tongue. The urgency of my sucking took over, and for a brief moment, the thought flickered in my mind—what if I could reclaim her? What if I could pull all of his sperm from her womb, recover her as mine, undo the mark he had left inside her? It was a ridiculous, desperate thought, but it spurred me on. Maybe this act, this primal cleaning of her body, would somehow undo what had been done.

As the flood began to slow, I shifted my position, pressing my face harder against her, wanting more. My entire face was smeared with their juices, a sticky mess of cum and sweat. I opened my mouth wide, capturing her clit between my teeth, tugging gently before sucking it into my mouth like it was the last drop of pleasure I could extract from her.

Laura cried out, her body spasming as she came again. Her clear, thinner cum spurted into my mouth, sweet and sharp in contrast to the thick load of Ricardo’s seed. She was shaking now, her body convulsing as she came again, and again, her voice a mix of moans and breathless gasps.

I held on, my face drenched in their fluids, my mouth working furiously to pull every last drop from her. Her excitement was palpable, her body trembling beneath me as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. I didn’t stop, not until she collapsed back onto the bed, her body spent, her pussy still twitching as the last of their fluids dripped from her.

With my face still buried in her, I could hear Ricardo breathing heavily beside us, recovering from his own release. My own body was buzzing with a strange mixture of satisfaction and discomfort. The taste of him lingered on my tongue, a reminder of the line we had crossed, the boundaries we had pushed. It wasn’t the taste that had turned me on. It never had been. It was the act itself—the ultimate submission, the complete surrender of control.

Finally, I lifted my head, resting it gently on her still-pulsing pussy, the evidence of their union smeared across my cheeks. I had done it. I had eaten every last drop.

The room was quiet now, save for the soft sounds of our breathing. Laura’s hand found my hair, stroking gently, almost tenderly. Ricardo stood a few feet away, still naked, his cock soft but still heavy between his legs. He watched us with a quiet, satisfied expression—curious, perhaps even impressed.

Laura’s fingers tightened slightly in my hair. “You were perfect,” she whispered, voice hoarse from screaming. “Every single drop. You didn’t miss a thing.”

I looked up at her—face sticky, lips swollen, chin dripping—and felt something settle inside me. Not peace, exactly. Not acceptance. But something close. Something that made the humiliation feel less like a wound and more like a mark I wore proudly.

The room had gone still, save for the low hum of the air conditioner and the ragged breathing of three bodies coming down from the high. Laura lay sprawled on her back in the center of the wrecked bed, legs still parted, thighs shiny with sweat and the slow trickle of Ricardo’s thick load that continued to leak from her swollen, gaping pussy. The sheets beneath her were a disaster—dark wet patches spreading outward, streaks of her arousal and his cum smeared in chaotic patterns across the white cotton. The air was heavy, almost viscous, thick with the raw, animal scent of sex: sweat, musk, the sharp metallic tang of fresh cum, the faint sweetness of her own release.

I knelt at the foot of the bed, face still inches from her used cunt, lips and chin glistening with the mess I’d just swallowed. My tongue felt coated, heavy with the taste of him—bitter, salty, unfamiliar in its thickness. My own cock throbbed painfully against my shorts, untouched for so long that every heartbeat sent a fresh ache through it. Pre-cum had soaked through the fabric in a dark patch; I could feel it cooling against my skin.

Ricardo lay on his side next to her, one arm draped possessively over her waist, breathing deep and slow as his body recovered. His cock—still impressive even softening—rested against his thigh, slick and glistening from her mouth and her pussy. He looked utterly relaxed, satisfied, like a man who had just claimed something and knew it.

For twenty long minutes, no one spoke. We simply existed in the aftermath—three bodies cooling, hearts slowing, the reality of what had just happened settling over us like smoke. Laura’s fingers occasionally drifted through my hair in lazy, affectionate strokes, grounding me even as my mind spun. Every time I swallowed, I tasted him again. Every time I breathed in, I smelled him on her skin.

Then Laura stirred.

She rolled onto her side with a soft, contented sigh, stretching languidly like a cat waking from a nap. Her breasts lifted with the motion, nipples still dark and swollen from Ricardo’s earlier attention. She propped herself on one elbow, looking down at him first—then at me.

Her smile was slow, sleepy, but unmistakably wicked.

She reached out, trailing her fingers down Ricardo’s chest, then lower, wrapping loosely around his softening cock. He grunted softly, hips twitching as blood began to flow back almost immediately.

“Come here,” she purred, voice low and sultry. “I want to taste you again.”

Ricardo shifted closer, kneeling on the bed in front of her. Laura leaned forward—still on all fours now—and took him back into her mouth without hesitation. Her lips stretched wide around the thick head, tongue swirling slowly as she sucked him back to hardness. Wet, deliberate sounds filled the room again—slow slurps, soft moans vibrating in her throat. She worked him deeper, cheeks hollowing, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

I watched from the foot of the bed, still on my knees, cock throbbing so hard it hurt. The sight of her—my wife—on her knees for him again, mouth stretched around a cock much bigger than mine, was devastating. Humiliating. Perfect. My hand moved to my cock instinctively, squeezing through the fabric, but I didn’t stroke yet. I wanted to feel every second of this denial.

Laura pulled off with a wet pop, saliva stringing from her lips to his glistening head. She looked up at him, then over at me—eyes locking on mine.

“Watch,” she whispered to me. “Watch how much I can take.”

She dove back down, taking him deeper this time—gagging softly when the head hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t stop. She bobbed faster, hand twisting at the base, tongue working the underside. Ricardo groaned low, hand threading into her hair, guiding her rhythm. Her moans were muffled around his cock, vibrating through him.

Between strokes, she pulled off just enough to speak—voice husky, loud enough for every word to reach me clearly.

“Look at how thick he is, baby,” she said, stroking him slowly with both hands. “I can barely get my fingers around him. When he’s hard, he’s almost twice as thick as you. And longer. I can feel him in my throat every time I try to take more.”

She demonstrated—taking him deep again, throat fluttering visibly as she pushed past her gag reflex. Saliva dripped down his shaft; she pulled back, gasping, then went down again.

Ricardo’s breathing grew ragged, hips flexing forward in short thrusts. Laura’s eyes flicked to me—dark, commanding.

“He’s going to cum in my mouth soon,” she murmured around his cock. “And you’re going to watch. Then I’m going to kiss you… with his cum still on my tongue.”

The words sliced through me—jealousy burning, arousal burning hotter. My cock throbbed painfully, pre-cum soaking through my shorts. I squeezed harder, but didn’t stroke. Not yet.

Ricardo groaned, hips stuttering. Laura took him deep one last time—throat working visibly as he came. Thick pulses flooded her mouth; I could see her swallow reflexively, taking every spurt. Some leaked from the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin in white strings.

She held him there until he was spent, then slowly pulled off. Cum coated her tongue, her lips, her chin. She turned to me, mouth still full, and crawled forward.

Ricardo watched, breathing hard, cock softening but still impressive.

Laura straddled my lap, knees bracketing my hips. She leaned down, kissing me deeply—lips parting, tongue pushing into my mouth. The taste hit me immediately: thick, salty, unmistakably Ricardo’s cum flooding my senses. She kissed me harder, sharing his load, letting it spill between our tongues.

At the same time, her hand wrapped around my cock—stroking once, twice, three times. No more than ten seconds. Firm, deliberate, thumb brushing over the head on each upstroke.

The combination—the taste of him in my mouth, her hand on me, the knowledge that she’d just swallowed his load while I watched—snapped something inside me.

I came hard—violent, sudden—hips bucking up as thick ropes shot across her stomach, her breasts, even reaching her chin. My body shook, vision blurring, a choked sob tearing from my throat. Tears pricked at my eyes from the intensity—pleasure so sharp it almost hurt. I trembled beneath her, cock pulsing weakly in her hand as the last spurts dribbled out.

Laura broke the kiss slowly, a thin string of cum and saliva connecting our lips for a second before it snapped. She licked her lips, tasting him again, then looked down at the mess I’d made on her skin.

“Good boy,” she whispered, thumb brushing a tear from my cheek. “You came so hard… just from tasting him in my mouth.”

I collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, body still trembling. She curled against me, kissing my temple softly.

Ricardo watched us for a moment—silent, satisfied—then reached for his clothes. He dressed slowly, giving Laura one last lingering look.

“I’ll see you both again,” he said simply.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Laura held me close, her body warm against mine, the taste of him still thick on my tongue.

“We’re not done,” she murmured. “Not even close.”

And as the room quieted, the weight of what we’d done settled over me—not as a wound, but as a promise.

This was us now.

And I was ready for whatever came next.

Four hours later, we woke up tangled in the sheets, both of us starving and sticky, the room still carrying that heavy, unmistakable scent of sex and sweat. The afternoon sun had shifted, slanting through the balcony doors in long golden bars across the bed. Laura stirred first, stretching with a lazy cat-like arch that made her breasts lift under the thin sheet. She rolled toward me, pressing her warm body against mine, and kissed my shoulder.

“Food,” she mumbled against my skin. “Now. Before I eat you instead.”

I laughed—rough, still hoarse from everything—and we dragged ourselves out of bed. A quick rinse in the shower (hands wandering more than necessary), fresh clothes, and we headed down to one of the resort’s open-air restaurants overlooking the beach. The place was half-full, soft music playing, waves crashing in the background. We ordered grilled fish, fresh salads, cold white wine, and a basket of bread we tore into like we hadn’t eaten in days.

Over dinner, the conversation started light—how good the food tasted after skipping lunch, how the sun had left faint pink lines on her shoulders despite the sunscreen—but it didn’t stay light for long. Laura set her fork down, took a slow sip of wine, and looked at me across the small table.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly, eyes searching mine. “Really okay? Last night was… a lot. I need to know if it made you feel inferior. Humiliated in a bad way. If it damaged anything between us.”

I exhaled, turning the stem of my glass between my fingers. The question was fair. She’d always been careful with me—checking in, making sure the games stayed fun, stayed consensual. I owed her the truth.

“I won’t lie,” I said, keeping my voice low. “There were moments when it hit hard. Watching him make you cum like that—from his cock alone, no help, no toys, no fingers… harder and louder than I’ve ever managed. Tasting him inside you while he stood there watching me do it. That part… yeah, it made me feel small. Inadequate. Like I’d never be enough in that one specific way.”

Laura’s expression softened, but she didn’t interrupt. She just listened.

“But,” I continued, meeting her gaze, “it didn’t damage us. If anything, it made the opposite happen. Our bond feels stronger now. Clearer. We talked about it, we did it, we survived it. And I still want you. More than ever. The humiliation? It hurt… but it also turned me on in ways I didn’t expect. The submission, the surrender, the fact that you trusted me enough to let me see you like that, to let me clean you afterward—it’s fucked up, but it’s ours. And I don’t want to stop exploring it.”

I reached across the table, covering her hand with mine. “As long as we keep talking—before, during, after—like we always have. As long as no one gets hurt in a way that doesn’t feel good. I think we should keep going. Keep pushing. Keep it fresh. Variety is what keeps this alive, right?”

She turned her hand over, lacing her fingers through mine. A slow, relieved smile spread across her face.

“God, I love you,” she said softly. “Yeah. Variety. No repetition. No ruts. We talk. We check in. We stop if anything ever feels wrong.”

We clinked our wine glasses—quiet, private, a small toast to whatever came next.

She leaned forward, voice dropping to that intimate whisper she saved for me.

“And next time,” she said, eyes sparkling, “we don’t hide you in the closet. You’re in the room. Watching. Close enough to see every detail. Close enough to taste him straight from me the second he pulls out.”

My cock stirred under the table at the words. I squeezed her hand tighter.

“Deal,” I said, voice rough.

We finished dinner slowly, savoring every bite, every sip, every stolen glance. The tension from earlier had shifted—not gone, but transformed. Less like dread. More like promise.

By the time we walked back to the room—hand in hand, the ocean breeze cooling our skin—the future felt dangerous, thrilling, terrifying.

And I couldn’t wait to see where it led.


Chapter 9

Once Laura had crossed that line with Ricardo, something between us shifted—something we both welcomed, quietly and without regret. In the quiet aftermath of those intense nights, we’d made a pact: keep the kinky side alive, but treat it like a rare, guarded flame. It wasn’t something we could openly flaunt or turn into a lifestyle. Discretion was non-negotiable.

Laura was an ambitious associate at a top-tier law firm, where reputation was currency and gossip could cost a partnership track. I had my own standing in the business world—clients, colleagues, a carefully built professional image. We both understood that becoming full-fledged “swingers” wasn’t realistic. Not for us. Not with the lives we led.

Still, we didn’t want to shut the door entirely. The rush, the rawness, the way those secret moments made everything else feel sharper and more alive—it was too intoxicating to give up completely. Out-of-town trips offered the safest potential, but so far the opportunities hadn’t presented themselves. I’d even floated the idea of Laura exploring her sensual side during her solo business trips—late-night drinks, a hotel bar, a handsome stranger—but her trips were usually too structured: long days in conference rooms followed by cocktails with colleagues and early flights home. And honestly, I had zero interest in seeking out other women. Not when I had Laura—the most captivating, desirable woman I could ever imagine.

It was about eight months after that unforgettable trip when the routine finally cracked open.

I had a Thursday night flight scheduled, with an early Friday morning meeting in a new city. The meeting would wrap up by noon, leaving the rest of the day wide open—no follow-ups, no obligations, just a hotel room and an empty afternoon. Laura’s law partner suggested she take the Friday off and join me. “You two deserve a little getaway,” he’d said with a knowing grin. That was all the encouragement she needed.

Friday morning came. I dressed quickly, kissed Laura goodbye as she lounged in bed, her body relaxed and warm beneath the covers, and headed out for my meeting. She planned to sleep in, unwind, and wait for me to return before we decided how to spend the rest of our day. Our flight home was flexible—we had all the time in the world.

After my meeting wrapped up early, we met for lunch at a small café near the convention center. The conversation was light and easy—work stories, the city’s quirks, what we might do with the free afternoon. Laura looked effortlessly stunning, dressed casually in a simple sundress that hugged her curves just right, turning heads from nearby tables without even trying. Her hair was loose, catching the light, and every time she laughed or leaned forward to speak, I felt that familiar pull in my chest—the same one that had started in Playa del Carmen and never really faded.

After lunch, she mentioned wanting to do some shopping. “There’s an elite mall a few blocks over,” she said, eyes sparkling. “High-end stuff. I could use a little retail therapy.”

We wandered there together, browsing the polished aisles of designer boutiques and luxury shoe stores. Laura’s energy was playful—she’d hold up a dress or a pair of heels, twirl in front of mirrors, ask my opinion with that teasing smile that always made my pulse kick up. I found a pair of leather loafers I liked—classic, expensive, the kind of thing I rarely treated myself to. I was debating whether to buy them when Laura glanced at her watch.

“Why don’t you go back and get those shoes you liked?” she said, voice casual, but there was something behind it—a hint of mischief, a subtle shift in her tone. “Then you can catch a cab back to the hotel. I’ll finish up here and meet you later.”

The suggestion caught me off guard. Normally we shopped together, lingering over each find, making it part of the day. But today she seemed to have her own agenda. It wasn’t anything overt—just… different. A quiet invitation to give her space.

I hesitated for a moment, searching her face. “You sure? I don’t mind waiting.”

She smiled—soft, reassuring, but that glint in her eyes didn’t fade. “I’m sure. Go spoil yourself. I’ll be fine. I’ll text you when I’m on my way back.”

Something in her expression—the way her lips curved, the slight tilt of her head—made my stomach tighten with that familiar mix of nerves and excitement. I nodded, kissed her lightly on the cheek, and headed to the shoe store.

I bought the loafers—quick transaction, box in hand—but instead of immediately hailing a cab, curiosity got the better of me. Something about the way she’d suggested we part ways felt deliberate. Not suspicious, exactly—just… loaded. I couldn’t resist.

From my vantage point near the column, I noticed something almost immediately. As Laura moved down the corridor, seemingly engrossed in her shopping, heads turned. Men—young and old alike—cast lingering glances her way as they passed. Some were subtle about it, stealing quick looks from behind sunglasses or over the rims of coffee cups. Others were less discreet, slowing their pace, eyes tracing the sway of her hips, the way the tight yoga pants hugged every curve, accentuating the toned lines of her thighs and ass. The top she wore, while not overtly revealing, clung to her figure just enough to leave little to the imagination—the soft swell of her breasts shifting slightly with each step, the faint outline of her nipples visible through the thin fabric in the mall's cool air.

She didn’t need heavy makeup or flashy clothes to turn heads. Her natural beauty did that effortlessly—flushed cheeks from the sun earlier, hair loose and slightly tousled from the breeze outside, that effortless confidence in her walk. I smiled to myself, a quiet pride mixing with the familiar knot of arousal and nerves in my gut. This was her quiet power: commanding attention without even trying, drawing eyes like gravity. I watched a guy in a suit pause mid-stride, turn to follow her with his gaze until she disappeared around a corner. Another man—older, carrying shopping bags—did a double-take, lips parting slightly before he caught himself and looked away.

It amused me, this ripple effect she had through the crowd. But it also stirred something deeper—the same dark thrill that had kept me hard in Playa del Carmen, watching Ricardo claim her while I hid. The knowledge that she could have any of these men if she wanted. That she chose me. That she chose to play these games with me.

For a moment, I considered stepping closer, following her movements a bit more—seeing who she might talk to, who might approach her. But then I stopped myself. This was her space, her moment. I didn’t need to intrude. Laura was playing her own game, and I trusted her implicitly. Whatever she had planned—if anything—it was part of the secret language we’d been building between us. Something told me this day would lead to another chapter in our growing exploration of desire.

I caught a cab back to the hotel, the shopping bag with the new shoes resting on my lap. The ride was short, but my mind filled every second with possibilities. Would she come back alone? Would she bring someone with her? Would she tease me with stories of who’d flirted, who’d stared, who’d dared to make a move? Or would she simply walk through the door, pull me into bed, and whisper all the filthy details while she rode me?

I paid the driver, headed up to our room, and waited.

The anticipation was exquisite torture—cock half-hard already, pulse racing, every sound in the hallway making me tense. I poured myself a drink from the minibar, sat on the edge of the bed, and stared at the door.

Wondering what surprise—if any—Laura might bring with her when she returned.

About two hours later, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. It was Laura, her voice light and teasing when I answered.

“Hey, baby,” she said, a playful lilt in her tone. “Can you come down to the lobby and help with my packages? I may have gone a little overboard.”

I laughed despite the nervous flutter in my chest. “On my way.”

When I stepped off the elevator, there she was near the entrance—arms full of glossy shopping bags, more than she could comfortably carry alone. She looked radiant, cheeks flushed from the day, hair slightly wind-tossed, wearing a light sundress that skimmed her curves and hinted at the bikini underneath. The moment she saw me, her smile widened—warm, mischievous, like she was holding a secret she couldn’t wait to share.

“Thanks, love,” she said, handing me half the bags with a wink. “No peeking.”

I took them, feeling the weight of expensive paper and tissue, wondering what was inside. “No promises,” I teased back, though my pulse had already quickened.

We rode the elevator up in comfortable silence, her shoulder brushing mine, the bags rustling softly between us. I couldn’t help but steal glances at her—trying to read the energy rolling off her in waves. There was something different in her posture, in the way her eyes sparkled when they met mine. Playful. Almost predatory. Tonight wasn’t going to be ordinary. I could feel it.

When we got to the room, she set her bags down carefully on the dresser, turning to me with that same secretive smile.

“We’re going out to dinner,” she said, stepping close enough that I could smell her sunscreen and the faint trace of perfume. “Someplace nice. And after that… I thought we could hit a few hot clubs. Have some drinks. Do some dancing.”

The way she said “dancing” left no room for doubt. It wasn’t about the music. It was about bodies moving close, eyes meeting across the room, possibilities unfolding in dim light and pulsing bass.

I swallowed, already half-hard just from the implication. “Sounds perfect.”

Before dinner, we decided to take a quick trip down to the pool. Laura changed into one of her new bikinis—still relatively conservative compared to some of the barely-there suits on display around the resort, but on her it was lethal. The top cradled her full breasts perfectly, the fabric thin enough to hint at the shape of her nipples when they hardened in the breeze. The bottoms rode high on her hips, accentuating the curve of her ass and the long lines of her legs. She slipped on a sheer cover-up that did almost nothing to conceal anything, tied a sarong loosely around her waist, and slid her sunglasses down.

The moment we stepped into the pool area, heads turned. Men—and more than a few women—couldn’t help but watch as she moved with graceful confidence, completely at ease in her skin. She didn’t strut or preen; she simply existed, radiant and unapologetic, and the attention followed her like a wake.

We lounged by the pool for a while, soaking in the sun, but the heat and the anticipation made it impossible to stay still for long. Laura kept shifting on her lounger—crossing and uncrossing her legs, arching her back just enough to make her breasts strain against the bikini top, drawing more eyes than I could count. Every time she caught someone staring, she’d glance at me with that small, knowing smile, like she was sharing a secret only we understood. My cock stayed half-hard the entire time, trapped uncomfortably in my trunks, pre-cum making the fabric cling.

Eventually she sat up, stretching languidly. “I’m ready to go back,” she said, voice low and suggestive. “I’ve got something special in mind for tonight.”

We gathered our things and headed to the room, the elevator ride silent except for the soft hum of the machinery and the way her hand brushed mine—deliberate, teasing. The moment the door closed behind us, the air changed. Thicker. Hotter. Charged.

“Why don’t you shower first,” she suggested, already unzipping her cover-up. “And then you can help me decide what to wear.”

I did as she asked, the hot water doing little to calm the growing storm inside me. My mind replayed every glance she’d gotten at the pool, every moment she’d let her legs part just a little more, every time her eyes had found mine across the deck. When I stepped out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around my waist, the sight in the bedroom made my pulse kick hard.

Laura had laid out most of her purchases across the bed like a private fashion show meant only for me. The items were bold, deliberate—pieces designed to tease, to provoke, to push every boundary we’d ever set.

She started with a pair of towering red heels—patent leather, sky-high stilettos with thin straps that would wrap around her ankles like bondage. “These are non-negotiable,” she said, her voice playful but firm, picking them up and letting the light catch the glossy finish. “They make my legs look endless… and they’ll look even better when I’m on my knees.”

Next came the matching red garter belt—wide, satin, with four long straps dangling, waiting for stockings. It was provocative, unapologetic, the kind of thing that screamed intent.

Then the bras.

She held up two options, turning them slowly so I could see every detail.

The first was a stunning cup-less red bra—nothing but thin straps and a delicate underwire that lifted her breasts without covering them at all. Her nipples would be completely exposed, framed like offerings, begging for attention.

The second was no less tantalizing—a sheer red bra, the fabric so transparent it would hide nothing. Every curve, every hardened peak, every subtle shift of her breathing would be visible through the lace.

My eyes darted between the two, then back to Laura. She stood before me in nothing but the emerald bikini bottom from the pool, her ample breasts already testing my restraint—nipples stiff from the cool AC and the weight of my stare. The tension between us was raw, physical, almost painful.

I could feel my cock hardening again beneath the towel, tenting the fabric unmistakably.

Laura watched me struggle with the choice, her smile widening as the seconds ticked by.

“I choose the cup-less one,” I said finally, voice thick with arousal.

She stepped closer, breasts brushing my chest through the towel. “Good choice,” she whispered, eyes darkening with approval. “That’s my choice too.”

Next came the panties. Laura had laid out three options on the bed like a private little game she knew would drive me wild: a flaming red thong—tiny, high-cut, the kind that would vanish between her cheeks and leave her ass almost completely bare; a sheer pair of crotchless panties, scandalously minimal, the open slit framed by delicate lace that would frame her smooth pussy like an invitation waiting to be accepted; and what she mysteriously referred to as “door #3,” hidden inside a small, velvet-lined gift box that sat between them like a taunt.

She picked up the box first, holding it just out of reach, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What will it be, dear husband?” she asked, voice low and teasing, knowing she had me on edge with the anticipation. My fingers hovered over the delicate sheer crotchless pair—I’d always had a weakness for those, the way they teased without covering, the way they made every touch feel immediate and forbidden—but curiosity got the better of me.

“What’s door #3?” I asked, voice already thickening.

Her laugh was musical, light, but laced with that playful cruelty she wielded so well. “Okay,” she replied, “but only a quick peek.”

She cracked the box open—just a sliver—then snapped it shut almost immediately, leaving me with nothing but the fleeting shadow of a secret. My heart raced with frustration, excitement, and the sudden, desperate need to know.

“Come on,” I begged, leaning closer. “Just one more look.”

“Absolutely not,” she said firmly, but the sly smile curling at the corner of her lips was a clue I couldn’t miss. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she began chuckling softly, enjoying the game she’d set in motion.

And then it hit me.

Door #3 wasn’t some hidden treasure. There was no lingerie in the box. It was empty.

The realization sent a rush through me—hot, humiliating, thrilling. She was toying with me, teasing me into choosing nothing at all. No panties. No barrier. Just her—smooth, bare, accessible—under whatever skirt or dress she picked.

This dilemma felt worse than choosing between bras earlier, but the tension made it intoxicating. My cock was already straining against the towel, pre-cum dampening the fabric as I pictured her walking out tonight with nothing underneath—vulnerable, exposed, ready for whatever the night might bring.

Finally, I surrendered.

“Door #3,” I said, my voice thick with desire.

Her grin widened—triumphant, delighted. “That was my choice too,” she admitted, setting the empty box aside. “But I wasn’t sure if you’d go for it.” There was something victorious in her voice, a quiet thrill at getting me to play along with her little game.

Next came the stockings—she’d already decided on a pair of dark coffee-hued thigh-highs with intricate lace tops. The seams ran delicately up the backs, designed to draw the eye straight to her ass and accentuate the long, toned lines of her legs. I helped her roll them on, fingers lingering on the soft skin of her thighs as I clipped each garter strap into place. The red garter belt framed her hips perfectly, the straps taut against her pale skin, making her look like she’d stepped out of a fantasy.

Her outerwear was just as settled in her mind. She’d chosen a light pink skirt—flirtatiously short, with subtle pleats that hinted at the fun (or lack thereof) underneath—and a sheer white satin top that clung to her body like a second skin. The top was thin enough that the red cup-less bra would be faintly visible in daylight, but we had the cover of night.

“We could skip the bra,” I suggested playfully, testing the waters of her mood.

She gave me a knowing smile, fingers tracing the soft fabric. “The night is still young,” she replied, raising the stakes with a promise of more to come.

The excitement in my chest grew. “On second thought,” I said, voice dropping, “why not wear the thong over your garter belt? I think I might have a chance of removing it later.”

She flashed me a smirk, appreciating my forwardness. “We’ll see,” she said, leaving it open-ended, teasing.

Then came the moment I hadn’t expected.

“Honey,” she said, her voice husky, “I’m going to take a hot bath, but I want you to shave my legs… and my pussy.”

Her eyes held mine, daring me.

My pulse quickened. I had always loved her smooth, bare pussy—something she meticulously maintained—but this was the first time she’d entrusted me with the task. The intimacy of it—the trust—sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

I was still in my hotel robe when I drew her bath, steam rising as the room filled with thick, sultry heat. I added some scented oil she liked, the fragrance mingling with the warm water. She stepped in, sighing as she sank down, then lifted one leg onto the edge of the tub.

I started with her legs—applying shaving gel in slow, careful strokes, the scent clean and faintly floral. Her legs were perfectly toned but not overly muscular, gleaming under the light as I carefully shaved her. Each pass of the blade heightened my arousal, my cock hardening beneath the robe. She watched me the whole time, eyes half-lidded, lips parted slightly.

When it was time to shave her pussy, she shifted her hips into the most revealing positions—spreading her legs wide, lifting one foot to the rim, then the other—ensuring I could reach every inch. I was careful, methodical, enjoying the intimate trust she placed in me. The smoothness of her skin under my fingers made my heart race, but I forced myself to focus—on the task, on her.

When I finished, she inspected my work with a satisfied hum, running her own fingers over the freshly bare skin. “Perfect,” she murmured. “Now go get dressed while I finish up.”

She dismissed me with a soft kiss, lingering just long enough to make me ache.

I dressed—simple dark jeans, a fitted black shirt—while she lingered in the bath, preparing herself in private. By the time she emerged, she was transformed.

The hotel robe barely covered her now, slipping open to reveal glimpses of red lace and smooth skin. Her makeup was dramatic—eyes framed by long, luscious lashes and dark, smoky shadows that turned her gaze into a weapon, capable of arousing anyone who dared meet it. Her lips were a deep, glossy red, teasing at secrets I would unravel later.

Helping her dress was like watching a reverse striptease—each layer of fabric covering her skin only made me more eager to see it bared again later. I fastened the red garter belt around her waist, clipped the dark coffee thigh-highs into place, the lace tops hugging her thighs. The cup-less bra came next—lifting her breasts high, leaving her nipples completely exposed and framed. She slipped the sheer white satin top over her head; it clung to her like a second skin, the red bra faintly visible beneath, a deliberate tease.

The light pink skirt came last—flirtatiously short, with subtle pleats that hinted at the fun (or lack thereof) underneath. She stepped into the towering red heels—patent leather, sky-high, straps wrapping around her ankles like delicate restraints.

She turned to me, fully dressed, every inch the confident, seductive woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice a sultry challenge.

I could barely form words. “Absolutely.”

We took a cab to the restaurant, and the moment Laura stepped inside, all eyes followed her. She was impossible to ignore—not in a cheap way, but in that timeless, irresistible elegance that drew people in like moths to a flame. Heads turned, conversations paused—everyone felt her presence. I felt the luckiest man in the room.

And the hungriest.


Chapter 10

After a couple of cocktails and an exquisite dinner that wrapped us in a blissful fog, we sat back with glasses of luscious dessert wine. The flickering candle flames danced across the table, painting gentle, wavering patterns over Laura’s perfect features as she took a careful sip.

The restaurant had grown hushed around us, other patrons drifting away into the evening, but we weren't in any hurry to leave. The night felt alive with promise, and the subtle spark humming between us—fueled by the day's teasing glances and unspoken desires—kept us rooted in place. Every time she raised her glass, the light caught the sheer white satin of her top, hinting at the red lace beneath, her nipples pressing faintly against the fabric like a secret waiting to be revealed.

When we eventually rose to go, the cool night air greeted us outside, laced with the distant pulse of music and the salty whisper of the ocean. The valet flagged a cab with a knowing nod, as if he could sense the evening's energy wasn't fading anytime soon.

The driver, a grizzled man in his fifties with a wry grin, suggested the hottest club in town. "You'll fit right in," he said with a wink, eyeing Laura in the rearview mirror as if he already knew the kind of night we were chasing.

Laura settled into the seat first, her short pink skirt riding up to flash the lace tops of her stockings. I slid in beside her, the door thunking shut behind us. She crossed her legs toward me, the skirt inching higher, the bare skin above the garters gleaming under the passing streetlights. She caught my gaze lingering and smiled—slow, wicked—her hand finding my thigh, fingers tracing idle patterns that sent heat straight to my groin.

The club hit us like a wave the second we stepped inside. The music pounded through the walls like a heartbeat on steroids, bass so deep it rattled my bones and made the floor vibrate under our feet. Neon streaks slashed across the writhing sea of bodies on the dance floor—couples grinding close, singles prowling, everyone loose and ravenous for the night. We claimed a small high-top table near the edge of the chaos, close enough to absorb the vibe but far enough to catch our breath.

Drinks appeared fast—potent and icy, condensation beading on the glasses like sweat. Laura savored hers slowly, her eyes sweeping the room with quiet curiosity. I watched her more than the crowd. The sheer white satin top hugged her like a lover's whisper, the red bra's faint outline teasing through the fabric, her nipples hardening every time the AC gust brushed her. The short pink skirt flared with each shift in her seat, hinting at the bare skin beneath—no panties, just as we'd chosen with "door #3." The thigh-high stockings caught every flash of light, lace tops peeking out, seams guiding the eye up her legs like an invitation.

It didn't take long for the rhythm to pull us in.

We danced through a few tracks, bodies pressed tight, hips syncing to the beat. The alcohol and pulse loosened us both. Laura’s hands roamed my chest, looped around my neck, reeling me in for a kiss that tasted of wine and heat. When we parted, her eyes were shadowed, pupils blown wide.

She twirled slowly, back to my chest, her ass grinding against me as she moved. The skirt lifted just enough to tease the garters and bare curve beneath. Eyes locked on us—men staring openly, some with raw hunger, others sneaking glances like they couldn't help it. Women noticed too, some envious, some intrigued.

After a few songs, we returned to the table, breathless and flushed. Laura’s beauty was undeniable, and no matter how many attractive women filled the club, none could rival her tonight. The dark stockings with their delicate lace tops peeked just enough from beneath her skirt to catch attention, teasing anyone who dared look too closely. The sheer white satin top clung to her like a second skin, the red cup-less bra faintly visible beneath, her nipples pressing against the fabric with every quick breath. Sweat glistened on her collarbone, catching the strobe lights in tiny flashes of silver. She looked like sin wrapped in elegance, and the room knew it.

We sat for only a minute—long enough to catch our breath, sip our drinks—when, as I had anticipated, a young man approached our table. He was handsome, fresh-faced, with the kind of easy confidence that only youth brings. Dark hair, sharp jaw, dressed well but not trying too hard—fitted shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled up. His eyes were glued to Laura from the moment he stepped into our orbit, and it was clear he’d worked up the nerve for this moment.

He stopped a respectful distance away, nodded politely to me first—acknowledging the husband—then turned his full attention to her.

“Mind if I dance with her?” he asked, voice steady but edged with hope.

I glanced at Laura. Her expression was playful, lips slightly parted, eyes sparkling with that familiar mix of mischief and invitation. She didn’t speak, but the silent question hung between us: Are you ready for this?

I felt the tension coil in my chest—jealousy sharp enough to sting, arousal hotter than the alcohol in my veins. My cock, already half-hard from dancing with her, thickened further against my thigh.

“It’s fine by me,” I said, voice low but clear, enjoying the slight burn that spread across my chest.

Laura’s smile widened—slow, approving, triumphant. She rose gracefully, letting the young man take her hand. His fingers rested lightly on the small of her back as he led her to the dance floor, just above where the skirt met her skin. I watched them go, heart pounding, the club’s lights flashing over them in reds and blues and purples.

They moved together almost immediately, the fast tempo suiting the moment. Laura’s arms rose above her head, hips swaying, skirt flaring slightly with each turn. The pink fabric lifted just enough to tease the lace tops of her stockings, the red garter straps flashing in the strobe light like secret signals. She danced close to him—closer than necessary—her body brushing his chest, her ass grazing his hips when she turned. His hands settled on her waist, then slid lower, resting just above the curve of her ass. She didn’t pull away.

I sat at the table, drink forgotten, watching every detail. The way her skirt rode up with each spin, threatening to reveal more. The way her breasts bounced under the sheer top, nipples hard and visible. The way his gaze dropped to her cleavage, then lower, then snapped back to her face like he was trying (and failing) to be respectful.

It didn’t take long.

As the tempo quickened, she twirled, and there it was—a deliberate flash of dark lace peeking out from under the hem of her skirt, the garter straps holding taut against her stockings, the red clips glinting for just a heartbeat under the strobes. My heart slammed against my ribs—not with jealousy, but with something sharper, more thrilling. The tension coiled tighter in my chest as I leaned back in my chair, watching her move, knowing that only I could see how close her secret lingerie was to being revealed. The thong—still hidden beneath—seemed to tease me even more, a private promise amid the public display.

Over the next half hour, the young man returned to our table more than once, each time asking my permission with polite deference. “Mind if I steal her for another dance?” he’d say, nodding respectfully to me first. I nodded my approval every time, enjoying the way he handled the situation—careful, courteous, never pushing past what was offered. And I watched as Laura effortlessly drew him in. Their chemistry on the dance floor was palpable, her movements growing more fluid, more suggestive with each song. She spun closer, letting her body brush his, her skirt flaring higher each time, revealing just enough of the lace tops and garter straps to make his eyes darken. She was daring him to keep pace, and he was rising to it—hands on her waist, then lower, testing boundaries she allowed but never fully crossed.

During one of their dances, I excused myself to the restroom, needing a moment to breathe. When I returned, I paused at the bar instead of heading straight back. From this new vantage point—half-hidden by the crowd—I could see everything without being seen.

Laura had just been dropped back at our table, a light sheen of sweat on her skin from the dancing, her breath still quick and shallow. The young man hadn’t noticed me yet. I watched as he rejoined his buddy at a nearby high-top, the two of them exchanging quiet words and glances in her direction. They were sizing her up—his friend smirking, leaning in close.

“I don’t know why you’re bothering with that hot brunette,” the friend said, voice carrying just enough over the music for me to catch it. “She’s married, man. Besides, your little cock would never satisfy her anyway.”

The young guy shot him a glare, defensive. “You’re one to talk, Shrimp Dick,” he fired back, tone more bravado than confidence.

I chuckled under my breath, the exchange oddly satisfying. They were discussing her—wanting her, debating her—and they had no idea I was listening. No idea who she belonged to. No idea what she’d already done, what she was capable of. Some part of me enjoyed it—the idea of them lusting after her, knowing they didn’t stand a chance against the connection we had, against the games we played.

I left the bar and made my way back to our table, sliding into my seat as if I’d never left.

Laura looked up at me, cheeks still flushed, eyes bright. “So,” I asked, curious about the conversation she’d shared with her dance partner, “what was he like?”

She shrugged slightly, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “He was nice enough, but a bit too curious about our marriage and relationship.”

I leaned in, interest sharpening. “What did you tell him?”

Laura’s eyes twinkled with mischief, catching the strobe lights in tiny sparks. “That we’re committed… and also adventurous.”

The word landed between us like a lit match—charged, heavy with unspoken promise. It wasn’t just a description; it was code, a door she’d cracked wider, letting the night’s possibilities spill through.

“And how did he take that?” I asked, voice low, pulse already climbing.

She tilted her head thoughtfully, lips curving. “He was intrigued—very intrigued by ‘adventurous,’ actually.”

I raised an eyebrow, feeling the tension coil tighter in my chest. “And how exactly did you describe ‘adventurous’?”

Laura leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear, voice dropping to a sultry whisper that sliced through the pounding bass. “I didn’t.”

She let the silence stretch, let the implication bloom—raw, tempting, dangerous. My cock stirred harder against my pants, pre-cum dampening the fabric as the possibilities she’d left hanging flooded my mind. She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, her smile slow and wicked, daring me to ask more.

Before I could press her, movement caught the corner of my eye. The first guy’s friend—the one with the sarcastic mouth from earlier—was approaching our table. His earlier bravado had faded; now he looked nervous, almost shy, shuffling his feet as he stopped a respectful distance away.

He cleared his throat, eyes flicking to me first—acknowledging the husband—then settling on Laura with obvious hunger.

“Mind if I… dance with her?” he asked, voice cracking just slightly on the last word.

I glanced at Laura. Her expression was playful, lips parted, eyes sparkling with that familiar mix of mischief and invitation. She didn’t speak, but the silent question was clear: Are you ready for more?

The tension twisted in my chest—jealousy sharp enough to sting, arousal hotter than the alcohol still buzzing in my veins. My cock throbbed painfully now, pre-cum soaking through.

I nodded slowly. “Go ahead.”

Laura’s smile widened—slow, approving, triumphant. She rose gracefully, letting the young man take her hand. His fingers rested lightly on the small of her back as he led her to the dance floor, just above where the skirt met her skin. I watched them go, heart pounding, the club’s lights flashing over them in reds and blues and purples.

The music had shifted to a slower tempo, the kind of song that invited intimacy—deep bass, sultry vocals, bodies swaying close. Laura placed her hands on the guy’s shoulders, fingers tracing lightly along the back of his neck. She raised her arms above her head, letting her body arch into the rhythm, skirt flaring slightly with each slow roll of her hips.

It didn’t take long.

On one particularly languid turn, the skirt lifted higher—exposing the full lace tops of her stockings, the red garter straps taut against her pale thighs. The young man’s eyes widened, his grip tightening on her waist. Laura laughed—light, breathless—spinning back into his arms, pressing her body flush against his. His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the skirt for a heartbeat before moving back up, testing the boundary.

She didn’t pull away.

She leaned in, whispered something in his ear. He grinned—wide, hungry—and pulled her closer. Their bodies moved in perfect sync now, hips grinding to the slow beat, her thigh slipping between his legs, his hand drifting to the small of her back, fingers splaying possessively.

From the table, I saw her glance back at me—once, quick, eyes finding mine through the crowd. She held my gaze for a long second, then turned back to him, letting her hand trail down his chest, lower, brushing the growing bulge in his pants.

My cock throbbed painfully, pre-cum soaking through my pants. The humiliation burned—watching my wife grind against another man, letting him touch her, letting him feel how wet she was through the thin skirt—but the arousal burned hotter. I shifted in my seat, adjusting myself discreetly, unable to look away.

She danced with him through another song, then another—bodies pressed close, hands roaming, laughter mixing with the music. Every time her skirt lifted, every time his hand dipped lower, every time she whispered something that made him groan, the knot in my chest tightened.

She was in control. She always was.

And she knew I was watching.

After the third song, she pulled back slightly, said something to him—probably our room number, probably an invitation—then turned and walked toward me, hips swaying, face flushed, lips swollen from kissing him on the dance floor.

She reached the table, leaned down, and kissed me deeply—tongue slipping into my mouth, carrying the faint taste of his lips.

Leaning in, I whispered close to her ear, “I think your bra is starting to show through your top. Why don’t you head to the restroom and check?”

She gave me that twinkling, mischievous look, kissed me softly on the lips—her mouth still carrying the faint, intoxicating trace of wine and heat—and said, “I’ll be right back.”

As she stood, her confidence was palpable, every move deliberate and unhurried. The sheer white satin top shifted with her, clinging to the curves of her breasts, the red cup-less bra faintly visible beneath, nipples pressing insistently against the fabric. The light pink skirt flared just slightly as she turned, flashing the dark lace tops of her stockings and the red garter straps that framed her thighs like a promise.

She walked right past both of her earlier dance partners, locking eyes with each of them in turn. The first guy—the one who’d danced with her most—froze mid-sentence, his gaze dropping to the open neckline of her top, then lower to the way the skirt rode up with each step. The second—the sarcastic friend—nearly spilled his drink, mouth parting as she passed close enough for her perfume to brush him. Neither man moved to follow, but their eyes tracked her like magnets, hungry and helpless. The sway of her hips was almost daring them to watch her go, to imagine what they’d never have.

When she returned a few minutes later, my breath caught in my throat.

The moment she sat down beside me, I saw it.

Not only was her bra missing—the red lace gone entirely—but her top was now undone. The top three buttons had been left carelessly open, the satin gaping just enough to showcase the perfect centerline between her breasts. The smooth, firm swell of her cleavage was fully exposed, the inner curves rising and falling with each breath, nipples barely concealed by the edges of the fabric. One wrong move, one deep inhale, and the thin material would slip further. It was scandalous, deliberate, impossible to ignore.

“Wow,” I whispered, voice rough with appreciation as she slid back into her seat, crossing her legs toward me so the skirt rode higher, flashing the lace tops of her stockings again.

I couldn’t resist. My hand moved instinctively to her upper thigh, tracing the warm, smooth skin just above the stocking. My fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, brushing the edge of the red thong—already soaked through, the fabric clinging wetly to her folds. Her pussy was hot to the touch, swollen, slick with arousal that had nothing to do with the dancing and everything to do with the eyes that had followed her across the room.

“Dancing with strangers turns you on, doesn’t it?” I asked, voice low, just for her, my fingers pressing lightly against the damp thong, feeling the heat radiating from her.

She gave me a sideways smile, her eyes flashing with that playful fire I adored. “Well, yes. Sometimes,” she admitted, her tone light but layered with meaning—honest enough to sting, teasing enough to ignite.

Before I could press further, one of the young men approached again, this time with more boldness. He leaned in to ask her for another dance, but before he could finish the sentence, I interjected, keeping my tone casual, almost amused.

“If you two are going to be dancing with my wife all night,” I said, nodding toward his friend still lingering near the bar, “you might as well join us at our table.”

The guy looked uncertain at first, eyes flicking between me and Laura, clearly trying to gauge whether this was a trap or an invitation. He hesitated for a heartbeat—long enough for me to feel the power shift in my favor—then nodded slowly.

“I’ll go get my friend,” he said, voice cracking just slightly.

As he walked away, I couldn’t resist the urge any longer. My hand slipped back under her skirt, finding her drenched pussy. The thong was soaked through, the thin fabric clinging wetly to her folds. I teased her with my fingers, sliding them along her slick entrance, feeling how swollen and ready she was. She spread her legs ever so slightly under the table, encouraging me, her breath hitching as I pressed a fingertip inside her—slow, deliberate—then withdrew to circle her clit.

“I overheard a conversation at the bar,” I murmured, lips brushing her ear as I continued to tease her, fingers slipping in and out with shallow strokes. “They were talking about small cocks. Not sure these guys are worth your time.”

Laura gave a quiet, sultry laugh, her eyes half-lidded with amusement and arousal. She rocked subtly against my hand, thighs parting wider beneath the tablecloth.

“Well,” she said in a teasing tone, voice low and dripping with mischief, “I’m married to a Little Cock Boy, so what’s the difference?”

Her playful jab sent a thrill through me, sharp and immediate. “Fair enough,” I said, leaning back with a grin that felt more confident than I actually was. “Why don’t you go to the restroom and take off that beautiful thong for me?”

Laura’s eyes twinkled again, that same look of excitement and mischief dancing in them. She didn’t speak—just gave me a slow, knowing nod, then excused herself with a graceful rise from the chair. The pink skirt shifted as she stood, flashing the lace tops of her stockings once more before she walked away. I watched her go, hips swaying deliberately, passing both of her earlier dance partners. She locked eyes with each of them in turn—the first guy froze mid-sip, the second nearly dropped his phone—letting her presence linger like a promise. Neither made a move, but their gazes followed her all the way to the restroom door.

When she came back a few minutes later, my breath caught in my throat.

She sat down beside me, thighs brushing mine under the table, and without a word slipped the balled-up red thong into my hand. The fabric was warm, damp—still carrying the heat of her body, the faint musk of her arousal clinging to it. I quietly slid it into my front pocket, feeling the silky material press against my thigh, a secret weight that made my cock twitch harder.

By the time Rich and Luke joined us, we had already reestablished our dominance over the evening. Laura and I introduced ourselves—keeping names real but details vague, playful lies about jobs and hometowns that kept everything light. They asked the usual questions—where we lived, what we did—but our answers were crafted carefully, part of the game.

As we talked, I couldn’t resist teasing her further. My hand stayed on her thigh, fingers slowly pushing her skirt higher and higher. The fabric flared easily, revealing more of her smooth, bare skin with each inch. I watched both men try to remain polite, their eyes flicking down but quickly returning to her face, unsure if they were allowed to look, unsure if this was real.

It didn’t take long before they got the message.

As her slick pussy lips came into view—glistening under the club lights, already swollen from the dancing and the anticipation—I saw the tension on their faces. Throats bobbed as they swallowed hard. They couldn’t tear their eyes away, but the awkwardness of staring straight at her exposed cunt kept them in a state of half-shock, half-embarrassment.

Laura, sensing their hesitation, took it a step further. She spread her legs just a little wider under the table, offering them a full, unobstructed view of her glistening folds. The look on their faces was priceless—desire, confusion, disbelief that they were witnessing something so intimate in public. They looked like they might choke on their own arousal.

I leaned back, smiling to myself, enjoying the crackling tension between us all. After a few moments, I excused myself to the restroom, leaving Laura with her two admirers. As I walked away, my cock was so hard I could barely pee, the weight of the evening’s excitement pressing down on me in the best possible way.

When I got back to the table, I froze for a moment, trying to process what I was seeing.

Rich had his hand boldly up Laura’s skirt, fingers clearly working inside her wet cunt. She was lost in the moment, one hand on his cock through his pants, stroking slowly, the other resting on the table to steady herself. Luke watched, eyes wide, hand resting on her thigh, waiting his turn.

My pulse quickened at the sight. I hadn’t expected things to escalate this quickly, but there was no turning back now.

“Whoa, hold up,” I said, my voice sharp enough to cut through the music and get their attention.

They both looked up, momentarily startled. Even Laura blinked at me as if waking from a dream, her cheeks flushed, lips parted.

“I think we need to take this party back to our hotel room,” I said, “before we all get thrown out.”

There was a pause, but then the two guys exchanged quick glances—nervous excitement flashing between them—and Laura gave me a wicked smile that sent a fresh jolt straight to my cock. They readily agreed, voices overlapping in eager yeses, and within minutes we had hailed a cab and piled in, the night’s adventure shifting into another gear.

I sat up front with the driver, who kept stealing glances in the rearview mirror, his knuckles white on the wheel. Behind me, Laura was sandwiched between Rich and Luke, her skirt already hiked up almost to her waist. Their hands wasted no time. I could see everything in the mirror—Rich’s fingers sliding under the edge of her thong (the one she’d handed me earlier, now back in place for the game), Luke’s hand cupping her breast through the open top, thumb circling her nipple until it hardened visibly against the sheer satin.

Laura’s head fell back against the seat, a low moan escaping her lips as they fingered her in perfect sync. The cab filled with the wet sounds of their fingers working her slick pussy, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps. She came twice on the short ride—once with a quiet shudder, thighs clamping around Rich’s hand; the second time louder, hips bucking, a soft cry slipping out as Luke pinched her nipple hard enough to make her arch.

The driver’s eyes flicked to the mirror again and again, focus nowhere near the road. I didn’t blame him. Laura’s top had become unbuttoned all the way down to the waistband of her skirt, pale breasts fully exposed now—nipples dark and swollen, flushed from their attention. She leaned back between them, one hand tracing the outline of Rich’s cock through his pants, the other stroking Luke, her body writhing as they continued their work.

She caught my eye in the mirror—lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes dark with lust—and gave me the smallest, most wicked nod. A silent this is for you.

When we pulled up to the hotel, she hastily buttoned a couple of the middle buttons on her blouse—just enough to make herself somewhat presentable for the lobby—but the top still gaped, offering teasing glimpses of cleavage and the red bra beneath. We exited the cab, the humid night air hitting us like a wave. Laura clutched her skirt to keep it from riding too high, but the glint of excitement in her eyes was brighter than ever.

Inside the lobby, I prayed no one would take notice, though a part of me—dark and twisted—almost wanted someone to. The late-night staff behind the desk glanced up once, then quickly looked away, pretending not to see the disheveled group of four: Laura leading the way, skirt already half-unzipped, cover-up gone, sheer top gaping open to reveal the red bra beneath; Rich and Luke flanking her like eager escorts, eyes wide and hungry; me trailing behind, heart slamming, cock straining painfully against my pants, carrying her discarded heels in one hand like some twisted trophy.

We made our way to the elevator, the polished marble floor reflecting our hurried steps. The doors slid open with a soft chime—empty, thank god—and we piled in. The moment they closed, Laura was on me.

Her lips crashed against mine, hungry and urgent, tongue slipping into my mouth as her hands worked the remaining buttons of her skirt. The fabric dropped to the elevator floor in a whisper of silk, pooling at her feet. She stood there in nothing but the sheer white satin top (now fully unbuttoned and hanging open), dark coffee thigh-highs, red garter belt, and towering heels. Her breasts were fully exposed—nipples dark and erect, skin flushed from the club and the anticipation. Her pussy—smooth, swollen, still glistening from earlier teasing—was on full display, bare beneath the skirt that no longer existed.

Rich and Luke watched in silent awe, frozen against the wall, eyes locked on her naked body. The elevator lights were bright, unforgiving—every curve, every inch illuminated. Laura’s confidence was absolute; she didn’t cover herself, didn’t flinch. She simply stood there, legs slightly parted, letting them look their fill.

I could barely breathe. My cock strained painfully against my pants, pre-cum soaking through the fabric. I could see both Rich and Luke were similarly affected—bulges obvious, hands twitching like they weren’t sure where to put them.

I secretly hoped the elevator wouldn’t stop before we reached the eleventh floor. But another part of me—the part that thrived on the thrill of being watched, of exposure—wished that it would. Every inch of Laura screamed sensual energy, and if the doors opened to an unsuspecting guest, they’d be met with the sight of her standing there in all her glory: breasts bare, pussy exposed, stockings and garters framing her like erotic art, heels making her legs look endless.

The floors ticked by slowly—3… 4… 5…—each ding making my heart lurch. Laura glanced at me, then at them, and smiled—slow, wicked.

“Like what you see?” she asked the two men, voice low and teasing.

They could only nod, throats bobbing, eyes glued to her body.

She stepped closer to me, pressing her naked breasts against my shirt, nipples hard through the fabric. Her hand slid down, palming my cock through my pants, squeezing once.

“Feel that?” she whispered, loud enough for them to hear. “He’s so hard just watching you look at me.”

Rich groaned softly. Luke shifted, adjusting himself.

The elevator dinged at 11.

The doors slid open—empty hallway, thank god.

Laura didn’t bother to pick up her skirt or refasten her top. She turned to Luke with a grin. “Would you grab my skirt?” Then she handed her top to Rich, leaving them both holding pieces of her discarded outfit like obedient attendants.

She took my hand, her heels clicking against the polished floor as we strutted down the hallway—completely exposed, daring anyone who might see us. The adrenaline coursing through me was electric—heart racing, cock throbbing, every step heightening the risk, the thrill.

We reached our door. Laura swiped the keycard, pushed it open.

When we got inside, Laura wasted no time. The door had barely clicked shut before she turned to Rich and Luke, her hands moving with confident purpose. She unbuckled both of their belts in quick succession—fingers deft, almost impatient—then glanced at me with that commanding glint in her eyes.

“Pants off, honey,” she instructed, voice low and firm. “All of you. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

I obeyed immediately, shoving my jeans and boxers down, kicking them aside. Rich and Luke followed suit, pants and underwear pooling at their ankles. Two cocks sprang free—small, unimpressive, barely more than half-hard. Rich’s was thin, Luke’s shorter still, both dwarfed by the memory of Ricardo’s thick length from earlier in the week.

Laura’s eyes widened for a split second, then she burst into laughter—genuine, delighted, the sound filling the room like music. She covered her mouth with one hand, shoulders shaking, eyes sparkling with amusement.

“Looks like you heard right, Little Dick,” she teased me, then sighed dramatically, shaking her head. “What are the chances I’d get three of the smallest cocks on earth all in the same room with me horny as hell, and not a single big cock to fuck?”

Both guys looked taken aback by her comment. Luke’s confidence visibly faltered—his erection softening further, shrinking back against his body. Rich shifted uncomfortably, cheeks flushing, hand instinctively moving to cover himself.

Laura noticed immediately. She stepped forward, voice turning firm, commanding.

“Oh, no you don’t, Little Boy,” she said to Luke, reaching out to lift his chin with one finger. “You’re not going soft on me now. Not when I’m this wet.”

She turned to me next, eyes gleaming with excitement and something darker—dominance, pure and unfiltered.

“Honey,” she said, voice dropping to that sultry register that always made my knees weak, “why don’t you show these boys how to make up for a small cock?”

I needed no further encouragement.

I lowered myself to my knees in front of her, trailing kisses down her body—over her breasts, her stomach, the soft skin just above her mound. She was still glistening from earlier, pussy swollen and slick, the faint scent of her arousal thick in the air. I buried my face between her legs, savoring her wetness. My tongue moved slowly at first—teasing her folds, tracing the smooth, freshly-shaved skin—before I pressed deeper, licking flat and broad, tasting every inch.

Laura moaned above me, hips rocking forward to meet my mouth. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Show them how a good boy uses his tongue when his cock isn’t enough.”

I rubbed my entire face against her—nose pressing to her clit, cheeks smearing with her juices, chin grinding against her entrance. She was drenched, slick and hot, coating me completely. I sucked her clit between my lips, tongue flicking fast, then slow circles, then plunging inside her again. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me harder against her.

Rich and Luke watched—silent, wide-eyed, cocks twitching back to half-mast as they took in the sight of me worshipping her, face buried deep, tongue working relentlessly.

Laura’s moans grew louder, hips grinding against my face. “Look at him,” she gasped, voice breaking with pleasure. “Look how eager he is. He knows his little cock can’t satisfy me… so he makes up for it with his mouth. Every. Single. Time.”

The words burned—humiliating, devastating—but they only made me hungrier. I sucked harder, tongue flicking her clit in quick, relentless strokes, fingers sliding inside her to curl against that spot I knew so well. She tensed, thighs trembling around my head.

“Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

She came hard—body jerking, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as fresh wetness flooded my mouth. I drank it down, tongue working through every pulse until she shuddered and eased off, legs shaking.

She looked down at me—face slick, lips swollen—and smiled.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Then she turned to Rich and Luke, eyes dark, commanding.

She smiled wickedly, her body glistening with sweat under the low hotel lights. “You guys all have basically half cocks,” she said playfully, her voice carrying that teasing edge that always made my stomach flip. “I guess it’ll take two of you to fuck me at the same time.”

I glanced at her, surprised, unsure of what she meant at first. Rich and Luke exchanged awkward looks, their small erections faltering slightly under her blunt assessment. But as the night progressed, I realized this was only the beginning of something far more intense than I had anticipated.

Laura stood over the two men, her presence commanding, eyes gleaming with a mischievous spark that bordered on predatory. “Lie down on the bed,” she told them, her voice firm but playful. “Butts together. Close as you can.”

The men hesitated, glancing at each other with visible discomfort. The idea of pressing their bodies together like that clearly unsettled them. Sensing their reluctance, Laura stepped in, her hands guiding them with an almost teasing impatience. She pushed Rich onto his back first, then Luke, maneuvering them until their hips were nearly touching, their small cocks pointing upward like uncertain flags. Despite their efforts, the awkwardness of the position soon became clear. Their bodies weren’t aligning the way she’d envisioned, and a soft sigh escaped Laura’s lips as she shook her head, abandoning the idea with a small chuckle.

“Alright,” she said, her tone shifting to something more decisive. “Rich, lie down with your legs hanging off the bed.”

She gave him a soft push, watching as he followed her command, his muscles tensing as he settled into place, legs dangling over the edge. Laura didn’t waste any time. She straddled him, thighs sliding over his hips as she lowered herself onto him. Her breasts—full and warm—pressed against his chest as she leaned forward, her breath coming in slow, deliberate bursts. She took him easily, her pussy still slick and open from earlier, but the fit was loose compared to what she’d just experienced with Ricardo. She rocked gently at first, then faster, chasing friction more than fullness.

Then she turned her head, locking eyes with me in a way that sent a jolt straight through my body. Her next words were unexpected, their bluntness shaking me to my core.

“Honey,” she said, voice thick with desire and authority, “when Luke mounts me, I want you to grab his cock and guide it into my pussy. Right on top of Rich’s.”

I froze. The room seemed to narrow, the air growing thicker. A twinge of uncertainty shot through me—shock, hesitation, the sudden weight of what she was asking. This wasn’t just watching anymore. This was participation. Active. Intimate. Degrading in a way I hadn’t prepared for. But the look in her eyes left no room for hesitation. No room for retreat.

“Do it,” she urged, her tone taking on a darker edge, hips still rolling slowly on Rich’s small cock. “Right now.”

Luke positioned himself behind her, legs spread wide on either side of Rich’s. His cock was already hard—small but rigid with nervous excitement—and Laura didn’t give him a moment of reprieve.

“Damn it,” she hissed, voice sharp and commanding, “you better stuff my pussy with that little cock, or I swear, I’ll make you suck them both off.”

Her words sent a shockwave through the room. That tone… I’d never heard her speak like that before—stern, demanding, in total control. There was no mistaking it now. This wasn’t playful teasing anymore. This was her claiming the room, claiming them, claiming me.

Reluctantly, I reached out, fingers closing around Luke’s cock. It felt hot and firm under my hand—smaller than Ricardo’s, smaller than mine even, but throbbing with need. With a mixture of fascination and unease, I guided it toward Laura’s slick entrance, where Rich’s cock was already buried deep inside her. Luke grunted as he nudged forward, the head of his cock sliding against the wetness of her folds until I helped him align with her. With a small push, he slipped in alongside his friend.

Laura let out a deep, guttural moan as both cocks stretched her. The sensation of being filled by them together seemed to ignite something primal within her. “Fuck, yes,” she growled, hips rocking back to take them deeper. “Luke, you better fuck me hard, and don’t you dare let that little cock pop out, or you’ll regret it.”

Luke obeyed, starting with short, firm thrusts, his cock sliding against Rich’s with every motion. The friction built between them, both men grunting softly as they worked together, their combined girth pressing into Laura’s pussy. Each thrust seemed to push Laura closer to the edge, her moans rising in intensity as the pressure on her clit became too much.

It didn’t take long before her body began to shudder. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” she gasped, hands clutching at Rich’s chest, head thrown back in ecstasy. Her orgasm seemed to spur the two men on, their grunts turning to groans as they reached their own limits. In almost perfect unison, they both came, filling her with their hot release.

“That’s it,” Laura purred, voice sultry and satisfied. “Cum in my wet pussy, both of you. Don’t stop. Keep pumping until you’re dry.”

She shot a glance at me, lips curling into a wicked smile as she added, “Cucky is going to clean up.”

The words landed like a brand—humiliating, searing, perfect. My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts, untouched, pre-cum soaking through the fabric. I watched as they slowed, hips stuttering through the last pulses, cum already beginning to leak out around their small cocks, dripping down her ass in thick white streams.

Luke’s cock slipped out with a slick, wet sound, leaving Laura’s pussy still stretched and dripping. The sight of her filled with cum—thick, viscous ropes of it from both men—was overwhelming, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Rich’s cock remained buried inside her, serving as nothing more than a plug, a reminder of just how much she had taken. My stomach churned with a mixture of desire and shame as Laura’s gaze locked onto mine, her voice slicing through the haze in the room.

“Cucky,” she said, her voice low and commanding, “get over here and clean me up. Use your tongue.”

At the moment the words left her mouth, Rich slid his cock out of her, the audible pop smacking against my ears like a slap.

I froze for a moment. The words hung in the air, wrapping around me like a chain. This wasn’t just any command. This was a demand for my submission, and worse, the two men—Luke and Rich—were still there, watching. Their cocks softening but still glistening from being inside her, their eyes fixed on me with a mix of curiosity and quiet amusement. My heart raced as I knelt between her legs, the humiliation wrapping tighter with each second. I couldn’t meet their eyes. I didn’t want to see their reactions as I prepared to do what no man should willingly do—lick their cum from my wife while they watched.

The closer I got, the stronger the smell of sex hit me. The room was filled with the heady, potent scent of sweat, arousal, and most pungently, the heavy stench of fresh cum from two men. It was overwhelming—thick and male, layered over Laura’s familiar sweetness. I hovered just inches from her pussy, watching as the thick mixture of their seed dripped slowly from her entrance. It pooled beneath her, sticky and white, a stark contrast to the flushed redness of her skin.

I took a deep breath, swallowing down the bile rising in my throat. The taste of cum... Ricardo’s had been bad enough, but this—this was so much worse. This was the cum of two strangers, still warm from their bodies, dripping from the woman I loved. The thought alone made my stomach twist, revulsion surging sharp and instinctive. My own cock—still hard, still aching—betrayed me, throbbing painfully as the humiliation deepened. They were watching. They knew exactly what I was about to do. They knew I was about to swallow their loads from her pussy while they sat there, satisfied and smug.

Laura’s hand found my hair, fingers threading through it with gentle but unyielding pressure. “Don’t think,” she whispered, loud enough for them to hear. “Just taste what they left in me. Show them how good my little cuck is at cleaning up after real men.”

The words sliced through me—degrading, devastating, perfect. I leaned in.

The first lick was tentative—tongue flat against her folds, gathering the thick, warm mixture that coated her. Salty. Thick. Bitter. Unmistakably theirs. The flavor exploded across my tongue—two distinct loads blending together, heavy and foreign, coating my mouth as I swallowed reflexively. Revulsion surged—sharp, overwhelming—but so did arousal, hotter and darker than anything I’d felt before. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking steadily onto the carpet.

I could hear the men shifting on the bed, their breaths still heavy, bodies still recovering from the pleasure Laura had given them. Knowing they were watching—Luke, with his now-soft cock hanging limp, Rich still pulsing inside her—made my skin burn with shame. The humiliation was suffocating. They had been inside her, and now I was cleaning up their mess—while they watched every degrading second.

Laura moaned above me, her hips rolling in slow, lazy circles as I licked her. Her cum-filled pussy clenched around Rich’s softening cock, pushing more of the sticky mixture out and onto my tongue. The more I licked, the more it came—thicker, heavier, two distinct loads blending into one overwhelming flood. My mouth was filled with it, and I struggled to keep up, swallowing in desperate gulps that felt like surrender. The taste was bitter, foreign, coating every surface of my tongue, clinging to the roof of my mouth, sliding down my throat in slow, viscous trails. I hated it—hated the salt, the musk, the sheer maleness of it—but I couldn’t stop. The act itself—the submission, the degradation—was what drove me forward.

I flicked my tongue against her clit, feeling the way her body reacted, the way she trembled in pleasure. But the taste—the bitter, overpowering taste of two men—made it hard to focus on anything else. Every swallow felt like a reminder of what I had become. Her words from earlier echoed in my head: Cucky. It was exactly what I was now—reduced to a humiliating, degrading act, all while being watched by the men who had just finished with her.

Laura’s thighs tightened around my head, pulling me in closer, and I could feel her wetness—now slick with both cum and saliva—smearing across my chin, my cheeks, my nose. She rode my face with deliberate movements, taking her pleasure without a care for the disgust I was trying to hide. Her voice, soft but demanding, urged me on. “Good boy,” she whispered, fingers threading through my hair, holding me in place. “Keep going. Drink it all. Show them how much you love tasting their cum from your wife’s cunt.”

Rich let out a low, amused chuckle—soft, satisfied—the sound hitting me like another layer of humiliation. Luke shifted closer, watching intently, his own cock giving a weak twitch as he saw me swallow another thick glob.

The shame burned hotter than ever—my face buried in her pussy, licking two men’s cum while they sat there, witnessing every degrading second. But the arousal burned hotter still. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicked it fast with my tongue, plunged back inside to chase every last drop. She was still leaking—thick strands coating my tongue, filling my mouth. I swallowed again and again, the act of submission complete, absolute, witnessed.

Laura’s moans grew sharper, hips bucking harder against my face. “Yes—eat it all—clean me like the good cuck you are—show them how much you love tasting their cum from your wife’s cunt—”

She tensed—thighs clamping around my head—and came suddenly—hard, sudden—fresh wetness flooding my mouth mixed with the remnants of their loads. I drank it all, tongue working relentlessly until she shuddered through the aftershocks and finally relaxed, legs falling open.

When it was over, she released me, her body collapsing onto the bed in a satisfied heap. “Great job, little cocks,” she purred, glancing back at the two men who were still recovering, their small cocks softening against their thighs. “I guess you’re all good for something in a group fuck.”

I pulled away slowly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, my face wet with a mix of their cum and her sweat. I didn’t dare look at Luke or Rich, but I could feel their eyes on me—watching, judging, perhaps even amused. Any concern they had earlier about the strangeness of the situation had melted away. They’d just fucked the most beautiful woman they’d ever seen, with her husband’s help. What had this night turned me into? A willing participant in my own humiliation? A cum-eating cuck who swallowed two strangers’ loads while they watched?

Laura stretched languidly, raising one leg and making slow, lazy circles on her skin with a finger. She dipped down to the mix of cum and saliva coating her thigh, swirling it thoughtfully before reaching between her legs to scoop out more from her pussy. Her eyes met mine as she brought it to her lips, her smirk widening. She was still in control. And we were all just her playthings.

After another short break—long enough for the men to catch their breath, long enough for me to feel the weight of what I’d just done settle deeper in my chest—Laura turned her attention back to me.

“Cucky,” she said, voice soft but commanding, “lie down on the bed.”

I obeyed instantly, arranging a stack of pillows under my neck and back as she directed. My heart pounded as she mounted me in reverse cowgirl, her warm, wet pussy enveloping my cock with ease. The sensation was overwhelming—tight, slick, still stretched from the two men who’d just been inside her. She rocked slowly at first, letting me feel every inch of her, her ass pressing back against my hips.

Once she had me in place, she called Luke over. “Come on, baby,” she purred. “Get on top of me.”

Luke looked slightly unsure, but he wasn’t about to resist. Laura had a way of pulling people into her orbit, her seductive energy impossible to deny. He positioned himself behind her, careful not to put his full weight on me as he lined himself up. There was no confusion now—his focus was entirely on her, just as mine was.

The sensation of being inside her, feeling her body move with mine, was intense. Luke pushed forward, and I could feel the slight shift of pressure as his cock entered her pussy above mine. The feeling was overwhelming—tight, hot, full. The taboo of the situation wasn’t lost on me; two men, both fucking the same woman, yet our focus remained entirely on her.

Laura moaned, her hips grinding down harder. “Fuck me, Luke,” she breathed, her voice laced with hunger. “Make me cum with that cock.”

Luke responded, moving his hips in slow, deliberate strokes. He wasn’t in a hurry, but every movement pushed us deeper into her, the friction building a fire inside me. I could feel myself nearing the edge, my pulse quickening as Laura continued to ride us both, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Come on, baby,” she urged Luke, her voice rising. “Don’t hold back. Give it to me.”

I couldn’t hold out much longer. The heat, the pressure, the raw intensity of the moment—it was too much. Luke’s small cock sliding alongside Rich’s inside her, the way her pussy clenched around us both, the slick friction of their combined thrusts against my shaft—it overwhelmed me. With a shuddering groan, I came hard, shooting load after load into her. The release was electric, each pulse of cum a reminder of just how much power she held over me. My hips bucked involuntarily, body shaking as thick spurts filled her already crowded pussy, adding to the hot, sticky mess.

Laura, sensing my release, began to encourage Luke even more. Her hands gripped her thighs, pulling them wider, her body moving with increasing urgency against both of us. “That’s it,” she moaned, voice raw and needy. “Fuck me, Luke. Cum for me. Add to it—give me more.”

It didn’t take long. Luke’s body tensed, hips jerking as he groaned through his orgasm. I felt the subtle change in her—the way her walls fluttered around us, the fresh warmth of his cum joining mine and Rich’s inside her. The sensation was intense: three loads now, thick and heavy, overflowing almost immediately, leaking out around our cocks in creamy rivulets that dripped down her ass and onto the sheets.

Laura smiled, a wicked grin spreading across her face as she called Rich over. “Come feel how full I am,” she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Look at the mess these two made.”

Rich moved closer, clearly captivated by the sight of Laura—her pussy still stretched and glistening from three cocks, cum slowly seeping out in thick white streams. But she wasn’t finished. She looked straight at me, eyes dark and commanding.

“Cucky,” she said, voice soft but unyielding, “clean me up.”

I didn’t hesitate. The taste of her pussy, now slick with my own cum and Luke’s, hit me instantly. It was overwhelming, far more than before—salty, bitter, the unmistakable taste of two men inside the woman I loved. The humiliation of it all flooded my senses, especially now that both Luke and Rich were still there, watching. Their cocks softening but still glistening from being inside her, their eyes fixed on me with a mix of curiosity and quiet amusement. My heart raced as I knelt between her legs, the humiliation wrapping tighter with each second. I couldn’t meet their eyes. I didn’t want to see their reactions as I prepared to do what no man should willingly do—lick their cum from my wife while they watched.

The closer I got, the stronger the smell of sex hit me. The room was filled with the heady, potent scent of sweat, arousal, and most pungently, the heavy stench of fresh cum from two men. It was raw and primal, the smell of bodies entangled in lust. The scent of another man was unmistakable, and it both repelled and enticed me at the same time. I hovered just inches from her pussy, watching as the thick mixture of their seed dripped slowly from her entrance. It pooled beneath her, sticky and white, a stark contrast to the flushed redness of her skin.

I took a deep breath, swallowing down the bile rising in my throat. The taste of cum... Ricardo’s had been bad enough, but this—this was so much worse. This was the cum of two strangers, still warm from their bodies, dripping from the woman I loved. The thought alone made my stomach twist, revulsion surging sharp and instinctive. My own cock—still hard, still aching—betrayed me, throbbing painfully as the humiliation deepened. They were watching. They knew exactly what I was about to do. They knew I was about to swallow their loads from my wife’s pussy while they sat there, satisfied and smug.

Laura’s hand found my hair, fingers threading through it with gentle but unyielding pressure. “Don’t think,” she whispered, loud enough for them to hear. “Just taste what they left in me. Show them how good my little cuck is at cleaning up after real men.”

The words sliced through me—degrading, devastating, perfect. I leaned in.

The first lick was tentative—tongue flat against her folds, gathering the thick, warm mixture that coated her. Salty. Thick. Bitter. Unmistakably theirs. The flavor exploded across my tongue—two distinct loads blending into one overwhelming flood. I swallowed reflexively, throat working, the taste coating every surface of my mouth. Revulsion surged—sharp, instinctive—but so did arousal, hotter and darker than anything I’d felt before. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor.

I licked deeper, plunging my tongue inside her, scooping out more of their combined cum. It kept coming—slow, endless, warm and slippery, sliding down my throat with every swallow. Laura moaned low, hips rolling lazily against my face, smearing the mess across my lips, my chin, my cheeks.

“That’s it,” she breathed, loud enough for Rich and Luke to hear every word. “Lick their cum out of your wife’s pussy. Taste how much they filled me. How much better two little cocks felt together than yours ever could.”

Rich and Luke let out low chuckles—soft, satisfied—the sound hitting me like another layer of humiliation. I could feel their eyes on me, on the way my tongue worked inside her, on the way I swallowed every thick glob they’d pumped into her.

The shame burned hotter than ever—my face buried in her pussy, licking two men’s cum while they sat there, witnessing every degrading second. But the arousal burned hotter still. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicked it fast with my tongue, plunged back inside to chase every last drop. She was still leaking—thick strands coating my tongue, filling my mouth. I swallowed again and again, the act of submission complete, absolute, witnessed.

Laura’s moans grew sharper, hips bucking harder against my face. “Yes—eat it all—clean me like the good cuck you are—show them how much you love tasting their cum from your wife’s cunt—”

She came suddenly—hard, sudden—thighs clamping around my head, fresh wetness flooding my mouth mixed with the remnants of their loads. I drank it all, tongue working relentlessly until she shuddered through the aftershocks and finally relaxed, legs falling open.

She pulled me up slowly, kissed me deep—tasting them on my tongue, moaning softly into my mouth like she loved the filth of it.

“You did so good,” she whispered, thumb brushing my swollen lower lip. “Swallowing two men’s cum from your wife’s pussy… while they watched. You didn’t even hesitate.”

I swallowed again, throat raw, the taste still thick on my tongue. My cock ached, untouched, leaking steadily.

Then Laura, her confidence radiating like heat, turned her full attention back to Rich. Her slender fingers curled around his thick shaft with the casual mastery of someone who knew exactly how to command it. “Let’s see if you’ve got another round left in you, Little Man,” she teased, her voice low and thick with authority, each word laced with playful cruelty. She stepped behind him, pressing her warm, naked body flush against his back—her breasts soft against his skin, her breath hot on his neck—as she began to stroke him with slow, deliberate pumps. Firm. Unhurried. Controlling every twitch and throb.

Rich melted under her touch, head tipping back slightly, utterly captivated. He could only surrender, hips rocking instinctively into her grip as she worked him toward the edge again.

“Cucky,” she called to me without even glancing my way, her tone smooth velvet wrapped around steel. “Watch closely. Eyes on his cock. You’re going to clean up every last drop when he’s finished.”

I remained frozen where I knelt, pulse hammering in my ears, unable to look away as Laura’s hand moved with expert rhythm—twisting lightly at the head, slicking down the shaft, then squeezing just enough to make him groan. Her other hand roamed his chest, nails dragging lightly, claiming him while reminding me who truly held the power here. Rich’s breathing turned ragged, chest heaving; his thighs tensed under her control. She quickened her pace, wrist snapping with precision, milking him relentlessly until his whole body locked up.

A deep, guttural groan tore from his throat. His cock pulsed violently in her fist, erupting in thick, forceful ropes that spilled hot and heavy across her palm and fingers, glistening in the low light.

Laura didn’t flinch. She simply smiled—that slow, satisfied curve of her lips that always made my stomach twist with equal parts dread and desperate need. Eyes gleaming with triumph, she lifted her cum-smeared hand toward me, holding it out like an offering I couldn’t refuse.

“Now, Cucky,” she purred, voice dripping honeyed command. “Come here and lick it clean. Show Rich what a good little cleanup boy you are.”

The words landed heavier than they should have. I’d already done it once tonight—crawled between her spread thighs after Rich had finished inside her, buried my face in the slick, swollen heat of her pussy, tongue scooping out every thick drop of his cum while she held my head in place and moaned about how much better he felt. That had been intimate, degrading in a raw, animal way—my mouth pressed to the source of her pleasure, tasting him mixed with her arousal. But this… this was colder. More exposed. She wasn’t even offering me the warmth of her body this time. No folds to hide behind, no excuse of serving her directly. Just her open palm, his load presented like a spilled drink I was expected to lap up off the floor. Pure, stripped-down humiliation. A reminder that I ranked beneath even his leftovers.

The shame hit like a fist to the gut, hotter and more immediate than before. My cock—free, untouched, traitorously hard—throbbed painfully between my legs, leaking against my thigh as fresh humiliation flooded through me. No restraint to blunt the edge. Just the raw, helpless ache of being reduced to this.

I crawled forward on my knees, the carpet rough beneath me, until I was close enough to smell the sharp, musky scent of Rich’s cum mingled with the faint trace of Laura’s perfume on her wrist. My face burned as I leaned in. My tongue extended tentatively at first, then more obediently, lapping at the warm, sticky mess coating her fingers. The taste hit me immediately—salty, bitter, thick with the reality of another man’s claim. It coated my mouth, slid down my throat as I swallowed, each lick drawing fresh humiliation deeper into me. Laura watched every flick of my tongue, every reluctant swallow, her free hand stroking my hair almost tenderly—like rewarding a pet for good behavior.

I worked methodically, cleaning between her fingers, sucking the last traces from her palm, until her hand was pristine again. The act left me dizzy, aching, utterly owned—more thoroughly reduced than when I’d eaten him from inside her. Because this time there was no pretending it was for her pleasure. This time it was purely for my shame, and my cock stayed hard the whole way through it.

Once she was satisfied, she turned her attention to Luke, who was already lying back on the bed, his cock thick and rigid, waiting for her. “Now it’s your turn,” she said with a wicked, playful smile, swinging one leg over him to straddle his hips reverse cowgirl. She reached down, guiding his swollen head to her entrance, then sank slowly onto him inch by inch, her slick pussy swallowing his length with a soft, wet sound that made my stomach clench. Luke groaned low in his throat, hands settling on her hips as she settled fully, her ass flush against his pelvis.

Laura leaned back, palms braced on his chest behind her, arching her spine so her breasts thrust forward and her head tipped toward the ceiling. She began to ride him with long, rolling strokes—lifting until only the tip remained inside her, then dropping hard, taking him deep again. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, punctuated by her soft, throaty moans. Her hips circled, grinding her clit against his base on every downstroke, chasing her own pleasure while using him like a living toy.

Her eyes found mine across the room, dark and commanding. “Come here, Cucky,” she ordered, spreading her thighs wider to expose the glistening stretch of her pussy around Luke’s shaft. “Get your mouth on me. Lick my clit while he fucks me.”

I crawled forward without hesitation, positioning myself between their legs on my knees. The scent hit me first—her sharp, musky arousal mixed with the clean, masculine smell of Luke’s skin. My tongue darted out, tracing the slick outer lips where they gripped his cock, tasting the slippery blend of her juices and the faint salt of his precum already leaking inside her. Then I focused higher, flattening my tongue against her swollen clit and lapping in steady, obedient strokes.

Laura’s moan deepened into something primal. She rocked faster now, riding Luke with purpose, her inner walls clenching visibly around his shaft as my tongue worked her clit. Every time she lifted, I could see his thick length glistening with her wetness; every time she slammed back down, my mouth was forced closer, nose brushing the base of his cock, tongue never stopping.

“Deeper,” she gasped, one hand leaving his chest to tangle in my hair. “Suck it. Make me come while he’s buried inside me.”

I obeyed, sealing my lips around her clit and sucking hard, tongue flicking relentlessly beneath the hood. Her thighs trembled around my ears, her rhythm growing erratic as pleasure coiled tighter. Luke’s hands tightened on her hips, guiding her down harder, his own groans rising to match hers. I could feel the tension building in both of them—the way her pussy fluttered against my mouth, the subtle pulse of his cock through the thin barrier of her flesh.

Then Luke’s control snapped. A guttural curse tore from him; his hips jerked up violently, burying himself to the hilt as he came. Thick, hot spurts flooded her, pulse after pulse, and I felt the first warm rush of his cum leak out around his shaft, coating my tongue in salty heat.

Laura didn’t slow. Instead, she ground down harder, chasing her own peak. Her fingers tightened cruelly in my hair, yanking my face flush against her. “Don’t you dare stop,” she hissed, voice ragged. “Keep licking. Take it all.”

I had no choice. My mouth stayed locked to her clit, sucking and lapping frantically as Luke’s cock throbbed and emptied deep inside her. Fresh cum seeped out with every grind of her hips, sliding over my lips, dripping down my chin. The taste was overwhelming—bitter, thick, unmistakably his—mixed with the flood of her arousal as her own orgasm finally crashed over her.

She screamed, body seizing, pussy clamping down so hard around Luke that more of his release was forced out onto my tongue. Her thighs locked around my head, holding me pinned there as she rode out the aftershocks, grinding her soaked, cum-filled sex against my face. I kept licking through it all—slow, desperate circles over her pulsing clit—until her grip finally loosened and her body sagged back against Luke’s chest, breathless and trembling.

Only then did she release my hair, letting me pull back just enough to breathe. My lips and chin were slick with their combined mess, my cock aching and untouched between my legs. Laura looked down at me with heavy-lidded satisfaction, a slow smile curling her lips.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice still husky. “You didn’t miss a drop.”

Once Luke and Rich were utterly spent, the room seemed to exhale with them. The frantic energy that had crackled through the air all night finally ebbed, leaving behind a heavy, languid quiet. They moved like men who’d been hollowed out—slow, dazed, limbs heavy as they dragged themselves off the bed and started gathering scattered clothes from the floor.

I stayed where I was, kneeling at the edge of the mattress, eyes drawn inexorably to their cocks. Both hung soft now, spent and shrunken, swaying limply between their thighs as they bent for shirts and jeans. What had been thick, rigid symbols of dominance just minutes earlier now looked almost comical—small, vulnerable, drained of power. A strange, unexpected flicker of satisfaction curled in my chest.

I wasn’t huge by any stretch, but in that moment, soft and quiet between my own legs, my cock was noticeably longer and thicker than either of theirs at rest. It wasn’t much. It wasn’t a victory. But seeing them like this—reduced, ordinary, no longer the conquerors—stirred something quietly defiant in me. For the first time that night, I felt a small, secret edge of superiority. They’d fucked my wife senseless, filled her, claimed her in every way that mattered… and yet here I was, still bigger when it didn’t count for anything.

Rich shook his head as he tugged his pants up, still breathing hard. “Jesus fucking Christ,” he muttered, half-laughing, half in awe. “Your wife is a complete slut, man. The hottest fucking slut I’ve ever met.” The word landed like a slap, casual and crude, but the reverence in his voice undercut any real insult. He looked at me with something close to gratitude. “I mean… holy shit. I’ve never had anything like that.”

Luke, slower to recover, nodded as he pulled his shirt over his head. His face was still flushed, eyes glassy. “She’s unreal,” he said quietly, almost to himself. Then his gaze flicked to me—hesitant, almost apologetic. “I’ve never… she’s just… fuck, she’s the hottest woman alive.” He swallowed, as if realizing too late he was still talking about my wife in front of me like she was public property.

The words stung in the expected places—possessiveness, jealousy, the old reflex to bristle at hearing her reduced to “slut” and “hot.” But the sting was duller now, muted by exhaustion and something deeper. Pride, maybe. Not just that she was beautiful and insatiable, but that she was mine to give away. That I’d watched her unravel them both, reduce two strong men to trembling, empty shells, and still she’d looked at me with that possessive little smile when she came. She’d chosen this. She’d chosen me to witness it.

Rich finished buckling his belt and turned to me fully, eyes wide with lingering wonder. “Seriously, mate. That was the single greatest night of my life. I don’t think I’ll ever get over it.” He clapped me on the shoulder—awkward, brotherly, like we’d shared some sacred rite. “You’re a lucky bastard to have her.”

Luke said nothing more. He just stepped forward, pulled me into a quick, exhausted hug—his body still radiating heat—and then headed for the door. I hugged him back automatically, mind spinning.

Then they were gone. The door clicked shut, and silence rushed in like cold water.

I stood there a long moment, staring at the empty space they’d left behind. The sheets were wrecked—twisted, damp, streaked with evidence of the night. Laura lay sprawled across them, skin glowing with a faint sheen of sweat, chest rising and falling in slow, contented breaths. A tiny, satisfied smile curved her lips even in half-sleep. She looked utterly at peace, like a queen who’d just been properly worshipped.

I felt anything but peaceful.

I crawled onto the bed beside her, careful not to jostle her too much. My body ached in strange places—knees raw from the carpet, jaw sore from hours of use, cock still half-hard from the endless loop of humiliation and arousal. I lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling, replaying fragments: Rich’s limp cock swinging as he dressed, Luke’s shy glance, the casual way they’d called her a slut like it was the highest compliment they could pay.

Something fundamental had shifted inside me tonight. I’d crossed a line I couldn’t uncross. The man who’d started the evening still existed somewhere, but he felt distant now—smaller, quieter. In his place was someone new: a husband who got hard watching other men drain themselves inside his wife, who licked their cum from her hand and her pussy and felt a twisted pride when they left spent and soft while he remained untouched.

Laura stirred beside me, rolling closer in her sleep. Her arm draped across my chest, warm and heavy, claiming me even unconsciously. I turned my head to look at her—peaceful, sated, beautiful—and felt the familiar storm rise again: pride that she was mine, shame that I’d let her become theirs for a night, arousal that refused to fade, and beneath it all, a strange, reluctant acceptance.

This was who we were now.

Sleep came slowly, fitful, laced with half-formed images of limp cocks and Laura’s smile. But when it finally took me, it was deep and dreamless.


Chapter 11

When we finally woke around eleven, sunlight filtering soft and golden through the half-drawn curtains, I rolled over and found Laura already watching me. My body felt heavy, every muscle protesting the slightest movement—knees bruised, jaw tender, a dull throb between my legs that hadn’t quite faded. “Did I dream last night?” I asked, voice rough with sleep, half hoping the answer would let the memories blur into fantasy.

Laura’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, eyes still heavy-lidded with satisfaction. “No, Cucky,” she murmured, stretching languidly beneath the sheets so the fabric slipped down to bare her breasts. “You didn’t dream a thing. It was all real—better than my dreams, even. Three hard cocks, all for me… and you right there through every second of it.” Her voice was lazy, almost purring, but the words carried that familiar edge of command.

She kicked the covers off entirely, spreading her thighs without a hint of self-consciousness. The sight of her—legs parted, pussy still swollen and flushed from the night—sent a fresh pulse straight to my cock. “Come here,” she said simply. “Eat me. I want to feel your tongue before the day starts.”

Exhaustion clung to me like damp cloth, but obedience came easier than resistance. I slid down between her legs, settling on my stomach with my face inches from her sex. The scent hit me like a wave: thick, primal, unapologetic. It wasn’t clean morning arousal. It was the raw aftermath—musk and sweat, the faint metallic tang of cum dried and reawakened, her own deep, earthy arousal layered over everything Rich and Luke had left behind. The room still smelled of it too, sex hanging heavy in the air like smoke.

I should have recoiled. Part of me wanted to. But the pull was stronger. I leaned in and pressed my mouth to her, tongue flattening against the slick, puffy folds. The taste exploded across my palate immediately—salty, bitter traces of their cum mingled with her natural sweetness, thickened by hours of use. It coated my tongue, slid down my throat with every swallow. Each lick dragged up fresh reminders: the way Rich had groaned when he emptied inside her, the way Luke’s cock had throbbed against my lips while she ground down on him. I could almost feel the ghost of their releases leaking out again as her body responded to me.

Laura sighed, hips tilting up to meet my mouth. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Clean me up like a good boy. Taste how full they kept me.” Her fingers slid into my hair—not yanking this time, just holding me there, guiding my rhythm. I lapped deeper, tongue dipping inside to scoop out what remained, the texture slick and viscous. My cock hardened against the mattress, aching, untouched, leaking steadily as humiliation and desire twisted tighter in my gut.

My mind wandered for a second to the hotel maids who would come later—opening the door to wrecked sheets, dark wet spots, the unmistakable smell that no amount of airing would erase. The thought sent a strange jolt through me: pride, almost. We’d marked this place. We’d left proof of what she’d done, what I’d allowed, what I’d helped create. The idea of strangers walking in and knowing—smelling it, seeing the evidence—made my pulse hammer harder.

Laura’s breathing quickened, thighs tightening around my ears. “Deeper,” she ordered softly. “Get every drop.” I obeyed, pressing my face harder against her, nose buried in her folds, tongue working in slow, thorough strokes. She tasted like ruin and possession all at once—like she’d been thoroughly used and still belonged to me in the strangest, most twisted way.

When she finally came it was quiet, almost gentle—a long, shuddering sigh rather than a scream. Her fingers tightened briefly in my hair, holding me flush as she pulsed against my mouth, a final warm trickle sliding over my tongue. Then she relaxed, legs falling open again, body boneless.

As Laura smiled down at me—lazy, triumphant, still flushed from her gentle morning climax—something inside me finally cracked wide open. All the pent-up need, the hours of watching, tasting, waiting, the constant throb between my legs that had gone ignored while Rich and Luke took everything they wanted—it surged up like a tide I couldn’t hold back.

I rose onto my knees, cock painfully hard, slick already from leaking against my thigh all morning. Laura didn’t move to stop me. She just watched, legs still spread, that same knowing smile playing on her lips as I positioned myself between them. I gripped her hips—harder than I meant to—and thrust in with one rough stroke, burying myself to the hilt in her slick, cum-slick heat.

She was still so wet, so open from the night before and from my tongue just minutes ago. The sensation hit me like a punch: hot, slippery, welcoming in a way that felt almost mocking. I wanted to claim her, to fuck her hard enough to erase every trace of them, to make her feel me the way she’d felt them. I drove into her brutally, hips snapping forward, each thrust deep and punishing. My hands dug into her thighs, spreading her wider, pinning her down as I pounded relentlessly.

Laura moaned softly, encouraging, but there was no urgency in it—just amused indulgence. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, gleaming with something close to pity mixed with satisfaction. I wanted to last, to make her come again beneath me, to prove I could still own her like this. But the buildup had been too long, the humiliation too constant, the sight and taste and smell of her used pussy too fresh in my mind.

Less than thirty seconds. That’s all it took.

My rhythm faltered. A low groan tore out of me as the pressure broke. I slammed in one last time and came hard, hips jerking uncontrollably, spilling thick ropes deep inside her. My whole body shook with it, cock pulsing uselessly as the release I’d denied myself all night flooded out in a humiliating rush. I collapsed forward onto my elbows, breathing ragged, face buried against her neck.

Laura didn’t laugh. She didn’t need to.

She simply reached down, fingers threading gently through my hair, and pushed my head back down between her legs. “Shh,” she murmured, voice soft but firm. “You know what to do, Cucky. Clean me up. All of it.”

My face burned—shame crashing over me in waves hotter than any orgasm—but my body obeyed before my mind could catch up. I slid lower, settling between her thighs again. Her pussy glistened with fresh mess: her arousal, the faint remnants of Rich and Luke, and now my own thick, warm cum leaking slowly out of her. The scent was overwhelming—musk, salt, the sharp tang of my release layered over everything else.

I pressed my mouth to her without hesitation this time. Tongue flat, lapping up the creamy mixture as it seeped from her folds. The taste was different now—my own cum distinct, slightly sweeter and thinner than theirs, mingling with the deeper, earthier flavor of her and the others. It coated my tongue, slid down my throat with every swallow. I licked deeper, dipping inside to scoop out what I’d just put there, sucking gently at her swollen lips, then circling back to her clit.

Laura sighed contentedly, hips rocking in lazy encouragement. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered, fingers tightening just enough in my hair to keep me exactly where she wanted me. “Taste how much better you feel when you’re cleaning up after yourself.”

I worked her methodically, tongue tracing every crease, sucking the last traces from her entrance until the only thing left was her own clean arousal. She came again—smaller this time, a quiet shudder that rolled through her body, thighs trembling around my ears as she pulsed against my mouth.

When it passed, she finally released my hair. I pulled back slowly, lips and chin slick, chest heaving, cock softening uselessly between my legs. Laura looked down at me with that same satisfied smile, thumb brushing a stray drop from my lower lip.

“See?” she said softly. “That’s exactly where you belong.”

I stayed there on my knees a moment longer, tasting myself and her and the night before all at once, the weight of it settling deeper into my bones. No reclaiming. Just acceptance. And somehow, that hurt and thrilled in equal measure.

We showered afterward, the steam thick around us, water cascading over skin still flushed and sensitive from the night before. Laura’s hands moved over me with gentle thoroughness—lathering soap across my chest, down my back, between my legs—while I did the same to her, fingers tracing the faint red marks on her hips where Rich and Luke had gripped her, the subtle swell of her pussy still tender from use. There was no rush, no urgency; just the quiet intimacy of washing away the evidence while knowing we couldn’t truly erase what had happened. Our touches lingered, comforting yet charged, the connection between us deeper now, more tangled, like roots that had grown together overnight.

We dressed and headed down for brunch, both of us ravenous in a way that felt almost feral. The buffet disappeared quickly—eggs, bacon, fruit, coffee refilled twice—our bodies demanding fuel after burning through everything the night had offered. Laura ate with unselfconscious hunger, licking jam from her fingers, catching my eye across the table with a small, private smile that made my cock twitch beneath the tablecloth.

Later we wandered the nearby shops, the afternoon sun warm on our skin. Laura tried on dresses with playful abandon, emerging from the changing room in a black-and-red number that hugged every curve—low-cut, high-slit, the kind of dress that screamed “slut” in the best possible way. She twirled in front of the mirror, confident, radiant, completely unapologetic. I stood behind her, hands on her waist, telling her she looked dangerous. She laughed, bought it without hesitation.

By the time we returned to the hotel and settled at the quiet poolside lounge chairs, the conversation I’d been carrying in my chest all day finally spilled out. The water shimmered in the late-afternoon light; a few other guests lounged at a distance. I kept my voice low.

“How did you feel,” I asked, “when you told me to hold their cocks? When you made me… guide them into you?”

Laura didn’t flinch or look away. She turned toward me, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, eyes clear and direct. “I loved it,” she said simply. “The power of it. Seeing you do it because I asked. Because you wanted to please me.” She paused, studying my face. “But I want to know how it felt for you.”

I swallowed, fingers tightening around the armrest. “Reluctant at first,” I admitted. “I kept thinking—I’m not gay. I’m straight. But then… holding another man’s cock, feeling it throb in my hand while you moaned… and later, tasting him from you. Does that make me gay? I kept telling myself no, it’s just part of us, part of what we do together. Licking it out of your pussy made it feel… less direct. Like it was still about you.”

Laura’s lips curved into a slow, teasing smirk. She reached over and rested her hand on my thigh, thumb stroking lightly. “You’re splitting hairs so hard, Cucky. Trying to build little walls around what turns you on.” Her voice stayed gentle, but there was steel beneath it. “You’re not gay. We both know that. You get rock-hard watching me get fucked, licking cum off my fingers, eating it out of me. That’s not about men. That’s about me. About us. About how far you’ll go to make me happy.”

I nodded slowly, the knot in my chest loosening just a fraction.

She leaned closer, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “I love oral. Always have. And you… you love giving it. You love the taste, the mess, the humiliation of it. You love being the one who cleans up after bigger, harder cocks have wrecked me. And I love that you’re willing to push every boundary for my fantasies—and that you get off on it too.” Her fingers squeezed my thigh. “Letting me fuck other men, then going down on me while I’m still dripping with them? That’s the sexiest fucking thing you do. It makes you more of a man to me than any bullshit about cock size ever could.”

Her words landed like a slow, deep thrust—pride and vulnerability twisting together until I couldn’t separate them. My throat tightened. My cock stirred again, half-hard just from her voice, from the way she looked at me like I was exactly what she wanted.

“You satisfy me,” she continued, softer now, almost tender. “Your mouth, your obedience, the way you let me have what I crave and then take care of the aftermath. That’s real. That’s power. Your cock might not be the biggest in the room, but you’re the one who makes sure I’m completely, filthy satisfied. That’s what matters.”

I looked at her—beautiful, unashamed, still wearing the faint glow of last night—and felt something settle inside me. Not defeat. Not quite surrender. Acceptance, maybe. Desire sharpened by honesty. I wanted to give her everything—every fantasy, every boundary pushed, every drop cleaned up. And hearing her say it out loud only made the want burn hotter.

As we prepared for another night out, Laura’s arousal hadn’t dimmed in the slightest. If anything, the glow from last night had only intensified—she moved through the hotel room with restless, predatory energy, already plotting the next escalation. “We need to practice our kinky sex whenever we can,” she said, voice playful but edged with insistence. “No point letting a good slutty streak go to waste.”

I felt the bone-deep exhaustion from the previous twenty-four hours clinging to me—muscles still tender, mind still spinning—but beneath it all, excitement stirred again, low and insistent. Laura caught the flicker in my expression and pouted slightly, almost disappointed. “I had an incredible time last night,” she admitted, stepping closer to trail a finger down my chest. “But honestly? I was hoping for one really big cock instead of two little ones. Something… substantial. Something that would stretch me properly.”

The casual admission hit like a spark. She said it so lightly, yet it landed heavy—reminding me exactly where I stood in the hierarchy she’d built in her mind. My cock twitched despite the fatigue.

When it came time to dress, Laura turned to me with that expectant look. “Pick my outfit, Cucky. Make me irresistible.”

I took my time, savoring the ritual. My fingers lingered over the drawer of lingerie she’d worn the night before—the sheer black bra that barely contained her breasts, the crotchless panties still faintly scented with sex and cum. There was something deliciously depraved about reusing them, about sending her out marked by last night’s evidence. I handed them to her, watching as she stepped into the panties first, sliding them up over the garter belt I’d insisted on. The open crotch framed her pussy perfectly—lips still slightly swollen, glistening faintly from earlier arousal. The garters snapped against her thighs, holding up sheer black stockings that ended in delicate lace tops.

The dress was next. I chose the one she’d bought earlier—the clinging black number with strategic cutouts at the hipbones, giving the illusion of a skirt-and-halter combo. It was obscenely short, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. Every time she shifted her weight, the stocking tops and garter straps peeked out like an invitation. If she bent forward—even slightly—anyone behind her would catch a clear view of her bare cunt framed by the sheer edges of the crotchless panties, lips parted just enough to tease.

The thought of her walking through the city like that—exposed, vulnerable, ready—made my pulse hammer. I imagined strangers catching glimpses, blushing, staring, maybe even following. “You’re going to drive people insane tonight,” I murmured, adjusting the straps so her breasts sat high and full.

She grinned in the mirror, turning to check the view from behind. “Good. That’s the point.”

We took a cab to a casual dinner spot a few blocks away—nice enough, but far less formal than the night before. The restaurant hummed with low chatter, warm lighting, the clink of glasses. Our waiter arrived almost immediately: mid-twenties, sharp jawline, broad shoulders straining against his black shirt, the kind of effortless physique that came from gym discipline rather than hard labor. His name tag read “Ethan.” He couldn’t keep his eyes off Laura from the moment he approached the table.

As he poured our wine, Laura leaned forward just enough—elbows on the table, shoulders rolling back—to let her breasts threaten to spill from the low neckline. The fabric stretched taut across her nipples, visible through the thin material. “You know,” she said, voice pitched perfectly for him to overhear, “red wine always makes me really horny.”

Throughout the meal, Laura turned teasing into an art form. She crossed and uncrossed her long legs with deliberate slowness, the short hem of her dress inching higher each time until it barely skimmed the lace tops of her stockings. Every subtle shift parted her thighs just enough to flash the shadowed promise of her bare pussy—glistening already, lips puffy and slick from the constant low hum of arousal she’d carried since morning. The crotchless panties framed it perfectly, an open invitation that only Ethan, our waiter, seemed to catch in stolen glances.

She leaned back in her chair, arching slightly so her breasts pressed against the thin fabric, nipples hard points visible through the dress. When Ethan returned with fresh water, she parted her legs a fraction wider under the table, holding the position long enough for him to see the wet sheen between her thighs before casually crossing them again. His tray trembled faintly; he nearly spilled the glasses.

As he walked away—stiff-legged, cheeks flushed—Laura leaned across the table toward me, voice a husky whisper pitched just loud enough to carry. “Honey, I think our waiter has a nice package.”

The words landed like a spark on dry tinder. Ethan froze mid-step, shoulders tensing. He didn’t turn around, but the way he adjusted himself as he disappeared into the kitchen told me he’d heard every syllable. When he returned minutes later with the check, the outline of his cock strained unmistakably against his black trousers—thick, half-hard, betraying how badly he wanted to bury it somewhere warm and wet.

Laura’s foot slid up my calf under the table, a slow, deliberate stroke. “Poor thing,” she murmured, eyes glittering. “He’s going to be jerking off thinking about me all night.”

I paid the bill in cash, then—on impulse—scribbled Laura’s cell number on the back of the receipt, along with a single word: “Tonight?” I folded it neatly and left it under the edge of her empty wine glass. As we stood to leave, Ethan’s gaze followed her every step, lingering on the sway of her hips, the flash of garter strap, the way the dress rode up just enough to tease the curve of her ass. I could almost hear the question burning in his mind: Would he dare text her?

We stepped out into the cool night air, the city humming around us. Laura slipped her arm through mine, pressing close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. “Think he’ll call?” she asked, voice playful.

“If he has any sense,” I replied, “he’ll be begging.”

The club was the same one from the night before—dark, pulsing, thick with bass and bodies. We danced for a while, Laura grinding back against me at first, her ass pressing firmly into my groin as the music throbbed through us. But the energy shifted quickly; she was restless, hungry for more than just my hands.

It didn’t take long for him to appear.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, late thirties maybe—dark hair, sharp jaw, the kind of quiet confidence that said he knew exactly what he wanted when he saw it. He approached our table during a slower track, eyes locked on Laura like she was the only woman in the room. “Mind if I steal her for a dance?” he asked me directly, voice low and respectful, but his gaze never left her.

Laura turned to me, eyebrows raised in silent question, lips parted in anticipation. I gave the smallest nod—permission she didn’t strictly need, but the ritual of it still sent a thrill through me.

She rose gracefully, taking his offered hand, and let him lead her onto the floor.

The change in her was immediate. Where she’d been playful with me, here she turned molten. Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, back arching so her ass pressed firmly against his crotch. He didn’t hesitate—his hands settled on her waist at first, then slid lower, palms cupping the bare lower curves of her ass beneath the hem of her dress. Laura didn’t pull away; she leaned into him, head tipping back against his shoulder, lips brushing his ear as she whispered something that made his grip tighten.

By the end of the first song, his fingers had dipped beneath the fabric, tracing the edge of her garters, brushing the slick heat between her thighs. She spread her legs a fraction wider on the next downbeat, letting him feel how wet she was, how ready. The crowd around them blurred into shadow; all I could see was her—eyes half-lidded, mouth open in a soft moan lost to the music—grinding back against the growing bulge in his trousers.

When the track faded, neither of them moved to separate. He kept one hand splayed possessively across her stomach, the other still low on her hip, thumb grazing the cutout that exposed her hipbone. Laura finally turned in his arms, pressing her breasts to his chest, looking up at him with that same wicked smile she’d given me so many times.

Once the unattached men caught sight of Laura and her dance partner—bodies grinding shamelessly, hands roaming with reckless abandon—the floodgates burst open. Every guy in the club seemed to zero in on her now. She returned to our table after each song flushed and electric, skin glistening under the strobing lights, that magnetic pull about her impossible to ignore. A steady stream of would-be partners followed—tall ones, broad ones, confident ones—each hoping for their turn to press against her, to feel the heat radiating from her barely-covered body.

I took mine too. Partly to maintain the illusion of normalcy, partly because the sight of her—eyes gleaming, lips parted, chest heaving—was too intoxicating to resist. When she pulled me onto the floor, I slid my hands under the hem of her dress without hesitation. My fingers found her soaking pussy immediately—hot, slick, lips swollen and parted, clit throbbing under my touch. I kept it semi-discreet at first, circling slowly, dipping just inside her entrance to feel how drenched she was. But by then, enough eyes were on us that discretion felt pointless. Laura pressed back against me, grinding her ass into my groin, head tipping back onto my shoulder as a soft moan escaped her lips. I could feel the stares burning into us, and it only made me push deeper, thumbing her clit in firm circles until her thighs trembled.

The night escalated quickly. The men who followed became bolder, less concerned with subtlety. Hands that had started on her waist soon slid lower—cupping her ass, slipping between her thighs, fingers finding the open crotch of her panties and plunging straight into her dripping cunt. Laura didn’t pull away. She didn’t even glance around to check who might be watching. She just opened her legs a fraction wider on the crowded floor, letting them finger-fuck her in time with the bassline. More than once I watched her come undone right there—body shuddering violently, knees buckling slightly, lips locked in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss with whichever stranger had pushed her over the edge. Her eyes when she climaxed were pure, unrestrained lust—dark, glassy, utterly lost in it.

Eventually we pieced together that three of them were running as a loose pack—friends, maybe regulars, moving through the club like wolves. When the last of them—a lean, late-twenties guy with tousled dark hair and a cocky grin—finally escorted her back to our table after a particularly intense grind, Laura didn’t let him walk away. She caught his wrist, tugged him down into the seat beside her, and smiled that slow, predatory smile.

“Stay for a drink,” she said, voice husky from moaning.

He slid in without hesitation, flashing me a quick, appreciative grin across the table. “Chris,” he introduced himself, raising the fresh glass the server had just dropped off. “Thanks for letting me dance with your lovely wife.”

I leaned back in the booth, taking a slow sip of my own drink, letting the moment stretch. His eyes flicked between Laura’s flushed face and the way her dress had ridden up high enough to show the tops of her stockings and the glistening trail on her inner thigh. I could see the outline of his cock straining against his jeans—he was still hard from whatever he’d done to her on the floor.

I met his gaze steadily, then let a sly, knowing smile curl my lips.

“Why didn’t you ask my permission to finger-fuck her?”

His eyes widened, and for a split second, he looked like he might bolt from the booth—until he caught my smirk and the casual hand I extended across the table. I kept it light, almost friendly, letting the tension hang just long enough to make him squirm before Laura stepped in with that soft, melodic laugh of hers. She leaned toward Chris, close enough that her breasts brushed his arm, fingers trailing lightly down his sleeve in reassurance.

“He’s just messing with you,” she teased, voice warm and conspiratorial. “Don’t worry. He likes it when other men touch me.”

Chris exhaled a short, shaky laugh, tension bleeding out of his shoulders, though his eyes stayed sharp—still hungry, still calculating. We played along for a minute or two, tossing easy questions his way while already piecing together the obvious: three mates, same crew, same predatory orbit around my wife all night. I raised an eyebrow, leaning back with my drink in hand, tone casual but pointed.

“So what’s the deal?” I asked. “Three guys, all spending their night dancing with a married woman? There are plenty of single girls here. Easier options, don’t you think?”

Chris shrugged, that cocky grin sliding back into place like armor. He took a slow pull from his beer, eyes flicking to Laura before returning to me.

“Man, we saw your wife out there,” he said simply. “She’s the hottest woman in this place. Hands down. No contest.”

Laura’s lips curled into a slow, mischievous smile. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, cleavage spilling forward just enough to pull his gaze downward before he caught himself. Her voice came out sultry, deliberate, every word an invitation wrapped in velvet.

“Are you looking to get laid in a place like this?” she asked, tilting her head as if she were genuinely curious about the answer.

Chris didn’t hesitate. “Hopefully.”

She held his stare a beat longer, then let her eyes drift toward the shadowed booths where his two friends waited—watching us intently, already leaning forward like they could smell blood in the water.

“Well,” she murmured, “I’ve danced with you and your friends more than enough tonight. All three of you have had your fingers up my dress at one point or another. Felt how wet I was. How ready.” She paused, letting the words sink in deep. “Seems like we might as well keep the party going.”

She stood then, smoothing her dress down over her hips with deliberate slowness—fingers lingering at the hem, tugging it just high enough to flash the lace tops of her stockings and the bare skin of her thighs above. Every eye in the vicinity tracked the movement. She excused herself to the restroom with a casual little wave, hips swaying hypnotically as she walked away, leaving a wake of turned heads and held breaths.

Chris returned to his table, exchanging quick, loaded glances with his friends—the kind that spoke volumes without a sound. Anticipation hung thick in the air, almost tangible, like the club itself was holding its breath. When Laura returned from the restroom, she didn’t pause or glance my way. She sauntered straight to their booth, hips swaying with that hypnotic rhythm that turned every head she passed.

With a casual flick of her wrist, she tossed her damp black panties onto the center of their table. The lace landed in a small, scented heap between their glasses, still warm and heavy with the evidence of her arousal from the dance floor. All three froze, wide-eyed, staring as though she’d just revealed a secret they weren’t supposed to know. Chris reached out first, fingers tentative, lifting the fabric to his nose and inhaling deeply—his eyes closing for a moment as a low, involuntary groan escaped him. His friends leaned in closer, one letting out a hushed “fuck” under his breath.

Laura gave them no time to recover. She leaned over the table—breasts straining against the low neckline—and snatched a napkin. With swift, confident strokes she wrote the hotel name, room number, and “midnight” in bold letters. As she extended it toward Chris, her fingers “slipped.” The napkin fluttered to the floor between his feet.

The show that followed was unforgettable.

Laura bent at the waist, back arched dramatically, knees locked, ass presented like an offering. The short dress rode up instantly—no panties left to offer any modesty. The sheer stockings and taut garter straps framed her bare cheeks perfectly, and between them her pussy glistened—lips swollen and slick, parted slightly from hours of teasing fingers and her own building need. She lingered there, thighs parting just a fraction wider, letting them drink in every detail: the wet sheen coating her inner lips, the subtle throb of her entrance, the way her clit stood out, flushed and begging.

Their jaws dropped. Eyes locked. Chris’s grip tightened on her panties. One friend shifted in his seat, openly palming the bulge in his trousers. Laura held the pose a heartbeat longer—long enough for nearby tables to notice, for whispers to ripple outward—then slowly straightened, a devilish grin spreading across her face as she handed Chris the napkin.

She turned and walked back to me without a backward glance, hips rolling, leaving the three of them stunned, hard, and clutching her underwear like a prize.

She slid into the booth beside me, pressed her thigh firmly against mine, and took my hand. Without a word, we rose and headed for the exit. As we passed their table, Laura threw a teasing wink over her shoulder—slow, deliberate, full of promise. Their eyes followed her like moths to flame, hungry and disbelieving.

We slid into the back of a cab outside. The driver barely had the partition up before Laura leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear.

“Cucky,” she whispered, voice low and dripping with need, “will you lick my pussy? Right here. Right now.”

My pulse hammered. Without hesitation I helped her hike the dress up around her waist, bunching the fabric at her hips. She spread her legs wide across the seat, one foot braced against the door, the other hooked over my shoulder. Her pussy was already dripping—lips puffy and slick, clit swollen, the scent of her arousal flooding the cramped space instantly.

I dropped to my knees on the floorboard, the cab rattling over uneven streets, headlights flashing past the tinted windows. I pulled her legs up over my arms, opening her completely, exposing every inch to my mouth. My tongue found her quivering folds immediately—smooth, hot, tasting of the night’s teasing, of strangers’ fingers, of her own relentless excitement. I dove in deep, flattening my tongue against her entrance and lapping upward in long, greedy strokes, gathering every drop.

Laura moaned softly, head tipping back against the seat, hands tangling in my hair to hold me exactly where she wanted me. “That’s it,” she breathed, hips rocking gently against my face. “Taste how wet they made me. All those fingers inside me on the dance floor… and now your tongue cleaning it up.”

The cab hit a pothole; her thighs clamped tighter around my ears. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking the tip of my tongue over it in quick, insistent circles. She shuddered, a low whine escaping her throat, fingers tightening painfully in my hair. The driver kept his eyes on the road—professional, silent—but the rearview mirror betrayed him, flicking back every few seconds.

I didn’t care. I licked deeper, tongue plunging inside her, scooping out the slick remnants of her climaxes. Her arousal coated my chin, dripped down my neck. She trembled harder, hips bucking now, chasing the edge again.

“Fuck… don’t stop,” she gasped. “Make me come before we get there. I want to walk into that room already dripping for them.”

I obeyed—sucking harder, tongue relentless—until her whole body seized. A sharp, muffled cry tore from her throat; her thighs locked around my head as she came hard against my mouth, fresh waves of wetness flooding over my tongue. I kept licking through it, slower now, drawing out every tremor until she finally sagged back, breathless and glowing.


Chapter 12

When we arrived at the hotel, I tipped the cabbie a twenty, catching the wide, toothy grin that spread across his face. “Thanks, sir, and a special thanks to the little lady,” he quipped, eyes still flicking toward the rearview mirror where he’d caught every muffled moan and wet sound of my tongue working Laura’s clit. I could see the bulge in his trousers—he’d been moments away from losing control himself after watching her writhe and come against my mouth in the back seat.

Laura didn’t wait for me. She was already striding toward the hotel entrance with that confident, hip-swaying strut that made heads turn in the lobby. The three guys—Chris and his friends—fell in step behind her without a word, like wolves scenting prey, eyes locked on the prize: her short dress barely covering her ass, thighs still glistening from the cab, no panties to hide the evidence of how ready she was. I paused for a heartbeat on the sidewalk, taking it in—the sight of my panty-less wife leading a procession of eager, hard men through the bright lobby lights. It was raw, primal. A pack of junkyard dogs trailing a bitch in heat, cocks straining, desire thick enough to choke on. She could have stopped short at any moment, and one of those thick bulges would have bumped right into her ass, no doubt.

I hurried to catch up just as the elevator doors began to slide shut. I slipped inside at the last second, pulse hammering in my ears. The doors sealed with a soft ding, trapping us in the small, mirrored box. The air was instantly electric—thick with the scent of her arousal, their cologne, the faint salt of sweat from the club.

Chris was on her first. He pressed her back against the mirrored wall, mouth claiming hers in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss. His tongue plunged deep while his hands roamed—cupping her breasts through the dress, thumbs circling her hard nipples until they poked visibly against the thin fabric. One of his friends—taller, broader, with a quiet intensity—stepped in from the side and lifted the hem of her dress without hesitation, bunching it around her waist. Her bare ass pressed against the cool mirror, cheeks spreading slightly as he ground his clothed cock against her from behind. The third man—lean, tattooed, the one who’d made her come hardest on the dance floor—dropped to one knee in front of her. He hooked one of her legs over his shoulder, spreading her wide, and slid two fingers straight into her soaked pussy.

Laura gasped sharply into Chris’s mouth, hips bucking forward onto the intrusion. The wet sound of his fingers plunging in and out filled the elevator—loud, obscene, unmistakable. She was dripping; I could see it glistening on his knuckles, running down her inner thigh in thin trails. Her head tipped back against the mirror, breaking the kiss, a low moan escaping her lips as the man on his knees curled his fingers inside her, thumb circling her swollen clit with practiced precision.

“Fuck… yes,” she breathed, voice ragged. “Just like that. Get me ready for you.”

The elevator climbed slowly—floor numbers ticking up like torture. Chris growled against her neck, biting softly, one hand sliding down to join the fingers already inside her. Two sets of fingers now—stretching her, pumping in alternating rhythm, her pussy making slick, greedy sounds with every thrust. The third man—still behind her—reached around to pinch and roll her nipples, tugging them hard enough to make her arch.

I stood pressed against the opposite wall, cock throbbing painfully in my trousers, watching every detail: the way her thighs trembled, the flush creeping up her chest, the way her eyes—half-lidded, dark with lust—flicked to mine in the mirrored reflection. She held my gaze as another man’s fingers fucked her open, as if reminding me exactly who she belonged to, even now.

Laura eventually broke away from the kiss, her lips swollen and glistening, eyes locking onto mine with that familiar mischievous glint. “Cucky,” she purred, voice thick with lust, “looks like you’re getting a lot for dessert tonight.” Her grin widened, slow and wicked. “These guys all seem like they want to fuck me.”

As if on cue, the tallest of the three—broad-shouldered, quiet until now—reached behind her and found the zipper of her dress. He tugged it down inch by torturous inch, the fabric parting like gift wrapping. The dress slid off her shoulders, over her breasts, past her hips, pooling at her feet in a black heap. Laura stepped out of it gracefully, kicking it aside without breaking eye contact with me. She stood there in nothing but the sheer black stockings, the taut garter belt framing her hips, and those dangerously high slut heels that made her calves flex with every shift of weight. Her nipples were hard, flushed dark pink; her pussy still slick and swollen from the cab and the elevator fingering, lips parted just enough to show how ready she was.

My breath caught hard in my throat. Excitement and anxiety twisted together in my chest like a knot I couldn’t untie. We were in a public hallway now—doors on either side, faint sounds of TVs and muffled voices leaking through the walls. At any second, another guest could open a door, step out for ice, or head to the elevator and stumble across the sight: my wife, nearly naked, surrounded by three hard, hungry men, her body on full display.

Laura didn’t seem to care. If anything, the risk seemed to excite her more. She strutted down the corridor ahead of us, hips rolling, ass swaying, heels clicking sharply on the carpeted floor. Every step was a deliberate performance—back arched, shoulders back, breasts bouncing lightly. The dim hallway lights caught the sheen of sweat and arousal on her skin, turning her into something almost luminous. One of the guys—Chris—walked just behind her, still holding her discarded panties like a trophy, the black lace dangling from his fingers as casually as if it were a keychain. Another man kept a possessive hand low on her back, thumb tracing the line of her spine; the third walked beside her, occasionally brushing his knuckles against her hip, making her shiver.

I hurried to keep up, clutching her purse in one hand and the crumpled dress in the other, feeling like the attendant in some obscene parade. My cock strained painfully against my trousers, leaking steadily, every step rubbing the fabric against the sensitive head. Part of me hoped—no, craved—that someone would appear: a late-night businessman, a curious couple, even hotel security. The thought of strangers seeing Laura like this—bare, dripping, leading her pack of bulls to our room—sent fresh heat flooding through me.

The hallway felt endless. Each door we passed seemed to loom larger, the anticipation building with every click of her heels. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. When we finally reached 1408, my hands shook as I fumbled for the key card. The plastic slipped once, twice; Chris chuckled low behind me, pressing closer to Laura, his free hand sliding down to cup her ass openly.

I swiped the card. The lock beeped green.

Laura pushed the door open first, stepping inside with that same unhurried confidence. The room lights were low, the bed already turned down from earlier, sheets crisp and white—soon to be ruined. She turned back to us in the doorway, one hand trailing down her stomach to rest just above her pussy, fingers parting her lips slightly so we could all see how wet she still was.

“Come on, boys,” she said, voice husky. “And you, Cucky—don’t just stand there. Close the door and get ready to watch. Then clean.”

I stepped inside last, letting the heavy door click shut behind me.

The lock engaged with a soft finality.

The room suddenly felt much smaller—and the night much longer.

Laura told me to grab some beers for the guys while she freshened up. I nodded, throat tight, and headed to the minibar—pulling out four cold bottles, twisting off the caps with hands that shook just enough to notice. The room felt smaller already, the air thick with the scent of her perfume mixed with the faint musk of arousal that had followed us from the club.

When she reappeared, she was exactly as she’d left—naked except for the black garter belt hugging her hips, the sheer stockings clinging to her thighs, and those high, fuck-me heels that clicked sharply with every step. Her nipples were still hard, her pussy flushed and glistening from the hallway tease and the elevator fingering. She shot me a sultry look, eyes half-lidded, lips parted.

“Cucky,” she purred, voice low and commanding, “why don’t you help our guests out of their clothes so we can see what kind of fun we’re having tonight?”

My cock jerked in my trousers. I set the beers on the side table and moved toward them without a word. The three men—Chris, Jeffrey, and Todd—stood in a loose semicircle near the foot of the bed, watching me with a mix of amusement and hunger. I started with their shoes, kneeling to untie laces and slip them off one by one, setting them neatly aside. Then shirts—unbuttoning slowly, sliding the fabric over broad shoulders, folding each one with deliberate care and placing it on the vanity chair in the adjoining bathroom. The ritual felt obscene in its politeness, like I was unwrapping presents I wasn’t allowed to keep.

The tension in the room thickened with every layer removed. When I returned to their pants, my fingers brushed against the hard outlines straining beneath denim and cotton. One by one I worked the belts open, unzipped flies, tugged trousers down strong thighs. I folded each pair neatly, stacking them with the rest, aware of every inch of exposed skin, every shift of muscle, every heavy breath.

Now they stood in nothing but underwear—three pairs of tight briefs tented obscenely, the fabric stretched thin over thick shafts. Laura smiled mischievously, leaning back against the headboard, one leg crossed over the other so her pussy peeked out between her thighs.

“Go on, Honey,” she said softly. “Let’s see what we’ve brought home for dessert.”

I stepped toward Chris first—the one who’d started it all on the dance floor. My fingers hooked into the waistband of his black boxer-briefs. I tugged them down slowly, inch by inch, until the elastic cleared the thick base of his cock. It sprang free with a heavy bounce—thick and heavy, easily seven inches even semi-hard, but what hit me was the girth. Much thicker than mine, the shaft veined and solid, flaring into a swollen, almost bulbous head that already glistened with a bead of precum at the slit. The skin was flushed dark, the veins prominent, giving it a powerful, aggressive look—like it was built to stretch and claim. Even at half-mast it looked intimidating, promising to fill her completely.

Laura bit her lower lip, eyes darkening with approval as she looked him over. “Fuck,” she breathed, almost to herself. “That’s going to feel good.”

Chris smirked down at me, cock twitching once as it settled, heavy and thick against his thigh. I stayed on my knees a moment longer than necessary, staring, pulse roaring in my ears.

Next was Jeffrey. I knelt in front of him, fingers hooking into the waistband of his gray boxer-briefs. I tugged them down slowly—careful, almost reverent—until the elastic cleared the base of his shaft. His cock sprang free with a gentle bounce, longer than Chris’s, probably pushing eight inches even semi-hard, but noticeably thinner. It had an almost lanky, elegant appearance—straight and veiny, with an abundance of foreskin that hung loosely around the tip like a soft sleeve, completely hiding the head. The skin bunched and draped, giving it a slightly awkward, unfinished look compared to the thick, aggressive girth of Chris’s. In terms of width, he was about the same as me—nothing overwhelming, just average—but that extra length and the heavy foreskin made it stand out in a way that felt almost vulnerable.

I expected Laura to react with mild interest at best. Instead, she squealed with genuine delight, clapping her hands together like she’d just unwrapped a surprise.

“Look at that, Baby!” she exclaimed, eyes wide and sparkling. “His cock’s just a little bigger than yours.” She gave me that teasing, predatory look I knew so well—half affection, half cruelty. “Go ahead, Cucky. Take off your clothes and let’s compare.”

My face burned, but my hands moved before my brain could protest. I stripped quickly—shirt, trousers, boxers—folding everything neatly on the vanity chair out of habit. When I stood naked beside Jeffrey, our cocks hung side by side in the low hotel light. Mine—circumcised, average length, decent girth—looked almost neat and straightforward next to his. His had the clear length advantage, the extra inch or so making it droop lower, foreskin still covering most of the head like a curtain. But in girth we were nearly matched; if anything, mine looked a touch thicker at the base. The contrast was stark: his long, hooded length versus my shorter, exposed shaft.

“See? Pretty close,” Laura grinned, sliding off the bed to circle us slowly, heels clicking. She reached out, trailing a single finger along the underside of Jeffrey’s cock—watching the foreskin shift and retract slightly as it began to harden under her touch. Then she did the same to mine, making me twitch. “Length versus… familiarity. Both so pretty in their own way.”

She turned to Todd, who’d been watching the whole thing with quiet intensity, his own cock still trapped in his briefs, tenting aggressively.

“But let’s see what Todd’s got,” she said, voice dropping to that husky purr she used when she was truly excited.

I moved to Todd last, the tension in the room ratcheting up to something almost unbearable. My fingers hooked into the waistband of his dark briefs, and as I tugged them down, his cock practically jumped free—thick, solid, and commanding attention the moment it was exposed. Longer than Chris’s, easily just over eight inches now fully hard, but what really hit me was the sheer, overwhelming girth. It was easily the thickest cock I’d ever seen in person, making my own and even Chris’s look almost modest by comparison. The dark, circumcised shaft was veined and heavy, leading to a smooth, shiny head that looked oversized, almost disproportionate, flaring wide like it was built to pry open anything in its path. It throbbed visibly, a thick bead of precum already sliding down the underside, the whole thing radiating raw, dominating power.

Laura let out a soft, involuntary gasp, her eyes widening as she took it in. She couldn’t look away.

“God damn,” she murmured, voice low and reverent, fingers twitching like she wanted to reach out and touch it immediately. “Now that is something special.”

She turned that lust-heavy gaze on me, lips curving into a wicked smile.

“Cucky,” she teased, voice thick and dripping, “you better get ready. This one’s definitely going to keep me busy.”

Without another word, she shifted on the bed, swinging one leg over me and settling herself directly on my face. Her wet pussy pressed firmly against my lips—hot, slick, swollen from anticipation and the earlier teasing. The scent of her arousal flooded my senses, musky and intoxicating. I didn’t hesitate. My tongue darted out immediately, flattening against her folds, lapping up the fresh flood of wetness as she moaned above me, hips rocking slowly to grind her clit against the bridge of my nose.

But this wasn’t just for me, and we both knew it.

Behind her, the sounds of the men filled the room—rustling clothes, low chuckles, the soft slap of a hand stroking flesh as they positioned themselves. Chris was the first to step up. I felt the mattress dip as he climbed on behind Laura, his thick thighs bracketing hers. The weight shifted; her body pressed down harder onto my face, smothering me in her heat as Chris lined himself up. I couldn’t see it, but I felt it—the blunt head of his girthy cock nudging against her entrance, parting her lips, stretching her open right above my mouth.

Laura gasped sharply, grinding down harder, pushing my tongue deeper inside her as Chris thrust forward in one slow, deliberate stroke. His cock—thick and swollen—filled her completely, the slick walls of her pussy stretching visibly around him. Every inch he sank in made her shudder, her arousal dripping down onto my chin and lips in warm rivulets. I could taste the faint salt of him mixing with her sweetness as he began to move—slow at first, then building into steady, deep thrusts that jolted her entire body forward with each snap of his hips.

Her fingers curled tight in my hair, pulling me closer, using my face like leverage as she rocked between us.

“Come on, Honey,” she purred, voice thick with amusement and pleasure, “you can do better than that. Keep licking me while Chris fucks your wife.”

The words stung—sharp, humiliating, perfect. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My tongue worked frantically—circling her clit, dipping inside alongside his thrusting cock, lapping at the creamy ring where they joined. Every time he pulled back, I tasted more of her stretched open, more of the slick friction between them. Her moans turned to sharp, breathless gasps; her thighs trembled around my ears as Chris picked up speed, pounding into her harder now, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the room.

I felt her clench—once, twice—her pussy fluttering around his thickness, arousal gushing down my chin in hot spurts. Suddenly Chris let out a low, guttural growl, his rhythm faltering. His hips slammed forward one last time, burying himself deep, and I felt the first powerful pulse—the hot, thick rush of his cum flooding into her. Spurt after heavy spurt, filling her, overflowing almost immediately. The excess leaked out around his shaft, coating my tongue, dripping into my mouth as he held himself buried to the hilt, groaning through his release.

Laura shuddered violently above me, grinding down harder, riding out the aftershocks of her own small climax while Chris emptied himself inside her.

When he finally pulled out—slow, reluctant—his cock emerged slick and shining, a thick strand of cum connecting the swollen head to her gaping entrance for a moment before it broke and fell onto my lips.

Laura lifted herself just enough to look down at me, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed.

“Open wide, Cucky,” she whispered, voice ragged. “Time to clean up your mess… and his.”

She lowered herself again, pressing her cum-filled pussy directly onto my waiting mouth. The taste hit me immediately—salty, thick, unmistakably Chris’s release mixed with her own juices. I dove in without hesitation, tongue scooping deep, swallowing every drop as it leaked out of her stretched hole.

Next came Jeffrey. Laura shifted her hips slightly, guiding him with a soft, needy whimper. His longer, thinner cock—still slick from her earlier teasing touch—slid into her without hesitation, parting her already-stretched lips with surprising ease. She let out a long, drawn-out moan, her body grinding down harder onto my face as he buried himself to the hilt. The shift in pressure smothered me momentarily, her wet heat pressing flush against my mouth and nose, every breath filled with the thick, musky blend of her arousal and Chris’s lingering release.

Jeffrey’s thrusts started quick and shallow—almost frantic at first, like he was chasing something specific inside her. He lacked Chris’s overwhelming girth, but his length let him reach deeper spots that made Laura gasp and buck against me violently. Each forward snap of his hips jolted her clit against my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth in fresh waves, mixing with the salty remnants of Chris’s cum. I could feel the subtle drag of his foreskin as he moved—loose and sliding, bunching and retracting with every thrust, leaving her lips even more swollen and messy.

The humiliation crashed over me in waves. The wet, rhythmic slap of Jeffrey’s hips against her ass. The way her thighs trembled around my ears. The low, possessive grunts he made as he fucked my wife right above my face. The knowledge that I was pinned beneath her, tongue working desperately, while these men took turns using her body—and I was nothing but the cleanup crew. It was too much.

Without a single touch to my cock—still soft and spent from earlier—I came again. Hard. My body seized, hips jerking uselessly into empty air as shame and helpless arousal ripped through me. Thick spurts spilled onto my stomach, warm and sticky, the orgasm hitting me like a punishment I hadn’t asked for but couldn’t refuse. My face burned hotter than ever, humiliation flooding every nerve, but I didn’t stop. Even as my cock softened completely, twitching with aftershocks, I kept licking—lapping at her clit, scooping at the creamy mess leaking from where Jeffrey stretched her, swallowing every drop like it was my only purpose.

Laura felt it—the way my body shuddered beneath her—and laughed softly, breathlessly, grinding down harder.

“Oh, Cucky,” she purred, voice ragged with pleasure. “Did you just come again? Just from watching another man fuck me? From tasting his cum in your wife’s pussy?” Her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me closer. “That’s so fucking pathetic… and so hot.”

Jeffrey’s pace quickened, thrusts turning erratic. His thin cock pistoned faster, deeper, the loose foreskin dragging along her inner walls with every stroke. Laura’s moans sharpened into desperate cries; her pussy clenched visibly around him, milking him. He groaned low in his throat, hips slamming forward one last time as he came—long, pulsing spurts that flooded her already-full cunt. I felt every twitch, every hot jet as it mixed with Chris’s load, the excess immediately leaking out around his shaft and onto my waiting tongue.

Jeffrey held himself buried for a moment, breathing hard, then slowly pulled out. His foreskin—still partially retracted—dragged along her swollen lips on the withdrawal, smearing cum and her juices into a glistening mess. Thick strands of his release clung to the bunched skin, stretching and breaking as he fully withdrew, dripping straight onto my face in warm, heavy drops. More followed—creamy white rivulets trickling from her gaping entrance, coating my lips, chin, and cheeks.

Laura lifted herself just enough to look down at me—face flushed, eyes glassy with satisfaction. Cum smeared across my mouth and nose, her pussy hovering inches above me, still dripping.

“Open wider, Honey,” she whispered, voice thick with amusement. “You’ve got two loads to clean up now… and Todd’s still waiting.”

She lowered herself again, pressing her cum-stuffed pussy firmly onto my mouth. The taste overwhelmed me—salty, bitter, thick—two men’s releases mingling with her own arousal. I dove in without hesitation, tongue plunging deep, scooping out every drop as it leaked from her stretched hole.

Behind her, Todd stepped closer, his massive, thick cock in hand, stroking slowly, the fat head already glistening anew.

“My turn,” he growled, voice rough with need.

He was the largest of them all, and when he entered her, Laura let out a loud, wanton cry that echoed off the hotel walls. Todd’s monster cock—thick, veined, and unyielding—stretched her wide open in one slow, merciless push. Her pussy lips parted dramatically around his girth, clinging to every inch as he sank deeper than anyone else had that night. She gasped, body arching, nails digging into my scalp as the sheer size of him forced her forward, grinding her dripping cunt even harder against my mouth and nose.

I could feel it all—the brutal stretch, the way her inner walls yielded and fluttered around him, the fresh gush of her arousal mixed with the creamy remnants of Chris and Jeffrey that leaked out with every thrust. Todd began to fuck her hard and deep, each powerful snap of his hips driving her body forward in rhythmic jolts. Her clit smashed against my tongue, her juices flowing freely now—hot, slick, overwhelming—coating my lips, chin, and cheeks in a glistening mess.

Every thrust sent ripples through her entire frame. I felt the force of his cock as it bottomed out inside her, the heavy slap of his balls against her skin, the wet, obscene squelch of her stuffed pussy taking him again and again. My nose was buried between her cheeks; every breath was nothing but her scent, her taste, the mingled evidence of three men claiming her while I lay pinned beneath.

“Fuck, that’s good,” she moaned, voice thick and broken with lust. “Todd, fuck me harder.” She laughed then—cruel, breathless, delighted—grinding down so hard I could barely breathe. “Cucky, you’re still here, aren’t you?” Another sharp laugh. “Just keep licking.”

I obeyed. Tongue flicking frantically over her swollen clit, lapping at the creamy ring where Todd’s massive shaft plunged in and out, swallowing every drop that leaked from her overstuffed hole. The humiliation burned hotter than ever—the knowledge that I could never compare, that I was reduced to this: face-fucked by my wife while a stranger with a cock three times my girth wrecked her above me. My own spent cock twitched uselessly against my stomach, soft and useless, leaking one last pathetic dribble from the earlier orgasm I’d had untouched.

Todd’s thrusts grew brutal—deep, relentless, punishing. Laura’s moans turned into sharp, desperate cries; her thighs trembled violently around my ears. Then, with a loud, guttural grunt, Todd came. His cock twitched violently inside her, swelling even thicker as he unloaded—hot, thick ropes flooding her already-full pussy. Pulse after heavy pulse, each one forcing more of the combined mess out around his shaft and straight onto my tongue.

He held himself buried for a long moment, groaning through the aftershocks, then slowly pulled out. As his thick shaft withdrew, it slapped heavily across my forehead—wet, hot, smearing her juices, his cum, and traces of the others across my skin in a sticky stripe. The weight of it, the sheer heft, the musky scent so close to my face—it completed the humiliation in a way nothing else had. I lay there gasping, marked, owned.

Finally, Laura slid off me, leaving me dazed and breathless on the bed, face slick and shining with cum and her arousal. She stood up slowly, legs trembling but steady, fixing her gaze on the three men who still stood hard and glistening around her. Her lips curled into a satisfied, predatory smile.

“Alright, boys,” she said, voice husky and commanding as she stepped away from me. “Let’s line you up.”

She pointed to the foot of the bed.

The three men stood side by side now, cocks soft and spent, glistening faintly in the low hotel light. Laura circled them slowly, heels clicking, her naked body still flushed and slick from the first round. She admired them openly, eyes roaming over each shaft with the casual authority of someone who’d just been thoroughly satisfied.

She started with Todd, reaching out to lift his heavy, softening cock in her palm like she was weighing it. “Nine out of ten,” she said, voice almost breathless, “for both size and how you fucked me. That monster stretched me so wide I thought I’d split in half. Incredible.”

Todd smirked, shifting his weight, clearly pleased.

She moved to Jeffrey next, glancing down at his thin, now-limp length—foreskin bunched loosely around the tip again, looking even more awkward in repose. She tilted her head, lips pursing in mock appraisal.

“Six for size, Jeffrey,” she said, teasing edge sharp. “That foreskin is a little ugly, honestly—looks unfinished. But you get a seven for the way you fucked me. You definitely know what you’re doing. Hit all the right spots, even if you’re not packing much width.”

Jeffrey chuckled low, rubbing the back of his neck, accepting the mixed verdict without argument.

Then she turned to Chris, smirking as she reached down and gave his thick, heavy cock a gentle squeeze. It twitched once in her hand, still sensitive.

“Eight for your cock, Chris,” she purred. “It’s thick, and you’ve got a good head on you—fills me up nicely. But I’ll give you a six for how you fucked me. Could’ve been better. You came too fast the first time. Next round, I expect you to last longer.”

Chris met her gaze steadily, a slow grin spreading. “Noted.”

Finally, she turned to me.

I was still kneeling on the carpet, face sticky with their combined cum, my own soft cock hanging useless between my legs—small, spent, streaked with the pathetic evidence of my untouched orgasms. Laura stepped closer, towering over me in her heels, and pointed down at it with one manicured finger.

“Four,” she said bluntly, voice cold and amused. “For size, at least. And zero for performance. You didn’t even get to fuck me tonight, and yet you still managed to cum—twice—without anyone touching you. Pathetic.”

She let out a soft, mocking laugh that cut deeper than any thrust. “But I guess that’s why you’re here, isn’t it? Not to fuck me. Just to watch, to hold, to lick, to clean up after real men have had their turn.”

The words sank into me like hooks, twisting in the pit of my stomach. Shame burned hot across my chest, my face, my ears. I could feel their eyes on me too—Chris, Jeffrey, Todd—watching my wife reduce me to nothing in front of them. My cock gave one weak, futile twitch at the humiliation, but it stayed soft, spent, irrelevant.

And yet… beneath the sting, beneath the crushing weight of it all, something else stirred. Hunger. Need. The same dark craving that had brought us here in the first place.

This was exactly what I wanted.

What I needed.

Even as the humiliation threatened to swallow me whole, I craved more—more degradation, more of her cruel smile, more of their cocks filling her while I knelt and waited my turn to taste the aftermath.

A few minutes later the room was filled with he sounds of belts buckling and zippers fastening.

“Thanks for the incredible night, boys,” she murmured, voice husky and warm. “You all fucked me exactly the way I needed. Don’t be strangers.”

Chris leaned down first, kissing her deeply—possessive, unhurried—then pulled back with a grin. “Anytime, gorgeous. You know where to find us.”

Jeffrey followed, brushing a quick kiss across her lips, then one on her forehead—almost sweet. “You’re unreal.”

Todd was last. He bent low, cupping her cheek, thumb tracing her lower lip. “Next time, we’re bringing friends,” he said, half-joking, half-serious. Laura laughed softly, nipping at his thumb.

“Deal.”

They dressed quickly—clothes rumpled, movements slow and satisfied—then filed out one by one. Chris clapped me on the shoulder as he passed, a casual, brotherly gesture that somehow made the humiliation burn hotter. Jeffrey gave a small nod. Todd just smirked, eyes flicking down to my soft, cum-streaked cock before he closed the door behind him.

The lock clicked.

Silence settled.

Laura turned to me then—still naked, still glistening, still dripping. She patted the bed beside her.

“Come here, Cucky.”

I crawled up, knees weak, settling beside her. She immediately pulled me into her arms, wrapping herself around me like she had earlier—soft, warm, possessive. Her breasts pressed against my chest, nipples still hard. She tucked her head under my chin, one leg sliding over mine, thigh brushing my limp cock. Her fingers stroked through my hair, gentle, soothing.

“I love you,” she whispered against my neck, voice soft and sincere. “So much. You’re my everything. My sweet, devoted husband. No one else would ever let me have nights like this. No one else would stay right there, licking me clean while three strangers filled me up. You’re perfect for me.”

She kissed my jaw, my cheek, then found my mouth—slow, tender, tasting of them but still somehow hers. I melted into it, arms wrapping around her waist, holding her close despite the drying cum on my skin, the ache in my jaw, the sticky mess between my thighs.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, stroking my face with her thumb.

“You were so good tonight,” she murmured. “So obedient. So patient. I’m proud of you, Honey.”

Then her hand drifted down—casual, almost absentminded—until her fingers brushed my soft, shriveled cock. She gave it a gentle, affectionate squeeze, like petting something small and harmless.

“But tell me something,” she said, voice dropping to that intimate, curious tone she used when she wanted to twist the knife just a little deeper. “How did you manage to cum without anyone even touching you? Just from… what? Watching? Licking? Hearing me moan for bigger cocks?”

She tilted her head, eyes wide and innocent, but the smile was pure mischief.

“Was it the humiliation? The way Todd’s monster stretched me open right above your face? Or maybe the taste of three loads dripping into your mouth while I called you pathetic? Be honest, Cucky. I want to know what made that sad little thing spurt all over itself like a broken faucet.”

Her fingers gave another light pat—mocking, loving, humiliating all at once.

I swallowed hard, throat tight, face burning. “All of it,” I whispered. “Everything you said. Everything they did. You… using me like that. It was too much.”

She laughed softly—cruel, delighted—and pulled me tighter against her.

“That’s my boy,” she murmured, kissing my forehead. “My perfect, pathetic little cleanup cuck. Don’t worry. We’ll do it again soon. Maybe next time I’ll make you beg them to fuck me harder while you hold their cocks steady. Or maybe I’ll lock that useless thing up so you can’t come at all—just suffer through it.”

She sighed contentedly, snuggling closer, one arm draped possessively over my chest.

“But tonight you get to sleep right here,” she whispered. “Covered in their cum. Smelling like them. Knowing I love you more than anything… even if your tiny cock will never satisfy me the way theirs do.”

She pressed one last kiss to my lips—soft, sweet, final.

“Sleep now, Honey. You’ve earned it.”

The lights dimmed.

Her heartbeat steadied against mine.

And in the dark, with her arms around me and the sticky evidence of three other men still drying on my skin, I closed my eyes—utterly humiliated, utterly cherished, and already aching for the next time she’d reduce me to nothing all over again.
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Your Idea: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasy Brutally Unfolds In Front Of Him

When I forgot to clear my browser history, I thought my marriage was about to explode. Instead, Emma found the videos—wives on their knees, husbands filming, strangers using them however they wanted—and something inside her woke up.

We’d always been ordinary. I wasn’t the jealous type, or at least I pretended not to be, and Emma was never the center-stage kind of woman. She’d barely given me a blowjob in years. But the night she caught me watching KatieHotwife getting spit-roasted, Emma didn’t yell, didn’t blush, didn’t walk away. She smiled like she’d just discovered a locked door—and wanted to know what was behind it.

Everything escalated before either of us could pretend it hadn’t changed us. Emma went from quiet wife to kneeling on the patio with our neighbor’s thick cock filling her mouth while I watched from above—helpless, shaking, harder than I’d ever been. She swallowed him, let him finish on her face, then looked up at me with a grin that rewrote our marriage. And when she finally took me in her mouth—after years of refusing—she pulled away just before I finished and whispered, “That’s for the big ones, babe.”

Jealousy. Humiliation. Arousal. Power. We weren’t just playing with the fantasy anymore. We were falling into it.

Now the only real question is how far Emma plans to take us—and how much she’ll make me watch.

Forced To Watch: A Wife Explores Her Restrained Husband's Darkest Fantasies

I'll never forget two things about that moment as I pulled my mouth away from Chris's massive cock and smiled at my helpless husband. I couldn't tell if he was smiling or not; the tape covered his mouth, and obviously, I couldn't hear anything he was trying to say.

But I'll still remember the look of fear in his eyes, that haunted look of a man who was unable to move, tied to a chair, watching his wife getting brutally taken by another man in front of him.

Oh, and I can vividly remember the sight of his little cock, so hard it was quivering, leaking precum everywhere. It was so small and pathetic looking compared to the huge slab of meat that Chris had quite conservatively described as 8 inches and quite thick.

And then I opened my mouth again as he pushed his huge cock back into me.

What I didn't mention was I was just as helpless as my husband. My restraints were just as tight. Except I was the one getting the physical pleasure.

This is how my husband was forced to watch.

The First Time I Was Shared: My Journey Into Swinging

As we stepped out of the taxi, I looked at my husband James and took a deep breath.

My God, was I nervous.

This was our first time in Vegas—but that wasn’t why. It wasn’t the casinos, or the lights, or the sheer size of it all. I was nervous because, as I gripped James’s hand, I knew we were walking toward the nondescript door of a swingers club.

The craziest part? We weren’t even swingers.

We’d never even dabbled. We were just Mr. and Mrs. Vanilla strolling toward that door, straight into the unknown. I didn’t know what we’d find inside—or whether I’d actually go through with it. But ever since that night, I knew I had to at least see it for myself.

That night a few months ago, when Emily couldn’t keep her drunken mouth shut while we sat in my hot tub and she told me about her little trip to Vegas—and what she got up to while her husband watched.

But that’s the thing. They stopped after that. Her story was just a couple of drunk wives giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob. And yeah, I know you’re thinking that’s bad enough.

But what if I told you that, since that moment, my mind hasn’t stopped wandering? That all I could think about was standing there naked, surrounded by strangers, getting stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock while everyone watched?

That’s a whole different ball game.

And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to think about it too.

But as I walked through that door, heart racing, I still didn’t know the answer to the one question that mattered:

Would I really do it?
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