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Almost

Cheryl’s breath came in quick little gasps against Mike’s ear. “I’m so close, honey… keep going, just like that,” she whispered, voice thick with need. Her legs were hooked loosely around his hips, heels pressing into the small of his back as she rocked up to meet him. Foreplay had left her soaked and throbbing—nipples tight, clit swollen—but now they were in the thick of it, skin slapping softly, mattress dipping with each thrust. She could feel the edge building fast, that delicious coil tightening low in her belly. If he could just hold on a little longer…

Mike’s eyes cracked open. Right there, inches away, her baby-blue gaze locked on his—wide, pleading, full of heat and hope. God, she was beautiful: 30 years old and still turning heads everywhere she went, blonde hair fanned across the pillow, cheeks flushed pink, lips parted on a soft moan. The sight of her like this should have made him unstoppable. Instead it sent a spike of anxiety through his chest. His cock was rock-hard inside her, gliding through slick, gripping heat, every flutter of her walls pulling him deeper. He wanted to give her everything. He really did.

But the pressure was already surging, that familiar, unstoppable rush starting at the base of his spine. He tried to slow, tried shallow strokes, tried thinking about anything else—anything. No use. Her whispered encouragements only wound him tighter.

“Yes… right there… don’t stop, baby, I’m so close…” she breathed, nails grazing his shoulders, hips lifting to grind her clit against him.

He groaned, hips stuttering. “Fuck—Cheryl—” Too late. His balls tightened, body locking up as the first hot pulse shot deep inside her. He jerked once, twice, cumming hard and fast, groaning low into her neck while spurt after spurt emptied out of him. It was over in seconds.

Cheryl’s breath hitched—but not in release. Her rocking slowed, then stopped. The coil in her belly loosened, unraveled into nothing but a dull, aching want. She felt him still moving, though—desperate little thrusts, even as he softened inside her. He kept going, pushing through the sharp, oversensitive sting, jaw clenched, determined to get her there. His cock was already going limp, sliding wetly, but he kept at it, hips jerking awkwardly, breath ragged and pained.

She tried to help—tilted her hips, clenched around him—but it was like chasing smoke. The friction turned uncomfortable for both of them. Finally he winced, a small hiss escaping between his teeth, and slowed to a stop. He stayed buried inside her a moment longer, softening completely, then carefully pulled out. A thin trickle of his cum leaked onto the sheets beneath her.

Mike rolled to his side, chest heaving, shame burning hot in his throat. He couldn’t look at her right away. He knew the truth he didn’t want to admit: lately it was less than half the time he actually made her cum. The numbers were there in his head like a tally he couldn’t erase.

“I’m sorry, baby,” he whispered, voice rough and small. “I’m sorry I didn’t… make you cum.”

Cheryl turned her head on the pillow. She reached out, fingertips brushing his damp shoulder—gentle, forgiving, even though frustration still simmered under her skin. She forced a small, tired smile, trying to keep her voice light.

“It’s okay, Mike,” she said softly. “It just means I got you really turned on, right?” She gave a little laugh, the sound meant to be playful, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

He managed a weak smile back, but inside the words twisted. He knew she was being kind. Too kind. And he knew she wasn’t satisfied—not really. The sticky warmth still between her thighs, the way her legs had slowly unwrapped from him, the faint hitch in her breathing that wasn’t pleasure—it all told the real story.

She didn’t reply further. Just let her hand rest there, thumb tracing slow circles on his skin. The room settled into quiet—the ceiling fan’s lazy hum, their breathing slowly leveling, the faint scent of sex and vanilla lingering in the air like an unfinished promise.

Cheryl lingered for a moment longer in the quiet, the sticky warmth between her thighs a small, nagging reminder of what hadn’t quite happened. She gave Mike’s shoulder one last gentle squeeze, then slipped out of bed without a word. The sheets rustled softly as she padded barefoot to the bathroom, the cool tile a shock under her feet after the heat of their bodies.

She flicked on the light, winced at the brightness, and ran warm water over a washcloth. Between her legs she was slick with his cum—still leaking slowly—and her own arousal that had never quite crested. She cleaned herself carefully, wiping away the evidence, but the dull ache low in her belly stayed. She stared at her reflection for a second: flushed cheeks, hair mussed, eyes a little too bright with unshed frustration. Thirty years old, still in love with her husband, and yet… this.

She turned off the light, slipped back under the covers, and turned toward him. Mike had rolled onto his side, facing her now, eyes open in the dim glow from the hallway. He looked smaller somehow—not in body, just in the way he held himself, shoulders hunched, waiting for judgment he was sure was coming.

Cheryl reached out again, fingers finding the familiar slope of his shoulder—lean, smooth, warm. He wasn’t huge or imposing; he never had been. Just an average guy, solid and kind, the kind of body she used to love wrapping herself around after a long day. Average cock, average stamina when things were good… and they used to be good. She remembered nights early in their marriage when he’d fuck her slow and deep, holding back until she came first—sometimes twice—her legs shaking around him, his name on her lips as she clenched and shuddered. Those memories felt distant now, like they belonged to different people.

She stroked his arm in slow, soothing lines, trying to keep her touch loving. “Hey,” she murmured. “Come here.”

Mike shifted closer, their foreheads almost touching. The mattress dipped under their combined weight. He smelled faintly of sweat and her vanilla lotion—comforting, familiar.

“I’m sorry,” he said again, quieter this time. “I tried… I really tried to hold on for you.”

“I know you did.” Her voice was soft, kind. She brushed a thumb along his jaw. “You always try. That’s what matters.”

He let out a shaky breath, eyes searching hers. “It’s not fair to you. You were right there, I could feel it, and I just… lost it.”

Cheryl swallowed. She wanted to be angry—part of her was—but mostly she felt tired. And sad. “It’s okay,” she said, the words automatic at first, then gentler. “It just means I still turn you on like crazy. That part’s never changed.”

Mike gave a small, rueful smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He knew the truth she was glossing over: lately, more often than not, she finished alone in the shower after he’d rolled off, or not at all. He could see it in the way she sometimes bit her lip when he pulled out, the way her hips would keep moving for a second or two, chasing something he couldn’t give her anymore.

She took a slow breath, fingers still tracing his shoulder. “We just need to figure out a way to slow you down a little,” she said carefully. “Maybe some different positions, or… I don’t know, breathing tricks? Something. Because I love making love with you, Mike. I do. I just want us both to finish happy.”

He nodded, throat working. “Yeah. We can try that. I hate that you’re not… getting there.”

Cheryl leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his lips—not the apologetic peck from before, but something warmer, lingering. “We’ll figure it out,” she whispered against his mouth. “Together.”

She settled back onto her pillow, hand still on his arm, thumb moving in lazy circles. The ceiling fan spun overhead, stirring the warm air. Neither of them moved to turn off the hallway light. They just lay there, facing each other in the quiet, breathing in sync, the unspoken weight between them heavier than either wanted to admit.

A week later, the summer evening had cooled just enough that the deck felt comfortable again. The sun had dipped below the neighbor's roofline, leaving the sky streaked with soft pinks and golds that reflected off the half-empty wine glasses on the small wrought-iron table between them. Cheryl sat curled in one of the padded chairs, bare legs tucked under her, wearing the loose cotton sundress she’d thrown on after her shower—thin straps, low neckline, the kind of thing that clung just right when she moved. Mike lounged across from her in shorts and a faded T-shirt, feet propped on the lower rail, a cold beer sweating in his hand.

They’d been talking about nothing important: her shift at the clinic, his latest HVAC job, the way the new neighbors kept leaving their trash cans out too long. Easy, familiar chatter. But the air between them carried a quiet undercurrent tonight—something unspoken that had been building since last week’s frustrating night in bed. Neither had brought it up directly since, but the memory lingered like humidity after rain.

Cheryl took a slow sip of her rosé, watching him over the rim of the glass. The fading light caught the stubble on his jaw, the easy slope of his shoulders. He looked relaxed out here, away from the bedroom pressure, and that made her chest ache in a complicated way. She missed this version of him—carefree, laughing at her dumb jokes, the guy she’d fallen for in the first place.

Mike caught her staring and raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“Nothing,” she said, smiling a little. “Just thinking you look good in this light.”

He snorted softly, but his cheeks warmed. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Maybe I’m trying to.” She set her glass down, unfolded her legs, and stood. The deck boards creaked under her bare feet as she crossed the short distance. Mike watched her move—unhurried, hips swaying just enough in the thin dress to make his pulse kick up.

She stopped in front of him, close enough that her knees brushed his. “Scoot over,” she murmured.

He shifted, making room on the wide chaise lounge they’d dragged out here last summer. Cheryl sank down beside him, tucking herself against his side, one arm draped across his chest. He automatically wrapped an arm around her shoulders, fingers playing idly with the strap of her dress. The scent of her shampoo—something coconut and floral—mixed with the faint charcoal smell still clinging to the grill from dinner.

For a minute they just sat like that, listening to crickets starting up in the yard, the distant hum of traffic beyond the fence. Then Cheryl tilted her head, pressing a soft kiss to the side of his neck. Just a brush of lips, barely there.

Mike’s breath caught. “Hey…”

“Hey yourself.” She kissed again, a little firmer this time, open-mouthed, letting her tongue flick lightly against his skin. His hand tightened on her shoulder.

She shifted, swinging one leg over his lap so she straddled him, knees sinking into the cushion on either side of his hips. The dress rode up her thighs, bunching at her waist. Mike’s hands found her bare skin immediately—warm, smooth, familiar—and slid up to rest at her hips.

Cheryl leaned down, capturing his mouth in a slow, deep kiss. No rush at first—just lips moving together, tasting wine and beer and the faint salt of summer sweat. But the kiss grew hungrier fast. Tongues sliding, teeth grazing, small sounds escaping into each other’s mouths. She rocked forward once, grinding lightly against the growing hardness beneath his shorts, and Mike groaned low in his throat, hands sliding up under the dress to cup her ass.

“God, Cheryl…” he breathed against her lips.

She smiled into the kiss, nipping his bottom lip. “Missed this,” she whispered. Her fingers threaded into his hair, tugging just enough to tilt his head back so she could kiss along his jaw, down the side of his neck again.

Mike’s hands roamed—up her back, tracing her spine, then down to squeeze her thighs, urging her to rock against him harder. She did, slow deliberate circles, feeling him thicken and press up against her through the thin fabric of her panties. Heat pooled low in her belly, the same delicious ache from last week, but this time there was no performance anxiety hanging over them. Just the two of them, outside in the fading light, touching like they used to.

She pulled back just enough to look at him—eyes dark, lips swollen, chest rising and falling. “I want you,” she said softly, voice rough with want. “Right here.”

Mike swallowed hard, hands flexing on her hips. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He surged up to kiss her again—harder this time, one hand sliding between them to cup her through her panties, feeling how wet she already was. Cheryl moaned into his mouth, hips jerking forward into his touch.

The deck was private enough, screened by tall shrubs and the gathering dusk, but the thrill of being outside, half-exposed, made everything sharper. She reached down, fumbling with the button of his shorts, desperate to feel him, to take this further before the moment slipped away.

Cheryl’s fingers finally popped the button on Mike’s shorts, tugging the zipper down with a soft rasp that seemed loud in the quiet evening air. She reached inside, wrapping her hand around him—warm, thick, already fully hard from the grinding and kissing. Mike groaned into her mouth, hips lifting instinctively into her touch.

She stroked him once, twice, slow and firm, feeling the familiar vein pulse under her palm. “I need you inside me,” she whispered, voice husky, urgent. No more waiting, no more talking around it—just this.

Mike’s hands shoved her dress higher, bunching it around her waist. He hooked a finger into the side of her panties and yanked them aside, not bothering to pull them off. The fabric stretched taut against one thigh as she shifted forward, lining him up. The head of his cock nudged her entrance—hot, slick, ready—and she sank down in one smooth motion, taking him to the hilt.

They both gasped. Cheryl’s head fell back, blonde hair spilling over her shoulders, the last of the sunset painting her skin gold. Mike’s hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks, holding her still for a second while he throbbed deep inside her. She was so wet, so tight, walls fluttering around him like she was already close again.

Then she started moving—slow, deliberate rolls at first, grinding her clit against his pubic bone in lazy circles that made her breath hitch. Mike’s hands slid up her body, tracing the dip of her waist, then higher to cup her breasts through the thin dress. He squeezed gently, thumbs brushing over her hard nipples, rolling them until she moaned low in her throat.

“God, yes… touch me,” she breathed, arching into his palms.

He did—hands roaming freely now, sliding down her back to grip her ass, spreading her wider as she rode him. Then up again, one hand tangling in her hair to tug her down for a deep, messy kiss while the other stayed on her breast, kneading, pinching just hard enough to send sparks straight to her core. The chaise lounge creaked rhythmically beneath them. Her dress stayed mostly on, straps slipped off both shoulders now, neckline tugged low so her tits bounced free with every downward thrust, nipples grazing his T-shirt.

Mike thrust up to meet her, steady and deep, hitting that perfect spot inside her over and over. Cheryl’s moans grew louder, unrestrained—the outdoor air, the risk of being heard, the cooling dusk on her flushed skin all making it feel wilder, more alive. Sweat slicked between them where their bodies met. She clenched around him deliberately, feeling him swell in response, and rocked faster, chasing the building heat low in her belly.

“Fuck… you’re so good,” Mike groaned against her neck, teeth grazing her skin. His hands kept moving—palms sliding over her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts, then down to grip her thighs, spreading her wider so he could drive up harder. Every touch felt electric, every thrust deliberate and deep. For those two glorious minutes it was perfect: connected, hungry, the way they used to be. Cheryl’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her clit throbbing with every grind, the coil tightening fast.

Then she felt it—the subtle shift. Mike’s rhythm stuttered, his cock thickening inside her, thrusts turning short and frantic. His breathing hitched in that telltale way, hands gripping her hips almost too tight.

No—not yet.

With a soft, frustrated gasp she planted her hands on his chest and pushed up, lifting herself off him just as his hips bucked one last time.

Mike groaned, low and desperate, hand flying to his cock. He stroked once, twice—then came hard, thick ropes of cum splashing across her chest, painting her tits in hot, sticky streaks. Some landed on the bunched fabric of her dress, some dripped down between her breasts, warm and slick against her skin. He shuddered through it, head thrown back, breath punching out in sharp bursts.

Cheryl stayed straddling his thighs, knees trembling, chest heaving. She looked down at the mess he’d made—her dress ruined, skin glistening—and felt that familiar complicated rush: the sharp edge of unsatisfied arousal still pulsing between her legs, a flicker of frustration at how fast it ended again, but also something softer at seeing him come undone beneath her.

Mike’s eyes opened slowly, dazed, guilty. “Fuck… I’m sorry. I tried—”

She leaned down, cutting him off with a soft, lingering kiss. “Shh,” she murmured against his lips. “It’s okay.”

Cheryl stayed straddling his thighs for a long moment, chest rising and falling, the cooling night air kissing the sticky trails of cum across her breasts. Her dress was still bunched at her waist, panties shoved to one side, skin flushed and damp. Mike’s hands rested loosely on her hips, thumbs stroking small, apologetic circles—he looked wrecked in the best way, but the guilt was already creeping back into his eyes.

She leaned down once more, kissed him softly—slow, tasting the salt on his lips—then eased herself off his lap. Her knees felt unsteady as she stood. Without a word she stepped back, smoothed her dress down just enough to cover herself again (though the cum-streaked fabric clung transparently to her nipples), and sank into the padded chair across from him.

Mike watched her, breath still uneven. “Cheryl…”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead she leaned back, letting her head rest against the cushion, and slowly parted her thighs. The movement was deliberate, unhurried—dress riding back up her legs until the shadowed space between them was exposed again, glistening in the faint glow from the string lights along the deck railing. Her panties were still crooked, soaked, clinging uselessly to one side. She met his gaze, eyes dark and steady.

“Come here,” she said quietly. Not a command, exactly—more an invitation laced with need. “Finish what you started.”

Mike’s throat worked. Guilt twisted low in his stomach — he’d been so close to giving her everything inside her, had felt her tightening around him, had heard those desperate little sounds she only made when she was right on the edge… and then he’d lost it again. Just like last week. Just like too many nights lately. The shame burned hot in his chest.

But then she opened her legs wider, offering herself, and something fierce and proud flared beneath the guilt. His mouth could do what his cock couldn’t tonight. He knew that. He was damn good with his tongue, and right now he was going to prove it to her — to both of them.

He pushed himself up from the chaise, shorts still open, and dropped to his knees between her spread thighs. The deck boards were cool and slightly rough under his knees. He slid his hands slowly up the silky insides of her legs, thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just shy of where she ached most, feeling the faint tremble in her muscles.

Cheryl exhaled shakily, one hand drifting down to rest lightly on the back of his head.

Mike leaned in first with reverence — pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the crease where her thigh met her hip, then another higher, letting his warm breath fan across her slick folds. The scent of her — sweet and musky, mixed with the faint salty trace of his own cum — made his cock twitch even though he’d just finished. He dragged his tongue in one long, slow, flat stripe from her entrance all the way up to her swollen clit, savoring the way her hips jerked at the first real contact.

“Fuck… Mike…” she breathed, fingers tightening in his hair.

He groaned against her, the vibration pulling a fresh gasp from her throat. No more teasing. He licked again, slower this time, circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before flicking the sensitive underside in quick, light strokes that made her thighs quiver. His hands slid under her ass, lifting her slightly, holding her open so he could bury his face deeper. He sucked her clit gently between his lips, then harder, alternating pressure until her breathing turned ragged and broken.

Every moan she gave him was like fuel. The guilt was still there — sharp, aching — but it mixed with a fierce, masculine pride every time her hips bucked and she whispered “yes, right there.” He was making her feel this. Not his cock, not tonight, but his mouth. His tongue. And he was going to make her cum so hard she forgot every disappointing finish he’d given her lately.

Cheryl’s free hand clutched the armrest, nails digging into the cushion. Her head tipped back, blonde hair spilling over the chair, moonlight catching the sheen of sweat on her throat. “Don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He worked her with relentless focus — long, slow licks followed by tight, fluttering circles around her clit, then sucking again, drawing her swollen bud into the heat of his mouth and humming softly. His finger teased her entrance without pushing in yet, just circling, spreading her wetness. The wet, filthy sounds of his mouth on her filled the quiet deck, mingling with the crickets and her growing cries.

When her thighs started to shake uncontrollably and her moans turned sharp and desperate, he knew she was right there. He flattened his tongue, pressed hard, and sucked in steady, rhythmic pulses — exactly the way she loved it.

Cheryl came with a choked cry that echoed softly into the night.

Her back arched hard off the chair, hips grinding desperately against his face as the orgasm tore through her. Her thighs clamped around his head, fingers yanking his hair almost painfully while wave after wave crashed over her. He could feel her clit pulsing against his tongue, could taste the fresh flood of her arousal coating his lips and chin. He kept licking through it, softer now, gentler, drawing every last shudder out of her until her cries melted into shaky whimpers and her body started to go limp.

As the sharp peaks finally ebbed and her breathing began to slow, Cheryl’s grip in his hair loosened. Her thighs fell open again, trembling. Mike lifted his head just enough to look up at her — lips shiny and swollen, eyes dark with hunger and pride — and without breaking eye contact, he slowly slid one thick finger deep inside her.

Slow. Deep. Curling upward to stroke that spongy spot that always made her see stars.

Cheryl’s eyes fluttered, a fresh, broken gasp escaping as he pressed against it, stroking in firm, deliberate circles while his thumb brushed lightly over her still-throbbing clit.

She was already climbing again.

Mike kept his finger buried deep, curling it steadily against that perfect spot inside her while his thumb circled her still-throbbing clit in slow, firm strokes. Cheryl’s breath hitched again almost immediately—sharp little inhales that turned into soft, needy whimpers. Her hips rolled instinctively, chasing the pressure, already climbing after the first release had left her so sensitive every touch felt electric.

He added a second finger, stretching her gently, sliding in and out in a slow, deliberate rhythm that matched the lazy circles of his thumb. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet night—slick, rhythmic, unmistakable. Cheryl’s head tipped back against the chair cushion, blonde strands sticking to her damp neck, mouth falling open on a long, shuddering exhale.

“Mike… oh god… right there…”

He leaned in again, mouth returning to her clit—not frantic, but focused, worshipping. He sucked the swollen bud between his lips, tongue flicking in quick, fluttering strokes while his fingers kept that steady curl-and-thrust inside her. Every few seconds he’d pull back just enough to drag the flat of his tongue from her entrance up over her clit in one long, slow lick, tasting how much wetter she’d become, tasting the way her body responded to him.

Pride burned hot in his chest, chasing away the lingering guilt from earlier. This—this was what he could give her. He could feel her walls fluttering around his fingers, tightening with every curl, every suck. He knew her signs: the way her thighs started to quiver again, the way her breathing turned choppy and shallow, the way her fingers twisted in his hair and pulled him closer like she couldn’t get enough.

He doubled down.

Fingers pumping faster now, curling harder against that spongy ridge inside her. Thumb pressing firm, relentless circles on her clit. Mouth sealed over her, sucking in pulsing rhythm, tongue flicking in time with his thrusts.

Cheryl’s moans grew louder, unrestrained—raw, desperate sounds that carried into the dark yard. “Don’t stop… fuck, don’t stop… I’m gonna—”

Her words dissolved into a broken cry as the orgasm hit her like a freight train.

Her whole body seized. Back arching violently off the chair, hips bucking hard against his face and hand. Thighs clamped around his head so tight he could barely breathe, but he didn’t stop—kept licking, kept thrusting his fingers deep, kept the pressure on her clit through every shattering wave. Her eyes squeezed shut, lashes wet, mouth open in a silent scream that finally broke into a long, trembling wail. Every muscle in her body spasmed—legs shaking, stomach clenching, fingers yanking his hair so hard it stung. Fresh wetness flooded his hand, his mouth, dripping down his wrist as she came and came and came, harder than he’d felt in months.

He rode it out with her, slowing only when her cries turned to soft, shattered whimpers, when her thighs finally loosened and fell open again, trembling. He eased his fingers out gently, pressing one last soft, soothing kiss to her swollen clit before lifting his head.

Cheryl’s eyes were still closed, chest heaving, skin flushed and glistening with sweat. A few strands of hair stuck to her forehead. She looked utterly wrecked—beautifully, blissfully wrecked—and the sight sent a quiet surge of pride through him that almost drowned out everything else.

After a long moment her lashes fluttered open. She looked down at him, dazed, lips parted, a small, shaky smile curving her mouth.


The Confession

Mike rose slowly to his feet. His shorts were still open, cock soft now and hanging heavy between his legs, a final bead of cum clinging to the tip, glistening in the string lights. He didn’t bother tucking himself away—just reached down, took both her hands in his, and helped her up from the chair.

Her legs wobbled for a second when she stood. He steadied her with an arm around her waist, pulling her close. She leaned into him, forehead resting against his shoulder, still breathing hard. The cum on her chest had cooled, sticky against his T-shirt where she pressed against him. Neither of them spoke.

Together they turned, her arm looped through his, and walked slowly back toward the sliding glass door that led into the kitchen. The deck lights cast long shadows behind them. The night air felt cooler now against their damp skin.

They stepped inside, the warmth of the house wrapping around them as the door clicked shut behind.

They stepped through the sliding door into the kitchen, the cool tile under their bare feet a sharp contrast to the lingering warmth of the deck. The overhead light was off; only the soft under-cabinet strips glowed, casting long shadows across the granite counters and the half-empty bottle of rosé still sitting out from earlier. Mike let go of Cheryl’s waist just long enough to flick on the small pendant light above the island, then reached for the bottle without asking. His shorts were still undone, hanging low on his hips, cock soft and glistening faintly with the remnants of his earlier release. A single bead of cum clung stubbornly to the tip, catching the light as he moved.

Cheryl leaned back against the counter opposite him, arms crossed loosely under her breasts—still streaked with drying cum, the thin cotton of her dress clinging transparently where it had soaked through. Her panties were crooked, one leg hole stretched out of shape, but she made no move to fix them. Her thighs felt slick, tender, and every small shift sent a faint aftershock through her core.

Mike poured two fresh glasses of wine with hands that weren’t quite steady. The liquid glugged softly into the stems. He slid one toward her without meeting her eyes, then picked up his own and took a long swallow. The silence stretched, thick and awkward, broken only by the faint hum of the refrigerator.

Finally he spoke, voice low and rough. “We’ve… never done that before. Out there. Like that.”

Cheryl stared into her glass, swirling the pale pink liquid. “No,” she said quietly. “We haven’t.”

Another beat of silence. Mike rubbed the back of his neck, glancing at her, then away. “I mean… fuck. I didn’t even think—I just… followed you.”

She gave a small, nervous laugh that didn’t quite land. “I didn’t plan it either. It just… happened.”

Mike nodded slowly, still not quite looking at her. “You came so hard. Twice. I could feel it. Every time.”

Cheryl’s cheeks flushed deeper. She took a sip of wine, buying time. “Yeah. You were… really good with your mouth tonight.”

He let out a breath that was half relief, half something heavier. “I wanted to make it right. You know, after… urm….after I came a bit quick.”

She finally looked up at him. Their eyes met across the island, and for a second the awkwardness cracked—just a little.

“I know,” she said softly. “And you did.”

Mike set his glass down, fingers drumming once on the counter. “Still feels weird. Like we crossed some line we didn’t know was there.”

Cheryl nodded, biting the inside of her lip. She took another sip, then set her glass aside too. Her voice came out quieter, more hesitant than usual.

“Mike… one of the girls at work—Megan—she’s been talking lately. Like, really opening up.”

He raised an eyebrow, grateful for the shift in topic, even if it felt random. “Megan? The short redhead? The one with the… uh…”

“Massive tits,” Cheryl finished for him, a tiny, nervous smile tugging at her mouth. “Yeah. Her.”

Mike gave a small, awkward chuckle. “Okay. What about her?”

Cheryl leaned her elbows on the counter, fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “She and her husband, Chris—he’s this tall, muscular, really handsome guy. Like, everyone at the office drools when he picks her up. But… she told us the other day, after a few drinks at happy hour, that he’s… small. Down there. Really small. And because of it, she’s had to be… assertive. About what she needs. In bed. Out of bed. All of it.”

Mike blinked. The awkwardness in the room thickened again, but now it had a different flavor—curiosity mixed with unease.

“She basically said she’s the one who decides how things go,” Cheryl continued, voice dropping lower. “She tells him exactly what she wants, when she wants it. And if he can’t keep up with his cock… she makes sure he uses his hands. His mouth. Whatever it takes. She doesn’t wait for him to figure it out anymore.”

Mike swallowed. He glanced down at his own softening cock, still exposed, still dripping the last traces of cum onto the floor tile. Then back at Cheryl.

“So… you’re saying she’s basically running the show?”

Cheryl nodded slowly. “Yeah. And she seems… happy. Like, really happy. No resentment. Just… clear about what she needs.”

The kitchen light caught the drying streaks on her chest. Neither of them moved to clean up. The silence returned, but it wasn’t quite as heavy now—more thoughtful, charged with something unspoken.

Mike finally spoke, voice careful. “You’ve been thinking about that a lot, haven’t you?”

Cheryl didn’t answer right away. She just looked at him—really looked—then gave the smallest shrug, the tiniest nod.

“Maybe,” she whispered.

They stood there on opposite sides of the island, half-dressed, wine glasses forgotten, the weight of the night settling between them like a question neither was quite ready to answer.

Cheryl took another slow sip of wine, the glass trembling just slightly in her hand. She set it down carefully, as if sudden movements might shatter the fragile thing they were circling.

“It felt… powerful,” she said quietly, eyes fixed on a spot on the counter between them. “You going down on me right after. After you’d already come on me. After I made you pull out. I don’t know how to explain it, Mike. I just… I felt in control. Like for once I wasn’t waiting for you to get me there. I told you what I needed, and you did it. No hesitation. And it was good. Really good.”

Mike leaned his palms on the island, head bowed for a second. He could still taste her on his lips, could still feel the way her thighs had clamped around his ears when she came the second time. The memory sent a low, confusing heat curling through his gut.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “I could tell. You came so fucking hard.”

She gave a small, shaky laugh. “I’ve never come like that with you before. Not twice in a row. Not… that intensely.”

He looked up at her then. Their eyes met, and the kitchen light caught the flush still high on her cheeks.

Cheryl swallowed. “Megan says Chris isn’t allowed to fuck her unless he licks her first. Every time. Before anything else goes inside her, he has to make her come with his mouth. She says it puts her in the right headspace. Makes her feel… taken care of. And then after—after he comes—she makes him go down again. Clean her up. She calls it ‘finishing the job.’”

Mike’s brows lifted. “Jesus.”

“Yeah.” Cheryl’s voice dropped lower, almost conspiratorial. “She even said once—if he comes inside her, he still has to lick it out. Every drop. No exceptions.”

Mike made a face, half grimace, half disbelief. “That’s… gross.”

Cheryl nodded quickly. “Right? I mean, I’ve always hated the taste of cum. Always. Even when we were first together and I tried to be ‘good at it,’ I’d gag the second it hit my tongue. There’s no way I could ever…”

She trailed off, shaking her head. “No. Never. That’s too much.”

Mike let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. “Yeah. Way too much.”

But even as he said it, something shifted inside him—low and hot and undeniable. The image of Cheryl taking charge like that. Telling him exactly what she wanted. Making him wait, making him earn it with his mouth before she let him inside her. Making him clean her up after. Not because she loved the taste—she’d just said she hated it—but because she wanted to feel that power. Wanted him to give it to her.

His cock, soft and spent, gave a faint, lazy twitch against his open shorts.

He shifted his weight, trying to ignore it. But the feeling didn’t fade. It coiled tighter. The idea of her being more aggressive. More demanding. More… powerful. It should have made him feel small, emasculated. Instead it made his pulse kick harder, made his skin feel too tight.

Cheryl was still talking, voice soft, almost hesitant. “She says it changed everything. She doesn’t feel frustrated anymore. She doesn’t wait around hoping he’ll figure it out. She just… tells him. And he does it. Because he knows if he doesn’t, she won’t let him fuck her at all.”

Mike’s throat felt dry. He took another swallow of wine, the taste sharp on his tongue. “Sounds like she’s got him trained.”

Cheryl’s eyes flicked to his. “Maybe. But she says he likes it. Says he gets hard just from going down on her. From knowing he has to make her come first.”

Silence stretched again. Thicker this time.

Mike’s heart was thudding too loud in his ears. He could feel the faint drip of leftover cum on the inside of his thigh, could smell the sex still clinging to both of them. And beneath the awkwardness, beneath the wine and the late hour, something new was stirring in him—something hot and shameful and thrilling.

He didn’t know what to call it yet.

But he knew he was starting to get hard again.

Just thinking about her being like that.

About her telling him what to do.

About her making him.

Cheryl watched him for a long moment, reading something in his face that he hadn’t meant to show.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

Mike nodded once—slow, careful.

“Yeah,” he said, voice rougher than he intended. “Just… thinking.”

She didn’t push. Just held his gaze across the island, the air between them suddenly electric again.

Neither of them moved to clean up.

Neither of them turned off the light.

They just stood there, half-dressed and sticky and silent, letting the conversation—and whatever it had awakened—hang between them like smoke.

Cheryl’s fingers tightened around the stem of her wine glass, knuckles paling. She stared into the pale liquid as if it might give her the courage she suddenly needed. Mike watched her—really watched—the way her throat worked when she swallowed, the faint tremor in her lower lip. The kitchen felt smaller now, the air thicker, like the space between them was holding its breath.

She opened her mouth once. Closed it. Took a breath that didn’t quite steady her.

“Mike…” Her voice came out small, almost lost under the hum of the fridge. She tried again. “There’s… something else Megan said. Something bigger.”

He straightened slightly, palms still flat on the counter. “Bigger than making him clean her up?”

She nodded once—jerky, quick. Her eyes flicked to his, then away, cheeks burning. “She… she lets other guys fuck her. While Chris watches.”

The words dropped into the silence like stones into still water. Ripples spread outward, slow at first, then faster.

Mike blinked. Once. Twice. His mouth opened, but nothing came out right away.

Cheryl rushed on, the confession tumbling out now that the dam had broken. “She said it started as a fantasy—something they talked about for years. But then she just… did it. Found a guy online, brought him home. Chris sat in the chair in their bedroom and watched. Didn’t say a word. Didn’t try to stop it. Just… watched. And afterward, she said he was so hard he was shaking. She made him go down on her right after the other guy finished inside her. And he did. Eagerly. Like he needed it.”

Mike’s breathing had gone shallow. He could feel his pulse in his throat, in his fingertips pressed against the cool granite. His cock—still soft a minute ago—gave a slow, unmistakable twitch against the open fly of his shorts.

Cheryl kept going, voice barely above a whisper now, eyes fixed on the counter like she couldn’t bear to see his reaction. “She said it’s not about Chris being ‘less than.’ It’s about her having everything she wants. The big cock. The stamina. The feeling of being taken hard. And then coming home to him—her husband—who worships her. Who cleans her up. Who gets off on knowing she’s satisfied in ways he can’t give her. She says it’s made their marriage stronger. Hotter. She’s never been more turned on by him than when he’s on his knees after another man has fucked her.”

Silence again. Heavy. Electric.

Mike’s mouth felt dry as sandpaper. He tried to speak, failed, cleared his throat. “And… Chris is okay with that?”

Cheryl finally looked up at him. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, a mix of nerves and something darker—something hungry. “She says he begs for it now. Begs to watch. Begs to taste her after. Says it’s the only time he feels… useful. Needed.”

Mike exhaled through his nose, a shaky sound. His cock was thickening again—slowly, visibly—lifting away from his thigh. He didn’t try to hide it. Didn’t move to cover himself. Just stood there, letting her see.

Cheryl’s gaze dropped to his hardening length for a single heartbeat before flicking back to his face. Her lips parted.

“You’re… getting hard,” she whispered.

Mike didn’t deny it. “Yeah.”

She swallowed hard. “Thinking about… what Megan does? About her fucking other guys while he watches?”

Another twitch. Harder this time. A bead of fresh pre-cum welled at the tip.

Mike’s voice came out rough, almost gravel. “Thinking about you. Like that.”

The words hung there—naked, dangerous, thrilling.

Cheryl’s breath caught. She didn’t speak for a long moment. Just stared at him across the island, chest rising and falling faster now. The drying cum on her tits gleamed faintly under the pendant light. Her nipples were hard again, poking through the ruined fabric.

When she finally spoke, her voice was soft, trembling, but steady enough to cut through the haze.

“I’ve been thinking about it too,” she admitted. “Not… all of it. Not yet. But… parts. Being in control. Telling you what I need. Making you wait. Making you… earn it. And maybe… someday… more.”

Mike’s hands flexed on the counter. His cock was fully hard now—thick, straining upward, the head flushed dark. He didn’t touch it. Didn’t need to. The ache was exquisite.

“Cheryl…” he started, but didn’t know how to finish.

She stepped around the island—slow, deliberate—until she was standing right in front of him. Close enough that he could smell the sex still clinging to her skin, could see the faint tremor in her lower lip.

She reached out, fingertips brushing the underside of his shaft—just a ghost of a touch.

He hissed through his teeth.

She didn’t stroke him. Just let her fingers rest there, feeling him pulse against her palm.

“I don’t know if I could ever go that far,” she whispered. “Letting someone else fuck me while you watch. But… the idea of having that power? Of you wanting to give it to me? Of you getting hard just thinking about me taking what I need…?”

She curled her fingers lightly around him. Not stroking. Just holding.

Mike groaned low in his throat.

“…that part,” she finished, voice barely audible, “that part turns me on too.”

Mike’s restraint snapped like a taut wire. One second he was standing there, cock throbbing against her fingers, the next he was moving—fast, urgent, almost rough. He rounded the island in two strides, hands finding Cheryl’s hips and spinning her around so her palms slapped flat against the granite. The wine glasses rattled; one tipped, spilling a thin pink rivulet that pooled near her elbow.

“Mike—” she started, half-laugh, half-gasp.

He didn’t let her finish. He shoved her dress higher with both hands, exposing the full, generous swell of her ass—big, soft, slightly chubby in the most delicious way, the kind of ass that jiggled when she walked, that looked obscene in tight leggings and even more obscene bare like this. Pale skin flushed from the night’s heat, faint red marks from his earlier grip blooming on her hips, dimples at the base of her spine catching the pendant light. He kicked her feet wider apart with his own, notched himself at her entrance—still slick, still swollen from earlier—and thrust in hard.

One deep, claiming stroke buried him to the root.

Cheryl cried out—sharp, surprised, delighted—head dropping forward, blonde hair spilling across the counter like liquid gold. “Oh fuck—yes—”

Mike gripped her hips tight enough to bruise and started fucking her. Not gentle. Not slow. Hard, steady, punishing rhythm—hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against her clit with every thrust. The island creaked under them; the spilled wine smeared beneath her forearms as she braced herself. Fifteen minutes stretched into an eternity of raw, pounding need.

Cheryl pushed back to meet him, ass jiggling with every impact, moans spilling out unrestrained. “Harder—fuck me harder, Mike—”

He obliged. One hand slid up her spine, pressing between her shoulder blades to pin her chest to the cool granite while the other stayed clamped on her hip, pulling her back onto his cock. The angle was brutal—deep, relentless, hitting that spot inside her over and over until her legs started to shake.

“You feel that?” she gasped between thrusts, voice breaking on every word. “Feel how wet I am? That’s from you eating my pussy out there… from you making me cum twice while your cum was still drying on my tits…”

Mike groaned, low and guttural, pace faltering for half a second before he drove in harder. “Jesus, Cheryl—”

She laughed—breathless, wicked. “Are you thinking about Megan bent over like this, babe? Her big tits smashed against someone else’s counter while a guy she barely knows fucks her from behind? While Chris just sits there and watches?”

Mike’s hips stuttered. “No—”

“Liar.” She clenched around him deliberately, walls fluttering, pulling a ragged sound from his throat. “I don’t believe you. I can feel your cock twitch every time I say her name. You’re picturing it, aren’t you? Megan moaning, taking a thick dick while her husband watches, helpless, leaking in his pants.”

“Fuck—” He slammed in deeper, punishing, but she only moaned louder, pushing back to take it.

“Admit it,” she teased, voice dripping honey and heat. “Say it. Tell me you’re thinking about Megan getting fucked by another guy. About how she’d look spread open for him, cumming all over a cock that’s way bigger than Chris’s.”

Mike’s rhythm grew erratic, breath punching out in short bursts. “I’m not—Cheryl, I’m not thinking about her—”

She reached back, nails digging into his thigh, slowing her own hips just enough to make him groan in frustration. “Then who? Say it. If it’s not Megan… then who’s got you this hard? Who are you really picturing bent over right now, getting railed while you watch?”

He tried to thrust harder, but she held herself still, forcing him to answer.

“Say it, Mike,” she whispered, voice low and dangerous. “Or I stop. I’ll make you pull out and finish in your hand while I just stand here and watch.”

Mike’s forehead dropped to her shoulder, a broken sound escaping him. “You—fuck—okay, it’s you. I’m thinking about you. You bent over like this. Some other guy behind you. Fucking you hard. Making you cum the way I just did… while I sit there and watch.”

Cheryl’s laugh was low, triumphant, victorious. “There it is.”

She clenched again—hard—and came the first time like that. Sudden, violent. Her whole body seized, back bowing, ass pushing back against him as her pussy clamped down in rhythmic spasms. “Oh god—yes—fuck—thinking about me getting fucked by someone else—”

Mike fucked her through it, relentless, drawing it out until her cries turned to whimpers and her legs trembled so badly he had to hold her up by the hips.

But he didn’t stop.

He slid one hand around to her clit—fingers rubbing fast, sloppy circles while he kept pounding. “Again,” he growled against her ear. “Cum again for me. Cum thinking about it.”

Cheryl’s moans turned desperate, broken. “You want me to cum imagining another man inside me? Stretching me? Filling me up while you watch?”

Mike’s answering thrust was brutal. “Yes—fuck—yes—”

She shattered a second time—harder, longer. Back arching violently, thighs quaking, a long, shattered wail ripping from her throat as her pussy fluttered and clenched around him in endless waves. Fresh wetness coated his cock, dripping down her thighs, smearing across his balls. She sobbed his name, body spasming, completely undone.

Mike couldn’t hold on anymore.

He pulled out at the last second, hand flying to his cock. He came with a guttural groan—thick ropes splashing across her ass cheeks, painting the soft, generous curves in hot white streaks that dripped down the cleft, some landing on the backs of her thighs. He shuddered through it, knees buckling slightly, vision whiting out for a second as the last pulses emptied out of him.

They stayed frozen like that—her bent over the island, panting, ass glistening with his cum; him behind her, chest heaving, hand still wrapped around his softening length.

After a long moment Cheryl straightened slowly, legs unsteady, dress falling back into place but doing nothing to hide the mess. She turned to face him, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy and bright, a small, satisfied smile curving her swollen lips.

Mike reached for her hand. She took it. Together they walked—slow, sticky, half-dressed—toward the stairs, cum still cooling on her skin, the faint wet sound of their thighs brushing with every step.

Halfway up, Cheryl paused on a step. She looked over her shoulder at him, that same wicked little smile playing on her lips.

“If just thinking about me getting fucked by other guys gets you that horny…” she said softly, voice still rough from screaming, “…I’m definitely going to have to think about it.”

Mike’s cock gave one last weak, exhausted twitch against his thigh.

She turned back and kept climbing, hips swaying, leaving him to follow—heart hammering, mind reeling, already aching for whatever came next.


The Morning After

Cheryl woke first, the early morning light filtering through the half-open blinds in soft golden stripes across the bed. She lay on her side, facing Mike, one leg still draped over his hip from where they’d fallen asleep tangled together. The sheets were a mess—twisted, damp in places, carrying the faint, musky scent of last night’s sex. Her skin felt sticky in spots: the dried trails of his cum on her chest, the lingering slickness between her thighs. She didn’t mind. It felt… honest. Like evidence of something real.

Mike was still asleep, mouth slightly open, one arm flung across her waist. His face looked softer in sleep—younger, almost boyish—and for a moment she just watched him breathe, chest rising and falling in slow rhythm. Last night replayed in flashes: the way he’d spun her around, bent her over the island, fucked her like he was trying to prove something. The way she’d teased him until he admitted—out loud, breathless—that he was imagining her with another man. The way he’d lasted, finally, pounding her until she came twice, screaming his name. And then that quiet, wicked smile she’d given him on the stairs.

Her pussy gave a faint, lazy throb at the memory. She shifted slightly, and the movement made Mike stir.

His eyes fluttered open. For a second he looked disoriented—then he saw her, and a slow, shy smile spread across his face.

“Morning,” he rasped, voice thick with sleep.

“Morning.” She leaned in, kissed him softly—lips brushing, no tongue yet, just a hello. He tasted faintly of wine and her.

They stayed like that for a minute, foreheads touching, breathing each other in. Then Mike’s hand slid down her side, over the curve of her hip, resting on the soft swell of her ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

Cheryl nodded against his cheek. “More than okay. You?”

“Yeah.” He exhaled a shaky laugh. “I keep replaying last night. The kitchen. The way you… made me say it.”

She pulled back just enough to look at him. “Did it feel bad? Saying it out loud?”

Mike’s cheeks flushed. “No. It felt… scary. But good scary. Like jumping off something high and realizing you like the fall.”

Cheryl smiled—small, a little wicked. “I liked hearing you say it.”

He swallowed. “I liked saying it.”

They kissed again, deeper this time—slow, lazy morning kisses that tasted like shared secrets. Mike’s hand wandered up under her nightshirt (she’d slipped it on sometime in the night), cupping her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple. It hardened instantly under his touch.

She hummed into his mouth. “Careful. You’ll start something.”

“Maybe I want to start something.”

Cheryl laughed softly and rolled on top of him, straddling his hips. She could feel him already half-hard beneath her, pressing up against her bare pussy through the thin sheet. She rocked once—slow, teasing—and he groaned.

“Later,” she whispered, kissing his jaw. “First… breakfast. We need to talk.”

Mike’s hands settled on her thighs. “About last night?”

“About last night. And about what happens next.”

He nodded, serious now. “Okay.”

They disentangled slowly—reluctantly—and padded downstairs in bare feet and rumpled clothes. The kitchen still smelled faintly of sex and spilled wine. The stain on the counter had dried into a pale pink ghost. Cheryl glanced at it and smirked.

“Souvenir,” she said.

Mike laughed, a little embarrassed. “We should clean that up before it stains forever.”

“Later.”

She started the coffee maker while he pulled eggs and bread from the fridge. They moved around each other with the easy familiarity of years together—her reaching past him for mugs, him brushing against her hip as he grabbed the butter. But there was a new charge in the air, a quiet awareness of last night’s confessions hanging between every glance.

They sat at the small kitchen table with coffee and scrambled eggs on toast. Sunlight streamed through the window, catching dust motes and the faint sheen of sweat still on Cheryl’s collarbone from sleep.

Mike took a bite, chewed slowly, then set his fork down.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said. “About what you said on the stairs. About… thinking about it.”

Cheryl sipped her coffee, watching him over the rim. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I keep waiting to feel… I don’t know. Jealous. Angry. But mostly I just keep getting hard. Every time I picture it—you with someone else—I get so fucking turned on I can’t think straight.”

Cheryl’s pulse kicked up. She set her mug down. “Me too.”

He looked up sharply. “Really?”

“Really.” She leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Last night… when I was teasing you, making you admit it… I felt powerful. Like I was in control for once. Not waiting for you to figure out how to make me cum. I told you what I wanted, and you gave it to me. And then when you fucked me after… God, Mike. I’ve never felt you that hard. That desperate.”

Mike exhaled through his nose, cheeks flushing. “I was desperate.”

“I know.” She reached across the table, took his hand. “And I liked it. I liked making you desperate.”

Silence for a beat. Then Mike squeezed her fingers.

“So… what now?”

Cheryl bit her lip. “I think… we play with it. Slowly. No rushing into anything real. Just… talk. Tease. See how far the fantasy takes us before we decide if we want more.”

Mike nodded slowly. “I like that. No pressure.”

“No pressure,” she agreed. Then, quieter: “But I do want more teasing. Tonight. I want to ride you and tell you stories. Make you imagine things. See how hard you get.”

His cock visibly twitched under the loose shorts he’d pulled on. “Fuck, Cheryl.”

She smiled—slow, wicked. “See? Already working.”

They finished breakfast in charged silence, stealing glances, brushing hands. When the plates were cleared, Cheryl stepped close behind him at the sink, pressed her breasts against his back, and whispered in his ear:

“Tonight… I’m going to tell you what I’d do if Darius asked me to stay late at work. And you’re going to stay inside me the whole time I talk. No cumming until I say.”

Mike groaned, head dropping forward. “You’re evil.”

“You love it.”

He turned, pulled her into a deep kiss—hands in her hair, bodies pressed tight.

“Yeah,” he murmured against her mouth. “I really do.”

They broke apart only when the coffee maker beeped its finish cycle—both breathing hard, both smiling like they’d just discovered something dangerous and wonderful.

Cheryl glanced at the clock. “I have to get ready for work.”

Mike’s eyes darkened. “Wear something tight today. Let him look.”

She laughed—bright, surprised. “You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

She kissed him once more—quick, promising—then headed upstairs, hips swaying just a little extra.

Mike watched her go, heart hammering, already counting the hours until tonight.

That evening the living room felt smaller, warmer, the curtains drawn against the fading summer light. The TV was off; only the low lamp in the corner glowed, casting soft amber across the couch. Mike had showered after work, changed into loose gray sweats and a plain black T-shirt, but he hadn’t bothered with underwear. He was already half-hard just thinking about what Cheryl had promised at breakfast.

She came downstairs barefoot, still in the tight skirt and silk blouse from work, hair loose now, lipstick freshened. The blouse was unbuttoned one more notch than this morning—enough that when she leaned forward he could see the inner curves of her breasts, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. She didn’t speak at first. Just crossed the room, climbed onto his lap, and straddled him without preamble.

Mike’s hands found her hips automatically, thumbs stroking the soft swell just above the waistband of her skirt. She rocked once—slow, deliberate—and he groaned low in his throat.

“Missed me?” she whispered, lips brushing his ear.

“Every second.”

She kissed him then—deep, unhurried, tongue sliding against his in lazy circles. Her hands slid under his shirt, nails grazing his stomach, up to his chest. He was fully hard now, pressing insistently against the damp heat between her legs through his sweats and her panties.

Cheryl broke the kiss, sat back slightly, and looked down at him. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown.

“I’ve been thinking about tonight all day,” she said softly. “About riding you… and telling you stories.”

Mike swallowed. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She rocked forward again, grinding her clothed pussy along the length of him. “I want to feel you inside me while I talk. Slow. No rushing. You don’t cum until I say.”

He nodded, breathing already uneven. “Okay.”

She lifted just enough to tug his sweats down his thighs. His cock sprang free—thick, flushed, already leaking at the tip. Cheryl hiked her skirt higher, pushed her panties to the side, and sank down onto him in one long, slow glide.

They both exhaled at the same time—her a soft moan, him a ragged groan. She was wet, warm, still slick from the quick morning fuck he’d given her before she left for work. His cum from earlier was still inside her, making every inch feel slippery, obscene.

Cheryl settled fully, hips flush against his, and started moving—slow, teasing rolls at first, barely enough to create friction but enough to make him throb inside her.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “That’s you… still leaking out of me from this morning. Mixed with how wet I got thinking about Darius all day.”

Mike’s hips jerked involuntarily. “Fuck—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips. “No moving yet. Just feel me. Listen.”

She began rocking in tiny circles, clenching around him rhythmically. Mike groaned, head falling back against the couch.

“Imagine this,” she started, voice low and husky. “I’m at work tomorrow. Late shift. Everyone’s gone except me and Darius. He corners me in the break room—tall, broad, smelling like cologne and confidence. He doesn’t ask. Just presses me back against the counter, hands sliding up my skirt. Fingers brushing my thighs… higher… finding me already wet through my panties.”

Mike’s breathing turned ragged. His cock pulsed hard inside her with every word.

“He’d pull my panties aside—just like this—” She reached down, tugged her own panties further to the side so he could feel more of her bare skin against him. “—and slide two thick fingers inside me. Slow. Deep. Curling just right. Whispering how tight I feel. How wet I am for a man who isn’t my husband.”

Mike’s hands gripped her hips tighter. “Cheryl—”

“Shh,” she repeated, but her own breathing was ragged now. “He’d finger me until I was shaking… until I was begging. Then he’d take his cock out—bigger than you, Mike. Thicker. Darker. And he’d rub the head against my clit… teasing… until I was dripping down my thighs.”

Mike’s control was fraying fast. The image—her spread open for another man—was burning through him. He tried to thrust up, but she pinned him down with her weight.

“He’d fuck me right there,” she continued, voice trembling now. “Bent over the break room table. Skirt around my waist. Panties around my ankles. Pounding into me so hard the table would scrape the floor. I’d cum on his cock—loud, shaking—while he told me how much better I feel than his wife ever did.”

Mike’s rhythm faltered—he was close already, hips bucking despite her control. “Cheryl—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet,” she whispered, but it was too late.

He broke—sudden, helpless—hips jerking up as he came hard inside her. Thick pulses, groaning her name, filling her again before she’d even built toward her own release. His body shuddered through it, vision whiting out for a second.

Cheryl stayed still on top of him, letting him soften inside her, feeling the warm flood of his cum leak out around his shaft.

She lifted off slowly, his spent cock slipping free with a wet sound. Without a word she crawled up his body until her knees bracketed his head. She lowered herself onto his face—her slick, cum-filled pussy pressing directly against his mouth.

Mike’s eyes widened. The taste hit him immediately—his own fresh cum, thick and salty, mixed with her arousal. It coated his tongue, bitter and heavy. He gagged once—reflexive, instinctive—but she didn’t lift off. Instead she rocked gently, smearing herself across his lips, his chin.

“Breathe through it,” she murmured. “Taste what you just left in me… again.”

Mike groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her clit. The disgust was sharp—the flavor overwhelming, wrong—but the more she spoke, the more it twisted.

She started talking again, voice soft and filthy.

“Darius would have lasted longer,” she whispered, grinding down onto his tongue. “He’d have made me cum first… twice… before he filled me up. Imagine his cum dripping out of me instead of yours. Thicker. More of it. Me coming home to you like this… making you lick every drop while I tell you how much better he felt.”

Mike’s tongue moved—tentative licks at first, then deeper, pushing inside her, tasting more of himself mixed with her. His spent cock, still soft against his stomach, gave a slow, lazy twitch. Then another. The disgust was still there, coating his tongue, but every filthy word she said made something hot coil in his gut. His cock started to thicken again—slowly at first, then faster, lifting away from his abs, hardening despite the bitter taste flooding his mouth.

Cheryl noticed. She glanced down, smiled wickedly.

“Look at you,” she purred. “Getting hard again… even though you hate the taste. Even though it’s your own cum you’re swallowing. You’re thinking about it, aren’t you? About Darius’s load being there instead. About cleaning another man out of your wife.”

Mike couldn’t speak—mouth full—but his cock answered for him, now fully hard again, jerking visibly, pre-cum beading at the tip.

She lifted off just enough to let him breathe. His face was shiny, lips swollen, chin dripping.

“Say it,” she whispered.

Mike’s voice was wrecked. “Yes. I’m thinking about it. About him… inside you. Filling you. Me cleaning it up.”

Cheryl’s eyes darkened with triumph. She slid back down his body, positioned herself over his renewed erection, and sank down again—taking him deep in one slow glide.

Mike groaned like he’d been punched. “Cheryl—fuck—”

She started riding him—slow at first, then faster, grinding her clit against him with every downstroke. “You lasted longer this time,” she panted. “Because you were thinking about it. About Darius fucking me. About licking him out of me.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

She clenched around him. “Cum for me again. Cum thinking about me full of another man’s cum.”

This time he held on—thrusting up to meet her, hands gripping her ass, pounding into her with renewed strength. Cheryl rode the edge, moaning louder, her second orgasm building fast from the friction and the filthy words still echoing between them.

She came first—hard, shuddering, pussy clamping down in rhythmic spasms as she cried out his name. Mike followed seconds later, hips bucking wildly as he emptied inside her again—thick pulses, groaning low, vision blurring.

They collapsed together, sweaty, breathless, hearts hammering.

After a long moment Cheryl lifted her head, kissed him softly—tasting herself and him on his lips.

“Still disgusting?” she whispered.

Mike smiled weakly, dazed. “Yeah. But… I’d do it again. And again.”

She laughed—soft, loving—and settled against his chest.

“Tomorrow,” she murmured, “Darius asked me for drinks. I think… I’m going to say yes.”

Mike’s spent cock twitched inside her one last time.

Cheryl came home from work that evening with a glow that Mike noticed the second she stepped through the door. She kicked off her heels in the entryway, the sharp clack of them hitting tile echoing through the quiet house. The outfit she’d worn all day was still on—low-cut white blouse tucked into a black pencil skirt that hugged her generous hips and ass like a second skin. The top two buttons of the blouse were undone now (they’d been done up when she left that morning), revealing the inner swell of her breasts and the faint lace edge of her bra. Her hair was slightly mussed, cheeks flushed, lips glossy as if she’d reapplied lipstick on the drive home.

Mike was already on the couch in sweats and a T-shirt, phone in hand but not really looking at it. He’d been half-hard since lunch, imagining her at work, imagining Darius looking at her the way she’d described yesterday.

She didn’t speak right away. Just crossed the room, hips swaying with that deliberate, teasing roll she knew drove him crazy, and sank onto the couch beside him. Close enough that her thigh pressed against his.

“Hi,” she said softly, voice still carrying that post-work huskiness.

“Hi.” Mike set his phone aside. His eyes flicked to her blouse, to the way her nipples pressed faintly against the silk. “You look… fuck. You look incredible.”

Cheryl smiled—small, knowing. “Darius thought so too.”

Mike’s cock jumped visibly under the loose sweats. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She leaned in, kissed him once—soft, lingering—then pulled back to look at him. “He couldn’t stop staring. Every time I turned around to grab something from the shelf, I could feel his eyes on my ass. On my tits. He kept finding excuses to come by my station. Asked me three times if I needed help lifting boxes.”

Mike swallowed. “Did you… let him?”

Cheryl’s hand slid to his lap, palm resting lightly over the growing bulge. “I let him touch me. Just once. When I bent to pick up a dropped pen, he stepped in close—too close—and put his hand on my lower back. Low. Fingers splayed. Whispered, ‘You look irresistible today, Cheryl.’”

Mike groaned low in his throat. His cock throbbed under her palm.

“He stayed like that for a second longer than he needed to,” she continued, voice dropping to a whisper. “I could feel how hard he was. Pressed against my hip through his slacks. Thick. Heavy. I almost backed up into him. Almost let him grind against me right there in the hallway.”

“Fuck—” Mike’s head fell back against the couch. “Cheryl…”

She curled her fingers around him through the fabric—slow, firm strokes. “You like that? Knowing another man was hard for me today? Knowing he wanted to bend me over the nearest desk?”

“Yes—God—yes—”

Cheryl tugged his sweats down just enough to free his cock. It sprang up, flushed dark, already leaking at the tip. She wrapped her hand around him—warm, dry at first, then slick with his pre-cum as she stroked slowly from base to head.

“He kept looking at my mouth,” she murmured, thumb circling the head on every upstroke. “Like he was imagining it wrapped around him. Like he wanted me on my knees in the supply closet, sucking him off while everyone else was gone.”

Mike’s hips bucked into her hand. “Shit—keep going—”

“I almost did,” she lied softly, voice dripping with tease. “Almost dropped to my knees right there. Pulled his zipper down. Took that thick black cock out and tasted him. Swallowed every drop while he groaned my name.”

Mike was panting now, hips jerking, close—dangerously close. His balls tightened, the familiar rush building fast.

Cheryl’s phone buzzed on the coffee table. She glanced at it, smiled wickedly, and—without breaking rhythm—reached for it with her free hand.

Mike’s eyes widened. “What are you—”

“Shh.” She unlocked the screen one-handed, still stroking him steadily. The message was from Darius: Drinks tomorrow night? I know a quiet spot. Just you and me.

Cheryl’s thumb hovered over the keyboard. She looked down at Mike—eyes glassy, lips parted, cock pulsing in her grip, right on the edge.

“Watch,” she whispered.

She typed slowly, deliberately, letting him see every letter:

Drinks sound fun… when?

She hit send.

The second the message whooshed away, Mike broke.

He came hard—hips bucking wildly, thick ropes spilling over her fingers, splattering across his stomach and the couch cushion. He groaned her name, body shuddering through it, vision blurring as the humiliation and arousal crashed over him in waves. She’d been stroking him—bringing him off—while texting another man. Inviting him out. Planning to sit across from him, maybe let him touch her again.

Cheryl kept her hand moving through it—milking every last drop—until he was spent, twitching, oversensitive.

She set the phone down, wiped her sticky fingers on his T-shirt, and leaned in to kiss him—soft, almost tender.

“Good boy,” she murmured against his lips. “You came so hard just from watching me text him.”

Mike’s chest heaved. “Fuck… that was…”

“Humiliating?” she finished, smiling. “Yeah. And you loved it.”

He didn’t deny it. Just pulled her close, buried his face in her neck.

They stayed like that for a long minute—sticky, breathless, hearts hammering.

Then Cheryl glanced at her phone again. A new message from Darius:

Tomorrow, 7? I’ll pick you up. Wear something sexy.

She smiled—slow, secret—and showed Mike the screen.

He read it. Swallowed hard. His spent cock gave one weak, exhausted twitch against his thigh.

“Think I should go?” she asked softly.

Mike’s voice was wrecked. “Yeah. I think you should.”

Cheryl kissed him again—deep, possessive—then stood, smoothing her skirt down over her thighs.

“Tomorrow night, then,” she said, heading for the stairs. “I’ll need help picking what to wear.”

Mike watched her go, heart pounding, mind reeling, already aching for the moment she’d come home tomorrow—flushed, marked, full of stories he’d beg to hear.


Date Night

The morning of Cheryl’s first real date with Darius dawned bright and mercilessly ordinary—sunlight slicing through the bedroom blinds, birds chirping outside, the faint smell of coffee drifting up from the kitchen where Mike had already started the pot. But nothing felt ordinary. Not today.

Mike woke up hard. Not the usual lazy morning erection—this was insistent, aching, the kind that throbbed with every heartbeat and refused to fade even after he rolled onto his stomach and tried to ignore it. He lay there for ten minutes, staring at the ceiling, replaying every word Cheryl had said last night while she rode his face: Darius’s name on her lips, the way she’d described his hands, his cock, the way she’d made Mike admit he wanted to taste another man’s cum leaking out of her. His cock leaked pre-cum onto the sheet just thinking about it.

Cheryl was still asleep beside him, face soft in the morning light, blonde hair fanned across the pillow, one bare breast peeking from under the twisted sheet. She looked peaceful. Innocent. The contrast made his stomach twist with something dark and hungry.

He slipped out of bed quietly, padded to the bathroom, locked the door. The mirror showed him flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, cock standing rigid and flushed dark. He wrapped his hand around it—slow at first, then faster—picturing Cheryl in Darius’s car, her skirt hiked up, his thick fingers sliding inside her while she moaned his name. He came in under two minutes, biting his lip to keep quiet, thick ropes splattering the sink. Shame and arousal hit him at the same time, hot and confusing.

He cleaned up, splashed cold water on his face, and went downstairs to make breakfast. The routine helped—eggs, toast, coffee—but his cock stayed half-hard the whole time, twitching every time he remembered her whisper: “I’m going to say yes.”

Cheryl came down twenty minutes later, fresh from the shower, wrapped in a towel. Her skin glowed pink, hair damp and curling at the ends. She smiled when she saw him—soft, almost shy—and crossed the kitchen to kiss him good morning.

“Sleep okay?” she asked against his lips.

“Barely,” he admitted, voice rough. “Kept thinking about tonight.”

Her smile turned wicked. “Me too.”

She let the towel drop—casual, deliberate—standing naked in the middle of the kitchen. Mike’s eyes dropped immediately to her breasts, her soft belly, the neatly trimmed patch between her thighs still glistening faintly from the shower. His cock jumped visibly under his sweats.

Cheryl noticed. She stepped closer, pressed her body against his, nipples hard against his chest.

“I might let him kiss me tonight,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “Deep. Slow. His tongue in my mouth while his hands slide up my thighs.”

Mike groaned, hands settling on her hips. “Cheryl—”

“Maybe more,” she continued, voice low and teasing. “Maybe I’ll let him touch me. Slip his fingers under my dress. Feel how wet I get just from his voice. Maybe I’ll grind against his hand in the front seat of his car… let him finger me until I’m shaking.”

Mike’s cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against the fabric. He rocked forward instinctively, seeking friction against her stomach.

She laughed softly—breathless. “You’re already leaking. Just from me talking about it.”

“Fuck—yes—”

“But not tonight,” she said, pulling back just enough to look at him. “Tonight I’m just… testing. Seeing how it feels. Seeing if I like being wanted like that.”

Mike swallowed hard. “And if you do?”

Her smile was slow, dangerous. “Then we’ll see what happens next.”

She turned away then, hips swaying as she headed back upstairs to get ready. Mike stood frozen in the kitchen, cock throbbing, heart hammering, already counting the hours.

The rest of the day was torture.

Mike tried to work—sat at his laptop in the spare room, stared at spreadsheets, accomplished nothing. Every ten minutes his mind drifted: Cheryl laughing at something Darius said, her hand on his thigh, Darius’s mouth on her neck. He jerked off again around noon—quick, desperate, bent over the desk with his sweats around his ankles—picturing her skirt hiked up, Darius’s thick fingers buried inside her while she moaned. He came hard, biting his fist to stay quiet, then felt the familiar wave of shame and renewed arousal.

By mid-afternoon he was pacing the house, cock half-hard again, unable to settle. He texted Cheryl once—You okay?—and she replied with a single winking emoji. That was enough to make him leak again.

Cheryl came home at 5:30, buzzing with nervous excitement. She dropped her bag by the door and went straight upstairs without speaking. Mike followed like a moth to flame.

She was already in the shower when he reached the bedroom. Steam drifted out through the half-open bathroom door. He stood in the doorway, watching her silhouette behind the fogged glass—curves blurred but unmistakable, hands sliding soap over her breasts, down her stomach, between her legs.

She caught him looking. Smiled. Turned the water off.

Mike handed her a towel. She dried off slowly, deliberately, letting him watch every inch. Then she walked naked to the closet, pulled out the dress she’d chosen: deep red, body-hugging, hem hitting mid-thigh, neckline plunging low enough to show the inner curves of her breasts. No bra. Black lace thong—barely there. Strappy black heels.

She dressed in front of the full-length mirror while Mike sat on the edge of the bed, cock straining visibly against his sweats.

“Help me with the zipper?” she asked, turning her back to him.

He stood, stepped close—close enough to smell her shampoo, her skin. His hands shook slightly as he pulled the zipper up the small of her back. The fabric clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every curve—the generous swell of her ass, the dip of her waist, the soft fullness of her breasts threatening to spill over the top.

She turned to face him. “What do you think?”

Mike’s voice was wrecked. “You look… fuck. You look like you’re going to get fucked tonight.”

Cheryl’s breath caught. She stepped closer, pressed her body against his, let him feel how hard her nipples were through the thin dress.

“I might,” she whispered. “If it feels right. If he kisses me the way I want. If he touches me and I can’t stop myself.”

Mike groaned, hands sliding down to grip her ass through the dress. “Cheryl—”

She kissed him—deep, possessive—then pulled back. “I’ll text you. Updates. Pictures if I can. But no matter what happens… I come home to you.”

Mike nodded, throat tight. “I know.”

She picked up her clutch, slipped on the heels, and headed for the door. At the top of the stairs she paused, looked back over her shoulder.

“Wish me luck,” she said softly.

Mike’s voice cracked. “Good luck.”

She smiled—small, wicked—and disappeared downstairs.

The front door clicked shut behind her.

Mike stood frozen for a full minute, heart hammering, cock aching. Then he paced—living room to kitchen, back again—trying to breathe through it. He sat on the couch. Stood up. Sat again. Finally he gave in—shoved his sweats down, wrapped his hand around his cock, and started stroking—slow at first, then faster—picturing her in Darius’s car, his hand between her legs, her moaning into his mouth.

He almost came—stopped himself at the last second, panting, shaking. He wanted to save it. Needed to save it. For when she came home. For whatever story she’d bring back.

He pulled his sweats back up, hands trembling, and waited.

The clock ticked.

The house felt too quiet.

And somewhere across town, Cheryl was sliding into the passenger seat of Darius’s car—dress riding up her thighs, heart racing, already wet with anticipation.

Cheryl arrived at the bar a few minutes early, heart thudding so hard she could feel it in her throat. The place was upscale but relaxed—dim pendant lights, dark wood booths, soft jazz floating just loud enough to cover conversations but not drown them. She’d chosen it on purpose: intimate without being obvious, private enough to flirt, public enough to feel safe.

She wore the red dress Mike had watched her zip into that afternoon—body-hugging, mid-thigh hem, deep V-neck that showed the inner curves of her breasts but stopped short of scandalous. No bra; her nipples pressed faintly against the thin fabric whenever she moved. Black lace thong underneath—barely there, already damp from the nervous anticipation that had been building since she left the house. Strappy black heels that made her calves flex and her ass look even rounder when she walked.

Darius was waiting at a corner booth. He stood when he saw her—tall, broad-shouldered, dark skin gleaming under the warm lights, charcoal button-down rolled to the elbows, black slacks tailored to show the powerful lines of his thighs. His smile was slow, confident, eyes raking over her from heels to hairline.

“Damn, girl,” he said, voice low and appreciative. “You look dangerous tonight.”

Cheryl felt heat bloom across her chest and neck. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

He gestured to the seat across from him. She slid in, crossed her legs—skirt riding up just enough to show a few extra inches of thigh. Darius’s gaze dropped immediately, lingered, then flicked back to her face with a knowing smile.

They ordered: gin and tonic for her, bourbon neat for him. Small talk at first—work complaints, weekend plans—but the undercurrent was electric from the first sip. Every time she laughed at something he said, he leaned closer. Every time he spoke, his voice dropped lower, rougher, like he was sharing secrets meant only for her.

Halfway through the first drink, his hand found her knee under the table.

Cheryl didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away.

His palm was warm, calloused from whatever gym routine kept him built like that. Fingers splayed across her skin, thumb stroking slow, lazy circles just above her kneecap. She parted her legs slightly—barely an inch—but it was enough invitation.

His hand slid higher—slow, deliberate—until his fingertips brushed the soft inner skin of her thigh, just shy of where her skirt ended. Cheryl’s breath hitched. She could feel herself getting wetter, the lace of her thong clinging damply to her folds.

Darius leaned in, lips close to her ear, voice barely audible over the music.

“You’re shaking.”

“I know,” she whispered back.

His fingers crept higher—tracing the edge of her thong now, feeling how soaked the fabric was. He pressed lightly against her clit through the lace—just once, firm—and she gasped softly, thighs trembling, hips rocking forward on instinct.

“Fuck,” he muttered, so low only she could hear. “You’re dripping for me.”

Cheryl bit her lip, trying to keep her breathing even while people laughed and clinked glasses around them. His thumb circled her clit again—slow, teasing—then dipped lower, pressing the soaked lace into her entrance without pushing inside.

She was close already—embarrassingly close—just from his touch and the thrill of being fingered under a table in public by a man who wasn’t her husband.

“Darius—” she breathed, voice cracking.

He withdrew his hand. Slowly. Deliberately. Brought his fingers to his lips and sucked them clean—eyes locked on hers the whole time, tasting her on his skin.

Cheryl’s pussy clenched hard around nothing.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said.

She nodded—wordless, dazed.

They paid quickly. Outside, the night air hit her flushed skin like a shock. Darius’s SUV was parked at the far end of the lot—big, black, tinted windows. He opened the passenger door for her, gentlemanly, but the look in his eyes was pure hunger.

She slid in. He followed. Door closed with a soft, final thud.

The second the doors shut, his mouth was on hers—hungry, demanding, tongue sliding deep. Cheryl moaned into the kiss, hands fisting his shirt, pulling him closer. His hand went straight under her dress—no hesitation—pushing the fabric up to her waist, fingers finding her soaked thong and shoving it aside.

Two thick fingers plunged inside her—deep, curling, stretching her open. Cheryl cried out against his mouth, hips bucking up to meet him.

“God—you’re tight,” he growled. “So fucking wet for me.”

She ground against his hand, clit rubbing against his palm, chasing the friction. His thumb found her swollen bud—pressing, circling, relentless. She was dripping down his wrist, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet car.

Darius broke the kiss, lips trailing down her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. Cheryl tilted her head back, giving him room, moaning softly as his teeth grazed her pulse.

“Want you to cum for me,” he rasped against her skin. “Right here. On my fingers.”

She was already there—teetering. His fingers pumped faster, curling against that perfect spot inside her, thumb grinding her clit in tight circles.

“Darius—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” he ordered. “Cum on my hand. Let me feel it.”

She shattered—hard, sudden, a choked cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on his fingers, spasming wildly. Wetness flooded his hand, dripping onto the leather seat. Her thighs shook, hips jerking, vision blurring as wave after wave crashed through her.

Darius worked her through it—slowing his strokes, gentling his thumb—until she was trembling, whimpering, oversensitive.

He pulled his fingers free slowly. Held them up—glistening, coated in her release—then sucked them clean while she watched, panting.

Cheryl’s chest heaved. Her thong was ruined—stretched, soaked, clinging uselessly to one side. A dark hickey was already blooming on the side of her neck.

Darius leaned in, kissed her softly this time—almost tender.

“Not tonight,” he murmured against her lips. “But soon.”

She nodded, dazed. “Soon.”

He drove her home in near silence—her hand resting on his thigh the whole way, feeling how hard he still was, knowing she’d left him aching.

When he pulled up outside her house, he kissed her again—deep, possessive—then watched her walk up the path on unsteady legs.

Cheryl stepped through the front door at 11:47 p.m., the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet house. The living room lamp was on—low, warm, the kind of light Mike always left burning when he was waiting up. He was on the couch, still in the gray sweats and black T-shirt from earlier, elbows on his knees, hands clasped tight like he was holding himself together. His eyes snapped to her the second she appeared in the doorway.

She didn’t speak right away. Just closed the door behind her, leaned against it for a second to steady her legs. The ride home had been a blur—Darius’s cologne still clinging to her skin, the sticky ache between her thighs, the fresh hickey pulsing on her neck like a brand. Her lipstick was smeared across her mouth and chin. Hair mussed. Dress wrinkled where his hands had gripped her hips. Panties soaked through, clinging uncomfortably to her swollen folds.

Mike’s gaze dropped immediately to the mark on her neck—dark purple, the size of a quarter, vivid against her pale skin. His breath caught audibly.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

Cheryl pushed off the door and crossed the room slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood with every step. The sound seemed to echo in the silence between them. She stopped directly in front of him—close enough that he could smell the mix of her perfume, Darius’s cologne, and the faint, unmistakable scent of her arousal.

“He kissed me,” she said softly, voice still rough from moaning in the car. “Deep. Hard. His tongue in my mouth while his hand was between my legs.”

Mike’s cock jumped visibly under the loose sweats. A dark spot was already forming where pre-cum had leaked through the fabric.

Cheryl reached down, cupped him through the material—felt how thick and hard he was, how he throbbed against her palm.

“He fingered me in his car,” she continued, voice trembling with leftover heat. “Two thick fingers. Curled just right. Stretched me open. Made me so wet I soaked his hand. I came so hard I thought I’d scream loud enough for someone to hear.”

Mike groaned—low, broken, hips lifting into her touch.

Cheryl straddled him then—knees sinking into the couch cushions on either side of his hips, dress riding up to her waist, thong shoved aside. She ground down against the hard length of him through his sweats—slow, deliberate circles, letting him feel how slick she still was.

“Tell me,” Mike rasped, hands settling on her thighs, fingers digging in. “Everything.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear as she rocked against him.

“We were in his car. Tinted windows. Parked at the back of the lot. He kissed me first—deep, possessive. His tongue tasted like bourbon. Then his hand went under my dress. Pushed my thong aside. Two fingers slid inside me—thick, rough. He curled them right against that spot that makes my toes curl. Thumb on my clit. Circling. Pressing. I was dripping down his wrist. Moaning into his mouth like I couldn’t stop.”

Mike’s breathing turned ragged. His hips bucked up to meet her grinding—desperate, helpless. The friction through the fabric was maddening.

“I came on his fingers,” she whispered. “Hard. Shaking. Soaking his hand. He kept going—slowed down but didn’t stop—drawing it out until I was whimpering. Then he pulled his fingers out… and sucked them clean. Right in front of me. Tasting me while he looked me in the eyes.”

Mike groaned louder—almost a whimper. His cock throbbed violently under her, the wet spot spreading.

Cheryl ground harder—faster—rubbing her swollen clit against the ridge of him through the sweats.

“He wanted more,” she continued, voice trembling now. “Wanted to fuck me right there. But I told him… not tonight. Soon.”

Mike’s control snapped.

He came—sudden, helpless—hips jerking up hard as thick pulses soaked through his sweats, spilling hot against her grinding pussy. He groaned her name, body shuddering, hands gripping her thighs so tight she’d have bruises tomorrow. The wet heat spread between them—his cum seeping through the fabric, mixing with her own slickness.

Cheryl didn’t stop moving—kept grinding through his orgasm, drawing it out until he was twitching, oversensitive, gasping.

When he finally stilled, panting, she lifted off him slowly. His sweats were ruined—dark, wet patch spreading across the front. His cock softened beneath the fabric, spent.

She stood, stepped back, and looked down at him—face flushed, eyes glassy, chest heaving.

“Get on your knees,” she said softly.

Mike slid off the couch immediately—knees hitting the carpet in front of her. He looked up at her—dazed, wrecked, still breathing hard.

Cheryl hiked her dress higher, spread her legs slightly. Her thong was crooked, soaked, clinging to one side. Her pussy was swollen, glistening, still leaking from her own orgasm in the car.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Mike leaned in without hesitation. His tongue flicked out—first tentative, then deeper—lapping at her folds, tasting only her. No other man’s cum tonight—just her thick arousal, sweet and musky, coating his tongue. He groaned against her, hands sliding up her thighs to hold her steady.

Cheryl threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding him. “That’s it… taste how wet he made me. How close I got to letting him fuck me.”

Mike’s tongue plunged inside her—lapping, sucking, desperate to please. He found her clit—swollen, sensitive—and circled it with firm strokes, then sucked gently, drawing a sharp gasp from her.

“Yes—right there—don’t stop—”

She rocked against his face—slow at first, then faster—grinding her clit against his tongue, his nose, smearing her wetness across his cheeks, his chin. Mike moaned into her pussy, the vibration sending jolts through her.

She came hard—sudden, violent. Thighs clamping around his head, fingers yanking his hair, a long, broken cry tearing from her throat as her pussy fluttered and pulsed against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth—sweet, sharp, overwhelming. He drank her down, tongue working through every spasm until she was trembling, whimpering, legs shaking so badly he had to hold her up.

When the aftershocks finally eased, Cheryl loosened her grip. She stepped back, legs unsteady, and looked down at him—face shiny, lips swollen, chin dripping.

Mike stayed on his knees, breathing hard, cock already twitching back to life despite the double release.

Cheryl reached down, cupped his face, thumb brushing across his wet lips.

“Come here,” she whispered.

He stood—shaky—and she pulled him into her arms. They sank onto the couch together, tangled, sticky, hearts still racing.

She curled against his chest, head under his chin. His arms wrapped around her automatically.

For a long minute they just breathed—slow, together.

“You okay?” she asked quietly.

Mike nodded against her hair. “Yeah. Scared shitless. But… excited. More than I thought I’d be.”

Cheryl lifted her head, kissed him softly—tasting herself on his lips.

“Me too,” she admitted. “I was terrified the whole time. But when he touched me… when I came on his fingers… it felt right. Powerful. Like I was finally taking something for myself.”

Mike swallowed. “And next time?”

She looked up at him—eyes dark, honest.

“Next time… I might let him do more.”

Mike’s spent cock gave one weak, exhausted twitch against her thigh.

Cheryl smiled—small, tender—and settled back against his chest.

“But tonight,” she whispered, “I’m right here. With you.”

They stayed like that—cuddling on the couch, sticky and spent—until the lamp timer clicked off and the room fell into soft darkness.


The Next Step

Cheryl waited until Thursday evening—two days after the parking-lot date—to bring it up. They were in the kitchen after dinner, dishes done, wine glasses half-empty on the counter. Mike was drying his hands on a towel; Cheryl leaned back against the island, arms crossed loosely under her breasts, still in her work clothes but barefoot now. The air between them felt charged, like it had every night since her first date with Darius.

She took a slow sip of wine, set the glass down, and looked at him directly.

“I want to see Darius again,” she said quietly. “Tomorrow night. Here. In our house.”

Mike’s towel stilled. His heart kicked hard once, twice. “Okay.”

Cheryl exhaled, like she’d been holding the breath for hours. “But this time… I want you there. In the room. Watching.”

The words landed like stones in still water. Mike stared at her, processing. His cock—already half-hard from the way she’d been teasing him all week—gave a slow, unmistakable twitch in his sweats.

“He’d know I’m there?” he asked, voice rougher than usual.

“Yes.” She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume mixed with the faint trace of her day. “I’m going to tell him. Tomorrow, when he texts me to confirm. I’ll say my husband wants to watch. That it turns us both on. That you’ll be in the room with us.”

Mike swallowed hard. The image hit him instantly—Cheryl on the living room sofa, Darius’s thick cock sliding into her, her moans filling the room while he sat in a chair across from them, cock in hand, helpless and aching. His erection thickened fully, straining against the fabric.

“And he’d… be okay with that?” Mike asked.

Cheryl’s lips curved slightly. “I think so. He asked about you last time. Wanted to know if you knew. I told him you did. That you’re… supportive. He didn’t seem surprised. Just… curious. Turned on, I think.”

Mike exhaled through his nose, a shaky sound. “Fuck.”

Cheryl’s hand slid to his crotch—cupped him through the sweats, felt how hard he was. “You’re already leaking. Just from the idea.”

He didn’t deny it. “It’s… intense.”

“I know.” She squeezed gently, stroking once through the fabric. “We don’t have to. But if we do… I want it in the living room. On the sofa. You in the armchair across from us. Seeing everything. Hearing everything. No hiding. No pretending.”

Mike closed his eyes for a second, breathing deep. The humiliation twisted with arousal in his gut—sharp, hot, addictive.

“Okay,” he said finally, voice low. “Let’s do it.”

Cheryl’s smile was slow, triumphant. She kissed him—deep, possessive—then pulled back.

“I’ll tell him tomorrow,” she whispered. “And you’ll be ready.”

Friday morning felt like a fever dream.

Mike called in sick at 8:45 a.m.—voice calm, excuse easy. Cheryl kissed him goodbye at the door, already glowing with anticipation. She wore a simple navy dress to work—professional on the surface—but underneath: black lace bra, matching thong, garter belt, thigh-high stockings. She’d shaved everything that morning—legs, underarms, pussy—smooth and bare and hypersensitive. Mike had watched from the bathroom doorway, cock straining in his sweats, as she ran the razor carefully between her thighs.

“I want to feel every inch of him,” she’d said softly while he knelt in front of her, kissing the freshly bare skin. “No barriers.”

Now Mike was alone in the house. Pulse racing. Cock half-hard since she left.

He spent the afternoon preparing.

He moved the upholstered armchair from the guest room into the living room—positioned it directly across from the sofa, about eight feet away, angled so he’d have a clear, unobstructed view of the cushions, the throw pillows, the space where Darius would take her. He tested the sight lines twice, three times, adjusting the chair until he could see everything without straining. He brought in a small bottle of water, a dark throw blanket to drape over the seat—just in case. Dimmed the living room lamps to a soft, intimate glow—romantic for them, perfect for him to watch without being obvious. He even set up a small fan in the corner for white noise, in case his breathing got too loud.

By 6:30 p.m. he was in place—sitting in the armchair, lights low, breathing slow and controlled. His cock was fully hard again, tenting his sweats, leaking steadily. He didn’t touch it. Wanted to save everything for later.

At 7:15 the front door opened.

Voices drifted in—Cheryl’s soft laugh, Darius’s deep, confident rumble. Footsteps in the hallway. Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard he was sure they’d hear it.

Cheryl’s voice reached the living room first.

“Come in,” she said, tone warm, inviting. “Make yourself comfortable.”

They stepped into view. Cheryl wore a short black silk robe—tied loosely at the waist, hinting at the lingerie underneath. Darius followed, still in work clothes—charcoal slacks, white shirt now untucked, sleeves rolled higher. He looked bigger in their living room—taller, broader, presence filling the space like he belonged there.

Cheryl closed the hallway door behind them. Turned to face him.

Darius glanced around—eyes lingering on the sofa, the dim lamps, the armchair across from it where Mike sat motionless in shadow. He knew. Cheryl had told him that afternoon in a hushed phone call. He’d said yes immediately—voice thick with interest.

Mike held his breath.

Cheryl stepped close to Darius, hands sliding up his chest. “You sure you’re okay with this?” she asked softly, loud enough for Mike to hear.

Darius’s hand settled on her waist, thumb brushing the silk. “Your husband’s here?” His voice carried—deep, deliberate—knowing Mike was listening. “Watching us right now?”

“Yes,” Cheryl whispered. “He’s in the chair. Watching.”

Darius’s eyes flicked to the armchair. A slow, wicked smile curved his lips.

“Good,” he said, loud enough for Mike to hear clearly. “Let him see how a real man treats his wife.”

Mike’s cock throbbed painfully. He bit his lip to stay silent.

Darius pulled Cheryl onto his lap on the sofa, the same cushions where Mike had watched her ride his face just nights earlier. The silk robe slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but the black lace bra, garter belt, and thigh-high stockings. Her smooth, bare pussy was already glistening under the soft lamplight. Darius’s hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking the soft skin just above the garter straps, but he didn’t rush. He looked straight toward the armchair where Mike sat in shadow.

“Hope you’re comfortable, man,” Darius said, voice low and clear, carrying across the room. “Gonna take my time with your wife tonight.”

Mike’s stomach twisted. Jealousy burned hot and sharp in his chest, but underneath it was something darker, thicker—arousal so intense it made his cock throb painfully against his sweats. He couldn’t look away.

Cheryl glanced toward the chair too—eyes meeting Mike’s hidden gaze for a split second. She smiled, small and wicked, then turned back to Darius and kissed him.

The kiss started slow—lips brushing, testing—then deepened fast. Tongues met, wet and hungry. Darius’s hand slid up her back, unhooked her bra with one smooth motion, and tossed it aside. Cheryl’s full breasts spilled free, nipples already tight. Darius groaned into her mouth and cupped them both, thumbs circling the stiff peaks until she moaned and arched into his touch.

Mike watched every second. The way Darius’s dark hands looked against her pale skin. The way Cheryl’s back bowed when he pinched her nipples. The little whimper she made that Mike had never quite pulled from her like that. Shame flooded him—his wife was moaning for another man—but his cock leaked steadily, untouched, soaking the front of his sweats.

Darius broke the kiss, lips trailing down her neck, sucking hard enough to leave another mark beside the fading hickey from the car. Cheryl tilted her head back, giving him room, one hand tangled in his short hair. He kissed lower—collarbone, the swell of her breast—then sucked one nipple into his mouth, tongue flicking, teeth grazing. Cheryl gasped, hips rocking against the thick bulge in his slacks.

“Fuck… Darius…”

He moved lower. Laid her back on the sofa cushions. Spread her legs wide, knees bent, heels digging into the leather. Darius knelt between her thighs, shoulders forcing her open even further. He looked straight at the armchair again.

“Watch this,” he said quietly to Mike. “Watch how wet your wife gets for me.”

Then he lowered his head.

The first long, slow lick from her entrance to her clit made Cheryl’s back arch off the couch. “Oh my God—” Her voice cracked. Darius didn’t tease. He devoured her—broad, flat strokes of his tongue, then tight circles around her swollen clit, then sucking the sensitive bud between his lips. Two thick fingers slid inside her—slow, stretching, curling upward to stroke that perfect spot while his tongue worked her clit in relentless rhythm.

Cheryl’s moans grew louder, unrestrained. “Right there—fuck—don’t stop—your tongue feels so good—”

Mike couldn’t breathe. He watched Darius’s dark head between his wife’s pale thighs, watched her hips buck desperately against his face, watched her fingers twist in his hair as she ground her pussy against his mouth. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room—sucking, licking, her slick arousal coating his chin. Cheryl’s breasts bounced with every roll of her hips. Her face—eyes half-closed, lips parted, cheeks flushed—was pure ecstasy.

Jealousy clawed at Mike’s chest. This was his wife. His bed. His living room. But the sight of Darius’s thick fingers disappearing inside her, the way she was moaning louder than she ever had for him, made Mike’s cock throb so hard it hurt. Pre-cum leaked in a steady stream, soaking through his sweats. He felt humiliated. Small. And so fucking turned on he thought he might cum untouched just from watching.

Cheryl came suddenly—violent, shattering. Her back bowed hard, thighs clamping around Darius’s head, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed and fluttered against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth; he drank her down, fingers pumping through every spasm until she was shaking, whimpering, begging him to stop because it was too much.

Darius lifted his head—lips shiny, chin dripping—and kissed her inner thigh softly. He crawled up her body, cock straining against his slacks.

Cheryl’s hands were already at his belt. She shoved his slacks and boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free—thick, dark, veined, easily nine inches and much girthier than Mike’s. Pre-cum beaded at the wide head.

Cheryl stared—eyes wide, hungry. She wrapped her hand around him—barely able to close her fingers—and stroked slowly from base to tip.

“Jesus…” she breathed. “You’re so big.”

She glanced toward Mike’s chair—eyes meeting his hidden gaze—then lowered her head and took Darius into her mouth.

She’d never really enjoyed giving head. Always found it awkward, the taste too strong, her jaw aching too quickly. But tonight was different. She moaned around him the second the head passed her lips—deep, hungry, vibrating down his shaft. Her free hand slid between her own legs—two fingers circling her still-sensitive clit, then pushing inside her dripping pussy. She fingered herself in rhythm with her bobbing head—something she had never done before, not once in her life.

Darius groaned, hand gently fisting her hair. “Fuck… look at you. Sucking me like you love it.”

Cheryl moaned louder—cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the head, then taking him deeper, gagging softly when he hit the back of her throat. Her fingers pumped faster between her legs, wet sounds mixing with the obscene slurping of her mouth. She was lost in it—eyes watering, saliva dripping down his shaft, hips rocking against her own hand while she worshipped his cock.

Mike watched—stunned, aching, humiliated. His wife—his sweet, reserved Cheryl—had never sucked him like this. Never fingered herself while doing it. Never made those desperate, hungry noises. The contrast burned. He felt small. Inadequate. And so turned on his vision blurred.

Darius’s hips flexed. “Gonna cum—fuck—”

He tried to pull back, but Cheryl followed—sucking harder, moaning around him. Thick ropes pulsed across her tongue. She swallowed greedily—something she had never done for Mike—then pulled off, gasping, strings of saliva and cum connecting her lips to his cock.

Darius stayed hard. Visibly. His cock—slick with her saliva, still leaking—bobbed in front of her face, thick and ready.

Cheryl looked up at him, eyes glazed. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Please.”

Darius didn’t hesitate. He flipped her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and lined himself up. The fat head of his cock nudged her entrance—stretching her pink lips apart obscenely.

Mike watched—transfixed, horrified, impossibly hard—as Darius pushed in. Slow. Inch by thick inch. Cheryl’s pussy stretched around him, lips gripping his dark shaft like a vice. She gasped—sharp, surprised—then moaned long and low.

“God—yes—so much bigger—fuck me harder—”

Darius thrust—slow at first, letting her adjust—then harder, deeper. The sofa creaked under them. Cheryl’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass. Her breasts bounced with every powerful stroke. Her face—eyes rolling back, mouth open in a constant moan—was pure bliss.

Mike couldn’t process it. Couldn’t look away. Darius’s thick black cock disappearing inside his wife—stretching her in ways Mike never had. The wet, filthy sounds of him pounding her. The way her body shook. The way she cried out—louder than she ever had with him—“Harder—fuck me harder—your cock feels so fucking good!”

Jealousy tore through Mike like fire. This was his wife. His marriage. But the sight of her legs locked around another man, her pussy stretched wide around that huge black cock, her face twisted in ecstasy… it broke something in him. Humiliation flooded him. Shame. And underneath it all, a raw, humiliating arousal so intense his cock leaked in a steady stream, untouched, soaking through his sweats completely.

Darius fucked her relentlessly—hard, steady rhythm, hips slamming forward. Cheryl came again—sudden, violent—back arching, nails raking down his back, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on him in rhythmic spasms.

Darius followed seconds later—hips slamming deep, groaning low as he came inside her—thick, heavy pulses filling her completely.

He stayed buried for a long moment, breathing hard.

Then he pulled out slowly.

Thick white cum flooded out of Cheryl’s stretched pussy—dripping in heavy strands down her ass, onto the sofa cushion. Her body clenched involuntarily—and a massive, wet queef escaped her—loud, obscene, echoing through the quiet room.

Cheryl laughed—breathless, embarrassed, exhilarated—covering her face with both hands.

Darius chuckled darkly, kissed her inner thigh. “That’s my good girl.”

Mike sat frozen—cock leaking steadily onto his sweats, untouched—watching another man’s cum drip out of his wife while she laughed in pure, satisfied bliss.

Cheryl lay sprawled on the sofa, legs still spread, chest heaving, the soft lamplight catching the sheen of sweat on her skin and the thick white trails of Darius’s cum leaking slowly from her stretched, flushed pussy. The room smelled of sex—musk, salt, her vanilla lotion, his cologne. The massive queef still echoed faintly in Mike’s ears, obscene and final.

Darius stood, breathing hard, cock softening but still impressive as he reached for his discarded slacks. He pulled them on without hurry, zipped up, then looked down at Cheryl with a satisfied, almost tender smile.

“You’re incredible,” he said quietly, leaning down to kiss her once—soft, lingering—on the lips. Then he straightened, buttoned his shirt halfway, and glanced toward the armchair where Mike sat frozen, rock-hard and visibly shaking.

Darius’s eyes met Mike’s shadowed gaze. He gave a small, respectful nod.

“Thanks for sharing her, man,” he said, voice calm and genuine. “She’s something else. See you at work, Cheryl.”

He grabbed his keys from the coffee table, gave her one last appreciative look, and walked out. The front door clicked shut behind him.

Silence settled—thick, heavy, electric.

Cheryl didn’t move at first. She just lay there, legs open, cum dripping in slow, viscous strands down her ass crack onto the cushion beneath her. Her pussy gaped slightly—pink and swollen—still twitching with aftershocks. She looked toward Mike’s chair.

“Come here,” she said softly.

Mike’s legs felt like they belonged to someone else. He stood—shaky, unsteady—cock straining painfully against his soaked sweats. Pre-cum had darkened the entire front panel; the fabric clung obscenely to his erection. He crossed the room on numb feet, heart hammering so loud he thought it might burst.

Cheryl sat up slowly, thighs parting wider. Cum leaked out in a fresh trickle. She reached for him, took his trembling hand, and guided him down.

“Kneel,” she whispered.

Mike dropped to his knees between her legs—face inches from her dripping pussy. The smell hit him—sharp, musky, salty, unmistakably another man’s seed mixed with her familiar sweetness. His stomach twisted. Revulsion. Jealousy. Humiliation. All of it crashed through him at once.

And beneath it—shameful, undeniable—arousal so intense his cock jerked hard enough to hurt.

Cheryl cupped his face gently, thumbs brushing his cheeks.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did. Her eyes were soft, dark, loving—but burning with something new. Power. Satisfaction.

“This is what you wanted to see,” she whispered. “What you wanted to taste. His cum inside me. Still warm. Still leaking out.”

Mike’s throat worked. “Cheryl…”

“Lick,” she said—not a command, exactly. A request. But one he couldn’t refuse.

He leaned in. Tongue tentative at first—flicking out to taste the creamy white drip sliding down her perineum. The flavor exploded—thick, salty, bitter, alien. He gagged once—reflexive—but she held his head steady, fingers gentle in his hair.

“Breathe,” she murmured. “Taste him. Taste what he left in your wife.”

Mike groaned—low, broken—and pressed forward. His tongue lapped at her folds—slow, broad strokes—collecting the thick cum as it oozed out. The taste coated his mouth—overwhelming, wrong—but every swipe made his cock throb harder. He pushed deeper—tongue plunging inside her stretched entrance—scooping out more of Darius’s load, swallowing despite the bitter burn.

Cheryl moaned softly, hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… clean me up… lick every drop he put in me. God—it felt so good, Mike. So full. So stretched. He fucked me deeper than you ever have. Made me cum so hard I screamed.”

Mike’s tongue worked faster—lapping, sucking, desperate now. The humiliation burned—his wife praising another man’s cock while he ate his cum out of her—but it only made him harder. Pre-cum dripped steadily from his cock onto the carpet between his knees.

Cheryl’s breathing turned ragged again. “He came so much… filled me up… I can still feel him inside me… pulsing… claiming me…”

Mike groaned into her pussy—tongue plunging deep—and she came again—sudden, shuddering—thighs clamping around his head, fresh wetness mixing with Darius’s cum as she flooded his mouth.

When the spasms eased, she pulled him up—hands gentle on his face—and kissed him deeply. She tasted Darius on his tongue and moaned into his mouth.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Now. While I’m still full of him.”

Mike shoved his sweats down in one rough motion, the elastic catching briefly on his thighs before his cock sprang free—rock-hard, veins bulging, head flushed dark and slick with pre-cum that had been leaking steadily since Darius first pushed inside her. It bobbed heavily between his legs, already twitching with every heartbeat, the shaft glistening from the mess he’d made earlier when he came in his pants just from watching and listening.

Cheryl lay back on the sofa, legs still spread wide, knees bent, heels digging into the cushions. Her pussy was a ruined, beautiful sight—swollen lips parted, flushed deep pink, gaping slightly from Darius’s thicker girth. Thick white strands of his cum oozed out in slow, viscous trails—dripping down her perineum, pooling beneath her ass on the dark leather. The scent was overpowering: musky, salty, unmistakably another man’s seed mixed with her own sharp sweetness. Every time she shifted, more leaked out—sliding down her ass crack, soaking into the fabric with a soft, wet sound.

Mike knelt between her thighs again, hands shaking as he gripped her hips. He stared—transfixed, horrified, impossibly aroused—at the evidence of what he’d just witnessed. Darius’s cum inside his wife. Still warm. Still leaking. The thought twisted in his gut like a knife—jealousy so sharp it hurt, shame so deep it burned, and underneath it all a raw, humiliating lust that made his cock throb so hard it ached.

He positioned himself—cockhead nudging her entrance—and thrust in.

The sensation was immediate and devastating.

She was looser—stretched wide by Darius’s thicker cock—and slick beyond belief. His shaft slid in easily, almost too easily, enveloped by hot, wet heat that felt nothing like the tight grip he was used to. Darius’s thick load squelched around him with every inch—loud, obscene, wet globs bubbling out and coating his balls as he bottomed out. The friction was different—slippery, open, almost too much give. He could feel the ridges of her inner walls, still puffy and sensitive, but the resistance he usually met was gone. Replaced by the warm, sticky mess of another man’s cum.

Mike groaned—half pain, half ecstasy—hips stuttering as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Fuck… it’s… different,” he rasped, voice cracking.

Cheryl’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his lower back. She looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips parted, cheeks flushed from her earlier orgasms.

“Doesn’t feel the same, does it?” she whispered, voice soft but brutally honest. “He opened me up. Stretched me wide. You’re just… sliding in his cum.”

The words hit Mike like a slap. Humiliation flooded him—hot, choking. His wife—his beautiful, loving wife—telling him another man had stretched her pussy in ways he never could. That he was fucking through another man’s load right now. His cock throbbed harder inside her, betraying him, leaking fresh pre-cum into the slick mess.

He thrust—hard, desperate—hips snapping forward. The wet, filthy sounds filled the room—squelching, slapping—Darius’s cum bubbling out around his shaft with every stroke, dripping down his balls, soaking the couch beneath them. Mike fucked her fast—frantic—chasing something he couldn’t name. The humiliation fueled him, the shame made him thrust harder, deeper.

He lasted maybe thirty seconds.

The pressure built too fast—too intense—the visual of Darius’s thicker cock disappearing inside her, the taste of his cum still on Mike’s tongue, the slick, open heat of her pussy gripping him loosely. It was too much.

“I’m gonna cum—” he gasped, hips stuttering.

Cheryl clenched around him deliberately—walls fluttering. “Do it. Cum in me. Add to his load. Mix yours with his inside your wife.”

Mike broke—hips slamming deep as he came hard—thick, desperate pulses spilling into the already overflowing mess. He groaned—long, shattered—body shaking through it, vision blurring as he emptied what felt like everything he had left.

But he didn’t soften.

Adrenaline surged through him—jealousy, humiliation, raw, animal need—and his cock stayed rigid, throbbing inside her slippery, cum-filled heat. He could feel Darius’s load coating him, squelching out with every tiny movement.

Cheryl’s eyes widened slightly. “You’re still hard…”

Mike thrust again—slow at first, testing—then harder, deeper. The sensation was obscene—sloppy, wet, warm—Darius’s thick cum lubricating every stroke, bubbling out around his shaft, dripping down his balls in heavy strands. He gripped her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and fucked her with renewed purpose.

This time he lasted.

Minutes stretched—his rhythm steady, powerful, fueled by the adrenaline still pumping through his veins. The humiliation kept him going—knowing he was fucking sloppy seconds, adding his load to another man’s, feeling how loose she was from Darius’s thicker cock. Every thrust pushed more cum out—squelching loudly, dripping onto the couch, soaking his thighs.

Cheryl moaned—louder now—hips rocking up to meet him. “Yes—fuck me—keep going—God, you’re so hard again—”

Mike leaned down, kissed her fiercely—tasting Darius on her lips, tasting himself from earlier. “You feel so different,” he rasped against her mouth. “So open. So full of him.”

“I am,” she gasped, nails raking down his back. “He stretched me… filled me… made me cum harder than you ever have. But you’re here now. Fucking me through his cum. Adding to it. That’s what I want.”

The words pushed him over the edge again—but he fought it this time. Kept thrusting—deep, steady—determined to outlast the shame. Cheryl’s moans grew sharper—her pussy fluttering around him, still sensitive from Darius and her earlier orgasms.

She came again—sudden, violent—back arching off the couch, thighs clamping around his waist, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down in rhythmic spasms. Fresh wetness mixed with the mess inside her—pushing more of Darius’s cum out around Mike’s cock, dripping in thick rivulets down her ass.

Mike followed—cumming a second time—deep, hard, groaning her name as he emptied what little he had left into the slick, overflowing heat of her pussy. His hips jerked erratically, body shaking, vision whiting out for a long second.

They collapsed together—sweaty, trembling, hearts hammering—cum leaking out around his softening cock, pooling on the sofa beneath her in a sticky, ruined mess.

Mike stayed inside her for a long moment—breathing hard against her neck—feeling the warmth, the wetness, the evidence of everything that had just happened.

Cheryl held him tight—arms around his shoulders, legs still wrapped around his waist.

After a long silence she kissed his temple softly.

“Let’s shower,” she whispered.

They stumbled upstairs together—sticky, spent—clothes abandoned on the living room floor.

In the bathroom, hot water cascaded over them. Cheryl washed him gently—hands soaping his chest, his back, between his legs—then let him wash her. He knelt—again—licked the last traces of cum from her thighs while the water rinsed it away.

They stood under the spray, foreheads pressed together.

Mike’s voice cracked. “I’m… shaken. Seeing you like that. With him. It hurt. But… God, it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Cheryl cupped his face. “I know. I felt it too. The guilt. The thrill. But I love you more for letting me have this. For being there. For cleaning me after. For fucking me when I was still full of him.”

Mike’s eyes stung. “I love you. More than anything.”

She kissed him—slow, deep—then held him tight under the water.

“We’re okay,” she whispered. “We’re more than okay.”

They stayed like that—wrapped in each other—until the water started to cool.

They stepped out of the shower together, skin still flushed from the hot water and the intensity of everything that had come before. The bathroom mirror was completely fogged, blurring their reflections into soft shapes—two people moving slowly, carefully, like they were afraid of breaking something fragile.

Cheryl reached for the big white towel first, wrapping it around herself, then grabbed the second one and draped it over Mike’s shoulders. He let her dry him—gentle swipes across his chest, his arms, down his back—his body responding with small shivers even though the water had been scalding. When she knelt to dry his legs, her face was level with his softening cock; she paused for a second, pressed a soft kiss to the inside of his thigh, then stood again without a word.

Mike took the towel from her and did the same—drying her shoulders, her breasts, the curve of her belly, between her legs with careful tenderness. Neither of them spoke. The only sounds were the drip of the showerhead, their quiet breathing, the occasional rustle of terrycloth against skin.

They moved to the bedroom in silence.

The sheets had been changed earlier that day—clean, crisp white cotton—but the room still carried the faint ghost of what had happened on the sofa downstairs. Mike pulled back the duvet. Cheryl slipped in first, naked, skin still warm and damp. He followed, sliding in behind her, pulling the covers over both of them.

They lay on their sides, facing each other in the dark. The only light came from the faint glow of the streetlamp sneaking through the blinds. Mike reached out, brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek. Cheryl caught his hand, pressed it to her lips, kissed his palm once—soft, lingering—then tucked it against her chest, over her heart.

Neither of them spoke.

Mike pulled her closer until her forehead rested against his collarbone, her breath warm on his neck. Her leg slid over his hip, thigh pressing against his softening cock. He wrapped an arm around her back, hand settling in the dip of her waist, thumb stroking small, absent circles on her skin. Cheryl’s fingers traced the line of his spine—slow, soothing—down to the small of his back, then up again.

The silence stretched—not heavy, not uncomfortable, just… full. Full of everything they weren’t saying yet. The taste of Darius still lingered faintly on Mike’s tongue. The feel of her stretched, cum-filled pussy around his cock still echoed in his body. The sound of her screams—louder, wilder, more abandoned than he’d ever heard—played on repeat in his mind. And beneath it all, the quiet, unshakable certainty that she had come home to him. That she was here now, in his arms, skin against skin, heartbeat against heartbeat.

Cheryl shifted slightly, nuzzling closer until her nose brushed the hollow of his throat. Mike tightened his hold, pulling her flush against him—chest to chest, hips to hips, legs tangled. Her breasts pressed soft and warm against him; his cock—exhausted but still half-aware—nestled against her belly.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t need to.

Mike felt the last of the adrenaline bleed out of him—replaced by a bone-deep exhaustion and something softer, steadier. Relief. Love. A strange, fragile peace.

Cheryl’s breathing slowed first—deep, even inhales that matched the rise and fall of his chest. Her fingers stilled on his back. Her body relaxed completely into his—trusting, heavy, safe.

Mike pressed one last kiss to the top of her head—barely a brush of lips against damp hair—then closed his eyes.

They fell asleep like that: naked, entwined, silent, wrapped in each other’s arms.

Neither of them mentioned what had happened.

Not yet.


Waking To The Realization

Saturday morning sunlight slipped through the half-closed blinds in thin golden bars, painting stripes across the bed. The room was quiet except for the soft rhythm of their breathing and the distant hum of London traffic outside. Cheryl woke first, as she often did on weekends, her body still carrying the faint, lingering ache from last night—thighs tender, pussy slightly swollen, the memory of Darius’s thick cock stretching her, Mike’s tongue cleaning her afterward, and the desperate, sloppy seconds that followed all still vivid under her skin. 

She lay on her side, facing Mike. He was asleep on his back, one arm flung above his head, sheet kicked down to his waist. His cock rested soft against his thigh—still impressive in repose, but nothing like the straining erection he’d had last night when he watched Darius fuck her. The sight of him now—so peaceful, so hers—stirred something warm and possessive in her chest.

She shifted closer, careful not to wake him yet. Her hand slid down his stomach—slow, feather-light—fingers tracing the faint line of hair below his navel, then lower. When she wrapped her hand around his soft cock, it twitched immediately, thickening in her grip. She smiled to herself.

Cheryl ducked under the sheet.

She started gentle—kisses along his inner thigh, soft licks at the base of his shaft, then up the underside in one long, wet stroke. Mike stirred—murmured something incoherent—but didn’t wake fully. She took the head into her mouth—warm, slow suction—tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. His cock hardened quickly, growing thick and heavy on her tongue.

Mike’s breath hitched. His eyes fluttered open.

“Cheryl…?”

She didn’t answer with words. She answered with her mouth—taking him deeper, lips stretching around his girth, tongue pressing flat against the underside as she bobbed slowly. One hand wrapped around the base, stroking what she couldn’t fit; the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

Mike groaned—low, wrecked—hips lifting instinctively. “Fuck… baby…”

It had been months since she’d sucked him like this—passionate, unhurried, hungry. Usually it was quick, perfunctory, something she did because she knew he liked it. Tonight was different. She wanted to taste him. Wanted to feel him throb in her mouth. Wanted to remind him—and herself—that he was still hers, even after last night.

She worked him with slow, deliberate strokes—deep-throating as much as she could, gagging softly when he hit the back of her throat, then pulling back to swirl her tongue around the head, tasting the salty pre-cum that leaked steadily now. Her free hand slipped between her own legs—fingers finding her clit, circling slowly. She was already wet again, still tender from Darius and Mike, but the ache felt good.

Mike’s breathing turned ragged. His hand found her hair—gentle, not guiding, just holding on.

“God… you’re so good at this… haven’t felt your mouth like this in… fuck…”

She hummed around him—vibration pulling a sharp gasp from his throat—and took him deeper again. Her cheeks hollowed. Her tongue pressed hard against the underside. She bobbed faster—wet, sloppy sounds filling the quiet room.

Mike’s hips started to thrust—small, helpless jerks. “Cheryl—I’m close—gonna cum—”

She didn’t pull away. She sucked harder—deeper—taking him all the way to the back of her throat, gagging softly but holding there, nose pressed against his pubic hair. Mike’s body tensed—muscles locking, breath stopping.

“I’m—fuck—cumming—”

She kept sucking—relentless—for three, four more seconds. Long enough to make him think she might swallow. Long enough to feel his cock swell impossibly thicker, pulsing on her tongue.

Then she pulled off—sudden, deliberate—lips releasing him with a wet pop.

Her hand replaced her mouth—stroking fast, firm, slick with saliva and pre-cum. Mike’s hips bucked once, twice—and he came hard—thick ropes shooting across his stomach, some splashing onto her wrist, one landing on her cheek. He groaned long and low, body shuddering through it, eyes squeezed shut.

When the pulses finally slowed, Cheryl slowed her hand—milking the last drops—then leaned down and kissed the head softly, tasting the final bead of cum on her tongue before sitting back on her heels.

Mike lay there—panting, dazed, cum streaked across his abs—staring at her like he couldn’t quite believe what had just happened.

“I thought…” he rasped, voice wrecked. “I thought you were gonna swallow.”

Cheryl wiped the stray drop from her cheek with her thumb, then licked it off slowly—eyes locked on his.

“You know I hate cum in my mouth,” she said softly. “Always have. The taste… it’s too much. Too bitter. Makes me gag.”

Mike’s breath hitched. “You didn’t hate it for Darius.”

She smiled—small, almost sad. “I hated the taste then too. Swallowed because… I wanted to. Because it felt powerful. Dirty. Like I was claiming something for myself. The act was hot. The taste wasn’t.”

Mike stared at her—processing. His spent cock gave one weak twitch against his stomach.

Cheryl leaned down, kissed him deeply—letting him taste himself on her tongue, the faint salt of his cum mixed with her spit.

She pulled back, smiled against his lips.

“If you had a nice big black cock…” she whispered, voice teasing but edged with truth, “…maybe I’d do it for you.”

Then she slid off the bed—naked, graceful—picked up her robe from the chair, and walked toward the bathroom without looking back.

Mike lay there—cum cooling on his stomach, heart hammering, cock already stirring again—watching her hips sway as she disappeared through the doorway.

The shower started running.

He stared at the ceiling for a long moment, mind reeling.

Then he smiled—slow, dazed, a little broken—and whispered to the empty room:

“Fuck.”

He lay there for a minute, body heavy with the kind of exhaustion that comes after adrenaline burns out, mind replaying fragments of last night in disjointed flashes: Darius’s deep groan, Cheryl’s scream, the taste of another man’s cum on his tongue, the way she’d ridden him through the mess, the quiet way they’d fallen asleep holding each other without a single word about what it all meant.

His cock twitched at the memory—half-hard again, sore but interested. He groaned softly and rolled onto his side, reaching for his phone on the nightstand to check the time.

11:42 a.m. Saturday.

A notification banner sat at the top of the lock screen—calendar reminder from Cheryl’s shared events, synced to his phone months ago.

Katie & Frank’s BBQ Today • 3:00 PM – 8:00 PM Katie’s garden – Bring your own drinks & a side if you want

Mike stared at it for a long second, brain sluggishly catching up.

Katie. Cheryl’s work friend from the clinic. The one with the loud laugh and the endless stories about her two kids and her useless ex. The BBQ had been planned for weeks—casual summer thing, burgers, salads, kids running around the garden, a few of Cheryl’s colleagues and their partners. Mike had said yes without thinking; it was just another weekend obligation.

Then it hit him.

Katie worked with Cheryl.

Katie was friends with Megan.

Megan—the short, curvy redhead with the massive tits who’d started the whole conversation about her marriage, her small-cocked husband Chris, the way she’d taken control, the way she let other men fuck her while he watched.

Megan would be there.

Probably with Chris. Probably wearing something tight and low-cut, laughing too loud, maybe dropping casual hints about her “open” life now that she’d started telling people at work.

Mike’s stomach dropped.

Cheryl would be there too—fresh from last night, still carrying the faint marks of Darius’s hands on her hips, his cum having been inside her less than twelve hours ago. The hickey on her neck had darkened overnight—purple and unmistakable against her pale skin. She’d probably cover it with makeup, but Mike knew how these things went: someone would notice, tease her about it, ask who the lucky guy was.

And Megan would be there—watching, smiling, maybe catching Cheryl’s eye across the garden and giving her a knowing look. Maybe even pulling her aside for a quick “how did it go?” whisper while Mike stood ten feet away holding a beer and pretending not to notice.

Mike sat up slowly, phone still in his hand, screen glowing against his face. His cock—traitorous, insatiable—gave another lazy twitch at the thought of Cheryl in a sundress among their friends, secretly carrying the evidence of what she’d done, while Megan—the woman who’d planted the seed—smiled like she knew everything.

He stared at the calendar entry.

3:00 p.m.

Just over four hours from now.

He heard the shower shut off. Cheryl humming softly to herself in the bathroom—happy, relaxed, like last night had been nothing more than a particularly good date.

Mike set the phone down carefully, heart thudding.

He didn’t know whether to dread the barbecue or crave it.

But he knew one thing for certain: he was already getting hard again just thinking about it.

The barbecue was in full swing by the time Cheryl and Mike arrived just after 3 p.m. Frank had the garden smelling like heaven: two massive Weber kettles pumping out smoke, one loaded with slow-cooked St. Louis ribs glazed in a sticky bourbon-honey sauce that crackled on the grill, the other sizzling with thick beef burgers, Cumberland sausages, and charred halloumi skewers for the vegetarians. A long trestle table groaned under the weight of sides—creamy coleslaw with red cabbage and apple, grilled corn on the cob slathered in chilli-lime butter, a giant bowl of potato salad with fresh dill and mustard dressing, sliced heirloom tomatoes with burrata and basil, and a mountain of garlic bread still warm from the oven. A second table held desserts Katie had clearly spent the morning on: Eton mess in glass jars, chocolate brownies dusted with sea salt, and a towering pavlova topped with summer berries.

Frank—broad-shouldered, ginger beard, apron already smeared with sauce—spotted them from the grill and raised a pair of tongs like a scepter. “Mike! Cheryl! About time! Get over here before the kids demolish the ribs.”

Katie—45, CrossFit-sculpted arms and legs that looked twenty-five, short dark hair, black tank top and denim shorts—waved from the drinks station she’d commandeered on the patio. She was mixing something bright pink in a huge glass jug, ice clinking, laughter spilling out of her as she poured for a cluster of guests. “Cheryl! Come save me from myself before Frank drinks all the gin!”

The garden was alive—about twenty-five people total: a mix of clinic colleagues, Frank’s rugby mates, a few neighbours, kids shrieking on the trampoline, someone’s dog chasing a rogue sausage that had fallen off the grill. A Bluetooth speaker played summery soul—Al Green, Otis Redding—loud enough to feel festive but not drown conversation. The sun was warm but not brutal, a light breeze keeping it comfortable.

Mike carried the beer and potato salad toward Frank while Cheryl headed for Katie and the drinks table. Megan was already there—white sundress clinging to her curves, low-cut neckline showing off an impressive amount of cleavage that jiggled every time she laughed (which was often). The dress ended mid-thigh, tanned legs crossed as she leaned against the table, pink cocktail in hand, red hair catching the sun like fire.

Mike saw her immediately. Stomach flip. Megan—the woman who’d started this whole thing with her stories about Chris, the small cock, the watching, the cleanup. And Chris was right beside her—tall, lean, handsome in a quiet, confident way—dark hair, sharp jaw, pale blue polo and jeans. The kind of guy who closed deals on golf courses and had a firm handshake. The kind of guy who, according to Megan, now begged to watch other men fuck his wife.

Mike felt a strange cocktail of pity, envy, and something uncomfortably close to kinship.

Frank handed him a beer and a plate of ribs. “You look like you need this, mate. Rough week?”

Mike forced a laugh. “Something like that.”

He stood beside Frank for a while—talking football, the new season, the weather—trying to keep his eyes on the grill. But he kept glancing over.

Cheryl and Megan were deep in conversation now—heads close, laughing. Megan’s hand rested on Cheryl’s arm; Cheryl’s cheeks were flushed, either from the sun or the cocktails Katie kept pressing into her hand. Mike watched Megan gesture animatedly—big smile, bigger cleavage—and Cheryl laugh, head tipping back, the faint outline of the hickey on her neck just visible when the light hit it right.

Chris wandered over to Mike and Frank a few minutes later, beer in hand.

“Mike, right?” Chris said, extending his hand. Firm grip. Easy smile. “Chris. Megan’s husband.”

“Yeah. Good to meet you properly.”

They talked—safe topics at first. Chris was in finance, worked in the City, played rugby on weekends. Confident. Funny. The kind of guy who could command a room without trying. Mike found himself wondering—again—how someone like Chris ended up in the situation Megan had described. Small cock. Watching other men fuck his wife. Begging to clean her up afterward.

Chris caught him staring across the garden at the women.

“They’re thick as thieves these days,” Chris said with a wry smile. “Megan’s been talking about Cheryl non-stop since that happy hour a few weeks back. Says she’s ‘finally waking up.’”

Mike’s throat tightened. “Yeah?”

Chris took a long pull of his beer. “She’s… changed. Megan. Since we opened things up. More confident. More herself. I’m happy for her.” He paused. “Even if it’s… complicated.”

Mike didn’t know what to say. He just nodded.

Across the garden, Cheryl and Megan had drifted away from Katie’s drinks station, ending up near the herb planters at the edge of the lawn. The sun was lower now, casting long shadows, and the barbecue noise had softened into a pleasant background hum—kids laughing on the trampoline, Frank’s booming voice at the grill, ice clinking in glasses.

Megan was on her third (or fourth?) pink cocktail, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with that loose, happy drunk energy. She leaned against the wooden fence, white dress clinging to her curves, cleavage practically spilling over the low neckline every time she gestured—which was constantly.

“So?” Megan said, voice low but excited, leaning in conspiratorially. “You never finished telling me. How was it? With… what’s his name? Darius?”

Cheryl’s stomach did a quick flip. She glanced around—no one close enough to overhear. Katie was busy refilling the jug on the patio, Frank was flipping burgers, Mike was still chatting with Chris near the grill. Safe. For now.

She took a sip of her gin and tonic—mostly tonic at this point—to buy a second.

“It was… intense,” Cheryl said finally, keeping her voice quiet. “Really intense.”

Megan’s eyes lit up. “Tell me everything. Did he…?”

Cheryl hesitated, then nodded once. “Yeah. We… he came over last night. To our house.”

Megan’s mouth dropped open in delighted shock. “To your house? With Mike there?”

Cheryl bit her lip, cheeks heating. “Mike… watched.”

Megan let out a low, thrilled whistle. “Holy shit, Cheryl. You actually did it. The full cuck thing. How did he… how did Mike take it?”

Cheryl glanced toward Mike again—he was laughing at something Chris said, but his eyes kept flicking her way, like he could sense they were talking about him.

“He was… shaken,” she admitted. “But turned on. Really turned on. He stayed hard the whole time. And after Darius left… Mike cleaned me up. With his tongue. Then fucked me. Twice.”

Megan’s hand flew to her mouth, but her eyes were sparkling. “Oh my God. That’s so hot. I’m proud of you. Seriously. You’re living the dream.”

Cheryl laughed—nervous, relieved. “It felt… freeing. Like I finally got to take what I wanted. And Mike… he was part of it. He wanted to be part of it.”

Megan reached out, squeezed Cheryl’s arm. “See? That’s what I’ve been saying. Once you stop waiting for permission and just take it… everything changes. Chris is the same now. He begs me to tell him details. Gets off harder when he knows I’ve been with someone bigger, better.”

Cheryl swallowed. “Megan… can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“How do you… handle the guilt? The part where you know it hurts them a little?”

Megan’s smile softened. “It does hurt them. At first. But if they’re into it—if they get off on the hurt—it stops being pain and starts being… pleasure. Chris used to cry after. Now he kisses me like I’m a goddess. The guilt fades when you see how much they crave it.”

Cheryl nodded slowly. “Mike… he cried a little. In the shower after. But he held me like he never wanted to let go.”

Megan’s expression turned mischievous again. She leaned even closer, voice dropping to a whisper—but still loud enough for the breeze to carry fragments.

“You know… I’ve got two guys coming over tonight. After this. Chris is already home, setting up the bedroom. They’re going to fuck me while he watches. One in my mouth, one in my pussy. Maybe switch. Maybe both at once. He’ll clean me up after. Every drop.”

Cheryl’s breath caught. Her pussy clenched involuntarily—still tender from last night, but the words sent a fresh rush of heat through her.

Megan’s smile widened. “You should come. Bring Mike. Or don’t. Let him wonder what you’re doing while he waits at home. No pressure. Just… think about it.”

Cheryl stared at her—heart pounding, cheeks burning.

Megan laughed softly, squeezed her arm again. “No rush. Enjoy the barbecue. But if you change your mind… text me. Door’s open.”

She winked, then turned back toward the drinks table, hips swaying, leaving Cheryl standing there—breathless, conflicted, and undeniably wet.

Across the garden, Mike caught her eye again.

Cheryl forced a smile.

But her mind was already racing ahead to tonight.

Cheryl found Mike near the grill again, where Frank was now proudly showing off a fresh batch of charred corn on the cob. Mike had a fresh beer in hand, but he looked distracted—eyes flicking toward her every few seconds, like he was trying to read her face from across the garden.

She walked up beside him, slipped her arm through his, and leaned in close enough that her breast brushed his elbow.

“Hey,” she murmured.

“Hey.” Mike’s voice was tight. He glanced down at her, then away. “You and Megan looked deep in conversation.”

Cheryl nodded slowly. “We were.”

She waited until Frank turned back to the grill before continuing, voice low.

“She invited us over tonight. After this. To her place. Two guys are coming. Chris is going to watch. She said… we could join in. Or just watch. Or whatever we want.”

Mike froze. His beer bottle hovered halfway to his mouth. For a long second he didn’t move, didn’t breathe.

Cheryl felt it before she saw it—the sudden thickening against her hip where their bodies touched. Mike’s cock—already half-hard from the day’s tension—swelled fast, pressing insistently against the side of her thigh through his shorts.

She shifted slightly, letting her hip press back against him—just enough to feel the full length of him hardening, the head nudging her dress.

Mike exhaled through his nose—sharp, shaky.

“I’m… not sure,” he said quietly. “That’s a lot. Going to their house. Watching… or more. With people we know.”

Cheryl’s hand slid down his arm, fingers brushing the back of his hand, then lower—discreetly cupping the bulge in his shorts for a single heartbeat. He was rock-hard now, thick and straining, the fabric tented obviously.

She smiled against his ear. “Your cock doesn’t seem unsure.”

Mike swallowed hard. “That’s… not fair.”

“Isn’t it?” She gave him one slow, teasing stroke through the shorts—hidden by the angle of their bodies and the grill smoke—then let her hand fall away. “You’re so hard you’re shaking. Just from me saying the words. Two guys. Megan getting fucked while Chris watches. Me maybe… joining in.”

Mike’s breath hitched. “Cheryl—”

She turned to face him fully now, close enough that her breasts brushed his chest. Her voice dropped to a whisper only he could hear.

“Say yes and I’ll let you fuck me in the car on the way home. Right after. While I tell you everything we watched. Everything I did. While you’re still tasting them on my skin.”

Mike’s eyes darkened. His cock jerked against her hip—hard, desperate.

He looked around—Frank busy at the grill, Katie laughing with someone else, no one paying attention—then back at Cheryl.

“Okay,” he said, voice low and rough. “We’ll go.”

Cheryl’s smile was slow, triumphant. She leaned up, kissed him once—quick but deep—then pulled away.

“Wait here.”

She walked back toward the drinks table where Megan was refilling her glass, swaying slightly, cheeks flushed from the cocktails.

Megan spotted her and grinned. “Changed your mind?”

Cheryl stepped close—close enough that their arms brushed.

“We’re in,” she said quietly. “Me and Mike. We’ll come over tonight.”

Megan’s eyes lit up—delighted, predatory. “Fuck yes. You won’t regret it.”

She pulled her phone from her pocket, thumbs flying across the screen.

A second later Cheryl’s phone buzzed in her hand.

Megan’s text: Address: 14 Linden Grove, SW6 3QT. 9pm. Door’s open. Come hungry. 😈

Cheryl read it. Smiled. Slipped the phone back into her bag.

Megan leaned in, voice a conspiratorial whisper. “Wear something easy to take off. And tell Mike… Chris gets off hardest when the husband cleans up after. Every drop.”

Cheryl’s pussy clenched—still tender from last night, but the words sent a fresh rush of heat through her.

She glanced back at Mike across the garden. He was watching her—eyes dark, cock still visibly tenting his shorts if you knew where to look.

She turned back to Megan. “We’ll be there.”

Megan raised her glass in a silent toast.

Cheryl walked back to Mike—hips swaying, dress catching the breeze, anklet glinting.

When she reached him, she slipped her arm through his again.

“Ready to go home?” she asked softly.

Mike’s voice was rough. “Yeah.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“Good. Because we’ve got plans tonight.”

Mike’s cock jerked against her hip one last time.

They said their goodbyes—quick hugs, promises to text, Frank pressing leftover ribs into their hands—and walked back to the car.

Neither of them spoke on the drive home.

But Cheryl’s hand rested on Mike’s thigh the whole way—fingers tracing slow, teasing circles.

And Mike drove with one hand on the wheel, the other gripping the gear stick so hard his knuckles turned white—cock straining, mind racing, already counting the hours until 9 p.m.


Driving to Destiny

The drive to Megan and Chris’s house took them across London on a Saturday evening that felt oddly ordinary—sun still lingering low in the sky, traffic light, radio playing something soft and summery. Mike drove, hands tight on the wheel, while Cheryl sat in the passenger seat, white sundress riding up her thighs, anklet glinting every time she shifted. Neither of them spoke much. The barbecue had ended on a polite, cheerful note—goodbyes, hugs, promises to do it again soon—but the invitation from Megan had hung between them like smoke the whole way home, and now it was burning.

They pulled up outside 14 Linden Grove just before 9 p.m. The house was larger than either had expected—a handsome, detached Edwardian with tall sash windows, a gravel drive, and a garden that looked professionally landscaped. Mike let out a low whistle despite himself.

“Finance must pay well,” he muttered.

Cheryl didn’t answer. She stepped out, smoothed her dress, and walked toward the front door with a confidence that made Mike’s stomach twist. He followed a step behind, heart thudding.

She knocked once—sharp, decisive.

From inside, Megan’s voice floated out, bright and unconcerned.

“It’s open!”

Cheryl glanced back at Mike—eyes dark, lips curved in a small, private smile—then pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The hallway was wide, high-ceilinged, polished wood floors leading straight through to an open-plan living area at the back. Soft lighting, modern furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows looking out onto a garden lit with fairy lights. And there, sprawled on a wide cream sofa in the centre of the room, was Megan.

Naked.

Legs spread wide, knees hooked over the arms of the sofa, red hair fanned out across the cushions. Her huge tits—full, heavy, not artificially firm—spilled slightly to the sides, pale skin flushed pink from arousal. A soft belly curved gently above a thick, untrimmed ginger bush, wet and matted. Chris knelt between her thighs—also naked—head buried in her pussy, tongue working steadily, hands gripping her hips to hold her open.

Cheryl stopped dead in the doorway. Mike bumped into her back, breath catching.

Megan’s eyes opened lazily. She smiled—slow, drunk on pleasure and cocktails—then lifted one hand in a casual wave without sitting up.

“Hey, you made it,” she purred. “Come in. Don’t be shy.”

Chris didn’t look up. He kept licking—long, deliberate strokes—making wet, obscene sounds that filled the quiet room. Megan’s hips rolled lazily against his mouth, a soft moan escaping her.

Mike couldn’t help it—his eyes dropped.

Chris was lean, fit, clearly took care of himself—broad shoulders, defined arms—but his cock hung soft between his legs, thin and unimpressive. Not short, exactly—maybe average length—but narrow, almost delicate. Nothing like the thick, heavy bulge Mike had seen in Darius’s slacks, or imagined when Cheryl described him.

Megan noticed where Mike’s gaze had gone. She laughed—low, breathy—then reached down and stroked Chris’s hair like he was a good pet.

“He’s small,” she said, no shame, no apology. “But he’s very good with his tongue. And he loves watching. Don’t you, baby?”

Chris groaned into her pussy—affirmation, muffled.

Cheryl stepped forward slowly, heels clicking on the wood floor. Mike followed, throat dry, cock already thickening in his shorts.

Megan watched them approach, eyes gleaming. “Grab a drink if you want,” she said, gesturing vaguely toward the kitchen island behind her. “Chris made margaritas. Strong ones. He likes me nice and loose before the boys arrive.”

Cheryl stopped a few feet from the sofa, close enough to see the slick shine on Chris’s chin, the way Megan’s pussy glistened under his tongue.

“You said… two guys?” Cheryl asked, voice steady but edged with curiosity.

Megan nodded, hips rolling again as Chris sucked her clit. “Leon and Carter. From Chris’s gym. They’ve known each other for years. Big boys. Thick. They take turns. Sometimes both at once. Chris watches. Cleans up after. Every drop.”

Chris moaned again—louder this time—tongue working faster. Megan’s breathing hitched.

She was close.

Mike stood frozen beside Cheryl—cock fully hard now, straining visibly against his shorts. He couldn’t look away from the sight: Megan’s huge tits heaving with every breath, her ginger bush soaked, Chris’s thin cock twitching uselessly between his legs as he licked his wife toward orgasm.

Megan’s eyes flicked to Mike, then to Cheryl.

“You two gonna stand there all night?” she teased, voice breathy. “Or you gonna join in?”

Before either could answer, there was a sharp knock at the front door.

Megan didn’t move. Didn’t close her legs. She just smiled—slow, wicked—and called out over her shoulder, loud enough to carry.

“It’s open!”

Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs.

Cheryl’s hand found his—squeezed once, hard.

The door creaked open.

Cheryl and Mike stood frozen just inside the living room doorway, the air thick with the scent of arousal and the wet, rhythmic sounds of Chris’s tongue working Megan’s pussy. Megan’s legs were hooked wide over the arms of the sofa, her huge tits heaving with every breath, nipples hard and dark against pale skin. Her ginger bush was soaked, glistening under the lamplight, and Chris’s head moved steadily between her thighs—focused, devoted, hands gripping her hips to hold her open.

Megan’s moans had been building—low at first, then sharper, breathier. Her fingers twisted in Chris’s hair, hips rolling up to meet his mouth. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

Her back arched suddenly. A long, shuddering cry tore from her throat as her orgasm hit—thighs clamping around Chris’s head, body convulsing, pussy pulsing visibly against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth; he kept licking through it, drawing out every tremor until she was shaking, whimpering, legs trembling so badly the sofa creaked.

Right at that moment—the peak of her climax—the front door opened wider.

Two men stepped in.

Leon and Carter—both black, both in their late thirties to early forties, both built like they lived in the gym. Leon was slightly taller, broad-shouldered, wearing a tailored charcoal blazer over a crisp white T-shirt that stretched across his chest, dark jeans hugging powerful thighs. Carter was leaner but still muscular, arms corded under a fitted navy polo, black chinos, and expensive sneakers. Both carried themselves with quiet, effortless confidence—handsome faces, sharp jawlines, close-cropped hair, easy smiles that turned predatory the second they saw the scene on the sofa.

They paused in the doorway—eyes flicking from Megan’s shuddering, orgasm-flushed body to Chris’s head still buried between her legs, then to Cheryl and Mike standing like statues just inside.

Megan’s cry tapered off into a long, satisfied sigh. She opened her eyes—glazed, triumphant—and spotted the two men.

A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

She unhooked her legs from the sofa arms, sat up slowly—tits swaying heavily, pussy still dripping onto the cushion beneath her—and stood. Naked, unashamed, body glistening with sweat and arousal.

“Perfect timing,” she purred, voice husky from her climax.

She walked toward them—hips swaying, bare feet silent on the wood floor—huge breasts bouncing with every step, ginger bush still wet and matted. Chris stayed kneeling on the sofa, face shiny, thin cock half-hard between his legs, eyes fixed on his wife with a mix of devotion and hunger.

Megan reached Leon first. She slid her arms around his neck, pressed her naked body against his clothed one—tits squashing against his chest—and kissed him deeply. Tongues met, wet and unhurried. Leon’s hands settled on her ass, squeezing the soft flesh, pulling her tighter.

She broke the kiss, turned to Carter, and did the same—deep, hungry, moaning softly into his mouth as his hands roamed her back, her hips.

When she pulled away, both men were visibly hard—bulges straining against their trousers.

Megan turned back toward Cheryl and Mike, smiling like she’d just won something.

“Leon, Carter—this is Cheryl and Mike,” she said casually, gesturing toward them as if introducing neighbors at a dinner party. “Cheryl’s the one I told you about. Mike’s her husband. He likes to watch.”

Leon’s eyes raked over Cheryl—slow, appreciative—lingering on her cleavage, her bare legs, the anklet glinting at her ankle. Carter did the same, smile slow and knowing.

“Nice to meet you,” Leon said, voice deep and smooth. “Megan’s been talking about you.”

Carter nodded. “Looking forward to tonight.”

Megan laughed—bright, reckless—and turned back to Chris, who was still kneeling, cock now fully hard despite its thinness.

“Boys are here,” she said to him, voice teasing. “You ready to watch?”

Chris nodded—eager, breathless. “Yes.”

Megan glanced at Cheryl and Mike again—eyes gleaming.

“Grab a drink if you want,” she said, gesturing toward the kitchen island. “Margaritas are strong. Chris made them. He likes me nice and loose before we start.”

She walked back to the sofa—naked, confident, hips swaying—and sat, legs spread once more.

Leon and Carter followed—already unbuttoning shirts, belts loosening.

Cheryl felt Mike’s hand find hers—squeezing hard.

She squeezed back.

Megan, still flushed and glowing from her orgasm, stepped away from the sofa with a sway in her hips that made her heavy tits bounce gently. She looked back over her shoulder at Leon and Carter—both standing just inside the doorway, shirts already half-unbuttoned, eyes dark with hunger—and crooked a finger.

“Come on, boys,” she purred, voice still husky. “Let’s get comfortable.”

She walked backward toward the sofa, never breaking eye contact, until the backs of her knees hit the cushions. Then she sank down slowly—kneeling right in the middle, legs spread slightly, pussy still dripping onto the leather beneath her. She patted the space on either side of her.

Leon and Carter moved at the same time—coordinated, like they’d done this before. They crossed the room in three long strides, stopping directly in front of her. Megan reached up—hands steady despite the cocktails—and unzipped Leon first. The sound of the zipper was loud in the quiet room. She tugged his dark jeans open, reached inside, and pulled out his cock.

It sprang free—thick, veined, already half-hard and growing fast. Easily seven inches even semi-erect, the head dark and flared, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. Megan wrapped her fingers around it—barely able to close them fully—and stroked once, slow and firm. Leon groaned low in his throat.

She turned to Carter next—same motion, same zipper, same hungry look. His cock was similar—maybe a fraction longer, just as thick, curving slightly upward. Pre-cum leaked steadily as she freed him, the shaft dark and heavy in her palm.

Megan looked up at both of them—eyes bright, lips parted—then leaned forward and took Leon into her mouth first. She sucked the head slowly, tongue swirling around the ridge, moaning softly at the taste. Her hand kept stroking Carter—firm, twisting at the head—while her mouth worked Leon deeper, cheeks hollowing, lips stretching wide.

She switched after a minute—pulling off Leon with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock—then took Carter in, sucking him just as deep, just as eagerly. Her free hand fondled Leon’s balls, rolling them gently while she bobbed on Carter.

Across the room, Chris had moved to the armchair Mike had vacated earlier. He sat naked—thin, five-inch cock standing rigid and leaking, a steady drip of pre-cum sliding down the narrow shaft. His eyes were glued to his wife—face flushed, breathing shallow, one hand wrapped loosely around his dick but not stroking yet. Just holding, squeezing occasionally, like he was trying to hold back.

Cheryl and Mike stood near the doorway—still fully dressed, still holding hands—frozen in place. Cheryl’s sundress clung to her thighs where she’d gotten wet earlier; Mike’s shorts tented obviously, the outline of his cock clear against the khaki fabric. Neither moved. Neither spoke.

They just watched.

Megan worked both men with practiced ease—alternating between their cocks, sucking one deep while stroking the other, moaning around whichever shaft filled her mouth. Saliva dripped down her chin, onto her huge tits, making them glisten. Her free hand occasionally dipped between her legs—fingering her still-sensitive clit, smearing the wetness from her earlier orgasm.

Leon groaned—hand fisting in her red hair. “Fuck… look at her go.”

Carter’s hips flexed—shallow thrusts into her mouth. “She’s hungry tonight.”

Megan pulled off both cocks with wet pops, looked straight toward Cheryl and Mike—eyes gleaming.

“You two gonna stand there all night?” she asked, voice thick with lust. “Or you gonna come closer and see how it’s done?”

Cheryl’s fingers tightened around Mike’s hand.

Mike’s cock jerked visibly in his shorts.

Cheryl froze mid-step, her hand still clasped in Mike’s, the living room suddenly feeling too small, too bright, too real. The sight of Megan—naked, flushed, legs still trembling from her orgasm—kneeling in front of two strangers whose cocks she’d just been sucking had already pushed her past any boundary she thought she had. But now the two men were standing there—Leon and Carter—hard, thick, glistening from Megan’s mouth, looking at her and Mike like they were the next course.

Her breath caught. Her feet wouldn’t move.

Megan noticed immediately. She rose from the sofa in one fluid motion—her huge tits bouncing heavily with the movement, nipples dark and stiff, soft belly curving gently above her thick ginger bush still slick from Chris’s tongue. Cum from her earlier orgasm still glistened on her inner thighs. She walked across the room—unhurried, confident, completely naked—hips swaying, breasts swaying, the Queen of Spades tattoo on her hip catching the lamplight.

She stopped right in front of Cheryl—close enough that Cheryl could smell her arousal, the faint tang of Chris’s mouth, the musk of the two men already on her skin.

Megan reached out, took Cheryl’s free hand—gentle but firm—and pulled her forward a step.

Cheryl’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Megan leaned in—slowly, deliberately—and kissed her.

It was soft at first—lips brushing, testing—then deeper. Megan’s tongue slipped past Cheryl’s parted lips, tasting faintly of margarita and the salt of the men she’d just sucked. Cheryl stiffened—shocked, breath catching—but didn’t pull away. Megan’s free hand slid up Cheryl’s arm, over her shoulder, then down to the thin strap of her white sundress.

She tugged it gently.

The strap slipped off Cheryl’s shoulder. Then the other. The dress loosened, the neckline dipping low enough to expose the tops of her breasts—then lower still. Megan broke the kiss just long enough to slide the fabric down Cheryl’s arms, letting the dress pool at her waist. Cheryl’s full breasts spilled free—no bra—nipples already hard, pink and tight against the cool air.

Cheryl gasped—soft, startled—but Megan didn’t stop. She cupped one breast gently, thumb brushing the nipple, then leaned in and kissed Cheryl again—deeper this time, tongue sliding against hers while her hand kneaded softly.

Mike stood beside them—cock straining visibly in his shorts, breath shallow, unable to move, unable to look away.

Megan pulled back slightly—lips brushing Cheryl’s—then smiled.

“Come on,” she whispered. “Kneel with me.”

She took Cheryl’s hand again—led her back to the sofa. Cheryl followed—dress still bunched at her waist, breasts bare and bouncing slightly with each step—legs shaky but moving.

Megan knelt first—knees sinking into the cushions, tits swaying heavily—then guided Cheryl down beside her. They knelt side by side—shoulder to shoulder, naked from the waist up—facing Leon and Carter, who were sat a few feet away, cocks thick and hard, waiting.

Chris watched from the armchair—thin cock leaking steadily, hand stroking slowly, eyes wide with hunger.

Megan leaned close to Cheryl’s ear—voice a soft, conspiratorial whisper.

“Ready to play?” she asked.

Cheryl swallowed—heart pounding, pussy throbbing—then nodded once.

Megan smiled—turned back to the two men—and crooked a finger.

“Boys… come here.”

Leon and Carter stepped forward—cocks bobbing, heavy and thick—stopping right in front of the two kneeling women.

Megan reached out first—wrapping her hand around Leon’s shaft, stroking slowly—then glanced at Cheryl.

“Your turn,” she said.

Cheryl knelt beside Megan, her sundress still bunched around her waist, breasts bare and flushed from the sudden exposure. The two women were shoulder to shoulder—close enough that their arms brushed, skin warm against skin. Leon and Carter stood in front of them, cocks thick and heavy, glistening from Megan’s earlier attention. Both men were rock-hard now—seven inches or more, veined and dark, heads flared and slick with pre-cum.

Megan reached out first—wrapping her fingers around Leon’s shaft again, stroking slowly from base to tip. She glanced sideways at Cheryl, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Come on,” she murmured. “Don’t be shy. They won’t bite… much.”

Cheryl hesitated—only for a heartbeat—then mirrored her. Her hand closed around Carter’s cock—thick, hot, pulsing in her palm. She stroked once—tentative—then again, firmer, feeling the weight of him, the way the skin slid over the hard core. Carter groaned low in his throat, hips flexing slightly.

Megan leaned forward—took Leon back into her mouth—lips stretching wide, cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deep. She bobbed slowly—wet, deliberate—tongue swirling around the head on every upstroke. Her free hand kept stroking Carter—twisting gently at the base, thumb rubbing the underside.

Cheryl watched for a second—breath catching—then leaned in and took Carter’s head into her mouth. The taste was different from Mike’s—muskier, saltier, a faint trace of Megan’s saliva already on him. She moaned softly around the head—vibration pulling a curse from Carter—then pushed forward, taking more of him. Her lips stretched wide, jaw aching slightly, but she kept going—slow, careful—until half his length filled her mouth.

Megan pulled off Leon with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. She looked at Cheryl—smiled wickedly—then leaned over and kissed her again. This time it was filthier—tongues sliding, tasting the men on each other’s lips. Cheryl moaned into the kiss—hand still stroking Carter—then pulled back, breathless.

Megan nodded toward the cocks. “Swap?”

Cheryl nodded—eyes dark, pupils blown.

Megan took Carter—guiding him toward her mouth—while Cheryl shifted to Leon. She wrapped her lips around the thick head—stretching wider than she had for Carter—and sucked slowly, tongue pressing flat against the underside. Leon groaned—hand settling gently in her hair, not pushing, just resting.

The women worked in tandem—sucking, stroking, swapping every minute or so. Megan deep-throated Carter with ease—nose brushing his pubic hair, throat working around him—while Cheryl took Leon deeper each time, gagging softly but pushing through, saliva dripping down her chin onto her bare breasts.

They swapped again—Megan on Leon, Cheryl on Carter. This time Cheryl took him deeper—gagging, eyes watering—but kept going, moaning around his thickness. Her free hand slipped between her legs—fingers finding her clit, circling fast while she sucked.

Megan noticed. She pulled off Leon—lips shiny—and leaned over to kiss Cheryl again—deep, wet, tasting both men on her tongue. Their breasts brushed—nipples hard against each other—as they kissed, hands still stroking the cocks in front of them.

Chris watched from the armchair—thin cock leaking steadily, hand stroking slowly, eyes wide with hunger and devotion.

Leon groaned—voice rough. “Fuck… these two are gonna kill us.”

Carter laughed—low, breathless. “Worth it.”

Megan pulled back from the kiss, looked at Cheryl—eyes gleaming.

“Ready for more?” she whispered.

Cheryl—breathless, lips swollen—nodded.

Megan turned to the men—smiled up at them—then patted the sofa cushions beside her.

“Sit,” she said. “We’re just getting started.”

Leon and Carter sat—legs spread, cocks standing thick and proud.

Megan crawled between them—huge tits swaying—then looked at Cheryl.

“Join me?”

Cheryl hesitated—only for a second—then crawled forward, kneeling between them too.

Side by side again—two women, two thick cocks.

Megan took Leon back into her mouth. Cheryl took Carter.

They sucked—slow, deep, wet—heads bobbing in rhythm, hands stroking what their mouths couldn’t reach. Saliva dripped down shafts, onto balls, onto the sofa. Moans filled the room—hers, theirs, muffled around cock.

Mike watched—cock throbbing painfully in his shorts, pre-cum soaking through—heart pounding, mind reeling.

His wife—his Cheryl—was on her knees, naked from the waist up, sucking a thick black cock while another waited its turn.

And she was moaning like she loved it.

The sofa creaked under the weight of four bodies as Leon and Carter moved into position behind the two women. Megan and Cheryl remained on all fours—side by side, asses raised, backs arched, heads lowered toward the cushions. The air in the living room was thick: heavy with the scent of arousal, sweat, and the faint tang of earlier cum. Soft jazz still played from the kitchen speaker, but it was barely audible now over the wet breathing, the low groans, the occasional slick sound of skin brushing skin.

Megan glanced sideways at Cheryl—eyes dark, lips parted in a wicked, encouraging smile.

“Ready?” she whispered.

Cheryl nodded—breathless, heart hammering. Her pussy was still tender from last night, swollen and slick, but the ache felt good. Hungry. She pushed her hips back slightly—offering herself—while Megan did the same beside her.

Leon stepped behind Megan first. He gripped her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and rubbed the thick head of his cock through her folds, coating himself in her wetness. Megan moaned—low and needy—pushing back, trying to take him.

Carter moved behind Cheryl. His cock—thick, veined, slightly curved upward—nudged her entrance. He pressed forward slowly—stretching her open inch by inch. Cheryl gasped—sharp, surprised—then moaned long and low as he filled her completely. The stretch was intense—different from Mike’s, different from Darius’s last night—but perfect. He bottomed out—hips flush against her ass—and paused, letting her adjust.

“Fuck,” Cheryl breathed. “So thick…”

Carter groaned—hands gripping her hips—and started to move. Slow at first—long, deep strokes—pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in. Each stroke pushed a wet, squelching sound from her pussy, her own arousal mixing with the remnants of last night.

Beside her, Megan was already moaning louder—Leon fucking her with steady, powerful thrusts. Her huge tits swung forward with every impact—slapping together, nipples dragging across the leather cushion. The sight was obscene—her heavy breasts bouncing wildly, body shaking, ass jiggling as Leon pounded her from behind.

Mike sat in the armchair across from them—cock throbbing painfully in his shorts, pre-cum soaking through the fabric in a dark, spreading stain. He couldn’t look away. Couldn’t blink. The contrast was devastating: Cheryl—his wife—moaning on another man’s cock, her smaller breasts swaying beneath her, ass jiggling with every thrust. And Megan—massive tits bouncing hypnotically, nipples hard and dark, body rocking forward with every slam from Leon. The sheer size of her breasts—full, heavy, swaying like pendulums—drew Mike’s eyes again and again. He felt a stab of guilt for staring, but he couldn’t stop. The way they moved—slapping together, bouncing wildly—was mesmerizing, filthy, impossible to ignore.

Leon and Carter found a rhythm—thrusting in sync, the sofa creaking under the force. Cheryl’s moans grew higher—sharper—pushing back to meet Carter’s cock, pussy clenching around him. Megan’s were deeper—guttural—head thrown back, tits swinging forward with every powerful stroke.

“Harder—” Megan gasped. “Fuck me harder—”

Leon obliged—hips snapping forward, balls slapping against her clit. Megan cried out—loud, unrestrained—body shaking as her first orgasm of the round hit. Her pussy clamped down on Leon’s cock—spasming, fluttering—fresh wetness flooding around him.

Carter picked up speed behind Cheryl—thrusts deeper, harder—hitting that perfect spot inside her over and over. Cheryl’s moans turned desperate—broken—her fingers gripping the back of the sofa.

“God—yes—right there—fuck—”

She came suddenly—violent, shattering—back bowing, thighs trembling, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed around Carter’s cock. Wetness gushed—dripping down her thighs, soaking the cushion beneath her.

The men didn’t stop.

Leon pulled out of Megan—cock slick and shining—and stepped behind Cheryl. Carter moved to Megan.

Leon gripped Cheryl’s hips—fingers digging in—and thrust in deep. Cheryl cried out—louder than before—back arching as his thicker cock stretched her even wider than Carter had.

“Fuck—yes—so big—”

Carter took Megan—sliding into her easily, the wet sounds loud and filthy. Megan moaned—long, satisfied—pushing back to meet him, tits bouncing even more wildly now.

Mike’s breath came in short gasps. He watched Leon’s dark cock disappear into his wife—stretching her, filling her—while Carter pounded Megan, her massive breasts swinging forward with every thrust, slapping audibly against each other. The contrast was devastating—Cheryl’s moans higher, more desperate; Megan’s deeper, more guttural—both women lost in pleasure, both taking thick black cock while their husbands watched.

Chris sat in the armchair—thin cock leaking, hand stroking slowly—eyes wide, face flushed, completely enthralled.

Megan glanced over her shoulder at Mike—smiled wickedly—then moaned louder as Carter slammed deep.

“Watch your wife, Mike,” she gasped between thrusts. “Watch her get fucked like she deserves.”

Cheryl looked back too—eyes meeting Mike’s—face twisted in ecstasy.

“Mike—” she moaned. “He’s so deep—fuck—”

Mike’s cock jerked hard in his shorts—pre-cum soaking through completely. He gripped the arms of the chair—knuckles white—unable to look away from Megan’s bouncing tits, from Cheryl’s shaking body, from the sight of two thick black cocks claiming their wives right in front of them.

Leon and Carter kept going—switching again after a few minutes—Leon back to Megan, Carter to Cheryl. The women came again—Cheryl first, screaming as Carter hit her g-spot repeatedly; Megan seconds later, tits bouncing wildly as Leon pounded her from behind.

The sofa was soaked—cum, arousal, sweat—staining the cream leather dark.

Megan looked over her shoulder at Cheryl—breathless, grinning.

“Swap again?” she panted.

Cheryl nodded—eyes glazed.

The men pulled out—cocks slick and shining—then stepped behind the other woman once more.

Leon thrust into Cheryl—deep, hard—stretching her wide.

Carter took Megan—slamming home, making her tits bounce even more violently.

Mike watched—transfixed—as the cycle repeated: thrusts, moans, orgasms, switches. The women came again and again—Cheryl’s cries higher and more desperate, Megan’s deeper and more animal—tits bouncing, bodies shaking, pussies stretched and dripping.

Mike’s cock throbbed—untouched, leaking, straining—humiliation and arousal twisting together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He was watching his wife get fucked—properly, deeply, by a man who could stretch her in ways he never could.

And he had never been harder in his life.

Megan straightened up from her knees, her huge tits still swaying heavily. Saliva and pre-cum glistened on her chin and dripped down between her breasts, streaking her pale skin. She looked flushed, triumphant, eyes bright with that drunk, reckless energy that had been building all evening.

She turned to Leon and Carter—both standing there, cocks still buried in the two white wives.

“Sit,” she said, voice low and commanding, patting the sofa cushions behind her. “Both of you. Right here.”

Leon and Carter exchanged a quick glance—smiles sharp, hungry—then dropped back onto the sofa, legs spread wide, cocks standing straight up like dark pillars against their thighs. The cream leather creaked under their weight.

Megan climbed onto Leon first—straddling him reverse-cowgirl so she faced directly toward Chris in the armchair. She reached down, gripped his thick shaft, and guided the head to her soaked, hairy ginger pussy—lips parted, still swollen and dripping from her earlier orgasm. She sank down slowly—moaning long and low as he stretched her open again—taking him inch by thick inch until her ass rested flush against his hips.

Her legs spread wide—knees hooked over Leon’s thighs—exposing every detail to Chris and the room: the thick black cock buried deep inside her, her ginger bush matted and slick, pussy lips stretched tight around his girth, clit swollen and prominent. Cum from earlier still leaked out around the base of his shaft, mixing with her fresh arousal, dripping down his balls.

Megan locked eyes with Chris—smiled wickedly—then started to rock. Slow at first—grinding in circles, feeling him fill her completely—then lifting and dropping, bouncing gently, tits jiggling with every movement.

“Watch me, baby,” she purred to Chris. “Watch how good he feels inside your wife.”

Chris whimpered—thin cock leaking steadily, hand stroking slowly—eyes glued to the sight of Leon’s thick shaft disappearing into Megan’s hairy pussy over and over.

Megan glanced sideways at Cheryl—eyes gleaming.

“Your turn,” she said, voice breathy.

Cheryl—still kneeling, dress bunched at her waist, breasts bare—hesitated only a second. Then she crawled forward, straddled Carter reverse-cowgirl, facing Chris just like Megan. She reached down—fingers trembling slightly—and guided Carter’s thick cock to her entrance. She sank down—gasping sharply as he stretched her open—taking him deep until her ass met his hips.

Her legs spread wide—knees hooked over Carter’s thighs—exposing her smooth, bare pussy stretched tight around his dark shaft, clit swollen, inner lips gripping him visibly. She could feel every ridge, every vein—still tender from Darius last night, but the stretch was exquisite.

Cheryl looked straight at Mike—eyes wide, lips parted—then started to move. Slow rocks at first—grinding down, feeling him fill her completely—then lifting and dropping, bouncing gently, breasts swaying with every motion.

Both women were in perfect sync now—side by side on the sofa, asses toward the men, legs spread wide, hairy ginger pussy and smooth bare pussy on full display, thick black cocks buried deep inside them.

Megan looked over at Cheryl—grinned—then started bouncing properly—lifting and slamming down, tits bouncing wildly, moaning loud and unrestrained.

Cheryl copied her—lifting higher, dropping harder—breasts jiggling, pussy clenching around Carter’s cock with every descent.

The sofa creaked rhythmically—wet, slapping sounds filling the room as both women bounced up and down on the thick cocks beneath them.

Mike watched—cock throbbing painfully in his shorts, pre-cum soaking through completely—heart pounding, mind reeling.

His wife—his Cheryl—was riding another man’s thick black cock, legs wide open, pussy stretched and dripping, moaning like she’d never moaned for him.

And Megan—massive tits bouncing hypnotically—rode Leon with the same abandon, hairy pussy gripping his shaft, clit swollen and exposed.

Chris stroked his thin cock faster—eyes wide, face flushed—completely lost in the sight of his wife and her friend getting fucked right in front of him.

Both girls started bouncing harder—faster—moans turning into cries, tits and asses jiggling, pussies stretched wide around thick black cock.

The room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of sex—slapping skin, squelching, heavy breathing, desperate moans.

Megan looked over at Cheryl—eyes glazed, lips parted.

“Together,” she gasped. “Bounce with me.”

Cheryl nodded—breathless—and matched her rhythm.

Up.

Down.

Up.

Down.

Faster.

Harder.

Tits bouncing wildly.

Pussies stretched tight.

Cocks disappearing inside them over and over.


Unable To Resist

Mike’s vision narrowed to the sight—his wife and Megan, side by side, riding thick black cock, moaning in unison, lost in pleasure.

Chris couldn’t stay seated.

He rose—thin cock bobbing, leaking steadily—and moved to kneel in front of her. Megan didn’t slow her rhythm; she spread her legs even wider—knees hooked over Leon’s thighs—exposing every detail to Chris: the thick black cock buried deep in her hairy ginger pussy, lips stretched tight, clit swollen and prominent, fresh wetness coating the shaft.

Chris leaned in—tongue flicking out—and licked her clit in quick, fluttering strokes while she bounced. Megan cried out—sharp, delighted—then moaned long and low.

“Yes—fuck—lick me while he fucks me—”

Chris pressed his face deeper—tongue lapping at her clit, then sliding down to where Leon’s cock plunged in and out, tasting the mix of her arousal and Leon’s pre-cum leaking around the shaft. He groaned into her pussy—thin cock jerking untouched—then sucked her clit hard, tongue flicking relentlessly.

Megan came almost immediately—violent, shuddering—thighs trembling, tits bouncing even more wildly as her pussy clamped down on Leon’s cock in rhythmic spasms. Fresh wetness flooded out—coating Leon’s shaft, dripping onto Chris’s chin. She screamed—loud, unrestrained—body convulsing, hips grinding down hard.

But she didn’t stop bouncing. She rode through the orgasm—faster now—moaning nonstop, another climax building almost instantly.

Chris kept licking—tongue lapping at her clit, then dipping lower to taste where cock met pussy, groaning with every drop he swallowed.

Mike sat frozen in the armchair—cock throbbing painfully in his shorts, pre-cum soaking through completely—stunned into silence. He couldn’t process what he was seeing: Chris—tall, handsome, successful Chris—on his knees, licking his wife’s clit while another man fucked her, tasting the mix of cock and pussy like it was the only thing he wanted in the world.

The thought grossed Mike out—deeply, viscerally. The taste, the mess, the submission. It twisted in his stomach like nausea.

And yet—he couldn’t look away.

His body moved before his mind caught up.

He rose—legs shaky, cock straining—crossed the room on autopilot, like he was watching himself from outside his body. He dropped to his knees between Cheryl’s spread thighs—face inches from where Carter’s thick black cock plunged into his wife’s pussy over and over.

Up close it was even more overwhelming.

Cheryl’s pussy was stretched wide—lips gripping Carter’s dark shaft, inner walls visible with every withdrawal, glistening with her arousal. The stretch was obscene—her clit swollen and prominent, hood pulled back, every thrust making her lips drag along his veined length. Wetness coated everything—dripping down her perineum, pooling beneath her ass on the sofa.

Mike stared—transfixed, horrified, impossibly hard. The sight of his wife’s pussy stretched around a bigger, thicker cock—taking it deep, moaning for more—was devastating. Humiliating. And so fucking hot his vision blurred.

Cheryl looked down at him—eyes glazed, lips parted—then reached for his head, fingers threading through his hair.

“Lick me,” she whispered—voice trembling with pleasure. “Lick me while he fucks me.”

Mike groaned—low, broken—and leaned in.

His tongue flicked out—tentative at first—lapping at her swollen clit while Carter’s cock plunged in and out inches away. The taste was overwhelming—her sweetness mixed with the faint salt of pre-cum leaking from Carter’s tip. He gagged once—reflexive—but Cheryl’s hand tightened in his hair, holding him there.

“More,” she gasped. “Lick me—taste how wet he makes me—”

Mike pressed forward—tongue lapping at her clit in quick flutters, then sliding lower to where cock met pussy, tasting the slick mix of her arousal and Carter’s pre-cum. He groaned into her—vibration making Cheryl cry out—then sucked her clit hard while Carter fucked her faster.

Cheryl came again—sudden, violent—back bowing, thighs trembling, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on Carter’s cock. Fresh wetness flooded out—coating Mike’s tongue, dripping down his chin. He kept licking—through every spasm—tongue working her clit, then dipping lower to taste where cock stretched her open.

Megan watched—grinning wickedly—still bouncing on Leon’s cock beside them.

“Good boy,” she purred to Mike. “Clean your wife while she gets fucked.”

Mike moaned—humiliated, broken, impossibly aroused—tongue never stopping as Carter kept pounding Cheryl, stretching her wider, deeper.

Cheryl and Megan stayed in perfect sync—both riding reverse cowgirl, legs spread wide over their men's thighs, pussies stretched tight around thick black cock. The sofa creaked rhythmically beneath them—wet, slapping sounds echoing through the living room as asses bounced, tits swayed, and moans filled the air. Leon and Carter thrust up to meet them—deep, powerful strokes—hands gripping hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh, guiding the women’s movements with subtle pressure.

Megan’s huge tits bounced wildly with every downward drop—full, heavy, swaying forward and back like pendulums, nipples dark and stiff, skin flushed pink from exertion and arousal. The motion was hypnotic—every time she lifted, her breasts lifted too, then crashed down with a soft slap against her chest when she slammed back onto Leon’s cock. Sweat beaded between them, trickling down her cleavage, making them glisten under the lamplight. Her ginger bush was matted and slick, pussy lips stretched obscenely around Leon’s thick shaft—gripping him on every upstroke, then swallowing him whole again on the downstroke. Fresh wetness coated him, dripping down his balls, soaking the leather beneath.

Cheryl’s smaller breasts swayed more gently beneath her—firm, pink-tipped, nipples hard and sensitive, brushing the air with every rise and fall. Her smooth, shaved pussy gripped Carter’s cock tightly—lips dragging along his veined length on every withdrawal, clit swollen and prominent, hood pulled back by the constant friction. She moaned higher—sharper—than Megan, voice breaking on every deep thrust, hips rolling in tight circles to grind her clit against his pubic bone.

Both women were lost in it—heads thrown back occasionally, eyes half-closed, lips parted in constant moans. Their breathing synced—ragged inhales, sharp gasps, long exhales turning into whimpers as the pleasure built and built.

Chris and Mike knelt side by side in front of them—faces inches from the action. Chris had already leaned in—tongue lapping at Megan’s swollen clit while Leon’s cock plunged in and out beneath. Megan cried out—sharp, delighted—hips grinding down harder, tits bouncing even more wildly.

Mike watched for a long moment—transfixed, stomach twisting—then finally moved. He leaned in—breath shaky—tongue flicking out to taste Cheryl’s clit. The first contact made her gasp—sharp, surprised—then moan long and low.

“Yes—fuck—lick me—”

Mike pressed forward—tongue circling her swollen clit in quick, fluttering strokes while Carter’s thick cock slid in and out inches away. Up close it was overwhelming: Cheryl’s pussy stretched wide—lips gripping Carter’s dark shaft, inner walls visible with every withdrawal, glistening with her arousal. Her clit throbbed under his tongue—hard, sensitive, pulsing with every flick. Every thrust from Carter made her lips drag along his veined length, fresh wetness coating everything—dripping down her perineum, pooling beneath her ass on the sofa.

The taste was intense—her sweetness sharp and familiar, undercut by the faint salt of pre-cum leaking from Carter’s tip. Mike groaned into her pussy—vibration making Cheryl cry out—then sucked her clit hard, tongue flicking relentlessly. His hands gripped her thighs—holding her steady as she bounced—fingers digging into soft flesh.

Beside him, Chris was lost—tongue lapping at Megan’s clit in steady circles, then dipping lower to taste where Leon’s cock stretched her open, groaning with every drop he swallowed. Megan’s moans grew louder—unrestrained—hips grinding down, tits bouncing forward with every impact.

“Fuck—yes—lick me while he fucks me—don’t stop—”

Both women were climbing fast—breathing turning ragged, moans turning into cries. Cheryl’s thighs started to tremble—hips bucking against Mike’s face and Carter’s cock. Megan’s back arched—tits swinging wildly—pussy clenching visibly around Leon.

Mike sucked harder—tongue pressing flat against Cheryl’s clit, then flicking the tip—while his fingers slipped lower, spreading her lips wider so he could taste deeper where cock met pussy. The mix of her arousal and Carter’s pre-cum coated his tongue—salty, musky, filthy. He gagged once—reflexive—but kept going, driven by the desperate sounds she was making.

Cheryl came first—sudden, violent—back bowing off Carter’s lap, thighs clamping around Mike’s head, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on Carter’s cock in rhythmic spasms. Fresh wetness flooded out—coating Mike’s tongue, dripping down his chin, soaking the sofa beneath her. Her whole body convulsed—hips jerking, tits bouncing—wave after wave crashing through her.

Mike kept licking—through every spasm—tongue working her clit, then dipping lower to taste the slick mess where cock stretched her open.

Megan followed seconds later—her orgasm hitting like a storm. She screamed—loud, raw—back arching, tits bouncing even more wildly as her pussy pulsed around Leon’s cock. Wetness gushed—coating Chris’s tongue, dripping onto Leon’s balls. Her body shook—hips grinding down hard—moaning nonstop as Chris sucked her clit through it.

Both women rode out the aftershocks—bouncing slower now, grinding deep—moans tapering into whimpers, bodies trembling.

But they didn’t stop.

Megan looked over at Cheryl—eyes glazed, lips parted—then grinned.

“Again,” she gasped. “Make us cum again.”

Cheryl nodded—breathless—and started bouncing harder—faster—pussy clenching around Carter’s cock with every descent.

Megan matched her—lifting higher, dropping harder—tits bouncing violently, pussy stretched wide around Leon.

Chris and Mike kept licking—tongues lapping, sucking, tasting every drop as their wives rode toward another peak.

Cheryl’s moans sharpened—higher, more desperate—hips bucking erratically against Carter’s cock and Mike’s tongue. Her second orgasm hit fast—violent, shattering—back bowing again, thighs trembling, a long, broken scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down in endless waves. Wetness flooded Mike’s mouth—sweet, sharp, overwhelming. He drank her down—tongue working through every tremor—until she was shaking, whimpering, legs threatening to give out.

Megan came right after—her third of the night—screaming louder than before, tits bouncing wildly as her pussy pulsed around Leon’s cock. Wetness gushed—coating Chris’s face, dripping down Leon’s shaft. She ground down hard—hips rolling—milking every last pulse of pleasure.

Mike’s knees dug into the carpet as he knelt between Cheryl’s spread thighs, face inches from where Carter’s thick black cock plunged into her pussy over and over. Up close, the sight was devastating in its clarity: her smooth, shaved lips stretched wide around Carter’s dark shaft, inner walls glistening and visible with every slow withdrawal, clit swollen and throbbing above the relentless friction. Wetness coated everything—her folds, his veined length, dripping down her perineum in thin, sticky trails. The smell was overpowering: her sharp sweetness, the faint salt of pre-cum, the musky residue of Darius from last night still lingering faintly inside her.

Cheryl looked down at him—eyes glassy, lips parted—then reached for his head, fingers threading through his hair with gentle but firm insistence.

“Lick me,” she whispered again, voice trembling with pleasure. “Lick me while he fucks me.”

Mike groaned—low, broken, a sound torn between revulsion and surrender—and leaned in.

His tongue flicked out—tentative at first—lapping at her swollen clit while Carter’s cock slid in and out inches away. The taste exploded across his tongue: her familiar sweetness, sharp and wet, undercut by the salty, musky leak of pre-cum from Carter’s tip every time he bottomed out. Mike gagged once—reflexive, instinctive—but Cheryl’s hand tightened in his hair, holding him there.

“More,” she gasped, hips rocking forward to press her clit harder against his tongue. “Taste how wet he makes me… taste how full he’s keeping me…”

Mike pressed forward—tongue circling her clit in quick, fluttering strokes, then sliding lower to where cock met pussy. He lapped at the slick junction—tasting the mix of her arousal and Carter’s pre-cum as it leaked out around the shaft. The flavor was overwhelming—salty, musky, filthy—but every swipe made his own cock throb harder in his soaked shorts. He groaned into her—vibration making Cheryl cry out—then sucked her clit hard, tongue flicking relentlessly while Carter kept thrusting, slow and deep, stretching her wider with every stroke.

Beside them, Megan was riding Leon in perfect reverse-cowgirl sync—legs spread wide, hairy ginger pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft, massive tits bouncing forward and back with every downward drop. Chris knelt in front of her—tongue lapping at her clit in steady circles, occasionally dipping lower to taste where cock plunged in and out, groaning with every drop he swallowed. Megan’s moans were deep, guttural—hips grinding down hard, tits swinging wildly as she chased another orgasm.

Cheryl’s moans sharpened—higher, more desperate—hips bucking erratically against Carter’s cock and Mike’s tongue. Her thighs started to tremble.

“God—yes—right there—don’t stop—”

She came suddenly—violent, shattering—back bowing off Carter’s lap, thighs clamping around Mike’s head, a scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on Carter’s cock in rhythmic spasms. Fresh wetness flooded out—coating Mike’s tongue, dripping down his chin, soaking the sofa beneath her. Her whole body convulsed—hips jerking, breasts bouncing—wave after wave crashing through her.

Mike kept licking—through every spasm—tongue working her clit, then dipping lower to taste the slick mess where cock stretched her open.

Megan followed seconds later—her orgasm hitting like a storm. She screamed—loud, raw—back arching, tits bouncing even more wildly as her pussy pulsed around Leon’s cock. Wetness gushed—coating Chris’s tongue, dripping onto Leon’s balls. Her body shook—hips grinding down hard—moaning nonstop as Chris sucked her clit through it.

Both women rode out the aftershocks—bouncing slower now, grinding deep—moans tapering into whimpers, bodies trembling.

But they didn’t stop.

Megan looked over at Cheryl—eyes glazed, lips parted—then grinned.

“Again,” she gasped. “Make us cum again.”

Cheryl nodded—breathless—and started bouncing harder—faster—pussy clenching around Carter’s cock with every descent.

Megan matched her—lifting higher, dropping harder—tits bouncing violently, pussy stretched wide around Leon.

Chris and Mike kept licking—tongues lapping, sucking, tasting every drop as their wives rode toward another peak.

Cheryl’s moans sharpened—higher, more desperate—hips bucking erratically against Carter’s cock and Mike’s tongue. Her second orgasm hit fast—violent, shattering—back bowing again, thighs trembling, a long, broken scream tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down in endless waves. Wetness flooded Mike’s mouth—sweet, sharp, overwhelming. He drank her down—tongue working through every tremor—until she was shaking, whimpering, legs threatening to give out.

Megan came right after—her third of the night—screaming louder than before, tits bouncing wildly as her pussy pulsed around Leon’s cock. Wetness gushed—coating Chris’s face, dripping down Leon’s shaft. She ground down hard—hips rolling—milking every last pulse of pleasure.

Both women collapsed forward—spent, trembling—moaning softly as the aftershocks rolled through them. Their pussies still clenched around the thick cocks inside them—dripping, stretched, satisfied.

Mike and Chris stayed on their knees—faces shiny, chins dripping—tongues still lapping gently at swollen clits as the women came down.

Cheryl looked down at Mike—eyes soft now, loving—then reached for his head again.

“More,” she whispered. “Don’t stop…”

Megan echoed her—hand in Chris’s hair—pulling him closer.

“Keep licking—fuck—don’t stop—”

The men obeyed—tongues lapping, sucking, tasting every drop as their wives kept rocking—slow, deep, building toward yet another peak.

Mike’s mind was a haze—humiliation, arousal, love, shame—all crashing together. He was licking his wife’s clit while another man fucked her—tasting her pleasure, tasting the cock inside her—and he had never been harder.

Megan’s moans grew louder again—another orgasm building fast.

Cheryl’s followed—hips bucking, cries sharpening.

Both women came again—massive, shattering—pussies clamping down on thick black cock, wetness flooding tongues, bodies convulsing in unison.

Mike and Chris kept licking—through every tremor—until the women finally collapsed forward—spent, trembling, moaning softly.

Leon and Carter were close now—thrusts turning erratic, groans deeper, hands gripping hips harder.

Leon spoke first—voice rough, strained.

“Gonna cum—fuck—where do you want it?”

Megan—still bouncing slowly—looked back at him over her shoulder.

“Inside,” she gasped. “Fill me up. Let my husband clean it out later.”

Leon groaned—hips slamming forward one last time—and came hard—thick pulses flooding deep inside her. Megan cried out—another small orgasm rolling through her—pussy milking him, drawing out every drop.

Carter’s control broke seconds later—thrusts stuttering, breath punching out.

“Fuck—gonna cum—”

Cheryl—still riding him—moaned. “Inside me. Cum inside me.”

Carter slammed deep—groaning low—and unloaded—thick ropes pumping into her, mixing with the mess already there. Cheryl came one final time—shuddering, gasping—pussy clamping down, milking him dry.

Both men stayed buried for a long moment—breathing hard—then slowly pulled out.

Cum flooded out of both women—white, thick, dripping from stretched pussies in heavy strands onto the sofa cushions. Cheryl’s pussy gaped slightly—pink and swollen—more cum leaking with every clench. Megan’s hairy ginger pussy dripped steadily—Leon’s load oozing out around her swollen lips.

Both women collapsed forward—spent, trembling—moaning softly.

Mike and Chris stayed on their knees—faces shiny, chins dripping—staring at the aftermath.

The night had reached its peak.

Megan turned first—rolling onto her back on the sofa, legs falling open wide, knees bent, feet flat on the cushions. Cum continued to leak out—white trails sliding down her inner thighs, pooling beneath her ass. Her massive tits splayed to the sides—still flushed, nipples hard—soft belly rising and falling with heavy breaths.

Cheryl followed—rolling onto her back beside Megan, legs spreading instinctively wide. Her pussy gaped more noticeably—smooth lips parted, inner walls visible and glistening, thick white cum pouring out in slow, steady streams, soaking the leather beneath her. Her breasts rose and fell with ragged breaths, nipples still tight, skin flushed from neck to thighs.

They lay there—side by side—legs open, pussies on full display, cum leaking freely, bodies trembling with aftershocks. The sight was devastating: two wives, fucked and filled by thick black cock, now laid back and exposed, cum dripping from stretched holes like proof of what had just happened.

Mike and Chris remained on their knees—faces shiny, chins dripping—staring at the aftermath.

Megan looked toward Chris—smiled lazily, legs still spread wide—and crooked a finger.

“Come here, baby,” she purred. “Clean your wife up.”

Chris crawled forward—thin cock bobbing, leaking—until his face was between her thighs. He leaned in without hesitation—tongue flicking out to lap at the thick white cum leaking from her hairy ginger pussy. The taste hit him—salty, musky, thick—and he groaned, pressing deeper, tongue plunging inside to scoop out more. Megan moaned softly—hand in his hair—guiding him.

“Every drop,” she whispered. “Clean it all out. Taste how full he left me.”

Chris obeyed—tongue working deep, lapping, sucking—swallowing the combined mess while his own cock leaked onto the carpet beneath him.

Cheryl looked down at Mike—eyes soft but commanding—and reached for his head again.

“Your turn,” she whispered. “Lick me. Taste him inside me.”

Mike’s stomach twisted—revulsion sharp and immediate. The thought of putting his mouth on her cum-filled pussy—still gaping from another man’s cock—grossed him out on a primal level. The taste, the texture, the smell. It was wrong. Humiliating. Disgusting.

And yet—his body moved anyway.

He leaned in—breath shaky—tongue flicking out to lap at the thick white trail dripping from her entrance. The flavor exploded—salty, bitter, musky—Darius’s cum from last night mixed with Carter’s fresh load. He gagged once—reflexive—but Cheryl’s hand tightened in his hair, holding him there.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Taste him. Taste what he left in your wife.”

Mike groaned—low, broken—and pressed forward. His tongue lapped at her folds—slow, broad strokes—scooping up the thick cream as it oozed out. The taste coated his mouth—overwhelming, wrong—but every swipe made his cock throb harder in his soaked shorts. He plunged deeper—tongue pushing inside her stretched entrance—scooping out more of Carter’s load, swallowing despite the bitter burn.

Cheryl moaned—soft, satisfied—hips rocking gently against his face.

“That’s it… clean me up… lick every drop he put in me. God—it felt so good, Mike. So full. So stretched. He fucked me deeper than you ever have. Made me cum so hard I screamed.”

Mike’s tongue worked faster—lapping, sucking, desperate to please. The humiliation burned—his wife praising another man’s cock while he ate his cum out of her—but it only made him harder. He could feel his own cock leaking in thick pulses now, untouched, soaking the waistband of his sweats completely.

Beside him, Chris was lost—tongue plunging deep into Megan’s hairy pussy, swallowing Leon’s thick load while she moaned and praised him. Megan’s hand was in his hair—guiding him—hips rocking lazily against his face.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Clean your wife. Taste how much he filled me.”

Mike’s mind was a haze—humiliation, arousal, love, shame—all crashing together. He was licking his wife’s cum-filled pussy—tasting another man’s seed inside her—and he had never been harder.

Cheryl’s breathing turned ragged again—another orgasm building fast from the overstimulation.

“God—yes—keep licking—don’t stop—”

She came again—sudden, violent—back bowing, thighs clamping around Mike’s head, a long, broken scream tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed and fluttered against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth—sweet, sharp, cutting through the bitterness. He drank her down—tongue working through every spasm—until she was shaking, whimpering, legs threatening to give out.

Megan came right after—her fourth or fifth of the night—screaming louder than before, tits bouncing wildly as her pussy pulsed around nothing now, Chris’s tongue lapping every drop.

Both women collapsed back—spent, trembling—moaning softly as the aftershocks rolled through them.

Mike and Chris stayed on their knees—faces shiny, chins dripping—tongues still lapping gently at swollen clits as the women came down.

Cheryl looked down at Mike—eyes soft now, loving—then reached for his head again.

“More,” she whispered. “Don’t stop…”

Megan echoed her—hand in Chris’s hair—pulling him closer.

“Keep licking—fuck—don’t stop—”

The men obeyed—tongues lapping, sucking, tasting every drop as their wives kept rocking—slow, deep, building toward yet another peak.

Mike’s mind was a haze—humiliation, arousal, love, shame—all crashing together. He was licking his wife’s clit while another man had just cum inside her—tasting her pleasure, tasting the cock that had claimed her—and he had never been harder.

The girl’s bodies glistened with sweat under the low lamplight—skin flushed from neck to thighs, breasts rising and falling with heavy breaths. Cum leaked steadily from both of them: thick white trails sliding down inner thighs, pooling beneath their asses on the dark leather. Cheryl’s smooth, shaved pussy gaped slightly—pink lips parted, inner walls still visible and slick—more of Carter’s load oozing out with every small clench. Megan’s hairy ginger pussy dripped in slow, viscous strands—Leon’s cum seeping through the matted red curls, coating her swollen lips.

Cheryl moaned softly—hips rocking gently against his face.

“That’s it… clean me up… lick every drop he put in me. God—it felt so good, Mike. So full. So stretched. He fucked me deeper than you ever have. Made me cum so hard I screamed.”

Mike’s tongue worked faster—lapping, sucking, desperate to please. The humiliation burned—his wife praising another man’s cock while he ate his cum out of her—but it only made him harder. He could feel his own cock leaking in thick pulses now, untouched, soaking the front of his shorts completely.

Beside him, Chris was doing the same—tongue plunging deep into Megan’s hairy ginger pussy, swallowing Leon’s thick load while she moaned and praised him. Megan’s hand was in his hair—guiding him—hips rocking lazily against his face.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Clean your wife. Taste how much he filled me.”

Both women were climbing again—breathing ragged, moans turning into cries. Cheryl’s thighs trembled—hips bucking against Mike’s face. Megan’s back arched—tits swinging wildly—pussy clenching visibly around nothing now.

Mike sucked harder—tongue pressing flat against Cheryl’s clit, then flicking the tip—while his fingers slipped lower, spreading her lips wider so he could taste deeper where cum still leaked. Cheryl came suddenly—violent, shattering—back bowing, thighs clamping around Mike’s head, a long, broken scream tearing from her throat as her pussy pulsed and fluttered against his tongue. Fresh wetness flooded his mouth—sweet, sharp, cutting through the bitterness. He drank her down—tongue working through every spasm—until she was shaking, whimpering, legs threatening to give out.

Megan came right after—her fourth or fifth of the night—screaming louder than before, tits bouncing wildly as her pussy pulsed. Wetness gushed—coating Chris’s face, dripping down his chin. She ground down hard—hips rolling—milking every last pulse of pleasure from the aftershocks.

Both women finally stilled—spent, trembling—moaning softly as the final tremors rolled through them.

Mike and Chris slowly lifted their heads—faces shiny, chins dripping—breathing hard.

Mike sat back on his heels—knees aching from the carpet—cock still throbbing, untouched. He glanced sideways at Chris.

Chris’s thin cock was soft now—hanging limp between his legs—and directly in front of the armchair where he’d been sitting earlier was a thick puddle on the carpet. White, viscous, still glistening—Chris had cum untouched, just from licking Megan while she got fucked. The sight was pathetic—humiliating—and Mike felt a sudden, sharp burst of internal laughter. What a loser, he thought. Came on the floor like a teenager just from tasting another man in his wife.

Then Mike looked down.

Between his own knees—on the carpet right in front of him—was a matching puddle. White, thick, still warm. His own cum—spilled untouched while he licked Cheryl’s cum-filled pussy. His cock—once rock-hard—was now soft, hanging limp against his thigh, spent from the sheer intensity of the humiliation and arousal without a single touch.

Mike stared at the puddle—his own mess—then at Chris’s. A choked, incredulous laugh bubbled up in his chest—silent, internal—but real. We’re the same, he thought. Both of us. Losers who came on the floor just from watching our wives get fucked and cleaned up after.

Cheryl looked down at him—eyes soft, loving—then reached for his head again, pulling him gently upward.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Mike rose—legs shaky—and she pulled him into her arms. They sank onto the sofa together—sticky, spent—her body curling into his, head on his chest.

Megan did the same with Chris—pulling him close, kissing him deeply, tasting herself on his lips.

The four of them sat in silence for a long moment—breathing heavy, hearts still racing—bodies tangled, cum still leaking slowly from both women, puddles drying on the carpet in front of the husbands.

No one spoke.

No one needed to.

The living room fell quiet after the last shuddering aftershocks. Cheryl and Megan lay side by side on the sofa—legs still parted, cum still leaking slowly from their stretched pussies, bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. Their breathing slowed together—deep, synchronized inhales—until the only sounds left were the faint hum of the fan and the occasional drip onto the leather.

Mike and Chris knelt in front of them for a long moment—faces shiny, chins dripping—until Megan finally sighed, stretched like a cat, and sat up slowly. Her huge tits swayed as she moved, nipples still hard, cum streaked across her inner thighs.

She looked at Chris—soft smile—and patted the cushion beside her.

“Come up here, baby.”

Chris rose—legs shaky—and curled against her side, head on her shoulder. Megan kissed his temple, then glanced at Cheryl and Mike.

“You two okay?”

Cheryl nodded—still breathless—then reached for Mike’s hand. He took it, rose, and sat beside her. She pulled him close—his head on her chest, her fingers stroking his hair. For a minute they just breathed—four bodies tangled, sticky, spent.

Megan broke the silence first.

“I need a cigarette.”

She disentangled herself from Chris, stood—naked, unashamed—and walked toward the French doors leading to the garden. Her hips swayed, ass jiggling slightly, cum still trickling down her thighs. She slid the door open, stepped out into the cool night air, lit a cigarette from a pack on the patio table, and leaned against the railing—glowing tip flaring in the dark.

Chris watched her go—eyes soft—then looked at Mike.

“Beer?” he asked quietly.

Mike nodded—grateful for the excuse to move.

They stood—legs stiff—cock soft and spent, shorts still damp—and walked toward the kitchen. The living room lights dimmed behind them; the women’s soft voices followed, low and intimate.

In the kitchen, Chris opened the fridge—cold air washing over them—and pulled out two bottles of lager. He twisted the caps off, handed one to Mike without speaking. They leaned against the island—backs to the living room—drinking in silence for a long minute.

Finally Chris spoke—voice low, almost sheepish.

“She’s… something else, isn’t she?”

Mike took a long pull of beer. “Yeah. Megan too.”

Chris laughed—quiet, self-deprecating. “I used to think I’d hate it. Watching. But now… it’s the only thing that gets me this hard anymore.”

Mike stared at his bottle. “Same.”

They drank again—silence stretching.

Chris glanced toward the living room—where Megan’s cigarette glowed faintly through the open door, Cheryl’s soft laugh drifting out.

“You ever think about… stopping?” Mike asked quietly.

Chris shook his head. “Tried once. Lasted two weeks. She was miserable. I was miserable. We’re better like this.”

Mike nodded slowly. “I get it.”

They clinked bottles—small, unspoken toast—and drank again.

Back in the living room, Cheryl and Megan lay curled together on the sofa—Megan’s head on Cheryl’s shoulder, Cheryl’s fingers tracing lazy circles on Megan’s arm. The cigarette smoke drifted in through the open door—sharp, acrid, grounding.

Megan exhaled slowly. “You okay?”

Cheryl nodded. “Yeah. Just… processing.”

Megan smiled. “It gets easier. And hotter.”

Cheryl laughed—soft, tired. “I’m starting to see that.”

They fell quiet again—bodies warm against each other—listening to the distant murmur of the men in the kitchen, the faint crackle of Megan’s cigarette outside.

Eventually Megan stubbed it out, stood, stretched—tits lifting, ass jiggling—then offered Cheryl a hand.

“Shower?” she asked.

Cheryl took it. “Yeah.”

They walked upstairs together—naked, sticky, arms around each other’s waists—leaving the living room empty, sofa stained, puddles drying on the carpet.

In the kitchen, Mike and Chris finished their beers—set the bottles in the sink—and looked at each other.

“Guess we should head up,” Mike said.

Chris nodded. “Yeah.”

They walked back into the living room—saw the empty sofa, the open garden door, the cigarette butt still smoldering faintly outside.

Mike looked at Chris.

“Thanks,” he said quietly. “For… letting us be here.”

Chris smiled—small, tired. “Anytime.”

They climbed the stairs together—slow, silent—toward the sound of running water and soft female laughter drifting from the bathroom.

The night was over.

But nothing would ever be the same.


Epilouge

The house was quiet on a warm Saturday evening in early autumn. The garden lights were on—soft amber glow spilling across the patio—and the sliding doors stood wide open, letting in the scent of fallen leaves and distant woodsmoke. Inside, the living room looked much the same as it had six months ago: cream sofa (new cushions now), low lamps, the armchair still positioned across from it like a silent witness.

Cheryl lay on her back across the sofa—naked, legs spread wide, knees hooked over the arms. Darius knelt between her thighs—shirtless, jeans open—his thick black cock buried deep inside her, thrusting slow and deliberate. Every stroke pulled a soft, satisfied moan from her lips—head tipped back, blonde hair fanned across the cushion, breasts rising and falling in rhythm. Her pussy gripped him visibly—smooth lips stretched tight around his shaft, clit swollen and glistening.

Mike sat in the armchair opposite—fully dressed in jeans and a dark T-shirt—watching. His cock was hard but untouched, straining against his zipper. He didn’t stroke it. He never did anymore unless Cheryl told him to. That was the rule now—one of many they’d quietly established over the months.

Darius leaned down—kissed Cheryl deeply—then looked over his shoulder at Mike.

“She’s still so tight for me,” he said, voice low and calm. “Even after all this time.”

Mike nodded—once—throat tight. “I know.”

Cheryl’s hand reached out toward Mike—fingers curling in a small, inviting gesture. He rose without hesitation, crossed the room, and knelt beside the sofa. She took his hand, pressed it to her breast—let him feel her heartbeat racing beneath the soft skin.

Darius kept thrusting—slow, deep—while Mike leaned in and kissed her nipple gently, then sucked it into his mouth. Cheryl moaned louder—body arching—free hand threading through Mike’s hair.

“Both of you,” she whispered. “I need both of you tonight.”

Darius smiled—small, knowing—and pulled out slowly. Cum leaked from Cheryl’s pussy—thick, white, still warm from earlier rounds. She’d been with Darius all afternoon; Mike had cleaned her twice already.

Mike didn’t wait for instruction. He leaned in—tongue flicking out—and lapped at the creamy trail dripping from her entrance. The taste was familiar now—Darius’s load mixed with Cheryl’s sweetness. He no longer gagged. He just licked—slow, thorough—plunging his tongue inside her stretched pussy to scoop out more, swallowing with quiet devotion.

Cheryl moaned—soft, satisfied—hips rocking gently against his face.

Darius watched—cock still hard, glistening—then stepped back.

“Bedroom?” he asked Cheryl.

She nodded—breathless—then looked at Mike.

“Come with us.”

Mike rose—legs shaky—and followed them upstairs. Darius carried Cheryl—her legs wrapped around his waist, pussy still leaking onto his stomach—while Mike walked behind, cock aching in his jeans.

In the bedroom—same bed they’d shared for years—Darius laid Cheryl on her back. She spread her legs wide—inviting. Darius climbed over her—thrust back inside—slow, deep—and started fucking her again.

Mike knelt beside the bed—watching, hand resting on Cheryl’s thigh.

She reached for him—pulled him closer—kissed him while Darius fucked her.

“I love you,” she whispered against his lips. “This doesn’t change that.”

Mike kissed her back—soft, desperate.

“I know.”

Darius picked up speed—thrusts harder, deeper—until he came again—groaning low, filling her once more. He pulled out slowly—cum leaking out in thick strands—and stepped back.

Cheryl looked at Mike—eyes soft.

“Your turn.”

Mike stripped—cock springing free, hard and leaking—climbed between her legs, and slid inside. She was loose, slick, full of Darius’s cum. The sensation was familiar now—sloppy, warm, humiliating—and perfect.

He fucked her—slow, deep—while she kissed him, whispered how much she loved him, how grateful she was.

He came quickly—deep inside her, mixing with Darius’s load—then stayed buried, softening, holding her.

Darius watched from the doorway—smiled once—then quietly left.

They fell asleep like that—Mike still inside her, arms wrapped tight—Cheryl’s head on his chest, fingers tracing his back.

Six months had changed everything.

And nothing.

They were still them.

Just… more.


Books By This Author

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

I thought I was just a normal guy. My wife Jenny and I had a great marriage, great sex, and no secrets—until the night everything changed.

It started as a night out with friends. Drinks, dancing, harmless flirting. But when a tall, tattooed Black stranger pulled her onto the dance floor, I didn’t stop him. I watched. And when his hands wandered, when his mouth found her neck, when she let him… I still didn’t stop it.

That night, I watched my wife get taken by another man. A man with a thick, powerful cock that stretched her in ways I never had. I watched her moan for him. Ride him. Beg for more. And somehow, I couldn’t look away.

I thought I’d feel jealous. Angry. Broken.

Instead, I got hard.

Jenny changed that night—and so did I. She loved being used. Loved being a slut for him. And when she turned her wicked smile on me, I realized something else: this wasn’t just about her being taken.

It was about me being made to watch.

What started as a fantasy became something raw, filthy, and brutally real. I’d never seen my wife like this before. I’d never fucked her like this before. And by the time it was over, I didn’t even recognize the man I’d become.

All I knew was, I didn’t want it to stop.

Taken: A White Wife Surrenders to her BBC Fantasy


I should have stopped it.
I should have laughed it off, called it a fantasy, told her to apologize to Edward for leading him on. But I didn’t.

I just sat there, helpless, watching as the next message lit up her phone:

I’m coming to your apartment in fifteen minutes. If the door is unlocked, I’ll walk in. I expect to find you naked on the bed—and your husband waiting in the living room to lead me to you.

Now I’m sitting here, heart pounding, staring at the front door. All I have to do to stop this is stand up and turn the lock.

But I don’t.

Because in fifteen minutes, I’m about to watch my wife get taken by our big, powerful neighbor—and part of me can’t wait.



[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1P2.jpg





cover.jpeg
A Wife's Confession Opens A Dark Fantasy

CONEFESSION

Leah
Jenkins





